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 CHAPTER 01 
 
    ***Bark*** 
 
      
 
    “Get the fuck out of here, Paris,” I bark at my friend and shove his shoulder. The man just got a phone call that his father was murdered. He needs to get his ass on a plane and head back home.  
 
    He’s been staying here, with the US charter, for the last few years learning how things go down in our charter. It’s time for him to step up and claim his birthright now that his father is dead; President of the Lost Valkyries MC, French Charter. 
 
    He nods warily and grabs my cut for a shoulder bump and a slap on my back. “You better come and stay with me sometime soon, fucker.” 
 
    “Right. I’ll be sure to step inside one of those big iron birds and fly to get myself some tight French pussy. Keep them warm for me, will ya?” I chuckle as the man climbs on his bike. 
 
    I watch as he drives off, struggling with my own inner demons that flare up at the thought of a family member being murdered. Fuck. My fingers slide over the wedding ring that belonged to my grandmother. I keep it hidden underneath my clothes. Although no one would recognize it as a wedding ring anymore because I’ve altered it slightly so it’s now a pendant.  
 
    I had to make it into a pendant because wearing a wedding ring around your neck raises questions I don’t feel I have to answer. When I first started wearing it, I never took off my shirt while fucking to keep it hidden, but when it gets rough the damn thing slips out. Altering it keeps the questions at bay for nosy ass chicks who ever pop a question as to why I have a golden wedding ring on a chain.  
 
    The answer is simple; none of your damn business. Because that’s my own personal shit I carry with me and I don’t need any chick throwing questions at me. The only need they have to fill is bending over to give my dick a warm place to stay for a little while and even that’s lost my interest these last few months. 
 
    I turn around and glance up at the store I’m standing in front of, a hair salon that opened about three weeks ago. Yeah, that’s exactly what I do need a woman for these days rather than a good fuck. Except I don’t have a clue if there’s a good one that can handle the style I demand. I shake my head because that’s not the first priority why I’m here. 
 
    I need to check it out because I’m the VP of Lost Valkyries MC, and because I’m a fucker with a conscience when it comes to these things. Blame it on past experience. I always like to dig deep and get the facts straight before becoming their executioner.  
 
    We got a request yesterday morning from Ross Royale. I kid you not, stupid fucking name, and I will also add that he made that shit up because his given name is Huck Mann. That’s correct, I bet that was hell growing up with misspelling that shit. 
 
    Anyway…he placed a request, an order for a hit, whatever you want to call it. I needed to check things out first. Normally it’s a crystal clear case; place the request with all the intel, hand over the cash, and we get our ass moving if the intel checks out. But with this one? Yeah, I had to double check because the fucker issuing the hit is a major scumbag in town. 
 
    We have three piles on our Prez’s desk; one where it states ‘no’, another ‘yes’, and the last one is the ‘incoming’ where all assignments come in. Only Ronin and I are in charge of clearing those and determining if we take it or not. Well, like I mentioned, most times it’s me. All jobs are paid for in advance because we don’t even glance at a request if the money isn’t there to back it up. And before you ask…no, there’s no refund if we don’t take the fucking job.  
 
    Normally the Prez would hand out the ‘jobs’, but there are six of us who can just grab a job from the ‘yes’ pile and take the cash when we’ve completed it. The cash from the ‘no’ pile goes straight into the funds of the club. The six of us have our own specialties and always get the job done. My other brothers, some of them nomads, get a job handed to them and they can take it or take a pass. But once we take a job, we see it through. 
 
    As for the hair salon, the demand was to blow it up. Since it just opened three weeks ago, the fucker requesting the hit being a major scumbag, and me needing a fucking haircut…I took it upon myself to check it out. I left the job in the incoming pile but Ronin knows I’m here to check it out first. Well, he thinks it’s me with Paris as my backup, but I just sent Paris back to the clubhouse to pack his bags. 
 
    I swing the door open and hear some kind of cowbell that’s attached to the top of it on the inside. When I close it, I take my time to glance around. It seems like the salon is divided into three sections. The first section where I’m standing, is the waiting room, complete with two dark gray couches and a tiny table with magazines sprawled over the surface. The floor is covered by a black carpet with a colorful sugar skulls print scattered all over. 
 
    The second section has two stylist chairs with large floor to ceiling mirrors in front of each one. In between the chairs and mirrors sit iron frame tables to hold different hair products and stylist tools. The walls are a rough concrete but with the sleek chairs, tables, and mirrors it appears very modern. 
 
    The last section, from what I can tell from way over here, is some kind of double pedicure bench. An old woman, probably in her seventies, is sitting at the bench…wait...I glance around and I realize there are five old people in here. There’s only one relatively younger girl and she’s sitting on a bar stool right next to the desk. I’m sure she works here because she’s all dressed in black with the name of the salon written in white on her tits. ‘Big Chick Beauty’. Except this chick doesn’t look big at all.  
 
    The one standing behind the desk though? She’s got her curvy ass facing me, along with two braids that flow into tails at her neckline and flow all the way down, coming to a stop just a few inches above that magnificent ass. Her hair is a mass of dark with hints of dirty blonde. Fuck. All I’m seeing is her back and all I’m thinking is ‘I need to rip off her pants, slide in deep, hold on to those braided pigtails, and bounce her on my dick until we both come’. 
 
    Fuck. People fall in love all kinds of ways. Love at first sight, or slowly until it settles, or just feel comfortable with the right person to share their life with. I’m wondering if a person can fall in love with an ass? Head over heels assdoration. Because I sure as fu…. 
 
    “Hi there, can I help you?” I’m looking at high cheekbones, full lips, almond shaped eyes, and a damn heart shaped face. 
 
    Scratch the wondering about falling for her ass, that was just a kick-start to the whole shebang.  
 
    “Yeah, you sure as fuck can,” I croak and manage to swallow the part where I mentally add ‘bend over so I can bury myself to the hilt and start pounding until we both find release’. 
 
    Her eyes widen for a moment before she either says something like ‘shit’ or…hell, maybe she fucking sneezed, what do I know? For the sake of being polite, I say, “Bless you.” 
 
    Her eyes hit the floor and her cheeks pink up. If my dick wasn’t already hard from seeing her ass, then it’s knocking on my zipper to let him the fuck out now. Damn, she’s adorable. 
 
    She clears her throat. “Nora, could you check if Tessa is done with Ms. Patel?” She locks her eyes with me before she adds, “Please take a seat, Tessa will be,” 
 
    “No worries, I’ll take him.” The chick I assume is Nora now jumps from the bar stool she was sitting on and steps toward me. 
 
    “Actually, I was looking for,” I start but fuck…I’m cut off by the bell above the door as it swings open.  
 
    The sheriff saunters in and releases a deep sigh before I hear the woman behind the desk sayin’ something like ‘shit’ or maybe she’s fucking sneezing again, before she starts to shake her head. “No. Just no, sheriff. Not again.” 
 
    “Sorry, Ms. Fox. You know the drill,” the sheriff states as he starts to usher people out of the salon. 
 
     Ms. Fox? She’s Jodi Fox? As in the owner of the damn hair salon that’s got a target on it? Fuuuuuuuck. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 02 
 
    ***Jodi*** 
 
      
 
    “This will be the last time, Sheriff. You’re killing me here.” I give him a pleading look but it’s no use.  
 
    His hand is pushing against my back and he’s guiding me out of my own darn salon. I’ve worked so hard to buy this building. There is a tiny bedroom attached to it, and that was the only reason I could afford it. Meaning I could use it as my salon and my home. 
 
    But ever since I opened it, I’ve been harassed by the sheriff to clear out the salon at least once a day. Always with a bullshit threat that someone wants to blow it up. That’s just plain crazy. As if I have enemies. But here we are again…all my clients standing outside.  
 
    Most of my clients are elderly, so they’ve got a towel wrapped around their wet hair and panic showing on their face. Except for the two sisters who were here opening week for a pedicure when the same thing happened. Thank heavens it didn’t scare them then since they are back here now wanting to have their hair done today.  
 
    But it might keep everyone away now. It’s ruining my business. I need to blink back the tears that are burning in my eyes and yet they might not fully be from the way I let my clients down. Nope, they are from anger because I have no clue who is doing this. Other than Monica Mann. She owns the hair salon on the other side of town. She dropped by the first day I opened and threatened me to close my doors or she would make me.  
 
    Such a hateful person and yet she seemed so nice when I met her a few times before I started my business. I’ve heard from a lot of clients that they don’t even allow clients to walk into her salon if they are older than forty. Her stepbrother throws them out. She hates…or to put it in her stepbrother’s words…‘old wrinkly people who stink’. I already mentioned she must be a hateful person, right? Yeah, well…if I wasn’t trying so hard to be a good person, even try to cover up my curse words, and if I would allow myself to hate someone on this Earth…it would be her. “Shit.” I mutter to myself once again. 
 
    “Bless you?” My eyes meet the man with the rough beard and wild hair.  
 
    He seriously needs a haircut. I’d love to run my fingers through it and slide my scissors… “Shit.” Darnit. Again the word mutters out, but this time it’s because of a fantasy taking over while my mind needs to be focused on the drama around me. 
 
    “You have allergies or something? Or do you have a skill that makes a curse come out as a sneeze?” The corner of his mouth twitches. 
 
    I narrow my eyes and try not to be charmed by his rugged appearance. I heard someone come into the salon earlier and even with my back to the door, I could feel his eyes burning on me. It’s clear this guy has some serious muscle underneath that tight black shirt he’s wearing. There are all kinds of tattoos peeking out from his chest and both arms are covered.  
 
