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 CHAPTER 01 
 
    ***Gust*** 
 
      
 
    “Can you hurry up already?” I grumble at Ronin, my Prez.  
 
    We’ve been walking around the store—fucking grocery shopping—for like half an hour already and he hasn’t thrown anything in the cart. 
 
    “Somewhere you need to be, Gust? You on a fucking timer or some shit?” Ronin growls and rubs a hand over his neck. “Why the fuck is this so damn hard? Fucking groceries.” 
 
    My phone starts to ring and I ignore my Prez to snatch my phone from my pocket and answer it on the second ring.  
 
    “Gust?” a voice cracks. 
 
    “Who the hell is this?” I snap, jerking Ronin’s gaze to land on mine. 
 
    “Hey, old friend, it’s Keegan. Listen, Gust…I need a favor. One favor, please. I won’t ever ask you for anything else,” a blast from the past rushes out. 
 
    Why the hell is this idiot calling me after, what? Nine years or so? Growing up we used to live next door to each other. I watched the fucker spiral into bad shit. I’m not one to judge since I’m Lost Valkyries MC, but the MC Keegan started to hang out with nine years ago? Helios Darkness MC. No. Fucking. Morals.  
 
    None. They kill for their own benefit, deal drugs, and are not shy about using minors. That kind of shit. Me and him cut ties nine years ago and neither one of us looked back. Keep it to different goals or outgrown friendship, me leaving to join the army, what-the-fuck-ever. But I didn’t want anything to do with the fucker. 
 
    “Keegan,” I spit in disgust. “I’m hanging up now ‘cause I don’t owe you shit.” 
 
    “No, wait, it’s about Paisley, please,” the fucker begs and I’m very much aware of the fact I didn’t hang up. 
 
    The reason? Paisley. White hair, scrawny little bundle of fluff clutching her books, thanking me with a jingle bell voice every time I got her home safe because her fucked up brother didn’t care to do it himself.  
 
    I gave her a ride home uncountable times. Her parents didn’t have much money and had to work every damn second of the day to bring food to their table, they thought her brother would look after his sister, but no…most of the times she walked home. Well, I made sure to give her a lift whenever I saw her walking alongside of the road. Easy enough with her being my neighbor so it wasn’t like I had to drive the extra miles. 
 
    “Nine years, Keegan. Like I said, I don’t owe you shit, call someone who gives a fuck. One of your brothers for instance.” I snort, my mind spinning with all the reasons why this idiot would call me and not someone he knows or is a part of his MC, unless… 
 
    “You fucking idiot! What the hell did you do? You put the heat on her? Where the hell is she? Gimme the damn address,” I growl, my blood pressure spiking, causing me to feel the vein in my temple start to throb. 
 
    Keegan rattles off an address. “Get her out and keep her safe. I’ll,” 
 
    “No, you fucking won’t. You’ve done enough. I’m gonna make sure she’s safe and you’re gonna fuck off.” I don’t wait for him to throw words back but just end the call. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Ronin questions, shopping long forgotten. 
 
    “Someone I used to live next door to calls me out of the fucking blue to pick up his sister.” I shove my phone into my front pocket. Ronin keeps staring at me and raises his eyebrow in a silent demand for me to elaborate. I rub a hand over my face. “Last time I saw him…he was a prospect. Helios Darkness MC.” 
 
    Ronin’s face morphs into visible disgust. Yeah, same here, buddy. 
 
    “I know,” I grumble. “But, fuck…why would he call me? After all these damn years. Fucking hell, I just know he did some shit and dragged Paisley into his mess. I don’t owe him shit, but,” 
 
    “Women don’t ask to be pulled into club business. You never,” Ronin adds some curses but I cut him off. 
 
    “Listen, I need to head over to,” Remembering the address, it suddenly clicks. “Dammit. He gave me the address of the motel near Red Burton, the one with the pink doors.” 
 
    “Aw, fuck. I’m coming with; let’s go.” Ronin stalks past me straight out the door, heading for our bikes.  
 
    It’s close to ten minutes later when I park my bike and head for the room number Keegan mentioned. Two other bikes are parked and I nod to Ronin, whose hand slides to his gun.  
 
    I pound my fist on the door and bellow, “Paisley, it’s me, open the fuck up.” 
 
    I’m not even sure she remembers me since it’s been nine years since I last saw her. Hell, the only words we used to exchange were only a handful at a time. Though I’ve always felt protective of her, I can’t explain it any other than that.  
 
    Nine. Years. Yet here I am pounding on the door as if those years didn’t happen because I know for sure two bikers are in there and don’t fucking know what’s going on. All I know is that I need to get her home safe. 
 
    The door swings open. A meaty dude with slick hair and no sense of hygiene is swallowing up the space in front of me. “What do you want?” 
 
    I hear a woman yelp and see movement, and hear a struggle behind him. I place two hands on his chest and push the fucker inside. The fucker sputters and bellows until Ronin shuts him up by aiming his gun as he closes the door behind him.  
 
    Another meaty dude with the same leather cut as his buddy is holding on to a woman. In his other hand is a phone which he throws on the bed as he sneers, “What the hell is Lost Valkyries MC doin’ here?” 
 
    Ronin and I both ignore his comment and my focus is drawn to the woman’s body. Fucking curvy where it counts and with it my eyes feast until I get to her upper body where her shirt is ripped and she’s holding her fucking hands up to keep her breasts covered. Sweet, fluffy, candy cotton colored hair. Not white, fucking pink hair. Where’s the scrawny girl I knew? 
 
    “Paisley,” I growl, and hold out my hand, hoping to fuck the tiny as shit worm I knew morphed into this tremendous butterfly. 
 
    Her eyes lock on mine and I can see the wheels turning inside her head before it clicks. “August!”  
 
    Fuck. Long time since hearing my full name, even back then she was the only person who refused to call me Gust. She dashes around the asshole—who’s holding a piece of her clothing—and runs straight into my arms. 
 
    I place a finger underneath her chin, tipping her head slightly back. “You okay?” 
 
    Her bottom lip fucking trembles, eyes flowing over with fucking tears as she gives a tiny shake. Utter fury flows through my veins and I want to tear these fuckers apart. 
 
    “She’s Helios Darkness MC property. You have no right to barge in here and interfere with our club business,” the meaty fucker who opened the door sneers. 
 
    “I fucking well can. You’re in my damn town. Un-fucking-announced. And you throw at me this woman is Helios Darkness MC property? Gust, ask the lady,” Ronin snaps. 
 
    Fuck. This shit is bad. If it’s true we’re risking a war, walking straight into it. Did Keegan set me up? Why the hell would he do that shit? I haven’t seen him in years. 
 
    “Darlin’,” I address Paisley with my eyes locked on the two bikers. “Are you Helios Darkness MC property?” 
 
    “No!” she snaps, her voice stronger and pissed off. “My brother is Helios Darkness MC, I don’t have anything to do with his club. Keegan told me to meet him here.” 
 
    One of the meaty fuckers steps forward. “She’s Keegan’s blood, he’s not here, she is. I repeat, she’s Helios Darkness MC property.” 
 
    “Gust?” Ronin presses. “What’s she to you?” 
 
    The feel of this curvy woman plastered against me, trembling and barely covered. Even if I only knew her when we were teenagers growing up over nine years ago…hell, even if I didn’t fucking know her, it’s like my Prez said; women don’t ask to be pulled into club business. 
 
    I state the only thing that grants her full protection. “She’s my Old Lady, my fucking property. You’ve fucking touched what’s mine, and now you need to die.” 
 
    My fingers dive into Paisley’s pink hair as I bury her face against my chest, preventing her from watching my arm raise as I flash it up and pull the trigger at the same time Ronin takes out the other guy. 
 
    “This,” Ronin snaps, “is way fucking better and easier to handle than fucking grocery shopping.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 02 
 
    ***Paisley*** 
 
      
 
    Two gunshots ring out and I feel August’s chest rumble with laughter about something the other guy said. Every breath I take makes my lungs fill with the scent of leather, sandalwood, citrus, an indistinguishable link to August. Memories of the past fill my body as I sag further against this man. 
 
    Man. Not the young, sweet guy who looked after me when my brother would drop me like a hot potato and run off to wherever he spent his time. August would always show up out of nowhere and made sure I got home safe. 
 
    A sigh rips from my very soul. Not from what went down before this man stepped back into my life, but from the way my body welcomes his, as if my body recognizes its soulmate by some kind of chemical reaction his scent draws out. Insane. Seriously. There’s love at first sight, but I’ve never heard of smell and hand over your heart. 
 
    “We need to get out of here, now,” the guy August came with states. 
 
    I lift my head from the comfort of August’s chest and glance over to the other guy. His cut states he’s the President of Lost Valkyries MC. Turning back, I see August is a part of the same MC. His words now rush back about how he said I was his Old Lady…his property, and with it saved me.  
 
    But still bouncing from one ball to the other—MC to MC. I know what it did to my brother, how it changed him. I should have never returned to my hometown. Dammit, I’m sure this MC is just as bad, August is just as bad. I need to save myself, get away as far as I can from all these guys. 
 
    I step away and rush over to my backpack. I take a sweater out and pull it on. The nasty biker ripped off my blouse, leaving me half naked. Glancing down I see the asshole on the floor who wanted to rape me—would have—if August didn’t burst inside. Without a second thought my foot swings back and I kick the bastard in the balls. Hard. 
 
