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CHAPTER
1


***Gage***


 


“Fuck me. Who’s that?”


Einstein follows my gaze and furrows his brows in confusion.



“Who?”


“Her. In the blue shorts, white tank top.”


“Oh, that’s Lonnie’s sister,” E says.


“She belong to anyone?” I ask.


“Doubt it. I think she just moved here.”


“Fuck.” I can’t take my eyes off her.


“I know, man. Practically every man here has been salivating
over her since she showed up.”


And why wouldn’t they? She’s a Latina goddess. My view of
her is from the side, but goddamn! Tits a man can bury his face in, an ass to
grab onto, a tiny waist, and legs perfect for wrapping around me. Her smooth, spotless,
caramel skin has my fingers itching to touch her, and her long, jet-black hair
with streaks of blue would look amazing coiled around my fist… while I fuck her
doggy-style. 


“You sure she doesn’t have an old man?”


“Why do I get the feeling you’re going to find out?”


“Because I am,” I answer him over my shoulder as I walk
away.


I watch her as I make my way over. She’s standing between
Lonnie and Super Head. I don’t know her real name, but the bitch can sure suck
a dick. Lonnie points something out to them and they turn at an angle where I
can see her face. I freeze in my tracks. This chick is fucking hot! I’m getting
a boner just looking at her. I continue walking, my eyes locked on her like a
missile to its target. When the other two notice me approaching, they stand
straighter and push out their chests. The black-haired beauty rolls her eyes
and folds her arms under her breasts. I nod to what’s-her-face and drape my arm
around Lonnie’s shoulders.


“Lonnie, baby. Ain’t seen you in a while.”


She giggles and rubs against me, but I am in no way
interested in her right now. The beauty rolls her eyes again and turns her head
to the side. She has my full attention, yet she’s looking everywhere but at me.
Out of either boredom or annoyance, she starts fidgeting with one of the five
earrings in her right ear.


“Miss me, Gage?” Lonnie tries to draw my attention back to
her.


“All the brothers missed you,” I say, even though if I
hadn’t seen her today, I wouldn’t have realized she was away.


“I was out of town.”


Yeah, yeah, whatever.


“Mm-hmm. Who’s this?”


“This is my sister, Raven.”


Raven. Perfect. Just perfect. She finally looks at me, and I
stare into the most gorgeous blue eyes I’ve ever seen, like the sky on a
cloudless day, like her shorts, the streaks in her hair, and the color on her
eyelids. I’m guessing blue is her favorite color.


“Raven—”


“Hi. Bye.”


I watch in disbelief as she marches off. Lonnie stiffens
beneath my arm.


“Gage, she doesn’t understand—”


“It’s okay, Lonnie,” I cut her off.


I leave them and march right after her, grabbing her wrist
before she storms out the gate. No one walks away from me. No one.


“Let go of me!”


She twists her hand out of my grasp and turns to face me.
She’s a little thing, barely reaching my chin, but her attitude is bigger than
that small body can contain. Her eyes are shooting daggers. She thinks she’s
intimidating? I can’t help but smile.


“Something funny?”


“You.”


“Save it. I didn’t come here to be anyone’s whore.”


She turns to leave and I grab her hand to stop her. Again, she
pulls out of my grasp.


“Don’t touch me.”


Her voice is laced with contempt. I know she’s new around
here, but she can’t be that new.


“Do you know who I am?”


Her gaze drops to my cut and the different patches before
she looks me in the eyes again.


“I don’t care who you are. I told you, I didn’t come here to
be anyone’s whore.” 


She’s too cute. It’s strange because I like it, and I don’t
do cute. I want to throw her over my shoulder and lock her away in my room.
After a good fuck, she’ll calm down. Maybe I’ll toy with her for a bit, see how
far I can push her.


“Really? Dressed like that and hanging out with Lonnie and
Super Head?”


Her body shakes with righteous indignation. She clenches her
little fists at her sides, trying to hold in her anger.


“First of all, there’s nothing wrong with the way I’m
dressed. Secondly, I may not like that Lonnie chooses to spread her legs for
you and your stupid club, but she’s my sister. Third, I don’t even know Super
Head or whatever you want to call her. She’s Lonnie’s friend.”


She’s a real spitfire. Her accent is even more pronounced
when she’s angry, making her words sound more like Spanish and less like
English. Adorable, and sexy as hell. I can just imagine what she looks like
when she’s coming. Eyes closed… no, wide open, lips parted, chest heaving, and
then finally screaming my name. I need to see it. 


“So, why are you here?”


“I wanted to see what the big deal was. And just as I
expected, I’m not impressed.”


“You know, you have quite a mouth on you. I’m sure I can
find better uses for it.”


Like sucking my dick, for instance. She narrows her
eyes at me, seething.


“Fuck you!”


I let her walk off this time. Damn, she’s the type you hate
to see leave, but love to watch walk away. The way she swings her hips is just…
hypnotic. I want to see her bent over before me while I smack that ass. Shit.
Now I’m as hard as a brick. No worries. I’m sure I’ll be buried in that pussy
tonight.


She heads back to her sister and gets what I assume is a
good tongue-lashing. Lonnie’s been around for a while and knows the rules.
Raven isn’t taking it sitting down, though; she seems to be giving as good as
she’s getting. I grab a beer and watch as she walks away from her sister and
leans on the fence, quietly fuming. I make my way back to E, who has a huge
grin on his face.


“Looks like things didn’t go too well.”


“She’s definitely not like the other bitches here, brother.”


“Shit, if she shot you down, then none of these
shitheads has a chance in hell.”


I chuckle as I watch man after man approach her, then walk
away looking angry or offended. My guys don’t deal with rejection often.  At
least I know it’s not just me. It doesn’t bother me. I ain’t never met a bitch
I couldn’t get. Shit, all I have to do is crook my finger and these bitches
come running. Not Raven, though. And that makes me want her more.


“So, did you get the intel you were looking for?”


“Shit!” How the fuck did I let her walk away without finding
out if she has an old man?


“I can’t believe you forgot the reason you went over there
in the first place. You losing your touch?”


Losing my touch? Never. She’ll fall in line just like every
other bitch. I watch with a smirk as another brother steps up to her. “Trust
me, E; I’ll have her under me in no time.”









***Raven***


 


“Back off, asshole. I said I’m not interested.”


“Bitch! You can’t talk to me like that.”


“I just did.”


I turn away from grease-monkey minion number four and stare
down at my nails in disinterest. I swear they all think they’re God’s gift to
all females. Women like Lonnie make them feel like they’re kings and every
woman belongs in their harem. Well, not me. No, sir. The biggest idiot of them
all is the leader of the grease-monkey minions. Gage. What the hell kind of
name is that, anyway? Stupid biker thinking I’d be impressed because he’s the
stupid president of a stupid motorcycle club. Estúpido. I don’t care who
he is. Everyone else in this town either kisses his ass or cowers in his
presence, but he’ll get neither reaction from me. Why did he come after me?
Lonnie and Super Head were standing right there. Shit. Now I’m even using
his terminology. I need to get out of here.


I push away from the fence and start making my way to the
gate. The scent of greasy burgers hits me as I walk past the grill and my
stomach growls in anger. That’s right. I haven’t eaten all day. What the hell;
two more minutes can’t hurt. What would be the point of coming to a barbecue
and not taking advantage of the food? The man at the grill smiles as I
approach. He’s wearing a cut, so I know he’s a member. He’s old, though,
probably a relic from the original members. He reminds me of my grandpa. He has
kind, green eyes and an easy smile. I give him a smile of my own.


“Aren’t you a pretty little thing? What can I get you,
darlin’?”


“Those burgers smell pretty good.”


“Aah.”


He points at me with the spatula in his hand as he grabs the
buns and adds a slice of cheese to one of the patties on the grill.


“That would be my secret ingredient.”


On one bun, he piles lettuce, tomato, pickles, mustard, and
ketchup, but I stop him when he reaches for the onion. He places the patty on
the other and sets it on top. He makes quite a production of it before handing
me the paper plate and a few napkins. I can’t help but giggle.


“Dinner and a show?”


“Only for you, little darlin’.”


Before walking off, I take a bite and give him a thumbs-up.


“It’s delicious.”


He bows and turns to another girl who wanders up. I walk off
and grab a Coke from one of the big drums filled with ice and drinks littering
the property. Time to blow this Popsicle stand. I wrap my burger in one of the
napkins and toss the plate in a garbage can. I move back in the direction I
left Lonnie to tell her I’m leaving, but I find her grinding on one of the
minion’s laps. They might as well be fucking. Disgusting. I don’t need to see
that shit while I’m eating. I walk right past her and decide to send her a
text. My burger is gone by the time I reach the gates. It was awesome. It’s
probably the best part of this whole day. I toss the napkins and half-empty can
of Coke, and pop an Extra gum in my mouth. I can’t wait to get home and curl up
with a good book. I haven’t walked five minutes before a motorcycle pulls up
alongside me. I look over and roll my eyes in disgust. Great, the
minion boss.


“Where you off to, Raven?”


“That’s none of your business.”


“No, but I still want to know.”


I stop walking and turn to face him. He comes to a stop
also, places both feet on the ground, and switches off the ignition. Then, he
removes his helmet and hangs it on the handle bar. 


“Why?”


He grins, revealing what I think are the most perfect teeth
I’ve ever seen. That prompts me to take a good look at him. He has blue eyes,
but not like mine. They’re darker, in both color and intensity. His hair is a
light, golden brown at the roots and more golden blond at the ends. It’s most
likely natural; he doesn’t strike me as the type to sit in a salon getting his
hair colored. It sticks out in different directions like he doesn’t comb it,
but somehow it works for him. 


He has the features of a movie star and could beat out Brad
Pitt any day. His lips are totally kissable and I want to bite into his full,
lower one. The stubble on his face means he hasn’t shaved in a few days—more
than a five o’ clock shadow, but not fully grown. It’s sexy as hell. He’s tall,
too. Well, taller than me, but that doesn’t mean much since most people are
taller than me. I’m only 5'4". He’s probably 6'3", maybe 6'4",
and from what I see of his arms, he’s pretty ripped. Not in a body-builder sort
of way, but lean and defined. Not bad for a grease monkey. 


However, there seems to be something dark about him.
Something dangerous. He’s trouble with a capital T-R-O-U-B-L-E, not just the “T.”
It’s not the motorcycle, the tattoos running down both arms, or the one peeking
out of the neck of his shirt. It’s not the leather, combat boots, or ripped
jeans. Even if he was the picture of a Stepford husband, wearing an immaculate
three-piece suit, it would still be obvious. He’s not someone you want to mess
with. There’s something sinister lurking behind those good looks. I can tell
just by looking at him that everything I’ve heard is true. He not only has a
reputation as a badass, but as a player. Women all over town, probably all over
the world, have stories about him—hit-and-run stories. I’m not about to become
one of his victims.


“Let’s just say I have an inquisitive mind,” he says.


“Go stick your nose in someone else’s business.”


His gaze travels over my body, lingering in places it
shouldn’t. The heat of his appraisal burns away my clothes, leaving me feeling
naked. The unconcealed lust sends a shiver down my spine. I may not want him,
but when a hot guy looks at you like that… shiiit.  His eyes meet mine,
and I shift uncomfortably but hold his stare.


“I want to stick it in yours.”


And the spell is broken. I scoff at him and continue
walking. I have neither the time nor the inclination to listen to his double
entendres. I only get a few feet when he grabs me. Again.


“What is it with you and grabbing people? You ever heard of
personal space?”


He tightens his hold and pulls me close to him. My heart
rate speeds up. He tilts his head to the side and gazes into my eyes. Just like
that, the spell is cast once more. I’m unable to look away. 


“Why do you keep running from me?”


“I’m not running. I’m leaving, going home.”


He loosens his grip and jerks his head toward his bike.


“Hop on. I’ll give you a ride.”


I step back, shaking my head. He watches me, quirking a
curious brow.


“Nuh-uh. There’s no way I’m getting on that thing.”


His lips curve up, and suddenly all I can think about is how
beautiful his smile is. I can’t let that cloud my judgment. I need to remember
who he is and what he represents.


“What, you scared?”


“I’m not scared. I just don’t want people thinking I’m
following in Lonnie’s steps. I have to think about my reputation.”


“I’m only offering you a ride home.”


“Yes, but your reputation precedes you.”


He shoves his hands in his pockets and nods in
understanding.


“It’s just a ride. Unless, of course, you want to ride me,
too.”


He gives me a smug smile and I narrow my eyes at him. He
thinks he’s so smooth.


“I’ve heard you’re a player. If this is how you pick up
women, there’s something seriously wrong with them.”


“Actually, they usually try to pick me up.”


“Oh, God. It’s worse than I thought.”


He chuckles and steps into my space once more. My body is
hyperaware of him. Why do I have to be attracted to the very thing I need to
stay away from?


“Let me take you home.”


“That’s okay. I’ll walk.”


I turn around but before I can take a step, his voice, low
and commanding, stops me.


“Raven, it’s getting dark and I don’t want you walking
alone. I’m taking you home.”


Beyond the arrogance of him asserting his perceived control
over me, there’s a level of concern in his tone that affects me. Why would he
care? He doesn’t even know me. It’s obvious he’s interested in me, but I’ve
made my position quite clear. Is he just looking out for my safety, or is it a
tactic to blindside me? I face him once more and he flashes a crooked smile. 


“Look, Mr.…?”


“Mr.? How old do you think I am?”


“I don’t know. How old do you think I am?”


His brows knit in concentration and a bit of concern as his
gaze rakes over my body.


“How old are you?” he asks.


“Again, none of your business.”


“Fine. Don’t tell me. I’ll still give you a ride.”


“You’re not going to leave me alone, are you?” I huff.


“Nope.”


I sigh and shake my head in resignation. He’s a
persistent fucker.


“If I’m going to get on that motorcycle with you, I need to
at least know your last name.”


He grins and takes my hand in his huge, rough one.


“Hunter. Gage Hunter.”


“Raven Alvarez.”


“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Miss Alvarez.”


“You, too, Mr. Hunter.”


“Gage… please.”


“Okay, Gage. You may call me Miss Alvarez.”


He chuckles and gives my fingers a squeeze. That’s when I realize
he hasn’t let go.


“So, it’s like that?”


I nod, but can’t help my smile. His attitude is infectious.


“Yes, it’s like that.”


“Okay, cool.”


He grabs his helmet off his bike and hands it to me. I don’t
see an extra one.


“What about you?” I ask.


“Don’t worry about me. Your safety is all that matters.”


There he goes again. What’s his deal? “And why is my
safety so important to you?” 


His brows furrow and he blinks at me in confusion. After a
few tense seconds, his facial muscles relax and he looks me straight in the
eyes. Everything inside me comes alive. With just a look, he’s made me feel
safe, cared for, and wanted. It should be illegal for men to look at
women like that. Then again, maybe not. It should be mandatory for all
men to do it.


“It just is.”


With unsteady fingers, I place the helmet on my head. My
reaction to him makes no sense. I just met him, for Christ’s sake. I don’t
even like him. After I adjust the chinstrap, he extends his hand to me. I
stare down at it with uncertainty. To tell the truth, I am a little
scared.


“First time?”


“Is it that obvious?”


“Yeah, but I’m honored to pop your cherry. Been a while
since I had a virgin.”


“Tsk,” I tut in annoyance. I just want to smack that smirk
off his gorgeous lips. He chuckles, but I do not find him
amusing.


“Let me give you a hand. Put your foot here.”


He helps me on and I wrap my arms around his waist after he
climbs on in front of me. Several scents hit me—leather, motor oil, cologne,
and… man. Doesn’t sound like a very good combination, but Lord, it smells
heavenly right now. I stare at the logo on the back of his cut—a Grim Reaper
dealing the death card from a pack of tarot cards. The name of his club sits on
top of the logo, the state at the bottom. Death Dealers Georgia. 


“You stayin’ with Lonnie?”


“Yeah. The address is—”


“I know where it is.”


Of course he does. He’s probably been there many times. I
don’t even want to think about why he’s been there. He starts the engine
and kicks up the stand. The thing sends vibrations through my entire body, but
more so between my legs. Not a good combination with this man sitting in front
of me. Looking over his shoulder, he gives me a crooked grin as he revs the
engine.


“Hold on tight and lean into the turns.”


The bike lurches forward, and I involuntarily tighten my
arms around his waist and press my thighs to his. Does he have to go so
fast? Why did I agree to get on this death machine? I squeeze my eyes shut
and visualize myself getting home—safely. We come to a stop and I tentatively
open my eyes. It’s just a stoplight. A few people on the sidewalk stop in their
tracks to gawk at us. Great. Just what I need. I turn away from their
penetrating stares only to encounter the same thing on the opposite side of the
street.  What’s the big deal? Hopefully no one can see my face clearly. I say a
silent thank you as we start to move again. Resting my cheek to his back, I
close my eyes, and try to concentrate on the one good thing about this ordeal—the
smell of him. Well, maybe two. His body feels good, too.


“We’re here, baby doll.”


I open my eyes and blink in disorientation. We’re in my
driveway. Shit. I was so lost in him I didn’t even realize we’d stopped moving.
I release him and reach up to remove my helmet. He puts the stand down and
climbs off, extending his hand to me. As I reach for it, he pulls away.


“You know, you look good sittin’ there on the back of my
bike.”


“I bet you tell all the girls that.”


He chuckles and shakes his head.


“You, beautiful Raven, are the first woman who’s ever ridden
on any of my bikes.”


Any of his bikes? Just how many does he own?


“Yeah, right.”


“I’m serious. Didn’t you see all those people staring at
you?”


“I did. What’s up with that?”


“That’s why. They’ve never seen me ride with a woman.”


“Well, I hope they got their fill, ’cause it’s the first and
last time I’ll be on this thing.”


He extends his hand again and I place mine in his. He
squeezes my fingers gently.


“It’s the first but definitely not the last, baby doll.”


I scoff at him and swing my leg over the bike. It’s dark,
but I need to get inside before anyone else sees me. My feet touch the ground
and my knees buckle. I fall forward but two strong arms catch me and pull me
against a hard chest. Instantly, my breathing accelerates. I keep my head down
because I fear what he’ll see in my eyes if I look up at him.


“Don’t worry. You’ll be fine in a minute.”


Suddenly, I’m swept off my feet and carried toward the
house.


“What are you doing?” I exclaim.


“I’m not putting you down until I know you can stand on your
own.”


“I’m fine now. Put me down.”


Even before my objection is past my lips, my arms curl
around his neck. He ignores me and takes me all the way to the front door
before carefully placing me back on my feet. Whether consciously or not, my
hands slide down over his shoulders and sternum. Ripping my hands away, I catch
myself right before I squeeze his hard pecs. I avoid his gaze as I reach into
my pocket for my keys. That is, until a curious finger trails down my stomach.
I pull my tank top down and narrow my eyes at him, ignoring the fire starting
in my belly.


“I did not give you permission to touch me.”


“How about a kiss then?”


I can’t even answer because his lips are stealing my words.
I’m so surprised that I swallow my gum. He didn’t wait for an answer, just took
what he wanted. Though my mind resists, my body melts into his. My fingers curl
into his white T-shirt and a moan escapes me. His lips move hungrily over mine,
taking and giving pleasure. There is only complete surrender when his tongue
seeks entrance. His taste is like nothing I’ve ever experienced before. I can’t
quite put my finger on what it is, but it’s frickin’ awesome and I want more.
This kiss is like a good book I’d get lost in and stay up all night reading.
It’s that captivating.


While my hands move up to slide through his hair, his travel
down to grab my ass. He squeezes my cheeks and pulls me into him, letting his
desire be explicitly known. He’s hard. For me. And it excites the hell out of
me. I feel like climbing up on him like he’s a big, man-tree that I need to get
to the top of. I hear myself whimper as his hands slide up my sides. His thumbs
brush at the undersides of my breasts, and this time, he moans. He breaks away
suddenly, his breathing heavy. I gape at him, trying to catch my own breath.


“How old are you, Raven?”


“Why?”


He growls and descends on my lips once more. If his
intention is to kiss me senseless, he’s achieved that. And then some.


“Because I’m going to fuck you.”


Oh. Those words should appall me, shouldn’t they? I should
not be turned on by them but I am, all the way on. Wait a minute…hold
up. Who does he think he is? What kind of girl does he think I am? Certainly
not the type to jump into bed with a man she just met!


“What makes you think I want to fuck you? Or anyone else for
that matter?”


This time, his lips are more insistent than before. I have
to hold on to his shoulders to keep myself upright. I’ve never been kissed like
this. Never before have my lips been this savagely attacked. It’s as if he’s
trying to devour me. And I love it. I fucking love it.


He nips at my bottom lip then takes my hand and presses it
against his erection. My mind goes blank. I mean, what woman would be able to
think with her fingers wrapped around a hard dick? A hard, enormous dick,
attached to a handsome, delicious-smelling man. I give it a little squeeze and
he lets out a tortured groan. I squeeze harder and he sinks his fingertips into
my hips. I feel so bad but God, he feels good. I’m disappointed and a
little more than giddy when he rips his lips from mine. I actually stumble a
little when he pulls back, swallowing hard at the storm brewing in his eyes.


“Your age, Raven. Now.”


“Um… aah… s-seventeen.”


“Fuck!”


He releases me and runs a hand through his hair in
frustration.


“How long?”


“What do you mean?”


“How long do I have to wait? When’s your birthday?”


“Three months. October twenty-first.”


“Fuck!”


He turns away from me, places his hands on his hips, and
looks toward the sky. I use the opportunity to open the door. When he turns
around, I’m halfway inside.


“Three months. I can do that. I can do that. I can wait.”


“You don’t have to. It’s not going to happen.”









CHAPTER 2


***Gage***


 


I’m standing here, staring at a closed door. She shot me
down. After those mind-blowing kisses, she shot me down. This kind of shit has
never happened to me, and I don’t really know what to do with myself. I hear
her moving around inside. All I can think about is her lips, her taste, and the
way she clung to me. She wants me. It’s just a matter of time. Three months to
be exact. By the end, she’ll be so desperate for me I won’t even have to touch
her to make her come. 


Just thinking about her coming makes my balls ache. I need
to do something about my situation ASAP. I drag myself off her porch and make
my way back to the clubhouse. I try to concentrate on the road, but I can’t
help picturing my hands on her firm ass instead of the handlebar. I can’t stop tasting
her on my lips. I can’t stop hearing her moans, even over the roar of the
engine. Three months. Three motherfucking months. Might as well be ten years
because it will be no less torture. Fuck. I’m a pervert for even thinking these
things.


When I get back to the clubhouse, I see that the party has
moved inside. I can just imagine what I’ll find there—a lot of shitfaced
members and even more Hellhounds. That’s what we call the club whores around
here. I step through the doors and I’m a little disappointed to see I was
right. Rock music blares from the speakers, and the air is thick with weed and
cigar smoke. There are a few couples scattered everywhere, but most of the
crowd is gathered around the pool table in the center of the room. As I get
closer, I see that it’s Lonnie. She’s getting drilled from behind by Crow while
sucking off Motor, who’s leaning against the pool table. It’s a good thing
Raven looks nothing like her. I don’t think I would be able to stomach the
sight otherwise. They have the same black hair, but Lonnie’s taller and not as
curvy. In the looks department, she can’t hold a candle to her sister. 


Booker, a prospect, hands me a beer as I lean against the
bar, next to E. I look around, trying to find someone to relieve the tension
tonight. I spot Britney in a corner with some other girls. I’ve had her a few
times. She’s hot, blonde, and relatively new around here. Not too many miles on
her pussy. Has a nice body, too. Big, natural tits and thick in all the right
places.


“Another uneventful night, huh?” I nod to E as I take a pull
of my beer.


“Yup. Don’t know why people think a biker’s life is
exciting.”


“Me neither, brother.”


“What happened with you and Little Miss Blue Hair?” he asks,
quirking an inquisitive brow.


“Nothing. She’s seventeen.”


“Ouch. So close but yet so far away.”


“Not too far. Only three months.”


“And you’ll just be waiting in the shadows, won’t you?”


“Something like that.”


My gaze locks with Super Head’s. She smiles seductively and
then bites into her bottom lip. She’s not built like Raven, certainly not as
pretty either, but attractive in her own way. She’s skinny by anyone’s
standards and a little top-heavy due to her enormous, fake tits. I love curves.
A man needs something to hold on to. It’s a good thing that’s not what I’m
looking for tonight. I just need to get a certain blue-eyed vixen out of my
head. This bitch might be just what I need. I smile back and she instantly
begins to move toward me, flipping her brown hair as she passes some of the
other girls. E chuckles.


“Oh, shit. Have fun, man.”


“I fully intend to, E.”


I down the last of my beer and slam the bottle on the bar,
then walk off toward the rooms in the back, knowing she’s following behind.
After unlocking my door, I step aside and allow her to precede me. She watches
me, licking and biting her lips in anticipation as I close the door. Her tits
are popping out of the gold, sequin number she’s wearing.


“Drop the dress.”


The moment it hits the floor, I regret the command. The
chick’s just skin and bones. As I look her over, my mind starts playing tricks
on me. She’s a few inches shorter and her hair goes from brown to black—with
streaks of blue. Her hips curve out and pasty white skin turns to caramel. The
erection that had almost died springs back to life.


“Gage….”


She speaks and the mirage disappears. Fuck. I reach into my
pocket for a condom as she begins to undo my belt.


“On your knees.”


She drops to the floor and stares up at me like a ravenous
beast, licking her shiny, red lips. She pouts as I drop my jeans and roll the
condom on.


“Why do you always wear a condom?”


Because I fuck with cum buckets like you.


“I want to taste you, Gage. I want you to come in my mouth.”


“Stop talking. That’s not what I need your mouth to be doing
right now.”


She flicks out her tongue and trails it across her top lip,
showing off her tongue ring. Any other day, my dick would already be in her
throat. Now, I can’t even look at her, let alone have her touch me. What the
fuck is wrong with me?


“Clasp your hands behind your back.”


She does as she’s told then leans forward and licks the head
of my dick. I close my eyes and just let her do her thing. She starts out
slowly, gently sucking as she moves up and down. Gradually, she increases the
pace. I tell you…there is nothing like the feeling of having warm, wet lips
wrapped around your dick, especially when those lips belong to a human vacuum
cleaner.


“Fuck!”


She moans and I feel the vibrations in my balls. Damn, she’s
good. But my mind just won’t let me enjoy this. In my head, it’s Raven kneeling
before me. It’s her mouth, her lips, her tongue making me feel the things I’m
feeling. It’s her dazzling blue eyes staring up at me. My dick twitches and
gets painfully hard. I hit the back of her throat and groan. I feel like I’m
floating on a cloud right now. She comes up for air and I look down. I see
green eyes instead of blue, and anger blazes through me. What kind of man
thinks about getting head from a kid? Well… teenager… almost adult? Whatever
she is, it’s wrong. 


I grab a handful of Super Head’s hair and stuff my dick back
in her mouth. I try to block everything out except one thing—catching a nut. I
just need to come and get this over with. As I pump my hips, I hear her gagging
and gasping for breath. I push her head down as far as I can. When she grabs my
thighs, I look down again. She’s staring up at me with frightened, watery eyes.
Her mascara is running, forming black lines down her cheeks. She’s heaving,
saliva oozing to the floor. I pull her head back and allow her to catch her
breath.


Like the trooper she is, she jumps right back into the game,
grabbing my dick with both hands, and sliding them up and down with just a
slight twist. She drops one hand but continues with the other as she sucks on
the head. Her free hand gropes my balls as her head bobs on my dick. Fuck, that
feels good. She sucks harder and my balls tighten. I throw my head back and
snap my eyes shut as I come with a roar. Leaning against the wall, I try to
calm my breathing. 


When I look back down, I see only my two feet. Super Head
has propped herself up on my bed, legs spread, showing off her whored-out
pussy. I remove the condom, tie a knot at the end, and stick it in my pocket to
dispose of later. Then, I tuck my dick back in my jeans and zip that bitch up.
She stares at me in confusion when I grab her hand and pull her off the bed.
She knows better. No bitches in my bed. I don’t kiss bitches either, and I
don’t come anywhere but in a condom. I get rid of that shit myself, too. These
bitches would do anything to trap a motherfucker. My own experience breaks the
surface with its ugly head and I quickly push it back down. I don’t need that
shit in my head right now.


“Get dressed.”


She watches me as I rip the sheets off the bed and toss them
in the laundry basket. There’s hurt in her eyes but I give zero fucks.


“Now get the fuck out.”











***Raven***


 


I’m in the kitchen, making breakfast and jamming to Magic!’s
“Rude” when Lonnie walks in with Super Head. Now that it’s had some time to
sink in, I giggle at the moniker. Gage is something else. I hit pause on my
phone, remove my earphones, and turn to them.


“Good morning.”


“Ugh, there’s nothing good about it. What are you making?”


They look awful—hung over and tired. I doubt they slept last
night. They both fall into the chairs and lay their heads on the breakfast
table.


“Just eggs and toast.”


I pour them some orange juice and crack a few more eggs. As
they drink, they start talking. I pop my earphones back in because I don’t want
to hear their conversation. However, I hold off on pressing the play button
when I hear Gage’s name.


“Lonnie, should we be talking like this in front of her?”


“She can’t hear shit, the way she listens to music. Watch
this. Raven!”


I pretend I didn’t hear her, and continue to whisk the eggs.


“See? Now tell me what happened. Why the fuck do you sound
like a frog?”


“You would, too, if you had Gage’s monster dick stuck in
your throat last night.”


Oh, wow. The whisk almost falls from my fingers but I catch
it before it hits the bowl. Monster? Well, I guess I did get a preview
last night.


“What? You were with Gage?”


There’s anger in her voice. Lonnie has a thing for the
minion boss. Then again, he’s hot, so most women would. 


“Don’t get your panties in a bunch. I just sucked his dick,
or maybe I should say he fucked my mouth.”


“Damn it, Deena! It’s enough I have to put up with that
bitch Britney.”


“Something was up with him. It’s like he wasn’t there, like
he was thinking about something else. He snapped and shoved his dick so far
down my throat I thought I was gonna die.”


“That’s what you get, bitch.”


“Hey, if you hadn’t been busy fucking Crow and Motor,
maybe you would have had him.”


Okay, I’ve heard enough. I turn my music back on with a
smile. He was so turned on last night that he ended up with Super… I mean
Deena. My smile grows wider because I know exactly where his mind was, exactly
what made him lose control. He was thinking about me. I don’t want him, but the
fact that I could do that to a man like Gage? Priceless. I drown them
out while I revel in that little bit of information.


After breakfast, I get ready and head out to catch the eight
a.m. bus. I have an interview at ten at the local diner for a waitressing
position, and I want to make sure I’m not late. A few minutes later, a girl
around my age shows up at the bus stop. I have my earphones in so I just smile
and wave to her. She sits on the bench, minding her own business, just the way
I like it. After a few minutes, she taps my arm shyly. Great. I remove
my earphones and try to hide my annoyance as I look over at her.


“Yes?”


“Sorry.”


Guess I wasn’t successful. I offer her a consolatory smile.


“It’s okay.”


“It’s just that I heard you singing. Is that the August
Alsina album?” she asks. I give her a genuine smile this time. Anyone who
shares my musical preferences is okay in my book.


“Yeah. You like him?”


Her face lights up and she scoots closer.


“Oh, my God. I love him!”


“Me, too! What’s your favorite song?”


“Right now, it’s between ‘Kissin’ on my Tattoos’ and ‘Ah
Yeah’.”


“No way. Me, too!”


She sticks out her hand enthusiastically and I take it with
just as much gusto. How cool is it that I’ve already found someone my age who
lives close by and has at least one thing in common with me?


“Chrystal, but everybody calls me Chrissy.”


“Raven.”


“Raven. Cool name. I live two houses down.”


“Thanks. I’m four houses that way, on the left.”


Her gaze follows my thumb as I jerk it in the direction of
our house. Then her smile fades. My guess is she knows Lonnie.


“Lonnie’s house?”


“Yeah. She’s my sister.”


“Oh.”


I knew it. I knew this would happen. Everyone’s going to
judge me based on Lonnie’s horrible reputation.


“I know. She’s a slut,” I say.


Her eyes widen in surprise and then a kind of quiet
understanding passes between us before she smiles again.


“Don’t worry about it. I know what I’ll have to deal with.
The upside is I’ll be eighteen in a few months and can get away from her.”


“Me, too, in September.”


“October.”


“What’s happening in October?”


I look up and see a dark-skinned god approaching, flashing
one of the most beautiful smiles I’ve ever seen. He halts before us and I tilt
my head to absorb his magnificent beauty. Smooth, peanut butter-colored
complexion; bright, hazel eyes, and close, clean-cut hair. What sticks out the
most, though, is his uncanny resemblance to Chrissy. Slap a wig on him, add
some boobs, and he’d be her. He’d look like a bad tranny, but you get my drift.


“Raven, this is my brother, Christopher, world-class jerk. I
can’t believe we shared a womb.”


Aah, twins.


“Don’t listen to her. She’s just jealous I got all the
looks, brains, and charm.”


I smile despite myself. He is charming. I swear I saw
a glint on his teeth when he smiled.


“Nice to meet you, Christopher.”


“Oh, the pleasure is all mine, beautiful.”


“Ugh! Give it up. She don’t want your corny ass.”


Before either of us can say anything, the roar of motorcycle
engines disturbs the peaceful morning. Peeking around Christopher, I watch the
advance of at least a dozen bikes. Even from this distance, I know the rider in
front is Gage. Damn, he looks sexy on that thing. 


“That’s the Death Dealers, but I guess you already know,”
Chrissy says quietly.


“I’ve only been here a week and I know more than I care to,
Chrissy. Can’t say I like what I’ve heard, though.”


“They’re just a gang hiding behind the front of a motorcycle
club,” Christopher says through gritted teeth.


He’s shooting a death stare in the direction the bikes are
coming from. Guess there’s no love lost there. I have a better view of them
now, and Gage makes some kind of hand signal. The others pass by him and he
slows down. Oh, God. Please don’t come over here. Please, please, please.
The moment he looks over his shoulder, I know he’s going to cross the street.
Damn it.


“Oh, shit. I think he’s coming over here.”


My brain isn’t processing Chrissy’s words because I’m
focused on Gage. He crosses over, parks at the curb, and removes his helmet. He
jerks his head toward the twins in a half-assed attempt at a greeting and
settles his gaze on me.


“Where you off to, Raven?”


I can feel the twins’ eyes burning a hole into me. This is
not good.


“I know I told you to stay out of my business.”


He dismounts and saunters over, a smug smile on his lips. My
heart skips just a tiny beat when I remember I was kissing those very lips last
night, just a few measly hours ago.


“Can I get a minute?”


“A minute for what?”


“I just wanna talk.”


“About what?”


He glances toward the twins. I totally forgot they were
there. I can’t even imagine what they must be thinking about this exchange. I
sigh and offer an apologetic smile.


“Excuse me.”


He leads me far enough away so the twins can’t hear our
conversation and faces me, his back to them.


“Why are you so hostile?”


“Why are you so nosy?” I shoot back.


I fold my arms under my breasts and give him the most
defiant expression I can muster. He slowly drags his gaze down and it rests on
my cleavage. He shifts uncomfortably and clears his throat before looking me in
the eyes again.


“Just curious. No need to be defensive.”


“Well, that information is available on a need-to-know
basis, and you don’t need to know.”


“That’s where you’re wrong, baby doll. I need to know
everything about you.”


“Oh, really? I wonder why.”


He tilts his head to the side and narrows those baby-blues
of his. Why does he have to be so frickin’ hot? His hair is all beautifully
messy and he somehow makes a simple, white T-shirt, jeans, and leather cut look
like they belong on a fashion runway. Even the chain dangling across his thigh
and the black combat boots, though cliché, add to his overall appeal.


“Because of the way your body came alive from my kiss.”


Fuck.


“I’m not the only one. I hear you had quite a night.”


His brows knit in confusion and he crosses his arms over his
chest. Those arms, they were holding me last night. I was crushed to that
chest, felt its hardness. I want to feel it again. Shit. Focus, Raven!


“What do you mean?”


“Deena was very forthcoming with information this morning.”


“Deena? Who’s that?”


“Wow, one would think you’d know the name of the woman who
had your dick in her mouth last night.”


His face relaxes and he places his hands on his hips.


“She told you that?”


“Not exactly. She and Lonnie were talking over breakfast and
they thought I couldn’t hear.”


I show him my earphones as a way of explanation. “Chick
could barely talk. You really did some damage with, as she put it, your
‘monster dick’.”


He chuckles and shakes his head, rubbing the back of his
neck.


“Raven, look—”


“It’s cool. I just think I should get some kind of compensation
if I’m going to be your fluffer.”


“Fluffer?” he exclaims. “What the fuck do you know about
fluffers?”


“I know a lot of things,” I say with a smirk. The majority
of my “knowledge” comes from books, but that’s totally irrelevant. He
doesn’t need to know that, right?


He steps closer and I consciously have to try to control my
breathing. That smirk? Gone. I need to stop letting him affect me like this.


“That’s great, but there’s a lot more I plan on teaching
you.”


Okay, that low, seductive voice just did things to my body a
voice should have no ability to do. I desperately need to turn this situation
around. I unfold my arms and slowly trace my cleavage with my middle finger.
The action draws his attention and he licks his lips.


“Tell me… when she was on her knees in front of you… were
you thinking about me?”


The guilty expression confirms what I already knew. “Were
you imagining my mouth wrapped around you?”


His Adam’s apple rises and falls as he swallows hard. 


“Let me guess. You know about that, too.”


“Well, I’ve done some things, too, Mr. Hunter.”


He clenches his jaw. Hard. Uh oh, have I gone too far? 


“You shouldn’t talk like that.”


“Why not? You’ll have more material when you’re with Deena
later… or Lonnie… or whoever.”


“I admit it. I was thinking about you. And you know what? It
pissed me the fuck off.”


Ouch. There’s a blow to my ego.


“I meant I shouldn’t be thinking about you like that. At
least not yet. And you talking like that doesn’t help my situation.”


“I’m sorry you can’t control your urges, but it’s not my
problem.”


“I want you. I can’t help that. I just need you to know that
the moment I can, I will have you.”


Oh. My. God. That’s it. I have no smart-ass comment or
comeback for that one. He makes me want to believe his words. As much as I seem
to be attracted to him and as confident as he is, that can’t and won’t happen.
I need to stay as far as I can from him and his club. Thank God, I hear the bus
coming.


“That’s my bus. I gotta go.”


“Let me give you a ride.”


“No, thanks.”


He takes my hand as I walk by him. The simple touch sends a
shiver all the way from the tips of my fingers to everything north and south of
my waist. I hope he doesn’t notice I’m holding my breath.


“Are you scared that you want me, too? There’s no need to be
afraid of what you feel, baby doll.”


“Stop calling me that, and I’m not afraid of anything.”


He gives me a smug grin, displaying those perfect, pearly
whites.


“If you say so, Raven.”


I pull my hand from his and start moving back toward the bus
stop. One last look over my shoulder and I catch him watching me. The
stubbornness in me wants to have the last word.


“See ya later, monster dick.”









CHAPTER 3


***Gage***


 


Fuck! Fuck my fucking life. It’s too early to be having
these thoughts. Why the fuck did I stop? I should have kept riding. I would be
at the clubhouse right now, passed out, and not having indecent thoughts about
this chick. Now I’m left here with a hard dick, watching the bus drive away.
Sleep. That’s what I need. At least if I’m sleeping, I’m not thinking about
her. 


I hop on my bike and ride like I’m being chased by
hellhounds. When I get to the clubhouse, I see the others who rode with me last
night gathered around the bar. I know we had a rough night, but I can’t drink
this early. I try to bypass them and head to my room, but E pulls me aside. He
wasn’t with us last night, and as my VP, I know he’ll want a briefing. Why
does it have to be now?


“Not right now, E.”


“Heard there was a… mishap. Was it at least clean?”


“Of course. Took care of it myself. But like I said, not
now.”


“Good. But when? I’m heading to work soon.”


Work. The man’s a fucking doctor. I don’t know why he’s even
a member of this club.


“Later. I need to crash for a few hours. We’ll have church.
Just let everyone know before you leave. Ten good for you?”


“Should be, but if not, I’ll just drag your ass out of bed
when I get off.”


“Thanks a lot.”


He chuckles at the sarcasm, slaps my back, and walks away.
He’s my best friend, but sometimes he seriously gets on my nerves.


In my room, I strip down to my boxers and fall face-down on
the bed. I close my eyes and I see hers. Raven, Raven, Raven. Her name
plays on a constant loop in my head. I groan, flip over, and stare up at the
ceiling. What the fuck is wrong with me? I haven’t been this hung up on a chick
since high school. I mean, she’s hot, but I’ve seen and fucked a lot of hot
girls. It’s got to be the anticipation. It’s been a long time since I had to
actually put any kind of time or effort into a woman. Maybe I’m getting soft. 


No. Fuck that. I need to calm my ass down and stay away from
her for a while. And find someone to work out my frustrations on. It damn sure
won’t be Super Head. Bitch has a big fucking mouth. Not Lonnie, either. Shit
would just get weird. I’ve done the sister thing before, and it did not
end well. Britney might get the wrong idea if I make it a regular thing. I
can’t even think of anyone who’d fit the bill. Fuck, I need some new talent
around here. E would probably agree. I noticed he hasn’t been getting a lot of
action lately. Or maybe I need to find someone outside of the club. 


What the fuck am I thinking? I don’t need one woman—never
have, never will. I must be more tired than I realized. Let’s try this sleep
thing again. I close my eyes and instantly there’s a knock on my door.


“Go away!”


“Sorry, Prez. Nita’s here to see you. She says it’s
important.”


Fuck! I can’t say no to Aunt Nita. I drag myself out of bed
and pull on my jeans before opening the door. Instead of Booker, I meet the
steely stare of my aunt. This can’t be good. I take a deep breath and
wait for the assault.


“How am I supposed to run a bar without alcohol?”


“What are you talking about, Nita?”


“I’m talking about that fucking cunt you contracted
to supply the liquor.”


“Nita—”


“No. Don’t ‘Nita’ me. You fucked her, didn’t you? I told you
not to mix—”


I grab her shoulders and give her a little shake to stop her
rant.


“Calm down and tell me what happened.”


“Three days. Three days I’ve been waiting for a shipment,
but she won’t deal with anyone but you. This bitch better not play with
me.”


“I’ll handle it.”


She sneers and narrows her eyes at me, and I swear I feel
ten years old again. My mom died when I was six and, being my dad’s sister, she
stepped up and raised my sister and me like we were hers. She always knew how
to put me in my place.


“Make it quick, or you’ll have to find a new manager.”


She storms off and I just stare at my bed, knowing I won’t
be getting back to it soon. So much for sleep. I grab my shirt and head
to my office, adjacent to my bedroom. Nita was right. I did fuck the supplier,
but she instigated it. It’s no excuse, but I thought we were on the same page
in terms of expectations. It was one time, months ago, and I haven’t spoken to
her since. I can bet that’s her problem. Women and their fucking feelings. 


I find the contract in the filing cabinet and drop my ass in
the chair. I make sure to call her business number and not her cell. Not that I
could find it even if I tried. I think I tossed the piece of paper the moment I
left her office.


“Cassidy Martin,” she answers, in a sing-song voice.


“Miss Martin. Gage Hunter.”


“Gage. You’re a hard man to track down.”


I can hear the smile in her voice, but I’m determined to
keep this professional.


“What’s happening with my shipment?”


“Oh, I’m doing great. How are you?”


“Lose the sarcasm. My aunt says you’re three days late.”


“I haven’t heard from you. The only contact number I have is
for the Pretty Kitty. This is the only way I knew I could get your attention.”


“So, you’re purposely delaying the shipment?”


“Why are you avoiding the conversation?”


“It’s not one we need to have. You knew what the deal was.”


“But Gage—” She tries to plead, but I cut her off.


“No buts. You’ve violated the agreed-upon terms and
conditions of our contract, the consequence of which is that it’s now null and
void. I’m taking my business elsewhere.”


“Gage—”


“Goodbye, Miss Martin.”


I hang up and search my contacts. I need a new supplier or
Aunt Nita will cut off my balls. I choose the guy I was going with originally,
before Cassidy fucked her way into the contract, and give him a call. After
working out cost, payment, and delivery frequency, I hang up and lean back in
my chair. That club is the biggest legitimate earner the MC has. I need to be
more careful. 


Opening the Pretty Kitty was the best decision I’ve ever
made. It’s the largest strip club in the area and the next closest one is
twenty miles away. It’s not some raggedy operation, either. I only offer the
best—location, food, liquor, and of course, girls. I pick them personally,
making sure I have a mix—tall, short, thick, skinny, big tits, small tits, ass,
no ass, real hair, fake hair, and every possible ethnicity. I keep a tight rein
on them, too. There’s strictly no prostitution or drugs, and I administer
random drug and STD tests. I wanted the club to be as classy as an
establishment like that could be. For that reason, we get a lot of businessmen.
Nita was right to be angry about the shipment; drunk men do spend more than
sober ones.


My phone vibrates in my pocket. It’s a message from E, with
a picture of her. He captioned it “Millie’s new waitress.” So that’s
where she was off to all dressed up. She’s a trip. What seventeen-year-old
spends her summer working?


She’s so beautiful; I can’t stop staring at her picture. And
she’s smiling. She doesn’t do that enough. I definitely need to make sure I put
a smile on her face every chance I get. The phone vibrates again with another
message from E.


Einstein: You’re not in the bathroom with the lotion, are
you? Cause that would be sick, bro.


Motherfucker. He would make fun of me.


Gage: No, pervert. But thanks for the info.


Einstein: She’s a pretty little thing. Maybe I should get
her number and call her in a few months.


I know he’s teasing, but for some reason, my possessive
streak kicks in. If anyone’s calling her, it will be me. I can’t say
that to E, though.  


Gage: Yeah. You can have her after I’m done with her.


Einstein: Fuck you! I don’t want your leftovers!


Gage: Wouldn’t be the first time!


Einstein: What do you mean?! You’re lucky I gotta work,
but we’re finishing this convo later.


Gage: Ha! You’ll be surprised to know how many sloppy
seconds you’ve had, bro. It’ll kill your self-esteem. Just let it go.


Einstein: You better sleep with one eye open. LATER.


I chuckle as I make my way back to my room. I’m just fucking
with him, but it will be good to watch him squirm. We’re close, but we don’t
share women other than the Hellhounds. They’re free game; anyone can get on
those rides.


After calling Nita and letting her know I’ve taken care of
the problem, I climb back into bed. I navigate back to Raven’s picture and
stare at her. What am I even doing with her? She seems like a nice girl—bratty,
with a smart mouth, but nice nonetheless. Definitely not the type to be messing
with a guy like me. I’m not the relationship type, and she seems like the kind
of girl who’d want that. I should stay away from her. I’m just going to fuck
shit up. She deserves someone who’s like her—sweet and innocent. Not a man who
killed someone last night.











***Raven***


 


I thought Lonnie would still be passed out when I got home,
but I find her sitting on the couch watching a novela. I kick off my
heels and drop down next to her, a huge smile on my face.


“I got the job!”


“Good. You can start helping out with the bills around
here.”


Bitch.


“You really know how to kill a mood.”


She finally tears her eyes away from the TV and turns her
head toward me.


“You don’t like it, move out.”


Like I asked to come to Stony View, a.k.a. Small Town,
Georgia. If it was up to me, I would have stayed in Miami. A few measly months
and, by law, I have to have a guardian. I wish I had other family. I definitely
would not have chosen Lonnie, but she’s the only family I have left. She came
down after Daddy died and stayed just long enough for my last class and to tie
up some legal issues, then we shipped out. I didn’t even get to go to prom or
graduation. I had to leave my life behind; all my plans, my friends. I miss
Toni the most. We’ve been best friends since forever and I can’t stand being so
far away from her. I hate that I have to be here, but until I turn eighteen,
there’s nothing I can do.


“You think I don’t know what’s in those papers you signed?
Dad’s lawyer may be handling everything, but I know you’re getting a stipend
for me.”


“So?”


“So I shouldn’t have to pay you anything.”


“Like I said, you don’t like it, move out.”


“Don’t worry. As soon as I legally can, I will. Then
everything Dad left me comes directly to me. Enjoy it while it lasts.”


She seethes, narrowing her eyes at me, but I stand my
ground. She doesn’t scare me.


“Fine. Half the utilities and your own food.”


“Fine.”


I agree because I don’t want to make the next three months
more unbearable than they need to be. We’ve never been close; barely tolerated
each other. I don’t know why but it always seemed as if she just didn’t like
me. At first I thought it was because we had different mothers. She would
constantly taunt me about my “gringa madre” but I’ve never even met the
woman. Daddy was the only parent I had. Shit, I practically took care of him
after Lonnie moved out. He always worked nights, so I had to grow up real fast
with practically no one to watch me. His parents died when I was a baby and God
knows who my maternal grandparents are. Whenever I did have a babysitter, they
pretty much let me do whatever I wanted while they made out with their boyfriends
on the couch or talked with their friends on the phone the entire time. Let’s
just say I learned a lot watching and listening.


Whatever Lonnie’s reason is for hating me, time has done
nothing to abate it. If anything, her hate has intensified. Since I moved to
here, I’ve noticed she’s become worse. I have no idea what’s happened to her in
the seven years since she moved away that’s turned her into the raving bitch
she is now. I can’t wait to get out of here. 


She turns her attention back to the TV, and I decide to head
to my room and call Chrissy. We hit it off even more on the bus, so we
exchanged numbers. I can’t believe how much we have in common. She likes music
and books just as much as I do, even the same genres. She and Chris speak
Spanish, too, because their parents are from the Dominican Republic. She’ll
want to hear about the hot doctor I met at the diner. I know he’s a member of
the MC, but he seems nothing like the other minions. He was clean… from
his slicked-back dark hair to his cute baby face. His warm, hazel eyes looked
spectacular, even behind his black-rimmed glasses. And his body? Good Lord—tall
and lean. He can examine me anytime.


“Hey, how’d you get home last night?”


Now she asks. I could have been dead in a gutter somewhere
and she wouldn’t have realized I was missing. Should I lie? She didn’t take too
kindly to what Deena told her. No, she’s my sister. If she has a thing for
Gage, she’ll just tell me, and then I can assure her that I have no interest in
him. Then again, maybe she won’t be that civil. She already despises me.


“I was walking home, but your friend was passing by and gave
me a ride.”


“What friend?”


“The tall, blond one. The one you introduced me to.”


Her head snaps toward me so fast I think I hear her neck
pop. Uh oh.


“Gage? Gage gave you a ride?”


“Yeah, him.”


I hope I sound indifferent. I need her to realize it was
nothing, because I don’t like the look in her eyes right now. She stands and
slowly makes her way toward me.


“On what?”


“What do you mean?”


She grabs my arm, sinking her nails into my flesh.


“Ow!”


“Don’t play dumb with me, puta. On. What?”


“His bike! Now let me go.”


She slams me into the wall and suddenly the pain in my arm
is nothing. What the fuck?


“His bike? You were on his bike?” she shouts in my
face.


“Lonnie!”


She grabs my neck, pinning me to the wall. My eyes widen in
surprise. I’ve never seen her like this before. Her eyes are wild and she’s
breathing heavily. Slowly, her fingers tighten around my neck. 


“Gage is mine, do you understand? It’s taking me longer than
I thought, but I am going to be his old lady. Stay the fuck away from
him. ¿Comprende?”


She squeezes tighter and I can barely breathe. I grab at her
fingers, but she’s surprisingly strong. I can’t get any words out so I just
nod, hoping it’ll be enough. She loosens her hold and I gasp for breath. I push
her hand away and stare at her in shock.


“Jesus, Lonnie! He’s like, ancient. Besides, I told you I
don’t want anything to do with you and your stupid MC.”


She scoffs and moves back to the couch, watching her novela
as if she didn’t just try to kill me. I pick up my shoes and trudge to my room.
Tears begin to form, spilling over as I close my bedroom door. I fall into bed,
burying my face into the pillow. Three months. Just three months and I’ll be
free.











CHAPTER 4


***Gage***


 


Another all-nighter. Shit, I’m getting too old for this. Who
would have thought I’d be saying that shit at thirty-two? E rolls up next to me
and gestures to his stomach, making me realize I’m starving, too. He points
toward Millie’s and rides ahead of me. Millie’s. Fuck. For the last month, I’ve
avoided that place like the plague. I told myself I’d leave her alone and I
have. The problem is she’s still a permanent fixture in my thoughts. She’s
built a fucking house and moved the fuck in. I guess I can’t hide forever.
I signal to the guys and pull in next to E’s bike. He’s still sitting there
waiting for the rest of us.


“You sure you up to it, man?”


He knows I’ve been trying to stay away from her. Hell, he
even encouraged me; told me I was doing the right thing. I take a deep breath
and run my fingers through my hair. I’m about as ready as I’ll ever be. “A
man’s gotta eat.”


I push the door to the diner and the chimes announce our
arrival. She’s behind the counter making coffee, but her back is turned to us.
A few people glance nervously in our direction, a couple leaving hurriedly. It
surprises and amuses me in equal measure how scared some people are of us.
We’ve never given them a reason to be. This is home, so we keep our shit
outside its borders.


“Welcome to Millie’s. Just sit where you like and I’ll be
with you in a sec.”


Her voice. It’s like the sound of a brand new Dyna to my
ears. Not the most romantic analogy, I know, but I’m a biker. Deal with it. She
hasn’t even turned around yet and she’s having an effect on my bone-tired body.
My cock twitches. Shit! Stop it, Gage. Crow, Motor, and Razor slide into
a booth, while E and I take another. Our eyes meet when she finally turns
around. She gasps and touches her fingers to her neck. I expected a little
surprise, but I see something else in her eyes. I’ve seen it enough to
recognize it even at this distance. It’s fear. Why would she be afraid of
me? She quickly regains her composure and walks toward our table, head held
high. She passes the menus around and removes a pad and pencil from the pocket
of her apron, all while she avoids looking at me.


“Can I get you all something to drink while you decide?”


The guys at the other table order coffee and then she turns
to me and E.


“The usual, Dr. Emerson?”


“I’ve told you a million times, Raven. Jon is fine, or
Einstein; that’s what everyone calls me.”


A million times? Jon? I narrow my eyes at E and he
shrugs. She smiles weakly and jots something down on her notepad.


“Coffee, cream, no sugar. And for you, sir?”


E snickers. Fucker.


“Sir? You talking to me?”


She takes a deep breath and finally looks at me. The vibrant
girl I met a few weeks ago is nowhere to be seen. She looks tired, worn out.
There’s no fire in her eyes. She looks pale and… defeated. That’s the only word
I can think of. What the hell happened to her?


“Are you okay?”


She tilts her head to the side and furrows her brows.


“Of course. Why would you ask that?”


“You just don’t seem like yourself, is all.”


“How would you know? You don’t know me.”


Ouch. Harsh but true.


“What can I get you?” she asks, with a little impatience.


“Coffee, black.”


“I’ll be right back.”


I watch her walk away before turning to E.


“What was that all about, Jon?”


He chuckles and raises his arms in surrender.


“Hey, I get my coffee here every morning. As for the rest,
she’s been like that for a while now.”


I watch her intently as she comes back with the mugs and the
pot of coffee. She moves methodically, more out of practice and routine than
anything else. After taking our orders, she disappears, only surfacing when
some other customers come in. Millie serves our breakfast, so Raven doesn’t
come back to our tables until she brings the check. As usual, the guys left me
to pick up the tab, so I’m the only one here when she returns.


“Sit with me for a minute.”


“I can’t. I’m working.”


“I’ll take care of that. Hey, Millie!”


Millie smiles and makes her way over. She’s Aunt Nita’s age,
but you’d never hear her admit it. She says she dresses the age she feels,
which most of the time looks like twenty. Her hair and lipstick are always a
matching shade of red. She’s probably been with half the guys in the MC. Not
me. I’m not into cougars. Plus, she’s Nita’s best friend. Millie’s a good
woman, though, and a keen business woman.


“Can I borrow your waitress for five minutes?”


Raven’s eyes widen in annoyance and she turns to Millie, ready
to argue.


“Sure thing, honey. I can manage. Besides, Sheila will be
here any minute.”


She turns on her heels and walks away, leaving us alone.


“Please, just leave. I need to get back to work.”


“Raven, sit.”


She opens her mouth to protest and I narrow my eyes at her.


“Sit.”


She sighs and glances around nervously before sliding in
opposite me. She lowers her gaze, staring into her lap.


“What’s going on with you?”


“Nothing.”


“Don’t give me that. Are you sick, or in some kind of
trouble?”


“I’m fine.”


“Look at me.”


She slowly raises her head and gives me a dead stare. 


“Why are you acting like we’re strangers?”


“We are.”


“We may not be friends, but we’re far from strangers, Raven.
What’s going on?”


“Nothing. For the last time, stay out of my business. Just
go play with your stupid bike and leave me the hell alone.”


She slides out of the booth and marches back to the counter.
Before she gets there, she stops, shakes her head, and then runs out the rear
exit. Fuck, I knew it. Millie stops me before I can follow her out.


“She tell you what’s going on?”


“No. You?”


“She won’t say a word no matter how many times I ask. Go on.
If anyone can fix what’s wrong, I know it’s you.”


God, I hope so.











***Raven***


 


Stupid grease monkey! Why couldn’t he just stay away? I haven’t
seen him in weeks and now, all of a sudden, he’s back and in my business. Ugh!
I swipe at my tears with the back of my hand and lean against the wall. I hope
this doesn’t get back to Lonnie. She’d surely kill me this time. She’s been on
me like a hawk even though I’ve been dating Christopher. He’s a great guy and
all, but I only agreed to go out with him thinking it would get Lonnie off my
back. I’ve accepted that’s not going to happen. I just need to get through the
next two months. I’ve already lined up an apartment and saved enough for the
deposit.


“Jesus Christ, Raven!”


Fuck! I turn to him, shaking with anger, and ready to
give him a piece of my mind. He takes my hand, pulls me into his arms, and
instead, I fall apart. His arms tighten around me as I begin to sob
uncontrollably. This is the most dangerous place for me to be right now, and
yet I feel so safe. I slide my hands under his cut and around his waist,
pressing my face into his chest.


“Don’t worry, baby doll. You’re going to be okay. I’ll take
care of you.”


“No, you c-can’t.”


He cradles my face and stares into my eyes with steely
determination.


“I can and I will.”


“You don’t understand!”


“Then make me!”


I tear myself from his hold and turn my back to him, hugging
myself tightly. “I can’t. Just leave me alone, Gage. Please.”


He pulls me back against him and squeezes my arm lightly. I
flinch and draw in a ragged breath. Fuck.


“Raven?”


He takes my hand and when I try to pull away, his grip
tightens. No. Please, no. No matter how hard I try, I can’t get away. “Let
me go.”


“In a minute.”


He takes my sleeve and pushes it up to my shoulder. I close
my eyes as fresh tears begin streaming down my face.


“What the fuck? Who did this?”


I don’t have to look at him to know he’s angry. I hear it in
his voice. He’s fuming.


“Nobody.”


“Nobody? Your arm is fucking black and blue!” he shouts.
Taking a deep breath, he places a gentle finger under my chin and tips my face
toward his. 


“Talk to me.”


I stare at the ground because the look in his eyes is too
much to bear. I’ve only seen that look in Daddy’s eyes. It’s that scared but
overprotective one he’d get when he thought I was hurt. I can’t look Gage in
the eyes and lie. I can’t tell him that Lonnie punched me in the arm for using
the milk she bought. She’s always been a bitch, but since that day she found
out about Gage giving me a ride home, she’s been downright violent. The
smallest things tick her off, and she takes it out on me. She left such a nasty
bruise on my neck, that makeup and scarves became my best friends for two
weeks. 


“I walked into a door.”


He releases me and I push my sleeve back down.


“Bullshit. Who’s putting their hands on you?”


“You wanna help; I get it. I appreciate the concern, but
there’s nothing you can do. Just forget it. Forget me.”


I move past him and make my way back inside. After washing
my face and getting myself back in order, I return to work. Gage is nowhere to
be found, thank God. I can’t get away from Millie, though. She grabs my hand
and pulls me to her office in the back, closing the door.


“Well?”


She places her hands on her hips, tapping her foot
impatiently.


“Well, what?”


“Are you going to let Gage help you or not?”


“Help me with what?”


“With whatever it is that’s got you walking around here like
a zombie. Don’t be afraid to let someone in, honey. I’m here. And MC business
aside, Gage is very resourceful. We can help you.”


“What I need is more hours. You don’t even have to pay me.
I’ll just work for tips.”


She leans on her desk and crosses her arms, narrowing her
eyes.


“Money? What kind of trouble are you in?”


“I’m not in trouble. I’m just saving up for my own place.
The extra hours would really help.”


“I see. Let me sleep on it, and we’ll talk about it
tomorrow.”


“Thanks, Millie. I really appreciate it.”


“You’re welcome, sweetie.”


She reaches into her pocket and hands me a hundred dollar
bill. Fuck that. I asked for more hours, not charity.


“It’s not what you think, girlie. It’s the tip Gage left
you.”


“But… that’s a hundred dollars!”


“Guess he really liked the service.”


She smiles and places it in my palm, closing my fingers
around it. She taps my cheek softly and leaves me staring down at my fist. The
service was not that good. In fact, it was horrible. I served him coffee,
insulted him, cried all over his shirt, and chased him off. I tuck it into my
pocket with the intention of giving it back to him. I’ll just give it to Dr.
Emerson when he comes in for his coffee in the morning. That way, I don’t have
to see Gage.


By the end of my shift, I’m in a better mood. If Millie
comes through for me, I’ll reach my goal even sooner. As I’m wiping down my
last table, Christopher walks in. He gives me one of his gorgeous smiles and it
lifts my spirits even more. Whatever my reasons were for dating him, I don’t
regret it. He slides an arm around my waist and kisses my cheek.


“Hey, beautiful.”


“Hi.”


“You ready?”


“In a sec.”


I remove my apron and toss it in the laundry basket, say my
goodbyes, and we head out.


“How was work?”


“Good. I talked to Millie about giving me more hours. She
didn’t say no, so I’m hopeful. You?”


“Great. I think I’m starting to get through to the kids.”


I listen to him talk about the kids he’s tutoring as part of
a summer program, and admire the passion in his voice. He’s going to be a great
teacher someday. He and his sister both took a year off from school—him to
teach, and her to party. They are the poster children for twins with opposite
personalities.


“I bought you those strawberry and cheese pastries you
love.”


He dangles the bag in front of my face and I snatch it from
his fingers. I waste no time opening the container and taking a bite of one. I
close my eyes and moan as I chew. These things are heavenly.


“What the—?” Chris exclaims.


I turn to Chris and see him being pulled into the alley we
were passing.


“Chris!”


I drop the pastries and run back to the alley, only to see
him against the wall, a few feet off the ground. The worst part? The hands
fisted in his shirt belong to the last person I want to see—Gage.


“Gage! What the hell? Put him down!”


He doesn’t even acknowledge me.


“Did it make you feel like a man? Huh?” Gage growls.


“What are you talking about?”


Gage pulls him forward and slams his back against the wall
again.


“Gage, stop it!” I shout.


“Putting your hands on a defenseless girl. Is that what gets
you off?”


Holy shit. He thinks it was Chris. I meet Chris’
shocked and confused stare.


“I swear, I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Chris
says in a panic.


“I’m talking about the bruise on her arm, asshole!”


Chris turns his head toward me and the hurt in his eyes gets
me moving. I punch Gage on the arm and push at him until he finally releases
Chris. He turns to me and I have to avert my gaze. The rage in his expression
is just too much for me.


“Are you okay?” I ask Chris.


“Fine. What’s he talking about, Raven? What bruise?”


“Let’s just go.”


“Not until I know what he’s talking about. And why he knows
and I don’t.”


“He saw my arm today in the diner. He’s got this crazy
notion that someone’s hurting me, but just like I told him, I walked into a
door.”


“Show me.”


I watch the muscles in his jaw work as he clenches his
teeth. All the time, I’m still aware of Gage observing us.


“Cut the bullshit innocent act. Just tell me it was him and
let me kick his ass,” he seethes.


Chris steps forward and gets into Gage’s face.


“This is none of your business. If she’s hurt, it’s my
problem to deal with. She’s my girlfriend.”


“Is that so?”


“Yeah, it is.”


“Well, you’ve been doing a bang-up job so far.”


I grab Chris’ arm and try pulling him out of the alley. He
shrugs from my grasp and turns his anger on me.


“Show. Me.”


I sigh and pull up the sleeve of my blouse. He reaches out
to touch the bruise but I cover it back up.


“Raven, what—?”


“Let’s go. Please.”


“Okay. But we need to talk about this.”


We start to walk away but I turn back and approach Gage. He
looks down at me and I see that his anger has turned to concern again.


“I promise, Chris isn’t hurting me. No one is. Just stop.” I
fish the hundred dollars out of my pocket and hand it to him. “You left this at
the diner. I don’t want to see it or you again.”









CHAPTER 5


***Gage***


 


“What’s got you in such a pissy mood?”


I grab the swinging punching bag and glance up at E as he
steps into my room. I’m not pissy; I’m livid. It’s taking every ounce of my
self-control to not storm over to her house and demand to know what’s going on.
She walked into a door. Yeah, right. I’m not only angry, I feel so
fucking helpless. I can’t tell the last time I felt helpless. I’ve
always had the answers. That’s why my club members respect me so much. I lay
into the bag once more.


“Close the door.”


He does as I say and walks over, grabs the bag, and holds it
steady. I wipe the sweat from my brow with my forearm and continue to work out
my frustrations on the bag.


“Raven?”


I stop mid-punch and look at him. The fucker knows me too
well. I sigh and drop my arms.


“You find out what’s going on?” he asks.


“Not really.”


“What does that mean?”


“After you guys left, I tried talking to her. She got upset
and stormed out.”


I sit on the bed and start removing the tape from my hands.
He grabs a chair, turns it backwards, and straddles it.


“I take it you followed her.”


“Yeah. Found her crying. Also found a fist-sized bruise on
her arm.”


“What?”


“Gave me some bullshit about walking into a door,” I scoff.


“Any ideas on how she got it?”


“I confronted the boyfriend. He seemed as surprised as I
was.”


“What do you mean confronted? Chris isn’t lying in a
ditch somewhere is he, Reaper?”


“Of course not. I roughed him up a bit, but she was right
there.”


That’s when I realize he referred to the boyfriend by name.
I narrow my eyes at him.


“You knew about the boyfriend?”


“I figured that wasn’t something you’d be interested in
since you were staying away. I guess this changes everything.”


“I’m still staying away.”


Am I? Seeing her this morning brought back everything
I’ve been trying to avoid these past weeks. But she’s still underage, and I’m
still no good for her.


“I just can’t stand by knowing someone’s putting their hands
on her.”


“Right. How are we going to do this?”


“We?”


“Of course. I’ve gotten to know her a bit, your connection
notwithstanding. I want in.”


“Okay. We gotta find out who it is. She’s not talking.”


“You wanna put one of the boys on her?” E asks.


“No. I don’t want to spook her. She’s already pissed at me.
I’ll figure something out.”


“Okay. Let me know. I’m off to work.”


“Cool.”


He returns the chair to its place and heads out the door. I
need a shower. Besides, I do my best thinking in there. Halfway to the
bathroom, my phone rings. A part of me wants to let it ring but then again,
it’s the burner phone so it might be important. I sigh and pick it up.


“Hello.”


“Gage, it’s Millie.”


“What’s up?”


“Had a talk with Raven after you left.”


“Oh? Did you find out what’s wrong?”


“Not really. She did say she needs money for an apartment,
though. Asked for more hours.”


Money? Apartment? What does she need an apartment
for? Then again, I can’t blame her. It can’t be easy living with Lonnie. People
do strange things when they need money. I hope that bruise has nothing to do
with it.


“Give her the hours. And double her pay. Tell her you’re
doing it off the books. I’ll cover it. Just don’t let her know I’m involved.”


The line is quiet and I think maybe I’ve lost her.


“Millie?”


“I’m here. It’s just….”


“Just what?”


“You’re a good man, Gage. What’s your interest in the girl?
You know she’s—”


“I know, Millie. There’s nothing inappropriate going on.”


“Okay. She’s a good girl and she means a lot to me. Kinda
like my own daughter. Not that I’m old enough to be her mother.”


I chuckle and shake my head, and Millie giggles on the other
end.


“Of course not. More like her sister.”


“You got that right. I’ll talk to you later, baby boy.”


“Bye. And thanks.”


“No. Thank you.”


“You’re welcome.”


“Bye.”


“Hey, Millie? Send me her number, will you?”


“I’ll text it to you.”


I drop the phone on my bed and trudge to the bathroom. I
still haven’t slept, so I’ve been up for the last forty-eight hours. After
seeing Raven this morning, there was no way I could sleep. I spent the day at
the gym fuming until the end of her shift. I stand under the spray of the
shower and remember the feeling that overcame me when the boy said “my
girlfriend.” I could have clocked him just for saying the words. Has he been
touching her, kissing her? Has he been…? Fuck, no. His dick better not be
anywhere near her. His girlfriend? Fuck that. She’s mine.


Wait… what? I’m seriously fucked in the head. Must be the
lack of sleep. I shake it off and reach for the soap. I need to find me a
woman. And not the bitches hanging around here. Someone who hasn’t fucked half
the state. Fuck. I must really be getting old if I’m thinking about getting a
woman. Why is it that the option is only appealing if that woman is Raven? Fuck
my life. 


I hop out of the shower and realize that I haven’t even
thought about how I can help her situation. Hell, I don’t even know what her
situation is. I retrieve her number from Millie’s text and decide to
call her. Then again, she might not talk to me. I store her number in my
Samsung S5, my personal phone, and drop it on my bed while I get dressed. I put
my boxers on, but the moment I stick one leg into my jeans, my bed calls to me.
Fuck it. I’m going to get some fucking sleep. I kick it back off and climb into
bed. I reach for my phone with the intention of texting her. What the hell do I
say? I tap the side of the phone until I realize there’s only one thing I can
do—apologize.


Gage: I’m sorry. It just kills me to know that some1’s
hurting u & that I can help but u won’t let me. Plz reconsider. I’m here 4
u. – Gage  









***Raven***


 


I stare at the message on my phone, not quite knowing what
to do. How did he even get my number? And why the hell does he care? He
barely knows me. We shared a few kisses, so now he thinks he’s responsible for
me? I have to admit, it’s touching. If he’s this protective of me, I can just
imagine how he is with people he actually cares about. Chris is hurt and angry
and wouldn’t leave me alone. I had to tell him I was going to bed just to get
him off the phone. I don’t know how to convince them both to drop the issue.


My thumb hovers over the delete button, but for some reason,
I end up saving his number instead—as Minion Boss. I can’t risk Lonnie going
through my phone and seeing his name. I then delete the text he sent. Should I
reply? What would I say? I gather a man like him doesn’t apologize often, if at
all.


Raven: Thank you, but I’m fine. No one’s hurting me.


I hit send, hoping it’s the end of the conversation. I place
the phone next to me, pop in my earphones, and pick up my copy of “War and
Peace.” A minute later, my phone vibrates.


Gage: Why are you protecting the asshole?


Raven: I’m not protecting anyone. I told you, I walked
into a door.


Gage: A door shaped like a fist? Stop lying to me, Raven.


Raven: Why won’t you just leave it alone? I’m not your
concern.


Gage: Who’s going to take care of you? That so-called
boyfriend of yours??


Raven: Is that what this is about? Are you jealous???


Gage: I’m not jealous of some pimply-faced BOY.


Raven: That’s it! You’re jealous! Lol…btw, there are no
pimples on his very handsome face :) 


There’s a huge grin on my lips as I hit send. I can’t
believe he’s jealous of Chris. After one encounter, I had that much of an
effect on him? I know he said he’d wait for me, but I haven’t seen or heard
from him in weeks. Was he staying away to avoid temptation?


Gage: He’s ok…if that’s what you’re into.


Raven: That’s what I’m into.


Gage: Really? If I kissed you right now, you wouldn’t
even remember his name.


Raven: What if I told you that he’s a better kisser than
you?


Gage: Is he?


Hell no, but I can’t tell him that. Chris is handsome,
smart, kind, sweet, caring, and all the qualities you would ever want in a man.
He’s also a good kisser, just not as good as Gage. Then again, he’s had years
and years of experience. I can’t really compare the two.


Raven: He’s the only one I’m kissing, so what does that
tell you?


Gage: It tells me that you’re a 1 man kinda woman…and
that you’re settling for the boy because you can’t have the man...yet.


Raven: I don’t want the man. I don’t KNOW the man.


Gage: Do you want to know me?


If I’m honest with myself, my answer would be yes. I want to
know him. I want to know everything about him, but he’s the reason I’m in the
situation I’m in.


Raven: Yes…but we can never be more than friends.


Gage: Why?


Raven: That’s just the way it has to be.


Gage: I won’t accept that. I’ve told myself I’m no good
for u. Tried to stay away but I can’t stop thinking about u, the way u felt,
tasted…


Oh, my God. He’s been thinking about me? No. I can’t
even entertain this conversation. He belongs to Lonnie.


Raven: I have a boyfriend.


Gage: Do you love him?


Do I? I like him, but it’s way too early for that
emotion.


Raven: We haven’t been together that long, but I feel
like I’m heading there.


Gage: Do you ever think about that night?


Do I ever? Only almost every minute of every day. He’s not
the only one afflicted with persistent memories. I remember how his chest felt
against mine, the way he grabbed my ass, how wonderful his lips felt, tasted.
Sometimes I wish he had continued and not asked me my age.


Raven: What night?


Gage: Liar. You’re thinking about it right now. You’re
thinking about how you want me to do it again.


Raven: No. I’m not.


Gage: Are you alone?


Raven: Yes…


Gage: In bed?


Raven: Why?


Gage: Are you?


Raven: Yes.


Gage: What are you wearing?


Raven: Really???? Oh, please!


Instead of replying by text, I see Minion Boss flashing on
my screen. Shit. If he thinks I’m having phone sex with him, he’s grossly
mistaken.


“We’re not doing this.”


“What are you wearing?”


His low, husky voice sends a chill up my spine. He sounds so
fucking sexy.


“What are you wearing?”


“Boxers. Your turn.”


“We. Are. Not. Doing. This.”


“Is your light on?”


“Yes—”


“Turn it off.”


“Are you deaf?”


“I said turn it off.”


I swallow hard at the authority in his voice. Before I know
it, I’m flipping the switch, and my room falls into darkness.


“Good girl.”


What the… How does he know?


“One more time. What are you wearing?”


“Pajamas. Shorts and a tank top.”


“Good. Now I want you to kneel on the bed.”


I get on my knees, my heart rate increasing by the second. Fuck.
Why am I getting so turned on?


“How do you feel?”


“I feel… good.”


“Turned on?”


“Yes…” My voice comes out as a whisper.


“Touch your breasts for me. Tell me how they feel.”


I reach up and cup my breasts, squeezing them gently. My
nipples are hardening.


“They feel… firm but soft at the same time.”


He moans and my pussy jumps. Dear God.


“You’re making me hard, Raven. Does that turn you on?”


Fuck, yes!


“Answer me.” 


“Yes.”


“Take off your top.”


Somehow, I get out of it without removing my earphones.
There’s no way I want to miss a second of this. My body shivers as I anticipate
his next command.


“Is it off?”


“Yes.”


“Good girl. Keep touching your breasts. Squeeze them for me,
Raven. Squeeze them hard. Imagine that your hands are mine.”


I moan as I massage my breasts. I don’t want to imagine. I
want his hands on me.


“Pinch your nipples. Think about me sucking on them.”


“Oh, God.”


“That’s it, baby doll. Now, be a good girl and take off your
shorts.”


I dispose of them quickly and resume my position on my
knees.


“They’re off.”


He chuckles and I wonder what the hell is so funny.


“So eager, baby doll. I like it. I like it so much that my
dick is hard for you. I’m stroking it right now, thinking about you there on
your knees in your panties. Are they blue?”


Is it possible to expire from words? I certainly feel like
I’m about to pass out from horniness. Is that even a word? And how the hell
does he know the color of my panties?


“Yes, with blue hearts.”


“Mmm… Have you ever touched yourself, Raven?”


“Umm… no.”


“Will you do it for me?”


“Do you want me to?”


“More than anything,” he says in a husky voice.


Well then, of course! “Okay.”


“Reach into your panties and touch yourself with two
fingers.”


I slip my hand into my underwear and slide two fingers up my
lips. Holy shit!


“Are you wet?”


“Yes.”


“You sound surprised.”


“I am.”


“See, baby doll? I’m not even there but your body wants me.”


I slide my fingers again, marveling in the slippery feeling.
It feels fucking awesome. Why haven’t I done this before?


“Now I want you to rub your clit in circles for me, while
you squeeze your breasts with your free hand. Imagine me here, stroking my dick
as I think about what you’re doing for me.”


I follow his instructions, my right hand squeezing my right
breast as my left hand circles away at my clit. I can’t even describe the
sensations I’m feeling right now. Not only from what I’m doing but knowing that
he’s listening and jacking off.


“Faster, baby. I want to hear you come.”


I moan as I move my fingers faster. I alternate between
breasts, not getting enough of myself. He grunts on the other end and a tingle
travels the length of my body.


“Faster!”


Strange sounds begin to leave my mouth. His moans are only
adding fuel to the fire.


“I’m going to count backwards from ten. When I get to one, I
want you to come, Raven.”


What? How the hell am I supposed to do that?


“Ten.”


He starts his countdown and all I can think is that I need
to come when he gets to one. Maybe I should go faster.


“Nine. Faster, baby.”


I work my clit faster, barely concentrating on his counting.
My entire body is in a whole other realm of pleasure. I grip my blanket as I
lean forward. My juices drip down my fingers.


“Oh, my God. Am I supposed to be so wet?”


He groans and grunts, and I swear I hear the sound of his
hand as he strokes his dick.


“Two.”


Oh, shit. When did he get to two? A weird feeling
washes over me and the moment he says “one,” my body jerks. My muscles clench
and my entire body vibrates.


“Gage!”


I fall back on the bed and stretch my legs out. I feel
weightless and euphoric. And all from my own fingers. If this is what sex is
like, how the hell does anyone get anything done? I think I’ve found a new
hobby!


“How do you feel, baby doll?”


“I feel… amazing,” I get out between breaths.


“Was that your first orgasm?”


“Yes. Did… did you…?”


“Yes. You were very hot, Raven. Now I need to go clean up
and change my boxers.”


I giggle at the image in my head. I can’t believe we just
did that.


“Me, too.”


“I’m glad you enjoyed it. And I’m glad you gave me the
privilege. Now get some rest, little one.”


For some reason, I don’t want him to hang up. No, scratch
that, I know why. I want to do that again!


“Good night, Raven.”


 “Good night.”


“Just one more thing. I want you to remember, when you came,
it was my name you called out and not his.”











CHAPTER 6


***Gage***


 


I woke up this morning with a huge grin. I also had the best
night’s sleep in months. And it’s all because of Raven. I can’t remember the
last time I fucked a woman and felt this good afterwards. And I didn’t even
touch her. My dick twitches as I remember the way she said my name when she
came. I’ve made up my mind. No more staying away bullshit. The second she turns
eighteen, I’m hittin’ that. I just need to keep my hands to myself until then.
It’s going to be fucking hard after last night. She didn’t reply to my text
this morning, but I’m chalking it up to a little embarrassment. 


I whistle a melody as I sit at my desk and go over the
Kitty’s accounts, pausing when there’s a knock on the door.


“Come in.”


The door opens and Lonnie pushes her head in. Great. What
the hell does she want?


“Hi, Gage.”


“Hey, Lonnie. What’s up?”


She steps in, closes the door, and strolls to the chair
opposite me, an extra swing in her hips. Honestly, it’s wasted on me. Even
before I met her sister, it wouldn’t have worked. I fucked her a few times when
she just came here but I haven’t touched her in a long fucking time. I wonder
if she knows what’s going on with Raven. Could it be some loser she’s bringing
home who’s putting his hands on her? I clench my teeth to keep quiet.


“I want to talk to you about something.”


“Yeah?”


Maybe she does know and is finally coming for help.


“I was thinking… I don’t want to be a Hound anymore.”


I should have known better. “That’s your choice. No one’s
keeping you here.”


“I know, but I want to be an old lady.”


Good luck. Who the fuck’s going to want you after you’ve
fucked every man in the club? Definitely not me. The hopeful look in her
eyes makes me think she’s actually serious.


“Anyone in particular?”


“Yes.”


“Well, does he know?”


“No.”


“If the guy has no idea, don’t you think you should talk to
him, and not me?”


“I was hoping he’d realize on his own.”


“Nothing I can do there. You need to sort that out with him.
I’m not getting involved.”


Her face falls and she stares down at her hands in her lap.
If she thought I was going to talk one of my brothers into claiming her, she’s
insane. Maybe I should talk to her about Raven. She’s her guardian, after all.
Then again, she’s probably not in the most receptive mood right now. Fuck it, I
don’t need her. I’ll be around now, so I can figure shit out on my own. Whoever
the fucker is, his days are numbered.


“Is there something else?”


“No. I just thought you should know.”


“Okay. Close the door on your way out.”


She walks out, head down, dragging her feet. The hip swing
is gone. Who’d have thought Lonnie would want to settle down? Again, not me.
Raven though, she’s definitely the settling down type. I can see her wanting
the house with the picket fence, the kids, and the dog. Am I the man to provide
that for her? Hell no. But she’s young. She has time to work on her suburban
dream if that’s what she wants.


By the time I finish working, I realize I missed lunch and
I’m starving. Hell, it’s damn near dinnertime. Maybe I should go to Millie’s
and pay my little bird a visit. I lock the office door and head straight to the
bathroom for a shower. I can’t wait to see her.


I step out of the shower, singing “Sympathy for the Devil”
as I dry off. Fuck me, but I haven’t felt this good in a long time. After
dressing in a white t-shirt, straight jeans, and white Jordans, I stand in
front of the bathroom mirror contemplating whether I should comb my hair. Nah.
I put in some Bedhead molding paste and run my fingers through it. I decide to
leave my cut behind but not my Glock. I never leave home without it. A little
of my current, favorite cologne, Gucci Guilty, and then I’m out the door.


Out in the bar, I find Razor getting the guys together while
some of the girls are packing supplies. He’s a giant of a man, towering over me
and about three times my size. He’d intimidate anyone without even trying. He
got the nickname because he always had a disposable razor he would pull out at
random times and just start shaving. I’ve never seen him with hair on his face.
He’s a rock, though. I can count on him for anything, which is why he’s my
Sergeant. He’s a mean son-of-a-bitch and won’t hesitate to kill a man. He’s
good at it, too. Second to me, of course.


“Pushing out?” I ask him.


“Yeah. Talked to Mission. Everything goes okay, we should be
back by this time tomorrow.”


Mission is the President of our Jacksonville charter. They
run pain meds—Oxy, Vicodin, Percocet, you name it. They’re setting up a new
base of operations and I’m sending some of my guys down there to help with
securing the location.  


“Cool. Let me know when you get there.”


“Yeah. Where you off to, pretty boy? Hot date?”


“Nah. Just to get some food.”


Lonnie saunters over, slips her arm around mine, and smiles
up at me.


“Want some company?”


This is the chick who wants to be an old lady? Yeah,
right. I brush her off and turn back to Razor. “Nah, I’m good.”


Razor chuckles and shakes his head.


“All right, Prez. See you tomorrow.”


“Yeah. You know what? Take some of the girls with you. Give
Mission’s boys a taste of Georgia.”


“Sure thing. Lonnie, you’re rolling with me, sweet cheeks.”


I watch them leave and then grab the keys to my Mustang from
behind the bar. Maybe Raven will let me give her a ride home. I get to Millie’s
and I have to stand there for a minute and just watch her. What a difference a
day makes. She’s smiling and moving around animatedly, chatting with the
diners. She’s fucking beautiful. Since it’s not too busy, I take a seat at a
table in her section. The moment she sees me, her smile fades. Okay, not the
reaction I was expecting. She walks up to my table slowly.


“Hi.”


“Hey, baby doll. Not happy to see me?”


She nervously tucks some stray hair behind her ear.


“Don’t call me that,” she whispers, handing me a menu.


“Why not? You didn’t object last night.”


“Shh! Do you want everyone to hear you?”


Damn, this girl can put a smile on my face. I flip through
the menu even though I already know what I want.


“Are you ready to order?”


“Yeah, let me get the fried chicken with potato salad and a
biscuit.”


“And to drink?”


“Coke.”


“I’ll be right back. And stop smiling at me like that.”


I chuckle as she walks away, willing myself not to look at
her ass. This is one of those times I wish I had a time machine. I don’t need
much; just two months into the future, that’s all. She returns with my drink,
and as she places it on the table, I let my hand brush hers before she releases
the glass. She gasps and yanks her hand away. The fire in her eyes doesn’t
escape me, but she quickly blinks it away.


“Stop it,” she says through clenched teeth and leaves again.


I watch her with a grin. My poor, little bird, she seems so
frustrated. I need to do something about that. When she returns with my order,
the diner is practically empty. There’s only me, and a couple at a table in
Sheila’s section. She sets the plate on the table and slides her palms down her
apron.


“If you need anything else, just let me know.”


“Join me.”


She takes a deep breath and shakes her head.


“I’m working.”


“Doing what? I’m your only customer.”


“Gage.”


Her tone is laced with warning, but all I can think of is
how much I like hearing her say my name.


“You need to stop. Whatever this is… it needs to
stop.”


She marches off and I turn to my food. Stop? I’m just
getting started.











***Raven***


 


Hot, bothered, horny beyond reason—just a few words to
describe how I’m feeling right now. How I’ve felt since I saw him sitting at
that table. When his hand touched mine, I thought back to last night, only it
was his hand between my legs and not mine. And the way he smells… Jesus. I need
to get a grip. I grab a towel and start wiping down the counter just to keep
myself occupied. The couple at Sheila’s table leaves, so now he’s the only one
here. And he seems to be taking his own, sweet time. Not that I’m watching him.
Okay, I’ve glanced over there a few times. Each time our eyes have met, and
each time he gave me a dazzling, crooked smile. That smile makes me want to leap
over all these tables and land right on his lap. 


