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    Chapter 1


    


    ***Dams***


    Fucking hell. Why does this shit always happen to me? On a fucking backside road in the middle of fucking nowhere, nonetheless. And why the fuck didn’t I just bring that fucking piece of shit bike to the shop for its yearly tune-up? Yeah, yeah. I know. It’s all on me, my bad. Right now, bitching about it is not fucking helping me one bit. Pulling out my phone, I dial, and it takes four rings for Zack to pick up.


    “Dams, what’s up?”


    “I’m fucking stranded between who the fuck knows where and the hell if I know. I need a prospect to come and get me and my bike.”


    “Oh, shit! Well, can’t help you there, man. Tyler’s mom stole his car again and this time she totaled it against a tree. She’s alright, some minor cuts and bruises. He left a half hour ago to pick up his car. So you gotta stay put.”


    “Why doesn’t this surprise me? At. Fucking. All. I’m having one fucked up night, I can tell you that. Never mind, Prez. I’m calling a tow.”


    “All right, Dams. Go and grab yourself some pussy when you get back. That always seems to lighten your mood.”


    “Better not today, Prez. The way my mood is now, I might break the bitch.”


    That fucker chuckles into the phone as he hangs up. Checking tow companies online on my phone, I notice there are just three to choose from. Simply clicking on the phone icon of the top one on the list, my phone automatically dials.


    A woman who sounds like she’s a hundred picks up and I explain what road I took and where I might be. I have to wait about twenty minutes or so she says.


    Twenty minutes was absolute bullshit, ‘cause it’s been over forty and my balls are starting to freeze up. It’s fucking cold out here. I zip my hoodie, hoping it’ll give me some warmth.


    Finally! I see headlights approaching. As they come closer I see it’s indeed a tow truck. Thank fuck. It pulls up in front of my bike and keeps the lights on. The dude steps out and I begin to unleash my fury.


    “Well thanks for showing up at all, fucker. I’m freezing my balls off while you’re cruising like it’s a joyride on a hot summer’s day.”


    By the loud sound of the door being slammed, I can tell my insult hit home. Good. I’m in no mood to make friends.


    The dude walks towards me, dressed in safety clothes that seem to swallow him. The red snapback with the company logo won’t let me see his face. That and the fucking headlights are shining in my fucking eyes. He walks straight up to me, with a speed that kind of surprises me. His hand comes up and he jabs his finger into my chest.


    “Shut it, biker! I’m in no mood to deal with that rude mouth of yours while I tow your bike to the shop. So let’s be clear. The bike comes with me. You? Start walking, Buddy.”


    Fuck me. Either the dude has a very girly voice or...wait. I know that sexy voice. Oh, the fuck she isn’t. “Nerd?”


    Her head comes up and I’m staring at the most gorgeous face I’ve ever seen. Okay, I admit, I might have been jerking off to thoughts of her ever since we met face to face a few weeks ago. She’s now our go-to gal when it comes to computers, information, or whatever we need researched. Her dad used to do that shit since he was part of Areion Fury MC. The day he died she just picked up that job. That’s why we call her Nerd. I don’t even know her real name, but damn would I like to.


    My eyes lower to the patch on her chest. It says “Jim.” and I would bet my left nut that’s not her name. Looking into her eyes, I notice she’s wearing glasses. Fuck me. The first time I saw her, back at the clubhouse, I even joked she had pigtails, glasses and a fat ass. Except she wasn’t wearing glasses but she was wearing sunglasses instead… Oh, that ass, how right I was and how hard I got the second she walked up to me. She was mad as hell at me back then, too.


    About as pissed as she is right now. She usually only works by phone or computer, but shit I needed the info as soon as she had it and we were all in church so I had no fucking choice but to make her come to me. And here she is again…coming when I call.


    I laugh to myself as I lean down into that pretty little face. It’s a long way, since she’s such a tiny thing. Our noses almost touch as I lower my voice into, I hope, a panty-wetting tone.


    “You’re not gonna leave me by the side of the road, Jim Bug.”


    “Talk normal, you doofus. That shit doesn’t work on me. Save it for the women who voluntary spread their legs for you. I don’t need to hear that irritating, phony, let-me-put-on-my-slick voice. And it’s Nerd. Not Jim or Bug or Jim Bug. Dams.”


    Damn. Just a few moments ago I was freezing, but I am hot as hell right now. This woman lights me on fire, and her feisty attitude rubs me just the right way. Leaning down a bit more, I let my mouth drop next to her ear.


    “The day will come when you’ll voluntarily spread your legs for me, Jim Bug.” I place a soft kiss on her cheek and brush my scruff along her face as I pull back. Actually, she pushes me back.


    “Could you just hold your breath until that happens?” She steps away and stomps toward my bike. She looks at it and walks back to the tow truck, climbs in, and backs up the truck some more so it’s inches from my bike. She steps out and jumps in the back. Fuck, that ass has some serious moves. I need to get her naked so I can find out how she looks underneath all those clothes. She jumps back off and she passes me, tries to hit me in the shoulder, but she’s tiny so she just bumps into me.


    “If you want to feel me up, Jim Bug, that’s not the way to do it.”


    She spins around, and stabs me again with her finger right in my fucking chest. “We agreed you were gonna hold your breath. So how come annoying sounds keep pouring out?”


    Grabbing her hand so I can hold out the finger that’s been poking my chest, I bring it slowly to my mouth. I suck hard while I swirl my tongue around it and I watch as her eyes go wide and I feel a shiver run through her body. Biting down slightly, I pull the digit out and blow on the wetness that coats her skin.


    “Why hold it, Jim Bug? When we can let it go and enjoy?”


    Her lips open slightly like she wants to say something. Nothing comes out as she closes them and curls them around her teeth, biting down. Fuck! I wanna slam my lips down on her mouth and taste her. I have never, in my whole life, had such a burning desire to do that.


    With my fucked up childhood I never experienced affection. Never learned how to love. Hugs, kisses and cuddles are emotional connections. Every emotion was lacking in my life except for apathy.


    The second I came of age I left and joined the Army. That’s where I met Zack. That's where I met my real family. I never looked back to my so-called family. But now, right fucking now, I'm starting to feel all kinds of emotions.


    I feel the burn. This feisty, nerdy, sexy little bug has me yearning to taste her. To press my mouth down on hers and feel the touch of those plump, red lips that are now moving.


    “I said… do you want to handle the bike yourself? Or do you want me to push it up there? Because standing here and trying to get into my pants is useless.”


    “Not in your pants, Jim Bug. I’d like to get them off. Or better yet, get you off. And me. Or both. So yeah, you might be right… getting in would be involved.”


    She steps away like she just got slapped. Her eyes go to the ground as she struggles to get the words out of her mouth. “Just… would… I mean… go and get your bike.”


    She pivots on her heel and stalks to the back of the tow truck and lowers the deck. What the fuck just happened? Did she just seriously stutter? And the scared look in her eyes... what the fuck did I say? I only mentioned getting her off, right? That makes no sense… Unless… Oh fucking hell. Could she be a fucking virgin? Fuck. If that’s the case, that might just explain her reaction.


    Just the thought that no man has ever touched her makes my dick fucking rock hard. Un-fucking-breakable. Which, by the way, makes it very uncomfortable to push my bike up the bed of the tow truck. I manage to get it up there and jump off while Nerd gets up and straps my bike down.


    When she’s done, she tries to avoid me. Yeah, that’s not gonna happen. I won’t allow it. Stepping to the side so she has to stop, I raise my hand to her face. Pulling her chin up so she has no choice but to look at me, I soften my voice.


    “You know that’s just me running my mouth, right? I’m not the kind of guy to take something without consent. When we do fuck…and we will, make no mistake about that… it’ll be sweet and soft for your first time. You get me?”


    Again with the fucking lips! Why the fuck does she have to suck on them? I can’t take my eyes off them and all I wanna do is find out how my mouth would feel against hers.


    “Can I ask you something, Jim Bug?” Half of her bottom lip is caught between her teeth as she nods slightly. “Will you give me a kiss?”


    Her mouth parts as a tiny gasp leaves her mouth before she whispers. “Just a kiss?”


    Fuck! Just a kiss. How about, that will be my first kiss… Ever! It’s too personal, too damn close, a sign of affection. Even the thought of getting emotionally tied has kept me from doing so all these years. So yeah, a fucking virgin kisser, right here. But fuck if I let her know that tiny fact before I get a chance to pop that cherry.


    “Yeah, Jim Bug. Just a kiss.” For now, I mentally add. She closes her eyes and tilts her head back a little. My thumb brushes over her soft bottom lip as I lean down. Swiping my tongue along the same path, a moan escapes my throat. Oh fuck, what am I doing? I can’t hold myself back as my lips meet hers.


    Her hands go into my hair as she pulls me to her and angles my head to the side. She takes control over the kiss, my mouth, my thoughts and all I can do is surrender. My hand leaves her face to join the other as they both find her waist and pull her against my body. Her sweet and soft lips open further as her tongue comes out and brushes along mine. My hand drops from her waist to her ass as I lift her up. Her legs wrap around my waist making her tower over me. She’s fighting for ownership of my mouth and I’m voluntarily giving it to her.


    I’ve spent my entire life without one single kiss. This fucking moment? That’s the reason why I lived so long without it. There will be nothing on this whole fucking earth that will ever come close to the emotions burning in my veins right now.


    Her mouth leaves mine and her lips latch on to my neck. I feel a slight pull as she sucks in my skin and bites down. Oh fucking hell, she needs to cut it out or I won’t be able to stop. She popped my cherry kiss with her lips and I’d be glad to return the favor with her lips between her legs. That might happen in the next few seconds if she doesn't quit right now.


    “Jim Bug, you gotta stop. I won’t be able to restrain myself if you don’t.”


    She freezes under my touch. A-fucking-gain. To stick with the statement she threw out only moments ago, I need her to realize I’m not just a guy who wants in her pants. Pulling my head back, I let my forehead rest on hers.


    “Listen, Bug. I get the feeling you’re untouched by any man. So let’s get this straight, so you don’t freeze up on me again. We’re gonna be fucking soon enough. It won’t be just a one-time deal either. You won’t be with anyone other than me. Am I making myself clear? You’re mine now. I fucking love the fact that you’re untouched. Made just for me, yeah?”


    Her breathing isn’t slowing down and she’s still frozen with a solid grip on both of my biceps. She takes a moment, and her fingers begin to loosen. Pulling her head back, she taps on my arm.


    “You can put me down now, Dams. It was just a kiss, right? No need to make any promises you won’t be able to keep. Besides, I won’t be accepting your offer anyway.” Her legs unwind from around my waist and I miss her heat instantly, even while I’m still holding her close.


    Did she just fucking turn me down? The rough horny biker, nailing every pussy he wants and leaves it when it’s been filled and tested? Who just threw it all away to claim her pussy? No. Fucking. Way. Deciding I might as well lay it all out for her, since she’s got this whole thing already played out in her head.


    “Not just a kiss, Jim Bug. You just gave me my first kiss. Isn’t that a fucking surprise for you? I’ve been saving up my whole fucking life for what you just gave me a moment ago. So guess what? That little fact makes you mine. I’m going to return the favor by fucking you for the first time. Only to keep fucking you, and only you for many years to come.”


    Her face is filled with skepticism. “You’re full of shit. A biker that’s never kissed before? Until right now, by little ol’ me? Yeah, kinda hard to believe that one. But you know what? That was my first kiss too. So we’re even with the cherry lips popping.”


    “I don't fucking care if you believe it or not. I’m telling you. So you accept my word for the fucking truth, yeah? " Slamming my mouth down on those addictive lips of hers that lure me in with a magnetic force. She opens and sucks on my tongue, biting down soft as she pulls away.


    "You totally stole the second one, Buddy."


    I can't help but chuckle. "Yeah, well. I can tell you wanted it just as much as I did. Your body even vibrates against mine."


    "That's my phone you idiot! Let me go."


    Letting my arms slide from her body, she reaches for her phone. About three seconds after she answers her phone her eyes flash to shock and then quickly to worry and sadness. Nerd mumbles that she’ll be right there and hangs up. As she puts the phone away, she starts to pace back and forth like she doesn’t know what to do.


    My voice cracks a bit with concern. “What’s wrong?”


    No reaction. She’s still pacing so I have no other option but to step in front of her, forcing her to run into me.


    “Keys.” I hold out my hand, waiting for her to give them to me.


    Her eyebrows furrow and her mouth droops into a frown. I don’t have time for this shit.


    “Gimme your keys. Now, Jim Bug.”


    She reaches into her pocket and slowly puts them in my hand. “Now get your tight ass into that tow truck so I can drive you to wherever the fuck we need to go.”


    Her head goes down as she walks to the tow truck and climbs in. Getting behind the wheel, I turn to her and ask where we’re going. Reaching over, she turns on the GPS and hits the home button. Smart woman, this way she doesn’t have to speak. She leans her head against the side window, turning slightly away and shutting me out completely. Fuck. Something’s up.


    I follow directions that lead me to a house out in the middle of fucking nowhere. Yeah, if I thought I was fuck knows where when my bike gave up, it doesn’t even compare to where we are now. No wonder she turned on the GPS. Damn. I wonder if she can even find her way back without that damn thing. I park the tow truck next to a large, white two-story house with wrap around porches and spindle railings. A huge barn sits on the adjacent lot and next to that there’s a garage with what seems like an apartment above it. Nerd jumps out of the cab and hightails towards the house.


    Slamming the door behind me, I follow her to the house. She reaches for her keys but the door opens and an old woman stands in the doorway. She looks like she's been crying for hours. Her face is red and puffy, and her eyes are bloodshot and swollen. The woman scoops Nerd up in a tight hug. I keep an eye on my woman and judging from the way her arms are wooden, I can tell Nerd isn’t comfortable with either this situation or with the hug.


    I feel fucking awkward standing here, not knowing what the fuck is going on. I mean, did somebody die or something? Should I leave? Should I stay and join in for a group hug? What? My phone starts to ring inside my pocket and I’m thankful for the distraction. Pulling it out, I see it’s Zack.


    “Prez.”


    “Still on the side of the road, or what?”


    “Or what, I guess. Listen, I’m gonna call you back in a few. I’m with Nerd and something’s up.”


    “What the… Nerd? How’d that… never mind. Talk later.”


    “Later.” Jamming my phone back in my pants, I walk a few steps closer to Nerd and the woman who’s holding her. The woman lifts her head and looks at me.


    “Priscilla, who’d you bring with you?”


    Priscilla? Nerd lifts her head and looks back at me with eyes that indicate, she completely forgot about me. Stepping up to the two women I extend my hand and the old woman takes it.


    “Dams, ma’am.” She gives me a slightest of smiles as she nods her head in acknowledgment. “Mind if I ask what happened?”


    She swallows hard as Nerd strokes her back. Before the woman can explain, Nerd catches my gaze and says, “This is my aunt, Vivian Hatcher. Uncle Bill, her husband, just died.”


    Fuck. I’m so emotionally fucked up by my family that I don’t even know how to fucking respond or sympathize with them. The only thing I can do is nod so they know I’ve processed the info.


    Nerd’s expression softens as if she knows how uncomfortable I’m feeling. “Look, it’s okay, Dams. You got me here safe, there’s nothing more to do now. We’ll…” She’s cut off by the ring of a phone inside the house. The old woman turns away, walking into the house to answer the phone.


    Visibly annoyed, Nerd mumbles, “Great, just great. Business before grieving. We can’t even get a break around here. Shit! I might need to go out on another call. What a freaking mess.”


    This is something I can handle. Business. That, I can do. “What’s up, Jim Bug? Why can’t you close up for the rest of the night and tomorrow for that matter?”


    “Because it’s a business, doofus! We can’t just put up a sign saying tow your own ass home! It needs to stay up and running, that’s the only thing my aunt has now. She can’t even count on that loser son of hers. My cousin is...yeah. Besides that, the shark will come in and…. shit! Just… never mind! It’s a freaking business that needs to go on, don’t you get that?”


    I step up and pull her into my body while she struggles against my hold. I’m not giving up as I tighten my arms around her. After a few moments, her struggling ceases and I feel her arms wrap around me, holding on just as tight.


    Her head is pressed to my chest and a feeling flows through by body that grows stronger with each breath. She belongs to me; it’s undeniable. I raise one hand and stroke her honey colored hair. When I bring it up after the third stroke, I grab her hair and tighten it into my fist. Pulling her head back because I can’t fucking take the burning in my chest a second longer. I need her lips on mine.


    I need to comfort her, to let her know I’m here for her. The moment our lips meet, everything falls away. Her hand slips under my cut and shirt, digging her nails into my skin. She sets my whole fucking body on fire. I feel her teeth sinking into my bottom lip as she pulls back slightly and licks away the sting. Tilting her head, she deepens the kiss.


    I feel the need to fuck her, right here, right now. Not even minding one bit if her aunt walks in on us. With that shocking thought, I pull her head back once more. Both panting hard, feeling the need to close the gap between us that is keeping our lips from melting into one.


    “I need to make a call, Bug. Give me a minute and I’ll handle everything, yeah?”


    She shakes her head and I just fucking know she doesn’t want the club involved. Wanting to deal with everything herself. That fucking ends now.


    “You’re not alone in this and neither is your aunt. You hear me? If you fight me on this, I’ll spin you around, drop your pants and either pinch or smack that ass. I haven’t made a choice yet what might make my dick harder, pinching or smacking. Might try both if you don’t stop glaring at me right the fuck now.”


    


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 2


    


    ***Nerd***


    Pinch or smack? Is he freaking serious? Pulling my hands back from his amazing body, I cross them in front of my chest and lock them so they don’t slip free and find their way back to him.


    I can’t believe I’ve let that happen a few times too many already. It’s like a switch; my mind is on one side, my body on the other. I’m trying to keep it strong with my mind but the second he touches me, the switch flips. Mind OFF, body ON. I need to kill that switch.


    I hate lying, cheating bikers. My dad was a perfect example. With everything I’ve learned from my mother, I need to stay as far away from them as possible. That’s one of the most important reasons I’ve always kept the connection through the phone or computer. I need that extra layer of protection. The reason I picked up my dad’s job when he died was because of the established job and easy paycheck. A little research here or there, guaranteed payment and no face to face contact? Sign me up.


    They’ve always kept their distance until this annoying piece of manmeat insisted on me bringing him the information they needed. With Blue, the Prez.’s ol’lady, in danger they needed to check into her mom’s murder. That fucking Frankie D. I shake my head at the memory; Frankie D. kidnapped her just weeks ago, hurt her too. When they saved Blue, he somehow got away. We’re still looking for him. His name pops up every now and then, but nothing solid. Anyway… I had to bring over a police and the autopsy report. Since they were all in church he demanded that they would be delivered personally or I’d lose my paycheck.


    Thinking it was a one-time exception and with anger fueling me, I went over there to put him in his place, the arrogant son of a bitch. That turned out a huge mistake. I never should have met him in person. The moment I saw him my whole body flooded with heat. The same heat I saw in his eyes. Back then, I told myself the heat was all because of the anger I feel towards bikers and the resentment for making me come to them instead of communicating through the digital world I use as my shield.


    But now, running into him again? I can see it in his eyes. For him it’s just some kind of point that needs to be proven, owned. I’m not a piece of property. I’m not to be claimed and locked in a house to take care of a kid while he’s back at the clubhouse, sticking his dick in anything that moves. I’ve lived through the after effects of that situation already, up close and personal with my parents. No way my mom wanted that for me, it’s the reason she…


    “Prez, it’s me. I’m gonna need two brothers. Yeah. Gonna text ya the address in a bit. No, all night and two new ones tomorrow. Nah man, just a phone that needs to be covered and a tow truck that needs to run. Yeah, they’ll do. Kay. Yeah. Later.”


    He hangs up and gives me a satisfied look. I should be happy, really. Except that I’m not. I don’t want to owe him, to accept help, from him or from anyone else for that matter. They aren’t in it for the long haul, so I need to handle this stuff myself. It’s just me and my aunt now. God only knows I can’t rely on that piece of crap cousin of mine. Drinking all day with his lowlife buddies and doing who knows what all night.


    Let’s not forget the shark that’s out there. Circling, waiting for his chance to get his hands on my uncle and aunt’s tow company. Shit. My aunt’s tow company, since my uncle just died. I should be happy with the help Dams is giving us, because this way I can take my aunt to the hospital to go see him one last time.


    “Thanks.” I mutter in a whisper. He nods in acknowledgment, so I walk into the house to find Aunt Vivian. She’s still on the phone when I stop next to her, so I listen to her talk.


    “That’s all right, Alex. You can come by tomorrow and get it. Yes, ten would be just fine. Okay, till then. Bye now.”


    Alex. Light brown curly hair, brown eyes, strong jaw. That Alex. As in the annoying guy who had us, meaning me, tow his car in when nothing was wrong with it. I’m sure he wanted to ask me out again but I’ve already turned him down three times. Why can’t this guy get the freaking idea? I don’t want a relationship. Any relationship. I have one online friend I can pour my heart out to, as well as Lynn and Blue who I can turn to; that’s enough.


    I don’t need hugs or snuggles. Or emotions, for that matter. There’s a reason I’m a genius with a computer. I’m a lot like them; a lot of memory, a hard drive and no freaking emotion. What. So. Ever.


    “Lemme guess, Alex?”


    My aunt looks up at me and sighs. “Sorry, sweetheart. He’s picking up his car at ten tomorrow. Asked if you would handle it.”


    Great. I knew it. It’s not her fault and she’s got enough to deal with right now. I give my aunt a tight smile. “It’s okay Aunt Vivian. I’ll get it done.” Mentally hoping Dams’ guys are still around so I can let them handle the guy.


    She takes my hand and pats it. Sorrow darkens her eyes when she says. “I need to go to the hospital. Can you handle it here for me? I’ll come back as soon as possible.”


    Before I can answer her I hear Dams’ rough voice. “Two of my brothers will be here in fifteen minutes or less. They’ll take over while I drive you both to the hospital.”


    I’m about to give him hell when I see his hand signal. My eyes focus as I see him bring two fingers and his thumb together, then flatten his hand and swing it a little. Then it’s back to bringing two fingers and his thumb… Freaking idiot! Is he really throwing self-invented sign language at me? Threatening me with a pinch or smack?


    I give him my best glare and he returns it with his lips pulling up on one side. Shit. I need to look away before I smile. I am not giving him that satisfaction. I hate his interference. It’s the freaking switch I need to blame…body on, mind off. No, that’s mind on, body off. Do. Not. Flip.


    Just twelve minutes later, we hear the rumble of three bikes. Dams walks out first, and I follow. Peering around him, I notice Sico, C.Rash and Pokey getting off their bikes and heading this way. Yes, I know every biker of Areion Fury MC. I’ve got files on every single one of them. To them, I’m Nerd, the go-to gal for information, so I make it my job to know everything.


    “Hey, man.” Pokey slaps Dams on his shoulder. “You needed us?”


    Dams nods as he steps back into the house. The three bikers look at me and I just wave my hand for them to get inside. Yeah. I like to keep my eyes on those guys since my mom reminded me daily never to trust a biker.


    C.Rash jams his hands in his pockets. “I take it you wouldn’t mind an extra hand. Doc says no heavy lifting and shit, but maybe I could make myself useful in another way?”


    Dams gives him an appreciative nod. “Listen, I need you three to run the tow company for a few hours or so. One on the phone, that’s you C.Rash and you two can hop in a truck if there’s a call for a tow. Now I know all of you can operate a wrecker since the club owns one, and Vivian here will give you some details about how much to charge and how to process credit card payments and shit. Got it?”


    Pokey and C.Rash nod while Sico is still looking at me. When I say looking I’m being nice. To me, it seems more like staring but with a creepy vibe. I bet if we wait a few seconds, drool will come out of his mouth because he looks hungry. For what? I have no…


    “Sico! Get your fucking eyes off my woman.” Wait, what? Did Dams just call me…


    “Your woman, Dams? Is that an official claim there, brother?”


    The hairs on the back of my neck stand on end with the growl that leaves Dams’ throat.


    That freaking switch flips before I know it and my hand goes to his chest. He visibly leans into my touch as I shoot Sico a deadly glare. “Are you two gonna help out, or are you here to annoy one another?”


    Sico lifts his hands up in defense to my question and takes a seat behind the desk. Aunt Vivian gives them a quick rundown so they know what to say and do. Pokey grabs a chair and sits down with a magazine that he snatches off the desk right before he puts his feet up. The two guys seem to make themselves at home.


    Dams turns to my aunt as he says. “Ma’am, we can go now.”


    She gives him a small soft smile. My aunt isn’t used to people taking care of her; she’s used to handling everything herself. My uncle wasn’t a biker, but he wasn’t a real sweetheart either. He was a hard worker and expected the same from his wife. Actually, my uncle was a jerk, and that’s putting it nicely. But even I miss him already and I’m sure her heart is breaking right now. I honestly think he loved her, just as much as she loved him.


    ******


    Walking through the long hall of the hospital, I’m dreading what comes next. Emotions are such funny things. My aunt is holding up strong but I know it’s only a matter of time before it all comes crashing down. Then it’ll be up to me to pick her up and that reminds me of something.


    “You told Gene his father died, right?” I didn’t mean for it to come out that frustrated, but it just did.


    She takes a deep breath before answering. “Yes, although he sounded a bit drunk. He said he’d come here as soon as he could manage.”


    Great, we could expect him any minute now. Meaning next week or whenever he decides to get his head out of the bottle long enough to notice there’s a whole world out there to walk around in. My hand goes to her back, and I gently stroke up and down. She doesn’t deserve this.


    “We’re here.” Dams’ rough voice makes me turn to look at him. He’s got a rough edge to his face. His bright green eyes are hidden away most times by his serious frown. Dark hair, trimmed short on the sides… Longer on top where I can wrap my fingers in and… Movement of his hair makes me snap out of it. He raises his head again in a swift move, indicating me to look in front of me. Turning my head, I see we’re standing in front of two large doors.


    Grabbing the handle and opening the door, I let my aunt go in first and then wait, hoping Dams will pass me so I can hide in the back. Feeling the weight of the door leave my hand, I look back and see him holding the door for me to walk in. Great. I should have known he’d want to stand in the back. Why is he even here? Some men can be so damn controlling. The more you say no, the more you get their way shoved down your throat.


    Following my aunt to the bed that has… Oh, shit. No! This can’t be happening. Why is that shark standing near the bed? My eyes ping pong between the shark and my aunt.


    Aunt Vivian starts crying and screaming at the top of her lungs, “What the hell are you doing here? Get away from him! Leave him alone! He’s dead and even now you’re standing here. Money hungry vulture! Leave! Now!”


    I quickly grab my aunt’s shoulders, because by the way she’s screaming, I’m sure she’ll claw his eyes out right after her mouth is done.


    A police officer steps into the room, his voice steady and firm when he speaks to my aunt. “Easy, ma’am. This man was with him when he had his heart attack. He’s the one who brought him in.”


    “I’m sure he fucking was! You finally got your way, didn’t you? It was you, wasn’t it? Tell me, did you threaten him long enough to give him a heart attack?” My aunt gasps as tears stream down her face. “You did, didn’t you? How could you? Never, never will you own our business, never. I’d rather die before I let you have what’s ours.”


    That fucking guy has the balls to smile at my aunt. Are you fucking kidding me? That, mixed with what she said, causes me to lose it. Yeah, I’m not like my aunt. I don’t use my mouth. My dad taught me to speak with my fists. It takes me two seconds to slide in front of him and with one swift move, my fist swings towards his face. Just like I would hit my punching bag. Only it doesn’t make contact like it should.


    Mainly because Dams is holding my wrist, pulling me into his hard body. His mouth goes to my ear as I hear him whisper. “Not the place or time. We’ve got eyes on us. Save it, Jim Bug.”


    Okay, I know he’s right, but I can’t seem to calm down. With my rage clearly displayed, he slides his hand over my belly, softly stroking his fingers back and forth. I hear and feel the rumble in his chest when he speaks to the cop.


    “Now, I don’t know why a cop would be in this room. Investigating a man dying of a heart attack? This fucker at the bedside, that clearly isn’t a friend of the family. Or the fact that her husband hasn’t been transported to the morgue yet. Those things aside, I think it’s best if you get that guy out of here. He has no reason to be here and this family needs to grieve in private. I’m sure you will get to the bottom of this and inform the widow, in good time, but right now, you need to put family first. Am I clear?”


    Well, shit. Did he just tell that cop how to do his job? Oh, how sweet. Okay, so maybe I can be glad for like twenty seconds or so that he’s here. Between the cop and the shark, my aunt and I wouldn’t have stood a chance. Believe me, I can put up a fair fight, but that doesn’t do shit with two guys standing in front of you dominating the conversation. Besides that, Dams is right. This isn’t the time or place. The shark’s eyes go to Dams and his cut. Yeah, take a good look buddy, we’ve brought backup.


    The cop seems to acknowledge the fact that he’s screwing things up and that there’s more to the story.


    “Come on, sir. Let’s leave the family and I’ll take your statement.”


    He shrugs a hand through his short light brown, yet curly hair. His brown eyes go to me and back to the cop, he lifts his chin and stomps out of the room. Dams’ hands slide off me, and he follows them to the door. He turns and crosses his arms in front of his chest as if he’s standing guard.


    My eyes go to my aunt. She’s frozen in place with one hand covering her mouth. Her eyes are focused on her husband. A shot of grief fills my body, sadness for the loss of my uncle but even more for the pain and loss that my aunt is going through right now. Sure I have feelings and emotions like everyone else, except I don’t know how to express them.


    For the life of me, I have no idea what to do. Should I hold her? Do I say something? Put my hand on her shoulder? This is why I don’t do relationships or anything involving emotions. My throat is dry and my hands are sweaty. Dammit, I need to reign in my panic attack. I need to focus on my aunt. Right now, this moment… she comes first.


    Stepping closer to my aunt, I place my hand on her lower back, trying to offer some kind of support. She turns and grabs me in a hug, holding on tight. Oh, no. This is the second time tonight and I can’t do this again. I start counting. One, two, three… I’m at twenty-one and I can’t stand it any longer. Panic flashes through me. I need my space, it’s too much. My throat tightens and my breathing picks up. After a few seconds I start to feel dizzy. Black spots are appearing from every side of my vision. I need. I need….


    “Ma’am. You need to...” Dams’ voice disappears, so does everything else around me.


    Blinking my eyes, I feel like I’m not up to the heavy job of keeping them open. My body feels like I’ve just finished a marathon. I hate panic attacks. They make me feel weak and they drain all my energy. I managed to control the one that came with the hugging earlier. This one? It just overtook me, probably because of the stress with everything that went on and with the shark and all.


    “Hey, Bug. Where’d ya go, huh?”


    Dammit, let’s not forget this idiot. I feel him snugged against my right side and his arm wrapped around me, holding me tight. His smell surrounds me. It’s something spicy like herbs or oak, combined with the smell of leather from his cut. It’s all mixed together, it’s all Dams. Turning my head into his chest, I breathe in deep. Feeling the rumble in his chest, I know he’s laughing.


