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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    LD 
 
      
 
    Jesus H. Christ, what the fuck was she doing here? I hadn't seen her when I'd first come in, she must have been dancing and lost in the crowd. If I'd known she was going to be part of the old ladies’ crowd I would have stayed back at the clubhouse. I shot a narrowed glance at my president, Demon, wondering if this was a setup. He and a few of my brothers seemed to think that I had a thing for the curvaceous Jolene. 
 
    I did, though I'd never admit it, because the way that I wanted her would ruin her. I knew deep down I could never love another woman. Loving someone and then losing them hurt too fucking much. Worse than a bullet to the gut or a blade across the throat. It was the kind of pain you never got rid of because it lived inside your heart and soul. Losing a child was a thousand times worse. 
 
    I would never recover from losing Johnny. 
 
    The looks and comments shot my way over the months since I’d met Jolene had only reinforced my resolve to remain unaffected. My brothers were only guessing that I was interested in her. I hadn’t admitted to anything, and I hadn’t bothered to deny anything either, because I knew my brothers. The more I denied my attraction, the more they'd give me shit about it. As long as I kept pretending that I wasn't affected by the beautiful Amazon-goddess-like woman, they'd eventually leave it the fuck alone and move on.  
 
    The more the woman became ingrained in my world, the harder it was becoming to stay away from her. It had begun when Holly, Sax's old lady, had taken over the Vegas construction office and she and Jolene had become instant, fucking BFFs. Jolene worked in Illuminations, the lighting fixture store next door, and now we had a fucking contract with them to provide the fixtures in the houses we were building. Holly had brought her around the club a few times since then, and now she was friends with all the old ladies. 
 
     Holly was gone now, to parts unknown, but Jolene still attended some of the functions at the clubhouse, and now it was clear that she was joining in when the old ladies had their girls’ night out.  
 
    Well, fuck Demon, I thought to myself as I shot him another glare and downed my second shot of whiskey. This was the last fucking time I'd take him up on his suggestion that I tag along. 
 
    I motioned to the bartender for another drink, resisting the urge to stare in the mirror across from me because I knew who I'd be looking for. Tall, blond, with violet eyes that cut right through a man. Not in a hard, brutal way, but in a soft, promising kind of way that fueled the hunger I kept so tightly coiled in my gut. When I was in her vicinity it was a struggle not to lose control. Not to fucking take her up against the nearest wall and fuck her. If she only knew the filthy shit I wanted to do to her. 
 
    I tossed back my third whiskey with as much force as I had the other two before it, slamming the glass down on the bar when I was done. The sound, even against the noise inside the club, drew the attention of several brothers closest to me. Their raised brows indicated a question I wasn't about to answer. Cole shrugged and went back to his conversation with Colton. Demon's response to my sudden aggression brought a knowing smirk to his mouth before he covered it with his drink. 
 
    Fuck you, Brother, I swore to myself.  
 
    He should have known better than to bait me, but he also knew that I respected him as my president, and he'd chosen me as his VP for a reason. We'd been brothers a long time. Knew each other inside and out, as well as two men could know each other. But that didn't mean that we didn't have secrets. Fuck, I had more than a few. Some shit was better kept buried. Reliving shit you couldn't change only kept the pain alive and the demons hungry.  
 
    As I mulled over my attraction to Jolene and Demon’s annoying understanding of it, I knew that I should stop drinking, but it was one of the things I did best. Killing was the other, and I did both often. My whole fucking life seemed like an instant replay of the same shit. I only did enough to get me through to the next day. The club was my fucking life, my brothers the only people that mattered to me. Sure, I'd protect their old ladies and families with my life, but I didn't get close enough to care about any of them. I didn't want to care. 
 
    I caught the bartender's eye and motioned for another drink. The whiskey was strong and burned like a mother going down, but it was the fuel that I needed to warm my blood and remind me that I was alive. As I glanced up, the woman I saw approaching the bar in the mirror took my fucking breath away. What the fuck did she want? She always had a smile for me, while I openly snarled in return, trying to scare her away. I wasn't the kind of man to let the sweet curve of a woman's lips or the friendly sparkle in her eyes calm me into pretending that I was a friendly guy. I wanted Jolene to know that she needed to be careful around me. 
 
    My eyes ran up and down the lush curves barely contained in the skin tight dress she was wearing. The fucking thing was so short that it barely covered the swell of that perfect bubble ass, showing off those perfect, toned legs. The red stilettos, in contrast to her silver dress, made her legs even sexier. She'd pulled up that thick blond mane of hers and secured it on top of her head with some kind of sparkly comb with a feather coming out of it. But it was her eyes that always sucked me in. 
 
    Amethyst. Purple. Violet. However the fuck you'd describe them. They were unusual, mesmerizing. And when Jolene looked at me I felt something I didn't want to examine too hard. 
 
    Her smile never wavered as she reached the bar. She had the common sense to wedge herself between Cole and Demon, who gave her an appreciative but respectful look. My brothers both had sexy old ladies of their own, and they were extremely loyal to Raven and Bobbie. Actually, “pussy whipped” was more like it. Though Jolene made fleeting eye contact with them both, when those violet gems touched on me they lingered long enough to remind me that she needed to be afraid. 
 
    I tried to convince myself that I didn't want her. 
 
    "Gentlemen," she said in her sweet-ass southern drawl.  
 
    The brothers chuckled. They always got a laugh when she referred to them as gentlemen. 
 
    "Since I'm the only single lady at the table, I've been tasked with giving you a message." 
 
    "And why is that?" Colton laughed. "Our old ladies scared of us?" 
 
    Even her laughter seemed to have a southern quality to it. "I seriously doubt that. More like they know I'm the only one not in danger of being pulled over one of your shoulders and taken out of here." 
 
    Hearty laughter came from everyone but me. 
 
    "What's the message?" Demon smiled. 
 
    "There's a bachelorette party in the back room and the girls have been invited to watch the male stripper do his thing. Apparently he used to be one of the famous Chippendales—" 
 
    "An original from nineteen-seventy-nine?" Cole snorted.  
 
    "Seventy-six," Demon corrected.  
 
    I stared at them as if they had two heads, not about to question how they knew that shit.  
 
    Jolene shrugged. "According to one of the ladies from the party he's six-feet of pure sex on a stick." 
 
    "Oh, hell, no!" Colton said, getting up from his stool in one fast move. 
 
    "But—" Jolene's pretty eyes grew large as she watched him walk briskly away. She turned back to Demon and Cole, who were also leaving their stools.  
 
    "Not going to happen, honey," Demon threw her way over his retreating back. 
 
    "But—" 
 
    I almost smirked at her confused expression as she watched my brothers storm off to claim their old ladies. JoJo and Ellie, who were new mothers, hadn't made it that night, so that just left Raven, Annie, and Bobbie. My brothers were extremely possessive over their women, and the fact that the girls had sent Jolene over to check in with them proved they knew it and expected their men to react accordingly. In fact, I suspected that the women would have been disappointed if their men hadn't. I'd witnessed my brothers going all cavemen on their old ladies on more than one occasion, and their women ate that shit up.  
 
    I knew that Jolene was still standing next to me, and it was fucking hard to ignore her. Her warm, light, floral scent enveloped me in a cocoon of pure, fucking lust. I reached for my third or fourth drink. I'd lost count. I could see her inching closer, cautiously, as if she were afraid. She should be. I grew stiff when I felt the warmth of her body next to mine. Hell, I was stone-cold afraid. Mostly because I was barely holding on when it came to her and what I wanted. My dick was hard as fucking stone, and the urge to grab her and take her out back was almost overpowering.  
 
    Fuck. Forget taking her out back. We'd never make it that far. 
 
    "That's close enough," I snarled low out of the corner of my mouth. She took a breath, and I turned my head enough to meet the curiosity in her eyes. 
 
    Those sexy, full lips turned up even more into a smile, trying to coax me into returning her friendliness. Hell, she should know by now that I wasn't a friendly man; she'd been around the club for almost a year. I'd never spoken a single word to her until now. I hadn't trusted myself. Looking into those witchy, spellbinding eyes and seeing that she was even more beautiful up close did nothing to weaken my resolve to keep my distance from her. 
 
    "You don't like me, do you LD?" she surprised me by asking. She began to pluck nervously at a clean napkin that was on the counter. 
 
    "No." My response was hard and abrupt, and left little for interpretation.  
 
    Her light colored brows arched. It was clear that she hadn't expected me to admit it. I wondered if she had the courage to ask me why. The smile all but faded from her face, leaving just the tiniest curl at the corners of her pink lips. And then she tilted her little chin while keeping those eyes pinned on me. 
 
    "Your loss," came her husky drawl before she turned and sashayed away, leaving me in a fog of her pleasant scent.  
 
    That may be, but keeping my distance was better for her health. 
 
    I watched the swing of her hips and luscious ass as she walked back to the table she'd been sharing with the old ladies. By now, said old ladies were sitting on their men's laps, and all were lost in conversation and laughter. My brothers had played right into their hands, but only because they'd wanted to. It was a game with them.  
 
    I smirked, and then nearly swallowed my fucking tongue when Jolene bent over the table and reached for something. Her short dress rode up, showing more of her milky thighs. My blood ignited, and with the amount of alcohol in my system it was a miracle I didn't combust. All I could visualize was my hands wrapped around all that soft flesh while I pounded my dick into her. 
 
    I closed my eyes and groaned.  
 
    Jesus, give me the fucking strength to stay away from her.  
 
    When I opened them again, Jolene was walking toward the door to leave. 
 
    Thank fuck.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Jolene 
 
      
 
    I had no idea what time it was when the sound of voices began to reach me all the way from the kitchen. Muted sounds that suggested that Raven and Cole must have company, because I could make out more than one male voice. I was staying the weekend in their guest room. The women of Desert Rebels had talked me into closing my store and taking three days off since Monday was a holiday. It hadn't taken much persuasion on their part. I hadn't taken a vacation in three years.   
 
    Thanks to my lazy-ass brother who refused to work regular hours, if at all.  
 
    Our parents had opened Illuminations twenty years ago but had passed the reins off to me and Danny when they'd retired and moved to--where else--Florida. At that point I'd already worked for them for seven years, but I’d suddenly found myself working the business all alone. If Danny continued to be unreliable I would let Mom and Dad deal with him. He couldn't expect me to run the business with just one employee, Teresa, for help, especially now that we'd picked up the contract with the Desert Rebels. They were building houses in a new development right outside of Vegas, and it was a huge project. 
 
    The deep voices faded away behind the sound of a door closing, and I supposed that whoever had been visiting had left. I pulled back the covers and rolled from bed, hitting the bathroom first to take care of business. I paused by the mirror on my way out, deciding that my sleep clothes were decent enough to wear out to the kitchen. Raven had said that Cole had club business early this morning, and I assumed that he'd just left. 
 
    I padded down the hallway, yawning behind my hand as I followed the enticing aroma of freshly brewed coffee. A grin spread across my face when I entered the kitchen and found Raven leaning against the counter, eyes closed as she sleepily sipped the steaming brew.  
 
    "What time did you guys get in?" I asked.  
 
    She jumped and let out a little squeak, almost spilling her coffee. Her eyes rounded before she realized that it was me who’d spoken, and then she sank against the counter again, sighing heavily. "Around two," she said with something close to regret. "I'm so tired." 
 
    "Then why are you up?" I laughed, fixing myself a cup of coffee. 
 
    "Cole had to get up early." 
 
    "So you had to, too?" 
 
    "Well, he, ah, woke me up." A sheepish look came over her face, causing me to grin. Raven smiled in return. "We kind of have a morning ritual." 
 
    "Is it called making love?" I took a sip of my coffee, moaning with pleasure as the roasted goodness coated my tongue and the warmth traveled to my stomach.  
 
    "I think what we do can be considered a little more than making love," she said, drawing my interest. "Sex with Cole is raw, primal, rough, fuck—" 
 
    I laughed. "Okay! Okay! I get the idea." For some reason my thoughts went to LD, and my body responded just like it always did when the moody biker came to mind.  
 
    Why didn't the blasted man like me? We’d run into each other several times since the Desert Rebels’ construction office had opened next door to my business, and every time he’d completely ignored me. He’d barely even looked at me, and he certainly didn't talk to me, which I suspected was because he was afraid that I would get too close.  
 
    I didn't think the man was gay. Everything about his big, rugged appearance screamed tough and dangerous, and I suspected that he kept talking to a minimum due to the damage that had been done to his vocal cords. His beard almost hid the scar across his throat. He carried himself with the confidence that came from age and experience, and he closely watched everything that went on around him. 
 
    His weather-beaten, craggy features and streaked blonde hair were more sun kissed than caused by age. I guessed him to be in his early forties, and looking into his brown eyes was like peering into the muddy waters of the Mississippi. But they were anything but warm. LD had secrets, and intuition warned me that I should probably ignore him just as he ignored me. Find a man who wasn’t so serious and scary looking.  
 
    "Earth to Jolene." 
 
    I blinked and focused my gaze on Raven, who was wide awake now and staring at me over the rim of her cup.  
 
    She laughed. "I was talking to you for five minutes before I realized that you were off somewhere else." There was amusement in her tone. 
 
    A low laugh escaped me. "I guess I zoned out." 
 
    "I'll say. Who were you crushing on?" 
 
    "Crushing on?" I laughed a little too loudly. "I'm too old to crush on anyone." 
 
    "You're never too old to have a crush," Raven argued, refilling her cup. "I've known you almost a year, and I don't think I've ever seen you with anyone." 
 
    I released a breath. "Men are intimidated by me." She gave me a smirk. "I'm serious! Look at me. I'm almost six-feet-tall. I'm not a cute little peanut like you." We both laughed at that. "If it's not my height, it's my beauty," I joked.  
 
    She stared at me seriously for a minute. "You don't really believe that crap, do you? I mean, don't get me wrong, honey. You are definitely beautiful, but not all men want a tiny little woman in their bed. You may be taller than all of us old ladies, but you are still way shorter than most of our men." 
 
    That was true, and only because the men were beasts. 
 
    "I'm really not worried about it. The right man will come along some day. I've just been so busy at the store and trying to deal with my wayward brother. I really haven't had time to think about men." Well, that was a flat out lie, because I thought about LD all the time. 
 
    "Maybe we can match you up with someone at the club. They may all look rough around the edges and have unfiltered speech, but they're good men, honey. I've seen how some look at you when you're around." 
 
    I laughed, wondering how we’d even got on this subject. "Raven, you're a sweetheart, but please do not try and hook me up with anyone at your club." Unless it’s LD. But I wasn't going to tell her that. "I'm only thirty-two. Hardly an old maid."  
 
    "No one interest you at the club?"  
 
    I turned to rinse out my cup so she couldn't see the lie in my eyes. "No one at your club interests me," I insisted, turning back around to see the one man who did as he stepped into the room with Cole and Sax. They'd been right outside the door. I held my breath as my gaze was caught and held by LD. The intensity in his eyes sent a chill down my spine and turned my nipples hard. Shit!  
 
    I was suddenly aware of my attire. Raven was wearing a robe, she must have been expecting the men to return, but I was wearing a tiny pair of lacy boy shorts and a cropped top that exposed the thin gold chain hanging low on my hips. When LD’s eyes took that in I swear his nostrils flared and his jaw tightened. Maybe I had imagined his response, but I wasn't imaging the fisted hands hanging at his sides. 
 
    It suddenly felt as if he and I were the only two people in the room. 
 
    With my heart in my throat I pulled my eyes away, meeting the twinkle of humor in Raven's. "Shit! I'll be right back!" I spun on my heel, face on fire when I realized that my shorts had ridden up between my butt cheeks. I rushed from the room and down the hallway, hearing the men's chuckles and Raven's muttering as she scolded them.  
 
    When I reached my bedroom I closed the door and leaned against it for a moment, trying to stop my racing heart. The look on LD's face had been frightening. Then why did it excite me? I ran my arm over my hard nipples, feeling the tingle, and then rushed to the bathroom. I looked in the mirror, sighing at the woman who looked back at me. I could always blame my flushed cheeks on embarrassment, but I knew the truth. 
 
    I was attracted to LD. 
 
    Even though he'd come right out and said that he didn't like me, it hadn’t changed what I felt about him. There was just something about him, and there had been from the very beginning when I'd met him for the first time when he and his brothers had showed up outside of their business. They'd reminded me of warriors, sitting on their huge bikes, dressed all in black, and reeking of testosterone and danger. 
 
    The others had been friendly, but LD had looked on without emotion or acknowledgement of any kind. He'd just sat there on his bike, arms crossed, with the coldest expression I'd ever seen on his rugged face. He hadn't cared to introduce himself as his brothers had. Hadn't returned my welcoming smile.  
 
    His attitude hadn't improved over the months that had followed. The few times that he'd come around, he'd remained just as standoffish. Especially the time that he'd walked in to find me and Holly having lunch together. He'd dropped off a few invoices, picked up a zippered bag, and left with barely a word to Holly. I remember giving Holly a confused look at the time, and she'd just shrugged and mumbled, "That's LD." 
 
    After that I hadn't questioned his abrupt comings and goings, deciding that was just his way. But I did watch him, covertly, when I didn't think he'd notice, and I couldn't deny that the big brute got my blood hot. It bothered me more than I was willing to admit that he didn't like me. I was a very likable person. Maybe I reminded him of someone else who he didn't like. Who knew? 
 
    All I knew was that I'd spent enough time thinking about him. 
 
    I shook my head and went back into the bedroom where my bag was. I pulled out my red bikini, a pair of shorts, and tee and quickly dressed, and then slipped my feet into sandals. Raven and I were meeting everyone at Bobbie's to spend a day tanning poolside, and then later we were going to the Desert Rebels’ clubhouse.  
 
    Holly was the reason I was now friends with Raven, Annie, JoJo, Bobbie, Ellie, and Demon's sister, Annabelle. Working side-by-side, Holly and I had become close friends, and I missed her terribly. Three months after opening the construction office she'd taken off. I knew why she'd left and where she was, and I lived with the guilt of that knowledge every day, but I'd promised her that I would keep her secret and her whereabouts to myself. My only condition had been that she stay in touch with me.  
 
    I brushed my long hair and twisted it up into a messy knot on top of my head. I was pretty low maintenance when I wasn't working, and today was no different. No makeup, no perfume, no freaking heels. I'd forgotten what a casual day off felt like. Not that Illuminations was open twenty-four-seven, but it was six days out of the week, and I was there most of the time, even when Teresa worked. Sundays were a fog because I usually slept in till noon and then spent the rest of the day doing housework, laundry, and grocery shopping. 
 
    I left my room and hesitated halfway down the hallway. I could still hear voices downstairs, which meant that the men hadn't gone. I chastised myself for being a coward and took a deep breath before continuing down. As soon as I entered the kitchen I wished that I hadn't, because Raven was nowhere in sight. Neither was Cole. God, don't tell me they were off doing the dirty again.  
 
    Sax and LD were sitting at the island, each holding a cup of coffee and talking low. When they noticed me their conversation halted abruptly. I smiled at the serious expressions on their faces. "Where's Raven?"  
 
    "Talking to Cole in the bedroom." 
 
    Sure they are, I thought to myself. They'd "talked" their way through half the night. I kept my eyes on Sax. "Can I fix either of you something to eat while you wait?" I'd stayed with Raven and Cole a few times now and felt confident enough to give their food away. If I'd learned one thing with my association with the club, it was that they were all one, big, happy family. 
 
    As expected, LD remained unmoving and emotionless. Sax was more polite. 
 
    "No thanks, sweetheart. We'll grab a bite on the road." He brought his cup to his mouth and sipped.  
 
    I felt bad for Sax. I'd only known him briefly before Holly had left, but the girls had told me that he'd changed, had begun to drink more since she'd gone. Knowing what I knew about Holly, it was hard to meet his eyes, but I reminded myself that Holly was my friend and I'd made her a promise that I intended to keep. 
 
    My gaze shifted to LD, and my smile grew. Why, I wasn’t sure, since he looked scary as hell, but perhaps some part of me thought that I could win him over with friendship. Kill him with kindness. His mouth tightened, and I fought the sudden urge to reach up and smooth my thumb over it until it relaxed. I ran my tongue over my bottom lip, watching the darkness in his eyes settle there. 
 
    An unexpected spike of electricity ran through me as if he'd touched me physically. I caught my breath at the intensity of the feeling gripping me. It wasn't any one feeling, but a mixture of arousal, fear, and confusion. If just a look from LD caused me to feel this way, what would his touch do to me?  
 
    I'd probably never find out. 
 
    "What about you, LD?" It was as if I purposely set out to irritate him. "Is there anything you want?" 
 
    He ignored me, instead taking a long drink of coffee. But his eyes remained on me the entire time, like twin daggers intent on doing the most damage. I don't know how I kept the smile on my face. I shrugged, "Your loss." I turned to the fridge before he could see the smirk my words had put on my mouth.  
 
    As I was reaching for a yogurt on the bottom rack in the back I heard Raven and Cole coming down the hallway and took a breath of relief. By the time I straightened from the fridge and closed the door they had entered the kitchen. I swung around and bravely met LD's cold eyes. 
 
    "Oh, good, you're ready," Raven quipped when she saw me. "The boys are going to give us a ride over to Bobbie's. 
 
    What?! On their bikes? I tried to school my expression not to reveal the sudden panic I felt. Raven would be on the back of Cole's bike, but who was I riding with? Sax and LD were both without old ladies, but everyone in the club knew that Sax still considered himself to be with Holly. Would he want another woman on the back of his bike? 
 
    I knew that the men of the Desert Rebels were faithful to their old ladies, so I doubted it. 
 
    That left me with LD. 
 
    I swallowed hard as equal measures of dread and anticipation ran through me.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    LD 
 
      
 
    Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. 
 
    I knew why Cole wanted to give Raven a ride to Demon's. He never turned down a chance to have his old lady up snug against his back. Christ, I couldn't blame him for that, but that meant that Jolene would be riding with me, because I knew sure as shit that Sax wasn't going to put another woman on the back of his bike. Not until he got over Holly and accepted the fact that she might never come back. The woman had fucking messed with my brother's head. She'd been gone for months now, but he still held out hope that she'd come to the realization that they were meant to be together. 
 
    They'd had problems in the past, mainly of the baby-making-kind. Holly wanted kids. Sax didn't. But it had been her rape that had been the final catalyst that had come between them. Holly hadn't been able to deal with it, and after three months of trying to, she'd walked away. Sure, she'd left Sax a note, but that was some hard shit for a brother to handle, the woman that you loved saying it was over and that she needed to find herself again. 
 
    Didn't make sense to me, but who was I to question it? And if Jolene or any of the old ladies knew anything about where Holly was, they weren't talking. My bet was that Jolene knew something. She and Holly had gotten tight during the three months that they'd worked in close proximity. But it was none of my concern. If it was meant to be, Holly would figure her shit out. 
 
    I only wanted to see my brother whole again. 
 
    Just like my brothers wanted to see me whole again, but that wasn't going to happen. Couldn't bring back my wife and son. Couldn't make me unsee their fucking deaths. Couldn't make me feel any less of a failure for not protecting them. I would live with that shit for the rest of my fucking life. It was what I deserved. The pain never went away. The yearning to see my sweet Caroline and Johnny again. He'd be a grown man by now.  
 
    Fuck. Sixteen years was a long, damned time. 
 
    The conversation happening around me eventually drew me back to the present. Raven was gathering up our coffee cups and placing them into the dishwasher. Jolene added her spoon before she tossed the empty yogurt container into the trash. I watched her graceful movements for a minute, watched the way her tits strained the limits of the tee she was wearing, the way her shorts barely covered that sweet ass. The women were spending the day at Demon's pool, so I bet that she was wearing that smoking hot red bikini beneath her clothes.  
 
    "We gotta head out, brothers." Cole draped his arm across the back of his old lady. They headed toward the door.  
 
    No one said anything until we reached our bikes. 
 
    "Um, who do I ride with?"  
 
    I could hear the worry in her southern drawl, the sexy twang going straight to my dick. Cole had mounted his hog and was assisting Raven when he glanced over at us. Sax lowered his eyes to the ground as he climbed on his bike, a clear sign that he didn't want another woman on his bike but that he didn't want to seem like a wuss by saying it. I inhaled a ragged breath and glared at Cole. 
 
    "She can ride with me." I climbed on and started my bike, hardly acknowledging Jolene as she walked to me. I wondered if she'd ever ridden before, finally meeting her eyes. 
 
    "Ever ridden?" I growled, clenching my back teeth. She shook her head. Great. Just fucking great. I glared at Cole again, my look telling him that this wasn't his brightest move. He shrugged, a knowing smirk on his face. Later I'd knock that off. "Climb on. Hold on. Lean into the curves with me." 
 
    "That's it?" Jolene asked innocently sliding her hot cunt up against my backside. Next came her arms as they slid around my torso, her hands linking just above my belt buckle.  
 
    Jesus H. Christ, the feel of her full tits against my back was going to be my undoing. It'd be a miracle if I didn't wreck my bike before we reached Demon's.  
 
    I didn't answer Jolene’s question. I'd already told her the basics. If she couldn't follow the instructions it was on her. She wasn't going to like riding with me because I rode fast. Hell, we all did, but not usually when we had a woman behind us, and that was something I never had.  
 
    I ignored both brothers as I jerked forward and took off down the road. Jolene jerked backwards sharply with a shriek but quickly tightened her arms around me. The next thing I felt was her head against my shoulder. I turned mine to the side, realizing immediately that I'd made a mistake. Her light floral scent hit me right in the nose, and like a fucking fool looking for his next fix, I inhaled it deeply into my lungs.  
 
    I could feel her legs against the back of mine, and I resisted the urge to reach back and clasp her naked thigh. The thought of that silky flesh beneath my hand caused my dick to throb. If her hands slipped down just a little further Jolene would know without a doubt that I was fucking turned on, and that she was the reason. I had to remind myself that she wasn't mine, and never would be. Touching--or anything else--was off limits. 
 
    A glance at my speedometer revealed that I was pushing eighty. I knew Sax and Cole were right behind me. Even though it was still early morning the sun was beating down on us like a bitch, and we were riding against hot, dry wind. The stretch of highway we were traveling was right through the desert, tumbleweeds, dry brush, and lots of fucking dirt. Off-roads took adventurous travelers anywhere, some disappearing into the mountains, some through gorges, and a few ended up at beautiful lakesides. The hills were dotted with abandoned mines and homes.  
 
    I felt Jolene shift behind me and wondered if her ass had gone to sleep. More likely she was getting a little action on her clit. I grinned like a bastard. It was almost a given that a woman riding a bike for the first time had an orgasm. They weren't prepared for the constant vibration of the bike between their legs. When her thighs clamped tighter against me and I felt the subtle thrust of her pussy against me, I reached down to rub my dick.  
 
    Fuck. It wouldn't take much to lose my load if I let my imagination run a little wild. It had been a damned long time since I'd rubbed one off. Too fucking long since I'd had a woman in my bed. Jolene's hands unlinked and suddenly her fucking nails were biting into my abs. Holy shit, the sting felt good. Before I realized what I was doing, I snatched her hand and brought it down to cover my hard-on. I didn't have to like the woman to let her get me off. What I wouldn't have given to undo my pants enough for her to slip her hand inside. I showed her the action my dick wanted and pulled my hand away once she caught on. 
 
    I put my hand back on the handlebar. It would be a shame to have an accident and ruin a perfectly good opportunity for us both to get off and relieve some of the tension between us. Not to mention that an accident at eighty would undoubtedly kill us both. As her hand applied pressure to my dick I felt her hips moving behind me, just as Sax pulled up next to me, throwing me a knowing smirk and then shooting off ahead of me. 
 
    Fuck you, Brother, I thought.  
 
    I wasn't going to acknowledge anything. I wasn't going to deny it, either. There was nothing wrong with a man using a willing woman to get off. She was getting hers, too. I knew the second Jolene climaxed when her hand clamped down on my dick and squeezed me to fucking completion. The wind disguised my grunt, and I exploded beneath her hand, while I enjoyed the subtle gyrations of her cunt against my ass as she rode her own orgasm to completion.  
 
    Perfect timing. 
 
    I slowed to take the turn onto Demon's property. I'd have to hit the john while I was there to clean up the fucking mess in my pants. Jesus. The last time I’d come in my pants I'd been a horny teenager lusting after my high school math teacher. I sucked in a few breaths, still feeling a twitch now and again from my sensitive dick. I wondered how Jolene was feeling, and grinned.  
 
    I wondered if she thought this would change anything between us. 
 
    She was going to be disappointed if she did. 
 
    Some of the bitches that hung around the clubhouse thought that if you let them give you an orgasm it meant something, or that it was going to lead to something more. That was why I rarely messed with any of them, and especially the hang arounds. In the past I'd used Lulu for relief. She was a sweet woman, knew when to shut up, do the deed, and leave. But then I'd caught wind that she had feelings for me, and I’d stopped going to her. 
 
     Demon had a circular drive at the front of his house, and a three-car garage off to the side. Couldn't ride around back because of the pool. The fucking thing took up more than half of the back yard and was fenced in for privacy. My brothers and I came to a stop, and Raven slid off the back of Cole's bike like a pro. I could feel Jolene's hesitation, turning sideways enough to see her out of the corner of my eye. I wordlessly held my hand back for her take it and dismount. She put her small hand in mine and got off. I smirked when I felt her shaking. 
 
    The front door of the house opened, and a smiling Bobbie stepped outside. Demon had been smart to claim her as his old lady. She wasn't just a pretty face. She was a fighter and had proved that she was a survivor more than once with all of the shit that had come her way.  
 
    "I heard you guys coming," she explained in an excited tone. She didn't try to disguise the surprise in her eyes as she realized that Jolene had been on the back of my bike. 
 
    "Where's your old man?" Sax asked, sitting back on his seat while lighting up. 
 
    "He's coming," she smiled. 
 
    Either Sax or Cole snorted, but neither brother said anything. Bobbie rolled her eyes, ignoring them.  
 
    "Oh, my God, Jolene, is this your first time on a bike?"  
 
    The concern in Bobbie's voice caused me to cut my eyes to the woman standing next to my bike as I climbed off.  
 
    An embarrassed laugh escaped Jolene. "Can you tell?" She was holding out her leg and looking down at it. 
 
    My gaze traveled down and narrowed on the small burn mark left behind from the exhaust pipes. Fuck. I should have warned her about the pipes. I pressed my mouth, pissed that I'd let my aversion to having her on my bike get to me.  
 
    "Honey, that must hurt like a bitch!" Raven gasped with rounded eyes.  
 
    Jolene laughed it off. "It stung for a second, but it didn't take away from the enjoyment of my first ride."  
 
    Her eyes flickered to me but darted away just as fast. "If someone would have warned me about the hot pipes, I would have known to keep my legs away from them. Guess LD was just too eager to get off." 
 
    What.  
 
    The.  
 
    Fuck. 
 
     I didn't let her innocent tone fool me, meeting the amusement in her beautiful eyes. Suddenly all eyes were on me, and I didn't like it. Sax and Cole looked on with knowing smirks. Bobbie and Raven's expressions reflected round-eyed confusion. Did Jolene think she was cute, putting me on the spot like that? I unclenched my back teeth, but kept my glare directly on her. "I wasn't the only one who got off." 
 
    A gasp from Raven revealed that she finally understood what we were talking about, and the implication of my statement. Bobbie's soon followed. The rose in Jolene's cheeks turned brighter. My brother's snorts showed that they were surprised that I'd even acknowledged Jolene's comment. It didn't take long for her eyes to slide away from me. I didn't give a fuck if anyone knew that I'd just got off on my bike, but most women, with the exception of the club bitches, liked to keep that kind of shit to themselves.  
 
    A vehicle coming up the drive broke the uncomfortable silence, and everyone turned to see JoJo's black SUV approaching. She was close enough for us to see that the other old ladies, Annie and Ellie, were with her, as well as Annabelle. The women were good about including Demon's sister in their activities, and they were all as close as real sisters could be. I couldn't see them, but I knew that Samuel and Izzy were in the back. Their car seats were there.  
 
    "Great, the others are here," Bobbie gushed, moving toward the vehicle as it came to a stop. "They'll need help with the kids and their stuff." Raven and Jolene were close behind her.  
 
    "That was dirty, brother," Cole reprimanded me once the women were out of earshot. "She's not a club bitch." 
 
    I met his eyes and shrugged, because I didn't give a fuck.  
 
    "I didn't know you liked Jolene," Sax quipped, and there was something in his tone that I didn't like. The look in his eyes revealed that he was fishing. 
 
    "Don't have to like a woman, Brother."  
 
    He nodded and said, "True." 
 
    "You brothers ready?" Demon asked, stepping out the front door.  
 
    "Got to use the john," I grumbled, walking past him.  
 
    There was no fucking way I was going on a run with cum in my pants.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Jolene 
 
      
 
    Well, if I’d learned anything about LD, it was that he was the crude, rough biker I’d thought he was, and I was still attracted to him. Damn it! While my comment had left the door open for interpretation, his had basically informed everyone present that I'd had an orgasm on his damned bike. He could not have made it any clearer that he didn't like me by humiliating me in that way. Well, fine. It was his loss. At least I hadn't spent a lot of time hoping for something that seemed further away than ever. 
 
    Even as I contemplated giving up I released a heavy sigh, knowing that I wasn't a quitter when it came to getting something that I wanted. I had given in to the moment, but long-term was my goal. I knew a broken man when I saw one. It was going to take a lot of work to win LD over, but something told me he was worth it. 
 
    "You okay, honey?" 
 
    I turned my head to look at Bobbie. "Yeah, sure, what makes you think that something is wrong?" I faked a smile, and then pulled the playpen out of the back of the SUV. 
 
    "Maybe because you're staring daggers at LD's back?" she smiled. 
 
    She was right. I'd been fixated on his disappearing figure as he and the rest of his brothers had ridden away from the house. "I don't know what you mean." 
 
    "Don't let what he said bother you," Raven said as she passed us with a swing in hand. "It could have been any one of the other men saying that crap. They get a charge out of shocking us." 
 
    "Yeah, but I've never known LD to be like that." Bobbie grabbed the two diaper bags. "He's usually pretty tight-lipped about that kind of thing." 
 
    "Hell, he's usually tight-lipped about everything," JoJo added, coming around the back of the SUV to join us with a sleeping Samuel in her arms. "What's going on?" Her gaze moved back and forth between the three of us as she waited for an answer. 
 
    "Did I miss something?" Ellie asked, joining us with Izzy in her arms. 
 
    "I think we all did," said a smiling Annie.  
 
    Annabelle reached for Izzy and Ellie handed her daughter over without hesitation.  
 
    "Why don't we go inside, get settled, and then we can lounge around the pool and chit-chat. I made some fresh guacamole." Bobbie turned and headed toward the door.  
 
    "I think that's a good idea." Maybe by then they'd forget to ask what was going on. The less who knew about my humiliation, the better, and I'd be mortified if they found out about my infatuation with LD. 
 
    "I love guacamole!" JoJo whisper shouted.  
 
    "If I'd known you girls were going to pack up the house we could have had the guys help us bring all this stuff inside," Bobbie teased. "Did one of you mothers bring a baby monitor?" 
 
    "Of course," they said in unison. 
 
    "Good. We can set Samuel up in the spare bedroom to finish his nap." 
 
    "Izzy will be nodding off before long. I think I'll rock her for a few minutes and then lay her down, too."  
 
    I headed to the spare bedroom and with Raven's help we set up the playpen. Before Ellie could take Izzy from Annabelle, Annabelle sat down in the rocking chair that Bobbie had bought when the babies first came along. Since everyone spent so much time at Bobbie's, she’d thought that it would be a good idea for JoJo and Ellie to have a place to rock their babies. 
 
    Annabelle looked up at Ellie. "Do you mind if I rock her to sleep?" 
 
    "Course not, honey. I have her all the time. It's nice to have a break." 
 
    As JoJo set up the baby monitor I stared down at Annabelle. She looked natural sitting with a baby in her arms. I'd seen her with kids before, and while she was good with all of them, she preferred the babies. She was patient, and soft-spoken. As she stared down at Izzy with a smile on her pretty face, I wondered why there was a subtle sadness about her, or maybe I was imagining it. I'd heard a little bit about what had happened to her, that she'd been attacked and left for dead, and I knew that she was still seeing a therapist. Over the year that I'd become friends with the club I'd watched the young woman slowly change, and for the better, thank goodness. 
 
    Annabelle glanced up and caught me staring.  
 
    "You look natural with a baby in your arms, honey. You want children some day?" 
 
    She nodded.  
 
    "But first you have to find your prince," Bobbie said softly. Their eyes met, and something silent passed between them. "And he's out there, honey."  
 
    Annabelle nodded, saying nothing. 
 
    "We ready to go get this party started?" Annie asked from the doorway. 
 
    Those of us without children looked at the two who had them. JoJo covered Samuel with a light blanket and gave us a thumbs up. Izzy was relaxed against Annabelle, her thumb in her mouth and her eyes droopy.  
 
    Ellie set a bottle down next to the rocker. "Just in case. Sometimes she'll be all but asleep and then jerk away wanting her bottle."               
 
    We left the room after that, ending up in Bobbie's spacious kitchen. There was an array of drink mixes and glasses on the counter.  
 
    She opened the fridge door and stood back. "What do we want to start out with? Sangria, watermelon tequila, strawberry-lemon mojitos, beer, wine?" 
 
    "Beer? We can have beer any time," Raven laughed. "I love your mojitos." 
 
    "Let's keep it simple." Bobbie pulled out a pitcher. "Let's all start out with a mojito and work our way through the rest." Murmurs of agreement echoed through the kitchen.  
 
    "What can I get?" I asked when I noticed each woman grab something to take out to the pool.  
 
    "You grab the guacamole." Bobbie winked. Her eyes moved over me. "I hope you have your swim suit on under that." 
 
    "Of course! I know the drill by now. And may I say, you're rockin' that color, it makes your eyes pop." She was wearing a blue one-piece swimsuit that reminded me of the clear, blue waters of the Bahamas. The matching floral wraparound emphasized her small yet curvy shape, and fell just above her knees. Her long brown hair was pulled back in a high ponytail.  
 
    "Everyone grab a glass and let's go." 
 
    We followed Bobbie out to the cabana. The heavy drapes were tied back, exposing a long wicker glass-topped table, a sofa with plush pillows, and some chairs in case someone wanted to get out from under the sun. We set the things down that we'd brought from inside and Bobbie began to pour the mojitos, and then one by one we turned toward the lounge chairs by the pool. We were just getting situated and taking that first sip when Annabelle came outside. 
 
    "Did you cover her?" Ellie questioned upon seeing her. 
 
    "Of course," Annabelle responded, heading toward the cabana.  
 
    I noticed JoJo set the baby monitor down next to her chair. I took another sip of my drink, and relaxed back in my chair, closing my eyes. "Taking this weekend off is just what I needed," I told the women. 
 
    "You work too hard," Raven agreed. 
 
    "Well, I don't know about that, but I do work some long hours."  
 
    "You're a young woman, honey. You need to have a life besides work." 
 
    I opened one eye and turned just enough to meet Ellie's eyes. "I'm beginning to realize that," I admitted, smiling.  
 
    "You know, if you need someone to get your brother, um, motivated, I know just the men to do it." 
 
    Everyone knew about my lazy-ass brother. Several of us laughed at Bobbie's comment. "As tempting as that sounds, I think I need to let my parents handle Danny. I've made up my mind to give him an ultimatum--either he straightens up and starts working regular hours, or I'm hiring another full-time employee. He knows that means I can't continue to pay him if I'm paying someone else." 
 
    "And if that doesn't work?" Annie asked. 
 
    "Then I'll threaten him with Mom and Dad." They laughed. "And if that doesn't work, then maybe I'll think about letting one of your big, tough bikers have a come-to-Jesus-meeting with him." 
 
    "They have awesome powers of persuasion," JoJo insisted.  
 
    A tiny noise came over the baby monitor. A hush fell over the group as we listened, but that was the only sound. JoJo released a loud sigh. "Not my son," she said with confidence. 
 
    I didn't question her. She and Ellie had demonstrated their keen ability to differentiate the sounds of the babies at a club event one day.  
 
    "This is good guacamole, Bobbie, I want your recipe." 
 
    "It's a secret," she responded to Ellie. 
 
    Annie released a loud snort. "Yeah, the secret is that she gets it from Moe's." 
 
    "I do not!" Bobbie said heatedly, glaring at Annie with fire in her eyes. "And mine is better than Moe's." 
 
    "I like Moe's," Annabelle spoke up. "But you're right, yours is better." 
 
    "Thank you." Bobbie gave Annie a smirk and settled back in her chair. 
 
    That was one of the things I liked about being part of their group. They didn't stay angry or hold grudges. I'd noticed the same thing when there was an altercation between the men. They didn't hold anything back when it came to saying what was on their mind. If feelings were hurt or someone got angry, they worked it out. Even fought it out sometimes, but once it was over they went right back to being okay with each other. 
 
    "So, has anyone heard from Holly lately?" Annie questioned while removing her clothes to reveal a bikini that just covered what it needed to, the dark green working well with her hazel eyes. She was a tiny little thing that stayed in shape from working out at the gym she worked at. Her recently dyed brown hair was pink now and in her signature pixie cut.  
 
    I remained silent because, until now, I hadn't realized that Holly had been in touch with anyone else. I was glad she had been, because it took some of the pressure off me. 
 
    "She called me a couple of days ago," JoJo responded, getting to her feet. "Said she was doing fine and wanted to know how everyone was doing." She pulled her sundress off. 
 
    "By ‘everyone’ you mean Sax, right?" Ellie smiled. 
 
    JoJo shook her head. "Nope. She didn't say one word about him. She wanted to know how the office in Vegas was doing without her. She asked me to send pictures of Samuel and Izzy. She wants to get them something but said it would have to wait until she came home. Oh, and she asked about you, Annabelle." 
 
    Annabelle remained silent. She was a quiet girl. Very petite in her conservative, one-piece swim suit that outlined her soft, full curves. Her large, brown eyes were slightly almond shaped and gave color to the alabaster color of her beautiful face. Tons of strawberry blond hair surrounded her neck and shoulders, hanging over her left breast in a sloppy braid. There was a thin scar running along her clavicle, disappearing beneath the black of her suit. I noticed the way that she nervously played with her braid, making sure it covered as much of the scar as possible. If I didn't know that she was Demon's sister I would never have guessed it. He was big and dark, while she was tiny and light. There was also a big age difference between them. 
 
    It didn't seem odd that Holly had specifically singled Annabelle out. They'd both been through a traumatic experience and had probably confided in each other. It was normal to open up with someone who could understand what you were going through. Holly had shared with me, too, mostly because we’d had the time to talk at lunch every day. She'd been good at covering up what she was really feeling about the rape, but I knew that her torment went deep.  
 
    "So she is coming back!" Raven rushed out with excitement in her green eyes. Raven was as beautiful as her name, with miles of shiny, jet black hair falling down her back like a silky waterfall, a smooth, dark complexion that had nothing to do with tanning beneath the sun. She was short in stature and had a body most women would die for, but it was the husky, sultry quality of her voice that held your attention. The woman could easily make a career out of singing. "I miss her. She's been gone too long." 
 
    "I'm surprised she didn't ask about Sax," Ellie quipped. "They were together for years. 
 
    "Yeah, but they had their trouble." I knew what JoJo was going to say before she even said it. "She wanted a baby, Sax didn't, and he wasn't going to bend on that."  
 
    "Does anyone know why he doesn't want kids?" Annabelle asked. 
 
    I shook my head with everyone else.   
 
    Bobbie unwound her wrap and draped it over the back of her lounger. "Well, let's hope she's worked through what she needed to and comes back soon." She turned and dove into the crystal clear pool. 
 
    Annie squealed when the splash from Bobbie's dive hit her. Laughing, she went to the diving board and did a summersault before hitting the water, just as a noise on the monitor indicated that one of the babies had woken up. I glanced at JoJo and Ellie to see which one was going to make a move. 
 
    "Samuel's up." JoJo took off without hesitation.  
 
    "I may as well go, too. He'll probably wake Izzy up," Ellie laughed, following her. 
 
    Annabelle rose from her lounger. "Going into the water?" I asked while slipping off my clothes. 
 
    She shook her head. "Going to hit up that guacamole. I didn't have breakfast." 
 
    That sounded good, but right then I wanted to cool off. I jumped into the pool and sank to the bottom of the deep end and held my breath for as long as I could. There was something so peaceful and relaxing beneath the surface of the water. You could be in a pool full of people and feel totally isolated from the world for however long you could hold your breath. Sounds were muted, and your body sheltered in liquid comfort that soothed all things. 
 
    I wished I could stay there for longer when my thoughts returned to LD. The girls saw too much. We were close. But I wasn't ready to expose my weakness to him. Once they knew, they would be like barracudas determined to get us together, meaning well because they were all sweet and wanted all of the men in the club to find their happily ever after. I still had breath in my lungs when I kicked my feet against the bottom and shot to the surface. 
 
    They'd recognize my feelings for LD soon enough. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    LD 
 
      
 
    I sat back in my chair with a deep breath and folded my hands behind my head. My eyes never left Demon as I contemplated what he'd just thrown my way. He'd mentioned this to me in the past, so I wasn't completely caught off-guard, but it was still a lot to take in. I was aware of the silence in the room as my brothers awaited my response.  
 
    "Well, Brother?" There was a smirk on Demon's face. "You gonna answer sometime today?" Snorts followed his question, but no one else had the guts to question my hesitation. "This shouldn't come as a surprise. You make a good VP, Brother, but I need you in Vegas as the president." 
 
    Any time that Demon and my club needed me, my answer would always be yes. Now that we had a construction office in Vegas and a huge presence there, it made sense to start up a new chapter. Demon had mentioned the idea before. One clubhouse was the same as another, as far as I was concerned, there would just be different members and club sluts. And living in Vegas would cut down on all the fucking time I spent on the road.   
 
    "Don't know why you're asking. I'd do anything for the club." It was the truth. I'd spent a good portion of my life in the Desert Rebels. They were family, and we had each other's backs. One of the reasons we were so successful was that we decided shit as a whole and worked the club together.  
 
    If one brother failed, we all failed. I tried not to think about the three fucking traitors that we'd put in the ground the year before--Junior, Fisher, and Riggs. Three brothers who'd betrayed us by trying to take over the MC, hurting our old ladies, Raven, Holly, and Bobbie in the process. Junior had also been behind the attack and destruction of our old clubhouse, which had killed our then acting VP, Tooly, as well as several other brothers. 
 
     No one had seen that kind of treason coming our way. As the former club president's son, Junior had instigated it all, even going as far as hiring mercenaries to do his dirty work for him. He'd thought the presidency should go to him when cancer had taken his dad, Killer, but Demon had been voted into the position instead.  
 
    Junior had caused so much fucking death and destruction, and we were still feeling the fallout. Holly had broken things off with Sax, and I knew in my gut that the root cause emanated from what had happened to her. The conflict between them regarding having kids had been going on long before she'd been raped and brutalized by Junior's hired killers, so it did not make sense that this alone had been the thing that had pushed Holly to leave.  
 
    "I'd like to go with him, Prez," Bull said, drawing Demon's gaze. "I'm moving my uncle from Wells to a nursing home there. I'd like to be close to him." He looked in my direction, as if seeking my approval. 
 
    I gave him a chin lift, indicating that I was good with that. Bull was a good brother. "I'm going to need a good enforcer."  
 
    Bull was a big man. He looked like a giant teddy bear with his long, blonde hair and bushy beard, but that couldn't be further from the truth. I'd seen his brown eyes turn black right before he laid into someone, his meaty fists lethal weapons. A deep scar ran the length of his left cheek into his beard, uneven and a kind of disfigurement that most people would have fixed with plastic surgery. It gave him an edge that civilians feared. 
 
    He would have been laughed out of the club if he'd had surgery. Battle scars were proof of the kind of life we lived and survived, and we wore them like badges that we were proud of. Besides, Bull was still a handsome bastard, even with the scar, and it was a chic magnet that drew the women in like fucking honey. Because my scar had damaged my vocal cords, it usually sent women--and some men--running the other way, because when I spoke my voice sounded like a menacing growl. People reacted to the sound before listening to the words that always came out low and gravelly. 
 
    When my gaze returned to Demon he was shaking his head with an expression that revealed that he liked the idea. "You're going to need a VP and Road Captain, too, but fuck, I'm not giving you all my best men." Humor gleamed in his one good eye. The other he'd lost in prison, where he'd been working as a guard. "The first thing we need to do is find a clubhouse." 
 
    Sax snorted. "Found." His gaze encompassed the room before he shrugged. "The back of the construction office will work, temporarily. We're just using a small portion of the front for an office. The back is pretty fucking big, and there's a door that leads to an ally. Wouldn't even have to go through the office to get there." 
 
    "There enough room to park our bikes in the back?" Demon questioned. 
 
    "Even if there isn't, there's a big fucking lot across the street," Loco cut in. "It's already being used for additional parking. We can park our bikes there and walk our asses around the back of the building to the door." 
 
    "That'd work." I'd seen the size of the lot, and whoever owned it didn't seem to mind it being used for parking. I swung my eyes to Sax. "You planning on staying in Vegas?" He and Holly had moved there to set up the office, but he'd been staying at the clubhouse since she'd gone away.  
 
    His jaw tightened. "Lease will be up on my apartment in two months. Not renewing it. You can use it until then." 
 
    "Not why I was asking, Brother." 
 
    "Know that," he returned. "Not going back to Vegas unless I have to." 
 
    It grew quiet for a minute. I rubbed the bottom half of my jaw, hearing the scrape of my whiskers against my palm, and then moved my hand down to the jagged scar on my throat. I'd received that scar in the same incident that had taken my wife and son from me. I'd been left for dead, but the Grim Reaper hadn't been ready for my ass. He'd taken my life by way of brutally ending the people I'd loved most. 
 
    Leaving me a bitter, heartless survivor. 
 
    "Shit, you already have a full club, Brother," Reid grinned. "What with a lot of our soldiers working construction there already." 
 
    That was true. I was already running through my head which of my brothers would make a good VP and Road Captain. The problem was that those were positions a brother earned by working his way toward it, and I didn't know our soldiers well enough. A lot of them were only involved in the club when there was trouble and we needed the numbers. They didn't work for the MC full time, and the members who'd relocated to Vegas for work hadn't had civilian jobs at the time.  
 
    I pinned my gaze on Oz. He handled anything that had to do with a computer and surveillance. He also ran the background checks on all the members. "You have a list of the brothers who went to Vegas. Think you can weed through them for the best candidates for VP and Road Captain?"  
 
    He acknowledged my question with a chin lift.  
 
    "Compile a list." I trusted Oz to know exactly what qualities I'd be looking for. "I also need a secretary and security position filled. 
 
    Demon laughed knowingly. "Don't envy you, Brother." 
 
    "You're the one who put me in this fucking position." I pressed my lips.  
 
    "Not going to desert you."  
 
    I wasn't worried about it. It wasn't as if I'd be starting the club from the ground up, and as a chapter of Desert Rebels, it would still carry the name. The only difference would be that the bottom rocker would say Las Vegas instead of Nevada, indicating it was a part of the original MC. Demon would still be my president, which was fine with me. I liked and respected him.   
 
    "We'll have to be careful using the back of the office as a clubhouse."  
 
    All eyes went to Chewy, who was leaning back in his chair with a piece of black licorice sticking out of the corner of his mouth. The man was addicted to them. "I doubt the other businesses will like seeing a bunch of bikers coming and going all the time, and you know we can get loud and rowdy." 
 
    Loco snorted, but didn’t say a word. 
 
    "Chewy has a good point," said Oz. "There's a clause in the contract stating that we won't use the office as a biker hang-out. One complaint to the owner of the building, and we could find ourselves being kicked out." 
 
    "Fuck," Demon muttered. "That kind of puts the kibosh on using the back half of the office." He released a disgusted breath. 
 
    "What about Jolene?"  
 
    I snapped my attention to Cole, narrowing my eyes on him. If there was anything that might keep me from going to Vegas, it was her. What the fuck was he thinking?  
 
    "She has acreage where she lives outside of Vegas. Her parents’ big-ass house and I recall her saying they used to have horses. That means there’s probably a barn of some sort." 
 
    Suddenly all eyes shifted to me. I remained quiet, not liking where this was going. If it was decided that we would approach her for the use of her barn I would go along with it, reluctantly. If I raised a stink I'd be giving every brother in the room ammunition, and I didn't feel like fighting any of them. Not over pussy.  
 
    "Don't know why you assholes are looking to me. I don't give a fuck where our temporary clubhouse is." I looked at Demon. "I'm not doing the asking." 
 
    "Oz can take care of that. Make sure Jolene knows we'll pay her rent, and if she wants us to sign a contract, we'll do that, too. Work shit out with her." 
 
    "Will do." 
 
    "Since we're on the subject of Vegas I want to mention an idea I have for the office. Lulu's doing a great job running the place, but that was supposed to be a temporary fix." He didn't have to mention that we'd all thought that Holly would come back. "Some of the brothers are complaining that she's not around."  
 
    Snorts followed his comment, and it was clear from their reactions which brothers missed the club girl. Lulu was a favorite.  
 
    "Any objections to Annabelle taking over the running of it?" 
 
    Why would any of us object? We all thought of Annabelle as a sister, and she was club royalty. "You're really letting her spread her wings," I said. "First you let her move out of your house, then she starts coming around the clubhouse. Now you're thinking of letting her get a job?" I nodded. "Damned pleased to see she's doing so well. 
 
    "We all are," Sax added.  
 
    "Yeah." The look on Demon's face mirrored how relieved we all were.  
 
    Annabelle had been through hell, and it had taken her months to recover physically.  
 
    "She's fought her way back, Brothers," Demon said.  
 
    The turning point had been after she'd learned that Darrin Cylus was dead. He was the fucker who'd attacked her and left her for dead at one of our brothels, Crystal's Palace.  
 
    "Told her if she got the job she'd have to continue seeing her therapist." He cut his eyes to me. "Only reason I'm thinking about letting her move is because she'll have eyes on her all the time." 
 
    "You know we'll keep her safe, Prez," Bull growled in a hard tone.  
 
    Demon nodded. 
 
    "No objections." Cole's firm utterance caused similar reactions and head nods throughout the room. "Annabelle deserves to move on with her life." 
 
    Demon nodded quietly, accepting the consensus sounding out around the table. This was just one of the reasons that I loved my club, my brothers. The shared support and loyalty as we worked together to accomplish the same things. In the end, all any of us wanted was to lead a good life in the way we wanted to live, to love and protect our families, and to embrace a freedom that didn't come easily but on our own terms.  
 
    "We still holding a soiree for the Vegas Watchdogs?" 
 
    I wasn't the only one who let out a loud snort at Loco's choice of words. 
 
    "Soiree!" Bull laughed at Loco. "Didn't know you knew big, fancy words, Brother." 
 
    Loco held up his middle finger. "I know words, asshole," he smirked, his Mohawk not as spiked as he usually wore it. The tips were dyed the same bright color blue of his eyes. The pounds he'd packed on lately were pure, hard muscle, and came in handy when he fought in the ring.  
 
    "We owe them for the help they've been giving us in Vegas." Oz commented, not telling us anything that we didn't already know.  
 
    The Vegas Watchdogs were a club we were friendly with. They helped fill the need for workers when we were short, and also helped with keeping their enemies at bay so we wouldn't have to deal with their asses. We were welcome at their clubhouse and had partied and crashed there a few times. They were happy with the money they were making from us on construction. 
 
    "Yeah, just don't know when." Demon leaned forward and linked his hands on the table. "You brothers have any suggestions?" 
 
    "Not a cookout," Dancer spoke for the first time.  
 
    Laughter and nods echoed his sentiments. We always had cookouts. They were nothing special. Most of the MCs we knew had them regularly, too. "I second that," I added. 
 
    "How about a night at one of our brothels?" Loco's brows danced up and down.  
 
    Our club owned two brothels, Crystal's Palace and Naughty Secrets, having sold Playtime a few months ago. There was good money in prostitution, but most of it was being spent in illegal prostitution in Vegas and Reno. We couldn't compete with the assholes who just wanted a quick, dirty fuck and were willing to take a chance on illegal pussy, so the club had decided to sell our lowest money-making establishment and put more money into Crystal's Palace and Naughty Secrets by updating the buildings and adding extra services and package deals. Judging from the revenue coming in, it had been a good move. 
 
    Demon shook his head. "They already get all the free pussy they want." 
 
    "Yeah, but prime pussy?" Chewy grinned. "And we're offering more than just pussy now." 
 
    Couldn't argue with that. Hell, we even offered vacation packages where the client got a suite for a week, three meals a day, a different woman every night--or more--massages, the use of the spa and workout facilities. We offered a fucking retreat and were booked solid most of the time. Our weekend packages were always sold out. 
 
    It didn't hurt that we employed some of the most beautiful women in Nevada. Our ladies were classy and particular, articulate and educated. They weren't just women who spread their legs for some easy cash by faking it. Our women enjoyed their work and made sure their clients were satisfied enough to return. Those with repeat customers were sometimes given huge bonuses by the customer, and we let them keep it on top of their regular pay. Being generous with the girls kept them from leaving and worked out to benefit the club. 
 
    "Not sure the Vegas Watchdogs will give a fuck about anything more than pussy," Demon commented. "Which brings us back to figuring out what we can do for them. Think it over, Brothers; we can discuss it at our next church." He cut his eyes toward Oz. "Are we covered everywhere?"  
 
    Oz glanced down at his ledger, which we'd all dubbed his bible. As a jack of all trades, he did much more than security, he also took care of the club accounts and schedules. "The sign for the new tattoo shop is in. Need someone to put it up." 
 
    "What the fuck is wrong with Morty?" Loco grumbled. Morty ran the shop, and he was also the best damned tattooist in the state. "Why can't he hang it up?" 
 
    "Maybe because he's only four-foot-six, asshole. Even at the top of the fucking ladder he won't be able to reach," Sax smirked.  
 
    Loco rolled his eyes as if that were just an excuse that didn't hold merit. 
 
    "Not about to take the chance that we lose our best tattooist if he falls off a fucking ladder," Demon snarled.  
 
    Being the tallest brother at six-foot-seven, I offered, "I'll take care of it. Bull can go with me."  
 
    "To protect you as your new enforcer or to hold the ladder?" 
 
    I shot him the finger. 
 
    "One more thing--we need to up our presence at Grinders. They've been having trouble lately with one of the stripper's boyfriends." Grinders was one of two clubs that we owned that were strictly places to drink and watch the girls. "Apparently she has two, and they found out about each other." Several snorts sounded out at Oz's comment.  
 
    "What are the fucking bouncers doing?" Cole inquired in a harsh tone. 
 
    Oz shrugged. "They're prospects—" 
 
    "Say no more," Reid sniggered.  
 
    "Well they better fucking grow a pair!" Demon snarled. "If they can't handle two nitwits, they don't deserve to prospect for this club!" 
 
    I glared at Oz. "Ban the boyfriends," I snarled.  
 
    "Already been done, but apparently this stripper has a golden pussy, because they keep showing up during her hours and causing shit." 
 
    Demon released a loud breath that revealed his irritation. "Don't have time for this shit. Tell the bitch if she can't keep her men out of the place she'll lose her job." He pinched the bridge of his nose. "Church is done, Brothers." 
 
    The sound of chairs scraping back echoed through the room as brothers got up to leave. For most of them the next stop would be the kitchen, where breakfast was waiting. The old ladies made sure we ate well, having recently taken over the cooking for the members since we were down to two club sluts. Once Annabelle was trained to take over the Vegas office Lulu would be back, but until then it was just Mitzi and Cherry. We’d had a fourth girl, Tamara, but no one had seen or heard from her since Junior's capture and demise. Found out the bitch had been involved with the attempt to take over the MC, and the kidnapping of Bobbie, Holly, and Raven from the salon that day. 
 