    Some people might take a step back when they run into this guy. Although the way his eyes pierce mine, it’s as if he’s allowing me to see the kindness that’s hidden within. To be honest…I’d rather face him than Monica Mann. Although she’s got the appearance of a stunningly sweet woman, she just might be rotten on the inside. 
 
    Fury builds inside me. I’m so sick of this crap every darn day. Come to think of it…I’m sure Monica is doing this, all empty threats to get me to close my doors.  
 
    The rugged guy’s eyes focus on something that’s going on behind my back. His eyes widen then narrow, but that’s no skin off my bones. I need to get my salon back into action because I can’t keep everyone standing out here all day. 
 
    Spinning on my heels, I dash around the sheriff and head for my salon. Except the air rushes out of my lungs when I’m grabbed from behind and scooped up against a rock-hard chest.  
 
    “None of that, Fox.” The voice I recognize belongs to the rugged guy who adds, “Calm down and stay outside.”  
 
    I struggle to get loose. “Let me go, there’s nothing wrong, it’s a prank. Every darn day the sheriff shows up to clear out my salon because of a prank call saying there’s a bomb. But clearly there’s nothing wrong, see?” I point at my salon but the next moment a blast throws us back.  
 
    My ears ring as I’m slowly being pulled up to a sitting position. The rugged guy has his face a few inches from mine. His hands are cupping my face and his lips are moving. Yet I truly don’t understand why I can’t hear him or what he’s trying to say. My eyes slide to the left, confronting me with the most horrorstricken sight; I’m watching every possession I have being swallowed by flames. Total numbness takes over as I sag into strong, inked up arms. 
 
    “Come on, Little Fox. The doc checked you out. No other injuries except for a few cuts from the glass that was blowing around. Now stop worrying me and open those blue eyes for me,” a rough voice tells me. 
 
    I don’t wanna…I mean…what for? I just watched everything I had blown up right in front of me. “I don’t want to,” I grumble. 
 
    I woke up in the ambulance on my way to the hospital. They checked me out when I got there and once they established that I didn’t have any severe injuries, they patched me up. They asked if there was anyone they could call. When I ignored them, this guy came in. A nurse dragged him out of the waiting room because he was there asking, and waiting, for me. 
 
    It’s not like I don’t have anyone to turn to…but for real…go back to my parents like this? I’ve been saving up every dime for years and years to finally get my own business and now I have nothing…and what? I’m supposed to sleep in my old bedroom in my parents’ house? Not to mention that they are out of town on vacation in Italy. And what if blowing up my business isn’t enough and they come back for me, then I would put them at risk too when they get back home. 
 
    My eyes fly open when I feel his beard tickling me while his mouth covers mine. His chuckle caresses my lips before he pulls back. “There she is.” 
 
    I’m too stunned to react as I’m still processing the fact that he kissed me when the nurse tells him, “Here are the discharge papers so you can take your girl home.” 
 
    “Thanks, I’ll do just that.” The man takes the papers and nods while the nurse darts out of the room. 
 
    “Wha…what home?” I croak. And for real, that’s my reply? 
 
    “Mine,” he states as he takes my hand and pulls me up to a sitting position. 
 
    “Yours? I don’t even know you. Don’t even have a clue what your name is and I’m supposed to go with you? You’re a little, no…make that a kind of crazy that would fit to no magnitude at all.” I rub a hand over my face and mutter my curse word I’ve perfected into a sneeze like version so I can curse without being rude or nasty. 
 
    “I think it’s adorable when you do that,” he tells me as I drop my hand to give him a confused look. 
 
    His smile is bright enough to reach his dark blue eyes. “Sneezing.” He strokes his knuckles down my cheek and adds, “I’m Bark, you’re coming with me and I’m not giving you an option. Someone placed a hit on your salon and I’m going to make sure they don’t come back for you. That’s the only way I can protect you.” 
 
    Terror grips my heart because the very thought that prevented me from going to my parents’ house is the exact thing he tells me. The only thing safe enough is for me to nod and take him up on his offer, hoping he’s able to give me the protection he just promised me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 03  
 
    ***Bark*** 
 
      
 
    A dual fire is licking its way through my veins. One is fueled by the anger I’m dying to unleash and the other is full blown lust due to the woman that’s wrapped tight around me on the back of my damn bike. Not once in my whole life have I felt the tight embrace of a person riding on my bike with me. Fuck. I’d never would have thought this day would come.  
 
    I damn well craved it, with the personal story my grandmother always used to tell me ever since I was a little boy. Only it was fairytale style and we all know those are hard to come by in reality. The fingers gripping my belt and the heat of her pussy make it hard to believe I’m imagining this feeling; it’s as real as shit. She had me at first glance and I almost lost her, there’s no way I’m going to let this one slip through my fingers. 
 
    Guiding my bike next to the row already parked in front of the clubhouse, I tap her hand to let her know she can get off. I take a moment to unstrap her helmet and throw it into my saddlebag before I guide her into the clubhouse. 
 
    “Prez,” I bellow, startling the gorgeous fox next to me.  
 
    Dammit. Her last name being Fox, a beautiful and attractive woman, it’s only logical to have a name like that. When I pull those soft curves against my body, I can lean my chin on the top of her head; she’s the perfect size for me. So instead of using Jodi, I’ll be using that last name of hers to give more justice to the beauty that she is. 
 
    “What the fuck is wrong with you? Keep it down.” Ronin comes barging through the hallway and manages to reprimand me while whispering. That fucker has the kind of adoration for his Old Lady I only now start to understand with my own magnificent fox standing right next to me. 
 
    “What now? Is she finally sleeping after hours and hours of cleaning the clubhouse?” I chuckle, because his Old Lady is pregnant as fuck and has been cleaning every damn inch of this clubhouse for the last two weeks. Fucking nesting urge, that’s what it is. 
 
    Ronin releases a deep sigh. “Yeah, so keep your damn voice down. I got your text and I’m sure Gust will be here any second, then I’ll handle it.” 
 
    Right on fucking cue the door behind us flings open and Gust strolls in. Not a damn chip on his shoulder. Well, I’ll be sure to change that in the next ten seconds. In one smooth move I palm my knife and drive it through his shoulder with a force that has him pinned to the wall behind him. 
 
    Surprisingly, the only agonizing scream that fills the air is the one coming from Gust. With that thought I spin around and see my sweet fox staring at Gust, her eyes as big as the full moon on a dark night. Fuck. 
 
    “Dammit, VP, I told you I’d handle it, didn’t I?” Ronin grumbles but I don’t give a fuck. I’m the VP and this shit concerned me a hell of a lot more. 
 
    There’s a gasp coming from the hallway. We all turn to see a very pregnant Anouk standing there, barefoot. I take a glance at my Prez and damn well know he’s furious as fuck we woke up his Old Lady. 
 
    Anouk points a finger at Gust. “You guys are making a mess, I just cleaned this whole place.” 
 
    “Aw, sweetness. Go on back to bed and let us handle this little misunderstanding. We’ll clean up the mess, I promise,” Ronin fucking croons. 
 
     “Misunder-fucking-standing my damn fucking ass. That fucker right there blew up my woman’s shop,” I bellow in anger at my Prez who makes it seem like Gust misplaced a car or some shit. 
 
    “Your woman? Oh. My. Gosh,” Anouk breathes, eyes glancing from me to Jodi and back. “I’m so happy for you.”  
 
    Great. Just fucking great. Now she’s crying her fucking eyes out.  
 
    “Don’t you dare blame me again,” I whisper warn my Prez. “You’re the one that knocked her up.” 
 
    “He’s the one who blew up everything I owned?” Jodi’s voice is filled with menace. We all watch while she slowly closes the distance and comes to a stop in front of Gust.  
 
    “I had the order, ma’am.” Gust pins Jodi with an honest look. “I didn’t know Bark had an Old Lady, or that it was you who belonged to him, I swear.”  
 
    Jodi’s hand flashes up, grips the knife and wiggles it around, making Gust brace on his knees to handle the pain she’s inflicting. The smart man manages to keep his hands to his side instead of pushing her away. 
 
    Gust knows very well something went bad. He drew my attention when I was standing in front of the salon a few seconds before it blew up. When I looked over Jodi’s shoulder, he gave me a warning and then he headed out of the alley next to the salon. I could tell he was surprised as fuck to see me standing there. He’s our guy who handles the explosives. My heart nearly stopped when I saw Jodi make a move to head back into her salon. 
 
    The fucker knows better than to speak his mind when his VP put him in his place with the Prez right next to him, but I still need to protect Jodi. Stepping forward, I wrap an arm around her waist and pull her against my chest and away from Gust. 
 
    “I wasn’t done yet,” she growls, making me chuckle. 
 
    “There, there, feisty fox. Let me handle this.” I expect her to put up a fight or hell, pick a fight with me, get angry, whatever. Except she totally surprises me when she relaxes and turns in my arms. 
 
    “Okay, but you better have two more knives,” she tells me in a whisper as if we’re sharing a secret. “One to cut off his wiener and pin it next to his head and the other needs to be shoved up his butt.” 
 
    My head tips back and I seriously can’t remember the last time I laughed so damn hard.  
 
    That is until a tiny fist punches me in my pecs. “I’m not kidding,” Jodi tells me with a firm look on her face. 
 
    “I’m sorry, my darlin’ fox.” I wrap my fingers around her wrist and stop her punching. “It’s just that you’re too damn sweet and then you surprise me with your demand and don’t even say ass, dick, or cock…nope, you said wiener and butt. It’s just hard to keep a straight face. But I’ll promise I have more knives.” 
 
    “No, VP. Please. Fuck. I didn’t even do anything wrong. The job was in the damn box at the edge of the desk. The fucking ‘yes’ box. I just picked up the job like we all normally do,” Gust pleads. 
 