Suddenly, a hand slides around my waist and I turn to see
Chris smiling down at me. Fuck. I’ve been so consumed by my thoughts I neither
heard him enter nor saw him approach.


“Hey, beautiful.”


I return his smile, lean in, and give him a quick kiss.


“Hey, handsome.”


His face lights up even more, the way it does anytime I give
him a compliment. It’s like it means more to him coming from me. This is what I
need. This is what I should be focusing on. I have a great guy with a bright
future who is truly into me and who doesn’t just want to get in my pants.


“Ready?”


“I just have one last customer, and then I’m all yours.”


He looks around the diner and his smile disappears. He
narrows his eyes and I see the muscles in his jaw working. Shit. I turn toward
Gage and he has a mirrored expression. I do not need this right
now.


“Chris.”


He turns to me but keeps throwing dirty glances in Gage’s
direction. I cradle his face in my hands. “Don’t. Just sit here and wait for
me. Once he’s done, we can leave.”


He drops down into the chair, still fuming.


“You want some dessert? Millie made apple pie.”


“I don’t want any damn pie. Just hurry up.”


Usually, I would get into a guy’s face for talking to me
like that, but I understand how he must feel so I let it slide. I gather my
wits and leave him to check on the other angry bird.


“Everything okay? Can I get you anything?”


“No, everything is not okay. What the fuck is he
doing here?”


“He meets me here every day and we go home together.”


“Get rid of him. I’m taking you home.”


“No, you’re not. If you don’t understand the concept of a
boyfriend/girlfriend relationship, I suggest you do some research.”


He leans forward, lowering his voice to a whisper.


“Where was your boyfriend last night when you were calling
out my name?”


He’s right. I’m sending mixed signals and I need to stop.


“It was a mistake. It won’t happen again.”


He slides out of the booth and reaches into his pocket.
Pulling out a few bills, he drops them on the table, all the time staring into
my eyes.


“Bullshit. Get rid of him, Raven.”


He turns and heads for the door, calling over his shoulder, “See
you around, baby doll.”


I can feel Chris’ eyes boring a hole in the back of my head.
Asshole. He just had to have the last word. I try to be as nonchalant as
possible as I clear the table. I also avoid looking at Chris as I pass by.
While taking care of the bill, I realize he left entirely too much money. Then
again, he didn’t even count it. A twelve dollars and fifty cents bill and he
leaves a hundred and fifty dollars.


“You all set to go, sweetheart?” Millie asks.


I show her the money and the bill with a helpless look. She
takes a twenty-dollar bill and smiles at me.


“I guess the rest is yours.”


“I can’t—”


“Yes, you can. Aren’t you the one saving up for an
apartment? Trust me, honey. He can afford it.”


I sigh, stuff it in my pocket, and brace myself to face
Chris. He’s out of his seat, pacing the diner, and muttering to himself. The
moment he sees me, he stomps over and grabs my hand.


“We need to talk.”


He pulls me along behind him all the way to the bus stop.
Despite his need to talk, he remains quiet. I can only think that he’s waiting
until we get home. I leave him to his thoughts and anger, while I just stare
out the bus window. How did my life get so complicated? I pull out my
phone and text Toni. I need to talk to someone and I definitely can’t talk to
Chrissy. It would be too weird.


Raven: Need to talk to you. Need some advice.


Toni: Sure, babe. You know I got you.


Raven: Call you later. Can’t talk right now.


Toni: Are you ok?


Raven: Yeah, just too many ears around…on the bus.


Toni: K. Later.


“Who are you texting?”


“Toni.”


“Toni, huh?”


I give him my don’t-be-a-dick look but he doesn’t back down.
Men. And they think women are jealous creatures. As soon as the bus stops, I
push my way past him and start walking home.


“Raven, wait.”


“Leave me alone. Don’t bother following me home, either.”


By the time I get to the house, my anger has diminished
because I know he’s been walking at a distance behind me the entire time. I
stand on the porch and watch him as he approaches.


“Is this our first fight?”


“You’re the one who wants to fight, Chris. I don’t even know
why.”


“What’s going on with you and the Dealer?”


“Nothing. I can count on one hand the number of times I’ve
spoken to him.”


“He’s very protective of you for someone you’ve only spoken
to a handful of times.”


I step forward and place my hands at his sides. He gazes
down at me, his eyes searching my face.


“Don’t worry about him. I’m with you. Only you.”


He cradles my face, stroking my cheek with his thumb.


“No te quiero perder.”


“You won’t lose me, Chris.”


As he presses his lips to mine, I curl my fingers in his
shirt, and pull him closer. I need to assure him I’m not going anywhere. The
problem is how can I do that when I’m not sure myself?









CHAPTER 7


***Gage***


 


I stare down at my nephew as he sleeps in his crib. The
moment my sister told me she was back from her trip, I had to come and see
them. I love this kid like he’s mine, been taking care of him since he was
born. I was the first one to hold him when he exited the womb. His father,
Eddie, was a friend and brother who was killed in a deal that went south. I
blame myself every day for it. Even if Mikey wasn’t my nephew, I would still
make sure he didn’t want for anything. This is why I don’t want kids or an old
lady. With the life I lead, I don’t want any woman of mine left alone, or
raising a child without his father. My sister, Ellen, walks up behind me and
places a gentle hand on my shoulder.


“Thinking of having one of your own, big brother?”


“Not likely, shorty.”


Ellen is the spitting image of my mother. She has the same
nose, lips, and brown hair. We both got her blue eyes, but everything else I
got from my dad. She even has Mom’s mannerisms, which is uncanny because she
was just a baby when Mom died.


“I’m not short. I’m fun-sized.”


“Yeah, I’ve seen that shirt.”


“Come on. Let’s go downstairs.”


She leads me to the kitchen and I sit around the table while
she unpacks groceries. Eddie bought this house the moment he proposed to Ellen
and she accepted. Too bad he didn’t get to live in it.


“Want a beer?”


“Sure.”


She opens a bottle and hands it to me then returns to her unpacking.


“You seen Chopper yet?” I ask.


“No, I haven’t seen Dad yet. He’s coming over
tomorrow.”


“Cool.”


“So….”


I know that tone. She’s about to stick her nose in my
business. I take a deep breath and wait for it.


“Who’s the lucky woman who’s been warming your bed at
nights?”


“No one’s ever been that lucky, little sis.”


“Oh, please! I know you haven’t been celibate.”


“Didn’t say I wasn’t fucking. Just don’t keep ’em around
long enough to do any warming.”


“You’re so crude. You’re telling me not one woman has slept
in your bed?”


“Don’t need a woman for sleeping.”


“You’re such a whore.”


“I know, but I’m so good at it,” I reply with a smirk.


“Just wait. When the right one comes along, you’re going to
fall flat on your ass and the best part is, you won’t even see it coming.”


“Okay, that’s my cue to leave.” I finish my beer, set the
bottle on the counter, and kiss her cheek. “You can keep that love shit to
yourself. I’m out.”


I flip the hood on my jacket over my head as I walk out.


“Just wait, Gage Hunter. You’ll see.”


Yeah, right. The day I fall in love is the day flying pigs
make snowmen in Hell. I open the car door and, against my better judgment, look
up the street. Ellen is just a few houses away from Raven. A small part of me
hopes to see her, but I see him instead, the boyfriend. He throws a look over
his shoulder and then jogs off. That’s it. I slam the door and march off toward
her house. It’s time to settle this once and for all.









***Raven***


 


I’m barely through my bedroom door when I hear the knocking.
I turn around, shaking my head in disbelief. What more can I say to appease
him? I yank the door open without even looking through the peephole.


“Chris, I told you—”


No, not Chris. I lift my gaze from a rapidly rising and
falling chest to an angry stare. What the hell is he doing here?


“We need to talk.”


Oh, great. Another man who needs to talk.


“We have nothing to talk about.” I try to close the door but
he stops it, steps in, and closes it behind him. “You can’t be here.”


“Why? Are you scared?”


“Not of you. I don’t need people seeing you here.” And I
don’t need this getting back to Lonnie.


“It won’t take long.”


I turn my back to him so he won’t see my amusement, but I
can’t stop the giggle that escapes me. Lord, I have a dirty mind. I face him
once more, desperately trying not to smile but failing horribly. 


“I hope that’s not what you tell your dates.”


His expression softens as he smiles and shakes his head.


“I don’t date. And in fact, I could say that. I
always have them coming in no time at all.”


“Really, now?”


“Really. You can’t disagree, not after last night.”


I feel my blush spread across my whole body and all of a
sudden, I’m aware of his proximity. And how hot he is. And how good he smells.
And that we’re alone in a house with beds, couches, chairs, and all types of
flat surfaces. Even a wall would do.


“You should go.”


He takes my hand, pulling me into the living room and down
on the couch next to him. I shuffle away from him, putting space between us.


“Lonnie can’t come home and find you here.”


“Don’t worry about Lonnie. She’s halfway to Florida right
now with some of the guys.”


“Florida?”


“Yeah. Some business with our Jacksonville charter.”


“Oh.”


Florida. I miss home so much. I miss Daddy, Toni, my
peaceful life. What I wouldn’t do to get it back.


“What’s wrong?”


“That’s where I’m from. Just missing home.”


“Jacksonville?”


“No. Miami.”


“Why’d you move here?”


The tears begin to gather in my eyes and I desperately try
to blink them back. He moves closer and curls his arm around my shoulder. All I
want to do is bury my face in his neck and cry my eyes out.


“Hey, what’s wrong?” 


His voice is low and soothing and has me turning toward him
as the tears slide down my cheeks.


“I lived with my dad, but he died four months ago.”


“I’m sorry, baby doll. Come here.”


He pulls me into his arms, and I lay my head on his chest as
he settles into the couch. I can’t control myself. All my feelings just push to
the surface and have no other outlet but my tears. Losing Daddy, living with
Lonnie. He’s probably rolling in his grave at the way she treats me. 


“I know what it’s like to lose a parent. I lost my mom
before you were even born and I still miss her.”


“Does it get easier?”


“No, but you learn to deal.”


I curl my fingers in his jacket and sink into his embrace.
He gives me exactly what I need—to be held. I need to feel close to someone
else, to feel connected. I’m alone in this world, and right now I feel so
removed from it, floating away. I need something, someone solid to tether me.


“It’s okay. Let it all out.”


Who would have thought that someone would be Gage Hunter?
This man holding me in his arms, soothing me… he makes me want things I
shouldn’t. He makes me want to feel things I shouldn’t, want to do things I
shouldn’t…he just makes me want. I cry until I have no more tears. I lie
on his chest, sniffling until I feel like I don’t even remember why I was
crying. He makes me forget. And right now, whatever cologne he’s wearing is
doing strange but incredibly good things to me.


“You smell good.”


“Thank you. So do you, like apple pie.”


I giggle softly as I sit up, wiping my cheeks. “Yeah, I need
a shower.”


“Never said I didn’t like it,” he says, brushing at my cheek
with his thumb. 


I know I should pull away but I don’t. The consequences are
far from my mind as I gaze into his penetrating, blue eyes.


“Look, the clubhouse is empty. Why don’t I take you there?
We could play some pool or table tennis, whatever you want. Cheer you up a
bit.”


“Thanks, but I can’t.”


“Come on. I don’t bite… much.”


He winks and gives me that crooked smile and I just want to
give in. But I can’t.


“No one will see you. Half the guys are working and the
others are in Florida. It’ll be just you and me.”


I’m probably more afraid of that than anything else. I don’t
trust myself around him.


“I’ll have you back at a decent time. I promise.”


“Gage—”


“We’re going.”


Fuck. There he goes with that commanding tone again. Why
does it always eradicate any kind of will power I have? It’s like I become one
of his minions just ready to do his bidding.


“You’re sure no one’s there?”


His smile widens because he knows he’s won.


“Positive. I’ll wait for you here.”


“Okay.”


I leave him on the couch and take myself to the bathroom.
While in the shower, I start to think about what I’m doing. What if someone
sees us? What if Lonnie finds out? I can hold my own in a fair fight, but she tends
to retaliate when I’m not expecting it. We sleep in the same house, for God’s
sake. I must be some kind of masochist. Why won’t he stay away from me? Why do
I feel so drawn to him? I become insanely aware that I’m completely naked and
there’s a sex god sitting just a few feet away. Every muscle in my lower region
tightens and I groan in frustration. I hurriedly wash the soap from my skin and
wrap a towel around my body. I grab a smaller one, drying my hair as I walk to
my room.


I push the door and there he is, sitting on my bed. The
small towel falls from my fingers. All I want to do is push him back on that
bed and climb on top of him. He prowls toward me, his eyes wandering over my
body hungrily, so I pull the towel tighter around me. He bends over, picks up
the one on the floor, and slowly rises. I stare at his chest, accepting the
towel with trembling fingers. He trails his index finger down my cheek and
under my chin, lifting my face toward his. My heart begins to thump in my chest
and my breathing gets ragged.


“Beautiful bird.”


He moves to stand behind me and slides my hair to the side,
baring my neck. My body starts to shake like a leaf in a tornado.


“I just wanted to see where it all happened.” He leans in,
whispering in my ear, “I’ve imagined it a million times. You, kneeling on your
bed, making yourself come. Soon, Raven. Soon it will be my hands on your body.
I’m going to fuck you so good, you won’t remember your own name.”


¡Por Dios! I squeeze my thighs together to stop the
pulsing between my legs. I know the wetness I feel down there is not
from my shower. He isn’t even touching me. And then he does, gently, on my arm
where the bruise is.


“I’m going to find out about this. It’s better if you tell
me.”


“I….”


“No one should put their hands on you… unless it’s for
pleasure.”


His lips hover above my shoulder, his warm breath caressing
my skin. Don’t ask me how anything warm induces a shiver, but it does—through
my entire body. He gives me a featherlight kiss and I bite my lip to stifle a
moan.


“Hurry, little bird. I’ll be waiting.”


Little bird. What is it with this man and nicknames?
The second he walks off, I lock the door behind him. This is insane. I’m
insane. That’s it. I’ve totally lost it. I move around like a robot, berating
myself for what I’m about to do, but still all the way excited. As I reach for
a pair of black skinny jeans, I wonder if it was subconscious or deliberate
that I chose a matching set of lace bra and panties. Or that I applied lotion
on every conceivable part of my body, and sprayed perfume in places I normally
don’t. 


Is my white and black Hello Kitty crop top too revealing? It
just barely covers my breasts… and I am wearing it with low-rider jeans.
It’s just a bare stomach, no big deal.  I slip on white sandals and sit before
my mirror, contemplating what to do with my hair. I quickly blow-dry it and
leave it down. I forego makeup and instead put some moisturizer on. When I’m
finally done, I take a deep breath and head to the living room.


Here goes nothing.











CHAPTER 8


***Raven***


 


He turns his head toward me as I approach, and then does a
double-take. His eyes widen and travel down the length of my body slowly.


“Fuck. Me.”


I giggle as I stand before him. It’s good to know that I can
affect him, too. “No, thank you.”


“No, thank you?” 


He rises from the couch and steps forward until my breasts
are touching his chest. And the tables have turned. Every time this man comes
near me, it’s like I become an asthmatic. 


“A more appropriate response would be ‘not yet’.”


Somewhere in the back of my mind, I know I should step back,
but my body only wants to go in one direction—forward. I peek up at him and he
leans in. His lips are so close to mine, I can almost taste them. Just when I
think he’s going to kiss me, he moves to the side and places a soft kiss on my
cheek. Disappointed doesn’t even begin to describe what I feel.


“Let’s go.”


Taking my hand, he leads me to the front door. He reaches
for the doorknob and turns back to me with a frown.


“What?”


“Wear this. It’ll be better for my sanity, and your safety.”


He removes his hoodie and places it around my shoulders. I
shove my hands into the sleeves, zip it up, and flip the hood. Good for me,
too. Maybe no one will recognize me. I take a deep breath and his scent fills
my nostrils. It’s all over the jacket. It surrounds me, closing me in like a
cocoon. I wish I could bottle it and keep it under my pillow; that way, I could
smell him whenever I wanted to.


“You okay?”


“Huh? Oh, yeah. I just… really like your cologne.”


“Thanks.”


I lock the door behind us and he takes my hand as we walk
down the driveway. His hand is big and warm, and I can’t help the fact that I
like the way mine feels in his. I lace my fingers through his and he gives them
a little squeeze.


“Where’s your bike?”


“No bike tonight. My car is parked down the street.”


I look ahead and the only car I see is a black Mustang GT
with red trim. “That’s yours? The Mustang?”


“Yeah.”


“That is one sexy car.”  


“You think so? Watch this.”


The car starts up and Avenged Sevenfold’s “Hail to the King”
breaks the silence of the night. 


“I love A7X,” I tell him.


“Yeah? Me, too.”


“M. Shadows is hot.”


“Is that the only reason you like them?” he asks with a
chuckle.


“No. Their music’s great.”


“Ever been to one of their concerts?”


“Nope.”


“Maybe I’ll take you sometime.”


Yeah, not happening. I get a better view of the car
now that the headlights are on and so are the red neon underbody lights. I
release his hand and approach the vehicle, running my fingers across the custom
paint job as I walk around it. In fact, everything about it is custom—black on
black with red trim, even the rims. On the hood, there’s a decal of the Grim
Reaper with red eyes, scythe raised, ready to strike.


“You like it?”


“I love it.”


He opens the passenger door—suicide-style—and I take in the
interior. The black and red theme continues with the leather seats and red
lighting. I slide inside and he closes the door. As I buckle my seatbelt, I
absorb it all. His gear shift knob looks like five, twelve gauge bullets have
been hammered into it. Gage, twelve gauge… I get it. The same reaper from the
hood sits on the steering wheel and the headrests. I watch him as he climbs in
next to me. Yes, this car fits him to a “T.” He shifts into gear and we power
forward. Seems there were engine modifications, too.


“You must have spent a fortune on the customization.”


“Just the parts. My boys did all the work.”


“Your boys?”


“Chopper’s Custom Cars. I own it.”


“Oh. Who’s Chopper?”


“My dad. I think you met him at the barbecue. He was the one
on the grill.”


“That’s your dad? He was sweet.”


“Sweet? Ain’t never heard anyone describe Chopper as
‘sweet’.”


“Well, he was.”


“Kissin’ on my Tattoos” alerts me of a text message and I
pull my phone from my back pocket. It’s Toni.


Toni: Thought you wanted to talk?


Raven: Can’t right now. Call you tomorrow.


Toni: Is it about your hottie bf?


Raven: Yes and no.


“Put away the phone, Raven,” Gage growls.


I put it on vibrate and stick it into the jacket pocket. I
know exactly what he’s thinking. “It’s not Chris.”


“I don’t care who it is. No interruptions. When you’re with
me, no one else exists. Got it?”


“Whatever, Mr. Bossy.”


No one else exists. Who does he think he is? He pulls
over in front of the local bakery, Sweet Treats, and shifts into park. 


“Stay here. I’ll be right back.”


He returns a few minutes later with a plastic bag and hands
it to me. I peer inside and see the strawberry cheese pastries I adore.


“How did you know I like these?” I ask, completely
surprised.


“You were having them yesterday. I made you spill them.
Figured I owe you.”


“Thank you.” I’m even more surprised he noticed. I open the
container and dig in. A few pastries later, it hits me that I haven’t offered
him any. “Would you like some?”


He gives me the crooked smile. 


“Only if you feed me.”


“Fat chance.”


“Feed me.”


I have one at his lips before I even know what’s happening.
He bites into it and I wait for him to swallow before I offer the other half.
He takes it and leans forward, sucking the sugar from my index finger. I
swallow hard as that now familiar tingle runs through my body.


“Mmm… they’re good.”


He jams on the brakes and I’m hurtled forward, then pulled
back by the seatbelt. 


“Jesus! What is it?”


“Fuck.”


I follow his gaze and see six men on motorcycles parked in
front of the clubhouse. They don’t look like Dealers.


“Push the seat back and lie flat. Don’t get up until I tell
you to, understand?”


“What’s going on?”


“Just do it.” 


Fear takes over and I recline the seat and lie back,
watching him. He continues slowly for about a minute, and then he comes to a
stop again.


“Don’t move. I’ll be right back.”


He gets out but leaves the car running. I listen carefully,
waiting for just a hint of the situation going south. I pull out my phone,
ready to dial nine-one-one if it does. What am I saying? It would all be over
by the time the cops got here.


“A little late for a house call, isn’t it, fellas?” Gage
says.


“If it isn’t the Reaper himself.”


Mexicans. There’s no confusing our accent.


“What can I do for you, jefe?”


“This is business, couldn’t wait until tomorrow, ese.”


“What’s going on?”


“One of our shipments was jacked today. We got another one
in two days, and we’re looking for some extra security.”


“I see.”


“I’ll give you fifty up front, another fifty when it gets to
its destination.”


“I can do that. I’ll need specifics… transport vehicles, how
many guys you got, routes.”


“Get with Pedro in the morning and he’ll give you everything
you need.”


“Cool.”


The bikes start up and as soon as they sound far enough
away, I sit up. I watch him in the car’s headlights, wondering what kind of
illegal exchange I just heard. He climbs in, presses a button on a remote, and
the gates of the clubhouse open.


“Security? I thought you customized cars.”


“I also own ‘12 Gauge Security’. I’m an entrepreneur, Miss
Alvarez. I have my hand in many ventures.”


“I see. What else?”


“I also have a nightclub, and the MC owns the auto parts
shop on Main Street, and a strip club outside of town.”


“The one where Lonnie works?”


“Yeah.”


He parks in a garage and we enter the building through what
looks like a private entrance. I don’t know what I expected, but I’m pleasantly
surprised by what I see. It looks like a laid-back sports bar. There’s a pool
table in the middle of the room, a pinball machine in one corner, and a video
poker machine in another. There are several flat-screen TVs hanging on the
walls and there’s a DJ booth next to the bar. The club logo is on the wall
behind the bar. A motorcycle muffler hangs beneath it with the inscription
“Death before disloyalty.” The rest of the wall is decorated with pictures of
members, and Harley paraphernalia. 


“Wow.”


“Cool, huh?”


“It’s awesome.”


“You want something to drink?”


“Water, please.” I remove the hoodie and place it on the
couch, before walking around and taking a closer look. It’s also surprisingly
clean.


“So, what do you wanna do?”


You. Ugh. I take a big sip of my water. Hopefully it
will quench this thirst.


“I don’t know. This was your idea.”


“Pool?”


“Okay.”


He hands me a cue and racks up the balls, while I chalk the
tip. “You break.”


“Sure thing, baby doll.”


He breaks, and balls go rolling in all directions. Two drop
into the corner pockets, a solid and a stripe.


“Solids.” He grins at me.


He moves around the table to where I’m standing, leaning
over to take a shot. That’s when I see the gun handle sticking out of the back
of his jeans.


“Is that a Glock seventeen?”


No doubt surprised, he scratches and turns toward me. 


“Yeah, how’d you know?”


“My dad was a cop. He taught me a few things. Gen four?”


“Yeah.”


He removes it from his waist and hands it to me. “I love the
new grip.” I release the magazine, check the chamber and point it right between
his eyes. He grins, awe apparent in the blue orbs.


“Damn. You just might be the perfect woman.”


“Yeah? If you think so now, wait ’til you see me shoot.”


I pull the trigger and he grabs my wrist, pulling me against
him. I lean into him, shivering as he slides his hands around my waist.


“October can’t come quick enough.”


I step back with a coy smile, re-load the magazine, and hand
it to him. He tucks it back into his waist.


“What’s so special about October?”


“Just wait and see, baby doll.”


“Why do you keep calling me that?”


“I don’t know. It just fits you, I guess.”


“And all this?” I wave my hand around to indicate the
current situation. “Why do you care? And don’t tell me that it’s because you
want to fuck me. I know you don’t have a problem getting laid.”


“True. There’s just something about you. I can’t quite put
my finger on it.”


Oh, you can put your finger and anything else you want on
it! Jesus. The game. Just think about the game.


“You scratched. My turn.”


I pick up the cue ball and position it for an easy shot. As
I’m about to take it, he presses against my ass. Holy fuck, he’s as hard as a
rock. I put the cue down, closing my eyes as I straighten. I turn around slowly
and he backs me up against the table.


“Or maybe Mark Twain was right. ‘There is a charm about the
forbidden that makes it unspeakably desirable’.”


He’s quoting Twain? If he likes to read, then it’s my turn
to think he’s perfect! He tangles his fingers in my hair and tugs my head back
so I’m looking in his eyes.


“Stay away from me. Then you won’t be tempted.”


“‘I generally avoid temptation unless I can’t resist’. I
believe that’s Mae West.”


My breath catches and I search my brain for an appropriate
comeback.


“‘We gain the strength… of the temptation… we resist’, Ralph
Waldo Emerson.”


I can hardly get my words out because I can barely breathe.
This can’t be a normal reaction, can it? I’ve never been like this with anyone
else. What is it about him? 


He smiles, leaning closer. My breasts are now crushed
against his chest, and for the life of me, I can’t calm my breathing.


“‘Yield to temptation, it may not pass your way again’,
Robert A. Heinlein.”


I moan as his lips graze my cheek. A prayer. That’s what I
need.


“‘Lord, deliver me from wanting to be delivered into
temptation’, Khaya Dlanga.”


I gasp as he grabs my hips and lifts me onto the pool table.
He steps forward, wedging himself between my legs and sliding an arm around my
waist. His free hand returns to my hair, and he pulls me forward.


“Oscar Wilde… ‘the only way to get rid of a temptation is to
yield to it. Resist it and your soul grows sick with longing…’”


His voice gets lower with each word and his lips get closer
to mine with each breath. I can’t move. My mind and body are being seduced.


“‘For the things it has forbidden itself, with desire for
what monstrous laws have made monstrous and unlawful’.”


I can’t take it anymore. I close the small gap between our
lips and press them together. His arm tightens around my waist and he pulls me
even closer. I wrap my legs around his hips and his hardness crashes into me.
My hands find their way into his hair, roaming his scalp as he devours my lips.
His kisses are like wildfire—hot and uncontrollable. When his tongue touches
mine, my entire body trembles. I moan, sucking on his bottom lip, and grinding
against him. God, I love the way he feels. 


He grabs my hips and then we’re moving. I don’t know where
we’re going, and I don’t care. A door slams shut, then there’s something soft
beneath me. A bed. Fuck. All of a sudden, it’s like I’m possessed. I writhe
beneath him, moaning and whimpering. I can’t get enough of him. I yank at the
hem of his shirt and pull it up. He breaks away just long enough to remove it and
toss it over his shoulder. He removes the gun from his waist and tries to place
it on the nightstand, but I grab his shoulders and drag him back to me, causing
it to clatter to the floor.


“Raven.”


Holy shit, my name sounds amazing coming from him. He moans
as he kisses my neck. His tongue swirls, and my muscles clench. God, I want him
to touch me there. He starts to suck on my neck and my eyes roll back in my
head. For just a second, a clear thought enters my mind. 


“No marks.”


He moves down and latches on to my stomach, pulling at my
skin and sinking his teeth in. My stomach muscles lock up. 


“Gage!”


“That’s it. Say my name, Raven.”


He comes back to my lips and I roll over, putting him
beneath me. I sit up and just take him in. He’s breathing just as heavily as I
am, and his pupils are dilated. The color of his eyes is even more intense. The
pendant of his necklace—a flattened, brass base of a shotgun shell—lies on his
chest, with the inscription “12 Gage.” 


I study the tattoos covering his chest and arms. On his left
arm, the reaper makes another appearance, the handle of his scythe extending
all the way down to his wrist. On either side of the blade are the words, “I
did not come to bring peace, but a sword.” On his right arm, there’s a twelve
gauge, eight-seventy pump-action shotgun, with a bullet coming out of the
barrel. The name of his club sits proudly on his sternum in a semi-circle from
one shoulder to the next, the logo on his left pectoral. On his sides, there
are two Glocks that look like they’re tucked into his waist. “Death before
disloyalty” is in bold letters on his stomach between the guns. Among the tats,
I also notice a few scars, some of which look like gunshot wounds. With his
protruding pecs, flat stomach, and strong arms, he’s one smoking-hot, hunk of a
man. A real thirst trap. 


I lean forward and kiss his neck, working my way back to his
lips. As I’m treated to another of his delicious kisses, he slips his fingers
beneath my top. I’m startled by a vibration on my thigh and I pull back. He
looks up at me, takes a deep breath, and shakes his head.


“Fuck!” He rolls from under me and jumps off the bed. “The
fuck am I doing?”


He removes two phones from his pocket, tosses one on the
bed, and answers the other. His back is to me and I see it’s free of tattoos. I
was expecting to see more. He hangs up and turns to me, and I get ready for
round two. Instead, he picks up his shirt and sighs. 


“I better take you home.” 











CHAPTER 9


***Gage***


 


I glance over at her. Her head is turned away from me, and
the hoodie is blocking her face. She’s been quiet ever since we left the
clubhouse. “Are you awake?”


“Yes,” she answers softly.


“Are you okay?”


“Yes.”


“Are you angry?”


“What is this, twenty questions?”


“You’re just real quiet is all.”


“I’m fine.”


I’m such a dumbass. Why did I take her there? I should have
known I couldn’t trust myself to be alone with her.


“I’m sorry. I got carried away. I shouldn’t have let things
go that far.”


“You don’t need to be. It’s not like I asked you to stop. I
wanted it, too.”


Fuck. Why did she have to say that? My dick is still hard
and aching like a motherfucker. I need to find somewhere to bury this bone
fast.


“How many people have you killed?”


Her question startles me. “What? Why would you ask me that?”


“Your nickname is Reaper… the whole reaper theme… plus, with
everything I’ve heard about you, doesn’t take a genius to figure it out.”


She finally turns to look at me, but I can’t look at her.
This is just a reminder of why I should stay away from her.


“It’s okay. I’m not scared or anything. You don’t have to
answer if you don’t want to. As a matter of fact, don’t. I’m sorry.”


She turns away again and stares out the window. This isn’t
something I talk to women about. The only person I even really talk to is E.
We’ve known each other since we were kids, so he knows me better than anyone. I
trust him. Can I trust her? I barely know her, so why do I feel like I can?


“You don’t want to know, Raven.”


She turns to me once more, expecting me to continue.


“As soon as I got my license, my dad bought me a Harley and
drafted me into the club. I was the president’s kid, so I didn’t even join as a
prospect. He made me his Sergeant and taught me everything he knew.” 


“Sergeant?”


“Sergeant at Arms… an enforcer, if you will… security.”


“Weren’t you a bit young for that?”


“I grew up real quick.”


I remember the gun and shooting lessons. Killing lessons,
really—every possible way to kill a man and get rid of the body. While everyone
else my age was filling out college applications, I was burying bodies in the
woods.


“Did you want to be in the club?”


“A part of me did. Another part of me wanted something
else.”


“What?”


“I wanted to be a pilot. Was planning on joining the Air
Force after graduation.”


“Why didn’t you?”


“It was just a dream. Had to accept reality.”


“‘Reality is merely an illusion, albeit a very persistent
one’.”


I turn to her, trying to keep the astonishment from my eyes.
“You read a lot, don’t you? I don’t know any girls your age quoting Einstein.
Hell, I don’t know any my age.” 


“I love reading, love learning new things. Seems like you
read a lot, too.”


“Side effect of having a brainiac for a best friend.”


“Dr. Emerson?”


“Mm-hmm.”


“I know it’s more than that. You can’t fool me.”


“I can’t?”


“No.”


She’s right, of course. It’s more than E’s influence. I
really did want to be a pilot. I took the right classes, studied my ass off,
and graduated with a 4.0 GPA. E’s the one who convinced me to get a business
degree when I told him all the plans I had for the MC. Because of my duties
with the club, I couldn’t go to a traditional college, so I got an Associate’s
degree from a local community college. Sometimes I still wonder what would have
happened if I’d joined the Air Force instead of the club.


“Okay, you got me. I’m secretly a nerd.”


“Not a nerd, but smarter than you lead people to believe.”


“You got me all figured out, huh?”


“Well, you wanted to be a pilot, so you must have been
pretty good in school. That doesn’t just go away. You probably have a degree or
something, but you’re hiding behind this Reaper persona.”


What the fuck? People who have been around me for
years haven’t figured that out and she does after a few conversations? Not even
Chopper knows. The only ones who do are E and Ellen.


“What makes you think that?”


She raises a shoulder in a shrug. 


“How old are you?”


“Thirty-two.”


“Oh.”


“What… you think I’m too old for you?”


“No, just wondering. I don’t really know anything about
you.”


“True. There’s a lot we don’t know about each other, but we
can learn.”


I reach over, take her hand, and stare into her eyes. She
averts her gaze and pulls her hand from mine nervously. 


“I like your tattoos.”


She effectively changes the subject, so I place my hand back
on the wheel. “Thanks.”


“I was surprised you don’t have any on your back.”


“It’s kind of a club thing. The back is reserved for our old
ladies.”


“Old lady… is that like a girlfriend?”


“Yeah, or wife.”


“So, you don’t have one?”


“No, Raven. If I did, you wouldn’t be here.”


“Don’t you want one?”


Damn it. I should have known this would happen. She probably
thinks this is going somewhere. I need to nip it in the bud.


“Don’t worry. I don’t have any grand ideas about you. I know
exactly what you want from me.”


“I’m not that man, Raven. You want a good fuck, you come see
me. I don’t date. I don’t do romance or relationships, and I certainly don’t do
love.”


“You don’t need to convince me. Besides, I have a
boyfriend.”


The mere mention of the word makes my blood boil. I don’t
even know why. I just can’t stand the thought of someone else touching her.
“Are you fucking him?”


“What? No!”


I pull into her driveway and shut the car off. There are a
few things we need to get straight. 


“When you said you’ve done some things… what did you mean?”


She takes a deep breath and rolls her eyes. 


“If you’re asking me if I’m virgin, then the answer is yes.”


Fuck. A virgin. My dick jumps. I can just imagine how tight
she’ll be. “It’s mine, Raven. Wait for me.”


She turns to me, her expression incredulous. 


“What?”


“I want to be your first. Say you’ll wait for me.”


“You’re crazy.”


“Maybe, but it’s mine.”


“My virginity is not something you can claim,” she
says indignantly.


“But I am claiming it. I want to see the look on your
face when I slide inside you for the first time. I want to hear you scream my
name when you come. I’m going to be your first, Raven. It’s mine.”


The anger drains from her face and her breathing gets
ragged. I’ve got her.


“I want you to do something for me.”


“What?”


“I want you to touch yourself every night.”


She swallows hard then whispers, “Why?”


“I want you to get used to being touched, to get yourself
ready for me.”


“No. I can’t.”


“You can. You want me, too. I don’t know why you keep
fighting me.”


“I like you, and there’s no doubt we have a strong physical
attraction, but that’s all it is. You said yourself that you’re not into
relationships and love. That’s what I need.”


“Love ain’t got shit to do with fucking.”


“I don’t want to fuck. I want to make love. I want love and
a committed relationship.”


“I see.”


I really don’t, but what else can I say? I can’t give her
what she wants.


“Good night, Gage. Thanks for tonight. I had a great time.”


I watch her as she climbs out of the car, shuts the door,
and walks away. Once she’s safely inside, I drive off. She didn’t say it, but
somehow, it felt like goodbye. I fucked up. I know I fucked up. I acted like a
fucking caveman, and now she probably doesn’t want anything to do with me. I
can’t say I blame her. I’m a dick.


I head out of town and toward the Kitty. I haven’t been
there in a while. Maybe I should go check things out. When I arrive, it’s
packed as usual. Put pussy and liquor together and men will show up. Kind of
like Field of Dreams—build it and they’ll come. I do a visual check of
the security, making sure they’re all where they’re supposed to be. The
bartender waves at me as I pass by and I think of taking her to my office for a
quickie, but then I meet Nita’s hard stare.


“Keep it in your pants, boy.”


“I am. I promise. How’s it going?”


“Good. I guess I don’t have to worry about you fucking this
supplier. Or do I?”


“Should I be worried about you?”


“My man days are over, son.”


“Yeah, right.” 


I kiss her cheek, and then make my way to the security room.
I have two guys in there monitoring everything that goes on. They’re both diligently
watching the screens. 


“Everything good, boys?”


“Yes, sir,” they reply in unison.


“Good.”


I head back to the bar, get a beer, and watch Brandi, the
girl on stage. She’s one of my best girls, a big money-maker. She climbs to the
top of the pole, hangs upside down, and then slides to the bottom, stopping
just before her head hits the floor. The crowd goes crazy.


“Hey, handsome.”


I turn to the voice and see two blondes smiling at me. Not
really my type, but they’re pretty enough. “Hello.”


“We hear you’re the owner,” Blonde Number One says.


“One of them.”


“We just wanted to let you know that this place is great.”


“Thank you. I’m glad you like it.”


Blonde Number Two smiles and moves closer to me. 


“I’m glad Alex talked me into coming out tonight. Better than
a night home alone.”


Home alone. The words ring in my ears. I need to talk to
her. I need to make sure she’s okay. 


“Excuse me.”


I dial her number the moment I’m outside and hope she
answers. Two rings, three, four… just when I’m about to give up, she picks up.


“Hello.”


“Did I wake you?”


“No. I was reading. Just got into bed.”


Jesus. “I wanted to check on you since I know you’re
home alone.”


“Not the first time, won’t be the last.”


“Do you want me to come—?”


“No. I’m fine.”


Frustration grips me so I take a deep breath, expelling it
from my mouth. I never know what to do when it comes to her. I feel like
fucking breaking something.


“Are you okay?” she asks.


“No, I’m not okay. I feel like I’m going crazy. I want you
so much I don’t know what to do with my fucking self. I can wait, Raven. I will
fucking wait. I just need to know that I’m not waiting in vain.”


“I can’t, Gage. I can’t give you what you want, and
you can’t give me what I want.”


“Is this about the boy?”


“His name is Chris, and this is about me. I’m not just going
to spread my legs for you because you want me to. I’m not Lonnie.”


“Is that what you think? I know that you’re nothing like
your whore sister. Chicks like her are for amusement, nothing more. You… you’re
different. I want to be with you.”


“No, you don’t want to be with me. You want to have sex with
me. Therefore it would be for your amusement.”


“Trust me, it’s not like that.” 


She doesn’t speak for a while, but I know she’s still there.
I hear her breathing.


“There are a lot of women out there who want to be with
you.”


“I know. That doesn’t matter. What matters is who I
want.”


“We can’t be together. Not now, not two months from now, not
ever.”


“Why?”


“Good night, Gage.”


I want to put my fucking fist through the wall. Instead, I
kick the trashcan in front of me with a loud growl. That’s it. I’m done.
It’s her fucking loss. I’m not wasting any more time on some bi-polar ass
chick. If she doesn’t want me then I sure as hell don’t want her ass. I turn
when I hear footsteps behind me.


“Hey.”


It’s the blondes from earlier. Maybe I can salvage this
night after all. “Hello again, ladies.”


“We’re heading home. Just wondering if maybe… you’d like to
join us.”


I look them over from head to toe. I guess I could do a lot
worse. “Lead the way. I’ll follow.”









CHAPTER 10


***Raven***


 


My muscles are burning. There’s sweat dripping from every
part of my body and I can barely breathe, but I push on. I have eighties rock
booming through my headphones, and “Eye of the Tiger” gives me a second wind as
I round the corner to our street. I’ve recently taken up jogging. I needed
something other than work to keep me busy. Ever since that night with Gage two
weeks ago, I can’t stop thinking about him. He creeps into my thoughts every
quiet moment I have. It was hard not to think about him when he left a
reminder on my stomach. Thank God, it’s finally faded. 


I also needed some kind of physical activity to work off my
frustration. I’ve been reading nothing but erotic romance books, or more
specifically, MC erotic romance books. They’ve only made me think about
him more, if that’s even possible. I don’t know why I’ve been torturing myself
but I’ve been reading any one I can get my hands on. I now know all about club
hierarchy, and learned new terms such as one percenters, rockers, patches,
colors, and club pussy. If what I’ve read is anything like the real thing, no
wonder Gage is the way he is. Why settle down when there are women just waiting
around for him to fuck them?


Toni’s advice didn’t help. At all. 


Fuck the hot, old guy and get it out of your system.


Yeah, right. That would get him out of my system. I
haven’t heard from him. I’ve seen him around but he’s ignored me every time,
won’t even look at me. It’s for the best, though. Lonnie’s not the only
variable in the situation. I can’t hurt Chris. What Gage doesn’t know about
that night is that I received a text from Chrissy. 


My brother’s got it bad for you. 


It fucked me the hell up.


Lonnie isn’t even an issue for me anymore. She’s delusional.
There’s no way she has a chance of being anything to Gage, let alone his old
lady. But hey, if she wants to keep living in la la land, then she can be my
guest. We don’t talk. Most of the time, she barely acknowledges my presence.
I’ll get a nasty look or a grunt, but that’s it. I leave money for my half of
the bills on the kitchen table so I don’t need to come in contact with her. We
stay out of each other’s way and it’s working out fine so far.


I look ahead and there’s a little boy running toward the
street. His mother is unpacking groceries from the car and doesn’t realize
what’s going on. And there’s a car coming.


“Hey!”


Fuck! She didn’t turn around. I speed up, praying I get to
him in time. Just as he’s about to step onto the street, I grab him up and hold
him to me.


“Hey there. Where you going?”


His mother turns around and I see the blood drain from her
face. I remove my earphones and approach her.


“Mikey!”


She rushes forward and takes him from my arms, squeezing him
until he begins to squirm.


“Jesus! I put him inside. I didn’t see him come out.”


“It’s okay. I’m just glad I got to him in time.”


“Thank you! Thank you so much. I don’t know how I could ever
repay you.”


Tears gather in her eyes. I know it was a close call.


“I’m sorry. I lost his father right before he was born. I
couldn’t bear to lose him, too.”


“I’m sorry to hear that.” 


She wipes at her tears and I get a good look at her. There’s
something familiar about her. Have we met? Maybe I’ve just seen her around the
neighborhood. She sticks out her hand and I shake it gently.


“I’m Ellen.”


“Raven.”


“Nice to meet you, Raven. This is Mikey. Say hi to Raven,
Mikey.”


“Hi, Raven. You wet.”


My name comes out as “Waben.” I giggle, not only at his
mispronunciation, but at his cute, little voice. He has his mom’s eyes. He’s an
adorable little thing with shoulder-length, brown hair. I just want to eat him
up. 


“That’s because I’ve been running.”


“Run? We play!”


“No, Mikey—” Ellen cuts in.


“It’s fine. I can play with him for a bit while you finish
with your groceries,” I tell her, smiling at Mikey and ruffling his hair.


“Really? You don’t mind?”


“Of course not. Me and Mikey are friends now. Right, Mikey?”


“Yeah!” he squeals.


He wriggles until Ellen puts him down, and then he taps my
leg and runs away.


“Tag, you it!” 


I run around the yard with him for a bit, giving him the
upper hand in the game. He’s such a happy little boy. Too bad about his father.
He pretends to shoot me with his fingers and then yells, “Yeehaw!” I guess
we’re playing cowboys and Indians now.


“Hey, guys. Water break?”


He runs to his mom and takes his sippy cup, while I accept
the bottle she offers me.


“Thanks, Raven. You’re really good with him.”


“It’s no problem. He’s such a cutie. How old is he?”


“Three. He looks just like his father. Say, do you babysit?”


Babysit? Another job? Hell yeah. It will only get me to my
goal quicker. The raise and additional hours Millie gave me are great but when
it comes to money, the more the merrier. I’ll be set once my inheritance is
signed over, but that might take some time. I need to be ready to move in time
for my birthday.


“Sure. I have a day job but I’m available any time after
six, Friday to Wednesday, and I’m off on Thursdays.”


“Great! Come on in and let me get your information.”


While we’re talking, Mikey keeps pulling on my hand, wanting
to show me his toys. Ellen asks me to indulge him before I leave, so I let him
lead me to the living room. I sit cross-legged on the carpet playing with him
and before I know it, it’s dark outside.


“I should go.”


“You’re right. Come on, I’ll take you home.”


“I’m fine. I just live a few houses away.”


“Are you sure?”


“Positive.”


I turn to Mikey to say goodbye, but he jumps to his feet excitedly.


“Unca!”


He runs past me and I turn around to see where he’s off to.
I freeze in my tracks. Gage swings Mikey into his arms, flashing his perfect
teeth.


“Hey there, little guy.”


“Raven, this is my brother, Gage.”


I can’t look at him. This babysitting job suddenly doesn’t
look so appealing. Now I know why she seemed familiar. Those darn blue eyes.


“We’ve met.”


He doesn’t say anything, ignoring me once again.


“Unca, me and Waben play!”


“Yeah? You have fun?” he asks the little boy.


“Mm-hmm.”


“Ellen, I’m gonna go. Call me if you need me,” I tell her,
desperate to get away from her brother.


“Sure thing. Gage, walk Raven home.”


“That’s not necessary.”


“Of course it is,” she states with finality.


She takes Mikey and leaves us, so I guess the conversation
is over. I keep my head down as I walk by him. He grabs my hand and I finally
raise my eyes to his. His jaw is twitching and his eyes are narrowed. 


“What the fuck are you wearing?”


He leers at my outfit, which isn’t much—a sports bra and
short tights. I notice his gaze lingers on my exposed stomach and thighs. 


“I was jogging.” I pull out of his grasp and almost run
away, but I’m all too aware of him walking behind me. “You don’t have to come
with me. I’m fine.”


He doesn’t say a word. Only the sound of his boots on the
floor lets me know he’s still behind me. I open the front door and a chilly
wind hits me like a slap to my entire body. I wrap my arms around myself but
before I step outside, a jacket is draped over my shoulders. I want to give it
back, to tell him I don’t need it, but who am I kidding? At least my arms will
be warm.


“Thank you.”


We walk in silence, but I keep a keen eye out for Lonnie. I
don’t need her shit tonight. I pull the jacket tighter around me and inhale
deeply. I missed his scent. It’s already faded from the other jacket I have
hanging in my closet. I need to give it back to him. It’s a physical reminder
of him that I really don’t need. It’s enough that I can’t stop thinking about
him. 


Occasionally, I glance at him out of the corner of my eye.
His face is blank, showing no emotion. I wish he would say something. It’s not
just his scent that I miss. I miss him. How is that possible? How can
I miss something and someone I never had? 


He walks me to the door, and once I’m inside, I hand his
hoodie back to him. He throws it over his shoulder and turns to leave.


“Wait.”


He watches me expectantly.


“Just wait here.”


I retrieve his other hoodie from my closet and hand it to
him, as well. He scoffs and walks away, and I watch his retreating back in
disappointment. I know this is what I asked for, but as I watch him walk away,
I feel like I’ve made an enormous mistake.











***Gage***


 


Fuck! I can’t think straight. Not after seeing her in the
scraps of cloth she calls workout gear. Giving her my jacket was as much for me
as it was for her. I almost came all over myself when I saw the outline of her
pussy in those ridiculous shorts. That shit looked swollen. Fuck. I can’t go
back to Ellen’s yet. With her hawk eyes, there’s no way she would miss my
full-blown woody. I’ll just sit in my car and wait. 


I don’t know why I can’t get this fucking chick off my
brain! Whoever said pussy is pussy didn’t know what the fuck he was talking
about. All the pussy I’ve had since I met her hasn’t made me forget. How can I
forget the way she responds to me the moment I get close to her? The way she
felt beneath me? The taste of her sweet lips? I get a hard-on every time I
remember the way she said my name that night as I kissed her stomach. I felt
like a fucking king when I saw my mark on her skin. I guess I have had
it way too easy for too long. The first woman to turn me down is making me lose
my shit. Or maybe it’s because I know I can’t have her—forbidden fruit and
shit. Now I know how Adam must have felt in the Garden of Eden.


Fuck it. Damn it all to Hell.


I hop out of the car and before I know it, I’m on her
doorstep, banging on the door.


“I’m coming!” she shouts from inside.


Fuck my life. I don’t need to hear those words coming out of
her mouth right now. She slowly cracks the door open and peeks out.


“Yes?”


“Let me in.”


“That’s not a good idea.”


“Let me in, Raven.”


There’s no way I’m taking no for an answer. She opens it the
rest of the way and allows me in. I try to concentrate on the task at hand, not
the fact that she’s in her pajamas and looking sexy as sin, her wet hair
hanging down her back.


“You can’t be here.”


“Why?”


“I’d be in trouble if Lonnie came home and found you here.”


She’s right. She’s underage, and as her guardian, her sister
probably wouldn’t approve. 


“I’ll take care of it.”


I pull my phone out of my pocket and text E.


Gage: Keep Lonnie busy for a few hours.


Einstein: What are you doing, bro?


Gage: We’re just talking.


Einstein: Ok. No worries.


“You don’t have to worry about her.”


I take her hand and lead her to the living room. She slips
out of my grasp, putting distance between us as we sit on the couch.


“We need to talk, Raven.”


“About what?”


“Us.”


“Us?” she asks, in confusion.


“You and me. I’m sick of this hot and cold bullshit. I’m not
leaving here until we come to a resolution.”


“There is no ‘you and me’. Resolved. Bye.”


“You keep saying that, but then I touch you and it’s a
different song.”


She sighs and looks over at me with helpless eyes. 


“Gage, please—”


I know what I have to do. “Just listen.”


I move closer and take both her hands in mine. She bites
into her bottom lip and stares down at our hands.


“These last few weeks have been hell for me. I’ve never met
anyone like you. You’re beautiful, smart, funny. Not to mention you turn me on
more than any woman I’ve ever met. Obviously, we can’t be together yet….” 


I place my finger under her chin and lift her face toward
me. I need her looking at me when I say this.


“The only solution is for us—”


“To stay away from each other.”


“To date.”


We spoke at the same time, but I heard her loud and clear. She
stares at me in confusion.


“What do you mean stay away from each other?”


“What do you mean date?”


Again, we spoke simultaneously. I take a deep breath and
shake my head because even I can’t believe I said that shit, or what I’m about
to say.


“I know what I told you. I’m not saying I’ve magically
changed, but I’m willing to try. It won’t be easy for me, but I’ll try.”


“Why the sudden change of heart?”


“I like you. I know it doesn’t sound like much, but it’s
been a long time since I’ve been able to say that about anyone. I’d rather
explore that than let you go and regret it later.”


“How can you be sure you won’t regret exploring?”


That’s a good question. I take a long, hard look at her and
for some reason, I doubt that I will.


“I won’t. Trust me.”











CHAPTER 11


***Raven***


 


Trust me. I’ve heard those words before. Why should I
trust him? Why should I give up everything for him when he’s not even sure he
can do it? He made it very clear on the day we met just what he wanted.


“You keep forgetting one important detail.”


“What’s that?”


“Christopher.”


“He’s not important,” he counters.


“He’s important to me.”


“You said you don’t love him.”


“I do. And he loves me,” I answer, but my voice is lacking
conviction.  


“So you love him. Are you in love with him?”


As much as I want to say yes, the word won’t leave my mouth.
I love him as a person, and even though there’s an attraction, it’s not like
what I feel with Gage. Not even close. 


“It doesn’t matter. I can’t be with you.” I pull my hands
from his and head to the kitchen. I just need to get away from him. I can’t
think when he’s close, and I need my wits about me.


“Why?”


I turn to see him leaning on the door jamb. So much for
getting some space. “Because.”


“That’s not an answer. It’s obviously not the boy.” 


He moves forward, backing me up against the counter and
trapping me with his hands on either side. 


“Is it the age difference?”


“No.”


And it isn’t. I haven’t even given a thought to his age. How
could I when I can barely think at all around him?


“Is it the club?”


“Yes… no… I….”


“Talk to me.”


“It’s Lonnie, okay?”


Fuck. Why did I say that?


“What does she have to do with it?”


I take a deep breath and meet his eyes. For a moment, I lose
my train of thought. They’re just so stunning; I could stare into them all day.


“Well?”


I shake my head and blink away the distraction. “She likes
you.”


His brows furrow in confusion.


“She likes you, likes you,” I try to clarify.


His face relaxes and then realization sets in. Running his
fingers through his hair, he takes a step back. 


“Fuck.”


“What is it?”


“She told me a couple weeks ago that she wants to be an old
lady, that she had her eyes on someone. Are you saying it’s me?”


I nod and he drops down into one of the chairs around the
breakfast table.


“Fuck,” he repeats.


I sit opposite him, waiting to see what he’ll do.


“You know there’s no way in Hell that’s gonna happen,
right?”


“I do. She doesn’t.”


“I’ll talk to her, set her straight.”


“You can if you want to, just don’t mention me.”


“That would defeat the purpose, wouldn’t it? I’m not hiding
you,” he states matter-of-factly.


“There will be nothing to hide. I’m not cheating on Chris,
and I’m not giving him up for some… experiment you want to conduct.”


“You’re not an experiment.”


“Oh? Then what am I?” I ask, eyebrows raised.


“I’ve been with a lot of women, and I’ve never even thought
about doing what I’m offering you. When I said there’s something different
about you, I meant it.”


“What? That I’m not falling at your feet like every other
woman you meet?”


He leans forward, places his hands on the table, and gives
me a smug smile. Who am I kidding? I’m no different. Whatever it is about him
that drives women crazy, I’ve caught it. There’s no treatment, no cure.


“I bet I could make you.”


Oh, my God, that voice! That low, smooth tone that sends
marvelous sensations through my body. I swallow hard, squeezing my thighs
together.


“Make me what?”


“Kneel before me.”


“Whatever. Ain’t gonna happen.” The second the words are out
of my mouth, I regret them. I keep saying them and he keeps proving me wrong. I
leave the table to grab a bottle of water from the fridge, just to get away
from him. I stop mid-way when I hear the other voice, the sexy, commanding one
that got me out of my clothes and touching myself.


“Come here.”


I turn around slowly. He’s positioned himself so he’s facing
me. My feet move of their own volition, until I’m standing before him.


“You act so tough, but then you can be so submissive.”


“I’m not—”


“Sit.”


Aaand I’m on his lap. Fuck. What is wrong with me?


“See?”


“I’m not… I mean… I… It’s just with you.”


“On your knees.”


As much as I fight it, I find myself sliding off his lap and
onto the floor. Placing my hands on his thighs, I gaze up at him. He leans
forward and tucks my hair behind my ear. I close my eyes as my body reacts to
his proximity. My heart rate increases and I lick my lips, anticipating his
kiss. But it doesn’t come. I open my eyes and meet his intense stare.


“I don’t give a fuck about Lonnie or your so-called
boyfriend. You’re not a fucking experiment. I want you, and the minute you turn
eighteen, you’re mine.”


I can’t move. I can’t speak. I can’t even breathe. The look
in his eyes leaves me paralyzed. I want to shout, “I’m yours!” from every
mountain top. I’m on my frickin’ knees before this man and still feel like the
most desired woman on the planet.


“Get up, baby doll.”


He helps me up and pulls me back onto his lap. There’s a
twinkle in his eye that wasn’t there before.


“Next time I have you on your knees, I’ll have something to
put in your mouth.”


“Oh really? And what would that be?”


I shuffle up his thigh and wrap my arms around his neck. He
returns my smile and slides his hands around my waist.


“These nuts.”


I throw my head back and laugh, and pretty soon he joins me.


“What if I said I’m allergic to nuts?”


“Then I’d say these nuts are hypoallergenic.”


“Oh, my God. You are crazy.”


“Oh, yeah?” he says with a hint of mischief.


One arm tightens around me while the other moves to my side,
and he begins to tickle me mercilessly. I try to get away but he’s just too
strong. Tears of laughter stream down my face as I desperately try to get away.


“Stop. Please!”


He pulls me to him and holds me until my laughter dies down.
I lay my head on his shoulder and settle into his embrace. At this point in
time, there’s nowhere else I’d rather be. And it scares the shit out of me.


“Say you’ll wait for me, doll. Promise me.”


“I promise.”











***Gage***


 


I can’t remember the last time I just held a woman in my
arms. Hell, I don’t think I’ve ever done it. Yet here I am, and I don’t
want to fucking move. I want to stay like this, with her arms around me and her
breath on my neck. She smells so fucking good; I don’t even know how to
describe it. I trail my fingers up and down her thigh and she shivers.


“Gage?”


“Hmm?”


“What are we going to do?”


“What do you mean?”


She sits up and stares at me with tear-filled eyes.


“What’s wrong?”


“I don’t want to hurt Chris.”


“It all comes down to who you want more, me or him. The
longer you stay with him, the more you’ll hurt him.”


“He’s all I have. What if in a few days you decide you don’t
want me anymore?”


“What if tomorrow he decides he doesn’t want you? There are
no guarantees.”


“True.”


I swipe a tear from her cheek with my thumb. “You’re way too
young to be this serious. There’ll be life beyond him. There’ll be life after
me, although I know that’s gonna be tough. It’s not easy getting over me,” I
joke, but not really. What can I say? The ladies love me.


She smiles and smacks my chest playfully, then wipes away
her tears.


“Okay, hot stuff. What about Lonnie? She’ll be furious.”


“I’ll take care of her.”


“Not yet, please? I need some time.”


“I’ll leave you out of it for now, but I am setting
her straight.”


“I think we should keep this quiet, at least until my
birthday.”


“I agree, but I want to see you.” I leave no room for
argument in my tone.


“How are we going to work that out?”


“I don’t know, but I bought us some time tonight so… what do
you wanna do?”


She shrugs and begins to play with the pendant on my
necklace.


“I was going to watch a movie before you got here.”


“Movie it is.”


She slides off my lap and I just want to pull her back. I
watch as she walks to the fridge, opens it, and peers inside. The Lord is my
shepherd, I see what I want. She’s bent over at just the right angle for
fucking. I want to smack that ass… pull her hair as I slide inside….


“You want something to drink, a snack? I made monkey bread.”


Her voice snaps me out of my fantasy. “Monkey bread? What
the fuck is that?”


She giggles, removes two bottles of water, and kicks the
fridge closed.


“You’ve never had monkey bread? It’s kinda like meatloaf,
just with monkey meat.”


I can’t believe she said that with a straight face. She
removes a covered plate from the oven and places it on the counter.


“That smart mouth of yours is going to get you a spanking
one day.”


“Spanking? You wish, biker boy.”


I make my way over to her as she removes two dessert plates
from the cabinet. She looks so… domestic. I can imagine coming home to her
making dinner… in sexy lingerie. Now that would be a sight to come home
to every day.


“You’ll learn pretty quickly that I always get what I want,
baby doll.”


She pulls off a piece of this “monkey bread” and offers it
to me. It smells good, like cinnamon and sugar.


“We’ll see about that.”


“Says the girl who was just on her knees.”


“Open.”


I take a bite and stop mid-chew as it hits my tongue. It’s
like a fucking orgasm in my mouth.


“Fuck. You made this?”


“Mm-hmm.”


“It’s amazing!”


“I know, right? It’s all sticky, gooey deliciousness.”


“I can think of something else that’s sticky, gooey, and
delicious.”


“What?”


I lick my lips and slide my gaze down her body. She visibly
shivers. Fuck, I love what I can do to her, even with just a look.


“Pussy.”


She scoffs in disgust and turns away, cutting slices of the
bread.


“Have several seats. Please,” she says, trying to put me in
my place.


“You’ll be the only one sitting... on my face.”


Her fingers begin to tremble and she’s trying hard not to
look affected.


“Jesus, Gage.”


“Now, obviously not all pussy tastes good, but I bet yours
does.”


The knife falls from her fingers. I turn her around and lift
her onto the counter. Her breathing gets erratic, her breasts rising and
falling rapidly with each breath. This is what gets me every fucking time.
Before I even touch her, I can see the effect I have on her, how much she wants
me. I step between her legs and grab her hips.


“It’s been a while since I ate pussy, but yours is
definitely on the menu.”


“Please… stop.”


She can’t even look me in the eyes; instead, her gaze is
fixed on my chest. I lean forward and whisper in her ear.


“I can’t wait to bury my tongue in your sweet pussy.”


She gasps and curls her fingers into my shirt, pulling me
closer. I trail my nose along her neck, inhaling her sweet scent. My dick is so
hard I could probably hammer nails with it.


“You remember how wet you were that night? Just imagine me
licking up all your juices, sucking on your clit, sliding my tongue inside
you.”


She whispers my name on a moan, shaking against me. I can
only imagine what it will be like when I make her come. 


“Gage… please… touch me.”


Fuck! I pull away before I give in to her request.
Disappointment is written all over her face.


“I can’t, doll. I’ve already done way more than I should.”


“Please, it’s just you and me. Who’s going to know?”


“I will. I couldn’t live with myself if I did.” I lift her
down from the counter and cradle her face in my hands. I swear she gets more
beautiful each time I see her. “Not much longer, Raven. I’ll be so stuck to you
that you’ll be begging me to give you a break.”


“Promise?”


I chuckle and run my fingers through her hair. “Promise. And
I always keep my promises. Come on.”


I grab the plates with the bread and the bottles of water,
and then we head back to the living room. She brings up Netflix and chooses a
movie, La Bamba, then settles next to me on the couch, laying her head
on my chest. Less than ten minutes in, biker Bob takes young Rosie’s virginity.
How’s that for art imitating life? I just hope that will be the only
similarity. I don’t want to hurt her. 


We quietly watch the movie and eat monkey bread, and I don’t
think I’ve been this relaxed or comfortable in a long time. No alcohol, no
smoking, no whores—what I’ve become accustomed to—and I’m actually enjoying
myself. That is until the kissing scene between Ritchie and Donna comes on and
I become all too aware of her again. She shifts uncomfortably and peeks up at
me, biting her bottom lip.


“Come here.”


She straddles my lap and as I look at her, the words of the
song in the background resonate in my mind. You’re mine. She
cradles my face and slowly runs her thumb across the stubble on my jaw.


“Tus ojos son hermosos.”


I have no idea what she said, but I like the way it sounded.
I pull her to me and cover her lips with mine. She moans, parting them, and I
slip my tongue inside. Fuck, she tastes good, and it’s not just the cinnamon
and sugar, either. It’s her. She slides her fingers through my hair and rocks
her hips against me. My whole body comes alive. She rocks faster and my dick
begs to be released, to be lost inside her. I need to stop. If I don’t, I’m
going to fuck her and damn the consequences to Hell. I break the kiss and lay
my forehead on hers.


“I better go.”


“No, don’t stop.”


She presses her lips to mine, pulls on my bottom lip, then
slides her tongue into my mouth. I instinctively latch on, sucking on it
gently. Her fingers glide down my neck and a strange feeling runs through my
body. I haven’t felt anything like this since I was a teenager. Teenager. Fuck.


“No, we have to stop.”


She groans and climbs off, and I jump up before I lose my
nerve. I turn to her at the door. 


“I’ll call you tomorrow.”


“Okay.”


As I stare down at her, the need to fuck her threatens to
overtake my better judgment. That’s not good. I need to have my faculties about
me when dealing with her. She’s so young. I should be more careful. That
reminds me. There’s a little matter we need to take care of before I even think
about fucking her.


“I need you to see E.”


She looks up at me, brows furrowed in confusion.


“For what?”


“To get you on the pill.”


I have every intention of using condoms, but I can’t be too
careful. I don’t want to get her knocked up. She blushes and averts her eyes.


“Oh, okay.”


No objection. God, I wish she was older and I’d found her
sooner.


“Good. But just so you know, I’ll be using protection, too.
I always do.”


She nods, still unable to meet my gaze. I kiss her forehead
and close the door behind me, waiting until I hear the lock turn. I take a deep
breath as I walk down the driveway. She’s mine. She’s finally mine.











CHAPTER 12


***Raven***


 


My ringing phone wakes me from one of the best dreams I’ve
had in a long time. I smile at the name flashing on the screen.


“Hello.”


“Did I wake you up?”


“Mm-hmm. When you said you would call, I didn’t think it
would be at the crack of dawn.”


“Sorry, didn’t sleep much last night. Had a lot of things on
my mind.”


“Was I one of those things?”


“You were the main thing, doll.”


I giggle and roll over onto my back.


“Did you dream about me?” he asks.


“What if I said yes?”


“Then I’d ask what I was doing.”


Embarrassment floods my body, and I could bet I probably
look like a beet right now. “It’s embarrassing.”


“Well, now you have to tell me.”


“You were… umm… between my legs.”


“And?” he prods.


“And you were… doing that thing.”


“What thing?”


“That you talked about last night.”


“What was I doing, Raven?” 


His voice is gruff and his breaths come in hard puffs.


“You were licking me.”


“Where?”


“You know.”


Why do I suddenly feel so shy?


“Yes, but I want to hear you say it. Say ‘you were licking
my pussy’.”


“Oh, God! I can’t.”


“You cuss like a sailor so I find that hard to believe.”


“It’s not the cursing. It’s the entire sentence.”


“Say it.”


The voice. I can’t help myself. “You were
licking my pussy.” Ugh! I’m so humiliated. I want to crawl into a hole and die.


“Good girl.”


Humiliation exits stage left. “Good girl.” Every time he
says it, I feel the way I used to when I got a perfect score on a test. I want
to hear it more often. “You’re going to turn me out.” 


Despite my bravado, I’m not as experienced as he might
think. I’ve had a few boyfriends but I haven’t had sex and I haven’t done much
of anything else either.


“And you’re going to give me blue balls. I think my hand is
going to become my best friend for the next six weeks.”


“You wanted to hear.”


“You don’t need to be scared, shy, or embarrassed with me.
You can tell me anything.”


“Okay,” I agree.


“What are you doing today?”


“Nothing. It’s my day off.”


“I need to see you. Can I send for you later?” he asks
eagerly.


“Yes. I want to see you, too.”


“I have some work to do, but I’ll call you when I have it
all worked out.”


“Talk to you later.”


“Raven?”


“Hmm?”


“In your dream… did you come?” 


Now his voice is more insistent, the huskiness returning.


“Yes.”


“Hard?”


“Very.”


“Jesus. I need another shower.”


I giggle as the image of him jerking off in the shower
enters my mind. These six weeks need to hurry up and be over.


“Later, doll.”


“Bye.”


I roll out of bed and practically float to the bathroom. I
can’t remember the last time I felt this good. It’s certainly the first time
since I moved here. I hook up my phone to some speakers and put my music on
shuffle. By mid-day, I’ve danced my way through breakfast, cleaning the house,
and doing all my laundry. The best part of it all—no Lonnie. She hasn’t
stumbled in yet. Whatever Gage did last night, it sure kept her busy. Since I’m
feeling so inspired today, I grab my sketchbook and pencil and head out to the
porch. I prop my feet up on the railing and set lead to paper. Not even
thinking, I let my hand slide over the surface. I lose myself completely,
stopping only when I realize that someone’s walking up the driveway.
Christopher.


“Hey, baby.”


“Hi.”


He leans down to kiss me and I turn my head so he gets my
cheek. He gives me a confused frown but sits next to me without a word. This is
stupid. I feel so guilty. The weird part is I don’t feel guilty for what I’ve
done. Chris is my boyfriend, yet I feel like I’m cheating on Gage.  


“You drew that?”


I look down at the page. Holy shit. It’s a reaper.
Not just any reaper but the one on Gage’s car. I didn’t even realize what I was
doing. I swallow hard.


“Yeah. You like it?”


“I didn’t know you could draw like that.”


“Well, there’s a lot you don’t know about me, Mr.
Contreras.”


“I can see that. Why’d you draw that?”


“I don’t know. Saw it somewhere, I guess.”


“Somewhere?” I know that tone. The accusations are about to
come. “Where?”


“On a car, I think.”


“The Dealer’s car.”


“Chris—”


“¿Están templando?”


“No, I’m not fucking him!”


The same question Gage asked. Men can be the biggest
cheaters, but let them even think they’ve been cheated on and they
completely lose their shit.


“What do you expect me to think?” 


“I expect you to trust me.” I can’t believe I just said
that. There’s been no sex but what I’ve done with Gage so far has totally
violated Chris’ trust.


“How can I when he’s acting like he owns you?”


“Nobody owns me.”


“Raven—”


“Mira, I’ve been having a pretty good day. If you’re
just going to spoil it by arguing, then you should leave.”


“So now I’m ruining your day. What? Am I interrupting your
fantasies about the Dealer?”


“You should go before you say something you’ll really
regret.”


“Like what—”


“¡Vete! Just leave!”


I didn’t mean to shout, but other than the fact that he was
hitting close to home, I don’t want to end things with him on a bad note. I
should just get this over with and stop dragging it out.


“Chris, I’m sorry. You’re a great guy but—”


He grabs my hand, cutting me off and his eyes find mine in a
panic. 


“Raven, lo siento. I’m sorry. Pero, I
love you.”


The “L” word. The fucking “L” word. I already knew, and
Chrissy told me as much, but it’s different hearing him say it.


“Chris….”


“I know, it’s crazy. You don’t have to say it. It’s too soon
and all that. But I do. Te amo, Mami.”


He looks so defeated, so hopeless. He’s going to be crushed.
But Gage is right, too. Why stay with him when I don’t feel the same?


“It’s okay. I know you’re not there yet. Just don’t rule me
out.”


“Oh, Chris….”


I don’t know what to do, what to say. This is not who I am.
I’m not some shy, indecisive weakling. What am I allowing these two men to do
to me? I feel horrible for what I’m doing to Chris. I throw my arms around his
neck and hold him tightly.  Am I really going to give him up for some
potentially good sex? No. I won’t. When I see Gage tonight, I’ll just have to
end it. End it? It’s not like we started anything. I’ll just tell him that I
changed my mind. It’s the best thing to do. The right thing.











***Gage***


 


“Yo!”


E barges into my room as I’m getting dressed. He closes the
door and drops down on my bed. 


“Don’t you knock?”


“We used to take baths together, motherfucker. You ain’t got
nothin’ I ain’t never seen.”


“That was a long time ago, dickhead. I’ve changed.”


We both chuckle as I get boxers from my drawer.


“Nope. Everything looks the same to me.”


I grab the first thing I can from my dresser—my deodorant—and
pitch it at him. He catches it and bursts out laughing.


“You’re just jealous because you’re literally half the man I
am.”


“That’s not what Jessica Morris said,” he says with a smirk.


“Dude, we were sixteen. And Jessica Morris fucked every guy
at school. She probably said that to every single one of us.”


“True.”


“Why aren’t you at work?” I ask.


“Day off. Wanna do something?” 


“I gotta go look at a few properties. Wanna come?”


“Sure. But first, you gonna tell me about last night?”


I retrieve my deodorant and head to the bathroom to do
something about my hair.


“Nothing happened.”


“Care to elaborate?”


“We talked, watched a movie.”


“You talked…and watched a movie,” he repeats, looking
astonished.


“That’s what I said.” I sit next to him on the bed and he
gawks at me like I just sprouted a second head. “I’m serious.”


“Okay, what did you talk about?”


“I want her, E.”


“That I already know.”


“Well, obviously not yet, but we’re gonna work on it.”


“Wait, is the mighty Reaper getting himself a girlfriend?”
He chuckles.


“I wouldn’t go that far. But I am going to put some
time into it. She’s just different. I need to find out why.”  


“I already know why. I’ll tell Joe to get the ink ready.”


“I should punch you in the throat for that.”


“I’ll remember that when you’re getting her name tatted on
your back.”


“Shut up.”


He laughs again, and I swear I’m about to lay him out when I
remember that I need his help.


“I need a favor.”


“What? Help with tattoo designs?”


“E, I swear to God—”


“Okay, okay. What?”


“I need her on the pill, or whatever you recommend.”


He raises his brows and loses the smile.


“Planning on going bareback?”


“Of course not. I just need to cover all my bases.”


“Wanna bring her to St. John’s?”


“No. We have to be discreet. I’m supposed to see her later.
You can come by, do your thing.”


“You got it, brother.”


“Thanks, man. Let’s go.”











CHAPTER 13


***Raven***


 


I’m sitting here staring at my phone, unsure what to do. I
received a text about twenty minutes ago but I haven’t read it. I know it’s
from him, most likely details for tonight. How quickly things can change. Just
last night I was making plans and promising him my virginity; hell, I
practically offered it to him on a silver platter. If he wasn’t the man he is,
I wouldn’t still be a virgin today. I take a deep breath and read the message.


Gage: I’ll send someone to pick you up at 7.


I start tapping out an excuse not to go. I’m sick… I got my
period… What do I say? No. That’s the coward’s way out. I need to deal with
this as soon as possible, and in person. He deserves that.


Raven: Ok.


By five p.m., I’m in the shower and nervously shaving every
inch of my body. Nerves and razors are not a good combination; I nick my legs
more than a few times. They’ll probably look like I had a run-in with Freddy
Krueger. I dress carefully—a blue and white cotton skater dress, and a light,
white jacket. After blow-drying my hair, I add some light makeup and finish my
outfit with blue sandals.


At six fifty-five, I get a text telling me that my ride is
outside, so I take a deep breath and head out. I step outside and there’s a black
Charger in the driveway. The windows are tinted extra dark, keeping prying eyes
out. The driver hops out and opens my door. He’s tall but he seems young,
around my age.


“Hello.”


“Hi, I’m Ron.”


“Raven.” 


He smirks at me as he closes the door. “I know.”


I watch him out of the corner of my eye as he backs out of
the driveway. Damn, he’s cute. He’s like a Colton Haynes look-alike but with
dark hair and tattoos.


“So, Raven. I’ve seen you around.”


“Is that so?”


“Yeah. You go with Chris, right?”


Shit. He knows Chris. Are they friends? Is he going to
rat me out?


“Don’t worry. Boss Man explained everything to me.”


“And what exactly did Boss Man say?”


“That you’re friends, but because of the situation, you have
to keep it quiet.”


“You don’t sound like you believe that.”


“It’s just hard to believe that Gage Hunter can be friends
with a woman, especially one as pretty as you.”


“So, you don’t think there’s a woman who can resist the big,
bad Reaper?”


“I’ve never met one.”


“Well, friends is the only thing we can be,” I tell him.


“Why is that?”


“One, I’m with Christopher and two, as you probably already
know, I’m not legal.”


He waits for me to continue, glancing between me and the
road. 


“That’s all you got?”


“That’s all I need.”


“You’re not legal, but you will be. Soon. And Chris, well,
he’ll get over it.”


“Are you friends?”


“We had a few classes together. Don’t worry; my lips are
sealed,” he promises.


“Thanks. He’s already out of his mind with jealousy.”


“No problem.”


He spends the rest of the drive telling me about himself and
his journey to becoming a member of the MC. He’s been a prospect for a year but
thinks he’ll be sworn in soon, especially since Gage has entrusted him with
such an important matter. He winked at me when he said it and I just rolled my
eyes.  


He slows down and then turns into the Venetian Park
Community. This. Place. Is. Gorgeous! Definitely for a more affluent crowd but
still family-oriented. There are mostly two-story houses with high archways and
doors with stained-glass windows. There are play areas at the end of every
street, and a gym with a pool. He pulls into a driveway, next to a black BMW
M3, and parks.


“We’re here.”


“Where exactly is ‘here’?”


“Come on. You’ll see,” he says with a grin.


We walk up to the door and he steps right in. It wasn’t even
locked. Who lives here?


“Hey, boss! We’re here!” he calls up the stairs.


I look up and almost swallow my tongue when Gage appears at
the top of the stairs. Shirtless. Baby Jesus in the manger, this man is
sexy. Too sexy. He smiles down at me and throws a white T-shirt over his
shoulder as he descends. Is it just me or does his body look different? He
seems leaner, his stomach muscles tighter. Did he always have that V line? Fuck.
Put your shirt on already. Goddammit. He thanks Ron and tells him he’ll
call him later, but his eyes are glued to me. I don’t even realize that Ron’s
left until Gage pulls me into his arms.


“Hey, baby doll.”


“Hi.”


“Did you miss me?”


“I… I….”


Words. I need to find words. How can I when his naked
chest is inches from my lips and I just want to kiss it? His skin is cool from
his shower and he smells amazing, as usual.


“Am I distracting you?”


“You know you are.”


He chuckles and releases me to put his shirt on.


“Better?”


Not really. “Better.”


“Come on. I have a surprise for you.”


He takes my hand and leads me through the house. It’s
obvious no one lives here, because there’s hardly any furniture. Either they’re
moving out or just moving in. 


“Whose house is this?”


“Mine.”


“It’s nice.” It’s big for one man but still nice. It’s a family
home, not a bachelor pad. “Not quite what I’d expect, though.”


“What did you expect?”


“Black, red, leather, reapers everywhere.”


“That’s why I bought it, to get away from all that. This is
going to be my home.”


“I see. I like it.”


“Thank you. Wait ’til I’m done with it. You’re gonna love
it.”


I try to smile but I know it comes out weak. I won’t be
around to see anything. 


We step into the living room and my jaw almost hits the
floor. The room is bare except for a blanket on the floor, laden with all kinds
of food. The only light comes from candles scattered around the room. I survey
everything in disbelief. He did this for me? The sound of music reaches
my ears and I turn to see him in the corner. When did he move? He returns to me
slowly and my breath hitches at the view. Gage by candlelight is a sight to
behold.


“Well, what do you think?”


“What is all this?”


He takes my hand again and brushes my knuckles with his
thumbs. A tingly sensation shoots through my body.


“I told you I would try, Raven.”


If this is him just trying, then Lord help me. It may not
seem like much, but this is 


Mr. I-Don’t-Do-Romance here. He leads me to the blanket and
I sit as modestly as I can. After dropping down next to me, he lifts the
stainless steel food cover with a smile.


“I hope you’re hungry.”


Lobster and shrimp linguine, garlic bread, crackers, cheese,
cold cuts, a fruit platter, and chocolate cake. There’s a bottle of sparkling
cider chilling in a champagne bucket. It’s like a mini-feast. My stomach
rumbles.


“Starving.”


“Dig in, doll.”


We eat in silence until I think I’m about to go crazy. This
is new for him, but guilt is quickly eating away at my sanity. Do I tell him
now or wait until after dinner?


“How was your day?” I ask instead.


“Good.”


He opens the bottle of cider, pouring two glasses.


“Did some work. Hung out with E.”


“That’s nice.”


“You?”


I accept the glass he offers and brace myself. “Same. Did
some chores. Hung out with Chris.”


I didn’t expect him to say “that’s nice.” The angry stare?
Yes. That I did expect.


“What did you do?”


“Nothing. Talked.”


“Did you break up with him?” he asks.


“No.”


“Why the hell not?” 


“He... he told me he loves me,” I stammer.


“I see. So I guess he stays. What are you going to do? Keep
both of us around?”


Why is this so hard? If it’s the right thing it should be
easy, right? I can’t even look him in the eyes.


“No.”


He chuckles, but it’s a mirthless one. 


“Why did you come here, Raven?”


“I wanted to talk to you face to face.”


“Why?” 


He jumps to his feet, hands on his hips as he glares down at
me. He growls and kicks one of the platters. Crackers, cold cuts, and cheese go
flying everywhere. I flinch, praying he doesn’t turn his anger on me. 


“You could have told me earlier. Saved me all this trouble.”



He moves around the room, putting out the candles.


“Please, Gage—”


“Please what?” he shouts. “Please. What?”


“Don’t be angry.”


“You think I’m angry? You don’t want to see me when I’m
angry.”


“I’m sorry.”


“I don’t need your apology. I need you to keep your
promise.” He takes a deep breath and sits next to me once more. “Can’t you see
that he’s just trying to guilt you into staying with him? He knows he’s losing
you. Telling you he loves you is his half-assed attempt at getting you to
stay.”


“You’re asking me to choose between a man who says he loves
me and wants to be with me, and one who’s just biding his time until I’m legal
so he can get me into his bed.”


“At least I’m honest. You’ve always known where you stand
with me,” he states.


“And that’s the problem. I want more than that.”


“Fine. I’ll call Ron to take you home.”


I turn to him and take his hand. I don’t want to leave
things between us like this. “I’d still like us to be friends.”


He drags his hand out of my grip. 


“Friends? I can’t be your friend, Raven. You walk out that
door, you don’t come back. That’s it. We pretend like none of this ever
happened.” 


He rises, extinguishes the last of the candles and walks out
of the room, leaving me in darkness. I gather my courage and follow behind.


“Gage, don’t be like this.”


He turns around, his expression accusatory. 


“What? You want to have your little boyfriend but keep me in
the wings, is that it?”


“No… I….”


“You want him because you think he loves you. But you know
he can never make you feel the way I make you feel.” 


He steps closer, trailing his finger down my cheek. My
breath catches. 


“He doesn’t steal your breath or make your heart beat fast.
His touch doesn’t make you quiver or get you hot. You don’t get wet when you
hear his voice. Am I right?”


His finger is now tracing the neckline of my dress and I can
barely breathe. He knows he’s right, as much as I wish he wasn’t. 


“Answer me.”


“Yes.”


“Good girl.”


Oh, dear God. Two words. Two simple, four-letter words and
I’m like putty in his hands. I sag against him and he wraps his arm around my
waist.


“You know what? I know exactly how to fix all this.” 


He takes my hand and drags me along behind him.


“Where are we going?”


“Upstairs.”


“Why?”


“Because I’m going to fuck you. Now.”











CHAPTER 14


***Gage***


 


She hasn’t said a word. I made my big announcement and she’s
gone mute. She allows me to lead her up the stairs and into the bedroom with
absolutely no resistance. She stands by the bed and watches as I drag my
T-shirt over my head. She’s shaking, and I know it’s not from fear.


“Take off your clothes.”


“Are you sure about this?”


“You’re the one with doubts, and I’m going to dick them
right out of you.”


She gasps and then slowly removes her jacket. When it falls
to the floor, she reaches for the strap of her dress.


“What? No objections?”


“I thought—”


“No. I thought you wanted to be with the boy, but
here you are.”


Her hands fall limply to her sides and she perches on the
bed, dropping her gaze to the floor. 


“You were testing me.”


“I was merely helping you make the right decision. You know
it’s right because you didn’t have to think about it.”


She sighs deeply, turns and blinks up at me as I sit next to
her. 


“You’re right. About everything. When you touch me, it’s
like nothing I’ve ever felt before. I want you and it scares me.”


“Why? There’s nothing to be afraid of.”


“You and me, it’s all physical. What happens after?”


“Doll, you worry too much. You need to relax. Just take each
day as it comes,” I tell her.


“Okay, and in a couple of weeks, assuming you’re still
around, you get what you want. What then?”


“What I want? You just said you want me, too.”


“Yes, but we won’t be friends. I won’t be your girlfriend.
What will I be? Your little fuck toy?” she asks, cringing as she says the last
words.


“Damn it, Raven! We have fun together and we have crazy
chemistry. Why do you need to put a label on it?”


“Because I don’t wanna become Lonnie!”


“Oh, baby doll.”


I lace my fingers through her hair and then grab a handful,
holding her steady so our gazes are locked.


“Let’s get this straight. No one’s touching you but me. Got
it?”


“Gage—”


“Do you understand?” I ask forcefully.


“Yes.”


“Good.”


I place my hand on her knee and my thumb brushes against a
jagged patch of skin. I look down and there’s a red line from a cut or scrape.
I drop to my knees before her, rage building as I inspect her legs. That shit
is all over.


“What the fuck?”


“Calm down, Reaper. I cut myself shaving.”


I look closer and decide it’s plausible. Then it hits me
that I’m kneeling between her legs, her soft, supple flesh in my hands. I can’t
resist. I trail my fingers lightly up her calf and pause at the back of her
knee, making small circles with my fingers. Her sharp intake of breath urges me
on, so I take her ankle and gently kiss my way up.


“Did you shave anywhere else?”


“Yes,” she says, her breaths coming hard and fast.


“Where?”


I sink my teeth into the flesh just above her knee and she
gasps.


“My underarms.”


Little tease. With a smile, I do the same to the next leg.
She curls her fingers into my hair with a moan. 


“Anywhere else?”


“Mm-hmm.”


I kiss my way farther up. Her legs tremble and she whimpers.
I smell her. I’m so fucking close; I can almost taste her. Jesus Christ, a
woman has never smelled this good to me before.


“Here?” I take a deep breath and lift my head before I do
something I shouldn’t. She’s staring down at me, eyes hooded, lips parted,
chest heaving. I feel like all the blood in my body has pooled into my dick and
it’s about to explode. I slide my fingers into her hair and pull her closer
until her lips are an inch from mine. “Well?”


“Yes,” she whispers.


Jesus.


“Bare?”


“Yes.”


Jesus Christ.


“You’re going to kill me, Raven.”


I kiss her softly, savoring her taste. Her lips part and I
slip my tongue inside. She wraps her arms around my neck, whimpering as our
tongues tangle. I leave her lips, kissing down her neck and sternum. She
quivers, whispering my name. I swear, every time I touch her, she makes me feel
like the biggest, baddest motherfucker on the planet. God, I can’t wait to sink
my dick deep inside her. I rest my forehead on her chest and try to get my body
back in check. Hard enough to do without her tits a breath away from my lips. I
put some space between us, but she keeps her hands on my shoulders. 


“Gage, will you hold me? Please?”


“Hold you?”


“You know, lie down, put your arms around me… hold me.”


I guess I can do that. I kick off my shoes and climb
onto the bed. She does the same and snuggles up next to me, placing her head on
my chest. I curl my arm around her shoulder and stare up at the ceiling. This
is a new experience. Can’t say it’s unpleasant, though. Actually, it’s pretty
nice.


 


***


 


A vibration in my pocket wakes me up. Shit, I fell asleep.
So did she. Her head is still on my chest, her breath warm on my skin. Her arm
is around my waist and her leg is thrown over mine. Waking up to her, also not
unpleasant. As a matter of fact, I don’t want to move and risk waking her up.


“Your phone’s ringing.”


Too late. Instead of moving away, she yawns and burrows in
closer. I fish the phone from my pocket and see two missed calls from E. As I’m
about to call him back, he rings again.


“E.”


“You need to get to the Kitty right now, bro.”


“What’s going on?”


“Some shit’s going down. We need you.”


“I’m on my way.”


I try to move and she tightens her arm around me. I’ve never
had a woman do that before. Never had a woman just wanting me to hold her, to
be in my arms. Then again, I’ve never given any of them the opportunity. I hate
to admit it, but I like it.


“I gotta go, doll.”


She groans in disappointment and loosens her hold. I pick up
my Glock from the nightstand and tuck it into the back of my jeans. As I grab
my shirt off the floor, she sits up, rubbing her eyes. Even half-asleep she’s
gorgeous. I wouldn’t mind returning to find her in my bed.


“You wanna stay until I get back, or you wanna go home?”


“What time is it?”


“Almost one.”


“I should go. I can’t believe I fell asleep.”