    “Are you smelling me?”


    Well, shit, I guess I can’t deny it. “Yeah, I need it right now, so shut it and lemme breathe.”


    This is so weird. Me and my personal space issues. I have a panic attack from being hugged, yet when Dams is holding me everything seems to fall away. All I want to do is hold him closer. It’s like his space is my space too, comfortable. He makes me feel sheltered, almost safe. It’s funky and it shouldn’t feel right.


    “Bug, I’d rather have you breathing into me than into a paper bag. Either way, I’m not letting you go.”


    Why does the last part sound like he’s talking about more than the way he’s holding me?


    


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 3


    


    ***Dams***


    Her head is still buried against my chest. She fits so perfectly in my fucking arms. That’s where she belongs. This is a shitty situation. Her uncle dying, the panic attack she just had, and then the shit about shark? I don’t know what that is all about, but I’ll find out soon enough.


    Her aunt steps closer and brushes her hand over Nerd’s head. Nerd pulls back slightly to turn her eyes on aunt Vivian.


    “I’m so sorry Prissy, I didn’t think. I know you don’t do hugs and I was pushing it with twice in one night. But look at you now. The two of you, holding each other? It just fills my old heart with so much warmth. It’s precious to see you’re finally letting go of the past.”


    Prissy? Ha! No wonder she likes to be called Nerd. With a name like Priscilla, she must have grown up with everyone calling her Prissy. And what the fuck is up with the no hugging and letting go of the past?


    Shit. I’ve gotten more personal information about her in the last few hours then I knew from months of being her Areion Fury contact. And yet, I still really don’t know shit. I have a feeling, though, that we’re a lot more alike than either of us realize.


    Neither of us are big on emotions, and yet here we stand, clinging to each other. She turns her head back into my chest and takes one last deep breath. Pride washes over me that she seeks comfort and strength in me. I feel like I should stand on a fucking mountain, pounding my chest. Her arms tighten around me before she lets go. She whispers thanks and turns to speak to her aunt.


    She doesn’t get a word out because the door swings open. A man stands in the doorway, holding a clipboard. He looks like he just rolled out of bed, or rather whatever hole he passed out in. Rumpled and dirty fucking clothes, not to mention I can smell alcohol from clear across the room. I get the creepy feeling that this guy is Nerd’s cousin. My feeling is confirmed when I see Nerd freeze up and then mumble about her worthless piece of shit cousin.


    He walks to his mother, holding out the clipboard. “Here Ma. They need for you to sign at the bottom so they can take care of stuff for him.” His head tips back, signaling he’s talking about his own fucking father, butdoesn’t even glance in his direction. He pushes a pen in his mother’s hand and the clipboard with papers on them in the other. I can tell Nerd wants to step up to the guy. I’m itching to grab her waist and pull her into my body but instead I contain myself.


    She walks up behind her aunt and looks over her shoulder at the papers. Right before her aunt signs, Nerd pulls the clipboard away.


    “No, don’t sign!”


    Gripping the clipboard, she steps closer to her cousin and smacks him on the head with it. So hard in fact, the damn thing flies out of her hand and slides across the room once it hits the floor. Her fist cocks back, and she punches the guy right in the fucking face.


    What the fuck is up with her and punching people? I can’t really think about it because her hand cocks back yet again. Moving fast, I grab her wrist before she makes impact. “Hang on there, Bug.”


    Her head whips back, and her eyes are spitting flames. “Hang on? I am hanging on, by a freaking thread! This asshole wanted to trick my aunt into signing over the company to the shark. Now you hang on while I kick the shit out of this scumbag shithead.”


    I watch her foot pull back and I know she’s gonna kick the guy in the balls. Saving that fucker for the sake of nut sympathy, I spin her around so she bumps into my chest while I grab hold. My eyes go to the idiot who’s holding his nose with two hands while blood is streaming through his fingers onto the floor. Yeah, my woman can fucking hit.


    “That true? Did you just try to rip off your own Ma? Standing right the fuck here with your own father’s cold dead body lying in the same room?”


    The idiot is trembling like he needs his next shot of liquor, or who the fuck knows what else. Motherfucker.


    “Sit the fuck down before I knock you down. I’m gonna talk to your Ma right now and if you so much as move an inch, you’ll be lucky to wake up tomorrow.”


    Turning to grab the clipboard from the floor I see Nerd move toward her cousin. “Stay, Bug! I’m handling this.”


    Yeah, she can glare all she wants, but I can see all her energy is drained. If she keeps this up she’s gonna crash again the moment the adrenalin of fury she’s riding wears off.


    Reaching inside my pocket I pull out a little steel box I always have on me. Inside are tiny pieces of candy. Dextrose, also known as glucose, gives me an energy boost when I need it. Cherry flavor. See,Nerd isn’t the only one that has issues. While I haven’t had a panic attack in years, I have a bit of experience with those suckers.


    When I’m feeling uneasy or drained or a fucking weird moment starts to creep up, that tiny piece of candy is helpful in breaking the moment. Tucking the clipboard underneath my arm, I reach inside the small box and pull a piece of candy out.


    I step closer to Nerd, “Open.”


    She glares at me and I just know she’s not gonna do it. “Now, Bug. Or I will pinch or smack.”


    Her eyes go wide for a second, before she narrows them as she leans forward and sniffs the candy first, before she opens her mouth slowly. After placing the piece of candy on her tongue, she closes her mouth before I can pull my finger out.


    Swirling her fucking tongue against it by accident. Fuck! How I wish my dick was attached to my fucking hand so it would be treated to that same feeling my finger is experiencing right this very second.


    She pulls my finger out of her mouth by sliding her head back. She starts to chew and moans the next second. Fuck! How screwed up is it that I'm wishing I never gave her that piece of candy. I’m sporting major wood with her aunt and cousin in the same room. Oh, and let’s not forget the fucking dead guy in the corner over there.


    She steps forward and I can smell the sweet scent of cherry on her breath. “Can I have another one?”


    I can’t help myself when I grab her neck and pull her forward to slam my lips on hers, forcing my tongue to duel with hers. I crave the sweet taste of her mouth. Getting control back after a few seconds, from being in my own fucking heaven, I pull back.


    Brushing my lips against her ear, I give her a warning. “Cut the moaning and eat in silence, or I won’t care if my dick slides inside your body with two family members and a dead guy to witness me popping your cherry. We clear, Bug?”


    She moves her hips, trying to get some space between us but brushes against my dick instead. Fuck! She’s still wiggling when she says, “But I need to suck on candy.” Her cheeks flash a nice shade of red at her admission.


    Let’s just say for argument’s sake she nicknamed my dick, Candy. Doesn’t bother me at all that it’s a girly name, because, fuck, I’m so hard right now I might just explode inside my pants. I slide one hand into her hair and tighten it into a fist. I pull her head back and look her in the eye so she knows I ain’t playing around.


    “Oh you’re gonna suck on candy, all right. Love the way you nicknamed my dick just now, Bug. It’ll be in your mouth soon enough. Right now though, you can have the sweets that come from my pocket. Before you can handle the big one in my pants.”


    I can’t hold in my laughter as Nerd also chokes out a laugh. Fuck, that was just too damn much. And let’s not forget totally out of place with her dead uncle and her aunt grieving. Although it’s like she needed this lighthearted moment.


    She gives me a shove to the shoulder. “Funny man. Now hand over the good stuff, and by that I mean the sugar goodness you got in that steel... Never mind, just give me that.”


    Grabbing the box out of my hands, she looks at it and traces the illustration that’s engraved in the lid. “This is very… nice… River... running wild.”


    Her face comes up and there’s sadness. She gives me a soft smile as if she knows River Hendrix is my fucking birth name. Maybe she does, I mean she’s magic with a computer and the way she was mad as hell the last time we met… Maybe she checked up on me.


    Nice. Yeah, the box is very nice. Although it’s a fucked up memory since it’s the first and only gift from my family. It’s a reminder for me to go forward. What once was made to hold cigarettes, now holds my candy. But I know what she’s tracing. It’s an illustration of a wild river. Carved into the metal of the box. Something I don’t want to talk about right now, although my mind thinks back.


    My family was as cold as that metal box. When I think about the visits from child services, they only saw the top layer of the shit I went through. They didn’t see the closet in my dad’s office. The one they threw me in, sometimes days at a time with just a bottle of water to keep me company. Shaking my head to clear the nasty reminder. That shit is in the past.


    “Listen, Bug. I’m gonna handle this fucked up mess so I can get you home, okay?” From the look in her eyes I just know she wants to handle this shit on her own. That’s not gonna happen.


    “I wasn’t asking if it was okay for me to handle shit. The okay part was for me to get you home. Even that’s not up for discussion or for you to disagree with ‘cause it’s fucking happening.” I jerk a thumb toward her cousin “Now, this asshole has two choices. Also not for him to make but for you and your aunt. I can either kick the shit out of him so he’ll be in bed or the fucking couch for a few weeks. Or…”


    I take a deep breath because this might be a tricky option for us all.


    “Or what, Dams? What’s his other option?”


    I look at Nerd and let my eyes go to her aunt so I know she’s paying attention. “Or I could take him to the club. We deal with him there. When he’s sober for a few days, we’ll give him the option to become a prospect. If he doesn’t want to, at least he’ll be fucking thinking clear after those days my brothers will have him.”


    “Done. Take him. Do what you have to do, Dams.”


    My eyes are still fixed on the aunt as she answers me and Nerd whips her shocked face to Vivian. Her eyes find mine and there’s clearly struggle and panic flowing through them. She’s conflicted. Her disdain for bikers is easy to pick up on. Right now, there’s nothing I can say or do that will help with that struggle.


    I give Vivian a nod and reach for my phone and look down to find the number. I feel a delicate hand on my arm before I feel soft lips pressed against my cheek. Nerd whispers thanks before she walks past me to her cousin.


    Although she might see it as fighting fire with fire, it’s comforting that she’s supporting her aunt’s decision. Soft touches and appreciation fills my chest with warmth. Handling business is something I do. Don’t even have to think about it, I just get things done. But this, it’s nothing and yet she makes it seem like it’s everything.


    When Zack answers my call, I let him know what’s going on. “Got another situation here. Nerd’s cousin needs to sober up and be dealt with. Two guys on him at all times.”


    “That bad?”


    “Yeah, I’ll fill ya in later. Look, I need this, man, can you handle it for me?”


    “Again, brother…. that bad, huh?”


    The fucker chuckles and anger spikes my veins. I know the fucker is only giving me shit, but fuck.


    “Leave it, brother. Or maybe I won’t save your ass next time you’ve got your hands on your ol’lady. Do I need to remind you that the both of you seem to forget your surroundings when you guys touch? So next time I won’t smack your head to bring you back to earth when you guys are about to fuck each other in front of who the hell is around to see the fucking show. You get me?”


    “Well, if you put it like that…” The fucker doesn’t even sound pissed. I get the feeling he’s rather amused. That right there spikes annoyance inside of me.


    “Yeah, I do. You owe me, so cut the bullshit and handle it already, Prez.” My anger and frustration lace the last word so it’s thrown out like a punch.


    “Cut the Prez. Sneer, Dams. You want that job, bring the fucking challenge. Or else tone it down, you get me?”


    He’s right. With this realization, all the anger and frustration leaves my voice. “Just as long as you get me, I’m good.”


    “Yeah, you’re good, all right. Be sure to show Nerd that, would you?” The fucker chuckles and hangs up. Just like that, we’re good again.


    Fuck! I never wanted to be Prez. The brothers offered it to me before they gave it to Zack. Sure, it was his birthright, but they all thought I would be a better fit. That’s the fucking truth but that’s not how shit works in my head. He’s my friend, my brother, and just like he owes me…I owe him a lot in return too. I’ve got his back. Always. As I blindly know he’s got mine.


    I feel a hand slide over my arm that sends jolts of fire straight to my dick and makes me take my eyes off my phone. Nerd looks at me with a hint of concern in her eyes. “You okay? The call didn’t sound like an easy fix option.”


    My hand goes to her face, grabbing hold of that tiny neck while I slide my thumb up and down her cheek. Fuck, she’s amazing. Tiny as shit, feisty, and fucking gorgeous.


    “Don’t trouble yourself with this shit. I’m taking care of it. I’ll make sure he gets to the funeral. Better leave him be when you see him there. He won’t be ready to deal with shit. I’ll let you both know when we’re done with him. Now, I’m gonna text Zack the address so he can send a couple of guys to pick him up. Then we’re gonna get the correct papers to handle this shit with your uncle. After that, I’m gonna take the both of you home.”


    She nods so I’m throwing this last part in, to make sure I’m not fucking kidding about this shit.


    “Don’t fight me on this, because it’s gonna happen. I’m not leaving you until I think it’s safe to do so. I don’t know half the story but what I’ve seen just now… there’s no fucking way I can leave your side. We clear?”


    She crosses her arms and the action pushes her tits up. Fuck me. I can almost hear them scream my name. My eyes obey the call of attention, without any shame I give them what they ask for.


    “Eyes up, you horny man whore. If you want my couch, it’s all yours. I appreciate you dealing with this shit for my aunt, so I’ll give you that. But let me tell you this; the second that shit is over and dealt with… The only contact we’ll have is going to be through a phone or a computer again. We clear, buddy?”


    “No. Not clear at fucking all, I dropped the man whore shit the second I heard your voice and felt your finger pressed into my chest. I’ll give you your space, but I’m not letting go. You’re mine and you better accept it soon, or I’ll show you.”


    She shakes her head and throws her arms up in obvious irritation. “Lemme guess, pinch or smack, Dams?”


    I take a step forward, towering over her. “Over my knee, bare ass, three smacks at a time.”


    She’s breathing heavy and it’s not from a fucking panic attack. No, her eyes are filled with desire. Fuck me. She might say one thing, but I can tell by her response that she wants me, just as much as I crave her. My dick strains against the zipper, begging to come out and play.


    Avoiding my own desire to fuck her right here, right now, I step back and walk to her dipshit cousin while I text Zack the details. Let’s get all this tragic shit coming on the fucking rails.


    


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 4


    


    ***Nerd***


    I want to stay right here, wrapped up in my warm blankets, shut off from the world. I don’t want to get up and work, I’d much rather stay here and sleep. I know I can’t though. My aunt is handling the phone for the first time since the funeral and she needs me to be strong. It’s going to be hard enough for her to get back to work.


    It’s just me and my aunt since Areion Fury is still holding my cousin at the clubhouse. According to Dams, Gene has had a rough few days. When I saw him at the funeral he seemed to be barely hanging on. His hair was dripping with sweat, his face was flushed and his hands were trembling. Detox is a bitch on its own but add the shit he has to deal with over his dad dying, and I’m sure it’s no picnic.


    I also heard through the grapevine he’s going for prospect. I guess it’s good for Gene, or what do they call him again? Oh yeah, Twitch is his club name. New name, new beginning, it’s great he has a goal and needs to work for it. Make due for all the shit in his life. Well, at least he’s trying, so I’ll give him that.


    Dams kept his word with everything he said. Never, in my entire life, has a man kept his word. Sad, I know, but it’s one of the reasons I’ve built up my walls. Why should I let you in if you’re going to screw me over? Except Dams. He is so infuriating, and yet I can’t help but feel exquisitely drawn to him. He’s like this superhero who can walk through walls. My walls, specifically.


    Waking up from my foggy morning dream, I yawn and stretch. The blanket slides down my body, exposing my chest, and the tank top I’m wearing. A low moan fills the room. That wasn’t me! My eyes fly open and I whip my head toward the door. Dams is leaning against the doorway, his snug jeans just barely on his hips. And it’s a good thing they’re hanging on because that’s all he seems to be wearing.


    Hmm, I don’t think he even wears underwear. I raise my body a bit to admire the view and see some dark curls along the edge of the waistband. All of his glorious ink is on display. As my gaze skims his chest my eyes go to his nipple. Oh, shit! It’s pierced. That solid-muscled body with that damn brain-numbing V sliding into those snug jeans makes my tongue slide over my lower lip.


    “Why do you have to be so perfect, waking up like that, huh?”


    His question throws me off. Perfect? Far from it. I’m not even talking about my body because I hate every single tiny part of it, but my hair? That would be close to a bird’s nest that’s seen better days right before the little one flies out to meet the world. Yeah, it’s seriously that bad.


    “Why are you standing there, Dams?”


    “Well, I was lying next to you, holding that magnificent body of yours. Except I thought you might freak out when you woke up so… yeah. That’s why I’m standing way over here.”


    My eyes close and I try to remember if he, in fact, did sleep next to me. Wrapped in his arms, molded against his body. Oh, that would have been… A soft moan leaves my throat involuntarily.


    “Fuck. Me. I really should have gotten into bed with you, I guess you wouldn’t have kicked me out. Well, be sure to hold on to that thought ‘cause I’m damn sure sleeping in that bed tonight. Finally! My back is killing me from that fucked up piece of shit you call a couch.”


    Yanking my blankets over my head, I close myself off from the world. I don’t want to reply. I don’t want him in my bed, right? I feel like an indecisive whiny brat. I want him but I don't want to want him. It's so frustrating and confusing.


    I faintly hear footsteps walk away, only to return a few moments later. They move closer and the sweet smell of fresh coffee hits my nose, making me toss the blankets back.


    Dams is holding out a cup of steaming coffee. Not just any cup. In the kitchen there’s only one. One. That looks like that. Mine. I bought the thing because it’s everything I don’t like and yet it’s so pretty. My cup. Flowers and butterflies. Like a little painting holding your coffee. That’s what it is. Now how on earth would he know that’s my favorite cup?


    Grabbing hold, I give him a smile of thanks, bring the good stuff to my nose, and inhale. Ah! A sip, then two, into my body. Surprised to find it prepared exactly the way I normally drink it. The feel of perfect hot coffee sliding down my throat wakes me up completely.


    Without thinking things through, I throw the blankets off me and swing my legs over the side of the bed. I take another sip before I stand up and place the cup down on the tiny table next to my bed.


    “What the fuck is that?” His voice sounds more like a snarl.


    Dams’ low growl makes me look up to him in shock. What the hell is he talking about? My face must have given away my thoughts because he adds,


    “That, right there. Peeking from underneath those sexy-as-fuck panties of yours. How far up does it go?”


    My cheeks burn with embarrassment. Shit. I wasn’t thinking about my tattoo. It’s a swirl of pixie dust, starting at my inner thigh and running all the way up to where Tinkerbell is hiding. Tinkerbell is tiny, just like I am and she’s inked in a presenting pose, showing the way to Neverland. As in never gonna happen land. Shit. I thought it was a great idea when Lynn asked me if I wanted a tattoo.


    But now? Standing here with a hot guy in my bedroom, in my panties with him looking at me like that? Yeah, just forget it. His dick won’t ever travel for a visit down in Neverland. Or see Tinkerbell for that matter. 


    “It’s nothing.”


    Turning to grab some clothes, I feel him come up behind me. His finger hooks into my wine red lace tanga and he pulls it slightly up, revealing more of the pixie dust. My eyes travel along his arms and only then do I realize we have the same kind of ink.


    I mean it’s not like this big bad biker has pixie dust, but he does have a full sleeve all stars and dots on one arm. Right now it’s kinda odd how similar it is when he’s holding my panties, resting his arm against my body. Perfect match flashes through my mind. Oh, shit. Not my mind too.


    His finger brushes over my ink, making my whole body tingle. He pulls me in tighter, molding my body against his. My head falls to the left and I feel his lips feathering along my neck while he towers over me. Feeling my panties go down I hear soft curses flow from his mouth.


    I’m too absorbed into the moment to stop him, I don’t want to think right now. All I want to do is surrender to the desire that he’s igniting deep inside of me. He pulls my panties back up just as fast, but covers my pussy with his hand.


    “Who inked this?” His voice is rough and demanding, just like his hand that has a solid grip on me.


    My switch flips and I rock into his hand. The lovely pressure and friction sends jolts of electricity through my body. My breathing picks up and even my mind is fully in this entrancing moment of lust and desire that has taken over all of my sanity.


    “Answer me.” His grip tightens and my clit somehow gets trapped between his fingers. The tight grip and pinch along with the feel of his teeth biting down on my neck send me into a boost of light. My body shakes as it’s filled with the most delicious feeling that has ever washed over me. I’m loving the suction of his lips and the rough feel of his 5 o'clock shadow brushing over my skin. The tight grip staking his claim between my legs is just the icing on the cake.


    His strong arm around my waist is keeping me tight to his body and preventing me from sliding down. I’m pretty sure if he wasn’t holding me, I’d be face down on the floor. The intense feeling from my orgasm is slowly leaving my body.


    “Oh, no you don’t. Again, Bug.”


    His hand starts to rock with the perfect pressure. I feel one of his fingers slide my panties aside and stroke my lower lips. This is too much and way, way too fast. I can’t… can’t…. Can’t think when he’s pushing his finger slowly inside me. The electricity that shoots through my veins never really left. It keeps growing stronger and fueling those jolts between my legs.


    “So fucking tight. Fuck. I can smell how much you want me. Come for me, Bug. Give me the sweet stuff.”


    I’ve never heard that tone of voice from Dams before. Hovering somewhere between awe and longing. My body loves it just as much as the feel of his finger sliding in and out of me with very soft pulses. His teeth nip my earlobe, setting off the sparks in full force blazing through my body, lighting up my second orgasm. My pussy clamps down on his finger, causing him to moan right along with me.


    He’s panting as rapidly as I am. Feeling his finger slide out me, my mind and body are in agreement they want him back in. There is no longer a switch. Only a huge sign flashing YES! This feeling of want scares me. But this, this right here is something I never could have imagined. When we touch it always feel so right. If just one of his fingers can give me so much pleasure, I can only imagine…


    “Not getting my dick, Bug. I could come in my pants right now if you shake that tight ass against it one more time. I need to take my time with you and be gentle. That’s not something I can give you right now.”


    Disappointment flashes though me. Even to me it’s a surprise, and it feels more like a rejection. Like he doesn’t want me as much as I want him… I feel his grip tighten around my waist.


    “I said not right now. Fucking soon, just not this very second. I mean it Bug, you’re mine and you will feel my dick inside you shooting my cum down deep. Mixing into one so when I pull my dick out of that gorgeous body of yours, I get to see us leaking out that tight pussy. Fuck! Even talking about it makes me seconds away from detonation.”


    My brain is trying to process his crude words. In his book, it must be a sweet way to explain things, but… he brings his finger that was just inside of me to his lips and licks it. His eyes close as he groans out in pleasure, just as he did a few moments ago.


    “Fuck. Any chance you’d let me eat your pussy for breakfast right now?”


    Shit. What the hell am I doing? That dirty biker talk brings me out of the lust-induced orgasmic fog I was in. It takes some effort, but I manage to slip free of his hold. When I turn around and look in his eyes, I see lust and a spike of anger. Dropping my eyes, I stare at the floor, not wanting to face him and this situation I got myself in.


    He raises his hand and wraps it around my neck. With his thumb he pushes up on my jaw so I have no other option but to look him in the eyes. He takes a deep breath and moves closer. Towering over me, he brushes his nose along mine, his voice soft and enthralling.


    “I’m nowhere near perfect, Bug. I’ve got scars for every step I took in my life. But the night you kissed me, that’s when my heart became yours and yours alone. Just as you are mine. The moment you realize that is the moment we get to enjoy each other fully and openly.” He brushes his lips over mine. “No more fucking tensing up or having second thoughts. Fucking doubts will no longer exist. Now, I don’t know what the fucking problem is or what’s going on in that pretty little head of yours, but you either tell me or I promise you now, I will get to the bottom of it on my own. There will be no pushing me out or facing things alone. You. Are. Mine. Yeah?”


    I can’t help the tear that slides down my cheek at what he just said. I’d like nothing more than to believe him except it sounds too perfect. In the life where I grew up and with the shit around me, there is no such thing as perfect. Sure, he’s kept his word with everything up until now, but I saw it over and over again with my dad. The promises, the failure, the disappointment. The aftermath. It all starts and ends with trust. Lies and betrayal mixed into one sad and fucked up life.


    “I can’t.”


    Pulling my body from his grip, I step to my closet to get my clothes. I hear him walk up behind me and feel his hand slide over my ass.


    “You will. Now, who touched my pussy to ink that delicate shit?”


    Ignoring his useless statement, the only thing I give him is one name to shut him the hell up and end the discussion.


    “Lynn.”


    I grab my jeans, a shirt and underwear and I step around him to walk into the bathroom, getting ready for the shitty day to come.


    


    


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 5


    


    ***Dams***


    As I sit at the desk, I discretely watch Nerd as she moves around the office with her aunt. They are a little behind in archiving, so I might as well make myself useful while I'm here. Vivian is allowing me to go over the books. I’m thankful she feels comfortable enough to do so and it allows me to check out the whole operation without seeming like a vulture.


    If the shark is after this company because he thinks it makes a huge profit, he’s bound to be disappointed. They do okay and earn enough to keep them afloat, but it’s not a huge cash cow. It’s a family company with a reputation for great service and a name that’s been built up for years. To be honest, it would be something the club would gladly partner up with and not just for the small steady income we crave or the employment opportunities either.


    Sometimes a good reputation is worth its weight in gold and we offer protection by association. With Nerd’s cousin wanting to become part of the club and the husband dead, this would be the best step for this company.


    With my eyes still locked on my woman, I just know she’ll reject my proposal the second the words leave my mouth. She’ll put me on the same level as the shark. Which reminds me, we need to have a talk about this guy. I’ve got to know the details so I can bring that shit to church and get it handled.


    “Hey, Bug. Can we talk?”


    “What about? I’m kinda busy here.” She hurries herself to the laptop and starts to type away.


    Yeah, that shit ain’t happening. She’s been dancing around me all morning. Her aunt is holding on strong and clearly likes being back in her old routine.


    “Now. I’m not giving you an option, we need to talk business.”


    She turns around and I see that feisty glint in her eyes that sets my dick on fire. “We have no business to discuss. Everything is back to normal. So thanks for everything you’ve done for us but we can take it from here.”


    Is she fucking dismissing me? My mouth slides into a grin. I know what she’s doing. Those two orgasms I gave her this morning scared her and she wants to create some distance. Again, that’s not happening.


    Closing the space between us, I lean in and whisper, “Want me to talk to your aunt instead, you know, about what happened this morning? Or can you give me a few moments so you and I can talk business?”


    The flash in her eyes flares up even more and if it were possible, steam would probably come out of her ears. But she gives me a tight nod in agreement. Her aunt stands up and pats Nerd’s arm, giving it a little squeeze before she lets go.


    “I’m gonna make some tea. You two talk; I’ll take my time so you can have the office.”


    She walks out and closes the door behind her. I don’t want any interruptions for this so I walk to the door and flip the lock. Turning around to face my woman, I snap.


    “Sit.”


    She looks back to the couch against the wall. Walks to it, turns around and flops down, making a point by crossing her arms in front of her chest. She’s clearly pouting and it’s adorable to say the least.


    “I need for you to tell me everything that’s been going on around this place. What’s up with the dude you called a shark and do not leave a fucking thing out. I want the complete story or I’ll go to your aunt, cousin or the fucking shark himself. One way or another, I’ll get to the bottom of this. You might as well spill and save me some work, because if I have to work my ass off…” I take a step closer to look deeper into her eyes so she knows I’m fucking serious. “I will demand repercussions that only your ass can give me. So. Get talking, Bug.”


    Her arms fall to her lap and she twists her hands and pulls her fingers. She’s fucking oozing nervous energy all over.


    “Nothing much to tell. Hook Em Cheap wants to buy the company. August Portner, the guy that owns it, has been on a buying spree ever since his dad gave him the company. He even got the daughter of the last company he bought thrown into the deal. He’s a fucked up bastard that goes through bodies to get what he wants. A fucking shark, once he smells the blood he doesn’t stop until he gets his meat.”


    “What the fuck is that about a daughter being a part of the deal? A kid?”


    “No, Orianna Elingmond is twenty-one, but she’s a sweet girl. I’ve known her for over four years. We met during a computer conference and kept in touch online. She warned me about Portner when her dad took the deal.”


    My fucking stomach turns with this information. What the fuck is this shit? Throwing a woman into a business deal? Who the fuck does that? And what adult woman would go along with that fucked up deal? Fucking no-good parents should have protected their kid. My skin crawls to think that Nerd and her aunt are alone in this shit.


    There’s no way in hell they can count on Twitch, her cousin. They already tried to use his intoxicated ass to get the deal done and they know his weaknesses. He’s showing great progress with cleaning up his act, and is fully in there with the club. But it’s way too early to pull him into this. He could slip back in a blink of an eye.


    I need to get to church. Fuck! Nerd will need to dig into this for us to get all the info… wait, why does that name sound familiar? Oh, shit.


    “You mean Elingmond as in Elingmond Construction? Like old fucking money, rich piece of shit scumbag, that Elingmond? He’s the guy that sold his own fucking daughter off?”


    “Yeah. That’s the guy. He sees her as a disappointment. Just a thing he’s stuck with that can’t take over his business, so he wants to marry her off to the dick that’s been kissing ass all year to get into her pants. I told her to come live with me, that she’s got options. She’s brought up to take orders and obey, her timid nature keeps her from standing up against her father. I just wish…”


    She takes a shaky breath before she opens her mouth to continue, but I’ve already heard enough.


    “Bug. This here turns into business, club business. I need a file on everything you got, so move that ass and don’t give me any shit. This sounds like one fucked up dude and like I said, you’re mine so this shit is mine to handle.”


    The fire flares in her eyes again, and I stand my ground. After a few moments of glaring at each other, she knows I’m not gonna back down. With a huff, she stands and walks to her laptop. Her fingers are dancing for a moment before the printer spits out the papers. She gathers the papers, shoves them in a file and hands it to me.


    “Here you go. That’s everything I could find.”


    Taking the file, I wrap my other hand around her neck and pull her close. Brushing my lips against hers, I pull back and look in her eyes.


    “I need to get to church and get on this shit. Sico and C.Rash will stay here, okay?”


    She just gives a slight nod. Leaning back in, I swipe my tongue along the seam of her lips and they part slightly. Her hands find my hair and pull me closer, deepening the kiss. Biting down on my tongue she sends jolts of fire through my body.


    Growling, I pull away, keeping my eyes closed. I need a moment to get my breathing, as well as my dick, under control. Because if I don’t calm down, she’s gonna be face down, ass up, and bent over that desk with me pounding hard inside of her within seconds. Swallowing hard, I hear her soft giggles.


    My eyes snap open to see her watching me. “That’s you, Bug. You do that shit to me. Flare me up so I’m barely hanging on…to not fuck you right here, right now. No woman has controlled me, ever. But you, you have me…body, mind and my fucking soul. Besides that, you seem to be the one and only person who found the fucking switch to instantly turn me on. Every. Fucking. Time.”