    As soon as I entered the bar, the aroma of breakfast hit my empty belly and I pivoted toward the kitchen door.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Jolene 
 
      
 
    It was a sight to see when the men of Desert Rebels came crowding through the kitchen doorway to get to breakfast. They were an ominous bunch, to put it mildly. Tall, big brutes dressed for battle in black and leather, rocking the bad boy persona with their fierce, taut-jawed expressions and the intense look in their eyes. The tattoos and piercings helped solidify that these men were a band of brothers, but it was their cuts that warned you that they meant business, always. 
 
    I couldn't deny that the sight of them was a turn-on. I'd never given much thought to motorcycle clubs before my association with the Desert Rebels. Every one of them was gorgeous in his own right, even those with scars. Long hair and beards had never turned me on before, until my gaze had landed on LD for the first time. The big man with facial scruff and long, blonde hair had been enough to draw my interest, but it was the sound of his sexy voice, the low, gritty roughness, that made my girlie parts tingle when he was around.  
 
    LD was different from any man I'd ever met, and there was something about him that made me want to know him. Maybe it was the deep sadness that I sensed in his cold stare. More likely was the possibility that I enjoyed the challenge of breaking through his own, intense dislike for me. That bothered me more than I could understand.  
 
    "Hey, sweetheart!" Loco hollered with surprise when he saw me standing off to the side with the other old ladies. He came over and picked me up, swinging me around as if we hadn't seen each other in a long while. "Don't usually see you around at breakfast. Don't tell me you spent the night with one of my brothers." 
 
    I was laughing by the time he put me back on my feet. I'd learned early on that Loco was a big flirt when it came to women, and not just single women, much to the dislike of his brothers. 
 
    "You're supposed to save your nights for me." 
 
    At that precise moment LD walked into the kitchen. Our eyes met briefly before he grabbed a plate and started to fill it. I was sure that he'd heard Loco's comment, but the thought of me sleeping with one of his brothers didn’t appear to bother him in the least. Asshole!  
 
    I wanted to show him that I didn't care that he didn't care, and found myself saying, "I'll save my nights for you when you decide that one woman in your bed is enough." I'd heard talk about Loco and his penchant for threesomes.  
 
    LD's head snapped up, his eyes narrowing on me for an intense second before he tightened his mouth and went back to what he was doing. 
 
    "You don’t like other women?" Loco began plopping eggs onto his place, his smile reaching ear to ear.  
 
    "I don't like sharing my men," I said, surprising more than just him. This time LD didn't look at me, but I knew by the tic in his jaw that he was listening. Male laughter floated through the kitchen, some of the girls giggled.  
 
    Loco chuckled. "You claiming me, baby?" His brows did the Groucho Marx dance.  
 
    I knew that he wasn't taking me seriously, but I rolled my eyes anyway. "Depends," I said playfully. "On, ah, certain things." 
 
    "Like the size of my dick?" 
 
    "Ohmygod! Loco, you didn't just say that!" Bobbie complained in a half-laugh. She shot him a look from the coffee station. "Some of us want to enjoy our breakfast and don't want to think about your little dick." She held up a sausage link, gaining a chorus of laughter from most of the room.  
 
    I noticed LD didn't laugh, though, and neither did Loco. 
 
    "Have the girls been making comparisons again?" he asked in mock anger.  
 
    I took in Loco's crestfallen expression and reached up to pat him lightly on the cheek. "Don't worry, sugar. It's not the size that matters, but what you do with it." I threw a little more of my Southern accent into my words.  
 
    "That's right, sweetheart. Besides, LD has the smallest dick. Why do you think they call him LD?" 
 
    Little dick? 
 
    "It's for long dick," Cherry, one of the club whores, quipped as she came in at the tail end of the conversation." 
 
    "No," Mitzi countered, right behind her, "LD stands for large dick. Ask Lulu. She said LD's got the biggest cock in the club. Said he reaches places in her she didn't know she had." Both women laughed as they began to fill their plates, totally oblivious to anyone around them. 
 
    "Well, I've had LD's dick, too, so I should know." 
 
    The atmosphere changed drastically after Cherry's admission. 
 
    LD's eyes met mine and they didn't move away. It didn't come as a shock that he'd been with these women, or at least a couple of them, that was, after all, why they were there. But hearing how casually they described the size of his cock and how it felt to be inside them almost made me want to puke. At the same time my clit was tingling with arousal, and I felt myself get wet. How sick was that?  
 
    Aware of the sudden silence surrounding us, I finally noticed that most everyone had left the kitchen with their plates and the sounds of their chatter could be heard coming from the area of the bar. Bobbie was still in the kitchen, and I met her eyes with a forced smile. My heart sank when I recognized the look directed at me. She was staring at me as if she had just figured something out, and now felt sorry for me.  
 
    Something significant. 
 
    "Baby, you want some company after breakfast?" 
 
    I looked to see Cherry rubbing up against LD. His eyes were still on me, burning me with their intensity. "You know I prefer Lulu," he said low, nearly crushing me. 
 
    "Baby, Lulu's been gone a long time, and we know you haven't been fucking either of us. You must need release. Let me take care of you. You know I can."  
 
    Oh, Jesus! She actually reached forward with her free hand and squeezed his dick. I tried to avert my eyes, but I wondered if he was hard. LD's eyes shifted to the club whore standing in front of him, giving me the chance to check him out. It was hard to tell. Either the man was as big as they said or he was hard. 
 
    "I didn't invite you to touch me, Cherry." 
 
    She pulled her hand back. "Fine. Just let me know if you want me later." She stepped around him and headed toward the door. Mitzi was right behind her, more interested in the food on her plate than LD. 
 
    "Is Demon coming?" Bobbie asked when it was just the three of us. 
 
    "Don't know." LD grabbed a cup of coffee and turned to leave the room. 
 
    I actually released a breath of relief that was loud enough for Bobbie to catch. 
 
    "Jolene, honey, fix yourself a plate and we'll have breakfast together." 
 
    "Sounds good." I was determined to act normal. I scooped some eggs onto my plate, two pieces of bacon, and a piece of toast. Then, reaching for my coffee, I found myself facing Bobbie.  
 
    She didn't say anything. We found an empty table and sat down. I inconspicuously glanced around until I found LD sitting at the bar, his back to everyone in the room. Dancer was sitting next to him, but they didn't appear to be talking.  
 
    "Honey, can I ask you something?" 
 
    I met Bobbie's eyes, knowing what she was going to say before the words were out of her mouth. 
 
    "Is there something between you and LD?" 
 
    I laughed. "You mean other than the smoldering looks?" She grinned, and I shook my head. "No. The man hates me for some reason. He wants nothing to do with me." 
 
    Bobbie's gaze shifted to LD for a minute, before swinging back to me. "Huh," she mumbled as she slid a forkful of eggs into her mouth. 
 
    I stared at her. "Huh?" She looked up from her plate, and I raised an inquisitive brow at her. "What does that mean?"  
 
    Bobbie shrugged her shoulders, but there was a smile on her face that worried me. "Come on; say what's on your mind." 
 
    "Well, it's just that seems to be the boys' MO when they're interested in a woman but they’re in denial." 
 
    I laughed. "Really? I hope so."  
 
    Her brows shot up in surprise at my response. Now I was the one shrugging. "I don't know what it is, Bobbie, but I'm interested in that man." I decided that being honest would save us time from dancing around the truth.  
 
    "That's refreshing," she giggled. "Most of us kept that shit to ourselves and fought each other all the way. At least you're admitting how you feel. Now if we can get LD on the same page." 
 
    "I have a feeling that's going to take a miracle." 
 
    She exhaled loudly. "It may. LD has a lot of baggage, as most of our men do." 
 
    "I've heard snippets. Do you know what happened to him?" 
 
    Bobbie shook her head, reaching for a piece of bacon. "I don't know the details, but it has to do with losing his wife and son. Happened a long time ago, right after he left the Navy and before he joined the club." 
 
    My eyes widened with surprise. "LD was in the Navy? Isn't he too tall for that?" 
 
    Bobbie snorted, covering her mouth to keep what was inside from spewing out. "I'm pretty sure, but some guys continue growing well into their late teens and even early twenties. I suspect that's what happened to LD." 
 
    I gave her a smirk, not sure I believed that. "How do you know that?" 
 
    "It happened to one of my cousins. Toby was like, five-foot-nine or ten when he was nineteen. Then at twenty he had a growth spurt and shot up all the way to six-foot-three. Filled out, too. It was as if he turned into a man overnight." 
 
    We ate in silence for a few minutes. 
 
    "Bitch." 
 
    I glanced up, following Bobbie's gaze to where Cherry was hitting on LD again. Her hands were curled around his bicep like manacles, and she was rubbing her breasts against him like a needy cat. 
 
    "Slut doesn't give up. If LD wanted her skanky ass she wouldn't have to work so hard at it." 
 
    "Maybe he's really good in bed." Bobbie’s head snapped my way, and I met the mild shock in her eyes. "Did I say that out loud?" I grinned.  
 
    "Um…yeah," she responded around a smile.  
 
    I reluctantly glanced back to LD and Cherry. There really was no mutual interaction between them. Cherry may as well have not been there for all the attention LD was giving her. "I guess she didn't get the message that he likes Lulu best." I mumbled the words.  
 
    "Those bitches don't care about that shit. Any man is up for grabs, and they don't care if he's available or taken, and they love throwing into our faces that they had our men before we did." 
 
    I wasn't sure how Bobbie would take my next comment, but voiced it anyway. "And Demon lets them get away with it?" 
 
    She released a sound of annoyance. "We don't always tell our men how the sluts treat us. Either we deal with them ourselves, or we just ignore them. They're just looking to get a reaction out of us anyway." 
 
    I was glad to see that Cherry had moved on to Dancer, who was encouraging her pawing with sickening enthusiasm. Before I could look away, he pulled her up onto his lap. Her loud giggle was intended to draw attention. Even though she began to grind on him it was clear that she was trying to get a rise out of LD, who looked on with bored acceptance. I wondered what that was all about. 
 
    Did Cherry have a thing for LD, too? I remembered what LD has said about preferring Lulu to the other club sluts. Some women relished the challenge of going after a man who was interested in someone else.  
 
    "Jolene, sweetheart." 
 
    I started at the closeness of Demon's voice. I hadn't even noticed him approach the table. I glanced up to where he stood between me and Bobbie. Something was wrong. His jaw was set in a hard line, and a quick glance at Bobbie revealed that she was worried, too. Demon was a big, scary man, and even under the best circumstances he always made me feel a little nervous.  
 
    Before I could acknowledge him, he continued. "There's a man outside the gate, says he's your brother. Wants to talk to you." The slight frown between his eyes revealed that he didn't like that my brother had shown up without warning.  
 
    I could tell that Demon wanted me to go with him, so I left my chair. The club knew that I had a brother named Danny, but they'd never met him. He didn't hang out with them like I did. I frowned; surprised that Danny even knew how to find the clubhouse, which was in the desert.  
 
    "Babe, you stay here," he said to Bobbie as we turned toward the door. 
 
    I didn't know why Danny would track me down when he could have just called, but remembered that I'd left my phone at Bobbie's the day before. Then I began to worry that something had to be terribly wrong for him to come here. I picked up my step, but a firm hand on my arm held me back.  
 
    "Slow down until we know for sure it's your brother," Demon ordered. 
 
    "Something must be seriously wrong for him to be here." Although I couldn't imagine what that could be. Danny was lazy, irresponsible, and entitled, and our ten year age difference didn't help our relationship. He was a twenty-two-year-old who acted like a teenager most of the time.  
 
    I recognized his car, but then realized that it was all dented up. "Shit," I mumbled under my breath. 
 
    Demon grabbed me to a stop. "This your brother?" 
 
    Danny's bruised face peered at me from behind the wheel. My heart sank with fear when I realized that he'd been in an accident. "Yes!" I pulled away from Demon and ran the rest of the way to the fence. "Danny, what happened?" He didn't appear to be getting out of the car, and I looked to Demon with frustration. The locked gate was between me and my brother. 
 
    Demon gave a sign to the guard, who in turn opened the gate. I rushed through to where Danny's ruined Mustang was parked. My eyes skimmed over everything at once, dismissing the condition of his car as insignificant when I took in his beaten and bruised face. "What the hell happened to you? Why aren't you in the hospital?" 
 
    He made an attempt to laugh. "Had a little accident—" 
 
    Understatement, I thought. "I can see that. Why are you here? Are you okay?"  
 
    The sound he made was a cross between a laugh and a groan. "I've been better." 
 
    "Is anyone else hurt? Did you leave the scene of an accident? God, don't tell me the cops will be looking for you." 
 
    "Way to make me feel like you care, sis. Besides, it wasn't that kind of accident." 
 
    "You know I care about you," I scolded him, my eyes still moving over him to assess the damage. He was dressed in his regular uniform of jeans and graphic t-shirt. I frowned, noticing the tears in his shirt and the blood staining the front. "And you're obviously still alive." 
 
    "Maybe you'd better fucking explain what kind of accident you mean, boy." I turned at the snarl in Demon's voice. "Did you bring trouble to my door?"  
 
    I frowned, trying to understand what he was insinuating, until Danny's comment came back to me. I turned back to my brother.  
 
    What kind of accident had he had?  
 
    "Danny?" 


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    LD 
 
      
 
    I watched Jolene's round ass bounce its way out of the clubhouse and over to the fence, walking a few steps behind her and Demon. Couldn't take my eyes off the back of her tanned, firm thighs, or the swing of her long, thick braid. Looked like a fucking rope of silk that I could wind around my hand a few times until I reached the nape of her long neck. It was too easy to visualize snapping her head back, causing her back to arch and her ass to jut out while I slammed into her.  
 
    Christ. If I ever got my hands on her I'd ruin her. 
 
    But she was too fucking young for me. 
 
    Too pure. 
 
    I wasn't a lustful man. If I needed relief, I took it and was done, and it didn't matter with who or where I did it. Didn't make it personal or intimate by kissing or doing any of that cuddling shit afterwards. Foreplay usually amounted to a grab here, a bite there, and then my dick inside a woman, and I was good for a few months. One in a while, if I was on the road, I'd give it to a bar fly, but I usually stuck to the club sluts because they knew the score.  
 
    Until they didn't, and that's when I cut them off. 
 
    I say that I didn't lust, but this woman…something about her was different, stirring some deep shit inside me that triggered my instinct to be careful around her. I couldn't even explain it away by saying that she reminded me of my dead wife, because she didn’t. She didn't even come close. No one could hold a candle to that sweet woman. I'd given Caroline my heart when she was alive, and she'd taken it with her to the grave. Getting off inside some random bitch had nothing to do with my heart or fucking emotions. 
 
    I watched Demon carefully. He didn't like people just showing up at the clubhouse unannounced, especially civilians. I knew the beat-up-fuck behind the wheel was Jolene's younger brother. We looked into everyone associated with the club. I'd heard the old ladies talking about what a lazy kid he was, and how he didn't help Jolene out at their family business. She was carrying him, and he was letting her. Wasn't my concern, unless him showing up here brought trouble. Then shit was going to get ugly. 
 
    Movement at the side of me revealed that Cole had followed us out, too. As the club enforcer, it was his job to handle any shit that came our way. We exchanged brief smirks and then turned our attention back to what was going on. I crossed my arms and waited. 
 
    "Maybe you'd better fucking explain what kind of accident you mean, boy." I turned at the snarl in Demon's voice. "Did you bring trouble to my door?"  
 
    "Danny?" Confusion laced Jolene's questioning tone. 
 
    The kid's mouth fell open, and the eye that wasn't swollen shut widened with fear. He ignored his sister, focusing his attention on Demon. "I, ah, don't think so—" 
 
    "You don't fucking think so?" 
 
    "Demon, he's hurt—" 
 
    He snapped his head toward Jolene, his expression fierce enough to cause her to step back. "He just shows up here unannounced? All beat up? That shit usually means trouble, sweetheart." 
 
    Jolene's eyes returned to her brother. "Danny?" There was a slight frown between her eyes. "Did someone do this to you?" 
 
    The kid tried to laugh his way out of it. "It was just a drunken bar fight." Something in his tone rang false. "I'm okay, Sis, really." 
 
    Cole snorted, alerting Demon and Jolene that we were behind them, watching. We didn't give a fuck if he was okay. The safety of the club was what mattered. 
 
    "But your car—" Jolene began. It was clear from her tone that she wasn't ready to believe him either.  
 
    His car looked like someone had taken a fucking baseball bat to it. 
 
    "And you drove all the way out here why?" Demon demanded in a hard tone.  
 
    Danny shrugged. "To see my sister. I tried calling first, but she didn't answer her phone." He coughed and blood spewed out of his mouth. 
 
    Demon cut his eyes to Jolene.  
 
    "I left my phone at your house," she explained, and then she glanced back at her brother. "Danny, you look bad. Let me take you to the hospital." 
 
    "It's worse than it looks," he said, making light of his condition.  
 
    "Should have gone home first and fucking cleaned up before coming here and scaring your sister," I snarled.  
 
    Jolene shot me an angry glare before turning back to Danny. "I'll come with you. We can at least file a police report." 
 
    "No cops!" Danny rushed out, his eyes all but bugging out of his swollen face.  
 
    Everyone stilled, and the silence that followed was telling. All eyes were glued on Danny with such intensity that he dropped his gaze. It was fucking clear from his overreaction that it had been more than just a fucking bar fight. We knew that he was a small-time pool hustler, but what else was he into? Who had he pissed off or scared if he didn't want to go to the cops? That usually meant both parties involved had done something illegal.  
 
    We had to find out what the fuck was going on before we could determine if we could just send him on his merry way. If coming here had inadvertently involved the club in some way, it wouldn't be pretty. 
 
    Before Jolene could gather herself enough to question Danny further, Demon stepped forward and opened the car door. 
 
    He grabbed Danny by the arm. "Come on." He shot Cole a look. 
 
    Cole moved forward. 
 
    "What?" There was fear in Danny's tone as he struggled against Demon’s grip. "I didn't do anything!" 
 
    With a look of alarm, Jolene rushed toward them as if to interfere. "Demon, what are you—" 
 
    I took one huge step forward and wrapped an arm around her waist, hauling her back against me before she could take so much as a second step. As soon as her lush body came in contact with mine, I swallowed a groan and clenched my teeth to fight the instant arousal heating my blood. Fuck. I knew that touching her was going to be a mistake, but I also knew Demon, and he wouldn't have reacted kindly to her interference. I knew that he liked Jolene, everyone did, but his opinion of her wouldn't keep him from putting the club first and finding out what was going on. 
 
    Could be as innocent as her brother said. 
 
    Could all be a fucking lie, too.  
 
    The club had enemies, and they used whatever means they had to get close to us. After what happened last year, none of us wanted to take any chances. We didn't take anything at face value anymore. We were suspicious until we checked shit out and knew for sure that everything was on the up and up. Did that make us paranoid? Fuck, probably. But trusting the wrong person had caused us to lose too many brothers and our clubhouse. Sure, we'd enjoyed months of peace since then, but we couldn't afford to let down our guard.  
 
    Jolene bumped her ass back into my dick, dragging a groan from me. The burning sting of her nails digging into my arm had the opposite effect of what I suspected she wanted. Instead of releasing her I tightened my arm around her. 
 
    "Let me go, LD!" she cried, trying to follow after Cole, Demon, and her brother. I could hear the concern in her voice. 
 
    My brothers were helping Danny along because he was too injured to walk on his own, and they headed straight for the warehouse located away from the clubhouse. I knew why they were taking him there, and I also knew that if he didn’t come out today, he'd never come out.  
 
    "They're just going to talk to him," I growled against her ear, keeping her against me.  
 
    "Then let me go!" she hissed, watching them disappear into the building.  
 
    "Not until you settle down," I grated, feeling my dick get hard.  
 
    She stopped wiggling instantly. "Okay, I'm settled down."  
 
    That was too fucking easy. She was breathing hard from her exertions, and I could feel the energy surging through her body, indicating that she was going to hit the ground running as soon as I let her go. 
 
    "You going to behave?" She nodded, but I knew she was lying. "You lie to me and you'll regret it," I threatened, my nose buried in the soft, fragrant hair at the nape of her neck. I wondered if she tasted as good as she smelled and fought the urge to sink my teeth into her. I slowly wrapped my hand around her braid. "I don't play nice, Jolene."  
 
    "Is that supposed to scare me?" Her slow, Southern accent caused my dick to harden even more. I swear she'd added a little more intonation to it for effect.  
 
    "It should." I barely got the words out between my teeth. Her slight whimper caused my dick to leak. Fuck. What was she doing to me? I had to get away from her. Against my better judgment I released her, and just like I'd thought she would, she took off. 
 
    Grinning, I yanked her back. 
 
    "Ouch! Damnit, LD!"  
 
    Her hand flew back to where my hand still had a hold of her hair. She put up a brief struggle and then released a resigned breath, letting her body relax. 
 
    "Okay, you win," Jolene said with defeat. "You can let me go now." She dropped her hand from where it had wrapped around my wrist, and turned her head enough to meet my eyes. "I want to go to my brother to make sure that he's okay." 
 
    "If they'd wanted you there, they would have invited you," I said sharply. 
 
    Did she think her sweet smile was going to win me over? I didn't know why I was prolonging contact with her, when everything inside me felt the threat of her. It was a struggle to keep my mind on the matter at hand. Demon and Cole were in the warehouse giving her brother the third degree, and he may or may not make it out when they were done.  
 
    Jolene had been associated with the club long enough to know some of what went on. I knew the old ladies had informed her enough of the basics to keep her out of trouble, and she wasn't stupid. She knew we didn't fool around when it came to the safety and protection of the MC and its members. Especially our families. 
 
    "Are you going to let me go, sugar?" 
 
    I swear to Christ, the softness of her drawn out twang and those Elizabeth Taylor eyes were going to be the death of me. I'd heard her use the term "sugar" before, when she'd been joking around with Loco, which called to mind the playful exchange that I’d heard between them that morning in the kitchen. If she and Loco were starting something up, I didn’t want to mess it up. I let her go a second time, unwinding her hair from my hand. 
 
    "Go inside until we're done talking to your brother." 
 
    I could tell by the press of her full lips that Jolene didn't like being told what to do. "And then what?" She crossed her arms beneath her large tits. 
 
    "Depends." I didn't elaborate. She didn't like that either, a flicker of anger flashing in her eyes before her gaze darted toward the warehouse. The bay door was open, but we couldn't see or hear anything that was going on inside.  
 
    I could tell that she was thinking shit over. She tugged the corner of her bottom lip between her teeth and bit down on it. She was worried, and I didn't blame her for wanting to go to Danny. Someone had beaten the shit out of him. I'd known as soon as I saw him that he hadn't been in a car wreck. My bet was that he'd hustled the wrong guys at pool.  
 
    After a few minutes she looked back at me. "Can I ask you a question?"  
 
    I searched her eyes for a minute, wondering what the fuck she had to ask me. Finally, I gave her a nod. 
 
    "Why do you dislike me so much?" 
 
    What the fuck? That was the last thing I’d expected her to ask. I narrowed my eyes, holding hers captive, wondering why it mattered to her how I felt. It didn't surprise me that she'd come to that conclusion. I ignored her for the most part. Until very recently we hadn't so much as exchanged fucking hellos. I'd kept my distance for a reason. For several reasons. I liked my life just the way it was, and I wasn't going to let some little Southern gal with a sexy drawl and big tits wiggle her way in and disrupt it.  
 
    Jolene Masters was that kind of woman. 
 
    I had a feeling that she'd wait for as long as it took for me to respond, but I had no intentions of answering her. Not in the way that she wanted. Because I was a crude, heartless bastard and ruining people was what I was good at. 
 
    At killing, I was even better. 
 
    Calmed the monster living inside of me. 
 
    Because every fucker I ended was the same kind of messed-up killer that had taken Caroline and Johnny from me. 
 
    Something in my eyes must have convinced Jolene that she didn't want to know what I was thinking, because she didn’t press me any further. 
 
    Smart woman. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    Jolene 
 
      
 
    The man was infuriating. I knew he didn't like me, but twice now the reactions of his body had suggested otherwise. I was a woman with a healthy appetite for sex, and I recognized a hard cock when it was pressing against me. There was no question that there was something more between us than my infatuation and LD's palpable dislike.  
 
    Instead of pressing him for an answer, I decided that was a battle for another time. Right now, I was concerned about Danny and what was going on inside that warehouse. I'd never been inside there. The bay door was up, exposing what appeared to be a garage, but no one was visible from where we stood. LD was watching me carefully, as if he were afraid I'd bolt. Well, I'd tried that once and hadn't gotten very far.  
 
    I crossed my arms. I knew that LD wanted me to just disappear inside, but I was prepared to wait for as long as it took. I was pretty certain that Danny needed medical attention, and as soon as Cole and Demon were done questioning him I was going to see that he had it. I had questions of my own, too, like what the hell had happened to him, and why had he tracked me down here?  
 
    "What the fuck?" LD snarled when it became apparent that I wasn't moving. 
 
    I raised a brow. "It's called a compromise, LD. You don't want me to go to the warehouse. I don't want to go inside the clubhouse. So I'll just wait here for them to come out." 
 
    He closed his eyes and shook his head. I smiled because I knew that I was annoying him. Good, because he was irritating the crap out of me, too. The clubhouse door opened, and we both looked to see Loco and Bull coming out. I returned their smiles as they headed in our direction. 
 
    "What's up?" Bull asked LD. 
 
    LD shot me a brief, unfriendly look. "Jolene's brother showed up beat to shit. Demon and Cole are questioning him in the warehouse."  
 
    The three men exchanged a silent look.  
 
    "Look, my brother isn't a threat to the club," I said out of frustration, praying that it was so. I liked the Desert Rebels, and I loved my relationship with their women. If Danny jeopardized my association with them I wasn't going to be happy. "He only came here to find me because I stupidly left my phone at Demon's house yesterday and he wasn’t able to reach me."  
 
    "Who you trying to convince, honey?"  
 
    I gave Bull a reluctant smile. 
 
    "Should I call doc?" Loco questioned. 
 
    "Let's wait—" 
 
    LD didn't have the chance to finish his comment, because Demon and Cole were exiting the warehouse. They had Danny between them. I gave my brother a thorough once-over while I had the chance. He didn't look any worse for wear, thank God. My instinct was to rush to him, but with three huge bikers flanking me I didn't think that I'd get very far.  
 
    I looked directly at LD, not letting the unfriendly look in his eyes sway me. "I know you can't wait to put your hands back on me, but I'm staying right here."  
 
    Loco and Bull burst out laughing before they caught LD's glare, and then coughed and turned away as they pulled themselves together.  
 
    "Call Doc," Demon snapped, looking at Loco. 
 
    "Danny—" I started forward.  
 
    "He'll be fine, but I think he has a couple of busted ribs. Not much you can do about those, but I want Doc to look him over anyway. We'll take him to the infirmary."  
 
    "Thank you," I said in relief to Demon's consideration.  
 
    I followed them to the infirmary, which was surprisingly set up just like a real emergency room you might see in a hospital. As they helped Danny up onto an examining table I glanced around, wondering why they'd have such a set up there before I answered my own question. I imagined this room came in handy on occasion, and not just for road rash or minor injuries that occurred when they were on their bikes. I didn't want to think beyond that. 
 
    "Doc should be here in a few." 
 
    Without another word, Demon and the others left the room. I moved closer to Danny, where he sat drooped over and looking defeated. "Why don't you lay back?"  
 
    He grunted and shook his head.  
 
    "Are you in a lot of pain?" 
 
    "Look at me," he said sarcastically. "What do you think?" 
 
    I released a breath. "A bar fight, Danny, really? Over what?" 
 
    He snorted. "It wasn't a bar fight," he admitted, catching me off-guard. "Just didn't feel like telling your biker friends my business." 
 
    What? His confession alarmed me. "Did you lie to them?" 
 
    "Don't worry, Sis. I told them enough. Nothing's gonna hurt your fucking bikers." 
 
    "They're not my bikers, they're my friends. And if they find out that you lied to them—" 
 
    "They’ll what? Kill me?" 
 
    This behavior wasn't like Danny. I stood back and looked at my brother as if I hadn't seen him before. When had he become so snippy and arrogant? Defensive? He was usually carefree and fun-loving, on top of being lazy and irresponsible for his age. His attitude scared me, because I had a feeling that his reaction was underlining a more serious situation.  
 
    I swallowed hard and demanded, "What did you tell Demon and Cole?" 
 
    "That I got in a fight at a bar." He looked up at me with one eye. "I played a game of pool and the guy was a sore loser." He tried to smile, but his lips were split in several places and it turned into a wince.  
 
    "And?" I crossed my arms. I sensed that there was more. "Is that it?" He nodded, but I didn't believe him because I knew my brother. He was hiding something. "Why did you need me?" 
 
    "I need some money." 
 
    Of course he did. And there was the only reason that my brother would come looking for me. He went through money like it grew on trees. I gave him a paycheck every week and he supposedly earned some playing pool, but he was still always in need of it. What did he spend it on?  
 
    "Danny, you just got a paycheck, which, by the way, is going to stop if you don't start working the hours you're supposed to. I can't continue to do it on my own, so I'm going to be forced to hire someone else." 
 
    "Fuck, Sis, I don't need this right now." 
 
    I held my anger back because I thought that maybe he was right; it wasn't fair of me to bring up money while he sat there all beat up and in pain. His overlong hair was as blonde as mine, but you couldn't tell it right then because it was dirty and streaked with dried blood. He didn't have the violet eyes that I'd been gifted with; his were blue like our dad's. One was completely swollen shut, and the skin around it was black and blue. His once perfect nose looked crooked, so it was plain to see that it was broken, and I was willing to bet that the cut on his cheekbone was going to leave a scar. I'd be surprised if the doctor didn't have to stitch it up. 
 
    "You’re quiet for a change." 
 
    "I'm thinking," I clarified. "What the hell do you spend all your money on?" 
 
    He shrugged, and I knew that was his way of telling me that he didn't want to discuss it. 
 
    "And yet you just want me to give you more?" 
 
    He rolled his head back on his shoulders as if it took effort to hold it up. "Jesus, Sis, can you just give me a fucking break? I'll work it off." 
 
    I snorted, not saying the obvious--that he didn't work what he was scheduled now. I thought about the money he already owed me. It was clear that he'd forgotten about that. I was going to have to have a serious talk with our parents, because I was tired of dealing with Danny on my own. This weekend I'd finally taken some time off for myself, and it had made me realize that I liked having a couple of days off a week where I could do what I wanted for a change. I needed downtime just like everyone else. 
 
    "Are you still thinking?" he joked. 
 
    I pressed my lips at his flippant attitude. I was looking at a man who was handsome and educated, and could have had a great life if he would just grow up. "Yeah, I'm thinking that I'm done being an enabler." 
 
    In spite of his injuries, he was able to frown. "What the fuck does that mean?" 
 
    "You seriously don't know, Danny?" I gave him a minute to respond, but he remained quiet. "It means that I'm done making excuses for you. It means no more paychecks for work you haven't done. You need to grow up." I halted and took a calming breath, because now wasn't the time to chew him out like I wanted to. I had to remind myself that he was injured and in pain. Even though his ears worked perfectly fine.  
 
    "Thanks," he said in a feel-sorry-for-himself-tone.  
 
    "Danny." My tone pleaded with him to meet my eyes, but once again he ignored me.  
 
    Suddenly I felt like I was the bad guy, attacking him when he was down and not strong enough to defend himself. I opened my mouth to ask him how much money he needed this time, but stopped myself. I had to stay strong and show him that I meant what I said about not enabling him anymore. Otherwise Danny would never learn to stand on his own two feet.  
 
    Why were we so different? We had the same parents, the same up-bringing. We'd never wanted for anything. Yet in my heart I knew why we had ended up so different. Danny had been a sickly child growing up, and our parents, especially our mom, had babied him. She'd been over-protective and had been quick to make excuses for his actions all his life. Granted he hadn't been a bad boy, but he'd skipped plenty of school, snuck out at night, and had gotten caught smoking pot and drinking. The usual teenage rebellion stuff, but somehow my parents had down played Danny's shenanigans.  
 
    I, on the other hand, had always gotten grounded because I was older and should have been setting a good example.  
 
    It was a wonder I still loved my brother.  
 
    "Look," I began after a few minutes of silence. "We'll talk more after the doctor looks at you and we can get you home." 
 
    "Thank God for small miracles," he muttered beneath his breath. 
 
    I rolled my eyes, determined not to let him get to me.  
 
    Movement by the door drew my gaze there to see a tall biker walk into the room, someone I hadn't seen before. His brown eyes met mine briefly before going to Danny. His long brown hair was pulled back, exposing a purple birthmark on the side of his neck. He wasn't as rough around the edges as the other men in the club; he was a polished version of a biker, clean-shaven and his clothes not as worn. He seemed more approachable, too. Didn't give off that growly, scary vibe thing most of them had going on. My eyes moved over his cut to the patch that said "Doc". 
 
    "Well, it's clear to see which one of you is the patient," he joked, giving me a smile. "I'm Doc, by the way." 
 
    I returned his smile. "I figured that. Plus it says ‘Doc’ on your cut." 
 
    "You must be the Jolene I've heard talk about." He positioned himself in front of my brother, who had yet to look up. "They're right." 
 
    "About what?" I watched as he lifted Danny's head up so he could examine his face. 
 
    "You're beautiful." 
 
    "And smart," I added with a soft laugh. Growing up I'd always been taller and bigger than the other girls, developing much faster than they had, as well and most of the boys, until puberty had forced them to catch up to me. I hadn't always been as comfortable in my own body as I was now, but both my parents were tall, so it had been a given that Danny and I would be, too.  
 
    "Fuck!" Danny complained, and pulled away from Doc as he began to roll his head. "That hurt!" 
 
    "I'm sure it does," Doc said, shooting me a wink.  
 
    I liked him. 
 
    "Sis, can you get me a drink?" 
 
    Until that moment it hadn’t occurred to me that Danny might want some privacy while Doc examined him. "Sure."  
 
    "Something with alcohol in it." 
 
    "Um, no. In case Doc prescribes you any meds."  
 
    I ignored his groan and left the room. 
 
    I hoped that Doc gave him a shot right in the ass.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    LD 
 
      
 
    "You want her." 
 
    I snorted in response to Demon's unexpected comment and brought my drink to my lips, keeping my gaze focused straight ahead at all the fucking activity happening in the yard. The club was putting on a Labor Day cookout for the families. Kids were running around and screaming. The old ladies were gathered around the tables we'd set up, gossiping and setting up the food. They'd provided the side dishes, while my brothers had smoked and grilled the meats. 
 
    I knew that ignoring him wouldn't make him go away, and playing dumb by claiming that I didn't know what the fuck he was talking about would insult his intelligence. "Doesn't matter what I want." 
 
    "Fuck, Brother, thought the same shit about Bobbie." I turned my head to meet his eyes. "Almost lost her."  
 
    He didn't need to explain, I'd been there. For most of the brothers, when they fell, they fell hard. Getting one of them to admit that they’ve found "the one" was usually the problem, and would cause a lot of shit--not just for the brother, but for everyone in the club--until they finally admit defeat. It’s only then that they seem to realize that their woman is the best fucking thing to ever happen to them.  
 
    "Bobbie was meant for you." 
 
    He laughed. "What makes you think Jolene isn't meant for you? Fuck, look at her, Brother." 
 
    I was looking at her, had been for the last hour, practically drooling over the tiny shorts she was wearing. Old cut-offs that were short and rode up the crack of her ass when she walked. 
 
    "She's a gorgeous woman. I've caught her stealing looks at you." Demon snorted. "A little more subtle than yours. Your looks say exactly what you want to do to her." 
 
    "Fuck you." I took another drink. Everyone was looking at Jolene. An unattached woman was fair game, and she was fucking eye candy. 
 
    He released a loud breath. "No thanks. Bobbie has that covered."  
 
    "Good. Then I don't have to worry about it." 
 
    "So, who are you fucking these days?" 
 
    I frowned, snapping my head his way. "The fuck? What makes that your business?" I growled. 
 
    He shrugged. "It's not, unless it becomes a club problem. Sex is a good stress reliever, Brother. Calms the mind." 
 
    "Know all that." I grinned. "Don't worry about my sex life, Prez. Fucking isn't a problem for me when I'm in the mood. And the only stress I'm under right now is from this conversation." 
 
    "Are you telling me you're not in the mood to tap that?" He nodded sharply in Jolene's direction. "I'd like to see you settled with a good woman, Brother. You see what it does for those of us who have old ladies. You deserve—" 
 
    "Fuck, Prez, when did you become a counselor? Was this part of your responsibility when you worked in that prison?" Before joining the Desert Rebels Demon had been a prison guard somewhere down in Florida. Then a riot had occurred, and he'd got fed up with the bullshit when the cause of it had somehow come back on the guards. 
 
    He looked at me seriously, and I prepared myself to lose my shit, because something on his face told me that he was going to go somewhere that I didn't want him to go. I'd made a drunken mistake a couple of weeks ago, on the anniversary of Caroline and Johnny's deaths, and told him what had happened to them. I'd regretted it ever since. But Demon was more than just my brother and president, and I'd felt the need to unload that night. It had felt fucking good, at least for a little while, until I’d realized that it hadn't changed anything. My family was still gone. 
 
    "Don't," I snarled, turning away to watch Loco carve off a piece of the pig we were roasting over an open spit. We'd started cooking the hundred-pound animal before daylight. "Unless you want to leave here with a black eye." 
 
    Bobbie walked up to Demon and I just in time to hear my threat, and her brows shot up even though the smile didn't leave her face. Her eyes darted back and forth between me and Demon. "Do you boys need a time out?" she teased, handing Demon a full plate. 
 
    "Sit down on my lap, baby, and help me eat this," he invited, already wrapping his arm around her waist.  
 
    Neither one of us responded to her question.  
 
    Bobbie sank down onto his lap with a laugh. "Why do you think I put so much on your plate?" She glanced over at me. "See what you get when you have your own woman?" The sparkle in her blue eyes turned them into a pretty shade of aquamarine. She was a beautiful woman who also happened to be a fighter who wasn’t afraid to stand up for herself. When she, Holly, and Raven had been kidnapped, she'd played a big role in keeping them strong-minded and alive. She was a good old lady and good for Demon. 
 
    She plopped a cherry tomato into her mouth and gave me a wink. I pressed my lips before finishing my drink, wishing that I had the whole fucking bottle. When next I looked over at Jolene, the goddess was looking right at me with a big smile on her face. She gave me a finger wave, which I ignored as I grit my back teeth. She was blatantly teasing the monster in me, and she had no idea what she was inviting.  
 
    I kept my eyes glued to her, willing her to see that I was unmoved by her attempt to get close. Having our temporary clubhouse on her property was going to be hell. Oz hadn't wasted any time in approaching her about it the day before, and she'd been happy to help. Hopefully the location of the barn was far enough away from the main house that we wouldn't run into each other. Bull and I were riding out there tomorrow to check it out. 
 
    "You should try to get to know Jolene, LD. She's very nice." 
 
    Demon snorted. "Baby, LD doesn't do nice." She elbowed him. "But don't worry. I have a feeling our sweet little Southern bell has a wild side in her." 
 
    Bobbie gave Demon a curious if not suspicious look, one brow arched high. "What makes you say that?" 
 
    Demon shrugged with a smirk. "A man can tell these things."  
 
    "That's not very convincing," she said. "What do you think, LD?" She looked at me."Do you think Jolene has a wild side?"  
 
    I shrugged. "Maybe you should ask Loco that question." 
 
    It was taking everything in me not to go over to where Loco and Jolene were sitting and rip them apart. They were too fucking close, leaning into each other as they talked, laughing. The tank Jolene was wearing was tight and exposed a lot of cleavage, giving Loco, who was taller than her, a clear view down the front of her top. I imagined he had a boner with all that perfect flesh on display.  
 
    Loco was a man-whore who didn't have any problems charming his way into a woman's bed.  
 
    "Yeah, he's working it hard, brother." Demon smirked, stuffing a mouthful of pork into his mouth. 
 
    "He doesn't stand a chance," Bobbie said with confidence. "Jolene knows that Loco's only interested in getting into her pants. She's not interested in him other than as a friend."  
 
    I exchanged a knowing smirk with Demon. Yeah, we knew better. Jolene was the one who didn't stand a chance if Loco set his sights on her.  
 
    I watched Jolene get up from the table. As she began to walk away, Loco reached out and slapped her on the ass. Laughing, she looked back at him before continuing on. My gaze followed her like a bird of prey, eating her up with my eyes and imaging all the filthy things I wanted to do to her luscious body.  
 
    I wanted to taste her. 
 
    All of her. 
 
    I tuned out the conversation between Demon and Bobbie, my eyes following Jolene as she began to fill a plate with food, wondering if it was meant for Loco. I didn't fucking care. It would make my determination to stay away from her that much easier.  
 
    She paused a few times to converse with some of the old ladies, and it occurred to me that she fit right in with the group. She was naturally friendly, and made up her own mind about people. She got to know them before she made a judgment. Misconceptions about bikers kept most civilians from wanting anything to do with us, but Jolene had been accepting and nonjudgmental from day one. 
 
    I watched the sway of her hips when she began to walk our way. The woman was damned near perfect. She moved with confidence and grace, her innocent expression giving nothing away. It was the calculated gleam in her eyes that warned me to be on my guard. There was an invitation there that would scare a weaker man, make him cave.  
 
    As she got closer, I let my gaze drop down to her tits. They were magnificently outlined in her shirt, her nipples beaded hard against the material. I barely noticed the plate of food in her hands, letting my eyes drink her in as I zeroed in on the enticing crevice between her thighs. Jesus H. Christ, she made my mouth salivate and my dick so hard it ached.  
 
    It was a fucking feat to keep my expression neutral. I could admit to myself that I wanted Jolene like a drug addict needing his next hit, but no way in hell was she going to know it. There were too many reasons why, reasons I was sure she would shoot down if given the chance. But I had years on her, had seen too many relationships break up because of the incompatible differences between people, and knew that there were too many between us to overcome. 
 
    But then, I didn't want to be in a relationship with her. 
 
    I just wanted to fuck the hell out of her. 
 
    "Hi," she smiled down at me. "I thought you might like some food." She offered me the plate. "I wasn't sure what you'd like, so I put a little bit of everything on it." 
 
    I didn’t take the plate from her. My eyes locked onto hers, and I wondered how long she'd be able to hold my unfriendly gaze before her nerves got the better of her. After a minute or two it became obvious that Jolene wasn't going to back down or let me scare her away. I didn't know how to take that. It usually didn't bode well for someone who ignored the fuck-off vibe that I'd perfected. 
 
    "Didn't ask you to fix me a plate," I growled. The sudden silence from Demon and Bobbie told me that they were listening to our exchange. 
 
    Jolene's smile grew bigger. "I know that, sugar, but there's so much food, I hate to see it go to waste. And I noticed you hadn't eaten yet." 
 
    A snort escaped Demon.  
 
    I scowled up at her. "You been watching me?" 
 
    "No more than you've been watching me," she giggled huskily, with a slight curl on her lips. 
 
    Lips I wanted to suck on, and see wrapped around my dick. And fuck, the sound of her soft drawl heated my blood to the boiling point. Someone laughed at her comment, I think it was Bobbie, but I didn't move my gaze from Jolene and those mesmerizing eyes.  
 
    "Are you going to take this plate or not, sugar? I'm sure I can find someone else appreciative of my thoughtfulness." 
 
    Fuck me, I found myself reaching for it. "This doesn't mean we're going steady," I grumbled. I felt that I needed to say something in response to her kindness, and “thanks” was too easy, too normal.  
 
    "How's your brother?"  
 
    Demon's inquiry caused Jolene's gaze to shift to him. "Sore. Said he feels like he's been run over by a truck. Once he got cleaned up he didn't look as bad." She hesitated, as if deciding if she should say more. "I'm sorry he just showed up—"  
 
    Demon waved her apology off as unnecessary. "You’re a friend of the club, sweetheart." 
 
    She sighed. "Well, in any case, thanks for having Doc check him out. I just hope this little incident opens Danny's eyes to the fact that he can't go around making bets he can't fulfill."  
 
    This information was news to us, and my eyes snapped to Demon. He was looking at me, too. Jolene’s version of how Danny had gotten his injuries was not the one he’d given us, but then we'd suspected that he hadn't been completely truthful. If he owed someone money, that would be a good reason to get the shit beat out of him. It could also put Jolene in the middle of trouble. Her brother was a dumb ass if he'd made a bet he couldn't cover.   
 
    Then something occurred to me. "He came here looking for you to ask for money," I stated in a harsh tone.  
 
    My comment didn't seem to surprise Jolene. The gleam in her eyes turned to regret as she released a resigned breath. "Afraid so, and it's my fault for always giving it to him. But I made it clear yesterday that I was done. He needs to grow up." 
 
    "Tough love, huh?"  
 
    Jolene nodded in response to Bobbie's remark.  
 
    "Honey, you can't blame yourself for what your brother does. But putting your foot down may help him get on the right track."  
 
    "You're so fucking smart, baby," Demon quipped, kissing the side of Bobbie's neck. 
 
    "Not just another pretty face," Bobbie teased with a wiggle on his lap that produced a groan from Demon. 
 
    "Hell, babe, you keep rocking on my dick like that, and we're going to be putting on a show for the whole club." 
 
    "Wouldn't be the first time," Bobbie laughed softly, biting Demon on the ear. 
 
    During their exchange I watched Jolene carefully. Other than a tinge of color in her cheeks, she was watching their public display without any show of disgust or embarrassment. More proof that she wasn't bothered by the way we lived our lives, by the freedom we embraced in everything that we did. I couldn't help wondering what her reaction would be if I were to drag her down onto my lap, lift up her shirt, and run my mouth all over her tits like I wanted to. 
 
    I guess something of what I was thinking reflected on my face, because suddenly Jolene was flushed all over. I watched her lips part and her tongue come out to wet them as a smoky haze clouded her eyes.  
 
    You'd better run, little girl. Because what I want to do to you will ruin you for other men. 
 
    I set the plate in my hand down onto the ground without taking my eyes off her. I recognized the challenge in her eyes, along with something else--vulnerability. Was she afraid of rejection? There were a lot of things she could be afraid of when it came to me.  
 
    Before I had a chance to move, a squeal made me turn my head to see a woman making her way toward me, and by the way she was looking at me, she knew me. I sure as fuck couldn't place her though. She wasn't a member of the club, and I knew that she wasn't with any of my brothers. A quick assessment revealed that she was around thirty-five, dressed in a short, green, leather skirt and off-the-shoulder blouse that emphasized her fake tits. Her red hair was all over the place, looking as if she'd come straight from bed. She was pretty in spite of the heavy makeup. And I still couldn't place her. 
 
    "LD, honey, where have you been?" she gushed, stumbling a little in her heels.  
 
    I looked at Demon with a question in my eyes, and he shrugged. "Who the fuck are you?" I growled with a frown. 
 
    She laughed. "I figured you wouldn't recognize me in clothes, baby. We had a pretty wild night that night. When I didn’t hear back from you I realized you must have lost my number." 
 
    I ignored Demon's snort. 
 
    Fuck, that had been six months ago. I remembered her now. Her name was Leah, and I hadn't lost her number, I'd thrown it away. I didn't do repeats, and I knew that I’d told her that. All of a sudden she threw herself at me, landing in my lap and wringing a loud groan from me when she sat down on my hard dick.  
 
    "Feels like you missed me, too," she giggled, grinding down on me.  
 
    "Well, if ya'll will excuse me," Jolene began in her sweet Southern accent, drawing my eyes to hers. Her pretty smile was in place, but it didn't disguise the hurt in her eyes. "I, um, promised to help out with the kids." She dashed off before anyone could stop her. 
 
    Not that I would have. I'd been about to make a stupid move before the redhead had shown up, and was fucking glad now that she had. She'd saved me. 
 
    More importantly, she'd saved Jolene. 
 
    Now all I had to do was figure out a way to keep my distance from her. 
 
    And get rid of the bitch on my lap.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Jolene 
 
      
 
    I pulled the curtain back and looked out my window for the gazillionth time since the new charter of the Desert Rebels had set up a temporary clubhouse in my barn. I didn't know when they were there and when they weren’t, but I'd seen them come and go periodically in the two weeks since they'd arrived. It appeared that their numbers were growing, too. Though I wasn't in any way involved with their activities, I couldn't deny that having them on my property made me feel less alone and safer. Not that I'd felt unsafe before.  
 
    Oz had approached me to ask if they could use my barn. I'd been glad to help out. We’d worked out the details and I'd had them sign a month-to-month lease, because if there was anything I'd learned about the club, it was that they were businessmen. Watching LD come and go, I couldn't help but wish that we had more opportunity to run into each other, but unless I made a point to go to the barn, I could see that wasn't going to happen. He had no reason to come to the house. 
 
    Releasing a sigh, I continued to watch the comings and goings at the barn. I wanted LD with something close to an obsession, and yet I had no clue how to make me and him happen. I still didn’t know what made him so attractive to me. It was more than his big, brooding, hard-muscled body, or the way that his eyes rested on me so intensely, saying so much more than words. I wanted to brush the craggy, stony look off his face to see his expression relax and become approachable. I wanted to see him content, and I wondered if he was ever happy. He was surrounded by his brothers, but he was lonelier than he portrayed himself to be.  
 
    I watched him when he thought I wasn't looking. His hard expression rarely changed. Thinking back to the Labor Day cookout, his interaction with the red-headed bimbo had gone as I'd expected, because I'd learned early on that LD didn't make friends and he didn't let his emotions get involved, unless it was to unleash his ever-present anger. He hadn't welcomed the redhead, but her grinding on his lap had crushed me before I'd glanced back after I’d left them to see him dump her onto the ground. The memory brought a smile to my face.  
 
    It was safe to say that he hadn't taken her inside and fucked her that day. 
 
    I wondered what it would be like to be with a man like LD. He wouldn't be a tender lover. According to the girls, he wasn't a man-whore like most of the other brothers. He didn't like the club sluts hanging on to him, didn't welcome their advances. Raven had said that she rarely saw him take a woman back to his room, and when he did, the woman returned minutes later, which told her that he fucked them and sent them on their way immediately afterwards.  
 
    What was he afraid of? 
 
    "Morning, Sis." 
 
    I let the curtain go and turned to face Danny. My eyes shot to the clock, before going back to him with a raised brow. God, I didn't want to fight with him, but these days it was a given that he'd do something to piss me off. And right now he was late for work. I'd reworked our schedules, demanding that he pull his weight and work at least forty hours a week. He was supposed to be there at noon. I slapped my hands on my hips, and he rolled his eyes. 
 
    "Morning." My effort to be nice didn't last long. "Teresa's overtime is coming out of your pay," I threatened him. 
 
    His jaw dropped before he pulled himself together. "You can't do that!" 
 
    "I can and I will, because I'm docking you any time you don't work. And being late is not acceptable, Danny. It's not fair to Teresa. She has class this afternoon—" 
 
    "For fuck’s sake—" 
 
    I held up my hand and walked toward the kitchen for another cup of coffee. "I don't want to hear any excuses, okay? I guess our little talk didn't mean squat to you, because you haven't done much to change." I filled my cup and switched off the maker. "But that's okay, Danny. Because you know what the consequences are, and I promise you that I wasn't just wasting my breath." 
 
    I turned back to him.  
 
    "So you're gonna sic Mom and Dad on me?" There was disbelief in his tone. 
 
    I didn't look at it that way. "Only if it concerns the running of the business. They may have turned it over to us, but they are still the legal owners. Other than that, live your life the way you want." I flinched at the bitterness that I detected in my tone, but I couldn't help feeling as if Danny was wasting his life. I was so disappointed in him. 
 
    My threat to get Mom and Dad involved was just that, a threat. I was hoping that it would make Danny grow up and start living right. Mom and Dad didn't need to worry about their wayward son. They deserved to enjoy their retirement. Sure, I would keep them informed of certain things, but I wouldn't ask them for their help.  
 
    I looked pointedly at the clock again. It was almost one o'clock. 
 
    The huff told me that Danny knew what I was thinking. He spun from the doorway and disappeared, and the next thing I heard was the slamming of the front door. I shook my head as I reached for my phone to call Teresa. She was going to be pissed, and I wouldn't blame her for it. 
 
    "Illuminations, how may I help you?"  
 
    I knew that she would know from the caller ID that it was me who was calling, and her professionalism brought a smile to my face. "Teresa, it's me." I pressed my lips because this was a habit that I'd hoped Danny would break once we’d talked. 
 
    I could almost see her rolling her eyes. "I know--" Her tone was defeated. Teresa was a sweetheart and even-tempered, but even she had her limits. "Danny is going to be late…again." 
 
    "I'm sorry, honey." I inhaled and released my breath noisily. "He's on his way. I'm giving him two more weeks to straighten up, and that's only because he's my brother. After that I promise to hire someone else." 
 
    "You can't do that to your brother," she sighed. "This is a family business." 
 
    I laughed. "I know that. I'm not thinking it will be permanent. Hopefully once he sees that I'm really serious he'll do the right thing. Anyway, I know you have a class. If you can't wait, just lock up and leave." 
 
    "Are you sure? I can't afford to be late. Professor Clark has a habit of locking the door at precisely two o'clock." 
 
    "Go, honey. I'll see you tomorrow." She had more than enough time to make her class by two, but that wasn't the point. I knew that Teresa liked to go home to change and eat lunch before school. 
 
    I was about to leave the kitchen when I heard a phone ring, but it wasn't mine. Frowning, I looked around the kitchen to find that Danny had forgotten his cell phone. God, I hoped that he didn't come back for it. I went over to it and glanced down at the caller ID. Unknown. I decided to answer it in case it was important. 
 
    "Hello?" 
 
    "Put Danny on," the caller demanded. 
 
    His sharp, unfriendly tone caused me to hesitate. "Sorry, he's not here." 
 
    "What the fuck you mean he's not there? This is his phone, isn't it?" 
 
    His rudeness gave me reason to frown. "Yes, but—" 
 
    "Look, just put the asshole on. I don't have time to talk to his bitch." 
 
    Really? My first inclination was to hang up, which I did, but I had no sooner set the phone back onto the counter than it began to ring again. It didn't take a genius to know who it was. I stared at the phone for a minute, so many thoughts running through my head, most of which revolved around what kind of trouble Danny had gotten himself into now.  
 
    "Hello?" 
 
    "Who the fuck is this?" 
 
    "Who the fuck is this?" I snapped back. 
 
    "An associate of Danny's."  
 
    That didn't suggest that he was a friend. My stomach started to hurt when I suspected the worst.  
 
    "And I need to fucking talk to him." 
 
    "Well, Danny is my brother, and he's not here." 
 
    "Listen, bitch! I don't care who you are. You tell the little prick that he needs to pay up or we're gonna do more than just beat the crap out of him next time. His two week extension is up." 
 
    Oh, no! Not again!  
 
    "And tell him we'll start with you!" 
 
    He hung up. I pulled the phone away from my ear and stared at it in disbelief. That was a direct threat. Shit! I didn't question that the man was serious, and he'd said "we'll start with you," which made me wonder how many there were. I didn't want to get involved in Danny's mess, but the menacing tone of the man's grating voice revealed that he was enraged and at the end of his patience.  
 
    I'd give Danny enough time to get to the store and then call him on the store phone. No, on second thought, it was better that I go to him instead. Oh, God, I really didn't want to deal with it at all, but now I was worried that his trouble was going to become mine. Damn! I tossed the thought around for a few minutes, sipping at my cooling coffee before finally making a decision. I set my cup down and walked with purpose toward the front door, reaching for my purse where it hung on an antique hall tree next to it. 
 
    I left the house in a rush, absorbed with troubling thoughts about where this was going and how it was going to end as I climbed into my car. The barn was located halfway down the long driveway, and I couldn't stop myself from looking as I came to it. There were half a dozen bikes parked outside the opened doors and I could see movement from inside, but I couldn't see faces. I couldn't tell one bike from another, so I didn't know if one of them belonged to LD. I continued to the end of the drive and pulled out onto the service road that would lead to the highway. 
 
    Luckily, our store wasn't too far away. I arrived there fifteen minutes later to find the door locked and a note taped to it advising customers that there'd been a family emergency. What the hell!? I stood staring at it in disbelief for a full minute. I looked around the area for Danny's car, even while knowing that I wasn't going to find it. Spying Annabelle's car gave me an idea, and I went next door to the Desert Rebels’ construction office. 
 
    Both Annabelle and Lulu glanced up from what they were doing when the bell over the door rang as I walked inside. I forced a smile, mainly to return theirs. They were sitting side-by-side at the desk, going over a ledger. I took a deep breath in an effort to calm down. 
 
    "Hi, honey. I thought you weren't coming in today." 
 
    Clearly Lulu hadn't taken in what I was wearing before she spoke. I would never have come to work in jeans. "I'm supposed to be off, but I'm looking for Danny," I explained. "Have either of you ladies seen him today?"  
 
    Both shook their heads, and I exhaled loudly. "I'm going to kill him." 
 
    Annabelle burst out laughing. "I know the feeling." 
 
    I bet she did, with a brother like Demon. "I bet he snuck in just long enough to leave that note on the door."  
 
    "Is something wrong?" Lulu asked.  
 
    "Yeah. Once again he's let me down." 
 
    "Who's let you down, sweetheart?" 
 
    LD, Bull, and Loco entered through the back door and had caught my comment. 
 
    "Her boyfriend," Lulu responded to Loco, giving me a wink. 
 
    My eyes met LD's. They were cold and indifferent as usual, though the mention of my having a boyfriend produced a tiny flicker in his pupils. And was his mouth pressed a little tighter than usual? 
 
    "Boyfriend?!" Loco barked. "Sweet thing, I thought we had an understanding." 
 
    I rolled my eyes. "Give it up, sugar. You're not getting in my pants." 
 
    Bull burst out laughing. "Shot you down, bro." 
 
    "We'll see," Loco said cockily. "You let me kiss you the other night." 
 
    My jaw dropped at his exaggeration. "I kissed you, and it —" 
 
    "What the fuck for?" 
 
    My eyes widened at the gravelly words coming out of LD's mouth. His brothers looked at him with stunned surprise, and I think one of the girls gasped. LD had stepped out of character, and no one was prepared for it. I couldn't deny the thrill that shot through me, because it was clear as the jagged scar across his throat that the man was not happy over the thought of me kissing Loco. The fact that he’d made his feelings known to all of us was a miracle. 
 
    Our eyes remained locked, and I knew that he was waiting for an answer. The trouble with Danny momentarily forgotten, I said, "A woman has needs, too, honey. I can't wait forever for the man I'm interested in to make his move." If he didn't get the message now that I was interested in him, he didn't want to. Some people would rather ignore what was right there in front of their face than address it. 
 
    Bull snorted and turned his head away from LD. 
 
    Loco smirked like a big goofball. 
 
    Annabelle lowered her head and giggled beneath her breath. 
 
    Even though I knew that Lulu had had a thing for LD in the past, her smile seemed to scream, "You go, girl!" 
 
    I would have never hurt her, but she'd assured me that all she wanted was to see LD happy. I refused to look away from the scowl on LD's face. He seemed oblivious to the reactions of everyone else. 
 
    "Didn't answer my fucking question," he growled. 
 
    "And I'm not going to. It's none of your business why I kissed one of your brothers." 
 
    "You won't like it if I make it my business," he grated. 
 
    I couldn't hold back a laugh. "Are you trying to scare me? Because if you are, you'll have to do better than that."  
 
    "Oh fuck, she doesn't know what she's doing," Bull snorted with a grin.  
 