“Me, neither.”


She slips on her sandals, picks up her jacket, and follows
me out of the room and down the stairs. On the way down, I call Ron.


“Stay here. Ron’s coming to pick you up.”


“Okay.”


“Text me when you get home and I’ll call you tomorrow.”


Since when did I get so big on communication? Shit.


“’Kay.”


God, I can’t resist her, bed hair and all. I pull her into
my arms and kiss her. The moment our lips touch, she moans. Her fingers curl
into my shirt the way they always do. It’s as if she can’t get me close enough.
As much as I want to stay right here, I can’t. I pull back and smile down at
her.


“What?”


“Congratulations. You just became the very first woman I’ve
ever slept with.”


I don’t know why that would please her, but she smiles. 


“So I’m the first on your bike and the first you’ve slept
with. Good to know.”


As I kiss her forehead, I just know there are going to be a
lot of firsts between us. “See ya, doll.”


I head for the door but stop in my tracks when she calls
after me. 


“Be careful.”


It hits me right in the gut. She cares. I’ll decide later if
that’s a good or bad thing. “I will.”


I walk to my car, feeling an overwhelming force trying to
drag me back inside. I fight it, barely winning, and hop into the Beamer.
Whatever’s going on at the club, it’s serious enough for E to call me. As soon
as I drive through the gates of the quiet community, I floor the pedal, hoping
I’m not too late.


I get there and there’s a long line of cars waiting to get
out. What the fuck is going on? Inside, I find E pacing nervously.
Razor, Motor, Crow, and Venom are standing around, looking worried.


“E.”


“Bro. Some chick came in with two guys with guns. They have
Nita up in the office.”


“The fuck? They say what they want?”


“She’ll only talk to you. Had to tell everybody there was an
electrical problem and shut it down. Comped all their bills.”


Fuck this shit. No one fucks with my family or my money.


“Crow, Razor, gimme your guns.”


They hand them over and I pass one to E. I stick it into the
side of my jeans, making it obvious. E does the same. We head up to the office
and I knock on the door.


“It’s Gage.”


The door cracks open and a huge, black guy points a Beretta
in my face. E and I raise our hands and he slowly backs up, letting us in.
Cassidy Martin. Stupid bitch. She’s standing there with a silly grin. Another
giant of a man stands next to her, pointing a gun at Aunt Nita, who’s tied to a
chair looking scared as hell.


“Toss the guns.”


I drop Crow’s gun, E drops Razor’s, and we kick them away.
Idiots don’t even pat us down.


“You okay, Nita?” She nods and I turn to Martin. “What’s
this about, Cassidy?”


She jerks her head toward the bathroom. 


“Let’s talk.”


I take a cautious look back at my aunt and then walk to the
bathroom. Cassidy follows and closes the door behind her. I turn to her,
raising a curious brow.


“Hi,” she says, nervously tucking her hair behind her ear.


“Hi? You’ve got two guns trained on my aunt and you greet me
with hi?”


“I was never going to hurt her. I just… Why do you have to
make me resort to drastic measures to get your attention?”


The bitch is a fucking psycho. At first she was an annoyance,
but now she’s pissing me the fuck off.


“That’s what this is about? You want some dick?”


“Yes, I mean no. I want you. I can’t stop thinking
about you, Gage.”


“Really? ’Cause I haven’t thought about you once. Can’t even
remember what your pussy felt like.”


And that’s the truth. I remember fucking her in her office,
but that’s about it. She was hot—long, red hair, green eyes, and curves—the way
I like my women. And she was throwing herself at me, so I caught her. But that
was it. Pussy was forgettable.


She moves closer, her eyes dropping to my crotch.


“Maybe I should remind you then.”


“No, thanks.”


She freezes and stares at me in shock. “Wh… why? I don’t
understand.”


“Look—”


I’m about to break it down for her when I hear Nita scream.
I push past Cassidy and fling the door open. One of her goons is standing
before Nita, who’s now crying and sporting a busted lip. I see red. All fucking
shades of red. But mostly the deep, dark shade of blood. 


“You put your hands on my aunt?”


“Bitch has a big fucking—”


I put a bullet between his eyes before he can finish the
sentence. E reacts quickly, capping the next fucker before I can. Cassidy
screams. I grab her neck and force her against the wall. Her eyes are wide in
fear, tears beginning to form. She’s lucky she’s a woman.


“Listen, bitch. This ends now. I don’t want to hear from you
or about you. Don’t call the club and harass Nita. Do not try to contact
me for any fucking reason. If I even hear a whisper of your name, you end up
like those two. Got it?”


She nods vigorously, the tears streaming down her cheeks.


“You mention anything about what happened tonight to anybody
but God, you’re dead.”


“I won’t! I promise!”


I release her and she runs through the door, smashing into
Crow. He grabs her and I nod to him so he knows it’s okay to let her go. E has
untied Nita and she rushes over, throwing her arms around me. And then she
smacks me.


“The fuck was that for?”


“I told you to keep it in your pants.”


She leaves the office in a huff and I shake my head. Maybe
she’s right. It’s my dick that got us into this situation.


“Clean this shit up,” I tell the guys.


As I drive away from the club, I find myself wishing I’d
left Raven in my bed. I’d be heading back to her now instead of an empty house.
Fuck it. I’ll just head to the clubhouse and crash for a few hours. 


I check my phone and see her message.


Raven: I’m home. Getting into bed. Wish I was still in
yours…


Fuck me.


Gage: Are you still awake?


After a few minutes and no reply, I figure she’s asleep. But
then my phone buzzes.


Raven: Sorry. My hands were a little busy ;)


Holy fuck. Is she…? Does that mean what I think it means?
I dial her number and she answers with a moan.


“Jesus Christ, Raven. Are you touching yourself?”


“Mm-hmm.”


A soft whimper goes straight to my dick and I’m instantly
hard. Her moaning continues, and I have to prop the phone between my ear and
shoulder so I can adjust myself. “I shouldn’t have told you to do that.”


She gasps and a vivid image of her pops into my mind. She’s
lying in bed, legs drawn up, fingers in her wet, tight pussy. Fuck me.


“Why?”


“Because it should be me. My hands should be the only ones
to make you come.”


“I was thinking about you.”


Fuck. Her breathing changes; it’s heavier, coming in short
puffs. A series of breathless whimpers has me releasing my dick. I felt like it
was going to break in two the way it was straining against my jeans. I grab it,
squeezing the base as I listen to her pleasuring herself.


“Oh, God,” she whispers. “I’m… I’m going to….”


“Come on, doll. Let me hear you.”


“Oh, my God. Gage!”


I never knew I could want someone so much that I physically
ached. My dick, my balls, my head, my whole fucking body is thrumming with
pain. No other woman, no pain meds can help me. Just her. She’s like fucking
Ibuprofen. No, stronger than that. More like Hydromorphone.


She giggles and lets out a satisfied sigh while I’m left
with a stiff dick and nowhere to put it. 


“Oh, wow.”


“It was that good, huh?”


“It was wonderful.” She sighs with what I’m sure is
utter contentment.


“And what about me?”


“What about you?”


“You’ve left me with quite an obvious problem.”


“One that’s easily solved.”


“We can’t.” Now it’s my turn to sigh.


“You know, I did some research earlier and found out an
interesting bit of information. Not sure if you’re aware of it.”


“What’s that?”


“The age of consent in Georgia is sixteen. We don’t need to
wait.”


Fuck. When did that happen? If I turn around now, I can be
at her place in fifteen minutes tops. The tires screech as I make a U-turn but
I don’t get far before I stop on the side of the road. Fuck! I slam my palm on
the steering wheel. When the fuck did I grow a conscience? 


“I can’t, Raven. It just doesn’t feel right.”


“Well, it doesn’t have to be me.”


“What are you saying?”


She takes a deep breath as if preparing herself to say what
she wants to. 


“There are plenty of women who can help you out.”


“And you’d be fine with that?”


“You’re the one who doesn’t want a relationship. Are you
saying you’re going to be a monk for the next couple of weeks?”


“I’m trying, Raven.”


“Yeah, well... let’s see how long you last.”


I can do it. It’s not like I’m some horny teenager who can’t
keep it in his pants. I can wait. I will wait because I know she’ll be
worth it.


“I have work tomorrow. I’m gonna go to bed.”


“Okay, doll. Good night.”


“G’night.”


I contemplate her words all the way to the clubhouse. She
actually expects me to fuck around and she’s not being a bitch about it. It’s
crazy, considering what I just went through with Cassidy, and all the jealous
bitches I’ve had to deal with in my lifetime. Is Raven just trying to play hard
or could she be the exception to every rule? So far, she hasn’t conformed to
any conceptions I have of women. She hasn’t even come close.


I’m only semi-hard by the time I drive through the gates, so
I’m able to tuck my dick back in my jeans. Inside, the party’s winding down. I
navigate through passed-out bodies and make my way to the bar where Motor and
Lonnie are sitting. Booker hands me a beer as I sit on the stool next to Motor.


“Tough night, Prez?” Motor asks.


“Yeah. Had to handle some shit.”


Lonnie walks over to me as I take a pull of my beer.


“Maybe I can help you relax.” 


She slides her arms around me, biting her lip seductively. I
grab her wrist and pull her to a quiet corner.


“There’s some shit we need to get straight.”


“What do you mean?”


“This brother you want to claim you. It’s me, right?”


Her eyes brighten, her expression hopeful as she gazes into
my eyes. 


“Gage, I’m so glad you finally realized—”


“Listen to me. You’ve been around here long enough to know
that I’m not that dude. I’m not looking for an old lady. You need to set your
sights somewhere else.”


Somewhere far, far the fuck away.


“But, Gage—”


“No buts. I don’t want to hurt your feelings, but I gotta be
straight. Get that thought out of your head. You and me ain’t gonna happen. Got
it?”


She nods weakly and I head to my room, leaving her standing
there. Britney tries to intercept me but I wave her off. Even she won’t do it
for me tonight. Only one woman can, and I can’t have her yet. I grab my phone,
punch “Georgia age of consent” into the search bar, and sure enough, a big, fat
“16” stares me in the face. I can kill a man without blinking, but taking
something I want, which is totally legal, is grating on my morals. Fuck my
life.











CHAPTER 15


***Raven***


 


I wipe the sweat from my forehead with the small towel I
have thrown over my shoulder. It’s fucking hot in the kitchen. I have a
newfound respect for the kitchen staff. One of the cooks is sick and I
volunteered to help out. Apparently, I volunteered to work in Hell. As Sheila
shouts out an order, I add some spices to the black beans I’m working on.


“Girl, that cake you made is a hit! Some dude just bought a
whole one.”


I turn to Sheila with a shy smile. Her brown eyes are
twinkling as she smiles back.


“Really?”


“Really. You gotta give me the recipe. I’m gonna try it out
on Johnny. I swear I’m gonna grow old waitin’ on that man to make a move.”


“He’s a fool. You’re gorgeous, for Christ’s sake.”


And she is. Long brown hair, perfect skin, and she has more
curves than I do. Nice ass for a white woman, too. She’s only a few years older
than me, but from her stories, she’s quite… experienced.


“Thanks, sweetie. I’m gonna get back out there.”


Just after the lunch crowd, Millie comes in and peeks over
my shoulder. I’m making sugar cookies, but decided to make use of my artistic
abilities and have been cutting out different shapes.


“Wow! You’re really good, sweetheart.”


“Thanks.”


“I got someone out here who wants to give their compliments
to the chef.”


“Me?” 


“Yes, you. Come on.”


I wash my hands and wipe my face as I head out to the dining
area. I wonder who it could be. Millie nods toward the end of the counter and I
turn to see Mr. Hunter regarding me with a grin. My girly parts tingle and I
return his smile as I approach him.


“Hey, babe.”


Babe. He called me “babe.” I don’t know how I’m still
standing on these jelly legs.


“Hey.”


“I just had one of the best meals I’ve eaten in a long time.
Imagine how much better it was when I found out that you made it.”


I blush, staring down at the floor. “Thank you.”


“Seriously. It was so good I might have to get you to cook
for me every day.”


“Stop.”


I link my arms behind me, dragging the tip of my Keds back
and forth on the tiles.


“Look at me.”


I slowly lift my gaze and stare into his baby blues.


“What are you doing later?”


“Why? Are you asking me out?”


“No.”


“You’re not?” Huh... weird. Why would he ask what I’m
doing then?


“No. I’m gonna tell you what time I’m coming to pick you
up.”


Jesus. I’m trying so hard right now not to climb over this
counter. The struggle is real.


“I got some shit to do, but I’ll call you later, okay?”


“Okay.”


He grasps my chin between his thumb and index finger and smiles.



“See you later, baby doll.”


“See ya.”


As I watch him walk away, I meet Chrissy’s shocked,
open-mouthed stare. Fuck! I don’t know how much she saw, but I know it was
enough. I’m in total panic mode. I grab her hand and pull her over to an empty booth.
She sits across from me, eyes wide, mouth still hanging open.


“What the fuck, Ray? What did I just see?”


“Chrissy—”


“Are you cheating on my brother?”


“No—”


“Oh, my God. You’re breaking up with him, aren’t you?”


“It’s compli—”


 “I knew it! Ever since that day we met, I knew there was
something between you and Gage. I saw it in his eyes.”


“Will you calm down for a minute and let me explain?”


“Okay, okay. Go ahead.”


“You’re right. By the time I met you, we had already kissed
a few times.”


Her eyes bug out once again and her lips form an “O.”


“But then he found out my age and pretty much left me
alone.”


“And you started dating Chris.”


“Right.”


“But now he’s back.”


“Yeah.”


“What are you going to do?” she asks, eyes so wide I think
they might pop out of her skull.


“I really like Chris, but Gage…”


“Is hot.”


“So is Chris,” I tell her. She might not want to think of
her brother that way, but he is. I can’t help it.


“Gage Hunter is in another galaxy of hotness.”


“What would you do?” I ask.


“Me? No clue. Never had two hot guys chasing me.”


“Ugh!”


I fold my hands on the table and drop my head on them.


“I’m so confused.”


“Mira, I’m not getting in the middle of this. You
need to figure out who you want. If you pick Gage, my brother will be hurt, pero
we all have to look out for our own happiness,” she explains.


“That’s just it. I don’t want to hurt him.”


“He’ll get over it, eventually. Gage… Just make sure you
know what you’re getting into. He may not be who you think he is.”


“What do you mean?” I ask, intrigued.


“There’s just… stuff. I’m not going to repeat rumors.”


“If there’s something you think I should know—”


“It’s nothing.”


“Chrissy, tell me.”


“He got into some trouble with the cops a while back.
Nothing stuck, though.”


That’ll happen when you’re a killer. A murderer. Holy
shit. Am I really getting involved with a murderer? Wouldn’t Daddy be
proud? Jesus. I really didn’t think this thing through, did I? If I’m honest
with myself, it doesn’t bother me that much. Actually, knowing what he’s
capable of turns me on. Fuck. I’m a sick bitch.


“What did he do?”


“Don’t worry. He didn’t kill anyone. Frankly I don’t think
he did it. They couldn’t prove it.”


“That doesn’t answer my question.”


“We should go out tonight,” she says, trying to change the
subject. “Forget about guys for one night. Just you and me.” 


Whatever. I’ll just ask Gage about it. “I have to work
tomorrow.”


“Stop being such a pussy. We can go to that new place,
Chiquita’s. I heard they have a sick DJ.”   


“I don’t know.”


“Come on. We’ll hang out, dance our asses off, and then go
home. You can teach me how to twerk.”


That coaxes a smile from me. “Well, I am the twerk
Queen.”


“See? Come over after work. We’ll get ready and go.”


“Okay. But I sorta made plans with Gage. I have to let him
know.”


“Great!”


I grab her hand as she slides out of the booth.


“Chrissy, please—”


“I won’t say anything. Not my place.”


“Thanks.”


 


***


 


“Girl, you look amazing. ¡Muy caliente!”


I turn away from the mirror and toward Chrissy with a smile.
“You, too, chica.”


I look at my ass in the mirror and consider my outfit—jean
shorts; black, layered chiffon tank top; gold fashion jewelry; and black and
gold wedge sandals. We decided to match outfits so Chrissy is dressed the same,
only in white.


“We are gonna break some hearts tonight, honey,” she says.


“Hopefully not mine.”


I spin around at Chris’ voice. He walks in, his eyes
dragging over me from head to toe. 


“Jesus.”


“You like?”


“I can’t let you leave the house like that without me.”


“Oh, really?”


He wraps his arms around my waist as I raise a defiant brow
at him. 


“Can’t have anybody looking at my woman.”


I pull away, guilt racking my body. “Can’t stop people from
looking, Christopher,” I tell him.


“Get out, Chris, before I tell Mom. You’re not going to ruin
our night.”


“Fine, fine.” He kisses my neck and then strokes my hair. “Have
fun, and call me if you need anything.”


“We won’t,” Chrissy says.


“Whatever, sis. Take care of my girl.”


“Boy, bye! She’s my bitch tonight. You’ll be lucky if you
get her back once she’s had a taste of me.”


“Gross.”


Chrissy sticks her tongue out at him and I burst out
laughing.


“Come on, Ray.”


I grab my leather jacket and we head downstairs. Chris drops
us off at Chiquita’s in his dad’s car, kissing my cheek before I get out. 


“Call me when y’all are ready.”


“’Kay.”


We walk in to the sound of nineties hip-hop—Juvenile’s “Back
That Azz Up,” the clean version. Better yet, let me say, the edited
version. Chrissy is bouncing like she’s ready to hit the dance floor. A few
guys whistle as we walk by and Chrissy wiggles her fingers at them. We’re shown
to a table and immediately start people watching as we look through the menu.


“There are some hot guys here,” Chrissy says, eyeing a group
of men in a corner.


“I thought tonight was about us girls?”


“Hey, you have two. I’m just playing catch-up.”


“Whatever.”


“Raven, I know you like him and all, but….”


“But what?”


“Don’t you think he’s a little old for you?” she asks,
quickly getting serious on me.


“His age doesn’t matter to me. Besides, you know what they
say—a new broom sweeps clean, but an old broom knows every corner.”


I wink at her and she throws her head back, laughing.


“So, he’ll be sweeping your corners?”


“Chrissy, I wish I could explain to you how I feel when he
touches me.”


“Fireworks?”


“Frickin’ Fourth of July and New Year’s rolled into
one.”


Her eyes widen and she loses her smile. She holds my stare
and nods in understanding. I’m so glad I can talk to her about this without
judgment. 


“I got you.” 


She squeezes my fingers and brightens up once more. 


“Enough of that. No more deep stuff. We came here to eat and
shake our asses, right?”


“Right,” I say with a smile.


“Good.”


We listen and sing along as the DJ plays some more Cash
Money hits, Ruff Ryders, No Limit, Biggie, Pac, and a whole lot more.


“You were right. The DJ is really good.”


“I know, right?”  


We jam our way through chips and salsa and some empanadas
before the music changes. It’s as if the DJ is playing especially for me. He
slows it down and plays Sam Smith’s “Leave Your Lover”. Chrissy’s eyes meet
mine and she shrugs. Then he plays “Stay With Me” and “Like I Can.”


“Is this a sign?” I ask. The lyrics of each song are hitting
way too close to home.


“Don’t concentrate on that. How’s your Churrasco?”


“Good. How’s your Mahi Mahi?”


“Here, try it.”


She extends her fork to me and I do the same, offering her a
bite of my steak.


“It’s good,” I tell her.


“Mm-hmm.”


My phone vibrates on the table and I look down to see a text
from Gage. He tried his best to hide it, but I could tell he was disappointed
when I called him earlier to cancel our plans.


Gage: Having fun without me?


Raven: So far…eating right now.


“Which one is it?”


“Gage.”


“What did he say?”


“Just wanted to know if we’re having fun.”


“That’s nice.”


Gage: Don’t worry about the bill. I got you.


Chrissy must have seen the confused look on my face. 


“What is it?” she asks.


“He says he’s taking care of our bill.”


“Shit. If I’d known, I would have gotten the
lobster.”


We laugh and she raises her glass for a toast. I tap mine
against hers.


“To not worrying about our bill,” she says, giggling.


I send him a quick thank you before Chrissy starts jumping
up and down in her seat. The music has changed and the DJ is now playing
Gusttavo Lima’s “Balada”. 


“I love this song! Let’s dance,” she squeals.


We throw off our jackets and she grabs my hand, pulling me
to the dance floor. Here we go.











CHAPTER 16


***Gage***


 


I’ve been watching her since the moment she walked in. Of
course, she doesn’t know I’m here, but I couldn’t stay away. I had to see her.
Ron and Booker are with me. Ron’s already figured me out, but Booker is
clueless. They’re having a good time, though.


When she told me about her little girls’ night out, I was
disappointed. But then I decided to stop being a pussy and let her have some fun.
And then I thought about all the fuckers who would be here hitting on her, so
here I am in full pussy/stalker mode.


They remove their jackets and head to the dance floor. My
soldier immediately stands at attention. Legs, thighs, breasts… I don’t know where
to focus.


“Damn, Chrissy got hot.”


For once, I take my eyes off Raven and look to her friend.
Ron’s right. There must be something in the fucking water these days. I
adjust myself as they start to dance, shaking their asses and grinding on each
other. Fuck, my girl can move. She rolls her hips, slowing down and speeding up
to match the beat. I sure hope she’ll utilize these skills in the bedroom.


Ron and Booker both sit up and lean forward, watching the
show. I’m about to go upside both their heads when I realize that it’s not just
them. All the fuckers with a dick are staring at her. Well, both of them, but
Chrissy’s not mine, Raven is. I clench my teeth and restrain myself. She’s not
doing anything wrong, and I don’t want to ruin her night. 


A few guys try to dance with them, but the girls brush them
off. That is, until Ron walks over there and whispers in Chrissy’s ear. She
looks to Raven who waves them off. She turns to head back to the table and
bumps right into him, the boyfriend. I grab the arms of my chair to stop
myself from going over there. They exchange a few words and then he pulls her
into his arms. They begin to dance but it looks more like vertical fucking to
me. With each step, my anger rises. He pushes her against the wall and
basically starts humping her. I lose my shit. The chair topples over as I bolt
to my feet and march right over there.


I grab her arm and pull her away from him roughly. Her eyes
widen in surprise.


“Gage! What are you doing here?”


“What the fuck are you doing?” I demand. 


“Hey! Get your hands off my girl!” the boyfriend shouts.


Ron and Booker show up and restrain the little fucker before
I snap on him. I drag her behind me and head for the exit at the back. I hear
the boy shouting, but all I can think is that I need to get her out of here.
She struggles against me, trying to pull out of my grasp.


“Stop!” I say through clenched teeth.


She stops struggling but I still have to drag her along. I
push through the door and look around to make sure we’re alone. Satisfied, I
push her against the wall, trapping her with my body. “What the fuck was that?”


“I could ask you the same thing! How could you embarrass me
like that in front of all those people?”


“Embarrass you? You were practically fucking him in front of
everyone!”


“It’s not fucking. It’s called the Bachata.”


“I give zero fucks what it’s called! This is your supposed
girls’ night?”


“He wasn’t supposed to be here. He just showed up. Like
someone else, I see.”


I step back and let out a frustrated growl. “Jesus Christ,
Raven! It’s bad enough I had to watch all those fuckers in there staring at
you, but he had his hands all over you!”


She crosses her arms under her breasts, her chest heaving in
anger. 


“So what? I’m not your girlfriend.”


“Fuck what you think. You’re mine.”


“Fuck you! You come with your promises of dating but you
don’t want a commitment. You say I run hot and cold, but at least I know
what I want.”


“I know what I want.”


“Yeah. As you so eloquently put it, you want to fuck me.”


They’re my words, but hearing them thrown back at me pisses
me the fuck off. “Shut the fuck up. If this was just about pussy, I’d be long
gone. You wanna talk about commitment? Why don’t we talk about how you’re
stringing that poor kid along? How committed are you to him?”


She opens her mouth to say something but closes it quickly.
I take the opportunity to continue.   


“And what about me? Am I supposed to sit back and watch you
run around with the boy? You’re asking me for something you don’t seem willing
to give. Maybe you’re just like Lonnie after all.”


Why the fuck did I say that? Shit. She stands frozen to the
spot, staring at me in open-mouthed shock and disbelief.


I step toward her and she plants her palms on my chest,
pushing me away. I take another step and she pummels my chest with her little
fists.


“You motherfucker!”


“Raven, stop!”


I grab her wrists and we engage in a battle of death stares.
She pulls away and then surprises the hell out of me when she grabs my shirt
and drags me toward her, pressing her lips to mine. I force her against the
wall and fucking own her lips. I have never kissed a woman like this
before. It’s as if I’m pouring out all my rage and frustration, focusing all my
energy into this one act. She claws at me like she’s unsure what to do with her
hands. One second she’s grabbing my shirt, the next it’s my face, and then my
hair. 


She parts her lips, letting me in, and then I own her
tongue, too. She moans, writhing against me. I taste every sweet inch of her
mouth, grabbing her ass and pulling her to me. Squeezing her firm cheeks, I
lift her off the ground. She wraps her legs around my hips and I push into the
wall, pressing my dick against her pussy. I slide my hands under her top and up
her back, desperate to feel her skin. She quivers, whimpering loudly. All the
while, we’re going at each other’s lips like some ravenous creatures. She
breaks the kiss, trying to catch her breath, and I sink my teeth into her neck.


“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it.”


“Gage….”  


“No one else, Raven. No one touches you but me.”


“Raven?”


I turn my head to see who the soft, shaky voice came from.
Raven gasps, unhooks her legs from around me, and shrieks in horror, “Chris!”











***Raven***


 


Fuck, fuck, fuck! The shattered look on his face
grabs my heart in a chokehold. He looks like he’s about to be sick. I can’t
blame him. I can’t even imagine what’s going through his mind right now. He
just shakes his head and walks away.


“Chris, wait!” I untangle myself from Gage and chase him
down, but he ignores me. I grab his hand and he turns to me in a rage.


“I asked you about him and you lied!”


“You asked me if we’re having sex. We’re not.”


“You expect me to believe that?”


“We’ve kissed. That’s it.”


“That’s it?” he mocks me. “Oh, that’s fine then.”


“I know you’re angry, but please—”


“I love you. Do you understand that?”


The tears that were forming in my eyes spill over and race
down my cheeks.


“You had something going with him before we started dating,
didn’t you?”


“We kissed.”


“What is he? Some kind of pedophile?”


“He didn’t know my age.”


“Aah, now I get it. With your birthday coming up, he’s
sniffing around you again.”


“Chris, I swear I didn’t want… I didn’t mean to hurt
you.”


“Well, you have. And for what? Some guy who’s just going to
fuck you and then toss you out like garbage.” He practically spits the words at
me.


“I get your anger, but there’s no need to be mean.”


“Well, what are you going to do?”


“I… I don’t know.” I honestly don’t.


“Great. You know what? Have fun with the biker trash.”


“Chris….”


“Oh, by the way, ask him about Janet Presley.”


He walks away and this time I let him leave. What have I
done? My knees buckle, but I’m caught before I hit the ground.


“It’s okay, doll. I got you.”


He picks me up and I bury my face in his neck as I bawl my
eyes out. When he sets me down, I open my eyes and see I’m in the passenger
seat of his car. “Where are we going?”


“I’m getting you out of here.”


“But Chrissy—”


“I’ll have the boys take care of her.”


He buckles my seat belt, closes the door, and then slides in
next to me. I stare out my window, feeling absolutely numb. I’m the scum of the
Earth. Worse than that. I’m the scum on the bottom of the shoe of the scum of
the Earth. I should have told him instead of him finding out this way. I watch
the scenery change as Gage drives, not knowing where we’re going and not
caring. He takes my hand and gives it a light squeeze.


“You’ll be okay, babe. I’m here.”


I turn to look at him and remember Chris’ last words. “Who’s
Janet Presley?”


His jaw clenches and I see the anger in his eyes before he
looks away. “Where did you hear that name?”


“Who is she?”


“Just some chick. She’s not important.”


“What happened to her?”


“Nothing. She moved away a couple years ago.”


“Was she your girlfriend?”


“What? Hell no.”


I watch him grip the wheel tightly. She means something to
him. I’m not sure what, but I’m not in the frame of mind to figure it out. I
have my own shit to deal with. 


“Fuck.” he says, glancing in the rear-view mirror.


“What is it?”


“Two bikes behind us. Been there for a while.”


“So?”


“So? What bikers you know ride along diligently through
traffic?”


He has a point.


“You think they’re following us?”


“Let’s see.”


He accelerates and I watch in the mirror on my side as the
bikes speed up, too. Then they pull out from behind us.


“I think they’re going to pass us,” I tell him.


“Shit!”


One of them pulls up next to Gage’s window.


“What is he doing?” I exclaim in a panic.


I look around frantically for the other rider and almost
swallow my tongue as I stare through my window and down the barrel of a gun.


Oh. Shit.


 


 


 


Continues in Tempted…












 


 









Tempt (verb)


– To cause someone to do or want to do something even though
it may be wrong, bad, or unwise


– To entice to do wrong by promise of pleasure or gain


Synonyms – persuade, convince, coax


 


 


PROLOGUE







***Gage***


 


Where we left off in Forbidden...


 


Damn. I don’t really like the kid but he looked genuinely
hurt when he found me and Raven together. Am I a sick fuck because I’m relieved
that he knows now? The only thing is, we’re dealing with a double-edged sword.
Raven’s devastated because she’s done the one thing she’s been trying to avoid
all this time—hurt the boy. I can’t stand to see her like this.


“You’ll be okay, babe. I’m here,” I tell her as I gently
squeeze her hand.


She turns to me, eyes brimming with tears, and it crushes
me.


“Who’s Janet Presley?” she asks.


The fuck? How does she know Janet? “Where did
you hear that name?”


“Who is she?”


Who is she? Nobody. Just a woman who almost ruined my
fucking life. “Just some chick. She’s not important.”


I check the rear-view mirror and spot two sport bikes riding
alongside each other. I move closer to the shoulder to allow them to pass but
they stay behind me.


“What happened to her?” Raven’s voice brings me back to the
conversation.


“Nothing. She moved away a couple of years ago.”


“Was she your girlfriend?”


Girlfriend? “What? Hell no.” 


Just talking about her is getting me fucked up. She’s a part
of the reason I don’t do girlfriends. Too much fucking drama. I check the
mirror again as I turn a corner and notice that the bikers follow. Are these
fuckers tailing me? I slow down, they do, too. I take another turn, not on
my route, and they do the same.


“Fuck,” I mutter under my breath.


“What is it?”


“Two bikes behind us. Been there for a while.”


“So?”


“So? What bikers you know ride along diligently through
traffic?” I ask her.


“You think they’re following us?”


“Let’s see.”


I press on the gas and keep my eyes on the mirror. They pull
out from behind us but I notice one of them reaching behind him. I’ve done that
too many times to not recognize what he’s doing.


“I think they’re going to pass us,” Raven says.


No, they’re not. One of them pulls up to my window, keeping
pace with us. “Shit!”


“What is he doing?” Raven asks in a panic.


The other fucker points a gun at her window and I kick my
ass into gear. Coming after me is one thing. Putting Raven in danger? That’s a
whole fucking avalanche of hurt for the suicidal motherfucker who attempts it.









CHAPTER 1


***Gage***


 


It’s funny the things that go through your mind in dangerous
situations. Some people say their lives flash before their eyes. Some think
about their regrets, things they haven’t done. Some get scared shitless and
don’t know what to do. Others say they think about their loved ones. Me? I
thrive on danger and feel that much more powerful when I come out on top. I’m
always ten steps ahead, weaving my way out before my opponent even realizes
what’s going on. Tonight is different. Tonight, all I can think about is the
scared girl next to me, no regard whatsoever for myself. Tonight, she’s the
only thing on my mind. I need to keep her safe, by any means necessary.


“Get down!” I shout.


I swerve right, bumping the rider on Raven’s side of the
car. She unbuckles her seat belt and drops down to the floor, covering her head
with her hands. Before I can get the guy on my side, he fires a shot. It hits
my window, the sound echoing through the car. Thank God for bullet-proof
windows. I floor the gas pedal, trying to put some distance between us.
Raven peeks up at me, fear in her exquisite eyes.


“You’re gonna be fine,” I assure her. “Do you trust me?”


She nods just as a bullet hits the passenger-side window.
The horn blares from a truck coming in the opposite direction, and the rider on
the right falls back and pulls in behind us. The one on the left fires another
shot, hitting my rear view mirror. Think, Gage, think. What would you do if
she wasn’t with you? I’d take the fuckers down.


I need to get off the main road. I move over onto the
shoulder and pass a few cars, but the bikers follow right behind. If I don’t do
something quickly, a lot of people will get hurt. An access road comes into
view, so I head in that direction. A couple more shots hit the rear windshield.
I glance down at Raven, cowering on the floor. I need to end this now.


I hit a hard right, take a few side streets, and get a good
lead on them. I know they won’t give up, though. I press the button I have
hidden under my seat and the secret compartment on the dash opens.


“Whoa,” Raven says, eyes wide in wonder.


“Cool, huh?” I grab one of the unregistered Glocks I keep in
there and drop it in my lap, along with an extra magazine. “Look, we can’t
outrun them, so I need to get rid of them. Just stay down, and I’ll get us out
of here.”


“Fuck that. You got an extra one?”


She climbs back into her seat and grabs the other Glock out
of the dash. Shock turns into pride as she looks over at me, a fire burning in
her eyes.


“Okay. Let’s do this,” I say, more to myself than her.


There’s an open field up ahead, so I race toward it, turn
in, and face the road. I turn the high beams on so the fuckers can see us, then
put my window down. She does the same.


“On my cue, start firing. There are extra mags in there.”


The bikers stop at the edge of the field, and I rev the
engine. Come on, motherfuckers. They sit there, just waiting and
watching. I rev the engine again and they take off toward us. I shift into gear
and press the gas.


“Now, babe!”


They fire a shit-storm of bullets which hit the windshield
and the grill. Raven fires at the guy on her side, taking him down after four
shots. I wait until the other is close enough and fire one into his chest. He
flies backwards, flopping to the ground. I need to make sure they’re dead. I
stop the car and turn to her, taking her hand. She’s breathing heavily, but she
doesn’t seem scared anymore. She stares into my eyes, waiting. Waiting for me
to tell her our next move. She trusts me to get us out of this shit, and I
will. “Get into the driver’s seat and lock the doors. Anything happens to me,
you drive away. Got it?”


“What? I’m not leaving you!”


Fuck me. Each day that passes, she looks more and
more like the perfect woman. I crush my lips to hers then pull back
reluctantly. “Just do as I say,” I command while grabbing my flashlight from
the glove compartment. 


I hop out and listen for the click of the locks. The moment
I hear it, I move slowly toward the biker I shot, listening to the two
shitheads groaning. Make that one; one of them goes quiet. I find the one I
shot, but he’s done for. I put another bullet in him anyway before I head to
the opposite side and find the other fucker. Damn. All Raven’s shots connected—one
in the stomach and three in the chest. The girl is good. I crouch down and
remove his helmet. He coughs, blood dripping out of his mouth. “Who sent you?”


“F… fuck… you.”


“Fuck me? Nah. Fuck you, motherfucker.” I put a bullet in
his neck and watch as the life drains from his eyes. “Fucker.”


I head back to the car and Raven jumps out and into my arms.
Fuck, she feels good. I hold her to me tightly, thanking God she’s safe.
I don’t know what I would have done if she’d been hurt. Or worse.


“Are you okay?”


“I’m fine. You good?” I ask as I toss the flashlight onto
the back seat.


She nods, her head bouncing up and down emphatically. I
need to get her out of here. I pull out my phone and dial Razor.


“Prez,” he answers.


“I need clean-up… and a ride. Bring the trailer, too.”


“Got it. Where?”


“I don’t have a fucking clue. Have Tek track the Mustang.”


“Got it.”


“And clear out the clubhouse. Members only.” I hang up and
look down at the girl still clutching me tightly. “You never stop surprising
me.”


She gazes up at me, and I brush a kiss on her lips. How many
women would have done what she did? Not a lot of men would have stepped
up like that. I lean against the car and just hold her, stroking her hair as I
stare up at the night sky. Her words play on a loop in my mind. I’m not
leaving you. And I don’t believe she would have, either. I think she would
have gone down with me if it had come to that. Shit. This is exactly why I
don’t keep women around, why I keep a revolving door on my bedroom. Any woman
of mine would be an easy target. Is that what I’m doing to Raven? Am I turning
her into a target? I know I’m a selfish son of a bitch, but I want her too much
to let her go. I’ll keep her safe. If I have to become her personal bodyguard
then so be it. If anyone wants to get to her, they have to go through me.


The guys arrive half an hour later. They roll my bike out of
the trailer and load up the bodies and their bikes. Razor walks over to me,
jerking his head toward the Mustang. 


“What happened?”


“Later, Razor. Church when we get back.”


He nods and heads back to help the others. I lightly squeeze
Raven’s shoulders, and she peeks up at me. “Come on, doll.”


She releases me, and I grab my hoodie from the back seat.
Standing before her, I place it around her shoulders and she sticks her arms
in. I zip it up and lift the hood over her head. While Motor loads the Mustang
into the trailer, I help Raven onto my bike. She instinctively slides forward
and wraps her arms around me when I climb on. She clings to me for the entire
ride, her tight grip never faltering. Fuck if I don’t like the feeling.


We roll into the compound, and I park in the garage. While
helping her off, I notice she’s shaking. “Babe? You okay?”


She doesn’t answer. She’s staring at my chest, but I get the
feeling she’s not seeing me. Fuck. She must be in shock or something.
I pick her up and hurry inside, praying she’ll be okay. E rushes toward me.


“What happened?” he asks in a panic.


“I think she’s in shock.”


His eyes widen, and he exclaims, “She was with you?”


“Could you just take a look at her?” I really don’t need his
shit right now.


“I’ll get my bag.”


I take her to my room and lay her on the bed gently. She
stares up at the ceiling, hardly blinking. I enclose her trembling fingers in
mine.


“You’re okay, doll.”


“I… I killed him.”


“What? No. No, babe. You shot him, but he didn’t die. I
killed him.”


E enters the room and kneels next to me, trying to brush me
aside. “Wait outside.”


“Why?” I ask.


“I need to do this without you hovering over me. Just give
me a few minutes.”


“E—”


“Please, Gage.”


Fine. But he better know I’m not going far. I give
Raven’s fingers a gentle squeeze. “I’m right outside the door.”


I pace the corridor for what seems like an eternity, but was
probably just ten minutes, before E opens the door.

“She’s fine. Just a little shaken up. I gave her something to help her sleep.”


He pats my back and leaves. I hurry into the room, eager to
get back to her side. She’s sitting up now. I close the door behind me and
kneel in front of her. “That was one of the bravest things I’ve seen in my
life. You were awesome, babe.”


She trails her fingers over the stubble on my jaw and gives
me a small smile. Good. She’s snapping out of it. I fucking hate to
leave her right now. “I’ve got to talk to the guys. Lie down and I’ll be back
as soon as I can.”


“I… I should go. I have work in the morning.”


“Don’t worry about it. I’ll talk to Millie.”


She nods and lies back down. I kiss her forehead and make my
way to the chapel. Everyone’s there, waiting, all eyes turning to me when I
walk through the big double doors. Except for Tek. He’s tapping away on his
laptop’s keyboard. He’s our resident techie, hence the name. Fucker could have
gone to MIT but stuck around here. I have no idea why. 


I take my place at the head of the table. “Tek?”


“Jonas Wilde and Jerry Cane, both from Atlanta addresses. No
ink, no known affiliations… just a couple of traffic tickets between ’em.”


“No ink… so it’s not another MC or a gang. Why would they
come after me?”


“Think it has anything to do with last night?” Razor asks.


I raise a brow at him. “Cassidy? I don’t think so. But I
guess I should pay her a visit. Motor, the Mustang?”


“Boys are working on it as we speak.”


“Good.”


“What exactly happened?” E asks.


“They were tailing me. I tried to lose ’em and they started
firing. Couldn’t shake ’em, so I decided to take ’em out.”


“Where was Raven in all of this?”


“Dude,” I say proudly. “You wouldn’t believe me if I told
you.”


“Try me.”


“She helped.”


Everyone’s eyes widen in surprise. I lean back in the chair,
my chest swelling with admiration for her. I notice Chopper watching me keenly.
He doesn’t say a word, though. 


“What?” E furrows his brows in confusion.


“Yeah. Grabbed the extra gun and basically said she wasn’t
having that shit. Took out one of the fuckers almost on her own. The only
bullet I put in him was the one in his neck.”


“Damn, Prez! Impressive bitch you got there.”


“Watch your fucking mouth, Crow,” I growl. She’s not some
regular bitch, and they all better get that through their thick skulls. 


He raises his hands in surrender and shakes his head.
“Sorry, boss.”


I turn back to Tek. “Find out everything you can about the
fuckers. I don’t know if it’s just me they’re after, so no one rides alone.
Razor, you and me got a date with Miss Martin tomorrow.”


“Got it, Prez.”


“I don’t want anyone hanging around here for the next few
days, either. That includes Hounds.” That doesn’t go over too well. They all
start grumbling, and I raise my hand to stop any forthcoming arguments. “I’m
serious. You want some pussy, you go out and get it like every other
motherfucker on the planet. I’m not trusting anyone at this point.” There are
still a few grumbles, but no one opposes me.


“And the girl?” Motor asks.


“What do you mean?”


“I mean, is she gonna keep quiet?”


“Of course she will.”


“You sure?”


I lean forward with clenched teeth and a murderous glare. E
kicks me under the table because he knows I’m about to go the fuck off, so I
take a deep breath and bring it down a few notches. I can’t get into it with
any of my brothers right now.


“I said she will. Anything else?”


After a chorus of “no,” I dismiss them all and push my chair
back. I have something important to tend to in my room. E grabs my hand before
I can leave, and I drop back in my chair with a groan. “Let me guess… you wanna
talk?”


“I do.”


“When did we become bitches? You wanna have a sleepover and
braid each other’s hair?”


“Shut the fuck up.”


He waits until everyone else is out of the room then looks
me right in the eyes.


“What are you doing?” he asks, concern in his voice.


“What do you mean?”


“With Raven.”


“What does it look like I’m doing?”


“It looks like we might be getting a First Lady.”


First Lady? He must be out of his fucking mind. The whole
world knows I don’t do old ladies. “What? Fuck off, E.”


“No? Then what? I don’t want to see her get hurt.”


“I’m not going to hurt her, and she’s not your concern.”


He leans back with a cocky grin and a glint in his eye. If
he wasn’t my best friend, he’d be on the receiving end of a throat punch right
now.


“Like I said… First. Lady.”


“And like I said… fuck. Off.”


I walk away to the sound of his laughter. Dickhead. First
Lady, my ass. I’m seriously in to her, but I’m still not looking for an old
lady. On the way to my room, Ron stops me and hands me Raven’s phone and
jacket. “You took care of her friend?”


“Yeah, boss.”


“Good.”


I bump into Chopper coming out of my room and raise a brow
at him. What the fuck was he doing in there? “Pop?”


He closes the door quietly and narrows his eyes at me. Yeah,
he’s about to drop some “fatherly advice” on me.


“That girl in there? She’s not the type you play with, son.”


“I know.”


“So, you plan on keeping her around then?”


“Maybe.”


He places a firm hand on my shoulder and holds my stare. I
haven’t seen Chopper this intense in a long time. Since he stepped down as
president, he’s been doing the whole retiree and grandpa thing. Even though he
still attends church, he rarely speaks and only gives advice when I ask for it.
For him to offer it up on his own is serious business, so I listen carefully.


“Consider this. She just shot a man, almost took a bullet
for you and she’s in your bed right now. She didn’t run for the hills, or
worse, to the cops.”


He gives my shoulder a squeeze and leaves me in the
corridor. He’s right. She didn’t have to do what she did. Afterwards, she could
have told me to take her home and fuck off, but she didn’t.


I open the door and the sight before me stops me in my
tracks. This is definitely some shit I never expected to see—a woman asleep in
my bed. I close the door and approach her quietly. She’s curled up under the
blanket, her face peaceful and absolutely beautiful. I contemplate going to
sleep in E’s room but I don’t want to leave her alone, so I undress and slide
under the covers. I lie there for about two minutes before I give in to the
call of her warm body. I need to feel her. I curl my arm around her waist and
pull her against me, her back to my front. She sighs in her sleep and settles
into my arms. Jesus, she feels amazing. I close my eyes and drift off to
E’s words swirling in my mind. First Lady.









CHAPTER 2


***Raven***


 


I wake up tangled with someone else’s body and something
hard poking my stomach. A solid wall of man slowly comes into focus when I open
my eyes. My forehead rests on Gage’s hard, tattooed chest and his scent fills
my nostrils. I savor the sight, smell, and feel of him until the gravity of the
situation hits me. I slept in his bed. All. Night. Shit. I carefully
detach myself and slide off the bed. Baby Jesus. Even this early in the
morning, he looks utterly fuckable. I shake it off and head to the bathroom. I
seriously need to pee.


I wash my hands and face and eye his toothbrush longingly.
Why the hell not? We’ve already swapped spit. I walk back into the room with
minty-fresh breath. He’s still asleep, so I climb back into bed. The moment I
do, his eyes snap open. Surprise. That’s what I see. I guess he’s not used to
waking up next to anyone. But then he relaxes and pulls me toward him with a
smile.


“Good morning, doll.”


“Good morning. Sleep well?”


“I did.”


“You sound surprised,” I mock him, remembering our little
phone sexcapade. 


“I am.”


He rolls onto his back, taking me with him. I lay my head on
his chest and throw my leg over his. It connects with his morning wood. 


“Shit. Don’t move. I’ll be right back.”


He returns from the bathroom a few minutes later with a
smile and a noticeably absent bulge. After sliding under the covers, he pulls
me back into his arms.


“You used my toothbrush.”


“You don’t mind?”


“Of course not. Use anything you like. Including me.”


“That last part sounds good.”


“Yeah?” He smirks. “Come here. I need a proper good
morning.”


Excitement courses through my veins as I lean in and press
my lips to his. He sucks on them, biting into the bottom one and pulling on it
before sliding his tongue between them. Fuck, this man can kiss. I moan
as he pulls my head back by my hair and sucks on my neck.


“My T-shirt looks good on you,” he mumbles, his breath
causing goosebumps to pepper my skin. 


I was so sleepy after he left me last night, I knew I wasn’t
going to get farther than his bed. I don’t know why I did it but I searched his
drawers, changed into his shirt, and climbed right back under the covers.


“Mm-hmm… wanna wear mine?” I all but swallow a giggle when
his palm connects with my ass. “Ow!”


“Fuck, babe! You’re not wearing any clothes?”


I am wearing clothes. Well, his T-shirt and my
panties. “I’m not naked.”


“Fuck.”


He crushes my lips beneath his and grabs a handful of my
ass, squeezing hard. Just like last night, we tear at each other’s lips, caught
up in a frenzy. I reach down and as I’m about to grab his dick, there’s a knock
at the door. He lets out an angry growl and rips his lips from mine.


“Fuck off!” he yells.


He turns back to me but whoever it is knocks again. I giggle
at his annoyed expression.


“I said fuck off!”


“Sorry, boss. The sheriff is here,” the intruder says from
behind the door. 


“Fuck. Stay here. Don’t need him seeing you.”


He drags on his jeans and shirt from last night and closes
the door behind him. A few minutes later, I hear his voice. I peek through his
window, which gives me a perfect view of the courtyard, and I see him talking
to the sheriff.


“Got reports last night of two men on motorcycles chasing
and shooting at a car,” the sheriff addresses Gage.


“I can assure you, Sheriff, neither I nor any of my men were
chasing or shooting at any cars.”


“For once, I believe you.”


Gage scoffs. “Oh, really? Why?”


“Description of the car being shot at matches your Mustang.”


Oh, shit. I look closely at Gage. He’s super cool,
showing no signs of fear or even anxiety. He’s great under pressure. His
actions last night proved that.


“I don’t see how that’s possible. Car’s been in the shop,
getting some more modifications done.”


The sheriff doesn’t look convinced. “Where you were last
night around eleven?”


“I was at Chiquita’s. Two of my guys were with me and can
verify that. Along with everyone else who saw me there.”


“Mind if I take a look at your car?” He jerks his chin
toward the trailer. “Or maybe just what’s in that trailer there.”


Oh, no. If I remember anything from last night, it’s
that the car, along with two dead bodies, are in that trailer.


“You got a warrant?” Gage asks.


“You got something to hide?”


They stare each other down until Gage chuckles and shakes
his head.


“You know what? Since we’re such good friends…”


The way he said “friends” indicates they’re anything but
friends.


“I’ll do you a favor,” he continues. “I’ll let you look in
my trailer, without a warrant, just to ease your mind.”


“Appreciate it,” the sheriff replies dryly.


Gage motions to one of the guys who then springs into action
and moves toward the trailer. I hold my breath. Dear God, I’m about to go to
prison for murder. I watch as the guy climbs into the trailer and some
others attach a ramp to it. Seconds later, the Mustang comes rolling down,
looking like it just came off the lot. What the fuck? How did they
fix it so quickly? The detective walks to the trailer and peers inside. He
turns back to Gage with a not-so-pleased look. I can tell he knows he’s been
duped. Damn, these guys are good.


“Well… thank you for your cooperation, Mr. Hunter. Have a
nice day.”


“You, too, Sheriff Renley.”


He takes one last look around then climbs into his patrol
car and drives away. I let out the breath I’ve been holding. That was close.
I turn away from the window and see my jacket and phone sitting on the
chair in the corner. I hit the big, red punching bag as I pass by, grab my
phone, and climb back onto the bed. His room is neat but pretty basic—the bed,
a chest of drawers, a nightstand. There’s also a flat screen TV mounted on the
wall. Lying on my stomach, I check my messages. Just a few calls and texts from
Chrissy. I better call her back.


“Ray! Where the hell are you?” she answers in a panicked
voice.


“I’m fine. I’m at the clubhouse.”


“Oh, shit! Did you stay there last night?”


“Yes….”


“Oh, my God! Did you—”


I quickly cut her off. “No! Nothing happened. We just
slept.”


“In the same bed?”


“Yeah….”


“Girl, you have nerves of steel. I woulda tapped that.”


“Yeah, well… no one’s tapping anything.”


“Yet,” she says with a giggle.


“Whatever. I need a favor.”


“Sure. Anything.”


“I need some clothes. And clean underwear. And shoes… oh,
and my phone charger.”


“No problem.”


“I’ll ask Ron if he can pick you up. I think I saw stars in
your eyes last night when he whispered in your ear,” I tease.


“Oh, Lord, Ray… he’s gorgeous! I’ve had a crush on him since
forever.”


“Did you give him your number?”


“Of course.”


“Great. I’ll have him call you and you can work out pick-up.
You remember where the spare key is?”


“Yup.”


“Lonnie won’t be home for hours, so you don’t have to worry
about her.”


“Great! I’ll see you later.”


“’Kay.” I stop her before she hangs up. “Chrissy? How is
he?”


“Not good. Locked himself in his room and won’t come out.”


“You think he’d talk to me?”


“Just give it some time. He’s hurt and angry. He needs some
time to cool off.”


“You sure?”


“I’m positive.”


“Okay.”


“I’ll see you in a bit.”


I hang up and bury my face in the bed. I’m a horrible,
horrible person. If I had listened to Gage, I would have broken up with him a long
time ago. Even if I wasn’t going to be with Gage, I knew I wasn’t that into
Chris. Instead, I made him fall in love me.


“Jesus Christ, woman! Where are your clothes?”


I look up just as Gage slams the door. “Clothes?”


“Clothes!”


He motions toward me and I look down. The shirt rode up and
my ass is out. My lace boy shorts don’t exactly cover much. “You’re scared of a
little skin?” I smirk at him.


“You’re the one who should be scared. Do you realize where
you are?”


I tug on his hand until he falls onto the bed. He pulls me
to him before he even stops bouncing. “Whatever. You’re not gonna do anything.”


“I’m not, huh? Just wait. I’m gonna fuck that smart mouth
right out of you.”


“You think that’s the answer to everything, don’t you? If
you don’t like something, you’re going to fuck it out of me?”


“Absolutely. Or just shut you up. You won’t exactly be able
to use that smart mouth with my dick in your throat.”


“Oh, God! I may have a smart mouth but you
have a dirty one. Clean it up with Orbit.”


“You love my dirty mouth. We both know how wet it gets you.”


“Really? How wet?”


“Dripping wet… soak-your-panties wet.”


I draw a ragged breath as I feel that exact thing happening.
Goddamn it but he’s right.


“Maybe you should teach a class. Panty Wetting 101.”


“The only panties I’m interested in getting wet are yours,”
he says, licking his lips.


I swallow hard as I stare into his eyes. “Yeah? Why don’t
you see if it’s working?”


“Raven….”


I ignore the warning in his voice and straddle his hips,
sitting directly on his growing erection.


“What are you doing?”


I adjust my position and discover the wonderful thing known
as friction. I don’t know if it’s the roughness of his jeans or the hardness
beneath it but whatever it is, it’s awesome. I rock my hips and he grabs them,
steadying me.


“Don’t,” he commands.


I cover his hands with mine and slide forward then back. He
closes his eyes, the internal struggle evident on his face. He wants me to
stop, but he also wants me to keep going. I want to keep going. I roll my hips,
grinding my pussy against his crotch. He groans and his fingers dig into my
hips. I place my hands on his chest, grabbing at his shirt as the sweetest
sensations flow through my body.


“Gage....”


He opens his eyes and I lean forward, sucking his bottom lip
into my mouth. He takes over, deepening the kiss and pressing down on my hips.
With the angle and him controlling my movements, I feel like I’m about to come
any second. I moan, moving faster and faster as I feel my orgasm approaching.


“Fuck, babe.”


He rolls over, putting me beneath him, then tries to pull
away. I wrap my legs around him and keep him in place as I grind on him. He is not
denying me this. “Gage, please… I’m almost there.”


“Fuck.”


He adjusts his hips and presses down on me harder. When he
begins to move with me, it intensifies everything. I grab his shoulders
and clench my muscles, too far gone now to stop. “Gage!” My legs tremble and my
whole body shakes beneath him. I thought my fingers were good but holy hell, I
may never use them again. I smile up at him as I try to catch my breath. 


“Wow.”


He lays his forehead on mine and mumbles, “You’re the one
who should be called Reaper… ’cause you’re killing me slowly but surely.”









CHAPTER 3


***Raven***


 


Damn. Where did that come from? I raise my lips to
his and kiss him softly. “That was sweet.”


“Sweet?” He scoffs and drops down next to me, supporting his
head on his palm. “It’s sweet that you’re killing me?” 


“No, of course not. It’s sweet of you to admit that I affect
you, too.”


“That’s what you call it? ‘Affect’?”


He takes my hand, presses it to his crotch, and I curl my
fingers around what feels like a steel pole. Does he always get this hard?
Or is it just with me? I’d like to think that, but I highly doubt it.


“You feel that?” he asks. “You turn my dick into a fuckin’
brick wall. All I want to do is fuck you until you come, screaming my name,
then change positions and start all over. So, yeah, you ‘affect’ me.”


I swallow hard, sliding my fingers up and down his dick. We
stare into each other’s eyes until something snaps inside him and he grabs my
hand.


“I know it’s your favorite color and all, but I don’t need
the blue balls. You have any idea how much that shit hurts?”


“Well, I can’t experience it but I know it involves pain and
fluid congestion in the testicles, so it can’t be pleasant.”


“The fuck, Raven?” His eyes widen in shock. “How the fuck do
you know exactly what it is?”


“I told you, I read a lot.”


“And why the fuck are you reading about balls?”


I raise a shoulder in a shrug and drop my gaze. It’s not
like I had a mother to teach me anything. Daddy would never talk about that
stuff with me and Lonnie barely talked to me at all. How else was I going to
learn? “I didn’t really have anyone to talk to, ask questions. I turned to
books instead.”


I hear him take a deep breath before he pulls me into his
arms, cradling my head on his chest. I throw my arm and leg over him and settle
in against him.


“It’s okay, doll. You have me now.”


I haven’t felt as at peace in a long time as I do in this
very moment. I have him. I have him, and that means I’m no longer alone. I
have him. He holds me in his arms and we lie there for a long time, not
saying anything, just being together. That is until my growling stomach
interrupts our quiet companionship. 


“Hungry?” he asks, and I can hear the smile in his voice.


“Starving. What’s for breakfast?”


“I wish it was your pussy.”


“And Mr. Dirty Mouth is back.”


“He never left, baby doll. I’m gonna take a shower then get
you something to eat.”


“Okay.”


He adjusts himself as he walks to his chest of drawers. As I
watch him choose boxers, the scene between him and the sheriff replays in my
mind. I have so many questions about last night and this morning. Why were
those men chasing us? Who were they? Are there others? Will they come after us,
too? Where did the bodies go? 


“Gage?”


“Hmm?”


“Who were those men from last night?”


“I don’t know, but I’ll find out.”


“What happened to the... the bodies?”


“Don’t worry your pretty little head about that.”


“But—”


“Raven,” he cuts me off. “I can’t tell you, so stop asking.
Besides, the less you know, the better.”


“Gage, I’m scared.”


He sits on the edge of the bed and palms the back of my
neck, pulling my face close to his. A firm but gentle squeeze ensures I’m
looking in his eyes.


“I got you. I won’t let anything happen to you, Raven. I promise.”


“But—”


“You trust me, right?”


“Yes.”


“Then trust that I’ll protect you, no matter what.”


I bite into my bottom lip and nod. I do trust him,
and after seeing him in action last night, I trust him with my life. 


“Good,” he says, rising and grabbing his boxers off the bed.
That reminds me. 


“I asked Chrissy to bring me some clothes. Think you could
get Ron to pick her up?”


“Sure, babe.”


He taps something out on his phone then tosses it on the
bed. I stare at it as he heads to the bathroom. I’ve never seen a guy do that…
ever. He not only left one, but two phones sitting around. He either has
nothing to hide or trusts me enough to know I won’t go through them. Either
way, he just earned major points. I grab my own phone and check Facebook,
Twitter, and Instagram. Chris has updated his status to “single” and removed
his profile picture of the two of us. Well, then. It stings, but
at least he hasn’t posted anything nasty about me. Despite Chrissy’s advice, I
try calling him. His phone goes straight to voicemail. I take a deep breath and
wait for the beep.


“Chris... I know I’m the last person you want to talk to,
but...I just need you to know that I never wanted to hurt you. I should have
been honest with you. There are a lot of things I should have done, and I’m
sorry. It won’t change anything, but I am. I’m sorry.”


I hang up and just lie there, staring into space. I didn’t
ask for forgiveness because frankly, I don’t deserve it. If he responds by
calling me a lying, cheating cunt, I wouldn’t blame him. I deserve to be called
every name in the book in addition to any new ones he can come up with. He
doesn’t reply though, and it makes me feel that much worse.


Chrissy’s voice precedes a knock on the door. I check the
time on my phone and realize I’ve been lying here for almost an hour. Gage is
still in the shower. Damn. He must be running a marathon in there. 


“Come in.” 


Ron opens the door, greeting me as he ushers Chrissy in.
“Hey, Raven.”


“Hey, Ron. Thanks.”


“No problem.”


They make googly eyes at each other and then he leaves,
walking backwards so they’re still looking at each other. Once he’s gone,
Chrissy closes the door and drops my backpack on the bed before climbing in
next to me, handing me a paper bag from McDonald’s.


“Got you breakfast,” she says in a sing-song voice.


“Thanks,” I reply as I lean over and absentmindedly kiss her
cheek.


“Thank your man. It was his idea.”


“He’s not my man.” Technically... or not yet? I don’t even
know what we are to each other.


“Whatever.”


Realizing my mood, she furrows her brows and tucks my hair
behind my ear.


“What’s wrong?”


“I just don’t like myself right now.”


“He’ll be fine. I’ll make sure of it.”


“I called him,” I say quietly.


“Ray, I told you not to,” she scolds me.


“He didn’t pick up. I got his voicemail.”


“Yeah... he turns it off when he’s upset.”


“It’s all my fault. If I’d listened to Gage, all this could
have been avoided.”


“All the ifs in the world won’t change anything now. I’ll
take care of Chris.”


She sits Indian-style and bounces on the bed, giving me a bright
smile. I know that smile. She’s about to try and change the subject to cheer me
up. Gotta love her.


“So this is where all the magic happened,” she says, her
palms gliding over the bed.


I don’t want to talk about me and Gage, so I try to steer
the conversation toward her. “Tell me about the magic I just saw with you and
Ron.” 


“O.M.G… amazing kisser. Like mind. Blown.”


“When are you going out?”


“Tonight,” she practically squeals in excitement. “We’re
gonna try Chiquita’s again.”


“That’s gr—”


The bathroom door opens, banging against the wall. Gage
walks out in his boxer briefs, whistling and drying his hair with a towel.


“Oh… hey,” he greets Chrissy. “Chrissy, right?”


She stares at him, eyes wide, mouth open. “Um… y...yeah,”
she stutters.


I can definitely relate to the reaction. Gage Hunter is sex
personified. With his amazing body and the way those boxers cling to him… my
muscles clench. Chrissy grabs my hand, squeezing my fingers. We watch as he
walks to the closet and starts pulling out clothes.


“I can’t believe you slept next to him all night and didn’t
rape him.”


Gage bursts out laughing, and Chrissy turns to me in
wide-eyed horror.


“Did I say that out loud?”


“Yes!”


I join Gage, falling over and grabbing my stomach. The look
on her face is priceless.


“Ugh! Kill me now.”


“It’s okay, Chrissy. I totally understand,” Gage says.


He gives her that cocky grin of his and I throw his pillow
at him. Conceited bastard. He catches it and tosses it back with a wink. We sit
back and enjoy the Gage show as we eat. He revels in it, the smirk never
leaving his face, until he shrugs into his cut.


“I got club shit to handle, so I’ll see you later. Chrissy
can keep you company, but under no circumstance do you leave the compound. Got
it?”


“Yes, Dad.”


“Fuckin’ smart mouth.”


He drops a kiss on my lips and one on Chrissy’s cheek, then
heads for the door.


“Anything you need, talk to Ron. You need me, call me.”


“’Kay.”


“Later, babe.”


He closes the door behind him and we fall back on the bed
with a collective sigh.


“God, Ray. He smells good.”


“Tell me about it.”


I don’t know about Chrissy, but I need some time to
recuperate from all that sexiness. She mumbles “Goddamn” and I get confirmation
that I’m not the only one. We stare up at the ceiling, caught up in the sexual
whirlwind that is Gage.









***Gage***


 


“What’s the plan?” Razor asks as we park outside the
warehouse where Cassidy has her office.


“No plan. Just gonna talk to her. She’s a little psycho but
I don’t think it was her.” The whole point was to get me to fuck her so I doubt
she sent them to kill me. “They were probably just retaliating for the two we
killed.”


Her assistant gives me a come-fuck-me smile as we approach.
I remove my riding gloves and stick them in my pocket. She bats her lids and
smiles brightly before biting into her bottom lip.


“Mr. Hunter! Haven’t seen you in a while.”


“Miss Martin in?”


She fumbles at my apparent lack of interest and picks up her
phone. After talking to her boss, she motions to the door.


“Wait here,” I tell Razor.


I close the door behind me and take a long, hard look at a
very nervous Cassidy Martin.


“Gage… I swear, I haven’t said—”


I raise my hand to stop her then take a seat. “The guys you
hired… Where’d you find ’em?”


“A friend gave me a phone number. I called.”


“What friend?”


“I can’t—”


“What. Friend?”


She swallows hard and takes a shaky breath. “Please… I don’t
want to get her mixed up in this.”


“You still have the number?”


She looks down at her desk, avoiding my stare. That’s a very
obvious tell. I know her next words will be a lie.


“No. I… I threw it away.”


I can see she’s not going to give up the info willingly.
Maybe I’m approaching this the wrong way. I don’t think intimidation is going
to work with her, but I know what will. Luckily, I’m me. “You’re not lying to
me are you, Cassidy?”


Her gaze remains fixed on the desk. “No, of course not.”


“Stand up.”


Finally, she looks at me, excitement creeping into her eyes.
“Wh…what?”


“Don’t make me say it again.”


She rises slowly, her eyes locked with mine. Her chest is
heaving, and I see the uncertainty in her gaze. She’s scared but turned on,
too. One thing I do remember about her is that she likes it rough and kinky. I
make my way over to her, taking my time. She watches me, her chest rising and
falling more rapidly with each step I take. I move her chair and stand behind
her, close but not touching. 


“I think you’re lying to me, Cassidy. I think...you’re being
a bad girl.” Her body trembles before me and she lets out a moan. “Do you know
what happens to bad girls?”


“They get spanked,” she says on a hurried breath. 


The fear is gone, replaced completely by enthusiasm. Damn,
I’m good! I slowly pull her little skirt up, exposing her cheeks. A thong.
Perfect. She’s wearing some sexy lingerie set, complete with garter belt and
stockings. 


“Were you expecting someone? Or did you wear this for me?”


“I… I was hoping—”


“And the fuck-me heels?”


“Yes,” she whispers breathlessly. 


She tries to lean into me, but I step away and perch on the
edge of her desk. I look her over from head to toe and realize I don’t want to
touch her. She’s gorgeous and I didn’t hesitate to fuck her before, but there’s
just no interest now. I find a wooden ruler on her desk and trail it lightly up
her thigh.


“Spread your legs.” She complies quickly, watching me with
her bottom lip between her teeth. I move behind her once more, sliding the
ruler up the inner sides of both thighs. “Wider.” I smack one of them and she
yelps, widening her stance. “Now, the men. Who were they?”


“I don’t know.”  


I slap her cheek and watch as the ruler leaves a red imprint
on her ass. Her body shakes as if she just came where she stands. I stroke the
spot with the ruler, still not wanting to touch her. She rolls her hips and I
smack her again, developing a pattern—slap, stroke, slap… and then change it up
so she never knows what’s coming next.


“Gage….”


“If I touch your pussy right now… will it be wet?” I ask,
even though I have no inclination to do so.


“Oh, God, yes!”


I chuckle, sliding the ruler over the crotch of her panties.
“Where’d you find those guys?”


“The number… my friend said she uses them for security all
the time.”


“Mm-hmm.” I concentrate the top edge of the ruler on her
clit and she moans. “Security… Are they from a company?”


She rolls her hips, grinding on the ruler. I strike her clit
twice.


“No! Not a company… just… just a group of friends.”


A group. My retaliation theory seems to be right. I stroke
her once more, gliding the ruler over the material covering her pussy. “Where’s
the number?”


She hesitates. I move closer so she thinks I’m going to
touch her. Instead, I slap both cheeks twice.


“Fuck, Gage....”


“The number?”


“It’s in my desk! Just please… please, fuck me!”


I give her one last smack on the ass. Hard. She jerks and
cries out. “Sit,” I tell her as I toss the ruler on the desk. She scrambles to
her chair and immediately reaches for my belt. “Uh-uh… hands in your lap.”


She smiles, licks her lips then bites into the bottom one.
She really thinks I’m going to let her suck my dick? No matter what she does,
it’s all lost on me. My dick isn’t even mildly interested. “Where is it?”


“Top drawer,” she says eagerly.


I search the drawer, find a white card with just a number on
it then show it to her.


“That’s it.” She nods.


I stick it in my pocket and wonder what I should do with
her. She’d probably do anything I tell her to. Bitch is hard-up for some dick,
so I’ll get her some. “Up.” She jumps to her feet and I stand behind her. She
wiggles her ass impatiently. “You want to get fucked, Cassidy?”


“God, yes!”


“You will be… just not by me.”


“What? Gage—”


“Don’t. Move.”


I stick my head through the door and wave Razor over, giving
him a peek inside.


“A gift for you, my brother.”


He looks to the heavens and bites his lip. “I ever tell you
I love you, brother?”


“Make it quick. I’ll wait for you outside.”


But not before I stop in the men’s room and wash my hands. I
suddenly feel very dirty. While waiting, my mind drifts to Raven. That shit she
pulled this morning had me coming like three times in the shower. Just feeling
her body tremble beneath me was like nothing I’ve ever experienced before. And
waking up next to her? I wouldn’t mind doing that every day. Not at all.


Razor exits the building with a huge grin on his face.
“Thank you, my brother. That was a fine piece of ass.”


“Crazy as fuck, though.”


“I know. That’s why I’m seeing her later.” He grins as he
slips his aviators on.


“You’re a sick fuck, Razor.”


“Don’t I know it, Prez.”









CHAPTER 4


***Raven***


 


You know in the movies where someone walks into a room, a
record scratches somewhere, and everyone stares at the newcomer? Think MJ
walking into the nightclub in the beginning of the “Smooth Criminal” video.
That’s exactly what happened. All I know is, one moment Chrissy and I are
playing pool, hanging out with some of the guys, and the next moment it’s dead
silent. I look up and everyone is staring at the door. I’m bent over the pool
table, so I straighten and turn around. I wish I hadn’t though, because I’m
staring into the blue eyes of Death himself. Gage stands there, shaking with
barely restrained rage, his eyes locked on me. He’s a volcano about to erupt. I
swallow hard.


“Where the fuck… are your clothes?” he shouts.


I swear his voice echoes through my entire body. We’re
back to this? What I’m wearing is perfectly fine—shorts and a bandeau.
Jeez, even Daddy wasn’t this anal. Before I can say anything, he storms up to
me and grabs my hand. Without stopping, he drags me behind him to his room,
pushing me inside and slamming the door behind him. I haven’t even regained my
balance before he grabs me again and forces me against the wall.


“What the hell, Gage?”


“Have you been drinking? Smoking?”


I roll my eyes. “No, Daddy.”


“I swear to God, woman. Don’t test me!”


“How?”


“You’re out there practically naked!”


“I am not!”


“You like that, huh? Being a fucking tease?” he asks,
getting into my face.


A tease? “How dare you—”


I cringe as he slams his palm on the wall by my head and
closes his eyes, trying to rein in his anger. Okay, I think it may be in my
best interest not to push him right now.


“Just cover up, Raven,” he says, his words coming through
clenched teeth.


“I don’t have anything else. This is all Chrissy brought.”


He pushes away from me and removes a T-shirt and sweat pants
from his chest of drawers.


“Put these on. I’d rather not have to kill any of my
brothers.”

Aah… now I get it. “For what? Looking at
me?”


He doesn’t answer, but I know that’s the problem. He’s
jealous… to the thousandth degree, but it’s kind of cute. I take his hand, pull
him to the bed, and push down on his shoulders. Sitting on his lap, I wrap my
arms around his neck.


“They’ve been really cool. A couple of them even pulled me
aside and told me I was a total badass for what I did last night.”


“You were… are.”


He slides his arm around my waist and takes a deep, calming
breath. I turn his face to mine and stare into his eyes. The rage is gone. I
don’t want to rekindle it, but shooting that guy last night has been on my mind
all day. Technically, I didn’t kill him, but it still weighs heavily on my
conscience.


“About last night—”


“I told you to leave it alone.”


“Gage, I’ve never shot anyone before.”


“And you haven’t killed anyone, either. It’s all on me.”


“Not all. I shot him four times.”


“It was them or us. I’m proud of you for how you handled
yourself.”


He’s proud of me for shooting someone. Not exactly what one
strives for in life but hey, I guess this is my life now. “I have Reaper’s
approval?”


“You always did.”


How does he do that? How does he make me forget why I’m
concerned, hurt, or angry? How does he replace all my thoughts with only ones
of him? I trail my finger down his stubbled jaw, the tiny hairs prickling me.
“You’ve been gone all day. I missed you.”


“Yeah?”


“Yeah.”


I place a few soft kisses on his lips before he finally
gives in and takes over. He slowly works his lips over mine, teasing them with
his tongue. I moan into his mouth, slipping my tongue in. The taste of
peppermint hits me. Goosebumps pop up all over my body as he trails his fingers
down my spine. I slide my fingers through his hair, leaning into him, needing to
get as close as possible. He grabs my hair and pulls my head back, his gaze
roaming my face.


“Change.”


“God! I hope you never have daughters,” I say, rolling my
eyes.


“Don’t worry. I won’t.”


“How can you be so sure? Even you can’t command sons to be
born.”


He slides me off his lap and heads for the door. With his
hand on the knob, he turns to me, his expression stern.


“Because I’m not having children. Ever.”


That’s what he leaves me with. I stare at the door wondering
what I’ve gotten myself into. Christ, he’s bossy. And that thing about kids? I
would have never expected that. He’s so good with Mikey. Despite what I said, I
do believe he’d be a good father. A very strict one, but a good one
nonetheless. 


Oh, well, it’s his choice. I definitely want kids someday.
Someday far, far away, though. 


I change into the sweatpants, drop it on my hips, and tie
the strings to keep it in place. The T-shirt, I throw on over my bandeau and
tie a knot in the back. I just hope he doesn’t get mad over me showing my belly
button. I head back out, holding up the too-long legs of the pants. Chrissy’s
in a corner cuddled up with Ron and smoking a joint, so I seek out Gage. He
turns to me as I approach the bar where he’s sitting and drinking a beer.


“Better?” I ask, with a bit of attitude.


“Better.”


I wedge myself between his legs, lean against him, and drape
his arm over my shoulder. He curls it around me, pulling me closer as I settle
in and survey the room. These men are not at all what I thought they were.
Crow, Motor, and Tek are off in a corner sharing a joint. Crow is so-named
because he’s good at “clean-up.” You want to get rid of a body, he’s your man.
He’s a big dude, with a buzz cut and a jagged scar running down his cheek.
Motor, apparently, is an automotive wiz. He’s a little on the skinny side and
has shaggy, blond hair. Tek looks more Goth than biker, complete with the black
lipstick and eyeliner. He’s the club’s secretary and way better version of the
Geek Squad. I’ve been told he can hack his way into anything.  


Booker—that’s actually his real name—the prospect, is huge…
and I’m not talking about muscles. He’s like a three hundred pound, grown-up
version of Ham from The Sandlot—red hair, freckles and all. He
and Ron don’t seem to have road names, but I’m sure that’s coming soon. Razor,
I haven’t spoken to yet but he scares me a little. He pulls a disposable razor
from his pocket and starts shaving. I guess that explains his name. Then
there’s Rico, the road captain. He’s from Honduras and thinks he’s some kind of
Rico Suave. I remember him hitting on me at the barbecue. He said
I called him an asshole, but he had called me a bitch so we both decided we
were even. He’s short and stocky with greasy, slicked-back hair. 


Allah, he’s like the resident DJ or something. He won’t let
anyone near his equipment. He’s really quiet, always bopping his head to music
no one else can hear. Now, his nickname is just a bit scandalous, if I’m to
believe Rico’s version. It started out pretty harmless. He would go around
rapping Fabolous’ “Young’n” so much, they started calling him Holla Back. When
that became too tedious, it was shortened to Holla. It all changed when a new
Hound, who didn’t quite get it, kept screaming out “Allah!” while they were
fucking. Needless to say, it stuck. He’s proud of it, too, smirking all the
time Rico was telling the story. He’s a bit of milk chocolate with a close cut,
wavy hair, teardrop tattoos, and platinum grills. I smile at him, playing away
in the DJ booth. 


He winks and points to me. “This one’s for you, li’l
shawty.” 


Rihanna’s “Hard” comes on and I throw my head back,
laughing. I pop my collar for him and he scratches the record then plays it
again. Yeah. I think he and I are going to be great friends.


Venom. He has a thing for snakes. He told me he has a dozen
of them at his house. A dozen. Just thinking about it sends shivers up
my spine. His house is one place I’ll never be visiting. He’s hot, though—shoulder-length
black hair and muscles you get from lifting weights every day. He’s the club’s
treasurer. Chopper, I absolutely adore. Physically, he’s like all the pictures
I’ve seen of my dad’s father, only not Mexican. He’s doted on me all day,
cooking for me and making sure I was comfortable. I don’t care what Gage says;
Chopper is sweet. A few of the guys’ old ladies stopped by for a while
and they were really cool, too. Everyone seems so different from what I
thought. The old adage has never been truer—don’t judge a book by its
cover.      


I don’t know if it’s the man behind me or if I’m getting a
contact high from all the weed smoke, but I’m feeling extremely relaxed. Better
than I’ve felt in a long time, given the circumstances. With Chrissy being here
and texting Toni all day, my mood improved as the day went by. Now, all Toni
wants to talk about is Gage and when I’m going to fuck him. Like I haven’t
been trying. I take a selfie with his arm around me and send it to her. She
replies instantly.


Toni: Bitch! You gonna show me his face or nah?


Raven: Nope. Not yet.


Toni: Whatever. You need fi send on di pussy and stop
hitch.


Toni’s parents are Jamaican. I know things are getting
serious when she starts speaking Patois. At first, when she used to slip into
the dialect, I couldn’t understand a word, but I pretty much have it down now.
She thinks I’m the one stalling. Short of tying him up and taking what I want,
I don’t know what else to do.


Raven: I’ve tried! He won’t do it until I turn 18.


Toni: You found the last man on Earth with morals? Sounds
like a keeper.


Raven: We’ll see.


She sends me a song but I can’t listen to it now, so I leave
it for later. I lay my head on Gage’s shoulder and he kisses my neck softly.
The light touch of his lips on my skin makes me quiver. I close my eyes and let
out a barely audible moan.


“You’re stayin’ with me tonight.”


I snap out of my lusty haze and turn my head, regarding him
carefully. “What?”


“You heard me.”


Yes, I heard you. I just can’t believe what I
heard. “I have to go home… and I have work tomorrow.”


“Millie won’t mind.”


“I can’t leave her shorthanded on a Sunday. Not with the
church crowd.”


“Fine. I can take you to work in the morning.”


I turn around to face him and drape my arms around his neck.
“You really want me to stay, don’t you?”


“I want you in my bed.”


“Aww… Mr. I-Don’t-Sleep-With-Anyone wants to cuddle?”


He scrunches his brows together as if the ramifications of
me staying just occurred to him. He stares at me, and I can see the wheels
turning in his head. Once he’s come to a conclusion, his face relaxes.


“I liked waking up with you next to me.”


Oh, damn. Fuck the world. If that’s what he wants,
that’s what he’ll get. “Okay. I’ll stay.”









***Gage***


 


I’ll stay.


I never thought two simple words could make me so happy or
that a woman could both infuriate and calm me to such degrees. I was about to
explode when I walked in here and saw her bent over the pool table, her ass on
display. I can’t believe she erased all that anger with just a touch.


She’s leaning against me once more, observing everyone. It’s
a calm night—by our standards, anyways. With no Hounds around, the boys are
pretty tame, but they’re still having a good time. They don’t seem to mind the
girls. In fact, they look like they’re fitting right in. Rico yells something
in Spanish and the girls burst out laughing. I have no idea what’s so funny,
but the three of them start going back and forth. What I do know is that
Rico’s enjoying having people around who speak his language.


E walks in and slowly takes in the scene. Once his gaze
lands on me, his lips curl up in a smirk, and he heads our way. Asshole.


“Hi, Raven. How do you feel?”


“Great, Dr. E! Whatever you gave me last night, it knocked
me right out.”


He looks up at me with a grin. Fucker knows I stayed with
her last night, and I know I won’t hear the end of it.


“And you? How’d you sleep?”


“Just fine, Dr. E.”


I’m smiling, but he knows the “fuck off” look I’m giving him
all too well. He chuckles, unable to hide his amusement.


“Do you still want me to do that thing for her?”


Shit. I totally forgot. “Yeah, yeah. Go with E, babe. He’s
going to take care of you.”


“’Kay.”


She takes his hand as they walk away and jealousy rages
inside me once again. I take deep breaths, reminding myself that this is my best
friend. A man I’ve known all my life. My anger doesn’t dissipate until they
return, though. She talks with Chrissy and they hug before her friend starts
saying her goodbyes.


“Bye, Gage!” She waves at me.


“See ya, Chrissy. Ron, get Allah to go with you.”


I smile as Raven walks back to me, trying hard not to trip
over my pant legs. Why do I feel so good seeing her in my clothes?


“I’m a little tired. I’m going to take a shower and lie
down.”


“Okay, doll. I’ll be in soon.”


“’Kay. ’Night, boys!”


I’m surprised to hear a few disappointed groans and pleas
for her to stay. Damn girl has bewitched my entire club. She giggles and waves
them off as she leaves.


“She’s a good girl,” E states, taking the bar stool next to
me.


I turn to him as I take a pull of my beer. “I know that.” He
hands me a piece of paper that I unfold and see it’s Raven’s prescription.
Finally, an advantage of having a gynecologist for a best friend. “Thanks. I’ll
take care of it.”


“Take care of her.”


“Why the fuck are you talking like I’m getting married or
some shit?”


He pats me on the back as he pushes the stool away from the
bar.


“You’ll figure it out soon, brother. I’m out. Got a hot
nurse to examine,” he says, waggling his brows.


“Yeah, you need to go fuck a pussy and stop being one.”


He gives me the finger and waves Booker over as he walks
backwards out of the clubhouse. 


“Come on, Booker. You’re with me.”


“Yes, sir.”


He leaves, but his words stay with me. I know she’s a good
girl and I have no intention of hurting her. That’s why I’ve always been honest
with her. I won’t let anyone else hurt her, either. Not as long as I’m
breathing. As I grab another beer from behind the bar, I realize I care about
her more than I thought. She’s slowly working her way under my skin, and I’m
powerless to stop it. Do I want to? I don’t have a fucking clue.


I give Tek the card with the phone number I got from
Cassidy. He nods and heads toward the rooms.


“I’ll see what I can dig up.”


“Tek… tomorrow, yeah?”


“Got it, boss.”


Razor winks at me as he leaves, jerking his head at Rico to
follow. I hope that fucker knows what he’s doing. Cassidy is a real piece of
work. With everyone else gone, Crow and Motor start grumbling about their old
ladies. After they leave, I lock up and head to my room.


She’s in my bed, wearing one of my T-shirts with the club
logo. Her knees are drawn up to her chest, those thick, juicy thighs taunting
me. The only thing I can think is that she fits. She fits me, my club… She just
fucking fits. She’s reading something on her phone and singing that Bonnie and
Clyde song by Jigga, but stops and smiles up at me as I enter. I swear it’s the
most beautiful sight in the world.


“Hey,” she greets me.


“Hey. What you doin’?”


“Trolling Amazon for free books.”


“Free? They can’t be very good.”


I sit on the edge of the bed and lean on the headboard. Like
it’s the most natural thing in the world, she moves over right next to me. I
drape my arm around her shoulders and she leans in to my side.


“Not really. Sometimes it’s promotional… or maybe the first
in a series. They give that one away, and then you have to buy the others to
finish the story.”


“I see.” I hand her my credit card and she gives me that
big, beautiful smile again. I know, without a doubt, I would do anything to
keep her smiling like that. “Get whatever you want.”


She launches at me, throwing her arms around my neck and
squeezing tightly.


“Thank you, thank you, thank you!”


Fuck. All this over a few books? Not that I’m
complaining. Trust me. “Doesn’t take much to please you, does it?”


“Nope. I just need your billing address please,” she says in
a sweet voice, batting her lids. 


Fucking cute. I give her my driver’s license and she looks
down at it with a grin.


“Your middle name is Harley?”


“Yeah. Blame Chopper. If he had his way, it would have been
my first name.”


“It’s cute... Harley.”


“I don’t do ‘cute’, baby doll.”


“Okay, Harley. Whatever you say.”


“What’s your middle name, smartass?”


“Selena.”


“Selena. I like that.”


“Thank you. Now, go away.”


She goes back to her phone and it’s like I don’t exist
anymore. I leave her there and head into the shower. Yup, under my skin, all
right. 









CHAPTER 5


***Raven***


 


I feel like a kid in the candy shop…on Christmas and my
birthday rolled into one. I got a couple books I wanted and I didn’t have
to pay for them. Sweet. He just found the way to my heart. No. Not
heart. What he’s after is a little farther south. Although lately, he seems
different. The jealousy, the way he talks… He wouldn’t be like this if he
didn’t care, right? Could he possibly want something more? No. I can’t
think like this. That’s how I’ll end up getting hurt. He likes me and I like
him. Let’s just leave it at that.


He walks back in, wearing those sexy-as-sin boxer shorts
that don’t leave much to the imagination. I lick my lips and watch as he climbs
into bed.


“Put away the phone. Book time is over.”


“Oh? What time is it?”


“Gage time.”


I burst out laughing, and he raises a curious brow.


“What’s so funny?”


“I just got this image in my head of you saying that while
doing the ‘Hammer-time’ dance.”


I gasp as he grabs me by the waist and pulls me to him.
Nothing is funny anymore. In fact, I don’t even remember why I was laughing. He
takes my phone and places it next to his on the nightstand. 


“I. Don’t. Dance. Got it?”


“Got it,” I whisper.


He laces his fingers through my hair then gently trails his
index finger down my cheek.


“You’re beautiful, you know that?”


“So you keep telling me.”


“And I won’t stop.”


Tremors run through my body as I stare into his eyes. With
just a look, he makes me feel like the most beautiful woman in the world.


“Tell me something about you,” he says in a low voice.


“What do you want to know?”


“Everything.”


“Wow… that’s specific.” He leans in and bites into my bottom
lip. “Ow!”


“Keep it up. I might put you over my knee yet.”


“Okay, okay. Where should I start?”


“Tell me about back home.”


I shrug, not really knowing what to say. “My dad raised me
and Lonnie. She left when she turned eighteen, and then for a long time it was
just me and him.”


“How’d he die?”


“Killed in the line of duty… armed robbery gone wrong.”


“What about your mom?”


“Never met her.”


“How come?”


“She was some kind of heiress. Her parents didn’t approve of
my dad. He was Mexican and a cop, so he wasn’t good enough for their princess.
When she found out she was pregnant, they gave her an ultimatum. Us or the
money. They actually wanted her to get an abortion, but she opted instead to
give me up to my dad.”


His arm tightens around me supportively. I haven’t talked
about her in a long time. I don’t know how she could do it. How do you leave a
baby you spent nine months carrying inside your body? And afterwards… she never
even tried to see me once. “Daddy was my rock. After he died, I was a little
lost. Everything moved so fast. Lonnie swept in, signed some papers, and packed
me up. I didn’t even get to go to prom or graduation.”


“Do you miss it?”


“I do, especially Toni. She’s my best friend. But there’s
nothing there for me anymore.”


“You don’t have any other family?”