    I have to adjust my rock-solid dick so the fucking thing doesn’t press into the teeth of the zipper. Her eyes follow my movement and her cheeks turn a lovely shade of red when she realizes my issue.


    It’s a mumble, a whisper floating on air but I fucking hear her words, “You’ve found mine too.”


    The smile that’s on my face could brighten the whole fucking room. Hell, yeah. That’s the fucking first step to admitting she wants this. A fucking whisper, but still, words out of her mouth.


    “That so? Well it’s about goddamn time.”


    A hint of annoyance flashes in her eyes. “It’s not supposed to flip from mind off to body on. My switch needs to stay on mind, so I make the right decisions. Not flip to body so you turn that shit on. But my traitorous mind seems to be teaming up with my body and I need to pull the plug.”


    An annoyed and frustrated scream slips from her lips after blurting out that sweet admission. I chuckle and step closer to her. “No worries, Bug. No need to pull the plug either. You and me, we’ve got a lifetime. I’m not going anywhere, and neither are you.”


    Her body locks down and I see fear cross her face. I’ve fucking lost her again.


    “I will never be trapped. Never! Do you hear me? I am not some piece of pussy to put in the kitchen, to warm your bed and pop out kids just so you can turn your back and fuck every ho that the club owns.”


    Before I can say anything she spins on her heel, walks to the door and flips the lock. She pauses to look at me one more time and then leaves the office.


    Fuck! That look, those eyes. She’s been there. Been where I’ve been too many times. The disappointment, the contempt, the disgust, the failure, the hurt, it’s everything. Every goddamn thing you never want to experience and yet you have endured for years. You carry that shit with you. It’s the darkness you never get rid of, no matter how many times you try.


    What the hell happened to her to make her think I’d ever be like that? To treat her the way she just described? Fuck. Just when I think I finally have her, she shuts down and slips away. Apparently I need to do some digging on my own into her background. I need to know where the fuck that shit she just spewed came from. She needs to wake the fuck up and see I’m nothing like what she described. She’s it for me. I ain’t a cheat and never will be.


    Taking a few steps I’m almost at the door when it softly opens and Nerd’s aunt, Vivian, slips in. She scrutinizes my face and I’m pretty sure she can see the anger and irritation I’m feeling. She shakes her head and fucking tsk tsks at me.


    “None of that, boy. If you want this to work, you need to give her time. Time for you to show her there’s more to life than the shit she lived through.”


    “Then tell me, what shit did she live through?”


    The old woman shakes her head again. “I can’t tell you that. It’s not my story to tell.”


    I know the woman is right, but come the fuck on. How am I supposed to give her time? I can’t sit here in the dark and not know what the fuck I can do to make her see she’s it for me. I know it’s not something easy like flipping a goddamn switch but the way she puts it, it’s gonna take a whole lot of time to work through this. She’s fucking worth it, don’t get me wrong, but I am not a patient man, I’m more of a fuck-the-bullshit and get-it-done man. She’s going to find out soon e-fucking-nough.


    For now I just nod to the old woman, letting her know I appreciate her words. I change the topic because I need to focus on something else before I lose my shit.


    “I need to ask you a few questions, ma’am, about the piece of shit that’s after your company.” She nods, so I continue. “The offer Portner gave you, was it a fair one?”


    “No. Far less than the company is worth. The first time he came into the office…” She visibly swallows before she continues. “…he basically told my husband to take the deal or end up six feet under.”


    Fuck. She stands her ground but I can see it’s taking all her strength. So I speed things up.


    “So your husband turned down every offer he made until his last breath.” Not making it a question, but a statement so she doesn’t have to talk. She takes it in and gives me a nod.


    “Thank you. That’s all I need to know for now. I’m dealing with this, so don’t worry. Also, if you need help at any time or with anything, just reach out. Areion Fury MC will always have your back.”


    She nods and there’s just one more thing I need to tell her. I know it’s not the best fucking time, but I’d rather get that shit out in the open. Her face turns to the ground. I have a feeling she’s hiding so I can’t see the fucking tears that are threatening to fall.


    “Listen, I’m not… we’re nothing… like that piece of shit shark, Portner. But I’ve been over the books; it’s a healthy company you got here. With all the work you have and without your husband around to help.... Well, what I meant to say is… if you want a partner 50-50, I’m sure I can bring it up with the guys.”


    I steel my spine, bracing myself for her answer. Her head comes up slowly and I’m expecting hurt or maybe anger. She’s just wearing the brightest of smiles.


    “As you may know, my brother in law was a biker. From what I’ve seen and heard about him being with Areion fury… Believe me, most wasn’t really nice, but when you guys step up for something, you stand your ground and follow up. My brother in law always did so for the club.” She takes a deep breath and shakes her head.


    It’s almost like an unspoken message… Like she wants to say he did for the club, but never for his family… his wife and daughter, Nerd.


    She continues, “With you stepping up and how you are with Pricilla…There’s a huge difference. So yes, my boy… that sounds like a perfect solution. Would you discuss this with Gene and then, if he agrees, with the club?”


    Fuck me, I didn’t expect that. “Yeah, will do.”


    “And, Dams?”


    “Yeah?”


    “Don’t talk to Priscilla about this yet. She would take it the wrong way.”


    My head falls. Yeah, this is just another fucking bump in the fucking road.


    “Don’t give up on her, boy. You’re a good man. I can see that, and so will she when the time comes. But she needs time to open her eyes and see that not every man will turn out to be just like her father...” She cups one side of her face and shakes her head. “Now, I’ve already said enough. I need to get busy with other things.”


    She waves her hand for me to leave. Taking a few steps forward only to come to a stop next to her, I look her in the eyes. “Thank you. For everything. I really appreciate it.”


    She puts her hand on my arm and gives it a squeeze. “Don’t let me down, boy.”


    I shake my head. “Never.”


    


    



    


    

  


  
    Chapter 6


    


    I’m leaning back in my chair, already in Church, waiting for the guys to assemble. The folder Nerd gave me is on the table while I skim the papers in my hands. From what little information I’ve already read, I get the idea that this piece of shit, rich asshole got his hands on daddy’s company and wants to be the only fucking guy to rule the state in this line of business.


    He wants to run a fucking monopoly just for the fucking fun of it. He really has no need for the cash or even for the work. I’m guessing that lousy, rich son of a bitch has never even gotten a spec of grease on his hands. Not even to mention the fucked up part… the girl. Just another object he wanted to own. Fuck. The thought makes my skin crawl. I lean forward to pick up the photograph of Nerd’s friend. She does nothing for me since all I see and think about is my own little Bug, but she’s a pretty little thing. Short, straight black hair dangling just above her shoulders, light caramel eyes, white skin. She appears so delicate and just screams high class.


    I’m so focused on the photo I don’t notice anyone else in the room until it’s ripped out of my hands. Turning quickly, I see Pokey holding on to it, intently staring with his mouth hanging open. He swallows hard and his head lifts as if in slow-motion, while his finger goes to the picture.


    “Does this by any chance come with a phone number?”


    Fucking Pokey and his dick always taking the lead. “No, it doesn’t come with a fucking phone number, you asswipe.”


    Standing, I reach for the photograph. He sidesteps and practically runs around the table. What the fuck?


    “What are you, six? Hand me the fucking picture, I ain’t gonna chase you, fool! I’d rather reach for my gun and fucking shoot you in the fucking knee, you idiot. Now, hand it over.” My growl of words bounce off the walls.


    Zack strolls in and sits at the head of the table. “Nobody is shooting anyone. Calm yourself VP.”


    I return to take my seat but keep my eyes on Pokey. He slowly walks to his chair and sits, still clutching the fucking picture.


    My brothers slowly trickle in and once we’re completely assembled, C.Rash closes the door. I wait until he’s taken his seat before I dole out the info Nerd and her aunt gave me. When I get to the part about the girl, Pokey stands and presses a finger to the picture he’s laid on the table.


    “Are you telling me that Spike Frost got sold by her own fucking father?” he spits out in disbelief.


    “Who the fuck is Spike Frost?” I ask.


    He holds up the picture. “This is Spike Frost.” He says it like it’s her real name and I’m the one who should be in the fucking nut house for not knowing that simple fact.


    “Elingmond, that name ring a bell? Fucking old money. Elingmond Construction is the company that sold out to Portner. The old man sold the tow company and included his daughter in the deal.”


    Pokey’s voice is lethal when he growls out, “Why the fuck would that rich guy sell his own daughter off to a piece of shit?”


    “Yeah, that’s exactly what I wanted to know. According to Nerd it has something to do with her not being able to take over the company. Apparently, he decided to select his own fucking son-in-law. And her name isn’t Spike or whatever you said… It’s Orianna Elingmond, you idiot.”


    He seems to accept that, until he shakes his head and replies, “Nah, it’s Spike Frost. You know, the frost-talent fairy and one of Periwinkle's friends.”


    What. The. Fuck? Did he just say fairy? As in fucking Tinkerbell? As in the very fucking thing my woman has inked on her pussy? Fuck, now my dick is hard just thinking about that shit. Thank fuck Zack speaks up so I’m pulled out of fantasizing about my woman’s pussy.


    “The fuck? Peri-fucking-fairy friends, could you just shut the hell up so we can talk business? You know, like fucking grown-ups. I don’t even want to know why the hell you know fucking Disney movies man.”


    Pokey gives his chin a raise. “Hey Prez, how’d ya know it’s a Disney movie, huh? Takes one to…”


    “Do not finish that fucking sentence! Back to fucking business! Shut your mouth before I shut it for you, Pokey.”


    He listens to Prez and sits back down, his fingers still clamped on the damn picture. Pokey’s like a tank on steroids and just the thought of that dude watching a fucking cartoon, any cartoon for that matter, is a visual I don’t want in my fucking head. I could go over and rip the picture out of his hands, but something in my gut tells me to let him hold on to it. The fascination I see in his eyes is something I can use if we need to step in and be there for the girl.


    Zack’s loud voice booms again. “Go on Dams, what else you got?”


    My eyes sweep around the table. “Well… with Bill, the uncle, dead… that leaves Vivian to deal with this shit until Twitch gets his ass clean and can make himself useful. I’ve looked over the books and the company brings in a steady flow of cash. Not a fucking goldmine, but a healthy income. They’ve build a great name for themselves. They are known for being trustworthy with great service. I’ve asked the aunt if she’d be interested in a partnership with Areion Fury.”


    Voices stir up with my last sentence. Zack signals for them to shut up so I can continue.


    “She told me to talk it over with Twitch and if he’s cool, she’s all for it.”


    The slapping of hands on the table tells me my brothers are with me on this. My eyes find Zack and he’s wearing a huge smile.


    “Smart thinking, brother. That’s a perfect solution to make a statement to Portner to back the fuck off. And it gives the Hatchers the chance to keep the business solid and strong. You want me to talk to Twitch? Me and him spend some quality time going over personal shit. He’s working things out so I could have a heart to heart about this with him.”


    I give my Prez and best friend a nod. I’m good with that. He doesn’t even ask to review all the information about the company. Like always, he trusts me completely. I pull out one of the papers from the file. Looking down I see Nerd highlighted a name that has me bellowing out loud.


    “What the fuck? Portner’s got three tow companies andtwo of the buildings are owned by Frankie D.”


    “The fuck you say? You gotta be shitting me…” Zack stands and reaches for the paper. He snatches it from my hand and curses some more.


    “This can’t be a fucking coincidence.” I voice what every single one of my brothers is thinking.


    Zack turns his attention back to me. “Deeds called me just before I walked into Church. He says his computer guy found a trail and possibly a location on Frankie D. He said it’ll be best if his guy works with our guy, or girl for that matter. So Nerd will be teaming up with the dude from Broken Deeds.”


    “No fucking way.” The words popped out of my mouth before I could stop them. All eyes are on me so I quickly add, “Nerd is my ol’lady, and I’m claiming her right the fuck now. So no one other than me is gonna be teaming up with my woman.”


    Slaps on the table and loud cheers fill the room. Everyone seems excited except for Pokey, who is still staring at the picture, holding it with one hand while his other hand is under the fucking table. I quickly look away, ‘cause I don’t even want to think why the fuck his hand is under the table. When I look back at my Prez, Zack is just sitting motionless in his chair with a shit-eating grin.


    “About damn time, VP. Now, Chopper… that’s their computer guy, will be here later today to talk things through. Can you handle this one without starting a war, brother?”


    “I won’t promise anything, Prez. As long as he plays nice, I’ll be nice.”


    “That’s all I needed to know, Dams. Now, is there any more intel on this case because we need to know every fucking thing there is to know. With Frankie D.’s name popping up, even when it’s just on a fucking ownership of a building, we need full focus. This thing just turned into a shit storm, and no way we’re gonna take cover. We handle this case head on, full fucking fury, right brothers?”


    Agreement chimes through the room. Going over the details in the file, we agree to observe and dig into the fucker and his three businesses.


    “Prez, can I take point on the girl?” Pokey asks, and Zack gives a nod to let him know he’s got the job.


    Pokey twists his head in my direction. “I just farted from excitement… do you smell it?”


    That nasty idiot with his stupid, malfunctioning brain. Looking down in front of me, I see a pen. I pick it up and fling it across the table, smacking him square on the head. “You can turn a fart into a firecracker for all I care, just keep that shit outside, asshole.” I tuck my fucking nose in my elbow to avoid the smell that’s contaminating the room.


    After three fucking long hours of Church, I’m ready to get back to my woman. I’m sure she won’t be happy to see me, but I don’t fucking care. I’m not gonna back down. With what her aunt told me, I’m gonna fucking show her what kinda man she’s got waiting for her.


    I’m not happy to hear a guy is going to be working that closely with her. Especially since it’s a member of another club. Judging from the first and last time we worked together, Broken Deeds seem to be trustworthy guys, but still. They go by a different set of rules. He better not fuck with my woman or I will start a fucking war.


    Walking out of church, I see one of the ho’s walking my way. As if on cue, she sways her hips and trails a finger from her mouth down to her tits. I’m watching her move and while my brain is processing, there is nothing happening with my body. Well, that’s a first. And I’m talking really fucking strange, since my dick is always ready to be buried in pussy. Any pussy, just as long as it’s wet and hot, I’m always ready to shove it rough and deep.


    When she gets close enough, she places a hand on my chest. “You ready for me, big boy? I know I am.” She licks her lips and there’s still no fucking movement in my pants. There is, however, a fucking tornado of repellent blowing through my body. The need to push her away and get her fucking hands off me is crazy.


    “No more, Delli. I’m taken. I’ve got myself an ol’lady now, so it’s hands off. Make fucking sure the rest of the ho’s know it too. I won’t be fucking anyone else except for my woman. We clear?”


    Her hand falls away as shock washes over her face. Yeah, now that’s a pretty look on that ho’s face.


    “You sure, Dams? She up for your kind of stamina?”


    I back away, because if she was a fucking guy, my head would be making contact with a nose right about now.


    “More than anyone else could ever give me. Make fucking sure everyone gets the fucking memo. I’m no cheat and I’m fucking done with shared pussy.”


    Stepping around her, I make my way toward the door, to get to my bike. I got it back two days ago, thank fuck it’s fixed, I need to get back to my woman. Just as I’m about to slip out the door, Pokey pops in front of me, still holding the fucking picture.


    “Can you tell Nerd to get me all the info on Spiky?”


    I chuckle at the fucker. “Yeah, sure. But can you tell me about the fucking fairy Disney shit reference?”


    He gives me a look and a deep sigh. “She just reminds me of that fucking fairy, okay? When I watch my niece, she’s five years old, you know… when my sister and her husband go on date night… it’s her favorite fucking movie, so we watch that shit together while she paints her nails.” He takes in a deep breath and closes his eyes for a few seconds before he continues. “This picture you got me… she’s the perfect live version of the fairy I have in my head when I jerk off, after I get home from babysitting. Fairies are tiny and tight as shit. Or so I imagine, I need to tap that shit to make my fantasy a reality.”


    He’s definitely fucked in the head. Like seriously, lost to all sanity of mankind. No one understands that fucker and his dirty fucked up brain. “You jerk off to a Disney character? A fucking fairy?”


    His hand rubs over his face and I swear to god he mumbles, “Yeah, with pink nail polish on my fucking toes, man.”


    Okay, that right there is something I definitely don’t need a visual of. I’ve heard enough of this shit to last me a life time. “I’ll get you all the info Nerd can get her hands on, yeah?”


    “Thanks, man.”


    I nod and make my way out to my bike, feeling sorry for the girl who will have to put up with him. Fuck, I don’t even think there’s a woman out there that would be up to taming the craziness Pokey has to offer.


    


    


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 7


    


    ***Nerd***


    Okay, this isn’t so bad. I’m watching Tyler, a prospect Dams arranged, handle the phone. Sico just got back from a tow and I’m very happy with how smoothly things are going. We can take on more clients this way and my aunt is more relaxed.


    She even smiled when she brought the guys tea. Tea! Rough bikers drinking tea. Yeah, the old woman has these guys wrapped around her little finger. She’s loving it though, taking care of them and working in between. Seems like a good solution for now anyways.


    Maybe we can hire one or two guys when Gene, I mean Twitch, gets back. With the way business is picking up and how things are looking now, that seems like a good idea. I make a mental note to speak to my aunt about it. Sico walks over and sits down next to Tyler.


    “You like this job, Ty?”


    My ears perk up because I would like to hear his answer. Sico didn’t notice me when he walked into the room. Not weird at all, since I’m curled up in a chair in the corner, reading a book.


    Tyler shrugs. “Yeah, it’s easy enough.”


    “Good, ‘cause shit was just discussed in church about becoming a partner in this company.”


    What. The. Hell? That fucking snake! Did Dams slither his way into my life, so he could snatch what my family built? Was that the reason for him being all nice and helpful? Why didn’t I see this coming? Own freaking benefit, anything for the club, bullshit.


    When he said those words about me not going anywhere, when he needed to talk to me in the office? It was the same thing my dad used to say to my mom when she wanted to leave the insane biker life. Lock your woman away, keep her at home where she belongs, in the freaking kitchen. Panic flows through my body; I needed to get out of there. I should have told him right there and then to back off and to stay the hell away from me.


    Sure, he kept his word with everything he did all those days. Again, so it seems, all for nothing more than personal gain. Building up my trust just so he can take it all. My throat closes up and tears threaten to fall. I stand up quickly and throw my book in the chair. Fleeing the room, I almost bump into Dams. I side step but fail to move when his arm wraps around my waist.


    “Hey now, where ya going, Bug?”


    “Let. Me. Go.” Spitting every word into his face while my fists pound into his chest. Which does nothing except hurt my own hands. He needs to let me go; I need to get away. Away from him, away from everything. I know it’s my own fault. I shouldn’t have let him in, to be hopeful because he kept his word. No more. I fight him with everything I have while he wraps his arms tighter around me.


    “Fight me all you want, but I’m not letting go. I’m never letting go, ya hear? You’re mine. Mine to hold on to, mine to protect, mine to take care of, mine to…”


    I’m fuming on the inside with all his fake-ass sweet talk. I know what’s coming next so I save him the words.


    “Mine to lock up and use, mine to steal from, mine to take everything they have ever worked for. Take my life, Dams. You might as well kill me now or better yet, I’ll just take my own life and spare you the job because I have no use in this fucked up biker world you’re pulling me into.”


    His arms fall away. Almost crumbling to the ground, I right myself and look back into his shocked eyes before I run as fast and as far away from him as I can.


    Gasping for my next breath, I come to a stop at the pond a few miles from the house. I bend over with my hands on to my knees, trying to get my breathing under control and trying to stop my panic attack from taking over. I’m starting to feel dizzy. Shit. Not now. Breathe in, breathe out, inhale, exhale. I realize it’s useless when I see the black spots appearing in my vision. Darkness takes me the very moment I feel strong arms wrap around my body.


    I don’t want to open my eyes. I want to stay right here. I feel safe. I’m surrounded by his smell, his warmth. I should hate myself for feeling all of this but I can’t help it. It’s a gut feeling, just knowing something is right. Yet my mind won’t let me walk down that road. It’s a lie, a mirage. It must be, with everything I’ve lived through… Every man is the same. They might appear different, but every trick and trade is the same. In the end, all they ever think about is themselves.


    But right now? In this moment?I’m going to take advantage of my body playing tricks on me. I need my strength. Breathing him in and burying my head against his chest, I try to hide for a bit longer. And yet again he keeps his word as his arms shift to accommodate me. Just like he told me before I ran off. Mine to take care of. My body trembles while tears slide down my face. I’m torn and I don’t know what the hell to believe anymore.


    “Breathe, Bug. I’m here, and I won’t let anything happen to you. Breathe. Feel me, breathe me in. Just… breathe.”


    His strong hand is softly stroking up and down my back while his other arm stays tight around my body.


    “I won’t let you do this to yourself, to us. When you’re up to it, we’re gonna have a talk. I won’t let you run away this time or freeze up whenever I say something that you might take the wrong way. You’re my woman, mine. Just as I am yours. Two ways, Bug. There’s two of us, a team. You can’t just draw a line and place every fucking guy behind it. Do not fucking compare me to them. I’m your man and I’m bound and determined to show you how fucking wrong you are to judge me before I can even have you. This ends right here, right now. We give and we take, the both of us, equally. You get me? Fucking talk to me when I say something you don’t like or think you might interpret a whole different way. Make absolutely sure before you fucking judge me or my word, yeah?”


    The last sentence leaves his mouth in a growl, and somehow it helps me understand his anger. I don’t want to talk right now but I do get where he’s coming from. Besides that, in this moment… I just can’t bring myself to care. I need him, his warmth his safe arms, his chest, his smell. Taking a deep breath, I nod while I snuggle deeper into his warm body.


    “Fucking right,” he mumbles into my hair.


    I don’t want this moment to end. Holding on to his rock hard body and the feel of his soft strokes is exactly what I need. His smell and warmth are my insulation to the outside world. The mute button to the loud, crazy world that just won’t stop playing. I don’t want to move, because I don’t have to talk while he’s cradling me in his lap. And of course, just as that thought flows through my mind, I hear him say,


    “Okay, Bug. Time to get up and head back to the house. I’m pretty sure my ass is all wet from sitting on the fucking grass.”


    Laughter bursts from my chest, dispelling any lingering panic.


    “Oh, you think that’s funny, huh?”


    His arm tightens around me while he leans forward to brace himself and bring both of us to our feet. He reaches inside his pocket and hands me the metal box. Knowing what’s inside, I take it from him before he can open it. I take out two pieces of candy and stuff them into my mouth. He shakes his head and snatches the box from my hands and slides it back into his pocket.


    Linking his fingers with mine, he turns and heads for the house. My eyes go down to his ass and see it’s indeed soaked from sitting in the grass. I can’t help but giggle. His sharp turn makes me run straight into his chest, making my giggle squeak into a little scream. His eyes twinkle but he tries to keep a straight face.


    “You wouldn’t be laughing at me, now would you?”


    Shaking my head no, while I press my lips tightly together to keep myself from falling into a fit of full blown laughter. He cocks his head a little to one side.


    “You sure about that?”


    Nodding my head when I can’t hold myself back any more, I clasp my free hand over my mouth to cover the loud laughter escaping. I see what he’s planning before his body begins to move. Making a quick side step, I start to run at a dead sprint. Hearing his steps behind me, I know he’s gaining ground. It’s only a few seconds of chase before I feel his strong arms grab me as we stumble and fall. In anticipation of hitting the ground, Dams twists his body to take the impact and rolls.


    My back is on the ground while he’s towering over me. The wet grass starts to soak my clothes, making me shiver, and my face scrunches up as I squirm.


    “Ah, not so funny now, huh?”


    “You’re getting me all wet!”


    His Adam’s apple bobs up and down when he swallows. “Yeah, that sounds about right. Just like you’re making me hard.”


    His body shifts, and I feel the impact of his words pressing into my belly. His eyes lock on to my lips. He leans in. Right before his lips touch mine I mumble,


    “Why did you do it?”


    He pulls his head back a few inches. “Do what?”


    “Take my aunt’s company to the club?”


    The corner of his mouth comes up while he leans forward and brushes his nose against mine. “That why you freaked out just now, Bug? Is that what had you running into me in the hall? Before I managed to piss you off even more with what I said?”


    I close my eyes and give him the slightest of nods.


    “Thought so. I heard Sico when I came into the hallway right before you ran into me.”


    His weight shifts as he pushes himself up off me. He reaches down with one hand, and when I grab on, he hoists me up.


    “Come on, let’s get out of these wet clothes and talk so all of this misunderstanding and crazy bullshit disappears between us, yeah?”


    Resuming our walk, we head back to the house where he leads me into my bedroom. He stands there looking at me and all I can think about is his ass.


    “Wait here, I’ll be right back.”


    Walking to my aunt’s bedroom, I look inside the closet and find a pair of sweats that had belonged to my uncle. When I get back to my room, I toss the sweats at him and he catches them with one hand.


    “Thanks.”


    I nod while I keep my eyes on him. A slow grin appears on his face as he chucks the sweats on the bed. His hands move to his waist and I watch as he slowly unbuckles his belt and then moves to his button and zipper. His pants slide to his ankles. I was right, this guy doesn’t do underwear. Shit. My hand slaps in front of my mouth and I turn around.


    “Shouldn’t that hand cover your eyes instead of your mouth there, Bug?”


    “No.” I mumble from underneath my mouth.


    “Oh, I get it.”


    I turn around to narrow my eyes at him, but they widen instead when I see he’s still standing there with his dick pointing up. My hand falls from my mouth while I tilt my head to study the ceiling. “What do you get, Dams?”


    “You.”


    Okay, now I do narrow my eyes at him and could kick myself for walking right into that one.


    He smiles at me and quickly says, “You’re that scared your mouth will ask for my cock?”


    My jaw drops at his crude statement, making him chuckle.


    “See, that’s what I thought. Open invite there, Bug?”


    I close it fast while I mumble, “In your dreams buddy.”


    “Yeah, every damn night, that’s for sure.”


    Shaking my head, I blurt out the reason I slapped my hand over my mouth. I should have popped the question right away to save me all this humiliation.


    “I don’t trust myself to not blurt out why in the hell you would make a hole in a penis and shove a ring through it, okay? Or two, or maybe three, I can’t see that well from way over here.”


    “Well by all means, do come and have a closer look.”


    “No!” I all but squeak.


    He chuckles as he takes his dick in his hand and strokes it.


    Oh.


    My.


    God.


    


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 8


    


    ***Dams***


    I shouldn’t do this but with the look in her eyes, I just can’t help but ruffle her goddamn feathers. My eyes close and I give my cock a couple more pumps. My thumb slides over my piercings while a low, lust-filled growl leaves my mouth.


    Hearing the softest of moans rolling over those sexy-as-fuck lips is all I need to hear. My eyes snap open and I all but jump for the bed, grabbing the sweats and pulling them on within seconds.


    Her eyes are filled with confusion and shock. Shaking my head, I let her know, “Like I said, we need to talk. I’m not gonna put my cock inside that tight cunt of mine before you are fully into this. Into us. I’m not gonna fuck you and leave. I intend to spend the rest of my life buried deep inside of you. Every. Damn. Day. So if I have to wait a few days or hell, a few weeks? So. Be. Fucking. It. You get me, Bug?”


    She releases a breath so deep that I bet she didn’t even know she was holding it. Her eyes fill with understanding. Thank fuck. Her hand comes up and she circles her finger into the air, signaling me to turn around. What the hell?


    “What? You can admire my cock while I can’t take another peek at the fairy that’s guarding my pussy? The one I already had my finger inside of? That’s how it is now?”


    She rolls her eyes. Yeah, I know my mouth gets to her. The rough biker talk, I get it… it all goes back to her father. He fucked with her head when he fucked over his family, at least that’s my guess from all the stuff that’s been thrown at me. I’m gonna prove her wrong though, on every single point she has in that fucked up long list inside in her head.


    Crossing my arms in front of my chest, I stand my ground. She mumbles something I can’t quite hear and then reaches back and pulls off her shirt in one fluid motion. I have to bite down hard on my cheek to keep myself in place. Fucking hell, those tits! I don’t think I’ve even seen a set so fucking beautiful. Red lace holding them tight instead of my hands who’d gladly take over that job.


    My throat goes dry and I can’t even swallow the moan that just leaves my mouth. I take a deep breath and try to hold it in. Well that was a fucking mistake since I just filled my lungs to the brim with the sweet smell of her arousal. My toes curl into the fucking carpet, struggling to stand my ground when her pants drop to the floor. My Bug is wearing a fucking garter belt underneath pants. What. The. What? I can’t…


    “What. The. Fuck?”


    I all but growl at her and do you know what she does? She just fucking smiles and asks, “What?” Like she’s all fucking innocent.


    It takes me three steps to grab her and toss her ass on the bed and bury my face between her legs. Grabbing her panties with both hands, I rip them in half, tossing them over my shoulder. When my tongue hits her sweet pussy, her back arches and her ass pops off the bed. I wrap my arms around her hips to keep her ass pinned to the mattress and her pussy locked in front of my face.


    I draw her clit between my teeth and slowly bite down. Her breath catches as she inhales and her hands go into my hair, pulling as she tightens them into fists. She is trying to guide my head while her hips try to move but her efforts are useless. I’ve got a solid grip, locking her in place for the pleasure I want to give her.


    I release Bug’s clit with a slow lick and I brush my face along her inner thighs. Goose bumps flash across her skin as my rough stubble brushes over her silky legs. Her body trembles with need as I rub my chin over her pussy.


    “Fucking beautiful,” I murmur as I let my tongue slide from ass to clit, covering her sweet lips while I tease her by gently nipping here and there. I release my grip on her hip and slide my hand down to her pussy. Sliding a finger up and down, I open her lips while my tongue licks inside. With a moan, I latch onto her clit and suck while I push a finger slowly inside her tight pussy.


    Nerd’s pussy clenches around my finger and I rock my dick into the mattress. I need to regain some control; slow down and enjoy this. She has me stirred up, absolutely crazy with the need to throw her legs over my shoulder and ride her hard. But I can’t do that, not yet.


    When my other arm slips from her waist, I feel her fists tighten in my hair. Her hips come up and she twists my face to where she wants it and grinds down. All I can do is let her ride my face while I eat her pussy. We both moan out loud when her orgasm hits.


    My Bug is riding the wave and continues to rub her pussy all over my face. I breathe in her scent and I feel my balls tighten. Fuck! I’m gonna come in my fucking pants, because my woman just fucked my face. Pulling my head from the death grip she has on my hair I whip my dick out just in time to shoot my load all over her stomach.


    She watches in fascination while my head tilts back and I bellow out her name.


    Fuck. Me! That’s a great way to impress my woman. I blew my load before I made it near her pussy. A fucking teenager can hold that shit in longer. I can’t even count that as my fastest orgasm ever, considering it was over before it even fucking started. If it wasn’t for my cum coating her stomach, I wouldn’t believe it happened. But damn, that’s just the prettiest sight ever.