    “Nice. Kick a man when he’s down. Dead. Whatever. You claimed one with a mean streak. I think I like her. Now grab your Old Lady and let’s hit the fucking road so we can dodge any after blow,” the President of Lost Valkyries MC says. 
 
    He seems nice, though the scar along his face gives him a mean outer appearance. Maybe it’s the way his voice curls around the words and the fact he backs August up. But don’t all these guys back each other up?  
 
    One’s nice, they’re all nice. One kills a guy, the other…oh, right…there are two dead bodies on the floor, proving my very red point. Yikes. I need to get out of here, fast. I grab my other bag from the floor—and with it have all the things I own in this world—and stalk out the door. 
 
    “Not so fast, darlin’,” August says as his fingers wrap around my upper arm. “You need to come with me, and no fucking arguments; we need to move fast.” 
 
    Shit. August is right. We need to get out of here before anyone can tie us to those two dead guys. Though I’m pretty sure my brother didn’t check in using his own name, anyone who sees us can give the police a description for sure. Without objecting, I straddle the bike and wrap my arms around August’s waist as he gets us the hell out of here. 
 
    It’s been six years since I was last in town. Ever since my father took me away when mom got killed. Weird how the death of my father led me to come back here to face Keegan. And look how that went. I should have known better and followed my father’s request, but no, I had this nagging feeling to do the right thing and tell Keegan in person our father died. 
 
    Funny how things go because I for sure never expected to run into August or end up on the back of his bike. It doesn’t matter, though. As soon as I’m able to, I’m going to take the next plane out of here. I don’t even care where to…anywhere but here. 
 
    Normally I would have the next job lined up seeing as I’m an international nanny. My last job I was with a family for two and a half years. It would have ended next week but with my father’s death, the family assured me it was okay to leave early.  
 
    So here I am, no job lined up, and no place to stay. It sucks August is a biker, but he’s someone I used to know and trust. Seeing he basically saved me back there, it’s safe to assume I can trust him enough to bring me somewhere safe. At least give me time to think of what to do next. 
 
    I can still feel the rumble of the bike vibrating through my legs as I walk next to August into a large building. 
 
    “Bark, Titan, Crane, church, now!” 
 
    August leans in next to my ear. “We need to talk things through first with my brothers, then you and I will have a chat.” 
 
    “Fine,” I mutter. “It’s not like I have a choice in any of it.” 
 
    “I’m sure you didn’t, darlin’. Good thing Keegan called me, I sure as fuck don’t want to think what would have happened if he didn’t.” August’s words make me gasp. 
 
    “He called you?” Why the hell would he call August? 
 
    “Yeah.” August rubs a hand over his buzz cut. “Out of the fucking blue. Haven’t heard from him in nine years.” 
 
    “Church, Gust,” the President of this MC growls. “We talk details and shit in there. And bring your Old Lady because we need the intel she has.” 
 
    “Dude, I’m not his Old Lady,” I grumble. 
 
    “Don’t call me dude. The name is Ronin.” 
 
    “Well, I would say it’s nice to meet you, but the circumstances suck. But then again you were one of the two who helped me. Yeah, the verdict is still pending…I’m gonna ride this one out to see where it leads.” I’m not thrilled to be in a clubhouse filled with bikers because my brother and his MC only brought death and destruction to my family. 
 
    Dammit, I should have never returned here. Lesson learned. Again...first plane out of here when I have the chance. 
 
    There are three other men in this room and they all tell me their name. Nice, seems some do have manners. Another difference from my brother’s MC. Maybe I need to keep an open mind when it comes to these guys. Until I can leave that is. 
 
    “Thank fuck all the Old Ladies went on a trip with the kids so we only have our own asses to watch over,” Ronin grumbles. 
 
    “What the fuck happened? You were supposed to pick up groceries and what? Gust managed to come home with an Old Lady instead? Start from the fucking beginning,” Bark, a guy with a beard and lots of ink, says. 
 
    My eyes slide to his pecs where his leather cut states this man here is the VP. Suddenly I’m curious what August does for this MC. Do they have jobs? Tasks? Drugs to run, women to snatch, money to steal, people to kill? A chill runs up and down my spine. I need to leave. 
 
    But I can’t, so instead I sink down on a chair, hoping to gain some information as to what the hell is going on, so I know what I’m dodging as I hightail out of town and never return. 
 
    August takes the chair next to mine. “Me and Prez were at the store when I got a call from someone I knew years ago. Hadn’t heard from the fucker in nine years but he asked for one favor, to pick up his sister. If the favor involved Keegan, I would have ended the call. But I couldn’t ignore it when it involved Paisley.” 
 
    He clears his throat while mine clogs up. Not because my brother called him to come for me...but about the fact August came for me. Like he used to get me home safe when we were teenagers. I reach out and cover his hand with mine and give it a gentle squeeze. 
 
    “Thank you,” I croak in a whisper. 
 
    He gives me a tiny nod but directs his attention to the other guys. “When we arrived at the address he gave me, there were two bikers of Helios Darkness MC already attacking her.” 
 
    “Fuck. Why the hell are they in our fucking town?” Bark curses some more. 
 
    “Probably because of Keegan. Makes sense since the guy grew up here. Last time I heard, he’s Helios Darkness MC’s VP,” August states and it makes me suck in a breath. 
 
    I didn’t know my brother was the VP. Hell, before we spoke on the phone yesterday, I hadn’t seen or talked to him in six years. 
 
     “Gust here claimed Paisley. Then we killed those two fuckers and hightailed out of there,” Ronin grunts and everyone falls silent as all eyes turn to me. 
 
    As if I’m the one to blame for all of it? “Don’t look at me. I only came back to this freaking town to tell my brother our father died two weeks ago. I haven’t seen Keegan since my dad drove us out of town six years ago when retaliation of MC trouble landed at our doorstep. So, don’t you dare look at me. I’m not wearing a cut, I’m not the sonofabitch my brother is. You know what? Let me get out of your hair so you bikers can play with your guns and dicks to see who’s got the biggest ones. I’m going to catch the next plane out of here. Oh, and if you do run into my brother? Give him a damn bullet between the eyes after you tell him his father died.” 
 
    Screw this. I jump up and head for the door. I need to get far, far away from all of this. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 03 
 
    ***Gust*** 
 
      
 
    “Now wait just a goddamned minute,” I growl and manage to catch her upper arm before she slips through the door. I hold her in place and throw the words over my shoulder at my brothers, “I’m gonna take her to my room and talk shit through.” 
 
    “It’s called fucking, Gust. Use your cock and don’t pussyfoot around it but shove it in there to claim your woman the right way.” Crane laughs as I shut the damn door. Asshole. 
 
    Paisley glances over my shoulder with a disapproving look. With what she just threw out about her brother? It’s safe to say this woman’s holding a rightful grudge against MCs in general. And I’m not even mentioning the shit I dragged her away from today.  
 
    Just fucking great. A blast from my past. Sinful body. Hate toward everything I stand for, and I’ve managed to tie this woman to me. Frustrating and a hell of a challenge, but it’s also everything this woman radiates. Good thing I’m up for a challenge and I’ve got the patience along with it.  
 
    I’m an explosives expert. Have you ever disassembled a ticking bomb? I have. Steady as fuck hand, the longest last breath, and the will to live. There’s nothing I can’t do and I have to admit, with all my brothers claiming an Old Lady, I’ve been craving to claim one. Circumstances aside, I never in a million years thought it would be Paisley. 
 
    Paisley, the scrawny fluff with the timid ‘thank you’ and the only one I even cared enough for to make sure she always got home safe all those years ago. Shit. I now realize she was a girl back then, nothing like the hot, lush, filled with sin and curves woman who’s standing in my room. Glaring right at me, I must add. 
 
    Well, I guess it’s time she learned I’m no longer the ‘boy next door who’s gonna make sure she’s gets home safe’ type of guy I was back then. Fuck, no. I might have claimed her to make sure she got out of there alive and in one piece, but I fucking well claimed her for real. Meaning she’s my Old Lady. Mine. No chance in hell I’m ever gonna let her go. 
 
    “You can put your bags over there. And you might want to tone down the glaring, Paisley. I don’t condone that shit if I didn’t deserve it,” I snap. 
 
    Her shoulders sag slightly and she lets her bags drop to the floor. “Sorry. It’s been a hell of a day.” 
 
    I release my breath and try to soften my voice. “Hell of a few weeks by the sound of it. Sorry to hear about your father.”  
 
    She gives me a slight nod to acknowledge my words. I’d like nothing more than to ask what she meant with the retaliation of the MC trouble she mentioned in church, but that’s something I can get intel on through another way. It’s most definitely something I don’t want to get into right now with all the shit going on, lots of time in the future to get to know each other.  
 
    Seeing she’s my Old Lady, nothing will…wait. “Paisley, I claimed you as my Old Lady, you do understand what this means, right?” 
 
    Her eyes go wide. “You just said those words to save me. To get me out of there.” 
 
    I slowly shake my head. “A spoken claim is a solid claim nonetheless, darlin’.” 
 
    A sly smile spreads my face, satisfaction roaring through my body while my cock twitches in satisfaction. 
 
    “You can’t…we can’t…I’m…I…” Panic fills her face and my heart stutters. 
 
    What the fuck? “Don’t tell me you have a fucking boyfriend. Tell me right fucking now. Boyfriend? Married? En-fucking-gaged?” 
 
    “What? No,” she says in utter repulsion.  
 