“Nope. I was accepted into the Miami International
University of Art and Design, but I had to give it up when I moved.”


“Art? What were you going to study?”


“Graphic and web design.”


“There are other art schools around.”


“I know. I just have to get some other stuff sorted out
first.”


“Like what?” he asks.


“I need to get my own place. I can’t stand living with
Lonnie. I just wish my birthday would hurry up and get here.”


“You and me both.”


I lay my palm flat on his hard chest and move closer. “Why
don’t you remind me what’s in it for you?”


His hand creeps under my shirt, and his fingers slowly dance
up my spine. My breathing gets ragged and my body trembles against him.


“I finally get to do what I’ve wanted to do since the moment
I saw you… sink my dick deep inside you.”


I can barely keep my eyes open, but I fight it because the
look on his face is affecting me as much as his touch. “Is that all?”


He traces circles over my heated skin—my hip, the dip of my
waist, and up my ribcage. His voice, low and hoarse, weaves its way into my
senses.


“I’m going to kiss every inch of your gorgeous body.”


I slide my fingers into his hair and lean in, our lips just
inches apart. My pussy is twitching, begging for attention. He gets close to my
breast and I arch into him, but he withdraws his fingers.


“Once you’ve come on my tongue a few times… I’m going to
fuck you nice and slow.”


“Gage….”


“At first. But then I’m going to take you hard and fast… in
every position and location I can.”


He parts my thighs and places his knee between them. I move
my hips, desperately trying to ease the ache between my legs.


“When I’m done with you, you won’t be able to walk for a
month.”


“That… sounds painful.”


His fingers continue their exploratory mission, trailing
over my thigh. I moan, feeling like I might shatter at any moment.


“I’ll have you coming so hard, you’ll welcome the pain.”


Dios. “Please, Gage. I don’t want to wait.”


He stops instantly, pulling my shirt down.


“No, Raven.”


“It’s just a few weeks. What difference does it make?”


“I just can’t.”


“I have something I want you to hear.”


I sit astride him, reach for my phone, and play the song
Toni sent me earlier—“Nobody Has To Know” by Kranium. He raises a brow at me,
and I wonder if he’ll understand any of it. I lean in close to his lips and
whisper, “No one has to know.”


Toni’s been giving me a few pointers, so let’s see how they
work. Moving to the beat of the music, I roll my hips and grind on his now
rock-hard dick. He lowers his gaze, biting into his bottom lip as he watches. I
reach up and cup my breasts, kneading them and pulling on my nipples. With a
moan, I throw my head back and imagine doing this while he’s inside me. He
grabs my hips, chest rising and falling rapidly as his breathing gets out of
control. I smirk as I turn around, kicking things up a notch. He groans as I
pull my T-shirt up to my waist.


“Raven….”


I lean forward, place my hands on the bed between his legs
and slowly bounce on top of him. Let him see what he’s missing… what he could
be getting right now. He growls and pulls me down onto the bed.


“Fuck, Raven! Stop it.”


“But—”


“No. I….”


He takes a deep breath and pulls me into his arms. I lay my
head on his chest, waiting for him to continue.


“Go to sleep, doll.”









***Gage***


 


An ungodly sound rips me out of a deep sleep. What the
fuck? Raven reaches over me and silences her phone then falls back on my
chest. She groans, yawning and stretching. I pull her back into my arms when
she tries to roll away.


“I have to get up,” she mumbles.


“What the fuck for?”


“Work… and you have to take me by the house first so I can
change.”


“Stay.”


“As much as I want to, I can’t.”


She gets up and I growl in irritation. Two nights of having
her in my bed and I don’t want her to leave. Shit. I don’t even recognize
myself. The shower comes on and I look at my phone. Five-thirty. The ass-crack
of dawn. Fuck. I hug her pillow and her scent washes over me, both
lulling me back to sleep and arousing me at the same time. Fuck me, I’m
referring to it as her pillow. Two nights. Two fucking nights. What
is she doing to me?  I don’t know, but I wish she’d just come back to bed.
Damn it. I sit up and shake the sleep away then get dressed. She walks into the
room wrapped in a towel, and I almost give in to the urge to take what’s mine. 


“Good. You’re up.”


Shit… in more ways than one.


“It’s probably cold outside. Can I borrow something to
wear?”


“Take whatever you need.”


“Thanks.”


By the time I brush my teeth, she’s dressed and waiting. I
grab two hoodies from my closet and hand one to her. She takes it wordlessly
and slips it on. I hold her chin between my fingers and raise her face to mine.
“I hate this sneaking around.”


“Me, too.”


“Once we get past all this, the only place you’ll be
sleeping is in my bed. Got it?”


She sucks in a breath and her eyes widen.  Then she nods.


“Words, babe.”


“Got it.”


I grab her backpack and we head out to the Bimmer.


“I meant to ask you, how did they repair the Mustang so
fast?”


“They didn’t.”


“So… it’s a different one?”


“Yeah. I got a few,” I tell her.


“Wow.”


“What?”


“You make it sound like nothing… so mundane… like ‘yeah, I
got a few lying around’.”


“What can I say? Gotta be prepared.”


She turns in her seat, and I just know she’s coming with
something serious.


“Those guys the other night—”


“I’m taking care of it.”


“But… why would they come after us?”


“No, baby doll. They came after me. It has nothing to
do with you.”


“I don’t know why they came after you, but I know you do
more than security and customize cars. Illegal things.”


I remain quiet. She’ll learn more about me as time passes.
Will she still want me when she finds out the kind of person I am? She takes a
deep breath and continues.


“That first night you took me to the clubhouse… what kind of
shipment were you protecting for those Mexicans?”


“That’s club business. I can’t tell you that.”


“After getting shot at and shooting a man, you owe me more
than that.”


“Raven...” Fuck! I shake my head in frustration,
tightening my grip on the steering wheel. She’s right. I owe it to her to make
sure she knows what she’s getting into with me. That still doesn’t mean I can
disclose club secrets though.


“Please, Gage. I promise anything you tell me stays between
us.”


“You sure you wanna know?”


“Yes.”


Fuck me. I hope I don’t regret this. “You don’t
repeat this to anybody. Got it?”


“I won’t.”


“Fine. The Mexicans have a guns-for-coke deal with the
Columbians. A couple of their deliveries were jacked. They needed extra
security and know I’m the best.”


“So… you transported guns for them?”


“No. I just made sure the shipment got where it was going.”


“Were you attacked?”


“Mexicans had a leak. I found it before we even loaded up
the truck.”


“How’d you do that?” she asks incredulously.


“I suspected it was one of his drivers. I gave each of them
a different route and had Tek tap their phones. We found the rat and sent him and
a few guys with a fake shipment while we went the other way with the real one. Jefe
found his leak and sent a message to the guys who were stealing from him.”


“I see… And you do stuff like that for other people?”


“I do.”


She leans back into the seat and remains silent for the rest
of the drive to her house. The journey to Millie’s is no different. I guess
I’ve given her a lot to think about. She already had an idea, but now she has
confirmation. I hope all this doesn’t scare her away. I don’t want to lose
her. When I drop her off at work, she mumbles “thank you” and reaches for
the door.


“Raven.”


“Hmm?” She turns to me expectantly. 


“Come here.”


She leans toward me and I grab the back of her neck, pulling
her in. I kiss her lips gently, needing to taste them. I need to know we’re
okay. She moans and opens up, giving me free reign. I flick my tongue against
hers, and her little whimper goes straight to my dick. Her response is the only
affirmation I need. I break away reluctantly. “Good morning.”


“Good morning,” she says with a smile.


“I’ll send Ron to pick you up later.”


“’Kay. Will I see you?”


“I’m not sure. I’ll call you.”


“Okay.”


I reach across and open her door, then watch as she runs
inside the diner. On the drive back, all I can think about is how good she
feels in my arms and how these last two nights I’ve slept better than I have in
a really long time. Again, what the fuck is she doing to me? To be honest, she
hasn’t done anything but be herself. The more I see of her, the less it becomes
about waiting for her birthday so I can fuck her. I can’t believe I’m actually
developing feelings for this girl. The question is, what am I going to do about
it? I can’t do the relationship thing, especially after what happened the other
night. She could have been killed, and it would have been because of me. How
long were they following me? Did they see me put her in the car? There could
have been others or they could have been communicating with the rest of their
crew. Shit. I need to find these motherfuckers fast.


Tek approaches me when I arrive at the clubhouse. Good thing
because I was just about to drag his ass out of bed.


“Found ’em, boss,” he says.


“Who are they?”


“Call themselves The Muscle. Just a group of guys who hire
themselves out as security or muscle, as it would be, if needed.”


He turns his laptop toward me and shows me a picture of the
group of men. I spot the two from that night at the Kitty and the two from the
other night. I count ten in all and we took out four, so I’ve got six
motherfuckers gunning for me.


“Word on the street is they’re on a manhunt.”


“That means I have to get to them before they get to me.”


“What are you thinking?”


I’m thinking I need to take them out all at once. The only
place I can get them together and know we can get it done without being seen or
heard is the warehouse where I keep my other cars and bikes. “Call the number.
Tell ’em you got a job that will need the whole crew. Offer to triple their
regular fee. Make up whatever backstory you need and get ’em to the warehouse…
unseen.”


“Got it.”


“Wake up the boys. Keep Rico and Motor with you. The rest of
us are heading to the warehouse. We got a trap to set.”









CHAPTER 6


***Raven***


 


I’m listening to music and having my lunch in a booth at the
back of the diner, when I decide to make a playlist for Gage. He definitely
deserves his own playlist. The first song I add is Saving Jane’s “Butterflies”
because, well, he gives me butterflies. Or maybe Alicia Keys’ “Butterflyz.” What
the hell. I’ll add both. Next, I add Maroon 5’s “It Was Always You.”  I
have to add Colbie Caillat’s “Bubbly” and definitely “’03 Bonnie and Clyde.”
We’re totally like the new Bonnie and Clyde... minus the whole part with the
dying. Oh, also Tamia and Fabolous’ “So Into You.” 


My heart leaps into my throat when someone slams their palms
down on the table. I look up to see Chrissy grinning down at me. Chick scared
the hell out of me. I remove my earbuds and smile back at her.


“Hola, chica,” she greets me. 


I slide from the booth, put one arm around her and kiss her
cheek.


“Man… I still can’t get over this kiss thing.”


“It’s a Miami thing. ¿Que pasa?” I ask as we
take opposite sides of the booth.


“Nothing much. Wanted to talk about my birthday plans.”


She reaches over and snags a few fries from my plate as I
ask, “You decide what you wanna do?” 


“My parents wanna have a party, to which you’re invited, of
course.”


“You sure that’s a good idea? I don’t want to make Chris
uncomfortable. It’s his birthday, too.”


I haven’t spoken to him since that night at Chiquita’s. I’ve
tried contacting him a few times with no luck, so I’m leaving it up to him
whether he wants to talk or not.


“You’re my best friend. I need you there.”


“And I want to be there. I just don’t want to ruin it for
him.”


“You may be right. I’ve never seen him this… withdrawn
before.”


“I hate myself for what I did. It wasn’t fair to him.”


“Eventually, he’ll understand that you had to do what’s best
for you.”


“I hope so.”


She reaches toward my plate again, and I push it to the
center of the table so she’ll have better access.


“Okay. I won’t push you on the party, but we’re going
dancing after with a few of my other friends.”


“No problem. Where do you wanna go?”


“Scythe. It’s an eighteen-and-over club just outside of
town.”


“And how do you expect me to get in?”


She leans back with a smirk. “Shouldn’t be a problem since
your papi chulo owns it.”


“He’s not—”


“Yeah, yeah… says the girl who spent the night in his bed.”


I bite my lip and look down at my plate sheepishly. I
haven’t told her about last night.


“What’s that look?”


“I stayed with him again last night,” I whisper.


“You bitch! Did you have hot, monkey sex?”


“Hot what?” I giggle. “No, he won’t. Not until my birthday,
even though it’s perfectly legal. The age of consent here is sixteen.”


“It is? I didn’t know that. So, what happened?” she asks,
leaning forward eagerly.


“We talked and then we slept.”


“What did you talk about?”


“My life before I came here.”


“Oh. So, are you going back tonight?” she asks.


“I don’t know.”


“Why not?”


“He hasn’t asked. The other night… I was upset about Chris.”
Without even saying a word, I know Gage expects me to keep quiet about what
happened. I know it’s something I can only talk about with him. “And I was
tired. I just fell asleep while he was having church or whatever with the other
members.”


“And last night?”


“Last night, he asked me to stay.” 


“This guy’s really into you, Ray. The way he blew up when he
walked in and saw you? Shit, I wish someone was that protective of me.”


“Protective” is not the word I’d use, but hearing from
someone else that he cares makes me feel better. “What about you and Ron?”


Her smile returns. “I think I just might get some birthday
sex.”


“Jesus. Already?”


“You forget I’ve known him practically my whole life. And
it’s been a while. I’m tired of my own fingers.”


“And he’s the one to break the dry spell?”


“Definitely. He’s just… fun… and I know exactly what
I’m getting with him. Nothing like my boring, loser ex who cheated on me.”


“Like me?”


“Ray—”


“It’s okay. I accept the ‘loser ex’ title. I deserve it.”


“It’s not the same.”


“It is. But don’t let me interrupt. Tell me about Ron,” I
prod, trying to redirect the conversation.


“You sure?”


“Positive.”


“Okay... well... hanging out with him and the other guys
last night, it’s kinda changed my perspective on the club.”


“How?”


“I mean, I know they’re not saints, but I know now that
they’re not as bad as everyone makes them out to be.”


“Me, too.”


“And Gage… I had my doubts, but you know him better than I
do so if he’s okay in your book, then he’s okay in mine.”


“Speaking of books, have you checked out my Kindle library?”


We set up the Family Library so we could have free reign of
each other’s books.


“Yeah. Saw some new stuff. Why?”

“So, Gage saw me browsing last night and just pops his credit card out and says
‘get whatever you want’.”


“Shit. He keeps doing that, he’s definitely getting into
your panties.”


I try, but I can’t hold back my smile. “Whatever. It’s not
like that.” Well, not exactly like that. I want him, but it’s so much
more.


“What’s it like?”


I take a deep breath, trying to figure out how to explain
it, explain what I feel when I’m with him.


“He’s… complex. He’s smart… so smart, but I think he
hides it from most people. It’s like he has two personalities. One minute, we
could be having the most intelligent conversation and the next, he slips into
‘badass biker mode’ with a dirty mouth to match.”


She places her elbow on the table and drops her cheek onto
her palm, listening intently.


“He’s kind and strong and protective. I feel safe with him.
I feel—”


“You’re falling for him.”


Am I? Maybe. “Do you ever crave someone’s company?
Just their presence? It doesn’t matter what you do. You could be sitting
together in complete silence, staring into space, but you’re just… happy.
Completely fucking happy.”


“No. But I’m happy for you. I hope this all works
out.”


“Me, too.” She squeezes my hand and gives me an encouraging
smile. “My break is over. I have to get back to work.”


“No prob. I’ll just go home and check out those books your
sexy, biker daddy bought you.”


“Chrissy—”


“See ya!” She laughs and breezes out the door.


Millie corners me before I start taking orders again and
ushers me to her office. I follow her, curious as to what is going on. She
closes the door and pulls out a poster from under her desk. 


“I put on a fair for the kids around here every year at
Halloween. I was wondering if you’d like to help out.”


The poster is from last year but it shows all the different
rides and activities for the kids. It looks like fun and something I’d
definitely want to get involved with.


“Sure, I’d love to! What would you want me to do?”


“Great! I know you draw. Do you paint? I was thinking you
could do face painting.”


“I can definitely do that. This is going to be so much fun!”


“Thanks, sweetheart. I’ll get the new posters printed up and
get you all the materials you’ll need.”


“Awesome. Thanks for including me.”


I leave her office and go through the rest of the day
thinking about all the different faces I can paint. This fair is going to be
off the chain!


 


***


 


I’m about to go to bed, just after midnight, when my phone
vibrates with a text from Gage.


Gage: I’m outside.


I quickly throw on a robe over my tank top and boy shorts
and let him in. Lonnie’s working tonight, so I know she won’t be home until
morning. He tips the hood of his jacket back and gives me a weak smile. He looks
so tired. I wonder what he’s been up to. He hands me a paper bag, and I peek in
to see the pills Dr. E prescribed.


“Thanks. I’ll be right back.” I hide them in my room and
return to see him leaning against the wall, head back, eyes closed. “Are you
okay?”


He turns to me with a weary sigh and pushes off the wall.
His eyes wander over my face as he cups my cheek with one hand and slides the
other through my hair. 


“I am now.”


His lips brush mine tenderly and a moan emanates from the
back of my throat. I curl my fingers around his wrists and move up onto my
toes, trying to get closer. I breathe him in, his scent of leather, cologne,
and him, going to my head. His tongue flicks out, licking at my bottom
lip, and I open for him. He slides in with a groan and I catch his tongue
between my lips, sucking gently. His hands move to my hips and I curl my arms
around his neck, playing with the hair at his nape. Growling, he picks me up,
wrapping my legs around his hips. The kiss changes. It becomes harder, more
aggressive. It’s not a passionate frenzy like before, more like a punishment or
a release of pent-up anger. My lips begin to throb from the force of it, and I
can’t breathe. I fist my hand in his hair and pull back to catch my breath.


“Gage!”


He forces me against the wall and buries his face in my
neck.


“I’m sorry.”


“No, it was just... a little intense.” Intense enough
that it’s clear something’s bothering him. I knew it the moment he walked
through the door.  “What happened today?”


“What do you mean?”


“You’re off. What did you do today?”


He moves to the living room, sitting on the couch with me
astride him. He looks at me carefully as if deciding if he should talk to me or
not. I wish he would. I can never tell what’s going on in his head. I need him
to trust me, too, to know I’m here for him when he needs me.


“You can tell me anything, too, you know.”


“I can’t, doll. Not this.”


I cradle his face in my hands and stare into his beautiful,
blue eyes, now dull with the weight of his troubles. I need to see the brilliance
returned. “I trust you with my life, Gage. You can trust me.” 


He closes his eyes, sinking his fingers into my hips. I
place my forehead on his, pleading, “I’m here for you. Trust me. You can trust
me.” 


“I do trust you, Raven. My world isn’t pretty. I need
to shield you from all the bad shit I do.”


“And I love that about you... that you want to protect me.
But I hate seeing you like this. I wanna help.”


“You can’t.”


“How do you know? Sometimes, just talking can help. You
don’t have to give me specifics.”


“You sure you want to go down this road? There’s no turning
back, Raven.”


I nod and settle into his lap, clasping my hands at the back
of his neck. He takes a deep breath.


“Those guys from the other night. I found out who they were
and why they were after me. We found the rest of the crew and took ’em out
today.”


“You mean…?”


He looks directly into my eyes, his expression stoic. “Yes,
Raven. I killed them.”









***Gage***


 


She watches me intently, her head tilted to the side. I’m
anxious to see just how she’ll absorb that piece of information. Her face is
betraying nothing, though, so I have no idea what’s going through her mind.


“So… there’s no one else to come after you now?”


“Yeah. Well, no one from that crew.”


She nods, chewing on her bottom lip. I watch her as she
mulls it over in her mind, not looking at me.


“Okay,” she finally says.


“Okay?” I raise a surprised brow. “That’s all you’re going
to say?”


“What do you want me to say? You were in danger, and you
took care of it.”


“It doesn’t bother you?”


“I’m not saying it doesn’t, but… you’re safe. That’s all
that matters.”


It’s like the weight of the world has been lifted from my
shoulders. All the shit that was dragging me down before I got here seems
light-years away. I’ve certainly never done anything in my life to deserve a
woman like this, but here she is. Everyone needs someone who can handle their
dark side. I’m as dark as they come and she’s handling it like a champ. There’s
only one thing to do when you find a woman like her—you keep her. No doubt
about it. I’m going to make her my woman. She’s mine.


“Come here.”


She eagerly presses her lips to mine. I pull on the knot
holding her robe together and push the sides apart. She lets out a little
whimper as my tongue touches hers. God, I’ve never tasted anything sweeter
than these lips. I could kiss her all day, every day, and tell the world to
fuck off. I slide my hands up her thighs and she quivers. Her skin is like the
finest silk; I just want to touch every inch of her. I think back to yesterday
and the sensation I got from feeling her coming under me. I can’t wait for the
day she comes around me when I’m deep inside her. 


She pulls away and rests her forehead on mine, her breaths
coming in little puffs.


“I have… a favor to ask you.”


“Anything,” I say, while trying to bring her lips back to
mine.


“Next weekend is Chrissy’s birthday.”


She whimpers when I snag her bottom lip and pull on it.


“Could you just stop for a second?” She moans.


“Okay, okay.”


I stare at her lips, swollen from my kisses, and make small
circles on her thighs with my thumbs. Her eyes glaze over.


“You’re… you’re distracting me.”


“Chrissy’s birthday?”


“Oh… she… she wants to go dancing.”


“Mm-hmm.”


I trail my nose up her neck, inhaling her sweet scent. “You
smell good… like… cinnamon and apples.”


She shivers, her head falling back as I kiss along her
carotid. Her thighs tremble underneath my fingers as she slides hers through my
hair.


“Dios….”


I chuckle against her skin. Despite the fact that my dick is
trying to burst through my jeans, I can’t help but find it funny how easily
distracted she is.


“Dancing, baby doll.”


“Mm-hmm… at your club.”


“Okay.”


She pulls my head back by my hair and shakes her head as if
to clear her thoughts.


“I was hoping you could get me in… since, technically, I’m
not eighteen yet.”


“That’s all?”


“Yeah. What did you think I was going to ask for?”


I don’t know… shit women usually ask for—money,
jewelry, to go shopping. Then again, this is the girl who got excited over a
few books. I should have known better.


“Don’t worry about it. I’ll take care of it.”


“Thank you.”


“No problem.”


“Cool. Now… your lips were doing something right about
here…” She motions to her neck, “that felt really good. So… continue.”


“Is that an order?”


“No. Just a strong request.”


I smile as she bats her lashes, feigning innocence. The
words slip out before I know what’s happening. “Come home with me.”


“Back to the clubhouse?”


“No. To my place. I just need to hold you.”


“Okay. I’ll get my stuff.”


Her words lift my spirit even higher. More than anything in
the world, I want to fall asleep with her in my arms. Maybe it’s the shit day
I’ve had, but she makes me forget. That’s just what I need. To forget
everything that’s bad and wrong in my life. Everything that’s dark. I need her
innocence. I need her to make me not feel like an evil motherfucker. I
need her to... fuck it. 


I just need her.









CHAPTER 7


***Raven***


 


Gage: Don’t have too much fun without me.


I get the text while I’m doing my makeup, getting ready to
go to Scythe with Chrissy. I tap out a reply and set the phone back down.


Raven: You don’t dance, so you’re just going to have to
deal with it.


Gage: As long as no one touches your sexy ass, I’m good.


Raven: So only ass is off-limits?


I can just imagine the vein in his forehead popping out. The
man takes jealousy to a whole new dimension.


Gage: RAVEN.


Raven: Ooooh... all caps. You know I’m just playing! All
this sexiness is yours. 


I add the little smiley with his tongue out and hit send. He
replies right away.


Gage: Damn straight. Text me when you need me to pick you
up.


Raven: K.


I finish my makeup and slip into my mini-dress—a teal
bodycon with a deep V neck and spaghetti straps, which matches the new streaks
in my hair. I finish with black, caged platform heels. I check my reflection in
the mirror. Damn, I look good. Thanks to Gage. Or Papi Chulo, as Chrissy
now calls him. He even paid for her outfit, too, as a birthday present. After a
few spritzes of perfume, I grab my clutch, jacket, phone, and the twins’ gifts,
then head outside to wait for Ron. I pass Lonnie sitting on the couch, watching
TV. I don’t know what’s got her at home tonight.


“Where you off to all dressed up?” she asks.


“Out.”


“Out?” She raises a brow.


“Don’t pretend you care.”


“I don’t.”


“Good.”


“Heard you been spending a lot of time with the prospect.”


“You heard right.”


I don’t need to explain anything to her, especially about
Chrissy’s love life. Having had enough of this conversation, I turn away, but
her voice stops me again.


“You got condoms?”


“What? I don’t—”


“I don’t want you bringing any babies in here.”


I’m tempted to tell her to go fuck herself, but the lights
pulling into the driveway catch my attention. I leave without a word. The nerve
of the bitch. Ron whistles in appreciation when I slide in next to him, and I
forget all about Lonnie.


“Goddamn!”


“You like?” I ask with a grin.


“You look hot! Prez would shit bricks if he saw you right
now.”


“Well, luckily he isn’t here.”


“Lucky for you.”


“Whatever. Let’s go.”


We pull up to Chrissy’s house and Ron checks his phone. “I
texted Chrissy to meet us outside, but she didn’t answer.”


“I’ll get her.”


I grab the gift bags and walk up the driveway to the door.
The lights are on, so I know Mr. and Mrs. Contreras are still up. I ring the
bell and wait for someone to answer. The door opens and I come face to face
with Christopher. I don’t know what to do or say. I haven’t seen or spoken to
him since that night.


“Hi,” I say awkwardly.


He steps outside and closes the door behind him.


“Hi.” His eyes travel the length of my body before he meets
my gaze. “You look… beautiful. As always.”


“Thank you. Happy birthday.”


“Thanks.”


“I got you something,” I tell him, handing him the gift bag.
“It’s not much… Just wanted you to know I was thinking of you.”


“Thank you. I appreciate it.”


He looks down at the bag and an uncomfortable silence
stretches between us. One of us needs to say something. “How are you?”


“I’ve been better, but I’m getting there.”


“Chris—”


“It’s okay. I’ve been thinking and Chrissy’s helped some. I
know you love me… just not the way I love you. There’s nothing I can do about
that. I just wish I’d lost you to a better man.”


I know there’s no use in trying to defend Gage, so I don’t.
Besides, that would just be rubbing salt in his wound. “I know we can’t be
friends, but… I don’t want you to hate me, either.”


He takes a deep breath and cups my cheek, stroking it with
his thumb. “I could never hate you, Raven.”


I throw my arms around him before the look in his eyes
reduces me to tears. Real, raw love that everyone searches their whole lives
for—that’s what I saw there. The little tinge of hurt behind it grabs my heart,
squeezing like a fist. Will Gage ever look at me like that? Or will his
four-letter “L word” forever be “lust”?


“I’m here for you, Raven… if you ever need me.”


“I don’t deserve it, but thank you.”


The door opens and we release each other. Chrissy and three
other girls stand in the doorway uncomfortably.


“Are we interrupting?” his sister asks.


“No. We’re good,” Chris answers.


He smiles at me and steps back inside. We’re good.
It’s more than I could have ever hoped for, so I’ll take it.


“You ladies have fun.”


Chrissy takes my hand and gives it a little squeeze.


“You okay?”


“Yeah,” I reply. “You ready?”


“Yup.”


“Happy birthday. You look awesome.”


Her black and gold sequined, chevron dress clings to every
curve of her body. As a matter of fact, they all look awesome. 


She pulls me into a bear hug and rocks side to side. I
return her embrace, thinking she’s more of a sister to me than Lonnie’s ever been.
She takes the gift bag and places it inside then introduces me to the other
girls—Morgan, Rachel, and Brandi. We cram into the Charger and Chrissy pulls
Ron to her, planting a wet kiss on him.


“Happy birthday, gorgeous. Fuck, you look amazing.”


“Thanks. Now, let’s go raise some hell!”


There’s a line around the block when we get to the club. Ron
pulls over at the curb and tells us to wait for him while he parks. The name of
the club shines in red neon above the door, the “S” a double-edged scythe.


“You sure we can get in?” Morgan asks. Apparently, I’m not
the only one under eighteen. I look to Chrissy, hoping she hasn’t told them
exactly how we’re getting in.


“I told you, Ron talked to Gage. We’ll be fine.”


Thank God. They still look apprehensive but accept
her explanation. Ron returns and hooks his arm around Chrissy’s neck.


“How the fuck I get so lucky? Five gorgeous ladies on my
arms.”


The other girls giggle and I roll my eyes. “Let’s go,
Casanova.” 


He ushers us to the front of the line and the security guy
moves aside. Another guy stamps our wrists with a skull and crossbones symbol
that glows in the dark. Ron explains that it indicates we can’t be served
alcohol. He disappears to get us drinks and we head straight to the middle of
the dance floor. The club reminds me of the Mustang—black and red, reapers and
scythes all over. The strobe lights flash red and machines cover the floor with
smoke. In the middle of “Touchin’ Lovin’,” the DJ scratches the record and the
song stops.


“Chrissy, where you at?” he shouts. “Come on up!”


She turns to me wide-eyed, hopping with excitement, then
screams and grabs my hand, pulling me up to the DJ booth with her.


“So… today is this lovely lady’s birthday. Everyone wish her
a happy birthday!” The DJ says.


Noise erupts from the crowd, and Chrissy waves at everyone
enthusiastically. When the noise dies down, the DJ hands her an envelope.


“Courtesy of Scythe… a year’s free admission and unlimited,
non-alcoholic drinks from the bar.”


She screams again and jumps into the DJ’s arms.


“Oh! I need to give stuff away more often!”


“Thank you, thank you, thank you!” she squeals.


“Next song… your pick, baby girl.”


“Nicki Minaj, ‘Anaconda’!”


“You got it.”


She launches herself at me, laughing excitedly.


“Ray, did you do this?”


“Nope. I had no idea.”


“Shit. You’re gonna have to give Papi Chulo
some head on my behalf.”


“Whatever. Come on.”


She drags me back to the dance floor, demanding twerking
lessons. I did promise her and it is her birthday, so I give in.
I pull up my skirt a little, bend my knees, lean forward, and shake my ass.
It’s not long before the others join in. Two strong hands grab my waist and
pull me up against a hard crotch. For a second, I think it’s Gage but then he
starts to move. Definitely not Gage. Before I can push him off, Ron
shows up and gets in the guy’s face. Dude backs off and Ron takes my hand. He
leads me away from the crowd and up some back stairs.


“Where are you taking me?”


“You’ll see.”


He opens a door and motions for me to enter. Once I’m
inside, he closes it behind me. What the hell? There’s a dim light at
the door shining down on me, but the rest of the room is in darkness. I can
make out a desk and someone sitting behind it. Behind him, there’s a glass wall
I bet gives a view of the dance floor.


“Who’s there?” I ask nervously.


“Turn around.”


Fuck. Gage. What’s he doing here? He told me he wouldn’t
be here. I can hear the strain in his voice. He must have seen or heard
about what just happened.


“Gage—”


“Turn. Around.” 


I swallow hard and turn my back to him.


“Put your hands on the wall.”


My breathing accelerates at the tone of his voice. It’s that
voice. I drop my clutch on the couch next to me, place my palms on the wall,
and wait.


“Legs. Spread ’em.”


I shuffle my feet apart until he tells me to stop. My body
trembles with uncertainty. What’s he going to do to me? It’s quiet. He doesn’t
make a sound, but I can feel him getting closer. He stops behind me, his body
flush against mine.


“What did I tell you?” he growls in my ear.


A shiver runs through my body. “About what?”


He grabs my ass, squeezing the cheek as his breaths come
hard and heavy in my ear.


“Tell me why I shouldn’t flay your ass right now.”


“What did I do?”


“First, you show off your sweet little body in that dress,
and then you let some fucker touch what’s mine.”


Dios mio. I knew it.


“Gage—”


He smacks the words right back down my throat. I cry out,
more from shock than pain. He’s threatened me before, but I never thought he
was serious. Does he really think he’s going to spank me? His palm crashes into
my other cheek. My ass stings as if he’d met bare flesh.


“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” I rub my cheeks,
trying to soothe them.


“Don’t. Move.”


Damn him and that fucking voice! I place my hands
back on the wall and he slaps me across the backs of both thighs.


“¡Puta madre!”


He leans in, his lips at my ear once more. “Let’s get this
straight. You… are mine. You pull some shit like that again, I’ll use
something worse than my hands.”


“I was about to push him away—”


“But you didn’t.”


“Jesus! Why are you so jealous?”


“Jealousy is envy of others’ possessions. I’m protecting
what’s mine.”


He grabs my wrist and spins me around to face him. There’s
fury in his eyes, but my eyes aren’t focusing on that. His hair is
combed, he’s freshly shaved, and he’s wearing slacks and a white, long-sleeved
dress shirt. Baby, teenaged, and adult Jesus.


“Fuck… you look…” What’s the word to use? Damn.
“Yummy.”


I slide my fingers down his chest and feel his body relax.
He wraps his arm around my waist, pulls me against him, and crushes my lips
beneath his. He picks me up and takes me to his desk as his tongue unleashes a
tornado of sensations on my body. I wrap my legs around him, pulling him to me,
moaning as his hard dick connects with my pussy. One hand squeezes my thigh
while the other fists in my hair. He trails kisses down my neck, lightly
sucking at the base.


“Oh, God. I need you, Gage.”


He sinks his teeth into my shoulder with a growl. “Who do
you belong to?”


“You! I’m yours.”


“Never forget it.”


He plunders my mouth once more, and I whimper helplessly. I
reach down and he groans as I run my fingers down his bulge. I grip it and for
a second wonder how I’m going to manage all of it. The next second, I desperately
want to find out. I tug at his belt, but he steps out of my reach. He drags his
hand over his face and turns his back to me. Once again, he’s shot me down. 


“You know what? I’m done,” I state resolutely.


He spins around, forehead scrunched in confusion.


“The fuck does that mean?”


“It means I’m not begging anymore. From now on, I
decide if or when we have sex.”


“If?”


“Yes… if. Pretty soon, you’ll be the one begging me.”


His lips curl up in amusement and he places his hands on his
hips.


“Is that so?”


“Yes, Mr. Hunter. Exactly so.”


He steps closer, and I try my best to look disinterested. I
hope I’m succeeding.


“There are no ifs, buts or maybes, Miss Alvarez. When the
clock strikes midnight on your birthday, I will be inside you.”


Fuck. “We’ll see about that.”


“Yes, we will. Have you been taking your pills?”


“No.”


“Why the hell not?”


“Next week. Dr. E said it becomes effective immediately if I
start on the first day of my period.” 


“Oh. Okay.”


“Are we all done here? I’d like to get back to celebrating
my best friend’s birthday.”


I hop off the desk and pull my dress down back to where it
sat, just above mid-thigh.


“Fine. But I’m watching you.”


“Great. I’ll make sure to twerk a little harder just for
you.”


“Don’t make me come down there,” he warns.


I turn to him with a smirk when I get to the door. “Just sit
back, relax, and enjoy the show, papi.”


I grab my clutch and close the door behind me, deciding to
make this as painful for him as possible. No more whimpering female. It’s
time to turn the tables on the prez.









CHAPTER 8


***Gage***


 


I take a drink of my beer and impatiently tap my fingers on
the bar. I’ve been so antsy these past few days, and I can only attribute it to
the fact that I haven’t seen Raven all week. She’s been avoiding me, making all
kinds of excuses why we can’t meet up. I know it’s all a part of her plan to
make me beg. Fuck if it ain’t working. A ruckus from the boys draws my
attention, and I look to the door to see Ellen walking in.


“What are you doing here?” I ask.


“Excuse me, big brother, but I grew up here, too.”


“I didn’t mean it like that. You know you’re always welcome.
Where’s Mikey?”


“With a sitter.”


“What sitter?”


“Jeez… I swear you’re worse than Daddy. He’s with Raven.
Stop worrying.”


At least I know where she is now. Jesus. I’m like a crack
fiend. I need to see her. I slip away quietly and ride out. The closer I
get to Ellen’s, the better I feel. This isn’t me. Maybe I do need some time
away from her. She’s sucking me in deeper and deeper, and I haven’t even fucked
her yet. I should turn around, go back to the club. I should. So why am I
pulling into Ellen’s driveway? 


I let myself in and find her curled up on the couch with
Mikey, watching cartoons. They haven’t noticed me yet, so I take advantage of
the opportunity and watch them. She seems so comfortable with him. He’s asking
a million questions, and she answers each one with patience and enthusiasm.
She’d be a great mother. I make my presence known and she stares at me,
surprised.


“Unca!”


Mikey runs to me and I pick him up as I walk to the couch.
“Hey, buddy. What you doing?”


“Cartoon.”


The word comes out sounding like “cawtoon.”


“Yeah? Can I watch with you?”


“Yes! Watch cartoon.”


I sit next to Raven and she folds her hands in her lap,
keeping her eyes on the TV.


“Hello, Raven.”


“Hello.”


“Unca, I like Waben,” Mikey whispers.


“Yeah? I don’t blame you, little guy.”


He sticks his thumb in his mouth and gives the TV his
attention.


“Why have you been avoiding me?” I confront her.


“I haven’t. I’ve just been busy.”


“Is that why you can’t look at me?”


“Of course not. I’m watching TV.”


“If you say so.”


We sit quietly for a while. I watch the images on the
screen, not really paying attention. My entire being is attuned to her; I can’t
focus on anything else. She finally turns her head but not to look at me.


“He’s asleep. You should go put him down,” she says.


I take him upstairs and gently place him in his crib then
turn on the baby monitor. He looks so much like Eddie. It’s all my fault that
he’ll grow up without his father. His is the only death I’ve ever felt guilty
about. Mikey may not have his father, but I’ll be damned if I won’t be the
strong, male role model he’ll need. I kiss his forehead and head downstairs. I
find Raven in the kitchen with a bottle of Advil.


“Are you sick?”


“¡Dios! Why do you keep sneaking up on me?”


“Answer me.”


“No, I’m not.”


“Then why are you taking pain pills?”


“Honestly, Gage… there are things that a woman just doesn’t
need to explain.”


“Is it your period?”


“That is one of them.”


She walks past me, and I follow her back to the living room.
She picks up the remote and starts flipping through the channels.


“When did it start?” 


She mumbles in Spanish but doesn’t answer my question.
“Well?”


“That’s none of your business.”


“You’re my business.”


“Why do you want to know?”


“Trust me, doll. In a few months, I’ll know your cycle
better than you do.”


“I doubt that.”


“Every man dreads that one week where he can’t get no
pussy.”


“That’s what this is about? You want to mark the week when
you can’t get any sex?”


“Yup.”


I bring up the calendar on my phone and wait, but she’s
still not forthcoming with the information.


“Fine. Let me put it this way. When did you start taking the
pills?”


She sighs and shakes her head in resignation. “Tuesday.”


“Good.” I put the phone away and pull her to me. “Now, come
here.”


She lays her head on my chest and her hand on my stomach,
taking a deep breath. My soul settles. This is just what I needed.


“I missed you,” she whispers.


“Were you trying to make me miss you?”


“Did you?”


“I missed you in my bed.”


“That’s not what I asked you.”


She runs her fingers along the patches on my cut. Another
first. No woman has ever been allowed to touch my cut. The mere fact that I can
allow and do all these things with her without even thinking about it confuses
me a little. I’m in unchartered territory here. This whole thing is going to be
a challenge but not one I’m going to back away from.


“Yeah, doll. I missed you.”


 


***


 


A tap on my shoulder wakes me up and I open my eyes to
Ellen’s confounded ones. She jerks her head toward the kitchen and storms off.
I carefully untangle myself from Raven and settle her into the couch, then head
to the next room to face my sister.


“What the fuck are you doing?” she whisper-shouts.


“Nothing.”


“Nothing? She’s seventeen years old!”


“I know that.”


“Doesn’t seem like it.”


“We were watching TV… fell asleep. That’s all.”


“Don’t feed me that bullshit.”


I take a deep breath and pull her to the breakfast table.
“Sit,” I say as I take the chair next to her. “You’re gonna find out soon
anyways, so I guess you should hear it from me.”


“Oh, God.”


“I swear nothing’s happened. But in a few weeks, she’ll be
eighteen, and we’re going to start seeing each other.”


“Seeing each other?” She raises her brows in curiosity.


“Dating… if that’s what you wanna call it.”


She leans back and regards me carefully. I can see the
wheels turning in her head and puzzle pieces clicking into place. Finally, she
smirks.


“You’re falling for her.”


“What? No. I like her, I’ll admit, but that’s it.”


“Mm-hmm.” She’s not convinced and frankly, neither am I.
“How much longer?”


“A month.”


“Be careful, Gage. I don’t want to see you in prison over
this.”


“That’s not gonna happen.”


“I hope you know what you’re doing.”


“Don’t worry. And don’t say anything to anyone.”


“Goes without saying.”


“Thanks.”


“I’m going to check on Mikey.” She looks down at the watch
on her wrist. “Take her home. And pay her… sixty dollars.”


“Okay.”


She’s still asleep on the couch. I kneel in front of her,
then trail my fingers down her cheek and whisper her name. Her eyes flutter
open, and she smiles up at me.


“Wake up, doll.”


“Shit. I can’t believe I fell asleep,” she says while
sitting up.


“Come on. I’m taking you home.”


“Ellen’s back?”


“She’s upstairs with Mikey.”


I pull her up and she staggers, grabbing my arm. “You good?”


“Yeah… just still waking up.”


“Here.”


I hand her the money and she shoves it into her pocket then
sags against me. “I got the bike so you gotta wake up, doll.”


She grumbles incoherently, and I realize that I’ll either
have to carry her or we walk to her house. I tuck her under my arm and we make
our way outside and up the street. By the time we get to her door, she’s fully
awake. She buries her face in my chest and groans. Her hands slide under my cut
and up my back, then she drags her nails over my T-shirt.


“What’s wrong?”


“Ugh. What’s not wrong? I’m horny and frustrated and
I want you and I’m on my period. Pick one.”


“We’re on the home stretch now, babe. Not much longer.”


“God, I love how you smell. I just wanna eat you up.”


She reaches for my crotch and I pull away, taking a few
steps back. “Whoa.”


“You should let me.”


“Let you what?”


She moves toward me, biting into her bottom lip. Jesus.
Why does she have to be so tempting?


“Eat you up.”


“Fuck, Raven. Don’t talk like that.”


“Why not? It’s not like I haven’t done it before.”


Rage overtakes me. Just thinking about it makes me want to
kill someone. “The fuck, Raven? Who the fuck had their dick in your mouth? Was
it the boy?”


“No, it wasn’t Chris. My ex back home.”


“That’s what you meant when you said you’ve done things? Did
he touch you?”


“No. It was a compromise. He was ready for sex, I wasn’t. He
got tired of hand jobs.”


“I’m gonna fucking kill him.”


He’s dead. That motherfucker better start picking out
caskets. Never mind caskets; there won’t be anything left of him to bury when
I’m done with him. 


She pats my chest then takes the sides of my cut in her
hands.


“You don’t talk like that.”


“Why not? I’m serious.”


“That’s just it. Coming from anyone else, it might sound
like an empty threat… but not you.”


“What do you expect? I have to live with the thought of you
sucking some other dude’s dick.”


“Forget about it. I have. I can’t even remember what it
looks like… just that he was nowhere near your size.”


Her eyes twinkle with mischief and just like that, she
levels me out. “Not many men are,” I say.


“I’ll take your word for it, monster dick.”


“You’ll find out soon enough.”


“I liked it, you know… seeing his face while I was doing it.
I can’t wait to see yours.”


She leans into me, and I have to take deep breaths to calm
my body. All I can see is her on her knees with her lips wrapped around my
dick.


“You gonna come in my mouth, Gage? You want me to swallow?”
She asks in a low, gravelly voice.


Jesus Christ. I think I can hear my balls turning blue.
“Raven—”


She winks, stands on her toes, and gives me a quick peck on
the lips.


“I’m going to get some sleep. Call me tomorrow?”


“Yeah, babe.” 


“Dream about me.”


“You dream about me,” I tell her.


“Always.”









CHAPTER 9


***Raven***


 


I see him before he walks into the diner. Taking a deep
breath, I prepare myself to face him. It’s time to put three years of drama
club to use. I square my shoulders but go back to wiping down the counter. The
chimes on the door jingle, and I smile up at him.


“Hi. Welcome to Millie’s. Just sit where you like, and I’ll
be right with you,” I issue my standard greeting.


He removes his hat and takes the stool in front of me. He
looks tired. The kind of tired that comes from having a stressful job. He’s
probably in his thirties but looks much older. His eyes are a beautiful shade
of brown, but are heavy with years of seeing too much shit. His brown hair is
parted to the side and neatly combed. I can tell he works out a lot because his
arms fill out his shirt very nicely.


“Okay… counter it is. What can I get you?”


“Coffee.”


“Regular or decaf?”


“Regular.”


“Coming right up.”


As I’m pouring his coffee, he introduces himself. “Sheriff
Adrian Renley. I’d like to ask you some questions, Miss Alvarez.”  


“Um… okay.”


I need to play it cool. I have to find a balance between not
knowing anything and knowing too much. He’s here, which means he thinks I know something.


“Are you acquainted with Mr. Gage Hunter?”


“I know him. Why?”


“How do you know him?”


“I met him through my sister. Again… why?”


“There was an incident on September thirteenth. Witnesses
reported a car being chased and shot at by two men on motorcycles.”


“Yeah, I heard about that. Have you caught those guys?”


“Working on it. Witnesses from Chiquita’s say the two of you
had a heated argument that night.”


“I wouldn’t call it that.”


“What would you call it?”


“A conversation.”


Millie walks up and places her arm around my shoulder
protectively. “Sheriff, what’s going on here?”


“Just asking some questions.”


“Well, since Raven is a minor, you won’t mind me sticking
around.”


“Of course not.”


Throughout the entire exchange so far, his expression has
not changed. Not even a twitch. He has one hell of a poker face because I can’t
tell what he’s thinking. He nods to Millie then turns back to me.


“What did you talk about?”


I look to Millie in mock confusion and back to Renley.
“What’s this about? I know it’s not illegal to talk to people.”


“It isn’t… but I know it was him those bikers were after.
And I believe you were with him.”


“Why would I have been with him?”


“You were seen leaving Chiquita’s together.”


“We went out back, talked, and then went our separate ways.”


Finally, I get an expression from him. He raises an eyebrow.


“Really now?”


“Yes… really.”


“You’re protecting him. I don’t know why or who you think he
is, but let me enlighten you.”


He opens a file folder I hadn’t even noticed before and
pulls out some pictures. He lays one on the counter and I look down at it. It’s
a gorgeous girl with the most intense green eyes I’ve ever seen. Glossy brown
hair, and lips women pay a fortune for.


“What the hell are you doing, Renley?”


Millie’s voice drags my attention away from the picture. She
looks like she’s about to rip the man’s head off, but he ignores her.


“That’s Janet Presley,” Renley says, pointing to the
picture.


I try not to react to the name, but I think he caught wind
of the fact that I’ve heard it before.


“Well… before Hunter got to her.”


He slaps down four other photos and I gasp in shock. Each
one is of Janet but documenting different injuries. The one of her face shows
her eyes black and blue and swollen shut. As a matter of fact, her whole face
is swollen and covered in cuts and bruises, her lips split. There are choke
marks around her neck. The others show her arm in a cast and horrible bruises
on her ribs and stomach.


“Is she… Did she die?”


“No, as far as I know, but she was raped and beaten within
an inch of her life. She fingered Hunter once she woke up, but she didn’t have
to. We had evidence, his semen inside her. A few days later, evidence goes
missing, she recants her story, and disappears from the hospital.” 


“That’s enough, Renley,” Millie states with finality.


The wind chimes sound again and Gage steps in, murder in his
eyes. Renley grabs his hat but doesn’t pack up the pictures until he’s sure
Gage has seen them. He lays a business card on the table before he leaves.


“Call me.”


The two men glare at each other as Renley walks out. I can’t
move. I can’t think. It can’t be true. Gage would never do that… Would he? He’s
not that kind of man. Or is he? That night he was so angry about my clothes
comes rushing back. The way he’d slammed his palm into the wall… Did he really
want to hit me instead? And then when he spanked me at the club… was he just
holding back? And rape? This must be what Chris and Chrissy tried to warn me
about. With all the drama, I forgot to ask Gage about it. Oh, God. What have
I gotten myself into?


“Raven.”


His voice sounds far away. I slowly raise my gaze to his, my
body trembling in shock and fear.


“Take her around back. Use my office,” Millie tells him.


He takes my hand and pulls me along behind him, locking the
door once we’re in Millie’s office. I stand in the corner, hugging myself
tightly. He reaches for me and I pull away, tears welling in my eyes.


“Babe?”


“Is it true? Did you… did you do that to that girl?”


“No! Of course not. Do you really think…?”


He sighs heavily and pulls out a chair, motioning for me to
sit. I do so tentatively, watching his every move closely. He crouches before
me, taking my hand in his.


“Janet was a friend of Ellen’s. She moved away after high
school but came back about two years ago. We messed around for a while, but
what she neglected to tell anyone was that she was running from an abusive ex.”


I stare into his eyes to try and catch any sign I can that
he’s lying. He returns my stare with eyes colored with hurt but not deceit.


“The guy found her. Went ballistic when he learned about me
and attacked her. He threatened to kill her if she didn’t say it was me. I got
her to change her story and, using some transportation channels I have access
to, I got her away safely… set her up somewhere else.”


“So, she’s alive?”


“Yes… and happy. She’s the old lady of another charter’s
president. Last I heard, she was having a baby.”


“And the semen?”


“Dude got it from a used condom I left at her place that
night.”


I can’t believe I doubted him. He’s not a rapist. We’ve been
in so many situations where he could have easily hurt me and he hasn’t. But now
I understand why Renley has it in for him. What he must have gone through….


“Gage—”


“I should have told you before.”


“What about the boyfriend?”


“He was taken care of. She’s Rambo’s problem now, not mine.
You believe me, don’t you?”


“Yes. I’m so sorry. I shouldn’t have doubted you.”


He pulls out his phone, punches in a number, and places it
at his ear.


“Rambo… yeah, everything’s good. Look, I need a favor… it’s
going to sound strange… I need a picture of your old lady… yeah… something like
that.”


I listen to the one-sided conversation, admiring him even
more for wanting to prove that he’s telling the truth. A message comes in a
minute after he hangs up. He turns the screen toward me and I see Janet
smiling, her palm resting on a very pregnant belly. 


“I’m sorry,” I repeat. I feel like such a dumbass.


“It’s okay. You have nothing to be sorry for.”


“It’s just—”


“I’m not into raping or beating women—”


“Just the occasional spanking?”


He doesn’t even crack a smile.


“I would never hurt you, Raven, and I won’t let anyone else
hurt you, either.”


He straightens and moves over to the desk, leaning on it. I
drop my gaze to the floor, thinking of Lonnie.


“You can’t guarantee that.”


“Of course I can. Once everybody around here knows you’re
mine, my name alone will protect you.”


“Why? Why would anyone care about who you’re fucking?”


He tilts his head to the side and his eyes pierce my soul.


“It’s become way more than that, Raven… and you know it.”









***Gage***


 


There. I said it. Now let’s see what she does with it.



She takes a deep breath, expelling it through her mouth,
then walks over to me. Like she always does, she slides her hands under my cut
and around my waist, hugging me tightly.


“I know.”


“Look at me, doll.”


I run my fingers through her hair as she raises those
gorgeous eyes toward me.


“You need to go into this with eyes wide open. Being with me
won’t be easy. You want to know something, you ask me.”


“Okay. No secrets, Gage. I meant it when I said you can tell
me anything.”


“I can’t. There are things I need to keep from you for your
own safety.”


She releases me and takes a step back, giving me a stern
look.


“No. I’m not some delicate flower you need to protect. If
we’re going to do this, I need to know you’re not hiding anything from me…
especially if it’s messing with your head. I want to help, even if it’s just
listening.”


“I can’t promise anything, but I’ll try.”


She folds her arms under her breasts and narrows her eyes.


“Do you want me?”


“You know I do.”


“Then you won’t try. You’ll do it.”


In her eyes, I see a strength I haven’t seen—or maybe just
never noticed—before. A strength that makes me feel like she can take whatever
I throw her way. A strength that makes me think I can lean on her if I ever
feel like I can’t stand on my own.


“Doll—”


A knock on the door interrupts me and she opens it. Millie
steps in with a questioning look.


“Everything okay?”


“Yeah… I explained everything,” I tell her.


Raven looks from me to Millie.


“You knew?”


“He asked for my help. My friend Nita… that’s his aunt.
There isn’t anything I wouldn’t do for that boy and his family.”


She’s right. Nita and Millie have been best friends forever.
She’s practically a member of the family. 


“Raven, give us a minute, will you?” I ask.


She nods and closes the door behind her.


“She all right?”


“Yeah, she’s good.”


“Still gonna tell me there’s nothing going on?”


“No, but I swear I haven’t touched her.”


“I know, son.”


She pats my cheek and sits behind her desk.


“What about our little arrangement?” she asks.


I reach into my pocket and give her enough money to cover
Raven’s pay for the next two weeks. After that, we don’t have to sneak around,
so I can take care of her directly.


“Might not be much longer. She mentioned something about art
school.”


“I see. Good for her.”


“Don’t say anything to Nita. I need to talk to her myself.”


“Got it, baby boy.”


“Okay, see ya. And thanks for calling me.”


“No problem.”


Before I walk through the door, she calls after me.


“She’ll be good for you, Gage.”


Yeah. I think so, too. I scan the diner but don’t see
her. I remember the last time she wanted to get away, she ran out the back
door. Sure enough, I find her outside on her phone. Her back is to me, so she
doesn’t see me. She doesn’t hear me either because she doesn’t turn around. 


“Thanks, Chris… I promise you did the right thing… I can’t
talk now, but I’ll explain everything… Okay…I’ll call you later… bye.”


“The fuck you need to talk to him for?”


She drops her phone and almost jumps a mile. She turns
angrily and starts going off on me in Spanish. I smile and let her rant. She’s
so cute when she’s mad. I pick up her phone and just watch her.


“Ugh!”


“You done?” I ask.


“Stop sneaking up on me.”


“What’s going on?”


“The sheriff… He spoke to Chris after he left here.”


“And?”


“Chris told him he followed us outside but he found me alone
and we left together,” she explains.


“Huh… didn’t expect that.”


“Despite what you think, he does care about me.”


“He can care all he wants to as long as he knows you’re
mine.”


“Stop. Look… I want to tell him about Janet. It would
ease his mind.”


“Fine. I’ll forward you the picture if you want.”


I hand her the phone and she slides it into her back pocket.
She looks around carefully then wraps her arms around my waist. I close my eyes
and take a deep breath. Her touch is like nothing I’ve ever experienced. No
matter my mood, it affects me in just the perfect way.


“Thank you.”


I lift her face toward me and kiss her forehead. “Ron will
take you home later. I’ll pick you up at your place.”


“’Kay.”


She buries her face in my chest, inhales deeply, then moans
and releases her breath slowly.


“Me encanta tu aroma.”


I don’t need to speak Spanish to understand what she said.
She’s always smelling me. She smiles and saunters off back into the diner.


Two weeks. Let the countdown begin.









CHAPTER 10


***Raven***


 


Ed Sheeran’s voice sounds from my phone just as I’m going
through the door. A text from Lonnie… huh. That’s new.


Lonnie: Forgot to give Mr. Glenn the rent check and it’s
due today. Could you just run it next door? It’s on the kitchen table.


Sure, I have nothing better to do. She’s lucky he just lives
next door. I grab the envelope on the table and send a quick reply.


Raven: Ok.


As I approach the Bimmer, the passenger door opens and I
stick my head inside. Baby Jesus in the manger. I swear this man gets sexier
every time I see him. I realize I’m staring when he smirks and motions for
me to get in.


“Uh… gotta run next door for a sec and see the landlord.”


“Okay.”


I close the door and he drives alongside me, stopping in
front of Mr. Glenn’s house. I have to knock three times before he answers.


“Yes?”


Ugh… the man reeks of beer and B.O. His tank top is
struggling to cover his belly, and his boxer shorts look like they’re about to
rip at any minute. He looks me up and down as he scratches the bald area at the
top of his head.


“Hi. Lonnie asked me to drop this off.”


He takes the envelope and gives me a creepy smile. A chill
runs through my body and everything in me is screaming “Run!” 


“You’re the sister. I’ve seen you around.”


“Yes.”


“Come on in. Let me get you the receipt.”


“I’ll just wait here, thanks.”


He smiles at me like I said exactly what he wanted to hear.
Weird. He’s weird and he seriously creeps me out.


“Nonsense. Come in.” He waves me inside.


I look back at the car, knowing Gage is right there if I
need him. I step inside carefully and push the door but don’t close it.


“Come on. It’s right in here.”


Why won’t he just go get it? I don’t need to follow him.
Shit. He disappears and when he returns, he’s holding a piece of paper and the
creepy smile has multiplied by a hundred. I swallow hard.


“Well, young lady. The rent’s coming up a bit short this
month, but I’m sure we can work something out.”


What the hell? He sounds like some guy from a bad
porno. “What? What do you mean?”


“I mean that I’m willing to accept... other forms of
payment.”


Gross. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, and
I’m leaving.” He grabs my wrist as I’m walking away and pulls me toward him.
“Let go of me!”


“Oh, wonderful! Lonnie told me you’d be good at this.”


Lonnie. Fucking Lonnie! This is why she wanted me to
come over here—to be a part of some role-play sex game with this sick fucker.
He pushes me against the wall and tries to secure my hands. I struggle against
him, trying not to freak out. I’m failing miserably. All those self-defense
lessons Daddy gave me seem like distant memories. I try to kick him in the
balls, but he wedges his thigh between mine.


“I like it rough.”


His breath hits me like a punch to the face. Dear God, it
smells like a dozen small animals crawled into his mouth and died. A week ago.
He reaches for the button on my jeans and pops it open.


“Stop!”


I struggle harder, panic rising as he pulls on my zipper. I
close my eyes but before I can scream, I feel him being pulled away from me. I
open my eyes to see Gage throwing the man across the room. He hits the wall,
staggers, and falls to the floor. Gage is huffing and puffing like the Big Bad
Wolf. He stalks over to Glenn, steps over him so Glenn is between his legs, and
grabs the neck of his tank top.


“Motherfucker!” Gage shouts.


And then all hell breaks loose. Or should I say the straw
house tumbles down? Gage pummels Glenn’s face with a single-minded purpose.
This is Reaper in rare form. It’s like watching an accident happen—you don’t
want to look, but you can’t not look. I watch his fist rise and fall
until I see the blood. Glenn’s face is a bloody mess. He’s not even trying to
block the punches. And that’s because he’s out cold.


“Gage! Stop… that’s enough!”


He doesn’t hear me. I watch with increasing fear as he pulls
his Glock out of the back of his jeans. Holy shit. I run over and grab
his shoulder. He turns to me like someone emerging from a trance.


“It’s over. He’s done.”


He looks down at the man beaten to a pulp, then back to me.


“Are you hurt?”


“I’m fine. Let’s just get out of here before someone calls
the cops.”


He gives Glenn’s leg a kick and wraps a bandana around his
bloody knuckles. Once we’re in the car, he takes a deep breath and looks over
at me.


“You sure you’re okay?”


“I’m fine. He didn’t… get to do anything.”


He slams his palm down on the steering wheel and growls like
an angry bear. “Fuck! I’m gonna kill the son of a bitch!”


“No! Don’t. He was drunk and….”


Under the impression that I had agreed to it. I know
Lonnie has her thing with me about Gage, but this just proves she really hates
me. She was pimping me out for some rent money. First thing in the morning, I’m
calling Dad’s lawyer. I need to get some shit sorted out ASAP.


“Just leave him be. I’m sure he won’t be a problem anymore.”


He turns to me with an incredulous stare, brows furrowed.
“Leave him be? It’s nothing for me to end him. I can do it and be back
in thirty seconds.”


“Gage, please… don’t.”


“Fuck that shit.” 


He reaches for the car door but I grab his arm. I can’t let
him go back in there. I can’t handle another death on my conscience. “Please,
don’t do this. Please. I’m sure he’s learned his lesson. Just leave it
alone.”


“You think some fucker’s going to put his hands on my
woman and live to talk about it?”


“Will you just do this for me?” I plead.


“Fine,” he says reluctantly. “But I’ll have Razor pay him a
visit tomorrow. He needs to know to keep his mouth shut.”


“He won’t touch him, right?”


“No.”


“Good. I… wait a minute… did you say…?” Hold up… rewind.
Did he just call me his woman? “I’m your woman?”


Like a deflating balloon, I watch the anger drain out of
him.


“You will be. Once you hurry up and turn eighteen.”


“Your woman… like… your girlfriend?” I definitely need
clarification here. This is the man who said he doesn’t do
relationships.


“Woman, girlfriend… whatever you want to call it. You’re
mine.”


“Oh, Gage….”


I want to kiss him so badly right now. I want to throw my
arms around him, squeeze him tightly, and kiss his lips off his face. “Hurry
up.”


“What?”


“Hurry… up. When we get to the house, I’m
going to crawl all over you.”


“Shit.”









***Gage***


 


I make it to the house in record time. She can’t stay still.
If I wasn’t driving, she probably would have jumped into my lap. We run up the
stairs and I push her down onto the bed. When I throw off my cut, she wrinkles
her nose at me.


“There’s blood on your shirt.”


I toss it in the hamper and head to the bathroom to clean my
throbbing hand. I’m still trying to get the blood off when she walks in. She’s
changed into one of my T-shirts and looks good enough to eat.


“Let me see.” She turns off the water and takes my hand.
“Hmm… you have a first-aid kit?”


“Under the sink.”


She fetches it and hops onto the counter. I watch her as she
soaks cotton in peroxide and cleans my knuckles. I can’t believe her. She was
almost raped, yet she’s concerned about my hand.


“You’ll live,” she states matter-of-factly.


“You’re amazing.”


“What did I do? Not that I don’t totally agree.”


I step between her legs and pick her up. She wraps her arms
and legs around me, pressing her lips to mine as I carry her to the bed. She
plants quick little kisses all over my face then starts to suck on my neck. A
shiver runs up my spine. I can’t remember the last time a woman had that effect
on me. I climb onto the bed and she moans as my hard dick presses against her
pussy. She parts her lips the moment I touch them and slides her tongue into my
mouth. I suck on it gently until she pulls it back and bites into my bottom
lip. She throws her head back as I move down her neck, kissing and licking. 


“Do it… Mark me.”


Fuck. I suck at the base of her neck and she sinks
her nails into my back.


“Yes! Everywhere… I want you to mark me everywhere.”


I move down, pushing her T-shirt up to expose her skin. I
slide my tongue from the waistband of her panties and up her stomach. Her
muscles jump beneath my tongue and she whimpers. I sink my teeth into her flesh
and suck on her skin until it’s red, and then I move to the next side. She
feels so fucking good, I can barely control myself. My dick feels like
someone’s hammering it from the inside, and my balls feel like they’re about to
burst. I grab her knee and bite into her thigh, leaving another mark there.


“Gage!”


The scent of her arousal hits me and I almost lose my mind.
I place my forehead on her stomach, below her navel, and breathe her in.


“Please… don’t stop,” she begs.


I move back up her body but before I can say anything, she
flips over and straddles me. I know I should stop her, but I let her remove my
jeans. I suck in a breath as she runs her fingers over my dick. She curls her
fingers into the waist of my boxers and that’s when I snap out of my haze. I
grab her shoulders and pull her into my arms.


“No, babe. No more.”


“But why?” she whines.


“Because we can’t.”


“Yes, we can. It’s perfectly legal. If you’re worried about
people finding out, I won’t tell anyone. I promise.”


“I’m trying to fight temptation here. Don’t make it harder.”


“What? Your dick?”


With a smile, she reaches down and grabs it, squeezing it in
her tiny hand.


“Raven, stop.”


“Weren’t you the one who told me to submit, no, yield
to temptation?”


“Babe, please. I’m really trying here.”


“I’ve got a quote for you. Tom Wilson, ‘about the only time
losing is more fun than winning is when you’re fighting temptation’. Don’t you
want to have fun?” 


“No,” I answer, even though it’s a fucking lie.


“Ugh!”


She slides onto the bed but lays her head on my chest. I try
to concentrate on getting ahold of myself.


“I hate to say this, but maybe we shouldn’t sleep in the
same bed until… after,” I tell her.


“Whatever.”


“Don’t be petulant.”


“I’m not petulant. I’m mad.”


“Well, don’t be mad, either. I promise I’ll make it up to
you.”


“What. Ever.”


We lay in silence for a while before she sits up and looks
around the room.


“Do you have any paper… a pencil?”


“Downstairs in the living room. There’s a desk with all
kinds of shit in there.”


She hops off the bed and returns with a sheet of paper, a
clipboard, and a pencil. She sits cross-legged at the foot of the bed and
stares at me. “What?”


“Don’t move.”


I lace my fingers together under my head and stare up at the
ceiling. She can’t stay mad all night. After a while, she moves closer. She
looks from me to the clipboard and I realize she’s drawing me.


“Your face is perfect,” she says, more to herself than to
me.


“Why, thank you.”


“I mean it… symmetrical… perfect for drawing.”


A few minutes later, she hands me the clipboard. I can’t
believe my eyes. “Holy shit! If I didn’t just see you do it, I wouldn’t have
believed it. You’re really talented, baby doll.”


“Thanks.”


“Damn, it looks just like me. Tattoos, hard dick and all.”
She giggles and lies next to me once more. “Does this mean I’m forgiven?”


“For now.”


“I know how to get back in your good graces. What do you
want for your birthday?”


“Oh, now you’re asking? For months, all I’ve been hearing
about is what you’re getting out of the deal.”


“Seriously, anything you want.”


“I don’t know. Haven’t really thought about it.”


“You want a party?”


“You wanna throw me one?”


“Sure. Just let me know who you want there.”


She raises up on her elbow and looks down at me. “You’d do
that for me?”


“I’d do anything for you, Raven.”


I say the words without thinking but the moment they leave
my lips, I know they’re true. She swallows, takes a breath, and kisses me
softly. 


“I’d like that.”


“Good.”


She settles on my chest again and throws her arm and leg
over me. “You know what we should do? A costume party for Halloween,” she says.


“If you want.”


“What would you be?”


“I don’t do costumes, baby doll.”


“Ugh! You don’t do anything.” She sits up and stares
at me with a pleading look. “Come on. You can’t go to a costume party in
your colors.”


“Why not?”


“Because it’s not a costume!”


“Not happening.”


“Happening. You could be a pilot, and I’ll be your naughty
flight attendant.”


She waggles her brows at me. I can’t believe she even
remembered that.


“I don’t need a costume for that. I like the naughty flight
attendant part, though.”


“I’m going to ignore that. Do your whole death thing then.
You can be the Grim Reaper.”


“Don’t need a costume for that, either.”


“Gage!” she shouts in irritation. I chuckle and try to pull
her back into my arms, but she swats my hand away.


“Oh! I could be Lady Death,” she exclaims excitedly. 


“Who’s that?”


She reaches for her phone then straddles me. When she finds
what she’s looking for, she turns the screen toward me. It’s a picture of a
woman wearing nothing but a skimpy bikini and thigh-high boots. She must have
lost her mind.


“What makes you think I’d allow you to wear that?”


“I can wear a skirt or some shorts… and I’d have the cape.”


“No. Fuck no.”


“Fine. I’ll work on the costume, but it’s settled.”


“Says who?”


“Says me. Deal with it.”


She settles next to me once more and I shake my head in
amusement. She really thinks she’s won. I’ll let her believe she has. 


“Millie asked me to do face painting at her Halloween fair.”


“Yeah? The kids will love that. I’m trying to see if I can
get some of our other charters to come in and help this year.”


“Help with what?”


“Set-up. Whatever the hell I want them to do.”


“Okay, Mr. Bossy. But why?”


“What do you mean ‘why’?”


“I mean why would you get involved like that?”


“Millie didn’t tell you?”


“Tell me what?”


“I’m the sponsor. Have been since the beginning.”


She rises up again and gives me an incredulous stare.
“Seriously?”


“Yeah. I came up with the idea but knew people might not
want to get involved because of the MC, so I made Millie the face of the whole
thing. It’s all my money, though.”


“Aww. Gage, that is so sweet!”


She returns to my arms, dropping a kiss on my chest. There
she goes with that damn word again. I am not “sweet.” I need to change
the subject.


“There’s a bike show in Atlanta this weekend. Wanna go with
me?”


“Just us?”


“Most of the guys are going, some old ladies, probably some
of the Hounds.”


“Lonnie?”


“Maybe. Don’t you think it’s time we told her what’s going
on?”


“Not yet. If she sees us together, she’ll know.”


“Bring your friend Chrissy. I’m sure Ron’s gonna ask her
anyway.”


“I’ll think about it. Besides, I’ll have to get the day off,
too.”


“You do that.”


If I have to drag you kicking and screaming and tie you
to my bike, you’re going. It’s time everyone knows how serious I am.









CHAPTER 11


***Gage***


 


“Hey, big brother,” Ellen grins at me.


“Hey.”


I kiss her cheek and take a wiggling Mikey from her arms. He
taps my jaws with his palms and giggles excitedly.


“Unca, Unca, Unca!”


“Hey, buddy. You being a good boy for your momma?”


“Yes! Good boy!”


“Then that means I have a present for you.”


His laugh blocks out everything and in this moment, it’s
just me and him. There really is nothing like a child’s laughter. Too bad I’ll
never get to hear the sound from my own child. He claps his little hands
together as I pull the wrapper off and hand him a lollipop. 


“Yay! Look, Momma!”


“I see, baby.” Ellen looks at me questioningly. “You wanted
to talk to me?”


“Yeah. I need your help.”


“Sure. What’s up?”


“I may have gotten in over my head here. I promised Raven a
birthday party.”


“Oh… I see,” she smirks.


“Waben!” Mikey shrieks.


“Wipe that grin off your face, sis.”


“What? I’m happy for you. Even Mikey likes her.”


“So he told me.”


“So, when’s this shindig?”


“The twentieth.”


“Great!” She rolls her eyes. “A week, Gage? You couldn’t
give me more notice?”


“Sorry.”


“Well… what does she like? Other than the color blue.”


“Books… music… drawing….”


“What kind of music?”


“I don’t know. Talk to her friend Chrissy. She said she’d
help. And you can do it at Scythe, so you don’t have to worry about the
location.”


“That’s something, at least,” she says pensively.


“I have an idea I think she’d like.”


“What?”


“She mentioned that she missed her prom. I figured that
could be the theme or whatever.”


She gasps and places her hand on her sternum, her mouth
hanging open.


“I had no idea you could be so sweet. That’s a great idea!
We can get her a dress and… Oh! You’ll wear a suit and—”


“Wait a minute. Who said anything about a suit?”


“You’ll wear a tux, and you’ll dance with
her.”


“Ellen—”


“This was your idea. Man the fu—,” her gaze flicks to Mikey
nervously, then back to me, “Heck up, Gage Hunter.”


“I changed my mind. You come up with something.”


“No way. We’re doing this. I’m so happy!”


She claps and jumps up and down like an excited child. Me
in a tux? And dancing? No fucking way.


“It’s so good to see you focusing on one girl for a change.”


“Oh? What girl is that?” Aunt Nita walks up with a raised
brow. 


Ellen folds her lips, takes Mikey, and rushes off. Great.



“What’s going on?”


I try to sound nonchalant. “She’s just helping me to plan a
birthday party.” 


“For who?”


“Her name’s Raven.”


“Raven… Millie’s waitress? Mikey’s babysitter?”


“You know her?”


“Yeah. Talked to her a few times when I went to the diner.
Also know she’s just seventeen. What the fuck are you doing, Gage?”


“Nothing… yet. It’s her eighteenth birthday next week and I
can tell you that afterwards, you’ll be seeing a lot of her.”


“And you haven’t fucked her?”


“No.”


“Uh-huh,” she says skeptically. “I know her father passed.
What about her mother? She know about this?”


“She’s never met her mother. Lonnie’s the only family she
has.”


“Poor thing. No wonder Millie’s so drawn to her.”


“She’s a good girl, Nita. I really like her.”


“Okay, son. When do I get to meet her officially?”


“She might be coming to the show today. If not… soon. I
promise.”


“Yeah. I really need to get to know this chick better if
she’s got you keeping it in your pants.”


Oh, trust me, Nita. I won’t be keeping it in for much
longer.









***Raven***


 


“Ray… please. It’s a bike show. I know Ron’s gonna go
off and leave me at some point. I need you.”


We’re sitting on my porch, waiting for Ron to come and pick
her up. She’s been begging me for days to go to the stupid bike show. Once I
heard Lonnie and Deena making plans, I decided I wasn’t going. I only have a
couple days left in this house, and I don’t want to make them worse than they
already are. I haven’t said anything to Lonnie about Glenn, but I know she’s
seen him. She looked like she wanted to say something to me, but I gave her no
indication of what happened. It took everything in me not to slap the bitch.


“I said no, Chrissy.”


“Why?” she whines. “I know Gage wants you to go,
too.”


“Well, it’s not about what you and Gage want. It’s about
me.”


“Think of it as a way of making up for holding out on me.”


“What do you mean?”


“Come on, Ray… everyone’s seen the hickey on your neck, but
don’t think I haven’t seen the one on your thigh... your inner thigh.
Did he go down you?”


“I can see why that would excite you but no, he didn’t.
Things… got a little heavy, but we stopped. We didn’t even get naked.”


“Bummer. Promise me you’ll tell me everything when it
finally happens.”


“Fine. I will.”


Ever since her birthday, I’ve been hearing all about her sex
life with Ron. I swear I know all about the size of his dick, his favorite
positions, and what he likes. All it does is remind me of what I’m not
getting. 


“What do you guys do anyways since you’re not having sex?”


“What any normal couple does. We talk, get to know each
other better.” 


“He just doesn’t strike me as the type to be in bed with a
woman and not fuck her.”


“Well, it’s that dual personality thing I told you about.
He’s the type to cuddle in bed and talk, but will also break someone’s face for
me if that’s what I need.” 


“Whose face needs breaking?” she asks, giving me the side
eye. 


“No one.”


The rumble of motorcycles sounds in the distance, and I
welcome the interruption. I don’t want to lie to her, but I can’t tell her
about Glenn, either. As the bikes draw closer, I steel myself against giving
in. I know Gage will try to push me into going. I also know he’s the reason I
suddenly got the weekend off from work. As the bikes get closer, Chrissy gets
more excited.


“Do your parents even know where you’re going?” I ask her.


“No. They think I’m hanging out with you. Don’t make me a
liar… please?”


A couple bikes turn into the driveway while the others stop
out on the road. There must be about twenty or more. Gage, of course, is in
front. He’s wearing a helmet, shades, and a skull bandana that covers the rest
of his face, but I know it’s him. With his hoodie, he is now the very picture
of the Grim Reaper. The only thing he’s missing is the scythe. Then again, his version
is probably tucked into the back of his jeans. I can feel his eyes on me, but I
do my best not to look at him.


“Ray?” Chrissie pleads once more.


“No.”


She grabs my hand and pulls me to my feet. We’re down the
stairs before I’m able to dig my heels in and stop her.


“Okay, fine,” she finally relents.


She releases me and heads over to Ron’s bike. Lonnie is with
Venom, staring daggers at me.


“You’re not coming, baby girl?” Crow shouts over the roar of
the bikes. His old lady, Marlowe, nods and gives me an encouraging smile. 


I shake my head, still avoiding Gage. Suddenly, the men—the
ones I know, anyway—all start begging me to come along. Lonnie looks confused,
no doubt wondering how they all know me and why they’re all so… familiar
with me. I also notice the redhead with Razor. She looks at me appraisingly
from head to toe. I finally glance at Gage. He’s removed his shades but he’s
still just sitting there, watching me. Shit. I look around again at all
the faces imploring me to join them, and I crack.


“Fine. Let me just change my shoes.”


I return in my combat boots and find that only Gage, Dr. E,
Ron, Venom, and Razor are waiting. Lonnie is fuming. I look to Dr. E, silently
begging him to let me ride with him. His gaze flicks to Gage then back to me
before he nods. As I pass Gage, he grabs my wrist. Dr. E shrugs helplessly.
Chrissy smirks. Lonnie’s shocked, unable to close her mouth, and Redhead is
watching with growing interest.


“Where do you think you’re going?” he asks for my ears only.


“With Dr. E—”


“Get your ass behind me.”


He hands me his helmet and slides his shades back on, but
not before I see the anger in his eyes. I strap on the helmet and climb on
behind him, using his shoulders as leverage. He raises his hand, makes a
signal, and we all ride out. I can’t even enjoy the ride because I’m afraid
Lonnie’s going to shoot me in the back along the way.


We’re on the road for about an hour before he pulls in to a
gas station, where his crew is already waiting for him. As soon as my feet hit
the ground, he drags me to the side of the building where no one can see us. He
removes his shades, pulls the bandana down, and crashes his lips into mine.


“Ga—”


His tongue barges into my mouth. As much as my brain knows
this is not for pleasure, my body still reacts. My heart thuds in my chest.
Little tingles travel down my body and land between my legs. He unleashes his
anger on my mouth. Lips, tongues, and teeth clash, the sounds of our ragged
breathing filling the air. He pushes me against the wall and ravages my lips,
digging his fingers into my jean-clad hips. I slide my fingers through his
hair, grabbing a handful. It becomes hard to breathe. I try to break away, but
he growls and pulls me back in. I pound on his chest and he releases me but
cages me in with his arms while I desperately draw air into my lungs. He’s
breathing hard, jaw clenching in anger. My lips are pulsating and are, no
doubt, an angry red.


“You don’t sit your ass on anyone’s bike but mine. You got
that?”


“That’s what this is about? I just thought—”


“There’s nothing to think about. Your ass, my bike. Period.”


Jeez… talk about possessive. He reaches into his
pocket and hands me a wad of cash.


“Get yourself some snacks or something.”


I get that the conversation is over, so I walk ahead of him.
I pull my bottom lip between my teeth, hoping everyone will think it’s swollen
because I’ve been chewing on it. Gage veers off to the pumps and I head into
the store. And right into Lonnie.


“What the fuck is going on?” she demands.


“With what?”


“You know what I’m talking about, you little bitch. I told
you to stay away from him.”


“Why don’t you go ask him?”


“Because I’m asking you.”


“I’m not in the mood for your shit, okay?”


Razor walks up and glances between the two of us.
“Everything okay, girls?”


“Fine. Just a sisterly talk,” I tell him.


“Good. You need anything, you let me know, baby girl.”


In his eyes, I see the meaning behind his words. It’s clear
whose side he’d be on if anything went down. Strange, considering this is the
first time we’ve spoken. “Sure thing.”


After he leaves, Lonnie turns to me again. “How come you’re
so cozy with everybody?”


“I’m lovable. I can’t help it.”


I walk away, not looking back. Chrissy shows up at my side
while I’m deciding between Cheetos and Oreos. Oh, why choose? I’ll just get both.


She jerks her chin toward Lonnie. “What was that about?” 


“She thinks she has some kind of property rights on Gage and
the club. She’s going to be royally pissed when she finds out what’s going on.”


“Shit. You better get that apartment with the quickness.”


“Trust me. First thing on the morning of the twenty-first,
I’m signing that lease. I’m taking all my stuff with me, too. Furniture or not,
I’m moving into that bitch right away.”


“I hear you. How’d you get past a credit check, though?”


“My dad’s lawyer took care of it.”


“Oh. Cool.”


Razor’s redhead approaches us with a smile and an
outstretched hand. “Hi. I’m Cassidy.”


“Raven. And this is Chrissy.”


“Nice to meet you. I thought I’d introduce myself because
you two seem like the only friendly women here.”


“Tell me about it. Are you Razor’s old lady?”


“Old lady? I don’t think so. We just started seeing each
other.”


“Oh… okay.”


“So… you’re with Gage?”


Fuck. Chrissy watches me, waiting to hear what I’ll
say. Cassidy raises her brows. There’s something about her I can’t quite put my
finger on, something not right.


“Yeah.”


She looks a little surprised, but she recovers and turns to
Chrissy expectantly.


“Ron. He’s still a prospect.”


“Cool.”


“Let’s go. I think they’re ready.” Chrissy grabs my hand and
pulls me away. “No confío en ella,” she whispers. 


I don’t trust this chick, either. I pay for our snacks but
on our way back to the guys, Chrissy freezes and tightens her grip on my hand.
She looks petrified.


“What?” I follow her gaze and see a couple getting out of a
car at one of the pumps. “You know them?”


“That’s Joel.”


“Your ex? Is that the trick he cheated on you with?”


“That’s her.”


“Are you kidding me? She looks like a thumb.” She cracks a
smile and turns a grateful look my way. I swear I don’t understand men. They’ll
have diamonds and go out looking for rhinestones. “Please, tell me she at least
has a good personality.”


“She’s a total bitch.”


Joel spots us and throws his arm around the girl. As they
approach, a smirk forms on his lips. Bastard. I won’t get to my phone
fast enough to play the song, so I start singing T.I’s “No Mediocre.” Chrissy
bursts out laughing then raps Iggy Azalea’s verse. Bastard loses the smirk and
Bitch sneers. Whatever. We’re jamming. Ron walks up and snakes his hand around
Chrissy’s waist. Perfect timing. Joel drops his head and passes by without a
word. Once they’re out of sight, Chrissy throws her arms around me.


“Thanks, Ray. I needed that.”


“Trust me. It was my pleasure.”


“What was that about?” Gage asks as he approaches.


I slip my hand into his, lacing our fingers. Suddenly, I
don’t care about anything.


“Cheating ex. You even think about it, I’ll Lorena Bobbitt
your ass.”


He smiles then throws me over his shoulder. I let out a yelp
as he smacks me on the ass.


“So possessive. I like it.”


Possessive… but dead serious.









CHAPTER 12


***Gage***


 


“What kind of bike is this?” Raven asks.


“Street Glide.”


“It’s different from the others I’ve seen. How many do you
have?”


She’s sitting on the back of my bike, trailing her fingers
across the saddle. I can’t help but think how perfect she looks sitting there.


“About a dozen.”


“All Harleys?”


“No. I got a few sport bikes—Kawasaki, Ducati, Suzuki.”


“Yeah, that’s all French to me.”


“Don’t worry. I’ll teach you everything I know.”


“I wanna learn how to ride.”


“Slide down. I’ll show you the basics.”


She squeals excitedly and scoots down, placing her hands on
the handle bars. I explain the gauges and show her how to start it. I glance up
and Lonnie is staring at us with a scowl. Razor told me about their little
conversation, so I know she’s pissed. Raven touches my arm to get my attention.


“Gage?”


“Gimme a sec. I’m gonna go talk to your sister.”


Lonnie’s expression changes as I approach. She bites her lip
and stares up at me hopefully. I pull her aside to get a little privacy.


“I know you’re wondering what’s going on, so it’s best to
just be straight with you. I like your sister.”


“What do you mean you like her?”


“I want her.”


“But… she’s just a child!”


“She’ll be eighteen in a few days. I’m not looking for your
blessing or for you to be okay with it. I just need you to know it’s
happening.”


“Are you claiming her?”


Her bottom lip trembles and tears well in her eyes. Shit.


“Look… don’t blame her. For a long time, she blew me off
because she knew you were into me. I pursued her.”


“You said you didn’t want an old lady.”


“I didn’t.”


“But now you do. I waited… I waited all this time for you….”


Waited? What the fuck? “What do you mean?”


“When I got here… you were the first. I thought… The others
I did because I thought that’s what you wanted. You were supposed to come back
for me.”


What the fuck is she talking about? I didn’t ask or
force her to become a Hound. And if she thought I was going to claim her, why
would I want her to fuck the whole town? She’s already crying, though, so I
really can’t say that to her.


“I’m sorry if I said or did anything to lead you on, but you
need to stop. Even if it wasn’t Raven, it would be someone else. Not you.”


“Gage… please….”


“I’m sorry, Lonnie.”


I walk away and signal the guys to get moving. Raven looks
up at me with a worried frown when I get back to her.


“Everything okay?” she asks.


“Yeah. We’re good.”


“You sure? She’s not going to kill me in my sleep, is she?”


“You think she’d hurt you?”


“I’m just kidding.” She smiles, but it doesn’t hide her
concern. She’s worried about this causing trouble between her and Lonnie. “I’m
with you every night anyways.”


“True,” I agree.


We leave the gas station behind and ride for another hour
before we arrive at the venue. The blood pumps faster through my veins. This is
my kind of scene. Bikes and bikers as far as the eye can see. Before Raven, I
would have added in the bitches, but I can’t seem to see anyone but her these
days. Ron and Chrissy walk over to us and I watch the two girls together. It’s
strange. They’ve only known each other for a few months, but they seem more
like sisters than Raven and Lonnie do. But then I notice something else. Shit.


“Girls, listen. You’re not wearing cuts, so don’t stray far.
Stick to one of the brothers at all times.”


“Cuts?” Raven asks.


I point to Marlowe and Renae who are standing together a few
feet away. They’re Crow and Motor’s old ladies, so they’re wearing their
patches. Raven and Chrissy just nod and turn back to each other. I don’t need any
trouble. No cuts mean they’re not claimed and to other MCs, that makes them
fair game.


“Waben!”


She turns around and her face lights up when she sees little
Mikey running toward her.


“Come here, jit!”


She picks him up and spins him around. He laughs and when
they stop spinning, he wraps his arms around her neck. I watch the two girls
play with him until Ellen draws my attention.


“She’s great with him,” she says.


“He likes her.”


“She’ll be a good mother.”


I raise a brow at her. “If that’s some kind of hint, don’t
even bother. You know where I stand on that matter.”


“Mm-hmm… we’ll see.”


Aunt Nita walks up on my left. “She’s pretty, I’ll give you
that.”


Pretty? She’s fucking beautiful. Raven walks over
with a gorgeous smile and a seemingly love-struck Mikey.


“Hey, Ellen.”


They kiss each other’s cheeks and Mikey grins at me.


“Hi, Unca.”


“Hey, Mikey. I see you found your friend.”


“Yes! I like Waben.”


“Aww. I like you, too, Mikey.”


She turns to Nita with a big smile. “Hi, Miss Nita. Good to
see you.”


“You, too, my dear. Based on what my nephew here has told
me, you can call me Aunt Nita.”


Raven’s eyes widen and her smile gets bigger. “Really?” she
asks.


“Of course, sweetheart.”


“Okay. Aunt Nita.” She giggles.


I listen to the four women talk, about nothing really, and
the world around me disappears. The three women in my life getting along… it’s
a great sight.