    I let go of my dick to trace a finger through my cum. Feeling it slide over the soft skin of her belly sends a shiver up my spine. When I feel the burn of her heated eyes, I look up and our gazes lock. She glances down, following the trace of my finger.


    Her own hand moves up and her finger mimics mine before she lifts it to her lips; her eyes drift shut when my cum hits her tongue. The sweetest sound I’ve ever heard purrs from her chest. That combined with the sweet vision before me activates my dick. Rock hard in seconds and throbbing, yet again ready to shoot its load.


    I close my eyes in concentration while I fucking try with all my power to stop the orgasm that’s already building in my balls. The soft graze of a tongue sliding over the tip of my cock makes my eyes pop open. Looking down, I almost let my orgasm blow.


    Nerd is on her knees in front of me while she softly slides her tongue over my cock in short strokes. Fucking. Hell.


    The tip of her tongue slides through the ring of my piercing and she flicks her tongue, giving it a tug. Bringing a hand to come and play with my balls while her other hand is going to the base of my cock, she tugs softly.


    Rough, I like it rough. Hard grip, rough tugs, teeth here and there, shoving as deep as I can down a bitch’s throat. This, this right here? This is like sticking your dick in a cloud, while angels caress it with their fucking wings. That’s as close as a description as I can get for the way it feels right fucking now.


    I have never felt the way I feel right now. She’s a fucking surprise every step of the way. Wearing garter belt underneath pants, fucking my face in full force and now… fuck. Best blow job ever wouldn’t even classify.


    The feel of her mouth surrounding almost my whole cock brings my thoughts back to my pending orgasm. She shifts, taking me even deeper, and my tip hits the back of her throat. She automatically swallows at the feel of taking me this deep.


    “Fuck… pull back, Bug. Before I fill that heavenly mouth of yours.”


    She just hums and the next second, I explode. Cum leaves my body and slides down her throat. She takes me even deeper, and I watch as her body shakes with pleasure. A split second later I realize her hand on my balls has disappeared. Tilting my head slightly to the side, I see that the missing hand is between her legs, fueling her own orgasm. Fuck me sideways. My woman is all I could ever wish for or dare to even dream about.


    My now soft dick falls from her mouth and I step off the bed with shaky legs. In a daze, I head for the bathroom. When I return Nerd is sitting like a little Indian in the middle of the bed, looking down at her stomach.


    “Lay back, little Bug, let me clean you up.”


    Her eyes flash to me and a soft, shy smile lights up her whole face. I clean her belly with a warm wet cloth. When I’m done, I take a few steps toward the bathroom and just throw the cloth towards the door. Walking back, I have the ridiculous urge to cuddle. I lie down next to Nerd on the bed and grab hold, pulling her to drape over my body. I lock one arm tight around her waist to make sure she isn’t going anywhere while my other hand enjoys the feel of her tight ass. Rubbing circles while tightening my grip every now and then. Fucking afterglow.


    Normally, my ass isn’t back in bed next to the chick. After my cum leaves my body, the bitch leaves the room. I even make the bitch search for her clothes while I hold the door open so that I don't get any clingers. This shit? Cuddling? Never. Not even once have I had the urge to hold on and fucking cuddle. Now? We both hold each other close.


    Bug’s breathing is back to normal, no fucking panic attack from hugging or me pulling her close. My chest tightens at the thought that my woman feels safe and she’s snuggled against me. I know we need to talk to move forward, but I need a few minutes more to let this moment sink in for the both of us.


    When my hand strokes her ass, my finger gets stuck on the garter belt so I pull it slightly up and let it snap. I'd like to think it gives my question a little more spunk.


    “Why the fuck do you wear this shit underneath pants?”


    She lifts herself up and looks into my eyes. “It’s for me. It makes me feel…” She drops her head, cheeks flaming red. So fucking shy but yet so fucking adorable. My hand goes from her ass to tuck her under the chin, making her look into my eyes.


    “Sexy as fuck? ‘Cause that’s what it is, Bug.”


    She smiles and her eyes go to my lips. “It’s like a naughty little secret only I know.”


    A low growl rumbles in my chest. “Your secret is safe with me. But rest assure, no one else better find out or I just might have to kill them.”


    She laughs at my statement but it falters a bit when she sees the look in my eyes.


    “You’re not kidding, are you?”


    I slowly shake my head. “No. I won’t share you. You’re the only one for me.”


    Fuck. I can see it in her eyes. She doesn’t fucking believe a thing I’m saying.


    “What part are you having a hard time with, the me not sharing you bit or the part where my dick will only be yours for the rest of my fucking life? Talk to me.”


    She pushes herself off me. Well, at least that’s what she’s trying to do, but I’m holding her waist so her attempt fails. Her eyes are burning, locked on mine. Her nails dig into my pecs and her mouth opens a little. When she speaks, the words come out in a whisper.


    “My dad was a biker, tough as nails and loyal only to the club. Treated my mom like a piece of property. He didn't respect her and he always cheated. When she confronted him, he told her to live with it, his choice and all part of the biker way. She chose not to live with it. She. She killed herself… and she left me a note…”


    I don’t have to fucking ask what the note might have said, ‘cause I have a pretty fucking good idea. But I need to know for sure.


    “What did the note say?”


    She traces circles around my pierced nipple, driving me insane while I wait for her to answer me. She’s activating all kinds of feelings that I don’t need right now. She takes a deep breath before telling me.


    “Never give your heart to a biker. Never settle for any less than you are willing to give in return. Never lose yourself, for you are precious and deserve to live free to make your own choices. Live your life the way you want to.”


    Fuck. Any-fucking-thing I will say right now will not stand it’s ground. It’ll be just sweet talk. Like making cotton candy and waiting for her to throw water all over it. She’ll never fucking believe a word that comes out of my mouth. Her aunt was right, she needs time. Time for me to show her I’m nothing like her father.


    “I’m gonna give you what you need, Bug.”


    Her head tilts, the question plain on her face.


    “Time. You need time for me to show you I’m nothing like the fucked up piece of shit you called a father. There’s something I need to tell you, though.”


    She nods slowly so I continue.


    “I’ve fucked plenty of stray pussy. But that was over and done with the night you picked me up. I’ve let the ho’s in the club know I’m off limits. I’m yours and in time you will know and understand what kind of man I am. The kind that only lives for you. The kind that does what he needs to do so you can breathe easy, the kind that takes care of you and our future kids. Oh, and… my mouth ain’t gonna change. The rough and dirty talk is gonna stay, yeah?”


    Her breathing picks up and her throat moves when she swallows. My finger finds the garter and snaps it again so I can break her out of freaking the fuck out.


    “Ouch!”


    She slaps me on the chest and I can’t help the bark of laughter. And I love the fact that she laughs right along with me.


    “So… kids and dirty talk, huh?”


    My finger finds the garter belt yet again and I bring it up higher this time. But before I let go, I say, “You bet your…” And let the thing smack her ass.


    


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 9


    


    ***Nerd***


    “I swear, if you don’t stop snapping, I won’t wear a garter belt ever again.”


    My breath whooshes from my chest when he suddenly flips me over. I’m now sprawled on my back with his body pressing heavily against mine. The look in his eyes is feral when he all but growls out the words,


    “You will wear them. But from now on, not just for your secret pleasure, but for mine as well.”


    How on earth can a simple thing as underwear get him crazy like this? The hell with underwear.


    “Maybe I’ll just skip underwear, like you. Since my secret is out now anyway.”


    Oh, no. That’s not how it sounded in my head. I mean, yeah it kinda did but I meant skip the sexy underwear. Shit. I can’t tell what he’s thinking, I can’t make out if he’s mad at me or…


    “What the hell? You know, Prissy…”


    He doesn’t even get a chance to get another word out before I cut him off.


    “You’re lucky it’s just you and me here because I can let you off with a warning this time. Don’t ever call me that again.”


    “Or what?” He smirks at me. Bad freaking move.


    “Or I will wipe your existence from the digital world. I’m not kidding. And you know I’m damn good at my job, so what were you saying?”


    He looks at me for the longest time without blinking like he’s actually contemplating if I’m kidding or serious. My face shows I’m not kidding, at least I hope so. He seems to take in what I said before he continues,


    “Well… for a virgin you’re rocking a fucking hyper-sexual steamboat, that’s for sure. Fuck me, you’re something, Priscilla.”


    His voice sounds a bit rough but I see desire flash in his eyes. The way he says my name on that last breath. Shit, shit, shit. Good? Bad? Is he thinking any less of me, or what?


    “Uhm… Can I ask, you know… before I misunderstand or something…”


    “Always.”


    “What you just said, is that a good or a bad thing?”


    He laughs. Are you freaking kidding me? Struggling to get away, I find myself still trapped beneath his body. Let me tell you when you’re my size, it’s not that easy to move with a ton of muscles pinning me down.


    “Look at me. This time, keep your eyes on me and even if I laugh, which I will try not to, do not run. Because if you do, I’d chase your ass and spank it till it’s a nice shade of pink. We talk, always, yeah?”


    I can only jerk my head because I’m still pissed. My patience level is hitting the boiling point since he yet again mentioned the spanking and he still hasn’t answered my question.


    “Now, to get back to the good or bad thing. Let’s just stick to the fact that you’re everything I could ever dream of. Sure some is bad, I mean… Fuck. You have me shooting my load within seconds without my dick touching you. That’s kinda bad for my ego, but shit… That’s how fucking good you are. So yeah, both but I love it, that’s for fucking sure. Does that answer your question?”


    I bite my lip and just nod since that might have been a little too much for me to take in. I know it’s his way of talking and maybe I’m letting myself adjust to it… But what he just said was kind of sweet…weird and dirty, but sweet. There’s still one thing that I need to know.


    “I have one more question, and I’d like an honest answer.” He agrees before I even get a chance to get the entire sentence out of my mouth, so I just throw it out there. “Why did you bring the company to the club behind our backs?”


    He shakes his head slowly. “Again, you’re assuming the worst of me. It wasn’t behind your back even though it might seem that way… But with that asshole circling your aunt and the amount of work to do around here, I figured I would look into it. I checked the books and thought it might be a good idea to team up. Ya know, a symbiotic relationship, so to speak. So I asked your aunt first. After all, it is her company, yeah? She told me to check with Twitch and if he agreed, then she would love to become partners.”


    He doesn’t take his eyes off me but he takes a moment to breathe and I see he’s struggling with the words to say.


    “Go on, Dams. Like you said, we talk…. Always.”


    After another deep breath, he continues. “She also said you might take it the wrong way so she advised me to not mention it to you. I discussed it in Church and Zack talked it over with Twitch. It benefits both parties, so we all agreed. Papers are in the works to finalize the partnership.”


    I can’t believe my aunt would do that to me. She should have talked to me, and Dams should have come to me first. My sharp intake of breath doesn’t go unnoticed. His body shifts while he leans in to brush his nose along mine.


    “None of that. She’s just looking out for you, for us. Now, one thing about me you need to realize is if I give my word to someone, I intend to keep it. I followed your aunt’s advice…. This time. But I can tell you straight away that as my ol’lady, I don’t want any more secrets between us, yeah?”


    “I hate secrets,” I mumble, apparently not soft enough since his chest rumbles with laughter against mine.


    “So we agree?”


    Without a second thought I answer his question. “Yes.”


    This feels right. All the time I’ve spent with him, he’s kept his word with every promise he made. I hate secrets and somehow I know I can trust him. Dammit. The shit-eating grin that’s covering his face made me realize what I just did.


    “I just agreed on becoming your ol’lady… didn’t I?”


    His full blown smile could light up the room. “You sure did, Bug.”


    “Does that mean I get to feel those piercings inside me now?”


    Oh, shit. I slap my hand over my mouth. I can’t believe that slipped out! His eyes flame up and he shifts on top of me. I feel his answer pressing against my belly when I hear Tyler calling from outside my door.


    “Hey, VP. Get your dick out of your ol’lady. She’s got a visitor.”


    Dams’ head tilts to the left. “Oh yeah… Did I forget to mention I already claimed you officially to my brothers in church?”


    Closing my eyes and shaking my head slowly, I wonder what the hell I got myself into, only to flash them open when I feel his tongue slide over my bottom lip.


    I catch Dams off guard as I open my mouth fast and catch his tongue with my teeth. He tries to speak but it’s hard to understand him with me holding his tongue hostage. I’m pretty sure he says something that resembles, “You’re not mad, right?”


    “Come on, VP! Fucking doesn’t take that long.”


    We both burst out in laughter, hearing Tyler’s statement through the door. I swear Dams’ cheeks turned a bit red, but I could have imagined it. I’m so lost. My walls that I built so high are crumbling and I don’t know what to do. I’m falling deep, and I can only hope he can settle with everything I can give once I hit the bottom. I’m so terrified of what he will give me in return.


    He rolls away from me so we can climb off the bed. I quickly pull on black yoga pants and an orange sweatshirt. While I zip up my black boots, my mind goes to the visitor. I don’t get many visitors, so I’m curious who is here to see me. When we make our way outside, I groan inwardly when I see Alex standing in front of his car. Dams has his arm around my waist and pulls me close to place a kiss on the top of my head before he lets me go.


    I know he’s giving me some privacy to talk to the guy but I almost wish he wouldn’t.As if he senses my unease, he only takes a few steps back. It’s comforting that he’s standing nearby. Or maybe it’s territorial because some strange guy comes to see me.


    This guy has called for a tow, specifically by me, over six times in the last three weeks. Ever since the first time I towed his ass… I mean car, he’s been trying to talk me into a date. He had a flat tire and no spare, and I was the one on call since Gene was already passed out drunk. He asked me out that night. I thought he was just being nice, since I helped him out. I told him no and he called the next day, asking again. I thought I made it clear I wasn’t looking for a date or a boyfriend. Well, that sure hadn’t stopped him from trying to convince me.


    “Alex.” I dip my head in greeting while I walk toward him, trying not to grit my teeth.


    “Priscilla.” Now a groan does leave my mouth. I prefer Nerd and those around me call me that. Why my aunt feels the need to throw my actual name around is beyond me. The teasing I endured because of it haunts me. In school everybody always called me Prissy. Seriously, not cool. Even my aunt does it every now and then. That’s the only person who I allow to use it because coming from her, it’s an endearment. Everybody else I would gladly punch in the face.


    “Is something wrong with your car, again?” Yes, I drag the word out because I’m past being a bit annoyed and moving towards pissed. I mean, I was open and clear about his kind gesture and it’s turning a bit stalkerish at this point.


    His brown eyes are studying me and I get a niggling thought in my mind. He reminds me of someone, yet I can’t put my finger on whom. I make a mental note to run his name through the database for a background check because this is getting ridiculous.


    His gaze is fixed over my shoulder. I bet he’s watching Dams, who’s standing next to Sico and Tyler. “You won’t accept my offer for a date but become a biker bitch overnight?”


    Oh. My. God. Did he just say that? I hear a shuffle behind me, and I turn my head in time to see Dams struggling against Sico and Tyler. They seem to be having a hard time holding him back. Shit. No need to wonder if he heard the nasty comment, the expression on his face is enough.


    Stepping forward, I jab my finger in his chest. “It’s called an ol’lady, with emphasis on the lady. That’s the kind of respect they have and apparently exactly what you lack, calling me a bitch. Now, I’ve told you time and time again that I wasn’t interested. I don’t owe you an explanation. That being said, why are you here?”


    His head falls for a moment and when he looks back up, I see regret in his eyes. He raises one hand, and I just know he’s gonna reach for my face. I take a step backwards to avoid contact.


    Hearing curses from behind me gives me little warning before I feel a gush of wind and a strong arm locks around my body. Dams crushes me into his rock-hard body so tight I can feel his voice rumble through his chest.


    “Are we gonna have a problem here or do you want me to stop it before it even starts? Because my fist is anxious to meet your face with the comment you just made about my ol’lady.”


    The heaving of Dams’ chest indicates that he’s hanging on by a thread. Turning to pat his chest, I keep my voice soft to let him know it’s under control. “No need for that, Hot Stuff. Don’t trouble yourself, I’ve got this.”


    I feel his fingers brush up and down my waist when he hears me call him Hot Stuff. The endearment suits this moment, and it suits him. His temper and his looks, wowzers. He feels so good beside me and it boosts my confidence. A feeling of content flows through my body because yet again, he’s there for me.


    He keeps his eyes locked on Alex when he answers me and makes his point very clear. “No trouble at all, since he’s leaving. I’m sure he won’t be needing our services any longer, am I right, fucker?”


    Alex bites out his answer through clenched teeth. “Yes.”


    Before he can turn to leave, Tyler is in Alex’s face. “If I ever hear something like that leave your mouth again or hear of you coming near one of our women I will personally kick your ass. Do you get me, you piece of shit?”


    Alex gives a stiff nod, climbs in his car, and peels out.


    Tyler walks past Dams, and then stops suddenly. When he turns his face back to talk, I see blood trickling down his nose from a cut. “A few fucking inches lower and you could have broken my nose with your stupid head-butt. Don’t do that shit when I’m only looking out for you, brother.”


    I sense that Dams is about two seconds away from a faceoff with Tyler. Even though Tyler is right, he can’t talk to his VP like that. So to keep the peace, I step forward and roughly take his face in my hands while I tilt his head back. “Yeah, yeah… he knows. You did good Ty. Now, let’s get you cleaned up, okay?”


    Sico comes up next to me and takes a look while I hold Tyler’s face at an angle. “Yeah, Dams hit him good. Come on, boy, let’s get that shit taken care of.”


    I let go of his face and he glares over my head at Dams for a few seconds before he follows Sico. When I turn, Dams is staring at the ground and his chest is heaving. Dread seeps into my chest. I hope he isn’t ticked at me since I kind of stepped in between him and a brother and the mess with Alex. He looks pissed.When I see he’s about to turn away, I can’t help but squeak out,


    “No running, remember?”


    He peers up and the look in his eyes makes me shiver. It’s so intense, like he’s about to head-butt me too. A string of memories whirl through my mind of my mother standing her ground against my father. He hit her in the face with so much force that she fell to the ground. Somehow I know that Dams won’t hurt me, but I can’t stop the flash of fear that flows through me. Like my mother before me, I stand my ground and swallow my fear. I try to draw strength from the words he told me earlier.


    He steps closer and leans in without taking his eyes off me. “I’m very angry right now.”


    Shame washes over me. I did this. My head drops and so does my strength. I’m mentally scrambling to bring my walls back up until I feel his hand nudging my chin so my gaze meets his. He still has that fierceness in his eyes but his voice is steady when he says,


    “Not with you, with myself. Oh, and that fucker who dared to say shit to my woman. My bothers holding me back. Fuck. I could barely hold myself together and not kill him on the fucking spot. I gave Tyler a head-butt to get my hands on that fucker while in the end he’s stepping up for me. It’s…”


    He shakes his head and surprises the crap out of me when he reaches out and pulls me close, his arms wrapping around me in a tight hug. “Fucking emotions,” he mumbles.


    Squeezing him back just as tight, I realize we both carry similar emotional scars. Yet another thing that draws us together and strengthens the connection between us. Needing to switch topics to get his mind off of things, I blurt out the first thing that pops into my mind.


    “So you gave me your first kiss?”


    He pulls back and looks at me, his face changing into a smile that tightens my chest. “Yeah, I did. Those lips of yours just begged me to give up what I never gave anyone else.”


    Shit. If he keeps this up I won’t even have rubble left by the end of the day.


    “Thank you.” Those two words are loaded with every emotion I have in me and he clearly notices straight away.


    “Hey, I should be thanking you. With the shit I’ve dealt with…”


    He doesn’t finish his sentence, but he doesn’t have to. I know his story. His file, just like every other biker of Areion Fury, is in my underwear drawer. With the reports from child services, it reflects something that you cannot begin to imagine. It’s almost unbelievable to comprehend how Dams turned out to be the person he is today. He doesn’t have to speak one word. Saving him from a trip down memory lane, I simply say, “Yeah, I know.”


    He raises one eyebrow in question. “You do?” There is a hint of surprise but also a slight bit of shock in his voice.


    I can’t lie to him, not anymore. “I have files on every one of you. Nerd, remember? You guys come to me for information. I make it my business to know who I’m dealing with before I agree to work with anyone. You guys included.”


    He gives his head a quick shake. “What? You’re kidding, right?”


    My eyes must be showing my panic because his voice softens just a bit. “Bug, that’s too damn dangerous. For us, but for you too.”


    Oh, shit. He’s right. Running past him, I make my way back to my room. Digging around in my underwear drawer, I find the files I’m looking for. I feel Dams coming up behind me. His eyes aren’t on the files, they are on the various colors of lace.


    “That’s a lot.” His voice is hoarse and I’m sure he isn’t talking about the large pile of files in my hands. I’m somewhat embarrassed because I kinda have a lingerie addiction. I like sexy underwear. For myself. No one knows or sees, but it somehow gives me strength. That kind of strength that apparently has gone missing right about now. 


    “About that…” my voice is barely a whisper. “It’s my addiction. I’m… I need…”


    “We need more,” he says, his voice also barely a whisper and with a hint of awe to it.


    Did he just say we need more? “That would be nice.”


    He nods in agreement and adjusts his dick in his pants. “No worries, I’ll make it happen.” Oh. God. I love this man. There isn’t a single ounce of doubt. He’s perfect.


    


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 10


    


    ***Dams***


    If I didn’t have a thing for sexy lingerie before, I do now. Fuck, Nerd would be hot in granny panties, and she’s got more fancy underwear in one drawer than I have seen in my entire life. Yet I still feel the need to get more. Ya know, just so we can play Victoria Secret fashion show. As in Nerd dresses up and walk in circles while I enjoy the fucking show.


    The ringing of my phone shakes me out of my fantasy. I glance at the screen and recognize the number, managing to answer on the third ring.


    “Yeah, what’s up Prez… Okay, sure… Yeah, we’ll be there… Yes, the both of us... Right… Okay.”


    I hang up while Nerd studies my face, waiting for me to speak. I know she’sheard my side of the conversation and is wondering why she needs to go with me.


    “Zack wants us to meet up at some diner. We need to work on finding Frankie D. The computer guy from Broken Deeds MC will be there and they’re pretty sure he managed to get closer into tracking him down. We need to work together on this so, are you up for it?”


    From the look on her face, she’s hesitant to answer my question. I know she would rather hide behind her computer, but she’s got me now. I’m going to be right there with her, every step of the way. Before I can reassure her, her eyes flash from the pile of folders back to the drawer while she says,


    “Chopper?”


    What the fuck? “Why the hell do you know his name?” My voice carries a hint of shock that she knows the fucker’s name, but it’s the green tinge of jealousy that rings out the most.


    She bites her lip and activates my dick. Dammit, that’s something I can’t focus on right now. When she lets go, it’s barely a whisper of words that slip from her mouth.


    “I might have files on all of them too.”


    Fuck. Me.


    “Bug.” I all but growl. If those guys knew,they would go insane. Nobody likes that shit. And why does she even keep hard copies?


    Her eyes flash with understanding. She mumbles, “Shit,” as she yet again searches around in the drawer and pulls out more files along with a thumb drive. My hands itch to read through them but before I can grab one, she shoulders past me. Nerd jerks to a stop, pulls something from the stack files and hands it to me before rushing off again.


    “Hold this,” she says and runs outside.


    Looking down, I see it’s some comic book. It’s an old Marvel comic sealed in plastic. Who the fuck seals up a comic book? I mean, a porn magazine I can understand, ya might need to cover that shit, so you can use it more than one time to jerk off to, but a comic book? Nah. Turning it around I see Wolverine on the cover. Riiiiiiight. I don’t even wanna know. Tossing it on the dresser,I make my way out of there to go find Nerd and see why she rushed off.


    When I catch up to her I see that she dumped the files into an oil drum and is squirting some lighter fluid all over the paper. She pulls a box from her pocket, fumbles a bit and then flicks in a lit match. The whole drum lights up like a dried-out Christmas tree. Fuck. There goes any scrap of information I could use.


    “What did you want to know about Broken Deeds, Hot Stuff?”


    Fuck. That’s the second time she’s called me that, and my heart jumps at the endearment. Dams was the first and only nickname ever given to me, and that isn’t exactly what one would call a term of affection. All these years on this fucking earth and yet I’ve never been called something with so much meaning behind it. Sure, ho’s called me baby or honey or something, but that shit isn’t real. This… this is as real as it fucking gets and hits home. She is my home. Grabbing her tiny body, I pull her close and claim her mouth.


    Her hands find my hair, digging in to pull me closer and angling my head to deepen the kiss and take lead. I love her feistiness. All too soon, she pulls back. Breathing heavily, she smiles with a bit of wicked peeking through. I know what she’s thinking.


    “Open tap, huh Bug?”


    Access any time and place for both information and for the fucking sweet kisses and anything else that awesome body of hers can give me.She nods in agreement. Pulling her tight once I squeeze, breathing in her scent one more time, and then I let her go.


    A question pops into my mind. “Why the hard copies?”


    She shrugs a little, “I like the tactile feel of paper. If I'm having a hard time understanding something I print it out so I can write all over it. Besides that… having the files plastered over my bed while enjoying a movie and some popcorn beats staring at a computer screen.”


    Smiling, I give her nose a tap. “That’s adorable, Bug. Come on, let’s meet up with the guys.”


    She turns and runs back toward the house while she throws her words over her shoulder. “Hang on; I need to grab my laptop first.”


    When she walks back out, she holds up the bag. I give her a smile and she falls in step behind me. Moving towards my bike, I sense that she’snot following me, I turn and raise my brow. She looks at me and asks with a bit of hesitancy in her voice,


    “We’re taking your bike?”


    It’s time to let my woman know this is where her ass needs to be. On the back of my bike. Together, always.


    “The back of my bike is reserved for my ol’lady. The only woman whose ass is gonna touch my bike.”


    Shit. That’s not true. I need to correct myself. “Well, maybe one other chick’s ass might have touched it.”


    Whoa, there. Her eyes are flaming up with jealousy. Shit. Maybe I shouldn’t have said that. “It’s Lynn. Lips. Whatever the fuck her name is now. That’s the chick. Believe me, she wasn’t too happy about it either.”


    The jealousy dissolves into a fit of laughter. Trying hard to catch her breath, she manages to say, “How the hell did you get her to agree to that?”


    Well, damn. I forget how close she is to the club and yet so far removed.


    “We had a situation a while back… We needed her to shut up and go with us, so I told her I’d owe her a favor, no questions asked, if she got on the back of my bike… Come to think of it, I still owe her that favor.”


    Nerd snickers. “I need to ask her about that the next time we meet up. Well, when all that stuff between her and Broken Deeds is cleared up. Or with Deeds. Shit. I still can’t believe the president of Broken Deeds claimed her. But it kinda fits somehow, don’t you think?”


    I have to agree there. No one saw it coming, and Lynn’s fighting Deeds every step of the way. But I must say… if anyone could handle Lynn, it sure as hell would be a MC president. With her being Zack’s sister and her late father the founder of Areion Fury, she is one tough chick. For real though, I didn’t know my woman and Lynn spent that much time together.


    “Yeah, but Zack might think otherwise.” We both chuckle since Zack is struggling with the fact that his sister is with Broken Deeds now. Shaking that thought I ask her what I was pondering just a minute ago. “You and Lynn meet up a lot?”


    Her smile brightens. “We used to text regularly. Being the only chicks connected to the clubs we kinda stick together. The actual meeting in person is something that just started. When the new gym opened, she invited me to join her and Blue. You know, workout together? I like to hit the bag sometimes, and she thought it would be nice to hang out, just the three of us. And she was right. I like it a lot. We’ve only done it a few times but with me only having one other friend, I need to step out of my comfort zone and actually open up and meet face to face. At least that’s what Lynn told me.”


    Damn. Like I said. Perfect. “Well, hop on, Bug. Lynn’s right, we’re gonna crack some walls and blast comfort zones away. Oh, and I’m sure Zack will bring Blue to the diner too.”


    She flashes me another smile before I hand her my helmet. Damn. I really need to get Bug her own helmet. I make a mental note to pick one up for her while she climbs on behind me. The feel of her body wrapped tight around me fills me with pride. One thing’s for sure, until you’ve met the one thing you didn’t know you were missing, you can live without that shit. Although now that I’ve got a taste, there’s no fucking way in hell I’ll ever live without her again. Her arms tighten around me and I can practically feel the heat of her pussy pressing against me. The ride over to the diner is too damn short.


    I park the bike next to Zack and Pokey’s. We walk inside and see Zack, Blue and Pokey at a booth, along with another dude. Short black hair, clean shaven jaw and dark eyes. The Broken Deeds patch is on his cut, so this guy must be Chopper.


    Standing, he shakes my hand in greeting, but his eyes are pinned over my shoulder. I can fucking tell by the look in his eyes that he’s awestruck by my woman. Turning slightly, I pull her to me and tuck her under my arm. That way I can introduce her and make it clear to the guy she’s mine and hands fucking off.


    “This is my ol’lady, Nerd.” She smiles at the guy but doesn’t offer her hand, just a slight nod. Fuck. Right at this moment I fucking love her comfort zone. Grabbing a chair from the table next to us, I pull it up to the end. After sitting down, I pull my woman onto my lap.


    Blue giggles out a greeting to Nerd while Zack gives her a tight nod. Pokey is sitting in a chair next to me at the head of the table and has his eyes fixed on the far corner. The guy hasn’t even acknowledged us. When I follow his line of sight, I realize why. The woman that he’s baptized his fucking fairy is sitting in the corner with the shark, August Portner. Nerd must have finally keyed in to me and Pokey because with little warning other than a sharp intake of breath, she’s off my lap. I’m too late to grab her and she all but runs to their booth with me and Pokey hot on her heels.


    “Hey, dickhead,” she snaps and I have to bite back a smile at the way my woman addresses Portner. He looks up at Nerd and so does Orianna.


    “I’m happy to inform you that you can stop your fucking bullshit mission to get your teeth into my family’s business. We’ve already found a new partner group. And in case you were curious, they’re standing next to me.”


    I give the fucker a nice-ass smile to let him know who he’s fully dealing with now if he continues. His eyes dismiss Nerd and hit mine.


    “Could you shut that virgin bitch up? At least my virgin’s got class, and I intend to keep her that way for a while longer.”


    “What the fuck did you just call me?” Shit. I wrap my arm around my woman’s waist before she hits him in the face. Orianna is clearly embarrassed by Portner’s statement and she excuses herself and leaves the table. From the corner of my eye, I watch Pokey follow her into the bathroom. I hope it’s just to make sure she’s all right. Anger building, I tighten the hold I have on my woman and address the guy.


    “Look here, asshole, I don’t know what the deal is with you and your lady. What I do know is that if she’s with you against her fucking will, you’re gonna have a big-ass problem. As for my woman being a fucking virgin? None. Of. Your. Fucking. Business. Now, about the company we now own… It’s not for sale. So this shit ends here, you get me?”