    “No it fucking wasn’t,” I growl back. “It was still in the ‘incoming’ box because I was checking it out, it wasn’t fucking approved,” I tell him, my anger back full force. 
 
    “Go look for yourself, dammit. It was on the pile in the corner of Prez’s desk. I wrote my fucking name on it to show I was handling it,” Gust presses and the look in his eyes tells me he’s telling the truth. 
 
    When I glance back at Prez, I can tell he’s thinking the same thing. Both of us head for his office. Strolling in I can already see what the fuck happened.  
 
    “Ooops.” We all turn toward the door where Anouk is standing, sobs escaping her. 
 
    “What the hell, woman?” I growl, making her cry even harder. Dammit. 
 
    Ronin punches my shoulder and strides toward his woman, scooping her up in his arms. “Fuck, Anouk.” 
 
    Yeah, fuck, Anouk…please just pop out the damn kid already so you’ll stop crying and stop the fuck cleaning so you don’t mess things up again, like throwing the piles out of order so buildings get blown up that aren’t supposed to be blown the fuck up. 
 
    “What a fucking mess.” I rub a hand over my face. 
 
    I hear a gut-wrenching voice flow through the air. “You guys knew? What the heck? You ordered for the blast that took away everything I had?”  
 
    This time the tears that slide down from a woman’s face in this clubhouse are the ones that feel like a knife is being plunged into my heart over and over, drop by drop, stab by fucking stab. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 04 
 
    ***Jodi*** 
 
      
 
    Lost. Not only what I’ve built up, what I owned, my whole life savings, but me…I’m completely lost. I want to turn around and run the heck away from here, but where would I go? What can I do? There’s nothing… 
 
    Another sob rips from my throat and that’s the last thing I want; to crumble into a ball and turn into a puddle of tears. 
 
    I hear curses and through my blurry vision I see the guy everyone calls Bark coming right at me. I should run or maybe get close to him to see if he has another knife and plunge it in like he did with that other guy. Wait…why did he…every little detail I’ve heard up till now falls into place. 
 
    Apparently they take on jobs and one of those was to blow up my salon? Bark was there to check it out while that Gust guy thought that job was already approved…This is so screwed up. At least I think Bark is on my side with him being angry at Gust. That’s something, right? And what kind of name is Bark? 
 
    I don’t even have enough energy inside me to care. His arms and chest are giving me strength and warmth. Considering the day I’m having…I’m taking this moment to not care and lean on this guy for now, seeing he’s just as angry at things as I am. Okay, maybe not so much leaning since he’s carrying me down the hall and into a room and closes the door behind him. 
 
    He sits down on a bed and keeps me in his arms with me on his lap. Soft strokes are sliding down my head making me realize I have one huge headache and with the braided pig tails it’s too tight on my head. Raising up, I find the energy to pull out the hair ties and shake them lose. Things like this are like taking off your bra after a hard day of work.  
 
    “Man…how I want to be home in my own bedroom, taking off my bra and taking a long hot shower. Snuggle into bed to watch some TV and not care about another thing,” I mumble to myself. 
 
    A rumble of laughter vibrates out of the chest I’m leaning against. “Aw, adorable little fox. My room is yours and I bet your sweet curvy ass my shower will be the best one in this town. Go on and have a long shower. I’ll ask my Prez’s Old Lady if she has an extra set of clothes for you, okay?” 
 
    My body freezes up because I have no clue what to do. And why does he keeps adding things to my last name? He makes Fox tumble over his lips as if it’s an endearment.  
 
    “Relax, Jodi.” His voice is as gentle as a feather stroking my skin, igniting a spark of electricity heightening my skin. “It’s just a shower. You’re safe, I promise I won’t let anything happen to you. I’ll be right here if you need anything. Please allow yourself to trust me that much.” 
 
    I turn to look into his eyes. “I trust you.” The words slide over my lips without a second thought, because I do. No doubt since, “I could have died if you didn’t stop me from running into my salon.” 
 
    His arms wrap tight around me as he pulls me flush against him. “I saw Gust right before the blast coming out of the alley next to the salon. He gave me a signal and then he took off. And when that guy does something like that...you head in the same direction ‘cause he’s our TNT guy. Since your salon was a target...someone asked us to blow it up...” I feel him swallow as if his throat is clogged with emotion. “Even now my chest fucking aches with the mere thought of losing you.” 
 
    I’m afraid to even take my next breath, unsure of what to do or say. How can this magnificent, rough, massive and tattooed biker express himself to someone he just met? To me? I’m a plain Jane. 
 
    “I owe my life to you,” I whisper, my own throat clogging up. 
 
    Bark stands up, taking me along with him. “Enough already. Let’s get you that shower now, huh?” He guides me toward the bathroom. 
 
    When we step inside, I need to take a moment to glance around and admire every single inch of it. Everything is covered with natural tiles, rough stones like you’ve stepped inside a mountain. There’s only a few knobs on the wall across from us and Bark turns them on as water comes down from the ceiling. He’s got a rain shower built in, it’s as if it’s raining in the bathroom. That big and that magnificent. 
 
    “Wow,” I breathe. 
 
    “Yeah. Might be a little exorbitant for a room in a clubhouse, but I fucking love it. My money, my body underneath that luxury that earned it. Now go enjoy this and I’ll make sure you’ll have some nice clean clothes when you’re done. Just holler through the door if you need something,” he says and spins around. 
 
    “No,” I squeak, surprising even myself. 
 
    He looks over his shoulder and raises an eyebrow in question. 
 
    My eyes find the floor when I murmur, “Please don’t leave. I need…” 
 
    Shit…what do I need? I don’t even know. 
 
    I feel his fingers underneath my chin as he raises my head to connect his gaze with mine. “What do you need, precious fox?” 
 
    “Not to be alone?” Yes. That’s what I need.  
 
    Or maybe even to forget for a moment in time? By the looks of it, he might be up for it. Although I’m not one with expertise, I’m not a complete virgin. Getting lost in a man, even for one night, would drain me enough to get a good night of sleep so I can fight my demons tomorrow. 
 
    His face softens. He’s about to say something but I cut him off when I say, “Make me forget. Make me feel good. Make me…” 
 
    Bark’s face hardens. “I’m not going to make you do anything. I will however treat you right and take your mind off of the shit I’m going to handle for you.” 
 
    He leans over and brushes his lips over mine, leaving a tingling sensation in their place. I try to move closer, get his lips back on mine, but he just chuckles and starts to pull on my clothes. 
 
    “Shower, darlin’. Warmth and comfort. Then, only if you behave, we’ll kiss some more.” His voice is so gentle and yet I would like to scream at him ‘what are you talking about; kiss some more’? Because it was over way too quick to even have a fragment of a kiss. 
 
    Ugh. Again with the chuckle. I try to mask the grumpiness that’s ratting me out. I have never been one to hide my feelings well. Before I know it, I’m naked and underneath the shower. He doesn’t even give me time to make me aware of my own body. All because of his lips touching mine. Yes, I’m still not calling that a kiss. 
 
    It’s now I realize that there’s soft music playing. The warmth of the water has me closing my eyes and just giving over to this moment in time where there’s no worry. Just the feel of soft strokes that are sliding over my body. The delicious fragrance that I’ve smelled on Bark fills the air. He must be using his soap. The lingering touches aren’t sexual and yet my whole body seems to be hotwired due to the attention he’s giving me. 
 
    Not that I’ve ever been uncomfortable with my body. I mean I have curves and I’ll never be skinny or have the perfect model figure. Hence the reason I’ve even named my salon Big Chick Beauty. It’s more of a surrender to the part where I’ve given up on diets and killing myself with hours of workouts. Now I just enjoy the gym to blow off steam and try not to stuff too many sweet things into my mouth. It makes life slightly less hellacious and not filled with disappointments seeing your weight bounce along with the curves. 
 
    I’ve never had a regular boyfriend so that wasn’t on my mind before I came to accept my body and yet…this man with me in the shower makes me aware of every little cell my body is made of. 
 
    “Relax.” His voice is a growl. “Stop thinking, because you weren’t uptight a moment ago, so I can only imagine what’s going on in your head when you’re not voicing shit.” 
 
    Right. As if I would say, hang on, I’ll just suck in my stomach some more if you don’t look at my ass and just imagine…screw it. “I’ve never been self-aware and quite comfortable with myself and yet you make me want to have a tight ass with the model picture perfect,” 
 
    “Shut up.” His fierce voice is right next to my ear when he pushes me against the tiled wall, my boobs flattening while I’m aware of every single hard piece of his body pressing against by back. 
 
    His hand slides over my thigh and up over my hip to my ass, giving it a rough squeeze before he trails in between the wall and my belly where he pulls me against his body. Tweaking my nipple between his fingers, I feel the roughness of his beard. “There hasn’t been one single woman on this fucking earth that’s caught my attention the way you do. I had a damn lightning strike of lust to love moment with your ass without even seeing the rest of you.” 
 
    That last statement makes me snort. “Without even knowing what belonged with that ass? What if I was a dude?” 
 
    I feel him tighten behind me. “That would be…huh.” 
 
    I can’t keep the laughter in, except it dies when he’s got my boob in his rough hand and is rolling my nipple while simultaneously nipping the skin right beneath my ear. 
 
    “You’re devilish,” he growls. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 05  
 
    ***Bark*** 
 
      
 
    Fuck. This wasn’t my intention. I wanted her to feel at ease, take a shower by herself and get some clean clothes and some shuteye. Comfort I could give her and yet here I am in the damn shower pressed against her, rolling one very hard nipple between my fingers. She’s fucking lucky I’m still wearing my boxers and my damn shirt. 
 