    "She must have a death wish," Loco added. 
 
    "Fuck off, both of you," LD snarled.  
 
    I decided that maybe they were right. Pushing a man like LD was risky and stupid. I couldn't seem to pull my eyes away from him. My body was responding to the darkness in his, the intensity of his presence. I knew that I should probably show more common sense with a man who exuded danger and anger most of the time, but the rush of excitement in my blood was not to be ignored. LD turned me on.  
 
    "We're not here for this," LD said after a while. 
 
    "And that's my cue to leave," I smiled, backing up toward the door. "I need to hunt down my brother." 
 
    "Your brother?" Bull's tone caused me to pause from opening the door. "Is he missing? His car's out back." 
 
    I frowned. "It is?" I hadn't considered that he might have parked out back. "Then I wonder why the door is locked." I pushed the door open. 
 
    "Wait a minute!"  
 
    I immediately halted at the sharp command of LD's voice. All three men began rushing toward me, their expressions all mirroring the same thing--a little concern and a lot of suspicion.  
 
    "Let us check it out first," Loco said, all business now.  
 
    I glanced past them at Annabelle and Lulu, who were also following. "Danny isn't at work, but his car is out back, something could be wrong," Lulu explained.  
 
    And there was that phone call, too, which they didn't know about yet.  
 
    And then just as we stepped out onto the sidewalk, an explosion ripped through my store, stopping us in our tracks. Then, before I could draw another breath, LD grabbed me and took me to the ground with him, covering me with his large bulk. I barely had time to see Bull and Loco do the same thing with Annabelle and Lulu before another explosion rocked the building, spraying glass and debris over where we lay.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    LD 
 
      
 
    Fuck! As soon as the first explosion happened my instinct was to take Jolene to the ground in case there was another one. The second blast was louder and seemed to have caused a lot more damage, if the sound of breaking glass and falling rubble was any indication. I clutched Jolene tighter when part of a door landed on the concrete next to us, burying her face against my chest. A whimper sounded, drawing my eyes over to where Bull and Annabelle lay. From what I could tell, they were good. 
 
    I remained on top of Jolene, making sure that her face and head were protected from whatever the blast threw our way. I could feel shit falling down around us, followed by the smell of fire. After a few minutes, when the debris had settled, I pulled back enough to look down into her eyes. They were understandably large and round with fear, her lips parted as she sucked in air.  
 
    "You okay?" 
 
    She nodded vigorously, the trembling of her mouth keeping my attention before I forced myself to look in the direction of the strip mall. I sucked in a breath at the fucking damage. It looked as if Jolene's shop had taken the brunt of the explosion. I returned my eyes to hers, noticing for the first time that she was bleeding. 
 
    "Shit, babe." I winced at the word that had just slipped out of my mouth, and reached up to move the hair that fell against her forehead. 
 
    "What is it?" she whispered. 
 
    I found where the blood was coming from, a tiny nick near the hairline. "You were hit by a piece of glass," I explained, carefully pulling it out. She reached up to my hand to explore the wound herself. "It's not bad." A tiny smile played on her soft lips, making me realize how fucking badly I wanted to kiss her. 
 
    The thought alone made me jackknife up as if someone had poked me with a cattle prod. I held my hand down for Jolene to take. Bull and Loco were already on their feet, helping the girls to theirs. All of us stood in shock, appraising the damage around us.  
 
    "What happened?" Annabelle asked in a shocked tone.  
 
    "It could have been a gas leak," Lulu offered by way of explanation, wrapping her arm around Annabelle's slight form.  
 
    I shared a hard look with my brothers. Not hardly. We'd dealt with explosives enough to know that this hadn't been caused by a gas leak. There wasn't the usual nasty smell associated with gas, and the explosion seemed too contained, as if the destruction had been meant for Illuminations only. There were two other businesses, Stewart Tile and Carpet and Jerry's Plumbing that appeared unscathed from the outside. The empty store next to Illuminations hadn't been so lucky.  
 
    "Jolene, do you think Danny was inside?" Annabelle asked her with alarm spreading across her face. "They said his car was out back. He could have slipped in while you were with us." 
 
    "God, no!" Jolene cried out, impulsively moving toward the wreckage.  
 
    I grabbed her and held her back against me. "You're not going in there, it's too fucking dangerous," I growled against her ear. "Look at it, babe." The damage to my vocal cords caused my voice to crack. "If he's in there, anyone walking around could cause something to shift down on top of him." I could feel her resistance to my hold slacken. I glanced over to see Bull headed toward our office. 
 
    "What the hell—" 
 
    "Oh, my God!" 
 
    People from the two other businesses in the building began to come outside, their expressions reflecting confusion and shock. "Call the fucking fire department!" I snarled in their direction. I released Jolene so that she could join Annabelle and Lulu as they comforted each other. "You women stay put," I snarled, following Bull. 
 
    Bull opened the door and halted. "Shit!" Then he continued forward. 
 
    The three of us stepped inside. Fuck! I'd expected to see some damage, but what my eyes landed on revealed that if Jolene, Annabelle, and Lulu had remained inside they would have been killed. The desk Annabelle and Lulu had been sitting at was completely gone, crushed beneath some of the ceiling and beams that had come down.  
 
    "Son-of-a-bitch!" Loco snarled, realizing the same thing that I had. 
 
    "What?" Lulu asked, directly behind him. "Oh, my God!" she whispered in stunned shock, her eyes glued to the spot where her desk had been. Annabelle remained back closer to the door, but the horror in her eyes reflected what she was thinking. 
 
    "Told you to remain outside!" I snapped, anger and some other emotion nearly crippling me at the idea of what the fuck had almost happened to them. And then I noticed Jolene wasn't with them. "Where the fuck is Jolene?" 
 
    I looked at Lulu for an answer. "I think she's checking out the damage to her store." 
 
    "Goddamnit!" I should have known that the second my back was turned she would ignore my orders and do what she wanted to anyway. Couldn't exactly blame her since there was a possibility that her brother was buried and hurt inside. I cut my eyes to Bull. "Handle this. Let Demon know what went down." I pivoted toward the door.  
 
    I was ready to tear into Jolene for her stupidity until I stepped out onto the sidewalk and found her just standing there, looking in at what used to be her family business. The other shop owners and their customers were clustered further away, talking amongst themselves. Thank fuck I could hear sirens in the distance.  
 
    I stepped up behind Jolene, looking over her shoulder at what she was staring at. The place was a total loss. There was a small fire burning in the rubble toward the back, but it was clear that the sprinklers were dousing it. Most of the ceiling had come down, and sections of the walls on both sides were damaged. Hanging and broken lighting fixtures hung in twisted disarray from what was left of the ceiling. If Danny was inside somewhere, it would be a miracle if he was alive. 
 
    We both turned at the sounds of the approaching fire truck as it grew louder, and I pulled Jolene away as the truck pulled up to the front of her store. 
 
    "Let the fire department do their job," I said gruffly against her ear. 
 
    She nodded. "Thank you." 
 
    "For what?" I frowned. 
 
    She looked back at me with a slight smile playing on her lips. "For being here with me." 
 
    I fucking got lost in those beautiful eyes. There was a vulnerability there that made me want to wrap my arms around her and keep her safe from the world. I wanted to make promises that I knew I couldn't keep.  
 
    A fireman jumped off the truck before it came to a full stop. "Anyone inside?" he asked us. 
 
    "My brother may be in there!" Jolene rushed out, her tone anxious. 
 
    The man nodded and said something to one of his partners before they began to pick their way into the store. 
 
    I could feel Jolene trembling against me. I wanted her away from the building in case they found Danny. She didn't need to see that. I turned her until she was facing me. Her eyes went to mine instantly, and I felt a punch to the gut at the pain that I saw there. She was trying hard not to let her emotions take over, but the tears were there. A blink would send them spilling down her cheeks, and if that happened I wouldn't know how to handle it. I was already uncomfortable as fuck from being so close to her.  
 
    I hoped for her sake that Danny wasn't found. 
 
    "Go inside and wait." I knew that I probably would have gotten a better result if I'd asked her nicely rather than demanded, but asking for anything wasn't something I was familiar with.  
 
    She shook her head. "I have to know if Danny is in there.  
 
    There was a stubborn quality to her voice that I understood and respected. "Jolene, there's nothing you can do right now. You sure as fuck don't need to be here if they find him." 
 
    She gulped, and a big fat tear dropped down her cheek. I cursed for being so fucking frank. "I'm not moving until I know for sure . . . He's my brother, LD, what would you do? W—" 
 
    "Any damage to the store down there?" one of the firemen called out as he came our way. 
 
    "A wall and some of the ceiling," I explained. 
 
    "Need to take a look." He disappeared inside the office.  
 
    Bull and Loco could deal with it, I wasn't going to leave Jolene to fall apart all alone if it came down to it. She was a stubborn little thing. I wanted to reach up and brush the tear away, but that wasn't me. I understood what she was going through--the stress of not knowing was worse than any hurt you could imagine.   
 
    Jolene crossed her arms, her stubborn expression telling me to save my breath. Short of picking her up and carrying her inside, I knew that I wasn’t going to be able to get her to budge. At least she seemed willing to stay out of the way. My gaze shifted back to the fire truck and the activity surrounding it. Firemen were going in and out of the businesses located next door to Jolene's. One man in particular looked as if he were in charge, and I wanted to talk to him. Several police cruisers pulled up behind the fire truck. 
 
     I watched as the office door opened, and everyone piled outside behind the fireman who'd gone in a few minutes before. 
 
    "Until we know it's safe, no one is allowed inside," he explained, continuing toward where his team was working.  
 
    "Looks like we're going to be closed a few days," Bull quipped, stomping over to us. "The repairs look fairly easy. Prez said to keep him informed." 
 
    I looked behind him at Lulu and Annabelle. "Go home. We'll let you know when we open again." 
 
    Lulu's curious eyes moved from me to Jolene. "Jolene?" 
 
    "I'm not leaving until I know Danny isn't in there." 
 
    "No one inside!" A fireman shouted, drawing all our attention. Satisfied that we'd heard him, he turned away. 
 
    "Oh, thank God." Jolene breathed a sigh of relief, but it didn't last long. "But his car is out back…" 
 
    "Call him," I demanded in a rough tone. Loco, Bull, and I exchanged quiet looks. Something wasn't adding up.  
 
    "I can't. I have his phone. He left it at the house. I came here expecting to find him working, but the store was locked up and there was a note on the door."  
 
    And his car was parked out back. So where the fuck was he? It was clear that Jolene was more worried than ever, and I had the feeling that she should be worried about a whole fuck lot more than where her brother was.  
 
    "Thank God I told Teresa to leave when I did," she murmured.  
 
    "Thank fuck no one was hurt," Loco said, lighting a cigarette. "Damned lucky considering all the civilians working here. Lucky, too, the explosion happened when the store was empty." 
 
    I narrowed my eyes on him, giving a slight shake of my head for him to shut the fuck up. Jolene wasn't stupid. Until we knew differently, what had happened here today had been some kind of accident. The fire department would figure out the rest. As it was now, she was giving Loco a quiet, speculative look that said she was thinking something over.  
 
    I pinned my eyes on Lulu. "Thought I told you girls to get out of here."  
 
    Getting the message that I wasn't kidding around, they murmured their goodbyes and took off. 
 
    "I hope you don't plan on ordering me around like that." 
 
    I snapped my eyes to Jolene and frowned. I had other ways of making people do what I wanted, and her challenging tone revealed that I'd need to use them on her. Gladly, I thought. I preferred physical communication over verbal any day.  
 
     Bull snorted. Loco coughed and expelled a mouthful of smoke. I gave them both a glare and was about to tell them to fuck off when we were approached by two firemen. 
 
    "Is this your business?" the taller of the two asked. There was a captain's decal on his helmet. I nodded. "Sorry, but we're sending everyone home until a thorough investigation is done and we know that the surrounding stores are structurally safe." 
 
    I'd expected as much. And if they found what I suspected they would, it was going to turn into a criminal investigation.  
 
    "Do you know what happened?" Jolene questioned, drawing his eyes to her. 
 
    "It's too soon to speculate, ma'am. We've been in touch with the mall owner, Mr. Mackey. He'll be notified of what we find."  
 
    "Thanks for the information, man," Bull said. 
 
    The captain nodded, and the two men left. 
 
    "I need to call my parents."  
 
    My gaze followed Jolene as she walked a few steps away. "Wait."  
 
    She turned back to me with a question in her eyes.  
 
    "Don’t call them until we know more about what's going on," I suggested. I had a feeling that her brother was involved somehow. 
 
    She opened her mouth to say something, but then thought better of it, giving me a subtle nod.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    Jolene 
 
      
 
    So many things were running through my head, and I knew that if I didn't calm down soon I was going to end up in a full-blown panic attack. Too much was happening too soon, the fire--or whatever it was that had destroyed the store--not being able to contact my parents because they'd gone on a cruise, not knowing where my brother was--it was all too much. I kept looking at Danny's phone as if it had all the answers. The only calls he'd received had been from the same angry, aggressive asshole that had threatened me the other day, demanding to talk to Danny and accusing me of lying to protect him. 
 
    It had been three days since the fire, three fucking days, and I was about to lose my mind with worry. Where the hell was he? Was he okay? 
 
    The sound of motorcycles brought a strange kind of relief to me. Knowing that some of the Desert Rebels were around made me feel safe from whatever trouble Danny was in and had brought to our door. Anyone coming down the drive would have to pass the barn. I imagined that the presence of big, intimidating Harley's would make anyone rethink their intentions about causing trouble. 
 
    I hadn't seen LD since the day of the explosion. The man was an enigma that I wanted to figure out. If I were being honest, I wanted him with an obsession that wasn't healthy, and it was only getting stronger. Whenever I was around him my whole body came to life with intense awareness, and the need to make him see me in the same way. Even the air I breathed became electrified with an energy that left me aching. I had a feeling that being fucked by a man like him would leave me ruined for other men. Lately, my dreams had been filled with his hands and mouth on me as he filled me with his cock, fucking me hard. I'd wake so damned wet and horny that I'd scream in frustration and pound the mattress.  
 
    A loud pounding at the front door startled me out of my deep thoughts. Loco had come over earlier with a box of Danishes for breakfast from my favorite bakery. He'd practically devoured half the box to my one, and drank a pot of coffee before leaving, saying on the way out that he might come back for more. The knock at the door now had to be him. Smiling, I checked the time as I headed to the front door. It was well past lunch time, which reminded me that I hadn't had anything to eat since that morning. 
 
    "Back for more?" I asked as I was opening the door. My smile immediately vanished when I saw the biker standing on the other side. He was a stranger to me, and the cut he was wearing wasn't the same as the one the Desert Rebels wore. I glanced beyond him to where a motorcycle was parked. God, I hadn't even heard it approaching the house. "Can I help you?" I fought the urge to slam the door in his face on his unfriendly expression. 
 
    "Yeah, bitch. You can help me by getting your fucking brother!" He pushed his way inside, knocking me out of the way and slamming the door so hard the walls shook. "Danny, get your ass in here!" he shouted.  
 
    The man was tall and overweight with a pock-marked face surrounded by long, bushy hair and eyebrows that right now were joined in a frown between his bloodshot blue eyes. He was moving briskly through the house, looking for my brother. 
 
    And he was angry. 
 
    "Danny!" he yelled, his eyes snapping back to me when there was no response. "Where the fuck is he?" 
 
    I backed up as he advanced; realizing too late that I'd made a stupid mistake by opening the door without first checking to see who was there. I shook my head. "I don't know where he is!"  
 
    "His car is right outside!" he snarled, reaching out for me. "So don't try that shit with me!" 
 
    Shit! Bull had driven it home for me the day of the explosion. I hadn't wanted to leave it parked behind the mall, and God knew how long it would be before we got the business up and running again.  
 
    I managed to dart out of reach of the hand coming my way, but this only succeeded in pissing the man off more. He snarled like a pit bull, and I screamed as his hand curled around my arm with bruising strength. 
 
    "Want our money!" he snarled down into my face. "Now tell me where the fuck he is before you get hurt!" 
 
    "I…don't…know!" I screamed, tugging free and turning to run. I screamed again at the top of my lungs, praying that it carried down to the barn.  
 
    I didn't get far. I felt his hand grab my hair at the back of my head and jerk me back against him. "Fucking bitch!"  
 
    I reached back and dug my nails as deep as I could into his meaty hand. With a curse, he shoved me hard against the wall and followed me there. When his body closed in behind me I elbowed him in the gut and then spun around, bringing my knee up at the same time. I missed his groin but caught him in the upper part of his thick thigh. Before he could recover, I put my hands against his chest and shoved him hard. He stumbled back a foot, his eyes growing large with shock before righting himself. He reached out for me but missed. 
 
    He was going to hurt me. Fighting him had only enraged him and turned him into an animal. He must have thought that I would be easy to handle. As I raced toward the front door I heard him knocking over furniture in his haste to get to me. I took a second to grab the door stop from the floor, a cast iron bulldog, and hurled it through the nearest window. Then I gripped the door knob and turned, just as his hands closed over my shoulders and jerked me away. The next thing I knew I was flying helplessly across the room.  
 
    I slammed against the wall, the breath knocked out of me. Once again I felt his hand clench brutally in my hair. "I don't know where my brother is!" I panted, trying one last time to convince him. "He disappeared three days ago!" 
 
    Grunting, he put his mouth against my ear. "I think I'll take what your brother owes me out of your hide."  
 
    His breath smelled of cigarettes and something he'd recently eaten. I tried to twist my head away to get a clean breath, but it was hard with his large body up against mine. He was crushing me into the wall as if the plaster would give. I felt tears fill my eyes from the painful twist he had in my hair, and then he turned me around and backhanded me so hard that I saw stars. The only reason I was able to remain on my feet was because he still had a hold of me. 
 
    "Fucking bitch! Taming you is going to be the highlight of my fucking day." 
 
    The taste of blood filled my mouth. "My brother will never pay you back if you hurt me," I promised, saying anything that might make him rethink what he was doing.  
 
    His laugh skated over my spine like the blade of a sharp knife. "Gonna have you, then I'm gonna hunt the little pansy down and skin him alive."  
 
    The thought of Danny being hurt renewed my efforts to get away. I reached out and went for his eyes, trying to gouge them out before running my nails down his face. I drew little satisfaction at his grunt when he retaliated with a hit to my face, and then a punch to my stomach. I bent over in pain, but a hand in my hair forced me back up. He slammed my head against the wall and then began to tear at my clothes. 
 
    "No!" I fought back, half-dazed from hitting the wall. He ripped at my thin tee like a mad dog tearing at meat. I screamed when his rough hands went to my breasts and squeezed hard. "No!" I screamed, punching him in the face. He grunted and hit me back, and then began to tug at the straps to my bra. I managed to turn my head and sink my teeth into him. 
 
    "Ouch! You fucking whore!"  
 
    He reached up and curled his hand around the bottom half of my chin, pinning my head back so that I couldn't move. He squeezed so hard that I felt my teeth cutting into the sides of my cheeks, and then he moved in close, grating into my face.  
 
    "I'm gonna enjoy sticking my dick in you. And I don't give a fuck if you're conscious or not. So keep fighting me, bitch." He pinched my nipple until I screamed. "I don't even care if you're dead." God, he was sick.  
 
    There was an evil grin on his face. He was enjoying my pain, getting off on it, and I was beginning to lose hope that anyone from the barn would rescue me. I was at the end of my stamina as I spit in his face. "Fuck you!" I screamed, and struggled against him with a last surge of strength.  
 
    Suddenly the front door burst open and three Desert Rebels rushed in, but my eyes were only for LD. Our gazes connected briefly and then everything happened quickly. LD tore the man away from me and went at him with a savagery that frightened me. I could only watch in stunned fascination as his fists pounded the man's face and torso without mercy, sending blood and spit everywhere. I think I even saw a tooth fly. He hit the man so fast and hard that it took my breath away. His face was a mask of rage, twisted with an ugliness that was painful to see, a look in his eyes that revealed that he'd gone somewhere outside of this place, someplace dark and deep. 
 
    He didn't let up until the man was unconscious and limp. LD stopped, bent over the man with a fist clenched into his shirt, holding him half off the floor like a rag doll, panting loud and fast, the savage darkness on his face giving him the appearance of a wild animal. It looked to me as if he were trying to force himself to come back to the present. I watched the light gradually return to his eyes, afraid for him and how quickly and easily it had been for him to lose such total control.  
 
    I glanced over at the other two Desert Rebels. I'd never seen them before. They'd just stood by and watched as LD beat my attacker. When one of them glanced my way I quickly brought my arms up to cover my breasts. I still had on my bra, but it was a Victoria's Secret lacy one with sheer cups and revealed more than it concealed.  
 
    "You okay, darlin'?"  
 
    I nodded, unable to speak as the shock of what had almost happened began to settle over me. The man who had asked was young, around Danny's age, only much tougher looking. Danny looked more like a preppy college boy, while this man looked as if he'd gone to hell and back. According to the right side of his cut, his name was Jolly, but Jolly looked anything but.  
 
    "Get this piece of shit down to the barn," LD barked, letting the man drop all the way to the floor.  
 
    His hard gaze landed on me, moving over me in a way that revealed that he was taking everything in and cataloging it. The tightening of his mouth told me that he didn't like what he saw. I remained flattened against the wall, as if it alone were holding me up. As Jolly and the other man went to do LD's bidding, LD stepped my way. I couldn't help but look down at his torn and bloody knuckles. 
 
    "He was looking for Danny," I explained. "Apparently my brother owes him and his friends' money." I was trying to keep it together and be tough when it would have been so easy to fall apart. 
 
    LD continued until he was right in front of me. "The bastard hurt you." He surprised me by reaching up to touch my face, displaying a tenderness I would never expect from him. 
 
    I smiled, and then winced at the soreness of my mouth. "I got in a few good shots." 
 
    The tiniest movement of his mouth might have been construed as a smile from LD. More of it glittered in his eyes. "I saw the damage you did. Good to know you can take care of yourself." 
 
    "I don't know about that. I was running out of steam. In the end he would have still got what he wanted. I owe you for rescuing me." 
 
    "You don't owe me a fucking thing." His tone was gruff. "You still haven't heard from your brother?"  
 
    I shook my head. "He's never done this before. Just disappeared. That man has called four days in a row demanding to speak with him, screaming about the money Danny owes." 
 
    I could tell by the angry spark in LD's eyes that something I’d said had pissed him off. "What else?" 
 
    His question confused me. "What do you mean?" 
 
    "I know men like him, Jolene. He threatened something if he didn't get his money." 
 
    I took a deep breath. "Yeah. He said he'd, um, take it out on me." 
 
    "And you didn't think to tell anyone?" he snarled. 
 
    I flinched at the intensity rolling off of him and blinked. "I thought he was just blowing hot air, LD."  
 
    "Christ, woman—" His gaze dropped to his feet, his jaw clenched as if he were struggling to keep control. "It's obvious your brother is in some serious shit. That fucking biker we hauled out of here is the enforcer for the Insane Boys. It's his job to collect debts any way he sees fit for his club."  
 
    His eyes moved over me as if he were seeing me for the first time. I'd lowered my arms, forgetting about the transparency of my bra. As his gaze zeroed in on my nipples I felt them tingle and become hard under his scrutiny. My core clenched with instant arousal. 
 
    His nostrils flared as his expression turned almost savage, primal. "He almost fucking had you." He gaze moved back up to mine. As quickly as his anger had spiraled, it vanished. "You have a first aid kit?" 
 
    That question caught me off-guard. I had to think about it for a minute. It had been a long time since Mom had had to administer first aid or put a Band-Aid on me or Danny. If we had one, it would be in the kitchen. "Yes. In the cabinet over the fridge." I went to retrieve it. "No telling what's in it, though. Mom probably hasn't filled it in years." I winced as I reached high to open the cabinet, and there it was, looking outdated, the plastic yellowed with time. 
 
    I turned around and let out a squeak. LD had followed me, and suddenly he was so close that I was pressed against the fridge.  
 
    A nervous laugh escaped me. "I could have gotten it." 
 
    How did a man as tall and as big as he move so quietly? My heart pounded erratically when I glanced down to see that the tips of my breasts were brushing up against his chest. His eyes dropped there, too, and for a minute we both froze. I think I even stopped breathing. 
 
    God, I wanted his hands on me. 
 
    "You're covered in fucking bruises," he grated. 
 
    That voice, so raspy and gritty and full of heat. The sound went straight to my clit, teasing it until it became a pulsing bundle of nerves. "I know." Was that my husky voice? 
 
    "Go soak in the tub for a little while." He took the kit from me. 
 
    Normally, I would have balked at being ordered around, but I realized that I was willing to make an exception for LD. He hadn't made it sound like an order, and I wanted to believe that he cared, even if he couldn't show it.  
 
    I thought about the window that I'd broken in an attempt to alert someone at the barn that I was in trouble. "The window…"  
 
    He shook his head. "I'm not going anywhere." 
 
    He wasn't? I inhaled deeply, filling my lungs with his manly scent, a gamut of emotions rushing through me. Being this close to LD was as exciting as it was frightening. He was a scary man, always so hard and dark. I wanted to reach up and smooth my hand over his brow, and I wondered when the last time was that he had received a tender touch. I watched his jaw harden, his lips press as if he knew what I was thinking. It saddened me that he wouldn't welcome such a touch. 
 
    "You'd better go." 
 
    The hardness of his words drew my eyes back to his with slight surprise. "Why?" 
 
    Silence followed, and his expression became dark, feral, his eyes glinting with a color that I didn't recognize. 
 
    "Because I want to hurt you."  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    LD 
 
      
 
    I breathed a sigh of relief and closed my eyes when Jolene slipped away from me. She brought out something in me that I was having a hard time dealing with, and when I lost control it wasn't pretty. I fisted my hand with the need to hit something, anything, to release the fucking urge that I had to just take her and fuck her like an animal. I knew that I had to stay away from her before I really did hurt her. I wanted her so fucking badly that I shook with it, but I knew that if I touched her, I wouldn't stop there. I'd consume her and then ruin her.  
 
    Because that's what I craved. 
 
    Normally, when I couldn't contain my sexual urges anymore I would take a club whore for relief, and not in my fucking bed. No, I wasn't like most men. I'd push her up against the nearest surface and ram my dick inside her without preliminaries. That was exactly what I wanted to do to Jolene. I knew that she was curious about me, but she wasn't cut out for me. She was too young.  
 
    Too soft.  
 
    Too pure. 
 
    Too perfect. 
 
    I opened the plastic first aid kit and looked through the contents inside. Some of the items appeared to be outdated, but the antibacterial cream was still in the box. I also found a clear plastic container filled with medicines. Jolene was going to be sore from her attack. The soak in the tub would help, but it wouldn't have a lasting effect. I was tapping Tylenol tablets into my palm when my phone buzzed. 
 
    It was Jolly.  
 
    "What?" 
 
    "We aint getting anything out of him that we don't know already." 
 
    He was talking about the enforcer of the Insane Boys. "He say how much money Danny owes them?" 
 
    He snorted. "Thirty grand." 
 
    Fuck that was a lot of green, especially for the IBMC. I wondered if Danny had made another pool wager he couldn't cover. It didn't matter though. He owed it, and they wanted it. Couldn't fault them for that. 
 
    "We need to find Danny. Is Bull back?" 
 
    The mall owner, Mackey, had called to keep us informed about what was happening with the investigation, which had been completed earlier that day. Bull had gone to the office to see what the fire investigator discovered.  
 
    "Yeah," Jolly says. 
 
    "Give him the phone." 
 
    "Yeah, Prez?" 
 
    "What did they find out?" He knew what I was asking. 
 
    "Fucking time bomb." I could hear the smirk in his voice. 
 
    "The fuck?" 
 
    "Exactly what I said." I could hear the humor in Bull's tone. "Who the fuck uses a fucking time bomb? The investigators found the timer. Said it looked amateurish but fuck, it still did what it was supposed to do." He hesitated. "Had to grease their palms with a donation for the info." 
 
    I didn't give a shit about that. My mind was running through the list of possibilities of who and why someone would want to blow up a fucking lighting fixture business. The “who” brought me to one individual only--Danny. He was being threatened for money that he owed. The business had been conveniently closed up with his car parked in the back. His disappearance seemed too fucking carefully planned.  
 
    And the why was obvious--he'd done it for the insurance money.  
 
    "You figure it out?" 
 
    I smirked, even though Bull couldn't see it. "It's not hard, Brother. I don't believe in fucking coincidences. You?" 
 
    "Nope." 
 
    I released a long breath. "We need to find Danny, put a couple of the brothers on it." 
 
    "Got a picture?"  
 
    I glanced around the house, which had an open floor plan. My gaze landed on array of framed pictures on a built-in bookcase next to the entertainment center. I walked over to it and snatched up the most current photo of Danny. 
 
    "Yeah, come get it. Put Jolly back on." 
 
    I removed the picture from the frame. 
 
    "Yeah?" 
 
    "Take our friend for a ride. Strip him and drop him off in the middle of the fucking desert." He wouldn't make it out alive. 
 
    "Got it." 
 
    I hung up and met Bull at the front door. 
 
    "Jolene going to be okay?" he asked, taking the photo of Danny from my hand. 
 
    "Yeah. She's tough." He nodded in agreement. "Need to repair her window." 
 
    Bull grinned. "She the one who threw the bulldog through it?" 
 
    "That was a smart move, Brother. Otherwise we'd never have known that she was in here being attacked."  
 
    I had just pulled up to the barn and was still sitting on my bike, talking to Jolly and Moe, when the sound of breaking glass had alerted us that something was wrong. The three of us had hightailed it up to the house, and I'd nearly had a fucking heart attack when I'd shut my bike down and heard Jolene's screams.  
 
    "Pull a couple of the brothers off construction to get it done before dark." 
 
    "Will do. That it?" 
 
    "Spread the word that there's church tonight at seven. I want everyone there." It would be the first time that I'd held church, but after what had happened with the mall, Jolene, and her brother, I needed my brothers all on the same page. I had a lot of shit to cover, and I wanted them to vote on the new officers that I needed to sit at the table with me. Oz had come up with a good list of candidates. 
 
    After Bull left I got a glass of water and headed toward the bathroom with the first aid kit and pills. A light tap was the only notice I gave Jolene before I opened the door. I came to a stop when my eyes landed on the goddess. She was relaxing in the tub, covered up to her tits in bubbles that somehow filled the room with a floral mist. Her eyes were closed, her head resting against the back of the tub. 
 
    My gaze traveled down the smooth column of her throat and clavicle, over the swell of her tits, down to the water's edge. It didn't take much imagination to know what those full globes looked like beneath the water or what the weight of them would feel like in my palms. I was jealous of the fucking water, getting to be all up in her stuff while I was left so fucking turned on that my dick was about to break through my zipper. There was nothing I could do about that as I stepped closer to the tub. 
 
    I sat down on the edge, prepared to wait for however long it took for her to acknowledge me. I didn't think that Jolene was sleeping, just on the edge, but something that I'd done alerted her that I was there because she opened her eyes, and then I was falling into the inquisitive violet pools. Her smile was instant and welcoming, and there was nothing in her expression that revealed that she was unhappy that I’d just shown up in her safe haven. I was unable to reciprocate her tiny smile, though. I'd lost my smile years ago when life had turned to shit.  
 
    "Take these," I said, handing her the pills and then a glass of water. She accepted them without question. "You're going to feel like you were hit by a truck come morning." My eyes moved over her bruised face, lingering on the open cuts on her luscious lips. I opened the kit and pulled out a square packet of alcohol-free-wipes. "You got a washcloth in there somewhere?" I narrowed my eyes into the sudsy water surrounding her, my mouth going dry at the alluring outline of her curvy body. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    Being here was a mistake. 
 
    Jolene reached for something and brought up a dripping cloth. "My head hurts worst of all," she said, handing me the cloth. 
 
    I hesitated, searching her eyes with a frown. "Your head?” I twisted the excess water out of the cloth. 
 
    She nodded, and then winced. "It kind of got slammed into the wall." 
 
    Shit. Concussion. That meant that I'd be staying the night. I pressed my mouth and began to carefully wipe the blood off her face, most of which was dried around her lips and nose. I should have ordered the bastard killed before they left him in the desert, should have killed him myself, but he deserved to suffer, and being lost in the Mohave Desert, naked and without water, would mean a long, slow death.    
 
    As I tilted Jolene's chin up and dabbed around her mouth, her smile drew my eyes to hers. "This isn't you," she said in her Southern drawl. "I watched you almost kill a man today, and yet you're touching me like you care." 
 
    "You don't know anything about me, woman," I said in a hard tone.  
 
    "But I'd like to." 
 
    I stilled, unable to pull my eyes from the beauty of hers, hardly able to fucking breathe. She was fucking serious. This strong and beautiful woman wanted to know me? It scared me how easy it would be to take her and use her before I tossed her away without a care. That was me. And that was why I didn't fucking have anything to do with women who weren't part of the club or the bitches in seedy bars that would give up their pussy for a drink. I didn't want to feel.  
 
    Feeling something led to pain. 
 
    I finished cleaning the blood off her lips and opened the alcohol wipe. "Trust me, Jolene; you don't want to know me." I avoided her eyes, focusing on her mouth. "I don't have a caring bone in my fucking body." 
 
    "I don't believe that, LD. You came to help me when you knew I needed it. That shows caring." 
 
    Finished, I released her and sat back, finally meeting her eyes and bracing myself, because the woman saw too fucking much.  
 
    "You care about your brothers and your club," she continued.  
 
    She was right. I fucking loved my brothers and my club.  
 
    "I think you care, but just don't know how to show it." She hesitated, narrowing her eyes against the sharp coldness of mine. "I think you'll do anything to protect yourself from being hurt."  
 
    Christ. I knew that she wasn't talking about physical pain, and I didn't like where this was heading. I kept shit locked down for a reason, but this woman was figuring me out and then using it against me.  
 
    "Don't try to figure me out," I grated. Her husky laugh skated down the length of my dick, causing it to react. 
 
    "I'm not afraid of you, LD." 
 
    "You keep saying that. Who are you trying to convince, Jolene?" 
 
    I saw the answer in her eyes before she lowered them to shield the truth from me. The next thing I knew she was reaching for my hand and the discarded washcloth. She ran her fingers lightly over the torn skin on my bloody knuckles, and then gently dabbed at them with the cloth. Just the touch of her hand on my flesh caused a violent reaction in my gut. My dick punched forward, and I didn't do a fucking thing to disguise what she was making me feel. 
 
    My jaw locked as I watched her tender administrations. I knew that I should pull away from her, but the truth was that I liked her touch, and sitting there on the edge of the tub awarded me with the sight of her body beneath the water. Now that the bubbles were evaporating, I caught glimpses of her hairless pussy and the darker areolas of her tits.  
 
    Fuck. She appeared comfortable in her nakedness, and she had no clue what the sight was doing to me. When I couldn't take her touching me anymore, afraid that I was going to give in to the urge that I had to yank her out of the fucking water and devour her, I pulled away.  
 
    "Enough." 
 
    The teasing sparkle in the eyes that she raised to me told me the truth. Oh, she knew exactly what she was doing to me. She was daring me to do something about it. The tiny smile playing on her mouth was the nail in my coffin. I clenched my jaw until it threatened to crack and then stood up.  
 
    "You're playing with fire, Jolene." 
 
    "I don't know what you're talking about," she had the nerve to say.  
 
    I exhaled a loud breath. "You say you're not afraid of me? Well, you should be. I'm not a nice man. I like giving pain. I like killing." I knew this was not something I should have said, but she had to know what kind of man I was. She continued to blink up at me, but I saw the flicker of doubt at the sound of the word "killing." Good.  
 
    "I haven't cared about anyone or anything in a fucking long time. If you push it, you're going to see exactly the kind of monster I am." 
 
    "I don't believe that you're a monster." 
 
    I glared at her. "You want fucking proof?" 
 
    I watched her throat work as she swallowed. She didn't back down. "You won't hurt me." 
 
    She was right. I'd never hurt a woman physically. None of my brothers would. But I could hurt Jolene without touching her. The thought of getting close to another woman scared the fuck out of me, and she was the kind of woman that was hard to resist. No, I'd had my happy ending once. There was only one woman who'd been meant for me, and that was Caroline.  
 
    "Not going to test your theory." I ran my hand over the stubble on my jaw. "I've got someone coming over to replace your window and I'm staying the night. After the hit to your head, you don't need to be alone." 
 
    I was done talking. 
 
    With that, I turned and left the bathroom.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    Jolene 
 
      
 
    While listening to the guys fixing my window behind me, I prepared something for dinner. LD didn't need to stay, but in a way I was glad that he had decided to, what with the attack still fresh on my mind. He'd assured me that I wouldn't have any more trouble with that particular biker, but what about that biker’s brothers? In the past few months I'd learned a lot about MCs, and if Danny owed money to one, they weren't going to just let that slide. If they couldn't find him, I was the next best thing. Learning that Danny owed the Insane Boys thirty thousand dollars had sent shock waves through me. Where in hell did he think he was going to get that kind of money? 
 
    It did explain why he was in hiding out somewhere, but in the meantime, he'd left me defenseless. That wasn't like my brother. We were close, or at least I’d thought we were. I just wished that he would get in contact with me so that I at least knew that he was okay. Not knowing was killing me, because as more time passed I was beginning to think the worst. 
 
    A low wolf whistle cut through my thoughts, and I turned from stirring the spaghetti sauce in front of me to see Loco with his head sticking through the opening in the window. I returned his smile. "What are you doing here?" 
 
    He shrugged. "Just in the neighborhood. Heard you had a little trouble."  
 
    His eyes moved over me, but not in the usual, lecherous way that he'd perfected when checking a woman out. I recognized the concern in his eyes, and I was willing to bet that he hadn't just been in the neighborhood. I knew that Loco was interested in me, but he'd agreed to keep our relationship in the friendship box.  
 
    "I'm okay." I turned back to my sauce, adding some fresh crushed garlic. "Can you come in, or are you on the run?" 
 
    "If I come in, will you feed me?" he joked. "Whatever you're making smells good." His blue eyes gleamed with a kind of boyish enthusiasm.  
 
    I laughed, shaking my head. "It's homemade spaghetti and yes, sugar, I'll feed you." 
 
    "Homemade, as in the shit that comes out of a jar?" 
 
    I tossed him a scowl. "Bite your tongue! When I say homemade that's what I mean. Even grew the tomatoes myself." I had several hanging plants out on the patio.  
 
    "Did you make the pasta, too?" he asked. 
 
    I turned and slapped my hands on my hips. "And if I say no?" 
 
    He ignored my irritation and pulled me in for a hug. "You say no to me all the time, honey." His gaze moved over my face, his eyes hardening.  
 
    "I'm good," I insisted. "Bruised, a little achy, but otherwise good." 
 
    His thumb tugged gently on my bottom lip. "Bastard hurt your kisser."  
 
    I couldn't help it, I laughed, which then caused me to wince. "I don't use it anyway. Now leave me alone and sit down. Dinner is almost ready." I turned back to add the pasta into the boiling water. I heard him pull out a chair. 
 
    "So, where's LD?" 
 
    "Somewhere in the house. The infuriating man insisted on checking all the doors and windows to make sure they’re locked." Something I'd never had to worry about before, living outside of Vegas and away from crime.  
 
    "You can blame that shit on your brother," Loco said in a disgusted tone.  
 
    "Yes, and I'm going to kill him just as soon as I know he's okay." I slipped a tray of garlic bread into the oven. "Would you like a drink?" 
 
    "Got a beer?" 
 
    I raised a brow and said before thinking, "Are you going to be driving later?" 
 
    Loco threw back his head and laughed. "Honey, I ride, I don't drive. And yes, but don't worry about that. We have church later, so I plan to spend the night in the clubhouse." 
 
    I knew what church meant for these men, and I also knew what happened afterwards. They drank, smoked weed and screwed. I frowned, wondering if the men taking up temporary residence in my barn were going to have women around to satisfy their urges. I grabbed two beers out of the fridge and turned to where Loco was sitting. 
 
    "Have you been down to the barn since construction began?" 
 
    I shook my head, handing him one of the beers. "I suppose I should." The contract I'd signed with Oz pretty much stated that the club could make any changes to it that they wanted, as long as they were willing to leave the barn the way they found it when they left. It didn't really matter to me. We hadn't used the barn in years. I was glad it was being used. 
 
    "Yeah, it's looking good. You should consider letting us buy it, it's a good location for us." 
 
    "That would be hard to do, considering it sits on the edge of our property. My parents might sell you the barn, but not the land." I took a sip of my beer. "Kind of defeats the purpose, wouldn't it?" 
 
    He nodded, taking a long drink. "Damn, that's good at the end of the day." He gave me a wink. "Know what's better?"  
 
    Knowing Loco and how he got off shocking people, I decided to beat him to the punch. "Sinking your dick into a tight, wet pussy?"  
 
    His eyes nearly bugged out of his head with surprise. "You're good! But that's not what I was going to say.” I raised a brow and waited. "I was going to say, ‘sinking my dick into your tight, wet pussy.’" 
 
    A movement at the door drew both our gazes there to see that LD had entered the kitchen. His stone-cold eyes moved back and forth between Loco and me. It was clear from his taut expression that he'd overheard the tail end of our conversation, and that he hadn't liked it. I had to wonder if it was the topic that he didn’t like, or if he didn't like how friendly and relaxed his brother and I appeared together.  
 
    "Oh, my God, you're a pig!" I rolled my eyes and got up to go to the stove as Loco's laughing hurt my ears. 
 
    "The fuck you doing here?" LD questioned Loco, walking further into the room. 
 
    Loco pulled himself together, but if LD's moody glare bothered him, he didn't show it. "Was invited to dinner," he out right lied. 
 
    "Thought you had a fight tonight."  
 
    "Got cancelled. Fucker didn't let me know till I got here." 
 
    "You staying the night?" I heard LD ask Loco behind me. I assume that Loco confirmed with a nod, because the next thing I heard was, "You can stay here tonight." 
 
    What?! I glanced back from where I was straining the spaghetti in the sink. LD was looking directly at me, his expression as dark and cold as ever. Was he afraid to be alone with me? I almost laughed at the notion.  
 
    "I don't need anyone to stay here." 
 
    "You hit your head." 
 
    "And I'm fine. It barely hurts now," I lied. I hurt all over. 
 
    "Loco will stay here as a precaution."  
 
    This statement revealed that LD had no intention of staying the night in my house. It infuriated me that he thought he could just make decisions that involved me without my input. With the steam of the spaghetti hitting my backside, I faced him completely and cocked my head at him with a glare. "Do you want Loco to sleep with me in my bed, too?" I hissed. 
 
    Loco snorted. "I'm cool—" 
 
    "Shut up!" I snapped at him, before turning my eyes back on LD.  
 
    "I don't give a fuck who you sleep with." 
 
    Oh, he was so going to regret those words. He could pretend that that was true all he wanted, but I knew in my soul that this asshole was into me. He was determined to ignore the pull between us. So stubborn! A thought occurred to me, bringing a slow smile to my sore face. I wondered how he'd react if I were to let Loco sleep in my bed. Even before the girls had told me that LD was worth fighting for I'd known it, and I wasn't afraid to fight for what I wanted. 
 
    And I fought dirty 
 
    I pulled three pasta bowls from the cupboard and set them on the counter next to the stove. I piled them high with spaghetti and sauce and brought two of them to the table. I went back for my bowl, removing the bread from the oven before I returned to the table. Loco's eyes were now lowered to his food as he twirled a huge amount of pasta on his fork and stuffed it into his mouth. LD waited for me to sit before he did. 
 
    "Good to know that I have your permission to fuck whoever I want," I said to him, shooting Loco a wink while he choked on his food. "You okay, sugar?" He knew that I didn't intend to sleep with him and that it was LD's reaction that I was really interested in. The asshole took a big bite of bread and chewed slowly, keeping his smoldering eyes trained on me. 
 
     "I'm good." Loco coughed and reached for his beer. "Just never thought I would hear that word come out of your pretty mouth." He took a drink. 
 
    I smiled and began to eat my dinner. A few minutes of silence followed. I wondered what LD thought about a woman who was not afraid to say what was on her mind. I had a feeling that he wasn't used to that.  
 
    "You're a good cook." 
 
    I almost stopped breathing when I heard LD's raspy compliment.  
 
    Loco followed it up with, "Yeah, this is good shit." 
 
    "Thank you." It was good, if I did say so myself. Thanks to my mother, I liked cooking. Spaghetti was easy, and my go-to meal when I had unexpected company. I always had the ingredients on hand. 
 
    I heard my phone vibrate from where I'd left it next to the stove, indicating that I'd received a text. Mild excitement surged through me at the possibility that it was Danny, and I was right. His name brought a smile of relief to my face, but his cryptic text took it right off again. 
 
    im okay, don't tell anyone u heard from me, will explain when I c u 
 
    "Everything okay?" 
 
    I gave Loco a smile as I went back to the table. "It's, um, nothing."  
 
    The speculative look in LD's eyes worried me, and suddenly I felt guilty for keeping Danny's text a secret, even though it was none of their business. I couldn't help feeling that Danny was in way over his head, and that we might need help. If LD hadn't been around this afternoon, things would have ended very badly for me. 
 
    "Seconds?" I inquired, as I picked up my bowl to take it to the dish washer. 
 
    "Another beer?" Loco grinned.  
 
    "Get it yourself, Brother," LD grumbled, giving Loco a glare. "She's not waiting on you." 
 
    For some stupid reason that made me feel warm inside. Loco got up from the table and brought me his empty bowl before heading toward the fridge. "You don't need to stay here tonight. I'm fine." 
 
    "He's staying," LD said in an unyielding tone, bringing me his bowl.  
 
    Our eyes clashed briefly, and then I gave him a forced smile. His take charge attitude grated on my nerves, but I refused to get into it with him again. I loaded the dishwasher and then put the leftovers away. After a while I heard the front door open and close, and I realized that LD and Loco had stepped outside, to talk or smoke, or possibly both. As I was wiping down the table, I got another text from Danny. 
 
    im at the back door 
 
    I didn't hesitate to go straight there anxious to see him, to see for myself that he was okay. I opened the door to a brother that I'd never seen before. He was a wreck. Dirty, disheveled, and looking bug-eyed with fear. He pushed his way past me as if he were afraid that someone would see him, and quickly shut the door, locking it.  
 
    "My God, what happened to you?" I stood back, gazing over him with concern. "Do you know how worried I've been? Have you heard about what happened at the store? And why was your car just abandoned there? What the hell is going on, Danny?" Word vomit just spewed from my mouth. "You left your damned phone—" 
 
    He held up a hand, halting my tirade. "Just calm down, will you?" he rushed out in a hurried tone. 
 
    I crossed my arms, anger replacing my worry. "Sure. I'll just calm down, Danny. The family business has been destroyed. You disappear, and I was attacked in our own home!" 
 
    His eyes bugged as he took that news in. "You were attacked?" His gaze moved over me, as if seeing me for the first time. He actually winced when he noticed my bruises and split lip. "By who?" He turned away. "Never mind. Oh, God. I know." He ran his hands through his hair. "Fuck, Jolene. They're going to kill me." He grabbed my arm. "We have to give them the money!" 
 
    I was a little put-off that he wasn't apologizing for my taking a beat down because of his actions. "Are these the same people who beat you up before?"  
 
    He nodded, looking a little embarrassed.  
 
    "What the hell, Danny? You didn't learn the first time? And what money would you like us to give them? Huh?"  
 
    ""This is the same money I owed them from before, they gave me extra time to pay them back, and it's only thirty grand." 
 
    Now my eyes were bugging out that he dared trivialized the amount. "Thirty grand!" 
 
    "Ssshh!" he hissed. "Be quiet! I don't want anyone to know that I'm here." 
 
    I didn't have to ask him how he managed to get here without being seen by any of the Desert Rebels. He'd obviously snuck in through the back way of our property. He would have had to walk miles through brush and dry, cracked terrain.  
 
    I shook my head with disbelief. "God, Danny." It was all I could think of to say.  
 
    "We have to pay them using the insurance money," he said, drawing my attention back to him. "Until then, I have to stay in hiding." 
 
    The insurance money? I stared at him as if he were crazy. It took me a full minute to realize what he was referring to. I narrowed my eyes with growing suspicion, and then dread, when I came to the only conclusion that was possible--he knew about Illuminations, and that we would be submitting a claim to rebuild. But…how? 
 
    "Are you insane? That money is to rebuild the business, not to pay off your stupid debts. And…how did you know, Danny?" I couldn't bring myself to say what I was thinking. Suddenly, everything was adding up in my head--Danny’s absence from work when the building exploded, his car left behind the store when he had never parked there before. The explosion. I was starting to feel sick. "God, Danny, tell me that you didn't have anything to do with what happened!"  
 
    "No! Of course not!" 
 
    He couldn't look at me, but I recognized the shameful regret on his face. I could always tell when he was lying. I began to feel sick. I stepped away from him, afraid that I would lose it. Our parents were going to be crushed. I was crushed. I'd never thought my brother was capable of something like this, and then the truth of his actions really hit me. 
 
    "They're investigating the cause of the fire right now. Do you think insurance is going to pay out once they discover that this was intentional? Someone could have been hurt, Danny, or even killed! There was damage to the other businesses, too. And do you know what that means for you?" He was going to go to prison!  
 
    "They're going to kill me!" he reiterated loudly, before looking at the floor. Nothing else seemed to matter. "I was desperate." 
 
    "And I was beaten and almost raped!" I snapped back.  
 
    He had the grace to look ashamed, but still he didn’t apologize.  
 
    "What was the purpose of leaving your car there?"  
 
    He released a resigned breath. "I was going to ask you to convince them that I'd died in the explosion."  
 
    Oh, my God.  
 
    That explained why he didn’t want to be seen in my house, why he’d snuck home the back way. I just shook my head, unable to comprehend what I was hearing, what was happening. I thought about all the terrible things that could have come from this scheme.  
 
    "Do you know what would have happened to Teresa if I hadn't told her to lock up and leave?" My voice rose with every word. 
 
    Danny shook his head and looked up with a frown on his face. "No, she would never have been hurt! I promise, Sis!" he said with force. "I went to the store to make sure she was gone before, ah…" 
 
    "Before you destroyed it," I finished for him. I knew than that his life was ruined. 
 
    "Look, I screwed up. I'll probably go to prison. But the Insane Boys will still want their money, Sis. And if they can't get it from me, they'll come after you. I'm sorry, but that's the cold, hard truth." 
 
    "And you should have thought about that before you did all this!" 
 
    I glared at him, surprised by how much I hated him at that moment. It occurred to me that if I had lied for Danny, they would have still come after me, which meant that Danny would have left me to the wolves. I didn't feel as sorry for him as he wanted me to. I couldn't. Not after a lifetime of putting up with his juvenile shit and watching our parents coddle him. But it still felt as if I were the one being punished, that I was the one who had to come up with a solution. 
 
    The truth was that I loved my brother. But it was time he grew up and accepted responsibility for his actions, and the only people that I was going to protect from this whole mess were our parents. The turmoil I suddenly found myself involved in was bigger than I could handle alone. The sad fact was that I couldn't count on Danny; right now he was only out to save himself.  
 
    "What are we going to do?" Danny asked in a quiet, defeated voice. 
 
    "You're going to do exactly what I say." 
 
    The unexpected voice startled us, and we both turned to see LD standing in the doorway, looking as big and mean as ever. I wondered how long he'd been there, how much he'd overheard. His dark eyes were directed at me, his expression grave. I didn't imagine that anything we'd said had shocked him. 
 
    "You're going to help us?" 
 
    His response was a subtle nod.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    LD 
 
      
 
    What the fuck had I got myself into? As if I didn't have enough shit on my plate. But offering to help had seemed like the right thing to do in the moment. I'd heard enough of their conversation to know that they were in over their heads. Jolene was a friend of the club, and my fucking clubhouse was on her property. Any trouble that she and her brother had with the IBMC could, and would, fall back on us.  
 
    After I’d offered my help, I'd dragged Jolene’s fuck-up of a brother back to the kitchen, sat his ass down, and had made him tell me exactly what was going on, starting from the beginning. Didn't want any surprises to come at us later.  
 
    He'd been indignant that he'd had to explain himself to me, but he'd finally relented when he realized that he could either face the IBMC on his own or deal with us. 
 
    Jolene had made several attempts to interrupt, but I'd held up a hand to stop her. Pissed the woman off good, but that was tough. If Desert Rebels was going to help them, then we were going to call the fucking shots. Once eight o'clock rolled around I'd told them to keep the curtains closed and left for church, leaving Loco behind. 
 
    The barn was full of brothers. I'd wanted everyone there. It was our first church, and I wanted everyone to be clear about what was going on. A temporary table had been set up in the center of the room, and Bull and I were the only ones sitting at it. That was the rule. Only officers sat at the table, which brought me to our first order of business. I glanced around the room, making eye contact with as many brothers as possible, before opening the ledger Oz had given me. 
 
    "First order of business--we elect my officers. Oz narrowed down the list." 
 
    "How?" One of the brothers in the back stepped forward, and I waited for him to continue. He shrugged. "Just curious, Brother. What criteria did Oz use?" 
 
    I wanted to get the whole thing over with, and I didn't feel like going into the details of what Oz had looked at to come up with the list. I trusted him. "Does it fucking matter? You don't like the choices; just say ‘nay.’" 
 
    "Works for me," someone snorted. 
 
    "There are three names for VP." I'd already offered the job to Bull, but he wanted to remain enforcer. "Cappy, Moonshine, and Torch." The three brothers stepped forward. "The rest of you stand behind the brother you support. If you don’t support any of them, stand against the wall for ‘nay.’" 
 
    The three men Oz had come up with looked good on paper, their experience and longevity in the club impressive. They would all three make good vice presidents, but it was up to the brothers to decide who they wanted to follow. As it turned out, there were no nays, and every brother present made a choice. In the end, Cappy was elected VP. I allowed a brief minute of congrats and back slaps before motioning for him to take a seat at the table. He accepted his new position with a square-jawed expression that revealed his steely grit and determination. 
 
    A few minutes later I had a full table of officers sitting with me. Muncher had been voted in as Road Captain, TJ as Security, and Blade as Secretary. I was glad when the voting was done and we could move on to more important matters. 
 
    "Unless I call for it, the rest of you brothers won't attend future meetings." I passed the ledger off to Blade, a tall lanky red-head with green eyes and freckles. "Take notes, Brother."  
 
    He took the ledger without a word, but I could tell that he was proud as shit to have been voted in as an officer.  
 
    "We're not hurting for members, but we need prospects to take care of the grunt work. Any suggestions?" I put the question out to the entire room. 
 
    "My brother wants to join," said someone on the floor. He stepped forward so that I could see him. "He just turned eighteen." 
 
    I narrowed my eyes until I could make out his face, not recognizing him at first. "Does he bring anything to the table?" 
 
    Orlando nodded. "He's a pretty decent mechanic. Been working with our uncle at his garage for a couple years." 
 
    "We can always use a good mechanic," Bull commented. 
 
    "Anyone object?" I waited, but the room remained quiet. "Bring him in. You'll mentor him." Mentoring a prospect meant that you were responsible for him--he fucked up, you fucked up. "Anyone else?" 
 
    "Think I know someone." A biker named Dunkin moved closer to the front. The slightly rotund man had gotten his road name because he liked dunking food in whatever he was drinking at the moment. "Seen him fight. Never seen him lose." 
 
    "What makes you think he'll want to join?" Bull asked around a toothpick in his mouth. 
 
    Dunkin shrugged. "He's a loner, doesn't have any family. Seems like he's looking for something." 
 
    "Feel him out before we invite him in."  
 
    He nodded his agreement and stepped back. 
 
    I heard someone laugh. "I know a couple of bitches that want a ride on the wild side, Prez. Kind of lonely without easy pussy to take the tension away and keep us satisfied."  
 
    Murmurs and nods revealed that more than one brother was on board with the idea. We needed club sluts, probably at least five for the number of brothers that we had. "Make sure they're legal and set up an appointment with Blade. They'll need to be checked out." Blade would do the background checks, and the officers at the table would vote on whether or not the girls had what it would take to make it in the club. I cut my eyes to Blade, and he gave me a nod of acknowledgement that he understood what was expected of him. 
 
    "Okay, let's move on. Want you all to be on the lookout for any IBMC. Their enforcer made it to the house and attacked Jolene. We took care of him, but his brothers may be around looking for him." 
 
    "They gonna find him?" someone asked. 
 
    "No." I let that sink in. "They're after Jolene's brother, Danny. Seems he owes them money." 
 
    "That why Jolene was attacked?" Cappy wanted to know. 
 
    I nodded.  
 
    Another brother asked, "She okay?" 
 
    "Yeah. But until this blows over, someone will be staying with her." 
 
    "This have anything to do with the shit that went down at the office the other day?" There was a deep frown between Cappy's brows. I could see in his eyes that he was thinking and working shit out on his own.  
 
    "Yep." I exchanged a knowing look with Bull. We'd only been speculating before, but now I was able to verify without saying a fucking word that what we'd thought the explosion at Jolene’s business was about was exactly what had happened.  
 
    "Fuckwad!" Bull snorted with disgust. "Asshole could have killed someone." He crossed his arms and leaned back in his chair, irritation tightening his mouth. 
 
    He almost had. 
 
    "So he's the reason IBMC are in the area?" Torch questioned from where he was standing off to the side. There was a scowl on his face, a cigarette hanging out of the corner of his mouth. "He's the reason we're going to have to rebuild our office and his sister was attacked? Why isn't he disappearing, too?" 
 
    He had a good point. Bull snorted because he knew that Torch was right.  
 
    "We're not going around killing civilians, Brother, and his sister is a friend of the club. Danny will pay for the fucking trouble he's brought us. He can't do that if he's dead." I glared at Torch to get my point across. 
 
    "Or in prison," Jolly pointed out. 
 
    My eyes snapped his way. "We're going to make sure that doesn't happen." That was going to be an easy fix. "Danny owes IBMC money. When the questions start coming our way, we plant a seed that leads the authorities to them for the destruction at the mall. There are no surveillance cameras around to show otherwise."  
 
    "No proof. No arrests," Bull says smugly.  
 
    "That's surprising. There's fucking cameras everywhere these days." I couldn't argue with Moe. "Bet that’ll change now that there's been an incident." 
 
    If Mackey were smart, he would add cameras to the building, but that would create a problem for us. One of the very reasons that Sax had chosen the location for the new chapter was the lack of security. "Just keep your eyes open, Brothers. IBMC will be looking for their enforcer. If they decide we had something to do with his disappearance, they'll cause trouble." 
 
    Someone close by snorted. "They're not smart enough to figure shit out." 
 
    "Don't count on that," I snarled.  
 
    "From what I heard they have an understanding with Vegas Watchdogs. We're the new club moving in." Bull emitted a loud groan as he stretched back in his chair. "Process of elimination will lead them straight to us. Plus, our clubhouse is right here on property, owned by the guy who owes them money." 
 
    He was right. "We're looking at a location for a permanent clubhouse now." 
 
    "The souvenir shop?" 
 
    I gave Whip a nod. He'd been the one to recommend the closed business a couple of miles out of Vegas, which amounted to a building and a fair amount of land. A shitty place for a tourist stop, but ideal for the privacy that our club would need. "It'll take work to turn it into a clubhouse, but the location is good."  
 
    "When will you know?" Blade asked. 
 
    "Soon, Brother, the sooner the better." The club appreciated that Jolene was letting us use her barn, but it meant that she and Danny were privy to our comings and goings, along with anything else that happened while we were here. Conducting club business wasn't something that we shared with civilians.  
 