    “Thank fuck. Well, it’s settled, you’re mine.” I smirk. 
 
    She narrows her eyes and stalks right up to me, punching my shoulder as if we’re the kids we were way back when. “Cut it out, August. You got me back safe, like you always did. I’m thankful, but my ass is gonna walk out the door—get on a plane—to never return to this fucked-up town ever again.” 
 
    If she thinks she can intimidate me or make a stand…all this little flare-up does is make my cock hard. “Nine fucking years, quite a leap to go from timid to feisty, huh, darlin’?” 
 
    I reach out and curl my fingers around her neck. She gasps but not from fear. Fuck, no. Her pupils dilate and her heartbeat picks up underneath my touch. My cock was already hard for her, but I’m pretty sure her cunt is dripping for me.  
 
    I drag her closer and lift her chin up with my thumb. Keeping our gaze locked I let my other hand cup her fine breast through the fabric. Her damn nipple is hard, acknowledging my suspicion of the effect we have on each other. I manage to pinch the tight peak through the fabric, making the sweetest of sounds flow over her pretty plump lips.  
 
    “Paisley,” I growl, barely hanging on. 
 
    ‘Hmmm?” she breathlessly questions as if she needs to drag her brain into our discussion. 
 
    “You. Are. Mine,” I vow as I slam my mouth over hers. 
 
    She melts against me and when her tongue slides over my damn lips in search of mine, it’s a done deal. I need to get my cock inside her. As Crane mentioned; I need to claim my woman the right way.  
 
    Her hands leave my body and she starts to undress herself without disconnecting our mouths. Our kiss is pure lust and hunger. Her mind doesn’t seem to fully understand what’s happening. Though she’s fully invested to get hot and naked; raw fucking. It’s the underlying tone what makes my cock even harder. She’s going to feel what it’s like to be my Old Lady. 
 
    I let my hands roam over her now naked body and it frustrates me I can’t see her. She’s too damn close. I swoop her off her feet easily and throw her on the bed, making her bounce in place. Stripping away the rest of my clothing and boots, I let my gaze slide all over her sweet curves. 
 
    How fucking lucky am I? Fuck women who need to live by a model-like standard, this body right here; all curves and made for me, is what it’s all about. The kind of package designed to handle all of me. How the hell would it ever fit in a tiny package I would break for sure? I let my hand fist my cock and lazily stroke to relish in the way she makes me crazy with every lush inch of her body. 
 
    “Condom or bare?” The raw need in my voice is undeniable.  
 
    She should be glad I even give her a choice because my restraint is bound to shatter and my cock will find her cunt any way, any-fucking-how. The way she gives her head a little shake and rips her eyes away from my cock lets me know she’s fighting the cloud of lust to be sensible. Good. I need her fully invested in what’s about to come. 
 
    “Condom?”  
 
    “Don’t return a fucking question with a question. Be sure about something as crucial as this,” I growl. “It’s been a few months for me and I have a clean bill of health. Besides, before that, I’d only let my cock out to play when it was all suited up. You being my Old Lady gives you the privilege of jumping on bare.” 
 
    She narrows her eyes, some of the lust clearing up when she snaps, “Same here, all clean, on the pill, and only let a dick inside me when it was covered by a condom.” 
 
    Her reply makes me wince and with it understanding dawns. “This is the only fucking time we discuss others.” 
 
    I step closer to the bed and place my knee on it while sliding her legs apart, giving me the perfect visual of her aroused cunt. Her eyes are locked on my bobbing cock. Reaching out, I tweak her nipple, making her hiss as goose bumps spread all over her skin. 
 
    “Eyes on me, Paisley. There will be enough time later to eat up my cock—either with your gaze up close or with your tongue—I’ll make sure you get an eyeful. For now?” I let my fingers slide through her cunt. “You’re going to have my face branded on your soul while I fuck your cunt raw enough to know just who it belongs to.” 
 
    Her breathing becomes shallow and my fingers are rewarded with a rush of wetness. All the damn proof I need to know how turned on she is with mere words.  
 
    “Fucking tight,” I groan as I slide two fingers inside her. “How long has it been?” 
 
    She clenches around me. “I thought we were done talking about others. Just get inside me already,” she hisses. 
 
    I slide my fingers out and smack my open hand against her pussy. Her gasp is becoming one of my favorite sounds and I start to wonder what she would sound like if I fucked her from behind while pumping her ass with a dildo. Fuck. Now I’m the one hissing to hold back the surge of lust coursing through my body. Dammit. What the hell is this woman doing to me? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 04 
 
    ***Paisley*** 
 
      
 
    Did he just smack my pussy? The sting turns to liquid heat, making my clit throb even more. Oh, shit. I’m in way over my freaking head. How could I ever think this guy was safe?  A solid connection from my past who was always there for me.  
 
    Now? Raw need radiates from his gaze, scorching me with the heat he’s about to unleash upon me. The words he just gave me? I’ve never had a guy talk to me like that or openly state his need to have me. 
 
    With the turn of events these last few weeks I decide to let go. Once I stepped inside August’s room, I surrendered to what’s to come; the ride he would take me on. And he’s doing a damn fine job of making me forget anything besides our two bodies. 
 
    I always had a secret crush on August but being young and invisible to boys, one can’t act on insecurities. Let alone confess to your brother’s friend you have the hots for him. Even more when I didn’t even know what those feeling entailed back then. Now I freaking know. And to be honest? It still scares the shit out of me but oh, do I long for it to happen; for us to happen. 
 
    I’m done with talking, or thinking for that matter. The way he asked about how long it’s been since I’ve had sex? Years. I’m not about to admit to this man—who radiates sex—I’m practically inexperienced. I can count the few times I’ve had sex on one hand and it was with the same person. And I can honestly say the guy didn’t even arouse a fragment of what August has managed to flare up. Another reason I can’t wait to feel him inside me. 
 
    I’ve never believed in love or lust at first sight but the feeling of righteousness I felt when August stepped back into my life—at a time when I needed him the most—can only be described as destined to be. So, now I’m destined to have some amazing sex.  
 
    My gaze slides to his impressive length. The most enthralling and breathtaking sight. Maybe his question about how long it’s been since I’ve had sex wasn’t as weird as I thought…it’s going to take some effort to get something this huge to slide inside my pussy. 
 
    “Eyes,” August rumbles. 
 
    As if his voice, body, dick—all of him—isn’t intimidating enough, he needs to hold my gaze as if he’s claiming my very soul. Shit. How many hours since we met again? And we’re freaking naked and in bed together. 
 
    “Stop,” August snaps and it’s as if my heart slows down with his harsh demand. “Why is there suddenly a hint of panic in your eyes, darlin’?” 
 
    I try to keep my breathing under control and mutter, “Because maybe, just maybe, you’re a little intimidating and I feel overwhelmed by all of it.” I make sure to land my eyes on his dick when I emphasize it. 
 
    Now the annoying man smirks but lets himself fall down next to me on the bed. He reaches out and drapes me over his body. His fingers go into my hair, holding my head against his muscled chest. 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing to me,” August mutters, I’m guessing to himself, “making me all soft.” 
 
    Soft? Is he serious? “You’re anything but soft,” I snicker and wiggle against him. 
 
    His fingers tighten in my hair, making me gasp from the sting. How does this guy keep me at a constant balance of a flare of pain which evolves into desire?  
 
    “I would have been fucking you by now instead of worrying about you or if we’re going too fast. Fucking hell, I sound like a damn chick. Don’t ever repeat that shit, it stays between us,” August groans and it makes me snicker. 
 
    It stays between us. It’s something he used to say when he brought me home. August just made sure I got home safe, but it made me feel special nonetheless. It used to make my stomach flip when he said it, as it does now. 
 
    “We were both moving too fast and enjoying every second, then it suddenly overwhelmed me…but now?” I let my tongue trail over my bottom lip. 
 
    Slightly raising myself, I stare into his eyes and even if he’s got rough features with the buzz cut, strong jaw and those deep green eyes with a hint of gray…he makes me feel safe, desired…as if there’s nothing more important in this world except me. 
 
    “I want to go full speed ahead,” I whisper and slowly inch down to lick his lips. 
 
    He growls and guides my head to the side, taking control over our kiss while his other hand is gripping my ass. When this man puts his hands on me or so much as glances my way, I feel myself opening up even more to let him inside. Where I froze a moment ago—feeling overwhelmed—I’m completely driven by lust and longing now. 
 
    My hips tilt and I can feel his dick nudge my entrance. A moan slips free, swallowed by August at the same time I let myself slide down, taking his dick one slow inch at a time. 
 
    His mouth leaves mine to bury his face into my neck, hissing through his teeth, “Fuuuuuuuuck.” 
 
    I hold my breath and fight the urge to scream. I’m not sure if it’s from the burn of stretching to accommodate his dick or from the intense passion singing through my body by being filled and intimately connected with my August. 
 
    My August. The realization shocks me. After all these years, now is the time to voice a teenage dream becoming reality. I wrap my fingers around his head and pull him from my neck, connecting our gaze to voice the words he said earlier, I turn the tables on him.  
 
    “You belong to me, I’m the only one you’re fucking.” I manage to get my words out in one fluent sentence. 
 
    I would have said “the only one you make love to” but I’m not one to fool myself. The here and now is driven by lust. Even if I had a crush on him many years ago...hell, I still do. It doesn’t change the fact it’s instinct that takes over. 
 