    The fucker just fiddles with his cufflinks, ignoring me. Like I didn’t just say anything. Fucking worthless piece of… Nerd shoots forward and in a blink of an eye he’s got his hand around her wrist, avoiding the fist that was gonna punch him in the face. He might have avoided the punch, but that doesn’t stop her mouth.


    “You’re nothing but a fucking pickle dick of a boy. And one who can’t even get it up so he ties an innocent young woman to himself. You’re a pathetic resemblance of a dickwad who will meet Karma sooner than you will grow balls. Now let me go, you no-good-son-of-a-bitch.”


    Fuck me. Nerd just grew a potty mouth! I must have rubbed off on her already. He lets go of her wrist and stands up. “You’re gonna regret running your mouth like that, Miss Goody-two-shoes. And why the fuck is my woman taking so long.”


    Portner removes himself from the booth and just as he takes a step towards the bathroom, Orianna steps out, her face flushed. As the door begins to close behind her, out steps Pokey. Oh, the fuck he didn’t…. A huge grin spreads across his face while he adjusts his pants, and then he places a hand at the small of her back. Her head comes up and notices all eyes are on them. She visibly recoils when she looks at Portner then back at Pokey. Dropping her gaze back to the floor before she rushes to the door and out of the diner. Fuck me, the son of a bitch did it.


    Pokey is clearly torn. He looks to me and then to the door Orianna just ran through. What the hell? Pokey’s always got a fucking handle on everything. Right now? Not so much. You can see the hesitation on his face. He doesn’t know if he should follow the chick or deal with Portner, who clearly is about to lose it.


    “What the fuck did your guy just do? If he fucked my virgin in the bathroom I’m taking yours.”


    My vision flashes red. Two steps. Two steps are all I need for my head to meet his nose. One crack and a gush of blood streams down his face before he realizes what has happened. I’m pulled back by my Prez and Pokey before I can do more harm to the guy. Fucking lucky bastard because I could fucking kill him right now.


    “Don’t ever think you’re gonna touch one fucking inch of my woman. ‘Because, if you do, that will be the last thing you’ll ever try in your fucked up life. I. Will. End. You.”


    As the fucker stalks to the door, he spits out, “This isn’t over. Not by a long shot.” He shoves open the door and leaves the diner.


    I shrug the guys off me and feel soft hands wrap around my neck. The next thing I feel are those fucking soft lips on mine, and they drain the anger right out of me.


    “Hey, VP… Might wanna use the bathroom, like I just did, huh,” There’s a bit of laughter in in Pokey’s voice.


    What the fuck? Before I can take my lips from Nerd, she pulls away and says. “Oh, no. You didn’t.”


    Blue comes up next to Zack. “What did Pokey do now?”


    Nerd looks at Blue then back at Pokey. “Did you really just take her into the bathroom and… and…”


    Before she can finish her stumbling of words Pokey answers. “Nail that tight pussy? Yeah, totally did. Had to pull back a bit to let the cum out of my dick, otherwise it was blocked by her teeth, that’s how deep I was. Best pussy ever. Shit, I only got a few licks in before my dick opened her up. I like my pussy completely bare but fuck… she was all fuzzy and soft like a fluffy kitten. Oh, man…best tasting pussy. Ever.”


    The fucker closes his eyes and licks his lips at the memory.


    All of us are totally shocked with Pokey’s version of what happened in the bathroom. What was it, like no more than five fucking minutes? He sure as hell spent every second of those well, I guess. Our shocked into silence moment is broken when Blue finds her voice. “Oh, no….You didn’t.”


    “Sure did, popped that cherry real good. She kissed me, and then she unbuckled my belt. Shit, that kiss must have put her on pre-orgasm-Pokey-cloud. She told me she needed it. Something about ruining it all so she was free or some shit…what was it again? Ah, yeah. No longer part of the deal.”


    Nerd’s face flushes with rage before she starts to scream in Pokey’s face, “You fucking idiot! They are gonna throw her out. That, and her own family will turn on her, she won’t have anyone. You’re such a dickhead.”


    Blue comes up next to Nerd and puts a hand on her shoulder in an attempt to calm her down. “You’ve got to be kidding? Really, they would do that to her?”


    Oh, fuck it all. My woman’s so worked up she’s nearly in tears. Pulling her away from Pokey and against my chest, she buries her face and snuggles close. Blue steps closer and stokes her back. Her voice is soft when she asks,


    “Do you have her number? Or any way to contact her? Because we can make sure she’s got a safe place if she needs it. I have enough property and I’m sure there’s an apartment empty somewhere. She can move in right away.”


    Blue scrunches her nose then tilts her head toward Pokey. “Did you even use a condom, or do I also need to make a doctor’s appointment for the girl you just literally fucked?”


    “Virgin, Blue. No way I’d duck and hide. Shit, I bet if I had put on a rubber, my dick wouldn’t have fit. That’s how fucking tight she was.”


    Blue cringes at his rude words while she mutters. “Great. That’s all we need… a little Pokey. Juuuuuust great.”


    “The fuck you say? Pokey isn’t little.” The fucker had the nerve to look offended.


    Blue straightens her spine and steps closer to Pokey, staring him straight in the eye. “Don’t fucking speak about yourself in the third person, you fool! I was talking about her egg catching one of your swimmers and multiplying and shit.”


    He shakes his head, one of his eyebrows goes up in question. “Omelets and a pool? You lost me.”


    Blue takes a deep breath to visibly calm down before she slowly spells it out for him. “P R E G N A N T.”


    He thinks about it for three seconds before saying, “Nah, I’m good.”


    “The fuck? Did you just magically make contact with your sperm inside her pussy asking if they hit home? Are you that stupid?” Blue asks.


    “Whoa. That would be awesome. Someone should invent that shit.”


    With that answer, you can see the moment Blue throws in the towel. She just shakes her head and walks back to Nerd while she throws her hands up in exasperation. “I give up. You can deal with your own mess. I’m just gonna be there for her and hope to God your sperm resembles your brain cells, ‘cause dude, I swear you don’t have any.”


    


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 11


    


    ***Nerd***


    As I slide into the booth across from Chopper, Dams slides in next to him. Blue slides in next to me and Zack takes the chair at the head of the table.


    I can’t help but feel restless. Orianna must be going crazy. I grab my phone from my pocket. I have to get a hold ofher, let her know that she’s got me to lean on if she needs to. I look up to see Pokey just standing there next to Zack with his hands tucked in his pockets. Darn idiot, I hope guilt starts to eat at him.


    His head is down and he seems to be thinking things over. Although after the discussion Blue just had with him, I doubt anything good can come from it. Taking Orianna’s virginity? In a bathroom? And for real, it took what… five minutes? Less? Oh, man. I know Pokey said it was her choice, but still.


    I can’t help but feel it was forced on her. That… that… shark. I could scream my lungs out, that’s how mad I am. But right now, that’s not gonna help. It’s definitely not helping Orianna. I scroll though my phone and find Orianna’s number, typing out a quick message to let her know I’m here if she needs me.


    Me: Are you okay? You can stay with me. I can come get you wherever you are. You’re not alone in this, I’m right here if you need me.


    It takes just a few seconds before my phone buzzes with a reply.


    Orianna: You’re a lifesaver! I can’t go back now, I’m afraid he’ll kill me if I do.


    Me: Where are you?


    Orianna: Behind the diner.


    Me: Be there in a sec!


    I look up as I push my chair back. “Sorry. I need to go.” I lower my voice and whisper to Blue. “Orianna’s behind the diner. I’m gonna go get her and take her home with me.”


    Zack grunts, and my eyes meet his. Yes, I know I came here to do something else, but this is my priority right now. A hand slides over mine and I turn to see Blue squeezing gently.


    “Zack and I will go get her, sweets. No worries. I’ll text you when she’s safe okay?”


    She turns to look at Zack, as if she’s waiting for his okay on this. Finally, he gets up and turns to Dams.


    “You take care of the Frankie D. shit. I’ll go deal with this girl shit crisis. You better give me full rundown when you guys are done here.”


    Dams nods at his Prez. Zack starts to follow Blue before he turns back and looks at Dams. “You fucking owe me, dude. This girly shit isn’t what I fucking signed up for.”


    Dams let out a chuckle, and then shoots back, “I saved your ass lots of times, including dealing with girly shit. So consider us square.”


    Zack thinks about it for a second before he chuckles too and mumbles, “Yeah, you’re fucking right about that.”


    Blue and Zack leave so I shoot Orianna a quick message to let her know who’s coming to pick her up and take care of her. It’s hard to trust new faces at this point for her, so I need to let her know it’s all good.


    Me: Blue and Zack will be there in a second. They are gonna get you somewhere safe, okay?


    Orianna: Thanks so much, I owe you. <3


    Me: None of that, just stay safe <3 talk later!


    I take a deep breath and I close my eyes for a second. Honestly, I’m a little overwhelmed. I’m not used to people being there for me, well except for my aunt, but she has lots of problems of her own to deal with. I know all about the club but I was kinda standing on the sidelines. Now? Now I feel like part of the family. This is what a family should be like, standing up for each other, helping out.


    When I finally open my eyes the first thing I see is Dams. Coming around the table to slide in next to me, he leans in and whispers,


    “Feels good to have people around who care, right?”


    I swallow hard, because he’s right. The harsh noise of a throat clearing draws my attention to Chopper. His grin reminds me of those damn hyenas from that Disney movie. You know, the crazy one that’s gonna start giggling any second. I shake off that thought before I start to laugh and embarrass myself. I focus again on the task at hand.


    “So, Chopper, Dams tells me you might have a lead and need my help?”


    Okay, the laugh that comes out of his mouth does resemble a hyena. Sheesh. Not knowing if it’s meant to be funny or sarcastic, I wait patiently. My question is answered when the dumbass opens his mouth.


    “I don’t need your help, I’m that good. But now that I’ve met you? I think it’s a brilliant idea and I could use….. your….. help with something.”


    Dams leans forward, and I swear I’ve never heard that edge to his voice. Sharp as a knife and possibly just as deadly. “Nerd is my ol’lady. You need to show some respect and do what your Prez tells ya. If you need clarification, I’ll be happy to explain using my fists.”


    The guy just laughs. In Dams’ face. This guy is either stupid or has a set of steel balls. He motions that he’s backing off, but it really doesn’t settle my nerves. I guess it will have to do for now as he pulls up a laptop from underneath the table. Opening the top and powering up, we all wait in silence for it to start. Clicking a few times, he turns the screen so I can see it.


    “This here is the last thing I need to clear out to lead us to him. I need this block removed. I’m almost there but every time I think I got it, another one pops up. You probably run into the same shit, you know… It’ll just be a little more effort, but it’s a matter of time before I hack through it. I know the fucker has several identities and he’s done a decent job keeping his info blocked, so I…”


    I’ve heard enough of his ego beam of awesomeness. So to shut him up, I drag the laptop across the table so it’s right in front of me. Grabbing my own laptop, I boot it up so I can get into one of my own programs and see if I can crack this thing. Clicking away on Chopper’s computer, I work my way into his files. I need to see what he’s tried and what I’m dealing with. Dams and Chopper are talking but I’m in the zone so their conversation only sounds like the teacher from Charlie Brown. I’m sure I’m taking my time but I just keep working because I’m getting closer. Shit. He’s right about a new block popping up when you get too close… but if I just… There!”


    I turn my laptop as the information appears on the screen. Both Chopper and Dams stare at the screen. A smile of appreciation appears on Dam’s face while Chopper curses a few times. Yeah, I totally stole his beam of awesomeness and he knows it.


    The guys start to break down the new information and my mind wanders back to Orianna. I hope she’s okay. I know she isn’t like me with new people and new things, but she doesn’t really have anyone. Yeah sure, you could say she has her family, but with the stuff they pulled? She’s better off without them and I bet she realizes that now.


    I mean you just don’t take a choice like she did. Stepping out of the deal her father arranged by letting someone take your virginity… in a bathroom of a diner for crying out loud. That choice took guts, standing up for herself. Even if it was a heat of a moment thing, she saw a way out and took it, no matter what the consequences were.


    When I tune back into the discussion between Chopper and Dams, I’m surprised to see them staring at me.


    “What?” I ask when my eyes flick between them.


    “You sure you wanna be this guy’s ol’lady?” Chopper asks with a creepy grin on his face. “‘Because damn woman… you’re fucking brilliant. Anytime you wanna hook up with me…”


    Before he finishes that sentence, I grab Dams’ face with my hands and cover his lips with mine. I hope to hell I can stop him from starting something that would be bad for both clubs. Between hearing his chest rumble and the roughness of his kiss, I can feel the anger fighting to get out.


    Our kiss is raw and loaded, both of us are pulled in and don’t care where we are or who’s around. This is about us. This is me showing Dams I’m right there with him. And I’ll be damned if he’s not fully accepting everything I can give.


    When Dams tones the kiss down, I hear Chopper say, “I’ll let Deeds know and I’m sure you’ll tell Zack. It’s been a pleasure and… well, like I said… anytime, sweetness. Anytime.”


    He dares to give me a wink before he walks off and leaves the diner. Dams reaches for his phone. I’m sure he’s sending a message to Zack to let him know we just located details to a second ID that Frankie D. has been using to keep himself hidden. Well, not so much hidden now. He’s tried for damn sure to lock that away so no one could find him.


    Blue must be relieved it’s almost over. Frankie D. killed Blue’s parents, her brother, and he tried to kill her too. It’s about time this asshole goes down. I’m also aware that she still hasn’t opened the envelope to seeif Frankie D. is her biological father. She can’t bring herself to read the results and to be truthful, I don’t blame her.


    But it is a bit of a shame, considering she also doesn’t know if Frederick, Frankie D’s son, is her half-brother or not. I couldn’t stop myself and I peeked, I shouldn’t have…but I did. I know the truth but I can’t tell her. It’s something she needs to do when the time is right for her.


    “Come on, let’s go home.” Dams holds out his hand and I gladly take it. Home. Does he consider my apartment above the garage home?


    “My apartment or do you have a house you need to get to?” I keep my voice light since I’m not sure what his answer will be.


    “Home for me is wherever you are, Bug. I have a room back at the Clubhouse, but I can either move in with you or wecan look into a place together, yeah?”


    I throw my arms around his neck and connect my lips to his. He just broke down the last few bricks in my wall. It’s so freaking scary and yet it feels so good. He chuckles against my lips.


    “Let’s get out of here. I need to grab a few things from my room first and then we can go back to your place.”


    “Our place,” I correct him.


    His face lights up and he kisses me hard and fast. “Our place.”


    


    ******


    


    Dams is looking vacantly around his room in the clubhouse, mumbling to himself.


    “I’ve got my clothes, my duffel bag… well, shit. There isn’t a goddamn thing I need to take with me.”


    While I slide my hand up his back to try and offer some comfort, my phone chimes. I check and see it’s a message from Blue. I share the message with Dams.


    “That’s Blue. She took Orianna home with her.”


    My phone buzzes a second time, and another message comes in, this time from Lynn. She asks me to run a check on something so I shoot a quick message back to let her know I’m on it. Pulling out my laptop I cross to the bed and sit down while I wait for my computer to boot.


    “I need to look up something, okay?”


    He gives me a nod and pulls out a few more things to toss in his duffel bag. It only takes me a few minutes to get the information I need and shoot a message back to Lynn. After shutting down the laptop, I shove it back into the bag.


    Dams turns and pins me with this stare, as if he wants to tell me something, but he’s interrupted when his phone chimes. He checks the screen and slides the phone back into his pocket.


    “Something’s come up. I’m gonna need to drop you off at home, yeah?”


    He throws his duffel bag in the corner as if he’s gonna stay here tonight.


    Shaking the thought away, I ask him,


    “Do you need me to come with you?”


    “No.” His voice is hard, making the word comes out like a bark.


    I don’t know what the hell was in that text, but his demeanor is sending a chill up my spine. He somehow reads it on my face because his eyes turn sad, yet his voice remains stern.


    “It’s something I agreed on a while ago, not something I want or need to get out of. If I’m late, I’ll crash here and come over in the morning. No need to wait up for me, yeah?”


    Quickly nodding my head, I make my way around him and swallow away the lump in my throat. I don’t know why he just won’t tell me what’s up or where he needs to go. He told me he didn’t want any secrets between him and his ol’lady and yet he’s acting all weird. It doesn’t make sense.


    He grabs my arm. “Hey, what’s up?”


    Pulling my arm away, I temper my voice. “It’s nothing. I’m just tired, okay?” When I notice Tyler out of the corner of my eye I add, “Tyler can drop me off at home so you can go and do what you have to do.”


    I give him a bright smile so I can just run out of here fast enough before tears might fall.


    He looks down as if he doesn’t even give a shit right now. “Yeah, that might be better. Maybe that will speed things up.” He turns his attention to Tyler. “Yo, Ty. Get my ol’lady home safe for me, yeah?”


    “On it, VP,” Tyler replies and runs to grab keys from behind the bar. Walking towards the bar, I feel Dams’ hand around my arm.


    “Hey… aren’t you forgetting something?”


    I don’t want to turn, I don’t want to look in his eyes. I want him to explain the turn of events and why doesn’t he just tell me what’s up or what he needs to do? Without turning and keeping my voice steady I tell him,


    “Just hurry back okay? There’s no need to get all emotional and attached and expect a kiss every time I leave your side.”


    My breath leaves me when he spins me around hard and takes my mouth. Pushing his tongue inside to find mine and stroking it. His strong arms pull me closer to his hard body, making my head spin. His hand finds its way into my hair as he fists it and pulls back so my lips leave his.


    “None of that. You don’t ever leave without a kiss. Now, I need to go. Club business, yeah?”


    My eyes don’t leave his lips. His mouth comes up in a soft smile before he claims my mouth once again. Sweet and soft, he takes his time with this kiss before he pulls back. He tilts his head and I feel one of his hands slide from my waist to my ass before I feel the sharp sting from a pinch.


    I gasp while he snickers and leaves the clubhouse. My phone chimes again. I see a text from Blue, asking me to come by.


    “You ready to go?” Tyler looks at me and then to my phone.


    “Do you mind if we make a stop on the way? Blue asked me to come by just now and I really want to…”


    When I take a good look at Tyler’s face I notice the three stitches and the black beneath his eyes. All from the head-butt Dams gave him earlier. Reaching with my hand to brush my thumb beneath his eye, he pulls back before I make contact.


    “Yeah, that kinda hurts so no touching, please.” He gives me a sad smile.


    I can’t help but feel responsible. “Sorry about that.”


    Tyler’s eyebrows go down in question. “Why would you be sorry? It wasn’t your fault that dick showed up and rattled Dams’ cage.”


    I shrug my shoulders since I clearly see things differently.


    “I’m serious, Nerd. Now… come on, we’ll go and visit Blue before we go to your aunt Vivian, okay?”


    When I follow him outside, I’m kinda surprised when he makes his way toward a truck. A question falls from my mouth before I think things through. “Prospects don’t have bikes?”


    He turns and the expression on his face resembles someone who just filled his mouth with lemons instead of strawberries. “I can’t put someone’s ol’lady on the back of my bike, so we’re taking the truck. Prospects don’t have bikes.” He shakes his head. “Fuck me. I might be a fucking prospect, but my bike is the most expensive one in the lot.”


    “Dude, there’s no need to pull your dick out from under my shoe… I didn’t mean it like that.”


    His full blown laughter is kinda adorable. He looks so young and yet I get the idea there’s a whole background story to him. He’s an enigma, that’s for sure. I make a mental note to run some more checks. I skipped the prospects when I checked the members since they don’t always stick around. But Tyler has been with the club for over a year, and that makes me wonder how long they have to be one to get patched in. Oh well, none of my business anyway.


    We make our way to Blue’s apartment and Tyler parks near the door. Tyler knocks then pushes the door open and heads toward Zack, who is standing near the kitchen. I step over the threshold and Orianna beelines straight for me. I take a step back and brace myself, considering she looks like she wants to hug me. She must sense my anxiety, though, because she stops right in front of me, reaches for my hand, and gives it a tight squeeze. My sense of panic ebbs, and I slowly smile to show my appreciation.


    Orianna’svoice is filled with gratitude when she speaks. “Thank you. So much. I owe you big time. Your friends are really nice. Blue already found me a place to stay and a job if I want it. I just can’t…”


    She shakes her head in disbelief. I peek at Blue, who’s now standing beside her. I mouth ‘thank you’ to her and she acknowledges me with a smile and a nod.


    I squeeze Orianna’shand to get her attention, she looks back up to me. “I’m just glad you’re out of that whole situation. Although I’m not agreeing with the way you chose to set things in motion… I’m still very happy you’re here.”


    Orianna smiles softly. “I could hug you right now. I know, I know…personal space, so I won’t, but I really want to. I’m so glad I met you at the conference and kept in touch. You’re the only friend I have right now.”


    “Hey, don’t you dare forget about me. I’m your friend now too,” Blue chimes in and pulls her in for a hug. “You can hug me anytime, Orianna. We’re all here for you. Oh. You haven’t even met our friend Lynn yet. You’re gonna love her. She’s a little tied down at the moment. Some crazy shit with another MC. When it clears up we need to do a girl’s night.”


    Blue looks over at me when she pulls back from the hug she just gave Orianna. “Not at home, out… Purple Beans or some other bar. We need to pull you out of your comfort zone. We could bring Zack and Dams to keep an eye on things, or some other guys, just to be safe.”


    Orianna’s face drops and she all but whispers, “Just don’t bring the one that helped me out. I used him.” She shakes her head and a lone tear falls down her cheek. “He must hate me, I already hate myself enough. So please, not him.”


    Blue shakes her head while a little giggle escapes. “Don’t you dare think like that. Pokey isn’t the type of guy to let a woman take advantage. If anything, it’s the other way around. Believe me when I say his mind doesn’t work that way. He probably moved on already, so no worries. You just think about yourself right now, okay? That’s what important. Besides, I find it hard to believe Pokey has the brain cells to think. Dammit. I should have punched him.”


    The flash of hurt I see in her eyes when Blue mentioned that Pokey had probably moved on already only lasts a few seconds. Now there’s only sadness and worry. She needs to focus on herself. “Blue is right. You’re what’s important, and we’re gonna get your life back on track. A whole different road up ahead for you. Are you ready? Consider this the first day of the rest of your life.”


    I smile at the sparkle of joy that replaces some of the sadness in her eyes. “Are you sure about Pokey? He was so sweet and gentle, he made me feel…”


    “Whoa there… We don’t want to hear how Pokey made you feel.” Blue chuckles and stuffs her fingers in her ears while she scrunches her nose.


    Orianna yanks both of Blue’s hands away from her ears. “I was gonna say safe, you dirty-minded woman.”


    Blue flashes her a big smile. “I knew that.” She gives her a wink. “Come on, sit down. I’m gonna make us some coffee.”


    Orianna’s face lit up with joy, all the sadness from a moment ago forgotten. “I’ll help.”


    They walk into the kitchen while I stalk toward the window. My mind is still with Dams and his weird reaction after he got that message. Something just doesn’t add up. Whatever he’s doing, it certainly seemed like he didn’t want to do it, and yet knew he had to and closed up. I stare down at the street. The diner across from Blue’s apartment is busy. As I stand there watching, a few cars pass, and then I hear the rumble of a bike. My eyes slide toward the sound and I watch as a familiar bike draws near.


    My jaw drops when I see Dams ride by with a woman on the back of his bike. Dirty-blond hair waves in the wind beneath her helmet. A ho, riding bitch. Bitch. Yeah, I need to repeat that word, because it’s all I can think of. Well, maybe “Son of a bitch” too. Anger shoots through my veins as my hands curl up into fists. Pissed at myself because I let him in. I should have known better than to trust a fucking biker.


    Mom was right. They’re all the same. Slightly different on the outside, yet rotten to the core. I glance over my shoulder to see Tyler and Zack deep in discussion. With Blue and Oriannastill in the kitchen, I take advantage of the opportunity and sneak out of the apartment. Fuck this shit.


    


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 12


    


    ***Dams***


    When I guide my bike next to Tyler’s in front of the compound, my mind goes to Nerd. Fuck. I didn’t want to leave her like I did, but I had to. When I got that text, I needed to respond and get some shit done. I was honoring a promise and while it was the right thing to do, it felt so wrong. I felt like a fucking dick leaving her like that. Even more since my mood shifted the second I got that text.


    I walk into the clubhouse to grab my duffel bag. I know I said I’d come over in the morning if it got late but I don’t fucking care if it’s the middle of the night. I want to see her. I need to see her, to touch her, to feel her snugged tight against my body. Maybe I’ll even have her climb on and ride my face to apologize for my moody ass. The thought of Nerd above me is giving me a hard on and I really can’t deal with that right now. Shaking that thought from my head, I try to focus on my mission. Get in, get out, get to Nerd.


    Fuck. Music is blasting and the booze is flowing. Seems like the brothers are getting a killer party started. Sico’s got a ho pulled into him, while his ass is leaning against the pool table. His arm is wrapped around her back and you can clearly see his ink. It says in bold letters ‘I love Hoes’. Yeah, no need to explain that one. But dammit if I’m not getting sentimental because it has me wondering if he will ever meet that one girl who will settle with that ink as a daily reminder.


    My eyes find Pokey who is conveniently located next to Sico. He raises his chin in greeting as I raise my voice over the loud music. “Zack around?”


    Pokey shakes his head. “Nah, man.”


    I dip my head in acknowledgement and continue towards my room, side stepping a ho and a brother getting it on against the wall. Yeah, seems like the party is in full swing already. Happy to say I ain’t missing that shit. A smile slides over my face. Yeah, it feels good to have one woman to get home to. No more one-day fly pussy for my dick. Instead I’ve got the comfort from my own personal piece of heaven. No wait… not heaven… Neverland. Yeah, Tinkerbelle leading the way to my very own pussy. I laugh to myself and move a little faster with that thought as motivation.


    I grab my duffel bag and lock the door to my room, heading out the way I came. More people are getting it on in the clubhouse. Sico is laying on the pool table with a ho on top of him, her naked ass in the air, while Pokey is standing beside them. I watch as he pulls down his zipper and his cock falls out.


    I can’t help the bark of laughter that slips out. Dude has got a huge dick. I mean, it’s the size of an elephant trunk, but limp as all hell. Not a spark of life in the damn thing. It’s fucking depressing and with Pokey standing there with head hanging down, it’s a fucking tear-pulling scene. That is, until the ho opens her mouth. Instead of taking his dick into her mouth, she’s throwing out words.


    “Holy hell, that’s a huge cock.”


    Pokey grabs his dick and starts stroking it, just like the ho stroked his damn ego just now. The ho gives a yelp when Sico smacks her ass. And it wasn’t in a spank me now and shoot desire through me kind of a smack either. We’re talking a fucking serious red hand, count the finger marks for days, kind of a smack.


    “Way to crush a man’s ego there, bitch. Didn’t you get the memo? Never compliment another guy’s dick when you got one deep in your cunt already. Fuck. Make it sound like mine is damn pinky size or something.”


    The ho reaches down and cradles Sico’s face in her hands. “I didn’t mean it like that, babe. Your dick isn’t little.”


    Sico’s voice is on the borderline between a growl and a grunt. “What the fuck, bitch? Not little? Are you saying my junk is normal? Or are you saying it is little? This ain’t a fucking what’s the size of your dick contest, you fucking ho. You know what? You’re gonna feel little. Hang on.”


    He lifts his head, eyes searching and he zeroes in on the bar. Or rather who is behind the bar. When I follow his line of sight I see Tyler. Oh, this is gonna be fun.


    “Yo, Tyler! Get your ass over here. Now!”


    Tyler walks over at Sico’s request. “What’s up, brother?”


    Sico looks over the ho’s shoulder. “Whipyour dick out and push your wiener into her ass. I need to make a point.”


    Sico chuckles over his own private joke. Fuck, even I choke back the laugh that’s fighting to get free. I remember Zack telling me he threw Tyler out of the bathroom one time for standing there, like a dumbass, with his dick on show. Or better yet, from what I understood… a no show.


    Tyler unzips his pants and I see him tear a condom open with his teeth. Tyler is definitely taking his sweet-ass time. Condom on, he’s teasing the ho’s ass with his finger with gentle thrusts to prepare her before he sticks his dick in there. That, right there, is the difference between him and Sico.


    Sico is one rough dude. And it’s not just his mouth but his fucking temper and low opinion of women. He thinks they are made to ride his dick. He refuses to drop to his knees and eat pussy but he expects a blowjob. Does he care about a woman having an orgasm? Hell no. He only thinks about himself and his pleasure.


    He’s an arrogant asshole, but he’s loyal and gets every damn assignment done, and done right. If he gives you his word, he’ll pull through, even if he has to grab the moon and shove it up the earth’s ass, that’s what he’ll do.


    Anyway, there’s a huge difference between these two guys. I know I’ve given Tyler shit in the time he’s been with us but overall he’s a good guy. He never gives anyone shit about getting things done. He doesn’t ask questions, he just follows orders or guides the other prospect. And you know he’s got your back. Always. My mind still wandering, I make a mental note to talk to Zack about patching him in. I’m brought out of my thought when I hear the ho panting like her life depends on it.


    She moans out in pleasure. “Oh, yes, fuck my ass. Oh yeah, that feels great. I’m so full. So big.”


    Sico has his hands on the ho’s hips as he slams her down on his dick. Tyler’s got his hand on the ho’s shoulder, helping Sico keep rhythm while they’re both filling her up at the same time. Pokey’s still standing there, trunk in hand, and yet no matter how hard he’s pulling it, his dick’s still a limp piece of meat.


    “Yeah, that’s right, bitch. You feel it now, don’t you? Tell me again how big it is. Say it.”


    The ho can barely get the words out, but manages to sigh. “Hmmm. Yeah. It’s so big, I fucking love that big dick up my ass.”


    “The fuck you say?” Sico growls and gives a rough push. I watch the clusterfuck as the ho goes flying backwards. Tyler barely manages to pull out andgrab her by the arms before she falls on her ass. He pulls her up straight and then I see it. Fuck me. Tyler’s got a magic dick. One that can go into hiding and look tiny as shit, but comes out in full force when needed.


    Sico slides off the pool table and walks up to the ho. “Get your fucking shit and leave. You’re not welcome here anymore, cunt.”


    I can’t tell if she’s more pissed or embarrassed but she pulls her top back up and her skirt down and walks out the door. They’re making quite a scene, and everyone’s eyes are focused to see what happens next.


    “And you.” Sico turns to Tyler and points at his dick. “What the fuck, asshole? You got some kind of Pinocchio dick or something? The more you lie about it, the longer it gets?”


    I have to drop my duffel bag and hold on to my stomach. Booming laughter fills the clubhouse. Seeing the change in Sico’s eyes, I make my way to stand in front of Tyler.


    “Think. Before you hit a brother for no reason at all, stop and think.” I look him dead in the eyes, making sure he sees I ain’t joking around about this shit.