    That’s right, I’ve only stripped my jeans, cut, socks, and boots. A barrier I kept in place for her sake. Since the moment my gaze hit that perfect ass, I felt the possibility to have something that’s mine to claim for the long run, something to build; a future. 
 
    She whimpers underneath my touch. “Please.”  
 
    Fuck. 
 
    “Shhhh, save your breath, darlin’,” I whisper and guide her face out of the spray of the water so she’s resting on my shoulder when I slide my hand down between her thighs, finding one very smooth pussy. 
 
     My fingers dance over her clit and damn…the moans that tumble off her plump lips are making my dick harden even more. It’s a good thing the fabric of my boxers prevents my dick from sliding along that perfect ass because I would have bent my knees and thrust up to bury myself deep. 
 
    “Damn tight. Feel that? Your pussy welcomes me with the kind of hotness I crave.” I nip the skin on her neck before I continue, “Are you going to please me? Let me enjoy the pleasure of you coming all over my fingers? Because that’s what I’m going to make you do. I told you I wasn’t going to make you do anything, but I’ve changed my mind, darlin’.” 
 
    My whole body is on edge. The way she’s riding my fingers, creating friction between our bodies, is wrapping the both of us in the kind of euphoria I’ve never experienced. 
 
    “I can’t wait to have you sliding that slick, hot pussy along my dick so I can pump you full of my cum and brand you as mine. You have no clue what you did when you lured me under your spell, my one and only fox. No. Clue. But you’ll know soon enough.” I suck a piece of the skin of her neck into my mouth because I need to mark her in some way. If I can’t release inside her, I’ll mark her body another way. 
 
    With every suction I feel her pussy ripple around my fingers as her orgasm hits full force, my name spilling from her lips and echoing off the walls while pride hits my chest. I’m the one who guided her flight through a shattering orgasm, I’m the one who catches her, holds on and will never let go. 
 
    That knife pinning Gust to the wall wasn’t enough. I need to kick the ever-loving shit out of that guy, and the one who placed the hit in the first place. Ross Royale won’t be using air much longer; he needs to be gone. I won’t have anyone around who dares to try and hurt her; she’s mine, and I protect what’s mine. 
 
    “Oh, wow,” she whispers before spinning around in my grip so she can look into my eyes. “Can we…you…do that again? I mean, when I have some more energy because the only reason I’m still standing is because you’re holding me.” 
 
    The sheepish grin she gives me, the flushed face and by fucking God, that magnificent body I’m holding… “That’s just the first one of many, Jodi. If I haven’t made myself clear already; you’re mine. There will be much more where that came from, especially since you only had a mere touch of my fingers.” 
 
    There are no words of agreement nor a sign of defense, she just raises herself to the tip of her toes and closes the distance to connect our mouths. Her tongue slides over my lips seeking entrance that I allow. And, fuck. My dick is a ticking time bomb sitting on the last second when a sexy as shit moan flows through the air. The feel of her tongue dancing with mine, her tits rubbing against me, makes cum pump freely. 
 
    I have to brace myself against the wall and disconnect from her enticing lips to let my forehead fall on her shoulder while I try to catch my breath. Fucking hell, it’s like she sucked all the energy right out of me, taking a part of my very soul along with it. 
 
    Damn. In all my life, even as a teenager, I’ve never come in my pants. Shit. I’m even wearing my damn shirt, though those tits felt magnificent through that thin barrier. What the hell would it be like to bury my dick inside her if this experience already blew my damn mind? 
 
    I can feel her racing heart beating against mine. If we don’t get out of this damn shower I don’t think we ever will. I take a step back and cup her face, brushing my lips against hers before I pull back. “I’m gonna grab you a towel so you can dry off and slide into my bed. I’m going to wash up and then I need to handle some stuff. I’ll make sure to bring you some clothes before I do, yeah?” 
 
    She swallows and nods while her gaze is still set on my mouth. 
 
    I lean a bit closer and tilt her head some more. “Eyes, my sweet little fox. Right here. Or should I promise to be back in a few hours to bury my dick inside your tight pussy? Not so much a promise, more like a vow. You’d better get some rest and be ready because I don’t think we’ll be leaving the bed before we get a few rounds of fucking in. We’re gonna go until we’re both sated and can’t even lift a finger to touch one another. Clear?” 
 
    “Much better.” She fucking breathes in anticipation. 
 
     Stepping away, I snatch a towel from a shelf and hold it up for her. She gracefully takes it, allowing me to get back underneath the shower. I wait till she’s left the bathroom before I strip out of my wet boxers and shirt. Fuck, I’m already hard just thinking about what happened mere moments ago where I’m standing right now. 
 
    My hand wraps around my dick that still hasn’t softened even after I blew my load in my damn boxers. Squeezing, I enjoy the sensation of my Jacob's ladder piercing, imagining sinking inside Jodi, one stud at a time. Yeah, that’s not helping to bring my boner down any time soon. Shit. 
 
    Aw, fuck it. A few tugs later my balls draw tight as cum starts to burst out. It’s a relief that lasts mere seconds before it builds right back up. My dick softens a fragment, so that’s a plus, right? Yeah, fuck no. I reach out and grab the shampoo. Damn long hair and still no damn haircut. My mind flips to a visual of Jodi holding scissors. I’m fucked up because the haircut is long forgotten, even if she’s holding a sharp object, I still want to sink deep. 
 
    I really need to pull myself together. Turning off the water, I dry off real quick and stroll into the bedroom, heading for the closet right next to the bed to get my clothes. Clearly I haven’t thought it through because Jodi flashes up into a sitting position holding the blanket over her tits while her eyes are locked on my dick. Yeah. Should have wrapped a towel around myself instead of walking in here naked, boner leading the way. 
 
    “I need clothes,” I mutter as much to her as to myself. 
 
    Her eyes slowly travel up my inked body before they’re locked on my chest. She gasps and jumps out of bed. Reaching out she holds the ring that’s on my necklace in the palm of her hand. 
 
    “Where did you get this?” Her words are a faint whisper before they are repeated with anger. “Where. Did. You. Get. This?” 
 
    I’m absolutely stunned. Not just because this is the first time a woman asks about my necklace in such an angry way, but because her gaze is filled with hatred while she’s trying to rip it off me as if it doesn’t belong to me. 
 
    The cord is digging into my neck when she says, “This is Grannie Bowens’ wedding ring, or it used to be before it was made into a pendant. I would recognize it anywhere. Are you the one? Did you kill her or did you leave it to one of your friends, brothers, whatever you guys call each other. You know what? Never mind, it’s none of my business what you guys do, right?” Her voice is coming out in rasps due to fury, hurt, panic, and fuck knows what emotions are radiating from her when she adds, “I hope you rot in hell.” 
 
    I’m absolutely stunned when her fingers leave the necklace as she takes the sheet that’s wrapped around her and runs out of the room. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 06 
 
    ***Jodi*** 
 
      
 
    I can’t breathe. Clutching the sheet tighter around me, I make it halfway through the hallway when Bark catches up to me. 
 
    “Hold the fuck on,” he growls in my face. 
 
    I close my eyes and turn my head. I don’t want to look at the man who stole the wedding ring of an old woman that was the kindest person that ever lived on this Earth, and dammit…she was ripped from it in such a cruel way. 
 
    “How do you know Grannie Bowens?” His voice is still an angry growl. 
 
    “My mother was her caregiver. She took care of household chores and sometimes brought me along. Grannie Bowens would tell me stories about the good old days. She was…” I swallow a sob that rips from my throat. 
 
    Biting down on my lips I try to brace myself. I have no clue what to do or what’s to come. All that flashes through my mind is what happened to me, to Grannie Bowens, what ugliness the world surrounds us with. 
 
    I feel his fingers surround my neck as they travel up to guide my head toward him. “Look at me, Jodi.” His voice is gentle this time. “That’s it. Are you Eleanor’s daughter, or Vivienne’s daughter? Those were the two regulars who took care of my grandmother.” 
 
    His grandmother? I push him away from me, he lets me, as I raise my hands and block out his beard and hair, concentrating on his eyes only. Grannie Bowens used to show me pictures of a boy growing up…his eyes. “Mark?” The grandson she adored and raised?  
 
    The corner of his mouth twitches. “Yeah. As of the last few years, it’s Bark. Mostly because I used to bark out my name in a mumbled way that it came out twisted, making it sound like Bark. The guys just started to call me that because it fits. Me being the grumpy one after what happened to my grandmother…my words would always come out in a bark.” 
 
    “All bark and no bite?” Why brain? Why would that come to mind at a time when serious stuff is being discussed? Focus. I clear my throat. “Do you know who…who?” 
 
    “Yeah. It was a drug addict who wanted to take revenge on his dealer. The drugs he bought for him and his girlfriend were tainted. The drugs killed his girlfriend before he could take a hit himself.” His eyes wash over with a world of hurt. “One turn too early. That’s all it took for my grandmother to lose her life. Her whole house shot to fuck, bullets raining through…I found out the same day who it was. An eyewitness with a rap sheet a mile long who didn’t want to talk to the police…he gave me a full description. I tracked the fucker down and he spilled the whole gut-wrenching story. I couldn’t kill the fucker, my fucked-up conscience wouldn’t let me. I gave him a choice. Go to rehab with the promise never to use again and make something of his life to help people in more ways than one to pay for the life he took. Vowing to track him down and end him if he’d ever touched drugs again. Or I could kill him right then and there. He chose rehab and has a job, a wife, and kid. He helps out in the rehab center Ferris’ nephew owns. I did kill the fucking dealer though. None of it means shit though because she’s dead.” 
 
    He steps away from me and suddenly I feel like such a bitch. Assuming he had anything to do with it, or the guys around him. I close the distance between us and slide my arms around his waist. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I mumble. “I didn’t know…I’m sorry I judged you and your friends.” 
 