***Raven***


 


Oh. My. God. I love Aunt Nita! She has absolutely no filter.
If you don’t like what she says, too bad for you. I want to be just like her
when I grow up. Not only that, but she basically accepted me into her family.
She has no idea how much that means to me since I have no family of my own. At
this point, Lonnie doesn’t count. 


I spend most of the day with the women, but Gage and Ron
stick close by. I’ve seen more bikes than I have in my entire life and heard
more classic rock than I care to. It’s been fun, though. We’ve eaten a ton of
junk and taken a million pictures with bikes.


On our way out, members from some other MCs converge on the
Dealers, so Chrissy and I get separated from them. They’re all shaking hands,
talking, and laughing, so we amuse ourselves. The DJ plays Maroon 5’s “Animals”
and we start to dance. A few men gather around us, watching with undisguised
interest as we move and glide our fingers over each other’s bodies. Two of them
approach us, their expressions looking like they’ve taken the words of the
song’s chorus literally. They’re both wearing cuts bearing the name Black
Snakes.


“Hey, baby. Who you here with?” the older one says. He
smiles, exposing his many gold teeth.


“The Death Dealers,” I answer.


They both look behind them and then the younger one looks us
over, licking his lips.


“You owned?” Lip Licker asks.


Owned? What the fuck is he talking about? “Um… no.”


Their smiles get wider.


“What do you say we all go somewhere and party?” Lip Licker
jerks his head to the left.


“No, thanks. We’re good,” Chrissy says, linking her hand
with mine.


“We can make you a whole lot better,” Gold Teeth says.


“She said we’re good. Back off,” I seethe.


They lose the smiles and step toward us menacingly. Then I
hear the booming voice of God.


“I wouldn’t do that if I were you.”


No, not God, but a savior all the same. My knight in shining
leather—Gage.


Gold Teeth looks him up and down and sneers. The crowd
disperses until we’re left with Dealers on one side and Snakes on the other.
Gage stands in front, commander of his army. Dr. E and Razor are at his sides,
and Ron looks like he’s barely holding himself back.


“Two o’ yours, huh?” Gold Teeth takes the lead on his side.


“Yes, they’re mine and off-limits.”


“They ain’t wearing cuts.”


“Doesn’t matter.”


“Matters to us. What’s to stop us from taking what we want?”


Gage’s jaw twitches. These guys don’t know who they’re
messing with. I grip Chrissy’s hand tightly.


“I’ll put a bullet in your brain so fast you’d be dead
before you even tried to touch ’em.”


Tensions rise and everyone’s trigger finger seems to be
itching. The Snakes’ president steps forward and places a hand on Goldie’s
shoulder.


“Cool it, Ram.”


Ram/Goldie sniggers at Gage and takes a reluctant step back.
His president approaches Gage.


“It’s all good, Hunter. Just a misunderstanding. The Dealers
and the Snakes are good.”


Gage jerks his head at us, then shakes the other president’s
hand. We move to his side and he places his arms around our shoulders. That
sends a pretty clear message, and all the Snakes stand down.


“See you around, Ace,” Gage says to the Snakes’ president.


When we get back to the bikes, he stares down at us sternly.


“How could two little girls cause such big trouble? That
could have turned out very differently.”


“They’re too hot for their own good,” Ron chimes in as he
sidles up next to Chrissy. He drags her away and leaves me with Reaper.


“They started it. We were just minding our own business.”


“I know. We need to find a way to let the world know you’re
mine.”


“Any ideas?”


“A few.”


He reaches into the neck of his hoodie and pulls his
necklace with the “12 Gage” pendant from around his neck. He places it around
mine, fingering the pendant where it rests between my breasts.


“That’s a start,” he says.


I beam up at him, knowing this is big for him. He’s backing
up his words with actions. Soon, everyone will know I’m his. All I need now is
my very own cut. I know it’s going to take a while for him to get there, but at
least he’s moving in that direction.


“Let’s go. I need to get you alone.”


“I second that, Miss Alvarez.”


We stop at the same gas station on the way home and then we
all go straight to the clubhouse. Chopper is on the grill and there are some
women busy setting up for the guys’ return. Right away, Chopper comes over to
me and wraps me up in a bear hug. I return his embrace, giggling as he squeezes
tighter.


“How you doin’, lil darlin’?”


“Great. It’s good to see you.”


He looks between me and Gage with a big grin. “Looks like
I’ll be seein’ a lot of you around here.”


“You keep making those burgers and you will.”


He kisses my cheek and pats his son on the back. “I’m
fittin’ to do that right now. You two run along. I’ll send someone over with
some grub for you.”


“Thanks, Chopper.”


Gage takes me to his room and I push him down on the bed and
straddle his hips. “I had fun today.”


“See? And you didn’t want to come with me.”


I pull down the zipper on his hoodie and slide my hands
under his black T-shirt. His stomach muscles jump and he grabs my hips.


“Oh, I want to come with you. You won’t let me.”


He flips over and stretches out on top of me, a smirk on his
sexy lips.


“Just a few more days, babe. Then I’m going to chain you to
my bed for a week.”


“Oh, really?”


“Yep. You’ll get food and bathroom breaks, of course, but trust
I will be inside that pussy every other minute of the day.”


I quiver beneath him, sinking my nails into his back as he
kisses my neck. “You’re so crude.”


“Yeah… but I believe we already established that you love my
dirty mouth.”


“I love what your dirty mouth does to my body.”


“Just wait, baby doll. There are so many things I’m going to
do to you with my mouth.”


He sucks at the base of my neck, swirling his tongue on my
skin. That’s definitely leaving a mark. His hand travels down my body
and grips my thigh, raising it up so he settles between my legs. I throw my
head back, giving him better access to my neck.


“Gage….”


“I love the way you say my name.”


“Gage, Gage, Gage.”


He chuckles and covers my lips with his. I moan into his
mouth and wrap my arms around his neck.


“I love kissing you, too. Sweetest lips I ever tasted.”


“And I bet you’ve tasted a lot.”


He stares down at me with furrowed brows. “Actually, before
you, I hadn’t kissed anyone in a long time.”


This is interesting. “How come?”


“I’m surrounded by easy women. I can cover my dick, not my
mouth. The Hounds… I pretty much know where their mouths have been.”


“That first night, you didn’t know where mine had been.”


“True… but I had a feeling about you. I couldn’t let you get
away.”


“Now I feel special.”


“You should. You are.”


Now I really do feel special. I bask in the adoration
in his eyes and pull him down to me. He kisses me softly then climbs off the
bed.


“We should get back out there,” he says.


“You go ahead. I’ll be out in a minute.”


“Okay.”


I use the bathroom and wash my hands and face. My hair is a
mess. Doesn’t this man own a comb or brush? I finally find a brush
tucked away under the sink and run it through my hair. I trail my fingers over
the red spot on my neck with a smile. I can’t wait to see my breasts covered
with his hickeys. I pull his chain from under my wife beater and smile giddily
at my reflection. I’m his. I belong to him. Never in a million years would I
have thought I would happily refer to myself as a man’s property. But I am. He owns
me. It’s scary to feel this way, to feel so strongly about a man who isn’t
interested in love. Yes, he may have changed his mind about the relationship
aspect, but what about the rest? What kind of relationship will we have without
love? I don’t know, but I want him. We’ll see where it goes from here.


I leave the room, close the door, and freeze as I see Lonnie
waiting for me. She scowls, clenching her fists at her side. I watch her and
wait, my resting bitch face firmly in place.


“I should kick your ass for what you’ve done,” she snarls.


“I haven’t done anything. It’s not my fault you’re a slut.”


“Says the slut leaving his bedroom.”


“I’m still a virgin. Unlike you, I don’t need to
spread my legs to keep a man’s attention.”


“Bitch!”


She steps toward me, but I don’t budge. I’m done taking her
shit. “Go ahead. What do you think Gage will do when I tell him? When he sees
the bruises?”


She pauses, uncertainty blanketing her features.


“You saw Mr. Glenn, right?” Her eyes widen in realization
and she steps back. “We’ve never really gotten along, but I didn’t know you
hated me that much. He was going to rape me, and you set it up.” At
least she has the decency to look away in shame. “If Gage hadn’t been there
that night….”


I shake my head and take a step in her direction. Her eyes
drop to my chest and Gage’s pendant and she takes another step back in shock.
“In a few days, Daddy’s lawyer will be here with the papers for me to sign.
After that, we’ll be nothing but strangers. I no longer have a sister.” I push
past her, but her next words stop me.


“I never did.”


I turn around slowly, my emotions flittering between hurt
and anger. The look on her face tells me she’s serious. These are not fighting
words. This is how she feels, how she’s always felt.


“What have I ever done to you, Lonnie? Why do you hate me so
much?”


“I don’t know why Papa was so in love with your gringa
puta of a mother. All she did was spit you out and run back to her
bougie parents.”


“What does that have to do with anything?”


“Before you, I was Papa’s princess. Then you came
along, and I didn’t matter anymore.”


“That’s not true.”


“How would you know?” she asks, folding her arms under her
breasts. “You were too busy being Daddy’s little girl to notice how he treated
me.”


That does it. She can bash me all she likes, but there’s no
way I’m going to let her talk shit about Daddy. To say she was a problem child
would be putting it mildly. Before she left there was a rumor going around that
she was hooking on 8th Street. Now I see it could have totally been true. At
some point, Daddy just gave up when he realized he couldn’t reach her.


“That’s a fucking lie. Daddy loved us both. You’re the one
who was a constant bitch, who did nothing but disappoint him at every turn. If
he treated you differently, you have no one to blame but yourself.”


“I blame you!” she shouts. “You always take everything away
from me.”


“What have I taken from you?”


“Even in death, Papa chose you, leaving you almost
everything. Now, you come here and you steal Gage from me.”


“You’re delusional. Gage was never yours.”


Her eyes begin to tear up and I almost feel sorry for her.
Almost. I can’t believe all her hatred toward me is based on jealousy.


“It was only a matter of time before he realized how much I
love him.”


“How was he going to do that when you’ve been fucking
everything with two legs?”


She blinks away the tears and moves closer, getting in my
face.


“Gage is a man. A man with the appetite of a hundred men. A
little girl like you won’t know what to do with him. He’ll realize that soon enough
and send you back to the playground where you belong.”


“And you think he’s going to come running to you? Even if
that happens, he’ll never want you. Get that through your thick skull.
Grow up and get a clue while you’re at it. I may be younger, but you’re the one
behaving like an errant child. I’m only going to say this once—stay away
from me.”


I spin on my heels and leave the clubhouse, searching the
crowd for Gage. Allah has set up his equipment outside and is in his element. I
spot Gage sitting on a table next to Dr. E, but there’s some half-naked, blonde
trick standing between his legs. She’s pushing her tits in his face and running
her fingers down his chest. Fuck that. I need to set some boundaries here.
This shit is not happening in my presence. Gage smirks at me as he watches
my approach. He wants to see how I’ll handle it. I tap the bitch on her
shoulder and she turns to me, her smile fading.


“Excuse me. You’re in my spot.”


I motion for her to run along, and she looks between me and
Gage in confusion.


“Are you… Is she serious?”


“You heard her. Move, bitch,” Gage tells her.


There’s an uproar of “Oh!” from the men closest to us and
she staggers back in shock. I don’t know how it got to Allah so quickly, but he
starts to play Ludacris’ “Move Bitch.” I lean against him and he wraps his arms
around me. Everyone is staring at us. As Lonnie walks out of the clubhouse, I
decide to take it a bit further. These hoes need to get the message—he’s mine.
I turn around, snake my arms around his neck, and pull him down for a kiss.


Suck on that, bitches.









CHAPTER 13


***Gage***


 


“I have something for you.”


“I know. You just won’t give it to me,” Raven says with a
scowl. 


“Jesus. The closer we get to your birthday, the more of a
sex fiend you become.”


“How is that a bad thing?”


“Just look in the glove compartment. There’s an envelope in
there.”


She sighs and pulls out the envelope with the little blue
bow.


“What’s this?”


“Early birthday present. Open it.”


She removes the tickets from the envelope and I watch as her
eyes go wide.


“Oh, my God… Oh, my God….”


“You like him, right? He’s the one always playing on your
phone?”


She screams in excitement and bounces in her seat.


“Pull over!”


“Why?”


“Just do it!”


I pull over, park, and turn to her. She unbuckles her seat belt
and climbs into my lap. Her lips are all over my face, a “thank you” coming out
between each kiss.


“You’re welcome, babe.”


“You are so getting a blow job for this.” 


“Shit. Who else you like?”


She giggles and moves into her seat as I pull back onto the
road.


“I’ll give you a list. Why are there four tickets?”


“I thought you’d want to take Chrissy. The other one is for
Ron.”


“Awesome! But… these are for tonight. Gage! You couldn’t
give me a little notice?”


“We might have to stay overnight, so pack a bag.”


She pulls her phone out of her pocket, and pretty soon I
hear Chrissy screaming on the other end. I pull into her driveway just as she
hangs up.


“Okay. She’s gonna come over, so you can pick us up here.”


“Got it.”


“Where’s my kiss?” I ask as she reaches for the door. She
rolls her eyes and pecks me on the cheek. I grab the back of her neck and pull
her lips to mine. I tease them with my tongue until she grants me entrance.
Before I can slip inside, she pulls away, drawing a shaky breath.


“Three days, Gage. Three days. Can you believe
it?”


“I know.”


“Seems like I’ve been waiting forever.”


“Tell me about it. Maybe we should go away somewhere… just
the two of us. Go lay up on a beach for a few days.”


“Yeah, we could make love under a palm tree.”


Make love. Usually, those words would make my skin
itch. But not coming from her. The dreamy expression in her eyes makes me want
to give that to her. The problem is, I don’t know how.


“We can fuck under a palm tree.”


She glares at me and pushes me away. “You just had to go and
be nasty. Bye.”


“I’ll pick you up at seven!” I shout just as she slams the
car door.


I wait until she’s inside then drive off. From three months
to three days. I can’t believe I made it. I can’t believe I made it with no
pussy. Well, the last six weeks since we got together anyway. Shit. I hope I
don’t make a fool of myself and come too quickly. I guess I just need to make
sure I take care of her first.


When I get to the clubhouse, I find Ron waiting for me. I
toss the car keys to Booker as I pass him. “Get it washed, will ya?”


“Sure thing, Prez.”


They’ve both been great so far. I think it’s about time I
put their membership to a vote. Especially Ron. I don’t know what I would have
done without him these past few weeks.


I shower and pull on some black jeans, a white shirt, and
black Timbs. I actually comb my hair, remembering how Raven looked at me that
night at Scythe. I also wear her favorite cologne. I grab my wallet and black,
leather jacket and head out.


“Wanna take the Mustang?” Ron asks.


“Nah. The Charger. You drive.”


The girls are on the porch, waiting when we arrive. We lean
on the car and wait for them at the end of the driveway.


“Oh… shit,” Ron whispers next to me.


They’re wearing the same outfit—little black skirts that
barely cover their asses and some crisscross contraption of a top that has
their tits popping out.


“Go change,” we say at the same time.


The girls look at each other, then burst out laughing. Raven
opens the back door and gives me a defiant look.


“We’ll be late. Let’s go.”


Fuck me. I toss their bags in the trunk and slide in
next to her while Ron and Chrissy take the front. She settles under my arm and
places her head on my chest. Every now and then, she takes a deep breath and
releases it slowly.


“You’re like a little puppy. Always sniffing me.”


“Because you smell amazing,” she and Chrissy say in unison.


“Okay, you two spend way too much time together,” Ron
says as they laugh.


“Look who’s talking. The ‘go change’ twins. Don’t worry,
baby. You smell amazing, too,” Chrissy says.


By the time we get to the venue, they can barely contain
their excitement. They’ve put on jackets, but that does nothing to curb the
interested stares. I drape my arm around Raven’s shoulder and pull her close to
me. There’s no way she’s leaving my sight tonight. She leans against me as we
wait for the show to start. Damn, she feels good. She raises her phone
above us and tells me to smile. After she takes the picture, I watch her post
it to Instagram.


The show starts and she steps away from me. When the guy
comes on stage, all the women lose their fucking minds. Including mine. She and
Chrissy are screaming, their phones trained on the stage. At least she’s
happy. That’s all that matters. After a few songs, I have to admit the guy
isn’t bad. He starts the song Raven had as a ringtone and she stands
transfixed, just staring up at him. When he gets to the chorus, she starts to
sway. I take her hand and pull her back into my arms. 


She presses her ass against my crotch and slowly rolls her
hips. I move her hair to the side and feel her shiver as I kiss behind her ear.
She places a hand on the back of my neck and grinds harder. I squeeze her thigh
as my dick starts to harden. I hear a soft moan as I slide my fingers under her
skirt. I’m so close, I can feel her heat. Before I can move my hand, she bends
her knees and my fingers slip. They connect with the crotch of her panties. The
wet crotch of her panties. Fuck! I pull my hand away as if I’d been
burned. She turns around and stares up at me. Looking into her eyes, everything
clicks into place in my mind. I know exactly what I’m getting her for her
birthday.









***Raven***


 


Toni is freaking out. I sent her some videos and pictures
from the show, and she is losing her mind. Not to mention it’s the first time she’s
seen Gage, so she’s berating me for not fucking him yet.


“Who are you texting at this hour?” Gage asks, annoyance in
his voice.


“Toni.”


“Who the fuck is Tony and why are you texting him?”


I roll my eyes as I resign myself to the fact that all men
are the same. “Toni. I’ve told you about her. She’s my
Miami Chrissy.”


“Oh.”


“She wants to come visit. Says she wants a big, bad biker,
too.”


“Well, we have plenty of those around here. Can she come for
your birthday? I’ll buy her ticket.”


“You will?”


“Sure.”


He grimaces as I scream and climb onto his lap. Chrissy and
Ron laugh, but I don’t care. I text Toni and she replies with a “Hell yeah!”


“Aaah! She said yes. Thank you. This is going to be the best
birthday ever!”


“Babe.”


His voice is strained, so I furrow my brows at him in
confusion. He glances down and so do I. With me straddling him, my skirt rode
all the way up and he has a very nice view of my lady bits. I give him a
sheepish smile and slide back into the seat, pulling my skirt down.


We stop at Waffle House and then Gage gets us two rooms at a
hotel. I wanted to stay with him but he decided it would be best if Chrissy and
I share a room. Just a few more days and we don’t have to worry about
appearances. We’re beat, so Chrissy and I shower and crawl into our beds. Just
as I’m nodding off, the room door opens. Chrissy lets Ron in and shushes him.


“Raven’s sleeping,” she whispers.


They climb into bed and under the covers and I think they’re
going to sleep. That is, until I hear a moan. No, Baby Jesus. Tell me
they’re not going to have sex with me in the room.


“No. You’ll wake her up.”


“Please, baby. I need you.”


Shit. The desperation in his voice makes me want
to fuck him.


“Okay… but be quiet.”


I’m lying on my back, so I can pretty much see the movement
under the blanket. I don’t want to move and alert them, but I also feel like a
perv. Chrissy’s trying to be quiet but even if I was asleep, I would have heard
her. Ron tosses the blanket back and kneels on the bed. He reaches into his
back pocket as she works on his button and zipper. I swallow a gasp when she
pulls his dick out of his pants. She’d told me he was packing, but good Lord. You
go, Ron! I watch with appreciation as he rolls on a condom and tells her to
turn around. Oh, God. What should I do? I shouldn’t be watching this. Most
of all, I should not be turned on! But I am. I can’t help it. I
clench my fists at my sides to stop myself from sliding my fingers into my
panties. 


Ron holds on to her hips and slowly slides inside her. My
muscles clench as I think about Gage doing the same thing to me. I think about
him pumping into me the way it’s happening right next to me. The pulsing in my
clit gets harder to bear. Ron reaches up and grabs her hair, pulling her head
back as he moves a little faster. I try to keep my breathing even, but I don’t
think I’m very successful. Thank God they’re not paying attention to me. He
throws his head back, lost in pleasure as Chrissy meets his thrusts. He grabs
her hips, steadies her, and thrusts deep, holding the position. She cries out,
unable to keep quiet. I really can’t ignore that. Ron jerks his head in my
direction and tries to pull the blanket around them.


“Great, guys. Traumatize me, won’t you?”


“Oh, God, Ray. I’m sorry!”


Ron chuckles as I wrap my blanket around myself and head for
the door. “Have fun,” I tell them.


Luckily, we got adjacent rooms. I knock on the door and a
confused and shirtless Gage opens up. He looks beyond me out into the hallway.


“Are you okay?”


I push past him and toss my blanket on Ron’s bed, the
untouched one, and climb into Gage’s.


“Those two can’t keep their hands off each other for one
night.” He chuckles as he joins me, pulling me into his arms. I lay my head on
his chest and throw my leg over his. “Can you keep a secret?” I ask.


“Of course.”


“Promise me you won’t tell anyone. Pinky swear.”


“I promise, babe.”


“I watched them.”


“Ron and Chrissy?”


“Yeah… until they got too loud to ignore, anyway. They
thought I was asleep.”


“You bad, bad girl.”


He chuckles and trails his fingers up my thigh. The stirring
between my legs returns. “I thought about you… about us.”


“Soon. Very soon.”


“I know. Two more sleeps.”


“I hope you won’t mind leaving your party early, but we’re
out that bitch at midnight like Cinderella.”


“Are you kidding me? I’ll drag you to a closet if I have
to.”


He squeezes my thigh and takes a deep breath. I feel him
getting hard against my knee.


“Did you have fun tonight?” he asks.


“Yeah. You?”


“It was a’ight. I see why you like that tattoo song. Plus,
it’s kind of our story, don’t you think?”


Our story. We have a story and we have a song. I need
to remember to add it to my Gage playlist. My heart beats faster, threatening
to burst out of my chest. His hand is now on my ass, tracing the edge of my
panties. I slide my leg over until I’m sitting on top of him.


“So… I’m the only one you want kissing your tattoos?”


“What do you think?”


I lean down and place a soft kiss on the word “death”
printed on his sternum then move across to the word “dealers.” He draws in a
sharp breath. I slowly travel down his chest, kissing and licking at his ink.
He groans as I suck on his nipple. I slide my tongue up the words on his
stomach and bite into his flesh. His body jerks, but he doesn’t stop me. He’s
so hard I can barely find anything for my teeth to hold on to. I trail little
kisses up both his arms before he flips over and settles between my legs. 


“You’re driving me crazy, Raven.”


“Fair’s fair. You do the same to me.”


He moves to the side, leaving one leg between mine. His
fingers crawl up my inner thigh but stop at the edge of my panties. I moan as
he makes small circles on my skin.


“Touch yourself for me.”


Baby Jesus in the manger. My breathing accelerates as
I pull my T-shirt up. I stare at him as he watches my hand disappear into my
panties.


“Are you wet?”


Wet? It’s Niagara Falls down there. “Yes.”


“Let me see.”


I roll my fingers around then show him my glistening digits.
He takes my hand and sucks on my fingers one by one. I think I feel myself gush
even more.


“Fuck, babe. I knew you’d taste good.”


He covers my hand with his and slides it back into my
underwear, keeping his fingers on top of mine while I touch myself. He moves
the tip of my middle finger to my clit and presses down. My hips jerk, and I
whimper.


“Circles… right here,” he instructs.


I follow his order as he bites my nipple through my shirt.
It sends a zing of current through my body and I shudder. He continues to guide
my movements, touching me but not really touching me. I can’t hold back the
sounds escaping me.


“Gage….”


He kisses me deeply, his tongue taking over my mouth. My
thighs tremble as he uses my own fingers to deliver excruciatingly maddening
sensations. I begin to writhe against him as I feel my orgasm in the distance.


“Keep going.”


He removes his hand and kneels between my legs, kissing up
my inner thighs and sucking on my skin.


“Oh, God, Gage.”


“That’s it, doll. Make that pussy come for me.”


I can’t stay still. I grind against my fingers as he sucks
on my thighs. He’s so close… if only he would just push my panties aside and
replace my fingers with his tongue. I massage my breast with my free hand,
twirling the nipple.


“You smell so good,” he mumbles.


“What do I smell like?” I cry out as he licks the crease
between my thigh and hip.


“Like my favorite meal.”


Jesus. “Then bon appétit.”


He chuckles and bites into my thigh. 


“Soon.”


With that promise, I work my clit faster. He spreads my
thighs wide and watches me.


“My pussy, Raven. All mine.”


His words send me over the edge and I arch my back, leaping
off and into a sea of torrid pleasure. 


“Gage!”


My muscles convulse and my body is racked with seemingly
endless shudders. I lie there, twitching and unable to move. That was so
intense, it’s like it drained all my energy. He lies next to me, softly kissing
my cheek as I try to catch my breath and regain feeling in my limbs. If this is
what happens from him being in the same room while I touch myself, I can only
imagine what’s going to happen when he finally touches me. I have never looked
forward to a birthday more in my entire life.









CHAPTER 14


***Gage***


 


“What is all this?”


I shuffle through the papers littering my desk as Ellen
walks in, carrying a couple of garment bags.


“Invoices for Raven’s party.”


“It’s just one night. I have less paperwork ordering a
month’s supplies for both clubs.”


“Oh, shut up. It’s a special night, and you can afford it.”


Right. Guess I can’t argue with that logic. “I’ll
start writing the checks.”


“I need you to sign off on her dress. I brought two I think
she’d like.”


She unzips the garment bags and removes the dresses, holding
them up for me to see. They’re both blue, one long, and one short.


“This one is more traditional prom.” She jiggles the long
one. “This one, more of a party dress. It’s strapless; you can see the cutouts
on the bodice. With the high-low, frilled skirt, I feel like it’s something
she’d choose for herself. She likes to show skin.”


Yes, she does. I study them both and try to imagine
her wearing them. As much as I’d love to see her covered up, I know she’d like
the short one. And she’ll look damn sexy in it, too.


“The short one.”


“Excellent! And here’s your suit.”


She unzips the other bag, revealing a black suit with two
different ties. She removes one, leaving a color that exactly matches the
chosen dress.


“I’m not wearing that.”


She scowls at me, tapping her foot in frustration.


“You cannot wear jeans and your cut.”


“Wasn’t planning on it, but I’m not wearing a monkey suit,
either.”


“Ugh! What kind of Prince Charming will you be without the
suit or the dancing?”


“I’m no Prince Charming, Ellen.”


“But you can be.”


She sits in the chair opposite me and stares imploringly.
“For one night, you can be her prince and make her feel like a princess. It’s
just for a few hours, Gage. A few hours on your part that will give her a
lifetime of good memories.”


Fuck. I eye the suit once more. That night at Scythe
flashes in my mind once more. Fuck.


“Fine. I’ll wear the suit.”









***Raven***


 


 I practically float around the diner. Not even the
crankiest customer can get me down today. My birthday party is tomorrow. After
that, Gage and I can be together—truly together. No more hiding and sneaking
around, and we can finally make love. My body tingles as I think about it.
Plus, I get to have my two best friends here to celebrate with me. Toni gets
here this evening, and I can’t wait to see her. The icing on the cake has to be
that Lonnie has been M.I.A for days. I’ve spoken to the manager at the
apartment complex and my dad’s lawyer. Everything is pretty much in place. I’m
almost done packing. It’s not like I have much to move.  


“Aren’t you a ray of sunshine today?” Millie smiles at me.


“I’m really looking forward to my party tomorrow, even
though I have no clue about what’s going on. I know Ellen and Chrissy are
working on it, so at least it won’t be bikers and rock music.”


“Oh, I think you’ll like it. I’m giving you the day off so
you can get your hair and nails done and what-not.”


“Thank you! Just a hint, Millie. Please?”


“Nope. You’ll know soon enough.”


“Ugh! Fine.”


On my break, I head outside and call Gage.


“Babe,” he croons. Dios, me encanta su voz. And when
he calls me “babe.”


“Hey.”


“What’s up, doll?”


“Nothing. Just wanted to hear your voice.”


“Is that so?”


“Yup. I’m so excited about tomorrow. I don’t know what to do
with myself.”


“Me, too. I swear I’ve tried balancing these books a million
times. I get halfway through and have to start all over.”


“You’re still not going to tell me anything about the
party?”


“My lips are sealed.”


“How am I supposed to know what to wear?” I counter.


“I got it covered.”


“You do?”


“Yeah. Your outfit will be waiting for you when you get back
from all your hair and nail shit tomorrow.”


“You covered that, too?”


“I’m just cutting the checks. Ellen’s been a busy bee.”


“So, I guess Ellen’s the one I should go home with tomorrow
night then.”


He goes silent, and I can’t help but laugh.


“Ha ha, very funny,” he says, his voice dripping with
sarcasm. “Listen… I was thinking about this getaway idea. The more I think
about it, the better it sounds.”


“Where you wanna go?”


“I don’t know yet, but we can leave on Thursday. I just need
to wrap up some business.”


“Cool. I need to talk to Millie. And I have to meet with Mr.
Santini, Daddy’s lawyer, to sign some papers, and then we’re going to take care
of my apartment. But we should be done by noon.”


“How much you need for the apartment?”


“It’s all taken care of. Don’t worry about it.”


“You sure?”


“Positive. I have to get back to work, so later.”


“Okay, babe.”


By the end of the day, I’m jittery. Ron and Chrissy went to
pick up Toni at the airport and they’ll be here any minute. I say my goodbyes
to everyone and wait for them outside. I’m craning my neck to see down the
street, chewing on my lower lip, and bouncing on the balls of my feet. Toni’s
more of a sister to me than Lonnie will ever be. We’ve been inseparable since
we were kids, even though she’s a year older. She’s a lot like me, or maybe I’m
a lot like her. I’ve always looked up to her. Hell, she’s the one who told me
about periods and gave me the birds-and-the-bees talk. By “talk,” I mean she
showed me one of her dad’s pornos and told me to always use condoms. I was ten.
Needless to say, I was a little traumatized. 


When I finally see the Charger, my heart begins to race.
Toni sticks her head through the window and screams. Before the car even comes
to a complete stop, her door is open and she’s jumping out. She’s tall,
athletic, milk-chocolate gorgeous, and has the lightest brown eyes I’ve ever
seen. Oh, my God, she looks so different! She’s relaxed her hair and dyed it
burgundy since the last time she sent me a picture.


“Rave!”


With an excited shriek, I jump into her arms. “Toni! Oh, my
God, I missed you.”


“Jesus Christ, gal, what a way you get fat!”


“Whatever. I am not fat!”


“Mm-hmm. That ass looks fatter. What’s Gage been feeding
you?”


“Just get back in the car. Let’s go.”


“After you, fatty.”


I climb in and find Chrissy in the back seat. Ron teases
that they’ve been talking his ears off. Great! I was wondering if they’d get
along. “Where we headed?” I ask Ron.


“Orders are to take you to the clubhouse.”


“Can you stop at the house first, please?”


“Got it.”


After Toni and I shower and change, we head over to the
clubhouse. Even from outside, we hear the hip-hop music blaring. Toni starts to
dance before we walk through the doors. I can smell Chopper’s burgers, so
there’s definitely a party going on. The music stops when Ron pushes the door
open for us.


“Surprise!” Everyone yells.


What the fuck? All the guys are here, grinning from
ear to ear. It’s obvious they started the party without me because they’ve all
got drinks and Hounds hanging on them.


“What’s going on?” I ask no one in particular.


Gage moves toward me from the back of the room, a big,
beautiful smile on his lips.


“Bomboclawt,” Toni drawls. “Swag buck. He got that big dick
walk.”


“Take your eyes off my man’s dick.”


“Mm-hmm… mi see if you big, bad, and brave when him fling
cocky under yu rass.”


“Yeah. I’ll tell you all about it.”


“What does she mean?” Chrissy whispers.


“That his swag is turned all the way up, and basically I
won’t be so smug after he fucks me.”


“Oh.”


“That’s Mr. Flintstone right there,” Toni continues.


“He’ll definitely make your bed rock,” Chrissy adds.


I look between the two of them in marvel. I can’t believe
they just met today. “Yeah, well… I’ll be his Wilma any day.”


I smile up at him as he stands before me.


“Hey, babe.”


“What is all this?”


“The guys wanted to throw you a party… our way. But I think
this is more for them than you.”


There’s a chorus of “happy birthday,” and then the music
starts back up. I’m overwhelmed. I just don’t know what to say.


“You must be Toni,” Gage says to my bestie.


“Yeah. Nice to meet you. Thanks for the trip.”


He raises a brow at me when she hugs him and kisses his
cheek. I wave it off and he shrugs.


“No problem. My girl wanted you here.”


“Shit, Rave. Please want me here more often.”


“Move. Then I won’t need to miss you.”


“Find me a man like him and we have a deal.”


Gage gives her his cocky grin and motions to the room as he
pulls me away. “Take your pick.”


Everyone greets me as we pass by. Even some of the Hounds.
Ellen kisses my cheek and whispers in my ear.


“Happy birthday.”


“Thanks. Where’s Mikey?”


“In the back, sleeping. That kid can sleep through
anything.”


Gage leads me into the corridor and pushes me against the
wall. I forget about everything going on in the next room and wrap my arms
around his neck as he lowers his head. His lips cover mine as he grabs my ass
and lifts me off the floor. I wrap my legs around his hips and part my lips for
his insistent tongue. I moan at the first taste of him—like peppermint and my
favorite dessert. He sucks on my tongue and presses his crotch into mine with a
groan.


“Fuck. I can’t even look at you without getting hard.”


“Perfect. ’Cause I get wet just thinking about you.”


He lets me down and reaches into his back pocket. I stare down
at the small, rectangular box he presents me with.


“Happy birthday.”


I open it and there’s a replica of his necklace and “12
Gage” pendant. It’s smaller, but it looks exactly like the one he gave me that
I now wear all the time. He removes it from my neck and places it back around
his. I lift my hair out of the way and he clasps mine for me.


“Oh, Gage… I love it.”


He smiles proudly as he stares at the necklace. “Mine.”


I return his smile, grab his cut and pull him in close.
“Mine,” I tell him.


He takes my hand and we walk back to the bar. Pandemonium
ensues. There are cheers, whistles, catcalls, and hooting. My cheeks must be
flaming red. I hold my head down and avoid everyone’s gazes. Dr. E comes over
and hugs me tightly. He eyes my necklace then winks at Gage.


“Happy birthday, sis.”


He kisses my cheek and loses himself in the crowd. Sis.
Is that what this is all about? Is it some kind of welcome to their club? Their
family? My heart constricts. This band of men who I once despised has
embraced me into their lives. I couldn’t feel more at home. They’ve even
welcomed my friends. Chrissy is on Ron’s lap and Toni is next to them, sitting
on the bar talking to Allah. Huh... so all it took was my bestie to pull him
away from the turntables. I smile as I watch him whisper in her ear. I don’t
hear her answer, but he obviously doesn’t like it.


“Fuck you, bitch!” he sneers.


I lose my shit. “What did you call her?” I try to storm over
there, but Gage holds me back.


“Don’t get in the middle of it.”


“If you won’t do something about it, I will. I won’t let him
disrespect her like that!”


I fight against his hold but it’s futile. Then Toni speaks
and I remember just who my friend is.


“How big is your dick?”


Allah stares at her in confusion and she hops down from the
bar.


“What?”


“I said how big is your dick? If you ain’t got at
least eight inches in them boxers, then you watch how the fuck you talk to me.”


Ha! Serves him right. Gage chuckles and releases me.


“You all got fucking smart mouths.”


Allah silently fumes as his brothers laugh at him. He grabs
Toni’s hand and drags her off to where Gage and I just came from. Oh, hell
no. Gage tries to stop me, but I evade him and follow them. They’re at the
end of the corridor and Toni’s hand is in his jeans. Okay, then. I guess she
doesn’t need my help after all. I slowly back away. Deena corners me before
I can make my way back to Gage.


“Hey. Have you heard from Lonnie?”


“She doesn’t talk to me when she’s here. Why would I hear
from her?”


“She’s disappeared like this before, but she usually calls
after a day or two.”


I shrug, looking over her shoulder at the ongoing party.


“He kisses you.”


I snap my gaze back to her, surprised. There’s no hate or
jealousy in her tone.


“I’ve never seen him do that with anyone. Lonnie’s been
trying to get to him for a while. It’s funny that he ended up with you. He
looks happy. I’m glad.”


She backs away and I watch her, just a little confused. As
Lonnie’s friend, I thought she would want to scratch my eyes out. Go figure.
Gage appears at my side and jerks his head toward the corridor.


“What happened?”


“There’s a little show and tell going on,” I mumble, still a
little distracted by Deena’s words.


The lights go out as he begins to laugh. Movement from the
kitchen area catches my attention, and I turn to see Aunt Nita and Chopper
wheeling out a ginormous cake. Everyone sings the birthday song and Gage helps
me blow out the candles. I don’t need to make a wish; there’s only one thing I
want and I already have him. He swipes some of the frosting and offers it to
me. I suck it from his finger, fighting the urge to make it a demonstration of
my skills. Someone, I’m not quite sure who, pushes a bottle into my hand. I
look around at my new family and throw my hands in the air.


“Okay, people. Let’s party!”









CHAPTER 15


***Gage***


 


She’s dancing on the bar, shaking her ass and getting me all
kinds of worked-up. She’s been at it for a while now, and my dick has been
saluting her the entire time. Toni and Chrissy are right up there with her.
They are quite a trio. Ron and Allah spirit the other two away, leaving my girl
up there all alone. She really loves to dance because she doesn’t even seem to
notice. 


“Raven.”


She smiles down at me and sits on the bar. I pick her up,
take her to my room, and stand her up at the foot of the bed. She sways a bit
and clutches my arm to steady herself. “Did you have fun?”


“Hells yeah,” she slurs.


“Are you drunk, baby doll?”


“I only had one beer.”


“One too many.”


“Whatever. Kiss me,” she says, leaning against me.


“I have something for you first.”


“What is it?”


I hand her the envelope and wait while she opens it. She
pulls out the card and smiles at the design—“Happy birthday” written above
three cupcakes, each with a lit candle. When she opens it, her eyes go wide.


“What the… are you… a two thousand dollar Amazon gift
card?” she exclaims.


“For your books.”


“Do you have any idea how many books I can buy with this?”


I shrug and she jumps into my arms, wrapping hers tightly
around my neck. 


“You’re the best!”


With her body pressed against me, I can’t help myself. The
card and envelope fall from her fingers as I begin to kiss her neck. Her moan
removes every coherent thought from my mind. I lay her on the bed and climb on
top of her, positioning myself between her legs. I lick her skin, salty from
sweat, and she throws her head back. Her back arches and the movement presses
her breasts to my chest. Her soft body feels so good against me. I could get
lost in her curves for days. She pushes at my cut, and I shrug it off. Her
hands immediately start pulling at my shirt and I allow her to remove it. Eager
fingers glide over my chest and stomach and she moans.


“God, you feel good.”


“I wish you could feel what I feel when I touch you,
doll.”


I look down at the pendants from our necklaces lying next to
each other on her sternum and get the animalistic urge to beat my chest like a
gorilla. Somehow, this gorgeous woman beneath me is mine. She pulls me down to
her, and I press my lips to hers. The kiss quickly escalates. In seconds, we’re
grabbing at each other, consumed by passion. I slip my fingers under her top,
pulling it up and off. I’ve seen lots of tits before but none as amazing as
hers. Even covered in lace, I can tell they’ll be the most perfect breasts I’ll
ever see.


“I can’t wait to come all over these tits… watch it drip
down your nipples.”


I bury my face in them, nipping at the sides while I lift
her leg and press my dick against her pussy.


“Please, Gage… please, just fuck me.”


I chuckle as I stare down at her. “Little Miss
I-Want-To-Make-Love wants to get fucked? What happened to making me beg?”


Her eyes regain focus and she lets her arms fall to the bed.


“I lost sight of my goal for a while, but thank you for
reminding me.”


“So, you’re resuming the mission?”


“Absolutely. No sex until I say so. As a matter of fact…
when’s your birthday?”


“April tenth.”


“Lovely. We shall wait ’til then.”


“Lovely? Shall? When did you turn into a Victorian maiden?”


“About a minute ago.”


“And you’re saying I’ll have to wait until my birthday?”
I ask incredulously.


“Yes. Put that on your calendar, Mr. Hunter.”


“You must be out of your mind. You’re asking for another
spanking.”


“Why would I? It hurt.”


“Because that time it was supposed to.”


She rolls her eyes in disbelief. “When does a spanking not
hurt?”


“You’d be surprised, doll.”


“Obviously, you’ve done it before. These women… they enjoyed
it?”


“Of course. I wouldn’t have done it if they didn’t.”


“And you do, too?”


“I do.”


She chews on her bottom lip and slides her hands around my
neck.


“Show me. Spank me, Gage.”









***Raven***


 


I can’t believe I just asked him to spank me. What the hell
is wrong with me? Maybe I am drunk… or drunk on him. The change in his
eyes is instantaneous. A second ago, they were alight with humor and mischief.
Now, they’re dark with desire. He really does enjoy this.


“Are you sure?” he asks with raised brows.


“Yes… please.”


“If you don’t like it, you just have to tell me to stop.
Okay?”


I nod as his fingers move to the button on my jeans. He
kneels between my legs and pulls my zipper down. My breathing becomes ragged. I
raise my hips off the bed and allow him to remove my jeans. He works them
slowly down, his eyes following their progress. He drops them at the foot of
the bed and bites into his bottom lip as his eyes wander over my body. The heat
from his gaze and his fingertips lightly gliding down my stomach, send a shiver
up my spine. He’s barely touching me, but my body responds with intensity. I
clench my muscles at the insistent throbbing between my legs.


“You’re perfect.”


Jesus. He sits on the edge of the bed and takes a deep,
steadying breath.


“Come here.” I kneel next to him and he curls his arm around
my waist. “Lie across my lap.”


I do as he says, gasping as his erection presses into my
stomach. He adjusts me to his liking and then trails his fingers down my spine.
I shudder and moan as I feel myself getting wetter. Just the knowledge of being
totally at his mercy excites me in a way I never thought possible. His palm
travels up the back of my thigh and over my ass. There’s a softness to his
touch that belies what he’s about to do. He repeats the action on my other
thigh.


“Fuck, I love your body.”


I squirm on his lap as the ache between my legs gets
greater. He adjusts my panties, exposing more of my ass to him, then rubs my
cheeks as if preparing them for his palm. When the first smack comes, I wasn’t
expecting it. I yelp in surprise. That wasn’t so bad. Slap. The next
cheek gets some attention.


“Shit. Look at that ass jiggle.”  


I put my twerking skills to work, shaking one cheek then the
next.


“Fuck! Do that again.”


Just when I’m really getting into it, he slaps me on my
inner thigh.


“Fuck!” I bite into my bottom lip. That one stung. He
soothes the spot with his palm and the pain is forgotten. I moan as his fingers
make small circles on my skin, so close to where I need him to touch me. 


“Oh, baby… your ass is even sexier with my palm prints all
over it.”


He gives me four slaps in quick succession and I groan in
agony. Not from pain but from frustration. I desperately need release.


“Should I stop?”


“No. More… please.”


He pulls my panties tight and rubs the crotch against my
pussy. Sweet friction. I whimper as the lace rubs against my clit. His palm
comes down hard, harder than the others, but I barely feel it. It’s like my
body is confused. It can’t decide between pleasure and pain, and is straddling
the fence between both. As he works my panties faster, the slaps get harder and
more frequent.


“Fuck, Gage! Please, make me come.”


He moves so fast, my head spins. I’m on my back on the bed
and he’s leaning over me, breathing hard, eyes hooded. Without warning, he
takes my lips with a vengeance. I frantically pull at the button and zipper on
his jeans and he kicks them off. Yes! Finally. He reaches behind me and
unhooks my bra. I throw it to the floor and he lets out a strangled sound.


“Fucking beautiful.”


He swirls his tongue on my nipple and I swear I feel like
I’ve been launched into space. He bites into it and pinches the other between
his fingers. I cry out, gripping his shoulders as my body shivers. He massages
my breasts, moaning as he plants fervent kisses all over them. 


“Fuck,” he breathes against my skin, his voice a little more
than a murmur. He moves slowly down, planting gentle kisses on my stomach. Both
hands curl around my breasts, caressing them as he uses his teeth to pull on
the waistband of my panties. He releases it and it hits me with a snap. I
barely feel it because my mind is centered on the fact that his face is inches
from my pussy. I bury my fingers in his hair and try to guide him lower. With a
groan, he trails his hands down my sides and wraps them around my thighs. He
continues his journey south, kissing me over my panties, down to my mound. My
hips rise up in impatience. I wish he would just do it already! Instead, he
starts kissing my inner thighs. They tremble at the touch of his lips, his warm
breath sending shivers through my body.


“Gage....”


I curl my fingers into a fist in his hair, pulling tight as
he trails his nose along the crotch of my panties.


“Jesus Christ, woman. You have my mouth watering.”


¡Ay, coño! I don’t know how much more of this teasing
I can handle. “Gage, please.”


He moves back up, sliding his tongue toward my breasts. My
entire body quivers.


“Is that what you want? You want me to eat that pussy,
Raven?”


“Eat it, lick it, fuck it, I don’t care. Please, just do something!”


He chuckles and reaches between my legs, cupping my pussy
through my panties. My hips jerk north as he caresses me through the damp
material. This just won’t do. I need more.


“Please, Gage… please….”


His hand slides into my panties. 


“Is this what you want?”


At the first touch, no sound leaves my lips. I feel like I
can’t breathe, like I’m having a heart attack… like… take me now, Jesus
’cause I feel like I’m in Heaven.


“Yes!”


“Fuck, babe. So fuckin’ wet.”


He slips his finger between my lips and slides it up and
down, then moves up to my aching clit and circles it.


“Gage!”


He pulls my nipple back into his mouth as his fingers drive
me to the point of insanity. I grab a fistful of his hair, keeping his head at
my breast while I grind on his fingers. I’m already so close. He alternates
between my lips and my clit, expertly pleasuring me. My thighs tremble as I
feel my orgasm approaching.


“Whose pussy is this?” he growls.


“Yours!”


“Again.”


“Yours. This pussy belongs to Gage Hunter!”


“Fucking right.”


He works my clit faster as he covers my lips. I suck on his
tongue and drag my nails across his back. He moans and pinches my nipple. Then,
holy fucking hell, a finger slides inside me. I clench around it.


“Fuck, Raven.”


He kisses his way down my neck and back to my breast,
pulling my nipple between his lips. His finger moves in and out while his thumb
presses on my clit. Pleasure grips my body in a chokehold.


“Gage….”


“So fuckin’ tight, babe. Can’t wait to get my dick inside
you.”


Yes! That’s exactly what I want! “Please….” 


“Not yet.”


I groan in frustration and he begins to work my clit with
his thumb. His tongue circles my nipple while his free hand massages my other
breast. My muscles begin to clench involuntarily and I brace myself. My orgasm
rocks my entire body. I convulse like an epileptic, digging my nails into his
skin. This is life-changing shit right here—pleasure of untold proportions. My
body will never be the same.


“Gage!”


He grunts and slows his fingers, letting me ride it out. He
buries his face in my neck and breathes deeply. I’m trying to calm my
breathing, but it doesn’t seem to be working. He picks me up and positions me
on the bed then climbs in behind me. I lie in his arms until sleep overtakes
me.  


 


***


 


I wake up with a hand on my breast. Thinking it’s only fair,
I reach down and stroke his dick. He groans and opens his eyes. After realizing
where his hand is, he lays his head on my chest. I wrap my arm around him, and
we just lay there for a while.


“I must have a guardian angel somewhere if this is what I
get to wake up to from now on.”


“I’m beginning to think that mouth of yours is equally dirty
and sweet.”


“Maybe eighty/twenty. Now, put on some clothes before I lose
my fucking mind.”


“I need a shower.”


“You do that, and then I’ll take you out for breakfast.”


“’Kay.”


After my shower, I return to the room to find two huge,
gift-wrapped boxes and two smaller ones. He’s lying in the bed, watching TV.


“What are those?” I ask.


“Um… gifts?”


“Are they for me?”


“It’s your birthday, isn’t it?”


“But I thought….”


He sits on the edge of the bed and grins at me. “What? You
thought all I got you were some concert tickets, a necklace, and a gift card?”
He walks into the bathroom, chuckling. “Open them.”


I look around for my backpack of clothes I keep here, but
it’s nowhere in sight.


“Where are my clothes?”


“Top drawer,” he says around his toothbrush.


I walk over to the chest of drawers in a daze and find all my
things in the top drawer. He gave me a drawer. Aaah! How huge is that?
That cut seems so much closer now. I can see it—Property of Gage... no,
Property of Reaper. I get dressed with a huge grin and then start opening my
gifts. I rip the wrapping from the biggest box. This time, I actually scream.
He got me an artist’s table! Or I should say Creative Center… that’s what it
says on the box.


“You like it?”


“I love it!”


I leap into his arms and wrap my legs around his waist. He
laughs and spins me around. I kiss him hard on the lips and squeeze him
tightly. His gifts have been so thoughtful. I just don’t know what to say.


“Thank you. You’re amazeballs.”


“Yeah. My balls are pretty amazing.”


He laughs out loud and I smack him on the chest. He’s lucky
I like him. He jerks his head in the direction of the remaining boxes.


“Open the rest.”


Those boxes contain a stool, a sketching kit, and a box set
of one hundred and twenty colored pencils.


“This is… amazing. Thank you.”


“I’m glad you like them, babe.” He kisses me softly and
walks back to the bathroom. “I’m gonna take a shower.”


I throw on one of his hoodies over my clothes and head out
to look for Toni. I know she went off with Allah last night, but I have no idea
what happened to her. Some friend I am. I find her sitting with Chrissy
at the bar having breakfast.


“Well… look who’s finally up,” Toni greets me.


“Good morning, you two.”


“You look… relaxed.” Chrissy waggles her brows at me and
nudges Toni. They both giggle.


“What’s that supposed to mean?”


“You look like you got sorted out last night,” Toni says.


I look around then lean in toward them. “Properly
sorted out.”


They laugh and move closer.


“Tell us everything,” Toni begs.


I take a deep breath, remembering last night. His scent, his
touch… the spanking, the mind blowing orgasm. I shiver at the memory.


“It was amazing. I never knew I could come so hard. And he
just used his fingers.”


“Shit. The look on your face makes me want to get laid.”


“What happened with you and Allah?”


“Nutten. Nobody getting this good-good on the first night.”


Chrissy smiles and shakes her head. “I can’t get over how
you slip between accents so effortlessly.”


“I’ve been here all my life. The accent I picked up from my
family.”


Gage slides his hand around my waist and pulls me against
him. I don’t need to turn around to know it’s him. I breathe him in,
momentarily caught up in his scent. The girls stare at him with dreamy eyes,
seemingly as enraptured as I am. Ron walks up and leans on the counter next to
Chrissy.


“Good morning, ladies,” Gage greets the girls.


“Good morning,” they practically whisper.


“What are you two up to today?”


“Apparently, I need to go shopping because I didn’t bring
anything appropriate for this thing.”


“Ron, take care of her.”


He reaches into his pocket and hands Ron a wad of cash. Toni
grins and hops off the stool.


“Hold on to this one, Rave.”


I glance up at him with a smile. I fully intend to.









CHAPTER 16


***Gage***


 


She’s sitting across from me at the restaurant, and I can’t
help but stare. She’s fucking beautiful and she’s mine. I don’t need to hide it
anymore. I can shout it from every rooftop. Touching her last night made me
lose my fucking senses. I swear I was stark-raving mad the entire time, not in
control of my mind. It took everything in me not to bury myself balls-deep in
her tight, wet pussy. Having those gorgeous tits in my face every morning is a
sight I’m looking forward to.


“What are you thinking about?” she breaks into my thoughts.


“You. Your perfect tits and pussy.”


Her eyes widen, hunger burning in them.


“Why don’t you stop thinking and do something about it?”


“I will. Later.”


I glance up at the waitress when she arrives and hands us
our menus.


“Hi, Gage,” she says, a shy smile on her lips.


I know her. I know I fucked her, just can’t remember her name.
I think Raven’s realized what’s going on because she’s looking down at her
menu, trying to hide a smile.


“Hey,” I glance at her name tag, “Judy.”


“Been a while,” she replies.


“I guess.” I shrug in disinterest, hoping she’ll get the
message, and turn back to Raven. “You know what you want, babe?”


“Yeah. Blueberry pancakes, scrambled eggs, bacon, and a hot
chocolate.”


“I’ll have the same but with coffee. Black.”


Judy looks between us in confusion then takes our menus. I
know she’s trying to figure out the relationship between me and Raven.


“I’ll be right back with your orders.”


As soon as she’s out of earshot, Raven grins at me.


“You totally fucked her, didn’t you? Poor girl has stars in
her eyes, and I bet you didn’t even remember her name.”


“I can’t help it if women throw themselves at me.”


“You just catch ’em and throw ’em back, huh?”


“Don’t worry. I’m holding on to you, baby doll.”


She slides out of the booth and back in next to me, meeting
my stare.


“Don’t let go,” she whispers.


“Not for nothing.”


I curl my arm around her shoulder as she places her head on
my chest. She’s mine. There’s no way I’m giving her up. She lies there quietly
for a long time before I feel her fingers sliding up my thigh to find my dick
through my jeans.


“What would you do if I crawled under the table and sucked
you off until you came in my mouth?”


Her soft whisper clutches my dick and pulls it to attention.
Fuck. She squeezes it, and I swallow a groan. Thankfully, Judy shows up
with our food. Raven giggles as I take off my hoodie and lay it on my lap. As
soon as Judy leaves, she snakes her hand under the hoodie and grasps me again.
I look around nervously but no one’s paying attention to us. I shift in my
seat, sliding down so she has better access. My little multi-tasker. She feeds
herself with one hand while the other is pulling my dick out of my jeans. Fuck!



“Deena was right about one thing. Mon-ster.”


She swipes her finger on the head, spreading my pre-cum
around. I drag in a breath through my teeth. She releases me and stares into my
eyes as she sucks the fluid from her finger. 


“Jesus.”


She smiles and her hand disappears under my hoodie again. I
try to concentrate on my food, but her fingers are driving me crazy. She
squeezes tight and pumps her fist up and down while, with her free hand, she
pours syrup on her pancakes. Up and down with little twisting motions. My fork
falls from my fingers. Shit. I take a quick look around. Everyone’s
still oblivious.


She shoots me a wicked grin as she fondles my balls. “How’s
your breakfast?”


“Good.” Is that high-pitched voice me? Shit. I clear
my throat and try again. “Good.”


“Oh? You’ve barely touched it.”


She picks up a strip of bacon from my plate and offers it to
me. When I bite into it, she squeezes the base of my dick and licks her lips.
“Tonight, I want to see those lips wrapped around my dick.”


She smirks and pumps faster, turning back to her breakfast. 


“That can definitely be arranged.”


My balls tighten. My heart is beating a wild, crazy rhythm,
and all the blood in my body is rushing to my dick.


“Raven.”


My voice is a warning, but she ignores me. She tightens her
hold on me, and I imagine it’s her tight pussy gripping me. Fuck, I’m going to
come so hard. I grab some napkins from the table to catch it. Judy chooses now
to come back and check on us.


“Everything okay?”


“Yup. We’re great, thanks,” Raven replies with cool
confidence.


“Gage?” Judy regards me with furrowed brows.


Raven does that twisting thing again and I lose it. I cover
the head of my dick with the napkins and grunt. “Yeah. Fine.”


“You sure?”


“We’re fine.”


The harshness in my voice surprises her and she leaves. The
moment she does, I allow myself to shudder and enjoy one hell of an orgasm.
Raven releases me and places her hand on the table. I tuck my dick away and
stick the napkins in my pocket.


“I can’t believe you did that.”


“Oh, you didn’t know? I’m a bad, bad girl,” she says with a
smirk.


“You’re gonna pay for that later.”


“I’m counting on it.”


Perfect. She’s fucking perfect. I remove the small,
gift-wrapped box from the inner pocket of my cut and place it on the table
before her.


“How many more of these you got?”


“Open it.”


She sighs and rips the paper from the blue, velvet box.
After a nervous glance my way, she flips the lid. She gasps, her eyes widening
in surprise.


“Gage… they’re beautiful!”


She trails her fingers across the five pairs of diamond
studs. One for each of her piercings, each pair a different size.


“Wear one tonight. Please.”


She nods and wraps her arms around me as she presses her
lips to mine. I hold her against me, loving the way her body feels.


“Tonight… I want you to fuck me wearing nothing but these
earrings and my necklace.”


My erection springs back to life. Fuck. “That, I can
definitely do.”


Her eyes sparkle with mischief and she slides a finger
lightly down my neck.


“You know, I’ve been thinking of getting my nipple pierced…
or maybe my clit.”


My dick jumps, thinking about playing with those rings with
my tongue. Then a thought occurs to me. “And who the fuck’s going to do that?”


“Um… places that do piercings. Duh.”


“You let some fucker even look at your tits or your pussy,
and he’s dead.”


She throws her head back laughing then gently pats my chest.


“Calm down, Reaper. I was kidding.”


“I wasn’t.”


If she thinks I’m going to let some random motherfucker look
at her, let alone touch her, she’s insane. I’d rather learn to do that shit
myself.


We finish our breakfast and I leave Judy a big tip for
snapping at her and not remembering her name. She wrote her number on the
receipt, but I toss it once we’re outside. I forget about her the minute Raven
climbs on the back of my bike and slides her arms around me. I take her to the
salon to have her hair and nails done while I take care of some business.


“Ellen’s gonna pick you up. She’ll take care of your outfit
issues.”


“Okay. Where will you be?”


“I have some stuff to take care of, and I have to pick up
your gift.”


“There’s more? You’ve already given me so much.”


“Not enough.”


“No. It is. You’ve put so much thought into it. Each one
shows you’ve been paying attention. I thought you were going to give me
lingerie or something.”


She smiles and tugs on my cut.


“That shit just gets in the way. As a matter of fact, I
don’t even want you wearing panties after today.”


“Now who’s the sex fiend?”


“You ain’t seen nothin’, babe.”


“Seriously, though… I don’t need anything else.”


“Nothing I give you will ever measure up to what you’re
giving me. I’m the one getting the real gift. The greatest gift on Earth.”


“Oh, Gage….”


I kiss her luscious lips and groan at the loss when she
pulls away. 


“See you later, babe.”


I call Ellen and make sure she knows the plan then head out
to get her real gift. Gunner grins when I walk into his shop. The MC’s been
doing business with him for years. Anything you want, Gunner can source it for
you. He also handles any custom jobs we need done.


“Look at this handsome motherfucker,” he says to the woman
at the counter.


She turns toward me and studies every inch of me. When she
finally meets my eyes, she gives me that come-fuck-me look I know all too well.
There’s only one pussy on my mind right now, and I get to be all up in it
tonight. I wink at her and extend my hand to Gunner. 


“You got what I asked for?”


“Of course.” He grins at me, shaking my hand.


He pulls a box from under the counter and lays it on the
top. I open it, and its contents makes happiness surge through my body. 


“Well?”


“It’s exactly what I wanted. Thanks, Gunner.”


“No problem, my friend. Anytime.”


I leave the shop whistling. I’ve been looking forward to
this day for so long. I can’t believe it’s finally here. It’s not even noon
yet. Why does the time seem to go so slowly when you need it to go fast? I stop
by the Kitty and check in with Aunt Nita then head to Scythe to see how Ellen
and the preparations are getting along. It looks nothing like my club. She put
in additional lighting, so it’s not so dark. She really took this princess
theme and ran with it. It looks like Prince Charming’s castle in here. Or at
least what I think it looks like. The main dance floor has been turned into a
ballroom, all the decorations in blue and white.


“What do you think?” she says as she bounds up to me.


“What did you do to my club?”


“Nothing that can’t be undone. Well?”


“It looks good. I think she’ll like it.”


I spot Chrissy, Toni, Ron, and Allah hanging balloons on one
side, and a few of the other guys running around. I hang around for a while,
watching things fall into place. I wonder if Ellen would consider going into
event planning. She’s pretty good at this. We leave at the same time and decide
to meet up at my place. I get a haircut and shave and head home to get ready. I
call Raven, but she doesn’t answer. She’s probably just doing the same. I try a
few more times, but still nothing. I leave a voicemail and send her a text.
When Ellen shows up, she says Raven was getting in the shower when she left.
She should have gotten out a long time ago. I have a bad feeling. She never
takes this long to get back to me.


“Stop worrying. She’s fine.”


She’s already dressed and is fussing with my stupid tie. My
phone is at my ear and I’m impatiently waiting for Raven to answer.


“Then why isn’t she answering?”


I call Ron and talk to Chrissy. Neither she nor Toni has
spoken to Raven in hours. She says they’re leaving the club and heading to
Raven’s house, so she’ll have her call me. I hang up and shove Ellen’s hands
away. I pull on the knot, giving myself room to breathe. I call again. Nothing.


“Raven, pick up the fucking phone. Call me back.”


“Gage, calm down.”


“Don’t tell me to fucking calm down! This isn’t like her.”


“I just left her a few hours ago. You don’t know how women
are. We take forever to get ready.”


“Not Raven.” I sit on the bed, tapping my foot until I can’t
take it anymore. “Fuck this shit. I’m going over there.” My phone rings and I
think finally. But it’s not her. “Ron?”


“Prez….”


I don’t like the sound of his voice. My heart thumps in my
chest and a million bad thoughts run through my mind. “What is it?” I demand.


“I….”


“Fuck! Spit it out.”


“Just… you need to get to St. Johns Hospital. Now.”









CHAPTER 17


***Gage***


 


Fear.


It’s a hell of a thing. I’ve seen it in people’s eyes when
they see me in full biker gear; in the eyes of countless men as they stared
down the barrel of my gun. I’ve never experienced it, though, not until today,
but I’m getting a fucking quick lesson. Heart-rending, soul-crushing,
mind-altering fear. I’m scared shitless that I could lose my baby doll. 


I rush to the hospital’s entrance, not really knowing how I
made it here. The only sound I hear is the deafening pounding of my heart. I
can’t even tell if it’s beating too fast or too slow. My hands shake as I push
the door and step inside. I fucking hate hospitals. The smell, the people
scurrying about, the anxiety and fear of people waiting around. The injured.
And Raven is one of them. Please, God, please let her be okay.


Ron jumps out of his seat when he sees me. Toni and Chrissy
are next to him, crying and hugging each other. Chris is on the opposite side.


“What the fuck happened?” I growl.


“I don’t know, Prez. They were putting her in the ambulance
when we got there. Neighbor heard her screaming and called the cops.”


“Screaming?”


The room spins. My world tilts on its axis. She was
screaming. Someone was hurting her and I wasn’t there. I feel like I’m
having a panic attack. I can’t breathe. I lean against the wall and run my
hands through my hair. “The doctors… Have you heard anything?”


“No. But I called Einstein. He should be here any minute.”


I need to know something now. I march over to the nurse’s
station, and the woman there gives me a weak smile.


“Raven Alvarez… Can you tell me anything about what’s going
on?”


“Are you family?”


“Does it matter?”


“I can’t give out any information unless you’re related to
the patient.”


“Look… please. I just need to know if she’s okay.”


She gives me a sympathetic stare and directs me back to the
waiting area.


“I’ll see what I can find out.”


“Thank you.” I take the seat next to Ron and drop my head
into my hands. “Find Lonnie,” I instruct him.


She’s the only one they’ll talk to. I need to know she’s
okay. I need to know what happened. I need to know who hurt her. I need to kill
him. I look up and Chris is staring at me. The message in his eyes is clear—this
is my fault. Maybe it is. It could be anyone. This could have been payback for
something I’ve done. What have they done to her? How badly is she hurt? How
long did she suffer before the cops arrived? God… did she cry out for me? Beg
for me to save her? I wasn’t there. I wasn’t there.


I jump from the chair and pace the hall. What the fuck is
taking so long? I should have heard something by now.


“No-go on the Lonnie situation, boss,” Ron says. “No one’s
seen her in days, and she’s not answering her phone.”


“Keep trying. Talk to what’s her name… Gina… Super Head.
Raven said she and Lonnie are friends.”


“Got it.”


Finally, I see E heading my way. He stops at the end of the
hallway and motions for me to follow him. He leads me to his office and closes
the door quietly.


“What’s going on, E?”


“You should sit down.”


I don’t like the look in his eyes. He’s struggling, having a
hard time with whatever he’s about to tell me. I don’t even know how to prepare
myself. “Just tell me.”


He takes a deep breath and perches on his desk.


“Raven was attacked… assaulted.”


“How bad is she hurt?”


“Gage….”


“Talk to me, damn it!”


Tears gather in his eyes, and I struggle to find something
to hold me up. E doesn’t cry. Raven… my baby doll….


“I’m sorry, Gage.”









CHAPTER 18


***Gage***


 


Empty. Hollow. Dead. That’s how I feel. All my physical
senses have deserted me. I can’t see, hear, smell, touch, taste. I fall back on
the wall and slide slowly down until I’m sitting on the floor. The last three
months flash through my mind. Everything I said and did. Everything I should
have said and done. Now, I’ll never get the chance. I’m sorry. Doctors
only say that when… no. No.


“What do you mean you’re sorry?”


“Maybe I should start from the beginning.”


“Is she… alive?”


“Yes! I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it that way.”


“Well, what did you mean?”


“She’ll be fine. Eventually.”


I expel the breath I’ve been holding. Relief floods my body.
She’s going to be okay. “What happened?”


“When the cops found her, she was tied to her bed.”


He holds my gaze, as if willing me to figure out the meaning
behind his words. One word flashes in red neon in my mind—bed. “Fuck, no!
Please, E… don’t tell me—”


He nods.


“Jesus Christ!”


I can’t breathe. The only thing I can think about is finding
the motherfucker responsible and making him suffer.


“They did a rape kit, nothing invasive yet. They’ll need her
permission for that when she wakes up but they’re not optimistic about DNA. Her
attacker used a dildo.”


“What?”


“Yeah… pretty big one, too. He… It was still inside her when
they found her.”


“Oh, God. E….”


He pulls up a chair, sits next to me, and places his hand on
my shoulder.


“I’m not going to lie to you, brother. He did a number on
her. The doctors had to stitch her up.”


I stare ahead of me, numbness taking over. The pain she
must have felt. The fear. And I wasn’t there.


“She has a dislocated shoulder. They think that happened
from her fighting against the restraints. There are a few shallow cuts on her
body, but those are the least of her injuries.”


“Can I see her?”


“I’ll try to get you in once they’re done with her.”


“Thanks. Make sure they put her in a private room.”


He nods. “Already taken care of.”


I walk back to the others in a daze. Toni and Chrissy run to
me, staring up at me hopefully.


“She’s going to be fine.”


They breathe sighs of relief.


“What happened?” Chrissy asks.


“She was…” I can’t even bring myself to say it. If I do then
it’s like it becomes real. Then again, I need it to feel that way. I need it to
fuel my anger. “She was raped.”


They gasp and hold each other as fresh tears roll down their
cheeks. The boys try to console them, but it’s no use. I know exactly how they
feel.


It’s well after midnight when the doctor emerges.


“Are you a family member?” he asks me.


“I can’t find her sister. She’s the only family Raven’s got.
Until we do, I’m her family.”


He nods and shoves his hands in his pockets.


“Without going into specifics, she’ll be fine. She’ll need
time to heal, but there’s no serious, permanent damage. She’s resting right
now.” 


“Can I see her?”


He glances around at all our faces and nods.


“Just for a minute.”


“Thanks, Doc.”


I let the others go in first because I don’t know how I’ll
react when I see her. When they leave, I step into the room and lose it.
Whatever I was holding on to before, to keep from breaking down, snaps. Seeing
her lying there, not moving, her shoulder bandaged, rips me apart. The sheets
hide her other injuries, but they’re the most prominent ones in my mind. The
tightness in my chest spreads through my entire body. I drop down into the
chair next to her bed and take her hand in mine, bringing her fingers up to my
lips. It’s my fault she’s in this hospital bed. I just know it. It’s a message.
As soon as I find out who sent it, I’m sending them to Hell. Someone walks into
the room, but I don’t even glance in their direction.


“Sir? Excuse me, but you have to leave now.”


“I’m not leaving,” I tell the nurse calmly.


“Sir—”


“I don’t care what you have to do or who you need to talk
to, but I’m not leaving.”


“Sir, please, don’t make me call security.”


“I’m not leaving,” I repeat.


I don’t care what anyone says. There’s no way they’re
getting me out of this room. 


E’s voice comes from the doorway. “It’s okay, Cindy. I’ll
take care of it.”


He places a firm hand on my shoulder. “I’m not going
anywhere, E.”


“Don’t worry. You can stay, but she’ll be out for the rest
of the night. You should get some sleep.”


“I wasn’t there.”


“You can’t blame yourself for this, brother.”


“Why not? Are you telling me this isn’t some kind of
payback? That someone’s not using her to get to me?”


“We don’t know that.”


“I wasn’t there. That’s not happening again. Ever.”









CHAPTER 19


***Raven***


 


 Jesus. I feel like I’ve been run over by a steam roller.
Every inch of my body hurts. Even my vagina. What the hell happened at that
party last night? More importantly, why don’t I remember?


“Babe?”


Ah… his voice. So soothing. I open my
eyes and come face to face with the most beautiful man I’ve ever seen. His
features are marred by a worried frown. What’s wrong? He’s still in his suit,
which I assume is from last night, but he’s disheveled. His shirt is crumpled
and his tie is untied and lying around his neck. Why have I not woken up
naked in his arms? I look around the room and realize I’m in a hospital. What
the fuck happened last night? The ache between my legs gives me an idea,
but he couldn’t possibly have done that much damage, could he? Before I can ask
what happened, someone enters the room.


“Hunter,” the newcomer says.


Gage clenches his jaw, straightens, and turns toward the
door.


“Renley,” he says through clenched teeth.


“Here we are again,” the sheriff replies.


“Fuck off, Renley. I don’t need your shit right now.”


“Well, you’re going to get it. I need you to come with me.
We’re taking you in for questioning.”


Questioning? For what?


“What the fuck for? You think I did this?”


Renley approaches my bed and looks down at me
sympathetically.


“Miss Alvarez… do you remember what happened last night?”


I glance between the two men in confusion. I think Renley
mistakes it for fear.


“I can protect you. Just tell me who did this.”


Okay. Now I’m even more confused. I need an explanation.
“Gage?” My voice is barely a whisper. I clear my throat. Renley looks like he
just hit the jackpot. Another man comes up behind Gage and starts to read him
his rights. Panic takes over. “Gage?”


“She’s crying out for me, you idiots!” he shouts.


“Stop… please,” I beg.


No one is listening to me. Gage is in handcuffs. I’m in a
hospital bed feeling like shit, and I’m drawing a complete blank on yesterday’s
details. It was yesterday, right? I mean… I don’t know how long I’ve been in
here. No, it was. Renley said it was last night. I want to scream out that Gage
didn’t do anything wrong, but the look in the sheriff’s eyes stops me. I also realize
that parts of my body are bandaged. This is about more than just sex. That’s
not how I landed in this bed.


“You’re not getting away this time, Hunter. I’ve got a
witness. I got you, motherfucker,” Renley says with a cocky grin.


Tears stream down my cheeks as I watch them drag Gage away.
My heart tells me that there’s no way he hurt me, but my mind battles with the
word “witness.” Someone saw something. My heart shatters into a million tiny
shards. I trusted him.


How could he do this to me?


 


Continues in Claimed...



















Claim (verb/noun)


– (v) State or assert that something is the case; Express
something definitely or clearly in speech or writing. Synonyms – assert,
declare, profess.


– (n) A demand or request for something considered one’s
due Synonyms – request, demand.


 


 


PROLOGUE


***Gage***


 


Where we left off in Tempted...


 


I can’t believe this shit is happening again. I’m handcuffed
and being dragged through the halls of the hospital like a common criminal.
Well... I am a criminal. The fucked-up thing is I keep getting arrested
for crimes I didn’t commit. Rape. Why the fuck would I need to rape any woman,
let alone my own? This is some bullshit.


“You’re making a huge mistake, Renley.”


“Why? Because you’re such an upstanding member of the
community?”


“I’m no saint, but I’m no rapist, either.”


“Maybe. It could just be a coincidence that two women you’re
connected to end up getting raped. I’m not taking the chance on a third.”


He pushes me into the elevator just as E approaches. “Call
my lawyer,” I tell him. He acknowledges with a dip of his head and pulls his
phone from his pocket. I lean on the back wall, shaking my head. 


I don’t have time for this. Raven needs me. I should be
with her but instead I have to deal with these motherfuckers. Fuck. She needs
me and once again, I won’t be there.









CHAPTER 1


***Raven***


 


Raped. That’s what the doctor standing over me said. I was
tied up, drugged, stabbed, and raped.  How did that happen? The last thing I
remember is getting into the shower. After that, it’s all darkness. 


The doctor’s lips are still moving, but I’m not hearing a
sound. The thought of someone violating me in the worst possible way is the
only thing on my mind. Raped. Judging by the feeling between my legs, pretty
brutally, too. Now they’re asking my permission to violate me further with
their tests. What the hell. It can’t get any worse. In the midst of my
pain and confusion, one thing becomes clear. It couldn’t have been Gage. No
way. I can’t believe I even thought that for a second.


“Miss Alvarez?”


I stare at the doctor with dead eyes. Did he ask me
something? I have no idea. There’s just one thing I need to know. “Who?”


He clears his throat and drops his gaze to the floor. “The
police have arrested—”


“It wasn’t him,” I stop him before he can even get the name
out. He raises a brow at the conviction in my voice.


“Do you remember anything?”


“No. But I know it wasn’t him.” 


“Yes, well… the police are investigating. If Mr. Hunter is
innocent, I’m sure he will be cleared.”


“He’s innocent,” Dr. E’s voice rumbles from the door. He
shoots a death stare at the other doctor and moves to my bed, his expression
becoming tender as he looks down at me. “Hey. How do you feel?”


“Like I just went ten rounds with Floyd Mayweather.”


His jaw clenches and anger flashes in his eyes. It reminds
me of Gage. I’ve never seen this side of Dr. E before.


“A moment please,” he says.


The other doctor nods and leaves. Dr. E pulls up a chair and
takes my hand. “I doubt this… but do you remember anything from last night?”


“I remember Ellen dropping me off and then getting in the
shower. That’s it.”


He nods and takes a deep breath, gently squeezing my fingers
in reassurance.


“We’ll find the motherfucker who did this. All the guys are
on it. Don’t worry.”


“Gage?” I ask hopefully. I need to know what the police have
done to him.


“He’s down at the station, but they have nothing. I won’t be
surprised if he’s back here by this afternoon.”


Thank God. I need him. I need him here to hold me, to make
me feel safe. Oh, God. What if this guy comes back for me? Panic grips
me. Tears stream down my cheeks as I begin to hyperventilate.


“It’s okay, Raven. You’ll be fine. I’m here, and I’ll have
two guys posted outside at all times. You’re safe.”


No, I’m not. I won’t be until Gage gets here.


 









***Gage***


 


Renley tosses a Ziploc-encased object on the table. My
stomach roils. It’s a dildo. It’s the dildo. The one that violated my
girl. The thing has to be at least ten inches long and four inches wide. Her
blood is still on it. I turn away and clench my fists on the table. I promised
I’d never let anyone hurt her, and I failed. I wasn’t there.


“What’s the matter, Hunter? Can’t get it up?” Renley sneers.


My lawyer told me not to say anything until he gets here,
but fuck that. “Fuck you. This was not me.”


“Yeah, well, excuse me if I don’t believe you.” He takes the
seat opposite me and his deputy leans on the wall in the corner. “I couldn’t
get you for Janet Presley, but your ass is mine this time.”


“Sorry, but I don’t swing that way. Your deputy looks like
he does, though.”


Deputy Michaels grinds his teeth together but keeps his
distance.


“Don’t worry, Michaels. I’m sure he’ll be very popular with
the inmates up in State.”


“You have nothing on me and you know it. That’s why I’m
still sitting here.”


“You were both seen riding around together in the morning—”


“That’s not illegal.”


“No, but rape is. Never knew you liked them so young,
Hunter.”


Motherfucker. “Her doctors will tell you she was a
virgin before she was attacked. I never touched her.”


“And that’s why you raped her. Because she wouldn’t let
you touch her.”


“I did not rape her,” I state vehemently.


“There was no forced entry. She let her attacker in. She let
you in.”


“She was excited about her birthday party. She could have
left the door open.”


He leans forward and stabs the desk with his index finger.
“We have a witness who saw you leaving her house right before the ambulance
arrived.”


“Bullshit. I was nowhere near there and I can prove it.”


“Let me guess. One of your guys can vouch for you.”


“I have dozens of people who can vouch for me, but I don’t
need them.” This is one of those times I’m thankful for surveillance cameras,
and also for the fact that Tek is a paranoid son of a bitch who puts them
everywhere. “I’ve got video footage documenting practically my entire day.”


Renley clenches his jaw. “How do we know it hasn’t been
doctored?”


“My guys only watch live feeds. I’m the only one who has
access to the recordings. Bring me my phone and I’ll show you right now.”


I can practically hear his teeth grinding against each
other. He sees his whole case blowing up before his eyes. He jerks his head toward
Michaels and the other man leaves the room. Leaning back in the chair, I
observe him. Usually, I’d love to throw his failure in his face, but I just
need to get out of here and back to Raven. She needs me. 


Michaels returns and I quickly tap into my security system.
I show them the Kitty, making sure I point out the timestamps of my arrival and
departure. Same thing for Scythe.


“My sister Ellen, and I’m sure anyone who saw them, can tell
you she picked Raven up at the salon and took her home.”


I bring up the footage from my house and show them me
entering, then Ellen arriving, and finally me running out after I got the phone
call. The officers stare at each other with uncertainty.


“You could have easily gotten someone to do your dirty work
for you.” 


“If that’s so, Deputy Michaels, you just agreed your witness
is full of shit.”


He blanches, realizing the mistake he’s made. Renley taps
his finger on the table. “Say you’re innocent. Why would someone go through all
this trouble?”


“A lot of people have grudges against me, Renley.”


I gesture toward him and he narrows his eyes at me. This has
gone on far too long. It’s time to set the record straight.


“Look, I need to get back to the hospital, so I’m going to
settle this once and for all. I didn’t hurt Janet. Her psycho of an
ex-boyfriend did and threatened to kill her if she didn’t finger me. I
convinced her to recant after I promised to get her far away. And I did. If you
want proof, I can make a phone call and she’ll be here by tomorrow. I just need
to know you’ll drop this once she tells the truth.”


They stare at each other again, having some unspoken
conversation, and then Michaels nods. 


“There’s still the matter of the missing evidence.”


“You can’t blame me for your negligence, Sheriff.”


He’s shit out of luck if he thinks I’m copping to that.
Especially since I’m going to need my contact at the lab now. I dial Rambo and
put the phone to my ear. “Rambo, I need you in Stony View yesterday… and bring
your old lady.”









***Raven***


 


He’s here. I don’t need to open my eyes to know it’s him.
He’s finally here, and I can’t look at him. How can I face him after what
happened? He’ll never look at me the same way again. I no longer have what he
wanted, what he’s waited so long for. I’m damaged goods. 


His scent grows stronger and I feel him standing over me.
Tears gather behind my lids. I shut my eyes tighter to keep them there, but
that just makes it worse. He gently wipes a tear from my cheek with his thumb.


“Raven, look at me.”


It’s like opening the floodgates. He’s blurry through my
teary-eyed vision, but I couldn’t bear to see his expression anyway. I couldn’t
bear to see disgust in his eyes. He hands me his bandana, slowly sliding his
fingers through my hair.


“It’s okay, doll. I’m here.”


He doesn’t sound disgusted. A little sad but… compassionate.
I brave his stare and his blue eyes glint at me. No judgment, no repulsion. I
breathe a sigh of relief. As he leans in, I grab his shirt and pull him down to
me, burying my face in his chest and taking a deep breath. His scent fills my
body, mind, and senses. I hold my breath for as long as I can then let it out
slowly. This is what I needed. Peace.


“My little puppy. That’s why I made sure I showered before I
came back here.” 


I crack a small smile as he drops a tender kiss on my
forehead. He pulls up a chair, but I shake my head and pat the bed. I need him
next to me. He carefully moves me over and I struggle onto my side—the one with
the good shoulder. I lay my head on his chest as he settles in next to me and
just breathe him in. His strong, steady heartbeat calms and reassures me. He’s
here.


“I’m sorry, Raven.”


The pain in his voice grabs my heart. What does he have to
be sorry for?


“This is my fault. I’m the reason this happened to you.”


Before I can object, Ellen and Aunt Nita walk in, followed
by Millie, Chrissy, and Toni. They gather around us, each one appearing to be
fighting back tears. Millie cups my cheek and smiles weakly.


“How are you, sweetheart?”


I look around the room again. Chrissy and Toni have lost the
battle, sniffling as tears roll down their cheeks. Ellen looks to the ceiling,
still putting up a fight. I break down again, fisting my hand in Gage’s shirt.


“Oh, shit,” he mutters under his breath.


It can’t be easy for him, being surrounded by five crying
females. They move closer, each touching me in support.


“You’re not alone, Raven. We’re all here for you… anything
you need.”


I nod to Aunt Nita as she hands me a tissue. Gage strokes my
hair, trying to soothe me. In the midst of my sobbing, it hits me that I don’t
really know why I’m crying again. It was triggered by the others, their tears
and the looks in their eyes. I know what happened to me and I feel the effects
of it, but I guess it doesn’t seem real. Maybe it’s because I don’t remember
what happened, but I don’t feel it. I’m sad, upset, and a little scared,
but that true feeling of violation is just beyond my reach.


Chrissy holds up a bag then sets it on a chair. “I brought
you some stuff… my kindle and iPod. They won’t let us into your place.”


“I brought you some soup… the way my Mom makes it,” Toni
says as she places the container on the table next to the bed. I’m not really
hungry but if I could eat anything, it would be Mama Doreen’s soup. 


“Thanks, guys.”


They visit with me for about an hour before the nurse from
earlier comes in and announces she has to check my bandages. The ladies leave
and Gage carefully climbs out of the bed. 


The nurse looks pointedly at the door. “Sir.”


I grab his hand before he even acknowledges her. She presses
her lips together and narrows her eyes at him.


“What’s your name?” he asks her.


“Cindy.”


“Look, Cindy… we got off on the wrong foot, but you better
get used to seeing me. As long as she’s in here, I’ll be here, too.”


Sighing, she shakes her head in resignation. “Fine.”


She starts with my shoulder, and I flinch at her touch. I
don’t know why, but I don’t feel comfortable with her touching me. She moves to
the foot of the bed and lifts the sheet to inspect my legs. The moment her
fingers graze my skin, I freak the fuck out.


“Don’t touch me!”


Startled, she releases me and steps back. “It’s okay. I just
need—”


“Don’t touch me. Get away from me!” I turn to Gage in a
panic. “Please, don’t let her touch me. Get her away from me!”


“I got you, babe.”


He wraps his arms around me gently as I sob into his chest.
I vaguely hear him tell the nurse to get Dr. E, and then he whispers in my ear
that I’m okay. This is not the behavior of someone who’s okay. 


What the fuck just happened?









CHAPTER 2


***Gage***


 


She’s shaking in my arms and I don’t know what the fuck to
do. I do what I can—hold her and try to comfort her. By the time E gets here,
she’s calmed down enough to lie back on the bed. 


I stroke her hair and kiss her forehead. “I’m going to talk
to E, okay?”


“Please, don’t leave me.”


The desperation in her voice almost breaks me. I squeeze her
fingers lightly and give her a reassuring look. “I’ll be right outside the
door, doll.”


She nods, but the frightened expression lingers on her face.
I close the door behind me and take a deep breath.


“What happened?” E asks.


“Nurse came in to check her bandages and Raven freaked out
the moment she touched her.”


“Well, it’s common for rape victims to not want to be
touched.”


“By anyone, right? But I’ve touched her… Ellen, Nita… her
friends have touched her and no problem.”


“So have I, but… she trusts us. We’re familiar.”


“I don’t know. It just doesn’t seem right.”


He nods and grips my shoulder. He’s been my best friend for
most of my life and knows me better than anyone. I know he’s worried about me;
I see it in his eyes. I know all my brothers care, but E is the only one who
would even think about my feelings right now. The others will know and
understand my anger and need for revenge. They’ll expect it. What they don’t
know is how much this is killing me inside. But I can’t show weakness, not even
to E. Who am I to feel sorry for myself? Raven’s the one who was attacked. 


I glance over E’s shoulder and notice some of the guys are
here. Fuck. I take one last look at Raven’s door and head over to them. They
all stand as I approach.


“How is she?” Rico asks.


“Physically, she’ll be okay. She’s just a little messed up
right now.”


“That’s understandable.” Razor nods in agreement. 


I turn to him. “You talked to Glenn?”


“He wasn’t there. Neighbor said he took off to visit his
sister in New Orleans about two days after his accident.” 


Fuck. He was the only one on my list so far. “Shit. Call
everybody, call in every favor. I need information. I want this fucker found.”


“In what condition?”


“Nobody touches him. He’s mine.”


“Got it, Prez.”


“Uh… boss?” Ron approaches carefully.


“What is it?”


“There’s a guy here to see Raven. Says he’s her lawyer.”


He motions to a guy sitting in the corner and the man steps
forward, hand outstretched.


“Mr. Hunter, Drake Santini. I’m handling Mr. Alvarez’s
estate on Raven’s behalf.” I shake his hand and acknowledge him with a nod. “I
need to speak with you and Raven in private.”


“Sure. Come on.”


The panic drains from her face when I walk through the door.
Her gaze flicks to Santini momentarily but comes back to rest on me.


“You’re back.”


“Of course, babe. Mr. Santini here wants to talk to you.”


“Hi, Raven. It’s good to see you again. I’m sorry about the
circumstances.”


I watch her shake his hand without flinching. She raises her
good shoulder in a shrug then slides her hand back into mine.


“How are you feeling?” Santini asks.


“Not too good. But thanks for asking.”


“I stopped by your house and a neighbor told me what
happened. Do the police have any leads?”


“Not yet,” I answer.


“I see. Well… I have the papers, Raven, along with the ones
you asked for. Given the situation and the fact that no one can find your
sister, I think we should get on them right away.”


She nods and he removes the documents from his briefcase,
placing them on her overbed table.


“These are for your inheritance, to transfer everything over
to you. Lonnie already got the lump sum amount your father left her.”


She takes his pen, signs in all the designated places, and
then he presents her with more papers.