    Sico bares his teeth at me. I get that he’s pissed, but that’s his fault and the damn cunt he chose to fuck.


    “You take that anger and leave. Take another bitch and shove your cock in her mouth next time to avoid chit chat. I don’t wanna see this kind of behavior again, clear?”


    “Yeah, VP. Clear. But that cunt isn’t getting back in here.” He all but roars the words out.


    “I’ve got myself an ol’lady now, so one ho more or less is not something I need to worry about. Hell, throw out every ho for all I care.” I give him a nod to dismiss him. He walks to the bar, grabs a girl and heads off to his room.


    “Uhm. Dams… I wouldn’t be so sure about that ol’lady part if I were you.”


    I turn and look at Tyler.


    “What the fuck do you mean, Ty?” He peels the condom off his dick and throws it on the floor. Zipping himself up, he goes on.


    “Earlier today, when I was supposed to take Nerd home? Well, Blue texted Nerd, asking if she could come over, so I took her to Blue’s apartment. I was talking to Zack and saw Nerd standing by the window. The other girls were in the kitchen. When I glanced over to the window again, she was gone.


    My blood runs cold. Gone? I grab his leather cut with both my hands, fisting it tight while I pull him up in the air. “The fuck you mean, gone?”


    Panic shines in his eyes as he wraps his hands around my wrists to keep balance.


    “Calm down, man. I ran out after her, okay? She only managed to get to the end of the street before I caught up to her.” He takes a deep breath and somehow his voice is now laced with anger, “Fuck man, she was crying her eyes out. What the hell were you thinking fucking a bitch and parading her around on the back of your bike, driving through town for all to see?”


    What. The. Fuck? Oh, hell no. My chest tightens with the thought of getting her upset like that. And for no fucking reason,except she doesn’t know it’s not what she thinks it is.


    “That was Lynn, you dick! She needed my help and called in a favor. Fuck man, Nerd saw me? Us?”


    Releasing Tyler, I drag my hands into my hair. Fuuuuuck, this is bad. She thinks I cheated on her. She thinks I left her standing there to go fuck some bitch. Goddamn it! Her fucking walls are gonna be up so high, I might never get back in.


    “Yeah, man. You fucked this up real good.” He shakes his head and I can clearly see the pity on his face. He feels sorry for me. Fuck, another one with no fucking trust or faith in me. What in the actual fuck is wrong with people? In a flash, my hand is back at his throat and I pull him close.


    “Wanna bet I have her back within a day?”


    Tyler clearly sees the challenge in my eyes. I’m not willing to back down. Fuck no, she’s mine. She needs to learn to trust me and I need to learn to fucking tell her things. I should have just told her I needed to help Lynn. Dammit, that right there could have saved us from this whole fucked up misunderstanding. I shake my head at that thought, considering I was the one who fucking told her we would talk, always. I could kick myself because I’m the one who fucked this shit up.


    The fucker chuckles, his face now filled with appreciation. “Fuck yeah. You didn’t see her like I did. You literally crushed her, dude. You might as well have ripped out her heart and let puppies feast on it. That’s how crushed she was.”


    The guy has no idea how hearing those words fucking hurt me. Jabs straight to my chest. It doesn’t even compare to a head-butt to the face or a kick in the balls. The hurt I feel shifts to anger. I’m angry at myself for what she’s feeling right now. This fucker needs to feel my pain and Nerd’s pain. Don’t ask me why, that’s just my state of mind at this fucking point.


    “Mark my words. She’s my ol’lady and I’ll have her back within twenty-four hours. After that, you’re gonna pierce your dick, nipples, eyebrow and your fucking navel. Deal?”


    Tyler smiles wickedly. “Throw in a girly flower tattoo for all I care. She’s not taking you back, so yeah. Deal.”


    I let him go so we can shake on it. When I turn and grab my bag off the floor, I see Pokey standing there with his huge elephant trunk of a dick still in his hand. It looks like the thing fucking died. “What’s wrong, man? Did your trunk choke on a peanut or something?”


    Pokey’s eyes are still on his dick when he says, “Fucking Spiky. I fucked her.”


    I take a step closer, feeling sorry for the guy. “Yeah, you did.”


    He looks up at me, his expression pitiful. “You’re supposed to give a girl your dick, not your heart. That way she can never break your heart. That’s what my dad used to say. Fuck, Dams. She fucking took my dick and broke it like you break someone’s heart. It doesn’t work anymore. Well, unless I’m in the shower jerking off while thinking about her. I managed to do that eight times today.”


    I shake my head. “Eight times, Pokey? Fuck. Sounds like it works just fine; maybe the damn thing is just tired. Give it a rest already. Sleep it off and try again tomorrow.”


    He shakes his head. Thank fuck he tucks his dick away before he steps closer. “I dipped my dick in pixie dust and now it only wants more. Or better yet, it’s the only thing it wants. Like I said… she took my fucking dick as if it was my heart.” Shoulders slumped, he walks off.


    I can’t deal with this drama. Besides… jerk off eight times and wonder why it’s not up for round nine? Yeah, so not my problem. Pixie dust. Fuck, that reminds me of my own fucking Tinkerbell pussy. I need to get to my woman and show her she’s judging me again without knowing the truth.


    


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 13


    


    ***Nerd***


    I can hear footsteps outside. It’s Dams, I just know it’s him. He needs to leave me alone. Dammit to hell. I should have packed up my things and bolted. I should have left this town, this state. Hell, I should have left the country. With the MC buying half of the company, my aunt is safe. They’ll handle everything and watch over her. Problem solved. There isn’t anything keeping me here. And since all I need for my job is a computer, I can do my work anywhere.


    That’s what I’m gonna do. I’m going to pack and leave. Well, right after I get out of this hot bath. I sink my head down so I’m surrounded by hot water. I try to drown the pain I feel in my heart with every beat. To drown out the noise of my life like the pounding on the bathroom door. One last big thud and the pounding stops.


    He gave up a lot easier than I thought. Either that or maybe my aunt told him to stop before he knocks the… Two very cold hands grab my waist. My eyes fly open and through the waves of water, I see Dams’ angry face. He drags me out of the bathtub and into his arms, as he sits on the edge of the tub.


    “Fuck, woman! Don’t you dare die on me.”


    Wiping my hands down my face to clear the water from my eyes, I shake my head. What did he just say?


    “I wasn’t trying to kill myself, you idiot! I was having a bath. There’s no way in hell I would kill myself over some dumbass, cheating man whore. What the hell do you think you’re doing here? Go. Get the hell out of my house.”


    I’m so angry right now. My heart is pounding in my chest, making my blood pressure spike. The hot water already heated my body up, making me dizzy. My mom might have killed herself over a man, but that was one lesson she taught me. Never let a man steal your life away. You only live once, so everything is yours to choose. And I choose life. Without a man. Especially the cheat who’s holding me tight.


    Trying to push him away is useless. His grip is solid and he doesn’t let go. Instead he pulls me tighter against his body. Decidingthat at this point to just wait the bastard out, I let myself hang lifeless in his arms. As I try not to move my mind slips to the fact that even now I don’t feel a panic attack building because he’s holding me. Even the dizziness has slipped away completely. The man whore still makes me feel safe and loved and the knowledge bugs the hell out of me.


    His head is buried in the crook of my neck. His clothes have got to be soaked. He mumbles softly, “I ain’t no damn cheat. A fucking fool for not talking to you? Yeah. But no fucking cheat. You got my heart, Bug. You’re the only reason my heart beats or the fucking blood flows through my body. Hell, you’re the only reason blood pumps to my dick, activating that shit. No other woman is worth a glance anymore or even one second of my time…”


    I know he can’t see my face but I can’t help but roll my eyes at his meaningless words. “Except for the bitch riding… you know… bitch.”


    He pulls away and looks me square in the eye. “That wasn’t what you think it was.”


    A dark laugh escapes me. He’s nuts if he thinks I’ll believe his lying ass. “Yeah, right. You’re not even denying but instead point out that I’m the crazy one for not seeing things the way they are. A woman on the back of your bike. How did you even know… Wait. Tyler told you, right? Ha! Bet you’re sorry you got caught cheating…”


    His lips smash to mine, and I can’t even handle the thought of those lips being on someone else. I don’t want him to kiss me. It sickens me to the point where I feel my stomach turn. Pulling away isn’t an option with his hand holding my head in place. This leaves only one option and I bite down hard on his bottom lip. He jerks away and my body drops back in the tub, the taste of his blood still in my mouth.


    Standing next to the tub he stares down on me, eyes blazing with fury. His chest is heaving. I close my eyes and turn away, paralyzed with ice and fear running through my veins. His anger. The cheating. This is exactly what my mom went through, and she warned me, time and time again. I know what comes next. I’ve lived through it many times with my parents, a young kid with a front-row seat. Tasting the salt from my own tears, mixed with his blood in my mouth, I brace myself for what’s to come.


    The delicate brush of his fingers on my cheek is the last thing I expect. Every time I jump ahead to brace for impact, expect him to follow the footsteps of my father, and every time he sidesteps and takes a whole different path. Damn him! Why does he have to be so freaking different? No, he’s not. He’s the same as all the others. He’s a cheater, I need to remember that. I saw it with my own two eyes.


    “Hey, Bug.” His voice is pitched to match his touch, as soft as silk. “I would never lay a hand on you. Never, you hear?”


    I’m torn. I don’t want to look at him and yet my head turns toward his voice, and I look into his eyes. I can see the truth reflecting back at me, along with a whole truckload of emotions right beneath the surface. Another soft brush on my cheek before he adds, “Just like I would never cheat on you.”


    My face falls as I close my eyes; I can’t believe him, I know what I saw. A bitch on the back of his bike.


    “I’m not denying I had a woman on the back of my bike. Fuck.” He shakes his head. “Like I said, I should have told you, but… I need to learn how to do this shit too, you know. Listen, it was Lynn, okay? She texted me. I owed her a favor and I went to help her. But even if I didn’t owe her a favor, she’s like a sister to me. You’re supposed to help your family right? You, Blue and Lynn, those are the women who belong to Areion Fury. Well, okay, maybe Lynn is Broken Deeds now with her being Deeds’ ol’lady and all, but shit. My point is I wasn’t fucking cheating, goddammit! All of this bullshit is because Lynn needed to check out a fucking diner.”


    His head drops, but his eyes find mine again at the sound of my voice.


    “What’s the name of the diner?” I ask.


    Without a second thought he blurts out the name, and in less than a second my lips touch his. It’s the name of the place I texted Lynn earlier. She must have turned around and contacted Dams to help her out. The dirty blond hair matches Lynn. It all makes perfect sense now. He’s telling the truth and I feel so stupid jumping to conclusions and letting my emotions and the past influence me.


    Dams groans his pleasure into my mouth before he pulls back. It takes two full breaths for him to rip his clothes off and climb into the bath with me. With water sluicing over the edge, he takes me by the waist, sits down, and flips me so I’m straddling him in the cramped tub.


    My ass and back are out of the water, but I couldn’t care less. When his lips find mine again, heat explodes inside of me. His hand goes into my hair and tilts my head, deepening an all-consuming kiss, making up for the time our feelings were lost.


    His other hand grabs my ass, rocking my body slowly over his belly. Feeling his dick harden even more below me. I try to rock back and lift my body so I can guide him inside me. I need this, I want this. I’m ready. Dams will be my first; my one and only. He’s mine and I’m his. I am ready to let the past go and let our future begin.


    His grip tightens and he pulls me back to his chest. “Not getting my dick yet. No matter how badly I want...” His voice fades into a groan. “Need.”


    He feathers kisses along my neck, coming up next to my ear.


    “It’s coming, but not now. We’re gonna do this right. The first time you get my dick won’t be make-up sex. I’m in no hurry to shoot my load inside of that sweet pussy of yours.”


    His hand slides down and starts to softly stroke my pussy. Pushing up from his chest, I reach down and wrap my fingers around his dick. I tighten my grip while I stroke up and twist when I stroke down. I watch as his eyes close and his head falls back. I can do this, all I have to do is brace myself and guide him inside me. Slowly, I bring his dick towards my pussy while I keep pumping my hand in a tight rhythm.


    His piercing brushes over the lips of my pussy, making me shiver with need. Dams opens his eyes and shakes his head. I can’t help but glare at him, even though it’s not disappointment I feel. I understand, I truly do. But I will have it. Maybe not right now, but soon.


    Lifting himself up a bit, Dams leans forward and his mouth closes around my left nipple, biting down softly. I feel his tongue flicking the tip, pausing only to draw it in deeper. My body shakes with the need for release. His mouth leaves my breast and slides over to the other side, repeating the action.


    I’m so close. He reaches down and covers my hand that’s still stroking his dick. He tightens his grip and angles it slightly away from my pussy to give him better access. The movements of his fingers on my pussy are limited due to the tiny space between our bodies. Lifting myself a bit more on my knees, I give him the space he needs to work with.


    His thumb brushes over my clit as he pushes three fingers inside me without warning. The sting is wrapped in pleasure and guided away by the feeling of his teeth on my nipple. Stroking inside me, he curls his finger and finds the spot that gives my body what it’s been craving the second his hands touched my body. Euphoric tingles shoot through my veins, pleasure that only he has managed to release inside of me.


    With one hand on his chest to keep balance, I feel his heart speed up and his chest pump right before I feel his cum pumping through his dick. Keeping both of our hands still and tightly wrapped around it, I feel every single drop exiting.


    His hand releases mine and wraps around my waist as he pulls me back against his chest. We fall back into the bathtub, making more water slosh over the edge. Not even caring for one second I’ll be the one who’ll be cleaning it up.


    My cheek is resting on his chest, rising and falling with the fast rhythm of his breathing. Hearing the racing of his heart along with it. The soft stroke of his fingertips sliding over my back is almost hypnotizing. This moment, right here, is where our connection is strengthened. No words are needed, emotion flowing without communicating.


    The rumbling of his chuckle comes from deep within his chest, making me lift my head. I can’t help smiling bright when I ask, “What?”


    Smiling, he takes a wet strand of hair that’s stuck to my face into his fingers and guides it behind my ear. “We need to get out of the tub, I spiked the water with my cum.”


    “How can you make something like that sound so delicious?” When my answer leaves my mouth, his laughter now bursts full blown, bouncing off the bathroom walls.


    “Sticky, Bug. Not delicious. We need to wash off but I can’t move.”


    When I try to lift myself up he pulls me right back. “I said we need to, not that I wanted to. Let me enjoy the fact that you fit so well against me just a little while longer.”


    I sigh, content, enjoying that little fact right along with him. Moments ago, I wanted to drown away the pain. Right now, I want to drown in the comfort of his chest. Warm, safe, loved…. until a thought intrudes in my mind. The question tumbles out before I can think it through. “Do you think the shark meant what he said?”


    “About what?” His voice is a whisper, like he’s almost asleep.


    “About him taking me because Pokey took his virgin?”


    Dams lifts his body and mine upright in one hard swing, the second the word virgin leaves my mouth. His eyes narrowed in fierce determination. “He’ll never come near you, I promise. He won’t live to enjoy another second on this fucking earth if he so much as points at you.”


    “He has a flaw, you know.” Dams looks at me and I can tell he doesn’t know what I’m talking about.


    I clear my throat and continue. “The new info we found working with Chopper made me stop and think. Portner needs to win with everything he does. I did some more digging when I got home. He’s got a major gambling problem. That’s how he lost the two properties that are in Frankie D.’s name. Oh, and that reminds me. When I looked a bit further into that second ID, I found a third. That one owns a strip club that’s known to have underground poker games. Pretty sure that’s the one he’s using right now instead of the location and ID Chopper led us to.”


    He looks at me in awe, not moving or saying anything. It’s creeping me out, just a little. Slowly, the corners of his mouth tip up into a smile. “I fucking love you, woman.”


    I gasp. Did he just? No, those words were meant as a compliment. For the things my mind can do, nothing more, nothing less. My head falls a bit when I smile back and say, “Thanks.”


    “The fuck? First fucking time I say those words to a woman, to any living person for that matter, I’d like other words in return than thanks.”


    Dumbstruck. I can only manage a weak-sounding, “Oh.”


    His smile is growing while he keeps looking at me. I am now uncomfortable as shit. Goosebumps cover my body. I’m sure it’s the bathwater that’s getting cold, instead of those words he just gave me. Right?


    Leaning forward, he glides his lips over mine. He pulls back to look into my eyes again. I can see the question clearly in his eyes.


    “I love you too, silly man.”


    He growls, grabs my waist and flips us. I’m sure the tub has got to be empty since all of it is all over the bathroom floor.


    “Silly man? I’m your ol’man, bug. Nothing silly about that.” His lips slam down on mine, stabbing his tongue between my lips. There’s nothing soft or delicate about this kiss. He’s furiously showing me I belong to him. There is no denying it now.


    I am his.


    I wrap my legs around his waist while my hands go into his hair. Tugging him closer, our teeth clash. Tilting his head, I deepen the kiss to show him I’m right there with him, equal in this ownership. He is mine.


    The friction of his hard dick rubbing over my clit, while his balls keep sliding against my pussy, is sending the sweet vibrations of a pending orgasm through my body. I want him inside me, and somehow the buildup of denying me this is giving me a full blown erotic desire.


    I lose every thought in my mind when he keeps his body gliding over mine in short thrusts, our bodies slippery from the water. We don’t even need to connect our bodies to become one on a whole different level. Fireworks explode behind my eyelids when my orgasm hits full force. Hot boosts of pleasure shoot through me as I feel the hot strokes of cum pumping from his dick that’s trapped between our bodies.


    It takes a few moments to catch our breath.


    “Bath time with you rocks. Especially when we need to shower after.”


    I tip back my head and bark out a laugh.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 14


    


    ***Dams***


    “You’re not gonna put that shit on, are ya?” Fucking hell, she better be shitting me. I lost my load twice in the tub only moments ago but she’s already got me hard again after watching her going through her lingerie drawer.


    Reaching for my duffel bag, I grab one of my shirts and throw it at her.


    “Put that on.” I can barely keep the growl out of my voice. Her eyes narrow into tiny slits.


    “We need to get some sleep and we can’t if I keep fucking you.”


    She pops her bottom lip out, pouting just a bit before she says, “Can I remind you that you’re not? At least, not the usual way people fuck.”


    My eyes find the ceiling while I count out a few breaths before I can answer her. I’m fucking multitasking here, since I need my dick to calm down instead of being buried deep inside her sweet pussy. And it is a sweet pussy. I know since I’ve tasted… Fuck. Not helping.


    “Soon enough; hop into bed.”


    She groans. “Hmm… are you gonna hop on to me if I do?”


    Fuck.


    Me.


    “I’m gonna hop my dick inside that tight ass if you keep taunting me like that.”


    Awesome. Pink cheeks, head down, and rushing under the fucking blankets, just what I was going for. It’s time to get some shut eye before I have to get to church bright and early tomorrow morning. With all the new information about Frankie D. I called for a meeting the second we got out of the bathroom.


    Climbing beneath the covers, I lean over and brush her lips with mine, once, twice, three times before lying down. I reach over and drag her to me, tucking my arm securely around her side. God, she’s so fucking perfect. Feeling more than comfortable, I fall fast asleep.


    I’m pretty sure I’m still sleeping, but damn, this is the best wet dream of my life. Dreams should always come with the feel of reality. Gimme some fucking 3D shit or something! A moan escapes and the sound echoes in my own ears. I fucking swear it’s tangled with the sweet sounds of my woman.


    My dick feels like it’s been shoved into a tight, fucking comfortable designer pussy. This is what I’ve dreamed of how it would feel if I fuck Nerd bare. I’ve never done that shit either; I always wrap it up. But this? It feels fan-fucking-tastic. Bringing my hips off the mattress to push upward, feeling walls contract and…


    My eyes fly open and the vision before me steals away all the air I just pulled into my lungs. My woman’s got her head thrown back. She’s got one hand on the mattress for balance, the other one between her legs, fucking stroking her damn clit while she’s impaled herself on my morning wood.


    Dammit.


    I need control.


    Fuck control. My hands grab her hips and lift her up, only to slam her back down while I bring my hips up from the bed. Her head turns to me, and our eyes lock. Desire swirling in her gaze, she almost eats me up with her eyes. A cocky smile plays across her face, telling me she took what she wanted without...


    Fuck. My hands still her hips. “You gotta stop, Bug. I’m not wearing any protection.” I don’t fucking care if she gets pregnant. Hell, I would knock her up right here, right now for all I care. I want it all. Everything. With her and only her. But shit. She might not want this and we need to work our way up to that shit and not leap off a cliff and hope there’s some deep water to dive into.


    She fights my vice grip on her hips and tries to move again. Head falling back, I hear her sweet voice. “I’m on the pill, Dams. You checked yourself the day after I picked you up, I read the file; you’re clean. Now don’t start…”


    That’s all the information I need. Staying deep inside her pussy, I flip us over with ease and demand. “Grab the headboard with both hands. Now.”


    Her hands move upward, quickly grabbing hold to brace herself. My ass moves back, pulling out almost all the way. The tip with my piercing is still in the tight grip of her pussy. When I slam back in, her head jerks and she screams out. Fuck.


    I freeze and drop to one elbow, bringing my face close to hers. “Fuck, Cuddlebug. Did I hurt you?”


    She groans out. I can’t tell if she’s hurt, frustrated or…


    “I don’t wanna cuddle. Fuck me Dams. Now. You didn’t hurt me. Please. Please don’t hold back.”


    Damn virgin, going fairy nympho and all fucking mine.


    “Don’t hold back? Well, then don’t let go, ‘cause I’m gonna finish what you started. Going to be long and hard until orgasm hits, just like the cock that’s gonna make it all happen.”


    “Stop talking and make it happen, Mr. JewelDick.”


    Mr. JewelDick? Fucking females and their shitty talk. “Mr. JewelDick, huh?”


    As I pump slowly inside her tight heat, the only thing that slips from her mouth are soft moans. Her eyes slowly open and her face lights up with an all-telling smile.


    “Girls can talk all they like, but Mr. JewelDick is all mine.”


    “Hell, yeah.”


    Grabbing one of her legs, I lift it over my shoulder while I balance myself on one hand. When I thrust hard into her tight pussy, I feel every muscle tighten with the pleasure I’m giving her. Nerd lifts her hips slightly with every thrust, anticipating the move. This is definitely not the one-sided fucking I’m used to.


    Ho’s always want you to do the work, like a damn show. The whole get ‘er done mentality, almost yelling “Next!” the moment you fill up the condom. Or the exaggerated version with the bullshit fake moans and shaking, screaming at the top of their lungs. Even when you freeze and don’t move for a minute, they are still fully in their role, screeching like your dick is gold. And let’s not forget the talky version, where they praise you as the best fuck ever. Like a fucking record on repeat. Yeah, totally double standard kinda thing.


    This right here? This is the right kind of fucking. The one that has everything; love, emotion,and all those things I thought I’d never have in my life. Fuck. The things I thought I was incapable of. The shit I’ve dreamed about.


    The sting on my nipple brings me back to the bed. Looking down, I see her soft fingers brushing over my piercing. Circling until she pulls it again, making my hips pound into her with more force. Her pussy starts to contract as her hand falls from my chest. Her body tenses and her back arches while she screams my name.


    Shoving her leg off my shoulder, I balance myself between her thighs. I press her legs up against her body while pumping myself deep, once, twice, five more times before I freeze. For the first time in my life, my cum shoots inside a pussy, blowing free with such force that it makes my whole body shake. Catching my weight with my elbows, I barely avoid crushing her body as I drop to the mattress.


    Eyes closed, chest heaving underneath mine, her hair is spread all over the pillow. Seeing her flushed face with a content smile makes my chest swell with unexplained feelings. Fuck, she’s the most gorgeous woman on this whole fucked up planet. I feather kisses along her jaw until my mouth reaches her ear.


    “Now that, Bug… That was well worth the wait.”


    Without opening her eyes she whispers back, “You better not make me wait this long again.”


    Chuckling at the thought of going for round two my gaze slants to the alarm clock on the side of the bed. “Fuck, I’ve got church in an hour.”


    Swinging my legs off the bed, I head for the bathroom. Without looking back, I say, “Get ready, ‘cause you’re coming with.”


    “What?” she squeaks.


    I stick my head out of the bathroom. “Get used to it. You’re my woman, you go where I go. Well, for most of the time anyway. That’s where you belong, right next to me.”


    The gentle smile spreading across her face is all I need. We’re solid, no denying that.


    


    ******


    


    Parking my bike next to Zack’s, I wait for my woman to climb off first. Fuck, this feels perfect. Looking to my right, I inventory the row of bikes. Seems like everyone is already here, which is not that weird since we’re about forty minutes late.


    I guide my woman to the clubhouse with my hand on her lower back as she looks around. There’s a large window to the side, covered with vertical blinds. They’re closed, but Pokey’s cat is walking through them. Yeah, don’t even ask. No one dares to go near that thing. It lives in Pokey’s room and never comes out.


    He saved it as a little kitten and that damn thing has grown into one mean beast. It was hit by a car and dying on the side of the road when he found it. He spent three weeks carrying that thing around until it was strong enough to pull through. It’s an ugly thing with scars, hairless patches and it’s missing an eye and an ear.


    Fucking hell! Pokey is standing there, butt ass naked behind the window, ironing a fucking t-shirt. No one should have to see that shit! His fucking trunk of a dick on display for all to… My hand pulls back, and I smack my woman’s ass. She gasps and turns when I grab a second time to pinch her tight ass too.


    “Don’t you dare do that again!” Nerd growls.


    My adorable woman even waves a finger in front of my fuckingface. Like that makes a difference.


    “Or what? Because you sure as fuck won’t be looking at another guy’s dick, especially with me standing right the fuck here! Or any time I’m not… or any dick for that matter. Other than mine of course.”


    Her eyes roll and I can see she’s gonna shoot out some smart-ass reply. She doesn’t get a chance because I pin her to the wall of the clubhouse. My lips cover that luscious little mouth. The laptop she was holding in a bag slides to the ground, freeing her hands to tangle into my hair. She hooks a leg around my hip, pulling me tighter into her body.


    My hand goes up that short black cheerleader skirt she’s wearing over thigh-high rainbow socks that had my dick hard the second she put them on. Tucking my fingers between her legs to stroke her pussy, all of my attention is wrapped around her.


    Shock hits the moment pain flashes through my head. What. The. Fuck? Spinning around, I come face to face with my Prez. his fucking hand lifted to smack my head a second time.


    “Fuck, yeah! I’ve been waiting a long time for some payback there, VP.”


    That fucking prospect, Tyler standing next to him. Bent over, laughing his lungs out. Not for long, asshole.


    Fury laces my voice. “Stop fucking laughing, you fool. Did you not see the reason he smacked me? Dry humping my ol’lady? My ol’lady, Ty. Meaning you, my friend, are getting a lot of new holes in your body, and what was it? Oh, yeah, and some fucking girly flower ink. Still laughing now, motherfucker?”


    Tyler looks around me and sees Nerd give him a finger wave. He curses under his breath. Fuck yeah, take that. Wrapping myself back around her, I guide her into the clubhouse with Zack and Tyler trailing behind us.


    Blue is sitting at a table near the window, so I guide Nerd to her so she doesn’t have to sit alone. When she called me Mr. JewelDick earlier, I realized how close these two have gotten. The day I met Blue, she gave me a tattoo, our piercings came up for discussion… so it was Blue who gave me that nickname.


    Taking her chin into my hand, I place a gentle kiss on her mouth. “It’ll be a while but with Blue here, you’ll be in good company. Yeah?”


    She smiles and nods while she takes a seat across from Blue. Turning around, I look at Zack.


    “Can I have a minute?” He nods. My attention goes to Tyler, who’s standing behind Zack. “Stay here, don’t move.”


    Zack and I stroll into church. He walks to his chair and takes a seat while I close the door behind me. I stalk to the window and lift the blinds, giving me a perfect view inside the clubhouse and my woman sitting at the table.


    Zack smiles in appreciation, since he too can look at his own ol’lady. Swinging his face back to mine, he rumbles, “What’d ya wanna talk about?”


    Leaning my hand on the table, I don’t bother to sit down. “I think it’s time we patch in Tyler. Thoughts?”


    Zack leans both elbows on the table while his head clouds with regret. “Fuck, man. You’re right. Why didn’t I think of that? He’s been here long enough and fucking proven himself time and time again.”


    “Circumstances, my friend. This club has been through some shit and time just slipped by. So throw it in first, yeah? I guess we need to vote about that shit, but I’d like to call him in and scare the piss out of him first.”


    Zack barks out a laugh. “Fuck, yeah. Go ahead, VP. No need to vote, every brother likes the guy and it’s been a long time coming.”


    I give him a nod and cross to the door, calling out to my brothers that it’s time to get their ass in church.


    When all of them are seated, I hear Zack’s mumble to get the brothers in on it. I turn my attention to Tyler. He’s talking to the two other prospects. They know they aren’t allowed in church so they don’t give it another thought. That is, until I call out and shock hits their faces.


    “Tyler. Get your ass in here. Now, Dammit.”


    I force back a smile while I watch him hurry his ass as if struck by lightning. Being called into church when you’re a prospect is not usually a good thing. He better man up now, or piss himself.


    Zack pulls up a chair between me and Sico. Pointing at it, he growls, “Sit the fuck down.”


    Tyler strides to the chair and takes a careful look around the table before sitting down. Yeah, he’s not gonnapiss his pants. It's more like he'll shit himself first. Again, I don’t bother to sit down. Placing bothhands on the table I lean in to catch his eye. His gaze is down and he’s rubbing one hand on his neck. He knows what’s coming, or at least, he thinks he knows what’s coming.


    This is the shit we do to let a prospect know he isn’t getting in. When we patch one in we’re all cheers and celebrating and shit. Like pumping up the music and standing on the bar to announce it. I know I’m a mean motherfucker to do this, but he fucking doubted me and my woman. Sure it looked like I fucked it up for good but I don’t fucking care. Payback is a bitch. In this case, one that comes with piercings and a flower tattoo.


    “Now listen up. We’ve made a decision. One that doesn’t give you an option to take it or leave it. It’s for fucking life. Am I clear, boy?” I wait for him to give me a nod. “Good. ‘Cause you better not go all pussy on me the moment I tell ya.”


    I shove my hands off the table and cross them in front of my chest. “Eyes here, fucker. You need to look at me when I lay this shit on you.”


    His eyes find mine and they are lifeless. Like he’s given up on everything. Fuck me. I mean, I know the only family he’s got is his ma. And shit, he had to put her in a home since clearly she was more of a danger to herself and her environment. Dammit. I didn't want to fuck with him this bad. Okay, this game isn’t fucking funny anymore.


    “You’re in, man. No more fucking around, brother.”


    His eyes close and he shakes his head, like he can't believe what I said. It’s soft, but I hear him mumble, “For real, brother?”


    “Yeah, man. For fucking real. Now gimme your fucking cut so I can rip off the prospect, yeah?”