    My mind drifted for a minute to the beauty up on the hill. Relocating from here was paramount in keeping my sanity, and Jolene safe. Being around her did something to me, and I was afraid of giving in to the darkness that lived inside of me. Jolene was soft and good, and I wanted to take some of that for myself. The only problem was that I knew I would ruin her in the process. 
 
    And that was more tempting than I could deal with. 
 
    "Any issues I need to be aware of?" I sat back and crossed my arms. 
 
    It remained quiet for a few minutes before Tucker came forward. He was a young kid, a little soft in my opinion, but he'd proven himself when trouble had broken out at a bar that he and some of the brothers had stopped at after work one night. He'd held his own when a fight had broken out, and had saved a brother from being stabbed in the back. 
 
    "We still looking for Tamara?"  
 
    "Fuck yeah, Brother!" Bull snarled before I had the chance to. "That bitch needs to pay for her involvement with what went down last year." 
 
    Tamara, one of our former club sluts, had been mixed up with Junior and his attempt to take over Desert Rebels. She'd assisted in the girls’ abduction by feeding Junior and his colleagues information about where they were going to be that day. Because of her, Holly, Raven, and Bobbie had been taken.  
 
    "You know where she is?" I snarled. I would be surprised if she were still in the area. She had to know that we were looking for her. 
 
    "Not sure, Prez. I saw a girl walking the strip the other night. It looked like her, but when I circled back to check, she was gone. One of the other girls on the street said she'd gone off with a john. I asked a few questions, but they were pretty tight-lipped." 
 
    Someone snorted.  
 
    "Until they have a dick in their mouths." Laughter followed Torch's comment. 
 
    I rubbed a hand over the stubble on my lower jaw. I hated that fucking bitch. Her betrayal had caused a lot of trouble for the club and had gotten Holly raped, and that had eventually resulted in her and Sax's breakup. Now he'd gone nomad, and no one knew where he was. Holly was gone, too.  
 
    I studied Tucker. I hated pulling him off the construction crew, but I wanted Tamara to pay more than I needed him working. "Since you were the one who saw her last, I want you on it. You bring that bitch to me. However you have to do it, but I want her alive." I made certain that my tone and expression reflected exactly how I felt. I knew that Demon wanted the bitch, but I would be hard-pressed not to wrap my hands around her scrawny throat and end her first. I waited for Tucker's nod. 
 
    "Anything else, Brothers?" 
 
    "Yeah, who's gonna be making our schedules?"  
 
    I didn't recognize the brother who’d spoken, but I'd seen him around. "Fuck, Brother, how long you been in the club?" This was exactly the kind of detailed shit I didn't want to deal with, but as the president it came with the territory. "Blade will deal with the schedules and anything else related to it. If you got names for club sluts or prospects, give him the information." 
 
    I was ready to end church. I wanted a drink. We had a makeshift bar set up at the back. "No complaints on the construction sites. Demon's talking about doing something for the Vegas Watchdogs as thanks for their support here. If you can think of something, let Blade know and I'll pass it on. Far as I'm concerned, that's it." I stood up, making eye contact with the brothers at the table. "Church tomorrow morning at eight."  
 
    There were things I needed to discuss with them that the others didn't need to be included in. Mainly, their responsibilities to the club, so that we were all on the same page. Not all presidents ran their MCs in the same exact way, and while most of the men present had been with Desert Rebels for years, it had always been in the capacity of soldiers. They were used to only being called on when something major was going down and we needed the numbers. Until the construction work had come along in Vegas, they'd been spaced out around the country, doing their own thing, showing up once in a while at cookouts and family outings, and club runs. Now they were more involved in the club, some giving up their old jobs, most relocating here.  
 
    I headed toward the back of the room for that drink, aware that some of my brothers were behind me. Others had already left, the sound of their bikes so loud the ground vibrated. It was a sound that I never got tired of, one that reminded me of the kind of life I lived, the freedom we all embraced. Did it come at a cost? Fuck yes. But it was worth it. 
 
    Moe slipped behind the small bar, prepared to take our orders. 
 
    "You really think Tucker saw Tamara?" Bull asked, coming up next to me. 
 
    "Fuck if I know." I connected eyes with Moe. "Whiskey."  
 
    "Beer," Bull said right after me.  
 
    I tossed my whiskey back and reached for the bottle that Moe had been smart enough to leave. I welcomed the raw burn that surged through my blood and settled in my gut, but it didn't take my mind off Jolene. Seemed that every waking second that I wasn't wrapped up in something with the club she was there, in my thoughts, tormenting me with something I couldn't have. Caroline had been the love of my life, and I'd sworn that there would never be another woman that would replace her. It fucking angered me that the pull of Jolene was so strong.  
 
    Maybe I just needed to fuck her and get it over with. 
 
    "What's eating you, Brother?" 
 
    I cut my eyes to Bull. "The fuck?" 
 
    He shrugged, and the smirk on his lips made me itch to punch it right off. "I don’t know. You're a bad-tempered bastard on a good day, but lately you've been acting like a pms-ing bitch. You know what I think?" 
 
    He was lucky that he wasn't on the floor right now. I didn't encourage him to share his thoughts, and remained silent. 
 
    "I think it's been too long since you got laid. I know you haven't fucked anyone since you cut Lulu off. Going without pussy can drive a man fucking insane." 
 
    I snorted. "Wanting the wrong pussy can be just as bad." 
 
    Bull nodded as if he could relate. "Yeah. You got that right." Suddenly he was staring down into his beer. 
 
    I studied him, curious as to why his tone sounded resigned. But it wasn't my business, so I concentrated on filling my glass. 
 
    "You brothers pining for a woman?" 
 
    "No!" Bull and I said at the same time.  
 
    TJ had just joined us at the bar and had obviously overheard our conversation and drawn his own conclusion. 
 
    "Well in that case, why don't you come with me? There's a bar down on the strip that has some of the prettiest titties and pussy on display, and they're for sale." His lecherous grin revealed what he had on his mind.  
 
    "We don't pay for pussy, Brother," Bull said, finishing his beer. "Got plenty of free pussy when we want it." 
 
    TJ looked around the room with raised brows. "Don't see any here, and these girls, they'll give it up for a couple of drinks." 
 
    "Well, then maybe they should become club sluts." 
 
    TJ laughed. "I'll run it by them. So are you coming?" 
 
    I shook my head no, swirling the amber colored liquid in my glass and watching it go around. "Not in the fucking mood."  
 
    "I'm game." Bull gave me a hearty pat on the shoulder and took off with TJ.  
 
    I emptied my glass and wrapped my hand around the bottle, turning to leave the barn. May as well go up the hill and check on shit there. Loco was spending the night with Jolene, but for some reason the thought of him there with her bothered me. I wasn't a hundred percent certain they'd been joking about sleeping together. It wasn't my business who she slept with, but the visual of her naked and fucking my brother was a thought I didn't need. 
 
    It made me feel fucking primal, and I wasn't going to fight a brother over a woman. 
 
    As I exited the barn, my gaze automatically shot up to the house. It was dark now, but there was a light on in one of the windows, the sheers hanging there not disguising the shadows moving around inside. I decided to leave my bike and headed in that direction.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    Jolene 
 
      
 
    With a glass of wine I stepped out onto the porch, deciding to leave the light off so that it wouldn't attract bugs. Most evenings around this time I liked to sit in the dark to wind down from the day, taking in the peacefulness surrounding me, gazing up at the moon and stars. Out here, away from the city, they were breathtakingly brilliant. As I made my way to the rocking chair I heard the call of a coyote in the hills, and then the answering cry of its mate.  
 
    The sound automatically brought a smile as I wondered if they had pups. They would have been born between March and May, and would still be in the den. I'd seen a small pack once, behind the house that I’d grown up in, where the coyotes had made their den. The pups had been adorable, and as a child had held my interest for many years. I'd watched the same pair mate and produce many litters before the female had taken ill and died. The male had eventually moved on. 
 
    I'd cried and cried for days. 
 
    A sharp sound cut into my thoughts and my ears perked up at the possibility that there might be an intruder around my house. It was too damned dark to see beyond the porch, and the only light came from the living room inside the house. It wasn't much. I all but held my breath, ready to bolt if I needed to. It was also possible, and would not have been unusual, that a nocturnal animal had wandered close to the house.  
 
    "What the fuck you doing out here?" 
 
    I breathed a sigh of relief at the gruff sound of LD's voice, and then laughed softly. The man sounded perpetually pissed off. "Excuse me, sugar, but I didn't know that I needed permission to sit out on my own porch." I raised my glass and took a sip, narrowing my eyes in the direction of his voice. "I come out here most nights before bed. This is my down time." 
 
    "It's dangerous." 
 
    He was dangerous. 
 
    I could tell that he was getting closer, but I still couldn't see him in the darkness. "It's never been dangerous before."  
 
    "Have you ever been in a situation like this before?" he asked in a rough tone.  
 
    Damn. It was just like him to remind me of my brother's errant ways. "No. This is a first, and I hope the last." I was so angry at Danny. "I would never have suspected Danny of doing something like this. Blowing up Illuminations for the insurance money…" There was no need for me to rehash what LD already knew, he had been there for Danny's pitiful confession. 
 
    "He was desperate," he said. It sounded as if he understood. 
 
    "That's no excuse."  
 
    "Not saying it is. Desperate people do stupid shit. He's fucking lucky he didn't kill anyone. He gets a second chance to grow up and be responsible. Either way, he's going to owe someone."  
 
    Yeah, and if it wasn't the Insane Boys, it was going to be the Desert Rebels. LD had said that the club would help Danny because I was a friend of some of the old ladies, and therefore considered family. What exactly did that mean?  
 
    I hadn’t fooled myself into believing that Desert Rebels would pay off my brother's debts, but I knew when LD had said that he'd take care of it, that it meant that he'd take care of it.  
 
    In their way. 
 
    I'd heard enough at the outings with the girls from the club to understand that “their way” was the club way, and therefore not open for discussion. But I felt I had every right to know what was in store for Danny. 
 
    I heard LD’s footsteps on the steps leading up to the porch.  
 
    "Don't get me wrong, I appreciate that the club is willing to help my brother when they don't have to, but I'd like to know what that means exactly. What will my brother owe Desert Rebels if they fix his trouble with the Insane Boys?" 
 
    "Not going to discuss that with you." 
 
    "I know--club business. But I have a right to know." 
 
    I could see LD now. He was directly in front of me, leaning his tall frame against the railing. My gaze moved over his impressive form, starting with his craggy yet handsomely rugged face. Everything about it was hard and etched with experience and a kind of sadness that seemed to be a permanent stamp on his features. As usual, his long blond hair was tied back, revealing the snake-like tattoo that wound up one side of his neck and disappeared at the back. I wondered what other tattoos adorned his body. 
 
    My gaze lowered down his thickly corded neck, and I had no doubt the rest of his body was just as defined with muscles. His t-shirt was molded to his torso, backing up my thoughts. I wanted to touch him, to see for myself how hard he was. I was glad that it was dark because I felt my face get hot, especially when my eyes dropped to the front of his pants. The man had a nice package behind that zipper, and his thighs were big and powerful looking, filling out his worn jeans nicely. 
 
    An animalistic noise, something scary and intimidating, sounded low and threatening from the back of his throat. 
 
    My eyes flew up to LD's. Shit. He'd caught me ogling him. Well, what did he expect? He was fine. I'm sure he had women checking him out all the time. It didn't matter that he was a foul-tempered asshole most of the time; he was still nice to look at. My breathing picked up, sounding overloud in the silent darkness. I raised my glass and finished my wine, which was a mistake, because the liquid courage was going to get me into trouble. 
 
    "I'm just looking, sugar. I'm sure you have women throwing themselves at you all the time. I've seen what goes on at your club." 
 
    "You ever seen me with a woman?" he growled.  
 
    No, thank God. I wasn't sure I could take seeing LD and another woman together, although I'd heard about him and Lulu.  
 
    I noticed the bottle in LD’s hand as he brought it to his lips and swallowed a fair amount of liquor, before he lowered it down and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.  
 
    "I've seen women around you," I went on, smiling nervously because the look in his eyes was positively feral. "You're not gay are you, sugar?" I was trying to lighten the mood between us because we'd been having a conversation, something we'd never had before now, and I wanted to know LD better. "Come to think of it, I've never seen you with a man either." 
 
    His snort was as close to a laugh as I'd ever heard from him before.  
 
    "You won't, either." His pause was for effect. "I like pussy when I'm in the mood." 
 
    Heat enveloped me, but I managed to hide my reaction. "Are you ever in the mood?" I asked foolishly. 
 
    A long silence followed. I couldn't have pulled my eyes off LD's if I’d tried. The longer our eyes remained locked, the more I began to grow nervous. But it was a good kind of nervous. I willed the stubborn man to make a move, anything to remind me that he was flesh and blood and not the cold-stone statue he presented to the world. 
 
    Finally he exhaled harshly. "I'm in the mood for fucking right now." 
 
    Ohmygod! I caught my breath, certain that he'd heard my response. His words sent a firestorm of need through my blood, and my heart pounded. I grew wet where it mattered, and my clit actually began to tingle. Damn him! I couldn't stop myself from asking, "So what's stopping you, sugar?"  
 
    The challenge was issued. 
 
    I wanted LD with a fierceness that could easily turn to pain, but in the most pleasurable way.  
 
    I wanted his hands on me.  
 
    I wanted his cock inside me, pounding away until he left me bruised and achy. 
 
    And then I sealed the deal with words that no man, especially not a hard man like him, would ignore. "You're afraid." The erratic beating of my heart warned me that I may regret taunting LD. I knew what I was inviting.  
 
    His growl was my first warning. 
 
    He brought the bottle up to his lips, finished off the contents, and then threw it off into the darkness behind him in a violent move that caused me to shiver. 
 
    Then, without a word or warning, he took the few short steps to where I was sitting and reached for me. I gasped when his hands wrapped around my upper arms and he hauled me to my feet.  
 
    "You're going to regret this, but I know you want it as much as I do."  
 
    I didn't have the wherewithal to utter a single word in response. It was all I could do to take in air as LD hauled me down to the edge of the porch where the light didn't reach us. I didn't even make a token attempt to resist. He didn't give me the chance to anyway. He was big and brutal and so strong that I was helpless. The next thing I was aware of was being pushed up against the side of the house and crushed by the big body behind me. 
 
    "LD—" 
 
    "Don't talk," he snarled against my ear. The feel of his hot whiskey breath against me caused a full-on body reaction.  
 
    I could feel the strength of his arousal against my bottom and couldn't stop myself from thrusting back into it. His hiss told me what I was doing to him. With one hand tangled in my loose hair, the other went straight to my pussy. I was dressed for bed, barefoot, wearing nothing but a tiny pair of boy shorts and a cropped tank that left a lot of skin exposed. It was easy for him to finger the material aside to my bare mound. 
 
    His movements were rough, a thick finger entering me without preliminaries. I sucked in my breath as my pussy automatically clamped around it. Teeth skated over the length of my exposed neck. 
 
    "So fucking ready," he snarled. As he fucked me with his fingers he thrust his cock against me. "So fucking tight." 
 
    I moaned, unable to do anything else as he kept me crushed against the wall. I couldn't believe this was happening. Finally! The man I'd been lusting after for months was right where I wanted him, appeasing the hunger for him that had been torturing my body. I felt my orgasm climb fast and then it crashed over me like a tidal wave, leaving me shaking uncontrollably and spent. I didn't have time to come down or to even catch my breath. I felt LD's hand move behind me and heard his hand undoing his pants. He was skilled, I'd give him that. With little trouble he pulled my hips back, moved my shorts aside, and impaled me onto the biggest cock I'd ever had. 
 
    He gave me no time to adjust to his size. 
 
    Just plowed into my wet body with a hiss of acknowledgement. 
 
    I cried out as the pain and pleasure of being filled by him morphed into a spine-tingling sensation that flowed over my body and left me struggling to remain on my feet. His cock was thick and long, and my body clamped around him tightly with every powerful thrust of his entry. Little puffs of air escaped my open lips, and his grunts and the occasional groan were the only sounds around us. As he fucked me mercilessly my clit began to tingle, signaling that another orgasm was building. Whimpers escaped me when his mouth began to once again run over the side of my neck, each nibble harder than before.  
 
    It was the scrape of his teeth against my flesh that really turned me on. The feel of his hot breath. My whole body was alive and trembling, and I let LD claim me in the way that he wanted to, raw and primal, in a way that I instinctively knew would ruin me for other men. He wasn't holding back, every thrust of his cock meeting its mark and going deep inside me. There wasn't any place that I didn't feel the smooth, hard velvet of him invading me. 
 
    LD began to move faster, harder, his breathing matching his movements. The hand in my hair clenched harder to bring my head back so he had easier access to more flesh. I trembled wildly as he fucked me against the wall, his open mouth lingering on the sensitive area where my neck and shoulder met up. My orgasm peaked, and I opened my mouth to let out a scream. His cock swelled even more inside me and I knew that he was close too.  
 
    And then my world exploded in all directions.  
 
    I came harder than I ever had before. At the same time LD's rough hand covered my mouth so that my muted scream was captured in his palm. His teeth clamped down on my skin as I felt his hot release deep inside my body. His grunts kept in tune with the thrusts of his hips, and all I could do was hang on for the ride. With every thrust I felt more and more of his cum saturate my insides, prolonging my pleasure. I was left limp against the wall, only held up by his body as he gradually stilled.  
 
    Holy shit, what had just happened? 
 
    I felt LD's withdrawal as something different than the feel of his cock leaving my body, because it was still lodged securely inside. What I felt was his anger, or at least what I perceived to be his anger. Maybe it was regret that caused the hand against me to clench into a fist. I didn't know what he was waiting for, why his body was still locked with mine, but I was willing to stay pressed together for as long as it took. I couldn't recall the last time I'd felt this satisfied after sex.  
 
    I wondered what this would mean for us going forward, because people just didn't fuck like we just had and not be changed by it. Okay, maybe I was feeling optimistic. There were men—and women--out there who fucked just because they had an urge and could care less about the person on the other side of the equation. Once they got off it was, “so long, see ya later, I'll call you.” But they didn't. I didn't see LD as that kind of callous asshole, but then, the kind of life that he lived was so far outside my realm of normal… 
 
    He did not slip out of me, he pulled out, because he was still firmly imbedded inside my pussy. Even soft the man was something to be in awe of. A tiny smile of contentment played across my mouth, but it was soon replaced with fear. Without warning, LD punched the wall of the house next to my head so hard and violently that I knew the occupants inside had to have heard. I gasped. He cursed beneath his breath, causing me to wonder if he'd busted his knuckles or was disgusted with his lack of control. Before I could find my voice, he stepped away from me. 
 
    "Should have stuck to club bitches," he mumbled, as if to himself. 
 
    What the hell did that mean? Had he found me lacking? The loathing in his tone made me feel sick. It wasn’t as if he'd given me a chance to do much else than let him fuck me up against the house. I slowly turned to face him, fixing my shorts. The glitter of his eyes followed my movement. I was at a loss at what to say or do, in light of the fact that I was facing a man who showed little emotion that wasn't cold or unemotional.  
 
    Suddenly the door opened and Loco stepped out, but immediately came to a stop when he saw us. His gaze moved back and forth between me and LD as he tried to gauge the mood. He held the door open. 
 
    "I heard something and thought I'd better check on Jolene," he explained. "All good, Prez?" 
 
    "All good." 
 
     I could tell by the sound of his voice that he'd barely opened his mouth to get the words out. Loco waited a few moments, clearly undecided about what he should do, before finally deciding to go back inside again.  
 
    The silence continued between me and LD. I wondered what he was thinking. I wanted to ask him what he'd meant by his earlier confession of regret, but was afraid to hear the truth.  
 
    "I hope your interest is satisfied." 
 
    Interest? I opened my mouth to deny it, but he was right, I had wondered what it would be like to be with him. I had wanted him for so long. So maybe I had been a little obvious in my interest, but he'd been just as obvious with his dark, lingering looks and smoldering eyes. 
 
    "You too," I threw back, squaring my shoulders.  
 
    LD snorted. "Pussy is pussy, baby. A place to stick my dick when I need relief. Usually grab the closest bitch around, and that's what I just did." 
 
    My jaw dropped at his unexpected cruelty. It wasn't as though I’d been waiting for him to confess that I'd been his best lay ever or anything, but it seemed that he was purposely setting out to piss me off. Maybe LD didn't know how to deal with any other emotion but anger. His words hurt, and I suspected that they'd been said purposely to push me away. God, he was such an asshole!  
 
    "So you're a heartless, wham-bam-thank-you-ma'am kind of man?" I so wanted to give him a shove hard enough to send him tumbling over the rail and onto the ground.  
 
    I could play his little game, too. See how he liked being dismissed. I may have wanted the man bad as hell, but he needed to learn that there were women out there who were just like him, women who could fuck a man, remain emotionally detached, and then walk away. I wasn't that kind of woman, but I could play the part, because I wanted to hurt him like he'd hurt me.  
 
    "Good to know, sugar." I accentuated my Southern accent. "Now if you'll excuse me, there's someone else inside who wants a taste of my pussy." I could be just as crude as he, but I cringed even as the words tumbled from my mouth.  
 
    He didn't try to stop me as I stepped away from the wall that I'd been plastered against and walked slowly away, his cum dripping out of my pussy with every step.  
 
    I had no intention of sleeping with Loco or any other man in the near future. 
 
    LD was the one I wanted. 
 
    And I was going to break him.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    LD 
 
      
 
    It didn't take the IBMC long to start looking at us for the disappearance of their enforcer. Their president, Dogface, got in touch with Trip, president of the Vegas Watch Dogs, to send us a warning that they were coming. The fact that Dogface didn’t have the balls to contact us himself showed what kind of poor leader he was, and that he was probably a fucking coward. If you had a beef with another MC, you didn't use a go between, you talked president to president, especially when you were issuing a threat. 
 
    We hadn't had any prior incidents with the IBMC, but we knew of them. Not for the first time, I questioned my judgment when it came to helping Danny out to keep the other club off his back, but Jolene had been the real reason that I’d made the decision that I had. After seeing what that fucking enforcer had done to her, and knowing how close she'd come to being raped, I'd fucking lost it. Putting his hands on her had sealed his fucking fate. Unfortunately for us, that punishment could now bring war down on our heads. 
 
    I didn't want anyone's hands but mine on Jolene. 
 
    Fucking her the way that I had on her porch that night hadn't been my finest moment, and the words that had followed had only made it worse. Her parting shot to me had almost caused me to pull Loco outside and pound him into the ground. I would have hurt him badly, and for what? Pussy? It wouldn't do me any fucking good to think about Jolene giving her body to Loco, it was her body to give, but that didn't mean that the image of them together wasn't eating away at me. I knew they were friendly, and Loco had a smooth way with women that made him irresistible to them. Jesus, I had to stop thinking about her, but fucking her and remembering now how tightly her body had hugged my dick kept her and the incident fresh on my mind. 
 
    Fuck. I wanted her just as strongly as I had before. 
 
     Why had I thought that fucking her would appease my lust for her? 
 
    Maybe I needed to replace the memory with a new one by fucking someone else. 
 
    I gave my head a shake and swore. I knew that I wouldn't do that. I hadn't been interested in taking a woman to my bed for a long time, and I wasn't interested now.  
 
    I cleared my head. Now wasn't the time to get distracted. I'd just signed the purchase papers for our new clubhouse and was riding to the office to check on the progress now that we'd been given the go ahead to do repairs. 
 
    I pulled up outside of the building, seeing the bikes of several of my brothers who were inside working. I smirked when I saw that TJ was overseeing the installation of the new security system, glad that he was taking his new position seriously. We'd managed to work out a deal with Mackey to put the system in ourselves and monitor it. That would give us the opportunity to see anything that might happen before anyone else did, and give us the chance to take care of any incriminating evidence that might show up on the footage if something were to go down. Mackey's lack of interest was going to work out in our favor. 
 
    TJ had been with the club for about eight years, had joined straight out of the army. He wasn't overly tall, but he was built like a fucking brick house. Everything about the man was square and solid. He was a ginger, and kept his hair in a military cut, his green eyes always squinting as if he had a vision problem. Because of it, he had deep lines etched around and between his eyes. According to Oz's report, the man was a wiz in all things computer-related. 
 
    I walked up to TJ. "How's it going, Brother?"  
 
    "Almost done. Everything is hooked up to my computer at the clubhouse. Put up four PTZ cameras, one at each corner of the building. Good coverage." 
 
    I nodded, pleased with his report. "Good work. Did you manage to take care of the house?" I’d had him add a couple of cameras at Jolene's place, too, without her knowledge. As long as our clubhouse was on her property, I wanted coverage, and I wanted to make sure that no one else snuck up to the house again.  
 
    "Yeah," TJ nodded. "Took care of it earlier when she and Danny skipped out for a while. Jolly stopped long enough to let me know they were going to be gone a few hours." 
 
    I wondered where the fuck they'd gone. "Soon as the office is open again and we've added security systems to our business, you're going to be a busy brother." 
 
    He laughed. "Works for me. I've given thought to starting up my own business, just never seemed like the right time." 
 
    "Should have mentioned it to Demon before, man. The club's backed a lot of brothers in their own businesses. The percentages add up." The club always got a cut of the profits, even after the loans were paid back, because it was usually club members who ran and protected the business. "You coming to the clubhouse later for drinks?"  
 
    His smirk was instant and telling. "Fuck, yeah, Brother. Gotta check out the new pussy." 
 
    I'd almost forgotten about the two new chicks who were starting with us that night. We'd put them up in an apartment until the permanent clubhouse was ready to move into. Their backgrounds had checked out. Now all that was left to do was make sure that they had what it took to be a club whore. They'd be tested and checked out by more than one brother. As the president, I would be expected to check them out, too.  
 
    "Later then." 
 
    I turned and pulled the door open and immediately made eye contact with Jolly, frowning. "The fuck?" He was supposed to be watching Jolene. I'd sent Loco home the morning after Jolene and I had had our little fuck. He hadn't insinuated that he'd fucked her, too, which boded well for his health. 
 
    Jolly held up his hands, grinning. "She's next door, Prez. Ordered me to get the fuck out of her way." 
 
    I pressed my lips but kept my temper under control, at least until I saw Jolene. The woman was too fucking stubborn for her own good. She resented being watched over, and seemed to care for her brother's well-being over her own.  
 
    My eyes went to the repairs that were being done, not surprised to see that the ceiling had already been put up and they'd begun work on the wall. The debris from the explosion was also gone. Looked as if we'd be opening doors again very soon. 
 
    "Hey, Prez! You checked out the new girls yet?" 
 
    Snickers followed Moe's shout out. He was high on a ladder, working on the lights. It was clear what was on my brothers’ minds. Couldn't blame them. The men without old ladies looked forward to getting relief at the end of the day. Most of them had been paying for it on the strip when they couldn't find a willing woman at one of the bars.  
 
    "Later tonight with the rest of you," I grumbled. "Looks like you'll be done tomorrow," I surmised.  
 
    "Yeah, a couple coats of paint and we'll be open for business again," a brother by the name of Sticks added. I didn't know much about the brother, but from the looks of him he appeared serious and focused on the work he was doing. 
 
    The door opened and Jolene breezed in, carrying a box. The smile on her beautiful face fell when her eyes landed on me, and she stumbled briefly before pulling herself together. "I thought you boys might like some sandwiches and drinks for lunch." 
 
    "Hell, yeah!" Moe answered with enthusiasm, climbing down the ladder. 
 
    "Right on time!" another said, dropping his tools and heading toward Jolene with a grin. 
 
    Several thanks mingled in with the comments as my brothers dropped what they were doing and headed toward Jolene, a look of excitement on her beautiful face in response to their reactions.  
 
    They may have been happy as shit over the thought of food, but I was pissed. Where the fuck had she got it from? She set the box down on the nearest surface and stepped back as my brothers descended on her like fucking vultures. Jolly and I exchanged looks, his one of surprise. It was clear that he hadn't known she was going to slip out without him. 
 
    Finally, Jolene glanced up from the box she'd just set down and made eye contact with me. "Sorry, sugar, I didn't know you were going to be here." 
 
    Her way of saying that she didn't have anything for me. 
 
    That was okay. I wasn't hungry for food.  
 
    I wanted her.  
 
    Like a fucking fiend.  
 
    I just glared at her, struggling to contain the anger from boiling over. She looked sexy as fuck in a pair of faded jeans that conformed to her curves and a plain tee that outlined her spectacular tits, her hair wild in a messy bun and half-falling down around her face. No woman should look that good in that shit. My dick came to life, and my reaction to her pissed me off even more. 
 
    I walked briskly to her and wrapped my hand around her arm. My brothers were busy helping themselves to the sandwiches and drinks. "Need to talk."  
 
    Her eyes widened, and I pulled her outside before she had a chance to say anything. I didn't stop once we were on the sidewalk, but continued into her store. Once inside, I released her and crossed my arms. "Where the fuck did you get the food, Jolene?" The thought of her leaving alone didn't sit well with me.  
 
    She laughed. Laughed! And it was all I could do not to push her against the nearest surface and kiss that smile right off her face. Fuck. I wanted to kiss her. That sudden knowledge made me take a step back.  
 
    "A normal person would say ‘hello’ first—." 
 
    "I'm not a normal person," I growled. 
 
    "No, you're too busy being all big and bad and grumpy." 
 
    The smile may have left her face, but the twinkle was still in her eyes. She was playing with fire.  
 
    "Jolly is supposed to be with you when you go anywhere. He follows my orders, not yours." 
 
    "What about Danny? You don't have someone following him around." 
 
    I didn't care about Danny. "Danny deserves whatever he gets for his stupid decisions," I snarled. "Might make him grow up." 
 
    "But I thought you said the club has taken care of the, ah, issue with the Insane Boys? Is he still in danger?"  
 
    Yeah, but he was in more danger from us than from the IBMC at the moment. Her concern brought my anger down a notch. "Who knows what other shit trouble he's in?"  
 
    It was clear from her expression that Jolene hadn't thought of that possibility.  
 
    "And to make it clear, we're helping Danny with the IBMC, but that means his debt is with us now." 
 
    "But his debt has nothing to do with me, LD." 
 
    "Oh, but it does, baby. You're an asset now by association."  
 
    "You're an asshole!" 
 
    I must have been slipping, because I didn't see the slap coming. As soon as the sound echoed through the room, Jolene's eyes widened, and her hand flew up to cover her mouth. She was clearly shocked that she'd hit me. The rush of retaliation in my blood was instant and uncontrollable, because no one hit me. The monster inside me rose to the surface and registered on my face, if her next action was any indication.  
 
    She gasped and backed up; clearly frightened that she'd lost control. "LD, I-I—,"  
 
    I followed her, grinding my back teeth so fucking hard a bolt of pain shot through my jaw. A fucking slap was nothing, but the sight of her paling and the fear in her eyes all excited me. Turned me on. I liked fear, thrived on dealing out punishment. I forced her back until she was up against the wall. Her breath caught as she realized that she had nowhere to go. 
 
    "I'm sorry I hit you," she said softly. "I've never hit anyone before." 
 
    I smirked. "Your apology isn't going to save you."  
 
    I watched her throat work as she swallowed. 
 
    "It was just a slap, LD. What are you going to do? Fuck me up against this wall, too?"  
 
    She sounded desperate, and her attempt to diffuse the situation sucked. My dick was pounding behind my zipper, thoroughly on board with fucking her again. I placed my hands on the wall on either side of her head, trapping her there. I had to give Jolene credit; she was holding my gaze with a glimmer of courage. Her refusal to back down almost broke me. 
 
    Fuck, I began to shake with the need to taste her lips, and that was a real problem for me. The sudden tilt of her face made me wonder if she knew what was going through my head. "You slapped the wrong man, baby," I grated out, searching for the strength to back off even as I leaned in. "But because you're not a man, I'll have to deal out punishment another way."  
 
    Her eyes flared right before I leaned in. I didn't kiss her, but I took that sexy bottom lip between my teeth and tugged. Hard. 
 
    I wasn't prepared for her moan, or what the sweet taste of her was going to do to me. She whimpered into my mouth, and even before her tongue came out to swipe against my teeth and upper lip, I knew that I was going to lose it. I could feel my dick leaking in my pants and straining as if it knew the source of so much fucking pleasure was just inches away. Jolene sealed her fate when she arched her lower body against mine, whimpering again, her pussy rubbing up against my hard-on nearly making my legs buckle. 
 
    "Fuck!" I scowled, slamming my fist against the wall in frustration. What was she doing to me?  
 
    "Why are you fighting it so hard?" Jolene's soft question revealed that she knew exactly what she was doing to me. To both of us. 
 
    We were both breathing hard. I snapped my head back to meet her eyes. "You mean nothing to me." Desperation forced the lie from my lips. If I hurt her enough, if I forced her to run away, it would make it easier to resist her, but where I expected to see pain and acceptance in her eyes in response to my words, she gave a sad little smile. It was as if she knew what I was struggling with.  
 
    I didn't like it. Didn't like the thought of anyone thinking they had me figured out. "You're playing with fire, woman." 
 
    "So burn me," she responded, unwisely, a seductive challenge in her eyes.  
 
    I was about to, right up against the fucking wall. My dick was so hard it ached, and if there wasn't a wet spot on my jeans it would be a fucking miracle. I closed my eyes, reaching for control, but it was no use. Jolene had me and I couldn't go another minute without burying my dick in her sweet pussy. I buried my face against the side of her neck, grazing her delicate skin with my mouth, moving my hand under her shirt and claiming her tit. 
 
    "LD!" she gasped sharply, her hips moving against me as she thrust that sweet flesh in my hand.  
 
    I could feel her heart beat against my palm as I gave her satiny flesh a squeeze. She was warm, and her nipple pebbled instantly from my manipulation. My touch wasn't soft. Didn't do soft, but Jolene's low moan revealed her pleasure. Her hands began to roam over my shoulders and arms with an eagerness that fired up my arousal. 
 
    "You going to fuck me?" 
 
    Her impatience almost made me smile. My response was to lift her leg and wrap it around my hip so I could get my dick closer to her sweet fucking spot. I was going to fuck her until she couldn't walk, and I didn't give a fuck that we were in her store, in broad daylight, with a window store front that would give the fucking world a show. All I could think about was the feel of her pussy surrounding my dick and filling her with my cum. 
 
    Fuck. That was a sobering thought, and a fucking reminder that I'd already fucked her once before without suiting up. I knew I didn't have condoms on me. I wasn't like a lot of the other brothers who fucked all the time and were always prepared. And Jolene was the first woman I'd taken since I'd cut Lulu off months before.  
 
    "I fuck you again, it's going to be without protection," I growled in a warning into her ear. 
 
    Jolene's light laughter vibrated through her body. "Little late for that, sugar." When her hand covered my dick and gave it a squeeze, I almost came. "I just went to the doctor for birth control, so I'm good." 
 
    "You haven't fucked anyone since?" I searched her eyes for the truth as she shook her head. 
 
    "You're the first man I've been with in a year." 
 
    Her admission did something to me that I couldn't explain, something that felt animalistic in nature. I felt the need to assuage any fears that she might have about me. "I've been checked since I stopped fucking Lulu." I knew the comment might kill her arousal, but if Jolene wanted anything with me she'd have to take me the way I was. "I'm clean." 
 
    Her hand was still working my dick through my jeans, and I was so fucking close to coming it wasn't funny. I clamped my teeth in the side of her neck, and she squeezed harder. I thrust my hips and ground my cock harder against her, sucking in her alluring scent and pinching her nipple until she cried out. I had to get inside her! 
 
    I reached for the front of her jeans to undo them, and almost did before the door to the store opened and Lulu rushed in, breaking the spell. 
 
    "Oops! Ah, sorry 'bout that!" She quickly spun around and left again. 
 
    Well, if interruption by an ex-lover didn't kill the arousal between two people, nothing would.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    Jolene 
 
      
 
    Days later I was still feeling the arousing effects of the encounter I’d had with LD in my store. He'd had me so worked up I wouldn't have cared if he'd fucked me right in front of Lulu or anyone else who'd wandered in. I had wanted him with a ferocity that had left my brain scrambled and the needs of my body in charge. He was potent, and his rough passion was what excited me. His callused hand on my breast as he'd tweaked my nipple, the graze of his teeth on my flesh, the hardness of his cock, had all teased me with promises of so much more pleasure from his hands. 
 
    I'd gone to bed that night horny and frustrated. 
 
    That man was going to be the death of me! 
 
    "You okay, honey?"  
 
    I blinked and looked over at Annabelle. She was in the process of reaching across the table for her drink.  
 
    "You look lost in thought," she smiled. 
 
    "I guess I zoned out for a minute," I confessed, returning her smile. It was her birthday, and we were all celebrating at Grinders. They'd closed the place down for the night to everyone but Desert Rebels and their families, catering in a huge birthday cake, food, and supplying a bartender. 
 
    Demon, his brothers, and their old ladies had all come. Even Julia, Demon's ex, was present. I didn't know much about her, other than that she and Annabelle were close. Bobbie didn't seem to mind that his ex was there, but I noticed that the two women didn't mingle with each other like everyone else did.  
 
    "You look like you're having fun." 
 
    "I am." She took a sip of her drink and set it back down. "And how can you zone out in this place?" She straightened her top and then disappeared into the crowd. 
 
    The room was full and loud, men in cuts and nearly naked, clinging women everywhere. Earlier in the night, old ladies and children had been here, but by eight o'clock they'd all cleared out, at least the ones with children had, and that's when things had turned dirty and wild. I didn't know every Desert Rebel, but if there were any family men around you wouldn’t know it by the women grinding on their laps. Whether or not they actually had sex with these women I didn't know, but I knew what I was witnessing was the culture that surrounded the club. Drinking, sex, and fighting seemed to be the norm. 
 
    I watched Annie, Raven, and JoJo walk back to the table, minus their men. It was Ellie's turn to babysit Samuel and Izzy, so she and Reid had stayed home. I laughed as the three women were sitting down. "What, did you all lose your men between here and the restroom?" 
 
    JoJo giggled. "Demon called a special church since both clubs are here." 
 
    That made sense.  
 
    "They've disappeared into one of the back rooms somewhere." Raven was busy looking around the room. "Where'd Annabelle go?"  
 
    "I don't know. She came by long enough to take a drink and then disappeared again. She's having fun, though." 
 
    "That's good." Annie settled back against the booth. "I hope she meets someone nice." 
 
    "Well, she won't find him here," JoJo laughed. 
 
    "What's wrong with our men?" Annie asked, slightly insulted. "They're all good men. They do right by us." 
 
    "Not saying they don’t, honey. But you know these men--only a certain kind of woman can handle them. Annabelle needs someone, ah…" JoJo seemed to be having a hard time finding the right word. 
 
    "Calmer? Less moody? Not as alpha?" I supplied with a smirk. For some reason my gaze sought out LD, but his usual spot at the bar was vacant, and then I remembered that church had been called. 
 
    They all laughed, nodding their heads in agreement. 
 
    "What are you ladies laughing about?" Bobbie asked as she walked up to the table and joined us. 
 
    "Nothing important. Just that our men are too alpha for Annabelle." 
 
    "Ain't that the truth," Bobbie agreed. "Is she looking for a man? Because I saw her making goo-goo eyes at someone's little brother earlier." She winked at me, letting me know without words who she was talking about. 
 
    My eyes rounded with disbelief. "Danny?"  
 
    Bobbie confirmed it with a nod.  
 
    I rolled my eyes. "Oh, God." I groaned as if in pain. 
 
    "He's cute." 
 
    I glared at Annie. "He's trouble. I love my brother, but he's not good enough for a sweet little girl like Annabelle. He has a lot of growing up to do before he can think about getting involved with anyone." He was only at the party because LD didn't trust him to be alone all night.  
 
    "Annabelle is a smart girl, she'll figure it out. I'm just happy to see her finally enjoying life." 
 
    Several of us nodded at Annie's comment.  
 
    "Hey, I heard from Holly this morning." Bobbie's tone was excited. "She's good and is thinking about coming home next year."  
 
    I was glad that Holly had finally decided to reach out to the other old ladies. 
 
    "That's only three months away," JoJo murmured.   
 
    "Did you tell her about Sax going nomad?" Raven asked.  
 
    Bobbie shook her head. "Honestly, I was afraid to. I don't think it's over between them, and if she's coming back to try and fix things, I didn't want to give her a reason to stay away." 
 
    "Good idea," I said. "Can any of the men get in touch with Sax?" 
 
    "I'm sure Demon can," Bobbie responded. "But unless it's club related, I doubt he'll call Sax. Demon doesn’t like to get involved with his brothers’ problems concerning their women." 
 
    Annie chuckled. "Smart man." 
 
    I scooted from the booth. "I've got to go to the restroom, and then I'm stopping for drinks. Anyone want anything?" There weren't any servers, and the bartender was working alone, so we were on our own if wanted more. There was an array of empty glasses littering our table, some stacked inside each other.  
 
    "Why don't we keep it easy and ask the bartender for a pitcher of margaritas?" JoJo suggested.  
 
    The ladies agreed and I turned to leave. 
 
    "Wait! I'm coming with you!" Bobbie rushed out, catching up to me. We’d barely entered the restroom before she’d swung me around. "Why didn't you tell me about Holly?" Her eyes were big. 
 
    Shit! Had Holly not told Bobbie everything, or was this Bobbie testing me? I stared at her, not sure what to do. I could barely breathe, because Holly had sworn me to secrecy. I decided to play ignorant. "Not sure what you mean." 
 
    Bobbie narrowed her eyes on me. "You know exactly what I'm talking about."  
 
    Shit! "Why don't you tell me then?" I encouraged, receiving a scowl from her. 
 
    "You first," Bobbie insisted, crossing her arms. "She swore me to secrecy." 
 
    I smiled. "She swore me to secrecy, too." 
 
    It appeared that we both knew the same information but didn’t want to betray Holly by being the first to reveal it. 
 
    Silence followed as we stood staring each other down, neither of us blinking. Bobbie could be intimidating when she wanted to be, she was a strong-minded woman, but I could be just as stubborn, and I wasn't going to be the one to betray Holly. She'd told me her secret out of desperation and fear because she'd needed someone to talk to, and, I suspected, because she wanted to talk to someone outside of the club. If she’d finally told Bobbie what was going on I was glad, that meant that she was dealing with it better.  
 
    "You're a good friend," Bobbie frowned with a sound of resignation. 
 
    I laughed. "So are you." 
 
    We both laughed and went into separate stalls. "So, tell me about you and LD. Anything happening there yet?" 
 
    Talk about switching subjects! I released a loud breath. "We, ah, had a moment." 
 
    Her laughter echoed throughout the tiled room. "A moment? Explain." 
 
    I met her outside the stall next to the vanity of four sinks. I avoided Bobbie's knowing eyes, not sure how much I wanted to confess. I pumped soap into my palm and washed my hands. 
 
    "Did he kiss you?" 
 
    I shook my head. "No, but I wouldn't mind if he did." I met her eyes in the mirror. "I think about that all the time, like some silly school girl with a crush." 
 
    Her lips quirked. "Yeah, as far as I know, LD doesn't kiss. He likes to keep things cold and impersonal with women." 
 
    I reached for some paper towels and turned back to her as I dried my hands. "What happened with him and Lulu?" 
 
    Her brows shot up. "You heard about that?"  
 
    I nodded.  
 
    "Well, from what I know, Lulu was getting attached. It was LD's fault for singling her out. The guys know better than to show one club bitch more attention than another." She shrugged. "I heard if you start to get too close he walks away without any problem." 
 
    "That's kind of sad," I commented. We headed for the door. "Everyone needs someone." 
 
    "Since he lost his wife and son he's become emotionally unavailable." 
 
    I was very curious about what exactly had happened to LD’s family, but a birthday party wasn't the place for a conversation like that. I'd table it for later.  
 
    We left the bathroom and headed for the bar. "I'd like a pitcher of margaritas, please." I turned back to Bobbie. "Are you and Demon planning on going home tonight or staying somewhere close?" 
 
    "We won’t be going far with the amount of drinking he's been doing," Bobbie laughed. "I think he had plans of us crashing at Lulu and Annabelle's apartment, but that will be a little crowded." 
 
    "Then why don't you stay at my house? I have a nice guest room." 
 
    "I'll let Demon know. Thanks honey." 
 
    "Ladies." 
 
    My attention returned to the bartender. Something about him held my attention. He had a nervous energy and seemed watchful, jumpy. I wondered what he had to feel nervous about. His eyes were darting around the room as he placed a tray with a pitcher and some clean glasses on it in front of us. More than once, his gaze went toward the entrance door. 
 
    I reached for the tray. "Thank you." Dismissing the bartender, I met Bobbie's eyes. "Why don't you lead the way so no one bumps into me and I end up making a mess." With a laugh, she turned to head back to the table. "Why do you think there are no servers?" I found it odd that the catering company hadn't included that service. 
 
    Bobbie shot me a quick glance over her shoulder. "There are never any servers when we cater in. Demon doesn't want civilians wandering around and overhearing shit they shouldn't." Suddenly she stopped and gave me a weird look before snorting, "I sometimes forget you're not an old lady." 
 
    We reached the table where the girls were chatting and laughing. JoJo saw me and quickly shoved dirty glasses out of the way to make room for the tray. Just as I set it down, a commotion at the front door drew my attention. I frowned, and a prickling of unease at the back of my neck made me look back at the bartender just in time to see him duck behind the bar. 
 
     A second later, everything turned to utter chaos. 
 
    Men poured into the room with guns in their hands, shooting at anything that moved. Screams overshadowed the music as people scrambled, looking for a place to escape or hide. The pitcher of margaritas suddenly shattered, and we all exchanged looks of confusion, before we seemed to realize at the same moment what had caused the pitcher to explode in a spray of glass and liquid. Bobbie was the first one who moved, shouting for us to help her as she tried to flip the table. 
 
    I looked around at the utter destruction occurring around us, watching in stunned shock and disbelief as tables were flipped and used as shields against the bullets. Shouting and curses fell out of the mouths of our men as they drew their own weapons and began firing back at the attackers still pouring into the room. I watched people jerk at the bullets hammering their bodies before they fell to the ground. The invaders separated once they were clear of the door, and the shooting didn't stop. Commotion from another entranceway drew my eyes to where Demon and LD were storming into the room, their officers behind them. 
 
    "Jolene!" 
 
    I vaguely heard a voice call my name. I stood there and blinked, unable to move as I took in the violent scene playing out. This couldn't be real! I had to be dreaming! This kind of thing didn't happen, at least not in my world. As men exchanged gunfire, anyone in their way became a casualty. The floor became littered with bodies, men and women. Everything was happening so fast that it was hard to keep up with what I was witnessing. I looked directly across the room in time to see the bartender crouching his way toward a back door.  
 
    "Jolene, get down!"  
 
    Someone grabbed my arm and pulled me down behind the overturned table. My heart was racing. I was going to be sick. Bobbie's face got in mine, her mouth moving. I knew she was talking, but all I heard were the screams and gunfire surrounding us where we were cowered on the floor. I slowly shook my head, unable to comprehend her frightened, frantic expression until she slapped me, bringing me back to my senses. I felt tears sting my eyes, but they had not been brought on by her hitting me. 
 
    Bobbie grabbed me to her and hugged me tightly. "Sorry, honey, I didn't know what else to do." 
 
    "It's okay." But nothing was okay.  
 
    The whole thing was over in a matter of seconds. I couldn't see anything from where I was crouched behind the table, but I could hear the commands to retreat and the sound of men stomping away. A minute later the shooting had stopped, leaving behind the smell of gunfire thick in the air, along with the sounds of moaning and crying. 
 
    I glanced over at Raven, Annie, JoJo, and another woman who I didn't know. They were crowded against the bottom vinyl of the booth seat, all pale and trembling in fear.  
 
    "Bobbie!" I recognized Demon's hard, demanding tone as he shouted above the muted sounds of the wounded. 
 
    She stood, and we all followed suit. "I'm here, baby!"  
 
    My gaze automatically connected with LD's. I didn’t miss the slight expression of relief that came over his craggy face before he quickly masked it. Had he been worried about me?  
 
    Demon, Cole, Oz, and Colton made their way over to us, enclosing their women against their bodies, strong relief apparent on all of their faces. Other men who I didn't recognize and LD were on their heels, pausing long enough to check pulses and the condition of the bodies on the floor. Blood was everywhere.  
 
    "Call 911." Demon's glaring eyes were locked on Bull. "Tell them we'll need several ambulances." 
 
    I was surprised to hear Demon’s request, because it meant that they were getting the police involved, something I knew they rarely did. I'd heard more than once that MCs took care of their own trouble. But looking around, I realized that there had to be at least twenty people on the floor, wounded or dead, and I supposed that massacres like this were too hard to cover up without getting the police involved. And with the number of injured or killed there would be a lot of questions.  
 
    "You okay, honey?"  
 
    I nodded at Demon's inquiry. He had Bobbie crushed to him and was talking above her head. 
 
    "Annabelle is good, Prez!" Bull hollered from across the room.  
 
    Danny! I began to look around, nearly collapsing with relief when I realized that he was the one holding Annabelle. Thank God! They both appeared shaken up but okay. 
 
    "I need something to stop the bleeding!" a female voice called out in a frantic tone. I noticed that she and several other people who were uninjured were trying to help the wounded. Some of the men were taking note of their fallen brothers. 
 
    "Check any IBMC!" LD snarled out, bending over the body of one. "If they're still breathing, take their fucking weapons!" 
 
    IBMC? It took me a second to realize that those were the initials for the Insane Boys. At first I thought that LD was checking the man over for injuries, but it soon became apparent that he was looking for weapons and removing them from his body.  
 
    Deciding I could help, I immediately broke away from the group and began to pick up table cloths and napkins off the floor to be used on the wounded. The woman who had called out earlier glanced up at me with appreciation when I handed her some of the napkins. I tried not to look, but it was hard not to, there were so many bodies. The woman she was tending to had been shot in the upper torso and was unconscious. Blood pooled on the floor beneath her. 
 
     I didn't recognize her. 
 
    I turned to begin handing out the cloths when I nearly stumbled over a body. I caught myself and glanced down. It was a man. As my gaze moved from his booted feet up to his torso, I caught my breath sharply. He was holding a gun and it was pointed directly at me. I only had a second to take in his smug grin before a shot rang out, and he fell back dead. 
 
    Somehow, I knew that LD had been the one to pull the trigger on the gun that had just ended that man’s life. My stunned gaze sought him out. He was crouched over a different man this time, but looking over at me, a gun still poised in his hand. He'd saved my life! Our eyes met and clung. His were intense, exposing a cold darkness that took my breath away.  
 
    "Jolene! Oh, my God, honey!" 
 
     I heard Raven call out in panic. I realized that she must have witnessed what had almost happened to me, but I couldn't pull my gaze from the man a few feet away, the man that I wanted above all else.  
 
    Only the sounds of sirens were able to penetrate the fog enveloping me, reminding me of the carnage surrounding us.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    LD 
 
      
 
    It took hours for the fucking cops to finish questioning everyone and allow people to go home. The room looked like a fucking war zone, and my first instinct had been to get Jolene and the others out of there, but this was far from a situation where we could call in a cleaner and sweep shit under the rug. I'd known the second that I'd entered the room and took in the damage that we'd be calling the cops. There were too many casualties that weren't wearing cuts.  
 
    Demon and our officers and I were standing off to the side, arms crossed, our expressions giving nothing away, while inside we were dealing with the grief of losing some of our brothers and their old ladies. Once the cops arrived on scene we were prevented from moving freely around the room. It didn't matter anyway; we'd already taken stock of the funerals that we'd be planning.  
 
    As soon as our women had been questioned we'd rushed them out of the bar. Jolene offered up her house as a place for everyone to go until we were done and could collect them. Those who lived in the area went home. I knew in my gut that we'd be going on lockdown once the night was over. It was apparent that the IBMC were on the warpath. They'd lost brothers tonight, too. The one's who we'd found still holding on to life we'd quickly made sure had taken their last breaths.  
 
    We'd also taken the IDs of the ones who’d been stupid enough to have them on them, and we’d disposed of their cuts. The cops would figure out who they were eventually, but until then the dead would remain unknowns and this would be explained as a robbery gone bad. Everyone in the room knew to keep their mouths shut and to limit their answers to the cops when they were asked any questions. 
 
     The place had been roped off while a barrage of medical examiners and paramedics buzzed around the bodies littering the floor. Eventually the dead were removed in body bags. The wounded were given oxygen as paramedics assessed their injuries and worked on them frantically while they were on the move. Once shit wound down we were allowed to leave, and we'd headed to my clubhouse. 
 
    Now, sitting at the table where we held church, the barn doors closed and guarded from outside, Demon and I sat with our officers, minus Muncher, my road captain. Soldiers gathered around us, hyped up and wanting revenge. I glared over at Demon. "You want to run this show?" 
 
    He shook his head. "Fuck no, Brother. This is your clubhouse." The hardness of his tone didn't disguise his pain. We were all feeling it. 
 
    I looked out at the somber faces of our brothers before stopping on Blade. His freckles were brighter on his pale face. "Read it."  
 
    His Adam's apple bobbed as he glanced down at the ledger in front of him. I'd had him make a list of our slain brothers and old ladies before we'd left the bar. I swear there was a tear in his eye, but no one at the table was going to call him on it. 
 
     He cleared his throat, his voice still coming out hoarse as he read the names of our brothers.  
 
    "Muncher, Stogie, Bear, Blue, Moe, Trucker, Sims, and Corey." He looked up. "Those brothers have passed. Next list are brothers in the hospital--Sam, Loco, Hock, Chewy, Torch, and Gummy." He took a breath. "Sarah, Donna, Candy, and Maria are the old ladies we lost. Ruby, Debbie, and Hannah are in the hospital."  
 
    Blade seemed relieved to be done with the task of naming the dead and injured, sitting back in his chair and keeping his eyes downcast. A muscle worked in his jaw as he tried to hold himself together. I knew he was hurting. Fuck, we all were. There were other brothers who'd been wounded, but not badly enough for them to be taken to the hospital. The club had taken a major hit tonight, reminiscent of another time the club had been hit, and everyone in the room knew that we were going to war.  
 
    "What the fuck are we going to do?" TJ snarled, rage and hate reflected in his eyes.  
 
    "Whatever the fuck we have to," Demon answered with a growl. 
 
    "We're going after those bastards, right?" Bull's tone held more demand than question. 
 
    My eyes went to the bloody cloth around his upper arm before I met Demon's cold eyes. "It's clear this was retaliation for sending the Feds on their fucking asses, and for their enforcer's disappearance. We need to go on lockdown. This place isn't stable enough. I want to send our families to your clubhouse in the desert." There was no hesitation in Demon's nod. 
 
    "It's as if they knew we were all going to be there."  
 
    "They did, Brother." Cappy barked his response to Oz. "There's no way they just showed up there like they did." 
 
    "And it was to do the most damage to the club!" Jolly exclaimed with fury. Fuck, his eyes looked wet. He and Moe had been tight.  
 
    "Fuck, don't tell me we have another traitor!" Demon pounded the table with a closed fist. He looked around the room. "You heard what we did with the last ones, right?" It was a clear threat, and meant to be a reminder to our brothers that you didn't fuck with the club. 
 
    "Maybe someone not in the club," Colton suggested. 
 
    Orlando backed up his statement by reminding us, "Yeah, don't forget the caterers." 
 
    Silence followed for a full minute. 
 
    Demon shook his head. "Nah, we've worked with them for years. Pay them good money. They'd be fucking fools to turn against us." His eyes swung to me. "But let's make sure they didn't have anyone new working tonight, yeah?" 
 
    I nodded.  
 
    "How the fuck we gonna take the IBMC down with the cops involved?" a soldier asked from the sidelines. 
 
    Bull snorted. "Why do you think we took their IDs and cuts, Brother? The fucking cops might figure out who they are later, but until they do we have free rein to retaliate." 
 
    "It's not as if we can go to their clubhouse and wipe them all out in one swoop. The cops aren't stupid. Even without proof, that shit would come back straight to us. And the last thing we need is the cops watching us closer than they already are," another soldier commented. 
 
    "Then we'll come up with a plan," Bull offered. "After we bury our brothers and old ladies." 
 
    "Bull's right, Brother. By then we'll have an idea about how to proceed forward. IBMC will pay, one way or another," I grated. "Unless you're an officer, go home. Get your families ready to travel to Demon's clubhouse." 
 
    "For how long, Prez?" Jolly was on his way toward the door.  
 
    "As long as it takes." 
 
    Once the barn cleared out and the doors were closed again, we all sank back in our seats and released heavy sighs as the events of the evening settled over us like a cloud of fucking doom. Minutes ticked by while we sat in silence, each of us buried in our own thoughts, trying to come to grips with the shit that had gone down, the brothers and the old ladies that we'd lost. I reached for the bottle of whiskey in front of me and filled my glass before passing the bottle off to Demon. 
 
    "My club will deal with the fucking IBMC," I stated, lifting the glass to my lips.  
 
    Demon’s brows shot up with surprise.  
 
    "This is on me. I'm the one who took out their enforcer. I'm the one who fed the fire inspector information that led them to question their club about the explosion." 
 
    He shrugged. "Did what you had to, Brother. Considering Danny owed them money, it took the heat off him." 
 
    I'd only done it for Jolene, and I wasn't comfortable with that knowledge. Thoughts of her were messing with my head.  
 
    "Still doesn't change anything."  
 
    Bull's comment drew my eyes. He shrugged. "Not blaming you, Prez. Would have done the same fucking thing. And their enforcer was a piece of shit. He deserved what he got." 
 
    "It's what the club's all about, Brother." This came from Blade. 
 
    My gaze cut back to Demon. "I'm sending you our families, but my brothers remain here. We can't take care of the IBMC from the desert clubhouse." 
 
    "Figured that," he smirked, and then looked at Oz. "You and Blade arrange the funerals of our fallen brothers and old ladies. Team up with their families. The club will pay for everything." 
 
    "It will be easier if I stay here for a few days while we make the arrangements," Oz suggested.  
 
    Demon nodded in agreement, and then directed a look at me that warned me that he wasn't going to argue with me about whatever he was about to say next. I'd seen that stubborn look a thousand times before. "You got numbers, Brother, but a lot of your soldiers haven't seen war. Send them out there with some of our more experienced men, yeah?" 
 
    That was Demon's way of telling me that some of our brothers from his clubhouse were going to remain behind. I wouldn't fight him on it because it was a good decision. The IBMC wasn't a big club, but they were ruthless schemers, and after tonight it was obvious that they wouldn't fight fair.  
 
    "Fuck, talking about this shit hurts." I threw back my drink and refilled my glass.  
 
    "We'll need to vote in a new road captain," Cappy mumbled beneath his breath. 
 
    "Worried more about retribution for our dead," I said.  
 
    He nodded without saying a word.  
 
    "So why did you take on Danny's mess?" 
 
    Bull answered Demon before I could. "Jolene."  I growled a warning, but he continued. "What? She's a friend of the club." 
 
    I glared daggers at my brothers, cutting their snorts off quickly. I wasn't the first brother to be distracted by a woman, and they were wise to keep that to themselves. My thoughts drifted to the blonde bombshell up the hill who was surrounded by club royalty. I wondered how she was holding up, considering what she'd gone through. Was she broken over her possible love interest, Loco, winding up in the hospital? Did she even know?  
 
    I looked over at Blade. "I want reports of how everyone in the hospital is doing by morning."  
 
    "Any ideas how you're going to handle the IBMC?" A huge yawn and a loud stretch followed Demon's question. 
 
    I released a tired sigh. We were all dead on our feet. "I know what I'd like to do." I'd like to blow up their fucking clubhouse with all of them in it. That would be quick and easy, and then we could get on with business. "Going to sleep on it," I said instead.  
 