“These are for changing your beneficiary.” He glances at me
quickly then focuses on Raven once more. “And also putting Mr. Hunter in charge
of any decisions regarding your health and safety.”


“Wait a minute,” I interrupt. “What’s going on, Raven?”


She casts a pleading look at Santini.


“Raven and her sister don’t get along,” he explains. “She
has no other family. She’s named you as her beneficiary and is also basically
giving you next of kin rights.”


“Babe, you know I’d take care of you no matter what,” I say,
stroking her hair.


“I know. I just don’t want Lonnie making any decisions for
me.”


“I got you, doll. Always.”


She smiles and signs the papers then more appear out of the
briefcase. What exactly does this estate entail? Her dad was a cop.
Whatever it is, it sure involves a lot of paperwork.


“These are for the apartment. I don’t know—”


“She’s coming home with me. Forget the apartment,” I say
sternly.


We haven’t talked about it, but there’s no way I’m letting
her out of my sight. He waits for her consent then places them back in his
briefcase when she nods. However, another set of papers come out.


“These I’ll have to explain. Once you sign them, you’ll gain
control of a trust fund that was set up when you were a baby,” he tells her.


“Trust fund?” she asks in a confused tone.


“Yes… cash, property, stocks, and bonds. It was stipulated
that it be released to you on your eighteenth birthday.”


“Stipulated by whom?”


Santini pauses then squares his shoulders and meets her
stare. “Your mother.”









CHAPTER 3


***Raven***


 


My mother? Bullshit. That bitch doesn’t give a fuck about
me. “Are you kidding me?”


“No, Raven. This is something that both your parents have
been working on since before you were born. I know you think she gave you up
without a second thought, but that’s not true. Your father kept her updated,
sent pictures. She wants to meet you.”


My heart flutters. After all these years… she’s been
checking up on me? “Why now?”


“You’re an adult now. The agreement she signed doesn’t bind
her anymore. In fact, she’s here, in a hotel in Atlanta, waiting for me to call
her. She’s giving you the choice. If you say yes, she’ll come. If not, she’ll
leave.”


I don’t believe my ears. This woman, who I’ve hated my
entire life, is waiting on my say-so to come and meet me. The woman I thought
gave me up without a care could be here in a few hours if I wanted her to.
Tears threaten as I stand at a crossroads. Do I tell her to fuck off and run
back to Mommy and Daddy, or do I give her a chance? A chance to explain her
side… to try and mend what was shattered by her parents before I was even born?



Gage swipes a tear from my cheek and I look to him for
advice. He smiles down at me and nods.


“I think you should meet her.”


“Why?”


“Don’t you want to hear her side?”


“She left us. That’s all I need to know.”


“Don’t you want to know why?” he prods. “I know you have
questions.”


He’s right, as usual. I just don’t know if I can face her.
How can she face me after what she did? She’s got some balls; I’ll
give her that. Maybe I should hear her out.


“You think it’s the right thing?” I ask.


“Give her a chance. You don’t like what she has to say, you
can always tell her to leave.”


Okay… okay. I nod to Mr. Santini. “Make the call.” He leaves
the room and I turn to Gage nervously. “Do you think she’ll like me?”


“Of course she will. She’s going to love you.”


“I don’t know… All these years… What if I can’t forgive her?
She didn’t have to give me up. Daddy would have taken care of us.”


“Stop thinking about it. Just keep an open mind. Listen to
what she has to say and then make a decision.”


Again, he’s right. I know he is, but… eighteen years’ worth
of pain and abandonment issues can’t be erased in a few minutes. I can’t even
begin to imagine what will be going through my mind when she shows up.


“Will you stay with me? When she’s here?”


“If you want me to, of course.”


“I want you.”


“Okay then. That’s settled.”


I give him a small smile, but something beyond his shoulder
catches my attention. “Where did those come from?”


He picks up the vase of beautiful lavender roses and brings
it closer. How did I miss it until now? 


“I brought them.”


“You?” I ask in disbelief.


“Yeah. Is that so hard to believe?”


“You picked them out?”


“Yeah. Closest to blue I could find.”


I can’t believe he bought me flowers. Roses. Mr.
I-Don’t-Do-Romance bought me roses. Granted, this isn’t really a romantic
situation, but the fact that he would even think of getting them might mean a
crack in that hard exterior. “They’re beautiful. Thank you.”


“You’re welcome.”


The door opens and Mr. Santini walks back in, followed by
Sheriff Renley and one of his deputies. I squeeze Gage’s fingers. Have they
come to arrest him again? Could they have found my attacker? Is it too soon?
Renley glances down at our joined hands and raises a questioning brow. Gage
moves closer to my bed and gives him a “yeah, so what?” look. Renley clears his
throat and removes a pen and notepad from his pocket.


“Miss Alvarez, we won’t take up much of your time. We just
need to ask you some questions.”


“Okay.”


“Let’s start with what you did yesterday. From the
beginning.”


“Not much. Gage and I had a late breakfast at Jenny’s, then
he dropped me off at the salon on Main Street. Ellen picked me up around three.
We had lunch at Millie’s and then she took me home.”


He scribbles on his notepad then asks, “What time was that?”


“Around five-thirty, I think.” 


“And then what?”


“She left and I got into the shower to get ready for my
party.”


“Did you notice anyone watching or following you? Yesterday
or before?”


“No.” I shake my head. “No one.”


He taps the point of the pen on the pad, deep in thought.
“Take us through everything you did after Ellen dropped you off.”


I close my eyes and take a deep breath, going through
everything in my mind.


“We talked for a while. I was going on and on about how much
I loved the dress she got me. After she left, I went to my room… then the
bathroom. No… I went to the kitchen and got a bottle of water. I drank maybe
half, left the bottle in my room and then got in the shower.”


Slowly, I re-trace my steps, hoping to remember anything
that would help. But for the life of me, nothing’s coming back. “That’s it.”


“The water… Did it taste funny to you?”


“No, not really. Wait… Do you think that’s how I was
drugged?”


“Could be.” He nods to his partner, who acknowledges him
with a nod of his own, then leaves the room.


“Oh, God. That means—”


“He was already there,” Gage says, squeezing my fingers.


“Exactly,” Renley agrees. “Do you remember anything…
anything that could help us find him?”


“No. I didn’t see him. The last thing I remember is getting
into the shower.”


“Didn’t you find any prints? DNA?” Gage asks.


“We’re working on the prints we lifted from the house, but
so far, nothing. Whoever did this was very careful.”


I can’t remember shit, and they can’t find shit. They’re
never going to catch this guy. He’s going to be out there… watching, waiting.
What if he thinks I remember him? He’ll come back and finish the job. Oh,
God. I can’t breathe.


“I got you, doll. I won’t let him near you. I’ll find him if
it’s the last thing I do.”









***Gage***


 


I watch Renley leave as Raven clutches to me. Her nails are
digging into my back, but I feel nothing. My thoughts are consumed with what
I’m going to do to this fucker when I find him. I’m going to come up with
something special just for him. I am going to put him through so much pain,
he’s going to wish he was never born let alone put his hands on my woman.


“Gage... who would do this?”


“I don’t know. But I’ll find him. I promise I’ll find him.”


“Uh, Raven,” Santini interjects. “If you want to do this
some other time, I can call your mother back—”


“No. I want to get this over with.”


“Of course. I’ll come back once she’s arrived.”


“Thank you.”


I give him my number and tell him to call when they’re on
the way. He programs it into his phone, nods at me, and then leaves. Raven
settles back into her pillows and stares up at me.


“How are you going to find him?” she asks.


“I’ve got all the guys chasing down information. If there’s
anyone who knows something, we’ll find them.”


“And then what?”


“Let me worry about that,” I say as I stroke her hair. She
nods, accepting my words without argument. Yawning, she moves over and taps the
bed for me to get in. As I climb in carefully, I watch her fight to keep her
eyes open. “Tired?”


She doesn’t even answer. She’s out like a light by the time
her head hits my chest. I stare up at the ceiling, my mind going in a million
directions. I need to put a list of suspects together. Shit. It could be
anybody with a grudge against me. It’s going be a long fucking list. I better
talk to Tek, make sure Glenn really is out of town. It could be the guys from
The Muscle. Maybe I didn’t get all of them. Then there were those scum bags
from the Snakes. 


I should give Ace a call. I haven’t had any problems with
the Mexicans since I helped with their shipment, but it wouldn’t hurt to reach
out to Jefe. Oh, shit. It could have been the fuckers who were jacking
the guns from the Mexicans. Then again, it could be some random motherfucker
who just couldn’t keep his hands off her. No. This was me. She was hurt because
some idiot thought it was the best way to get to me. Well, now they have my
full attention. I’m going to rain down the wrath of Lucifer himself on these
fools.


Raven shifts, trying to get comfortable and I think about
her bound to her bed, helpless and screaming. My poor bird. I told her I’d
protect her and I failed. I promised to keep her safe and I fucking failed.
I knew this would happen. I should have stayed away from her. Instead, I
pursued her for my own selfish needs and ended up getting her hurt. This is on
me and once she realizes it, I know I’ll lose her. Forever.


Fuck that. She’s mine. There’s no way I’m losing her. No
fucking way.


E sticks his head through the door and I wave him inside.


“How is she?” he asks in a quiet voice.


“Not good, E. I need to find this motherfucker. Fast.”


“I know. The guys haven’t dug up anything yet, but they’re
not giving up.”


I fill him in on all the ideas I have, and he promises to
take care of everything so I can stay with Raven. I also tell him to get with
Chad, our guy at the lab, and about Rambo’s visit.


“You sure that’s a good idea?”


“It was the only way to get Renley off my back,” I reply.


“And you trust him? You think he’ll back off?”


“No, but we’ll see.”


He nods and jerks his chin toward Raven. “How long has she
been out?”


“A while,” I answer.


“Her meds must have kicked in.” He pulls up a chair and
stares at the wall in quiet contemplation. “I don’t understand, Gage. Who could
have done this? If it’s a message, as you say, why haven’t we heard anything?
Why didn’t they leave any clues?”


“I don’t know and I hate not knowing. How soon can I
get her out of here? At least if I have her at the clubhouse, I’ll know she’s
safe and I can concentrate on finding the fucker.”


“At least a few days. They’ll bring in a rape counsellor
first.”


Fuck. I didn’t even think of that. I’ve been focusing on her
physical injuries, but she’ll be messed up in the head for God knows how long.


“You know anyone she could talk to? After?”


“I know a few psychiatrists I can recommend,” he replies.
“I’ll make some calls, see who can take her.”


“Thanks, man.”


“No problem, brother,” he says while rising. “I’ll go talk
to the guys and start making those calls.”


“Okay. Keep me updated.”


“Got it.”


“Anything on her sister?”


“Still not answering her phone, but Tek tracked her credit
card. Last purchase in Georgia was at a gas station a few days ago. Next was a
motel in Jacksonville. Everything else is in Miami. Looks like she went home.”


“Tell him to stop wasting time on her. We don’t need her
anymore.”


He nods. “Sure thing.”


He leaves and it’s just me and my thoughts once again. There
are too many unknown variables, too many questions with no answers. Someone has
them. I just need to find him. Therein lies another question—how? If all our
information channels are dry then this guy is either really good or he’s new
around here. Or maybe he’s not from around here. He could be from
another fucking country for all I know.


Raven groans and shifts in her sleep again. I hold her as
tightly as I can without hurting her and she settles. I close my eyes and try
to quiet my thoughts. Overthinking the situation never works. 


I’ll get it. Trust I will. On my life and everything I own,
I’ll figure it out.









***Raven***


 


I take a deep breath before I even open my eyes. There’s
just something reassuring about his scent. Funny, before today, the hint of his
cologne would set my heart racing and arouse me to no end. Now, it’s calming.
It’s my anchor in this stormy sea of hurt and confusion. I guess that makes him
my ship... and my captain. He’s the only one who can help me navigate
the waters. He’s the only one who can save me.


I can’t hug him because of my bandages. Hell, I can’t even
move my arm. A dislocated shoulder. I guess I put up quite a fight, for all the
good it did me. I was still raped. 


The word sounds so foreign. It still doesn’t feel real. How
could this have happened? How could there have been someone in the house with
me and I didn’t know? I couldn’t have been that distracted. Who the hell is
this guy? How long was he there? God, how long has he been watching me? This
must have been going on for a while because he obviously had a well-thought-out
plan. How in the hell is Gage going to find him? He could be a million miles
away right now. Or not. He could be waiting in the wings to finish the job. 


I burrow impossibly close into Gage’s side and feel his
chest expand with a deep breath.


“Babe?” he says in a sleepy voice.


“I woke you. Sorry.”


“Baby girl, I’m here for you. I’ll stay up all night
if you want me to.”


“Thank you,” I whisper, even though those words will never
be enough to express my gratitude.


“You don’t need to thank me, either. This is where I should
be. I feel helpless as fuck right now. If all I can do is hold and console you
then that’s what I’ll do.”


“You’re not helpless.”


“Yeah? You got hurt on my watch, and I can’t even find the
motherfucker who did it.”


“It’s only been a day.”


“Too fucking long,” he says. “He should have been fish food
already.”


“You’ll find him.”


With all my heart, I believe he will. He’s the type of man
who achieves whatever he sets his mind to. When he does, I want to be there. I
want to watch the light in the man’s eyes go out as Gage drains every drop of
blood from his body. 


Jesus. What am I thinking? I can’t let this loser
drag me down to his level. I can’t let him do it to Gage, either.


“Gage—”


Cindy, the nurse, walks in and interrupts what I was about
to say. She gives me a bright smile and places a tray of food on the table.


“Lunch time,” she chirps.


“I’m not hungry.”


“Raven, you need to eat,” Gage tells me.


“He’s right,” Cindy agrees. “You have to try, sweetie.”


“Fine, but I don’t want that.” I jerk my chin at the tray.
“Could you re-heat the soup my friend brought?”


“Sure thing. I’ll be right back.”


She takes the tray and my soup and leaves. Gage climbs out
of the bed and stretches, placing both hands at the small of his back.


“Sorry,” I mutter. “This can’t be comfortable for you.”


“I’m fine. You need anything?”


“Can you help me out of bed?”


“Why?”


“Bathroom.”


He carefully picks me up and takes me to the bathroom
instead. With even more care, he places me on my feet.


“You need help?” he asks.


“No. I can handle it.”


“Okay. Just call out for me when you’re done,” he says as he
closes the door.


After he leaves, I take a look at all the stuff the doctor
gave me that will be bathroom staples for me for the next couple of weeks—a
peri bottle for squirting warm water over “the area,” gauze pads, and paper
wipes. Fuck my life. All this just to pee. I sit gingerly on the toilet
and do my best to follow the doctor’s instructions. It still burns like hell. I
bite my lip and suffer silently through it. All this pain and soreness... God,
please let it be over soon. 


After brushing my teeth and washing my face, I try to make
my way back to the bed but only manage to get as far as the doorway. Gage
rushes to me, picking me up before I fall flat on my ass. That would have
been great. 


“I told you to call me,” he chastises.


“I thought I could make it. I didn’t realize it would hurt
just to walk.” 


“Next time, you call me.”


“I will.” 


Trust me, I will. My legs felt like jelly after just
one step. 


He places me back on the bed then sits on the edge, reaching
for a bowl on the table. I watch him with a small smile as he scoops up some of
the soup and blows on the spoon gently. I let him feed me, not only because I
think it’s cute but also because I probably wouldn’t eat it otherwise. His
phone rings just as I have the last spoonful. He answers it but doesn’t say
much. When he hangs up, he takes a deep breath.


“That was Santini. He’s on his way here... with your
mother.”


Shit. I can’t believe she’s actually coming. What was I
thinking? Why didn’t I postpone it? The first time I meet my mother, I’ll
be in a hospital bed, recovering from a rape. Great. That should
leave a lasting impression. 


It’s not too late. I can have Gage call Santini and tell him
to wait until I’m better.


“You’ll be fine, Raven. If anything, you need her now more
than ever. I’ll be right here with you.”


I need her. I need her? I never needed her before,
and I certainly don’t need her now. She can run back to Mommy and Daddy, for
all I care. When she gave me up, she gave up any chance of being in my life.
That’s exactly what I’m going to tell her when she walks through that door.









CHAPTER 4


***Raven***


 


Gage emerges from the bathroom with neatly combed hair and a
clean-shaven face. In his biker gear, he’s the picture of the man your mother
would warn you to stay away from. Right now, he looks like the kind of man your
dad would be proud to have as a son-in-law.


“So, this is what it takes to get you to comb your hair?”


“Hey,” he shrugs. “It’s not every day you meet your
girlfriend’s estranged mother.”


Girlfriend. It sounds so strange coming from him. Strange
but wonderful. “Yeah. Don’t get too attached.”


“Promise me you’ll at least give her a chance.”


“Why?” I ask. “Why do you want me to play nice with her?”


He takes my hand as he sits on the edge of the bed. “She’s
alive, Raven. She’s here, and she’s trying to connect with you. I’d give
anything to have my mom here.” He drops a gentle kiss on my knuckles as he
continues, “You have a second chance. Don’t waste it.”


His mother. He lost her at such a young age. At least I
didn’t know what I was missing; I never had that mother-daughter bond. He had
years with her before she was taken from him.


“What was she like?”


“Mom?” He smiles wistfully. “She was beautiful. The kindest,
most caring woman you’d ever meet. I don’t know what she saw in Chopper.” He
chuckles then trails his index finger down my cheek and under my chin. “She
would have loved you.”


“You think so?”


“I know so. Now, promise me.”


“Fine. I promise.”


“Good.”


He walks to the corner of the room where the bag Chrissy
brought me is sitting. After rummaging through it, he comes back with a
hairbrush. I reach for it but instead of handing it to me, he proceeds to brush
my hair.


“Okay. Who are you and what have you done with the real
Gage?”


“Get used to it, doll. I’m going to be doing stuff like this
until you can do it yourself.”


The day we met comes creeping back into my mind. Me falling
as I climbed off his bike, and him picking me up and carrying me to the door.
He’d said basically the same thing. Even then, he was looking out for me,
taking care of me. I was such a bitch to him back then. I’m glad he didn’t take
no for an answer.


“There. As gorgeous as ever.”


He presses his lips to my forehead and I take a deep breath,
not only to get a whiff of his scent but to calm my nerves. She’ll be here
any minute now. What do I do… say? What on Earth could she have to say to me
after all this time? I start chewing on my thumbnail anxiously. I wonder
what she looks like. Daddy never talked about her. It was Lonnie who overheard
a conversation between Daddy and his partner then happily relayed the story to
me. When I asked him about it, he didn’t deny it. He just asked me where I
heard it and then told me to never ask about her again. It seems strange to
hear now that he’d been in contact with her, sending her pictures and updates.
It just doesn’t add up.


There’s a knock on the door and when Gage opens it, Mr.
Santini steps in. Oh, God. She’s here. My breathing becomes rapid and my
heart begins to beat a crazy rhythm. Gage comes back to me, taking my hand in
his.


“Are you ready?” Santini inquires.


“No.” I look to Gage then back to him and nod. “Let’s get
this over with.”


Gage’s fingers tighten around mine as Santini opens the
door. I watch the doorway, holding my breath, waiting for her to appear. A
woman steps into the space apprehensively. She gasps at the sight of me then
quickly hides whatever emotion it evoked—surprise, disappointment? Maybe it was
pity. I am in a hospital bed, after all. I take in every detail—brunette,
hair in a fancy side chignon, nice figure. She’s beautiful... elegant, from her
preppy clothes to her diamond earrings. This is my mother? 


She does the same to me but while my gaze is evaluative,
hers is filled with wonderment. She steps inside and gives me a nervous smile.


“Raven,” Santini says. “This is Laurelyn Marchand.” He waves
her forward and smiles at me. “Laurelyn, this is Raven.”


I watch her move closer, curiosity taking hold of me. Who
is this woman? Why is she here? After all this time, what does she want?
She looks briefly at Gage and then back to me.


“Hello, Raven.”


Her voice is just like the rest of her—beautiful. I stare
into her eyes and see a mirror image of my own. Those are my eyes. I have her
eyes. It’s her. It’s her. My... mother.


I break the fuck down.


She reaches for me and I shrink from her touch, leaning in
to Gage. He wraps his arms around me, holding me as I sob uncontrollably. I
can’t do this. I don’t know why I thought I could, especially today. 


“I got you, doll.”


I bury my face in his chest, unable to stop the flow of
tears. All my life, this woman was nothing but an idea. Now she’s here, flesh
and blood, standing before me. I thought I’d be angry, that I’d tell her to
fuck off. Instead, I’m flooded with unwanted emotions—hurt, fear, uncertainty.
I always told myself Daddy was more than enough, that I didn’t need her, but I
did. I needed my mother, and she was never there. What if she does it again?
She can decide I’m not what she expected and disappear just as suddenly as she
appeared. Then what? I’ll be left in the same situation, only knowing she
wasn’t forced to leave me this time. I don’t think I’d be able to handle that.
I couldn’t.


I let out my frustrations the only way I can right now—by
crying a river. Hell, an entire ocean. Gage just holds me, rocking me gently.
The solidity of his presence calms me. He’s the only certainty in my life, the
one person I can count on. If this woman, Laurelyn Marchand, decides she wants
to run off again, I know I have him. 


I try to pull myself together, wiping at my tears with the
backs of my hands. Gage hands me his bandana and I use that instead. When I
look back to her, Laurelyn, she’s doing the same, only with a dainty
hanky. Why the hell is she crying? I watch her and wait for her to say
or do something. I’m definitely not going to be the one to break the ice.


“You’re even more beautiful than your pictures,” she chokes
out.


I resist the urge to break down again because I can’t show
any more weakness than I already have. I have to make her see I’ve managed
without her so far and I’ll be just fine when she leaves again. She clears her
throat and reaches into her giant purse, pulling out a photo album. Taking a
tentative step forward, she offers it to me. I take it, keeping my eyes on her
as I place it on my lap. When I open it, I see it’s actually a scrapbook. The
first page has my full name and date of birth in decorative letters. The next
has various baby pictures. I flip through the book, seeing pictures from every
major “first” from my childhood—first time crawling, first step, first word,
first day of school, first tooth I lost. Then the pictures become less
frequent.


“Your father sent me a picture of you on your birthday every
year.”


So that’s why he always insisted I get dressed up for a
birthday picture. The last one is from my seventeenth birthday. I snap the
book shut. What’s the point of treasuring pictures when she could have had the
real thing?


“Why?” I ask as I stare into her eyes.


“I couldn’t be with you—”


“Why are you here?” I cut her off impatiently. 


Gage squeezes my shoulder. Probably a gentle reminder that I
promised to give her a chance. Her bottom lip trembles and tears pool in her
eyes once more. I steel myself against her waterworks. I can’t let them affect
me.


“I never wanted to give you up,” she sobs.


“Then why did you? How could you?”


“I was young. I thought I had no other choice. My parents
brainwashed me into thinking I was doing the right thing.”


“Did it feel right?”


“No,” she admits. “I felt horrible. There wasn’t a day that
went by and I didn’t think of you. I’ve been waiting for this day since the
moment your father took you from my arms and walked out of the hospital.”


“So, what? You come here and give me some sob story and
we’re supposed to kiss and make up?”


“Raven,” Gage says sternly next to me. 


I roll my eyes. I have a stranger trying to act like my
mother and a boyfriend trying to scold me like a father. Laurelyn gives him a
curious stare and he extends his hand to her.


“Gage Hunter.”


She takes his hand gingerly. Stuck-up bitch.


“Mr. Hunter. You are...?” She raises a perfectly arched
eyebrow.


“He’s my boyfriend,” I snap before he can answer. He clears
his throat awkwardly, and pulls his hand away. She gives him a weak smile then
turns back to me. If she’s going to judge him, she can turn around and leave
right now.


“I see. I’m glad you have someone. Your father told me you
and your sister aren’t close.”


“How often did you two talk?”


I can’t believe Daddy had that much contact with her and
never said anything to me. He could have at least let me know she was checking
up on me. Then again, I know I would have wanted to talk to her, see her.
That’s probably why he didn’t.


“Rarely. I wasn’t supposed to have any contact with him
either, so we had to be very careful.”


“Oh.”


“I’m sorry… about what happened to him. I wanted to be there
but…” she trails off, looking to the side.


I stare down at my hand in my lap and absentmindedly pick at
the white sheet. I don’t really know what to say to her.


“Raven, I didn’t expect this to be easy. I know it will take
time, but... I’m here. I want to be a part of your life. I need you to
be a part of mine.”


“Why?”


Tears begin to stream down her cheeks and she blinks rapidly
to try and chase them away. When Gage’s arm tightens around my shoulder, I
realize I’m doing the same.


“I’ve loved you since the moment I found out I was pregnant.
Giving you up was the hardest thing I’ve had to do in my entire life. Staying
away from you was the second hardest.” 


She reaches out to me again and this time, I let her touch
me. She gently strokes my hair and then cups my cheek. I close my eyes, leaning
into her touch as her sweet, floral scent fills my nostrils. I feel Gage slowly
pull away and soft, delicate arms replace his.


“My baby girl,” she croons.


I don’t know how long she held me while we both cried our
eyes out but when I pull away from her, I feel raw. My nose is stuffy and my
eyes feel like they’re almost swollen shut. She’s all red and puffy and
desperately trying to compose herself. I hope she doesn’t think that hug meant
everything’s all good. We’re so far from good. But maybe, just maybe,
I’m more willing to give her a chance.


“How do you feel?” she asks. “Drake told me what happened.”


“I don’t know. Okay, I guess.”


“I want you to know I’ll do anything I can to help. Whatever
you need, you let me know. I’m heading to the sheriff’s office after this.
We’re offering a reward for information.”


“We? Who’s ‘we’?”


“Me and Daniel... my husband.”


“You’re married?”


“Yes,” she replies. “We’ve been married eight years.”


“And he knows about me?”


“I told him about you on our first date. He’s here with me
and wants to meet you.”


“He wants to meet me?” I can’t believe this. I not only get
a mother but a shiny, new stepdad all in the same day.


“Yes. We have a six-year-old, Dani. She’s here, too. Excited
to meet her big sister.”


Sister? I have a little sister? I take a deep breath,
and as if he senses I’m about to overload, Gage takes my hand. I look to him
for guidance and he kisses my forehead.


“One thing at a time, baby doll. You set the pace.”


He’s right. This is my show. I get to decide who, what,
where, and when. I think I’ve had enough for one day.


“Not today. Please.”


“Of course. He’ll be here for a few days then he has to go
back to work. Dani and I will be here... for a while.”


“Okay.”


“I’ll… uh... I’ll come back tomorrow.”


Her statement sounded more like a question, so I nod. She
looks like she wants to hug me again but thinks better of it. Picking up her
purse from the floor—I didn’t even realize she’d dropped it—she heads for the
door. She stops in the doorway and turns back to me.


“Thank you, Raven.”


And then she’s gone. Mr. Santini nods to us and follows her
out. Gage sits on the edge of the bed and stares at me intently.


“Well?”


“Well...” I shrug. “At least it’s taken my mind off
everything else.”


“And?” he prods.


“And... maybe you were right. I’ll give her a chance, but
she only gets one.”


“What I saw of the woman who walked in here... I’m pretty
sure one is all she needs, Raven.”


“I hope so.”


God, I hope so.









CHAPTER 5


***Gage***


 


I watch her raise her good shoulder in a shrug for the
millionth time. She’s done it in response to every question the rape counsellor
has asked. The woman keeps trying to get her to express her feelings, but Raven
seems unbothered. I know her. I know she’s not good at hiding her emotions, but
I also know she doesn’t like talking about them. I thought she needed support,
why she asked me to stay, but this exchange isn’t helping anybody.


“I don’t know what you want me to say, lady,” Raven snaps in
frustration. “I told you I don’t remember anything. If I wasn’t feeling the
effects of it, I wouldn’t know it happened at all.”


That’s the crux of it, isn’t it? She can’t process something
she doesn’t remember. The whole conversation has only served to upset her.


“Look,” I address the counsellor. “Obviously, this is going
nowhere. How about we just try another time?”


The counsellor takes a deep breath and nods in agreement.
After handing me a business card, she turns to Raven.


“I’ll recommend your release, but call me if you want to
talk. Anytime.”


“Thank you.”


“Mr. Hunter.” She dips her head at me and then she’s gone.


Raven breathes a sigh of relief. “I thought she’d never
leave.”


“She’s only trying to help, babe.”


“I know.”


She turns her baby blues to me and I run my fingers through
her hair. I can’t stand to see her in this hospital bed.


“When can I go home?”


“I don’t know. I’ll talk to the doctor.”


“Get me out of here, Gage. I can’t take being here another
day.”


“I will. I just need to make sure you’re okay to leave.”


“I am. I feel—”


“I need the go-ahead from the doctors, babe. I don’t want to
risk hurting you further.”


“Fine,” she grumbles.


I shift her position on the bed and climb in next to her.
She snuggles up to me, inhaling deeply. I can’t wait to get her out of here,
but I need to know it’s safe first.


“Have you heard anything?” she asks quietly.


I take a deep breath. I have to tell her we’ve got jack
shit. We’ve talked to everyone, called in all my markers, and still nothing.
It’s frustrating as fuck, and I’m only holding it in for her sake. I need to be
as calm as possible around her because she needs that from me.


“Not yet.”


“Who is this guy? A ghost?”


“I don’t care who or what he is. There isn’t a hole in the
ground I won’t dig up to find him.”


“Gage... I need you to promise me something.”


“Anything.”


“When you find him... promise me you’ll let the cops handle
it.”


What the fuck? The cops? The moment I find that
motherfucker, he ceases breathing. No way I’m leaving anything up to the cops.
He’ll probably go to trial and get off on some bullshit technicality. No way.
“Anything but that.”


“I don’t want you getting into trouble for me.”


“I won’t. I know what I’m doing.”


“Gage—”


“Don’t,” I stop her. “Please, don’t ask me to do nothing.
It’s my fault this happened to you. I can’t undo it, but I can make sure the
fucker pays.”


“How is it your fault?”


“I just know it is.”


“It’s not. I know you’re angry, and I’ve seen a sample of
what you can do when you’re angry. I don’t want this guy to drag you down to
his level, Gage.”


“His level?” I ask with a mirthless chuckle. “I may not be a
rapist, but you have no idea what I’m capable of, Raven. The things I’m
planning to do to him will make even the Devil refuse me entrance to Hell.”


“Gage....”


There’s a plea in her voice. God knows I’d do anything for
her, but I can’t leave this up to the fuck-ups known as the Stoney View
Sheriff’s Department. I need to do this for her, but I need to do it for me,
too. This motherfucker put his hands on my woman. A lesson needs to be
learned and a clear message sent to anyone else who thinks they can fuck with
me.


“Drop it, Raven.”


My words come out harsher than I wanted and I instantly
regret them.


“Okay,” she whispers before I can apologize. “But promise me
you’ll be careful. I need you here, not behind bars or... or worse.”


“I promise. You’re stuck with me, doll. Get used to it.”


She turns her face into my chest and takes a deep breath.


“Little puppy.”


I get a soft giggle from her. I already miss her laugh. You
really don’t know the value of something until it’s gone. She was a bright
light and instead of illuminating my world, I dragged her into the darkness. I
need to make this right. I need my sun back.


“Don’t worry, baby. I’ll fix it.”


“I know,” she says in a soft voice. “I know you will.”


I kiss the top of her head and hold her close. I don’t know
exactly how I’m going to fix it, though, and that’s my problem. How can I come
up with a plan when I don’t even know what I’m dealing with?


There’s a knock at the door and I carefully leave the bed to
answer it. When I open it, I see the boy—Chris. He’s holding a bunch of flowers
with a balloon. His jaw twitches and he squares his shoulders. Good for him.


“I’m here to see Raven,” he states.


I simply nod and move aside so he can enter. He goes
straight to the bed and takes her hand. I want to tell him to get his hands off
her, but I bite my tongue. I don’t want to upset Raven.


“How are you doing, beautiful?”


I bite my tongue again.


“I’m okay,” she answers.


“You think we could talk without him hovering over my
shoulder?”


Okay, this kid is seriously pushing my boundaries. He’s
lucky I even let him see her. Raven shoots me a pleading look, so I take a deep
breath and calm down. “I’ll go talk to the doctor about your release.”


“Thanks.”


I head out to find her doctor but spot her mother at the
nurse’s station, so I head there instead. There’s a man with her who I assume
is her husband, and a little girl clutching at her skirt.


“Mrs. Marchand?”


“Oh, Mr. Hunter.” She turns to me and offers her hand. “This
is my husband, Daniel.”


Daniel gives me an appraising look as he shakes my hand. I’d
love to see what he would have done if I was wearing my colors. He’d probably
grab his wife and kid and run for the hills.


“You can call me Gage,” I tell him.


“Gage.” 


I almost laugh at him trying to sound tough. I’ve never met
a woman’s parents before, but I figure her father would have done the same
thing.


“Is Raven awake?”


“Yes, she is.” I turn back to her mother. “A friend is with
her now.”


“I was hoping she’d be up to meeting Daniel and Dani.”


I look down at the little girl and she hides her face behind
her mom’s legs.


“Hi, there,” I say in a soft voice. She peeks out and I see
her mom’s eyes. Raven’s eyes. I crouch to her level and extend my hand. “I’m
Gage, Raven’s friend.”


At the mention of her sister’s name, she steps out from
behind her mother and takes my hand.


“You know my sister?”


“Yeah, I do. You wanna go see her?”


“Yes, please.” She nods excitedly, and I chuckle at her
enthusiasm.


“Tell you what. I’ll go tell her you’re here and then come
back and get you, okay?”


“Okay.”


Her mother mouths a thank you as I stand, and I nod in
acknowledgement. “I’ll be right back.”


“Mr. Gage?” Dani’s little voice stops me and I turn back to
her. She waves me toward her, so I return to my crouching position. Placing her
lips at my ear, she whispers, “Do you think she’ll like me?”


I stare into her eyes and all I can see is Raven looking
back at me. She had the same apprehensive expression when she asked that very
question about her mother. This is one meeting I know Raven will have no
reservations about. “She’s going to love you.”


She gives me a wide smile I have to return when I see that
two of her teeth are missing. Utter cuteness. Yeah, Raven’s going to fall in
love with this little girl.









***Raven***


 


Gage re-enters the room and Chris immediately goes rigid.
After he finished playing the blame game, we actually had a pretty nice visit.
He told me the girls didn’t come with him because he asked for some alone time
with me, but they’d come by later. Hopefully, Gage can get me out of here today
so I can see them at home. Then again, where is home? I’m definitely not
going back to Lonnie’s place. Gage said he’s taking me home with him. Does
he mean the clubhouse, or his house? Doesn’t matter. I just need to get out of
here. 


I give Chris’ hand a gentle squeeze. Rising from where he’s
perched on the edge of my bed, he shoves his hands in his pockets. He sneers at
Gage, who, frankly, isn’t paying him any attention. His gaze is locked on me.


“You good?” he asks.


“Yeah.”


“There are some people here to see you.”


“Laurelyn?”


“Yeah. You up for it?”


“I guess.” I nod. “Dani?”


I admit, I’m excited to meet her. I have a little sister.
One I can be a better sibling to than Lonnie was to me. That is, if Laurelyn
doesn’t disappear again.


“She’s here,” Gage replies. 


“I’ll go,” Chris says. “Call me if you get out today. If
not, I’ll be back tomorrow.”


“Okay. Thanks for coming.”


He kisses my forehead and leaves, giving Gage a wide berth.
Gage approaches me with a raised brow. I think he’s going to give me shit about
Chris, but he doesn’t.


“You ready?”


“Yeah,” I answer. “I am.”


“I’ll go get ’em.”


I chew on my thumbnail nervously as I wait for him to
return. Will she like me? Will this be the only time I get to see her? Laurelyn
is one thing, but this is different. Dani is an innocent bystander in all this.
I don’t think I could handle having one more person ripped from my life. 


He comes back in, holding a little girl’s hand. No, not just
any little girl—my sister. She’s a miniature of Laurelyn, down to the way she’s
dressed, like a proper young lady. She stares at me, wide-eyed, clutching
tightly to a teddy bear. When they reach the side of the bed, Gage picks her up
so she’s at eye level.


“Hi,” I choke out as tears gather in my eyes.


“Hi. Are you my big sister?”


“Yeah, I am.”


“Mommy told me you were in an accident,” she says as she
extends the teddy bear to me. “I brought this for you. His name is Teddy. He’s
my favorite and always makes me feel better.”


I take the bear from her and hug it to my chest. “Thank you.
I feel better already.”


“You’re welcome. May I give you a hug?”


Proper young lady. Whatever they’re teaching this little
girl, she’s obviously learning.


“I’d like that.”


Gage places her on the bed carefully, and her gaze sweeps
over me in an obvious attempt to see how she can hug me without hurting me.
Finally, she wraps her little arms around my neck. I return her hug with my
good arm, breathing in her scent.


“I’ve always wanted a big sister.”


“And I’ve always wanted a little sister. I’m glad it’s you.”


She pulls back from our embrace and gives me a hopeful
stare. “Will you come and live with us?”


I glance at Gage, unsure what to say. I don’t want to hurt
her feelings within the first five minutes of meeting her.


“I live here, sweetheart... but you can visit me anytime you
like.”


Apparently content with my answer, she starts chattering
away, telling me about her school, teachers, friends... everything about her
little six-year-old world. I smile and nod, interjecting whenever I can. She’s
so cute with her little toothless grin. Gage and I both laugh when she starts
talking about a boy in her class who wants to be her boyfriend, but “he’s too
immature.” 


She leans forward, cupping her hand to hide her lips from
Gage, and whispers, “Is Mr. Gage your boyfriend?” 


“Yes, he is.”


“I like him,” she says with a wink. “He’s cute.” She sits
upright, giggling as she casts shy glances his way.


Even six-year-old girls fall prey to the man.
Unbelievable. 


The door opens and Laurelyn sticks her head inside. “May we
come in?”


“Mommy!” Dani squeals. “Raven says I can visit anytime I
want.” 


Laurelyn smiles at her. I can see she’s relieved, but
there’s something else hidden behind that smile—uncertainty. It’s almost
imperceptible, but I caught it. What does it mean? God, I hope she isn’t
planning on not allowing me to see Dani again. I’m already smitten with the
little girl.


“That’s great, honey.”


She introduces me to her husband. He shakes my hand and
gives me an empathetic smile.


“I feel like I already know you, the way Laurelyn talks
about you. I really hope you give her a chance. She puts on this front for
everyone, but I know she’s not truly happy. She won’t be if she has to continue
living a life without you in it.”


“I’m trying,” I tell him.


“I know,” he replies as Laurelyn walks up, and he wraps an
arm around her shoulders. “That’s all we can ask for.”


“Do you know when you’re being discharged?” Laurelyn asks.


I look to Gage, but he shakes his head. “I haven’t spoken to
the doctor yet.”


“Will Lonnie be coming by? Are you going back to her place?”


I shake my head in answer to Laurelyn’s questions. “I don’t
know where Lonnie is, and I’m never going back to her house. That’s… that’s
where it happened.”


She reaches for my hand and gently squeezes my fingers. I
look down at our hands but don’t pull away. The touch verbalizes more than any
words ever could. She’s here and offering support. It’s only been a day so I’m
definitely not won over, but like I said, I’m trying.


“Where will you be staying?”


“With me,” Gage interjects.


Both Laurelyn and Daniel turn to him. Dani climbs up the bed
and settles in next to me as she watches her parents. Laurelyn seems
apprehensive.


“Do you mind if I ask how long you’ve been seeing each
other?” she asks.


“Not long... but I’ll take care of her.”


“What do you do, Mr. Hunter? For a living?”


I roll my eyes. Is she really doing this right now?


“I own and operate several businesses.”


“Several?” Daniel raises a brow.


“Several,” Gage reiterates, emphasizing the word. 


“So, you’re taking her to your home?”


“My clubhouse.”


I sigh deeply as I listen to their exchange. If they think
they can intimidate Gage, they have another think coming.


“Clubhouse?” Laurelyn looks between the two of us in
confusion. “I don’t understand.”


“Gage is the president of a motorcycle club. I’ve been there
many times. It’s perfectly safe.”


She releases me and covers her mouth in shock. I know she
thinks he’s a low-life criminal and that I’ve probably been a club whore,
passed around from brother to brother.


“Those men and women are my family. They took me in, no
questions asked, and made me feel like I belonged. I trust them. I trust Gage.
I only feel safe when I’m with him. I’m going home with him, and that’s the end
of the conversation. I’ve known you all of one day. Please, don’t come in here
trying to act like a parent.” Gage takes my hand, offering encouragement. I
look up at him as I finish, “He said he’ll take care of me, and he will.”


“Well... okay then.” she says reluctantly.


“You’re welcome to come by anytime and see Raven. I would
take her to my house, but I have people at the clubhouse who can help me take
care of her and protect her. You have nothing to worry about,” Gage
tells her.


She nods and turns a nervous gaze to her husband. He tightens
his arm around her.


“Good,” I say. “Now, get me out of here. I’m ready to go
home.”









CHAPTER 6 


***Gage***


 


A week. Seven days, ten hours, and—I check my
watch—thirty-seven minutes. She’s been home from the hospital a fucking week,
and I still have nothing—no suspects, no information. Nothing. Renley still
hates my guts, but he doesn’t ride my ass the way he used to. He’s actually
being cooperative since he saw and spoke to Janet. They have nothing either,
and they’re swamped with combing through tips they received because of
Laurelyn’s reward. If no one talked to me, they’re definitely not talking to
the cops. 


I was able to get my hands on a copy of the police report,
but it doesn’t tell me anything I don’t already know. They found no DNA and no
trace evidence to suggest the use of a condom. That means this wasn’t about
sex. It was about hurting her. As for her blood work, my contact at the lab
said he’d never seen that combination of drugs before. It’s the perfect rape
cocktail—Flunitrazepam, MDMA, and Triazolam. Roofies, Ecstasy, and a fucking
anesthetic. She would have been pliant and awake, unable to fight back, and
wouldn’t remember a damn thing after. What guts me is that he also said she
didn’t ingest enough to keep her out for too long. He thinks she came to either
during the act or right after it finished. A part of me hopes she’ll remember
something that will help while the other, bigger part, wants her not to. What
she doesn’t remember can’t hurt her, right? 


Aunt Nita, Ellen, and Chrissy have pretty much taken her
over from me. Millie comes by when she can. Toni stayed for a few days but had
to go back home for school. They still talk on the phone every day, though. The
only time I really get to spend with her is when I curl up next to her at night.
Raven’s going to need a lot of time to heal but even then I don’t want her
working, so I’ve told Millie to find another waitress. 


Her mother and sister are still around. They were staying in
a hotel in Atlanta, so I offered them the use of my house so they could be
closer. She comes by every day, even though she turns up her nose at everyone.
Raven is still cautious with her, but she and Dani are growing closer with each
day. She’s pretty much stayed in bed all week healing, only just wandering
outside of my room today. It’s going to be a few weeks before she can use her
arm, but everyone’s been taking care of her. She hasn’t had to lift a finger.


Even the guys have been extra protective of her. She’s like
the princess of the club or something. Don’t even get me started on Chopper.
It’s like he’s planning World War III. I’ve been busting my ass trying to find
this guy but if you hear Chopper tell it, I ain’t doing shit. We’ve already
eliminated everyone on my list of suspects, so now we’re a little stuck. No one
is more disappointed in me than I am in myself. I don’t need his shit, too. 


And that’s exactly what I’m getting now. He’s sitting at the
opposite end of the table, staring at me like I’m the biggest mistake he’s ever
made. All the brothers are staring at me, waiting for me to say something. The
Mexicans put us in contact with the Colombians, who gave us some information on
a guy called “The Pharmacist.” 


I turn to Tek. “Any luck?”


“All I’ve found so far is that he’s on the DEA’s radar.
Henry ‘The Pharmacist’ Briggs. Apparently, he’s some kind of genius chemist.
His specialty is mixing different recreational drugs. Doesn’t say anything
about this particular one, though.”


“Maybe he’s expanding. Find him.”


“I’m on it, Prez.” 


“What else are you doing?” Chopper growls, but I ignore him
and address the rest of the table.


“No one’s talking. Maybe we need to provide a little
incentive. A million dollars to anyone who can lead me to this guy.”


Laurelyn is already offering a reward through the cops, but
I’m hoping people will be more willing to talk to me than them if I offer one,
too.


“A million?” Venom raises his brows.


“You’re right, it’s not enough. Make it two.”


“Boss,” he says. “We want this guy, too, but don’t you think
that’s a little… excessive?”


“No. I’m gonna do whatever it takes to find this fucker.”


“Okay. We have some money tucked away. I’ll see—”


“No,” I stop him. As the club’s treasurer, I see why he
would be concerned. I wasn’t planning on using the MC’s money. “My woman, my
money.”


Everyone stares at me, but no one dares oppose me. Not
unless they want to get run over on this war path I’m on. I’ll do whatever,
kill whoever I need to, in order to get this done. I just need to be organized,
have a clear plan. They started this, but I’m sure as hell going to finish it.


“That’s your solution?” Chopper demands. “Throw money at it
and hope it works out?”


“Pop—”


“No. They messed with one of ours. We shouldn’t be sitting
around this table talking about shit. We should be getting shit done. You’re
the president of this club, that’s your woman, and the best you can come up
with is a reward for information?”


“You’d rather I go around killing people, hoping I got the
right one? I need to make sure. I need to have a solid plan.”


“I’ve sat at this table and been quiet for a long time. I
did that because you made good decisions. I trusted you to do what’s best for
everyone, for the club. I can’t keep quiet on this.”


“What do you want me to do?” I ask in exasperation. “What
would you do?”


“I’d send a clear message that no one fucks with the
Dealers—not the members, not their families. You bust enough heads, you’re sure
to flush out a rat.”


“And where do you suggest I start, huh? We’re in a pretty
good place with everyone right now. I go on a killing spree, I start wars with
people who have nothing to do with this. I don’t need that on top of
everything. That’s only going to take attention away from this. Finding
Raven’s attacker is more important than an unnecessary war.”


“Fine,” he relents. “But do you know how many low-lifes
you’re going to attract with that money?”


“We just have to weed out the useful stuff. The prospects
can help with that.”


“Okay. We’ll do this your way.”


“Anyone else have anything to say?” I look around the table
but no one speaks up, so I continue. “Good. Now, next order of business.”


Chopper is still sneering at me. He’s my father, but he’s
not the president of this club anymore. I allowed him to have his say, but now
he needs to step back in line. I convey that message in my stare, but I know
I’m my father’s son. He stares back unwaveringly, and I can sense the tension
coming from the other men at the table. I begin to think he won’t back down,
but he nods in concession and leans back in his chair. Thank God. I wouldn’t
have enjoyed teaching my father a lesson in obedience.









***Raven***


 


My eyes snap open and I stare into the darkness of the room.
My pulse is racing and my breathing is ragged. Sweat is trickling down my face
and my hands are clammy. I reach for Gage, but he’s not in bed. Sitting up, I
try to calm my breathing. It’s not working. 


I throw off the covers and head for the door. In the bar, I
find Ron and Booker. They notice my panicked state and jump to their feet.


“You okay, Raven?” Ron asks.


“Where’s Gage?”


“He’s in the chapel.”


I eye the big double doors for a second before I head in
that direction. Ron grabs me before I can reach them.


“You can’t go in there. I can’t let you go in there.”


“Why?”


“It’s not allowed. I’m sorry.”


“Let me go.”


“Raven—”


I pull my hand from his, plant it in his chest, and push him
away. He falls back, grabbing at air to find something to hold onto. I don’t
wait to see what happens. I take off running and burst through the doors.
Everyone in the room turns to me in surprise. I survey the table before my gaze
lands on Gage. Our eyes meet and he immediately leaves his chair. I run to him
and he sweeps me up in his arms.


“Get the fuck out,” he growls at the men in the room.


As he sits with me on his lap, I listen to the shuffling
sounds of everyone leaving. I tighten my good arm around him, nestling my face
into his neck.


“What’s wrong, doll?”


“I… I had a dream.”


“What was it about?”


“I saw it.”


“I don’t understand,” he says. “Saw what?”


“I was tied to my bed.”


His body becomes rigid and he pulls me closer. I feel the
tears beginning as I remember the fear I felt in the dream.


“What else did you see?”


“Not much. It was like I was in and out of consciousness.
Just glimpses of the room. I… I remember being scared.”


“It’s okay. You’re okay. I’m here.”


“Do you think it’s a memory?” I ask. “Or just a bad dream?”


“It could be a memory. Your lab tests show you didn’t have
much of the drugs in your system.”


“So, I could remember more then?”


“I don’t know, doll. Don’t worry about it. Let’s get you
back to bed.”


“’Kay. I’m sorry I interrupted church.”


“Don’t be. You need me, you call me or come get me. I don’t
care what I’m doing. Got it?”


“Got it.” He strokes my cheek, and that’s when I see the
bandage on the knuckles of his right hand. “What happened to your hand?”


“New tat,” he says as he unwraps the bandage.


I take his hand and inspect it once it’s removed. Each
knuckle is inked with a single, bold letter—R-A-V-E-N.


“You tattooed my name on your hand?” I ask in shock. 


“When I find the fucker who hurt you, I want him to see your
name every time my fist connects with his face.”


His jaw begins to twitch and I see a fire burning in his
eyes. No, not fire. More like ice—icy, blue orbs of death. I swallow hard,
thinking about what he’s going to do when he finds his mark.


He takes me back to his room and places me on my side of the
bed. I watch him as he undresses then turns off the lamp and climbs in next to
me. Preparing for our nightly ritual, I roll onto my side and he pulls me into
his arms, my back to him. He doesn’t know that I know, but he doesn’t sleep
well. Every night, he lies there until exhaustion wins out and sleep finally
claims him. 


I know because I do the same. I lie here every night,
thinking about what happened, where my attacker is, and if he’s coming back for
me. I think about Gage and the things he’ll have to do to find him and what
he’ll do when he finally does. I think about my father. I think about Laurelyn.
We’re both trying to mend fences, but I don’t think I’ll ever trust her. Then I
think about Dani and start to feel better. It’s with her on my mind that I’m
finally able to fall asleep. Always before Gage, though, and it makes me feel
so guilty for being the cause.


“Gage?”


“Hmm?”


“Are you sorry?”


“Sorry for what, babe?”


“Me. Getting involved with me.”


“Raven,” he says quietly. “Turn around.”


I move carefully onto my back, favoring my shoulder, and
lower my gaze as he flips the light back on. He positions himself on top of me,
cupping my cheek.


“Look at me.”


My eyes meet his reluctantly as he strokes my cheek with his
thumb.


“There are a lot of things that I’m sorry about. You
are not one of them. You hear me?”


“You should be. Look what I’ve caused.”


“You want to know what you’ve caused? Since I met you, I’m
not a miserable motherfucker anymore, moving from one woman to the next and not
giving a fuck. I didn’t even realize I was miserable until you came along. You
made me want more… better.”


His eyes wander over my face and the adoration in his gaze
is almost too much for me to bear. He can’t feel that way. He’s just saying
it all to make me feel better. If this hadn’t happened, he probably would have
had his fill of me by now and moved on to the next. He’s a good man.
Despite all he’s done and what he thinks of himself, there’s a lot of good in
him. For him to stick by me through all this, he’s better than most men. This
whole situation is just going to push him farther into the darkness that he’s
always tried to protect me from—that place where he becomes Reaper, and Gage no
longer exists.


“You’re more,” he continues. “You’re better…
and you’re mine. No matter what.”


“But—”


“But nothing. The answer to your question is ‘no’. I’m not
sorry, and I would do it all again. I would still make you mine. I know it’s
rough now, but we’ll get through this… together. Okay?”


“Okay.”


I concede, not because I agree but because I want to end the
conversation. He kisses my forehead and resumes his position next to me. The
lights go out and he curls his arm around me once more. He’s wrong. I’m not
more, and I’m not better. 


I may have been once.


But I’m not anymore.


 


***


 


When I wake up, he’s not in bed. I hear a bit of commotion
outside, figuring that’s what woke me up. It just sounds like a bunch of people
talking, so I ignore it and head to the bathroom. I inspect the sling on my arm
as I brush my teeth. The pain’s not so bad anymore. With the painkillers and
Chrissy icing it for me every day, it feels a lot better. I still have some
discomfort with my stitches, but that’s healing well, too, and the cuts on my
legs have scabbed over and just itch like hell now. I take my pills then head
back into the bedroom. I know either Aunt Nita or Ellen will be bringing me
breakfast soon. As soon as I walk in the room, the noise outside hits me. My
curiosity gets the best of me and I stand by the window to see what I can find
out.


“What’s going on?” a man asks.


“Hunter’s offering a reward for information.”


“What kind of information?”


“I don’t know but for two million dollars, I’ll say whatever
he wants me to.”


What the fuck? Two million dollars? I pull on a pair
of his boxers and head outside to find Gage. He’s in the bar, talking to Dr. E
and Razor. Dr. E is facing me so when he sees me, he does a chin lift in my
direction to alert the others. They stop talking and turn to me. Gage furrows
his brows and meets me before I can get to them.


“You okay?”


“I need to talk to you,” I tell him.


He leads me back to the bedroom, sits on the bed, and pulls
me down on his lap.


“What’s up, babe?”


“You tell me. What’s this I’m hearing about a reward for
information?”


“Where did you hear that?”


“I heard some men talking. They said you’re offering two
million dollars. Is it true?”


“Raven, don’t worry about it.”


I get up and start pacing the room. “What do you mean ‘don’t
worry about it’? Other than the fact that it’s a ridiculous amount, where are
you going to get that kind of money?”


“I can afford it, trust me.”


I stop pacing and stare at him in disbelief. He can
afford it? Exactly how much money does he have if he can afford to throw
away two million dollars? No, doesn’t matter. I’m not letting him do this. He’s
already planning ungodly things on my behalf; I can’t have him losing all his
money, too.


“Call it off. Tell them it was a mistake. You can’t do this,
Gage.”


“Of course I can. I am doing it.”


“Gage—”


He jumps to his feet, stopping me before I can say anything
else. 


“Look at me, Raven.”


I stare up at him begrudgingly. I know exactly how this is
going to go. He’ll tell me what’s going to happen, ask me if I got it, and then
end the conversation. I don’t even know why I try sometimes. 


“All you need to think about is getting better. Let me worry
about everything else. Got it?”


“Yeah, yeah. I got it. I don’t like it and I’m strongly
objecting, but I got it.”


“Good. Let’s find you some breakfast.”


Back in the bar, I see Laurelyn walking in, clutching
tightly to Dani and her purse. I don’t blame her. Looking beyond her, I see the
scores of people lining up outside. I don’t know where they came from but a
million emotions come at me, hitting me like a freight train. The rape,
Laurelyn, Gage planning to kill a man because of me, spending all that money.
I’m so overwhelmed, I start to hyperventilate. I can’t deal.


“What’s wrong?” Gage and Laurelyn ask in unison. That’s when
I notice she’s standing in front of me.


“You should leave,” I say.


“Do you want me to come back later?”


“No. You should go home.”


The hurt and disappointed expression is instantaneous. It’s
for the best. I don’t know why I thought I could handle all this at once. I
look down at Dani and confusion is written all over her face.


“I promise I’ll call whenever I can. I just… I can’t deal
with everything right now. I need time. I’m sorry. I just can’t.”


I hurry back to Gage’s room, locking the door behind me.
Leaning on the door, I slide down to the floor as the tears begin to stream
down my face. How am I supposed to get through all this? No one can help me. It
doesn’t matter what anyone says or does, it will never be enough. 


I can’t get through this. 


I won’t.









CHAPTER 7


***Raven***


 


Seclusion. It’s probably the only word to describe the state
I’ve been in since… I don’t even know. I guess “reclusion” would be a better
word. I haven’t seen anyone but Gage and Dr. E since that day I told Laurelyn
to go home. And seeing Dr. E was merely a necessity because he’s been checking
on my injuries. The first time I saw him, he told me I hadn’t eaten in three
days and he was putting me on an IV. Gage… even then, he was patient and
understanding, calmly begging me to eat. I don’t know how he does it, because I
haven’t even been speaking to him in complete sentences. I think the last thing
I said to him was a mumbled “thanks” when he sheepishly handed me a plastic bag
containing three different brands of pads, tampons, and panty liners. I almost
smiled at the thought of him buying them for me. Almost. 


I retreated into myself, hiding away from everyone and
everything, completely shutting down. At least my body is healing. All that’s
left are a few scars and a nagging pain in my shoulder. Dr. E says I have to go
through physical therapy and even then, it will be months before it’s back to
normal. Both he and Gage have been begging me to talk to a therapist, but I
can’t. I can’t talk to anyone.


It’s not like I’ve been sad or depressed… just… numb.
There’s no feeling, no awareness or concept of time. I only know it’s morning
when Gage drags himself out of bed. I’ve watched him daily and it’s always the
same: he brings me breakfast, showers, and then tells me he has to check in
with the guys or one of the businesses. He’s back in time for lunch and is with
me for the rest of the day—making sure I eat and take my medication. Most of
the time, he turns the TV on and I pretend to watch while he works on his
laptop or his phone. Sometimes, he works out his frustrations on the punching
bag. 


Every now and again, one of the guys knocks on the door,
they talk in hushed tones on the other side, and then he either comes back to
bed or leaves for a few hours. On those occasions, I know he’s off doing bad
things for me. He doesn’t tell me where he goes or what he does, but I know. I
see it in his eyes when he kisses my forehead before he climbs into bed. 


Right now, his punching bag is on the receiving end of a
major ass-kicking. He’s been going at it for a while, longer than usual. His
hair is wet and sticking to his head and face, sweat trickling down his body,
making wet spots on his shorts. I sit up, pulling my knees under my chin, and
watch him. Has he lost weight? Am I stressing him out? Or is all the work on
the punching bag making him leaner? He looks good—amazing, in fact. And yet, I
feel nothing. That magnetic pull he’s always had is missing. He’s still a sex
god, but somehow he no longer has an effect on me. There are no butterflies, no
thumping heart, no ragged breathing. Nothing. Just an endless void. I’m a dying
star, trapped in a black hole of nothingness. And nothing can escape a black
hole. He should get away from me or he’s just going to get pulled in by the
gravity. Then we’ll both be trapped.


He glances my way and eases up, grabbing the bag with both
hands to stop it from swinging. His breathing is heavy, chest rising and
falling at a rapid pace. Our eyes meet, but I drop my gaze. I can’t look into
his eyes knowing I’m slowly destroying him.


“You okay?”


I nod.


“Need anything?”


I shake my head. 


I feel him approaching but keep my eyes on my toes. He sits
on the bed and takes my hand in his. Still nothing.


“Raven… I understand your need to check out. I do. But I
can’t stand to see you like this anymore. Tell me, what can I do to make it
better?”


“Break...” My voice catches so I clear my throat and raise
my eyes to his. “Break up with me.”


“What?” His brows furrow in disbelief. 


“Break up with me. Kick me out. Go back to a life where you
don’t have to deal with me and my shit. Be...” I feel the tears coming on and
raise my eyes to the ceiling, blinking to try and hold them back. “Be happy.”


“I’m not doing that, Raven. I can’t do that. I told
you we’d get through this together, and we will.”


“Why? I’ve done nothing but fuck up your life. God knows
what you’re out there doing trying to find this guy. Babysitting me is probably
affecting your businesses, and who knows when was the last time you had sex—”


“Stop it.”


My eyes snap to his face at the gruffness of his voice.
That’s the harshest he’s spoken to me in a long time.


“Just stop it. I’m not doing anything I haven’t done before.
How do you think I got the name ‘Reaper’? I kill people, Raven. I got so
fucking good at it that everyone saw fit to give me the name that personifies
death. I’m not the monster under the bed. Monsters check under their beds for
me.” He closes his eyes, trying to rein in his anger but when he opens them,
it’s still there. “My businesses are fine. That’s why I hire people. And don’t
even mention sex to me. That’s the last thing on my mind right now.”


That was a stupid thing for me to say. Why would sex be on
his mind? It’s not like I’m at my most desirable. He slides his palm to the
back of my neck, closes his eyes, and takes a deep breath. When he opens them,
the anger is gone.


“You wouldn’t be here if I didn’t care about you. I’m going
to find this guy and I’m going to help you through this, no matter what. We’ll
come out on the other side and move on with our lives. You want me to be happy?
Make me happy, because I won’t be if I don’t have you.”


“Gage....”


There’s no holding them back now. Tears stream down my
cheeks as his words flow through me. After everything, he still thinks I can
make him happy. How can I when I’m a miserable shell of the girl I once was? Is
it even possible to be her again? 


I go rigid as he presses a gentle kiss to my lips. Since I
was in the hospital, all I’ve gotten are forehead or cheek kisses. I don’t even
know how to respond to his lips on mine. He doesn’t push me, though, only
kissing my forehead before heading to the bathroom. Stopping in the doorway, he
turns to me.


“You’re not going anywhere, Raven… and neither am I.”


I stare at the closed bathroom door and contemplate his
words. He thinks we can get through this and be like we were before. That’s
never going to happen. Things will never be the same between us.


There’s a knock at the door and I turn my attention there.
Usually, I’d let it go unanswered. They’d get the message that Gage isn’t here
or is unavailable and leave after a while. This time, though, I answer it. Tek
steps back, obviously a little shocked. He recovers quickly and gives me a big
smile.


“It’s been too long since I’ve seen that beautiful face.”


“Hi, Tek.” I give him a weak smile. “He’s in the shower. You
want to come in and wait?”


Again, he’s taken aback, but he nods and steps past me. He
grabs the chair in the corner, turns it backward, and straddles it.


“How are you, baby girl?”


“Okay, I guess. What have you been up to?”


“Oh, you know… hacking into systems I shouldn’t be. Same ol’
same ol’.”


I climb back into bed, careful not to flash him. Panties and
one of Gage’s T-shirts have become my permanent wardrobe. Gage moved all my
stuff from Lonnie’s a while back, but it was pointless. I haven’t worn any of
my clothes. My kindle and MP3 player sit unused. He bought me a new phone
because the guy who attacked me smashed mine to pieces, but it also sits idly
on the nightstand. I haven’t even turned it on. He set up my art equipment in a
corner of the room, but that’s been untouched, too.


Tek keeps a close eye on me, no doubt gauging my mood.
“How’s your shoulder?” he asks.


“Better.”


“Good.” He taps his fingers on the chair, filling the
awkward silence. 


I can tell he doesn’t know which way to tread with me. I’m
about to try and put him at ease when Gage steps out of the bathroom. He’s
wearing a pair of those sexy boxers I love, so I wait for the flutter in my
belly, the clenching of my muscles, but nothing happens. I sigh deeply and look
away. I can tell he’s shocked to see Tek, but he doesn’t comment.


“You got something?” he addresses Tek.


“Yeah. But we gotta move fast. Razor already left with the
guys. Told him where to meet up.”


“Five minutes.”


“Got it.” He springs out of the chair and heads for the door.
“See you around, baby girl.”


“Bye, Tek.”


Gage moves to his closet and begins pulling out
clothes—black jeans, black shirt, and black shoes. When he slides on his cut
and covers it with a black hoodie, I know he’s off to do what he says he does
best. Gage may have walked out of the bathroom, but it’s Reaper leaving the
clubhouse tonight. He grabs a black duffel bag out of the closet and drops it
on the bed.


“I’ll be back as soon as I can, but don’t wait up.”


Noticing the apprehension in my eyes, he takes both my hands
in his, and kisses my knuckles.


“Be careful,” I whisper. 


“I will. The prospects will be here if you need anything.”


Then, he’s gone. Anxiety eats away at me until I can’t take
it anymore. I don’t want to be alone right now. I pull on a pair of his boxers
and head out to find the prospects. The blonde trick who was all up on Gage is
behind the bar. She watches me with disdain as I pass, but I ignore her. Ron
and Booker are on the couch smoking, two Hounds hanging off them. When Ron sees
me approaching, he shoos away the one next to him. I raise a brow at him,
wondering what Chrissy would do with this bit of information. Then again, they
may not even be together anymore. Some best friend I am. Gage gives me
messages from her, but I haven’t spoken to her. Not even a damn text. I need to
fix that.


“Hi,” I say as I stand before him awkwardly.


“Hey.”


I really don’t know what else to say to him, but he
instantly puts me at ease with an outstretched hand. I curl up next to him and
he places his arm around my shoulder. As I settle into his embrace, he offers
me his joint. I take a long, hard look at it and think why not? Maybe it
will give me a little vacation from my own head.


I accept it, place it between my lips, and take a deep puff.









***Gage***


 


Raven consumes my thoughts as we ride. We finally tracked
down the man responsible for the drug they used on her. They call it Dutch Wife,
after a fucking sex doll. After all, that’s essentially what it does—turns a
woman into a human sex doll. My hands tighten on the handle bars as my anger
rises. Not a minute goes by that I don’t think about her lying there helpless,
being used and abused. With all my talk of keeping her safe, I didn’t. I told
her my name would protect her and it did the opposite. It got her hurt. I
got her hurt. The least I can do is find the people responsible and make them
pay. I have The Pharmacist in my sights, and there’s no way he’s living to see
another sunrise.


Tek and I meet up with the others at the rendezvous point
and I hop off my bike. I give Razor a chin lift and he walks up to me.


“Scoped it out. Seems to be a warehouse. Could be a lab,
too, with the smell coming out of it. Got two men on the perimeter, two loading
a truck, and the truck driver. Don’t know how many on the inside, but your guy
went in fifteen minutes ago.”


I nod and grab my duffel bag, unzipping it without a word. I
hand out gloves, radios, throat mics, and night vision goggles. They all know
the drill. Each man reaches into the bag, grabbing extra mags. I tuck my Glock
into the back of my jeans, strap another to one ankle, my knife to the other.
Razor and I pull out our rifles—SRS A-1 Coverts. I love this baby. It’s
compact, accurate, and has a thousand-yard capability. I attach the thermal
vision scope and suppressor, and then look around at my guys.


“Ready?” They all nod. “Let’s go.”


This place is in the middle of the woods. I don’t even know
how Tek found it, but I learned to stop questioning his methods a long time
ago. We approach carefully, cloaked in darkness. Even the moon decided to stay
hidden tonight. We may just be a group of bikers, but we move with the
precision of a SEAL team. Once the front of the building is in sight, I signal
to Motor.


“See if there are any other ways in.”


The place looks unassuming, if not out of place. It’s
nothing but a big barn, at least on the outside. Who knows what’s on the
inside. I put on my goggles and take everything in quickly. It’s just like
Razor said. I can take out the men on patrol easily enough; the others are a
little tricky. The driver is behind the wheel. If he falls forward, he lands on
the horn, alerting everyone. The other two are behind the box truck and are
mostly obscured by it. We get a break when the driver hops out of the truck and
heads toward the woods while saying he’s going to take a piss. I send Crow in
his direction. This just might work out. I probably won’t even need the rifle. 


One of the men patrolling realizes the driver hasn’t
returned and tells the other he’s going to check it out. I alert Crow so he can
handle it, then I toss a rock, drawing the attention of the other man. He jerks
his gun up, pointing it where the rock landed before heading in that direction.
I send Venom to handle him while Razor and I move to take out the men loading
the truck. We use the truck to our advantage, hiding our approach, catching
them with their backs turned. I grab one, snapping his neck in one fluid move.
Razor takes his time, choking out the other. Motor’s voice comes through in my
ear.


“Found a way in the back, boss. Got six on the inside,
including our guy.”


“Weapons?”


“Nothing visible. They’re just talking.”


“Razor, Venom, you’re with me. Crow, Allah, you’re with
Motor. We’ll come at them from both sides. Tek, cut the lights on my say.”


Razor and Venom look to me for instruction once the others
leave. “Once Tek cuts the lights, Razor, we take out the straddlers. Briggs is
mine.”


Tek comes on the radio, telling me he’s in place.


“Motor, we’re going in blind. What’s Briggs’ position?”


“He’s the biggest motherfucker in the room, boss. Can’t miss
him.”


I tie my bandana over my nose and mouth while Razor and
Venom do the same. Like thieves in the night, we move through the entrance.
Just like I suspected, this is no barn. We enter a long corridor and I hear
voices ahead. There are stacks of boxes just outside the corridor we can use to
our advantage. I signal the men and we all drop down, crawling into the room,
hiding behind the boxes. I take a careful peek over them to assess the
situation. With all the equipment in this place, it has to be his lab. Briggs
is in the middle of the group of men, a huge grin on his face. Not for long.


“Briggs is in the middle,” I tell Razor. “You take the two
on the left, I got the rest. Motor, stand down.” Looks like I’ll get to use
the SRS after all. “Let’s go night-night, Tek.”


The second the room goes dark, Razor and I move into
position. I hear Briggs tell one of his men to check the breaker. He only takes
one step before Venom drops him. I line up the others in my scope and take them
out before Briggs can finish asking what’s going on. 


“Tek, let there be light.”


He cuts the lights back on and I rise to my feet, moving
toward Briggs with my gun pointed at him.


“Hands where I can see ’em,” I tell him.


He does as he’s told but has a condescending smirk on his
face. I can’t wait to get my hands on him. Venom pats him down, taking a Desert
Eagle from a shoulder holster.


“I want my lawyer,” he states as I place my gun and goggles
on a nearby table. 


“You think we’re cops?” I ask. “Think again.” I get in his
face and pull my bandana down so he can see mine. “I’m your worst fucking
nightmare.”


All the guys are gathered now and Briggs looks around
nervously. Razor pulls cable ties from his pocket while Crow grabs a chair. As
they tie him down, Briggs starts rambling about us not knowing who he is and
what he can do to us. I remove my gloves, take a look at Raven’s name on my
knuckles, and then punch him in the mouth to shut him up. It works. 


“Search the place,” I tell Tek and Motor.


Briggs watches quietly as I pull up a chair and sit in front
of him. “Do you know who I am?” 


He takes a good look at me, but I don’t see recognition in
his eyes.


“I have no idea,” he answers, spitting blood on the floor.


“Doesn’t matter. Dutch Wife… that’s your product, right?”


“Aah.” He smiles, licking his busted lip. “My pride and joy.
Took me years to perfect that one. If you’re looking for a distribution deal,
this isn’t the way I do business.” 


“Not looking to do business, asshole. I need information.”


“Why would I tell you anything?”


I pull my knife from the holster on my ankle and inspect the
blade. I’m dying to see his blood dripping from it. “Oh, I can be very
persuasive.”


“I don’t even know you. What kind of information can I
possibly give you?”


“Stony View,” I say. “Who distributes for you around there?”


“Never heard of it. I don’t do small towns,” he regards me
with a sneer. “Small money.”


“Okay. Who distributes for you in Atlanta?”


He doesn’t answer, just stares at me like he’s bored or I’m
an inconvenience. I lean in and show him the blade of my knife. “Notice
anything about it?”


“It’s a knife.” He shrugs.


“Not big or sharp. No good for cutting, slicing… but does a
hell of a job when I need to poke holes into things… people.”


He swallows hard but doesn’t make a sound. That is until I
sink the blade into his thigh with all the strength I can muster. He squeals
like the pig he is. “Feel like talking yet?” I ask as I twist the blade.


“Motherfucker!” he shouts.


“No?” I pull the knife out and slam it into his other thigh.
He howls in pain but still says nothing. No problem. I can do this all
night. I stand and show him my knuckles. “What does that say?”


“Raven?”


“Yeah. Raven.” His head snaps back at the first punch. By
the third, I feel a few of his teeth give way. I stop counting after ten.


“Boss, found this.” I turn to Tek, breathing heavily, and
watch as he approaches with a black briefcase.


“Can you open it?”


He inspects it then gives me a maniacal grin. “Sure. All I
need is a thumbprint.”


“I like the way you think, Tek,” I reply, knowing exactly
where he’s going with this. 


“May I?” Razor inquires.


“Go ahead.” I gesture to Briggs.


Razor cuts the cable tie from one of Briggs’ hands and
removes a pruning shear from his pocket. Briggs begins to squirm. I guess he
can still see. For now.


“No. You can’t—” 


His index finger is gone before he can finish his objection.
He screams like a bitch this time. He’s crying now, tears running down his
face. 


“Oops. You said thumb, right?”


I chuckle at the expression on Razor’s face. Fucker enjoys
this kind of thing. 


“Move out of the way.” Venom steps up. “You play too much.” 


He grabs the shears and I revel in the sound of metal
cutting through bone. Seems the men want to have some fun because Venom took
the tip of Briggs’ middle finger, from the first joint up. It’s a little
cathartic listening to his screams. Raven screamed and no one helped her. 


Allah steps forward next and Venom hands him the shears. He
actually removes the thumb then gives Tek a confused look. 


“Did you want the left or the right?” he asks.


“Which one did you get?”


“Left.”


“I need the right then,” Tek replies with a grin.


Crow moves toward Briggs and pulls out his knife. It’s
nothing like mine. That shit has a nine-and-a-half inch, partially serrated
blade. He keeps it sharp, too. Briggs can’t keep his head steady. The smell of
blood fills my nostrils and it smells a lot like retribution. Crow drags a
table over to Briggs and cuts his other hand loose, splaying his fingers on it.
One clean slice and his thumb is gone. Briggs barely makes a sound.


Tek opens the briefcase, pulls out a laptop, and then starts
rifling through the papers in it.


“Why… why are you doing this?” Briggs asks, his voice barely
audible.


I stand and stare down at this pathetic excuse of a human
being, now as helpless as the victims of his drug. “What were you thinking when
you created Dutch Wife, huh? What? No woman could stand to be with a bitch like
you, so you decided to take their choice away?”


His head lolls back. He’s losing a lot of blood and may not
be conscious much longer. I need to get something out of him fast.


“Who’s your distributor?”


“Prez,” Tek calls out to me. “Found something.” He shows me
a document. “It’s where the truck was headed. Address in ATL.”


“Well,” I say to Briggs. “Looks like I don’t need you
anymore.” I jerk my head at Allah and Crow. “Torch it.” There’s no way I’m
leaving this place standing.


“Please,” he begs. “I’ll pay you… whatever you want.”


I pull out my Glock and aim it at his head. “I don’t want
your money.”


“Who are you?”


“Me?” I ask, right before I pull the trigger. “I’m the Grim
Reaper, motherfucker.”









CHAPTER 8


***Gage***


 


My heart leaps into my throat when I walk into the bar and
see her sitting on the couch with the prospects. Why? One, she’s out of the
bedroom; two, she’s smiling. It’s been way too long since I saw her gorgeous
smile. It grows even wider when she sees me. 


“Gage!” she shouts in excitement.


She jumps to her feet and potato chips go flying everywhere.
She almost trips trying to get to me but I catch her, wrapping an arm around
her waist. When she looks up at me, she can barely keep her eyes open. They’re
bloodshot and she stinks of reefer. That explains all the junk food scattered
on the table. My baby has the munchies. 


“You’ve been smoking?”


“I may have had a joint… or two… or three.” She covers her
mouth and giggles. 


I glare at Ron and he has the sense to look sorry. “You gave
her weed?”


“Don’t… don’t blame him,” she says, petting my chest. “He
didn’t force me. I just needed to… get away.”


Fuck. She’s worse than I thought if she thinks she needs
drugs to cope. I take her hand and lead her to my room. She flings herself onto
the bed, turning over to watch me while I undress down to my boxers. Her eyes
follow my every movement, but she says nothing. There’s a knock at the door and
I know it’s Crow come to collect my clothes for disposal. I bring them to him and
turn back around to see her still staring. 


“See something you like?”


“You’re hot.”


I chuckle and shake my head. “That’s the weed talking.”


“No, it’s not.” She slinks off the bed and stands before me.



I watch with interest as she traces the tattoo on my sternum
with her index finger. My body becomes alert at her soft touch. I know I should
stop her, but I don’t. Maybe I’m selfish, but I miss her. I miss her hands on
me. If I can have her back for even a few minutes, I’ll take it. 


She flattens her palms and slowly slides them down my chest,
my stomach. Resting her hands on my hips, she peeks up at me.


“Kiss me, Gage.”


I take a deep breath, trying to control myself as her arms
go around my waist.


“Please. I need to see… to feel something.” 


She stares up at me with beseeching eyes, and I just can’t
turn her down. I cradle her face in my hands, brushing her cheek with my thumb.
As I lean in, she closes her eyes. My lips touch hers and I hear a moan. At
first, I think it’s her, then I realize it’s me. My body’s response to her is
immediate. Jesus. 


I take it slow, gently moving my lips against hers. She
steps closer, urging me to be more forceful, but I keep myself in check. I lick
her bottom lip. She opens for me the way she usually does, and I slip my tongue
inside. As I tease her tongue with mine, she grabs my hand and places it on her
breast. This time, I know it’s me groaning. I find her nipple through her shirt
and circle it with my thumb. Trailing my other hand down her body, I grab her
ass, and pull her to me. Everything in me is screaming at me to stop. I know
she’s nowhere near ready, physically or emotionally. I know it’s the high she’s
on, but I want her to feel how hard I am for her. She pulls back and I
instantly think I’ve scared her off, done too much too soon, but she just
stares at me with dead eyes.


“Nothing,” she whispers distractedly. “Still nothing.” 


I release her and raise a questioning brow. “Babe?”


She grabs the front of her shirt, brings it to her nose, and
sniffs it. “I stink. I’m gonna take a shower.”


I watch in confusion as she walks to the bathroom. What
the fuck just happened? That must have been some strong weed. I sit on the
bed with my head in my hands as I think about the events of the night. I know
it’s a long shot trying to trace the drug from the source, but it’s one I have
to take. Somebody, somewhere along the line must have heard something. Once we
find the distributor in ATL, I’m hoping we can shorten the list of suspects.
There aren’t a lot of dealers around here, and it’s not a common drug.


She walks out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around
her hair and another around her body. My still-hard dick throbs at the sight of
her. I grab fresh boxers and head to the shower, leaving her to get dressed. As
I stand under the water, I look down at my dick, wondering if I should rub one
out. Shit. I haven’t choked the chicken since… I don’t know when. 


I shower quickly and climb into bed next to her. She rolls
over to face me, and I curl my arm around her.


“Gage?” She stares up at me with wide eyes.


“Hmm?”


“Do you still like me?”


“Of course I do,” I answer without hesitation. “You’re my
baby doll.”


She places her hand on my jaw and gives me a weak smile. “I
still like you, too. I promise.”


“That’s it? You’re not going to tell me I’m your
monster-dick papi chulo?”


She throws her head back and laughs, and I have to take a
moment to watch her. I haven’t heard it in so long I almost forgot what it was
like. Her body shakes against me as it flows through her. I’m the reason it
disappeared, and I feel a small victory for bringing it back. I pull her closer
as she brings her gaze back to mine.


“Sí,” she whispers. “Eres mi papi chulo con una grandísima
verga.”


“Good.” I kiss her forehead. “Go to sleep, doll.”


 


***


 


A scream drags me out of slumber. I turn on the lamp only to
see Raven thrashing next to me, fighting off someone who’s not there. Fuck.



I straddle her, grabbing her arms. “Raven, wake up!”


Her eyes snap open, but they may as well have been closed
because the only thing I see is fear. She struggles against my hold, breathing
heavily, and screaming for me to let her go.


“Raven.” I give her a little shake. “It’s me… Gage.”


E comes rushing into the room, a few of the guys close on
his heels. “What’s going on?”


“She’s having a nightmare. Won’t snap out of it.”


He hurries over, snapping his fingers in front of her eyes.
She doesn’t respond. Whatever’s happening to her in this dream, she’s begging
for it to stop. I know she’s dreaming about the rape and just like I couldn’t
help her then, I can’t help her now. I didn’t even see E move but he’s back now
with a needle. He sticks it into her arm and after a few seconds, she calms
down. She goes still and her eyes flutter closed. I comb my fingers through my
hair and drop down next to her. 


How the fuck do I fix this?


How do I fix her?









***Raven***


 


I wake up to Gage sitting in a chair by the bed, just
watching me. Yawning, I rub the sleep from my eyes. I feel so rested. Better
than I’ve felt in a long time. Parts of last night start coming back to me. Me
and the prospects, all that weed… no wonder I was knocked out. But then, I
remember the dream. It was clearer this time. I saw my room, the rope that kept
me bound to my bed. I saw him. He was standing by my door, holding a
knife, his face hidden by a ski mask. I saw myself struggling as he moved
toward me menacingly. 


I jump out of bed and rush to my artist’s table.


“Babe?”


I ignore Gage as I grab a pencil and begin to sketch the
images from my dream. I feel him standing over me but I’m not aware of anything
else, just my pencil moving over the paper. When I’m done, I drop the pencil
and bring my trembling fingers to my lips. There it is, in black and white.
There’s no denying it now. Now, it feels real. This man broke into my house,
violated, tortured, and brutalized me. He took something from me that I can
never get back, something that was not his to take. And it makes me mad. It
pisses me the fuck off. 


I spring to my feet, grab the side of the table and fling it
to the floor. Gage reaches for me but I march to his punching bag, needing to
release some of this anger bubbling inside me. As soon as I throw a punch, he
grabs me and wraps his arms around me so he’s keeping mine at my sides. 


“You’ll mess up your shoulder.”


“I don’t care!” I scream. “Let me go!”


“Calm down.”


I struggle against him but he’s too strong. I’m helpless,
just like I was that night. I start sobbing and go lax in his arms. He slides
down to the floor along with me and holds me while I cry. 


Why? Why did this have to happen to me? Is God punishing
me? What did I do to deserve this?


Gage whispers in my ear that he’ll make it right, that he’s
doing everything he can to find the people responsible. I hope he does. No, I know
he will. When he does, I want him to handle it. I want him to make the
motherfucker suffer. Fuck letting the police handle it. 


I turn to face him and look him in the eyes so he knows I’m
serious.


“Find him, Gage. You find him and you hurt him the way he
hurt me. Find him and kill him.”


He nods, taking my face in his hands. “Even if I’d never
killed anyone before, that fucker is a dead man. For you, Raven, I’d pick a
motherfucker up and drop him on the sun.”


I climb up and straddle him, wrapping my arms around his
shoulders. His are reassuring as they tighten around me. 


“It was so real,” I whisper into his neck.


“I got you, Raven. I got you.”


“I know.” I pull back and stare into his eyes. “You’re a
good man, Gage. Don’t let anyone tell you any different.”


I leave him there and head to the bathroom. When I return,
he’s sitting on the bed, studying the picture I drew. He curls his arm around
my shoulder, pulling me into his side as I sit next to him.


“Why were you watching me sleep?”


“Your nightmare. You were screaming, fighting… wouldn’t wake
up. E had to give you something to calm you down.”


“How long were you watching me? Did you even get any sleep?”


“Some.” He kisses my forehead and moves to the closet.
“Don’t worry about me.”


Easier said than done. How can I not worry? He hasn’t been
sleeping much already, and now I’m fighting him in my sleep. Great. I
notice he’s pulling out all black clothes again, so I know he’s heading out on
another mission. 


“What happened last night?” I ask him.


He gives me that look of his that’s supposed to tell me he
can’t say anything, but I’m not having it today. “This isn’t club business.
This is about me, so you can tell me. What happened last night?”


He sighs and shakes his head in resignation. “Fine, but the
only thing I’m telling you is that we found the guy responsible for the drug
that was used on you.”


“And?”


“And he won’t be a problem for anyone anymore.”


Good. It’s good, right? I mean, at least we’re getting
somewhere now. Plus, he’s saved countless other women who would have gone
through what I did. Now, I need to know what the next step is.


“And today?”


“Today, I’m heading to Atlanta. I’ll be gone all day, so
maybe you should call Chrissy. She misses you.”


“I miss her, too, but why are you going to Atlanta?”


“Following a lead.” He grabs the black duffel bag again and
it makes me curious as to exactly what is in it. “I’ll tell you about it
tomorrow.”


“Take me with you.”


“What? No, I’m not taking you with me.”


“Why not?”


“Because,” he says. “I need you here where I know you’re
safe. What we’re doing is dangerous. It’s no place for you.”


“But—”


“No ‘buts’,” he states with finality. “You’re staying here.”


“Fine.” I roll my eyes and reach for the phone he bought me.
This is the first time I’m even looking at it. I turn it on and within seconds,
notifications start coming in. I go to the contacts and see he’s programmed in
a few numbers—Chrissy, Ellen, himself, Laurelyn, Nita, Ron, and Toni. I send a
text to Chrissy asking her to come over, and another to Toni saying I’ll call
later.


“You good?”


“Yeah,” I answer as I read Chrissy’s reply. “Chrissy’s on
her way.”


He crouches in front of me and takes my hand, his expression
worrisome. “Raven, I think it’s time to give the therapist a call. You need to
talk to someone who can help you work through your emotions.”


“Okay.” I nod.


“I’ll have E make the call.”


He kisses my forehead, grabs his bag, and heads for the
door. I decide to follow him out because I’ve been cooped up in this room for
far too long. The bar is like a beehive. I’ve never seen so many people in here
before, and they’re all moving around with purpose. The guys are getting ready
to leave, but the Hounds look busy, too.


“What’s going on?”


“Chopper,” Gage answers. “He’s preparing for Thanksgiving
tomorrow.”


Thanksgiving? That would mean it’s November. Not only that
but the end of November. Holy shit. What have I been doing for
a whole month? I missed Halloween, Dia de los Muertos…
I didn’t even light a candle for Daddy.


Chopper comes out of the kitchen, giving out directions left
and right. The moment he spots me, he comes right over and pulls me into his
arms.


“Oh, lil darlin’. It’s good to see you.”


“You, too, Chopper.”


“Come.” He ushers me away. “Let’s get you something to eat.”


He doesn’t even spare Gage a glance. I turn my head to look
back at him, but he just shakes his head and moves toward the door. In the
kitchen, Chopper chases everyone out and lifts me onto the counter. I’m a
little surprised but I say nothing.


“What do you want?” he asks. “Pancakes, eggs, bacon?
Anything you want.”


“I’m not really hungry.” I return his smile. “Toast would be
fine.”


“Nonsense.” He grabs a tray of eggs from the fridge. “I’ll
make you an omelet.”


I watch him, wondering if he knows how alike he and his son
are. They each have their own brand of “sweet,” but I would bet Chopper was as
much of a player as Gage is. Hell, he probably still is. 


He pours me a glass of orange juice then gets started on the
eggs.


“How do you feel, darlin’?”


I raise both shoulders in a shrug. “Okay, I guess. I just
want it all to be over.”