    He’s out of the chair within a second and eliminates the space between us. As he rips off his cut and hands it to me, everyone bangs their hands on the table and hollers out. His smile is so fucking bright it might just split his head in two. I bump my shoulder to his.


    “You’re still getting pierced and inked. Not getting out of that one.” Can’t help but chuckle at the pain he’s gonna be in.


    “Bring it, fucker. I don’t fucking care one bit about that shit. You’re an asshole, you know that, right? Fucking A. Thought you were gonna boot my ass.”


    “Nah, just fucking with you, man. Now go sit your ass back down.”


    I walk to the door and open it. My eyes sweep across the room and find Nerd. I give her a wink, then shift my eyes to the bar and yell out. “Hey, go get me a new patch. Ty is no longer a fucking prospect.”


    Both prospects yell out their praise. I don’t have time for this shit. I throw the cut on a nearby table. “Get it done.”


    Just as I’m about to close the door, I see Twitch grab the cut and head toward the office. It’s nice to see he’s following orders quickly. He’s getting his shit together. Turning and closing the door, I make my way to the table. Time to get down to business.


    


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 15


    


    After I hit the shower this morning I called Zack. He dropped by the house to pick up the file Nerd put together. I’m betting he went through it all before Nerd and I got here, considering he doesn’t have it on him right now. Nerd has her laptop in the other room too. Since she pulled all the files together she can pull up any information if we have questions.


    Zack locks eyes with me briefly. “Dams called this meeting because we’ve got some new information about Frankie D. His whereabouts and what he’s been up to. So listen up.”


    The room goes dead quiet.


    “Nerd found a third identity he uses. The intel guy from Broken Deeds MC, led us to a second one that was a cover up for this one. Seems like Frankie D. has been living a whole second life on the side. One where he’s a strip club owner and plays poker every Saturday at a high-hand table. That’s the only fucking reasonable explanation of how he owns property of that fucking tow business. He won it in a poker game, clear as day.”


    He turns his attention to me. “Did your ol’lady bring all the intel she has?”


    I give a slight nod while my eyes slide to the window to look at her gorgeous face. Damn, doesn’t that just sound fucking perfect? Pride swells in my chest and makes me pump my shoulders up.


    “Bring her in; I need to know if there are any other co-owners, bouncers or, who-the-hell knows. If Frankie D. contacted another MC or some shit, we need to know who’s linked to it. Covering his own ass.”


    Standing up, I walk to the window and rap it with a knuckle. My woman looks up and I curl my finger to let her know she needs to get her tight ass in here. She grabs her laptop bag and heads for the door. When she steps inside, I point to my chair. She makes her way to my seat, pulls out the laptop and sets it on the table to boot it up. Satisfied, she settlesher ass in my chair and looks up, locking her gaze on me.


    Pride yet again fills my chest to see her in my fucking chair at this table, surrounded by all my brothers, doing a job she’s damn good at. Zack lets her know to run a deeper check on the strip club. We want everything. Anything she can get that’s in and around it so we’re not in for any surprises.


    Keeping her eyes linked with mine, she pulls out her glasses. As if she’s taunting me, knowing how hard I am when she puts those things on. Before sliding them on, she lets one of the temple tips slide along her lower lip. Fuck. Me.


    The first thing that comes to mind spills out in half growl, half moan. “Prissy.”


    The second it leaves my mouth, I know I fucked up. Her eyes go wide and then thin to tiny slits. Settling her glasses on her face, she starts to furiously type away. Calix, who’s sitting next to her leans in with interest, to see what she’s doing.


    He laughs. “Dude… she’s wiping your existence out of the fucking system.”


    “Out. Everyone. Now. Bug, stop what you’re doing or you’ll regret every button you pushed since you got into this room.” Her hands freeze above the keyboard.


    Tyler’s head snaps up. “Are you talking about your buttons, or the one on her laptop?”


    I shoot him a death glare, and he quickly understands I’m not in the mood. He puts both hands up in his defense. “Just fucking wondering, man.”


    Zack backs me up, although is voice is filled with laughter. “Clear the fucking room.”


    No one questions me further; they just seem to accept the fact that we’re having a tiny break so I can deal with my ol’lady. With the room now empty and hearing the door shut behind me, my voice turns hard and demanding.


    “Get your ass over here, now.”


    She stalks over with her arms wrapped tight across her chest. Ready to fight me on what I might throw at her.


    “You’re gonna pay for that little stunt in more ways than one. Now, put your hands on the table and bend over.”


    Her eyes widen but she doesn’t utter one word. She just simply obeys. Lifting that little black cheerleader skirt, I swallow hard. My dick jumps to be the one that smacks her ass, but instead my hand comes up and lands down on that firm round right cheek, leaving a red imprint. Fuck. That looks amazing. Rubbing my hand over the temporary skin claim, she gives the sweetest moan.


    Next thing I know, my dick slides in deep inside her pussy, filling her and the room with the sounds of our pleasure. She braces herself, arching her back to meet every thrust I slam into her tiny body. Bending my knees slightly while pushing up, my piercing seems to hit the right spot deep inside her. As I feel her tighten around my dick, I pull my hand back and smack that tight ass again. Feeling her inner walls clamp down on mewith revenge, her orgasm erupts.


    I can’t hold back any longer. Grabbing her tiny waist with my hands, I grind myself deeper. Pumping a few more times, I extend her orgasm while she drags out mine. Tingles shooting from my balls and out of my dick, I coat my ol’lady’s walls with cum. Claiming her inside and out. Right here, right now. In this very room, on this very table.


    The roars and applause hit the second I pull out and tuck my dick inside my pants. Making sure her tiny skirt is in place before I turn towards the door. My eyes slide to the fucking window where the blinds are still up. Standing on the other side, all the fucking monkeys are enjoying the show. Zack gives me a thumbs up. Fuck me. How could I forget about that fucking window?


    “Bug…”


    My gorgeous woman turns, and her flushed face makes me want to do the whole thing all over again. Her eyes slide to the window and then widen as she realizes what just happened. Shit.


    “Stop those rambling thoughts right there. I just had to have you without even thinking. The need to feel you, to give your body what mine craves… Fucking perfect. I forgot about the window. Although right now, I’m kinda filled with pride, ‘cause I just officially and literally fucking claimed you. By fucking you in this room on this table. If you want me to do it all over again, with this audience at our back, be sure to run your mouth right fucking now.”


    Jerking my thumb over my shoulder toward the window with those monkeys still behind it.


    “Cause my dick is itching to slide back in the slice of heaven between your legs. If not, you better behave and reverse that shit you just deleted. Then we will finish this the second we get home. Clear?”


    She pulls off her glasses and puts one leg in her mouth. “Hmmm. I don’t know. I kinda liked it so maybe I’ll just…”


    I reach for her again but instead of pinching that nice ass of her, I pinch her nipple. Gasping, she makes her way around the table and grabs her laptop.


    “I’ll just do my job out there while you stay in here. Otherwise, I might strip and lay down on that table so you can put your hands on me in front of all those drooling bikers at the window.”


    My body fills with desire for my fairy nympho. “You go do that and I’ll think of all the ways I’m gonna use my hands on your body later. Prepare for a night without sleep, Bug.”


    She hurries her ass out of the room. The second she steps over the threshold, my brothers start to filter back inside. Slapping me on the back and congratulating me. Tyler walks around the table and takes a seat next to Manic.


    “You’d think we’d get tits or pussy with a claiming, but all we get is a brother’s ass. The next one to claim a woman… at least show some female ass, for fucks sake.”


    I shoot another death glare his way. He flips his hands up in surrender and mumbles, “Your ass looked fine, brother.” With a reaction like that, all I can do is shake my head. While he fires back, “Or not.”


    Zack takes a moment for things to settle back down. Rubbing his eyebrow, he looks back at the men gathered around the table.


    “Okay, back to business. Sico, are your two nephews still in town?” Sico nods back at his Prez. “Good. I want to meet them later today, at your house so it’s not linked to the club. Those nomads are perfect. Nobody knows those fuckers so they can blend in. They’re gonna stake out that fucking strip club tonight so we know for sure Frankie D. is there.”


    Sico pulls out his phone and types away. When he’s finished, he tucks it back into his jeans pocket. “Done, Prez. We meet up later today.”


    Zack nods as he continues. “With my sister now being a fucking Broken Deeds ol’lady… Dammit. I can’t even wrap my mind around that shit yet. Who knew the Prez of another MC would claim Lynn…”


    His voice trails off rough with emotion. I know what he’s about to tell the guys and there’s no easy way to lay that shit out.


    “We’ll be working together with Broken Deeds MC on this. They might need a few days, ‘cause…. fuck. ‘Cause some shit went down last night.”


    Zack’s gaze goes to the ground as he stands up. His hand rubs the back of his neck, clear indication of his stress.


    “There’s no easy way to say this… Their VP, Goffa… he was killed yesterday. Took a bullet that was meant for his Prez. Deeds was standing next to my fucking sister when it happened. Fucking hell, my sister almost lost her ol’man… I coulda lost her”


    His hand drops away and he takes a deep breath before he continues, “When it happened, Lynn… she fucking shot the bastard who killed Goffa. It was the same guy who attacked her a few weeks ago. It’s all fucked up. They solved a case… but fuck, Broken Deeds lost one hell of a good man yesterday.”


    A few seconds of silence settles over the room before voices start to tangle in each other. Lynn contacted her brother right after it happened. Zack told me about it yesterday when I called him to set a time for church this morning. It’s a fucking mess to lose a brother like that. I heard Goffa probably threw himself in front of that bullet because he was the one who was supposed to check if the guy was carrying. His head was somewhere else, dealing with other fucking problems. Fuck. Like I said, a fucking mess.


    Our Prez’s voice rumbles over the voices. “Now. With all of this being said, it’s gonna take a few days before we can take action. That gives us time to look into shit, stake out the place, and gather more intel. Deeds assured me he would swing by later to discuss things.”


    Great. I need to have a fucking word with Deeds. Shitty timing, I’m sure, but that fucker needs to know I won’t take shit from Chopper. He needs to respect a brother’s ol’lady, from any chapter or any MC. I won’t stand for a lack of respect. I know that MC has other rules, hardcore and shit, but still. Respecting an ol’lady is a rule that stands out in every club.


    We go over some other shit that needs to be discussed, and it takes a while to wrap things up. We review the schedule for which brother is working what shift, for both the tow company and the gym. When that’s done, Zack calls it and brothers start to file out of the room.


    When Tyler is almost out the door, I call out. “Yo, Ty! You and me, brother, tonight. Lee is gonna have a few hours of fun with you after the shop closes.”


    Tyler lifts his chin in agreement. He’s fucking lucky I’m paying for this shit, and for arranging for Lee to do the job. Lee and Lynn own the piercing and tattoo shop right next to the gym we own and run. Fuck, I almost forgot, they made Blue a partner now, too.


    The prospects are making themselves busy behind the bar. With Tyler no longer a prospect, this club is gonna have a party tonight. Perfect timing too, I can get the fucker wasted and drop him off at the shop. That way, he won’t feel a thing but will wake up with a painful reminder not to fuck with meand a major hangover to add to his pain.


    Chuckling about that little fact, I make my way over to my woman. Blue is talking to her,


    “So Lynn will come along with Deeds tonight. Oh, I can’t wait. We’ll have a few drinks before she leaves and discuss what time we can get together, okay? That reminds me, I’ve also asked another girl to join in. Ridley, she’s the one who owns that second-hand store across the street from me. She’s been coming to the gym and has a wicked punch. That way it’s the four of us so we’re in balance.”


    Nerd grabs her shot glass off the table in front of her and holds it up. Blue grabs hers and their glasses kiss.


    “That’s great. She’s amazing, you know.” Nerd smiles.


    Blue tilts her head to the left. “You know Ridley?”


    “Sure do. She appears a bit odd and all tucked away in her shell, with her hair covering her face like a damn hoodie. But she’s really sweet. Yeah, anyways, Ridley emailed me yesterday that my order came in. I can’t wait. She was able to find me Transformers #4 The Autobots' Last Stand. It’s from 1985.”


    Blue gapes in confusion at Nerd.


    Nerd rolls her eyes. “Marvel, comics. My addiction, I collect those old editions. Anyway… she totally rocks, never lets me down, and can get her hands on almost anything.”


    I slide my ass down in the seat next to hers as she turns her head. I do my best to keep my voice low. “Another addiction, huh?”


    The twinkle and smile that light up her face show me she’s aware I’m thinking of her other addiction. Lingerie. She leans forward and takes my mouth in a kiss that’s so intense I close my eyes. Tasting the tequila on her tongue reminds me how she affects me. Like alcohol running through your body, igniting a sweet buzz. For me, that’s her. She’s my buzz, fucking filling up my soul, while flaming my body with heat. Just like the pink in her cheeks due to the amount of alcohol that’s running in her body.


    Hearing my Prezand Blue mumble back and forth, I pull back just in time to avoid impact with a beer bottle. My growl mixes with Zack’s chuckle.


    Mimicking my voice, Zack says, “Didn’t have a magazine this time. Did have a bottle of beer in my hand, though.” With a vindictive look, his voice is laced with satisfaction. “Payback, pal. Fucking payback for all the times you smacked my head.”


    “We’re gonna have a huge fucking problem if you don’t stop that shit. This ends now.” Clearly, he hears the anger in my statement.


    The both of us are eyeballing each other, waiting for the other to make the first move. Blue ping-pongs her gaze between us and places a hand on her ol’man’s chest.


    “The two of you manly menshould join us ladies for a workout. I just talked Nerd and another friend of mine into teaming up for some kickboxing training.”


    “I don’t need training; I can kick anyone’s ass.” The word ass might have a different tone than the rest of my sentence, since Nerd slipped her hand underneath the table to wrap her fingers around my dick, fucking squeezing hard. Her expression isn’t giving anything away, but the head of my dick is receiving indentations from my zipper.


    Frederick walks in and takes a seat at the bar. He scans the room and when his gaze lands on Blue, he smiles and lifts his chin in acknowledgement. Blue sends him a wave and I hear Nerd groan. Or that might have been me due to her fucking hand still stroking my jeans- covered dick.


    “Open the envelope already, Blue. Stop stalling and get it over with.” Nerd’s voice sounds bored.


    Blue snaps her head to Nerd. “You know.”


    Nerd gives an all-telling smile as Blue sucks in a breath.


    “Shit. No. Don’t tell me. I’m not ready yet.” Blue’s voice squeaks out.


    “For a girl who’s been through the stuff you have? You were born ready, so stop stalling, chicken shit.”


    “Lynn!” Blue squeaks and gets up to run to the door to grab her into a hug. Deeds steps inside the door behind her. His eyes survey the room until they land on mine. His shoulders go back and he straightens his spine. Standing up, I stalk over to him. I see him move and in less than a second we’ve both got a solid grip on each other’s shirt.


    With his face inches from mine, I don’t even wait another fucking second. Rearing back then jerking forward, I slam my forehead into his face. The crunching sound is music to my fucking ears. When my eyes find his face I see blood streaming from his nose and a fucking smile on his face.


    Fury laces my voice. “You tell that fucker, Chopper, to stay the hell away from Nerd. Then teach him to respect another brother’s ol’lady.”


    Deeds’ grip tightens and he pulls me even closer. Blood drips over his mouth, and I’m sure it’s on my face when he spits out,


    “You’re the one to talk, letting my ol’lady on the back of your bike, fucker. Wait… You got an ol’lady?”


    “Yeah, I fucking do. Nerd. She’s our computer chick. About Lynn on the back of my bike… Believe me when I say I should have handled that shit differently. Lynn texted that she needed my help, so I got there asap. She might be my Prez’s sister by blood, but through loyalty and friendship she’s my sister too. She’s fucking family. She needs me? I’m there. Always. That simple.”


    That fucking smile on his face is back and he releases his grip on my clothes. Smoothing my shirt and cut, he pats my shoulder.


    “I think you hit my nose pretty good there, man. But fuck. That’s kinda cool how you walked right up to me. You’re aware I’m a former MMA champ, right? Besides that, I’m a fucking Prez of another club, you could have started a fucking war.”


    I shrug. “Don’t fucking care. You needed to know that no one messes with my ol’lady.”


    “Good. Glad we’re on the same fucking page ‘cause that’s what you needed to know about mine. Now, since you’re clearly up to kicking some ass, I’d like to train with you some time. No one dares to fight me. Well, except for my brother, but that’s been awhile. He’s got a fight coming up in a few months so it’s perfect.”


    Now I’m smiling, ‘cause I’m liking the sound of that. “You’re on. Can’t fucking wait to kick your ass some more.”


    Deeds tilt his head back and barks out a laugh. “You can try. Fucking great, man. It’s settled then. Oh, and about Chopper. You might enjoy this little tidbit. I kicked the shit out of him last night. That fucker was playing videogames instead of keeping watch over my ol’lady. But I’ll have a little chat with him later on anyway, okay?”


    I hold out my hand and he takes it. “Thanks, man. Appreciate it. Make sure Chopper calls me. The fucker owes me so he sure as fuck will handle something for me. And, shit. Sorry to hear about your VP, man. My condolences.”


    He pumps my hand before letting go. His shoulders drop and his voice is filled with grief. “Thanks. He was one of the good guys. Some people are irreplaceable, him being one of them. Gonna miss the fuck out of him.”


    His eyes mirror the grief in his voice. His fingers go to my leather cut, tapping on the two letters on my chest. “I don’t have a VP right now. Fuck, it’s such a clusterfuck of a mess. Pretty sure the vote would be unanimous for my brother, Broke, to be the next VP but…”


    I slap him on the back. “If there’s anything we can do… one call, we’ll get it done.”


    Deeds nods, gives my shoulder a squeeze and turns to Zack. “Can we talk?” My prez nods and leads him to church.


    At their departure, Blue and Lynn go and sit down at the table with Nerd. After grabbing another bottle of tequila and a shot glass for Lynn, I sit down too. I’m not enjoying the fact I’m the only fucking guy sitting at this table, but I ain’t leaving my woman.


    The moment I settle next to Nerd and set my beer on the table, her hand is back on my dick.


    “So you’ve got yourself an ol’lady now, huh?” Lynn smiles and looks from me to Nerd. “You two are a perfect fit. So cute.”


    “Yeah, they really are,” Blue chimes in.


    Wrapping my hand around my woman’s neck, I guide her mouth to mine. If they need an answer to any questions, then this kiss should clear up any lingering doubt. Nerd’s hand tightens around my denim-covered dick. Pulling back, my lips leave hers before I forget we’re at the clubhouse again and unleash my dick to impale her with it. Fuck, I’m so hard right now. I’m sitting right next to her, and yet I can’t seem to get enough of her.


    Lifting my beer, I down half of it in one gulp. Lynn doles out tequila shooters in front of every girl and they all slam them back with ease. Over the next few minutes, they repeat the process several times. Leaving them to take a piss, I notice Pokey sitting at the end of the bar.


    I slap my hand on his back. “Hey, man. Did your trunk spit out peanuts in condoms yet or is the shower still getting them?”


    His head turns to me and I see the pain in his eyes. Fuck.


    “Still jerking off. That new Ho? Tiffany? She put her hand on my dick and it felt all wrong, man. Like that shit burned or something. Fuck. She was hot with those dark curls, red lips and tits like melons. But all my dick wants is my fucking fairy. I’m fucked.”


    He turns his head and stares at the table filled with Ol’Ladies. As I turn to look, my chest tightens. Fuck, that’s my world sitting at that table. She might be getting a bit drunk right now, but she’s breathtaking.


    “Do you think those three will help me get her?”


    My head turns back to Pokey, thinking over what the hell he just said. “No way are those girls gonna help you get laid. If you claim her, maybe. But even then you’ll pull the short end of a fucking stick. Nerd told me Orianna mentioned she doesn’t want to see you. Girls stick together in that shit. Add that to your reputation, and you’re fucked.”


    His head falls and he rubs a hand down his face. Hearing him mumble some shit I can’t hear over the loud music. I pitch my voice a little louder. “What ya say, man?”


    Raising his head while he locks eyes with me. “I said, I’ll fucking prove it. I ain’t gonna fuck other woman. Orianna is the one I want and need.”


    I shake my head. “She’s out of your reach, man. Blue gave her a job and an apartment. But fuck it. If you prove yourself to them.” My head flashes to the three woman getting drunk around the table. “Then I’ll make sure they see it and help you.”


    Pokey’s face lights up. “Thanks VP for having my back. I knew I could count on you. Not gonna let you down, man. She’s fucking it for me. Fuck. Never thought that shit would happen.”


    Now my face lights up too. “Don’t I know it. Unreal man. But shit. Best fucking thing.” He grabs his beer while I make my way to take a piss. Stopping half way since I almost forgot.


    “Oh and Pokey?”


    His head raises to me. “Yeah?”


    “Don’t go all fucking naked ironing a damn shirt in front of the window. My fucking woman saw that shit.”


    His head moves slightly back in a jerk. “But it’s fucking hot to iron shit. Besides, the blinds were closed.”


    Shaking my head I throw over my shoulder before I start to make my way to the bathroom. “That fucking cat walks through the blinds man. Like a fucking zoo, elephant trunk for all to see.”


    Hearing his chuckle, I leave the room.


    I’m still wiping my hands dry on my jeans when I push open the bathroom door. The girls start to shout. “Bring us another bottle VP!”


    Grabbing one from behind the bar, I make my way back and drag my chair a little closer to my woman.


    “You enjoying yourself?” I whisper in her ear and nibble on her earlobe. A moan escapes her and her hand slides to her new favorite place. My dick. Hearing a throat clear, I look up.


    “I hear congratulations are in order.” Frederick is holding his hand out to me. I take it and pump once and let go.


    Frederick is Frankie D.’s son and turned out one hell of a good guy. When we researched the death of Blue’s mother, Lynn came up with a theory that Frankie D. Might be Blue’s biological father. So they had a blood test to find out, except Blue didn’t open the envelop with the results. Part of me thinks it’s because of Zack. She’s too afraid to find out he’s not her brother and will lose him since her ol’man is territorial when it comes to his ol’lady. You know, why the fuck keep a guy close if he cares a lot for your woman, and Frederick clearly does.


    “Thanks, man. Why don’t you join us? Help a guy out here so I’m not drowning in estrogen.”


    Nerd gives a snort while Lynn glares at me. Blue just gives him a warm smile. He grabs a chair from another table and sets it backwards before straddling it arms propped on the back support.


    “Glad to help you out, Dams. Surrounded by beautiful woman isn’t something to complain about.” Frederick gives Blue a wink.


    “Oh God, he did not just flirt with his sister,” Nerd mumbles and all eyes flash to her. “Whoops. Or not. ‘Because I actually did that on purpose. You’re never gonna open that envelope and everyone here knows it. So there, now you know. Half-brother sitting right there at the end of the table. Go hug.”


    Nobody moves. No oneeven blinks. They keep staring at Nerd and I can feel her tense up. Throwing my arm around her shoulder I bring her close, sheltering her with my body. Kissing the top of her head, I mumble, “You did good.”


    Or maybe not. Blue keeps staring at Nerd, her eyes welling up with tears. Out of the corner of my eye I see Zack walking up to the table with Deeds a step behind him. His eyes narrow on Blue. Noticing her gaze, he follows it to Nerd and back.


    “What happened?” Concern is clearly in his voice.


    Blue points her finger at Nerd. “She… she…”


    Zack’s eyes flash back to Nerd and he growls, “What the fuck did you do?”


    “Easy, Prez.” His eyes land on mine. That’s right asshole, that’s my ol’lady you’re growling at. I won’t take that shit. Not from anyone. Zack’s eyes flick back to Blue when she stands up. Expecting her to run into his arms, he seems shocked when she throws herself at Frederick.


    “What. The. Fuck?” Those three words are laced with anger, his hands ball into fists. Before he can take one step towards Frederick and Blue, Nerd squeaks,


    “Half-brother! I told her the results from the envelope she won’t open. Frederick is her half-brother.”


    Zack’s anger deflates and he gives my woman a bright smile. “Thanks. I owe ya.”


    Nerd waves her hand. “Yeah, yeah. Throw it on the pile, one of these days I’m gonna collect.”


    Zack’s head turns to me and then back to my woman. “Seems like you already did, since you took my VP.”


    She giggles and looks over to flash me a bright smile while she answers, “You’re not getting him back either. He’s mine.”


    Fuck. Those two little words coming from her sweet lips sound so fucking perfect. Shoving back my chair I stand and grab my woman by the arm. “We’re leaving. Call me to fill me in later.”


    Zack can barely give me a nod. When I’m almost to the door, a thought flashes through my head and I turn. My eyes scan the room, finding Tyler.


    “Yo, Ty!” I bark and his eyes find me. “Head over to Lee. He knows you’re coming and it’s all paid for. You get me? He shakes his head no but signals okay with his fucking hand. Yeah, I’m a dick and could let him off the hook, but where’s the fun in that? Besides, the girls he’s gonna fuck after getting his dick pierced will thank me.


    No, scratch that. I don’t want them to thank me or even think about… fuck, never mind. I drag my woman out to my bike. I’m not letting her get so drunk that she can’t hold on to me when we ride home. Besides that, she needs a clear head for the pounding I’m about to give her the second we’re in the door.


    


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 16


    


    ***Nerd***


    When I open my eyes, my mouth follows suit and out slips a moan. Judging from the pounding in my skull, I swear a drum line was practicing in there. Shit. Not liking the bright light in the room I close my eyes, scrunching them tight. Why did I have to slam back all those shots? My mind goes back to last night. Yeah, I had a great time with the girls.


    Honestly, it was way better than sitting behind my computer like I do most of the time. Chatting onlineor through text on a phone simplifies things, but it also can be kinda lonely. I’m so happy Dams changed all of that, dragging me along with him. Well, maybe not so happy right now since I feel really shitty and my head aches.


    “Hey, Bug. Wake up for me, gorgeous.” Dams’ smooth voice makes me squeeze one eye open, peering out from under my lashes.


    He’s holding an aspirin and a bottle of water. Sitting up slowly to avoid a head rush I open both eyes as I reach for his offering. I pop the pill into my mouth and chug down half the bottle before handingit back for him to set it on the bedside table.


    “It’s late. We slept half the day away and Zack just checked in. We’re not waiting a few days, it’s going down now. I’m gonna meet him, Deeds, and a few guys. We’re going over to…”


    I grab my blanket and wrap it over my head, Little-Red-Riding-Hood style so I’m warm and snuggly. Squinting one eye open I mumble, “Happy killing Frankie D., buddy. Now lemme sleep some more.”


    He chuckles and bends down bracing a knee on the bed, presumably to give me a kiss. I barely manage to pull the blanket over my face, just in time to avoid contact. I shout from under my blanket, “Dude! Morning breath and a hangover.”


    Laughing, he rips off the blanket and kisses me. Hard. He pulls back and stands. “I’ll be back later. Are you gonna stay in bed until I come back?”


    “No.” I squint my eyes to look at the clock. He wasn't joking about it being late. It's halfway through the afternoon. “My shift starts in an hour.”


    Dams shakes his head. “Nah, I got Tyler here so you don’t have to.”


    How freaking awesome does that sound right now? But I can’t let my aunt down like that. I promised her months ago that I’d help out anytime I can, and it's my shift. Just because she and the club are partners, and the guys can take over my shift doesn’t mean they should. Like I said, I promised her.


    “Not your call. It’s my shift and I’ll do it.”


    He gives me a smile of appreciation. “Fine, but he’s coming with. No need for you to be out there alone or do heavy duty, yeah?”


    I’m mirroring his smile. I reach up, grab onto his shirt and give a yank. Placing his knee on the mattress again to steady himself, he leans in to kiss me again.


    “Really have to go, Bug,” he mumbles against my mouth.


    I release the grip I have on him and reach for the blanket, pulling it back up to cocoon myself again. Dams leans in one more time to brush his lips over mine before he leaves. Once more I glance at the clock. Fifty-five minutes till my shift starts. That’s forty minutes of sleep, a five-minute shower, five minutes to drag some clothes on, and another five minutes to walk to the house. That's plenty of time I think to myself as my eyes drift closed and I slip back into oblivion.


    Shaking myself awake after what feels like five minutes later I peek at the clock. One look and I’m wide awake. Shit. Just five minutes before my shift starts. With my head stillpounding I make my way to the bathroom and rush with lightning speed through a hot shower. I dry myself off while I walk to my dresser.


    I grab my white lace garter belt with pink ribbons and after digging through the drawer I find the pink stockings that go with it. It takes a little more effort to find the bra to make it a complete set and then slide open the next drawer to pull out my black jeans and a pink cashmere sweater.


    I know no one is gonna see any of it since I need to put the work clothes over it, but that is fine with me. I’m the one in the tow truck today if a call comes in. I’ve been pulling this shift ever since my dad died and I moved into this apartment. Yet somehow it feels good to know Tyler’s gonna be accompanying me tonight.


    Barely seven minutes late, I walk into my aunt’s kitchen. She’s baking cookies but turns when she hears me.


    “Hey, Priscilla. Oh, this came in the mail for you.” She grabs a white envelope off the table.


    I have a cookie in each hand so I ask her, “Could you open it for me?” right before I shove a chocolate chip cookie into my mouth, enjoying the soft chocolate that’s still melted from the oven.


    My groan of delight comes to an abrupt stop when I see my aunt’s jaw drop. “Prissy!” she all but growls out. “Why didn’t you tell me you got married?”


    Shock. Mouth dry. Cookie crumble. Choking. What the hell did she just say? “Married?” I shake my head because clearly, there’s been a mistake. “I’m not married.”


    She turns the paper in her hand and… Oh. My. God. It’s a marriage license.


    “River Hendrix and Priscilla…” After droppingthe cookie my hand covers my mouth to avoid spitting crumbs. “Oh, no, he didn’t.”


    My aunt just giggles. “Dams hacked into the records, didn’t he?”


    Grabbing the document from my aunt’s hand, I turn on my heel and leave the kitchen, that’s now filled with her laughter. Great. Even though I'm slightly miffed, a warm rush flows through my body. He skipped all the awkwardness. For me. For us. He went all computer geek and hacked into… wait a minute. That’s why he told Deeds to let Chopper call him!


    I walk into the living room with a huge smile on my face. Tyler’s sitting on the couch, reading a magazine. He’s not looking too happy or comfortable for that matter. When I look back to see who’s handling the phone today, I’m surprised to see Pokey sitting there.


    “Hey, are you handling the phones all by yourself?”


    Pokey looks up. “Yeah, I’ve got no need to party anymore. So I’m gonna stay right here. That okay?”


    Crap. He sounds weird. Should I ask? Nope. Never mind. I don’t feel so good and I really shouldn’t get into personal stuff. I know his file. He’s weird. Weird might not be the correct word, but he’s got some serious personality differences from the average Joe. Yeah, that sounds the best way to… nah, there’s no good way to describe him.