    “Mine,” August replies and spins us around hopping to his knees on the mattress as he grips my hips and starts to pounce. Oh. Gosh. The angle. The way he slides in and out with his thick girth, hitting a sweet spot inside me... 
 
    “Auguuuuuust,” I release his name on a moan and surrender to him completely. 
 
    He doesn’t let me come down from the rush of bliss I’m riding wave after wave, but instead he picks up speed until he buries himself deep one last time. My name spills from his lips, his eyes locked on mine freely showing so many emotions, it rips my breath away. 
 
    His hips start to slowly rock at the same time he buries his head into the crook of my neck. He’s breathing me in while murmuring sweet words. Or I imagine so because I can’t understand a word he’s saying. They sound sweet though, as are the soft kisses and the delicious tremors rocking the lower half of my body. It’s as if he’s prolonging our pleasure to keep it on a slow burn. Not that I could go another round. I feel utterly spent. 
 
    He shifts our bodies so we’re on our side, still connected and wrapped up in each other. With my arms around him I feel myself drift off to sleep, and still, I can’t let go of him. With the turn of events, I’m not sure I can ever let him go. And with it, fear hits me, because he might just have the power to break me. 
 
    Knowing my brother is a biker and the hurt and loss he brought upon our family makes the threat real. And with what just happened? August dragging me away from one MC incident and into the so-called safety of another MC? I might eventually be the one who needs to walk away for my own benefit.  
 
    I’m pretty sure I’m going to leave my heart with this man…the man who stole it the day I turned sixteen and he picked me up alongside of the road to bring me home safe. 
 
    But for now, I need to let my body rest and soak this moment into my memories. Tomorrow I’ll open the app I always use to find a new job opportunity. There’s always a family looking for a nanny. This time I’ll accept an international job and be sure to fly far, far, away from my hometown. 
 
    Besides the man I’m holding in my arms—the only man my heart has longed for—there’s nothing keeping me here. Not even my brother who screwed up all his life, got my mother killed, and almost had me raped by his biker buddies…or worse. No. Other than August, there’s nothing keeping me here. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 05 
 
    ***Gust*** 
 
      
 
    “Any news?” I grunt at Ronin who’s sitting at the bar next to Bark. 
 
    Ronin turns to face me. “Ah, look who finally crawled out of bed to join us this morning.” 
 
    “This morning?” I chuckle. “It’s noon, and yeah…so what if I just crawled out of bed. I’ve got an Old Lady wrapped up in my sheets. Be fucking glad I decided to leave her there to rest while I make sure she can stay safely in my damn bed.” 
 
    “So, the two of you have a history, huh?” Bark questions as I take a seat next to him. 
 
    A prospect places a steaming cup of coffee in front of me. I nod my thanks as I face Bark. “Yeah, the girl next door since we were teenagers, sister of my friend, all that cliché shit.” 
 
    “Nice,” Bark chuckles, “gives you a foundation to build on instead of perfect strangers fucking like bunnies within hours of getting hooked.” 
 
    Now it’s my turn to chuckle, and though he’s right…my gut also reminds me, “Even if we didn’t have a history…I still would have claimed and fucked her within hours of landing my eyes on her.” 
 
    “Nice, Mister Romantic.” Ronin shakes his head. “But we still have to face the consequences of the mess she got us tangled in.” 
 
    “I got us tangled in. Not her. It was my fucking decision to go to her,” I growl, somewhat pissed he puts the blame on her. 
 
    “Meh, it was my decision to back you up.” Ronin shrugs. “And like I mentioned yesterday, the timing is acceptable since all our Old Ladies, and our kids, are out of town. We just need to clear it up before they get back and all will be fucking dandy again.” 
 
    “You guys discuss a plan of action?” I question. 
 
    “Yeah, brother, we did,” Crane grunts while he sits down next to Ronin. “Prospect, get me a bottle of water.” 
 
    The prospect dives into the refrigerator but comes up empty. “I need to go get some from the storage room.”  
 
    Crane sighs, “Well, run along then.” 
 
    The prospect rushes away toward the back of the clubhouse where the storage room is. 
 
    Ronin chuckles. “Regretting the whiskey from last night, huh?” 
 
    Crane snorts. “I only had three glasses. I fucking hate sleeping without my Old Lady. My bed is cold and I can’t get enough hours of sleep I normally get.” 
 
    “I think you mean you’re missing the fucking…draining away the energy so you sleep better,” Bark chuckles. “Same here man. But they’ve been planning this girl’s week for months.” 
 
    “I know,” Crane is about to say something else but there’s sound of glass shattering, followed by loud stumbles coming from down the hall. 
 
    “The prospect?” Crane questions. 
 
    “Fucking doubt it,” Ronin grunts and palms his gun, as do we all. 
 
    A few other brothers of mine rush into the main clubhouse, guns drawn. The prospect comes out of the storage room the same time I see the door of my room swing open. My heart is pinned with a knife the same way one is keeping Paisley in place on her damn throat, as a guy behind her moves forward with her. Seems like her hands are tied behind her back and in this moment I’m thankful she grabbed one of my shirts to sleep in after we had another round of sex early this morning. 
 
    “Ronin,” the guy snaps as two other men appear behind him. One of them grabs the prospect in a chokehold. 
 
    “Ugo,” Ronin snaps, “what the fuck are you doing in my fucking clubhouse uninvited and holding one of my brother’s Old Ladies…a damn knife to her throat? Let her go and leave while you’re still breathing.” 
 
    Ugo shakes his head. “I’m not the one who stuck his nose into someone else’s fucking business, Ronin. Now I’m here to discuss this mess we’re in so the both of us can get out of each other’s hair.” 
 
    “Don’t try to pin this shit on me,” Ronin growls. “I remember walking into a damn motel room—in my fucking town—and stumbling into two of your guys molesting an Old Lady who’s under the protection of Lost Valkyries MC.” 
 
    “I should have notified you we needed to pick up one of our own who ran off, I’ll give you that. But it doesn’t diminish the fact you killed two of my guys. I fucking heard it myself, I had one of them on the phone when you two barged in there. Payback is a bitch, like the one I’m holding.” The corner of this fucker’s mouth is twitching, as is my finger on the trigger to blow a hole in his head.  
 
    But he’s holding Paisley at knifepoint. Never in my damn life has fear taken root in my bloodstream. Not while dismantling a fucking bomb set to blow any damn second. But putting Paisley’s life at risk? Leaving shit in the hands of others? Fuck. I can’t lose her. But I need to let my Prez deal with it, even if it’s slowly killing me with every passing heartbeat. 
 
    “I hate repeating myself, Ugo…but you need to let the lady walk. Only then am I willing to discuss shit.” Ronin’s voice is icy.  
 
    “Gale,” Ugo snaps. 
 
    The fucker behind him—holding the prospect at gunpoint—steps closer. In one smooth move Ugo pushes Paisley forward and replaces her with the prospect. 
 
    Paisley crumbles to the floor and I’m both filled with relief about the fact she’s not the one with the knife at her throat, but fucking furious that he threw her to the floor. Not to mention I want to run to her, and drag her away from those fuckers, but I need to stay in place. 
 
    “Come here, darlin’,” I croak, unable to keep my fucking emotions at bay when it comes to her. 
 
    Fuck. I promised to keep her safe and she was still ripped from my own fucking bed to be dragged out of my room with a fucking knife to her throat. 
 
    She pushes her shoulder against the floor to get to her knees and scrambles up to rush toward me. I wrap my arm around her, pulling her flush against my body while my other arm is still taking aim at Ugo, the President of Helios Darkness MC. 
 
    Normally we don’t run into or have any issues with other MCs. Mainly because they don’t stumble into our town without letting us know. It’s more of a courtesy when they have business here. Mutual respect, that kind of thing. Ugo knows very well he fucked up first. 
 
    “Now, as I was sayin’,” Ugo sneers. “You need to make up for the two brothers you killed. Here’s my first demand…I want you to deliver Keegan.” 
 
    “Keegan?” Ronin snaps. “What the fuck? He’s not one of mine.” 
 
    “One of your guys has his sister as an Old Lady. Like I said, you fucking owe me so deliver him to me. How? Your fucking problem. Now I’m done here and will expect you to pull through within twenty-four hours or I will take four of your men, and the woman, to make up for the two I lost.” Ugo doesn’t wait for Ronin to answer him but backs up the same way he came, his two buddies stepping in front of him as he drags the prospect along with him. 
 
    The door to my room slams shut and I hear Ronin curse along with Bark, Crane, Titan, and a few others. I lower my gun, tucking it away to wrap both arms around my woman. She’s shaking and it’s no damn wonder with the shit that just went down. 
 
    “Crane,” I bark. “Hand me your knife or some scissors, anything to get this zip tie off her wrists.” 
 
    Crane rushes toward me and I bury Paisley’s head against my chest and put my mouth next to her ear. “Stay still, darlin’, Crane is gonna free your wrists.” 
 
    I barely finish my sentence when Crane grunts, “Done.” 
 
    The next thing I feel is my woman pushing me away. “Fucking asshole!” she seethes. 
 
    Wait…she’s mad at me? Fuck. I’m mad at myself for not protecting her, but come the fuck on. 
 
    “Calm down, and don’t call me a fucking asshole,” I growl, unable to contain my own frustrations about this fucked-up situation. 
 