“Don’t worry your pretty little head about it.” He turns to
face me with a determined stare. “If Gage can’t get to the bottom of this then
I will. You have my word on that.”


Overcome with emotion, I hop off the counter and wrap my
arms around him. He curls one arm around me and kisses the top of my head. 


“It’ll be over soon, baby girl.”


“Thanks, Chopper.”


Gage walks in, brows drawn together. I detach myself from
his dad and transfer to his arms. 


“You okay?” he asks.


I nod into his chest. “Are you leaving now?”


“Yeah. Just came in to let you know.”


“I’ll walk you out.”


He takes my hand and I follow him outside, ignoring the
curious stares of the other women. I really don’t know any of them except for
Deena and the blonde. I guess they all want to know what’s going on with the
girl who was raped. I keep my head down and let Gage lead the way. Out in the
courtyard, the guys are propped on their bikes waiting. They all smile when they
see me approaching; except Tek, who’s off by himself, immersed in something on
a laptop. I release Gage’s hand and stand in the middle of what’s supposed to
be a group of big, scary bikers.


“I just want to say thank you. I know you guys are out there
doing whatever it is you’re doing for me. I really appreciate it.”


Allah is closest to me, so I hug him first. “Ain’t nothin’
to it, shawty,” he says in a low voice.


I give each of them a hug and they all echo the sentiment in
their own words. When I get to Razor, he picks me up in a bear hug and gives me
a squeeze. He places me back on my feet and I make my way over to Gage. He’s
sitting on his bike, observing me. Draping his arm around my waist, he pulls me
close. His right hand is resting on the handlebar and I cringe at the cuts and
bruises on his knuckles.


“Be careful.”


“Always, doll. I’ll see you later.”


With a jerk of his head, he motions toward the gates and I
turn to see Chrissy walking in. I wave to her and she takes off running. Gage
releases me and I meet her halfway. I don’t think anyone has ever hugged me so
tightly. She might just cut off my air supply.


“Ray! God, I’ve missed you.”


“I missed you, too.”


She pulls back and looks me up and down. “You look good. How
do you feel?”


“Better.”


“I’m so glad you texted. I was worried.”


“I know. I’m sorry, I just—”


“You don’t have to explain. Come on, I need to get you
inside.”


“Why?”


“Because,” she says. “You’re half-nekkid and barefoot.”


I look down and see she’s right. Gage’s T-shirt pretty much
covers me up but other than panties, I’m not wearing anything else. I’m
surprised he didn’t say something. Walking back to the clubhouse, the guys pass
us on their way out. I wave to Gage and he smiles at me. I hope he has good
news when he returns.


After I have my breakfast Chopper made me, Chrissy and I
lock ourselves in Gage’s room. We catch up and call Toni. I appreciate the fact
that she hasn’t dwelled on the reason we haven’t seen each other. In fact, she
hasn’t even mentioned the rape or asked what I’ve been doing—only how
I’ve been doing. Toni was the same. I realize I have two of the best friends
anyone could ever ask for. Instead of locking myself away from everyone, maybe
I should have been doing the opposite.


“Have you spoken to your mother?”


“No. I should probably call her. I’ve missed Dani.”


“Do it,” she encourages me. “Skype them.” 


With a deep breath, I grab my phone, download Skype, and
sign in. When Laurelyn answers, I can see she’s both surprised and happy.


“Raven! It’s so good to see you. How are you?”


“I’m okay. Sorry it took me so long.”


“I’ve missed you, but I understand.”


“How are you?” I ask.


“Oh, I’m fine. Just making dinner.”


“Dani?”


“She’s in her playroom. Let me get her.”


The little girl lets out an excited scream when Laurelyn
tells her I’m on the phone. She puts a smile on my face the moment I see her
toothless grin.


“Raven!” she shrieks.


“Hey, pumpkin.”


“I missed you. Mommy said you weren’t feeling well because
of your accident. Are you better now?”


“I am. I promise I won’t stay away so long anymore.”


“Do you want to see my dolls?”


She chatters away for a while before Laurelyn takes the
phone from her. She goes back to the kitchen, telling me she wants to talk to
me about something.


“Raven, I was wondering… if you’d like to come out for a
visit.”


“Maybe. I’ll think about it.”


“Please. If you like it, maybe you’d consider… moving in?”


“You want me to live with you?” I ask, astonished.


“I do. I was planning on asking you when I came to Georgia
but with everything that happened, I decided to give you some time.”


“I mean… I love Miami and I miss it sometimes, but my life
is here now.”


Or maybe it isn’t such a bad idea. I could have a fresh
start, remove myself and my drama out of Gage’s life. I could give him a fresh
start, too. Could I do it? Could I leave him? 


“Just think about it,” Laurelyn urges.


“I will.”


She gives me an optimistic smile before I say my goodbyes
and end the call.


“Would you go back?”


“I don’t know,” I answer Chrissy’s question. “Maybe.”


“Do you think Gage would let you leave?”


“Honestly, I think he’d try to stop me. But it’s my
decision.”


“Yeah. Keep telling yourself that. Even if you managed to
leave, he’d probably drag your ass back.”


“You’re right. It can’t hurt to visit, though. Besides, if I
wanted to move back, I have Daddy’s house. That way, I can be close to them but
still have my own space.”


“True.” She looks around the room then back at me with a
deep frown. “Is that your stuff?” She points to my two suitcases leaning on the
wall. 


Gage said he was leaving the unpacking to me, but I never
got past underwear. Chrissy jumps up and starts going through the cases.


“I’ll unpack, you make space in the closet.”


“I don’t know. Gage has a lot of clothes. I have two drawers
that are pretty empty. We could put some stuff in those.”


“Closet,” she says in a stern voice.


“Okay. Jeez.”


I open the closet, and just like I expected, there’s not
much room for anything. I push his clothes to one side and consider the space.


“Maybe we can a fit a few dresses in here. The rest we’ll have
to put in the drawers.”


“Shoes?”


Dropping to my knees, I start re-arranging his shoes to make
room. That’s when I see the gift-wrapped box in the far corner. I wonder what
it is. Could it be the birthday present he told me he was going to pick up the
day of my party? If it was for me, he would have given it to me already, right?
Even though curiosity is killing me, I leave it alone. I’m not going to snoop
in his stuff. 


We put away as much of my belongings as we can and fall back
into bed. Before I can get comfortable, Chrissy grabs my hand and pulls me up
and into the bathroom.


“In.” She points to the bath. “Sit.”


“Okay, Miss Bossy. And I thought Gage was bad. What are you
doing?”


She’s on her knees, rifling through the cabinet. She pulls
out a bag of disposable razors and a can of shaving cream then sits on the edge
of the bath.


“Legs.”


“You’re going to shave my legs?”


“Honey, have you looked at them lately?”


I take one look at them and give in. “You gonna shave my
cooch, too?” I joke. “Haven’t done that, either.”


She raises her brows. “Depends. Anyone gonna see it?”


“Not anytime soon.”


“You okay… down there?”


“Yeah. I’m all healed. It’s more of an emotional thing.”


“I understand. I’m sure he does, too. Take your time. Work
on this at your own pace. He’s waited this long, a little more time won’t kill
him.”


“I’m going to see a therapist. Hopefully, she can help me.”


“That’s a good start. But now, let’s take care of the small
things—legs first then your hair. All the color’s gone. Don’t worry, you’ll be
your old self in no time.”


I hope so, not just for my sake but for Gage’s. After
everything he’s done, everything he’s planning to do, he deserves it. He said
I’m “better,” but he deserves the best. And that’s what I want to give him.
I’ll get my shit sorted out and be the best damn girlfriend he could ever want.









CHAPTER 9


***Gage***


 


Fuck, I’m tired. All this running around plus no sleep is
finally catching up to me. Atlanta was a total bust. The guys we found there
didn’t know much. They weren’t even expecting a shipment of Dutch Wife. The guy
in charge said the drug was still in its development stage and wasn’t ready for
distribution. How did a drug that’s not even on the streets yet end up in
Raven’s system? This puts me at a dead end, unless Tek can get into Briggs’
files. He’s been working on that laptop all day and I haven’t heard a peep out
of him.


I drop my duffel in the closet and begin to undress. I
better take a shower before I find Raven. Ron said the girls have been
helping Chopper and Nita in the kitchen. At least she’s not cooped up in here.
That’s a step forward. While looking for something to wear, I notice dresses
next to my shirts. I let the material of one slip through my fingers. I like
seeing them there. I like having her in my space. Right now, it may not be the
way I pictured it would be, but it feels good. It feels right. 


I head into the shower and find her waiting for me in the
bedroom when I get out. She’s obviously on edge, pacing and chewing on her
thumbnail. 


“You’re back.”


“Yeah. I was gonna come find you after—”


“How’d it go? What happened?”


I walk to the closet, unable to look her in the eyes. “Not
much. There was nothing there.”


“Nothing? What do you mean ‘nothing’?


Turning to face her, I hang my head in disappointment. “I’m
sorry, Raven. It was a dead end.”


She starts to hyperventilate. Fuck.


“Dead end? You promised me you’d find him. You promised!”


I move toward her but she pulls away in anger, staring
daggers at me.


“What have you been doing all this time? This guy could be
in Timbuktu by now for all we know. It’s been over a month and all you can tell
me is that you hit a dead end?” 


“Lower your voice.”


“I will not lower my voice!” she screams.


“You’re pissed, I get it. But so am I, and I’m not shouting
at you.”


“What do you have to be angry about? That you won’t
be my first anymore?”


That stung. I know it’s her anger talking, but it doesn’t
hurt any less. “I’m pissed because it’s my fault!” I shout. “I’m the reason
this happened to you!”


“You keep saying that. Why? What did you do? What do you
know that I don’t?”


“I promised you I’d protect you and I didn’t. You got hurt
because some motherfucker thought it was the best way to hurt me. You
may have been the one attacked, but I have to live with the fact that it
happened on my watch and I couldn’t stop it.”


“Bullshit!”


“You think this is about sex?” I ask. “I could have had you
at the snap of my fingers if I wanted to. How many times did you beg me to fuck
you, huh? You were practically throwing your pussy at me.”


Her expression changes. That’s when I know I’ve fucked up.
She narrows her eyes and her body begins to vibrate. Her fingers curl into
fists at her sides and she stomps her foot. Without warning, she launches
herself at me with a scream.


“Motherfucker!”


She lets loose, pummeling my chest with her fists. I try to
grab her hands without hurting her but she starts to kick, too.


“How dare you! How could you say that?”


I finally manage to subdue her, turning her around and
pulling her against me. She squirms, trying to get away.


“Let me go. Don’t touch me, you bastard!”


“Calm down.”


“Don’t tell me what to do, asshole. Would you rather I throw
my pussy at you?”


“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it. I’m sorry, babe.”


“You meant it and you can’t take it back.” 


“I’m going to let you go, but you have to promise you won’t
start hitting me again.”


“I’m not promising anything, fuck boy. Let me the fuck go.”


Boy, she can really come up with insults when she’s
ticked off. I’ve gone from bastard to asshole to fuck boy in the space of a few
seconds.


“Raven, stop.” She goes still in my arms. “I’m going to let
you go now, okay?”


She doesn’t answer, but I take her silence for consent. I
slowly release my hold on her and she pulls away as soon as she’s able to.
She’s back to staring at me again like she wants to kill me. She has all this
pent-up anger and I think I know a way to help her release it.


“I have an idea,” I tell her. “Will you go somewhere with
me?”


“Why would I go anywhere with you?” She crosses her arms on
her chest.


“I promise it’ll be good for you.”


“No.”


“Please.”


“No.”


“Babe… please.”


“Fine.” She gives me a dirty look then cuts her eyes. “I’ll
go, but I won’t like it.” 


I finish getting dressed then lead her out to the Mustang.
She drags her feet the entire way then stares out the window once we’re in the
car. Trying to get back on her good side, I stop at Sweet Treats and buy her
the strawberry cheese pastries she loves. She takes the container with a
sideways glance then goes back to ignoring me while she eats. I leave her to her
thoughts because I don’t want to set her off again. When we arrive at our
destination, I pull into a parking spot and open her door, watching as she
steps out reluctantly. 


“Why did you bring me here?”


“You’ll see.” 


I try to take her hand but she brushes me off, so I give her
some space. After opening the door, I step inside and turn on the lights before
I allow her in. She looks around in confusion, arms folded on her chest once
more.


“I repeat, why did you bring me here?”


It’s a gun store. Razor’s, to be exact. All the members get
a share of the Pretty Kitty and the auto parts store, but I encourage them all
to have their own things going on. Razor’s thing is guns. 


“This way.” I motion for her to follow me and take her
through the door that leads to the back where there’s a shooting range. I have
a locker here where I keep a few guns and extra ammo for when I want to let off
some steam and the punching bag doesn’t help. I grab a mag and set up a target,
then hand her a pair of ear muffs. She’s still giving me the evil eye, but she
accepts it and puts it on. I swap out the mags, placing the extra one on the
bench, and hand her my Glock. The way she’s feeling right now, I pray to God
she doesn’t shoot me. She takes it, weighing it in her hand as she stares down
at it.


“Thirty-three rounds. Just let it go.”


She takes one last look at me then turns toward the target.
It doesn’t take her ten seconds to line up. She doesn’t swing her ass from side
to side like I’ve seen most women do, just gets right down to it. Her ass does
look amazing, though. She’s wearing shorts, so I also notice she’s shaved her
legs. I know this isn’t the appropriate time, but seeing her standing there
with my gun? Fucking sexy as hell. Then I see the scars on her legs. She’ll
have those reminders for the rest of her life. I clench my jaw then take a deep
breath. Tonight is about her anger, not mine. 


I put on my ear muffs as she chambers a round, watching as
she unloads the mag into the target. She releases the empty mag and replaces it
without missing a beat. That one only has seventeen rounds, so she empties it
in half the time. The slide locks but she releases it and stands there, aiming
at the target. 


“Raven—”


She spins to face me, racks the slide, points the gun in the
center of my forehead, and presses the trigger. Her breathing is labored and
there are tears streaming down her cheeks. When she realizes what she’s done,
she gasps, ripping off the muffs. After removing mine, I take the gun from her
carefully, and place it on the bench before she collapses in my arms. Her body
shakes from her sobs as she throws her arms around me, clutching the back of my
shirt.


“I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”


“Shh. I’m here, Raven.”


“What if—”


“It wasn’t. It was empty.”


“Oh, God! I could have killed you!”


“You didn’t,” I try to console her.


“I’m sorry. God, I’m so sorry!”


“I know, doll. I know.” I hold her until her sobs die down
to an occasional sniffle and gasp.


“About earlier… I know you’re doing everything you can. I’m
just so pissed. I didn’t mean to take it out on you.” 


“Don’t worry about it,” I tell her as I hand her my bandana.


She stares up at me, sniffling and wiping her cheeks. “I’m
sorry I called you an asshole.”


I smile, sliding my fingers through her hair. “It’s cool.
You ever call me a fuck boy again, I’m tanning your ass.” 


“Promise?”


I quirk a brow at her as she gives me a weak smile. I missed
playful Raven, too. I don’t know how she switched gears so easily, but I’ll
take it.


“You sure you wanna go there?” I ask.


“I’m sure… fuck boy.”


I grab at her and she takes off running with an excited
shriek. I don’t know what got into me but I chase her, all around the fucking
room. Every time I’m close to catching her, she screams and changes direction
on me. She stops running and faces me, knees bent like a football player,
bouncing on her feet. 


“What’s the matter? Too slow, fuck boy?”


“Oh... you are gonna get it.” I warn. 


“You have to catch me first.”


I fake her out. She jumps but doesn’t run. I fake once more
and she laughs. The third time, I lunge at her but she doesn’t get far before I
catch her around the waist, pulling her against me. I back her up against the
wall, facing away from me. She wriggles and squirms, trying to break free. Her
ass is rubbing on my dick and it’s quickly waking up.


“I’m sorry, I’m sorry. I was just playing. I didn’t mean
it!”


“I warned you, baby doll.”


I lean in to her and she goes still, her laughter dying
down. Instead, her breathing grows ragged and I know it’s not from all the
running. I bury my nose in her hair, inhaling her sweet scent. She’s not
ready. I chant the words in my mind to keep from doing too much too soon. I
can’t rush her but fuck, it feels good to have her in my arms like this.


“Gage... please... stop.”


I release her immediately. It was good while it lasted.
She faces me, her expression despondent. I smile, letting her know it’s all
good. She takes my outstretched hand and I lead her back to the firing line. I
inspect the target and see her shots were concentrated in two areas—head and
crotch. Pretty good grouping, too. Her dad taught her well. 


After putting everything back in its place, I lock up and we
head home. The drive back to the clubhouse is pretty much the same as the one
to the shop—quiet. Only this time, she’s sad not angry.


Inside the clubhouse, preparations for Thanksgiving are in
full swing. Every year, Chopper and Nita make a feast and we all get together—members,
families, Hounds, everybody. The place smells amazing. Allah’s playing away in
the DJ booth and everyone seems to be having a good, chill time. It’s all about
being together, not getting wild. 


“You wanna head back to the room or you wanna hang out here
for a while?” I ask Raven.


“Here.”


I take her over to the couch and she curls up next to me,
placing her head on my chest. Nita comes over, offering us mulled cider. We
each take a cup and she smiles then leaves. We sit together, quietly sipping
cider, and watching everyone enjoy themselves. That is, until Chrissy comes
over.


“Awww... you two are so cute. Like, the cutest couple ever.”
She sits on the table in front of us, eyes darting between me and Raven. “I
need to find you a couple name.”


“Couple name?” I ask with raised brows.


“Yeah. You know, like Kimye or Brangelina.”


What the fuck is a Kimye? I stare at her with a blank
expression. It doesn’t deter her, though, and she starts throwing out names.


“Gagen... no... Ravage... no, not catchy enough.”


She sits there pondering until Raven intercedes in a low
voice. “Rage.”


Chrissy gives her an “aha!” stare then claps excitedly.
“Rage! I love it! That’s your couple name. ‘Rage’.”


Before I can get sucked further into this ridiculous
conversation, Tek walks up with a worried frown. I excuse myself and take him
to my office.


“Talk to me.”


He hands me a sheet of paper and takes a seat.


“I got into Briggs’ files. Dutch Wife wasn’t in full
production yet. That’s a list of potential distributors. Apparently, he gave
them small samples to test out and see if they wanted to sell for him.”


I start reading down the list. I go through a few names I’ve
never even heard of and then I find one I know. All too well. “Fuck!”


“What you wanna do, Prez?”


I want to rip his fucking head off. That’s what I want to
do. I’m going to string him up by his feet, cut off his balls, and feed them to
him. 


“Just remember what you said about starting unnecessary
wars.”


Fuck. Tek’s right. I take a deep breath and try to calm
down. First, I’ll give him a chance to explain himself. I know what it’s like
to be falsely accused. “Give me a minute. Let me talk to him.” 


When Tek leaves, I find the number in my contacts and hit
dial.


“Well, if it isn’t the Grim Reaper,” the voice comes from the
other end. “Not a good sign when you come calling.”


“You got that right, motherfucker.”


“Choose your words carefully, Hunter.”


“You want words? I’ll give you two. Dutch. Wife.”


He goes silent for a beat then asks, “What about it?”


“You tell me, Ace. Tell me how days after a confrontation
with your boys, my girl gets raped. Tell me how you’re one of the few people
who have access to the drug that was used in that rape.”


“Fuck.”


“That’s all you got?”


“Look, we were given a sample. When I saw what it did, I
told The Pharmacist I was out. I didn’t want to be a part of that. I flushed
the rest of what we had and that was that.”


“Where are your boys?”


“I swear, Hunter. This wasn’t us. Those two guys, I sent
them to Cali the day after the show. They’ve been there ever since, handling
some business for me.”


“Do you really expect me to believe that?” I shout, jumping
out of my chair. “This is not a coincidence, Ace. I want those men.”


“I get it, okay? If it was my old lady, I’d be on the
warpath, too. But I’m not gonna hand over two of my guys to you. Even if they
were guilty, it would be my problem.”


“You think they’re innocent? You willing to bet your old
lady’s life on that?”


“Leave Dana out of this,” he growls.


“They drugged her, tied her up, and raped her.
If it was Dana, what would you do?”


“I’d kill the motherfucker. But it wasn’t my guys and I can
prove it.”


“How?”


“Why don’t I come down there?” he says. “Show you I have
nothing to hide. I’ll even help you out with the search. I heard about Briggs’
lab. I’m pretty sure that was you.”


“I don’t need your help. I want those men. Don’t make me
find them on my own or it won’t be pretty.”


“I’m not looking for a war, Hunter, but if you want to start
one, I’ll be ready. Let’s try to work this out. I’ll come down with just a few
of my guys. We’ll meet and see where we go from there.”


“One chance.” I take a deep breath. “One meeting. I’m not
satisfied, you hand them over.”


“It won’t come to that. You’ll see this wasn’t us.”


“For your sake, I hope you’re right.”


I hang up and pitch the phone to the other side of the room.
It crashes into the wall and pieces of it go flying in different directions.
“Fuck!” I need to hit something. Or someone. It had to be them. It had
to be. They had motive, means, and opportunity. People have gone to prison on
less information. But what if Ace is right? What if it wasn’t them and I go on
a rampage? A lot of people could get hurt. Raven, my family, my brothers... I
need to be smart. I’ll hear what he has to say. In the meantime, I start planning.


I head back to the bar, but Raven isn’t there. I’m not in a
socializing mood, so I make my way to my room. I have a date with my punching
bag. I find her there, in bed with her sketch pad. 


“Are you okay?” she asks, looking up from her drawing.


“I’m fine. Why?”


“I heard a crashing sound coming from your office.”


“I’m fine. Gonna need a new burner phone, though.” I sit on
the edge of the bed and peek over at her pad. “What are you drawing?”


She hands it to me and once again, her skill blows me away.
It’s us. She’s on her knees, cocooned in big, black wings, only her face
visible. There are tears on her cheeks. I’m behind her, wearing a Reaper’s
robe. I have a scythe in hand, eyes a dark red. I know I’m not there as the one
causing her tears. The determined expression on my face tells me she sees me as
her protector. She’s closed in on herself, and I’m there as her guardian. Fuck
me. All the anger drains from my body. Under the picture, she’s written “Rage”
in a creative font. I pull her into my arms and kiss her forehead. I can’t even
find the words to express what I’m feeling right now. One thing’s for sure,
I’ll protect her with everything I have.


“What’s with this ‘Rage’ thing?” I ask.


She raises her shoulders in a shrug. “Didn’t you hear? It’s
our couple name.”


“Yeah... but why that?”


“It’s appropriate, don’t you think?”


“How so?”


“Because.” She stares into my eyes. “It’s what we’re both
feeling right now.”


And there it is. The two of us summed up in one word;
linked, not just by our names but our very emotions. 


“What do you think?” she asks.


Rage.


“I think it’s perfect.”









CHAPTER 10


***Raven***


 


I’m stuffed and pretty sure everyone else is, too. I don’t
remember the last time I ate this much. Chopper and Nita are gods in the
kitchen. Right now, everyone is gathered in the bar, having drinks while I’m
sipping on sweet tea. Other than the Hunters, no one here is related by blood,
yet they embrace each other as family. It’s different for me. Growing up, it
was me, Lonnie, and Daddy. After Lonnie left, it was the two of us. Toni would
come over sometimes, but that was about it. I’m not used to having so many
people around, so many people who consider me family. Even the Hounds have a
place amongst everyone today. The blonde—I found out her name is Britney—has
been shooting dirty looks at me, but I’m determined not to let her spoil my
night. All the others have been super nice. I wonder why they’re called Hounds.
Gage is nestled next to me on the couch, so I might as well ask.


“Gage?”


“Yeah, babe?”


“Why are the girls called Hounds?”


“It’s short for Hellhounds.”


“But why?” I push for a better answer. “Hellhounds are
three-headed dogs with serpent tails.”


“Someone knows their Greek mythology.” He chuckles.


“Tell me.”


“Okay, fine. It all ties in with the whole death theme. See,
Cerberus, he was Hades’ guard dog.”


“Yeah. He guarded the entrance to the underworld.”


“Right. He kept the dead in and the living out. Think of the
MC as the underworld. The members are the dead, and everyone outside of the
club is the living.”


“So... they’re like guardians for the club? I thought they
were here to suck dick.”


He laughs, his chest shaking beneath my cheek. “They do
that. But they also cook, do laundry, that type of stuff. They basically take
care of the guys who don’t have old ladies.”


“Okay. So, everything they do is to keep outsiders—the
living—from entering the underworld where they have no business being?”


“You got it.”


Hmm... interesting. 


“Does that make you Hades?” I ask.


“I guess so.”


And I guess I’m Persephone? The difference is I came
willingly and he’s not the one who “deflowered” me. I can’t help but see the
similarities in our situations, though. As I look around the room at all the
happy faces, I relax in Gage’s arms. Today’s feast might be considered my
pomegranate seed. I’ve eaten Hades’ food, and this is now my home.


Allah moves into his DJ booth and people start pairing up to
dance. After a few songs, he catches me watching him and waves me over. I peek
up at Gage and he encourages me with a nod. When I get to him, Allah jerks his
head at his laptop.


“You wanna learn?”


“What? You gonna teach me?”


“Sure.” He shrugs. “If you want to.”


I stare at him with a raised brow. I’m probably the only
person who’s been this close to his equipment, and now he’s telling me he’s
going to let me touch it? Wow.


“Okay,” I answer with a bit of hesitation. 


“This is Virtual DJ.” He points to the screen. “These are
the decks. Basically where the music plays from.”


I listen carefully to my lesson as he talks about
crossfaders, beats per minute, syncing, effects, and samplers. He shows me how
to play a song and then tells me to try it. I look through his files and find
the perfect one then point to the microphone.


“Does this work?”


“Yeah. You wanna say somethin’?”


At my nod, he stops the music and pics up the mic.


“All right everybody, settle down and listen up.”


He hands me the mic and I take a deep breath, looking around
the room. Everyone’s watching, waiting expectantly. My gaze slides to Gage, and
the supportive smile on his lips gives me the courage to go on.


“It’s Thanksgiving. A day of gratitude and to celebrate
family. I’m thankful that I’ve been able to connect with my mother and little
sister. Not only that but... I just wanted to say I consider everyone in this
room my family. You don’t know how much it means to me that you all accepted me
during a time when I had no one else.”


I look to Chopper, Nita, and Ellen. They took me in, no questions
asked, and I need them to know how much I appreciate them. As if she can read
my mind, Nita mouths, “I know.” I nod and look around the room again.


“Everyone knows what happened to me. You’ve also seen that I
haven’t been myself. I’m still not, but I’m getting there. It’s all because of
your president.” I turn to face him, letting him know I’m about to talk to him
and not the entire room. “Gage... you’ve been patient, understanding, kind, and
supportive. I know it hasn’t been easy for you. You’re tired and angry and
frustrated, but you never show it. To me, at least.” Dr. E squeezes his
shoulder so I know I’m right. He’s probably the one getting the brunt of it.
“There are a lot of things I have to be thankful for,” I continue. “But most of
all, I’m thankful for you. I really don’t know what I would do without you. So,
thank you. Thank you for being... you.”


Just like Allah showed me, I add the song to the deck, and
Jessie J’s “Flashlight” begins to play. He keeps his eyes glued to me but as
his expression changes, I know he’s paying attention to the words of the song.
By the time it gets to the chorus, he’s out of his seat. I meet him in the
middle of the room. He tugs me into his arms and right here, in front of
everybody, he kisses me. It’s not sexual, but it’s not entirely platonic,
either. I feel a sliver of something dart through my body. Again, not
sexual, but I feel it. 


Maybe I’m not broken after all.









***Gage***


 


After spending most of the day with Raven at her
psychiatrist, Dr. Jayne, then taking her for her first physical therapy
session, I bring her back to the clubhouse. She wasn’t too keen on either, but
at least she’s agreed to continue. I’m glad she’s finally getting the help she
needs, both physically and emotionally. 


Before we walk through the doors, the roar of motorcycles
comes from the gates. Ace. I take a deep breath and turn to face him as he
rides up.


“Get inside,” I instruct Raven.


“Why?”


“Just go.”


“Fine. Jeez.”


Ace walks up carefully, his eyes darting around the
compound. The man he brought with him is doing the same. I promised him a
chance and he’ll get it. If I have to kill him, it won’t be an ambush. He’ll
see that shit coming.


“Hunter.” He gives me a chin lift.


“Ace.”


“This is my VP, Frog.”


I shake their hands and motion for them to follow me.
Inside, I find Raven cuddled up on the couch with Venom. He’s telling her one
of his snake stories, and I smile at her disgusted expression. Normally, I’d be
livid at seeing another man touch her, but lately I’ve noticed she’s had this
need to be close to someone. Whenever I’m not around, she finds one of the
guys. Today, though, she also has a beer bottle in her hand. I call Ron over
and tell him to show Ace and Frog to my office. I take the bottle from her
fingers and pull her to a corner of the room. 


“I know that guy. He’s the president from the bike show.”


“Yeah. It’s him,” I confirm.


“Is this about me?” she asks with wide eyes.


“I’ll tell you about it later. Right now, I’m more concerned
about that bottle you were holding.”


She rolls her eyes in annoyance. “The big, bad biker has a
problem with underage drinking?”


“I have a problem with my woman self-medicating.”


“I’m not—”


“Raven, I don’t want you drinking or smoking, especially if
I’m not around.”


“Why?” she persists.


“Because if you’re drunk or high, you’re not in full
control.” That got her attention. She drops her gaze to the floor. “No
drinking, no smoking. Got it?”


“Yeah. I got it.”


“Good. I’m gonna go talk to these guys and I’ll be back.”


She walks back to the couch and I head to my office. I find
Ace and his VP seated, drinking beers.


“Comfortable?” I ask, the sarcasm evident. Ace tosses a
thumb drive on my desk as I take a seat. “What’s that?”


“Proof it wasn’t my guys,” Ace answers.


Before I even touch it, I call Tek in. Once he’s all set up,
a video begins to play. I watch as a black town car pulls up in front of a
courthouse. A crowd of reporters converge on the vehicle, and Ace’s men step
out.  


“Like I said, I sent my guys to Cali the day after the show.
I’m looking to set up a Snakes charter there, so they’ve been scouting
properties and prospects.”


Two men in power suits step out of the car, and Ace’s guys
start clearing a path for them. Security.


“This was the day before your VP called me, so it’s the day
of the attack. That’s Andreas Matteo, mafia boss based in LA. He wanted some
extra security for his court appearance. Since Ram and Leather were already
there, I put ’em on the job.”


I look to Tek. He taps away on his keyboard for a few minutes
then he nods, confirming the timing and authenticity of the video.


“So, it wasn’t those two. Doesn’t mean it wasn’t you or one
of your guys.”


“Look, Gage.” Ace leans forward in his seat. “I’m in a good
place right now. My club is doing great, I just got my woman back. I’m not
looking to start trouble with anyone. If I did, I wouldn’t prey on an
innocent, helpless woman. Not my style.”


“Besides, nothing happens in our club that we don’t know
about,” Frog adds.


I may be wrong but looking into their eyes, I believe them.
At least about them not knowing anything. Leaning back in my chair, I take a
deep breath. This can’t be happening. It can’t be another dead end. I can’t
fail. Not again.


“You need our help, you got it,” Ace offers. “The Snakes
will do everything we can.”


I don’t know how they can help but at this point, I’ll take
anything I can get. Maybe fresh eyes can give me a new perspective. I jerk my
head toward Frog. “He the only one you brought with you?” 


“I got a few more guys hanging around.”


“Call ’em in. I’ll have the girls get some food together.”


He nods and pulls out his phone as we head back to the bar.
The place smells like cinnamon and sugar. I remember that smell. I remember the
taste, too, as Raven fed me her so-called monkey bread. I find her and Chrissy
in the kitchen hard at work.


“Are you making monkey bread?” I ask.


“No. Temperature’s supposed to drop tonight, so I’m making buñuelos
and Mexican hot chocolate.”


“Oh.” I hope I don’t sound too disappointed. “There are a
few other guys coming, so you might wanna make extra.” 


I leave them to it and go looking for Ace. We get to talking
about Briggs and the list we found on his computer. His other guys arrive and
join in on the conversation. When the girls start putting out food, buffet
style, I realize we’ve been talking for over two hours. I don’t know how they
did it but they made fajitas, too, enough to feed everybody. Food and drinks
start flowing, Hounds find guys to hang on, and Allah gets into his zone with
the music. By the time E walks in, things are pretty wild.


“I take it things worked out with the Snakes?”


“Now I know why they call you ‘Einstein’.”


“You’re such a sarcastic asshole.”


Super Head brings him a plate, and he sits next to me while
we eat. I fill him in on my little meeting with Ace, all while watching Raven.
She’s quite the hostess, even telling Chopper to relax because it’s her turn to
take care of him.


“How was her appointment?” E asks.


“Okay, I guess. She has another one in a few days.”


“How are you doing?”


I look up from my plate. It makes no sense to lie to E. He
knows me better than I know myself sometimes.


“I don’t know what to do, E. Everywhere I turn, I slam into
a brick wall. How is that possible? Why can’t we find him?”


“Even I don’t have that answer. Maybe you should focus on
Raven for a while. Get her better.”


“Maybe.” 


We finish eating in silence until Raven comes over. I put my
plate down and pull her to me. She chews on her bottom lip, head down but
peeking up at me.


“That’s it. You’re making my dinner from now on. As a matter
of fact, all my meals.”


She gives me a bashful smile and raises her face to mine.
“Chrissy helped.”


“You cooked?” E asks with raised brows. “For once, I agree
with Gage. It was delicious, beautiful.”


“Thanks, Dr. E.”


She starts fiddling with the pendant on my chain then goes
still, reaching for her neck.


“My necklace… have you seen it?”


“No, but it’s probably with your things. I had the guys
bring everything from Lonnie’s house.”


“No, no, no….”


She dashes to the bedroom so I follow behind and find her
digging through her suitcases. She moves to the chest of drawers, frantically
searching. I see panic in her expression as she tries the closet next.


“It’s not here…” she cries in desperation. “It’s not here!”


“It’s okay, doll. I’ll send someone to search the house and
see if maybe Renley and his boys have it.”


“No…” She sits on her heels, wringing her hands. “It’s
gone.”


I kneel in front of her, taking her hands in mine. “I’ll get
you a new one then.”


“I don’t want a new one!” She twists her hands out of mine
and jumps to her feet, pacing the room. I sit on the edge of the bed, not
knowing what to do. I watch her until she turns to me with tears in her eyes.
“He took it, didn’t he?”


“You don’t know that. We’ll find it or I’ll buy you another
one.”


“What happened with the Snakes?” she asks as if she didn’t
hear me.


“Nothing.”


“Nothing?”


“I thought they had some information,” I answer. “They
don’t.”


As I stare into her eyes, I see the change. I see the
regression. All the progress she’s made the last couple of days disintegrates.
I watch her close in on herself once more, her eyes going dead. My helplessness
is amplified. Not only can I not find the man who hurt her, but there’s nothing
I can do to help her heal. What’s the point? What’s my purpose in her life?
She’s wrong. I’m nothing to be thankful for. I’m just… nothing.


She turns and walks out of the room, leaving me without
another word. I drop my head into my hands, the urge to throw in the towel
threatening to overtake me. Maybe I should let someone else take the lead.
Maybe I’m too close to the situation. But how can I look her in the eyes and
tell her that not only can I not find the culprit but I’m also having someone
else take over? I can’t. I’m a man who keeps his promises and I intend to keep
the one I made to her. 


I pull myself together and set out to find her. She’s on the
couch with Ron and Chrissy and they’re all sharing a joint. Our eyes meet and
she takes a long drag, her stare daring me to do something. I look away and
head to the bar. Britney places a beer in front of me and gives me the smile
that used to start a chain of events ending with her riding my dick. I pick up
the beer and turn my back to her. E joins me, then Ace and Frog. They talk
amongst themselves while I return my attention to Raven. Her head is on Ron’s
shoulder and she’s trailing her fingers along his cut. I can’t even be pissed.
She needs comfort, and I can’t provide that for her right now.


Ron leaves the girls and they move closer to each other. I narrow
my eyes as I watch them. Something’s off. It’s like they can’t keep their hands
to themselves.


“What are they smoking?” I ask Ron.


“Just weed.”


“No, not ‘just weed’. Look at them.”


Chrissy’s trailing her fingers down Raven’s cheek while
Raven’s doing the same to Chrissy’s leg. They’re staring at each other as if
discovering a new wonder.


“If it’s one of ours, it’s probably laced with X.”


I go from zero to a hundred in half a second, getting into
Frog’s face. I have to give him credit. He doesn’t even flinch. “You gave my
woman X?”


“I didn’t give your woman anything but by the looks of
what’s going on, you should be thanking me.” He motions in the girls’
direction.


I turn around and my dick about does a somersault in my
boxers. They’re kissing. Slow, gentle kisses, tongues touching, fingers
exploring. Hot as fuck. That should be me, not Chrissy. I intend to rectify it,
too. Raven looks up at me, eyes glazed over, when I stand over them.


“I hate you,” she tells me.


“No, you don’t.”


“Okay. I don’t like you.”


“Right now. You’ll get over it.” I hope. 


She takes my extended hand and I lead her back to the
bedroom. We climb into bed and she straddles my hips, sliding her finger across
my lips.


“You’re pretty.”


“Men aren’t pretty, baby doll.” I chuckle.


“You are… but I still hate you.” She leans forward and rubs
her cheek against mine. “Your beard is prickly. It feels good.”


She starts skimming my arms with her fingers. I take a
calming breath but it does nothing.


“Take off your shirt. I want to feel your skin.” She sits up
and tugs on my shirt, pulling it up. I oblige, tossing it to the floor. She
explores my chest, tracing my tattoos with light touches. I close my eyes,
relishing in her gentle caresses. Then, I feel her skin on mine. Jesus. She’s
removed her top and her naked breasts are pressed to my chest.


“Touch me, Gage,” she begs on a moan.


I keep my eyes closed because I just might lose it if I look
at her. I let my fingers glide up and down her spine. She shivers, whimpering
as she presses harder into me. I know it’s the drug in her system but here I
am, once again, taking advantage of it. She needs to be touched, so why
shouldn’t I be the one doing it? She pulls away from me, taking my hands in
hers.


“Look at me.”


I open my eyes slowly, dragging in a breath at the sight of
her sitting on top of me, her gorgeous breasts on display. She moves my hands
to her breasts and I give them a gentle squeeze.


“Touch me.” 


I roll over, putting her beneath me. She stares up at me,
lips parted, breathing heavy. God, she’s beautiful. I move down her body and
begin kissing my way up her legs. When I encounter the first scar, I close my
eyes and press my lips to the mark. I find each one, vowing to avenge her all
over again. When I get to her stomach, she sniffles. I look up and there are
tears streaming down her cheeks. I lie next to her and pull her into my arms.
Counting each tear as they fall on my chest, I envision myself unloading my gun
into the man responsible for this. One bullet for each tear.









CHAPTER 11


***Gage***


 


Just like I’ve done every night for the last couple of
weeks, I lie in bed and watch her drawing at her table. The therapist
encouraged her to use her art as an outlet, but I don’t know how helpful it is.
She keeps drawing the same thing over and over—her view from the bed as her
masked attacker stands at the door with his knife. Her nightmares have only
gotten worse, and she’s now at a point where she can’t even sleep without the
sleeping pills she was prescribed. Her therapist also prescribed depression meds,
but I haven’t seen any changes since she’s been taking them. If anything, she
seems worse. She’s always tired and when it comes to food, she either eats too
little or too much. She’s changed so much over the last couple of months. This
thing destroyed her. She’s not the vibrant, fun-loving girl I met, just a shell
of her former self. It kills me to see her like this.


“Come to bed, babe.”


She glances over at me, her face expressionless, then walks
to the bathroom. I know she’s taking her pill. When she climbs in next to me, I
pull her into my arms.


“You know what tomorrow is, right?” I ask.


“Thursday?”


“Yeah, but it’s also Christmas Eve.”


“Oh.”


Her tone of voice is as dead as her expression was.  


“I have a surprise for you.”


“Is it the blue box in the closet?”


I go still. Of course I remember the box in the closet. I
just didn’t think she knew about it. “Have you opened it?” I ask
apprehensively.


“No.”


I try not to breathe a sigh of relief. “No. But under no
circumstance do you open it. Understand?”


“I understand.”


“Good. Now, go to sleep.”









***Raven***


 


I open my eyes and find he’s been watching me sleep again.
This time, though, he has a smile on his face.


“Good morning.”


“Good morning,” I echo.


“Brush your teeth and meet me outside.”


He hops out of bed and hurries through the door. I drag
myself out from under the covers and get myself ready to meet him. I’m a little
curious to see what this surprise is. Throwing on one of his hoodies and some
UGGs, I head out to the bar. Gage is standing by the clubhouse entrance with a
Cheshire cat grin. What the hell is he up to?


“Holy, friggin’ hell, it’s cold out here. Can I come in
yet?” An urgent voice comes from outside. 


My heart skips a tiny beat. I move in the direction of the
voice as Gage opens the door. Toni runs inside and I have my arms around her
before she even sees me. She returns the embrace, squeezing tightly.


“Rave….”


God, I’ve missed her. Talking on the phone is just not the
same as having her with me. I can’t believe she’s here.


“I thought you were going to Jamaica for Christmas?”


She pulls back and gives me an empathetic smile. “I am. I
can’t stay but when Gage called, I knew I had to come see you.”


“How long?”


“I have a flight back to Miami this afternoon then I catch
the last one to Kingston.” 


I take her hand and drag her back to the bedroom. If I only
have her for a few hours, I’m going to make use of it. She sits on the bed and
I lie with my head in her lap, closing my eyes as she strokes my hair.


“Talk to me, Rave. What’s going on?”


“I don’t know.”


“I figured you haven’t been telling me the whole story, but
at least you sounded okay on the phone. Why have you been hiding this from me?”


“I… please, I don’t want to talk about it. Can we just… stay
like this?”


“Whatever you need. Just know I’m here when you’re ready to
talk.”


“Thank you.”


The time flies by. Before I know it, Gage is at the door
telling Toni it’s time to go. I walk her out, clutching her hand.


“When will you be back?”


“After New Year’s, but I promise I’ll come spend Spring
Break with you.”


“Thanks for coming.” My voice breaks as the tears threaten
to fall. She kisses my cheek, wipes the moisture from her own, then she and
Allah drive away in the Charger. Gage wraps his arm around my shoulders and
takes me back inside. He tries to get me to eat, but everything is like cotton
in my mouth.


“Close your eyes,” he whispers as we sit at the bar. I do as
he asks, waiting patiently as he places something around my neck. “Okay. Open.”


He’s replaced my “12 Gage” necklace. We never did find the
original one. This one’s a little different, though—it has my name on it, too.
It should make me happy, shouldn’t it? As I rub the pendant between my fingers,
I feel… nothing. Exactly the way I’ve been feeling for God knows how long.


“Thank you.”


I leave my stool and lumber back to the bedroom, straight to
my artist’s table. For weeks, I’ve been seeing the same image in my nightmares.
It becomes clearer each time, and I’m hoping the identity of the masked figure
will be revealed soon. I draw that image over and over each day, trying not to
forget any details. By the time Gage comes to get me for dinner, my fingers
have begun to cramp.


“Babe, sit with me for a little.”


I sit next to him on the edge of the bed and stare at him
expectantly. He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a rectangular box before
turning to face me.


“I was going to give this to you tomorrow, but I want you to
have it now.”


I take it from his fingers and flip the lid. There’s a
silver charm bracelet sitting inside. He picks it up and I give him my hand so
he can clasp it around my wrist.


“This,” he begins, fingering the first charm—a tiny barbecue
grill, “is for the barbecue where we met.” He moves to the next one, a
miniature motorcycle. “I gave you a ride home that day. You’re the first and only
woman to sit on my bike.”


The next one is a monkey, so I raise a curious brow. He
chuckles in amusement.


“Monkey bread. That was the night you agreed to be mine.”


The next one is a blue bead. That one I can figure out.
There’s also an artist’s palette, and a treble clef—my favorite color, my art,
and love of music.


“We can add more when you want, or I can get you different
ones. I just thought—”


“I love it,” I cut him off. And I do. It’s probably the most
thoughtful gift he’s ever given me, but somehow this feeling of emptiness
overpowers my every emotion. I hug him, wrap my arms around him tightly, not
just in thanks but to hide my joy-free face from him. His fingers dig into my
back from how close he’s holding me. I stare at the wall, unaffected, uncaring,
and unwilling to be any different. 


“I’m not letting you go, Raven. We’re gonna fill up a hell
of a lot more bracelets with all the memories we’re going to make.”


Memories. That’s the problem. I don’t know if I want to
remember or forget. How can I make new ones when I’m stuck in limbo? How is it
fair to Gage to keep him there with me? It’s not. I won’t do it anymore.


I need to set him free.









***Gage***


 


It’s Christmas Day. Everyone around me is enjoying
themselves. There’s good food, liquor, friends, family, music, gifts…
everything you could ask for on a day like this. My woman is snuggled under my
arm. I have all I need, yet I’m not happy. I can’t be, not when Raven isn’t.
She barely ate and hasn’t spoken much to anyone, except for Mikey when she
played with him for a while. She’s sitting here fiddling with the charms on her
bracelet. I thought it would have made her happy. Women like that kind of shit,
don’t they? I have one more gift for her and if that doesn’t even get a smile
out of her, I don’t know what else to do. I catch Motor’s attention and give
him the signal to get ready.


“Raven.”


“Hmm?”


“I have something to show you.”


Sitting up, she observes me, biting into her bottom lip. She
slips her hand into mine and we make our way toward the exit. I stop just long
enough to get her into a jacket, then take her outside.


“Where are we going?” she inquires.


“Just out here. Close your eyes.”


She throws me a cautious glance then obeys. I move behind
her, covering her eyes with my hand until Motor brings her gift to the front.
When everything is in place, I remove my hand.


“Okay. You can open them.”


She doesn’t speak or move. I step to the side to make sure
her eyes are open, and she’s staring at her gift the same way she’s looked at everything
the last few weeks—as if she’s looking right through it.


“Do you like it?” I ask.


“It’s… it’s a car.”


“It’s your car.” I take her hand and pull her closer
to it. “Come on.”


I’ve had the guys working on it for a while now. She’s
always loved the Mustang so I got her one identical to mine, customized for
her. Of course, it’s blue. On the hood, there’s a decal of a Raven perched on a
skull. Okay, so there’s a piece of me in that. She’s my woman, after
all. It’s also fitted with blue neon underbody and wheel lights. I left the
interior intact because I figured she’d want to set that up her way.


“Well? What do you think?”


“It’s pretty.”


“Pretty? No, baby doll. It’s badass, just like you.” She
still makes no move toward it, so I grab the key from Motor and hand it to her.
“Let’s take it for a ride.”


I open her door and she climbs in slowly. It takes her a
while, but she finally gets the car moving. She’s driving like a Driver’s Ed
student, but I keep my thoughts to myself. The streets are deserted, so at
least we don’t have to deal with impatient assholes. The car accelerates and I
think she’s finally getting into enjoying it, but she just keeps speeding up.
The road’s a little icy, so I’m getting concerned.


“Raven?”


She doesn’t answer. She’s staring straight ahead, and I
watch as the needle on the speedometer climbs until it passes one-twenty.


“Raven!”









***Raven***


 


I hear Gage calling my name. Vaguely. All I can think is
that I can’t do this anymore. I need it to end. I unbuckle my seatbelt and
press down on the accelerator, watching as the vehicle eats up the road. Gage’s
voice comes to me as if in a dream, asking what I’m doing. It has to be a dream
because he’s not here. Once I do this, he’ll be free to move on, to be with
someone who doesn’t have the emotional baggage I do. Yes, this is what I need
to do. We’ll both be free. I close my eyes and release the steering wheel,
embracing my fate. Yes. This is it.


I feel a weight on my chest and get ready for the pain I
know is coming. Instead, the tires screech and the car swerves then slides to a
stop. All the time, the weight on my chest is unwavering. I open my eyes and
see it’s a hand. A hand keeping me pinned to my seat. I turn my head to the
right and Gage is sitting there, breathing like a dragon.


“What the fuck was that?” he demands. “Get out!”


I scramble out of the car. He climbs over into the driver’s
seat and shuts it off. In an instant, he’s out of the car and forcing me
against it. The realization of what I was about to do hits me and I break down
in a panic. This is the second time I could have killed him. How could I
forget he was in the car with me?


“What the fuck, Raven? You could have gotten us killed!”


He’s angry. He has every right to be. I deserve more than
his anger, more than the shouting. I cringe, closing in on myself as he goes
off on me.


“I’ve tried. I’ve tried so hard but no matter what I
do, it’s not enough. Is that what you want, huh? To die? You want to leave—?”


He reels in whatever he was going to say, fisting his hands
at his sides. The icy eyes are back and this time, they’re directed at me. I
might as well be dead because I can’t bear for him to look at me like that.


“Get the fuck in the car. Now.” 









***Gage***


 


The way I’m gripping the steering wheel, I’m surprised it
hasn’t snapped in two. That stunt she just pulled has me wanting to go on a
rampage and kill everyone in sight. Fuck me. When did she get to this stage?
Being sad is one thing, but suicidal? Her fucking therapist is about to get
reamed a new asshole. Fucking bitch could have said something. Shit.


When we get back to the clubhouse, I drag her out of the car
and to the bedroom. Everyone stares as we pass, but no one says a word. I slam
the door and throw her down on the bed. She’d been crying quietly in the car
but begins to sob now.


“Why are you crying?” I know I’m being an asshole, but I’m
too mad to care. “I’ve had it, Raven. I can’t do this anymore. That little
stunt is the last straw.”


“I’m sorry,” she chokes out.


I don’t want to hear it. I need to get away from her before
I make things worse than I probably already have. I leave and head straight to
the bar. Britney is tending again and slides me a beer.


“Give me a bottle of Jack,” I growl.


She fills a shot glass, refilling it the second I knock it
back.


“Rough night?”


“Just give me the bottle if you’re going to fucking talk.”


She pushes it in my direction and moves to the other end of
the bar. Both Chopper and E show up, one on either side. Great. Raven’s
fan club.


“Shit happened, it’s none of your business, and I don’t want
to talk about it.”


E backs off, but Chopper doesn’t. I didn’t expect him to.


“If you hurt that girl,” he warns, “you’ll answer to me.” 


He leaves me with that threat. Staring at the club logo on
the wall, I take a swig straight from the bottle. I’m out of ideas. I just
don’t know what to do anymore. What I do know is I’m going to finish
this bottle. I hope to God it’s enough to make me stop thinking, stop
remembering, stop feeling.


Britney comes back, this time on the other side of the bar.
She places her hand on my thigh, slowly sliding it up.


“Let me make you feel better,” she whispers. 


I glance over at her, and she’s biting into her plump, red
lip. I do remember them being wrapped around my dick. She grabs it,
stroking me through my jeans. I’m a man. That being said, when a woman touches
my dick, it’s going to get hard. She smiles, her ministrations becoming more
vigorous.


“Come on, Gage. Let me take care of you.”


Fuck. Why the hell not? It’s Christmas Day and I haven’t
seen or touched a pussy in months. Fuck it. I grab her hand and pull her
along behind me. More than a few disapproving looks are thrown my way, but
those motherfuckers know better than to open their mouths. Raven’s not my old
lady, so I can do whatever the fuck I want. I take Britney to my office and she
drops to her knees in front of me as I sit in my chair. I watch her as she
works on my button and zipper. She actually looks excited, and she should
be—she’s getting the privilege of sucking my dick. She strokes it, licking her
lips as she leans forward. I place my hand on top of her head to stop her so I
can put on a condom, and I see the letters inked into the skin of my knuckles. Fucking
hell. I push her away, thinking I can’t even get some head without being
reminded of her. Britney gasps, staring at me in confusion.


“I changed my mind. Get out.”


“But—”


“I said get out!”


As she shuffles out, I move to the couch, forcing my dick
back into my jeans. I drag a hand over my face then gaze down at the half-empty
bottle of Jack.


“Guess it’s me and you tonight, buddy.”









***Raven***


 


I’m standing outside Gage’s office, staring at the door. I
don’t know if I should go in or just leave him alone. Well, leave them
alone. I saw him go in there with Britney. Who can blame him after what I did
tonight? He should probably be having an orgy right now. I’m still trying to
decide what to do when the door opens and I come face-to-face with Britney.
She’s surprised at first but then gives me a cocky smile. I’m no idiot. They
weren’t in there long enough for anything to happen. I’ll give her the
satisfaction of thinking she has something to smirk about. She saunters off,
swinging her hips and humming to herself. I take a deep breath, shake her out
of my thoughts, and push the door.


When it clicks closed behind me, Gage growls, “I told you to
get lost,” not even looking in my direction. He raises a bottle to take a sip
but his hand freezes mid-way when I speak.


“It’s me.”


He still doesn’t look at me, only taking a swig from the
bottle. “What do you want?”


I make my way over and stand before him awkwardly. He keeps
his eyes down, probably thinking ignoring me will make me go away. I will after
I apologize.


“I just wanted to say I’m sorry. I don’t know what came over
me. It was like… I wasn’t even in my own body. I zoned out, and it’s like you
weren’t even there. I’m sorry, Gage. For everything.”


He takes another swig from the bottle. “Okay.”


“That’s all you’re going to say?”


He finally lifts his head and his glare makes me wish he
hadn’t. “What the fuck do you want me to say? That what you did was okay and
everything’s going to be fine? I’ve said it a million times and it made no
difference. Well, guess what? I’m tired of saying it. I’m tired of trying to
help you and the only thanks I get is you trying to kill me.”


Every word is like a blow to my body. If he had hit me, it
would have hurt less. He’s right, though. I can’t argue with the truth. I need
to do something. His attention is back on the bottle, so I take it from his
fingers. 


“What are you doing?”


I place the bottle on his desk and climb onto his lap,
straddling his hips. He looks to the ceiling in exasperation then shakes his
head, but I don’t let it deter me. I cradle his face in my hands and press my
lips to his. He pulls back, grabbing my arms and keeping me away from him.


“It’s what you want, isn’t it?”


I shake free of his grasp and pull my top over my head,
tossing it to the floor. His gaze drops to my breasts momentarily then he looks
away. With newfound determination, I wrap my arms around him and start to kiss
his neck. I inhale deeply, breathing in his scent, hoping for the old feeling
to return. I’m desperately wishing for the days not so long ago when all I had
to do was think about him and I’d get wet. His fingers dig into my hips,
pressing me down on his hard dick. I know it’s Britney’s doing, but it doesn’t
matter. I move feverishly, licking, biting, and sucking on his neck. As I trail
back up to his lips, he pushes me off him, onto the couch, and jumps to his
feet. He keeps his back to me, hands on his hips, head down in disappointment.


I ruined everything. He doesn’t want me anymore.


“Do you want me to send Britney back in?” I ask in a quiet,
shaking voice.


He turns to face me, his anger returning. “Britney? I give
zero fucks about that bitch! I want you, Raven, but apparently, you
don’t want me. How could you when you don’t even want to be alive?”


I approach him carefully, placing my hands on his chest.
“I’m sorry. I…” Don’t know what else to say. I just need him. There’s
truly nothing worth living for anymore if I lose him, too. 


His gaze hardens, and I watch the muscles in his jaw work.


“Go, Raven. Just leave me alone.” 









CHAPTER 12


***Gage***


 


I’ll never forget the crushed look in her eyes before she
walked out of my office. I know I’m doing the opposite of what she needs right
now, but my anger won’t let me be there for her. I finished the bottle of Jack
and still feel no better than I did before. I need another one. I pass
my room, and a nagging feeling makes me turn around. Pushing the door, I step
into darkness.


“Raven?”


Nothing. I flip the light on and see her lying haphazardly
at the foot of the bed, one arm hanging over the side. An empty bottle of Jim
Beam lies on the floor beneath her fingertips. Great. I move toward her
with the intention of positioning her properly, and an object crunches under my
boot. What the fuck? I pick it up and inspect it, reading the label.
It’s one of Raven’s prescriptions. Sleeping pills. And it’s empty. 


“Fuck!” I frantically turn her over and cradle her in my
arms. “Raven? Raven!”


I tap her cheek a few times, but she doesn’t stir. Feeling
for her pulse, I press two fingers to her neck. It’s still there, thank God. I
rush to the bar, spotting E sandwiched between two Hounds. I pull him up by his
cut and drag him to the room.


“What the fuck, Gage?” he exclaims when we’re in the
corridor.


“It’s Raven.”


That gets him moving. In the room, I show him the
prescription bottle. He immediately starts throwing out directions as he picks
her up, heading to the bathroom.


“Go get my bag. I need salt from the kitchen and grab one of
the girls to help me.”


I grab the salt and the first girl I see—Super Head. I
didn’t want to rush into the bar with E’s bag, so I get that last. Once he has
everything he needs, he bans me from the bathroom. I pace the room, praying to
God she’ll be okay. This is my fault. She needed me, and I chased her away. Everything
is my fault. I should have just stayed away from her.


Chopper walks into the room with a concerned frown. I should
have known he’d realize something’s wrong. The retching sounds start coming
from the bathroom.


“What’s going on, Gage?”


I turn to him feeling utterly defeated. “I fucked up, Pop.”


He grabs me, slamming me into the wall. I don’t resist
because I deserve much worse.


“What the fuck did you do?”


“I….”


I don’t get anything else out because Chopper slams his fist
into my jaw. My head snaps back and bounces off the wall. I grab the back of it
and slide down to sit on the floor.


“She better be okay, motherfucker,” he issues a warning.


I watch him sit on the edge of the bed, staring at me, his
only son, like he’s about to rip my head off. If Raven dies because of me, I
won’t try to stop him. 









***Raven***


 


God, I feel like… like I just slept for ten years. My lids
are so heavy, I can’t get them open. My throat is raw, and there’s a nagging
pain in my arm. I also have the headache from Hell. It feels like Thor and Mjölnir
are playing whack-a-mole on my brain.


“I think she’s waking up,” someone says. A female someone.
Where am I?


“Raven?”


Gage. I turn my head in the direction of his voice and force
my eyes open. They stay that way for only a second. After multiple tries, I
finally get them to remain open. Gage is leaning over me with a relieved smile.
Deena is on the other side of the bed, smiling down at me, too. What… in… the…
world?


Then, I remember—bits and pieces really. Gage chasing me out
of his office, swiping the bottle of whiskey from the bar… the pills. 


Oh, God. I tried to kill myself. I tried to kill myself
and I didn’t succeed. Great. One more fuck-up to add to my ever-growing list.


Gage takes my hand and kisses my knuckles. “Hey, babe.”


“Hey.”


“How do you feel?”


“Sleepy.” Yeah, that’ll happen when you take a whole bottle
of sleeping pills. “Can I get some water?”


“I’ll get it,” Deena volunteers. 


When she leaves the room, Gage kisses my knuckles again.
That’s when I see the IV needle in my arm and realize that’s where the pain’s
coming from. 


“Why do you keep scaring me?” he asks.


“I scare you?”


“I’ve never been afraid of anything in my entire life… until
I met you.”


“What are you afraid of?”


“Losing you.”


He rests his forehead on mine and flattens his palm on my
sternum. I close my eyes, absorbing his words. He’s scared of losing me. But
why? Why would he still want me after everything that’s happened? I tried to
kill him twice, for God’s sake. I can’t even think about it right now. My brain
already hurts.


“Sweetest sound I’ve heard in a long time,” he mutters.


“What?”


“Your heart beating. I’ve been listening to it for the last
twenty-four hours.”


Deena comes in with my water, hands it to me, then backs out
of the room. “Call me if you need anything.”


“Thanks.”


I down the contents, hand the empty glass to Gage, and
settle back into the pillows. Gage strokes my cheek as my eyes begin to close
again.


“Sleep, babe. We’ll talk when you wake up.”









***Gage***


 


I’ve been checking her heartbeat every couple of minutes. I
know she’s just sleeping, but I need the reassurance of her pulse beating
beneath my fingers. E says she’s going to be fine. He brought in one of his
doctor friends and we managed to get her out discreetly so they could run all
kinds of tests on her. I had to pay him a hefty sum to do it and keep quiet,
but it was worth it. Apparently, I found her before the pills could have caused
any serious damage to her organs. 


I drag a hand down my face and close my burning eyes for a
few seconds. I haven’t slept, and I’m beginning to feel the effects.


“You should go take a nap,” Gina suggests. “I’ll watch her.”


“I’ll just rest my eyes for a bit. Thanks.”


I settle into the chair, lean my head on the back, and close
my eyes. When I open them again, Raven is sitting up in bed, drinking soup and
talking to Gina. 


“I love your perfume. What is it?” Raven asks.


“It’s not perfume. I’m allergic. I mix essential oils and
different lotions together to get the scent I want.” 


I shake away the sleep and sit on the edge of the bed,
halting their conversation. “Why didn’t you wake me?” I ask Gina.


“I told her not to,” Raven answers. “You looked tired.”


Gina takes the bowl from Raven and leaves. I climb in next
to her and wrap my arm around her shoulder as she leans in to me with a sigh.


“How do you feel?”


“I’m okay… worried about you. Deena said you hadn’t slept…
and your face is bruised.”


“Who’s Deena?” 


“We’ve been through this before. The woman who just left
here… Super Head?”


“Fuck me.” I chuckle. “I’ve been calling her ‘Gina’ all this
time. She didn’t even say anything.”


“Now, who would dare correct the mighty Reaper?”


I inhale deeply, squeezing her shoulder. “Not so mighty. I
haven’t been able to save you.”


She sits up, searching my eyes as she lays a hand on my jaw.
“None of this is your fault. You’ve done everything you can do. The rest is on
me.”


“Tell me what to do. Tell me how to help you. I can’t help
if you don’t talk to me. I need to know, Raven. I need my baby girl back.”


“You’ll get her back, I promise. I’m not going to let this
thing rule my life anymore. I’m taking back control. I think that’s what Dr.
Jayne said. I should have listened to her a long time ago.”


“You still need to let me in.”


“I will,” she promises. “But… maybe you should let go of the
search. Even just for a while.”


“You can’t ask me to sit around and do nothing, Raven.”


“I’m not. Just… suspend it for a while. Let’s focus on us.
This thing has been controlling both our lives. We just need to step back,
regroup.”


I’ve been thinking about doing just that since E suggested
it, but I didn’t want her to think I’d given up. I don’t want to sit around and
let that fucker think he’s gotten away with putting his hands on my woman. 


“Please, Gage. I need you.”


I search her face and her expression breaks me. Her eyes are
tearing up, her bottom lip trembling. I can’t say no to her. “Okay, doll. I’ll
give it a rest.”


There’s a knock at the door and Pop comes in without waiting
for an answer. Other than E and Deena, he’s the only one who knows what
happened. I’ve kept her mother and friends at bay, but I don’t think I could
have done it for much longer. I spend the next couple of hours listening to
Chopper fawn over her. I’ve never seen him like this, not even with Mom when
she was alive. It was instant, too. He’s been smitten with her since the
beginning.


“Are you trying to steal my woman?” I joke.


“If I were a little younger, I’m sure I could. Youth is the
only thing you got on me, son.”


“Is that so?”


“Why don’t we ask the lady?” He turns to Raven. “What do you
say, lil darlin’?”


Her eyes dart between us as she bites her lip, trying to hold
back a smile. I wish she wouldn’t. I’d give anything to see that perfect smile
of hers.


“One thing I can say is you’re definitely father and son.
He’s you,” she jerks her head at me, “only younger. So, if you were
trying to steal me away, it would probably be a tough decision.”


Chopper throws his head back and laughs, but I’m not amused.
No one’s taking her from me—not Chopper, not anyone.


“I knew you were a keeper, lil darlin’.”


“Yeah? How’d you figure that out?” she asks.


“Well,” he moves closer, “that first night I saw you two
together, I thought ‘this should be interesting’.”


“Because he’s such a man-whore?”


“Hey, I’m right here!” I exclaim.


She gives me the side-eye. “You know it’s true.”


“I can’t help it if I’m irresistible to the entire female
population.”


“Whatever. Go on, Chopper.”


“As I was saying,” he gives me a dirty look. “You’re right.
He is a man-whore. Hell, we all are, but I thought you might give him a
run for his money. Then, you shot a man who was trying to kill my son. Around
here, we protect what’s ours with our lives. That’s what you did. That’s how I
knew you fit.” He points to me. “That’s when I knew you were his future.”


Well, damn. Where did that come from? I’ve never heard him talk
like that before, either. Is he getting soft in his old age? Whatever the
reason, Raven’s falling for it. She scurries to her knees and throws her arms
around him.


“I knew Gage got his little sweet streak from you.”


“I am not sweet,” Chopper and I say at the same time.


Raven laughs. She fucking laughs. I pretty much gawk
at her as she falls back on the bed, downright hysterical. It’s like music to
my ears—the second best thing I’ve heard today next to her heart beating. It
gives me a glimpse of my sunshine. It’s not much, but when it’s been raining
for so long, a single ray is like a fucking miracle. Fuck, I’m sick of the
rain. This? This gives me hope.


“See? I told you! You’re totally twinsies!” 


Right now, I couldn’t care less about being like Chopper. I
may be getting my hopes up over nothing, but this feels like progress. For the
first time in months, she seems like her old self, like my little bird is
coming back to me.


At least, that’s what I thought. After Chopper leaves, she
goes right back into her shell. I try to comfort her, but she won’t talk to me
or even let me touch her. She turns her back to me, curling up in the fetal
position. I just don’t know what to do. 


I leave her to take a much needed shower. Maybe I should
give her some space. Plus, I just need some time to clear my own head. She’s not
in the room when I return. I dress in record time and hurry out to the bar,
searching for her. I walk in and feel like I stepped into the twilight zone.
The soft notes of some love song echo from the speakers, and the guys are all
sitting around quietly. Some are just staring into space, but the others are
focused on something. I follow their gazes straight to Raven. Who knew it would
take this little woman to tame this wild bunch? She has her hands in the air,
waving them slowly from side to side like she’s at a concert. She takes a hit
of the joint between her thumb and index finger while she twirls. Her eyes are
closed, seeming enchanted by the music. Pursing her lips, she blows the smoke
into the air. 


I make my way over to her and remove the joint from her
fingers. Her lids flutter open and she stares up at me, her eyes glazed over.
It’s an empty stare, like she doesn’t see me. Then, there’s a flash of
recognition and she smiles. She smiles and my fucking heart skips a beat. It’s
weak, barely there. It’s not the hundred-watt smile I love, but I’ll take it. 


She runs her hands down my cut then grabs both sides,
pulling me to her. It’s her signature move, I guess, sliding her hands under my
cut and around my waist. She lays her head on my chest and hugs me tightly. I
take a puff of the joint and wrap my arms around her. She sways against me, her
nails dragging across my back as she clutches my shirt. The words of the song
register in my brain and I pull her closer. I want her to look to me for
everything she needs. I want to be her home. I want her to know she’s never
alone. I want to be the man she turns to, no matter what. I want to be all
those things and more for her. She looks up at me, her eyes beseeching, needing
me to understand. It’s then I realize she already sees me that way.


“I know, doll.”


I pick her up, one hand on her back, the other under her
knees, and she lays her head on my shoulder. I hand the joint to Ron and take
her to my room. As I lay her on the bed, she grabs the sides of my cut.


“Why are you still here? Why are you still with me?”


“You’re mine, Raven. What happened didn’t change that.”


“But I’m—”


“Mine. As long as you need me, and even when you
don’t, I’ll be here.”









***Raven***


 


Rock bottom. I’m there. It took me reaching the lowest point
in my life—trying to kill myself—to realize how far I’d fallen. It opened my
eyes to the miserable existence I’ve been leading and the effect it’s had on
the people around me. Especially Gage. It’s been hardest on him because he’s
borne the brunt of it. He’s the one who’s been in the trenches with me, the one
who’s had my back when it needed protecting the most. But there’s only so much
he can do. My life was shattered. I was shattered. Now, it’s time to put
the pieces back together. Like they say, when you hit rock bottom, the only
place to go is up. It’s time for me to start climbing.


First things first, I need to arm myself with information.
After all, that’s what I do—read. While Gage has been pounding on his punching
bag, I’ve been on my laptop doing research. There are so many sites dedicated
to sexual assault, so many brave women who’ve shared their own experiences.
Strong, kick-ass women like Oprah Winfrey, Maya Angelou, Madonna, and Mary J. Blige
have all opened up about their abuse. They persevered and went on to do amazing
things, so I know there’s life after rape. What happened happened, and there’s
nothing I can do to change it. What I can do is accept it and move on.
I’ll never be okay with it, but that’s fine. I have people to support me, so
I’m luckier than most. I’ve always had all the tools I needed for recovery; I
just had to recognize I was the most important one.


Maybe I should find an activity to take my focus off the
rape. Drawing isn’t working. I glance at Gage and an idea hits me like one of
his punches to the bag. Boxing. Why not? If I’m concentrating on beating
someone up, I’m not thinking about the rape, right? With that in mind, I slide
off the bed and slink my way over to him. He stops mid-punch and turns to face
me.


“What’s up?”


“I was wondering… if you’d teach me.” I nod to the bag.


His brows shoot up in surprise and he drops his arms. “You
wanna learn to box?” 


“Yeah. Will you teach me?”


“Well, I can show you a few things, but you won’t be able to
do much until your shoulder heals.”


Crap. I forgot about that. “I could use my left hand in the
meantime.”


I move forward at his insistence and he positions me between
him and the bag.


“Okay, doll. First thing, you gotta relax.”


His hands on my shoulders startle me, but I shake it off as
he begins rubbing them. I close my eyes, wiggle my fingers, then clench and
unclench my hands.


“Now,” he continues. “Spread your legs, just a little wider
than your shoulders.” Once I’m in position, he says, “Good. You’re right handed
so you’d place your left foot forward. Just a regular step away from the
right.”


I step forward and look down at my feet. “Like this?”


He kneels and moves my feet to his liking, gently sliding
his fingers along my leg as he stands. I don’t know why, but it makes me
uncomfortable. Maybe it’s because my skin didn’t tingle the way it used to, or
maybe it’s because I’m afraid it’ll never happen again.


“Gimme a sec.” I head to the chest of drawers and try to
find something to wear. I grab a pair of cropped cargo pants and slide them on.
They’re tight around the thighs and ass, and barely button. I kick them off and
try a pair of shorts, then another. Same thing. What the hell? I look
down at my body, wondering just how much weight I’ve put on. I was never skinny
to begin with, so my ass must be gigantic right now. 


“What’s wrong?” Gage inquires, seeing my frustration.


“My clothes don’t fit.”


“What?”


“I said my clothes don’t fit.”


“So? I’ll buy you new clothes.” He gives me a nonchalant
shrug.


“I don’t want to fit into new clothes. I want to fit in my
old clothes.”


“I don’t see what the big deal is.”


“The big deal is I’m fat. You won’t want me if I’m
fat.”


He walks over casually and cradles my face in both hands,
angling it so I’m looking at him.


“Babe... number one, you are not fat. Number two, I
like my woman with meat on her bones. Number three, and most important, I’ll
want you no matter what size you are. So... I’ll buy you new clothes.”


I open my mouth to speak then promptly close it. What do I
say? If I tell him it was a sweet thing he said, he’ll just deny it. But it
was. It was unbelievably sweet. In fact, it was perfect.


“You always know exactly what to say.”


“Just telling the truth, doll.”


He kisses my forehead then reaches into his drawer and pulls
out some basketball shorts for me. Once I’m dressed, we head back to the bag. I
place my feet exactly the way he had them then wait for my next instruction.


“Bend your knees slightly and put the majority of your
weight on your back leg. Bring your arms up, but make sure you keep them
relaxed.”


I’m actually starting to get excited. I want to kick the
shit out of this bag. He places one hand on the top of my head, the other under
my chin, and tilts my head down by a small degree.


“Keep your elbows in, hands up. Always protect your face.”


“Elbows in, hands up. Got it.”


“I’ll show you how to throw a punch. Once your shoulder’s
better, I’ll take you to the ring and we can work on movement.”


“Okay,” I agree.


He takes hold of my left fist, rotating it as he extends my
arm. “This is a left jab. From the chin out. You wanna make sure the punch
lands like this.” He points to the way my fist is positioned. “At a straight
angle.”


“Got it.”


“Push off your back leg and step into the punch, toward the
bag. Try it.”


I recite his instructions in my head and throw a tentative
punch.


“Good,” he encourages me. “Again.”


I throw another… and another. This feels better than any
therapy session I’ve had so far.


“You’re doing great, baby doll. This will be your go-to
punch until we can do more.”


I give him a big smile and turn my attention back to the
bag. On its surface, I envision the dark figure at my door. I land my fist
right in the middle of the image. It doesn’t disappear, but it flickers. 


I’m going to beat you. I’m going to hammer away at you
until you’re nothing but a distant memory. You stole my life and I’m taking it
back. One punch at a time.









CHAPTER 13


***Raven*** 


 


Elbows in, hands up, protect your face. The words are
emblazoned on my mind since I’ve been reciting them for three months. Learning
to box was the best idea I’ve ever had. It hasn’t magically made my life a
fairy tale, but at least I’m living. I no longer just go through the
motions of each day. I started out small—spending my days outside of the
bedroom—and I got to know the guys better by hanging out with them every day.
Ellen came over whenever she could, and I got to play with Mikey. When I was
bored, I started doing housework. I cleaned Gage’s bedroom and took over his
laundry from Aunt Nita. Then I started helping out in the kitchen. Before long,
the Hounds deferred to me and I basically started running it. That pissed
Britney off. She doesn’t even come into the kitchen anymore, sticking to the
bar. 


Gage was happy, and that’s all that mattered. He was able to
devote his time back to his businesses, but he came home for dinner every day.
Deena’s helped me a lot, too. I really don’t see how she could have been
friends with Lonnie. Other than being Hounds, they don’t seem to have anything
else in common.


Crow and Motor are the only ones with old ladies, but
Marlowe and Renae don’t come to the clubhouse much. On the rare occasions they
do, we get along great. They’ve even given me “old lady lessons,” which I’m
wondering if I’ll ever need. Things with Laurelyn are much better. We’ve been
talking almost every day, and I’m supposed to go visit in the summer when Dani
is out of school. Overall, things have been going pretty well for me.


As time passed and my shoulder healed, Gage stepped up my
lessons. Right now, I have Fort Minor’s “Remember The Name” coming through my
earbuds while I spar with Booker. I give him my left jab and he shakes his hand
out even though he’s wearing punch mitts. I know I’m stronger in that arm
because it’s all I could use until now.


“Damn, girl. Take it easy on me.”


“Man up, pussy.” I grin at him.


I’m ready to go again, but he drops his arms to his sides
and nods to something behind me. I pull out my earbuds and turn to see Gage
climbing into the ring. He yanks me toward him and crushes my lips beneath his.
His hand snakes down my back and he grabs my ass, squeezing the cheek. I moan,
throwing my arms around his neck. 


We still haven’t had sex. Truth be told, both my mind and
body aren’t quite there yet. We’ve kissed. A lot. But we’ve never taken it
further and he hasn’t pushed me. The tingles have returned and every time I
look at him, I imagine him naked. I’ve thought about it but honestly, I’m
worried about pleasing him. What if I’m damaged? I’ve checked—stuck a finger
inside myself—and it felt okay, I guess. I even had Dr. E examine me and he
said I’m fine, but how will it feel for Gage? What if he doesn’t enjoy it? What
if I disappoint him? God, I couldn’t bear it if that happened.


“Hey, babe,” he whispers as he breaks our kiss.


“Hey.”


“Time to go.”


“But I’m not done.”


He moves into his caveman stance, hands crossed on his
chest, and frowns at me. “Your time’s up. Let’s go.”


“Ugh! Fine.”


He’s had this silly notion of limiting my time in the gym
because he thinks I’ve lost too much weight. I think I look great. After I
started working out, I went back to my original weight then lost five more
pounds. My body is toned and I have kick-ass abs. He put his foot down when I
told him I wanted a six-pack, then he started bringing home all kinds of junk
for me to eat, saying he needed to fatten me up. Crazy. 


I throw a T-shirt over my sports bra and we leave the gym.
On the drive home, I turn to him as I sip my water. “What do you want for your
birthday?”


He raises a brow in question. “What do you want to give me?”


“How about a wet, sloppy blow job?”


“Yes, please,” he answers without a hint of humor. 


“In your dreams, perv.”


“How do you know about my dreams?”


“Eww.” I punch him on the arm. “Gross!”


“Hey, you offered.”


“You’re getting a party. Deal with it.”


I’ve already gotten his gift, and I can’t wait to give it to
him. I’ve been planning this party for weeks, along with Aunt Nita and Ellen.
Chrissy and Toni have helped out with ideas, and Toni’s supposed to come in a
few days before.


“What do you think about the prospects?”


“They’re cool,” I answer. “Why?”


“We’re voting on their membership tonight. They’ve been
pretty good. I’m sure they’ll get in.”


“Yay! We should throw them a party.”


“We always do.”


He makes a turn and I realize we’re heading away from the
clubhouse. “Where are we going?”


“I wanna show you something.”


“What?”


“You’ll see.”









***Gage*** 


 


I park on the side of the road and hop out of the car. When
I open Raven’s door, she climbs out, looking around suspiciously. Taking her
hand, I lead her to the empty building and open the door.


“Whose place is this?”


“Mine.”


“You’re opening another business?” she asks wide-eyed.


“I was thinking of turning it into an office for E. He
doesn’t know about it, though.”


“Pays having you for a best friend, huh?” She grins.


She walks around the empty space, exploring the rooms. I
follow, watching her ass the entire time. I can’t help it. These last few weeks
have been especially hard. I feel like I’m in high school again, necking in the
back of the car. She always stops me when I try to do more. My hand has become
my best fucking friend. Literally.


“Stop staring at my ass.”


I snap out of my thoughts and look up at her. She’s facing
me now, arms crossed on her chest. “But it’s such a nice ass.”


She steps forward and slides her hands around my waist.
“You’re a good friend, Gage Hunter. I stand behind what I said earlier. You’re
a good man.”


“I may do good things every now and again, but I’m not a
good man, Raven.”


“You may do bad things every now and again, but you’re not a
bad man.”


I wrap my arms around her, expelling a deep sigh. She
doesn’t know the extent of the horror show that is my life. Things have been
pretty calm since I met her, but it’s not always like this. If she sticks
around, she’s sure to see me for the monster I am.


I’m about to release her when she slips her hands under my
T-shirt. Her fingers dig into my lower back as she pulls me to her.


“Sometimes, you can be a real dick—”


“I acknowledge and accept that.”


“But,” she continues as if I hadn’t interrupted her.
“Sometimes, you can be extremely sweet.”


“I wish you would delete that word from your vocabulary.”


“Will you let me finish? There’s the dick I’m talking
about.”


“No.” I take her hand and press it to my crotch. “Here’s the
dick.”


She licks her lips and her fingers curl around my
already-hardening dick. Her touch is tentative as she trails her fingers down
the length. Her other hand glides to the back of my neck, pulling me down to
her. Our lips connect, drawing a deep moan from her. My hands automatically
reach for her ass, squeezing the cheeks. Her touch grows bolder, gripping my
dick as she continues to stroke me. I’m now fully erect, pushing against the
material of my jeans. As difficult as it is, I keep our kiss at half-mast. I
don’t want her freaking out. She pulls back and stares into my eyes with a
faint smile of surprise.


“It’s back,” she whispers.


“What?”


“Everything.”


She yanks my lips back to hers and slips her tongue in my
mouth. I pull her closer, loving how perfectly her body lines up with mine. Our
tongues tangle before I gently suck on hers. Her hands roam my back, nails
dragging over my shirt. Maybe I should do nice things more often if this
will be her response.


“What would you do if I told you I also bought the property
across the street?”


She gives me a bright smile. “Depends on the reason you
bought it.”


“I got it for Ellen,” I explain. “She really enjoyed
planning…” I stop myself before I say “your birthday party.” I definitely don’t
want her thinking about that day.


“Planning what?”


“Parties. She likes planning parties. She’s been taking an
event planning course, so I figure I’d surprise her once she’s done.” 


Her smile widens then turns into a smirk.


“Then I’d say that birthday BJ offer may be on the table
after all.”


Fuck.


I move forward, forcing her to step back until she’s trapped
against the wall. She giggles but stops short when I grab her thighs and lift
her off the floor. She grinds on my dick as it presses against her. I take her
lips, more forceful than before, but still not as hard as I want to. She lets
out a soft whimper, gripping me with her thighs. Her fingers weave through my
hair as her tongue lashes out, forcing its way between my lips. I can’t help
it; I reach under her shirt and palm her breast. Instead of recoiling, her back
arches. I don’t know how I’m doing it, but I restrain myself from freeing her
breasts from that damn sports bra.


“Gage…” she moans as I kiss down her neck.


I never love my name more than when it’s coming from her
lips. “Fuck, Raven. I want you so fucking bad.”


“You do?”


I pull back and stare at her incredulously. “How the fuck is
that a question?”


Her gaze drops but I grab her chin, forcing her to look at
me. “Do you have any idea how hard it is for me to lie next to you every night
and not touch you? To wake up every morning with your ass pressed against my
hard dick?”


With a timid shake of her head, she whispers, “No.”


“Hard, Raven. Damn near impossible. There’s nothing I want
more than to lose myself in you. To make you mine in every way.”


“Soon, Gage. I promise.”


“I’m not trying to pressure you, doll. I’ll wait. Just know
this: I do want you.” I move closer, resting my forehead on hers,
keeping our gazes locked. “I’ll always want you.”









***Raven*** 


 


“Make sure you grab his balls. Guys like that.”


I roll my eyes even though she can’t see me. “I’ve given a
blow job before, Toni.”


“I know that. You haven’t given one to a man, though.
Especially a man like Gage.”


“She’s right,” Chrissy chimes in.


I’m really starting to regret this three-way phone call.
We’ve been talking for an hour, and most of the time has been spent with them
giving me pointers on everything sex-related. 


“Bonus if you swallow… or at least let him come in your
mouth.”


“You told me it was disgusting,” I fire back at Toni. I
teased Gage with it before, but I just wanted to see his reaction. I’ve never
actually done it.


“Yeah, but that’s not the point. The point is he’ll
like it.”


“Chrissy, have you done it?” I ask.


“Nope. I ain’t putting no man’s dick in my mouth. Uh-unh…
sorry.”


“You mean… not even Ron?”


“Nope. Not even him. I don’t know where his dick has been.”


“True,” I reply, thinking about all the women Gage has been
with… all the Hounds. I shudder at the thought.


“You could always make him wear a condom. Bubblegum flavor.”



Toni and I both burst out laughing at her statement. That would
be cool, though. I just hope I wouldn’t get the inclination to start chewing
once I had his dick in my mouth. That would not be funny.


“Ha-ha, very funny, you two.”


“C’mon, Chrissy. It was a little funny.”


“Maybe for you dick-munchers, but not me.”


“All hail the dick-munchers,” I chant. “Making men happy all
over the world.”


“Can we change the subject, please?” Chrissy asks through
our laughter.


“Fine, fine. I’m gonna tell you something, but you can’t
repeat it, okay?” I say.


“Okay,” they both agree.


“They’re voting on the prospects’ membership tonight. By
tomorrow, your man will be a Dealer, Chrissy.”


“That’s awesome!” she shrieks. “It’s all he can talk about.
I know he’ll be over the moon.”


“Please, don’t say anything to him.”


“I won’t. I promise. Do I have to get him a gift?”


“I don’t know. Gage says they always throw a party for new
members.”


“Then I’m definitely getting him a gift. What did you get
Gage?”


“It’s a surprise. I can’t wait to see his reaction when I
give it to him.”


“You should totally give him a lap dance,” Toni says.


“A lap dance?”


“Yeah. In front of everyone, too.”


“I can’t do that!”


“Of course you can. Kinda like a sexy prelude to his
long-time-coming—pun intended—BJ.”


I rattle the idea around in my head for a bit, wondering if
he’d like it. I know he’d enjoy a private show, but having me dance
provocatively in front of everyone? I don’t know. He’d probably go ballistic. 


“Maybe we could make it a group thing,” Chrissy suggests.
“Include Ron and Booker.”


“That’s a great idea!” Toni exclaims.


Maybe that would work. I’m hoping he wouldn’t object if I
wasn’t alone. “Okay… but we need music and a routine… and outfits.”


“There are tons of sexy songs we can use. We can have Allah
put something together for us. The question is, do we go simple sexy or
hardcore?” 


“Toni’s right,” Chrissy agrees.


“Why not both? We can do a medley. Any ideas?”


We all think for a while then Toni comes up with an idea.
“‘Say My Name’.”


I know exactly the song she’s talking about and it. Is.
Perfect.


“Destiny’s Child?” Chrissy asks in confusion. “Wouldn’t
‘Cater 2 U’ be better if we’re going with them?”


“Not Destiny’s Child,” I tell her. “Qwote. Q-W-O-T-E, look
it up.”


“We could use ‘Cater 2 U’, though,” Toni says
pensively.


Another two hours are spent on the phone planning our big
lap dance. We decide on a soundtrack—“Cater 2 U”, Ciara’s “Body Party”, Beyoncé’s
“Dance For You”, Lady Saw’s “Heels On” and “Backshot” with Spragga Benz, then
we’ll end with “Say My Name”. We just need to recruit Allah to make a mix for
us. Next, were our outfits. This whole idea is a real toss-up with a man like
Gage Hunter. It could either be epic or a complete disaster. I hope to God it’s
the former.


Here goes Operation Birthday Lap Dance.









CHAPTER 14


***Gage***


 


Thirty-three fucking years old. Another year older. Can’t
say I’ve had a bad run. My life has been pretty good so far. As I watch Raven
with her friends, I can only see it getting better. Chopper’s words resound in
my mind—that’s when I knew you were his future. I know she’d be a
perfect old lady. She has all the qualities I could ever need in a woman and
I’d be lying if I said I’ve never thought about it. I could patch her, have her
on my bike and in my bed. I’d take care of her and protect her. That’s what I
can offer. All the extra stuff she needs—love, romance, and promises of
forever—I can’t offer that to any woman. I don’t know how, and I don’t
see her settling for less. So while Chopper is certain, I’m not.