    "Good idea, Brother. If you need any help coming up with a solution…" He didn't finish, but I knew that I could count on Demon to have my back if I needed him. He was still my president, but he was going to let me run my chapter the way I wanted to.  
 
    There was a slight commotion outside the barn door, the sound of heated words, and then Jolene was pushing her way into the barn, past the prospect who was supposed to be guarding the door.  
 
    "The fuck?!" 
 
    "I'm sorry, Prez, I tried to stop her, but she insisted on coming inside." The prospect stopped right behind her, his eyes big on his youthful face. 
 
    I pressed my lips, because Orlando's brother, Mario, was already showing signs of ineptitude if he couldn't handle one woman. 
 
    "I'm sorry for interrupting, LD but I have something to say." 
 
    "You don't interrupt a meeting," I growled. My brothers at the table looked beyond pissed that a woman would interfere. "Get her the fuck out of here, Prospect." 
 
    He reached for Jolene, but she easily avoided his hand and danced her way closer. "No! You need to listen to me," she insisted, a little breathless from her dance.  
 
    How was I supposed to listen to her when I couldn't take my eyes off her spectacular tits? They were heaving with her exertions. Her full, plump lips were parted as she sucked in breath, and her cheeks were rosy. Had she run the whole way here? I fisted my hand and reached for control, aware that my brothers were watching. Most of them knew that I had a thing for Jolene, but they also knew that I was ignoring it. Now, her presence was forcing my hand to deal with her in a way she wasn't going to like. 
 
    I captured her eyes, recognizing the pleading look in them, but that didn't matter. Women weren't allowed in church for any reason. "Prospect. Get. Her. Out. Of. Here. Now," I ordered. 
 
    "No! I have to tell you something!" Jolene rushed to the other side of the room, putting the table between her and Mario. "Something that might be important!" 
 
    That was it. I pushed my chair back so fucking hard that it turned over. Jolene's eyes grew round at my sudden move, but she held her ground when I stomped her way. If Mario couldn't get her out of there I would, if I had to toss her over my shoulder and then dump her sweet ass into the dirt outside the door. 
 
    "Maybe we should listen to her first," Bull suggested. 
 
    "Yeah, you should. It's about tonight," she said, just as I was upon her. 
 
    I stopped from reaching for her, narrowing my eyes on her flushed beauty. "What about tonight?" I snarled, looking deep into those violet pools. 
 
    Jolene seemed to relax slightly when she realized I was going to listen to her. "It's something I noticed. I didn't mention it before, but the girls began talking about, um, stuff, and made me think of it." 
 
    "Talking about what?" I asked in a rough growl. Were the girls giving away club secrets?  
 
    "Ah, does it matter? It reminded me of something I saw." 
 
    "What did you see, honey?" Demon's tone was encouraging, and kinder than mine would have been. 
 
    Jolene didn't pull her eyes from mine, and Goddammit, my dick was getting hard. "Bobbie and I had gone to the ladies’ room and on the way back to the table we stopped for a pitcher of margaritas—" 
 
    I was losing patience. "The condensed version, Jolene." 
 
    Her expression revealed that she didn't like my shortness with her. "Right before those men came in and the shooting started, I saw the bartender duck down." 
 
    Curse words and muttering came from the table as my brothers took in this information and realized what it meant. I stared down at Jolene, but my mind went back to the bartender. He worked for the catering company, but I couldn't recall if I'd ever seen him before. ‘Course, checking out the bartender wasn't something any of us would do when the room was full of hot, available bitches.  
 
    "Are you sure? He could have been ducking down to get something." 
 
    She shook her head. "No, I don't think so, LD. I noticed while Bobbie and I were getting drinks that he seemed nervous, maybe even scared. Later, back at the table, I looked over at him. His eyes were shifting all over the place, but they kept going back to the door. He was definitely anticipating something. And then he ducked right before the shooting started." 
 
    "Fuck!" 
 
    "I would have mentioned it earlier, but with everything else happening it slipped my mind." 
 
    That comment slammed through me, reminding me that she was a civilian and shouldn't have had to see any of the shit that had gone down tonight. I couldn’t deny, though, that she seemed to be handling it okay.  
 
    I recognized Cappy's voice. "That information is a big help." 
 
    Someone grunted his agreement. 
 
    "That all?" I tried not to notice how fucking good she smelled. Something warm and floral, not too strong. I was beginning to envy the brothers who would go up the hill tonight and claim their women when we were done. Not that I wanted a nice soft body to curl up to during the night, but I wouldn't turn down a good hard fuck to relieve some of the stress that was keeping my muscles hard and tense. 
 
    She nodded, and I watched a tiny flare in her pupils reveal her arousal. I guessed she wasn't even aware of it. 
 
    "Mario, walk Jolene back to the house." 
 
    She looked disappointed at my dismissal of her, my indifferent attitude. Had she expected more from me? We stared at each other another minute, and then Jolene pressed her pretty lips, irritation sparkling in her eyes. I was being a prick and I knew it. That little bit of information that she'd given us would lead us in the right direction of the person who'd ratted us out to the IBMC. If she was right about what she’d seen. 
 
    "You got something else you want to say to me?" 
 
    With a huff she skirted around me. "Yeah, you're an asshole, LD." 
 
    I ignored the laughter of my brothers, grabbing Jolene by the arm before she could get very far. "What did you say?" I felt my arousal spike at her boldness. 
 
    She yanked her arm away. "You really want me to repeat it, sugar?" she asked in that sexy, Southern drawl that moved over me like warm molasses. She was pissed. "I came here to help you. The least you could do is thank me." 
 
    Christ. I watched her eyes fill with tears, but my gut told me that they had nothing to do with what was happening now. Her brave face was crumbling right before my eyes. She'd seen and been through hell and had managed to keep it together from what I could tell. People reacted differently to stressful situations. Some fell apart in the moment, while others got through shit first and then collapsed later.  
 
    It suddenly occurred to me that if Loco were around I would have sent for him so he could give her what she needed. Because I couldn't.  
 
    Jolene reached up and wiped away the big, fat tears spilling from her eyes. 
 
     "Asshole," she murmured again in a low, breathy tone. She stopped near Demon and looked down at him. "Loco—" 
 
    "We’ll know more in the morning, honey." 
 
    With a sigh, she left.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    Jolene 
 
      
 
    After Mom and Dad moved to Florida, I’d moved into their old bedroom because it had a private bath. Now I stepped into their shower, realizing that it might revive me, when what I really wanted to do was crawl beneath the covers and sleep for hours. I wanted to wake refreshed to discover the night had been nothing but a terrible nightmare.  
 
    I knew that wishing it away was pointless. 
 
    I'd lived through a shootout between two MCs. 
 
     I'd gotten a taste of what the worst possible scenario could be of belonging to an MC.  
 
    As had everyone else who'd survived, I'd been questioned by the police, trying to avoid looking at the bodies on the floor. But I’d had to make sure that no one I cared about had been one of the wounded or dead. So I’d looked, feeling relief as my gaze had scanned over every face, not recognizing any of them until my eyes had landed on Loco. He’d been one of the wounded, and all I could do was watch helplessly as they’d put him on a gurney and wheeled him away. 
 
    I prayed that he survived. 
 
    I lathered my hair and rubbed my scalp, realizing that I was washing away a lot more than the smell that seemed to linger in places like Grinders--the stale cigarettes, the booze, the heavy mixture of too much perfume and cologne. I was washing away death, too. I did the same thing to my body, scrubbing my skin until it was pink and the only scent left behind was the jasmine of my floral body wash. I remained beneath the spray of hot water, steaming up my glass enclosed shower until I was enveloped in a thick, pleasant fog. 
 
     When I'd had enough, I reached for the faucet. 
 
    "Leave it on." 
 
    I gasped and threw myself against the wall when the door opened and LD stepped into the stall. His expression almost frightened me. It was intense, raw, and savage. He looked dangerous. My heart pounded when he stepped close to me, invading my space with his huge presence. Somewhere inside my addled brain, I knew that I should be asking him what the hell he thought he was doing. 
 
    "What—" 
 
    He motioned for me to be quiet. "No talking," he demanded. "I need you." 
 
    He needed me? My eyes roamed down his magnificent body, realizing for the first time that he was as naked as I was. I tried to swallow at the sight of all those hard, defined muscles. God, he was beautiful. Not an ounce of fat anywhere, all hard and strong. I wanted to reach out and touch him, run my hands down his pecs and washboard abs. He even had that enticing V-shaped muscle that narrowed down to the root of his thick cock. 
 
    He was sporting an erection the likes of which I'd never seen before. Long and thick, a weapon between his thick, muscular thighs. That's what had been inside me the other night? No wonder I'd felt so full. No wonder he'd left me swollen and aching.  
 
    As my eyes moved back to his, I realized that he'd been scoping me out, too. Arousal had turned his eyes black, the flare of his nostrils causing my nipples to pebble. I grew wet between my legs and knew that he'd find me slick and ready for him. 
 
    "You said you needed me," I breathed huskily, finding my voice. 
 
    "I do." 
 
    I wet my lips. "What do you need me for?" 
 
    He stepped closer, until the tips of my breasts were brushing against his chest. "I'll show you." 
 
    He moved so fast that I lost my breath. LD spun me around and pushed me up against the tiled wall, my breasts smashed and my hips pulled out into the cradle of his. I turned my face so I could breathe. LD's hands were rough, and I soon figured out that he didn't waste his time. He didn't worry about foreplay, and he didn't make love. No, LD fucked. Like an animal. And while part of me objected to being used in that way, I couldn't stop the sharp tingle that erupted from my core to my clit in response to his lack of control when it came to what his body wanted. 
 
    I fooled myself into thinking that he was only like this with me. 
 
    His hands were big and wide, grasping my hips so that I could feel his fingertips digging into my pelvic bone, close to my pussy. I was already breathing hard, anticipation thrumming through me. Without being told to, I parted my legs to make room for him, hearing his grunt of approval against my ear. Without warning he impaled me. I cried out, feeling my body split open as his big cock made its way deep inside me, all the way to my cervix.  
 
    "Jesus!" I whimpered at the jab of his fat cock head.  
 
    "You're fucking wet," LD snarled into my ear. "You want this." 
 
    Yes, God, yes! I wiggled my hips. If it were possible, he slid in even deeper.  
 
    "Does it hurt?" 
 
    Would he stop if I told him the truth? "Yes!" I hissed, because that was the truth. He seemed even bigger than he had the other night. "It fucking hurts!" But in a good way. With him nestled deep inside me, my body gradually adjusted to the stretch and burn. 
 
    "Good." He bit down on my shoulder, pulling out to the head and ramming back inside me. "Pain gets me off," he whispered harshly. "Especially when I'm fucking a bitch." 
 
    I bumped my hips back against him in anger. "I'm not a bitch, LD," I rasped. 
 
    I would have thought the noise he made in response was a laugh if I hadn’t known better. "You're my bitch." His teeth raked up and down my neck as he began to thrust in and out of my body without mercy. 
 
    God, he was big. There wasn't anywhere that I didn't feel him. And it felt so good! He was scratching an itch I hadn’t known I’d had. His thrusts were slow and steady, prolonging the pleasure of being filled by him. His breathing was harsh in my ear, his lips brushing against me. I knew I would have bruises on my hips the next day, but I didn't care. I began to work my movements with his, meeting him eagerly as he fucked me harder than I’d ever been fucked before.  
 
    "Touch yourself, baby," LD demanded. "I want you to come on my dick." 
 
    It wouldn’t take much. When I reached my clit it was huge and throbbing, and slick with my cream. I rubbed it like I knew how, moaning as my orgasm climbed fast. LD's hands glided up my ribcage to my breasts, taking them in his palms and pinching the nipples. I arched my back higher, allowing him easier access into my pussy, which caused his cock to pound against my G-spot. 
 
    I screamed, overcome with the sensation of my climax. My body clamped down on LD's cock as he continued to pound into me like a machine. As I’d guessed it would, the squeeze of my muscles around his shaft sent him over the edge. First I heard his grunt, and then I felt his powerful release inside me, filling me. As his body expelled his seed he sank his teeth into the crook of my neck. I screamed again, sure that he'd broken skin this time, and then he sucked and tongued the wound until the combination of pain and pleasure became too much to bear. Flashing lights danced behind my eyes as I collapsed against the wall, breathless, LD's crushing weight the only thing keeping me on my feet. 
 
    "Fuck! Oh, fuck!" I said between breaths in tortured pants. "If you move I'll fall to the floor," I warned LD, meaning it. Every bone in my body had liquefied. 
 
    His only response was a grunt. His hands were still on my breasts, twitching every now and then as he continued to shudder against me. I felt numb around his wilting cock, comparing it to the sensation of a body part falling asleep. In time, our breathing calmed and the convulsions stopped. Once his cock slipped from my pussy, he didn't waste any time in turning toward the spray of the shower. 
 
    I watched him shower for a minute, too stunned to say anything. He surprised me by turning back around and pulling me beneath the spray with him, and then he soaped up between my legs. I caught my breath sharply when his hand slipped between my pussy lips, cleaning me thoroughly. All the while I kept my eyes on his, unwilling to look anywhere else. The man owned me. Once he made sure all the soap was rinsed away, he turned me toward the shower door, and with a slap on my ass ordered me to get out and dry off. 
 
    As I toweled dry, I was overrun by emotion. What did this mean for us? Was there an ‘us’? I’d never in my wildest dreams thought that LD would have made a move like this. I'd been prepared to fight for him, and while I was elated that he'd come to me, I was afraid of what his motivation had been in doing so. I'd heard the girls talk about how their men were sexual beasts after a dangerous mission or a fight with another club, how their adrenaline spiked, and their only source of relief was fucking. Was that what this was? A quick, mindless fuck because I was available? 
 
    I left my damp towel over the towel bar and glanced back at LD one last time before leaving the bathroom. What happened now? I decided not to take anything for granted. I didn't expect him to stay, so I wasn't about to wait for him, naked, and in my bed. I reached for the sleep shirt I'd laid out earlier, and then the panties. Then I went to the mirrored vanity in the corner, something my mom had purchased many years ago and had used faithfully to do her hair and makeup. I was almost done blow drying my hair when LD entered the room. 
 
    I turned the dryer off and turned to face him, disappointed, but not surprised, to find him fully dressed. "So you just used me?" 
 
    A muscle worked in his jaw as his eyes hardened. "It's what I do, Jolene." 
 
    He didn't sound proud or even smug about it. He was just stating a cold, hard fact. If anything, I at least knew that I could expect the truth from the man. I was so tempted to tell him to find someone else the next time, but the words wouldn't come, because I wanted LD, even if it was just as an outlet for his sexual needs. I wondered if he suspected as much.  
 
    "We're going on lockdown."  
 
    "Okay." 
 
    "That means you too." 
 
    I knew what lockdown meant, and honestly I didn't have a problem with staying in the house for a few days, but LD's next words were going to create a problem. 
 
    "You'll leave with the old ladies in the morning." 
 
    I didn't point out that it was already morning. I blinked, letting his words sink in, and then left the vanity bench I was sitting on as if I'd been shot out of a canon. "Oh, hell no, LD. I'm not leaving. I'm not an old lady. And don't give me that crap about being a friend of the club. I know when the club goes on lockdown that it's for the member's families." I took a breath, bracing myself, because with every word I uttered his face got darker and meaner. 
 
    "It's not up for debate. I created this fucking mess by helping your brother. You're involved, whether you want to be or not." 
 
    Was this just him protecting his investment? He'd taken care of Danny's mess, but had it cost him? I shook my head, my lips pressed as he spoke. My independent nature wouldn't let an alpha male like LD dictate what I was going to do. "You can't make me go. I'm an adult and can make my own decisions. I'll stay in the house, but I'm not going to Demon's clubhouse." 
 
    "You will, even if I have to tie you up and send you like a fucking package." 
 
    He was as stubborn as I was. "Why, LD? If you're only using me as a sexual outlet, why does my safety matter so much?" I was setting myself up to be hurt because I was forcing him to put into words what I was afraid to hear.  
 
    The angry look in his cold eyes was uncompromising. "I'm not done with you." 
 
    Well, I'd certainly asked for that, hadn't I? I’d known it was coming, but it still angered me to hear the cold words. Before I could think, I raised my hand and slapped him hard across the face. His expression became stone, and I sensed that he was barely holding on. I imagined that not too many people hit LD and lived to tell about it. Movement caused my eyes to drop to the fisted hands at his sides.  
 
    "When did you stop being human?" My voice was hoarse with emotion. Surprisingly, my hurt was for LD, and not myself.  
 
    A flicker of something in his eyes was the only sign that my words affected him. For a moment I didn't think that he was going to respond, that maybe he hadn’t realized until the second he'd heard my words that that was what he'd become. I could see that he was struggling to control himself from reacting, and that told me that he was afraid of losing control and hurting me. 
 
    When he finally spoke, the emotion pouring from him was so raw that I couldn't hold back my tears. 
 
    "I stopped being human the day my wife and son were taken from me by a gang of fucking street punks who thought that raping a woman repeatedly and beating a kid to death was a fun way to spend the night. The same fucking punks who'd tased me, tied me to a chair, and forced me to watch, before beating me and slitting my throat." 
 
    "LD—" My heart was breaking for him. Tears ran unchecked down my cheeks, and I bit down on my bottom lip until I tasted blood. He was exposing so much pain. I wanted to reach out to him, to comfort him, but I knew that he'd never accept it. He wasn't looking for comfort. He'd survived something unimaginable. He was looking for a different pain. 
 
    "They raped her, all eleven of them. They laughed at her screams for them to stop, begging them to let us go. By the time number eight got to her, she'd quieted and gone into shock. God answered my prayers when she passed out. But that didn't stop all of them from defiling her a second time."   
 
    The entire time he'd been talking, his eyes had stared off into space, and I knew that he was seeing it all over again. But now they focused on me, clearing the memory away. "When the last one was done, he cut her throat." 
 
    I shook my head with disbelief, sobbing now. "Enough!" I couldn't hear any more, I didn't want to know how his son died. "Stop, LD!" I pleaded, wiping my tears away. "Please, stop!" 
 
    He held my eyes captive. His were bright with unshed emotion. "Can't be human without a heart," he said after a while. "They slit my throat, but they may as well have carved my heart out that day." 
 
    "I'm so sorry!" I whisper yelled. 
 
    A minute passed. "Yeah. Me, too. I can't be what you want. I see the way you look at me. Hell, I watch you, too. We want each other. Can't say why I want you as bad as I do, but I can at least be honest about it. I lost myself a long fucking time ago. This shell is all that's left." 
 
    "You're still in there somewhere, LD," I said softly, my voice husky with emotion.  
 
    He shook his head. "You're wrong, baby. I'll use you as long as you let me, and I'll hurt you. It's all I know." 
 
    I didn't believe him. He may have lost his way, but I knew that the man he'd lost after the horrendous events of that day was still buried deep inside him. He didn't recognize when something good came along, but he would. I'd see to it. I still wanted LD. Now more than ever. 
 
    And I would make it my mission to find his heart again.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 21 
 
      
 
    LD 
 
      
 
    Jesus, I hadn't told anyone my story since the night I'd drunkenly spilled my guts to Demon. It wasn't something that I liked to talk about, much less think about. I'd spent years trying to push it from my memory with booze, fighting, and pussy. Had even tried drugs for a while, in the beginning, after I'd woken up in the hospital to be told that Caroline and Johnny were gone. I'd been lucky to have survived. Some old drunk had found us where we'd been dumped in an ally, and I'd spent a week in a coma. 
 
    Lucky. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    So far from it that it wasn't funny. 
 
    I'd awoken to the feeling of wanting to gouge my eyes out, hoping it would erase the horror that I'd seen that night, unable to speak because of the damage to my vocal cords. I'd walked out of the hospital without being discharged, determined to end my life because I had no reason to go on. I'd lost myself by dulling the memory any way that I could find, until I'd stepped out of a bar one night and had seen one of the fuckers who'd ended my world. I'd followed him. 
 
    I'd done some bad shit after that. I'd hunted down every one of those little pussies and had ended them as slowly and as painfully as I could imagine. Fuck, they'd been kids, sixteen, seventeen, eighteen-years-old, but it didn't matter to me. All I could see were heartless killers who didn't deserve to walk the Earth. Their screams would haunt me, but so would Caroline and Johnny's. When the last of them lay bleeding at my feet, I'd walked away and hadn't looked back. 
 
    Something like that changed a man. I'd allowed the monsters inside of me to take over, and fuck me; revenge had never tasted so good. I didn't regret a single life that I'd snuffed out, and I'd found that as long as I could release the blood-thirsty beast and feed him once in a while, I was good. I was going to hell, and I was okay with that. I'd lived so long this way I wasn't going to change. 
 
    Not even for a good woman like Jolene. 
 
    The woman was a pain in my ass in more ways than one, but when I was inside her, her tight heat hugging my dick like it was made for her, I had moments where I felt something of what I'd lost years ago. Jesus, fucking her was like going home, and it scared the fuck out of me. Thank fuck I'd made her leave with the others. Having her around was too distracting for me, and at least at Demon's I knew she was safe. We needed to deal with the IBMC, and having our women and families out of the way would allow us to focus.  
 
    My phone buzzed, and I glanced down to see a text from Blade.  
 
    waiting on you prez 
 
    That meant everyone was at church, including our soldiers. They would need to hear what I had to say. Most, but not all, of them had been present at the party. I was sure that by now everyone else had been told what had gone down. 
 
    I opened the barn door and walked straight to my chair, glad to see that someone had poured me a cup of coffee. I sat and took a drink before getting right to the point, looking directly at my secretary. "What have you learned about our people in the hospital?" 
 
    His gloomy expression said it all. "Hock's not doing so good, Brothers. He was hit three times in the chest and stomach, and had the most damage of anyone. He's still in surgery." 
 
    Low murmurs went around the room as the men responded to the solemn news.  
 
    "Ruby and Sam are the only two who didn't require surgery. Doctors said they'll be home in a couple of days. Everyone else is in recovery and expected to pull through." Blade referred to his notes. "Correction--everyone except for Chewy. He has a head injury and is in a medically induced coma." 
 
    "What are his chances?" Bull questioned. 
 
    "The first forty-eight-hours are critical, but he has a decent chance if he makes that." 
 
    I swallowed another sip of coffee, wishing that it were something stronger. "Keep in contact with the hospital and let me know of any changes." I raised my voice so that it carried throughout the room. "Eliminating the IBMC is our first fucking priority, Brothers." I eyed as many of my brothers as possible to get the seriousness of my decision across. I knew they were with me. The massacre had just happened hours before, and the need for revenge was strong and palpable in the room. "All of them." 
 
    Heads began to nod as brothers looked to each other, conveying their approval. Loud breaths were expelled as the scope of our mission it hit them. The grumblings I heard moving through the room didn't include any objections. I hadn't expected them to.  
 
    "We got a plan?" Cappy asked, his brown eyes unblinking. His hairy, tatted arms were crossed, the ink so old a lot of the colors were faded. The man was in good shape for sixty. He worked out. He had a full head of graying hair that matched the braided beard running down his chest. 
 
    I ran my hand over my lower jaw, knowing that as president, my brothers would expect me to have the answers. I'd given some thought as to how to take the IBMC out, but it wasn't going to be easy. It was going to take exact coordination and time, and we needed to stay under the radar for as long as possible from the cops. 
 
    "It's going to take time, Brothers. We don't touch their fucking clubhouse, that would be too obvious. But we hit them everywhere else, and we start with their fucking officers. Hit them where it hurts first. They go on a run, show up at one of the fights, go on a protection run, we move in and take them out. Fast and quietly, and make it look like a fucking accident. The fucking IBMC will figure it out after the second or third hit." 
 
    "What about the fucking cops?" someone asked. 
 
    I'd given that some thought, too. "Ever hear of the cops crying when one MC wipes out another? They'll do the least amount of work that they have to to make it look like they're investigating shit. My bet is they won't give a fuck as long as it doesn't make more work for them." I swung to Blade. "How many fuckers did we take out at the bar?" 
 
    He had a ready answer. "Eleven." 
 
    The IBMC were a fairly small club. Knowing their numbers, I did the calculations in my head. "That leaves roughly twenty-eight, not counting any prospects or hang arounds they might use." 
 
    "What about their old ladies?" 
 
    I glared at Jolly for asking. 
 
    "They fucking killed some of ours," TJ pointed, backing him up. 
 
    "We don't hurt women and children," Bull said with a frown. "The IBMC hurt their fucking reputations by killing our old ladies. Other clubs don't tolerate that shit either." 
 
    "We're not the first MC to get hit at a social gathering," someone muttered, a reminder that I didn't need. 
 
    "We don't kill women unless they're shooting at us. That's it," I snarled, ending the conversation. 
 
    "What about the Vegas Watchdogs? They're friends with the Insane Boys." The question came from a brother in the back of the room.  
 
    They weren't really friends; they just had a tenuous agreement to not encroach on each other's territories. "Already talked to Trip. They're with us on this. Said they'd help if we needed it." 
 
    I could tell that this news was met with approval. I wasn't sure how much I trusted Trip, but he'd reached out to me when he'd heard about the attack. News traveled fast in our world. His MC was working with us on several construction sites, but that didn't mean shit. When it came to money it wasn't unheard of for clubs to be friends one minute and enemies the next. It was the nature of the beast. 
 
    "Let's be clear--this isn't going to interfere with our construction projects. We have to keep the money coming in, and that will supply alibis for some of you. Blade and Jolly will be working in the office so we can keep it open. When the time comes, no one goes alone to face the IBMC. Blade and I will work out the teams you'll be working on. As the information comes in, we'll contact you about where to go and at what time. The rest is up to you. Once you make the hit, you notify me. If you run into trouble, you abort immediately and call for backup." 
 
    "Do we take their cuts?" 
 
    Normally in these situations we would take the cuts and identification of our enemies, but in this case I didn't want anything that could be found linking their deaths to us if the cops ever decided to do a raid. "Take nothing, Brothers. The cops are going be expecting some kind of retaliation from us when they discover who hit Grinders. We don't want to give them a reason to come knocking on our door." 
 
    "This is going to take some time, Prez." 
 
    I nodded, understanding Sticks' concerns. "It has to, Brother. We don't want this falling back on us. That's why we have to get fucking creative on how we take the fuckers out. 
 
    "Thank fuck there's only twenty-eight of them," TJ grumbled. 
 
    "What about our families being on lockdown, Prez? Some of them have to work, our kids have school…" 
 
    My brows furrowed as I listened to Yogie's concerns. The brother had six kids, all school aged, and his old lady was a teacher. I realized the decision to put them on lockdown was going to be a hardship on some of them, but we guarded our families because they were our lives. Yogie should have been more concerned with their safety than the disruption it would cause to their daily lives. 
 
    "You really want to put them in harm's way?" I snapped, before finishing my cold coffee and slamming the cup back down onto the table. I glanced around the room. "We put our families on lockdown because we don't have enough brothers to stand guard over them if they remain here. They're safe at Demon's clubhouse." 
 
    "That's not what I'm saying, Prez," Yogie said in his deep baritone voice. His tone revealed that he took insult to my assumption. "My family is fucking everything to me." 
 
    I continued to glare at him. "Then what are you saying, Brother?" 
 
    "Only that what you're suggesting sounds like it could take us weeks, maybe more, to accomplish. I have family in North Carolina. I could send Mia and the kids there. That way the kids could remain in school; have some kind of a normal life."  
 
    "Don't see a problem with that," I agreed. "Anyone else want to do something similar, go ahead. Just get it done fast. Once we start taking out the IBMC there’s no telling what they'll do." I could understand where Yogie was coming from. Lockdown was limiting for everyone. As more time went by cabin fever set in, and moods became unpredictable. There was a panic room at Demon's, but the truth was that with the extra members from my club there wouldn't be room for everyone.  
 
    "What about Trixie and Cassie?" 
 
    Our new club girls. I snorted. That was the kind of question that Loco would have asked if he were present. The brother had pussy on the brain and he thought with his dick. But before I could answer Sticks I felt my phone vibrate in my pocket. Frowning, I dug it out. “Unknown caller” flashed across the screen. My gut told me to take it. 
 
    "Yeah," I growled into the receiver. A laugh came over the line, the kind that didn't have a lick of fucking humor in it and caused the hair at the back of my neck to stand up. "Who the fuck is this?"  
 
    "Unknown caller, asshole." I didn't recognize the voice, but something warned me that I was speaking to someone from the IBMC. "You like our little surprise the other night?"  
 
    Now I knew for certain, and I wondered how the fuck they’d gotten my number. "This Dogface?" I sensed my brothers’ sudden interest when they heard the name of the other club's president. "Or one of his bitches?" A few snorts sounded through the room. 
 
    "Laugh it up, fucker." He'd obviously heard them. "You kill my enforcer over a debt? You sic the fucking pigs after us by tying us to the bombing in that strip mall? What happened at your fucking strip joint is nothing compared to what we have planned for the Desert Rebels." 
 
    "You have fucking funerals to plan too, asshole," I grated into the phone, feeling my anger slowly boil to the surface. His numbers were low, and what he had planned was stupid and almost sounded personal. "Bring it on. Desert Rebels are looking forward to wiping out Insane Boys." I watched some of the brothers who were standing nod their heads in agreement and eagerness. 
 
    "And we look forward to taking your women and fucking them while you watch. By the time we're done with them you'll beg for a bullet." It took everything I had not to let his words affect me as a memory that refused to leave my head came to the forefront.  
 
    As if he knew my greatest nightmare. 
 
    My heart pounded as my blood suddenly turned cold. The life in Jolene's vibrant eyes and her beautiful smile flashed behind my eyes. Since when had I started thinking of her as my woman?  
 
    I knew when--since the second I'd sunk my dick inside her.  
 
    "You're dead," I rasped coldly. "Your whole fucking club will be dead by the end of the year." That was a promise. 
 
    Unconcerned laughter, and then, "You might have the numbers, but we have a secret weapon." 
 
    I didn't like where his words took my thoughts as the Vegas Watchdogs instantly came to mind.  
 
    "And let me correct you--didn't kill your enforcer over money." I wasn't about to tell him that I'd killed him over pussy. It'd be stupid for me to admit something like that over the phone. Never knew who might be listening. MCs could talk shit and threaten each other all day over the phone, it meant nothing, but you come right out and confess to a killing and you could end up in prison. 
 
    Dogface knew it wouldn't go any further than that, so he didn't ask. "Dudley was my fucking blood brother, asshole," he snarled.  
 
    So there it was, the reason why they were coming after us so hard. It was personal. "Perfect name for a loser." 
 
    "We're coming after that little prick, Danny, too, for the money he owes." 
 
    I smirked at that. It had been a long shot to think that they'd forget about the money once the cops started looking at them for the bombing. Wiping the club out would take care of the money Danny owed, but it wasn't going to free him from what he owed the Desert Rebels.  
 
    I decided not to acknowledge his threat to Danny, which was the least of my worries. "We're coming for you."  
 
    I disconnected the call and looked out at my brothers. 
 
    "Get ready for war, Brothers!"  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 22 
 
      
 
    Jolene 
 
      
 
    In the month that I'd been at Demon's clubhouse I'd learned more about the club and its members. It had been an interesting education into a culture that was so different from what I'd grown up in that I hadn't made up my mind if I could fully embrace the changes that would be required to be a part of it. I marveled at the strength of the women I'd come to know, and how they seemed to make it all work. That they loved and supported their men without question revealed the trust that they had in their men to keep them safe and protect them with their lives.  
 
    I'd witnessed how fiercely the men of Desert Rebels loved. How everything they did was done for the good of the club and their families. They reminded me of fierce warriors, the way they stomped around all loud and growly and ready to fight, when all it took was a smile or a light touch from the right person for them to become big old softies. Watching the closeness between these people made me yearn for the same thing. 
 
    Loco had come home from the hospital two days after the mass funeral had been held, and I'd kind of taken over as his nurse because he didn't have an old lady. Before then I'd only known him to be a flirty, carefree kind of man, but as a patient he was grumpy and obstinate, because he couldn't move around like he had before and he hated being bedridden. I took advantage of his vulnerability by bossing him around and refusing him any alcohol while he was medicated. He tried to take advantage of my kindness by insisting that I needed to wash his dick.  
 
    No alcohol and no sex for Loco turned him into an even bigger baby. 
 
    The thought of his newly abstinent state caused me to grin. Twice now I'd walked into his room to find him getting a blowjob from one of the club girls. I'd run them off, not caring that Loco hadn't gotten his happy ending, threatening them with Demon if they didn't stay away until Loco was healed up and walking again. Oh, I knew a blowjob wouldn't hurt him, and would certainly have put him in a better mood, but I took my job as nurse seriously, and was thoroughly enjoying my power over him. 
 
    Maybe a little too much. 
 
    But it served Loco right for all the times that he’d flirted and made advances towards me when he knew that I wasn't interested. 
 
    "That for Loco?" 
 
    I turned to see Raven enter the kitchen. "Yup." I turned back to what I'd been doing. "Thought I'd treat him to something other than oatmeal this morning before he kills me." I giggled.  
 
    She stepped up to the coffee maker with a smile. "We have some of the toughest, fiercest men until they get sick or injured."  
 
    "Isn’t that the truth," JoJo said, entering the kitchen and overhearing Raven's comment. "We went to visit Chewy in the hospital and he was fighting with the nurses to get out of bed and out of there. Oz and Demon had to pin his ass down until they could give him a shot to calm him." She made a tsking sound as she fixed herself a cup of coffee. "Our men are so stubborn." 
 
    "And prideful," Raven added. 
 
    "Where's Samuel?"  
 
    "Sleeping in with his daddy," JoJo replied. "The little devil was up most of the night teething." She shot Raven a scowl when she laughed. "You just wait, honey. In fact, I'm surprised you're not already knocked up, the way these men can't keep their hands off us." 
 
    We all laughed over that.  
 
    "Good morning!" Ellie entered the kitchen looking happy and refreshed. She cast JoJo a look. "I see your little one is sleeping in this morning, too." 
 
    "Teething," was all JoJo said by way of explanation as to why she didn't have her son with her.  
 
    "Great. That means I can expect Izzy to start teething any time now." 
 
    "Any word on how much longer we'll be on lockdown?" I asked, changing the subject.  
 
    I was running out of excuses for my parents as to why Illuminations was closed, and now they were threatening to fly home well before the planned Thanksgiving weekend. I'd explained about the damage to the mall, leaving out the part about the bombing and opting instead for a story about old electrical wiring that had needed to be replaced, and then another story about the building needing to be inspected once Mr. Mackey returned home from a trip abroad. Then I'd had to brief Danny on what to say in case my parents called him. My main concern was to not cause them any unnecessary worry, and if I could handle it, I was going to handle it. 
 
    God, I'd hated lying to them, but they deserved to live a happy, carefree retirement, and I was not going to be the one to ruin it for them. 
 
    "No idea," Raven answered. "Hang in there, honey. This doesn't happen often." 
 
    "To tell you the truth, I'm not even sure why I'm here." The sudden silence in the room made me glance up to see three curious expressions directed my way. "LD didn't really give me a choice." 
 
    JoJo snorted, "Well, it's obvious to us."  
 
    "Oh, yeah? Other than the fact that LD is a bossy, moody, irritating, bossy—" 
 
    "You said bossy already," Ellie laughed. 
 
    "That's what makes our men so sexy and irresistible." 
 
    I couldn't argue with that. LD was very sexy and irresistible, even if he was cold and moody most of the time. I gave Raven a smirk. "He's not my man." Though I wished that he were. "I better get this food to Loco before it gets cold." 
 
    "That's what you think, girl," JoJo laughed as I left the kitchen.  
 
    It's what I knew. LD could not have made it clearer to me that he was not what I wanted in a man, that he would use me for as long as I would let him. Little did he know I had my own plans for him. He’d admitted that he'd been watching me and that he wanted me, so I couldn't understand what the problem was. Except that it was a problem for him.  
 
    My heart ached for the man who'd lost his wife and son the way that he had. How did you get over something like that? How did you move on with your life after that kind of tragedy? There had to be a way to make LD see that it was okay to let go, to move on, to find happiness with someone else. Surely his wife would have wanted that for him?  
 
    The clubhouse was still quiet as it was early morning. Few people were moving about. I made my way up the stairs to Loco's room and rapped my knuckles on the door before opening it. As my eyes fell on Loco, I came to a dead stop. He was lying spread eagle on his back, and Mitzi was positioned between his muscular thighs and sucking him off. I rolled my eyes at the lecherous grin he tossed my way, and made up my mind not to let the sight bother me. I closed the door and continued toward his bed, shaking my head with disgust. 
 
    "I couldn't take it any longer, honey. My balls were turning blue."  
 
    I rolled my eyes again.  
 
    Loco strained his head to see what was on the tray. "What's that? More oatmeal?" He made a face. "You're a mean nurse, Jolene." 
 
    I couldn't help it, I laughed as I set the tray down next to him on the bed, doing my best to ignore what was going on between his thighs. "It's bacon, eggs, toast, and coffee," I corrected him. "I'd tell you to eat it before it gets cold, but I can see that's not going to happen." 
 
    The slurpy sounds Mitzi was making as she sucked him off were loud, and I could tell that her moans were as fake as her boobs. I was glad that her mouth was covering his cock because I didn't want to see it. It was bad enough that Loco was completely naked and lifting his hips to her administrations, his hand clenched in her hair.  
 
    "God, I'm not going to be able to eat breakfast after this," I muttered. 
 
    Loco winked. "Could have been yours, baby, but you turned me down." 
 
    "Yes, well, I'll try to survive the loss," I smiled back. "I think I'll, um, give you two some privacy." 
 
    The words were barely out of my mouth when he threw back his head and groaned loudly. I quickly exited the room, ignoring the urge to cover my ears as I headed back to the stairs. After that little scene I decided that Loco was strong enough to take care of himself. I could find something else to do to keep busy.  
 
    As I was heading downstairs I caught sight of Danny. I hadn't seen him for a couple of weeks. Apparently LD had put him to work, which made me reason that if he could work for the Desert Rebels, he could work for our family business. He looked slightly tired in spite of his animated expression as he sat at a table eating breakfast with Annabelle. I wondered how Demon felt about the attention his sister was receiving as I made a beeline straight for them. 
 
    "Hey, Sis!" he exclaimed when he noticed me. 
 
    I pulled out a chair and sat. "Good morning," I smiled, including Annabelle in my greeting. I didn’t miss the pink coloring her cheeks. Had I interrupted something? My gaze shifted to Danny. "When did you get here?"  
 
    "'Bout fifteen minutes ago. Just dropping something off, won't be here long. LD is working me like a fucking dog." 
 
    Which meant that LD was holding Danny responsible for the trouble he'd caused. I smiled. "At least he's not trying to kill you," I pointed out jokingly. 
 
    He scoffed. "It's not like he paid off the Insane Boys, Jolene. I still owe them the money." 
 
    Instantly, anger at my brother's unappreciative attitude rose sharply to the surface. "Did you expect him to? You're so ungrateful, Danny! It's not LD's responsibility to take care of your stupid mistakes. He's offered to help you because of my association with the club." I was beginning to be sorry that I'd stopped to talk to him. "You owe LD for that help." I stood up. "I suggest that you grow up, Brother, and accept your responsibility in this, and maybe learn a lesson about betting money that you don't have." I watched Danny's face grow red with embarrassment, but I didn't care. What was it going to take to get him to see the error of his ways? 
 
    I could tell that he wanted to blast me, even though I knew that he knew that he was wrong. Annabelle's presence kept his lips tightly closed, but it didn't disguise the glaring anger in his eyes. When Danny was cornered with a truth that he couldn't deny, he liked to fight back. God knew that I didn't want to fight with him, but the whole situation with him, the business, the attack on me, and being on lockdown was getting to be too much. I was at the end of a short rope.  
 
    As I spun around to leave the table my eyes lit on Demon, and I realized that he'd overheard everything. He was sitting with Bobbie as they ate breakfast, the slight amusement on his face unexpected. He gave me a subtle nod, and I realized that it was his way of telling me he was pleased with the way that I'd handled Danny. I smiled in return before taking that first step. 
 
    "Sis?" 
 
    I paused and looked back, relieved to see the anger gone from Danny's face. 
 
    "You're right. I need to grow up, and I'm sorry I'm such a fuck up." 
 
    What? My heart seemed to stop at the sound of him taking responsibility for his actions, which had seemed to come out of nowhere. My eyes moved to where Annabelle sat with a soft look on her pretty face as she gazed at Danny with a look in her eyes that spoke volumes. What was happening here? Was she in love with my brother? Were they in love?  
 
    "I don't think you're a fuck up, Danny." I really didn't. "You've just made some really stupid decisions lately, decisions that have resulted in both of us getting hurt." Not to mention that he’d made decisions that could have landed him in prison, and still might.  
 
    He pressed his lips and nodded in agreement. I went to him and gave him a hug. "Find me before you leave to say goodbye, okay?" 
 
    "Sure will." 
 
    Had he heard me? His eyes were on Annabelle, who had yet to say a word. Smiling to myself, I turned away and headed out the door, deciding that a morning walk, even if it was only around the premises, would be good for me. If lockdown didn't end soon I'd have to make a decision. I appreciated the protection the club had offered me, but I had a life outside the club and needed to get back to it. We'd never closed Illuminations down for this long before, and my mind drifted to all of the invoices I had to fill, including a large one for the Desert Rebels. Plus, there were still many repairs that needed to get done in the store before we opened our doors again. 
 
    I had Teresa to think about, too. It helped that she'd been willing to take vacation time for the days she'd been unable to work, but I wouldn't blame her if she looked for another job. I'd already decided to give her a bonus when we opened up again. She'd worked for us for three years, and in that time had only missed two days of work when she'd caught the flu one winter, and she was a friend as much as an employee.  
 
    I found myself right outside the warehouse when my phone buzzed. I paused to lift it from my back pocket, a grin spreading across my face when Holly's name came over the screen.  
 
    "Hey, girl!" I answered enthusiastically. I spied an old wooden crate on the ground at the entranceway to the warehouse and plopped down onto it, leaning back against the building. "I haven't heard from you in a while, I was getting worried." 
 
    Her laughter came over the line. "I'm sorry, honey. Colds have been going around at the office, and we both came down with it at the same time." 
 
    I cringed. "That couldn't have been fun."  
 
    She snorted. "It took every ounce of energy I had just to keep us hydrated, medicated, and in bed." 
 
    "You sure it wasn't the flu?" 
 
    "Yep. My neighbor Alice drove us to the doctor, and he confirmed it. I wasn't taking any chances with an infant." 
 
    "Smart move," I agreed. "How you guys doing now?" The sound of sniffling came across the line every few seconds, suggesting that Holly was still getting over her cold. 
 
    "Much better. I missed way too much work. I could have probably gone back earlier, but there was no way I was going to leave Ava at the sitter’s." 
 
    "Probably a good decision. Babies need their moms when they're sick." 
 
    "So, what's going on there?" 
 
    Holly's tone revealed that she missed being here, and after all the time I'd been spending at the clubhouse I could understand why. I briefly explained what had been happening, leaving out the fact that Sax had gone nomad. Holly was still crazy in love with the biker, and talking about him usually saddened her. Unless she brought him up first, I wasn't going to volunteer any information. 
 
    "Oh, God, I knew all of them," she said in response to hearing about the people who had died in the attack at Grinders. I could hear the tears in her voice. "Sax? He's okay? Please tell me he's okay!" 
 
    "He's okay, honey." I hesitated before adding, "As far as anyone knows." 
 
    "What do you mean, ‘as far as anyone knows?’"  
 
    I could hear Ava stirring in the background. 
 
     "I didn't want to be the one to tell you, but he's gone nomad." 
 
    A long silence followed, and I could imagine all the things running through Holly's mind at the news that Sax was gone. "Oh, God, I hope this isn’t because of me. He loves that club. He always told me he'd never leave the Desert Rebels, not for anything. He didn't think club life was the kind of place to bring up a child, and that was one of the reasons that he was so adamant about us not having children." 
 
    It was also the reason that Holly had left. The sadness in her voice broke my heart. She hadn't wanted Sax to know about Ava, for many reasons--because of the rape, she wasn't even certain that Ava was his. Her situation was so complex. She'd left the area to have her baby with the intention of returning later, hoping that by then Sax had moved on so he wouldn't be bitter when he found out about the baby.  
 
    "Have you, um, told anyone about Ava?" Her tone was hesitant, as if she were afraid to ask. 
 
    "Of course not, honey!" I instantly recalled the odd conversation I'd had with Bobbie in the bathroom the night of the shooting. "I'd never betray your trust, but have you told anyone?" 
 
    "Only Bobbie, Raven, JoJo," She released a resigned sigh. "Yes, they all know about Ava now." 
 
     "Well none of them have mentioned to anyone that they know. You have a loyal support group in them." 
 
    "I know that, and I love all of them, too." She got quiet for a minute. "I'm so homesick, Jolene! I miss everyone terribly. Sometimes I wonder if I made a terrible mistake leaving. But…" Her voice broke. 
 
    I gave her a minute to pull herself together. I knew that leaving to have a baby hadn’t been easy for her. Hell, it wouldn’t have been for anyone. But to go off and do it all alone? That took guts, and had to have been a hard decision for Holly to make.  
 
    "Bailey's been hounding me to come back, too." 
 
    I'd met Bailey a few times. She was Holly's best friend, a mom of four and married to one hot biker named Moody. "We all want you to come home, Holly." I couldn't wait to meet little Ava, too. "Look, I don't know what you're waiting for, honey. Sax is gone, no one knows for how long. Once lockdown is over this might be the chance for you to come home and get your life back on track. You know you'll have plenty of help." 
 
    I heard her sigh again. "I know you're right. It's time I stop hiding. I can't change anything that's happened, but I do have some control over my future, and Ava's, and we need our family. It will help not having to worry about facing Sax until I'm ready." 
 
    "So when are you coming home?" I asked impatiently, smiling. "The girls and I can help you on this end." 
 
    Holly laughed. "I'll hold you to that. Give me a month or two to take care of things here, and I have to give notice at work." Ava began to cry in the background, a loud, ugly cry that suggested that she was pissed off at being ignored. "Got to go for now, but I'll keep in touch, honey." 
 
    "Okay, talk to you later." I ended the call with growing excitement. Holly was coming home! I couldn’t wait to tell the girls.  
 
    As I contemplated everything that she would need when she returned, a movement out of the corner of my eye drew my gaze downward.  I caught my breath at the biker boots that I saw half-sticking out of the doorway to the warehouse. As my gaze slowly traveled upwards, Cole's muscular frame came further into view when he took a step outside. How long had he been there?  
 
    He was sucking on the end of a toothpick. I watched him slowly remove it from between his lips, his eyes intent on me. 
 
    "You know where Holly is?" 
 
    Oh, boy. I could see that he was pissed, and it was obvious that if Raven had told him that she also knew where Holly was, he wouldn't be asking me.  
 
    "Um…" I managed to get to my feet, suddenly feeling guilty because I did know where Holly was and I wasn't going to tell him. I bought more time by brushing the imaginary dirt off the back of my pants, and then I looked Cole square in the eye. "You know where Sax is?" I bit my lip to keep from smiling. 
 
    He snorted. "We're not keeping Sax's whereabouts a secret, Jolene. But you know he left here because this situation with Holly was tearing him up inside." 
 
    "I feel sorry for both of them." It was all I could think of to say.  
 
    Cole released a deep sigh. "Look, we're not fools. We know you and some of the old ladies know where she is. You don't want to betray her. We get that. Just tell me that she's okay. Sax is crazy with worry." 
 
    "Is he out looking for her?" 
 
    "No," Cole grumbled. "He's out trying to figure out what the fuck he did to cause the woman he loves to just break it off with him and leave. They had their fights. Hell, we all have them. But something big must have happened for Holly to just walk away." 
 
    Yeah, something big, like being kidnapped and raped and then finding out you’re pregnant and you don’t know who the father is. The guilt returned, but I squashed it down. "She's okay," I murmured with relief. I could at least give him that much. 
 
    He nodded, a satisfied look spreading across his handsome face. "Good." He put the toothpick back into his mouth. "Sounds like we got company coming." 
 
    He took a few steps in the direction of the gate, and that's when I heard the sound of motorcycles approaching the clubhouse.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 23 
 
      
 
    LD 
 
      
 
    Riding through the gates of the clubhouse felt like coming home. For a brief moment I found myself wishing that things were back to the way they'd been, before Demon had made me president of the new chapter, and that I was returning home from a run. Two months had gone by, and we'd already had to deal with more shit than we wanted to deal with in a lifetime. Thank fuck we had the numbers to take care of business.  
 
    We'd eliminated half of IBMC in one hit. The Vegas Watchdogs had given us intel that they were going to meet up with a gunrunner at an abandoned warehouse. VWs gave us the where and the when. We’d gotten there early, had convinced the gunrunner to get lost by greasing his palm, and then laid in wait for the IBMC to show up. By the time the fuckers had realized that it was a setup we'd had them trapped. They hadn't even had time to draw their weapons. We’d made sure they were good and dead, and then left them where they'd fallen. 
 
     My brothers and I had left there feeling on top of the fucking world. We hadn't taken Dogface out, but we'd got his fucking VP.  
 
    Every time I thought about the brothers and old ladies that we'd buried I lost my fucking mind. Hock and Chewy were still in the hospital, but making progress every day. Hock was in the worst shape, but at least it looked like he was going to make it. Sam was laid up at home with a busted leg, the bone shattered by a bullet and then put back together by a surgeon. He'd have a limp for the rest of his life, but it wouldn't keep him from riding. Torch and Gummy were good with a couple of new scars, and were riding with me today. Gummy's old lady, Debbie, had been left with a bullet scar to her arm but she'd recovered and that was what mattered. Hannah and Ruby were good, too.  
 
    The three of us pulled to a stop in front of the clubhouse door. Torch and Gummy got off their bikes and headed inside for a drink. I saw Cole headed my way and sat back, waiting for him as he walked in my direction.  
 
    "Wasn't expecting to see you today, Brother." Cole came to a stop a few feet away from me. 
 
    "Need Oz to look over the papers for the purchase of the new clubhouse."  
 
    "Not ready to trust Blade yet?" 
 
    I shrugged. "You know how it is, man. Haven't worked with Blade long enough to trust his judgment. Figured a second opinion wouldn't hurt. Oz has never steered us wrong." 
 
    "Could have just sent the papers with Danny and saved you a trip," Cole pointed out with a knowing gleam in his eyes. 
 
    I nodded, not about to admit that there was a certain Southern blond with curves for days that I wanted to see. Fuck that. I wanted to devour her. If Cole was stupid enough to say anything, I was going to pound his ass into the dirt. "Yeah, could have." I nodded towards the van by the warehouse. "Danny get it unloaded?"  
 
    "Yeah, when he first came in." His smirk was crooked. "Think he and Annabelle have something going on." 
 
    That was bad news. If Demon got wind of it, Danny wouldn't have to worry about paying back anyone anymore. "Up to Demon to set him straight."  
 
    The door opened and Demon stepped outside. Surprise at seeing me registered on his face. "Hey, Brother, what brings you all the way out here?" 
 
    "Oz," I said. "Need him to look over something."  
 
    Demon acknowledged with a nod. "He's in his office. You stayin' awhile, or heading right back?" 
 
    "Still got my old room?" 
 
    Demon nodded. "Yep." 
 
    "Might stay then. We should probably talk about shit, too." 
 
    His brows lifted high on his forehead. "You think it's safe to lift lockdown?" 
 
    "Fuck, I'm all for that," Cole said enthusiastically. "Be nice to get rid of some of these rug rats and have a quiet clubhouse again. Can't hear myself think with them running all over the place." 
 
    Even now the sound of screaming and laughing children carried from the back of the clubhouse where the playground was located. 
 
    "Soon. The IBMC are unorganized and running scared. Dogface has eluded us, but his officers weren't so lucky." 
 
    "You get rid of enough of them, the rest will scatter," Demon said, a pleased look on his face. "The FBI still looking at them for the bombing?" 
 
    I gave him a smirk. "They made the connection between Danny and the IBMC. Have ruled the bombing as a personal vendetta." 
 
    Cole sniggered. "That'd be a slam dunk case to the Feds." 
 
    "Only they can't get their hands on any of the IBMC because what's left of the club is hiding from us." 
 
    Demon laughed. "They question Danny?" 
 
     I nodded. "Admitted he owed the club money, solidifying the possibility that this was a scare tactic to get him to pay up. Takes the heat off Danny's back." 
 
    "What are you going to do with that fuck up? He owes you now." There was amusement in Cole's eyes.  
 
    "I put him to work doing some of the grunt work. He owed thirty grand," I sniggered. "Going to take a lot longer to pay the club back, with interest and everything." At that moment Jolene came around the corner of the building, looking fine in too-tight clothes that showed off her assets. The image of her brought back the feel of her tits in my hands. "Maybe I'll take some of his payment out on his sister's sweet ass." 
 
    I’m not sure what made me say it, but Cole and Demon's rough snorts revealed that they knew exactly what was on my mind. I didn't give a fuck. I needed the woman again. Badly. Jolene glanced up, and I swear her steps faltered when our eyes locked. A light blush covered her cheeks, her luscious lips parting. She wasn't even trying to hide her reaction to me. Her hair was pulled up into a messy bun, strands hanging around her slim neck, and I imagined pulling out the clip and burying my fingers in all that silky softness. The smile spreading across her features was dazzling and spontaneous. 
 
    Jesus, I was sitting there on my bike getting a boner. The sight of her and a little imagination, and suddenly I was hard as a rock and uncomfortable against the seat. I wanted to do things to her, filthy things that I hadn't thought about in a long time. For the first time since Caroline I wanted to take my time with a woman. Wanted to look into her eyes as I fucked her, and watch her come apart in the seconds of release when she couldn't hide her reaction, the feelings too intense, the pleasure taking control of her body.  I wanted to see her come undone.  
 
    Hell, I wanted to hear her scream my name. 
 
    "Brother, what the fuck you waiting for?" Demon asked, pulling my attention back to him. "It's clear what you want. Judging from her reaction, I'd say she wants the same thing." 
 
    I stared at Prez, remembering how resistant he’d been to Bobbie in the beginning. She'd come to the clubhouse as a club girl, and he'd fucked every woman in sight but her to prove to himself that he didn't want her. All it had done was drive her away, but he'd been lucky--he'd received his second when fate threw them back together.  
 
    "Hey, sugar!" 
 
    I was certain she'd been heading for the front door but at the last minute pivoted in our direction. There was warmth in her eyes, and the welcome in her voice was sincere and more than I deserved. All I'd done was use her.  
 
    I muttered a low response that made my brothers lift their brows.  
 
    "You here to tell me I can finally go home?" she teased in that sexy drawl. 
 
    My eyes followed her tongue as it glided across her upper lip. I clenched my teeth as fucking arousal burned through my blood. "We'll talk later," I said in a dismissive tone. I knew I was being an ass, but I didn't like the feelings that Jolene was awakening in me. I didn't like wanting her. 
 
    "Am I interrupting something?" she asked sweetly, her gaze darting to Cole and Demon before coming back to me. She met my glare with an unwavering sparkle in her eyes. "I'm sorry, sugar, you know where to find me when you want me." She turned and sashayed off. 
 
    When I wanted her, not when I needed her. She was testing me. My brothers laughed at her departing back while I sucked in air, hoping for composure. Keeping my eyes trained on that delectable ass in those tight jeans she was wearing didn't help temper my libido. I knew why I'd made the trip there. Jolene knew why. So who was stopping me? 
 
    My fucking brothers, that's who, and the knowing smirks on their faces that said that they knew exactly what I was going through. They should know. They hadn't had an easy time with their women in the beginning. I almost made the decision to start my bike and ride the hell out of there, but I wouldn’t do that before I had the chance to appease the ache in my balls. It was the reason I'd come there in the first place.  
 
    Could I do it--go into the clubhouse and grab Lulu for relief? 
 
    Prove to Jolene that no matter how sexy and captivating she was, any woman could take her place on my dick?  
 
    Did I want to wipe that beautiful smile off her face, watch the teasing light in her eyes dim? 
 
    "You are so fucked, Brother," Cole laughed. "Know what you’re feeling right now." 
 
    Demon slapped me on the shoulder. "Might as well give in, Brother. Why waste time when you can be fucking a prime piece of ass right now?" 
 
    I growled, giving them each a glare. "You're both fucking assholes."  
 
    They threw back their heads and laughed harder. 
 
    I wanted Jolene for more than just a fuck, and that was what scared me. I brought my leg over my bike and climbed off, pausing long enough to stretch. "When do you want to talk?" 
 
    "You can fill me in later. Cole and I have business in Boulder City and should be back around dinner." 
 
    I gave a nod and headed inside, unconsciously seeking Jolene out as I headed straight to the bar. It was strangely quiet considering all the people in the room. A cluster of kids were sitting in a circle watching some Disney movie on TV, women I assumed were their mothers watching over them. Some of the tables were occupied by brothers and families eating breakfast or just shooting the breeze. Club girls were there, looking out of place in too many clothes. Pretty fucking tame for an MC clubhouse. 
 
    The presence of all the families brought to mind the fact that we were on fucking lockdown. These were my brothers' women and children. They belonged in Vegas. Christ, it was going to feel good when we could lift lockdown and get on with building our chapter up in the new clubhouse. We'd wiped out enough IBMC, but with Dogface still out there, an obvious threat remained. We had to fucking find him. 
 
    "Whiskey, Brother?"  
 
    Spider was a new prospect and obviously a quick learner if he remembered my choice of alcohol. He'd only served me one other time. I gave him a sharp nod, searching the room as he poured. No Jolene, but noise coming from the kitchen revealed that I might find her there. First, I had business to take care of. 
 
    "Oz in yet?" I asked, taking the glass from Spider. I knew that I could just check his office, but he didn't always make it to the clubhouse, preferring to work from home now, especially since his son had arrived. 
 
    "Yeah, he's in the back." 
 
    Taking my glass, I headed back there. Oz worked with the office door closed. He didn't like being snuck up on, and with the kind of shit he took care of for the club, he didn't want to take the chance that the wrong eyes could see his work. I gave his door a sharp rap and waited for his response. 
 
    "It's open!" 
 
    "Hey, Brother." 
 
    He swung his chair around. "LD, wasn't expecting you today." 
 
    I'd called him and asked him to look over the contract but hadn't mentioned a particular day. "Last minute decision." I reached inside my cut and pulled out the rolled up contract I'd tucked into one of the pockets. "You look like hell, Brother." The bags under his eyes had bags. 
 
    Oz smirked at the wrinkled, rolled up papers I handed him. "I've got a teething son at home that's been keeping us up most of the night." His smile revealed that he didn't mind, though. "How much time do I have to look this over?" 
 
    "Till morning." 
 
    He nodded. "No problem. How's shit going with the IBMC?"  
 
    "Fuckers are getting harder to get to now they figured out we're the ones causing them so much grief." I smirked with self-satisfaction. "Feds are looking at them for the bombing at the mall, too." 
 
    "Every one of them deserves to die for what they did." 
 
    "And they will, Brother." 
 
    "Think we'll still be on lockdown on Thanksgiving?" 
 
    That was two weeks away. I never looked forward to the holidays, but I knew that my brothers with families did. Usually around that time of year I stayed away from the clubhouse because of all the festive shit the old ladies planed. Most years I'd gone on a ride, but then I'd purchased a house off the beaten path off of US 66, known to old timers as Route 66, on the Arizona side. I'd found the old abandoned house purely by luck one year and had Oz look into it for me. Purchased it with the intention of making it livable again. So far I'd only remodeled the kitchen, one bedroom, and the connecting bath. 
 
    Fuck knew if I'd ever get around to finishing it, but it was a good place to go when I needed to get away. It wasn't too far from Vegas either, which worked out better for me now that I was living there. 
 