    It does make me wonder if there’s a girl out there for him. One who’s just as weird. Or maybe not, so it balances him out. Wait… no need to party?


    “What’s up with you, Pokey?” He looks away and he starts to rub his hands together.


    I take a step closer, because I’m seriously intrigued. He looks back at me and a deep breath leaves his mouth. “I want her, Nerd. Can’t stop thinking about her. She’s fucking it for me.”


    I gasp. Oh, no. He can’t be serious. They’re the exact opposites. Wait… No. I know I just said he might need that, but shit. Not my friend. Besides… Aw, he’s gotta know, and dammit, why do I have to be the one to tell him?


    Placing a hand on his shoulder, I rush out the words. “She’s left the country, sweetheart. Orianna is handling some paperwork for Blue back in Japan. She’ll be gone for about four or five months and then she’ll be back. Orianna works for Blue now, but like I said, that could take a few months, give or take.”


    There, with the truth out, he’ll be back to his old self again in a few hours, right? The thought evaporates the moment he opens his mouth and starts to speak.


    “I don’t mind waiting. No other woman attracts me anymore, she’s it. I’ll wait a whole fucking year if I have to. I’m not sticking my dick in any other pussy. Since I buried myself deep inside that piece of fairyland, my dick doesn’t even rise for anything else anyway. I can jerk off anytime with just my memory of her. I’ll do that until she gets that tight pussy back to me. Dams told me I need to show you gals I could do that, and I will. Then you’ll help me, right?”


    Oh, no. That look in his eyes, it’s heartbreaking. Maybe I need to let him know she doesn’t want to hurt him or see him. That she feels like she used him. No, I can’t do that. Somehow that would break him. Shit. He’s like a tank; he’ll probably go insane and smash the place. This might just be best for him to tone it down a bit. Orianna always keeps in touch, so I need to know how she stands in all of this without letting her know how he feels. She’s been through enough already.


    My mind’s made up. “Dams is right. I’ll help if you show how bad you want it. But listen up, if you go back to fucking hoes, throwing that dick around and all that other suck an old man’s dick shit, you’re off my good side, am I clear?”


    His eyes pop wide. “How did you know I’ve sucked an old man’s cock?”


    What the hell? I was just attempting a perverted joke with the creepiest and most disgusting thing I could think of, never considering that he would have done it. Holy shit.


    I burst out in laughter, ‘cause seriously… that’s just…


    The phone rings and Pokey turns to answer it. Hanging up, he hands me a work order.


    “You’re up.”


    Smiling, I take the slip of paper from his hand and give him a nod. I glance over my shoulder and call out,


    “Coming, Ty?”


    He looks up and tosses the magazine on the couch. Moving slowly, he slides off the couch like he’s nine months pregnant or something. I wonder what’s… oh. Dams told me about the bet. Oh, that poor thing!


    “You know what? Stay here. I can manage. Seriously. I’ve been doing this for months, and it’s no big deal. You go home and lie down. Take a hot shower or maybe find an ice pack or something. Does it hurt? Sorry. Shit. Don’t answer that. Oh, stupid man, why did you do that?”


    Tyler chuckles. “Don’t worry about it. It isn’t that bad. My new ink hurts more. And I’m kinda hoping it hurts Dams’ wallet a little more when he finds out, because I went with a full sleeve.”


    “Noooooo,” I gasp. “He said you needed some kind of flower tattoo, right? How do you go from a flower to a full sleeve? Can I see?”


    He steps closer and pulls off his shirt. My eyes go to his nipples first. Both of them are pierced. Oh, and so is his navel. Then I see it. It’s a gorgeous combination of colors, subtle yet dramatic. When I look closer I can see the full sleeve is comprised of only calla lilies with darknessin between. It’s feminine but breathtaking and somehow not out of place on Tyler.


    “Wow,”


    is all I can manage. It deserves more than just one word, but I can’t seem to think of the right words to describe it. He gives me an appreciative nod and pulls his shirt back on, taking care not to rub any sensitive areas. And that makes me wonder how he decided to pierce his dick... maybe the same way Dams’…


    “Not telling, so get your eyes off my junk.”


    Oh, God, how embarrassing. My cheeks are now flaming hot and most likely the color of a tomato. I force myself to face the door. “Let’s go, someone is waiting for us to rescue them from the side of the road.”


    Tyler chuckles as he follows me.


    Bruce walks in and I hear him say to Pokey, “They need you man, so I’m taking over. You know where to meet them, right?”


    “On it.” Pokey walks up and gives me a smile before he passes us.


    When Tyler and I are both in coveralls and a snapback, we head for the tow truck. “Yo” I call over to Tyler. “Catch.”


    Catching the keys with one hand, he heads for the driver’s side while I make my way to the passenger door. We look like twins in the same outfit. We’re around the same height and though he’s got more muscles, it still makes me giggle. Tyler looks at me with uncertainty and curiosity written all over his face.


    “Nothing… it’s just funny how we look like twins right now.”


    He shoots me a bright smile. “Well, we are like family now, so this…” He signals between the both of us. “Is our happy twin moment.”


    We laugh out loud while he starts the truck and pulls out of the lot. It’s a good fifteen minute drive according to the GPS, so I flip on the radio. Scanning the stations, I land on a song by Chuck Ragan. Tyler bats my fingers away and he turns up the volume. When he starts to sing along with “You and I Alone” I can’t help but smile. He’s such a sweet guy. Without thinking I join in.


    Two more songs and we’re on the designated road for the call. Seeing the headlights, Tyler reaches over and turns the radio off. He flicks a glance in my direction. “Stay in the car, okay?”


    Now that’s just weird. It’s my shift, so I’ll handle the call.


    “Nope, I’ll tag and bag this one.”


    He shakes his head. “I got this. Besides, Dams would kick me in the nuts if I sat in the truck and let you do all the work. Just so you know, I don’t want anything near that part of me for the next few weeks, so give me a break here.”


    That statement makes me giggle. “Dams told you I needed to stay in the car if I went out?”


    “He asked me to keep you safe. That’s it. Staying in the cab is all me.” Tyler parks the truck in front of the car along the side of the road. “You gonna help a brother out and listen?”


    I’m just about to get lippy when our doors are yanked open and we’re both dragged out.


    


    ***Dams***


    The fucking smell inside this shitty little shed is making my eyes water. The skinning shed is out in the middle of nowhere, just past east bumfuck on a map. A duck, a fox and some kind of beaver are hanging from the ceiling, letting the skin… the oil… dry up or some shit. I don’t fucking know the ins and outs of taxidermy or what the fuck ever.


    I need to focus, and right now I’m imagining Frankie D.’s skin hanging from the ceiling. Yeah, that’s a better fucking subject ‘cause that’s what we’re about to do.


    Sico’s two nephews are inside the strip club a few miles down the road. They’re Areion Fury nomads and can handle this shit. They’re gonna lure Frankie D. outside so we can snatch him up. They went in about an hour ago, so we’re expecting them back any second.


    Zack is standing off with Deeds and a few of his men discussing business. Frederick asked Zack if he could pull the trigger when the time comes. I don’t know the details, but I’m sure my Prez would like to do the honors himself. I’m just gonna keep my mouth shut about it and let them handle that shit.


    Pokey walks up to me. “Hey man, can I have your sock?”


    “What the fuck do you need my sock for? You got two of your own.”


    His head tilts down as if counting the number of socks he has on or something. Fucking stupid since the dude is wearing boots and it’s not like he has x-ray vision. He looks back up and his eyes are dead serious when he says,


    “I need to take a shit. Normally, one sock is enough but I got a bit of uh…yeah, I have the shits so I need more than one sock. Maybe three. That’s why I’m asking for one of yours.”


    What. The. Ever. Loving. Fuck?


    “Step away, Pokey. Just step away. I’m gonna pretend we didn’t just have this discussion. You’re not getting my sock so you might as well scoot your ass along the sand when you’re done.”


    His eyes fill with appreciation. “That’s an awesome tip there. Thanks VP.”


    My head jerks back. I can’t even… thank fuck. Headlights appear in the distance, putting everyone on alert. I pull my phone out to check again. Pokey said Tyler and Nerd went on a call about an hour and a half ago. He told Bruce to text me when they got back. Bruce still hasn’t sent me a text, so I’m fucking worried. What’s taking so fucking long?


    Typing out a quick message, I hit send and it only takes a few seconds before I get a reply. Fuck. Not back yet and Bruce’s starting to worry. Neither of them are answering their phones. Not good. Not good at all. I head toward Zack and when he sees me coming, he turns to me. Reading my face, he waits for me to tell him what I need.


    “Nerd and Tyler have fallen off the grid. No one can reach ‘em on either phone. I’m freaking the fuck out.”


    Zack doesn’t even blink. “Go. Handle it. Take…”


    He looks around to see which guys I can take with me. Deeds speaks up. “Take Depay and Muffler.”


    Two guys step up without questioning. Zack barks out, “Pokey, Sico, Calix and Manic. Go with your VP.”


    I’ve texted Bruce and he gave me all the details so it takes just a few minutes to fill them in. Deeds asks me to forward that shit so he can put his computer guy, Chopper, on it. Because, shit. Our computer girl, Nerd... fuck that, my woman is fucking missing.


    I can hear my own fucking heartbeat in my ears and my body is flaming with anger. I need to find out what is going on, even if there’s nothing to worry about. I need to know where the fuck she is. I need to know if she’s okay. It could be nothing, but fuck. My gut is telling me something different.


    We all pile into Calix’s van. Since we couldn’t all ride out here and make tracks and shit, we took different cars. My phone buzzes. Pulling it out of my pocket, I see it’s a message from Chopper. When I read the name of the guy who called in the tow request, I know my gut was right.


    My heart is pounding inside my chest as I try to drag air inside my lungs. I can barely stay in my fucking seat. “That fucker Alex called in the tow. Chopper said he used a fake name but he linked the call to Alex. Bet the fucker kept an eye on the place and knew Nerd was on call tonight. He’s fucking got her.”


    “Fuuuuuuuck.” Sico growls low. “We’ll deal with it, VP. He’s gonna regret he ever laid eyes on your ol’lady.”


    My phone buzzes again with a text from Bruce, he’s five minutes out. He’s driving toward the location called in for the tow. We’re still about twenty minutes away. I need to block this shit out and concentrate. I’ll get her back, safe. There’s no other fucking way.


    


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 17


    


    ***Nerd***


    “Don’t fucking touch her.” Tyler snarls as he takes a boot to the stomach. He doubles over and takes another shot to the face. Falling onto his side, blood streams from his nose and cut above his left eye. He’s not moving.


    We’re standing in what seems like a cabin. Timber walls with nothing much on them, I count three windows, a couch and three chairs. It doesn’t look familiar at all, I have no idea where the hell I am.


    They must have used chloroform since the last thing I remember was sitting in the truck with Tyler. Next thing I know I’m scrambling to my feet, watching the shark beating Tyler. Said shark walks back to the other guy while my gaze goes back to Tyler. He’s slowly reaching for his boot, but groans and squirms some more.


    My stomach clenches and I have to look away, focusing back on the man who’s staring right back at me. I hate him. Him, and the asshole next to him. Alex and the fucking shark. Standing shoulder to shoulder, I can see the resemblance between the two and it clicks, they’re brothers. Why the hell didn’t I dig deeper? I should have found this. I do it every time a person takes interest in me or hangs around longer than a day but this time I didn’t.


    I’m slipping and dammit…I messed up big time. ‘Should have’ buys me nothing and isn’t helping one bit.


    “Is he the reason you couldn’t stay away?” I nod toward Portner so Alex knows exactly what I’m talking about.


    A flash of hurt crosses his face before it’s replaced by anger. “No. The fool I was actually wanted to take you on a date. But you’re tainted now. Or didn’t that biker stick his dick in you yet?”


    “Again with the mouth. May I remind you that you aren’t very charming when your ugly side comes out to play? I was honest and straight forward with you. I wasn’t leading you on or… wait. Oh, that’s classic. What is it with you guys and virgins, huh? What, you don’t want your woman to be able to compare you to others? Are y’all really that bad at fucking, or does a case of tiny-dick syndrome run in the family?”


    Portner takes a few long strides before he’s in front of me. He lashes out, and pain whips the left side of my face when he slaps me. Raising my face I scowl as my fear drains away. It feels like a useless situation and yet deep down I just know Dams is coming for me. Silly, I know but this little hunch, true or not, is giving me the strength I need.


    “Okay, you know a real man would have laughed that off, right? You’re pathetic, slapping me in the freaking face. Just shows what kind of man you are. Or better yet, the man you’re clearly not. Now I’m sure the size of your dick doesn’t even come close to the size of my little pinkie.”


    “Nerd… shut… up.”


    My head whips to Tyler while he groans out the words. He needs to shut up. This whole situation is fucked up, and damn if I'm gonna throw myself to the wolves. I'm going to at least let some anger and frustration out on the asshole causing it. Especially now, since the guy in question is standing within arm's reach. I can do this.


    In a flash, my fist connects with his jaw. Portner’s head snaps back while he tries to stabilize his upper body, failing miserably until Alex puts his hands on his back.


    “You’re gonna pay for that, bitch!” Portner spits out, along with some blood.


    My head and eyebrows lift in mock surprise. “Oh? So it’s okay for you to slap me, but when a girl returns the favor with a punch to the jaw, I need to pay for it? Clearly, I didn’t hit hard enough since you’re still off your rocker. I’ll be happy to knock some more sense into you.”


    From the corner of my eye I see Tyler struggling to get up. He needs to stay down. Dammit, I don't want them knocking him around more. With the kick to the stomach and the knowledge he just got pierced there and god knows where else. Shit. This needs to be over and done with. What the hell are these guys up to?


    “What do you two want? Come on, brilliant brothers, what’s the evil plan, huh? The company is no longer for sale so that’s off the freaking table. Virgins? Yeah, clearly off the table since me and Orianna found ourselves some real men to give us the best fuck…”


    Fear flashes through my body when his fingers wrap around my throat. His grip tightens and I struggle for my next breath. Closing my eyes a moment to gather my strength to fight back, I don't see it coming, but I feel the jolt of impact and we fall to the ground.


    My eyes are still closed as I feel something wet soaking into my clothes and spraying my face. When I open my eyes, I see Tyler.


    His head comes up and his arms are swinging. Leaping forward, kicks a leg out at the guy who tries to take him down on the left while he stabs a guy on his right. Swinging his arm to the guy on the left, Tyler slices his throat in one fluid motion.


    When the guy falls to the ground gargling, Tyler looks around the room. Alex is still standing there, not appearing shocked. The anger on his face is directed at me. He doesn’t even look at Tyler, who’s definitely the threat in the room.


    Shoving his brother off me takes me some effort. He doesn’t fight me since he’s holding on to his own throat. Like that will help him. It looks like Tyler gave him a few extra holes in his stomach to match the new necklace he won’t be able to enjoy much longer.


    Standing up, I swing my gaze back to Tyler. He steps back so he can keep an eye on Alex and check on me at the same time. I point at Alex. “You missed one, Ty.”


    Tyler barks out a laugh. “Fuck. I thought you’d freak out on me or something.”


    The giggle that leaves my mouth betrays my nerves a bit since, yeah, I am freaking out. Just a little. But I’ve been inthe biker world all my life so I shouldn't be surprised by what I just witnessed. Hell, I know where they bury their secrets and shit. Some I even help to bury, in the figurative sense anyway. Sure, what I do is all digital and with the blood now clearly on my hands, face or whatever, I may have to help with the physical part this time, but I know this is my family.


    They will always have my back and protect me. That means I’ll have theirs too. I wave my finger again at Alex and raise one eyebrow.


    Tyler shrugs his shoulders. “I’d thought I’d save one for Dams.”


    I purse my lips and think about it. “You’re right. He’s gonna appreciate that.”


    Hearing a click, I look back. Alex’s voice is dead cold. “No he’s not, ‘cause she’ll be dead either way.”


    


    ***Dams***


    


    All we find is the empty tow truck and a car along the side of the road. Behind that, Bruce and his bike. Nothing else. Fuck. Where is she and what the fuck happened?


    I’m glad Deeds sent his men to assist. Right now Depay is tracking the plates on the car. He glances up from his phone. “Plate comes back stolen.”


    The other guy, Muffler walks around the car and crouches down in the dirt. “They were heading this way, man.” His eyes go to Depay, who looks back at his phone. Scrolling through the screen a few times before his head comes up.


    “There’s a huge lake a few miles behind these woods. The map says there are a few fishing cabins too. Worth taking a look.”


    They take the lead and it seems natural to fall in behind them. Apparently they take over the leadership role naturally and even weirder than that, they really know what they are doing. Fuck, I should have taken a look in those files before Nerd threw them into the fire. Shaking that thought off, I follow them into the woods.


    Calix falls in step beside me. “She’s a tough one, VP. Always was… forgot Nerd was Priscilla. I haven’t seen her in years. My parents used to babysit for her mom since her dad was a piece of shit. But he did one thing right…taught her to take a guy out, you know? She can throw punches and shit. She was always kicking the bag when she was at our place.”


    My mind slips back to when I’ve seen her in action. Yeah, my woman can take care of herself. But she shouldn’t fucking have to. That’s my job. A spike of jealousy hits me, thinking about how Calix knew her growing up. I know her dad was part of the club and although he kept her away from it, somehow she was still part of it, even back then.


    I slap my hand on Calix’s back. “Thanks man.” ‘Cause yeah, I needed to hear that.


    Tromping through the woods, we slow at the opening to a clearing. With an unobstructed view of the lake, our attention goes to the few cabins on the left. Staying in the dark shadows of the trees, we make our way to the first cabin. No movement and no lights. My attention strays to the third building. There are two cars parked next to it and the lights are on. I jerk my chin and Depay follows my line of sight.


    He looks back and gives a nod. He reaches for his gun, and I signal formy guys to do the same. The moment I tighten my grip around my Walther P99, a shot rings out from inside the cabin. My feet pound into the dirt, pushing my body forward at the speed of light. Hearing curses behind me, I keep running.


    They can suck it. Gun-fucking-shot and my fucking woman is in there. I don’t fucking care if they blow my head off, I’m nothing without her anyway. I glue myself to the wall of the cabin, next to the window. One glance to my right shows me everyone is hugging the wall next to me. My brothers and the two guys from Broken Deeds, all have my back.


    Depay steps in front of me and squats down, slowly moving forward and taking a quick peek through the window. He looks back at me. Fuck, I can tell by the look on his face that it’s bad. He steps back and motions for us to follow him to the front as he gives a signal to Muffler, who slides by the window and heads around back.


    Without warning, Depay kicks in the door. We rushinside and my whole world stops. Bodies are on the ground and the metallic tang of blood fills the air. The fucking floorlooks like a studio for a monochromatic painter who favors red paint. There is fucking blood everywhere.


    The only body standing is the fucker who was over at Nerd’s place a few days ago. Alex. My eyes scan the room and my breath gets stuck in my throat. Tyler is kneeling down, leaning over my woman, both hands pressed to her shoulder. Her head is turned away. Tyler’s eyes meet mine and he whips his head back to Alex then back to a fucker on the ground. Portner, who’s holding both hands to his throat. A gun is lying on his chest.


    With the way Tyler’s looking at me, combined with the twist in my gut, I know that fucker shot my woman. Without hesitation, I aim and pull the trigger twice. One bullet between the eyes for Alex. Another one to the side of the head for Portner. His hands go limp. Flipping the safety back on my piece, I tuck it away.


    Depay is already on the phone, and I hope to God he’s calling an ambulance. Rushing to my woman, I fall to my knees and all I can do is dig my hands in my hair. Tyler is putting pressure on the gunshot wound to her shoulder. My eyes scan the rest of her body. Fuck. She’s covered in blood. So much blood. I look at the side of her face; it’s covered in red too and I’m starting to panic. I can’t see her eyes. She needs to be alive. Fuck.


    “Not all hers, man. I sliced up Portner while he was holding her. Most of it is his blood.”


    Nerd’s face turns slowly. “Hey, you made it.” Her voice is soft, and a small smile appears.


    “Fucking love ya, Bug. Don’t ever scare me like that.” Bending down, I take her face in my hands while brushing my lips to hers.


    “Sorry,” she mumbles, and I can’t help but laugh.


    “Nothing to be sorry about; wasn’t your fault.”


    She shakes her head. “I should have checked him out. Then I would have known they were brothers. I was nothing but another pawn in their game. If only I’d run his name I’d…”


    My lips cover hers to shut her up. It’s all over now. There’s no need to worry her pretty little head. I pull back far enough to see her face. “Again, not your fault. You can’t run everyone through the database, Bug. Gotta live a little. And look at you, huh? You made it out alive and shit.”


    Chuckling, she looks at Tyler, eyes avoiding her own shoulder where he’s still applying pressure to her wound. “Thanks to Ty. He went all crazy cool with a knife. You haveto teach me some of those moves. That was awesome.”


    Looking up at Tyler, I catch him watching me carefully, just waiting for my reaction. “I knew there was a reason I wanted your ass patched in. Fucking love ya, brother. Thanks for looking out for my ol’lady.”


    His smile is bright. “Don’t mention it, brother. That’s what we do, right? One big happy fucking family. Love ya too man. Not gonna hug it out since,” He looks down on his hands. “I’m kinda stuck keeping your woman from bleeding all over the place.”


    Nerd bursts out laughing. “Stop fucking laughing, Nerd,” Tyler snaps, not a hint of humor in his voice. ”Gotta keep still and not shake.”


    “Sorry.”


    “Stop saying you’re sorry!” I all but growl out.


    “Yes, Dams. And that would also be my answer to the question you conveniently skipped before filing some interesting paperwork.”


    A smile creeps over my face. Fuck, yeah. I had Chopper crack the system for me so she’d be my wife without the hassle of being the center of attention. Hugs and kisses? Dresses and flowers? Fuck that shit. Plus, I told her I’d get her back for messing with my digital info.


    “I knew you were gonna say that. No other fucking choice there, Bug. Dammit, you got me on my fucking knees now anyway. Skipping questions or reverse actions, you’re my wife. Now and always, together.”


    Tyler clears his throat. “Cut that sappy shit out or I’m gonna cry. I need my hands for applying pressure and not wiping my fucking eyes, okay?”


    Depay taps me on the shoulder. “EMT is about seven minutes out.”


    He squats down next to Tyler, slightly pullsTy’s hands away for a few seconds to inspect her shoulder before he makes him apply pressure again. He takes in a deep breath through his nose while he scrubs a hand down his face.


    “As far as good places to get shot and live, she’s got a good one. So if the EMT’s are here without any delay, you don’t have worry too much, okay?”


    I acknowledge him with a slight nod, thankful he made the effort to check on her to give me peace of mind. Not that I’ll fucking believe him until I walk out of the hospital with my woman next to me, but still. Thoughtful dude.


    It doesn’t take long for the EMTsto show up. Within a few minutes they’ve got her inside the ambulance and I’m torn between staying to clean up the mess and going with my woman. Broken Deeds MC works closely with the police department. Depay assures me he’s got this, so I climb inside the ambulance to hold my woman’s hand on the way to the hospital.


    


    ******


    


    The ER doc admitted my wife, and they held her overnight. I kept my ass glued to the chair beside her bed, and Zack kept me up to date with regular text messages. Turns out Broken Deeds is one hell of a good MC to have your back. Granted, Zack isn’t too happy marrying off his own sister to the president, but yeah, we have a nice solid connection there.


    I’ve been awake for about half an hour, already showered and dressed. Now I’m in full creeper mode, watching my woman while she sleeps. She’s still bandaged up and isn’t cleared to do a full workout, but that hasn’t kept her from going to the gym along with me. Something about meeting the girls and sitting down to take scores or something.


    I can’t deny her that. She’s getting out there, meeting with real life people and moving away from isolating herself in the digital world. So yeah, I’ll give her that. Besides, Lynn and Blue are Ol’Ladies, just like her. They are supposed to hang out and be friendly.


    Leaning over, I first kiss her nose and then brush my lips gently over her mouth. Like Sleeping Beauty, she wakes up, a moan sneaking past her lips. Fuck, she’s gotta stop that. My dick has been rock hard for days now. I just can’t fuck her when she’s hurt. I mean, I know it’s not a life and death kind of injury, but fuck. We both like to grab on and go hard, and that is just too much for her right now. There’s plenty of time for that later, and I can’t bear the thought of putting her in pain.


    “Morning.” She smiles and takes my appearance in. “You could have woken me up sooner. You’re all ready to go; now I’m late.”


    She practically jumps out of bed and winces. Yeah, like I said. She’s still hurting.


    “Slow your roll, we’ve got time. Go wash up and get dressed. I’ll have coffee and eggs waiting for you in the kitchen. Sound good?”


    “Mmmhmmm.” She groans and walks over to me. She reaches for my chest and I side step. No rubbing. Damn.


    “Go.”


    I leave the fucking room to get my mind on coffee and eggs before I fuck her against the wall. She fucking knows how hard this shit is too, pun intended. She’s been trying to get some action ever since we left the hospital. Fuck. Even when the doc stepped out to check something, my fucking nympho fairy was begging. She needs some action and fast. Scratch that, she needs to heal. And fast.


    


    


    

  


  
    Chapter 18


    


    Stepping inside the gym, I leave Nerd with Blue and Lynn. They’vealready changed and head for the row of punching bags to get started. Out of the corner of my eye, I notice another girl walk up to them. That must be Ridley, the chick they were talking about at the clubhouse. She must be joining them for the kickboxing training.


    I weave a path to the locker rooms. Stepping inside,I throw my gym bag to the floor when the door swings shut. Zack is tying his sneakers on, and after a quick sweep of the room to check if we’re alone, I speak.


    “You okay, man?” I ask my Prez, since it’s been awhile since we talked one on one. I mean yeah, we’ve texted and called to keep up to speed, but with my woman getting shot and him handling that Frankie D. shit, I just need to know.


    He braces his elbows on his knees and scrubs a hand down the back of his neck. “Yeah. Pretty good, actually.” He looks up and smiles. “Frederick really surprised me. First, thank fuck he’s related to Blue, so she can keep him around without any worries. But fuck.”


    Zack stands and puts a hand on my shoulder. “He went a little crazy on me. You know how we both wanted to be the guy who pulled the trigger?”


    I nod since I know both him and Frederick wanted to be the one who ended Frankie D.’s life. They both had their own fucking reasons and valid ones at that.


    “Well, we ended up slicing off body parts. His idea. So we’d both had a hand in it, so to speak. We even had a heart-to-heart talk while we wait for Frankie D. to wake back up after he passed out. It was fun, man.”


    Well fuck me. “There’s something that doesn’t happen every day.”


    Zack laughs as I change into my workout gear. A few minutes later, and I’m the one tying my shoes. Standing up, we both leave the locker room and start towards the mats.


    “Hey, what the fuck did you do to Tyler, man?” Zack asks.


    I slow to a stop and lay out the truth. “We made a bet and he lost. Deal was he needed to get everything pierced and get a girly flower tattoo. We haven’t talked about it and I haven’t seen it yet, but fuck. Lee sent me the bill and it was almost a grand. That kinda cash almost makes me curious about what Lee did.”


    Zack shoots me a questionable look.


    “Hey, I said almost, man. Not sayin’ I need to see his dick. Oh, fuck! I haven’t told you, but lemme just say that… what the fuck did Sico say? Oh, yeah, Tyler got some sort of Pinocchio dick or something. The more he lies about it, the longer it gets.” Barking out a laugh, I shake my head. “Never mind, man. We got better things to do than talk about a brother’s dick.”


    We both start with stretching before we hit the dumbbells and Pokey, Calix and Tyler join us a good ten minutes later. Sneaking peeks, I keep watch over my woman. The look on her face warms my heart. She’s clearly enjoying her time with the girls and she’s safe, so I tune back in to what I’m doing and focus on my workout.


    Almost two hours later,we’re all good to go. Pumped up and changed back into street clothes, we’re standing in a circle while we wait for the girls. Well, we wait for Blue and Lynn since my woman wasn’t working out and Ridley mumbled something about taking a shower at home since she lives across the street, above the second-hand book store she owns.


    “So Ty, why did you keep your hoodie on, huh? Even Dams gets out of that fucking hoodie he always wears. Come on, man. Show us your new ink. Or is it really too fucking girly to show us men?” Pokey taunts.


    Tyler’s face hardens. He lets his gym bag fall to the ground and unzips his hoodie. Shrugging one side off, he reveals a whole fucking sleeve. No wonder I had to pay so fucking much! “Hey, fucker, the bet was for a girly fucking flower tat.”


    He just smiles back at me. “And I got it, didn’t I?”


    Calix’s voice is laced with humor when he says, “Dude looks like a lady. He’s got some girly wallpaper on his fucking arms. I even heard Lee gave him a few piercings behind the testicles.”


    “Fuck man, you gay?” Pokey questions in shock.


    To my surprise, Ridley steps in front of Pokey, her chin up, brushing her raven-black hair behind her ears. Fucking hell. She’s gorgeous. A delicate face with a strong jaw and light blue eyes that have three brown stripes in the left iris and it looks like just one in the right. Wow. Her eyes are a little freaky. No wonder she keeps her hair in front of her eyes.


    “You should learn some respect and maybe let a little knowledge seep into your brain. The ink isn’t girly. The flowers are calla lilies. The word calla is Greek for magnificent beauty. As for the piercings and calling him gay. Seriously? Is that all you men think about when things get a little close to the ass? That spot is also the location of the first chakra in Eastern healing systems. So there. Think about that before you just let words fall from your mouth.”


    She turns and looks at Tyler, who takes in a breath as well as her beauty.


    “Calla,” he whispers softly.


    She smiles shyly and reaches up to release the hair from behind her ears, once again hiding behind the dark curtain. “Actually, it’s Kalla with a K, and it’s Ridley Kalla.”


    Tyler takes a step closer and lifts his fingers towards her chin. Tilting her head a bit so her hair falls away from her face, he whispers, “Kalla means rare.”


    Well fuck me. Tyler is having a bright moment or some shit.


    “Yes, it does,” she breathes.


    Hearing two gasps from behind us, we all turn to see Blue and Lynn.


    “Oh, wow.” Lynn mumbles to Blue. “You were right, Blue. Those two are a perfect match.” The moment now broken between Tyler and Ridley, she turns on her heel to leave.


    My attention is drawn back to Tyler when I hear him yell, “Wait!” He takes off running after Ridley.


    We all creep towards the window, curious to see how this is gonna play out. Ridley is quickly walking toward her store. Tyler is trying to catch up, but she picks up the pace, almost like she’s making a run for it. Movement catches my eye and everything happens in slow-motion. First, I hear the sound of breaking glass and watch as the large picture window of Ridley’s store shatters. Tires screech, and the sound of an engine revving fills the air.


    Tyler lunges toward Ridley, trying to pull her to safety as the car speeds up and races straight towards her.


    Blue screams, Lynn yells and Nerd covers her eyes. The rest of can only watch in horror, hold our breath and hope for the best.


    


    THE END
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