    She punches my shoulder, her cotton candy colored hair waving from the action. “I didn’t call you a fucking asshole. I meant my brother. He’s the one who pulled us into his MC ramifications. And I can’t believe I let myself get close to you. You! Another MC. Look at where it gets me!” 
 
    I lean down and get right in her face. “Don’t ever compare me to your asshole brother or compare one fucking MC to the next one you run into, because we’re nothing like the one your brother belongs to. But you really want to, right? Well how about this…your brother fucked-up, I fucked-up by not protecting you just now…but,” 
 
    “Gust,” Ronin snaps from behind me. “Back off, brother, before you say shit you can’t take back.” 
 
    Ignoring my Prez, I continue, “What does it get you? It gets you fucked, that’s what. By me. Multiple times a day while I keep you locked in my room and fuck every other cunt in this clubhouse before and after I rip your cunt apart. And while I have some time in between I’ll go around town to deal some drugs, kill some innocent people, and fuck some more,” I seethe. 
 
    My heart plummets as I see all the blood drain from her face. Her bottom lip quivers but with her next breath she throws her shoulders back and steps away from me. One fucking step and it feels like a whole continent just slid in between us. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 06 
 
    ***Paisley*** 
 
      
 
    I might have had a knife pressing against my throat mere minutes ago, but August’s words are the ones that are slicing through me, cutting away my ability to breathe. 
 
    “Calm the fuck down, the both of you.” Ronin’s words enter my brain. 
 
    And though I would like nothing more than to aim my fury at August…Gust. I have to remind myself he’s nothing like the boy I knew. He’s the biker known as Gust. Entirely different, such a damn contradiction from the kindhearted man I shared a bed with last night. 
 
    “Would it make a difference if I calmed the fuck down?” I give Ronin a sweet fake smile. “I don’t need to remind you I’m not one of your men who you can order around.” 
 
    “Don’t be fucking disrespectful,” Gust snaps. “He stood up for you two fucking times to save your ass.” 
 
    My attention swings back to the man who just stated he’d fuck anything. “Oh, well, excuse me, Gust. Am I supposed to give him a thank you fuck too?” 
 
    There, implying I only fucked him last night as a way to say thanks instead of making more out of it than it was, since clearly, I am nothing more than a piece of property. Screw him. As soon as I see a chance to get out of here, there won’t be anything holding me back anymore. 
 
    Gust’s fingers wrap around my throat, shoving his face back in mine, our noses touching as he growls, “There’s only me. No one else will ever touch what’s mine.” 
 
    This makes me snort. “I beg to differ, with your plans to screw everything with a cunt, you taint me…dipping your dick in other people’s dirty shit.” 
 
    “All right, you two.” Ronin steps in between us and pushes Gust away. “This is a heat of the moment discussion that’s turning uglier by the fucking second. Seeing all our other Old Ladies are out of town…dammit, I need my woman right the fuck now to talk some sense into you, Paisley, while I let my fists talk some sense into Gust. But me is all you have right now and that means I’m pulling you two apart. Bark, take Paisley to the kitchen.” 
 
    “She’s not leaving my fucking sight,” Gust growls. 
 
    I narrow my eyes at the big baboon before I morph my face into a sweet and welcoming one for Bark. “Lead the way.” 
 
    I hear commotion behind my back. Gust growling, Ronin and Crane cursing. But I ignore all and follow Bark into the kitchen. The rough, inked up, bearded biker, grabs a cup and pours coffee into it before placing the steaming cup in front of me. 
 
    “He’s a good man, when he’s thinking straight,” Bark tries. 
 
    I grab the sugar and add a scoop to the coffee. “He’s an asshole.” 
 
    “True. But he means well. He wouldn’t be such an asshole if he didn’t give a fuck about you.” Bark crosses his arms in front of his chest while leaning against the counter. 
 
    “Funny way of showing it. Besides…it doesn’t matter anyway, and I couldn’t care less,” I sigh, hoping Bark leaves the issue alone. I’m done talking. 
 
    “That’s a lie. You do care, as does he. He’s been wanting an Old Lady for a long damn time, and when you returned into his life he didn’t even have time to blink but claimed you on the spot. Or so I heard.” 
 
    “Great, he wanted an Old Lady so he grabbed the first one he knew. Oh, and let’s not forget he kinda had to or he couldn’t save me from those other idiots. Thanks for the talk, I’m feeling so much better now.” I glare at Bark over the rim of my cup. 
 
    “Ronin’s right…we do need the Old Ladies back. Though it’s a good thing they’re not here when we’re dealing with this shit. And let me give you some club business intel so you’ll understand better.” I’m about to snap for him to save it, but Bark flashes me his palm and continues. “Lost Valkyries MC are basically mercenaries. We don’t accept all jobs, just the ones that need to be handled. Clearing the world of scumbags who have it coming so to say. But I won’t paint a pretty picture because black and fucking white…we kill for money. But there’s a huge difference between MCs and certainly between us and Helios Darkness MC. They don’t care if they deal drugs to kids; as long as they earn a buck, it’s all dandy. Every single thing they do is for their benefit. They have no conscience.” 
 
    “And you guys do?” I raise my eyebrow in question. It’s hard enough to process the things he just said. 
 
    “Didn’t I just mention we do? If someone wants us to kill his wife, we look into the fucker who places the hit. Make sure the woman is safe. But if the woman turns out to be someone who steals his money while feeding the fucker poison so her husband dies a slow death…then yeah, we do accept the job.” 
 
    I feel my eyes widen. “That has happened? For real?”  
 
    Bark shrugs. “I could tell you more, but then I’d have to kill you…club secrets and all.” The funny man winks as if he’s joking, but I’m seriously wondering if he is. 
 
    A chill runs up my spine. “All of you are killers, I don’t see how that’s any different from the MC my brother is a part of,” Now Bark is about to interrupt me but I’m the one holding my palm up. “Let me finish. Six years ago, my brother had to do some kind of initiation thing where he went from being a prospect to a sworn in member, or whatever you guys call it. He had to steal a bag of money, or drugs, whatever, from a gang. He succeeded but the idiot didn’t notice he was followed. Leading them right to our house. They drove by,” I take a gulp of air to swallow down the bile of remembering that day. “My mother was about to leave for work. I always followed her out to her car but I was late putting my shoes on…I heard the gunshots…I rushed out to see Keegan hiding behind his car…my mom…the blood…her eyes…she was dead when the first bullet hit her head and a few more entered her body…his fault. All his fault.” 
 
    My vision is blurry when I see someone squatting in front of me before strong arms wrap around me.  
 
    “I’m so fucking sorry,” Gust croaks. 
 
    I start to push him away but he doesn’t let me, his grip tightens and I lose myself in the anger, sadness, powerlessness, despair, weariness…every single emotion is overwhelming as I let myself sink down into his embrace and start to cry uncontrollably. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 07 
 
    ***Gust*** 
 
      
 
    I’m a fucking moron. I’ve claimed the one woman who’s it for me, but who hates MCs. And has every fucking reason too. At least she’s not pushing me away and is crying in my arms. I’m sure it’s also because of everything that’s happened today, yesterday, six damn years ago, and not to mention her father dying recently. 
 
    Now her brother almost got her killed too. And yeah, I’m pretty sure those two who were about to rape her wouldn’t have left her alive if they were done with her. With Ugo demanding Keegan from us? Pretty sure the fucker screwed up enough for them to wipe out everyone connected to him. 
 
    Which also leads to his last days to roam this fucking earth because he’s as good as dead with the way Ugo wanted him. Another loss Paisley’s life will be tainted with, though I’m pretty sure she hates his guts with what she just said. Him being responsible for her mother’s death? The fucker hiding behind a car while his mother took the rain of bullets while she watched it happen? Yeah…fuck. 
 
    I was seventeen when I joined the army and moved out of my parents’ house nine years ago. “My parents never told me what happened. Not one fucking word. I didn’t know. I wish I fucking did... I would have come to you. I would have,” Fuck...what I wouldn’t give to turn back time and take away all the bad shit she had to endure in life. “And I’m fucking sorry for acting like a jerk. I’m such an asshole lashing out like I did. You don’t deserve that shit I said. I just...I’ve never had a girl, okay? So, bear with me. I know I’m gonna fuck up a lot more in the future, but you need to hang in there because I’m all about keeping us together, okay?” 
 
    “You just want an Old Lady and it doesn’t matter who she is...you just want one,” she sobs. 
 
    What. The. Fuck? My eyes go to Bark and he fucking shrugs. Asshole. 
 
    “You’re right about me wanting an Old Lady for a long while now. And no, it does fucking matter who she is because I’ve met so many damn women in my life and there’s just one who can make my blood sing, one who tightens my gut, one who makes my cock throb with need, and one who connects to my sanity and makes me hope for a bright and better future. That one...that’s you, darlin’. It’s always been you.” I now realize myself.  
 
    No wonder I never found the perfect Old Lady...she wasn’t living here, she left. “The one woman destined to be mine was run out of town by her fucking brother. The same fucking brother who brought you back here. Again, risking your life. It’s fucking time we grabbed hold and make our hometown safe again for you to stay. Because I need you here, Paisley. I just found you again and I ain’t ever letting go. No matter how many times I fuck up or how much you hate the MC I’m a part of. Even if you make me take a regular job, I’ll...fuck, I can’t lose you…I…Paisley, please, say something.” 
 
    She’s still sobbing in my arms but her eyes are staring into mine. Hope starts to light my heart and starts to pump through my veins when she presses her lips against mine ever so softly before pulling back. 
 