    His grip on me tightens. I feel his beard on my bare skin where he’s buried his head, seeking comfort. The soft shaking of his body against me feels like he’s crying and yet there’s no sound at all. 
 
    “You do know you have a room here, right? Although I am enjoying the view, nice tits, appreciate you’re sharing it…your ass and cock though, Bark? Not so much.” A man’s voice comes from our left as I feel Bark’s whole body freeze. 
 
    There’s a rumble low in his throat, it’s similar to that of a wolf who’s baring his teeth, a warning of what’s to come. “Leave, Ferris. Now or I swear I’ll take your eyes with a blunt knife.” 
 
    “Gone,” Ferris snaps and spins around, disappearing inside a room on the right. 
 
    Bark lifts me in his arms and rushes us back to his room, kicking the door shut behind him. He carries me toward the bed, gently placing me on it before he traces his knuckles along my cheek.  
 
    Pulling away, he opens a closet next to the bed and pulls out sweatpants. “I’m gonna go ask my Prez if I can borrow some clothes from his Old Lady. I’ll be right back.”  
 
    “Can you maybe borrow some shears, electric clippers, razors, combs, a mirror from someone who owns a hair salon? Then I could maybe make some house calls, visit my elderly clients and work my way back up again.” I bite down on my lip to stop my rant because it’s too painful. 
 
    Bark kneels beside the bed and brushes his lips against mine. “Just take a breath, darlin’. One thing at a time. You’re going to rest up first. I need to handle the bullseye that was placed on your salon. As soon as I know it’s been dealt with we’re going to get you back on your feet, okay?” 
 
    “But why? It’s my problem. It’s not like…I mean, maybe the insurance…I don’t know.” I sigh in frustration because I seriously have no clue where to build things up or if it’s even possible for me to do so. 
 
    “Jodi. It’s club business. One of us…fuck. Lost Valkyries MC screwed up, okay? Doesn’t matter who or what, one thing led to another and now we’re here. I’m gonna handle it. All of it. You need to rest up and let me handle it, yeah?” 
 
    “Okay,” I mutter. I mean it’s not like he’s giving me an option. And seriously, what other option do I have? 
 
    I get one more gentle kiss before he’s out the door. I keep staring mindlessly in front of me until my eyes feel heavy as I drift off to sleep. Suddenly I feel the mattress dip. A strong arm wraps around my waist before I’m pulled against a hard body. I freeze up and start to fight. I’m wide awake, freaking out because I have no clue where I am. 
 
    “Stop, it’s me. You’re safe. Jodi, stop dammit.” Grunts follow as realization sets in.  
 
    Bark. 
 
    I’m safe. His bed. Shit. Turning around I hug him tight, ripping another grunt from his body. “Did I hurt you?” 
 
    “I think you got my dick once or twice. Would be nice if you’d never do that again. Fuck.” There’s some added curses that make me feel even worse. 
 
    “Sorry,” I whisper and snuggle even tighter against him. 
 
    “I won’t ever crawl in the bed next to you without warning you first, that’s for sure.” The man chuckles as if I didn’t harm his pride and joy. 
 
    “Is…uhmm…is he okay?” Jesus, I’m referring to his penis as a he?  
 
    Full. Blown. Laughter. 
 
    “Yeah, hot Fox. He’s okay. I think.” I can still hear the smile in his voice. “Wanna check? See if he’s standing to attention with you being all concerned.”  
 
    “No,” I squeak. “I’ll take your word for it.”  
 
    I’ve seen it. He’s got all these piercings from the tip down to his balls, like a ladder. I’ve never seen something like that on a man. 
 
    The few encounters I’ve had were missionary position, dark bedroom and maybe five minutes. With what he did in the shower? Never have I’ve felt that way or had an orgasm like that. So something tells me sex with this man will mean the end of the world and floating straight to heaven.  
 
    Yes. I know I’m exaggerating but really…beard, tatted all over, knows how to work my body with his fingers and mouth, and by the sights of his penis…I need to work up to the nerve to be able to give myself completely to this man.  
 
    I will my body to relax and pretend to fall back to sleep. It doesn’t take long before I drift off to sleep, surrounded by a man who gives me the warmth, protection, and comfort to be able to. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 07 
 
    ***Bark*** 
 
      
 
     It’s been almost a week since I met her, since she moved into my room. Dammit, we haven’t done anything other than spend time together. Talking, sharing a meal, watching a movie, binging on TV series. Nothing romantic in my eyes, just mundane things, except we do them together. I haven’t touched her pussy since that first damn time, and yet everything we do, I consider intimate.  
 
    It’s such a damn difference for me because I’ve never had any kind of relationship with a woman. Not the kind of level this has been. The kind where I wake up with a damn smile on my face and fall asleep the night before with an even bigger one. It’s for this very reason I’m taking things slow. Although my dick is going to need life-support soon because it’s been hard every damn second of the day. Yet I keep my dick locked inside my pants. She’s special and worth the wait. 
 
    The way our lives have somewhat crossed in the past is unimaginable. Turns out she’s Vivienne’s daughter, one of my grandmother’s caregivers. My grandmother raised me and when I, and mainly she, got older…I just never left. I had a job and the MC I went to during the day, so the caregivers were there when I wasn’t. For a few hours a day they made it much easier for her, and for me. I used to come home around dinnertime, share a meal with her, and talk with her before she went to bed. Up until that very day she was murdered due to a fucking mistake. If it happened thirty minutes later, I would have been there too. Fuck.  
 
    I shake the memory of my grandmother’s murder out of my head. I’ve been carrying it with me ever since it happened and yet meeting Jodi, her fierce reaction when she saw my grandmother’s wedding ring…knowing she felt that way about my grandmother…no damn doubt; she’s made to be mine. 
 
    I stroll into my bedroom with a box in my hands. I’ve been waiting on this shit for a few days. I wanted to have it sooner but some of the things I ordered online were on backorder. Jodi’s tying her sneakers when she looks up and eyes the box. 
 
    I place it next to her on the bed. “I got you some things.” 
 
    She tilts her head in question. “What things?” 
 
    “Just open the damn box and look inside.” I cross my arms in front of my chest and wait while she keeps staring at me. 
 
    “I told you not to buy me stuff.” She glares. 
 
    I shrug. “Already ordered that shit before you said that. Besides, it’s self-preservation. Open it and you’ll see.” 
 
    The first two days she was here I managed to borrow a thing or two from Anouk, but I didn’t want to see her in my Prez’s Old Lady’s clothes. So, I took her shopping. Against her will I might add, until we made a deal. She’d pay me back as soon as she had everything set with the insurance and the rest of that shit. 
 
    I don’t fucking care. I lost the receipts so fat chance she’ll ever find out how much I’ve spent because I don’t want a damn penny. I consider her mine so everything I own is already hers anyway. 
 
    “Why? How? Crap, this costs a fortune. How did you get this? How did you know what to get?” She doesn’t even look at me but holds the scissors or hell, I don’t know what all those special haircut things are called. 
 
    “I had Ferris ask that girl who worked for you what the top of the line things you wanted and needed were.” I sigh because she looks ready to put all the things back into the box. “I need a haircut, okay? That day I went to your salon it wasn’t just to check it out...I really need one. So yeah, I wanted you to have the things I bought but I also need for you to give me a haircut. Can you?” Shit. “I mean, will you?” 
 
    She gives me a devilish grin. “What if I shaved it all off?” 
 
    I actually take a step back in horror. Would she? 
 
    “I’m kidding!” She jumps up and drags a chair from the corner, making me sit down before she wraps the cape around me.  
 
    No words are exchanged and that right there makes me nervous. Especially since she was kidding about shaving it all off. She was kidding…right? Fuck. The sound of the clippers adds to the nervousness, but I decide to let her have control. That means sitting as frozen as fuck and hoping I won’t end up bald. It takes some time until she uses a brush to get rid of the tiny hairs on my neck before removing the cape.  
 
    “There,” she states, pride tinging her voice. “Go and have a look.”  
 
    I’m afraid to and yet I can’t wait. Although it sure feels fucking good. Stalking my way into the bathroom, I freeze before the mirror. Holy hell that’s some nice work she did there. The sides are shaved short, leaving it longer on top and that’s combed damn perfect to the side. She even managed to tame my fucking beard to perfection.  
 
    I hear her coming up behind me, her sweet voice flowing through the air. “You like?” 
 
    Spinning around, I catch her in a hug and hoist her up against me, making her yelp. 
 
    “Like? I fucking love,” I tell her and crash my mouth against hers. 
 
    She melts against my body as I cup her fine ass and lift her allowing her legs to wrap around me. Fuck, that feels good. I turn so I can place her on the bathroom vanity, keeping her at the right height, dick level, so my hands can roam free. Our tongues are tasting the heat we both create in an effort to settle the craving we have for each other. 
 
    Her hands reach between us and when I feel her fingers going for my zipper, I regretfully step back while trying to catch my fucking breath. “Damn, darlin’…just hang on.” 
 
    “What for?” She leans in and nips my ear. “I can’t wait to feel you inside me. It’s been almost a week since we met and we’ve waited long enough, don’t you think?” 
 
    I fucking groan as if I can already feel myself sinking into her hot pussy. “Don’t say such things.” 
 
    “I’d be lying if I didn’t.” The need in her voice is gutting me. 
 
    I take another step back and cup her face. “I want things to be handled before my dick enters you. And we’re close to putting it behind us since the fucker who put a hit on your salon is coming back from the cruise he took his sister on.” 
 
    I went over to Ross Royale’s place as soon as I could to break his neck, but the fucker was long gone. Turns out he took his stepsister out of the state for an impulsive break. Yeah, right…more like impulsive alibi if you asked me.  
 