    "Hope so, Brother," I finally said, aware that Oz was waiting for my reply. Christ, I hoped so. "I'll check back with you later." 
 
    I stepped out into the hallway and headed back to the main room with one thought on my mind--to find Jolene and drag her ass to my room. I had a month of pent-up stress to fuck out of my system, and I'd turned down every fucking woman who'd offered her pussy to me because my dick only wanted one pussy now, and that was hers. I'd gone longer than a month before, but since I’d fucked Jolene my dick was hungry for her all the fucking time. I'd rubbed a few off in the shower, come so fucking hard I thought my head was going to explode, but the relief had only been short-lived, and not nearly as satisfying as the real thing. 
 
    My eyes scanned the room, taking in everything all at once and not finding the woman I wanted. When my gaze came to the club sluts sitting at a table together, I couldn't help but smirk. I couldn't recall the last time I'd seen them wearing so many clothes. Lulu glanced over, caught my eye, but it was Cherry who got up and began to sashay her ass my way. She'd misinterpreted my look. Lulu reached out for her arm in an effort to stop her, saying a few rushed words, but Cherry shook her off and plastered a smile on her face. Shit.  
 
    "Baby, I haven't seen you in a while," she said softly, a cunning gleam in her slightly-glazed eyes. "You look tired."  I was tired. "Why don't you let me work out some of the stress? You might like a change." Her look was suggestive and her meaning was clear—she would be a change from Lulu.  
 
    I hadn't fucked Cherry in a year, and she knew better than to approach me in the way she did my brothers, which was why she wasn't already wrapped around me. I'd warned her the last time she'd done that shit. My brothers didn't mind the girls walking up to them and getting all touchy-feely, but I'd grown indifferent to it, especially when I knew they were putting on a fucking show because that was what was expected of them. Lulu had learned early on not to come to me unless I gave her the eye. The others, Mitzi and Tamara, had kept their distance because my darkness frightened them. 
 
    Last time Cherry had tried to get close, Jolene had been there, and I'd let her run her hands all over me to send a message to Jolene, before growling to Cherry to get lost. So I was a little pissed that she was approaching me now. These girls liked to walk on the wild side, liked the bragging rights that came with fucking all the brothers, and it became a game to them to use sex to get what they wanted. It suddenly occurred to me why she was coming on to me so suddenly--I was the president of the new Desert Rebels chapter, and some of the whores thought that snagging a night in the president's bed would raise their status in the eyes of their peers.   
 
    "What the fuck you doing, Cherry?" Her eyes grew big and there was an instant where I recognized the fear in them before she quickly pulled herself together.  
 
    "What I'm supposed to do, honey. I can tell you're all wound up, and I remember how you like it. Let me give you relief."  
 
    I raised a brow and glared down at her. I wasn't interested. My dick wasn't interested. When I didn't push her away right away, she took that as a green light to continue touching me. But it was when her hand moved south that I grabbed her around the wrist and stopped her, maybe a little too roughly, if her gasp was any indication.  
 
    I didn't give a fuck.  
 
    Jolene had just walked into the room, and, seeing what was going on between Cherry and me, had halted abruptly. Our eyes clashed. I threw Cherry's hand at her and pivoted toward Jolene. Had to give her credit for standing her ground. I couldn't tell what she was feeling, but I sure as shit knew what I was feeling, and I knew there was only one thing that was going to feed the monster inside me. I needed her.  
 
    I didn't pull my gaze away from hers as I stopped directly in front of her. I nodded in the direction that I wanted her to go and fell in behind her when she took off. From there I guided her up the stairs and to my room. Once inside, I locked the door. Jolene went as far as the bed before turning around to face me. Movement drew my eyes to her full lips, and I watched the tip of her tongue come out to wet them. Goddamn if that tiny action didn't set my fucking blood on fire. I reached up and slipped my cut off. 
 
    "I'm going to grab a shower."  
 
    Her violet eyes followed the movement of my hands as I gripped the hem of my t-shirt and pulled it up and over my head.  
 
    "When I come out, I want you naked and on the bed." My tone booked no argument.  
 
    Her eyes moved over my ripped torso, and I knew what she was looking at with such appreciation. I took care of myself. A flicker of heat flashed in her eyes. She caught her breath. Her cheeks flooded with color and her nipples tightened into little rosebuds when my hands dropped to my belt. There was no way she could miss the way my dick was pushing against my zipper--the monster inside me wanting to get out. 
 
    "Any questions?"  
 
    She shook her head. I could see the tiny flutter of her pulse in her neck.  
 
    Good. I turned and disappeared into the bathroom.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 24 
 
      
 
    Jolene 
 
      
 
    Anticipation heightened my senses. I could barely breathe, sensing that this was a turning point in our relationship. Because we were in a relationship, unusual as it was, whether LD wanted to admit it or not. We were drawn to one another. LD wanted me, but it was clear that he wasn't going to go down easily. The thought brought a smile to my face as I listened to the shower running. I knew that winning the stubborn outlaw over wasn't going to be easy, and his gruff demand had just made things interesting. 
 
    I quickly stripped out of my clothes and pulled back the covers on LD’s bed. Thank God. I knew clean sheets when I saw them. I climbed onto the bed and lay down, yanking the sheet up over my body before reconsidering and pushing it off again. LD had ordered me to be naked, and naked it would be. The water turned off in the bathroom, and my breathing picked up, my heart pounding as I waited. When LD filled the doorway of the bathroom, everything in me stilled. 
 
    The man took my breath away. He was built like a beast. Not an ounce of fat on him anywhere. Magnificent in an unconventional way. Raw. Powerful. Everything about him was polished steel poured over hard-toned muscle. I ate him up with my eyes. The defined pecs and washboard abs, the bulging biceps and the full blue veins running the length of his arms. All of that goodness led my eyes to the defined V muscle that narrowed down to his very large cock, a muscle that was even now extended to its full capacity between thick, muscular thighs and long legs. 
 
    While I scoped out his godly beauty he was doing the same to me, and everywhere his hard eyes touched my body tingled and came to life. I could feel the wetness gather between my legs, feel my clit swell and pulse with arousal. I was suddenly glad that I'd shaved the day before, leaving my pussy clean and pink for LD. The flare in his eyes indicated that he was pleased with what he was looking at. I couldn't resist the urge to touch myself. I had to, I was so turned on, and it was when my fingers slipped between my folds that he finally moved. 
 
    Fast, and with purpose. 
 
    I gasped with surprise when LD grabbed my ankles and then yanked my body down the bed until my legs dangled over the side. Before I could catch my breath he parted my legs and moved between them, and then he was devouring my pussy like a starving man, using his mouth and tongue like a wondrous weapon of soft torture meant to give only pleasure. Moans escaped me with the feel of his warm tongue burrowing deep inside me. 
 
    "Oh, fuck!" I cried out, bowing my body sharply beneath his attacking mouth. My hands moved to his head as I held him tightly against me. I hadn't been expecting this from LD, none of it, and I was lost in the sharp arousal moving through every molecule of my body. "LD!" I whimpered, realizing how quickly my orgasm was approaching, so fast it was frightening. 
 
    He pulled away from my pussy only long enough to arrange my legs over his shoulders, and then he dived right back in again, growling and grunting as he ate me out. He swiped his tongue through my folds several times before using it to manipulate my clit with a precision that left me a quivering mass beneath him. I clenched my hands into the sheet beneath my hands, raising my hips as I strained to reach the pinnacle of pleasure that would rock my world. 
 
    "Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!" I chanted breathlessly every time his tongue speared into my body. "Please!" I moaned. As good as this felt, I wanted his cock inside me. "Fuck me, LD!" 
 
    His grunt vibrated against my pulsing clit. "Come on my tongue first," he ordered in the rasp that turned me on so much. "I'm fucking hungry." 
 
    Oh, shit! His words caused a jolt of pleasure to shoot through me. I began to move my hips faster to match my breathing. LD's hands slipped beneath my bottom to hold me firmly in place. As my orgasm hit, I clamped my thighs together, losing complete control. I moaned and cried out, convulsing wildly against his mouth as he tongue fucked me through one of the most intense orgasms I'd ever had. 
 
    I was panting uncontrollably by the time LD pulled his mouth away from my pussy. But do you think the man gave me time to come down? Hell, no. Another move that I hadn't expected caused me to scream in earth-shattering pleasure. LD's hands, still clenching my ass, jerked me sharply toward him, impaling me on his long, thick cock with a savage groan. This was a new position for us, and my eyes rolled as I threw my head back marveling at how exquisitely full I felt. 
 
    "Son-of-a-bitch, you're tight," he snarled, thrusting like a mad man. 
 
    I looked up at him, my body bouncing wildly from his thrusts. His expression was taut, raw, nostrils flared with arousal, his jaw clenched. The fire in his eyes scorched me, but I welcomed it, welcomed the intensity of emotion surging through me. There was no way of guessing what LD was feeling, he wasn't like most men, but something inside me told me that this was affecting him in a profound way.  
 
    Maybe in a way he didn't like. 
 
    My eyes went to where our bodies were joined, taking in the glistening wetness. He was so big, and yet my body accepted him without a problem, closing around his girth and sucking him in every time he breached it.  
 
    "Watch my dick fuck you," LD growled. "Watch how your greedy little cunt sucks me right in." He did something with his hips that caused his cock to bump against my upper walls, right where my G-spot was located. "You want this." 
 
    "Yes!" I hissed.  
 
    "Your pussy was made for me." 
 
    "Yes!" I agreed. 
 
    "No one else, Jolene," he grunted still pounding into me. "No one else fucks you." 
 
    I didn't want anyone else to. 
 
    "No one else, LD."  
 
    Words said in the heat of the moment. 
 
    His hands went to my bouncing breasts, taking one in each hand and giving it a squeeze. 
 
    "These tits are mine." 
 
    "Yes!" 
 
    He pinched the nipples, drawing a cry from me, and then he leaned down and lavished them with attention until the burn turned to tingling pleasure. As I lay moaning and twisting beneath him, arching my lower body onto his plunging cock, I felt fingers searching for and finding my clit.  
 
    "Fucking come on my dick," LD demanded, his open mouth running over my breasts so that I could feel his tongue and teeth on my flesh. The sting left behind was a surprising mixture of pain and pleasure. 
 
    It didn't take long for his fingers to drag an orgasm from me, one that was just as powerful as the last had been. I cried out, clamping down on the hard flesh trapped inside my body, which must have been what set LD off. His thrusts became faster and stronger, his breathing ragged against my extended nipples. He fucked me through my orgasm and then with a grunt and a groan, he spilled inside me. Liquid fire, the heat and copious amount of cum filling me.  
 
    After a moment, LD straightened, but he didn't pull out of my body. Our eyes clung, and I wondered what he was thinking. The savageness of his expression had smoothed over, but there was still arousal in his dark eyes. A whimper escaped me when his semi-hard cock twitched inside me. I glanced down, seeing how much cum had escaped my body. The sight was erotic and renewed my arousal, even as it worried me that we hadn't used protection again and I was unsure of LD's sexual habits. I knew the men in the club were horny, sexual beasts, and that the ones who were unattached fucked anyone, and often. 
 
    I felt the need to protect myself. "When's the last time you were with a woman, LD?" I squeezed my muscles, satisfied when he shuddered. I smiled at the power that I had to make a man like him show even a second of weakness. 
 
    "When's the last time I fucked you?" he rasped. 
 
    "You know what I mean." 
 
    "Get to the point, woman." 
 
    Impatience was sexy on LD. 
 
    "If no one fucks me but you, I want the same privilege, sugar."  
 
    He didn't freeze as I had expected him to, didn't get all growly and pissed off. Just pinned those hard, intense eyes on me in a way that caused my core to clench with renewed arousal. Jesus, this man was going to ruin me.  
 
    "Done. But don't let it go to your head. This is just a temporary addiction." 
 
    Wow. He felt exactly as I did, although this addiction wasn't temporary for me, and I suspected that it wasn't temporary for LD, either. Why else would he have agreed to my terms? ‘Course, there was no way for me to know if he kept to them, he was away often. But something told me he was an honest man and that I could trust him.  
 
    I did trust him.  
 
    He'd already done a lot for me in the name of the club, the most significant of which had been to protect Danny. It hadn’t been mentioned, but I had the feeling that the Desert Rebels’ trouble with the Insane Boys stemmed from the fact that Danny owed them money.  
 
    My eyes rounded when I felt LD's cock getting harder. Apparently the man didn't need much downtime. He bumped me sharply with his hips, moving his hands to my hips. "Scoot up." 
 
    How he remained attached to my body was surprising, but he timed his movements with mine. Once my head was on the pillow he lowered himself fully against me. I'd never given much thought to the feel of a man's weight on me, but with LD, I liked it, a lot--all those hard muscles cushioned against my soft parts, his arms on either side of my head, our eyes locked and full of smoldering content. 
 
    "You ever going to kiss me, sugar?" God, I wanted him to. 
 
    "Someday," he said. "Maybe." 
 
    Ugh! I wondered what was holding him back. I licked my lips, imaging the feel and taste of his against them. But then everything went out of my head when he began to move his hips, slowly at first, drawing out the long, delicious glide of his cock as he withdrew and then reentered my body. I punished his decision for holding out in the kissing department by squeezing my muscles around him as hard as I could, literally holding him captive. 
 
    "Fuck." He let out a harsh breath and lowered his head to the crook of my neck. He pulled out and slammed back in. I moaned at the sting of his rough thrust, clenching my nails into the flesh of his shoulders. I could do rough, too. His movements picked up speed, his breathing turned choppy and harsh. "Going to be a quick fuck," he warned. 
 
    That was fine by me. Whimpers escaped me as his hands roamed up and down my body, coming to rest on my breasts, and then his mouth was on them, kissing, nibbling, and tonguing them until they were wet and swollen, my nipples so inflated and hard that they hurt. LD took one between his teeth and applied just the right amount of sting to make it feel good. 
 
    "Fuck, LD, your cock feels good inside me!" I rushed out between his thrusts. He growled, picking up speed. As his hard flesh glided down my clit and hit my G-spot, I arched wildly beneath him. "LD!" 
 
    "Come, baby," was all he said around a nipple.  
 
    Jesus, I was going to explode! When my orgasm hit I blacked out for a second, the pleasure shooting through me as my body convulsed in waves too much for my senses to handle. I screamed and raked my nails down his muscular back, reveling in the flexing of his muscles and his animalistic grunts as I rode out my release. 
 
    "Oh, fuck!" LD swore, finding his own violent release. I felt every ripple inside me, every time his cock swelled and squirted. The smell of sex surrounded us in a heavy cloud. "Aaaggh!" he sounded out, collapsing against me.  
 
    His weight, the feel of his hot breath against my neck, the joined pounding of our hearts, was comforting somehow. As we each struggled to control our breathing, I closed my eyes, basking in the sexual fog that followed. Eventually the exhaustion and calm slowly claimed me and I drifted off, more content then I could ever remember being in my life.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 25 
 
      
 
    LD 
 
      
 
      
 
    God damn. As soon as I opened my eyes, I realized what I'd done--fallen asleep after fucking Jolene, and judging from the sound of her breathing, she'd done the same. I tamped down the urge to jackknife up out of bed because I didn't want to disturb her. I also didn't want her to think that my falling asleep had meant anything. It had simply been the natural outcome of fucking her until we'd both become exhausted. I couldn't recall the last time I'd gone at a woman the way that I'd gone after her, and I blamed it on my recent abstinence and the amount of stress I’d been under lately. 
 
    Ultimately, the truth of what I'd done hit me--I'd eaten out her sweet pussy until the scent and taste of her was so engrained in my fucking blood that I knew I’d never get it out. 
 
    I'd gotten drunk on her. 
 
    I'd fucked facing her, something I never did. 
 
    Except with Caroline. 
 
    I blamed my slip up on how badly I'd needed her, and after I’d stepped into the doorway and had seen her so deliciously splayed out on the bed, naked, just as I'd demanded, I'd lost fucking control. I'd devoured her full curves with my eyes, graceful curves that made a man's palms itch. I’d devoured the fullness of her tits as they’d quivered with her breaths, the way her belly had moved up and down, and the beauty of her shaved pussy, looking all pink and swollen. Jolene had the kind of body made for a beast like me, and she'd proven she could take my roughness with the hard pounding I'd put her through.  
 
    I knew she'd have bruises.  
 
    I knew there'd be proof left behind by my teeth. 
 
    I hadn't gone unscathed either. I could feel every raw sting her nails had left behind on my back as she'd clawed at me in pleasure. Just thinking about her wild passion was making me hard again. I clenched my teeth and glanced down my body. I was on my back; Jolene's head against my shoulder, her arm across my chest, and her leg half on top of mine. My dick was rising like a serpent against her thigh.  
 
    I'd crossed a fucking line with Jolene, a line that I couldn't erase. I knew that I should have kept things simple and cold. Fuck, I should have just ignored her pull and kept my fucking dick in my pants. Couldn’t go back now. I refused to call what we were doing a relationship, but it was something. I should never have agreed to be exclusive with her. Being exclusive with a woman gave her all kinds of notions. The only thing that eased my doubts was that Jolene wasn't naive. She was young, though, far too young for me to be messing with. 
 
    She stirred slightly, her leg shifting against me. A low moan sounded, and I looked down and saw her looking up at me with a soft smile on her face. I wished I could reciprocate, but that wasn't me. I didn't get all soft and mushy after sex, and I certainly didn't do this cuddling shit. No, I usually zipped up my pants and left. She raised her hand, and I was surprised that I didn't stop her from touching the side of my unsmiling face. 
 
    "So hard," she murmured, her eyes roaming over my features. "What makes you so hard?" 
 
    The answer was easy. "Life." 
 
    "Do you ever let anyone in?" The softer her tone, the more pronounced her Southern accent seemed. 
 
    "Once." I clenched my teeth. 
 
    "Caroline and Johnny?" 
 
    There was no hesitation in her tone, and I regretted having told Jolene about my family. The way I saw it, I could do one of two things to halt where this conversation was heading--I could leave, or I could fuck her again. Since my dick was hard and weeping cum at her closeness, and I'd never been a glutton for punishment, I decided to fuck her. 
 
    When I moved it was fast and with purpose, causing Jolene's eyes to widen and a sharp gasp to leave her lips. I pulled her on top of me, my hands gripping her waist maybe a little too roughly, but with the way I was feeling, I didn't care. She should have been used to my roughness by now. Once her wet pussy brushed over the head of my dick I went a little wild. I didn't give her a choice. I lined her cunt up with the head of my dick and pulled her down over me, groaning with pleasure as her warm, wet body swallowed me like a tight sheath. 
 
    "Oh, God," Jolene whimpered, closing her eyes. "I'm never going to get enough of you."  
 
    Words said in the heat of the moment.  
 
    Had she meant to say them out loud? My hands moved to her hips and I began to rock her on my dick. "Fucking hell," I snarled as she clenched her muscles tightly around me. "My dick is drowning in your juices, baby."  
 
    "Our juices," she corrected softly, giving a little shudder. "Feels so good, LD." 
 
    Yes, it did. And if I wasn't careful, I might end up uttering words that I didn't want her to hear. I let her take over; lifting my hips every time she dropped back down onto my dick. Her bouncing tits caught my eye, and I grabbed one in each hand, squeezing the luscious mounds until they were swollen and wearing my handprints. I flicked her nipples, remembering how tasty they were, and brought her down to meet my mouth. 
 
    Moans, whimpers, and gasps escaped Jolene's mouth as I licked, sucked, and bit at her flesh. As she clamped down on my dick I groaned in response, my gut clenching with my imminent release. The sharp spike of pleasure prompted me to take control of Jolene's movements. I grasped her hips and began to fuck her like a wild man. She felt so fucking good and tight. The room filled with the sounds of our wet bodies smacking together and the scent of sex.  
 
    Jolene was already coming undone. I recognized the powerful tightening of her body, the flood of cream surrounding my pounding dick, and then her uncontrolled convulsions. Her scream of pleasure, coupled with the throwing back of her head and the arch of her body, was the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen. With a grunt I orgasmed with the force of a geyser, filling her with my hot seed.  
 
    Holy hell! My heart was going to pound right out of my fucking chest, and I couldn't catch my breath. We were breathing fast and heavy, our pelvises grinding with the need to prolong the pleasure for as long possible. Sweat covered us. My dick was still shooting the occasional spurt of cum when Jolene sat up straight and stared down at me with half-dazed eyes and a flushed softness. 
 
    I'd already broken one rule with her, what the hell difference did another make? I reached up and wrapped my hand around the back of her neck. Then, not giving myself enough time to think about what I was doing or change my mind, I pulled her down to me. But she knew! Her lips parted as if in anticipation, and I took her mouth roughly for a long, deep kiss. Once contact was made, I gave in to the burning hunger that I had to know what kissing her would be like, demanding and taking everything from her.  
 
    It was more than a kiss, and there was nothing simple about it. 
 
    She willingly opened her mouth to me, and when our tongues tangled I didn't give a fuck if I ever came up for air. We both sounded out the pleasure of discovering what our mouths tasted like for the first time, learning quickly how it worked. My hardness to her softness. The taste of coffee and mint, and something more profound. Raw, uncontrolled lust. In a heartbeat I discovered that I liked kissing this woman. I liked the warmth and generosity of her mouth, and most of all I liked biting those full lips until Jolene whimpered and begged for more. 
 
    She attacked my mouth with just as much vigor, meeting my tongue thrust for thrust, bite for bite, until we gradually wound down to a leisurely back and forth. I ended it with a tug of that lush bottom lip, and then finally let her go, panting harshly and wondering what the fuck I'd just done. Violet eyes dazed in a post-fuck cloud were difficult to pull away from, but I did it by closing my eyes and sinking further into the pillow.  
 
    I was fucked, because in that instant I realized that this was something that I’d swore I would never have with another woman. 
 
    It scared the hell out of me. 
 
    And self-preservation kicked in. 
 
    "A few more fucks like that and I'll have you out of my system." I was lying, but I had to say something that reminded Jolene that we weren't going to be long-term. I stared up at her, our bodies still connected. An emotion flickered across her face. Pain, disappointment? I wasn't sure. She was quick to replace it. 
 
    "Who are you trying to convince, LD?" 
 
    "Just keeping it real, baby." 
 
    "Don't worry about me, sugar. It'd take a lot more then great sex to make me fall for a man. And you've made what this is very clear from the very beginning. But I have needs just like anyone else. Who knows? I may move on first." 
 
    I didn't like what she was saying one fucking bit, and I didn't like the secretive little smile playing on her swollen mouth. That look worried me, because it was scheming and slightly challenging.  
 
    "I'll let you know when I'm done," Jolene went on to say, shocking me even further. "But until then I'll take advantage of this situation between us." She ran her hands up and down my abs and chest.  
 
    I smirked at her attempt to come off like she was the one in charge of what we were doing, while enjoying her caresses and the view of her perfect tits.  
 
    "You be sure and do that," I snorted. "Until then, you're mine." I quickly brushed away the thought of her with another man that her words had brought forth. By the time I was done with Jolene, she would be ruined for any other man. Fuck, that could easily go both ways.  
 
    "All yours," she agreed huskily, rocking her hips against me.  
 
    She made it hard to concentrate or think about anything else but the feel of her soft curves against me. If I didn't get out of the bed soon I would keep her in it until morning, but Demon and I needed to talk. The club was more important than my needs to fuck Jolene out of my system. I gave her a little bump and easily guided her off to the side of me so I could get up. As I sat and swung my feet to the floor, I glanced back and saw that she'd rolled onto her back and was pulling the edge of the covers over her. 
 
    "I need to go home and return to work, LD, before my parents come home for Thanksgiving. They're threatening to come early, and if they do, they're going to find out that Danny and I have been lying to them about the store."  
 
    I got to my feet and moved to the dresser for a clean pair of pants. "You don't have to worry about the store," I said, slipping into a pair of old, and faded jeans. I turned her way as I did up the zipper and snap. "All the repairs are done and the inventory has been replaced." 
 
    "What?" She sat up straight, surprise on her face. "But when? How?" 
 
    I pulled a club logo t-shirt over my head before meeting the relieved look in her eyes. "What do you think I've had your brother doing the last few weeks?" I snorted, which put a big smile on her face. "It's going to take him a long time to pay back the club for what he owes us." 
 
    "But the store doesn't belong to your club," Jolene pointed out in confusion. 
 
    I reached for my boots and went back to the bed to sit down and put them on. "No, but I can't babysit him while we're handling business so I kept him busy for a while. Seemed only right he did the work since he caused the fucking damage." 
 
    "I didn't even know he knew how to do that kind of work." 
 
     I could barely make out the quiet murmur of her words. "He didn't work alone," I explained, tying my boots. Dunkin and Yogie had helped him.  
 
    "Danny didn't say a word when I saw him downstairs earlier." 
 
    "Was he with Annabelle?"  
 
    She nodded.  
 
    "That's why." I stood up and reached for my cut. "He has it bad for that girl." 
 
    "It seems to be reciprocal," Jolene smiled. 
 
    Yeah, that was obvious. I was surprised that Demon hadn’t interfered. Since Annabelle's attack, he'd become overprotective of his little sister, making her move in with him, putting prospects on her to watch over her twenty-four-seven, insisting that she see her shrink on a regular basis. But as more time had gone by, Annabelle had become stronger, and it was only natural that she'd want to move on with her life. It had been hard for Demon to step back, their age difference making him feel more like a father figure to her than a brother. She'd been forced to give him an ultimatum--either let her live her life like an adult, or she'd leave. 
 
    Threatened with losing her, he'd reluctantly allowed her to move out of his house when she was ready to. Soon he'd relented to allow her to be trained to run the Vegas office, which would put even more distance between them. I had a feeling that Demon would be relying on his ex-wife, Julia, to keep tabs on Annabelle in Vegas, though. Apparently, the two women had always been close. 
 
    Demon was very much aware of the attraction between Annabelle and Danny, but for now he was just watching and waiting, making sure that shit didn't move too fast between them. And if Danny hurt Annabelle in any way… 
 
    I glanced down at Jolene while stuffing my pockets with all my shit. "I hope Danny's not playing around with Annabelle." 
 
    Her expression turned into a frown. "What do you mean?" 
 
    "Pussy, baby. I hope he's not just in it for pussy." I could tell that she didn't like what I'd said. In fact, anger brightened her eyes and colored her cheeks, and I could tell by the press of her lips that she was about to let me have it. 
 
    I probably shouldn't have smirked. 
 
    "I take offense to what you're insinuating. My brother is a decent man and has always treated women with respect. Not like you and your Neanderthal brothers. The fact that he hasn't already had sex with Annabelle speaks volumes." She was getting herself so worked up that I could see the pulse beating in her neck. "You have a lot of nerve thinking that's all he wants from her." 
 
    I paused long enough to glare down at her. "We talking about the same decent man who makes bets he can't cover, blows up his family business for the insurance money, and leaves his sister unprotected while he hides out like a coward somewhere?"  
 
    She rolled her eyes and pressed her lips harder.  
 
    "Nothing to say about that?" 
 
    "I've made mistakes, too." 
 
    I raised a brow, wondering if she was going to elaborate. Was she referring to what we were doing? I scrutinized her for another minute and then decided it was time I got downstairs. "You'll be happy to know that lockdown will be over soon." With that, I left without another word. 
 
    When I turned the corner at the top of the stairs and looked down, I realized that I'd slept longer than I’d thought. I took notice that the lights were on, and the semi-darkness coming in through the windows revealed that the sun was going down. The scents drifting up to me told me that it was fucking dinner time. Shit. As I descended the stairs, I caught sight of Demon, Cole, Reid, Oz, and Colton sitting at one of the tables.  
 
    "Well, shit, look who finally dragged his lazy ass downstairs," Cole laughed. Everyone at the table turned to look in my direction."Didn't know you were a napping man, Brother." There was a big, goofy grin on his face. 
 
    I gave him the finger, ignoring the laughter that followed. With a grunt, I reached for an empty chair and dragged it over to their table, squeezing myself in between Demon and Oz.  
 
    "You do look rested," Reid joked, leaning back in his chair with a crooked grin.  
 
    "It's fucking amazing what a good nap will do," I stated smugly.  
 
    "After a good, hard fucking," Colton added with a smirk. 
 
    "Don't forget the shower." I sat down, looking at each of their smug faces. "We done?" Their grins remained, but they said nothing more. I cut my eyes to Demon. "You want to talk now, or wait ‘til morning." 
 
    "Might as well do it now. Our old ladies are up in my room having their own little party." He scoffed. "They came looking for Jolene at one point." 
 
    I couldn't stop the grin from spreading across my face. "She was busy." I raised my hand to get the attention of the prospect working behind the bar. "Whiskey!" I called out once he looked my way. I didn't recognize him. "Another new prospect?"  
 
    "Brought on three more since the beginning of the month," Oz explained. "With half our brothers in Vegas with yours, we wanted to make sure this clubhouse was covered." 
 
    I leaned back in my chair. "I appreciate the coverage, but I'm turning your brothers loose. What's left of the IBMC should be easy to finish off." 
 
    "You sure?" Demon frowned.  
 
    I nodded while reaching for the drink the prospect was handing over the table. "Dogface is the only one left that we need to worry about. He's abandoned their clubhouse, and the few men he has left have probably scattered. Won't matter, we'll eventually get them all." I took a well needed drink of my whiskey.  
 
    "You don't think Dogface has left Vegas?" Oz asked. 
 
    "If he's smart he has, but he's too pissed off and arrogant to sit back and do nothing while we wipe out his MC. Plus, he's pissed as fuck that we pointed the Feds his way." 
 
    "No one likes losing," Reid muttered. 
 
    "Payback is a mother," Colton quipped.  
 
    "Have the cops questioned you on the diminishing numbers of the IBMC?"  
 
    I shook my head with a smirk. "Not for lack of trying," I responded to Demon. "We've been busy and hard to pin down. Just a matter of time, though." 
 
    He agreed with a nod. "I'll be glad when this shit's over." 
 
    "Think we all feel that way, Prez," Oz agreed. 
 
    "Where's Loco? I would have thought he'd be down here getting laid." 
 
    Reid released a sound of disgust. "The brother is milking it for all it's worth. Went straight from a hospital bed to his bed upstairs. Jolene's been taking care of him, but I think she's on to him now." He snorted with amusement. "She was forcing him to eat oatmeal, and kept the club sluts away from him. Finally got a blowjob this morning." 
 
    Didn’t like hearing that Jolene had been taking care of him, but there was nothing I could do about it now. 
 
    "Got a call while we were in Boulder City. Chewy will be coming home tomorrow." 
 
    "'Bout time we had some good news."  
 
    I couldn't agree with Colton more. Times like this, I'd take anything to help alleviate the constant angst I was feeling. I had a flashback of the funerals that we'd held for our fallen brothers over a four-day period, and the huge turnout there had been of MCs from across the country. The presence of so many brothers had guaranteed the safety of the rest of the club during the services, and had prevented news coverage and gawkers from interfering. Those fuckers had been lined up against the fence in morbid fascination of the burial of so many at one time. 
 
    It was bad enough that coverage of the massacre at Grinders had been plastered all over the fucking news. Speculation had quickly followed, but we'd remained tight-lipped, so whatever information they'd managed to get must have come from the fucking cops. Someone must have got a chunk of change, because reporters paid big for the juicy details. In the end it was still speculation, because the cops didn't know all the details. 
 
    "Well, well, well, looks like our resident invalid has finally decided to leave his sick bed." 
 
    We all looked toward the stairs. Loco was hobbling down with the help of Jolene, their arms wrapped around each other's waists as he used her as a crutch. I barely paid my brother any mind, my focus on the woman next to him. Her smile was radiant, and included everyone in our direction. My gaze raked over her, narrowing on the tits that were snuggled up against Loco's side. 
 
    I felt a growl of possession vibrate in my throat. 
 
    He was touching my woman. 
 
    It was a good thing that Loco was laid up and needed help. 
 
    I'd give him a pass this time.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 26 
 
      
 
    Jolene 
 
      
 
    I’d never imagined that I would be spending Thanksgiving at Demon's clubhouse, especially since we were no longer on lockdown. That had ended a week ago. Apparently threats from the Insane Boys were minimal now, according to the old ladies. They seemed to acquire more information from their men then the rest of us, and shared what they felt they could get away with. It had been all I'd needed to hear to feel comfortable with calling Danny to come get me. 
 
    I hadn’t waited to hear from LD, either. I hadn't seen the man since the morning I'd helped Loco down the stairs. The asshole hadn't even said goodbye to me. I'd found out that he'd returned to Vegas the next morning. My first inkling that he’d left had been when I'd woken to find that he hadn't come to my room during the night. Later at breakfast it had been confirmed that he'd returned to Vegas. I'd stewed for the better part of the day before kicking myself in the ass.  
 
    It shouldn't have surprised me that he'd leave without saying anything. 
 
     I'd put thoughts of LD behind me once I’d arrived home. I’d needed to make plans for Thanksgiving and the return of my parents, but first I wanted to go to the store. Danny had informed me that he'd reopened it the week before, and had already notified Teresa that she could return to work. I was proud of him for taking the initiative, and wondered if his not telling me before now was his way of showing me that he could take care of business. I hadn’t questioned him, knowing that if I wanted him to continue acting sensibly, I had to let him do it on his own. 
 
    I couldn't help but wonder what his incentive for being so responsible was, though. Or who.  
 
    Maybe the whole situation with the Insane Boys had opened up his eyes. 
 
    So I'd gone to the store long enough to check it out, happy with the work that had been done to get it open and running again. It looked as good as, if not better than before. I'd spent some time looking at the books, pleasantly surprised to see that there weren't any outstanding orders, invoices were in order, checks had been deposited, and Danny had even taken care of Teresa's paycheck. I'd always known that Danny could act responsibly when he wanted to, and could only hope that his new found lease on life lasted.  
 
    I'd only been home for a couple of days when I got a call from Mom. 
 
    "Hi, dear." 
 
    I could tell as soon as I heard her voice that something was wrong. 
 
    "Oh! Oh! What's wrong? You sound awful!" 
 
    "We’re sick," she croaked in a weak voice. "Your dad came down with it first. Now I have it." 
 
    They weren't going to make it for Thanksgiving. 
 
    "Oh, God." 
 
    A heavy sigh came over the line. "I hope you haven't gone to too much trouble." 
 
    For her benefit I forced a lightness in my tone, disguising my disappointment. "Nope, not at all, Mom. I don't even clean the house until the day before you and Dad come home." That was the truth. However I refrained from mentioning all the food I'd stocked in the fridge and pantry for their planned week-long visit. No need to make her feel even worse. "Have you guys been to the doctor? The flu can be dangerous." I wisely didn't add that the flu was most dangerous for seniors. My mom was very sensitive about her age. 
 
    "No. And I think after all these years I know how to treat the flu." 
 
    I smiled and wisely remained quiet. 
 
    "I'm sorry we won't be with you and Danny for Thanksgiving, your dad and I were looking forward to the visit." 
 
    "So were we, Mom, but you can't help it if you're sick. Maybe you and Dad can come for Christmas instead?"  
 
    "That's a thought," she agreed. "We'll have to see if we can get a refund on the cruise we booked." 
 
    These days, when they weren't traveling with the senior group that they'd joined, they were always cruising. I was glad that they were enjoying life. Their last trip with the group had been to Africa, and I was just waiting for the day when Mom would call and say that they've fallen in love with some exotic country and plan to move there. They'd come close to it when they'd gone to Italy.  
 
    "Think about it, Mom, but don't change your plans just to come home for Christmas. We're not going anywhere, and you can come any time." 
 
    She laughed softly. "That's true."  
 
    She sounded almost relieved, which brought a smile to my face. It didn't bother me in the least that she'd rather keep their traveling plans then visit with me and Danny.  
 
    "I'd better go, dear. I need to check on your dad." 
 
    "Okay, Mom, I love you, and tell Dad I love him, too. Call me when you feel better." 
 
    I hung up the phone, totally shocked that she had not said one word about the business. Illuminations had been their pride and joy for so many years, and it had been a hard decision for them to finally turn it over to Danny and me. Had Danny already talked to them? It was the only thing that made sense.  
 
    After I’d talked to Mom I'd opened up the fridge and taken out the pies, the ham and turkey, the sweet potatoes and the cranberry sauce, and made the decision to call Bobbie to ask if they could use all of the food on Thanksgiving. Danny and I had already been invited to the clubhouse, so in the end it had all worked out. “The more food the better when you're feeding an army of bikers who had no limits,” Bobbie had laughed.  
 
    So, there I sat at the clubhouse after I’d found a quiet place to hide out at. I'd grown to love everyone in the Desert Rebels, but I hadn't anticipated the level of chaos and noise there would be with two clubs and all of their families under one roof. The atmosphere was much different from lockdown. During lockdown everyone was calm and reflective of why they were there, worry and fear over their men a constant reminder of the danger that came with being involved in club life.  
 
    Thanksgiving Day was one big, giant party. For the most part I was enjoying myself, with the exception of LD's absence. When I'd finally asked where he was, I'd been informed that he didn't usually attend the holidays at the clubhouse. He preferred to be alone, and stayed at his house. That knowledge kind of broke my heart. All I could think about was him being alone on a day when family and friends gathered to eat and reminisce.  
 
    Stupid me, I missed the man. 
 
    And I cared for him more than I probably should have. 
 
    "What are you thinking so hard about, honey?" 
 
    Raven sat down next to me with a smile on her face.  
 
    I chuckled. "How did you find me?" 
 
    "Where do you think I come when I need a moment to myself?"  
 
    "Hard to believe you'd ever need a moment away from that sexy man of yours." 
 
    She looked radiant in a form-fitting jumpsuit in oranges and gold, the colors complimenting her dark complexion. Her jet black hair was done in a side braid that revealed the thick healthiness of her hair. I'd noticed that most of the women and children had dressed up today, while the men were wearing their usual club attire.  
 
    "Not often," she admitted. "So, are you going to tell me why you look so forlorn?" she asked. 
 
    I wasn't aware that my expression gave me away. Should I tell her the truth? It wasn't as if my infatuation for LD would come as a surprise to Raven, or any of the old ladies, for that matter. I was sure the men weren't blind to our involvement, either. It just happened to be a topic that everyone skated around.  
 
    "I was just thinking about LD and his being alone today. I find it very sad." 
 
    "It's his choice." There was a slight pause. "You care about him." 
 
    No need to deny it. "More than I should," I laughed. "The man is an asshole." 
 
    She laughed, too. "Aren't they all? I can't tell you how many times I wanted to kill Cole before he smartened up and claimed me." 
 
    I couldn't see LD doing anything like that.  
 
    "These men go down hard, but when they fall they're all in. They don't do anything halfway. LD's about as hard as they come, but if it helps, you've gone further with him than any other woman has. At lease since I've been here. Don't give up." 
 
    I thought about Raven’s words as I studied her expression. "What about what I've heard about him and Lulu?" I hated myself for asking. 
 
    A huge sigh came out of her. "The only thing those women are here for is sex, honey. It's their job, and the club takes care of them for providing it. Lulu is a sweetheart, not the usual club whore, from what I've been told. She fell for LD, which many women would if a man singles her out. The men know better than to do that, but LD's always been different. He doesn't lust after every woman like most of the others do. Once he got wind that Lulu had feelings for him, he stopped going to her." 
 
    "I feel bad for Lulu." 
 
    "Don't, Jolene. These girls are tough. They know the score. They're here for all the men, not just one. They know the men won't claim them as their old ladies because they don't want a woman who's slept with all of their brothers, too. Lulu just forgot that, and with LD, of all men." 
 
    "Why LD, of all men? Too emotionally damaged?" 
 
    Her brows lifted high at my comment. "You recognize that?" She seemed surprised. 
 
    "He told me about his wife and son," I admitted. 
 
    "Really?" Amazement was heavy in her tone. "I don't know what happened. If Cole does, he's not talking. It must have been something horrible, though."  
 
    I nodded, but kept silent, unwilling to go into the details of what LD had experienced.  
 
    After a moment Raven went on. "You know what I think?" 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "I have a feeling you're going to be the downfall of LD."  
 
    I huffed, while secretly hoping that she was right. "The man can barely stand to be in the same room with me." Unless he was fucking me. 
 
    "Not because he hates you," Raven laughed softly. "So don't bother to deny it." 
 
    My smile grew wider, but I looked away. I guessed that LD and I weren't fooling anyone. My thoughts went back to LD and what he might be doing. Alone. "You know what I'd like to do?" 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "Bring LD a plate of food." 
 
    Raven winced. "Not so sure he'd be very welcoming, honey. Besides, do you even know where he lives?"  
 
    I shook my head.  
 
    "Neither do I and I doubt any of the other old ladies do, either." 
 
    I touched her arm, feeling excitement build now that I'd made up my mind about I wanted to do it. "Do you think Cole knows?" 
 
    "If he does I doubt he'd tell you, you know how these guys are tight-lipped when it comes to personal stuff." 
 
    "There has to be a way I can find out, Raven." 
 
    Surprise spread across her face, turning her eyes bright. "You really want to do this, don't you?"  
 
    I nodded. "Yes. I don't know why it's so important to me that he not be alone today." 
 
    She got to her feet and reached down with her hand. I automatically took it in mine. "I'll go see what I can find out. You go fix LD a plate of food." She helped me to my feet. "I'll meet you back here in five."  
 
    I watched Raven walk briskly away, her confidence building up my hope that she would be able to find out LD's address. It didn't take me long to fill a platter with turkey, ham, and all the fixings, topping it off with pieces of pumpkin and pecan pie. I figured that I had a good five pounds of food with me as I headed back to where I was going to meet Raven. The more I thought about going to LD's, the more excited I felt.  
 
    He would probably be pissed when he saw me at his door.  
 
    He might not even let me in. 
 
    I turned the corner of the warehouse and almost came to a halt. No way! Raven and Cole were waiting for me. Raven looked cautiously optimistic, while Cole's expression gave nothing away. It was hard to tell what either of them was thinking. I greeted them with a smile, balancing the tray of food in one hand. I knew that Raven was in my corner, so I pinned my gaze on Cole, ready to bargain for LD's address if I had to.  
 
    "Raven told me what you want to do." 
 
    "So are you going to help me, or do I have to eat all this food by myself?" 
 
    He cracked a grin. "You do know that LD will kill me if he finds out that I gave you his address." He crossed his arms, giving Raven a stern look.  
 
    She smiled and pursed her lips. "You know I'll make it up to you, baby. And it's for a good cause. LD needs a little tenderness and softness in his life. He's been alone too long." She gave me a wink. 
 
    Cole pinned his gaze on me. "You have a thing for LD?"  
 
    I knew the importance of nodding. "Unfortunately." 
 
    He snorted. "You hurt him, there'll be consequences." 
 
    I laughed. "If you were worried about that you wouldn't be here. Besides, how can bringing a man a Thanksgiving meal hurt him?" 
 
    "You know what I mean, Jolene," Cole growled.  
 
    I sobered, staring at him. I knew exactly what he meant, but he couldn't be more wrong in his doubt about my intentions. "LD is more likely to hurt me, and you know it."  
 
    A few moments of silence passed. "He lives out on Route 66, right past the Arizona border. The first crossroads you come to, go left. Go about two miles and you'll come to a boarded up gas station and restaurant. Turn right. You'll find yourself on an old mining road. Follow it for about a quarter mile. You'll come to his house."  
 
    I hoped that I remembered all that. I knew Cole wouldn't write it down, so I didn't bother to ask him. I shot Raven a thankful smile.  
 
    "Good luck, honey," she said as I turned and headed toward where I'd parked my car. 
 
    "Thank you, Cole!" I called out over my shoulder. 
 
    From there I had one thought on my mind, and that was to get to LD as quickly as possible. As excited as I was about seeing him, I felt anxious about what his reaction was going to be when he saw me. And of course, the closer I got, the more nervous I became. I followed Cole's directions to the letter, but found no restaurant or gas station where’d he’d promised. The two miles Cole had told me to go after turning left at the crossroads turned into four, and I realized that I'd gone too far.  
 
    Could Cole have been wrong about the restaurant and gas station? I turned around and went all the way back to the crossroads to start from there again. About a mile into my drive I noticed a motorcycle coming up behind me at a deadly speed. My heart fluttered because I sensed that it was LD, and I was right. He slowed down as he drew closer, before pulling up beside me. I looked out my window to see him angrily motioning for me to pull over, which I did. He was off his bike and stomping my way before I had even come to a full stop. 
 
    A nervous smile spread across my face. "Hi." 
 
    He ignored my greeting. "Mind telling me why I got a call from Cole saying I'd find you driving around looking for my house?" He crossed his arms, his mulish expression meant to drive me off. 
 
    "Why did Cole call you when he gave me directions?" 
 
    "Because he remembered after you left that the restaurant and gas station he'd mentioned were torn down a long time ago." 
 
    "Oh." Why hadn't he called me? I looked over on my seat at my phone as if it had somehow betrayed me. "Can I come to your house?" I found the courage to ask. 
 
    "No." 
 
    I ignored his brisk response. "I brought you a Thanksgiving meal, LD." 
 
    "Didn’t ask you to." 
 
    Oh, stubborn man! Why did I have to be so attracted to him? Was it because he was a challenge? He wasn't even that handsome, for crying out loud. Strike that, he was handsome in a rough, unfinished way. He was also mean and grumpy, and the most infuriating man I'd ever met. But I wanted him.  
 
    "I know, but it's Thanksgiving, sugar. You shouldn't be alone. No one should. And the food is so good. I have everything here." I realized I was rambling about things that he didn't give a shit about. "What are you afraid of? That you might actually enjoy my company?" 
 
    Something flickered in his dark eyes. His nostrils flared slightly. In a move that was too fast to see coming, he slapped his hands up against my car and leaned in close, grating, "You come to my house, I'm fucking you." 
 
    My core clenched with sharp arousal. He was trying to scare me away, but LD should have known by now that I wasn't some sweet little Southern belle that swooned when a man talked dirty to her. I liked his particular brand of filth. Liked knowing in no uncertain terms what he wanted from me. I could feel myself getting wet between the legs.  
 
    "I'm counting on it, sugar." 
 
    His expression turned even more savage, tanned skin stretching taut over his strong jaw. "That's all I want from you, woman. A warm, wet cunt to stick my dick in." 
 
    He couldn't have been any cruder, but the joke was on him. I was practically gushing between my legs now, barely able to take a breath. "You don't have to keep reminding me that that's all you want me for, LD. What you don't realize is that I'm okay with that. No strings. No emotions. Just your big cock pounding my pussy until we're both exhausted." I couldn't believe the words coming out of my mouth. Something about LD made me reckless. 
 
    His eyes remained locked on mine, as if he were looking for the truth. I kept a smile on my face, determined to get my own way. I was so horny for the man. Everything about him--his intensity, the underlining danger he exuded, the scent of oil and leather, and, most of all, the sexy, smoky rasp of his voice--all drew me in.  
 
    "The food is getting cold," I said. I knew LD could not have cared less about the food, but it was why I had driven all this way, wasn't it?  
 
    A strong muscle worked in his jaw, and finally he released a heavy breath and stepped back. "Keep up." 
 
    He turned and walked back to his bike before I could say a word.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 27 
 
      
 
    LD 
 
      
 
    I was a fucking idiot for bringing Jolene to my house, when I should have been staying as far away from her as possible. She was dangerous. And she made me dangerous. I lost control when I was near her. The need to claim her was so fucking strong that it shook me to my core. I didn't need a woman in my life. Didn't need the distraction, especially now. I had too much shit going on, and the club and my brothers came first.  
 
    Always had. 
 
    Always would. 
 
    So why was I messing around with a woman who was too fucking young for me? What was it about her that made her so hard to resist? I should never have touched her in the first place, because now I couldn't get enough of her. I'd meant what I’d said when I’d told her that I would fuck her if she came to my house. I'd been hoping to scare her away with my filth. She'd be damned lucky if I didn't fuck her up against her car as soon as we got there. My dick was already pounding in my pants, eager to sink into her tight body.  
 
    I glanced in my rearview mirror to see how she was handling the road to my place. I turned onto my drive, which was nothing but a winding, unpaved road cutting through overgrown brush and cacti that looked more dead than alive, the occasional desert flower drawing the eye to a splash of color. I grinned when my house came into view. Jolene was going to think I lived in a rundown, abandoned house. From the look of the outside, I'd have to agree with that assumption. 
 
    I parked my bike in the usual spot, turned it off, and sat for a while, watching the woman who I was going to enjoy ruining. She climbed out of her car, looking all sexy in a pair of ripped jeans that hugged her curves and a red off-the-shoulder sweater that exposed her creamy shoulders and clung like a second skin to her big tits. Short stiletto-heeled boots completed the package. I was going to enjoy peeling those jeans off her and running my hands all over her body. Fuck, I was going to own every inch of her before she left, including that bubble-shaped ass. 
 
    Unaware of the filthy thoughts that were going through my head, Jolene smiled brightly on her way around the car to the passenger side. "I hope you have a microwave, because some of this will need to be warmed up."  
 
    She opened the door, and when she bent to retrieve the food off the seat those fucking jeans stretched tightly over her ass, causing me to salivate. When was the last time that had happened, that a woman fully-dressed had caused my dick to leak with anticipation? My dick punched forward against my zipper, and I brought my leg over to dismount, suddenly ravenous for food of a different kind than what Jolene had delivered. By the time she straightened up, I had her boxed in against her car. 
 
    "Oh!" A nervous laugh escaped her when she felt my presence behind her. "I, um, didn't hear you move." There was a husky quality to her voice that revealed that my proximity was affecting her. 
 
    I leaned in and buried my nose in the soft hair at the nape of her neck, hearing her suck in her breath. "You scared yet?" I wanted her scared. I inhaled deeply, filling my lungs with the clean scent of her skin, running my nose along her satiny flesh. I fought the urge to sink my teeth into her. 
 
    Like a wild animal would do to claim his mate. 
 
    "No." Her laugh seemed a little uneasy. "Should I be scared?" She turned around, forcing me to take a step back when the tray of food was suddenly between us. "Aren't you hungry, sugar?" 
 
    Oh, she knew. A man could tell when a woman was sending out an unspoken dare. I wanted to kiss that fucking smile right off her mouth, wipe the humor out of those violet pools that even now were inviting me to do something about it. I didn't give a fuck about the food, and was tempted to drop it on the ground. But then I thought about my empty fridge inside. 
 
    Growling with annoyance, I snatched the tray from her and turned to head inside. "Watch your step going inside; the stairs need to be repaired."  
 
    "I can see that," she laughed, close behind me. "Among other things." 
 
    "It's a work in progress."  
 
    She followed me through the living room and into the kitchen.  
 
    "Oh, my God!" she gasped in amazement. "This kitchen is beautiful, LD!" Her tone revealed that she hadn't expected it to be. 
 
    I wasn't interested in her compliments about my remodeled, top-of-the-line kitchen. I barely took the time to set the tray down on the counter before I turned sharply and pushed a startled Jolene up against the nearest surface.  
 
    She caught her breath. "Wouldn't you like to eat first?"  
 
    She clearly knew what I wanted. "First we fuck," I growled, right before I slammed my mouth down over hers. I'd been thinking about her all damned day, and now she was here. 
 
    I groaned as she willingly returned the roughness of my attack. It didn't take much persuasion to get Jolene to open her sweet mouth and let my tongue fuck hers. Sounds of pleasure filled the kitchen while we explored and tasted each other. I nipped at her lips until she was whimpering, her nails digging into my biceps. I welcomed the burning sting, bringing my hand up to her hair and releasing the clip so that a waterfall of silk fell down around her neck and shoulders.  
 
    I pressed my body against hers, grinding my dick into her lower belly. She arched into me as if she couldn't get close enough. My hand glided down to her tits, rubbing and squeezing them through the soft material of her sweater, before I lost patience and lifted the cloth so I could devour her with my mouth. I ran my open mouth over her sweet flesh, nipping and sucking and then finally settling my lips around a hard nipple. Jolene cried out as I tugged the tasty jewel before letting it pop free. 
 
    "God, LD, what you do to me," she whispered in a shaky tone. Her hands traveled to my head, and she clutched me against her tits as if afraid to let me go. "My clit is throbbing for you." 
 
    "Are you wet, baby?" I mouthed against the fleshy part of her tit. 
 
    "Yes!" she exclaimed in a breathless hiss. "So fucking wet for you!" Her hips were moving as if I were already fucking her. 
 
    I reached between our bodies and undid her pants, slipping my hand inside until I could reach her pussy. A pleased growl escaped me when I parted her thick folds with an index finger and found her plump and wet. A wild tremor ran through her body when I brushed against her clit. "Fuck, baby, you're soaked for me." I flicked her clit again and again. 
 
    "Oh, God!" she cried out, trembling. "I'm going to come!" There was amazement in her voice, as if she hadn't expected it to happen so fast. 
 
    I slipped a finger inside her, going deep and curling it against her sweet spot, feeling her come undone.  
 
    "LD!" She was panting hard. 
 
    I held her body tightly against the wall and sank another finger inside her heat and began to fuck her fast and hard, showing her no sympathy. She’d known this was going to happen. I rubbed hard against that soft patch of nerves that would send her over the edge, dry humping her thigh like a randy teenager. 
 
    "I'm coming!" 
 
    I angled my mouth over hers and kissed her roughly. She moaned and bucked against my hand, her whole body held in the grip of a powerful orgasm. All she could do was ride it out. I groaned as she flooded my fingers with her release, wishing it were my fucking mouth that she was filling with her sweet cream. 
 
    I pulled out my fingers and held my hand up in front of Jolene's flushed face. Her heavy-lidded, dazed eyes clung to the sticky digits as I showed her how wet my fingers were. Her nostrils flared slightly, and I knew that she was taking in her own scent, and then she leaned forward and took them into her mouth. The growl that came up my throat sounded raw and animalistic. I watched her suck my fingers clean, and then had a better idea. Unzipping my pants, I pulled my dick out and forced her to her knees. 
 
    "Suck it," I snarled, shoving my dick past the lips glistening with her own release until the head hit the back of her throat. I groaned at the feel of her warm mouth swallowing me, her little tongue already sliding along the thick vein running down the length. I pulled out to the head where she stuck the tip of her tongue into the slit. "Fuck, baby." My hips shot forward. 
 
    I buried my hands in her hair and watched her give me the best blowjob I'd ever had. Her talented little mouth nearly drove me wild. Hot, wet, she knew when to suck; she knew when to use her tongue and teeth. She knew where all the pleasure points were.  
 
    "Jesus, you're fucking good at this." She looked like an angel at my feet, her mouth and hands taking turns working my dick and balls until the muscles in my thighs began to quiver. Her moans vibrated around my dick, and I nearly lost it when she made the mistake of casting those mesmerizing eyes up at me, her lips wrapped around my dick. 
 
    I was almost there. "In about three seconds I'm going to unload enough cum down your throat to choke you, baby. It's your decision." I continued thrusting, waiting for Jolene to pull away, but she surprised me by taking me even deeper. She used her throat muscles to squeeze me into losing control, and that was all it fucking took for me to explode down her throat. 
 
    "Aaagghh!" I grunted savagely, emptying my balls and giving Jolene every drop I had. She tried to keep up, but after a few squirts I could see cum pooling at the corners of her mouth. Nothing looked as fucking sexy as a beautiful woman on her knees, sucking your dick.  
 
    I pulled her to her feet. My dick was still hard and pulsing as I picked Jolene up and headed toward my bedroom with her legs wrapped around me. Panting, she wrapped her arms around my neck and buried her face in the crook of my neck. 
 
    "Where are you taking me?" I could hear the smile in her purring voice. 
 
    "I want to fuck you in my bed," I explained gruffly.  
 
    She laughed huskily. "Don't you need some down time?" 
 
    I snorted. "Tell that to my dick." The fucker was bobbing between my legs, growing harder by the second. She began to use her teeth on me, sending lightning bolts through my body. 
 
    "Why don't you like me, LD?"  
 
    She was impossible. "You want to talk about that now?" I lowered us to my bed.  
 
    She rained hot little kisses along my neck. "Yes." 
 
    I reared back and glared into her lust-filled eyes. Her nipples were so hard they nearly poked right through the knit material of her sweater. I couldn't think of anything but getting her naked. "Well, I don't." I reached for the hem and easily pulled it up and over her head with a little help from Jolene. My eyes landed on her perfect tits. I was going to fuck them, too, before the night was over. 
 
    With a teasing smile on her face, she took her tits into her hands and gave them a squeeze. I grunted my approval, taking hold of the waist of her pants and yanking them and her boots down and off her body before tossing them onto the floor. She was completely naked, with the exception of her soaked panties, staring up at me with an invitation that I intended to take her up on. 
 
    I kept my eyes trained on hers and took a minute to kick off my boots and then strip. Her eyes moved over every inch of me, her expression reflecting that she liked what she saw. I let her have her fill, palming my dick and giving it a few slow tugs. The quirky smile spreading across her lips would have tempted a saint to sin. 
 
    Slowly I lowered myself back onto the bed. I trailed my hands up her legs, skimming her thighs as I made my way back to her pussy. The musky scent of her cunt pulled a groan from me. I lost control and buried my face against the damp warmth, breathing in deeply. "You're a fucking drug to me," I rasped almost angrily, sliding my hands beneath her ass and lifting her at an angle. 
 
    "LD!" she rasped, clenching her hands into the bed sheets.  
 
    I ran my tongue over the material covering her mound, bit at the plump pussy lips, and then ripped the panties from her body in a single tug. "Let me at that fucking pussy." I didn't give Jolene time to question what I was going to do. I took my dick in my hand, moved into position, and slammed home. "Fuucckk!" I groaned as her pussy clamped down tightly around my dick. "You have a greedy cunt, baby." 
 
    Jolene's hands traveled over my body, her nails shredding my back before her hands settled on my ass. I pulled out and then thrust back in, grunting with pleasure when those same nails clenched into my flesh. Her pussy was so fucking tight around me, squeezing my dick to hold me inside. But I was stronger than her, and while I let her have some control, there was no question that I was the one in charge. 
 
    "I'm going to fuck you all night long," I grated, picking up speed. 
 
    "I like the sound of that," she purred, meeting my eyes with a trust and willingness that worried me.  
 
    I didn't want Jolene to think that this was going to change anything. We were fucking, and that was all. So why the fuck were flashes of her in my future, of a blonde-haired little boy or girl playing with my brother's children, taunt me with something that I knew I would never have? Even at night, in my sleep, this woman haunted my dreams with images beyond today. 
 
    I shook my head free of the thoughts that didn't belong there, and fucked Jolene like the unfeeling monster that I was. Hard. Fast. Not allowing her time to breathe, reveling in the soft grunts that I pulled from her in response to my roughness. I held nothing back, slamming into her hard, determined to leave her achy and bruised. Her nails clawed at my back, I felt her teeth testing the flesh of my shoulder.  
 
    "Hands above your head," I growled, continuing the pace. I reveled in the pain she was inflicting, but I was close to exploding and wanted to delay the inevitable.  
 
    "LD—" 
 
    "Do it now, Jolene." 
 
    She complied reluctantly, and the second her arms were above her head, I reached up and grabbed both wrists. "Sheath those claws for another time, baby," I grated; sweat dripping off my brow and onto her. 
 
    "I…still have…my teeth," she threatened lightly. 
 
    I grinned. "Go for it, baby." 
 
    She did, and I knew she was going to win because she didn't just nibble. No, the woman bit down hard on my shoulder. Snarling like a wounded animal, I easily flipped her onto her belly and pulled her up until her ass was in the air. I swiped my hand through her slick pussy before slamming inside her once again. She cried out but I kept going, knowing the new position was hitting all kinds of different places inside her. I made sure to hit her G-spot with bruising force. 
 