    “You really are an asshole, and I’m still mad at you.” Her voice wavers. 
 
    Shit. All hope plummets because the way she’s looking at me? She’s shutting the door on us. 
 
    “You’d better be good at groveling because the things you said about screwing around,” she starts, but I kiss her hard to silence her. 
 
    “Didn’t mean a word, darlin’. When I’m pissed I throw out words where they hit the hardest. My cock is yours, no other woman grabs my attention. It’s only you I want and need.” And I mean every damn word with fierce ferocity. 
 
    She rolls her eyes. “I bet you say that to all the girls,” she says over dramatically, making me fucking laugh. 
 
    I squeeze her tight against me, hoping to fuck we’ve cleared the air between us. 
 
    “I really hate...”  
 
    I’ve got her pressed so tight against me, I can’t hear the rest of what she says, making my heart halt. “You hate me?” 
 
    She groans. “No, you’re an overreacting asshole who needs to grovel to get back on my good side. I’m talking about Keegan. I really hate him. You can’t understand half of how much.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ve got a pretty good idea,” I mutter, mainly to myself because I hated the fucker before I left for my own reasons, which also tangled with the fact he didn’t look out for his sister. Back then, and fucking now. 
 
    “How are we going to find him? We need to save the guy that Ugo guy took. My brother needs to turn himself in.” Paisley’s eyes are pleading. 
 
    “It’s club business now, darlin’. Let my Prez and my brothers worry about this. You didn’t do shit to deserve any of it. Like last time and many times before, when he was chasing chicks instead of making sure his little sister got home safe. All the fucker ever cared about is himself. Let go, Paisley, let go and think of you from now on. It’s what he does. You can only give a person so much of yourself until there’s nothing left to give. You’ve reached that point, sweetheart. Let others deal with it and leave Keegan to face the sins he ungracefully made in his own fucked up world.” 
 
    Again, tears fall down her cheeks and this time I swear they will be the last to ever fall at the thought of her brother.  
 
    “You’re right, all Keegan cares for is himself, not caring one damn bit who he drags with him to an early grave. And Keegan is going to his grave. Everyone does, but with the shit going on? I’m sure his time is up sooner rather than later,” she says with a sad and determined voice, and I’m fucking glad she understands the mess Keegan made for himself and what’s bound to happen. 
 
    “I’m so fucking sorry.” Again, I give her the only words I can think of and I know they don’t help shit, but she needs to hear them. She needs to know she has my full support and understanding. 
 
    “Not your fault,” she says, placing her forehead against mine.  
 
    “Then I’m still fucking sorry for the shit I said to you,” I grumble. “Did I grovel enough already? Or do I need to sweet-talk you some more?” 
 
    She lightly snorts and sounds so adorable and it makes my heart tug. Fuck, I love that sound. Even more when it’s lightening the mood.  
 
    I rise and take her with me. Glancing around the kitchen I notice both Bark and Ronin aren’t here anymore. When Bark took her into the kitchen, two of my brothers needed to hold me back. I was so fucking pissed at myself, at every-fucking-thing. But I knew I needed to go to her. 
 
    Once I calmed down, I told my Prez I needed to see my woman. I wouldn’t touch, say, or do shit…I just needed my eyes on her. Ronin agreed but warned me he would be standing in front of me. Needless to say, I caught half of the discussion between Paisley and Bark, ripping my heart in two. Nothing else matters, except her. 
 
    Now I only need to clear up the shit her brother tied her in to before we can really start what we just begun; a life together. Because I for sure as shit won’t ever let her walk away from me. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 08 
 
    ***Paisley*** 
 
      
 
    They’ve been in church for hours. Sometimes one of them comes out and leaves before returning with a laptop or some papers. It’s frustrating not knowing what’s going on or even worse, not being allowed to help. 
 
    I’ve tried calling my brother but the number I have isn’t in use anymore. Neither is the one Gust had. Since I haven’t seen my brother in years, I don’t know where to look for him. He’s a total stranger to me. See? Frustrating. Because, until this mess is cleared up, I can’t leave. 
 
    Though I’m doubting leaving this town. I probably should, it’s the most sensible thing to do, right? But, we had our first fight and Gust managed to hurt me deeply. This makes me aware he’s already so far underneath my skin and I would regret every second of my life not exploring the strong connection we have between us. 
 
    The door to church opens and Gust strolls out. The tired look in his eyes makes me dash up to him and take him into my arms. He wraps his around me, burying his head into the crook of my neck to breathe me in. Tension leaves his body but he pulls away all too soon. 
 
    “We’re running out of time,” he says in defeat. “And with it…it’s not looking good for the prospect.” 
 
    “Shit,” I mutter. “Is there anything I can do to help?” 
 
    “You’re doing enough by being here, staying safe. I need to head back inside. We’re finishing up a plan to flush your brother out. It only fucking works if he’s still in town though. But if he was smart he’s already crossed state lines,” Gust sighs. 
 
    I might be helpful by staying put but I’m climbing the walls. “I need some fresh air.” 
 
    “I can’t let you leave the clubhouse, not with Helios Darkness MC out for blood. Hell, maybe your fucked-up brother is a threat to you too. Waiting to snatch you up and use you for leverage to buy his way back in. Fuck. Sorry, that just slipped out. I’m sure your brother isn’t a threat to you. My brain is just fried.” 
 
    “I know,” I tell him in a soft voice, and place my palm on his cheek. 
 
    He closes his eyes ever so briefly. “We have a small yard out back. It’s surrounded by a large gate. Just stay near the clubhouse and not out in the open or close to the fence. There are cameras linked with the security feed, but I don’t want you taking any risk of getting shot by a sniper. Tell Badger, the prospect behind the bar. He’ll keep an eye on the feed too.” 
 
    “A sniper?” I gasp. 
 
    “Fuck,” Gust grumbles. “Sorry, I’m overreacting. Helios Darkness MC are a bunch of fucked up guys, but none are snipers. But my mind can’t process the thought of losing you.” 
 
    My heart warms a fragment more for this man. “How can you lose me when we just barely started? No way I’m leaving, you owe me.” 
 
    “I owe you,” he mutters thoughtfully. 
 
    “You do,” I say with determination. “You said something about groveling and sweet-talking, ripping my pussy with loads of sex. See? The list is long with the things you owe me.” 
 
    “I owe you,” he growls and pulls me closer. “And I’m gonna damn well give you all you fucking wish for.” 
 
    “Careful now,” I warn. “I might have another long list of demands. One involving a huge mansion with a pool and some extra rooms for lots of babies. And my finger looks naked without something shiny wrapped around it.” 
 
    There, I think I managed to put everything in a few sentences that would make any man take off running who shows interest in a woman who he’s only been a single day with. 
 
    Instead of fear or backing out, his eyes twinkle and an expression of longing spreads all over his freaking face. “Bring it on, darlin’, I’ve been waiting a long fucking time to spend everything I have on the perfect woman, and I’ve been saving up for fucking years. Whatever it is you want and need…it’s yours.” 
 
    I can feel my eyes widen. “You’re insane. We just met, again. I don’t care about money or marriage. Just you would be fine…for now.” I swallow hard, and mumble to myself, “Dammit, I meant to freak him out, not have it backfire and give myself a heart attack in the process.” 
 
    His head tips back and laughter rips out, pulling me close enough to feel his chest rumble as he says, “I’m miles ahead of you, Paisley. I know exactly what I want, but I’m also one who can pace himself…allowing you to catch up. Hell, all the times I found you walking alone alongside of the road, or how I came for you after nine fucking years…it’s a straight arrow pointing to a sign stating we belong together, I feel it in my gut. This shit we have to handle is a slight bump in the road. A road leading to a future for the two of us. Wedding, babies, lovely dovely shit, the whole shebang, darlin’. You and me.” 
 
    “Okay, you need to get back into church before I start to cry with you sweet-talking like a pro,” I tell him and slip away from his grip. 
 
    He growls, “Not. Sweet-talking.” 
 
    He’s probably thinking I thought he was just saying these things without any meaning, but instead they did strike hard. Smashing down a wall around my heart I had in place to not let anyone in. But I now realize Gust made it crumble from the inside, because he was already rooted in there from the start. 
 
    “I know,” I say and feather my lips against his, “but I’m trying not to turn to mush here. See? I really need some fresh air and you need to go back to church.” 
 
    “Don’t walk too deep into the yard, stick near the walls of the clubhouse,” he warns, and kisses me hard before letting me go to stalk back into church. 
 
    I sigh in a swooning way as I watch his ass disappear. Strolling to the bar, I ask Badger the direction to the yard, and for a bottle of water. He points me in the right direction as I snatch up the bottle. Before I head out, I ask him to keep an eye on the security feed.  
 
    Even though it’s chilly I take a deep breath and feel some of the stress draining with every breath my body expels. I grab one of the chairs and put my feet up. The yard is quite big with a few fire pits scattered here and there. I imagine this will be a nice place during the summer to have a barbeque. I take a few sips of water before placing the bottle on the ground next to me. 
 
    I close my eyes briefly but a rustle of leaves and a low whistle draws my attention. Standing, my gaze slides over the fence on the left where I heard the noise coming from. I’m shocked to see my brother standing behind a tree. I glance back at the door of the clubhouse, thinking of a way to alert Gust. Though I’m pretty sure Keegan will be gone as soon as I go inside. I grab the bottle of water and take off the cap. 
 