    And from what I’ve found out, the stepsister isn’t all that happy with this guy. The rumor is that he’s been keeping her like a damn slave. The only thing she’s allowed to do is work in the salon where he controls everything and provides a fucking cover-up for his drug related business. 
 
    With all that shit what went on with my grandmother? She’s dead because of a damn drug dealer and I have no patience where they are concerned. Fucking scum that preys on people who are in need of support and guidance. And instead making them drift off in a state and keeping them coming back for their next fix. I’m dead set to end this guy today rather than tomorrow.  
 
    I knew the second that fucker was back in town, and that was forty-five minutes ago. I didn’t bother with hunting him down because I knew for a fact he would be back in a matter of days. Okay, honesty here…I didn’t want to leave Jodi’s side. And why go through all of that because the inevitable will happen now anyway? I will kill Ross Royale and wipe out his drug business. 
 
    Jodi sighs in defeat and that right there makes me chuckle. She’s just as pumped up as I am about all of it. I haven’t been holding back when it comes to her. Well, nothing except for my dick obviously. But I mean…she’s seen the real me, knows what’s going on and how we handle stuff. She knows me, she sees me...and fuck…she still wants me. 
 
    “Can’t you just let someone else kill him so it’s handled and we can spend the day in bed doing…you know?” My woman shrugs and it’s damn fucking adorable. 
 
    The corner of my mouth twitches. “Jodi…this shit is personal for me. You struggle with words when you tell me we need to fuck, have sex, bury my cock inside you or you might as well say it how it’s going to be between us seeing we’ll be doing that shit till the end of days; make love. See how many options there are and yet you tiptoe around those words? But you easily voice the words about killing someone. You have experienced the kind of person I am these last few days except for seeing the actual things I do. So, let’s be clear about this up front since it seems you handle shit well enough, yet you need to know…need to hear it from me.” I take a deep breath before I stare into her eyes. “Those I consider deserve to die, will be killed by me, without any remorse. I’m a man who will get close enough in a fight so I can enjoy seeing the life of another person slipping through my fingers. Yet when my fingers slide over your skin it’s as if I can feel the life slip right into me to enlighten my heart. So I’ll make damn sure everything is set before we take that next step; make raw as fuck love where I claim you as mine in every way.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 08 
 
    ***Jodi*** 
 
      
 
    I can’t help staring at him from across the large table. After we had that little discussion in the bathroom, Ronin knocked on our door telling us we need to get into church to discuss something. Not that I minded the interruption because the air surrounding us was thickened with emotion that made it clear where we were standing in our relationship. 
 
    And he’s made it very clear that we’re in one. Well, more in an over the top caveman statement. But still, these last few days I’ve felt special, treasured. A priority where the world exists solely for me. That’s how he’s made me feel. Add that to the person I’ve been getting to know and I never want to leave him ever again. 
 
    It would be insane to say I’m happy my salon blew up because it gave me the man I adore but shit…that’s a close call. We can’t turn back time and make do with what life throws at us so I damn well am grabbing hold of him and will never let go. 
 
    “Are you fucking kidding me?” Bark seethes and crumbles the piece of paper in his hands that Ronin just gave him and throws it on the table. 
 
    “Afraid not, man. How would you like to handle it?” Ronin asks. 
 
    “With my bare fucking hands or maybe use my knife,” Bark vows and pushes his chair away from the table and starts to pace. 
 
    “What’s going on?” I ask and stand because I need to go to Bark who’s radiating anger. 
 
    “Leave him for a moment, Jodi. He needs to walk it off before he starts to bark out orders,” Ronin chuckles.  
 
    He might find it funny to mention why my man got his nickname, but seeing Bark like this is anything but fun. Before I can make any choice in what to do with either of them, I decide to find out what the cause of Bark’s anger is. Ronin sees my action but I snatch up the crumbled piece of paper before he can. 
 
    Ronin tries to grab it from me but I dash off, twist around and hold the paper to read it quickly before one hand surrounds my waist while another tries to reach for my arm that’s holding the note with the request for my murder. 
 
    “Shit,” I gasp and this time I don’t even take the effort to hide curse words with a sneeze to be polite about it. “What the hell?” 
 
    “Get your fucking hands off my woman,” Bark bellows before I’m freed from Ronin’s grip.  
 
    Turning around, I witness a visual that’s similar to two wolves circling each other. Ronin and Bark eyeing one another, ready to pounce. Over…what? Ronin preventing me from reading why Bark’s angry? Again…what the hell? 
 
    I step in the middle and swing my head left and right. “Just stop. I don’t want you two fighting.” 
 
    “He fucking touched you,” Bark hisses through his teeth. 
 
    I roll my eyes. “Oh, just stop right there. He was trying to snatch away the paper that said Ross Royale wants me dead.” 
 
    Bark cringes.  
 
    “See? That’s what he was trying to do…prevent me from seeing it, not feeling me up, you idiot.” I step closer to Bark and he opens his arms as if we both need it just as much. 
 
    “Okay, this is all sweet and shit, but we need a plan and since this is personal for you…let’s hear it already. Anouk is ready to pop out our kid and I don’t want any loose ends that might come crawling in here any time soon. Get me?” Ronin snaps. 
 
    Suddenly I feel terrible. “I’m sorry.” I pull away from Bark’s embrace. “I’ll go.” 
 
    “What the fuck? No, you won’t,” Bark counters. 
 
    “But you heard him. I don’t want the risk of Ross Royale coming for me here. I can’t put Anouk at risk like that.” My eyes go wide. “Unless.” Oh, God…would someone else from Lost Valkyries MC kill me because it’s a job offer? 
 
    “Now just clear your fucking head with that thought. No one is going to kill you. Not now, not ever. You’re my Old Lady so you’re under the protection of the club.” Bark’s voice is fierce. “The fucker just came back into town so I’m going to handle it today.” 
 
    “But why did he come back now? I mean, he went on a cruise when he asked for the explosion at my salon…you said it was probably to create an alibi…now he wants me dead and he just came back? That’s weird.” I shake my head in an effort to clear it. I can’t understand any of it. “And seriously, why do I need to die? I never did anything to him, or to anyone for that matter. I’m a nobody.” 
 
    “Aw, darlin’. You’re not a fucking nobody. You’re everything to me, my whole goddamn world,” Bark tells me before he kisses me. 
 
    “I need to remember that sappy shit to tell Anouk.” Ronin’s voice makes Bark pull back. 
 
    “Use your own damn words and mind, fucker,” he growls before he gives me his attention. “I’ve been doing some digging and it seems like he sees you as a big rival for his salon. He needs to keep up appearances and with you picking shit back up…” He sighs. “Nora and Tessa have been telling people you said they will have their job back when you open a new salon. He doesn’t want to take that risk so it’s easier taking you out. He doesn’t mind those girls making house visits, but he doesn’t want a second hair salon in this tiny town.” 
 
    “What?” I gasp in shock. Is all of this for real? “That’s insane. Can’t the sheriff do anything?” 
 
    “The sheriff is getting a haircut by Monica along with a big fat envelope every week to look the other way,” Ronin states, taking away any option to handle this the legal way. 
 
    “That’s why the sheriff came in every single day ushering everybody out of my salon talking about the bomb threat,” I mutter. 
 
    “Yeah.” Bark pulls me close while he tells me, “And the hit on your salon came in the day before I walked into your place so they tried scaring you first, and when that didn’t work they placed the order with us to make the threat real. Also, the reason why Ross feels comfortable coming back home, is because he’s throwing a party where the sheriff and lots of others are present during the timeframe he wants your murder to take place. Since he knows with us handling the salon blowing up so well timed the last time. Fucking Gust, I need to kick his ass all over again.” 
 
    “Not just Gust’s fault, Anouk, mine, whatever…that shit isn’t gonna happen again,” Ronin adds in anger. 
 
    “But what is going to happen?” I question out loud. 
 
    “Getting rid of Ross Royale, his drug business, and every dirty fucker who dances to his tunes. That’s what’s gonna happen,” Bark vows. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 09 
 
    ***Bark*** 
 
      
 
     “You sure about this?” Gust asks me. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m fucking sure. Set it up, ready to blow that fucking building. No one is in there yet and Ronin just let me know he saw Ross and Monica coming this way with three of his goons he always has around him. They’ll park in the garage like usual and we’ll be waiting for them.” I connect my gaze with Ferris. “Be ready to take Monica out of here the second we have a handle on this shit.” 
 
    Ferris gives me a nod. With all the information we’ve collected, it’s clear Monica is a victim in all of this. She’s got the hospital records to prove the abuse she’s suffering. Her mother married Ross’ father when Monica was sixteen. To make a long story short, she was never allowed to go anywhere alone and when her mother died, Ross made her his personal doll to do whatever he liked with her. That also entailed giving Monica a hair salon to keep her busy. Not out of the kindness of his heart, fuck no; the perfect cover for his drug business. 
 
    I don’t mind killing one or two more to get that drug chain out of business, but fuck…something about a conscience telling me I need to give Monica a chance to get her out of it. Even though we’re all aware she’s quite the addict. If it’s her taking it to get through the day or if he’s forcing her, we’ve yet to determine. Ferris suggested we put her in a rehab facility his nephew owns. It’s in another state so we’re giving her a chance here while we still have an eye on her to take that fucking chance. 
 
    “Action, guys,” Gust states and starts to run. 
 
    And again, when an explosive expert starts to run…you follow that dude in the direction he’s going. Although the explosives aren’t set to detonate yet. 
 
    There’s a black SUV pulling up in the driveway that leads to a garage. The garage we slipped into a moment ago. There are six of us and five of them. Not quite fair, but who fucking cares. I would have gladly done this myself but it is what it is. 
 