    The tingling at the base of my spine warned that I was going to come. My balls tightened, my dick swelled, and with a groan of pleasure I blasted deep inside Jolene, holding her tight against me. I couldn't remember having ever come so hard or so much. I thought my fucking heart was going to pound right out of my chest as I panted for air. 
 
    "Fuck," I grunted, slowly relaxing against her.  
 
    She turned her face to the side and gasped for breath through strands of wet hair. "Understatement," she said in a weak tone. "You've officially ruined me for other men." 
 
    That was a sobering thought. "Then I guess I've accomplished what I set out to do." Shit! What the fuck was I saying? I pulled my dick out and rolled onto my back. Jolene collapsed against the bed but turned her face my way.  
 
    I could see the question in her eyes. "Usually when a man sets out to ruin a woman for anyone but him, it means he wants her for himself." 
 
    I had to give her credit for finding the courage to put her thoughts into words, but they weren't words that I wanted to hear or deal with at the moment. I realized that I was fighting Jolene all the way, and asked myself why. What man wouldn't welcome a sexy goddess into his bed, or his life, for that matter? I'd never given much thought to finding another woman to take Caroline's place, and yet it seemed to be happening now.  
 
    Christ.  
 
    It had happened. 
 
    I did want Jolene, and realizing just how badly I wanted her fucking scared me, a killer. Because in my world, having a woman wasn't a simple thing. It complicated the shit out of things. Especially when the woman was one who hadn't been brought up around an MC. But Jolene’s inexperience with club life didn't concern me nearly as much as what was going on in my club right now and the consequences that she could suffer as my woman because of it. We still had to find Dogface and the few remaining IBMC. He had it out for me for killing his brother, and now for annihilating his club. If he found out I had a woman that would put Jolene in danger.  
 
    "You've been quiet a long time," she said.  
 
    I released a heavy sigh. "Thinking." 
 
    "Oh, yeah?" She pulled herself up until she was lying half over my chest. There was a timid smile on her lips, but there was worry in her eyes. "Are you going back to hating me?" 
 
    "I never hated you, Jolene." 
 
    "Well, you didn't exactly like me." 
 
    "That hasn't changed." I saw the hurt in her eyes and fuck, were they glistening with tears? I was a fucking bastard for purposely hurting her when it wasn’t her fault that I couldn't handle my feelings for her. She started to move away, but I wrapped an arm around her, stopping her. "I'm not good with words—" 
 
    "Obviously." A lone tear made its way down her cheek, gutting me. "I don't know if I can keep doing this, LD. It's getting too painful, wanting someone as badly as I want you and knowing you only want me for sex." 
 
    "No. You're wrong. If all I wanted you for was sex, it would be easy." 
 
    "Then what is it?"  
 
    I stared into her glossy eyes knowing that once the words left my mouth I wouldn't be able to take them back. I was getting angry with myself. I spoke through my actions, and it suddenly occurred to me that that's exactly what I'd been doing with Jolene, showing her how much I wanted her, and then being purposely cruel by pushing her away, simply because I couldn't deal.  
 
    "You're a stronger woman than I am a man," I finally admitted.  
 
    "You're so wrong, LD. I know you'd rather show how you're feeling through your actions, but it's hard to read you when your actions are so contradictory." 
 
    Fuck, she was right, and it was because I was fighting the attraction between us. I'd made up my mind a long fucking time ago that I'd never put myself in a situation where I cared for someone so much that it would destroy me if they were taken away. I'd convinced myself that going through life alone, with just my club and my brothers, was enough.  
 
    There was honest emotion in Jolene’s eyes that demanded that I be straightforward with her. All I could think of to say was, "I want you."  
 
    A half-sob, half-snort of laughter left her. "Right this minute?" 
 
    I could understand why she’d interpreted my words to mean that I wanted her sexually. I was growing hard beneath her knee. "Maybe longer." I decided to clarify, because she deserved it. "We could eat. Then come back for rounds four and five." 
 
    Her smile was instant and took up her whole face. "Rounds four and five? What happened to round three?" she asked in a mischievous tone. 
 
    I growled and pulled her beneath me.  
 
    "Round three happens now."  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 28 
 
      
 
    Jolene 
 
      
 
    LD had very little food in his fridge that I hadn't brought the day before. Eggs, bread, and butter would have to do for lunch, along with some of the leftover ham. We'd gobbled up the rest, and then gone back to bed for rounds four and five as promised, ending with round eight, after which we finally fell asleep sometime in the early morning hours, totally worn out.  
 
    A warm feeling came over me as I remembered the night in LD's bed. His stamina was something else, his experience and generosity in delivering as much pleasure as pain amazing. The man had skills, and he'd taught me a thing or two about my own body. Right now I felt sore and achy, even after the long, hot shower I'd taken before slipping on one of his t-shirts and coming out to the kitchen to fix us something to eat. 
 
    It was noon time. LD was getting a shower. I was a little anxious as I wondered what his mood would be like once he made an appearance. Would he revert back to his old, cold self with me? I hoped that we'd entered a different phase in our unusual relationship. I'd surprised myself when I'd admitted to him that I wanted him, and I hadn't been lying when I'd said that I didn't know how much longer I could go on the way things were. It was painful to be rejected by a man who seemed to worship your body in a very consuming and caring way. 
 
    LD wanted me, I knew that in my heart, but he was afraid of the emotional strings in a relationship. That was why he’d pushed me away as soon as the sex had cooled down. I could understand that, knowing what he'd been through. But it had to end sooner or later. He had to see that we had something. 
 
    I flipped over the pieces of ham, and then stirred the scrambled eggs. Suddenly, arms snaked around me from behind and I started, before relaxing against LD with a satisfied smile. Showing affection like this was a big move for him. "How did you sneak up on me so quietly?"  
 
    "I have hidden talents." He murmured the words against the side of my neck, his warm breath causing me to shiver. 
 
    Another first, a teasing LD. Smiling wider, I sighed and turned around in his arms. "You certainly do." I glanced up at him, willing to let him make the first move, even though I wanted to kiss him like crazy. 
 
    "Smells good."  
 
    "You hungry?" 
 
    His eyes darkened. "Always when you're around." I could see a muscle leap in his strong jaw. "I'm fucking addicted to you, baby. Can't seem to get enough. I want you right fucking now." 
 
    I laughed softly, my heart expanding with emotion. "Want me to turn off the stove?"  
 
    He shook his head, surprising me. "No. We eat. Then we talk." Oh, no! That couldn't be good. "Then we fuck." 
 
    Relief surged through me, but I was cautious in revealing it. "Round nine?" I teased.  
 
    His hand dropped to the edge of my shirt, lifted it, and climbed up my thigh. "How sore are you?"  
 
    Since I wasn't wearing underwear his fingers flicked across my bare mound. "Sore enough to be reminded of how good you made me feel. Not so sore that I couldn't go a few more rounds." Something crackled behind me. Guessing my next move, LD removed his hand and stepped back, allowing me to turn back to the stove. I turned off the ham and put the pan on the back burner next to the pan of eggs. 
 
    "I'll get the coffee," he said, moving away. 
 
    The man had a coffee station set up at the far end of the counter and I'd already made a pot. I shot him a glance and caught my breath. I hadn't noticed until now that all he had on was a towel around his waist, hanging low on his hips and stopping right at his knees. I already knew what LD looked like naked, the man was built like a fucking God, but seeing him like this, barefoot, his long hair still wet from his shower, looking so domestic, aroused me.  
 
    I swallowed hard and busied myself with fixing us each a plate of food. I met him at the table. "So, what does LD stand for?" I sat down across from him.  
 
    He paused from taking a bite of ham, surprise registering on his face. A minute passed before he finally said, "Lloyd Dyson."  
 
    "Lloyd Dyson, nice name." I stuffed a forkful of eggs into my mouth and chewed. "I had a science teacher once named Lloyd. He was tall and skinny as a string bean. Wore these little round glasses, and his hair was combed over the top to hide his bald spot." I met LD's quiet gaze. "Thank God you look nothing like him." 
 
    "What's your point?" 
 
    I shrugged. "Just making conversation. You're big and burly and sexy as hell. You've got lots of hair, and tattoos, and, um, have stamina." I took a drink of coffee. 
 
    His brows shot up at that. "Eat your breakfast, baby. We'll talk afterwards." 
 
    Okay, then. No small talk to fill in the silence or camouflage the sounds of us eating and drinking. That shouldn't have surprised me. LD preferred silence. I wondered what he wanted to talk about later. Us? I tried to decipher his mood, thinking back to the stove when he'd wound his arms around me. That wasn't a man intent to send me away. No, that had been a man accepting a situation between him and me and dealing with it…right? Lord, I sure hoped so, because my heart was involved now.  
 
    Did I love LD? I wasn't sure what love was, but I knew that I had feelings for him. Deep feelings that went far beyond the smoking hot sex.  
 
    He finished before I did, pushing his plate away and sitting back in his chair. Our eyes met, but as usual, I couldn't tell what he was thinking. He picked up his coffee cup and took a sip, staring at me over the rim, making me nervous. I breathed a little sigh of relief when his gaze dropped to the shirt I was wearing. 
 
    He set his cup down. "You look good in my shirt."  
 
    I smiled, swallowing the last bite of my eggs. I pulled the neck up to my nose. "I like how it smells." It smelled of him, and I intended to keep it. 
 
    He didn't smile back, but the look in his eyes revealed that my comment satisfied him. 
 
    Pushing back his chair to get up, he reached for his plate at the same time. "I'm going to put something on." 
 
    There should be a law against covering up a body like his. While he was gone I cleaned up the few dishes and was putting them away when LD walked back into the room wearing a pair of low hanging sweats. He surprised me by holding out his hand for me to take. I took it and let him lead me through the house and out a back door. We ended up on a back patio with a view of a rocky stream running parallel to the house and the Black Mountains beyond.  
 
    "Nice view." My gaze went to a hammock swinging between two trees close to the water's edge, but LD chose to sit on the canopied double chaise lounge on the patio. He pulled me down with him. "You must love living here," I said once I was settled against the cushions. 
 
    "Don't come here very often."  
 
    I looked at him for an explanation.  
 
    "Bought this place because it was cheap, thought it would be a good place to retire some day. Been fixing it up when I have the time." 
 
    "What you've done so far is beautiful."  
 
    He grunted his response.  
 
    "So is this where you come when you want to get away from everything?"  
 
    "Yep."  
 
    "Does it help?"  
 
    He narrowed his eyes on me.  
 
    "Does running away help you to forget?"  
 
    It was the wrong choice of words, but it was too late to take them back now. I braced myself because LD looked like he was set to blast me. Instead he took a breath and focused straight ahead.  
 
    "Nothing fucking helps."  
 
    The deep sorrow in his tone brought tears to my eyes, and I looked in the direction that he was staring to pull myself together. To hear such anguish coming from a man as strong as LD was hard. "Tell me about them," I said softly when I was able to find my voice again. I sensed LD's surprise at my request; saw out of the corner of my eye his head snap in my direction. I turned. Our eyes met, mine pleading, his the churning, muddy waters of grief. As the silence grew between us I reached over and took his hand. "Please."  
 
    I wanted to know about Caroline and Johnny, but more than that I felt that talking about them would help LD in some way. I had a feeling that he'd kept their memories locked up tight in his heart, protecting them while unknowingly destroying himself. He wasn't living. There had to be more for him in life than belonging to the Desert Rebels. Others in the club had found their happy endings.  
 
    He sank back against the cushions and closed his eyes, releasing a resigned breath. I was surprised when he didn't pull his hand away from me. 
 
    And then he began. 
 
    "Caroline and I were sweethearts all through high school." He snorted. "We'd barely graduated when we eloped to Vegas and got married by a fucking Elvis impersonator. I'd already enlisted in the Navy, and Caroline wanted to be my wife before I had to leave for boot camp. She got pregnant right away." He paused as if he needed a minute to continue. "Johnny was three-months-old when I saw him for the first time. He was a big kid with a bigger personality. His laugh—"  
 
    He stopped abruptly, and I looked over at him and saw that his expression was tight as he held back his emotions. I bit my bottom lip to keep from crying out in pain from the squeeze he had on my hand. It was nothing compared to the internal hurt he was experiencing.  
 
    "Every time I came home it got harder to leave them, but I'd enlisted for four years. I planned to leave the Navy after that, but Caroline talked me into another four years." A tiny ghost of a smile curled the corners of his mouth up, and I wondered if he'd share the memory with me that had brought a lightness to his darkness. "Said she liked seeing me in my uniform." 
 
    I smiled, remaining silent. I could imagine what LD had looked like in his uniform. I wanted to ask him questions, but now wasn't the time. He needed to talk for as long as he could, and I was afraid if I interrupted him it'd all be over. 
 
    "Johnny took after Caroline with his green eyes and auburn hair. He was tall for his age, sensitive like his mother, strong-willed like me. Caroline was beautiful, inside and out. She was a good, kind woman, a damned good mother. During my years in the Navy she had to take care of a lot on her own, but she never complained. After my eight years was up I went home to a house in the burbs and a straight-A kid to be damned proud of." He took a long breath. "We were going to have more kids."  
 
    It grew silent after that, and eventually I realized that LD was done talking. But for the sounds of the running stream and an occasional bird, the silence swallowed us up. It was late afternoon, the sun was still high in the sky, but it wasn't too hot.  
 
    "Satisfied?" 
 
    His voice was hoarse, and I felt a moment of guilt for having asked him to talk. "It sounds like you had a good life with Caroline and Johnny. I'm sorry you lost that, LD. I'm sorry they were taken from you." His silence indicated that he wasn't going to respond. "What did you do in the Navy?" 
 
    "Intelligence officer." 
 
    "Oh." I had no idea what that was, and even though I wanted to ask him, I knew that the mood between us had become uncomfortable. LD had shared his past with me, and bringing up those memories had to be weighing heavily on his mind. Did he resent me for making him remember? 
 
    He pulled his hand away from mine and then got to his feet. "I need a fucking drink."  
 
    I watched his sexy ass disappear inside the house, wondering how to go on from here. Did he still intend for us to talk? Not long after he went inside I could hear him talking and realized that he was on the phone with someone. Minutes later, when he still hadn't returned, I got up and went inside, surprised to see him walking out of his bedroom completely dressed. 
 
    "Was coming to get you. Get dressed, we need to go."  
 
    He was in a rush, and something in his tone alarmed me. Something was wrong. "What is it?" 
 
    Irritation crossed his face. "Baby, get dressed."  
 
    He pushed me in the direction of his bedroom. It didn't take me long to exchange his t-shirt for my red sweater and slip into my jeans and boots. When I re-entered the kitchen LD was leaning against the counter, his eyes downcast and a scowl on his face. He was deep in thought. A whiskey bottle was on the counter behind him. I frowned, but kept quiet. He looked up. 
 
    "What's going on?" 
 
    "Club business," he snapped abruptly. "I want you to stop at the clubhouse before you go home. One of my brothers will follow you from there." 
 
    "Why do I need someone to follow me?" I frowned. 
 
    "Jolene—" The irritation was back in his tone. I had the feeling that he had stopped himself to keep from saying something that I wouldn't like. "I can't talk to you about anything to do with the club, but I can protect you. And before you ask why you need protection, you're involved with the club." He took a step closer to me. "And you're involved with me. I can't take the chance that my enemies will use you to get to me. Can't keep you on lockdown, so let me do what I can to keep you safe." 
 
    He sounded like he was giving me a choice, but I knew better. Knowing that he was worried about me made me feel warm inside, and gave me hope that he felt something for me, that his heart was beginning to thaw.  
 
    "We gotta go." 
 
    I followed LD outside, and as we did I noticed that he looked around with a sort of alertness that went beyond the norm of someone who was just taking in his surroundings. Even after he climbed onto his giant Harley, I could see that he continued scanning the area. Once I was in my car he pulled up next to me. 
 
    "Stay behind me. If we run into any trouble, you get your ass to Demon's clubhouse."  
 
    I wanted to ask what kind of trouble we might run into, but knew that it wouldn't do any good. "Okay." God, I wanted him to kiss me.  
 
    He looked so fierce and dangerous, protective. He'd pulled his long hair back with a tie. Seeing him dressed all in black and leather caused my girlie parts to tingle. The steely look in his eyes as he looked down at me conveyed that he was all business. Or so I thought. He leaned in and kissed me with a passion that caused my heart to race. 
 
    "Ready?" he asked when he pulled back. 
 
    I nodded, licking the taste of him off my bottom lip. I started my car and followed LD to the main road, smiling when I realized that he was purposely traveling slower for me. The knowledge that he expected trouble was a sobering thought and kept me on the lookout for it. It seemed to be turning darker earlier than usual, thanks to the storm clouds that were gathering. I wondered what that meant for LD if it started to rain. Did he stop and change into some kind of rain gear? I smiled at that thought, seriously doubting it. 
 
    He was too alpha to let a little rain bother him. 
 
    We hadn't been on the road long when we ran into the trouble that he had warned me about.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 29 
 
      
 
    LD 
 
      
 
    I checked my rearview mirror to see how far behind me Jolene was, slowing down when I realized that she was too far back. Normally I would have been going full throttle where I could, but I wanted to make fucking sure that she made it to the clubhouse. Dogface could be anywhere out there, and he was running rabid. He'd continue to come after us in retaliation, alone or with the handful of men that he still had left. He'd warned me that he had a secret weapon, but one thing I knew for sure, The Vegas Watchdogs weren't it. They'd done Desert Rebels a solid by providing us information when they could. 
 
    I thought about the woman behind me. I was in too fucking deep with her, but damn if she didn't calm my demons, and I liked talking to her almost as much as I liked fucking her. Hell, I just liked being around her. No matter how hard I fought against her pull, she’d managed to dig her way in and knock down my defenses. She'd made me dredge up shit that I'd buried so fucking deep in my soul it should never have seen the light of day again.  
 
    She'd cracked the ice around my heart. 
 
    I may as well face it--Jolene Masters was going to be my downfall. She'd made her feelings clear, but she was fooling herself if she thought she could somehow fix me by getting me to spill my guts about shit that had happened in my past. Nothing was going to fix me; I'd been this way too fucking long. I wasn't a nice man, and I was moody as fuck. If she was going to be in my life, she would have to accept that. 
 
    The thought of Jolene being in my life did something to me that I couldn't explain. 
 
    I knew that I should have been trying to figure out a way to get her out of my life once and for all. It would be better for her. But the fucking truth was that I wanted Jolene. I wanted her for myself. The thought of her being with anyone else got my anger up like nothing else.  
 
    Made me want to bust my knuckles up destroying something.  
 
    Made me want to claim her so that no one else could touch her without knowing that it would be the last fucking thing they'd ever do because I would end them.   
 
    If I claimed her…hell, I couldn't believe I was even thinking that kind of shit. I gave my head a shake. The woman was too much of a fucking distraction, and that was dangerous.  
 
    My gaze shifted to the mirror. Jolene was close. There wasn't any traffic behind her. Good. Maybe we'd make it to the clubhouse without incident. But no sooner had the thought entered my head than a black SUV pulled out onto the road as we rounded a bend. It was clear that it had been parked off to the side behind a cluster of sage brush and cacti, the driver waiting for someone, and that someone had been us. 
 
    Swearing, I swerved to avoid being run down, almost losing control when my tires hit loose dirt and gravel. As I righted my bike I whipped my head around to see the fucking driver of the vehicle head straight for Jolene. I knew what was going to happen before it happened. Jolene reacted instinctively. Faced with the possibility of a head-on collision, she swerved sharply and skidded off the road. I heard her scream as she tried to control her car as it ran over brush and large rocks that jarred her vehicle violently and had to have damaged the frame.  
 
    I turned my bike around. The SUV continued further down the road where I watched it turn around. Shit! My eyes riveted to Jolene's car, which had come to a jarring halt against a huge boulder. Her vehicle was totaled. My concern was for Jolene, and I breathed a sigh of relief when I saw her trying to open her door. When that didn't work, she rolled the window down. 
 
    "LD!" she cried out, her eyes round with fear in her face pale. "I can't get out!" 
 
    Her engine was beginning to smoke, and I saw gasoline pouring onto the ground. One of the larger rocks that she'd run over must have ruptured the gas tank. I brought my bike close to her and jumped off. "Climb out the window, baby!" She started to crawl through, but when I reached her I wrapped my arm around her waist and hauled her the rest of the way out and into my arms. As much as I wanted to check her over, I knew we had to get the hell out of there fast. The engine caught fire, and the SUV was gunning toward us. 
 
    "We gotta go!" I yelled. I picked her ass up and put her on my bike, mounted, and then hit the gas. "Hold on tight!" 
 
    Almost immediately I heard a shot ring out and something whiz past us. Fuck! I went full-throttle. I knew I could outrun them, but I couldn't outrun bullets. The fact that Jolene could be hit wasn't lost on me. She'd wrapped her arms around me tightly, and I could feel how much she was shaking.  
 
    My bike was equipped with an infotainment center, so it made contacting someone at the clubhouse easy. Loco picked up almost immediately at the other end. 
 
    "Yeah?" 
 
    "Got a fucking shooter on my tail, Brother," I snarled into the phone, not wasting words.  
 
    "Where?" His lazy greeting sharpened with dread. 
 
    "On the road from my house to the clubhouse." 
 
    "On our way!" 
 
    I turned my head sideways so that Jolene could hear me. "I need the gun in the back of my pants!" I'd had to slow down to take some of the sharper curves or we would have ended up in the ravine below, and the SUV was getting close. My weapon of choice was a knife, but I was good with a gun when I had to be. 
 
    I felt Jolene slowly slide her arm out from around me while her other hand grabbed hold of my belt loop as though for extra support. She was trembling so much, but did what I asked without question. She pulled my weapon free, cautiously bringing it around to where I could take it from her. I checked my mirror to see a hand sticking out the passenger-side window of the SUV with a gun in its grip. Without hesitating and with little aim I fired back, shooting the gun out of his hand, and then three more times, hitting the windshield. The SUV lost control for a minute, giving us time to shoot forward and put a little distance between us. 
 
    It wasn't much longer before more shots rang out in our direction in rapid succession. They were too close for comfort, and I began to weave my bike back and forth. Another mile down the road a glance in the mirror showed the SUV slowing down to turn around. Either they’d realized that there was no way to catch us, or they were expecting trouble in the way of reinforcements. I didn't slow my speed. I'd been in situations before where more than one ambush had been set up along the same stretch of road. 
 
    Bull's voice came over my Bluetooth. "We see you, Brother!"  
 
     I could see them, too. Five brothers riding toward us at full-throttle. "Fuckers turned around about a half mile back!" I snarled. 
 
    "Go to the clubhouse!" Demon ordered. "We'll catch up to them!" I made brief eye contact with him as we passed on the road. "Reid will cover your back!" 
 
    Without question Reid slowed down and I watched him turn around in my mirror. If Jolene hadn't been with me I would have gone with them. Hell, I would have taken care of the bastards myself and not even called my brothers, but there was no way I was going to risk letting anything happening to her.  
 
    My focus was on getting her to the clubhouse where she would be safe. I continued to take the curves in the road at a reckless speed, aware that we weren't out of the woods yet. Once we hit a patch of open road I pushed my bike to the limit, eating up the miles at a dangerous pace until we were close to the clubhouse and I felt safe to slow down. Reid stayed close behind us as we rode through the gate and stopped in front of the building.  
 
    Jolene's arms didn't release their hold on me. If anything, she clutched me to her tighter. I turned to look at her over my shoulder. "You okay, baby?"  
 
    She nodded. "I think so. Just a little shaken up." Hell, she was more than just a little shaken up. She was shaking as if she were freezing, and pale as chalk. I swore when it occurred to me that she could be going in to shock. She tried to smile, but it didn't reach her eyes. 
 
    "Brother—," 
 
    Something in Reid's tone sent up warning signals and drew my attention. I swung my gaze to him where he'd moved closer to Jolene. He was looking down at something at her side. I narrowed my eyes but didn't see anything until he pulled her sweater away from her body and held it up for my inspection. Everything in me turned to ice, and I couldn't pull my eyes from the bullet hole that had scorched a hole in her sweater. My gut clenched. 
 
    "What the fuck?!" I snarled low. 
 
    "What?" Jolene glanced down at the material in Reid's hand, her lips forming a perfect O when she realized what she was looking at. "But, I didn’t even feel anything," she murmured with confusion.  
 
    I pulled the sweater from Reid's hands and lifted it to check her side, not surprised to find a pencil thin line marring her perfect skin. Fuck, she'd gotten lucky; it wasn't even bleeding, and looked to be a mild surface burn. But it was enough, and a reminder of how fucking fragile life was, how close Jolene had come to losing her life, and on my watch.  
 
    My blood turned cold at the thought, and all I wanted to do was go back, find the fuckers who had done this, and end them.  
 
    "Reid--" I sucked in air, because all of a sudden it felt as if I couldn't get enough into my lungs. "Take her inside." I jumped back onto my bike and started it. 
 
    "Where are you going?" There was concern in Jolene's voice as she turned my way. 
 
    She put her hand on my thigh, her eyes pleading for something that I refused to acknowledge. I hadn’t asked her to care; I didn't need her to sacrifice herself to make me a better man. It didn't matter what I wanted and that for a split second I had pushed everything else away and made a grab for something good. I steeled myself for what I had to do to save her.  
 
    I ignored the tears swimming in her eyes. 
 
    She needed to stay the fuck away from me. I needed to wipe the worry out of her eyes, and remind her of the kind of monster I was. "I have a job to do," I finally explained in a cold, indifferent voice, the one that I'd mastered so well, the one that warned anyone who heard it not to mess with me, that what little humanity I had left was buried deep. 
 
    I could see it in her eyes. She was afraid to ask what that job was, afraid of what my answer would be. I think Jolene knew down deep what I was thinking.  
 
    "You could have died today." There was more emotion in my voice then I was comfortable exposing. 
 
    "You could have, too."  
 
    That didn't make it okay. She reached up and wiped the tears off her cheek. I leaned in closer to her, growling low, "You. Could. Have. Died. Today." 
 
    She didn't back down. "But I didn't." 
 
    "It doesn't matter." I shook my head, having made up my mind. "I can't go through this shit again." This sort of situation was the very thing that kept me from giving a damn.  
 
    Her expression cleared, and I knew that she wasn't going to let this go, but she would for now. It was there in her eyes, the strength and determination that I respected. I expected there'd be more conversation between us later, but Jolene was a smart woman and knew when to pick her battles.  
 
    Even if she had no hope of winning. 
 
    "What are you going to do?" It was practically a whisper. 
 
    "I need to kill someone."  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 30 
 
      
 
    Jolene 
 
      
 
    I was still rattled over what had just happened on the road to the clubhouse, and I was a little more than upset with LD because it was clear that the incident had set him back with regard to us. I knew that this had been huge for him, and with his history I had seen his withdrawal from me coming. In my opinion I'd handled being forced off the road, getting shot at and almost killed pretty well, all things considered. I'd known that LD would protect me. He, on the other hand, had dealt with the situation by locking down his emotions and pretending that he didn't care about me.  
 
    The look in his eyes had expressed a lot more than the words that come out of his mouth. 
 
     I could still hear the sound of his bike even after he was out of sight. It was dark now. The lights were on inside the clubhouse, but even from outside I could tell that it wasn't a normal night in the bar. It was too quiet. Almost ghostly, and that's when I noticed that there weren't many motorcycles parked in front. Usually the place was packed after the sun had set.  
 
    I met Reid's quiet eyes, the outside lights on the property enough for me to see them clearly. "Something is going on?"  
 
    "You could say that." 
 
    Oh! These men and their vague responses. "What?" 
 
    "Club business," came his short reply. 
 
    I wanted to scream. "Don't you think after today that I'm now involved in ‘club business’?" I raised an eyebrow. 
 
    He snorted. "That was nothing." 
 
    Nothing?! My mouth opened and closed like a fish out of water as I searched for the words to let him have it, and then I calmed myself down. He was probably right, and accepting that reality was even scarier than what I’d been through. I glanced back in the direction that LD had gone. "Will he be okay?" He'd said that he was going to kill someone. I didn't want to think about that. I knew what kind of men the Desert Rebels were.  
 
    "Don't worry about LD. Let's go inside." 
 
    Don’t worry about LD. I wouldn’t be worried about the man if I didn't care for him. What Reid was telling me to do was impossible, but I turned and followed him inside anyway. There was no music playing, the only sound the low murmur of voices followed by the occasional laugh. The lighting kept the atmosphere from being too gloomy. I saw Raven, Annie, Bobbie, and Loco sitting at one table, and returned their smiling waves. Next to them, at another table, sat JoJo and Ellie with their babies. Reid walked straight to Ellie and took their daughter, Izzy, from her arms. 
 
    I started to make my way over to them just to say hi, and then I planned to go to LD's room for a shower and some peace and quiet to reflect on how I was going to handle the big man when he returned. You couldn't take a six-foot-seven-inch giant with a hulkish body and shake any sense into him. Doing so would be comparable to taking a bull by the horns, the thought of which caused me to smile. But how did one do such a thing? 
 
    "Hey, Sis!" 
 
    My brother's voice carried to me from across the room and I pivoted in his direction, surprised to see him. I smiled automatically as I pulled out a chair and sat down at the table with him. It was so good to see him when he wasn't running to me because he was in trouble or in need of money. 
 
    "What are you still doing here?" 
 
    His smile vanished as his eyes ran over me with concern. "You look rattled." 
 
    "Just had a wild ride here." I didn't feel like going into the details with him. "So, you're not working today?" 
 
    Danny laughed. "Obviously. It's the day after Thanksgiving. The business is closed until Monday." 
 
    How could I have forgotten? Thanksgiving seemed as if it had been days ago. "Where's Annabelle?" They were almost always together. 
 
    The mention of Annabelle’s name brought a change in Danny that was obvious. His expression softened, as did the sharpness in his clear eyes. I'd never seen him react like this with another woman. Could it be that my baby brother was in love? 
 
    "She went to the bathroom," he said. "I'm getting ready to take her and Lulu back to their apartment. 
 
    That's right--they'd taken over Sax's old apartment in Vegas. I nodded. "So we're not on lockdown again?" 
 
    He frowned. "Why would we be on lockdown again?" 
 
    I glanced over at Reid, where he was covering Izzy's pink and laughing little face with big, loud kisses that caused her to grab for his hair and wiggle with pleasure. He'd told me that there was club business going on, but maybe that didn't always mean that there was trouble. Something was up, though, because I remembered the phone call LD had received right before we'd left his house. There'd been an urgency surrounding it, and had been immediately followed by the incident on the road, which brought to mind my totaled car. 
 
    "Hey there!" 
 
    Annabelle's sweet voice tore me from my thoughts, and I glanced up at her with a smile. But before I could say anything, the door to the clubhouse burst open and five big bikers stormed into the bar, LD and Demon in the lead. The looks on their faces revealed that they weren't happy. Cole, Oz, and Colton were right behind them. I breathed a sigh of relief that LD had returned unharmed. None of them looked any worse for the wear, so I assumed that they hadn't been able to catch up with the men in the SUV.  
 
    LD barely spared me a glance on his way past me. In fact, none of the men acknowledged anyone in the room as they made their way to the bar, muttering and swearing all the way. Reid said something to Ellie and handed Izzy off to her, getting up to join them. So did Loco.  
 
    "Wow, something's going on." Annabelle sat down next to Danny. I noticed immediately that they linked hands and moved in close to each other.  
 
    "A good blowjob will take care of what ails them." 
 
    "Danny!" both Annabelle and I exclaimed in shock, laughing in spite of it. 
 
    He shrugged, grinning. "It's true. I've been around them long enough to know that that's what they do when they return all wound up and foaming at the mouth." 
 
    I glanced back at the men. "I don't see any foam." 
 
    Annabelle laughed. 
 
    "You know what I mean."  
 
    Unfortunately, I did, the old ladies had educated me on a few things. I narrowed my eyes on Danny. "How would you know how they act? Have you been hanging out at LD's clubhouse?" 
 
    "Maybe once in a while I go there for a drink." He made eye contact with Annabelle, looking earnest. "But that's all I do, honey. A drink after work." 
 
    "I trust you," she said softly, and it was totally there in her eyes--my brother could do no wrong.  
 
    "So you sit and watch them get blowjobs?" I inquired with disgust in my voice. I'd seen a few of the men receiving “attention” from the women, but had always looked away.  
 
    "Well what else am I supposed to do? It's right there out in the open. The guys have been busy breaking in the new club girls." 
 
    My heart fell at that news. "All of them?" 
 
    "There's only two," he clarified. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. "I mean are all of the men breaking them in?" I was practically yelling, because thoughts of LD getting a blowjob by those women were flashing before my eyes.  
 
    Danny laughed. "From what I can tell. It's a club thing apparently." He looked at Annabelle expectantly, not picking up on my uneasy tone. "You ready to go home, honey?" 
 
    She nodded eagerly as they both rose to their feet. "Lulu has decided to stay here another night. One of the men will bring her home tomorrow."  
 
    "Will Demon want you to be alone?" I cringed at my own question, because it really wasn't any of my business. Annabelle was a grown woman, and I knew that if someone had questioned me like that I would have resented it. I made a face of regret. "Sorry." 
 
    She just laughed it off, probably because she was used to it. "Julia is coming over, and one of the men will be hiding out in the shadows, as usual."  She reached down and gave me a hug. "Are you joining us Thursday night?"  
 
    "At Grinders?"  
 
    She nodded. It was amateur dance night in the bar, and some of the old ladies had signed up for it after talking their men into sitting in the audience. "I wouldn't miss it." 
 
    "You need to seriously think about signing up for it," Annabelle continued. 
 
    Bobbie and JoJo had also tried to talk me into it. "I'll think about it." That was as much as I was willing to commit to. I was proud of my body, but dancing around a stripper pole wearing little clothes in a room full of gawking men wasn't my idea of fun. Knowing how possessive these men were, I was surprised they were allowing their women to show off their bodies like that.  
 
    Annabelle said goodbye to Demon and the girls, and then she and Danny left. My gaze riveted to where LD was resting against the bar between Loco and Cole with a drink in his hands. I could tell that he was still wound up. The others were, too, their expressions twisted and angry as they spoke. They were obviously still pissed about something.  
 
    It hurt that LD had ignored me. A quick glance at Bobbie and the other women revealed that it hadn't bothered them at all that their men had walked right by and gone to the bar when they'd returned. 
 
     They were probably used to it. 
 
     I got up to leave for that shower that I wanted when Bobbie motioned me over to her table. Returning her enthusiastic smile, I made my way there. 
 
    "Where did you disappear to yesterday?" she asked, putting me on the spot in front of everyone.  
 
    "Yeah, fess up," Annie grinned. "We looked all over for you." 
 
    I shot a suspicious glance at Raven. Had she told them anything? Amusement sparkled in her eyes, but beyond that her expression gave nothing away. "I was around." 
 
    "Well, it wasn’t around here." The look Bobbie pinned on me revealed that she had her own suspicions about where I’d been.  
 
    I couldn't contain my smile. Wouldn't they just love to hear the dirty details of how I'd spent my time with LD's hands and mouth all over me? But I wasn't about to add fuel to the fire by admitting to anything, because I knew how these ladies were. They'd blow it up into something it wasn't--yet--and send LD running.  
 
    "Sit with us a while."  
 
    JoJo was feeding Samuel a bottle. The little guy was half-asleep, but he was sucking hard at the nipple. Ellie had Izzy cuddled up against her and was patting her on the back. The little girl was sucking on her thumb, her eyes half-closed. Without warning, the image of a little blonde-haired boy with big brown eyes, playing with a little girl who looked just like him with the exception of her violet eyes, flashed in my head. I shook my head, and the visual disappeared. 
 
    "Honey, you okay? You seem distracted." 
 
    Distracted? More like demented. I wasn't about to admit to them that I’d just had a vision of what my and LD's babies would look like, and that it had freaked me out. It was way too soon to be thinking about having kids with him. "I'm just a little tired," I lied. "I'll be right back. I need a drink."  
 
    I turned toward the bar, my gaze landing on the wide, imposing backsides of the men who were huddled together. The tone of their conversation seemed to have calmed down. The alcohol they were consuming must have been helping. I noticed the prospect who was working behind the bar filled their glasses as soon as they were empty. As I moved closer to them I began to catch some of what they were saying. 
 
    Demon's harsh tone was low but clear. "That was fucking smart, dumping the SUV. They must have had their bikes stashed somewhere down the road." 
 
    "They knew you'd call for backup," Oz said, holding his glass out to the bartender.  
 
    "Would have been a fool not to since you had Jolene with you," I heard Loco say. 
 
    "Which is why I don't need a woman," LD snarled, throwing back his drink and slamming the shot glass on the bar.  
 
    "It could have happened to any of us, Brother."  
 
    I silently thanked Cole for saying that.  
 
    "Hell, there isn't one of us here with an old lady who hasn't been in a situation like that. It's club life. You learn to deal." 
 
    "You think I don't fucking know that?" 
 
    "Then what's stopping you from claiming her?" Reid chimed in.  
 
    No response from LD. 
 
    "Jolene would be a good woman for you, Brother," Cole said. "It's your turn to fall." He said that last part with a manly chuckle. 
 
    "Takes a strong woman to get run off the road and shot at and not run away," Reid added. "She kept her cool." 
 
    "You brothers can stop your bullshit any time," I heard LD growl. "This isn't the time with Dogface after my ass." 
 
    "Fuck, it's never the right time, Brother. We've always got shit going on. But we all deserve a good woman by our side. Someone to warm our beds and give us something to live for. I fought Bobbie, you all know that. Turned out claiming her was the best thing I ever did." 
 
    I held my breath when I heard Demon's words. 
 
    "Why the fuck you assholes worried so much about what I need? I'm good with the way things are." His words were cold and as sharp as a knife, and I could tell that LD actually believed what he was saying. 
 
    "You don't snatch her up soon, someone else will." Loco had made it sound like a threat. "She's a prime piece of ass."  
 
    I rolled my eyes at that.  
 
    "In fact, I might just claim it for myself." 
 
    "Go ahead," LD snarled, causing my stomach to drop. "She's been nothing but a pain in mine. You think because I've stuck my dick in her a few times that she means something to me?" 
 
    Everything in me froze. I couldn't breathe. Had he actually just said that? Two emotions bubbled to the surface, nearly crushing me--hurt in response to his tactlessness, and blinding rage that he had trivialized our time together. I stared daggers into his back, angry tears filling my eyes. What an asshole! Before I could stop it, a sob escaped me, alerting everyone at the bar that I was there. It was comical how all seven men whipped their heads around to look at me over their shoulders. 
 
    "Shit," someone muttered. 
 
    I glared into LD's eyes, willing him to see how devastated and pissed I was over his heartless words, but he showed little remorse. Loco's eyes were filled with silent regret, and I managed to muster up a smile just for him. It wasn't his fault LD was such an unfeeling brute. 
 
    "We didn't know you were there, darlin'." 
 
    I was thankful that the hot tears in my eyes hadn't fallen, further embarrassing me. I didn't want these men to feel sorry for the callous way LD had rejected me. Fight fire with fire was my motto, and I swallowed the hurt that his words had caused, reminding myself of the kind of man I was dealing with.  
 
    "Um, how long you been there?" Cole questioned. 
 
    I took a slow, deep breath, realizing what I had to do. "Listening?" My laugh was forced. "Long enough." I couldn't take my eyes off LD, and it seemed that he couldn't take his eyes off of me, either. "You're a big, fat coward, LD." I knew my words were childish, but I didn't care. It was better than hitting him like I wanted to do. 
 
    LD’s eyebrows shot up in either surprise or shock, I wasn’t sure which, before the look in his eyes warned me not to go too much further. 
 
    "Now that I know how you really feel you can relax, LD. I'll stop wasting my time." I smiled, suddenly feeling like one of the snarky villains in a Disney movie. The power that came over me felt fantastic. "A woman can make a claim, too." My gaze settled on Loco, feeling that he was the safest in the group. He was also the only other unattached male. "I came over here for a drink, but I think I'd rather have you, baby." 
 
    The amusement in Loco's eyes revealed that he knew exactly what I was doing, and that he was down for it. He slipped off his stool and came to me. 
 
    "'Bout time you came to your senses, baby," he crooned while wrapping an arm over my shoulder. "I just bought a new box of condoms, too." He glanced down at me and winked. 
 
    Silence followed us out of the bar and up the stairs. I wanted to look back to see LD's reaction, but I was afraid that it wouldn't be the one I wanted. I'd never known a more stubborn man. 
 
    "You know nothing is going to happen between us, right?" I whispered over to Loco as we reached the top of the stairs. 
 
    He grinned down at me. "You know it. I know it. But the big man downstairs doesn't know it." We turned the corner to his room. "I give him five minutes." 
 
    In actuality, it took more like three minutes.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 31 
 
      
 
    LD 
 
      
 
    What. 
 
    The. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    "Well, that was interesting." Colton turned back around to face the bar, trying to hide his smirk. 
 
    My brothers followed suit slowly, while I sat there watching Loco take Jolene upstairs to his room. I was fucking stunned, and had to remind myself that this was my own fucking fault. I couldn't blame her for going to him after I'd rejected her in front of my brothers. She was playing my game. But was it a game? Loco had flirted with Jolene from the beginning. I knew he wanted her, but would he fuck another brother's woman?  
 
    Fuck. She wasn’t another brother’s woman. I hadn't even claimed Jolene. I'd told Loco to go for it, and she'd heard every fucking word. Why wouldn't she believe that I didn't want her? Rejection was a hurtful emotion, and it could do a lot of fucking damage, the kind of damage that you couldn't recover from. As I watched them turn the corner and out of view, I let out a low groan, condemning myself for letting my fear of getting close to Jolene cause me to say something that I didn't mean. 
 
    Hell, who was I kidding? I was already close to her. 
 
    No matter how hard I tried, I couldn't stop thinking about her, and I sure as fuck couldn’t stop wanting her.  
 
    "Looks like you lose, Brother." 
 
    I scowled over at Demon, but he missed it by taking a drink. "She's better off without me." I tried to play off the fact that Jolene going off with Loco hadn't affected me. 
 
    Cole gave me a smirk. "Think we all pretty much said the same thing, Brother, before we fell. I only hope you can stand seeing Jolene with Loco's hands and mouth all over her. You know he lives for public sex." 
 
    I clenched my jaw, trying not to picture it. I'd kill the bastard. 
 
    "You gotta let go of the past, LD."  
 
    I cut my eyes to Demon, his tone warning me that he was about to lecture me.  
 
    "Caroline would want you to move on. Got to stop blaming yourself for what happened to her and Johnny. Sure, we live a dangerous life, but that incident happened before you even joined us. If Jolene hasn't proven to you by now that she can handle this life, then nothing will." 
 
    Reid decided to put in his two cents. "She's not a runner, bro." 
 
    Colton followed with, "Let her in, LD. You deserve some happy, man." 
 
    "Jesus, fuck, will you all just shut up?" I felt like I was sitting in a support group. Then I realized that my brothers were a support group, and that they obviously knew better than I did what was good for me.  
 
    Demon was right about what Caroline would want for me, and he was right in guessing that I blamed myself for her and Johnny’s deaths. I'd been helpless to stop it. And God help me, if I'd had a gun that night, I would have ended both their lives myself before watching them get beaten and tortured and having their throats cut. That was the part of the story no one else knew about, the words that I couldn't let pass through my lips, but still haunted me. That’s how far I had been pushed.  
 
    Jolene was right. I was a coward, but only when it came to emotions and commitment. I'd cut Lulu off as soon as I'd heard that she had feelings for me. If that hadn't scared the fuck out of me I would have kept using her for relief and not let it bother me.  
 
    I motioned to Spider to fill my glass, drank it down, and left my chair.  
 
    "Where you going, Brother?" 
 
    I heard the smirk in Oz's voice, giving him the bird as I continued to walk away. It was time I got my head out of my ass and stopped this back and forth shit with Jolene before I lost her for good. I didn't know what I was going to find on the other side of Loco's door, but I wasn't going to let it keep me from her. We needed to have that talk that I'd wanted to have back at my house, and it needed to happen now. 
 
    I turned the doorknob to find it locked. 
 
    "Open the fucking door!" I hollered. 
 
    "Kind of busy in here, Brother," Loco called back, and I swore I heard moaning. 
 
    "Open the fucking door or I'll kick it in, Brother!" I felt my blood pressure rising. Were they fucking? Another moan, and then the murmured sound of Jolene asking for more. I stepped back and raised my leg, kicking the door hard enough to tear it off the hinges and fall lopsided against the wall. 
 
    I stepped into Loco's room, breathing like a locomotive, my gaze zeroing in on where he and Jolene lay beneath the covers of his bed. Oh, hell, no! "You're a dead man," I snarled, seeing red. 
 
    "LD, wait!" Jolene rushed out when two giant steps brought me to the bed.  
 
    She was clutching the covers up to her neck, her eyes huge in an almost fearful face. Was she scared for herself, or for Loco? Loco, naked from the waist up; just lay there with a smirk on his too-pretty face, a face I was going to mess up. God help him if he was naked under that fucking sheet. I reached for him. 
 
    "LD!" 
 
    I snapped my eyes in Jolene’s direction, watching as she lowered the sheet to reveal that she was fully dressed. My anger and my need to hurt Loco dropped several notches. When I looked back at him and saw his fucking grin, I decked him anyway.  
 
    Jolene gasped loudly. "Loco!" She turned to him with concern. 
 
    "You--" I snapped, drawing her eyes back to me. "With me. We need to talk." 
 
    "Are you going to hit me, too?" 
 
    I gritted my teeth and closed my eyes, praying for patience. I'd never hit a woman, and if I put my hands on her it was going to be in the way of a spanking on her bare ass. "Jolene, you don't know how close I am to losing it." 
 
    Something in my tone must have convinced her I wasn't playing around. She glanced down at Loco, who was using the edge of the sheet to hold back the blood that was pouring from his nose. 
 
    She sighed. "Are you okay?"  
 
    Loco winked at her. "I'm good, baby. If LD had wanted to he could have broken my face." Loco glanced up at me, the look in his eyes turning serious. "Last chance, Brother."  
 
    His meaning was clear and unnecessary. I was going to lay all of my cards on the table, and if Jolene could accept me that way, we could have a fucking chance. I held out my hand, and she took it without hesitation. She climbed over Loco, and I had her on her feet and heading toward the door in seconds. 
 
    "What about my broken door?" Loco called out in a nasally voice. 
 
    "Fuck your door. I have more important things to do." 
 
    I decided at the last minute not to take Jolene to my room because I knew if we were anywhere in the vicinity of a bed that we'd never get any talking done. I dragged her down the stairs and out the front door, and then around the building to where the picnic tables were located. My jaw tightened when my gaze landed on Lulu and Cherry, who were on a smoke break. Their welcoming smiles vanished after I snarled at both of them to get lost. 
 
    "Nice, LD. You really need to work on your people skills—oh!" 
 
    I pulled Jolene around to the front of me and into my arms, crushing her lips beneath mine to stifle the complaint falling out of her mouth. Her initial response was to stiffen against me, but all it took to soften her was my tongue slipping between her lips and into her mouth, and then she melted against me. I swallowed her weak moans, thrusting my tongue against hers, exploring her sweetness with a hunger that swept through me like fucking wildfire. Once I'd given in to the decision to have her, I was all in. 
 
    We were both out of breath by the time I pulled back. I could tell by Jolene's flushed expression and her parted, swollen lips that she wanted to continue. Fuck, so did I, and it was hard to turn down her unspoken invitation, but we had to talk before we did anything else. I sucked in a deep breath and walked us to the table. 
 
    "Sit, baby." 
 
    She sank down onto the bench in a kind of daze that pleased the shit out of me. 
 
    "Wow…that was much better than a hit," she sassed.  
 
    I released a loud huff. "I would never hit a woman," I said, looking at her out of the corner of my eye. "But I may spank one."  
 
    Her jaw dropped, but she couldn't disguise the humor dancing in her eyes. "With or without pants on?" 
 
    "Depends on the woman. If it's you, I'd want your ass naked." She surprised me with a smile. "It'll hurt more." That wiped the smile right off her face. I looked out across the field to the tree line, trying to gather my thoughts. This was going to be harder than I thought. "I'm sorry, Jolene." I met her eyes full on. "For what I said inside. Didn't mean it. Sure as fuck don't want Loco to have you." 
 
    "You wanted to chase me away," she said with more insight than I thought she'd had. "I've known you for a long year, LD. Long enough to watch you and know your MO. You're afraid to feel emotion, afraid to get close to someone. Afraid to lose someone again. And when someone gets close to you, it freaks you out. You begin to pull away and make excuses. We had no sooner made it back here to the clubhouse before you started doing that very thing to me." She pulled her sweater up and found the bullet hole. "This didn't help." 
 
    I couldn't argue with her, so I only nodded. It wasn't lost on me that she was doing all the talking when I had so much I wanted to say, to explain. But it appeared that Jolene had no problem reading me.  
 
    "You lost your wife and son in a horrible attack. No one should ever go through that, and my heart breaks thinking about what you must have gone through, what you're still going through because you won't let go. Life is so short, LD. You won't ever forget Caroline and Johnny, but you owe it to them to move on and be happy. What you're doing isn't living." 
 
    "It's worked for me, until now." My tone was huskier than usual. "Fuck, I'm not good with words, baby. But I know I want you. If you can accept that I'm not going to change overnight, that there'll be times when we fight and you'll fucking hate me--" I paused, wondering if I should go on, but deciding that Jolene needed to hear the truth. "There'll be times when I'll want to walk away, and maybe I will for a little while. There'll be times when you'll need to walk away, too. If you can put up with all my shitty, dark moods and bullshit, and still want me …" Fuck, I was screwing this all up, yet Jolene continued to sit quietly, listening intently. 
 
    After a while she said, "Yes." I just stared at her, and fuck if the brightness in her eyes didn't make my heart feel lighter. "Yes, LD. I say we go for it. The sexual attraction is definitely there. The rest will work out in time, so we take things slow. Go on dates. Get to know each other better. Become friends." 
 
    I scowled at her suggestion. "Wait a minute--dates?"  
 
    She nodded eagerly. "So we can get to know each other better." 
 
    "Can't we talk during sex?" 
 
    She shook her head sadly.  
 
    I didn't like the thought of that. I narrowed my eyes, trying to determine if she was serious. "If you think I'm entering into a relationship that doesn't include fucking—" 
 
    Jolene threw back her head and laughed out loud. "It surprises me that you know the word ‘relationship,” she joked. "Relax, big man. If we're going to do this, then you have to accept me the way I am, too. I'm not perfect. I have a warped sense of humor, I'm stubborn, reckless at times, and a fighter. And in case it escaped your notice, I like to get even. I'm not saying that your words didn't hurt me, because they did. They devastated me, until I realized where they were coming from. My move with Loco was to wake you up."  
 
    She made a sudden move, and before I knew it she was straddling my lap. I grunted when she sank down hard on my dick. 
 
     "We're going to have to find a new way of dealing with your, ah, phobia of losing someone you're, um, close to." 
 
    "’Phobia’? Interesting word. You have something in mind?"  
 
    She thought for a minute before shaking her head. "I'll think about it. But just a warning, LD--I'm not going to let you push me away again. It hurts too much. If it happens again, it will be for the right reason, and not because of something that happened in your past. I care about you, and I know you feel something for me, so deal with it." 
 
    She was too smart for her own good, and I liked her when she was bossy and in control. As if she sensed it, she began to wiggle back and forth on my lap, teasing me and dragging a groan up my throat. There were two layers of jeans between us, and I could still feel the heat of her pussy against me.  
 
    "Damn, baby, that feels good." I was growing harder by the second. 
 
    "Are we done talking?" she asked, continuing to rock. 
 
    "For now." I was done, and more than ready to move on in our relationship. I knew that it wasn't going to be easy, because of me, not Jolene. I'd been alone too fucking long. I was older and set in my ways. I had baggage that I'd never completely get rid of. All we could do was take it one day at a time and hope that it worked out in the end. 
 
    Thank fuck she was willing. 
 
    Her movements were driving me crazy. I raised my hips, grinding my dick against her. She whimpered and began to kiss the side of my neck. I could have fucked her right there on the picnic table, under the stars. But I had shit to take care of, and a man to kill. Dogface was on the move and he was coming for me. He'd come close today. Someone had told him where to find me, but who? I didn't like the only answer I could come up with, because the only ones who knew where my house was located were my brothers and now Jolene. Dogface's secret weapon? Who the fuck was it? There were too many unanswered questions.  
 
    Too many fucking unknowns.  
 
    Well, nothing was going to change in the next hour, and I needed to fuck my woman. My dick was so hard and aching to be inside her, and her movements told me that she needed it, too. I grabbed her by the hair and jerked her head back, slamming my mouth over hers. I ravished her mouth until it was wet and swollen, fucked her mouth with my tongue. We bit at each other's lips as the kiss ended, breathing hard. 
 
    "Come on, baby. Let's go inside. Shower. I need inside your pussy." 
 
    She smiled against my lips. "Sounds like heaven," she whispered. 
 
    Heaven, yeah. Being inside Jolene was heaven. 
 
    I could deal with that.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 32 
 
      
 
    Jolene 
 
      
 
    I pulled my little red rental up in front of Illuminations, parked, and turned it off. The clock on my dash revealed that I was right on time, with not a minute to spare. A light was on inside the Desert Rebels', office telling me that Lulu and Annabelle were already there, so I stuck my head in to say hi. 
 
    "Good morning, ladies." 
 
    Sitting side-by-side at a desk, they both looked up from the computer they were looking at and smiled. "Hey, honey, what are you doing here?" 
 
    I blinked at Annabelle with surprise. "Well, I do work next door, even though this is my first day back since the, um, fire." I couldn't bring myself to say the word “explosion”. I wasn't sure if they knew about Danny's involvement. Would he have told Annabelle something like that? "How much more training do you have?" 
 
    We both looked at Lulu for the answer. "She's a quick learner. I figure this will be the last week, and then next week she can run the place on her own. If she makes a mistake, it's not like the owner will fire her." 
 
    We all laughed at that. 
 
    "Are you putting in a full day?" Lulu asked. 
 
    I nodded. "Yeah, and I'm looking forward to it. Have a lot of catching up to do. With Danny working I feel out of the loop." I wasn't about to tell them that I was going to check over everything to make sure that he had the running of the business under control.  
 
    "Speaking of Danny..."  
 
    The twinkle in Annabelle's eye confirmed what I already knew before I turned to see my brother walking up to the door behind me, looking casual in jeans and a pullover. "Are you checking up on me already?" I joked. 
 
    "I'm not here to see you," he confessed, scooting past and walking to the desk. "I brought the girls some breakfast." 
 
    "Ouch!" I laughed.  
 
    He gave Annabelle a kiss and then handed the bag off to her. "You're late, Sis. The store should have been open three minutes ago." He took the bagel Annabelle handed him. 
 
     I rolled my eyes, stopping myself from pointing out all the times that he'd shown up late or not at all. If his sudden change for the good was due to Annabelle then I owed her. It was as if Danny had grown up over night.  
 
    I turned my attention to Lulu and Annabelle. "I better go. I'll see you two at lunch time?" 
 
    They nodded, I gave Danny a finger wave, and left. As I was walking to the door the sound of motorcycles drew my attention to the street, and my heart raced in anticipation of seeing LD. But I soon realized that the bikers were wearing Vegas Watchdogs cuts, and they continued past the store. I hadn't seen LD since he'd given me a ride home the evening after Thanksgiving, and that had been three days ago. I knew he was extremely busy setting up the new clubhouse and looking for Dogface, but I'd hoped that he would have made an effort to stop in and see me at the end of the day. We'd been texting back and forth, but I wanted to see him in the flesh. 
 
    I unlocked the door and turned on the lights as I walked through the room toward my desk. Teresa had closed up the day before Thanksgiving and had left the place clean. I could even smell the Lysol coming from the bathroom. I tucked my purse into the bottom drawer of the desk and then went to the coffee maker in the stock room to fix myself a pot. I had just flipped the switch on when the alarm alerted me that someone had come inside the store. 
 
    I went back into the show room to see a young woman walking around, examining light fixtures and checking prices. "Can I help you?" 
 
    She turned my way with a ready smile on her heavily made up face. I recognized that she was wearing designer clothes, already having seen the red bottoms of her jeweled stilettos. Her small purse was also Christian Louboutin. Her long platinum hair was pulled back into a high ponytail, and she was wearing a pair of red-framed sunglasses that prevented me from seeing her eyes. 
 
    "I'm just looking for now. My husband doesn't like shopping and told me that if I find something I can't live without then he'll come inside." 
 
    I laughed at that. "Is he waiting in the car?" 
 
    She shook her head. "No, he's at home with the contractors now. We're having a house built." 
 
    "I see. Well, do you have any idea what you're looking for?" 
 
    "Something sparkly and expensive."  
 
    I was glad that Danny chose that moment to open the door, because it kept me from rolling my eyes and possibly losing a substantial sale. 
 
    She laughed and turned back to the wall sconces she'd been admiring. 
 
    "Hey, Sis," Danny whispered, motioning me over. "I'm off to pick up your car. Gonna tow it to the new clubhouse." 
 
    "What?" I whisper-yelled with surprise. I hadn't called the insurance company because LD had asked me not to. He didn't want the cops involved.  
 
    "Yeah, LD wants me to get if off the road before it draws attention." 
 
    "Why you?" 
 
    Danny's laugh held little humor. "It's part of my job, Sis. The Desert Rebels don't help people out for nothing. I still owe them for taking care of the Insane Boys for me." He snorted, adding, "What, did you think because they're gone that it wiped my slate clean with LD?" 
 
    I didn't know what I’d thought.  
 
    "Look, I have to go. Sticks and Jolly are out front, so you girls are safe." He leaned in and kissed my cheek. "I'll be home late tonight." 
 
    I watched him leave, and then turned back around when I remembered that I had a customer. I hadn't realized that she'd moved so close to where Danny and I had been talking, and caught her just as she was spinning away from me. She reached for a price tag, and I got the impression that she was pretending to read it. Shaking off the weird feeling that suddenly came over me, I went to my desk and reached for my phone. 
 
    "I guess I'll go get my husband," the pretty blond smiled as she sashayed her way toward the door. "I found a chandelier I want for the foyer." 
 
    "Great. I hope it works out." I recalled that her husband was home and that she'd have to go get him. "I close up at five." 
 
    "We'll be back!" she said cheerily. 
 
    I sat down, and began to text LD with a smile on my face. 
 
    somethin u want 2 tell me?  
 
    I didn't have to wait long. 
 
    about? 
 
    my car? 
 
    take it u saw dan 
 
    just left here so im not going 2 call ins at all? 
 
    we talked bout this baby, don’t want questions 
 
    no ins no money no car 
 
    He knew that. Plus, I still had to pay off the note. It would have been so easy to make up a story for the insurance company about being run off the road by a hit and run driver, but if they insisted that I file a police report LD was worried that they would investigate, and he and Demon didn't want any connections made between their club and the Insane Boys.  
 
    dont worry i'll take care of it 
 
    What did he mean by that?  
 
    youve done enough, I said, meaning it. 
 
    youre my woman, its my job 
 
    That brought a smile to my face and warmed me inside. you no what else is ur job? 
 
    what baby 
 
    fucking me. I smiled and waited. I was a little disappointed when he didn't respond and added, miss u 
 
    baby gotta go 
 
    I sighed. will i c u befor the end of the yr? I was kidding, but that was only a little over a month away, and he kept busy with club stuff.  
 
    promise 
 
    k 
 
    There was nothing more after that. I was about to get up and go to the back for a cup of coffee when customers began to trickle in, some to pick up orders, others to shop around because they were doing some home remodeling or having an addition built onto their house. One customer had to replace all of his lighting fixtures because his house had been vandalized. I stayed busy most of the morning so that by the time I finally made it to the back for that cup of coffee it was almost eleven.  
 