    I hate this. Not being able to trust my brother. My brother. Family. One should at least have nice memories about a sibling, right? But he gave me nothing but grief and trouble. This time my feet aren’t moving toward him because of our family bond. Hell, no. I am going to him for my own benefit.  
 
    I need to know what he wants. I need a way to get him to surrender himself to save the prospect and to take away the bullseye he painted on my back. I let my gaze find the camera, silently hoping Badger is watching the feed as I point my finger toward the fence. 
 
    “What do you want, Keegan?” I say, a little louder than necessary, hoping the camera has sound.  
 
    And if it doesn’t? I empty the bottle of water with a few strokes, making a K on the concrete floor, still hoping Badger gets my signs and is getting Gust and the other guys. 
 
    I take one more step closer to the fence, but that’s it. I’m listening to Gust and sticking to the safety of the clubhouse. The wall is right next to me, if Keegan tries anything I can jump behind it and it’s only a few more steps to the door. Shit. I think this says more about my brother than me…I’m done with him. After this, I want him out of my life for good. 
 
    Like I said, I couldn’t care less what he has to say. I’m only doing this in an effort to save the prospect and myself. Seems like I lost my brother a long damn time ago. The face staring at me is one I don’t even recognize. Cold, dead eyes. As cold as the piece of steel he’s holding in his hand. 
 
    “Hey, little sis…I came to say goodbye,” Keegan states and raises the gun. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 09 
 
    ***Gust*** 
 
      
 
    Badger bursts into church and locks eyes with me. “Quick, your Old Lady.”  
 
    I don’t need more words but dash out and follow him back to the bar. He points at the black and white screen. 
 
    “Motherfucker,” I growl. 
 
    “Bark, Crane, outside. Titan, take three others to go around back. No fucking sound. Shoot the fucker in the legs if he tries to get away,” Ronin snaps and palms his gun. “Come on, Gust, you need to get out there in the yard. Fuuuuck.” 
 
    His curse draws my eyes back to the screen. “Hell, no,” I snap and move as fast as my legs will carry me. 
 
    I barge through the door and in three steps I have my woman behind my back and my gun pointing right at the fucker I haven’t seen in nine damn years. 
 
    “Get the fuck away from her,” I growl. 
 
    The fucker doesn’t have his gun pointed at me, he’s got it placed under his chin. “No need to point your gun at me, old friend. I came to say goodbye.” 
 
    “What the fuck, you selfish prick? Say goodbye, and blow your damn brains out in front of her face?” My blood pressure skyrockets at the thought of this idiot giving my woman another visual she doesn’t need. “She doesn’t care for a fucking goodbye,” I seethe. “What she needs is the fucking bullseye off her back you fucking put there when you screwed up. Make your death count and face your damn sins for a change.” 
 
    “That’s the whole damn reason I called you. You took care of her and got to her in time,” Keegan snaps back. “I knew you’d be the only one who could take her from those two and keep her safe.” 
 
    Wait… “How the fuck did you know I got there in time? Shit. You were out there? Doing fucking nothing and just fucking watching? They were about to fucking rape her when we kicked in the door,” I spit my words at the fucker who doesn’t deserve to take another breath. 
 
    “Calm down,” Paisley whispers, her arms go around my waist as she presses herself against me, “he’s not worth it.” 
 
    Keegan eyes us and a slight smile appears on his cold as hell appearance. “Just tell me this, brother…you gonna do right by her?” 
 
    “Not your damn brother. And she’s my fucking Old Lady, I’d give up my last damn breath to do right by her,” I state and watch his finger twitch on the damn trigger. 
 
    I can see it in his eyes, the moment he decides it’s time to leave this fucking world. I spin around to bury Paisley’s face into my chest. No fucking way am I going to let her witness this shit. 
 
    A shot rings out. Stumbling. Curses. Keegan’s bellow makes me glance over my shoulder to see Crane and Bark holding on to Keegan who’s facing the ground. Bark twists Keegan’s arms to his back and puts a zip tie around his wrists. I can’t even manage to look at this asshole anymore.  
 
    “Come on, let’s get you inside,” I tell her and I face my Prez who’s still aiming his gun at Keegan. 
 
    His eyes lock with mine and I give him a nod in appreciation. Ronin is about to step aside when we hear Badger bellow from inside, “Incoming!” 
 
    “Get her inside, and into the panic room,” Ronin snaps, and I follow him inside the clubhouse. 
 
    I want to go with my brothers and face whatever it is that’s coming at us, but Ronin is right. My first—and only—priority now is Paisley. Ronin runs forward while I drag Paisley behind me inside a small room, closing the solid steel door behind us, automatically turning on the lights above us. 
 
    “What’s happening?” Paisley squeaks. 
 
    “Don’t know,” I absently reply and glance at my phone to check the time. 
 
    I need to have some idea of how long we’re in here to maintain my sanity. Fuck. I reach out and hug her close. I need it. The feel of her in my arms, her scent, it’s pushing down my stress level. I see a light flash above the door. It’s a system we put in there to let the ones inside know it’s clear to come out. 
 
     I open the door and see Titan. “It’s all clear, but you might wanna leave her here or take her to the new room you picked for yourself.” 
 
    “Why?” I snap, aggravated at the half-ass information he’s giving me. 
 
    He eyes my Old Lady who’s standing behind me. 
 
    I reach out and tug her underneath my arm. “I don’t have any secrets from her, tell us what’s going on.” 
 
    “They returned the prospect.” Titan keeps his eyes on me and only gives a tiny shake with his head. 
 
    Fuck. Pretty sure this means he’s dead. Paisley moves so damn fast, she even manages to dodge Titan who reaches out to grab her. We both follow her to the main room where she’s standing in front of two large black duffle bags. One’s open, showing a bloody arm and a cut off foot. I want to drag her away but again, I’m not fast enough when she spins around and launches herself at Keegan. 
 
    “Look what you did! It should have been you. I hate you so damn much, I wish you’d never been born. Then mom would still be alive. Dad told me never to come back here, never to go looking for you. He made me fucking swear never to reach out to tell you he died. I wish I was as cold as you, then I would be able to kill you with my bare hands.” Paisley pushes her brother who stumbles back. 
 
    I grab her around the waist and pull her against me. Her fucking brother doesn’t fight but the way his eyes glaze over…the fucker is already dead inside. No damn wonder he pulled a gun on himself. He’s done. And besides, it’s not like there’s a way out of this for him. He made his damn bed, time to fucking die in it. 
 
    Paisley turns in my arms, grabbing my cut with her tiny fists. “Hit him for me, break his face, break everything. Kill him, he deserves it.” She glances around me and directs her next words at Ronin. “I’d like to hire you guys. I need you to assassinate my brother.” 
 
    Ronin raises his eyebrow at me, leaving this fucked-up request in my hands.  
 
    “Darlin’,” I sigh. “His clock is already ticking away the last few minutes of his life. As my Old Lady you don’t need to give us the job because it’s club business to handle this shit. You’ll have your wish but we can’t kill him ourselves…we have to hand him over to end this threat…fucking war hanging in the balance if we don’t rectify the shit Keegan dragged all of us in.” 
 
    Her eyes narrow. “Then you can at least kick his ass before you hand him over to Ugo, right?” 
 
    I glance at my Prez, unsure what to fucking do with my woman’s demand.  
 
    The corner of his mouth twitches. Fucker. “I mentioned you claimed one with a mean streak, right? I like her, and she’s right. Just make sure he’s still breathing when you’re done. I’m making the call right now. I don’t want any other blowbacks, we need to,” 
 
    “What. The. Hell. Did. You. Do?” Anouk, my Prez’s Old Lady’s voice bellows through the room. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Ronin grumbles. “Quick, I need a distraction, start kicking Keegan’s ass,” he orders me as he faces his woman. 
 
    Don’t have to tell me fucking twice. I step around Paisley as I hear Ronin start to explain to the Old Ladies who came home early from their short vacation. Fucked up timing, they couldn’t just stay away one more day. Though it doesn’t matter, this all ends today. 
 
    My fingers wrap around Keegan’s jaw, my nails dig in to keep him straight as my fist connects with his nose. A cracking sound assures me I broke it. Blood starts to pour out. I repeat the action three more times before I let him fall to the ground.  
 
    I take the opportunity to give the fucker a few more kicks. He crumbles into a ball and all the fight drains out of me. He’s not even worth the effort of working up a sweat to kick his ass.  
 
    I step back and glance at my woman, who’s got her eyes and all the hatred fixed on Keegan. Something I don’t like to see on her face. “Come on, darlin’, I’m done. This is only delaying the inevitable.” 
 
    “Yes,” she snaps and tears her gaze away from her brother to land her gaze on mine and what a fucking difference. The hatred I saw does a one eighty and the adoration she hits me with takes my damn breath away. 
 
    “I want you to meet the other Old Ladies,” I croak, and guide her toward Anouk, Faya, Jodi, and Goldie. “They’ll keep you company while my brothers and I are going to finish this.” 
 
    Her arms go around my neck, hugging me close. “Be careful and come back safe…and fast. But mostly safe.” 
 
    “Will do, darlin’,” I vow and leave her in the company of the other Old Ladies while I go grab a backpack filled with stuff I need before taking Keegan and heading out to Helios Darkness MC to end this. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 10 
 
    ***Paisley*** 
 
      
 
    Five months. It’s been five months since my new start. Since Gust and I had a new start. After he came home to me from the meeting they had with Helios Darkness MC. From my understanding they delivered Keegan to Ugo, and in return they ended whatever was started when Lost Valkyries MC bumped into Helios Darkness MC. 
 