    The doors slide open and I watch how Monica is being dragged out of the SUV by a guy while Ross’ voice rings out. “Now why did you give it to her already, Todd? I needed her to have a clear head.” 
 
    “She overheard Ron and me about you giving the order to kill that hair salon chick. She went berserk, I had to,” Todd replies. 
 
    “And I needed her at that fucking party that’s going to take place in two hours and now she’s fucking wasted you moron!” Ross snarls. 
 
    The last guy steps out of the SUV and that’s our cue to attack. I lunge for Ross while I let my brothers take care of the rest of them. The world doesn’t exist for me right now other than the limited space Ross and I are in. He manages to palm his gun but it’s no use, I’ve got him disarmed with a twist of my hand before I grip my knife and plunge it in his gut while grabbing the fucker by the throat. 
 
    “You’ve made your last move, fucker. I’m ending you. Fucking drug dealing scum.” I punctuate each word with a stab of my knife into him.  
 
    He doesn’t even get a chance to fight me and even if he could, it would be no use. My favorite color starts to seep through his clothes and leaks over my hand. I pull back slightly, creating the room I need for one final thing. 
 
    “Lights out, motherfucker,” I snarl and lodge my knife underneath his chin, impaling his head on my knife in one smooth move. 
 
    With a feeling of contentment, I slide my favorite knife out and wipe it somewhat clean on his clothes. Glancing around, I see my brothers watching me, bodies of Ross’ men on the ground and all taken care of. Ferris is holding Monica, who’s drugged out of her mind, in his arms. 
 
    “Go, get her out of here,” I tell him and all he gives me is a nod before he disappears out of the garage. 
 
    “Okay, brothers, time to get the hell out of here so I can push the button and sweep this place of any evidence,” Gust tells us. 
 
    We head out and the second we’re at a safe distance, Gust blows the place up, taking care of all of our problems in one go; bye, bye evidence. I use the ride back to the clubhouse to let the wind blow away the rest of the stress I’ve built up with the shit that went down. My chest is tightening with the fact that everything is taken care of. My woman doesn’t have to look over her shoulder ever again. Not to mention the world is cleared of another dirty drug dealing scum.  
 
    When I finally step inside the clubhouse, I make my way to my room. I need a damn shower before I search for Jodi. Not that I have to actually go and hunt her down or something. Anouk wanted her company to chat, eat ice cream, watch a movie, or some vampire series, hell…I don’t fucking know. All they said was they needed girl time and Anouk was happy there finally was another Old Lady around. 
 
    That also pleased Ronin. Gave the fucker a chance to have his Old Lady looked after, have her all content, and a way not to have her clean the place. So that all worked out. The last few days they’ve become fast friends. She’s managed to slide into my life at warp speed, taking my heart along with it while she settles in my lifestyle without even looking back. We both have our eyes set on the future and it’s one I’m set to enjoy to the fullest. 
 
    The hot water washes everything away. I’ve already put my bloody clothes into a bag that Gust took to burn. Drying off, I walk into the bedroom so I can multitask. I need to grab some sweatpants to go and get Jodi. Except I’m frozen in my tracks when my gaze lands on the bed. She’s lying there. Naked. Perfect tits greeting me and waiting for me to worship them for hours.  
 
    Jodi gives me a sweet but uncertain smile. “Ready?”  
 
    Ready? Fuck. I’m about to blow a nut right here with just the mere sight of her naked and waiting for me. 
 
    “Darlin’…I don’t think neither one of us is ready for what’s to come.” I drop the towel and check the door first, making sure the lock is in place because I don’t intend to be interrupted any time soon. 
 
    Stalking my way back to the bed, I come to a stop and palm my erection. Squeezing, I try to take the edge off the pressure that’s already building. My knees almost buckle when Jodi crawls toward me as the tip of my dick disappears into her hot mouth.  
 
    “Fuck,” I growl as my eyes close. I can’t even watch that shit because it’s something I’ve been dreaming about for days. 
 
    Clearly dreaming and reality are such a damn contrast that I have no other option than to slide my fingers into her hair and throw my hips forward, hitting the back of her throat before I pull her off my dick. 
 
    Guiding her surprised face up, I take her mouth in a hard kiss before I let her know, “I can’t have you sucking me off when I want to bury myself in that sweet pussy of yours. I’ve been waiting too damn long to finally sink myself deep to brand you with my cum.” I feather my lips over hers to brush away her needy moan. “Don’t worry, darlin’ we got all night and the rest of our lives to enjoy each other in every fucking way possible.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 10 
 
    ***Jodi*** 
 
      
 
    Oh, gosh, I can’t breathe. When I had him inside my mouth I could feel each piercing with my tongue and now he’s about to enter my pussy. He’s hovering over me, this magnificent man. If my body wasn’t on fire, on the verge of being consumed, I would believe I was dreaming. 
 
    Hard muscle where every inch of him is decorated with ink, making him so much more empowering. His eyes are black with lust and yet they hold the added emotion I want to drown in because it mirrors mine; love. Although it’s been a speed train ever since he walked into my life, it’s clear that’s what it is. The tip of his dick grazes my clit, making the both of us moan. 
 
    “No condom,” Bark states. “I’m clean and never been with a woman without one so this will be the first, our first. I need to feel all of you without a damn barrier.” 
 
    “I’m clean and on the pill.” I want to say hurry already but I manage to bite my lips before I sound too desperate. 
 
    “Fuck, yeah,” he groans as he gently moves forward sliding in inch by inch. Or I should say piercing by piercing because the feel of those are indescribable. 
 
    His hand travels up to my breast, squeezing gently before he rolls my nipple between his fingers. I cup his neck to bring his face down to me; I need his mouth on mine. My eyes roll into the back of my head when he’s filling me up completely. He gives me some of his weight while our tongues are swirling against each other. It’s an overwhelming experience to be cocooned by this man. 
 
    Pumping slowly, it feels like he’s taking his time to make it all last, but for me it’s inevitable when he rotates his hips. My lips leave his so I can scream his name when my orgasm takes me by surprise. 
 
    “I’ll be sure to remember that spot, darlin’,” he grunts while his speed picks up. “You light up beautifully when I do, and damn if that vice grip isn’t trying to squeeze the cum right out. Not yet, though. Not. Fucking. Yet.” His hips articulate every word. Slamming back and forth as I feel another orgasm starts to build.  
 
    I scrape my nails along his back in an effort to pull him closer; I need more of him. But my hands fall back from his body when he leans back. A sound of disappointment rips from me when his dick leaves my body. Confused, I look up when he slips off the bed. Surprise hits me hard when I’m being grabbed by the ankle as he pulls me slightly off, turning my body so I’m now standing on the floor, gripping the bed as he bends me over, positioning me the way he wants. 
 
     His hand slides up and down my back when he slams back into me. “Damn, darlin’, you feel so fucking good. Not gonna last when you’re allowing me to bury myself deeper like that. Can you feel it? I sure as fuck can. Every single twitch, rub, slide…” He groans in delight, making me moan while electricity bounces over my skin because of what he does to me, how he and his words enter me. 
 
     His hand grips my shoulder hard, pinning me in place while his other grabs my wrists to bring my arms around my back. I have no control whatsoever, he’s taking it, dominating me in a way that I gladly submit into an overwhelming orgasm. 
 
    I feel him thicken inside me even more before hot streams are pulsing inside me. Bark grunts loud that slips into a moan or shit, maybe it’s my name he’s moaning out. I’m not able to make sense of anything but the sweet and utter pleasure he surrounds me in. 
 
    Out of breath and covered with sweat, he drags our bodies onto the bed where he makes sure that I’m draped over his chest the way he likes. Enjoying the feel of his rapid heartbeat underneath mine I take it all in. The way he placed me over his beating heart, how fierce he was in our lovemaking, how this man needed to clear my past so we could grow a future together that was all clear and open. 
 
    That reminds me. “What happened with Monica?” 
 
    Bark gave me the file to read with all the information they’d gathered. At first, I wanted to stay out of it, but now I’m glad they kept me in the loop. I first thought Monica was a bitch so it was gut-wrenching to hear the situation she was supposed to be in. Supposed because going in, they weren’t sure. 
 
    “We were right.” I feel Bark stiffen underneath me. “I didn’t expect it to be that bad. Ferris took her to a rehab facility his nephew owns. Ferris’ nephew will keep a close eye on her and will keep us up to date about her situation.” 
 
    We both fall silent after his words. In some way I want to hear about what he did to Ross and yet, I don’t even care or need to know. Bottom line is that the whole situation is handled. How quick my life changed when the salon blew up, how perfectly smooth it seems to be falling back into place. 
 
    Bark abruptly flashes up, making me tumble from his chest onto the mattress beside him. “Oh, I found something you’re gonna love,” he tells me with a bright smile painting his loving mouth. 
 
    My eyes slide down to his dick with those amazing piercings. Reaching out, I wrap my hand around it and squeeze. “I already found something I love,” I tell him. 
 
    He groans and bends toward me sliding his tongue over my bottom lip. “You didn’t find that one, darlin’. You damn well stole it along with my heart.” 
 
    “That’s right,” I croon, sliding up and down along his dick that’s hardening at the attention I’m giving him. “You’re all mine.” 
 
    “Yes,” he hisses through his teeth. “Fuck, love. Keep it up and I’ll come all over your damn hand.” 
 
    “No, you won’t,” I murmur against his lips before he can deepen the kiss I move down and take him into my mouth. 
 
    His fingers dig into my hair to urge me on. Not like I need it, because with this man it’s like I can never get enough. The feel of his piercings rubbing my palm, the way he hardens even more with each stroke. It’s all a reminder of when he was inside me.  
 