    I'd just taken a drink, closing my eyes to savor the first sip, wincing because the coffee was bitter from sitting out for so long, when suddenly the alarm went off. "I'll be right out!" I quickly poured extra cream into my cup, stirred it, and took another quick sip. "Better," I murmured, satisfied. I turned to leave the stock room and came up short. There was a tall, dark shadow filling the doorway, and I knew instantly that it was LD. 
 
    "Oh! Damn, you scared me, LD!" A nervous laugh escaped me. "What are you doing here?" It hadn't been that long since we'd texted. As usual, my heart raced with excitement when I saw him. 
 
    He stepped further into the room. When the light fell on him I could tell that he was tired, and his clothes were rumpled and dusty. He'd obviously been on the road. Before I knew it he was upon me, taking my coffee cup away from me and setting it back down on the table. 
 
    "It's been brought to my attention that I've been ignoring my woman."  
 
    My woman. I liked the sound of that. Before I could respond my hair was grabbed and my head pulled back. A gasp escaped me at the unexpected abruptness of his move, and I felt a sharp flurry of arousal deep in my core. LD wasted no time in slanting his mouth over mine and devouring it in a rough, consuming kiss of fiery hunger and need. The pleasure was instant. I opened my mouth, and then our tongues were thrusting as passion exploded through us after our first contact in days. Moans echoed through the small stock room. 
 
    I grasped the edges of LD's cut to pull myself into the kiss. I wanted to get as close to him as I possibly could. I wanted to absorb the scent of his leather and motor oil and smoke so I could smell him on me the rest of the day. I knew he was on the verge of losing control. His body was wound up tight, and his swollen cock was throbbing against my belly. If he’d checked he would have found me wet, because I was pulsing where I wanted him to touch me. 
 
    "LD," I purred when he transferred his mouth to my exposed throat. He began trailing hot kisses up and down my flesh and teasing the area behind my ear. "Oh, God, I've missed you!" I exclaimed breathlessly. 
 
    His growl vibrated against me. "Same here, baby." His hands moved over my body outside of my clothes, frustrating me because I wanted them on my skin. "I've locked the door." 
 
    At first I didn't know why he was telling me that until he picked me up and set me down on the edge of the table that we sometimes used to eat our lunches. I didn't question him when he began unbuttoning my silk blouse. He followed his hands with kisses, and when my blouse was undone; he pulled it apart and went for my breasts. 
 
    I cried out when he dipped his tongue into my cleavage, and then he pulled the cups to my bra down, baring me to his wandering mouth. I arched with a moan, while reaching forward and going straight for my prize. Somehow I managed to work his pants undone, and then I reached inside for his massive cock. 
 
    "Fuck, baby," he grunted around my nipple, thrusting his meaty shaft into my hand as if he couldn't stop himself.  
 
    "God, I hope you're here to fuck me," I said, marveling at the hotness and hardness of his flesh. "I want you inside me." 
 
    A sound that could have been interpreted as a laugh from anyone else sounded against the flesh of my breasts. He took a nipple between his teeth, and I nearly came off the table. 
 
    "Love your tits, baby." His rough hands fell to my knees and slowly glided up my thighs.  
 
    I thanked God that I'd worn a skirt that day. He'd have easy access to me, and I wouldn't even have to get naked.  
 
    "Going to make up for being scarce." 
 
    I quivered when his fingers teased the elastic of my panties, my hand pumping his cock. "How?"  
 
    "By claiming this little pussy," he growled, curling his hand around the silk and tugging it off. I didn't care. "Going to make sure you feel me down here every time you move." He kissed me roughly. "Going to make sure I leave you filled with my cum, swollen and achy." 
 
    "Oh, God!" I whimpered. "Yes!" 
 
    "How bad do you want me?" 
 
    "So bad, LD! I need a fix!" My clit was throbbing, and I knew I was soaked. "Fuck me!" 
 
    The smirk spreading across LD's craggy features was a full-on smile for him. My demands for him pleased him. He glanced down to where I was pumping his cock. I followed. A copious amount of pre-cum had gathered in the slit, and I ran my hand over it, using it as a lubricant. When I squeezed the head more cum leaked out. This time, I gathered it on my finger and brought it to my mouth. 
 
    That was the end for LD. A savage sound came out of him, and his eyes darkened as they watched me suck his cum off my finger, smiling seductively as I was doing it. I didn't have time to brace myself, and the big man could move fast with the right incentive. His hands clamped down on my thighs. He spread them apart and pulled me even closer to the edge of the table. 
 
    "Brace yourself, baby, because I don't have the patience to go easy." 
 
    His gruff impatience turned me on even more. I opened myself to him, prepared to be impaled by the man I was falling in love with. He was right. He wasn't easy, entering me in one, hard plunge that buried him all the way to his heavy balls. My eyes rolled to the back of my head and I threw my head back, clenching myself around the hard flesh that filled me so completely. 
 
    "Jesus, fuck," LD snarled. "This pussy is going to be the death of me." 
 
    I could only hope that meant that he was feeling the same intense, satisfying pleasure that I was experiencing. His hands rubbed and played with both breasts as he leaned in and kissed me passionately. When he went to pull away, I clamped down onto his bottom lip, pulling it inside my mouth and sucking on it.  
 
    "You're mine, baby." His steady pounding tore tiny grunts from me. "Tell me who owns this pussy," he demanded. 
 
    "You own my pussy, LD." I caught my breath. "You own all of me." 
 
    He grunted. "Damn right I do, baby." He reached down to my clit. "And you own my dick," he surprised me by saying.  
 
    In my eyes, those words solidified our relationship.  
 
    "Raise your legs," he demanded lightly. 
 
    I did as he asked, placing them up against his chest. I was practically folded in half, but the new position was a win for both of us. Further stimulation came from the slapping of his balls against my ass, the sting a pleasant sensation that aided in his treatment of my engorged clit. It didn't take long for an orgasm to blow through my body and cause me to lose control. 
 
    The pleasure was almost too intense. 
 
    "LD!" I cried out, clamping down on his cock as he fucked me through it. I convulsed wildly with nowhere to go, because he was holding onto me tightly and grinding his pelvis against my clit.  
 
    I could feel him swelling even more inside me, a warning that he was about to come in his changing thrusts. His breathing grew faster and harsher. I squeezed him as hard as I could, and hearing his groan of release was my reward. I loved it when LD came inside me. It was part of him that I could keep with me after he was gone. 
 
    "Jesus!" he hissed sharply, weakly, as he filled me with his seed. He leaned his forehead against mine so that our hot breaths mingled, and closed his eyes.  
 
    My heart was pounding rapidly. I felt his cock throb and release with every beat of his heartbeat. I marveled that something that felt so good was so draining, and could understand why the men liked to fuck to release the stress of the day. Their bodies needed it.  
 
    Gradually our breathing calmed and our bodies cooled. My spine began to tingle after being locked in one position, and I pushed LD back just enough to lower my legs, and then we clung to each other again. 
 
    "God, I'd love to take a nap right now." 
 
    His body jerked with his silent laughter. "Close up and go home," he suggested. 
 
    "Are you kidding? After all the crap I've given Danny about being irresponsible?" I laughed, looking him in the eyes. "This was nice, LD. But I want you for more than just great sex." 
 
    His brows rose. "Great sex, huh?" His eyes gleamed with humor even as his cock slipped out of me. 
 
    "Phenomenal," I corrected, happy to see the lighter side of LD coming out.   
 
    "Been busy getting the new clubhouse set up. We started moving in."  
 
    I noticed that he’d left out any mention of Dogface. He stepped back to tuck in his soft cock and then do up his pants.  
 
    "Can't wait to get away from me," I teased. I knew by the look in his eyes and the way they darted down to my exposed, wet pussy that he was thinking anything but. 
 
    Finally, his gaze lifted to mine again, turning hard, and I knew that he'd taken what I'd said to heart. "Don't want to get away from you, baby, but having our clubhouse in your barn puts you in danger." 
 
    "So does that mean after you've moved I won't have guards following me everywhere?" 
 
    "Hell, no. That won't stop until we find Dogface."  
 
    I shouldn't have asked.  
 
    "Would like to have dinner with you tonight."  
 
    I hadn't been expecting that, and I knew my expression had to reflect my surprise. "Are you asking me out on a date?"  
 
    He grinned and shook his head. "More like asking you to feed me." I hit him playfully on the shoulder. "Isn't that considered a damned date?" he frowned. 
 
    Laughing, I agreed. "It can be." I was beyond excited that we were going to spend the evening together. "What time can I expect you?" 
 
    "Quitting time is six." His gaze dropped once more to my pussy. He swiped his finger between the folds, almost causing me to jump off the table. "This will get more action later." 
 
    I shivered with awareness and anticipation. 
 
    "See you tonight big man." 
 
    He gave me a brief, hard kiss and was gone.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 33 
 
      
 
    LD 
 
      
 
    I left Jolene feeling good, and not just because of the sex, though it had released a lot of built-up stress. I had the feeling that even if we hadn't fucked, I would have felt just as good. Just seeing her and being around her lifted the darkness that I'd been living with for so long. Gave me a taste of what calm felt like when the monster inside of me was at peace. She was good for me.  
 
    I was looking forward to dinner that night, and spending a night with her. Fucking her was a given--she was too sexy and hot, and I couldn't be in a room with her without wanting her, which could end up being a bad thing for her, because I didn't plan on holding back when it came to having her. But that wasn't why I wanted to have dinner with her. If we were going to have a chance at making this thing work out, we needed to spend time together. 
 
    The move to the new clubhouse was almost done. While most of my brothers had been busy at the construction site, a handful of us had begun the remodeling of the building before the ink on the papers was dry. The quiet, isolated location was supreme. We'd gutted the whole inside of what had once been a souvenir shop, including taking down all of the walls, with the exception of the single bathroom. Once the place had been empty and we were standing in an open building, a design that suited our needs quickly fell into place. 
 
    We’d turned a good portion of the front half into the bar. Next to the bar was the kitchen and storage room, and we’d enlarged the bathroom. Behind the bar we had a soundproof room for church, my bedroom, and a couple of other bedrooms for any visiting guests of the club. There was a dorm-style room for the club girls. Later we could build on, but at the moment, most of the members were already living elsewhere. 
 
    That left a good chunk of land to use for parking and any buildings we might want to add later. The entire compound was fenced in, and TJ had set us up with the best security system on the market.  
 
    I had to smirk as I approached the gate. Mario was on guard, and the prospect was walking back and forth in a stiff gait that made him look like he had to go to the bathroom. When he recognized me he opened the gate, and I pulled to a stop next to him.  
 
    "Loosen up, prospect."  
 
    His brows furrowed with confusion.  
 
    "Just lean against the gate and keep alert. If there's trouble then you move." 
 
    His gaze shifted toward the clubhouse, a look coming over his face that revealed that he’d just figured out that he'd been played. I followed his gaze to see his brother, Orlando, and another new prospect, Morgan, crowded in the window, laughing their asses off. I returned my gaze to him. 
 
    "You got two years of prospecting, kid. Morgan will get his share of shit." 
 
    I continued to the building and parked. The door opened and Bull stepped out, looking tired. There was worry in his eyes, which I knew had a lot to do with the uncle that he had recently moved to a nearby nursing home. He'd suffered a heart attack on Thanksgiving Day. 
 
    "How's your uncle?" I climbed off my bike. 
 
    "Still the same. Intensive care, but hanging on." 
 
    I nodded. "You need time, take it." 
 
    "Will do, Prez." He released a deep breath. "TJ found out some information about that SUV." He walked with me back into the clubhouse. "It was leased by a woman." 
 
    "The fuck?" 
 
    "Exactly what I said." 
 
    "Did he get a name?" 
 
    "Yeah, but it was bogus. He tapped into the surveillance video where it was leased and you won't believe who she is, Brother." 
 
    I stopped to face him with a frown. "Someone we know?"  
 
    Bull nodded.  
 
    A woman. I ran my hand over the stubble on my chin, contemplating the possibilities. Only one bitch came to mind. The one we'd been looking for since Junior had convinced the club slut to help him in his efforts to take over the club. "Fuck. Tamara?" 
 
    "Bingo," Bull said. "She's apparently his secret weapon." 
 
    I clenched my fist, wanting to hit something. Tucker, having previously seen someone that he'd thought was Tamara, had spent nearly a week scouring the strip, but the girl had never shown back up. We assumed that she'd caught wind that someone was asking about her and had left the area. It dawned on me that she was probably the reason that Dogface had known where to find me on Route 66. She'd never been to my house, but I could see Junior spilling secrets to her when they'd been together.  
 
    I glared at Bull. "I want that fucking bitch." 
 
    I knew that he felt the same way. "So do I, Brother. We find Dogface, we find Tamara." 
 
    Praying like fuck that we found them soon, I turned back to face the bar. I was glad to see the work that was going on. Yogie, Orlando, and Morgan were setting up tables and chairs, Dunkin and Blade were behind the polished bar, setting up the liquor bottles and glasses. Trixie, Cassie, and the newest club girl, Peaches, were cleaning windows. Peaches glanced my way and gave me a wink that spoke volumes. Jesus, I hated new club girls. 
 
    "Where the fuck is Cappy?"  
 
    "He and Torch went to check out a Dogface sighting." 
 
    "Where?"  
 
    "Too fucking close, Brother. One of the Vegas Watchdogs saw him at the Harley-Davidson on the strip." 
 
    "He could be anywhere by now," I murmured mostly to myself. "What are your plans tonight, Brother?" 
 
    "Going to clean up and go see my uncle. After that, come back here for a few beers." He glanced over at the three club girls and smirked. "Maybe get a little stress relief." 
 
    I hadn't heard anything about Peaches yet, but my brothers had raved over the talents of Cassie and Trixie. Every unattached brother, as well as a few who didn't believe in monogamy, had fucked them. I hadn't even been tempted to sample their charms. Jolene was the only woman I wanted. 
 
    "I'm going to be with Jolene tonight." 
 
    Bull studied me for a minute. "You going to claim her?" 
 
    I'd been about to say “no” out of habit, but I recognized that it would have been a lie, so instead I held it back. My brothers were well aware that I had it bad for Jolene. Bull knew what claiming her would mean--a very public fucking under the watchful eye of at least one brother out at Sunrise Heights, for confirmation. It was a practice that had been put in place at the very beginning of the club when Killer had been president. All the brothers who'd claimed old ladies had put them through the same rite of passage to make it official.  
 
    I was definitely going to claim her, but I wasn't going to tell Bull that. "Maybe."  I pulled my phone out because I was getting a text. It was from Jolene. 
 
    u still coming 2nite? 
 
    I smirked. yes several times 
 
    lol me 2 
 
    whats 4 dinner? 
 
    surprise 
 
    I looked at the clock on my phone. It was almost five.  
 
    getting ready 2 leave? 
 
    locking up now, come early 
 
    I grinned. I'd told her we finished up at six, but I didn't really need to hang around. I could grab a quick shower in my room and be at her place by six.   
 
    c u in 1 hour baby 
 
    A response never came, but I didn't think anything of it. Slipping my phone back into my pocket, I noticed that Bull had moved on and was cozying up to Peaches. She wasn't shy about what she wanted. She was okay in the looks department, even pretty. But like most of the girls who became club sluts, she dressed the part and slathered pounds of makeup on her face that made her appear years older than she actually was. I knew she was twenty, but she looked and acted like a woman with years of experience in delivering what a man wants.  
 
    Bull caught my eye and broke away from her, adjusting his pants as he walked over to me. Peaches followed him for a minute with a pout on her kisser before turning back to the window she'd been cleaning. 
 
    "She's an eager one," he stated. "Haven't tried her out yet, maybe tonight will be her lucky night."  
 
    I didn't say anything to that. Bull was full of himself.  
 
    "You fucked her?" 
 
    He knew better than to ask, and the smirk on his face said that he wasn't serious. I didn't make a habit out of talking about my sex life. Club girls had stopped appealing to me a long time ago. Lulu had been an exception because she was different than the others, but I’d still treated her like shit and I wasn't proud of that. 
 
    "Looks like shit is being handled here. Going to head out soon. When the move is complete, have a few brothers go through the barn to make sure we didn't leave anything behind, and that it's left the way we found it. Don't want as much as a fucking cigarette butt left behind." 
 
    "Got it. Should be all out by morning." 
 
    I nodded, satisfied. "Good. See you later." 
 
    I headed to my room for a shower, eager to get over to my woman. The fuck in Jolene’s stockroom hadn't even begun to satisfy the hunger in me. I wanted her naked, and I had plans to spend hours worshipping her body like she fucking deserved. I may not have had the words, but I could show her how I felt. How a woman like her wanted a man like me, a scarred up old biker who was a moody bastard on a good day, I'd never figure it out. But I was done fighting it. Jolene had made it clear that she wanted me just the way I was. 
 
    After my shower I slipped into clean jeans and a clubhouse logo t-shirt. I left my hair down to dry on the ride over to Jolene's house. At ten minutes to six I passed the barn where Jolly and Sticks' bikes were parked and was riding up her drive. I pulled my bike around to the side where she parked her car, seeing a different vehicle where her rental should be.  
 
    What the fuck?  
 
    I didn't have time to question it. Just as I brought my leg over the seat of my bike a call came in and I reached for my phone. It was from TJ. "What's up, Brother?"  
 
    "It's a fucking trap, Prez!" Shit, that explained the unfamiliar vehicle. "Don't go inside! Dogface is there!" There was panic in his voice. 
 
    Fuck! A cold dread washed over me, and my steps faltered only briefly before I pretended that nothing was out of the ordinary in case I was being watched. My thoughts immediately went to Jolene, and what was going on inside. I had no idea where the fuck Jolly and Sticks were either.  
 
    "Alone?" I snarled low. 
 
    "The cameras picked up two men and two women entering the house." 
 
    Two women. One had to be that bitch Tamara, and Dogface had help.  
 
    "Bull and some of the others are already on their way."  
 
    I forced a grin on my face, and moved as if nothing was wrong, when all kinds of shit was running through my head, all of it concern over what might be happening to Jolene right now. "Got it." 
 
    "Wait for the others, Prez!" 
 
    There was no fucking way I was going to leave Jolene alone inside. "No can do." 
 
    "Shit!"  
 
    As I neared the front door I noticed that it was ajar, realizing that whoever was inside might hear me. "Tell Bull we'll have a good time."  
 
    I hung up, and didn't hesitate to open the door and go inside. I pulled my weapon and cocked it. If I was lucky I'd get a round off.  
 
    "Hey, babe!" No sense in pretending that they didn't know I was there, they would have heard my bike when I arrived. I walked further into the house, knowing that sooner or later someone was going to get the jump on me. "Leave your door opened for me?" I asked as I headed slowly toward the kitchen, listening intently for any sounds that might tip me off to where the fuckers were. 
 
    There weren't any aromas coming from the kitchen, which told me that Jolene hadn't had a chance to start cooking. Still, my gut told me that this was where I would find them. "Babe? Where are you?" I didn't expect her to answer. 
 
    My finger was on the trigger as I neared the kitchen. I sensed movement behind me, caught the smell of cigarettes and the scent of an unwashed body. I didn't hesitate. Didn't even think. I twisted around and fired off a shot. The ugly fucker who'd been sneaking up on me looked at me with surprise, his bloodshot eyes moving from mine to the wound over his heart. He dropped his gun and fell dead to the floor. His bandaged hand revealed that he was the fucker I'd shot in the SUV. 
 
    One down, two to go, because Tamara wasn't going to leave that house alive. The element of surprise was over and I rushed into the kitchen, coming to a halt at the sight of Dogface standing behind my woman with a gun to her temple. Tamara, that smirking bitch, was off to the side, close to him. My eyes met Jolene's. She was tied to a chair, and from the look of her she'd put up a fight. Her clothes were torn and bloody, her face bruised, and there was blood around her mouth. Where I expected to see tears in her eyes there was anger instead. She hadn't been able to call out due to the dirty rag someone had crammed into her mouth. 
 
    Blinding rage at how close she was to death nearly paralyzed me.  
 
    An egotistical laugh pulled my gaze back to Dogface. "Not so tough now, are ya?" he grated with a satisfied gleam in his eyes.  
 
    "I'm not the one cowering behind a helpless woman," I sneered between my teeth. "Sorry I had to kill your friend." My gaze darted to Tamara. I wanted to make sure that she knew her end was coming. "Not sorry I'm going to kill you two."  
 
    Tamara gasped. Dogface threw back his head and laughed.  
 
    He and I both knew the same truth--as long as Jolene was alive, he would remain alive and in control. He wasn't stupid enough to throw away his only ace. He wanted to make me suffer first. 
 
    "Lose the gun, dead man," he ordered with a sinister grin. 
 
    I studied him for a minute. He looked like a man with nothing to lose, unkempt and on the edge. Someone who'd been on the run and was not taking very good care of himself. Desperate. 
 
    Knowing that I had brothers on the way, I decided to buy a little time by doing what he demanded. I lay my gun down on the nearest surface. "She has nothing to do with any of this," I said, nodding towards Jolene.  
 
    Dogface looked at Tamara and made a sharp motion with his head. "Get the gun." 
 
    Tamara didn't take her eyes off me as she moved to do his bidding. The closer she got, the slower she moved, as if she were afraid that I'd make a jump for her. The fear was evident in her eyes, but she didn't pull them away from mine. 
 
    "You're dead, bitch." My growl startled her, and she grabbed the gun and rushed back to the other side of the room. 
 
    Dogface laughed at her reaction.  
 
    "Hurry up and kill them, DF, I want to get out of here!" Tamara whined.  
 
    "Shut up!" he snapped at her. "Fucker killed my brother, destroyed my club. He has to suffer first." He started running the barrel of his gun up and down the side of Jolene's bruised face. Her nostrils flared to take in air. "Would you die for this bitch?" he asked me. 
 
    My eyes locked on hers. "Yes." I'd die a thousand times over for her. 
 
    Jolene shook her head vigorously, as though sensing what the outcome was going to be, moaning behind the gag in her mouth. Tears fell down her cheeks as she strained against her restraints. Tamara laughed at her helplessness. 
 
    "On your knees, dead man. I want to see you beg for her life." 
 
    As long as he held the gun to Jolene's head, he had all the fucking power. I dropped without hesitation, prepared to die for her. I'd made my peace with God a long time ago, and the only thing that mattered now was Jolene. I could only hope that my brothers arrived in time to save her. 
 
    Because I had no doubt that Dogface was going to shoot me where I kneeled. 
 
    Dogface began to laugh, something in the sound of it causing my gut to clench. I waited for him to point the gun at me, but then something, some sixth sense, warned me about what was about to happen. Tamara's attention was on them. Dogface's attention was on Jolene as he caressed her with his weapon, reveling in her revulsion. I took their distraction to slowly remove the knife that I kept in my boot.   
 
    Dogface's eyes came back to me. "You know, I was going to kill your woman first, while you watched. But now I'm thinking it over, be a shame to waste a good looking bitch like this without fucking her first." Evil laughter erupted from his throat. "I bet she's real tight down there. If she's good I'll keep her for a while, maybe even put a baby in her belly." 
 
    I couldn't hold back my fury at the vile image that he'd planted in my head, of his hands on Jolene, defiling her for his own pleasure. I jumped to my feet, a roar of rage and anguish escaping me, causing Dogface to react out of fear.  
 
    Sensing that he'd pushed me too far, he turned his weapon on me. I knew that he was going to shoot, and I brought my arm out from behind me, my knife gripped tightly in my hand. His eyes bugged when he saw it, and he fired at the same time that I threw it. At this close distance he couldn't miss, and he didn't.  
 
    I heard Jolene scream behind her gag.  
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    I heard the sound of motorcycles racing up the drive, and I prayed that it was some of LD's brothers, even though I knew that they weren't going to make it on time. Everything happened in quick succession after Dogface fired his gun, almost too fast for me to grasp what I was seeing. I screamed helplessly behind the gag when LD stumbled back from being hit, my eyes growing wild with anguish and fear until it dawned on me that he'd only been grazed. The knife he threw met its mark, piercing all the way through Dogface's throat and sending the man back on his feet. Surprise registered on his face before he collapsed to the floor. Blood quickly pooled around him as he lay there gurgling his last breaths. Tamara scrambled for his gun when she realized that LD was still a threat. 
 
    There was nothing I could do, tied securely to the chair like I was. I pulled sharply at the ties binding me, feeling them cut into my wrists. Muted sounds of frustration echoed throughout the kitchen as my eyes clung to LD to assess his condition. The sign of blood spreading out around his wound drew my gaze to where he'd been shot in the upper arm. 
 
    My gaze flew back to Tamara, who was raising the gun toward the man I loved. LD rushed at her, with a savage expression and a beastly snarl on his face that gave me goose bumps.  
 
    "Make it count, bitch!" he grated in an ugly voice. 
 
    He was almost upon her, but I knew that all Tamara had to do was pull the trigger. I did the only thing that I could think of and lifted my leg, kicking her at the back of her knee. As I'd hoped, her leg buckled and she lost her balance. The gun went off, but the bullet missed LD. Before she could right herself he snared her wrist and tore the gun from her hand, tossing it aside. Tamara cried out as he threw her away from him with disgust. She landed on the floor next to Dogface. 
 
    I heard the front door open and the sound of heavy feet stomping through my house. LD ignored it, coming directly to me. He gently removed the gag from my mouth and quickly undid the ties holding me to the chair.  
 
    "LD." A sob I hadn't meant to happen escaped me. Tears of relief fell down my cheeks, and the second that I was free, I wrapped my arms around his neck. His came around me as he lifted me to my feet. Were his arms trembling?  
 
    "Babe." He was breathing hard, and I felt his pounding heartbeat against me. "That was too fucking close," he murmured into my hair. "Too fucking close." 
 
    "For both of us." I wanted to make sure that he understood that.  
 
    "Shit!" was the first word out of Bull's mouth when he entered the kitchen and took in the scene. "Got here as fast as we could, Prez." His eyes moved over with me with concern. "You okay, sweetheart?" 
 
    "Nothing broken." I had to have looked like shit. I'd fought Dogface from taking me with everything that I had once I'd realized who he was. My guard had been down at first, thanks to Tamara. 
 
    LD looked over at Bull, Yogie and a Desert Rebel I didn't know. "Get that fucking trash out of here and call in a cleaner." The rasp of his voice cracked, and I wondered if he was feeling the same deep emotion that I was. "Take the bitch to Demon." 
 
    "Nooo!" Tamara wailed from where she was on the floor. She didn't look like the polished, rich snob that she'd portrayed when she’d walked around Illuminations, playing the part of a customer. "I'll go away! I'll just leave! You'll never hear from me again!" 
 
    I felt the loss when LD took his arms from around me. He turned on her like a rabid dog, his teeth bared as he sneered the words, "You had your fucking chance, bitch. The only trip you'll be taking is straight to hell. Get her the fuck out of here!" His eyes glittered with scorching rage. 
 
    The man that I didn't know the name of walked over to Tamara, hauled her roughly to her feet, and dragged her away. She cried and pleaded all the way. LD returned his attention to me, his eyes turning harder by the second as he examined my face. Deep emotion filled his eyes as he reached up and tenderly cupped my cheek. 
 
    "You need to see a doctor, babe." 
 
    I tried to laugh. "You're the one who was shot," I reminded him. "It's worse than it looks." I didn't know that for sure, but I would have said anything to alleviate the anguish in his eyes. "I'm okay now that you're here." I meant that. 
 
    He rubbed the tip of his nose against mine. 
 
    Bull's voice broke into the intimate moment. "Jolly was stumbling out of the barn when we came through. TJ's with them now. Said Tamara showed up crying that she was broken down on the road. They went to help when Dogface got the jump on them." 
 
    "Yeah, they'd never met her, so wouldn't have known who she was. They okay?" 
 
    Bull nodded. "They'll make it." 
 
    "Thank God," I whispered. 
 
    "Take them to the clubhouse and call Doc." 
 
    "What about you?" My eyes went to the wound on LD’s shoulder. 
 
    "Been hit worse, babe. This is nothing." 
 
    "But you're bleeding," I said with concern, a fresh river of tears filling my eyes. 
 
    "Babe—" Noticing my tears, LD caught himself. He released a deep breath. "It's a scratch. All it needs is to be cleaned out and a Band-Aid put on it." 
 
    I sniffled, smiling weakly. I felt that he was exaggerating, but didn't feel like arguing with him about it. "I'll take care of you." 
 
    His grin warmed my heart. "Know you will, babe." He pulled me to his side. 
 
    "Cleaners on their way," Yogie said, stepping back into the room. I hadn't even noticed that he'd left. 
 
    That was the second time I'd heard mention of a cleaner, and I made a mental note to ask LD what it meant later.  
 
    "You stay here until they arrive," LD ordered before turning toward Bull. "I want you to go with Morgan. Make sure that bitch makes it to Demon." 
 
    He nodded. "Got it. We'll leave now." 
 
    I was surprised when I felt LD's hand slip into mine and he began to lead us from the kitchen. "What? Where?" I stopped when I realized where he was taking me. He pulled me into my bedroom, and then the bathroom, closed and locked the door. I watched with curiosity as he went to the Roman tub and turned on the faucets. "You don't have club business to take care of?" 
 
    "You're my business, baby," he said. "That bastard beat you. You're going to feel it tomorrow. Hopefully this will help."  
 
    I smiled against the pain. He was going to take care of me. Once LD was satisfied with the temperature of the water he turned back to me. Our eyes met and clung as his fingers began to slip the buttons through the buttonholes of my ruined blouse. He leaned in and began to place little kisses all over my face. I held my breath, because he was showing me a gentleness that I hadn’t known he possessed. My heart swelled as his smooth, soft lips branded me. 
 
    "If I'm going in, you're going in," I said, making a decision. I slipped his cut down over his shoulders and arms. Soon my blouse fell to the floor. I felt LD's eyes shift downward, and before I knew it he'd kissed his way down to the swell of my breasts above my bra. A little sigh escaped me.  
 
    He helped me remove his t-shirt, and I was mindful of his wound where the fabric of his shirt was stuck to his skin. He didn't even flinch. When we got it off, my eyes were riveted to the surprisingly precise looking gash on his arm. The wound was smaller than I'd expected, and the blood was already coagulating. I breathed a sigh of relief. It could have been so much worse. 
 
    My hands went to his buckle and zipper while his found the snap to my skirt at the small of my back. A gentle tug, and the material glided to the floor. LD sucked in his breath. I glanced down to see a huge discoloration on my hip. He turned me slightly to see how far around it went, his lips thinning. 
 
    "It's just a bruise," I said, making light of it. I managed to get his pants undone and pushed them down as far as I could. 
 
    LD took over, kicking off his boots and then stepping out of his pants. In the meantime I undid my bra and dropped it. We were both naked, but this wasn't about sex. LD bent to turn off the faucets, his heavy cock swinging slightly between his thighs. He then turned to me and held out his hand. After assisting me into the water he stepped in behind me and sank down, pulling me gently down between his legs. 
 
    The water was hot, and I released a sigh of contentment as it enveloped me up to my breasts.  
 
    "Feel good?" 
 
    I nodded. "Being against you feels good." He was hard all over, and I let my softness sink against him, feeling his strength. I saw his hand move to the sponge on the side of the tub, but when he went to reach for the body wash he sucked in his breath with the action. 
 
    "Jesus, LD, I should be taking care of you." It was easy to forget that he'd been shot when he didn't show any weakness. I fought gently against the arm around me and turned around until I was facing him.  
 
    "You don't have to." 
 
    I knew why he'd said that. He was used to taking care of himself. I took the sponge from his hand and reached for the soap. "I want to, big man. So just relax and let me play nurse." A smile broke out across my face when I realized that he was going to come out of this smelling like roses and vanilla.  
 
    "You look like you have a secret to tell," he accused in a slightly suspicious tone. 
 
    I put on my innocent face. "Not me. I'm an open book. All I'm going to do is wash this out." I brought the soapy sponge up to the three to four inch mark left by the path the bullet took, and cleaned gently around it. "Good thing I have some saline solution. We'll flush this out and then bandage it up until Doc can look at it." I ignored my aches and pains, focusing on washing his neck, shoulder, and chest after I'd cleaned off the blood. For reasons that I couldn’t explain, I felt my bottom lip trembling with the urge to cry at how close he'd come to dying. 
 
    "Look at me, baby." 
 
    How did he know that I'd been avoiding his eyes? When I didn't do as he’d asked, he put his hand beneath my chin and lifted it until I had nowhere to look but into his eyes. 
 
    "You're a strong woman, Jolene. Most women would have fallen apart by now. But you're not afraid to fight. You saved my life today when you knocked Tamara off-balance."  
 
    I felt a tear fall and blinked the others away.  
 
    "Here you sit, your beautiful face bruised, your body bruised, and you're worried about me." 
 
    "I love you." I spoke the words quietly, needing LD to know exactly how I felt about him and what it would do to me if I'd lost him today. Something flickered in his eyes, something I was afraid to analyze. "I wasn't going to let anyone take you from me, not if I could help it. I need you in my life, LD. We're just starting out." As I spoke, I ran the soapy sponge over his hard chest and defined abs. More tears fell. "I don't know why I'm crying either." I rinsed him down. 
 
    "I'd worry if you didn't cry," he said, taking the sponge from me. "You went through a lot today." Using the pads of his thumbs, he wiped my tears away and then pulled me against him, wrapping me into his arms. "Tell me what happened." 
 
    He didn't need to clarify. I knew that he wanted to know exactly how Dogface had gotten his hands on me. I rested my cheek against his uninjured shoulder, basking against his warm flesh. "That woman, Tamara, she came into the store earlier, looking for fixtures for a new house. She found one and said that she'd need to go get her husband from home to look at it. I thought maybe she'd changed her mind when she didn't come back. But just as I was about to lock up, she showed up again, without her husband. Or so I thought. I didn't see her lock the door, but she must have, to keep Jolly and Sticks out." 
 
    LD's hand was soothing on my hair. His other one smoothed down my back in a calming touch that made me feel cherished.  
 
    "She said her husband had parked out back so they could load up the fixtures she'd decided on. I didn't think anything of it because I'd had clients who'd purchased large orders do that before. I figured she must have decided on more than one." 
 
    I felt LD stiffen against me. 
 
    "So you opened the back door to let him in." 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    He released a harsh breath. "First thing we're going to do is put a fucking peep hole in that door," he growled. "Then what happened?" 
 
    "Well, it didn't take me long to figure out who he was when I saw the name on his cut. I turned to run back out front, but Tamara was blocking my way and he grabbed me. I fought him, LD." I met his eyes. "He dragged me into a car and forced me to bring him here."  
 
    "Where the fuck were Jolly and Sticks?" 
 
    "Please don't blame them, baby. They were still waiting out front for me. I saw them as we drove past. The windows on the car were darkly tinted, there's no way they could have seen me." 
 
    "Hope to fucking hell this is the last of the trouble for a while." 
 
    All I could do was nod in agreement. LD was running the sponge over my shoulders and backside, and it felt like a massage from heaven. I didn't want to move, and yet I couldn’t stop my hips from shifting a little closer to him until our loins were lined up. I gasped with pleasure, feeling the strength of his arousal against me, and I didn't even care if he entered me or not. I just liked feeling him against me.  
 
    "That feels good," I murmured softly, closing my eyes, my cheek against his shoulder. My breasts were crushed against his chest, and I wondered if he could feel how hard my nipples were. After LD rinsed off my back, he ran the sponge down my arms and sides, careful when he reached the huge bruise covering my hip. At one point during my struggle with Dogface, he'd thrown me up against the desk that we used to take breaks at. I'd hit the edge hard, sending the desk back a few feet. 
 
    I must have dozed off for a couple of minutes, because the next thing I noticed was that the water was much cooler than before. LD's arms were wrapped around me and his chin was resting against my head. His cock was soft and nestled against my pussy. I smiled, wondering how hard I'd have to work to make him hard again. His arm probably hurt, and I felt as if I'd been hit by a truck. It wouldn't be fair to start something that we couldn't finish, but it would be fun. I turned my face and kissed the side of his neck. 
 
    "Thought you were asleep," he rasped. 
 
    "I think I was for a minute."  
 
    "You ready to get out?" 
 
    I nodded, but didn't move. "Do you think those, um, cleaners are gone?" 
 
    "They're gone," he said with confidence. "We're all alone now." 
 
    "How do you know?" I laughed. I hadn't heard anything coming from the kitchen area. 
 
    "I know." He changed the subject. "Do you still have some Tylenol?"  
 
    Something in his tone and the way he had avoided my attempt at enticing him worried me, but I couldn't put my finger on why. Was he freaking out because I'd told him I loved him?  
 
    "I have something better. I found some Percocet in the medicine cabinet the other day. Mom was prescribed it when she had a root canal." We were both hurting. 
 
    "Got whiskey to wash it down with?"  
 
     I knew he wasn't kidding. "No whiskey, just wine, OJ, or water." I smirked. 
 
    LD growled with irritation, but there was a light in his eyes that told me he wasn't serious. "Your man's a biker, woman."  
 
    Damn, I liked the way he'd said that.  
 
    "You'll need to keep a bottle or two on hand for emergencies." 
 
    "Well, let's hope there aren't any more emergencies like today." I moved to my knees to get out of the tub.  
 
    That's as far as far as I made it. LD's hands slid up my thighs and hips to grasp my waist and hold me in place. My breasts were right in his face, and he didn't waste any time in taking one in his mouth. Instant arousal erupted from my core and traveled to my clit as he sucked hard on my nipple. I couldn't contain my moan of pleasure, closing my eyes in a moment of bliss. He moved on to the other nipple and did the same thing. 
 
    "Love your tits, babe." He spoke the words against my flesh. "Want to fuck you so bad." 
 
    I glanced down into the water between us to see that he'd grown hard again. "What's stopping you?" 
 
    He glanced up. "Nothing. But the way I'm feeling right now, I'd only hurt you more." He released me and helped me to my feet, his eyes following my body as I rose before him. His fingers glided gently over the bruise on my hip, his jaw clenching, but he remained silent. 
 
    I stepped out of the tub and reached for a towel. "I need to clean that wound and put a bandage on it," I reminded him. I quickly dried and grabbed my robe off the back of the door, wincing a little as I slipped it on.  
 
    I caught a glimpse of my face in the mirror, leaning in to examine it. Not a very pretty sight. It was obvious that I'd been beaten up. There was still blood around my mouth, and I turned on the tap to wash it off. Then I brushed my teeth, recalling the nasty rag Dogface had forced into my mouth.  
 
     LD was drying off beside me, quietly observing me. Smiling, I turned to him, letting my eyes devour his magnificent form. Just looking at him spiked my arousal, and when my eyes dropped to his throbbing cock I caught my breath at the sheer size and strength of it as it bobbed proudly between his powerful thighs. How could I ignore something so beautiful and compelling? 
 
    My eyes darted up to the savage expression of arousal on his rugged face. He was fighting it, too, fighting the need to celebrate that we were still alive. I knew that I could take anything LD gave me. He knew it, too. He had to by now. The memory of how he'd fucked me earlier in my stockroom caused my pussy to weep with my juices.  
 
    "I need to get out of here before I jump your fine bones," I murmured with a smile as I tied the sash to my robe around my waist. 
 
    "Come here," LD demanded in a rough voice. His sexy rasp made me quiver with need. 
 
    I hesitated, worried at the sudden determination in his eyes. "Why?" I stopped in front of him. 
 
    "I need to kiss you," he explained, lowering his face to mine.  
 
    He did kiss me, but I could feel his restraint. At the same time, I felt his hand parting my robe down at my sex, and then his finger sliding between my folds and entering me. "Oh, God," I whispered sharply. Not to be outdone, I reached forward and took his cock in my hands. His groan fueled my desire to give him the same pleasure he was giving me. I could feel his big body tremble as I pumped his magnificent shaft from the tip to the root. 
 
    "Fuck, baby," he growled, pushing his hips into my movements. His breathing turned choppy and harsh. "Feels so fucking good." 
 
    His finger continued to thrust in and out of my pussy.  
 
    "More," I begged. "I need more." 
 
    Two fingers, and then three gave me the friction I needed, and I clenched around them as they fucked me.  
 
    "So fucking wet," he grated, his other hand clenched into the flesh of my ass as he pushed me into his fingers.  
 
    I could feel my hand slick with the pre-cum leaking out of his cock. "So are you," I whimpered, shaking. When his index finger curled upward against my G-spot, my knees threatened to give out. "LD!" I gasped. I began to pump his cock harder.  
 
    "Not going to stick my dick in you this time, baby." Our eyes met and clung, the pleasure evident on our faces. "But I'm going to mark you as mine all the same." 
 
    My head rolled back onto my shoulders as I felt my orgasm climb. LD put his mouth on my shoulder and nibbled his way up to the spot behind my ear. His hot breath caused a shiver down my spine. My clit tingled. As if he sensed my need, his thumb began to rub it while his finger rubbed my sweet spot inside. It was too intense, and grew to an explosive release that had me screaming out. 
 
    I convulsed sharply, and would have collapsed to the floor but for the strength of LD's hold on me. I was helpless to do anything as my body had complete control. I was aware that I was still grasping his cock, and that it seemed to swell and grow even harder in my hand. I pumped it several more times before he grunted and came all over my pussy and his hand. We shuddered against each other for a minute or two, panting out of control. 
 
    LD slowly slipped his fingers out and then his hand rubbed his semen all over my outer pussy lips and pushed some inside my body. It was the most erotic thing I'd ever experienced. He was marking me as his. There was no other explanation for what he was doing. In turn, I placed my hand over his much larger one as he continued to rub his seed into my skin. Our eyes clung the whole time, and something significant passed between us. 
 
    We didn’t need the words. Actions spoke louder sometimes.  
 
    This was LD's way of telling me how he felt, and for the first time, I truly felt that we were going to make it.  
 
    And I knew that he felt it, too.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
      
 
    Three months later… 
 
      
 
    Jolene 
 
      
 
    I held on tightly to LD as we rode out to Sunrise Heights. He'd explained that the rite of passage was something that all the old ladies who’d been claimed by a Desert Rebel had had to go through in order to be considered official. I knew what to expect, but the thought of being fucked in front of someone else made me extremely nervous. I almost wished that he hadn't told me the specifics. Raven and JoJo had been surprised that he had, telling me that most of the women hadn't even known what was going on until they’d discovered that they were being watched, and then their men had told them. 
 
    LD had asked me to trust that he would make the claiming as easy and as tactful as he could. Hence the dress I was wearing. It was tight at the top and had a short, full skirt that I had to tuck between my legs while we were riding. He wanted easy access with minimal amount of skin exposed. I smiled to myself as I recalled his request. He wasn't exactly thrilled over the fact that we were going to be fucking in front of one of his brothers, either. When there was a party going on at the clubhouse and everyone was doing it, no one really paid attention to what anyone else was doing. Today, one of his brothers would be watching and would know exactly what we were doing. 
 
    I couldn't think of anything else but what we'd be doing in a few minutes. I was beyond excited, because today LD would make it official. The last three months had gone smoother than I'd anticipated, and I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that I loved this man. He loved me too; I knew it, though he'd yet to say the words. I knew that he might never say the words, but he always showed me how he felt. His way of saying “I love you” was done with his hands and mouth and the way that he claimed my body. 
 
    Though we hadn't gone on any so-called dates, he'd surprised me with flowers on occasion. I'd moved into his house a month ago, and with LD's encouragement and credit card, had turned it into a beautiful home for us. With the interior complete, he now had some of his brothers working on the exterior. The landscaping would come last, but nothing would top the view of the running stream and the Black Mountains behind the house. We'd added a hot tub out back, and spent many evenings relaxing in it as the sun dipped behind the mountains and the nocturnal animals began to come out. 
 
    Before I knew it, LD pulled up close to an overlook and parked. As we got off his bike I nervously looked around to see which brother was going to observe us, but saw no one. I didn't even see another bike. 
 
    "Babe--" I met the humor in LD's eyes, smiling in turn. "He's here, but you're not going to know who it is," he reminded me. 
 
    I knew he'd done that to keep me from being embarrassed and acting all weird toward his brother when I ran into him later on.  
 
    He cupped my cheek. "Relax. It's just you and me out here. I promise I'll take care of you." 
 
    I released a grateful breath. "I trust you." 
 
    He kissed me. At first affectionately, unhurried, almost teasing me by not giving me enough. LD knew that I liked it rough and with feeling, but what he was doing now was slowly melting me inside, turning my bones to mush. I sank into him, savoring his mouth, his taste, opening mine to his thrusting tongue. Once our tongues meshed it was as if a match had been struck, and suddenly we were engulfed in a wildfire of lustful hunger.  
 
    I wound my arms around his neck. His powerful hands outlined my body and stopped at my breasts. A growl escaped him when he caressed them and discovered how hard my nipples were, and then he squeezed and shaped them in his palms. I arched my lower body into his hard-on, silently begging for him to fuck me. It never took long for the passion between us to erupt, and we were usually ripping each other's clothes off within seconds.  
 
    But this time it was different. 
 
    I whimpered with frustration beneath his hard mouth. We began to bite and suck at each other's lips. LD groaned, grinding his cock into my lower belly, the thin layer of my skirt allowing me to easily feel how big and hard he was. I buried my hands in his hair when he broke our kiss, trailing his hot mouth over my face and neck, before tearing some of the buttons off the lining of my top in his hurry to get to my breasts. He didn't pull my top all the way off, just unbuttoned it halfway and buried his face against me. 
 
    He breathed in deeply and then licked my cleavage, spearing his tongue deep. I moaned loudly, feeling my body's response below. As he kissed and sucked at my flesh, my hands moved under his shirt and I raked my nails down his back. He jerked, grunted, and then bit my nipple through my bra. His kisses took him up to the crook of my neck, while his hands moved over me to my back, running up and down it and settling on the curve of my ass. 
 
    "LD!" I breathed low so that whoever was watching wouldn't hear. "I love you!"  
 
    He growled and sank his teeth into my flesh in response.  
 
    "Claim me as your woman!" I encouraged in a whisper. "Fuck me!" 
 
    He pushed me up against his bike and gave me a rough kiss, his hands clenching into my bottom as he ground his cock against me. "You are my fucking woman," he pulled away and snarled with meaning. "My. Fucking. Woman."  
 
    He flipped me around so that I was facing his bike. His hands went to my half-exposed breasts, cupping them. I cried out when he pinched my nipples, the sharp pain quickly morphing into the sharpest pleasure between my legs. It felt as if I’d had a mini orgasm. My clit was throbbing, and I felt a small bubble of wetness burst free. With his mouth against my neck and one hand squeezing my breast, his other hand moved between my ass and him and I could tell that he was undoing his pants. 
 
    And then I felt the hot, wet tip of his cock against my naked bottom. 
 
    "After today no one will doubt who you belong to," he rasped against my neck. "I'll own all of you, baby. Your pussy, your ass, your mouth," He pulled me back by the hair to look into my eyes. "Your heart." 
 
    "You already own that," I said with feeling, breathing hard.  
 
    "As you own mine."  
 
    He kissed me long and hard, and then he was bending me over the seat of his bike and leaning into me, holding me down with a hand at my neck. "Do you trust me?"  
 
    "Always, LD." 
 
    I felt a hand at the edge of my skirt, and then the soft feel of the material as LD raised it up the back of my legs. I held my breath with anticipation of his penetration.  
 
    "Spread those legs, baby." 
 
    I did what he wanted, fairly sure that I was dripping, I was so wet. First I felt his hand there, separating my folds and testing my readiness.  
 
    He groaned with pleasure. "So fucking slick." He put his mouth against my ear. "I wish I could taste you. I bet you'd be sweet and creamy." 
 
    If we’d been at home, he would have. His words undid me. I closed my eyes and raised my butt, hoping he got the message that I was more than ready. With a sound of satisfaction, he put his cockhead at my entrance, teasing me by sliding it up and down the seam. I let out a sound of frustration, causing LD to laugh low.  
 
    "Please, baby!" I begged. 
 
    With a powerful plunge, he buried himself all the way up to his balls. Both of us released sounds of pleasure, and then he began rutting into me like a wild animal, setting a pace that would bring us both releases in the shortest amount of time. Under normal circumstances we would have made it last for hours, but this was simply a ritual designed for the club to accept me officially as LD's old lady. I didn't mind fast and hard. Didn't mind that LD was thrusting into me so hard that a tiny grunt escaped me each time, that we rocked his bike.  
 
    What made me love LD all the more was the care he'd taken to make sure that my skirt covered us as much as possible. Whoever was watching wouldn't be seeing much, and if he was in front of us on the other side of the bike, he wouldn't see anything.  
 
    When I felt LD's hand snake between our bodies to my clit I knew that he was getting ready to come. He wanted to make sure that I came, too. It didn't take long before the manipulation of his fingers on my clit worked their magic. My clit swelled and throbbed and became sensitive. The perfect pinch of his fingers set me off, and I screamed when I came. I knew that LD would fuck me through it, he always did, and then it was his turn. His cock seemed to grow to twice its size before he stiffened, grunted, and released a steady stream of cum inside me. 
 
    "Fuck, baby," he muttered against my neck, breathing hard. "Every time gets better." 
 
    He was right. I hoped that we were lucky and it stayed that way.  
 
    We remained locked and in the same position for several minutes, waiting for our pounding hearts to calm and our rapid breathing to return to normal. He finally moved, and I moaned when he pulled his cock out. As soon as he did I felt his warm cum slipping out of my body, and knew that I'd be riding back wet and sticky. 
 
    LD arranged my skirt down over my ass before he stepped back.  
 
    "That wasn't as bad as I thought it would be," I teased. I turned and watched him tuck his cock back into his pants and then do them up. "I wouldn't have minded a taste, either," I smirked, licking my lips. 
 
    He snorted. "Later we'll have all the time in the world to eat each other out." 
 
    My gaze scanned the area. Whoever was watching had picked a good hiding place. "So, um, when does he leave?" 
 
    "After we leave." He did up his belt.  
 
    "So, that's it? We're done?"  
 
    He laughed, something he was doing more and more of these days. It had become my favorite sound. "Done? Oh, baby, we aren't done by a long shot." He pulled me against him. "You're mine for life."  
 
    "I can live with that, big man." I felt wetness slipping down the inside of my thigh and tucked my skirt between my legs. 
 
    Humor danced in LD's dark eyes. "A little wet down there?" he smirked. 
 
    I laughed. "A lot wet down there." 
 
    "Come on, babe. Let's go home and get cleaned up before we head to the clubhouse." He climbed on his bike first and I followed. "I'm hungry." 
 
    The clubhouse he was referring to was Demon's. Holly had finally come home, and there was going to be a dual celebration in honor of her return and my becoming an official old lady. The Vegas chapter would be there, too.  
 
    Everyone had been surprised but ecstatic over the appearance of Ava, Holly's little girl. She had eventually confided her situation to all of the old ladies that she was close with. If there was any speculation about who the father was, most were respectful enough to keep it to themselves. If I had to guess, though, I'd say there was a strong possibility that the baby was Sax's. She was Holly all the way, except for her brown eyes. Holly had brown eyes, too, but there was just something about Ava's that reminded me of Sax. I was sure that others could see it, too. 
 
    I'd asked Holly if she'd planned to take a DNA test, but she hadn't answered me. 
 
    As for babies, I hoped to give LD some in the future. I wanted his children, and I wanted him to have that family again.  
 
    Before long we were home. I’d never thought I'd get where I was with LD, but over the months he'd learned to have faith again. He was getting more comfortable with people, and not just with his brothers. It hadn't hurt that nothing club-related had happened during that time. It had been a quiet, peaceful three months for Desert Rebels. Good things were happening in the club. 
 
    Good things were happening for me and LD. 
 
    Since I was sitting up against him I felt his phone vibrating, indicating that he had a text coming in. Smiling, I dug it out and looked down at the screen. My smile instantly disappeared. 
 
    "Oh, no," I murmured with a feeling of dread. 
 
    LD turned his head and looked at me out of the corner of his eye. "Who is it, babe?" 
 
    "Sax." 
 
    A long moment of silence passed. My tone of voice warned him that something was up. "What'd he say?"  
 
    My eyes returned to the screen. "He says he's coming home." 
 
    LD nodded. "Good. But that's not what's got you stiffer then a fucking board against me." 
 
    I took a deep breath and released it noisily. "He's bringing a woman with him." 
 
    "Shit," LD muttered. He climbed off his bike while I sat staring at the screen. "Babe."  
 
    The humor I detected in his voice surprised me. I pulled my gaze from the screen and met his eyes.  
 
    "That is not your problem. Sax and Holly will figure shit out." 
 
    "I know that, it's just…" 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "He has another woman." 
 
    A bark of laughter erupted from him. "Babe, he's a biker." 
 
    As if that explained everything. I frowned, raising a brow to his caveman reasoning. "He's supposed to love Holly," I pointed out. 
 
    "I'm sure he still does. But she broke it off between them and left here without any explanation. What was Sax supposed to do, stay celibate for the rest of his life? For all he knew Holly was never coming back."  
 
    That was true. Suddenly, I felt bad for Holly. I knew that she’d said that she hoped Sax would move on, but no woman who loves a man really wants him to find someone else. This was going to crush her. And what if Ava turned out to be his? Oh, God. I sensed a war of a different kind coming to the Desert Rebels.  
 
    The view of LD's perfect ass encased in tight jeans drew my interest when he turned and headed for the door. I was one lucky woman. The man was eye candy, and I never got tired of looking at him. Maybe we could skip the celebration at the clubhouse and have our own celebration in the bedroom. But then I remembered we were also the guests of honor. Damn! I caught up to him at the door where he stopped and waited for me. 
 
    When he didn't open the door right away, I looked up at him. The corner of his mouth was pulled into a slight smile, not quite reaching the warmth in his eyes. I got the impression that he had something to say and was searching for the right words, or maybe weighing if he should say them at all. I smiled and waited, sensing that whatever it was, it was important, that it would mean everything. 
 
    Finally, his sexy voice said, "Love you, babe." 
 
    I caught my breath at his admission, my heart fluttering in my throat.  
 
    Those three little words meant everything. 
 
    And I knew that we were going to be okay.  
 
      
 
      
 
    The End. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Thank you for reading my book, LD. A review where you purchased it would be greatly appreciated. Please continue reading for more information about the next book in the series.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    SAX  
 
    Book 4 Desert Rebels MC - coming soon! 
 
      
 
    Sax 
 
    It had been a year since the woman he loved had walked away, leaving Sax bitter and disillusioned with love and relationships. He'd thought Holly had been it for him, that he'd found something with her that would last a lifetime. But some things just weren't meant to be, and after a year alone on the road, he returned to the Desert Rebels, ready to move on with his life without her. 
 
      
 
    Holly 
 
    Holly had run away from Sax for a reason, letting him believe that she'd been unable to cope with the sexual assault she'd endured when she'd been abducted. But she had an even bigger secret, one that would make him hate her, and it had nothing to do with the baby she'd come home with. If he ever discovered the truth about her deception, she could lose everything. 
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    Tory Richards is an Amazon bestselling author who writes smut with a plot. Born in Maine, she's lived most of her life in Florida where she went to school, married, and raised her daughter. She's retired from Disney and spends her time with family and friends, traveling, and writing.  
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    Taken by the Outlaw 
 
      
 
      
 
    She was on the run.  
 
    He might be her salvation.
  
 
    Would you give yourself to a stranger? Gwendolyn Myers never thought about it until she runs into Marcus 'Bowie' Ford at the Pink Pussy. A run-down hotel at the edge of town. She's on the run, but one taste of the sexy biker convinces Gwen that her running days might be over!  
 
      
 
    Excerpt 
 
    I watched his hand slowly descend but before it reached my cheek another hand shot out, out of nowhere, clamped around the drunk’s thick wrist, and stopped his arm in mid air. Heat radiated off a presence behind me and I slowly turned, catching my breath. My eyes locked onto the narrowed, fear-provoking gaze of my savior, the hunky biker. His warm, whiskey laced breath bathed my forehead, and my gaze fell to his mouth, which was way too close. For a crazy second I wondered what kissing those sensuous lips would taste like. 
 
    Realizing that I was staring I glanced up at him. 
 
    "Run little girl, things are about to get fucking ugly." 
 
    I shook my head. "I don't want to cause any trouble."  
 
    "Then you should have heeded to my warning.” His tone said he was annoyed that I hadn’t. “Now get the fuck out of here." 
 
    I opened my mouth to speak but his expression darkened even more. I shivered from the intensity, realizing that his anger was directed at me as much as the drunk. I didn't know this man, and it occurred to me that I didn't want to. He might be hot as hell, but danger dripped from every pore.  
 
    He looked determined, and dangerous. 
 
    I don't know why I listened to him, but suddenly my arm was released, and I was heading toward the door. On my way there I dodged other bikers who were quickly heading toward the bar. I heard a loud commotion start but didn't turn around. Once I hit the door and was outside, I took a deep breath, not realizing until then that I'd been holding my breath.  
 
    Fuck! My heart was racing a mile a minute. That was…intense, and had happened so fast. I couldn't recall ever striking anyone before. My reaction to the biker's command pissed me off because Greg had always told me what to do. I didn't need some stranger taking his place, even if it was my fault for jumping when he said jump. If I was going to make it on my own then I needed to exert myself. 
 
    I checked for traffic before crossing the road to the hotel. I made it all the way to my door before remembering that I'd forgotten my damn sandwich. Crap! Well, I wasn't going back. The cheese and crackers I’d picked up at a convenience store earlier would have to do until morning. I unlocked my door, and headed straight to the bathroom, thinking about a nice long soak in the tub. 
  
 
      
 
      
 
    Phantom Riders MC Trilogy 
 
      
 
      
 
    Phantom Riders MC - Book 1 
 
    Betrayal leaves Hawk, president of an outlaw motorcycle club distrustful and hating woman. Once he’s satisfied his animal urges he casts them aside without a second thought. But then Audra shows up, threatening his club and way of life and Hawk has to decide to turn the sexy pint-sized package of trouble loose, or claim her for his own. 
 
      
 
    No Mercy - Book 2 
 
    Rock’s the VP of Phantom Riders MC. Dangerous. Unpredictable. Ruthless. A killer who’ll stop at nothing to keep what’s his. Allie had given Rock her virginity, and then ran away when she got pregnant. Club trouble doesn't stop him from showing up at her door seven years later, demanding his son, and claiming her. 
 
      
 
    What He Wants - Book 3 
 
    Big John...club enforcer. He's big and scary and he sets his sights on Daisy the instant he locks eyes on the curvy beauty. Daisy...she's grown strong and independent since leaving an abusive marriage, but nothing prepares her for the hulking, sexy biker who wants to claim her! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Nomad Outlaws Trilogy Book 1 
 
      
 
      
 
    Ruthless - Book 1 
 
    Blurb - Wildman forced Rebel to take Ginger's innocence in a sick and twisted initiation to prove his loyalty. He helps her escape, and she disappears soon after, helping herself to his money first. Four years later he tracks the innocent beauty down, but it isn't just his money that he's after. He wants Ginger for himself, and he'll go to any lengths to claim her. 
 
      
 
    Dangerous - Book 2 
 
    Jace is a nomad, an outlaw biker who likes to work alone. Fierce, dangerous, a killer when he needs to be. He calls no place home, and no woman owns his heart. Until her. Luna. 
 
      
 
    Furious - Book 3 
 
    Moody had it all once, and lost it in a heartbeat. Now he goes through life as a cold, heartless nomad. A man to avoid and be afraid of, uncaring that each day could be his last. He gives a fuck about nothing and no one, until an innocent woman appears out of nowhere, unafraid of his fury, challenging his demons, making him want to live again. Is he strong enough to let her into his heart? 
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