    Though I heard a rumor Gust planted a bomb that took out the garage where they were keeping all of their bikes parked. They couldn’t tie him to the explosion but they all know he did it for some extra payback.  
 
    It’s been hard for the guys with the loss of the prospect, the funeral…but it’s also shown me what a strong, warm, and solid family Lost Valkyries MC is. At first, I was skeptical and judged them before I even knew who they really are. All because of my brother and the MC he was a part of. All of it is in the past. I have to leave it there and move forward.  
 
    When we had been together three months, Gust asked me to marry him. Though I said yes, we both decided to wait at least six months to tie the knot. Me and him…we seem to do things full speed ahead. Like how he also insisted we start to build a family. I said I would think about it…stop taking the pill. The full speed ahead concept seems to work for us though. I smile at the reminder of the longing look in his eyes to start a family together. 
 
    I take a sip from my tea as I watch over the kids of the other Old Ladies. Dammit, I miss having coffee, but it’s a small sacrifice. Not to mention I can’t even stomach it at the moment. I rub my belly and it makes my whole body tingle with awareness of the new life growing inside me. That’s right…I’m pregnant. 
 
    I didn’t tell Gust yet. I only found out myself yesterday and I had a doctor’s appointment to double check this morning. Gust had an assignment he needed to take care of and left yesterday morning. He’s supposed to return any minute. I’m sure he’ll come looking for me first thing. 
 
    I’m in a room at the clubhouse they’ve turned into a daycare. The club hired me on the spot when they found out I had been a nanny for years and have specialized certifications in childcare. The Old Ladies were ecstatic and so am I. I have a job, get to do what I love, and still be near my Old Man and now also all my new friends; my new family. 
 
    “Hey, darlin’,” Gust says as he walks into the room. 
 
    Before he gets to me, he has to dodge all the toys and the kids bouncing in front of him so it takes a few minutes before I get my hug and a quick kiss. Way too quick kiss for my liking but there are too many kids in the room to turn it into one to make my toes curl. 
 
    I grab my phone and shoot a quick text to Anouk. She told me to let her know when Gust was back if she didn’t see him come in. She went with me to the doctor’s office this morning, so she knows.  
 
    “I’m here, I’m here,” Anouk squeals while her kid yells mommy, making her do a U-turn to scoop him up. “Go on, you two, I got this.” 
 
    Gust raises his eyebrow. “Don’t you have to work till three?” 
 
    “Yes, but Anouk offered to take the rest of my shift because I need to talk to you.” I don’t say anything else but lead him out into the yard. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Gust cups my face and traces my bottom lip with his thumb. “You’ve been a little pale the last few days. Maybe you need to rest some more or swing by the doc or something. Maybe one of the kids gave you that bug they’ve been dealing with.” 
 
    “Well, the bug I have might take more than a few days to get rid of… more like months and months.” 
 
    His forehead scrunches up adorably. I lift myself on my toes and press my lips against his, making sure I get the carefree kiss I wanted a moment ago. His growl rumbles deep in his chest. I can feel his hands on my hips, dragging me closer, making him harden between our bodies. 
 
    He pulls away and places his head on my shoulder. “Careful, darlin’, lemme catch my breath or I’ll strip our pants off and fuck you against the wall. Out in the yard or not, cameras on or not, it’s been too damn long since I’ve been inside you.” 
 
    “Can I mention I have a tiny piece of you inside me already?” Oh, the look on his face is priceless. “We’re pregnant.” 
 
    “Pregnant?”  
 
    I take his stunned face in my hands and let him know, “Pregnant. A tiny human we created is growing inside me.”  
 
    “Fuck,” he breathes. “That’s…wow…I’m gonna be a daddy?” 
 
    “That would be accurate, the baby being yours and all,” I chuckle. 
 
    “But we haven’t bought the house yet. I need to raise the bid we brought out yesterday. What if they don’t accept? Fuck.”  
 
    Can’t. Laugh. “Relax, I’m not going to pop it out today, tomorrow, or next week. We have months, Gust, months. Breathe.” 
 
    “Right. Right. Shit. This is exciting. Almost as exciting as blowing shit up.” The man chuckles. 
 
    “Well, I’m sure I’m gonna be big enough to explode in a few months,” I mutter. “So I’m glad you like explosions.” 
 
    “Shut up, woman, I fucking love you any damn way you look, and even more when you’re carrying our child. Fuck…our child,” he croaks. 
 
    He takes me in his arms and surrounds me with the warmth of not only his body, but with an overload of love that lifts me off my damn feet and makes me float in a thick pink cloud of adoration. 
 
    This point in our life is yet again the next step in our future, one where we both move forward and build our own family surrounded by the ones we love. Protected. Support. All of it makes life worth living.  
 
    I never thought I would find a home in my hometown. The place where my father met my mother and founded their own family. The place where I found my first love and ended up here years later to spend the rest of our life together. 
 
    “I love you,” I whisper against the leather of his cut. 
 
    His lips brush over my hair. “Love you right back, darlin’. And I fucking love our tiny as shit baby growing inside you.” 
 
    Aw, this man, he’s everything…making my world spin just for me. Well, and for the little one in my belly. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 EPILOGUE 
 
    Twenty years later. 
 
    ***Gust*** 
 
      
 
    Drops of sweat are sliding off my forehead and stinging my eyes as my hips pick up more speed. Fuck. I love watching my cock slide in and out of my Old Lady’s cunt. This ticker of mine might be old but my woman keeps it well trained, making young at heart a damn statement.  
 
    I smack one fine ass cheek, making my handprint burn red on her skin. “Push that fine cunt back on my cock if you want to come, darlin’.” 
 
    She groans and starts to fuck me back just as fierce. Another smack, and she moans loud enough to make it vibrate through our room here at the clubhouse. A rush of wetness surrounds my cock, making me slide even deeper. I let my finger scoop up some before moving toward her tight ring. 
 
    Stroking over it, she gasps, her hair sways as she glances over her shoulder to connect her gaze with mine. Eyes locked I let my finger slide deep inside her ass while my cock keeps pumping her cunt. Fuck. That’s heaven. Placing my other hand between her shoulder blades, I push her deeper into the mattress, making the angle to fuck better for the both of us. 
 
      I curl my finger slightly and give more pressure to fill her up while hooking her open, making her come all over my cock. Cunt rippling, my name tumbles from her lips on a moan so loud my guitar hanging on the wall fucking sings with vibration. 
 
    I can’t hold back my own orgasm with the way she grips me in waves like a vice. I bellow her name, slide my finger out of her ass to grab her hips and hold her tight. Cum shoots out of my body and into hers and I feel as if my heart isn’t as young as I thought it was because I’m fucking sure it’s gonna give out any damn second. 
 
    All energy drained I collapse on top of her but manage to twist us just in time to let the both of us sink into the mattress while laying on our sides. I need air. Oxygen. Hell, we’re still fucking like teenagers while time hasn’t been standing still. But fuck, I wouldn’t want to change anything. Even if I feel like I’m gonna die from the mind-blowing orgasm I just had. 
 
    “I need at least a half hour to recover,” I grumble. 
 
    Paisley chuckles in between her rapid breathing. “Same here, but we need to head back soon. Can’t leave the youngsters out there alone for too long.” 
 
    “I’m up,” I state and manage to swing my legs off the bed to reach for my jeans. 
 
    Now Paisley laughs her fucking lungs out. “They’re all grown up you know.” 
 
    “Not twenty-one yet,” I growl.  
 
    We have twins. Two gorgeous daughters and with Crane, Ronin, Bark, and Titan having boys…the clubhouse is filled with the next generation, looking for an Old Lady.  
 
    “They’re staying virgins until they die,” I simply state. 
 
    Paisley grabs her boots and puts them on while eyeing me. “How in the hell are we going to get grandchildren if they can’t have sex?” 
 
    “I don’t want to know, and I can’t think about it,” I mutter. 
 
    Silence falls as we both finish dressing and head out into the yard. It’s late Friday night and the party is in full swing. Ronin and his Old Lady Anouk are standing near a fire pit, talking to Crane and Faya’s son. Bark and Jodi’s son is talking to Janey, our slightly older daughter, while Janelle is charming Titan and Billie’s son. 
 
    My eyes travel over the yard filled with my brothers and their Old Ladies. Titan has his hawk eyes on his son while Bark is doing the same with his son. Seems I’m not the only one with issues about keeping my kids safe. Yet it’s up to them to live their life and make their own choices. Knowing we give them the family, love, and support they need allows them to do so.  
 
    Fucking proud to have my Old Lady at my side, beautiful daughters who love us just as fierce. Looking back at the way Paisley and I crossed paths…I know with certainty things in life are destined to be. With this realization I take the beer Titan is holding out for me, hoping—knowing—life will give both my daughters the same options and choices thrown into their path. 
 
    And I should be fucking thankful they have boys around them who were raised right, who’d drive them home when they are walking alongside of the road…neighbors, friends…and who knows…someday could be their Old Man. 
 
    I glance down and watch how Paisley’s face is filled with pride. I follow her gaze to where our daughters are enjoying themselves. Yeah, being deep inside my Old Lady might be heaven, but this moment right here? Our own fucking paradise. 
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