    A hand sneaks over my body and slides between my legs. When a mere touch grazes my clit, it causes the kind of fire inside me that tells me my orgasm is near. I hollow my cheeks and make sure to swirl underneath the head to give full attention to his sensitive spot. The growl that rips from his body and the way one of his fingers plunges inside me tells me this is exactly how he likes it. 
 
    His thumb rubs small circles on my clit before pressing down hard. My orgasm hits, making me hum around his dick as I feel Bark start to pulse into my mouth. There isn’t even time for me to give him one lazy lick before I’m being pulled up to be caught by an intense kiss. 
 
    “I knew there was someone special waiting for me,” Bark whispers against my mouth. 
 
    My fingers wrap around his necklace. “Someone special like the stories people tell about the kind of love that’s stronger than anything you know. Someone you can share anything with.” 
 
    “She was right,” he tells me with a voice loaded with emotion. 
 
    The way our lives have crossed without knowing each other is a connection that enhances our belief that this is meant to be. My heart tugs with the sadness that his grandmother isn’t around to see that her grandchild has found what she found with her one and true love. Although only time will tell if we’re able to hold strong and build a future together the way we intend it to be. 
 
    “Will you let me show you what I found for you?” Bark chuckles. “And I must say I’m not at all against you interrupting me with another blow job.” 
 
    I roll my eyes but can’t help but giggle. “You’re safe to move now, I think I can restrain myself for a few minutes.’ 
 
    “Just a few minutes, huh?” He gives me a smug smile. 
 
    “Show me already,” I demand and scoot my back against the headboard. 
 
    Bark moves away from the bed and grabs his laptop. Starting it up, I watch how he clicks a few times before the screen fills with a real estate site. A few hits on the keyboard and I’m looking at a place that’s right next to a retirement home. 
 
    “I think this is a great spot, look.” He flips through all the pictures that are listed on the site.  
 
    I hear his voice ramble off details and yet I can’t say anything. There’s a lump in my throat and my eyesight is blurry. This man who saw everything I had blown up, the one who managed to steal my heart…he searched for a new place to open a salon. Next to where most of my clients come from. 
 
    “It’s…it’s perfect,” I croak. 
 
    He stops scrolling and locks his gaze with mine, emotions flowing freely and all for me.  
 
    His hand reaches out, cupping my face and sliding his thumb over my bottom lip and adds, “You’re the one who’s perfect.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 EPILOGUE 
 
    Six years later 
 
    ***Bark*** 
 
      
 
    I cross my arms in front of my chest and lean against the doorframe, shamelessly admiring the view of my wife lying in bed. Fuck, she’s gorgeous. I’m thankful each day that I’ve managed to slap a ring on her pretty little finger.  
 
    It’s still early in the morning and I just came home from a two-day job in another state. I drove all night to come home. I hate leaving her with the kids. Well, our daughter is four and the other one is five months along in her belly, it’s not like she can’t handle it, but still.  
 
    Isabeau, our daughter, who carries my grandmother’s name, went with my Prez. and his Old Lady. Ronin asked me in a text last night if it was okay if she went along with them. They’re going to the zoo with their own two kids and since Isabeau treats them as siblings, she was all too excited to go this morning. I told her to be as quiet as a mouse so mommy could sleep.  
 
    Raising a tiny human isn’t all roses and fucking sunshine. It’s diapers that can’t handle the shit, so it explodes all over their tiny bodies, nights without sleep, and one bug after the other that has the both of us awake to comfort the little one. But in the end it’s all worth it, because it’s our life and we make it work. 
 
    This second pregnancy though? It’s wearing her out. Isabeau’s was a piece of cake, no morning sickness, nothing. But this one? Let’s just say we’re both glad the morning sickness is gone and hasn’t raised its ugly head for a few weeks now. But she still needs to build up her strength and sleep when she can.  
 
    Of course, Jodi blamed me the second we heard this one was a boy. Something about guys being hellions and like father like son. Doesn’t matter because I’m proud as fuck and will do anything for my family. 
 
    “Hey,” Jodi croaks as her hands go up to stretch before snuggling them back underneath her pillow. “When did you get back?” 
 
    Pushing off the doorframe, I stalk to the bed and sit down. I brush away her hair that has fallen into her face. “Just now. Right on time to get our little munchkin ready for a trip to the zoo with Ronin and Anouk.” 
 
    Her eyes widen. “Isabeau is off to the zoo all day?” 
 
    “All day,” I confirm. 
 
    I see her mind going into overdrive. This woman is so magnificent with running her salon with four girls on a payroll and yet manages to do so much for the community too. Her heart is big, but right now I need her to be a little selfish.  
 
    “No, Jodi. I’ve texted Nora and she’s gonna open the salon and take care of it today. You have nothing else to do but enjoy yourself. So that means you’re going to stay in bed, catch up on some sleep or watch TV for all I care, but you’re taking this day.” I brace myself for an outburst. She loves to give me hell when I interfere with her stuff. 
 
    Not that I do it all too often. When I do it, most times it’s to challenge her because make up sex is just too damn good. I love seeing the fire in her eyes and it allows the both of us to blow off some steam. Although that doesn’t last long, I did mention make up sex, right? 
 
    But instead of giving me shit, her face lights up and she graces me with a beautiful smile while snuggling deeper into the pillow. She pats the bed next to her. “Come on. If it’s my day, I want snuggle time.” 
 
    “Yeah right,” I snort. “Snuggle time means rubbing that fine ass of yours against my dick. Most times that’s your translation for ‘I need your dick inside me so lemme have it’. I did say it’s your day but, darlin’…you need to rest up instead of me wearing you out.” 
 
    And now she looks like she’s going to give me hell. Before she can do so, I jump out of her reach, grab the hem of my shirt and throw it over my head.  
 
    “I’m gonna take a shower.” Should make it a cold one, I mentally add, and disappear into the bathroom to rob her from replying. 
 
    Instead, I take my time enjoying the hot water comforting my muscles. I’ve been riding all night. Ferris wanted to crash in a motel for the night to get some shut eye, but there’s something about going home to your family that keeps you awake and alert to get back home and into your own bed. But damn…I’m feeling that shit now. 
 
    Maybe it’s the warmth of the water or the realization that I’m home and everyone is safe and taken care of, but suddenly I’m dead tired. Shutting off the water, I make quick work to dry off before I stroll back into the bedroom. 
 
    Jodi’s sleeping. Just as I thought…she needs this; sleep and a full day where she only has to take care of herself. Between the salon and all the mundane things that come with raising a family, it’s exhausting. Not to mention the pregnancy. And this little woman doesn’t let me handle the cleaning or the cooking. Nope, take fucking turns instead of me taking shit out of her hands so she can put her feet up. 
 
    Right now, though? She’s taking what I give her and that’s the reason I wrap my arm around her waist, pull her close and snuggle against her. Damn she smells great. I close my eyes and drift off. 
 
    Dreams should always be vivid. The one I’m experiencing now is every man’s fantasy. Might end in a damn wet dream, that’s for sure. The loud moan escaping me makes my eyes flash open. Fuck. That’s damn embarrassing. I mean when you scream out in your sleep, the one next to you gets the impression you’re having a nightmare…Me? I’m having a damn porn-dream. Try explaining that one, huh? 
 
    My eyes collide with the same back and ass that was the centerpiece of my dream; my wife riding my dick. And thank fuck my dream has flipped to reality because this is way better. My hands dig into her flesh so I can spread my fingers on her lush ass, guiding her up and down.  
 
    She releases a damn sexy moan as she looks over her shoulder. “Oh, good, you’re awake.”  
 
    Her feet were digging into the mattress but now that I’m awake she slides to her knees and balances on her hands that are now between my legs. Fuck. This gives me a full front visual of her pussy that’s greedily taking my dick. I can barely hold myself back not to flip her over and fuck her hard. Gotta keep that belly safe but damn, she’s making me crazy. 
 
    Raising up, I wrap my arms around her and guide her upper body down with me. Her knees come up so her feet are back on the mattress to lift that lush ass slightly, balancing herself while she gives me the room I need. Planting my own feet, I start to thrust my hips up in a rhythm that her pussy is asking me for. My hand sneaks down, feeling my dick sliding in and out while I take some of the wetness and find her clit. 
 
    She buckles against me and cries out when I press down to make slow circles. So fucking sensitive. Her pussy clamps in anticipation around my dick and dammit, I didn’t think it could get harder but she manages to pump my body to its full extent. 
 
    “You gonna come for me, darlin’?” I whisper into her ear, hearing her breath catch. “Squeeze my dick the way I like it so I can follow you into oblivion?”  
 
    She uses all the air she has to keep breathing, unable to form words, but I damn well feel she’s close. One more circle over her clit and she lights up. She grinds herself against me while her pussy strangles the cum right out of me. As I grunt her name, we both surrender to the pleasure we take from each other. 
 
    We are both exhausted and yet I don’t even try to slide her off me. Instead when she tries to move I keep her pinned. “Stay put,” I growl. 
 
    Because for real, my dick softening inside that hot pussy, my hand on her belly that’s filled with our child…fucking heaven right there.  
 
    “Best place in the house,” she sighs in contentment.  
 
    My fingers trail over her skin reminding me of the fact that I’ve found everything life has to offer. The perfect fairytale my grandmother used to rave about to anyone who would lend her an ear. One of those being the woman I hold in my arms. The woman I repeatedly fall in love with every damn day.  
 
    “Damn straight,” I croak while my fingers reach her beating heart. A heart I know loves me in the exact same way. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    THE END

Thank you for reading Bark's story. Gaining exposure as an independent author relies mostly on word-of-mouth, so if you have the time and inclination, please consider leaving a short review wherever you can. Even a short message on social media would be greatly appreciated. 
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