My eyes follow her movements as she walks over to Ellen and
whispers in her ear. My sister grins from ear to ear, so I know something’s up.
Both of them put this party together for me so when I see them conspiring, I
brace myself for what’s to come. Raven disappears to the back with her friends
and Ellen sets out three chairs in the middle of the room. She approaches me
with the same grin and drags me to one of the chairs, then seats Ron and Booker
in the other two. Judging from the expressions on their faces, they don’t know
what’s going on, either. She hurries over to the DJ booth and grabs the
microphone as Allah stops the music.


“Okay, everybody! I’m going to need you to clear some
space.”


People start moving out of the way, leaving the three of us
sitting in the center like the main attraction. I don’t know what’s going on,
but I already don’t like it.


“We’re all here to celebrate President Reaper’s birthday,
but we also have two new brothers—Ron and Booker.” She pauses while everyone
cheers. “Raven, Chrissy, and Toni have put together something special for these
guys, so let’s hear it for the ladies!”


The crowd cheers again, the brothers hooting and whistling.
The girls walk back out wearing short, black trench coats and heels. What
the fuck is going on? Raven stands in front, the other two girls behind
her, one on either side. She gives me a nervous smile then nods in the
direction of the DJ booth.


The music comes on and they begin to move. Raven mimes the
lyrics as she performs a sexy-as-hell routine, her body gliding on the beat.
I’m not really paying attention to the song, but a few words resonate—“I’m
yours” and “my man.” Fucking right, she’s mine. If anyone doubted it before,
here she is announcing it to the entire room. The song changes and her
movements become less sensual and more sexual. My dick immediately stands at
attention when she drops to her knees and starts grinding. As she crawls toward
me, I grab my crotch and adjust myself. She catches the action and smirks.
Seeing her there, kneeling at my feet is doing things to my body I never knew a
woman could do. She mouths some more lyrics about dancing for me as she rises
to her feet. As she rolls her hips, she starts undoing the belt on her coat. I
lick my lips, anticipating what’s underneath. 


She flips the sides behind her and then the heel of her shoe
is digging into my thigh. I vaguely hear something about fucking with heels on,
but I’m focused on her outfit. Leather shorts—if you can call them that—and a
matching top that’s pushing her tits together and up. Everything else from her
tits down is bare. I seriously feel like I’m going to blow my load just looking
at her. 


In a flash of movement, she whips off the coat, tosses it
aside, and turns her back to me. She drops onto my lap, leans forward, and with
her hands on the ground, starts grinding on me. I grab her hips and she sits
up, leaning in to me. She turns her face toward me, breathing heavily, her lips
an inch from mine. She starts singing again about fucking me, and I drown out
everything but her. The rest of the dance goes by in a blur of motion. All I
can think about is getting my dick inside her. I only realize their little
routine has ended when the noise from the cheers and wolf whistles brings me
out of my thoughts. Somehow, she’s now straddling my lap, facing me. I twirl
the red ends of her hair around my finger. She said she did it for me because
black and red are my favorite colors. 


“Happy birthday, Gage.”


I grab her ass and stand in a swift motion, taking her to
the bedroom. As soon as I kick the door shut, I have her backed against it.


“Did you like—?”


I cut her off with my lips. I can’t hold back anymore. I
need her. I need her now. 


“Gage, wait.”


“For what?”


“I want to give you your gift.”


“I want you,” I growl against her lips.


“Please.”


“Fuck!” I release her and watch her ass as she hurries to
the chest of drawers. She removes a white envelope and brings it back to me,
bouncing up and down in excitement as I open it. 


When I pull out the paper inside, she yells, “Happy birthday!”


I quickly scan the words on the paper until I realize what
it is—flying lessons. At the end, I’d be able to get a Private Pilot
Certificate. I raise my gaze from the paper to her beautiful face in shock.
Once. I mentioned to her once that I wanted to be a pilot when I was
younger. She not only remembered but now she’s encouraging and enabling me to
pursue my dream. Fucking hell. Maybe Chopper was right after all. I drop
the paper and yank her to me, forcing her against the wall.


“Do you like it?”


“I love it, baby doll. How did you—?”


“I dipped into my trust fund. I wanted to get you something
special.”


“There’s only one thing I want.”


I take her lips in a fierce kiss, grabbing her hands and
pinning them above her head. She returns the kiss, writhing against me, making
me even harder. But then her breathing grows rapid… ragged, and her writhing
feels more like fighting. I relinquish her lips and see fear-stricken eyes
boring into me.


“Stop. Let me go. Please!” 


She pulls at her hands and I realize what the problem is. I
release her immediately. How could I have been so fucking stupid? No
doubt me trapping her like that brought back memories of being tied down. Fuck!
Have I undone months of progress in a few seconds?


“Raven, I’m sorry. I didn’t—”


“It’s fine.” She shakes her head. “I’ll be okay in a
minute.”


I reach for her, but she shrinks from my touch. Fuck,
fuck, fuck! Stepping away from her, I head to the bathroom. I need about a
dozen cold showers.









***Raven***


 


Taking deep breaths, I try to calm my shattered nerves. I
couldn’t help it. The moment he trapped my hands in his, I was transported to
my dark place—a place I’m trying desperately to get away from. I made up my
mind during the lap dance that tonight is the night. Tonight, we would finally
do what we’ve wanted to do for months. The way he watched me as I danced… you
can’t fake that desire. He wants me. That sealed the deal for me. Then,
in just a moment, everything went downhill. The dejected look on his face as he
walked off flashes before my eyes and breaks through the barrier in my mind.
No. I straighten with renewed determination. I’m not going to let this control
me anymore. No. More.


I enter the bathroom quietly and strip down to my panties.
My nipples harden in anticipation. I can do this. I’m ready. I peek
behind the curtain and see him standing under the shower, water cascading down
his tight body. Jesus, he has an amazing ass. I want to sink my fingers into
those cheeks as I suck his dick. His hand is curled around his dick and he’s
slowly stroking it. Poor thing. This is what I’ve made him resort to. 


I step into the bath and he turns to me as he becomes aware
of my presence. He slicks his hair back and stares down at me, chest heaving.
His dick, big and hard, juts out toward me, begging for attention. I know he’s
waiting for me to make the first move. The wariness is crystal clear; he
doesn’t want to be rejected again. I step forward and slide my hands down his
chest. He clenches his fists at his sides as I explore his abs with my fingers
and press my lips to the tattoo on his left pec. While twirling the hair of his
treasure trail, I kiss slowly down—soft, gentle kisses on his skin as I move to
my knees. Gazing up at him, I lick my way back to his navel.


“Babe,” he groans.


I wrap my fingers around him and his head falls back. This
is it. No turning back now. Air hisses through his teeth as I lick the head
of his dick. I press it against his stomach and lick him from base to tip then
take him into my mouth. He groans and buries his hand in my hair. I slide my
lips up and down as far as I can take him, stroking with my hand the part I
can’t fit in my mouth. Fuck, he tastes good. I moan around him, unable to
satisfy the sudden craving I have for him. 


“Fuck,” he growls as I swirl my tongue around the tip.


I continue to gaze up at him as I grab his tight ass and
take him deep. He palms the back of my head, pressing me down farther.


“I’ve wanted to see those lips around my dick for so long…
those gorgeous eyes staring up at me.”


He releases me and I drag in a breath before taking him in
once more. I suck him hard, hollowing my cheeks.


“Shit. Fuck. Babe.”


I smile to myself and suck even harder, stroking him with
one hand, cupping his balls with the other.


“Raven!”


Bobbing my head, I slide my tongue along his length, and
listen to the expletives tumbling out of his mouth.


“Fuck, babe… I’m coming.”


I release him from my lips and pump him hard and fast until
he growls and his cum covers my chest and breasts. Watching him come apart
because of me is the most powerful aphrodisiac. I milk every last drop then
lick the head of his dick even as he’s still shuddering.


“This is what you wanted, right?” I ask. “To see your cum
dripping from my nipples?”


“Sexiest shit I’ve ever seen.”


He helps me up and pins me against him, my back to his
front, as he rinses his fluids from my body. My head lolls back on his shoulder
as he kneads my breasts, pinching my nipples. His dick stirs to life again,
pressing into my back. His breathing is ragged in my ear, matching my own.


“I want you so much, Raven.”


“I want you, too. So much I can’t breathe.”


He slides his hand down my stomach and past the waistband of
my panties, finding my clit. I gasp, grabbing at his hair as he bites into my
shoulder.


“Wet and ready…” he murmurs.


“Yes… for you. Only you.”


His fingers slide through my wetness, teasing my lips and
clit. I grind against him, needing more.


“I need you, Raven. I need to be buried inside my pussy.
Tell me now.”


“Yes, Gage. I need you inside me.”


He turns the water off and flings the curtain out of the
way. As soon as he lifts me out of the tub, he grabs a towel and dries me off,
then himself. Within seconds, I’m back in his arms, being swept to the bed.
Gently, he lays me down and removes my wet panties, his hungry stare bringing
me to life.  


“You have a gorgeous pussy, babe… and it’s mine. All mine.”


Damn, I missed his dirty mouth. 


“Beautiful. Fucking beautiful… all of you.”


He leans in and claims my lips, kissing me the way he did
before all this shit happened. It’s not the gentle, careful kiss of the past
few months but a hungry, passionate mouth-fuck I’d come to love from him. I
glide my fingers through his hair, moaning as his hard dick connects with my
pussy. He groans and leaves my lips, kissing his way across my cheek and down
my neck, stopping at my breasts. Pulling my hardened nipple into his mouth, he
sucks while his thumb and index finger torment the other.


“Perfect,” he whispers.


My back arches and he cups both breasts as his lips move
down my stomach. I squirm beneath him, desperate to finally feel him inside me.


“Waited so long for this, babe.”


“Then why are you stalling?” I demand impatiently.


His lips stretch into a smile against my skin. “Not
stalling, doll. Savoring.”


Fuck. Me.


He spreads my legs and kneels between them, sliding his
tongue over his lips. Baby Jesus, he’s going to lick me. I prop myself
up on my elbows and watch as he stares at me like I’m a juicy steak.


“You’re going to come on my tongue, and then I want to feel
that tight pussy clenching on my dick.”


He lowers his head and I fall back on the mattress as his
tongue glides between my lips.


“Gage.”


Fucking hell! What manner of torture is this? His tongue
swirls all over my pussy and he lets out a satisfied moan.


“Sweet… so sweet.” Once again, I feel his lips stretch in a
smile. “No monkey bread can compare.”


Before I can say anything, he parts my lips with his fingers
and devotes all his attention to my clit. An unintelligible sound comes from
the back of my throat and my back arches. He laps at my clit and licks up my
juices, sending all kinds of sensations through my body. I writhe beneath him,
fighting the urge to cry out.


“If I could bottle this shit, I would,” he mumbles into my
pussy.


“Gage, please.”


I can’t take it anymore. His tongue, his fingers, his words…
they’re driving me insane.


“Ride my face,” he demands.


Oh, God. I roll my hips and his tongue stiffens. He trails
it down and slips it past my entrance.


“Oh, my God!”


He moans as I clench my muscles. Reaching up, he massages my
breast while sliding a finger inside me.


“Fuck, babe… so tight. Can’t wait to feel you around my
dick.”


His tongue becomes more insistent, licking harder, faster,
tormenting my clit, and working in perfect harmony with his finger. I can’t
hold out any longer. I clamp down on him and he growls.


“Squeeze me, Raven. Come for me.”


“Gage, I’m coming!”


“Come.”


The voice. Holy fucking hell. The voice. It
commands my climax, pulling it from me and injecting it with even more
intensity. I cry out, my head thrashing side to side as I convulse. He’s
unrelenting, licking, sucking, and milking my orgasm for all it’s worth. My
body trembles and I scream his name, riding a wave of new and oh-so-addictive
pleasure. Once I stop shaking, I open my eyes to see him standing over me. His
hand is wrapped tightly around his dick and he’s stroking himself. 


“I’m going to fuck you now, Raven. I’m taking what’s mine.”


He re-positions me on the bed and climbs on top of me.
Stroking his face, I stare into his eyes. We’ve waited so long for this, been
through so much together. I only hope I can satisfy him. He nudges my legs
farther apart and pushes at my entrance.


“Are you ready?” He gives me one last chance to back out. 


“I’m nervous.”


“I know. I won’t hurt you. I promise. It will probably kill
me but if at any time you want to stop, just let me know.”


And with those words, all my fears dissipate. There’s no
stopping, not this time. “Take me. I’m yours.”


He pushes forward. The stretch, the pain. He’s big, so big.
Too big. I can’t.


“Relax, doll,” he coaxes.


His tongue circles my nipple and then he sinks his teeth
into it. I cry out and he grabs my thighs and buries himself deep. 


Oh. My. God.









CHAPTER 15


***Gage***


 


Her face is just what I imagined it would be. There’s shock
mixed with a little bit of pain and a whole lot of awe. She feels fucking
amazing—wet and tight and squeezing the hell out of my dick. Finally, I’m
balls-deep in her pussy. No. My pussy. Sweetest pussy I’ve ever tasted.
A pussy that feels like it was made just for me. 


She sinks her nails into my back as I begin to move. Jesus.
Wet… so wet… and so fucking tight. This is that “stir the mac and cheese” type
shit. Fuck. Mine. This pussy is fucking mine! I pull all the way out and
already miss that shit. She whimpers and scratches my back when I sink deep
again. She throws her head back, baring her neck. It needs my mark. I suck on
her flesh as I grind my hips into her, not wanting to pull out even a fraction.
With a moan, she slides her fingers through my hair, pulling me into her.


“Still your first, Raven. Your only.”


“Gage….”


“Fuckin’ love when you say my name.”


I move to the other side of her neck, licking her skin as I
brand her again. I make my way down her sternum and latch on to a perfect
nipple. Her back arches when I graze it with my teeth, and then I leave a few
marks there, too. I want to mark her entire body. My body, every last
fucking inch. Mine. She wraps her legs around my hips and it takes
everything in me not to roar like a lion. Grabbing the headboard for leverage,
I work my hips faster. I bottom out on every stroke, making her take all of me.


“Gage!”


Her pussy tightens around me and I lose it. I lose my
fucking mind. I pull back and slam into her. Her nails slide across my back and
her heels dig into my ass. Shit. Calm down, Gage. 


“Did I hurt you?”


“No. Don’t stop,” she whimpers.


I push her legs back, planting my hands on the bed to keep
them close to her chest. I thrust into her, each one feeling better than the
last. This is it. I’m a goner. There’ll be no other pussy for me.


“Yes. Fuck me!”


“This what you want, babe?”


“Harder,” she begs.


What my baby wants, she gets. She cries out and grabs the
headboard as I pound into her. Fuck if this ain’t the best pussy I’ve ever had.
Every thrust is like a step closer to Heaven. I don’t know how much longer I
can hold on.


“Yes… right there. Right… there.”


The look on her face is everything. Her eyes are rolled back
and her lips are parted. God, she’s beautiful. She clamps down on me again, and
I suck in a breath through my teeth. 


“Fuck!”


“I’m coming. I’m coming!” her words rush out.


“Come on, babe. Come for me.”


“Gage!”


Her pussy spasms, the clench and release drawing my own
orgasm out of me. My heart hammers in my chest and my balls tighten. I come
with a groan, burying myself to the hilt.


“Raven….”


I shudder, emptying myself inside her. My dick pulsates, her
pussy draining every last drop of cum. Jesus. Still breathing hard, I release
her legs and move to my knees. Looking down at where we’re joined, my chest
swells with pride. I pull out with a smirk on my face, seeing my dick wet with
her juices. Fuck. I can still taste her on my tongue. As my cum seeps out of
her, I realize I didn’t use a condom. In fact, the thought never even entered
my mind. For once in my life, I don’t care. Why should I? She’s mine. 


“What are you looking at?”


“My cum dripping out of you. I was wrong before. This
is the sexiest shit I’ve ever seen.” 


A cloud of worry comes over her face. “You didn’t use—”


“No.” I lie on top of her so we’re face to face. After that
amazing blow job and having her raw, there’s no way I could use a condom now. I
don’t plan to, either, so she better get on board. “This is how I want you. No
barrier, skin to skin.”


“But you said—”


“I know. But none of those other women belonged to me. You
do.”


“I do?” she asks, uncertainty in her eyes. I don’t know why.
I’ve told her this many times.


“Every. Beautiful. Inch. And if I say I want you raw, then
that’s how I’ll have you.”


“I don’t get a say, Mr. Neanderthal?”


“Think of it this way. You’re getting me raw. I belong to
you as much as you belong to me, doll.”


She gasps and blinks up at me, processing my words. And I
mean them. I don’t want anyone else. Fuck me. I never thought this would happen
to me.


“Okay… but… my pills.”


“I’ll get you some more.”


She nods and I press a kiss to her lips before rolling to
the side. Snuggling up to me, she lays her head on my shoulder. My dick stirs
as she circles my nipple with her finger. Shit. I already want her again.


“Gage?”


“Hmm?”


“Did… How was it?”


“I can’t believe you even need to ask.”


“I mean… did I… was I….”


“Were you what?”


“Tight enough?”


Fuck. Her voice trembled with the question. Is this the
reason she’s been holding back? She thought she wouldn’t please me because of
what happened? “Babe….”


She watches me nervously as I roll her onto her back and
lean over her. I trail my hand down her stomach and between her legs. She gasps
as I slide my fingers between her lips and slip one inside her. She’s still wet
with a combination of our fluids.


“Feel how snug that is?” I ask. “Can you imagine what you
felt like around my dick?”


She shakes her head.


“Amazing. More than amazing. In fact….”


I take her hand and wrap her fingers around my erection. Her
eyes widen in surprise.


“Again?”


“Again,” I confirm. She begins to stroke me and I lie back.
“I want you on top, doll.”


She straddles my hips, guides me to her entrance, and slowly
slides down. Fuck. She moans and I sink my fingers into the flesh of her hips.
The sight of her above me, sex-ravaged hair, hickey-covered breasts, and the
feeling of her tight pussy gripping me… I already feel like I’m going to come.


“Ride me, babe.”


She rolls her hips, moving back and forth. Her hands slide
up her sexy-as-hell body and she cups her breasts, rolling the nipples between
her fingers.


“Fuck.” I may have thought it impossible, but my dick gets
harder.


“Is this what you want?” she taunts me.


“Fuck, yeah.” She places her hands on my chest and, for the
love of God, starts bouncing on my dick. “Fuck.”


My eyes follow her tits hungrily as they bobble. Shit. I
want. I reach up and squeeze them. Firm but soft… just the way she
described them. 


“Turn around,” I all but growl.


She quickly changes positions and tortures me with her
magnificent ass. I smack it, but not too hard. I’ve probably been too rough
with her already. She moans and, to my surprise, begs for more. That’s my
baby doll. I smack it again and watch it jiggle. I can’t wait to fuck her
doggy-style.


“Fuck, Gage.”


I sit up and pull her against me while I reach around and
rub her clit. She tightens around me, driving me to bite into her back in
pleasure.


“That’s it, baby. Squeeze me with that tight pussy.”


“Oh, God!”


She moves faster and so do I. I want to feel her come around
me again. I groan and try to keep my focus. She’s gripping me so tightly, and
it’s like she’s getting wetter and wetter. Her hold on my dick becomes even
tighter, so I know she’s close. I twirl a nipple with my free hand and she goes
still.


“Gage!”


She erupts around me, pussy clenching wildly, body
quivering. I take hold of her hips and thrust up into her, my orgasm not far
away. She meets each one, riding me into ecstasy. This time, I do roar, coming
with a vengeance. I turn onto my side, spooning her as we both try to calm our
breathing. I don’t pull out. I can’t.


“I’m never getting a fucking thing done again. I’m going to
live inside you.”


As I pull the covers over us, she giggles and settles in
against me. I kiss her shoulder and pull her in closer. 


Fuck. She’s ruined me.









***Raven***


 


Just like every other morning, I wake up in his arms. This
morning is different, though. After what happened last night, everything
is different. He still wants me. After all that’s happened, he still wants
me. We fell asleep with him still inside me and it wasn’t until I woke up
feeling uncomfortable that he finally pulled out. A shiver runs through my body
as I remember last night. I can’t wait to do it again. 


I carefully untangle myself then stand by the bed and just
stare down at him. Even in his sleep, he looks happy. I leave him there and
head to the bathroom. A grin creeps onto my lips as I take in my reflection. My
neck and breasts are covered in hickeys—just more reminders of our mind-blowing
night. After brushing my teeth, I hop in the shower. This is where it all
started. I can’t stop smiling as I lather up my body. Turning around to wash my
hair, I’m startled to see Gage peeking behind the curtain, his toothbrush in
his mouth.


“Enjoying the show?” I smirk.


He pulls the curtain back a little and shows me that, once
again, he has his dick in his hand. I want me some of that.


“What do you think?” he asks.


“I think I need some help washing my back.”


His eyes darken, and he continues to brush his teeth as he
stares at me. His gaze moves slowly down, burning a trail on my body. My pussy
clenches when I realize that’s where he’s stopped.


“Touch yourself.”


A shiver runs through me as I reach between my legs. I find
I’m already wet when I slide my fingers up my lips. His eyes are trained on my
hand, mine on his as he strokes himself. I place a foot on the side of the tub,
giving myself more room as I masturbate for him. With my free hand, I massage
my breast. All I can think about is his hands replacing mine. My lids droop and
I throw my head back, dipping a finger inside my pussy. Lost in my own world, I
don’t see him move until he’s entered the bath, sans toothbrush. Baby Jesus…
no, this one calls for adult Jesus. Or maybe ascended Jesus. That’s how fine
this man is. No wonder women go crazy over him. And that dick? Fucking
magnificent. He cradles my face, and I curl my fingers around his forearms. 


“Don’t ever make me wake up without you again,” he commands
in a gruff voice.


Fuck. Everything that comes out of this man’s mouth makes me
fall deeper and deeper into him.


“Got it?”


“Got it,” I answer breathlessly.


He swoops down and possesses my lips the way only he can. Totally.
With every fiber of his being. I open up to him, welcoming his tongue. His
hands glide down my wet body and cup my breasts. A groan comes from the back of
his throat while he rolls my nipples between his fingers. Wrapping my arms
around him, I pull him against me, my arousal heightened by our naked bodies
colliding. He leaves my lips and licks his way down my body – my neck, shoulders,
and sternum. Extra attention is given to each breast before his tongue glides
over my stomach. My muscles contract.


“Spread those lips for me, babe.”


He’s on his knees, his lips inches away from my wet core.
With two fingers, I obey his command. My thighs tremble and my knees threaten
to give out when he leans forward and licks my clit. I grab his hair, but he
pulls away.


“I said spread ’em,” he reprimands.


With a whimper, I spread my lips for him once more. He licks
from my entrance to my clit and I swear I hear him smack his lips. One hand
curls around my thigh while the other grabs my hip as he pulls my clit into his
mouth. Fuck! “Gage!”


His tongue swirls as he sucks, hurling me into another level
of ecstasy. For someone who hasn’t done this in a while, he hasn’t missed a
beat. Even if I’d experienced this before, I’m sure he would have blown
everyone else out of the water. A finger slides inside me, and I clench around
it. He moans and inserts another, still sucking on my clit. Slowly, he thrusts
them inside me, twisting and turning and sending me into a whirlwind of
sensations. My thighs tremble. My fingers slip. I slide my hand through his
hair and he stops.


“No…” I whine.


He rises, wrapping my legs around him in the same motion.
Draping my arms around his shoulders, I pull him in for a kiss. His tongue and
his dick enter me at the same time. He pins me against the wall with his hips
and gives me all of him. Our moans and tongues mingle as he grips my ass and
begins to move. With great care, he pulls back and pushes in, caressing my
walls.


“You’re perfect. Fuckin’ perfect, babe… perfect for me.”


His words wash over me and I pull his face to my neck. I’m
so far from perfect, but the fact that he thinks I am makes me want to believe.
His tongue glides across my neck, sending shivers down my spine. I drag my
nails across his back, whimpering. I don’t know how to contain the pleasure;
it’s bubbling inside me, and I feel like I might combust at any moment. He
moves faster and I release a strangled groan.


“Don’t hold it in. I want to hear you scream for me.”


Two pairs of blue eyes meet as he changes pace again. It’s
like he’s staring into my very soul, shining a light into the murky depths.
He’s pulled me back from the edge of darkness so many times, but this time I
think it will stick. This time, I won’t go back.


“Fuck me, Gage.”


He bites into his bottom lip and angles up, holding the
position. I can’t even make a sound. I try, but I’ve got nothing. I cling to
his shoulders, gasping for air.


“Fuck, Raven. Fuck.”


His forehead drops to my shoulder and he grinds against me.
Then he pulls almost all the way out and slams into me. Unh… fuck! He
grunts with effort and pistons his hips. I cry out, my head falling back
against the tiles. Feeling my orgasm drawing near, I clench around him. He
grunts and groans and it’s almost as if he swells inside me. I begin to chant
his name, the climbing, escalating, feeling taking over. My body goes taut and
in the next second I’m coming. Hard. 


“Gage… oh, God. Gage!”


He growls, pounding into my shaking body before he goes deep
and stills. He collapses against me, our heavy breathing causing our chests to
slowly hammer at each other. My heart thuds in my ears…or maybe it’s his. I
can’t really tell.


“You’ve fuckin’ ruined me, woman. There’ll be no other pussy
for me. Just you. You’re mine, Raven. Mine.”


His kiss consumes me. It’s a raging forest fire, gobbling up
everything in its path, and I’m just a seedling. I can’t resist or defend
myself, so I give in. The flames lick at me but instead of leaving me charred,
they give me life. This is what he does to me, and it’s exactly what I need.


I groan in disappointment when he pulls back but I’m blessed
with one of his crooked smiles as he sets me on my feet. Positioning me under the
shower, he reaches between my legs, washing away his cum and sliding his
fingers between my lips.


“Mmm… Gage….”


“Shit. I got work to do, babe.”


Despite that fact, he spreads my lips apart with two fingers
while a third circles my clit. I press my ass into him.


“You’re the one who decided to get in here with me.”


He takes a deep breath and lands a stinging smack on my ass.



“Ow!”


“Get out before I change my mind. I need to get this done.”


“Yeah,” I grumble as I hop out. “Kick me out of my own
shower. Jeez.”


I’m dressed by the time he walks out of the bathroom. After
drying my hair, I head outside to find one of the guys, thinking he’s left.
Gage is sitting at the bar drinking his coffee, and that slut Britney is in his
face as usual. I seriously need to teach this bitch a lesson, but I’m in too
good of a mood to do it right now.


“You sure I can’t make you some breakfast?” she asks him,
batting her fake lashes.


I walk over to him and curl my arm around his waist as he
drapes his over my shoulder, and kisses my forehead. I turn to Britney with a
smirk.


“You don’t need to worry about him. He just ate.”


Gage almost chokes on his coffee. Britney’s eyes widen and
she stumbles backward. Her gaze drops to my neck, so I display all my hickeys
with pride. Gage pushes himself to his feet and tosses me over his shoulder. A
surprised shriek is followed by a yelp of pain when he smacks my ass hard. He
takes me back to his room and drops me on the bed. I prepare for his anger but
get a delicious surprise when he reaches for his belt instead.


“I hate to say it, but I missed that fucking smart mouth of
yours.”


I start ripping off my own clothes, getting myself ready for
him. “Only because you get to try and shut me up now.”


He grabs my thighs and pulls me to the edge of the bed, then
wastes no time pressing on my clit. Only seconds later, when he leans forward
to lick my nipple, I’m already wet enough for him. He slips a finger inside me
and I moan.


“That’s where you’re wrong, baby doll. I’m going to do the
very opposite.”


He flips me onto my stomach and positions me on my knees
before him. With a smack on my ass, he confidently proclaims, “I’m going to
make you scream.”









CHAPTER 16


***Gage***


 


I zip up my jeans, not only pleased, but extremely pleased
with myself. I made good on my promise, her screams and moans still echoing in
my ear. She’s lying in bed, staring up at the ceiling with an “I’m drunk and
high on an earth-shattering orgasm” look on her face.


“Jesus. I think I lost a bit of my intelligence with that
last one.”


I chuckle as I reach for my shirt.


“I’m serious. You just gave a whole new meaning to the
phrase ‘screwing your brains out.’ No wonder these bitches won’t leave you
alone.”


“Babe, you know I give zero fucks about bitches.”


“I know… but when you’re handing out orgasms like those? I’m
just saying I understand.”


I sit on the edge of the bed and pull her close.


“I still remember my name, though,” she adds with a giggle.


I did tell her she wouldn’t remember her name, didn’t I?
“Yeah, doll... but you’ll never forget mine.”


She slides her hand to the back of my neck and pulls me down
to her. With a gentle kiss, she whispers, “Never.”


I slip my tongue between her lips, tasting her addictive
sweetness. All I want to do is stay in bed with her all day, but I can’t. I break
the kiss reluctantly and put some distance between us.


“You should add another class to the curriculum—Advanced
Orgasms.”


“I can’t give away all my secrets, doll.”


“True… but I think all women should experience what I have
since last night.” 


“Let’s see… Just now, that was three. By my count, that’s
seven orgasms I’ve given you in the last twelve hours. Wanna go for a record?”


“I’m down,” she answers eagerly.


“Then it’s on. I’ll wrap up this meeting as soon as I can
and come right back.”


She rises on her elbow and the sheet slips, exposing her
breasts. My dick jumps. Fuck.


“You sure you can’t postpone it?”


“I’m meeting with some people about E’s place. I won’t be
long.”


“Okay,” she says with a hint of disappointment.


I slide my thumb across her nipple and her body quivers. I
need to leave. Now. “When I get back, I’m going to fuck these tits.” She falls
back on the bed with a sigh and I walk out while I’m still able to.


I meet with contractors, suppliers, and an interior
decorator. Half of the time, I wasn’t even paying attention. I hope E doesn’t
end up with a strip club with neon pink walls. Fuck me. My mind is back at the
clubhouse. I thought I couldn’t stop thinking about her before, but now? Now,
she seems to be all I think about. She consumes me. I just want to go
straight back home and lock us both away from the world then drown myself in
her. That’s not good. I can’t let a woman, even Raven, distract me to such
degrees. I have things to do, people to take care of. That’s what I tell
myself. Then a strong voice says fuck them all. Fuck me. I need to get a
grip.


It’s early afternoon by the time I head back to the
clubhouse. It’s quiet. Now that Ron and Booker are members, I put them to work.
Ron wanted to work with cars, so I put him at Chopper’s. With Booker’s size,
security was the most logical decision. I’ve mainly assigned him to Raven,
though, when I don’t need him for anything else. She has no idea. There are a
few Hounds hanging around but without any brothers here, they don’t have much
to do.


I turn the knob on the bedroom door, but it’s locked. What
is she doing in there?


“Babe… open up.”


Silence. Maybe she’s in the bathroom. I use my key
and stop dead in my tracks when I see what’s going on inside. Quickly, I step
in, and lock the door behind me. She’s in bed with her earbuds in. That
explains why she didn’t hear me. The reason why the door was locked, though, is
entirely different. She’s naked. Her knees are drawn up and spread wide, and
she’s touching herself. Her head is thrown back, eyes closed. She’s in her own
world and doesn’t even realize I’m in the room. 


I move to the foot of the bed, grabbing my hard dick. While
one hand works her clit, the other squeezes a breast. Fuck. This is beyond
hot. I release my dick, slowly stroking it as I watch her fingers. I am one
lucky son of a bitch. This incredible, beautiful woman is mine. She slides a
finger inside her pussy and does something that makes me lose it—she whispers
my fucking name. I start ripping off my clothes. Her eyes snap open and she
gasps, trying to cover herself, her frantic movements dislodging the earbuds
from her ears.


“Gage! What… How long have you been there?”


“On your knees.”









***Raven***


 


I move into position without a word. His voice and the look
in his eyes demand compliance. I can’t believe he caught me masturbating. Not
only that, but he stood there watching for God knows how long. I bite into my
lip and watch with just a bit of child-like innocence as he undresses. The sexy
boxers fall to the ground, leaving him gloriously naked. Baby Jesus. Sheer
perfection. He grabs ahold of his dick and squeezes the base. It looks so
intimidating—big and… veiny.


“Is this what you were thinking about?” he asks.


“Christ, Gage. It looks…scary.”


He gives me that cocky smirk of his. “I believe you did
refer to it as a monster on more than one occasion.”


Yeah. The thing is I don’t want to run away from this scary
monster. I want to hug it and kiss it and squeeze it and love it forever and
ever. And ever.


“Take a good look, babe. It’s going to be putting you to bed
every night and waking you up every morning.”


Holy shit. I don’t know whether to be excited or scared. I
slide my gaze back to his face, and the hunger in his eyes makes the decision
for me. Definitely not scared.


“Turn around and spread your thighs.”


Once again, I obey his command. The mattress shifts behind
me and I begin to quiver, anticipating his touch. With him kneeling behind me,
his dick is between my thighs and against my pussy. Shivering breaths overtake
me. My body shudders as he trails his fingertips up and down my arms—slow,
featherlight touches. Taking his own sweet time, his fingers travel down my
sides and around my waist. I lean in to him, about ready to crumble from
weakness. He flattens his palms on my stomach and slides them leisurely up to
my breasts. My head falls back onto his shoulder and I moan as he begins to
massage them.


“I fuckin’ love your body,” he breathes against my ear.


I groan at the loss of contact when he moves away. But then,
his face appears between my legs. Fuck. 


“Have a seat, doll.”


Oh. Shit. That night in Lonnie’s kitchen months ago
comes rushing back. I guess he was right. I can’t believe I’m going to sit
on his face. Fuck. I lower myself to his lips and he curls his arms
around my thighs. His tongue flicks out, sliding up and down my lips. My thighs
tremble. Gradually, he increases pace and pressure, swirling all over. All the
while, he’s staring up at me as if he’s in his most favorite place in the
world. How could that be? This certainly can’t be comfortable for him. Oh,
God. What if I suffocate him? 


“Can you breathe?” I ask in a panic.


“Who needs to breathe?” His arms tighten around my thighs
and he latches on to my clit.


“Fuck… Gage!”


Shockwaves spread through my body and I have to grab the
headboard for support. The harder he sucks, the faster he swirls his tongue. My
brain shuts down.


“Baby Jesus.”


His eyes twinkle up at me. He’s enjoying this—the fact that
he can do this to me. Who knew anyone could do that with their tongue? It’s
like a fucking hurricane going on down there. I grab a handful of his hair,
unable to keep my eyes open.


“Dios… coño… Gage… mierda!”


He chuckles. What the hell is so funny? Despite that, he
doesn’t miss a beat. He just makes himself more comfortable, sucking the very
life out of me.


“Sí… ahí… right there!”


Feeling my orgasm approaching, I grab the headboard with
both hands. I just know it’s going to destroy me. The sensation starts in my
toes and works its way up my body. I shiver and my muscles contract. When it
hits me, I scream. I scream like it’s bloody murder, my body convulsing. Mr.
Hurricane Tongue just keeps going, lapping at my sensitive clit.


“Oh, please… no… please….”


He eases up, but just to blow lightly on my clit. His hands
slide up my body and he pinches both nipples as he returns to flailing his
tongue mercilessly. He’s trying to kill me. That’s it. Death by orgasm. Dios
mío.


“Gage….”


Before I even realize what’s happening, I come again. My
shuddering body falls forward, no longer able to stay upright. He finally slows
down, applying gentle licks with the tip of his tongue.


“I could live down here,” he proclaims.


He slides out from beneath me and I collapse on the bed. I cannot
move. I seriously don’t want to, either. I don’t have the will or energy. He
flips me onto my back and spreads my legs wide. Oh, dear God.


“Gage, please…” Apparently, he thinks I’m begging for more
because his tongue parts my lips. “No….”


“You sensitive, babe?”


He kisses my inner thighs, working his way up to my stomach.
There’s a flutter in my belly as he swirls his tongue in my navel.


“No more….”


“No more? What about our deal?”


“I can’t.”


“Yes, you can.”


He throws my leg over his shoulder and then he’s pushing his
way inside me.


“Raven….”


The sound of his voice is my undoing. It’s like he’s come
home. I open my eyes and see his are closed, his lips slightly parted. I place
my palm to his cheek and his lids flutter open. Brilliant blue eyes stare into
mine intensely.


“Fuck, you’re tight.”


My back arches as he sinks deep, giving me all of him. I
slide my hands around his neck as he begins to thrust into me slowly.


“I’m addicted to you, babe. A fuckin’ hopeless junkie.”


It hits me like a couple tons of bricks. Deep down, I think
I already knew, but now I realize the true depth of what I feel for this man. I
love him. I’m in love with him. Totally. Unequivocally. Forever. All I
want is for him to feel the same.


“Quiero más de ti. Quiero que me ames.” 


I clench my muscles around him. He grunts and works his hips
faster, pumping into me.


“Fuck. What? What do you want, baby doll? Anything.”


In this moment, I think he’ll promise me the world if I ask
for it. But I don’t need the world. I need him.


“Quiero… quiero….”


“Tell me,” he urges.


He expects me to get out a coherent sentence when he’s
slamming into me, pounding on a spot that’s driving me crazy? He pulls back and
pushes in, circling his hips. He was right; I can and am going to come again.
Changing the angle, his pelvis rubs against my clit. I bite into my lip and
claw at his back.


“What do you want, Raven?”


“You!” I shout as I come. “I want you!”


He groans, throws my other leg over his shoulder, and
thrusts harder, faster. I can’t really move with the position I’m in or with
him pinning me to the bed with his hips, so I do the only thing I can. I grip
him with my muscles as hard as possible. He wants tight, I’ll give him
tight.


“Mother… fuck… Raven!” His face contorts as he throws his
head back and buries himself to the hilt. “Fuck… me,” he groans.


He places my legs back on the bed and collapses on top of
me, breathing raggedly.


“I thought that’s what I just did.”


He raises his head and smiles crookedly at me. “Yeah. You
sure did.”


He presses his lips to mine, gently exploring with his
tongue. The kiss gets deeper and he reaches up, palming my breast. I feel him
getting hard again inside me and push at his chest.


“I need a break.”


He chuckles and pulls out of me, cradling me in his arms
once he’s settled next to me. I lay my head on his chest and throw my arm and
leg over him. With everything in me, I want to tell him I love him, but I bite
my tongue. 


“You remember when you told me you hadn’t done that
in a while?” I ask instead.


“Eat pussy?”


God, he’s gross. I roll my eyes in annoyance. “Yes, that.
Why?”


“Can’t do that with just any and everybody, doll.”


“Oh.”


“I remember seeing this stand-up comedian once and he said,
‘ain’t nothing wrong with going downtown, just make sure it’s your city’.”


I look up at him, eyes wide. “So I’m your city?”


“City? Baby doll, you’re my world.”









CHAPTER 17


***Gage***


 


I throw a lackluster punch at the bag. I’m not in the mood,
but I was bored. Why would I want to beat the shit out of anything after the
events of the last two days? The only reason I’m not inside her right now is
because she left with Chrissy to go shopping. She said she needed a break but
fuck… I need her. 


E walks in and drops down on the bed. “Get into a fight with
a cat?” he asks, motioning to my back.


I grin at him and waggle my brows suggestively. “Yeah… a
pretty little kitty.”


“Anyone I know?”


I stop punching and turn to him. “Who do you think?”


“You mean… Raven?”


“Yup.”


“Shit.” He chuckles. “No wonder you have that stupid grin on
your face.”


“I can’t even begin to describe it, brother.”


“I bet. But at least it means she’s finally moving on. Is
she okay?”


“She’s great. Slept through the night, too. No nightmares…
nothing.”


“And during? She didn’t freak out or anything?”


I hug the bag and give him my full attention. “E… she was
amazing.”


“Yeah, love will do that to you.”


“What are you talking about?”


“Love. L-o-v-e. You may have heard of the concept.”


“You think she loves me?”


“I know she does.”


She loves me? No. That’s not possible. I know she
cares about me and she wants me, but that’s a far cry from being in love. I’m
not the type of guy women fall in love with. E must have hit his head or
something.


“But I wasn’t talking about her, you dumbass.”


“What?” I stare at E in confusion.


“You. I’m talking about you. You love her.”


“E—”


“You care about her. You’d do anything for her. You haven’t
even looked at another woman pretty much since you met her. You can’t stop
thinking about her, and I bet you were just punching on that bag to pass the
time until she comes back. Dude… you’re in love. Accept it.”


“No. I’m… I….”


“Take a minute and figure it out there, Reaper.”


Is he right? Is that what it is? I’ve never been in love
before so I don’t know. I know everything E said is true. Fuck. Am I in
love?


“Fuck.”


“This is a good thing, Gage. Don’t let it freak you out.
Trust me. Whatever you’re thinking and feeling, she is, too.”


“How do you know?”


“Everyone knows. Except the two of you, apparently.”


“Really?”


“Uh… yeah. We’ve all been waiting for you to make it
official.”


“Fuck, E… just… fuck.”


“Let me ask you something. All that time you spent together
before her birthday, even sleeping in the same bed... why didn’t you fuck her?
And don’t tell me it was the age thing.”


“I don’t know.” I shrug. “It just didn’t feel right.”


“Because you knew, even then, that she wasn’t like the
bitches you fuck and duck. You said it yourself you knew she was different.
You’ve known all along that she’s the one. You just need to acknowledge and
accept it, brother.”


The door opens and she comes breezing in. The smile on her
face mesmerizes me. My heart beats double-time, and I just want to pull her
into my arms. Is this what love is?


She drops her shopping bags on the floor and walks farther
into the room.


“Hey, Dr. E!”


“Hey, beautiful. I hope that was his money you were spending
and not yours.”


“Of course! But don’t worry, baby. I got you something,
too.”


She turns to me and her smile fades. Her eyes widen and then
slide down my body hungrily. My dick starts rising to the occasion. 


“Uh… I’ll see you two later.” E chuckles and leaves, locking
the door behind him. 


Raven licks her lips and moves toward me slowly. “I just
wanna lick the sweat off you.”


She stops, reaches under her skirt, and pulls her panties
down. I watch as she kicks them off along with her shoes. She resumes her
journey, removing her top along the way. She’s naked by the time she’s standing
in front of me. My hands are twitching from wanting to touch her, my dick hard
as a rock. She places her hands on my hips and trails her tongue from my
sternum up to my neck. That does it.


I pick her up and she wraps her legs around my waist, her
arms around my neck. I move to the chair and she adjusts her legs so I can sit.


“I love how you smell, even when you’re stinky.”


“I stink?”


She giggles. “I love it. Let’s call it… ‘musky’.”


“Okay, why don’t you sit on my musky dick?”


“Eww. That is not sexy,” she giggles.


“You said it, not me.”


“Fine. I take it back then.”


“Fine with me. Now can we get to the part where you’re
riding my dick?”


“Dick.” She rolls her eyes.


“Yeah. You love it.” I wink.


I reach between her legs and after only a few strokes on her
lips, she’s dripping wet. God, I love how responsive she is. How she responds
to my touch.


“Whose pussy, Raven?”


“Yours,” she moans, her head falling back.


Goddamn right, it’s mine. Always will be. I suck on a nipple
and slip a finger inside her tight pussy. She clenches around it and applies
pressure to the back of my head. I suck harder.


“Gage….”


I need to be inside her. Now. I free my dick from my sweats
and guide her hips toward me. Slowly, she sits, her tight, wet heat gripping
me. She slides up and gradually back down until I’m buried deep. The little
whimpering sounds she’s making are killing me. I pull her in close, sliding my
hands around her as I kiss her neck. She moves back and forth, grinding her
hips against me as I sit back and allow her to set the pace. She tightens her
arms around me, crushing her breasts to my chest.


“God, you feel good… fucking incredible,” I whisper.


Her tongue glides up my neck and she nips at my earlobe. A
shiver darts up my spine. Physically, I swear I’ve never felt anything like the
way Raven makes me feel. Every time I touch her it’s like a new experience,
like I’ve never fucked a woman before.


And I can’t get enough.


She stands and I groan in frustration when I slip out of
her. Turning her back to me, she positions my dick at her entrance and slides
down once more. Breathing hard, she leans into me, and settles in. She shivers
as I slide my hands gently up her stomach and cup her breasts, massaging the
supple flesh. I tighten my grip when she starts to move, circling her hips the
way she does when she’s dancing. Fuck, yeah. Faster and faster
she moves, using me the way she wants to. I let her. I give in to her
completely. She’s in control. I pinch her nipples and she moans, reaching
behind to grab my hair.


“Fuck, baby,” she groans.


I love any nickname she calls me but right now, I don’t want
to hear any of them.


“My name. Say my name.”


“Gage… Gage… Gage.” 


She puts it on repeat, saying it every couple of seconds.
All the dirty talk in the world can’t measure up to the sound of my name coming
from her lips. She begins to move up and down, her soft, wet walls clutching my
dick. Then she totally blows my mind. She leans forward, bracing her hands on
my knees, and does that bouncing/twerking thing that makes her juicy ass
jiggle. Fuck.


“Jesus, Raven. You keep doing that, I’m not going to last
much longer.” She just moves faster. “Fuck!”


I grab her hips and watch as her body crashes into mine, my
dick sliding in and out of her. I revel in her moans and cries of pleasure. She
tightens around me, and it takes me past the breaking point. I pull her against
me and reach around to find her clit. She resumes her grinding motion,
whimpering as I make circles on her sweet flesh.


“Oh, Gage.”


This time, when she clenches around me, I know it’s because
she’s about to come. “Come with me, babe.”


“Oh, my God!”


We come together. As she spasms around me, I empty myself
inside her. Shivering breaths rack her body as she trembles in my arms. She
goes limp, her head falling on my shoulder.


“Fuck. I need to try musky dick more often.” She giggles,
turning her head to kiss me softly.


“Anyway you want it, doll. It’s yours.”









***Raven***


 


We’re lying in bed, wrapped up in each other, just enjoying
being close. My head is on his chest, my left leg resting between his. His
fingers are slowly sliding up and down my arm while mine are doing the same to
his stomach. Bliss. That’s the only word I can think of to describe what I’m
feeling. After our little scene on the chair, we showered together and fell
into bed—naked.


“Gage?”


“Hmm?”


“Nothing.”


“Not nothing. What?”


“No, really. I just wanted to hear your voice.”


“You’re so weird.”


I tap his chest playfully and he chuckles. “I am not
weird.”


“You’re the only woman I know who constantly sniffs me and
wants to hear my voice.”


“First of all, I’m the only woman who should. And
second, I appreciate the small things.”


“Small things, huh? What about the big things?”


Pervert. His tone of voice tells me exactly what he’s
talking about. I will never understand the fascination men have with their
dicks.


“Oh, I appreciate the hell out of the big things, but the
small ones are… comforting.”


“You know what’s comforting for me? Coming home to you every
day and holding you in my arms.”


I tighten my arm around him and place a gentle kiss on his
pec. God, I love him. “That works perfectly because we can do this. You
can hold me while I sniff and listen to you to my heart’s content.”


“Is that all you want to do?”


I smack his chest again and he laughs. “Fiend.”


“How can you blame me, babe? I’ve wanted you since the
second I saw you. When you went off on me, all I could think about was throwing
you over my shoulder, locking you in this room, and fucking you into
submission.”


“Submission?”


“Yeah. You were trying to be all hard, but I knew you wanted
me.”


“You think every woman wants you.”


“But they do.”


This time, I punch him in the side. He grunts then shakes
with laughter.


“Hey! Okay, okay.”


I sit up and gaze down at his smiling face. “Because it’s
the big things they’re interested in.”


“And you’re interested in my smell and my voice?”


I place my hand over his heart, hoping he’ll get the
message. He loses the smile and tightens his arm around me.


“All of you.”


He doesn’t speak. Not a word. Not with his lips, anyway. The
look in his eyes is worth a million words. He’s breathing harder and his
fingers are digging into my hip. I know I’m not the only one who feels this
connection between us. I know it. He probably just doesn’t recognize it
for what it is. He loves me, too. I’m sure of it.


“I want all of you, Gage. Your body, mind… heart, and soul.
Because that’s the way you have me.”


He pulls me to him, his palm at the back of my neck, and
crushes my lips to his. His tongue forces its way between my lips and I open up
for him. One hand fists in my hair while the other grabs my hip. I slide my leg
over and straddle him, keeping our lips connected. Crazy little sensations race
up my spine as his fingers trail up my back. I nip at his bottom lip, pulling
on it before snaking my tongue into his mouth. He moans, meeting it with his.
His dick is now at attention, resting on my ass cheeks. I sit up and reach behind
me to wrap my fingers around it. He groans, lifting his hips.


“My turn,” I say with a hint of mischief.


I kiss my way down his chest, licking at his tats. He buries
his hand in my hair, gently nudging me. Settling between his legs, I grip the
monster.


“Lick it.” 


As I slide my tongue over the tip, I smile up at him. He
drags a breath through his teeth. I follow up with a swirl around the head
before taking him into my mouth.


“Jesus,” he groans.


I tuck my hair behind my ear and suck him as I move up and down
his length. His hand tightens in my hair. I take him to the back of my throat
and try to go farther still.


“Fuck, babe.”


Pulling back, I catch my breath while I stroke him with my
hand. He’s so wet, my fingers glide easily.


“Time for some nuts.” With a wicked grin, I lick one of his
balls. His head falls back on the pillow. I suck it into my mouth, swirling my
tongue around it, and then move to its twin. “Guess I’m not allergic after
all.”


Moving back to his dick, I lick him from base to tip then
close my lips around him. I suck him hard, showing no mercy, just like he did
to me. I have both hands wrapped around him now, stroking and sucking
simultaneously.


“Fuck!” he yells, pulling on my hair.


He tries to guide my movements, but I push his hand away. His
hips jerk as I lightly slide my teeth along the shaft. I place it between my
breasts, pushing them together to grip him. He rises up on his elbows and
watches me with hooded eyes. I start to move, but I only manage a few strokes
before he grabs my shoulders and flips me onto my back. He straddles my chest
and I push my breasts back together as he slides his dick between them.


“Love your tits, babe.”


I watch his face as he fucks my boobs. Somehow, it seems as
if he’s getting as much pleasure from it as when he’s inside me. I fucking love
it. I stick my tongue out so every time he pushes forward, I lick his tip. He
groans and grunts, pumping faster as his orgasm draws close. I release my
breasts and grab his dick, sucking on the head while I jerk him off.


“Fuck, Raven, I’m—”


I cut him off when I suck harder. He pulses beneath my
fingers and then I feel his warm cum hitting the back of my throat. I swallow
each spurt, still sucking as he jerks above me. It’s not that
disgusting.


“Jesus Christ!”


He stares down at me in disbelief because I keep him in my
mouth, even when I feel him start to soften. Groaning, he pulls away
reluctantly.


“Fuck. Don’t know if I love your mouth or your pussy more.”


He moves down my body, but I wriggle away from him because I
don’t think I can handle another round. He chuckles and sidles up next to me,
pulling me back into his arms.


“You done for the night?” he asks.


“Let’s pace ourselves here.”


“Told you you’d be begging for a break.”


“Yeah, but you’re killing me.”


“Hey, they don’t call me Reaper for nothing,” he replies,
voice laced with conceit.


“You know, in some cultures, the raven is considered a
symbol of death.”


He pulls me closer, his arm tightening around me. “See,
doll? Just proves you were made for me.”


Baby Jesus. This man is intent on pulling me in so deep that
I have no hope of ever getting out. God, I hope these are more than just words.
I would die if he doesn’t feel the same way I do.


“I’m gonna get a beer. You want anything?”


“Stay. I’ll get it,” I tell him.


I put on a pair of his boxers and a T-shirt with “Reaper”
across the chest, then head out to the kitchen. A few of the guys are playing
pool while Venom is in a corner getting his dick sucked by a Hound. Hello,
Venom. Shit, having a big dick must be a requirement for membership in this
club. Damn. Everyone greets me, even Venom, who smiles and waves. I make
my way to the kitchen, shaking my head and laughing to myself. I grab two beers
for Gage and place them on the counter while I get myself a soda. When I turn
around, Britney is standing there staring at me. Fuck! Why do bitches insist
on sneaking up on me?


“You think you’re hot shit, don’t you?”


“No. Just hot.” I shrug.


“You walk around here wearing his clothes and act like
you’re the club queen or something,” she sneers at me.


“Not a queen. But I’m Gage’s woman. You’re a Hound.
Therefore, you stay the fuck out of my way.”


“Woman? Where’s your cut?” She giggles. “He just feels sorry
for you. Why would he want to claim damaged pussy?”


Okay, now she’s pissing me off. How dare she treat what
happened to me like some sort of disease?


“At least I’m not community pussy. Every brother here has
fucked you and you’re still a Hound. Face it. You’re like the heel of the
bread—everyone touches it, but nobody really wants it.”


She straightens, anger and hate in her eyes.


“Oh, yeah? While you were on your little emotional trip, who
do you think was taking care of Gage? He was with me every. Single. Night. It’s
just a matter of time before he drops you and makes me his old lady.”


Rage clouds my vision. First Lonnie, now her. Without even
thinking, I lunge at her. I curl my fists and land a punch to her nose. She
screams and falls back against the wall, covering her nose. The bitch tries to
run but I catch up with her in the bar, grabbing her hair and yanking her
toward me. I kick her feet from under her and she falls flat on her back. She
should be very comfortable. Slut. Vaguely, I hear the guys laughing and
hooting, but I drown them out. I sit astride her and grab her neck. Her arms
flail, trying to grab me, but I’ve got her good. I squeeze and watch her eyes
bug out as she struggles to breathe.


“Not so tough now, are you, bitch?”


Blood trickles from her nose. I squeeze tighter but then
there are hands all over me. After a struggle, I’m pulled away from her and Tek
helps her to her feet as she fights to draw air into her lungs. 


“Stay in your lane, slut!” I shout as I reach for her. I
drag myself from the arms holding me and turn to see Gage’s confused stare.
Motherfucker.


“Don’t touch me!”


I haul ass back into his room, pacing as anger courses
through my body. That cock-sucking motherfucker! I can’t believe he was
screwing that slut waffle and then climbing into bed with me every night. He
walks in, still looking bewildered.


“What the hell happened?” he asks.


“Don’t fucking talk to me!”


“What? What did I do?”


“What did you do? You said I was your woman.”


“You are.”


“Then why does your whore think it’s okay to talk to me
however she wants to?”


“My whore?” he asks with a raised brow.


“Yes, your whore! Or maybe I’m the whore, huh?”


“Don’t fucking say that.”


“Why not? According to her, you’re just with me because you
feel sorry for me, and you’re going to drop me at any moment and make her your
old lady.”


“Babe, you know that’s bullshit.”


“Don’t babe me.”


I can’t think straight, and I can’t keep still. I need to
fucking hit something. Turning to the punching bag, I let loose. Deep, deep
down, the rational part of me knows she’s probably lying but it’s losing to my
irrational, royally pissed-off side. He tries to grab me again, but I push him
away.


“I said don’t touch me!”


His face hardens. Now, he’s getting angry. Good.


“Raven, cut it out. Right. Fucking. Now.”


“Fuck you! Go tend to your whore. I think I broke her nose.”


“Raven—”


“Don’t. Just don’t.”


Anger turns to hurt. The kind where you feel like your lungs
have been ripped out and you can’t breathe. Hurt so deep you think your heart
will stop at any moment because you simply can’t go on living. That’s how I
feel. Tears stream down my cheeks, and I press my palm to the ache in my chest.


“I don’t know what she told you—”


“How could you? How could you screw her every night and then
hold me in your arms like you cared?”


“Is that what she said? And you believe that?”


Like I expected him to admit it. I grab my backpack from the
closet and start shoving some clothes in it. I can’t be here right now.


“What the fuck are you doing?” he demands.


“What does it look like?”


“You’re not leaving.”


“You can’t stop me.”


“You’re not leaving,” he repeats. This time, it’s the
voice.


I pause momentarily, almost giving in. But then I remember
Britney’s words. I zip up my bag, pull on some jeans, and grab my phone from
the nightstand. His eyes follow me as I remove a hoodie from the closet.


“You walk out that door, I swear I’m going to put you over
my knee.”


I stop in the doorway and turn to him. He’s not facing me.
Coward.


“Goodbye, Gage.”









***Gage***


 


Goodbye? She’s out of her fucking mind if she thinks I’m
letting her walk out of here. That stupid bitch Britney. I should have sent
her packing a long time ago. I storm after Raven and find her begging Ron
to give her a ride. He looks to me nervously, seeking permission.


“Raven,” I call to her.


“Ugh! Forget it. Forget you. Forget all of you!” she
screams.


She rushes to the door, dialing on her phone. Who the
fuck is she calling? I catch up with her outside and grab her wrist but she
wrenches out of my grasp.


“Fuck off, pendejo!”


She starts rambling in Spanish, so I have no idea what the
fuck she’s saying, but I know it can’t be good.


“Just calm down. Let’s go back inside and talk about this.”


“There’s nothing to talk about.”


“Babe—”


“Gage, please….”


Her tears fucking break me in half. I can’t stand to see her
like this. Not again. And not over some bullshit.


“I just need some space.”


“Space for what? Come back inside.”


She looks down at her phone then toward the gate. “I have to
go.”


I’m obviously not going to get anywhere with her while she’s
in this mood, so I concede. For now.


“At least tell me where you’re going.”


“Chrissy’s.”


“Okay. I’ll take you.”


“I have a ride.”


“Who?”


“Chris,” she answers defiantly.


Fuck. “Fine. I’ll call you tomorrow.”


“Don’t.”


I watch her walk away, fighting the urge to throw her over
my shoulder and take her back inside. She steps through the gates and right
into Chris’ arms. Fuck! I storm back inside, needing to break someone’s fucking
face. Everyone stares at me when I enter. E’s by the bar, working on Britney’s
nose. I push him out of the way, watching her cringe as I get in her face. 


“What the fuck did you say to her?” 


“I—”


“Fuck it. Doesn’t even matter. You’re done. I see you in my
club again, you won’t like it.”


“But Gage—”


“I fucking mean it, bitch. Fuck off.” I turn away and make
my way back to my room. “Get her the fuck out of here.”


I slam the door behind me and pace the room in frustration.
Fuck my life! What is it with these bitches? A few words. That’s all it took for
her to walk out on me. A few words from the mouth of a fucking lying whore.
There’s a knock at the door, and I know it’s E before he sticks his head in.


“Not now, E.”


He comes in anyway and sits on the edge of the bed.


“Your girl’s got a mean punch.”


“I know. I taught her.”


“Where’d she go?”


“Chrissy’s.”


He follows me with his eyes as I walk back and forth.


“You gonna go get her?”


“Let her cool off. We’d just end up fighting all night, and
that’s the last thing I want.”


“What do you want?”


I stop pacing and turn to him in confusion. “What do you
mean?”


“You have her in a precarious situation. She’s not a casual
fuck, but you also haven’t made a claim—”


“She’s my woman.”


“Yes, but without that cut? To the Hounds, she’s just another
woman.”


“They’re Hounds. They shouldn’t be in my fucking business.”


“True… but for some reason I can’t see, bitches love you.”


I crack a smile and sit next to him. This is why he’s my
best friend. “Crazy bitches. I’m fucking lucky that Raven isn’t.”


“Which is why you need to man the fuck up. Just do it
already.”


I take a deep breath and fall back on the mattress, staring
up at the ceiling. I hate to admit it but he’s right. The question is, is she
ready?









CHAPTER 18


***Raven***


 


“He’s such a dick! I can’t believe I swallowed—”


I stop myself, but a little too late. Chrissy’s eyes widen
and she pokes me in the side with her index finger.


“You little slut! What did it taste like?”


“Why don’t you ask Britney?”


“Come on, Ray. You know that bitch was lying through her
skanky teeth.”


Chrissy strokes my hair as I cry my eyes out on her pillow.
I haven’t stopped crying since I got here. She had to try to piece things
together because I could barely tell her the story through my sobs. Gage has
been calling and texting all day, but I’ve been avoiding him. I just don’t know
what to say to him.


“I know. That’s the fucked-up part.”


“Then… I don’t get it.” She gives me a confused frown.


I sit up cross-legged, searching for the words to make her
understand. “I have no place there.”


“What do you mean?”


“He says I’m his woman but in his world, it’s not official
unless he gives me that stupid jacket. She would have never spoken to Marlowe
or Renae like that. There’s just no respect.”


“Ah… I know what you mean. I’ve had to warn off a few of
those bitches.”


“How do you deal with it?”


“Ron knows I’ll remove his balls if he cheats on me.”


“It shouldn’t be this hard, should it?”


“Love is never easy, Ray.”


“Well, it should be.”


She moves closer and curls her arm around my shoulder. I
return her embrace, wondering why men have to be so difficult.


“It’s good you left. Maybe this will help him get his shit
together.”


“Hopefully.”


“Did you take the pill?”


“Of course.”


When we went shopping, I made a stop at the pharmacy to get
a refill on my birth control prescription and grabbed some morning-after pills,
too. I can’t afford to get pregnant right now.


Chrissy’s mom calls from outside the door, knocks, and then
enters. “Raven, there’s someone here to see you.”


Even without the nervous look on her face, I would have known
it was him. It’s not like I know many people here. Plus, he’s probably in a
rage about me not answering his calls or texts.


“Thanks. I’ll be right there.”


I wash my face and make my way downstairs, searching for the
courage to face him. When I see him, I understand why Mrs. Contreras looked so
uneasy. He’s in full biker gear, and the scowl on his face would scare anyone.
Not me, though. I just want to jump into his arms. 


He takes one look at my face and the scowl is replaced with
concern.


“You’ve been crying,” says Captain Obvious.


“Aren’t we observant today?”


“Get your shit. We’re leaving.”


“I’m not going anywhere.”


“You said you needed space. I’ve given you enough time.”


“Time? I’ve been gone one night,” I point out.


“Too long. It’s time to come home.”


“Home? You mean your club with all your whores?”


“Raven—”


“Don’t. I’m not coming back as long as she’s there.”


“She’s out. I kicked her out.”


Oh? That’s something, I guess. Just one less bitch to
deal with. 


“And I swear I haven’t touched her since we’ve been
together.”


He drags a hand down his face, drawing my attention. He
looks tired. His eyes are red, the lids are drooping, and there are bags under
his eyes.


“You look horrible.” 


“I didn’t sleep last night.”


“I wonder why,” I reply, trying to sound indifferent.


He takes my hand and pulls me against him. I get a whiff of
his cologne and go weak in the knees.


“Because you weren’t there. Our bed felt empty without you.”


Our bed. He said our bed. Then again, that’s all he
ever does—talk. He says all kinds of things but won’t back them up with
actions. I step out of his arms and put some space between us.


“Go home, Gage.”


“What? I’m not leaving without you.”


For once, he doesn’t seem so confident. His tone is still
authoritative, but his eyes betray him. There’s a desperation there I’ve never
seen before. Maybe Chrissy was right. A little time apart should help him make
a decision about what he wants.


“I need more time.”


“What the fuck for? Cut the bullshit, Raven. Let’s go.”


“No. I’m going inside and I’m not coming back out. Go home,
Gage.”


I let myself back inside quickly before I give in to him.
Pressing my back against the door, I close my eyes and try to block out his
helpless expression. I tell myself this is for the best, but I don’t quite
believe it. What if this time apart does the opposite of what I hope to
achieve? What if he decides he doesn’t want me anymore?


“Are you okay, sweetheart?”


I purse my lips and turn to Chrissy’s mom.


“No, Mrs. C. I’m not.”


 


***


 


“Raven, Gage is here,” Mrs. C calls up the stairs.


I put my Kindle down and get ready to descend the stairs for
our daily ritual. I’ve been here a week and he’s shown up every night. Mrs. C
doesn’t get nervous and scared anymore because the man has already charmed her.
Not Mr. C, though. He won’t let Gage any farther than the doorstep. 


Every evening, we walk around the block in silence. At the
end, he asks if I’m leaving with him. I highly doubt my answer will be any
different tonight. Not that it’s been easy. It kills me to walk away from him
every night when all I want to do is jump his bones. My only reprieve has been
the three days of bleeding I had from taking the morning-after pill. It’s
stopped now so Lord knows what I’ll do when I see him.


Chris stops me in the hallway. We haven’t spoken much since
I’ve been here, and I know my very presence is difficult for him.


“You’re going back to him, aren’t you?” he asks.


“We’re not broken up. I just needed to be away from him for
a while.”


“A while? Next time, I may not be close by.” He cups my
cheek, stroking it with his thumb as he stares at me wistfully. “Didn’t I make
you happy?”


“Chris… it wasn’t you. You were wonderful.”


“Then why? Why did you choose him?”


“I just… Maybe if I’d met you first, things would have been
different.”


He drops his hand to his side then shoves both in his
pockets. “I guess I never stood a chance then, huh?”


“Chris—”


“Go. He’s waiting for you.”


I stare at his back as he retreats, head hanging down, and
it breaks my heart to see him like this.  I should leave. I can’t keep
hurting him like this. First thing in the morning, I’m finding a hotel.


As usual, Gage is waiting for me at the door. I take his
extended hand and we begin our trek around the block. Thinking about Chris,
Gage, and everything else has me in knots. This is not how I envisioned my
life. I’ve been thrown so many lemons I could make a shit load of lemonade.


“You okay?”


“Fine,” I answer. “Just thinking.”


“About?”


“Life. Where I am… Where I wanna be.”


“Where do you want to be?”


He stops walking and pulls me to him, staring down at me
patiently. Our eyes meet, and I know beyond a doubt he’s what I want. Wherever
he is, that’s home. If I’m going to be making lemonade then he’s definitely the
sugar. He wraps his arms around me and I inhale his scent.


“I really don’t know… but I do know I want you there with
me.”


He holds me tighter and I swear relief floods his features.


“I will. For as long as you want me, I’ll be right there
with you, doll.”


“I want you.”


He leans down and gently presses his lips to mine. It’s only
been a week, but it seems like it’s been decades since I felt his kiss. His
lips move slowly over mine, teasing until I grant him entrance. He moans when
our tongues meet. I slip my hands under his cut and sink my nails into his
lower back.


“Come home, Raven,” he begs, resting his forehead on mine.


“The clubhouse isn’t a home, Gage.”


“You wanna move into the house? We’ll move into the house.”


“Really?”


That caught me off-guard. But at least if I’m not at the
clubhouse, I won’t have to deal with those bitches daily. Plus, this move is
sure to open their eyes to the fact that I’m not some temporary amusement.


“Yes, really. I meant it when I said I don’t want to wake up
without you. I’ve given you enough time. You need to get your ass back in my
bed.”


“You’re so romantic,” I say, rolling my eyes.


“You knew that shit before you got with me. So, you coming
home or what?”


“Ask me nicely.”


“Raven—”


“Ask me.”


He takes a deep breath and expels it through his mouth. His
eyes lock on to mine and he cradles my face in his hands.


“Raven, I miss you. I can’t go another day without waking up
next to you or coming home to you. I need you, babe. Come home. Please.”


How can a woman say no to that? Not able to find
words, I simply nod. He grabs my hand and drags me back toward the house at a
pace I have to walk double-time to keep up with.


“Get your stuff. I’ll wait for you here.”


I tell Mr. and Mrs. Contreras I’m leaving, thank them for
their hospitality, and hurry upstairs to pack. I can’t wait to be in Gage’s
arms again. Fuck, I missed him. I shoot off a text to Chrissy then cram my
stuff into my backpack. That done, I head to Chris’ room to tell him goodbye
but he’s not there. I make my way back downstairs and find Mr. and Mrs. C in
the kitchen.


“I’m leaving now, Mrs. C. Thanks again for putting up with
me.”


“Anytime, mija. You’re always welcome here,” she
says, pulling me in for a hug.


“Thanks. That means a lot to me.”


“No problem. You be careful and call us if you need
anything.”


“I will.”


I kiss Mr. C’s cheek and hustle out the door before Gage
loses his patience. What I witness outside will surely bring on the apocalypse.
Gage. Chris. Shaking hands. Mind. Blown. I watch the events
unfold in total shock. They nod to each other in that way men do, that says
they have an understanding. 


Chris hugs me and whispers in my ear before going back
inside. “I’m here if you need me.”


“Thank you.” I walk toward Gage in a daze. “What was that
about?”


“Just working stuff out.”


“What stuff?”


“You.”


“What about me?”


“You were right,” he answers. “He cares about you and doesn’t
want to see you get hurt.”


“What did he say?”


“We’ll talk about it later.” 


He climbs onto his bike and extends his hand to me, but I
hesitate. It’s been a while since I’ve ridden with him. Based on what Marlowe
and Renae have told me, being on the back of his bike is a big thing. I’ve been
there before—twice—but it just seems different now. It seems… more serious.


“Come on, doll.”


I take his hand and climb on behind him. He waits until I’ve
secured my helmet and then he fires up the engine. Vibrations thrum through my
body. He grabs my thighs and pulls me even closer to him.


“Hold on tight, babe.”









CHAPTER 19


***Gage***


 


I’ve always thought the best feeling in the world is being
on the open road on my Harley. Just man and machine. Then, Raven happened. I
haven’t been the same since that first day she sat on the back of my bike. Now,
with her soft body pressed against me and her arms tightly wound around my
waist, I wouldn’t have it any other way. I roll into the clubhouse and park in
the garage. She hops down and hands me her backpack. When we walk inside, the
men practically lose their minds. You’d think she was their woman. Rico starts
talking a mile a minute in Spanish before Razor picks her up in a bear hug then
passes her off to the others one by one. They each give her a variation of
“welcome back,” all while she giggles and soaks up the attention.


“Get ya’ll’s filthy hands off my woman,” I growl.


“Your woman ain’t complaining, though, Prez,” Tek says,
laughing.


“That’s ’cause she’s nice. I’m not.”


I grab her hand and pull her along to our room, giving my
brothers the finger when they start laughing and calling me pussy-whipped. Fuck
that shit. It’s been a week and that’s exactly where I’m itching to be
right now, so deep she’ll feel like I’m trying to crawl inside her. She laughs
when I slam the door and push her down on the bed. Immediately, I start tearing
at my clothes.


“Clothes. Off,” I command.


She giggles and pulls her top over her head. Fuck me. She’s
not wearing a bra. The sight of her breasts makes my dick throb. She kicks off
her shorts, but I stop her when she hooks her thumbs into her panties.


“Leave it. That’s mine.”


She lies back on her elbows, breathing hard through her
mouth. I drink her in, becoming more intoxicated by the second.


“You’re fuckin’ beautiful.”


I step between her legs and grab the back of her neck,
pulling her lips to mine. She moans and I realize just how much I missed the
sound. She’d only been gone a few days. Jesus. I’m well and truly fucked.


“Are you?”


What the…? I didn’t say that out loud, did I? “Am I
what?”


“Pussy-whipped.”


“Call me anything you want to, babe. Just as long as you
scream my name when I’m fucking you.”


I sink my teeth into her nipple, making her cry out. “Gage!”


“Just like that.” I slip my hand into her panties and find
her soaking wet. So slippery, my fingers are sliding all over. “Fuck.”


I can’t wait to get inside her. I drag her panties over her
hips and down her legs, then place a pillow at the edge of the bed. Wrapping my
arms around her thighs, I pull her to me and lift her so her ass rests on the
pillow. She bites into a corner of her bottom lip and stares up at me. My balls
tighten at the sight.


“Fuck. This might be quick.” The moment I reach into my
boxers, someone has the fucking nerve to knock on the door. “You knock again,
you’re fucking dead!”


There’s a pause and then sure enough, they knock again. I
throw the blanket over Raven, grab my gun, and storm to the door. Throwing it
open, I settle my Glock between the man’s eyes. Tek. He throws his hands up in
a gesture of surrender then slowly pushes the gun out of his face. I return it
to its original position.


“Sorry for the interruption, Prez, but we got a problem.”


“You can’t handle it without me?”


“Sorry. It’s the, uh...” He glances nervously at Raven then
back to me. “Site.”


“Fuck!”


The “site” can only be my warehouse. The place is like a
fortress and there are surveillance cameras everywhere. It’s isolated and no
one really knows about it. Him coming to get me means someone either found a
way in or is trying to get in. Fuck! 


He slowly backs away then leaves. I slam the door,
frustration taking hold as I turn to Raven. She’s already moved from the
position I put her in, looking resigned because she knows I have to leave.
Maybe I can be quick. Then again, once I start, I know I won’t be able to stop.



Fuck, fuck, fuck! 


She sees my indecision and smirks, throwing off the blanket.
Turning on her side, she strikes a seductive pose and bites into her lip. Fuck
it. Just a little taste. I grab her ankles and pull her to the edge of the
bed then fall to my knees. I lick my lips in anticipation as I spread her legs.
I missed her taste. She grabs a handful of my hair and pushes my face into her
soaked pussy. I slide my tongue between her lips, licking up as much of her
juices as I can. She moans, pulling hard on my hair.


“Fuck, woman. You taste amazing.”


I swear I could eat her for breakfast, lunch, dinner, and
everything in between. Why did I start this? It’s only that much harder to
leave now. She yelps as I bite down gently on her clit. I pull away and
reluctantly get to my feet.


“I gotta go, doll.”


“Seriously?” she asks in wide-eyed incredulity. “You’re
going to get me started and leave?”


“I’ll be back as soon as I can. Don’t touch
yourself.” 


“Why the fuck not?”


I lean over her, my face inches from hers. “It’s been a week
since I made you come, Raven. The next orgasm you have, my dick will be buried
inside that tight pussy of yours. Got it?”


She swallows hard and nods. “Got it.”


“Good. Be in this bed when I get back.”


“Yes, Daddy.” She gives me attitude, rolling her eyes.


I drag my clothes back on and give her a quick kiss before I
leave. I can’t wait to come back and finish what I started.









***Raven***


 


As soon as he walks out the door, I reach between my legs
and start rubbing my clit. He’s crazy if he thinks he’s going to leave me
hanging. Maybe it’s payback for all the times he ended up with blue balls. I
snicker at the thought. I wonder if he jacked off on those nights. Ugh!
I stop touching myself and put my panties and top on. The man has ruined
masturbation for me. Now that I know what the real thing is like, it just
doesn’t feel the same. 


I grab my sketch pad and colored pencils, and then climb
back into bed. As I try to choose a color, I realize I haven’t used them since
he got them for me. Everything I’ve drawn since then has been so… dark. Despite
that, I reach for the black. I know I’m going to draw Gage, and you can’t draw
the Reaper without black, right? This time, though, I also grab a few shades of
blue to make sure I get the color of his eyes right. No more red eyes.


I put my MP3 player on shuffle, and let my fingers glide
over the blank sheet before I start. I rarely plan what to draw; I just clear
my mind and let my hands roam free. By the time I’m done, I have a portrait of
us—as the Grim Reaper and Lady Death. Instead of a cape, I have wings. I’m
standing before him in a very Superman-esque pose, wings spread. The arm
holding his scythe is draped over my shoulder and we’re both wearing fierce
expressions—not evil, just ones that say we can handle anything thrown at us. I
stencil in “Rage” at the top in big, bold letters, surrounded by blue flames. I
hold it out in front of me to get a better look and decide I’m definitely
framing it. I think I’ll hang it above our bed. In the house. I hope he was
serious because I cannot wait to move. 


I put away my sketch pad and fall back on the bed, staring
up at the ceiling. I’m bored now. What the hell am I supposed to do?
Grabbing my phone, I decide to see what Chrissy’s doing.


Raven: What are u up 2?


Chrissy: Nothing! Bored!


Raven: Me, too!


Chrissy: Let’s do something.


Raven: K. What?


Chrissy: Scythe?


Raven: I don’t have anything to wear.


Chrissy: I got you! Be there in an hour.


I hop into the shower to save time until she gets here. I’m
a little nervous. I haven’t been out in a while, but I’m bored and have no idea
when Gage is coming back. Chrissy arrives with a flourish, looking gorgeous in
a white, backless mini-dress. She hands me a gift-wrapped box and sits on the
bed, encouraging me to open it. Inside is a black mini-dress with a plunging
neckline.


“I bought it for—” she stops, bites her lip, then continues,
“I bought it a couple months ago and never got the chance to give it to you.”


Now I understand. It was my birthday gift. “I love it. Thank
you.” I pull her to her feet and throw my arms around her. She returns my hug,
squeezing tightly. I push the memory of that night out of my mind, get dressed,
and then we go in search of Ron. I contemplate sending Gage a text but decide
against it. I’m an adult. I can do whatever the fuck I want and he’ll just have
to deal with it. That’s what I tell myself as I climb into the car before a
little voice in my mind says, Yeah… right. He will not be
a happy man when he returns and I’m not where he told me to be. 









***Gage***


 


“How did you find this place?” I ask the intruder for a
third time. I already cracked open his face and he’s lost a few teeth, but he
still hasn’t told me what I want to hear. 


I adjust my brass knucks and slam my fist into his face
again. We caught him trying to break into the warehouse, and I need to know who
sent him.


“Look, man,” he groans and spits blood. “All I know is a guy
paid me a grand in cash, told me how to get here, and said I could keep
anything I took. I swear I didn’t know it was yours.”


“What did he look like?”


“It was dark. I didn’t get a good look.”


“Did you tell anyone else about it?”


“No one, I swear. Please… please, don’t kill me.”


“You tried to steal from me. Why shouldn’t I kill you?” I
ask.


“He… he was wearing a jacket like yours. I didn’t see what
was on it, though.”


“Like this?” I point to my cut.


“Yeah. He said he’d find me in a few days and give me
another grand if I pulled it off.”


I take a deep breath and look into his eyes. I believe him.
If another MC is bent on causing trouble, I need to find out who they are.
Maybe he can help me.


“You know what? I’m not going to kill you.”


Relief floods his features. “Thank you, thank you!”


“But… I need information. I need to know who this guy
is, and you’re going to find out. You don’t… I will find you and I will
put you in the ground. Got it?”


“I will. I promise.”


I nod to the guys to release him, but then I draw my Glock
and point it between his frightened eyes. “Forget you were ever here, yeah?”


He nods vigorously then runs off, tripping over air. “Make
sure you keep a tab on him,” I tell Tek as we leave. Now that’s over with, I
can get back to the clubhouse and finish what I started with Raven. Shit. My
dick gets hard as I think about it.


After an uncomfortable ride, I hurry inside to my woman but
find an empty room instead. The fuck? I call her, but it just rings then
goes to voicemail. As I’m about to call back, she texts me.


Raven: At Scythe.


Gage: On my way. 


I see her the moment I enter the club. It’s hard not to;
she’s the most gorgeous woman in here. More than that, my eyes are drawn to her
on instinct. She’s in the middle of the dancefloor, eyes closed, caught up in
the music. Chrissy is dancing with her and they’re both running their hands
over each other’s bodies. As usual, every motherfucker in here is staring at
her. A part of me is pissed the fuck off, but the other part? Proud as hell.
They can look but only I get to touch. 


I lean on the bar and watch her. She’s mesmerizing, moving
in sync with the slow, seductive beat. When she opens her eyes, they land right
on me, as if she already knew I was here. Biting the corner of her bottom lip,
she begins sliding her hands over her body. Her dress is skin-tight, clinging
to every delicious curve, barely covering her ass and tits. She makes the dress
look amazing, but all I can think about is getting her out of it. She stares at
me, mouthing the lyrics of the song, looking like a sexy siren. I’d wreck my
ship on her island any day. I grab my hard dick, adjusting it as it strains
against my jeans. Her hands move slowly over her breasts, hips, and back up as
she tells me she wants to show me how proud she is to be mine, and leaving her
dress on the floor. At least we agree on that. She combs her fingers
through her hair then crooks her finger, beckoning me. 


I move through the crowd, our gazes locked the entire time
while she sings along with the song. As I stand before her, she licks her lips and
angles her head for a kiss. I lean in but at the last moment, she turns her
back to me and starts grinding on me. I look down, biting into my bottom lip as
her ass glides left to right across my dick. She bends at the waist and whips
her hair as she straightens. I grab her hips and pull her closer so she feels
what she’s doing to me. 


Turning her head, she raises her lips to mine. She whispers
against them, again telling me through the song that she’s proud to be mine. So
am I. Fucking proud she’s mine. I wrap my fingers around her throat and keep
her in place as I press my lips her hers. Using my tongue, I brand her as mine
in front of everyone in the club. When she moans, I know I can’t wait a moment
longer to be inside her. I break the kiss and grab her hand. I look behind me
to find Chrissy, make sure she’s taken care of, and I see her and Ron in a
corner. Pulling Raven behind me, I start heading for the exit.


“Wait. Where are we going?”


“Home.” 


“But I’m not ready,” she whines. “I wanna dance.”


I stop and turn to her, placing my lips at her ear. “I wanna
fuck.”


She shivers against me but still gives me attitude. “You’re
the one who left me alone while you went off and did God knows what.”


That reminds me, she didn’t do as she was told. I pull her
into the archway and forcefully back her up on the wall. She stares up at me in
wide-eyed shock, lips parted.


“You’ve been a bad girl, Raven.”









***Raven***


 


“I told you to wait for me,” he growls.


“I got bored.”


“Bored?” he asks in disbelief. “The entire time I was gone,
all I could think about was you and your pussy… getting home and diving into
that shit.”


Diving? What does he think I am, a fucking pool?
“Diving?” 


“As wet as you get for me, babe, ain’t no other way to
describe it.”


I swallow hard. As crude as he is, I still find it sexy as
hell. “That shit?”


Grabbing my thighs, he picks me up, wrapping my legs around
his hips. He presses against me, leaving no room between his dick and my pussy.
I fight the urge to moan.


“This shit. My shit,” he proclaims.


Dear. God. I want nothing more than for him to dive
into his shit right now, but I don’t know why I have to be such a smart-ass.
“Baby Jesus. Can’t you control that thing?”


“Not when it’s in its happy place.”


Fuck. “It’s happy place?”


“Right between your thighs, baby doll.”


Double fuck. “We’re in public!”


“I give zero fucks. You’re mine. If I want to fuck you on
the stage in front of everyone, I can. Just be glad I don’t want anyone seeing
your sexy ass.”


“Caveman much?”


He grinds his hips against me, pressing his hard-on onto my
pussy. My muscles clench and I suck in a breath. He leans closer, his lips a
whisper from mine. Fuck. That stage is looking pretty good right now.


“There are few things in this life that are certain, Raven.
But there’s one thing I know without a shadow of a doubt. You. Belong. To me.”


That’s it. No more smart-ass comments. I grab his shirt and
tug him to me, pressing my lips to his. Instantly, he takes over, parting my
lips with his tongue. His fingers dig into my ass cheeks and he presses me even
harder onto his erection. I moan and whimper, grabbing at his clothes and hair,
tightening my legs around him and grinding my hips. Without warning, he
releases me and places me on my feet.


“Upstairs. Now.”


I lead the way to his office, power-walking my way to that
bitch. I can’t even express how badly I need him right now. Glancing back at
him as we move through the crowd, I see the single-minded purpose in his eyes
and demeanor. The world could come crashing down around us and it wouldn’t matter
to him; he’s getting inside me no matter what. 


He unlocks the door and I hurry inside, pulling my dress up
as I hop onto his desk. He drops his cut on a chair and reaches behind him to
pull his T-shirt over his head. The only light in the room is coming from the
strobe lights downstairs, and the different colors play on his body as he moves
toward me. Fuck, he’s hot. My muscles tighten. He steps between my legs and
grabs my ass, dragging me forward. I reach for him but he pulls me off the desk
and to my feet, promptly turning me around. He grinds his erection on my ass
and I moan, pressing back into him.


“Hands up,” he whispers in my ear.


I comply and he slowly removes my dress, allowing the
material to caress my skin. Once it’s off, he tosses it aside and retrieves a
rubber band from the organizer on his desk. My breathing becomes erratic as he
puts my hair in a ponytail. What is he going to do? His fingers glide
down my spine, and my back arches as the resulting shiver spreads through me.
He kisses his way slowly down my body, nipping at my flesh as he goes. I throw
my head back, quivering with need. My clit is pulsating, longing for attention.
His fingers curl into my panties and he pulls them slowly down, leaving them
around my ankles. As he straightens, he slides his fingers up my legs and
thighs, over my hips, and up my sides.


“Gage….”


“Hands on the desk and spread your legs.”


I part them as far as my constraint will allow and brace my
palms on the flat surface. He walks around the desk to stand before me, then
leans forward and licks my right nipple. I close my eyes and moan as his tongue
swirls, feeling it harden beneath his attention. He moves to the left, sucking
on it while his fingers tweak the right. Then pain shoots through me. I gasp
and look down to see a small binder clip on my right nipple.


“Ow!”


He quirks a concerned brow at me. “Too much?”


I give myself time to adjust and find it’s not so bad. It
actually feels pretty good.


“No.”


He clamps the second one on, making me wince. Jesus. I want
to squeeze my thighs together to ease the ache, but I can’t. Flicking one of
the clips with his finger, he draws a helpless whimper out of me.


“Good girl.”


Pain? What pain? Those two words just made it all go
away. He stands behind me once more and caresses my ass cheeks, his palms
gently kneading my flesh. Oh, God. He’s going to spank me. My body swallows up
the knowledge, my pussy juices dripping down my thigh. 


“Look.” He grasps my chin and directs my gaze to the crowd
below. 


They’re all oblivious down there, caught up in a world of
music, alcohol, and sex—or the potential of sex. He pushes against me, his warm
breath caressing my ear. Goose bumps pepper my skin.


“All those fuckers down there… they want you. They want
what’s mine.”


His voice is husky, shaking with barely controlled anger. He
flattens his palm on my stomach, then at a snail’s pace, slides it down to cup
my pussy. I gasp as he parts my lips with his finger. His other hand moves to
my breast, fidgeting with the clip on my nipple. I roll my hips, grinding on
his erection as he circles my clit. He presses his lips to my ear, his voice
thick and gravelly.


“They can’t have you. I will kill every. Last. Fucking. One
of them.” 


I’m trembling like it’s below zero in the room. Shuddering
breaths overwhelm me, rapid and rampant. What he does to me is unnatural. This
can’t be normal, can it? No woman should react this way to a man. His hand
leaves my breast and returns to my ass, soliciting a guttural moan.


“Gage….”


The first smack lands on my left cheek. I flinch but don’t
cry out. While soothing that cheek, another blow lands on my right.


“You have no clue, Raven. No fucking idea what you do to
me.”


His voice is sex itself. It penetrates me on a primal level
where only a man and his woman exist. He’s right. I belong to him. He slaps me
again and plunges a finger inside me.


“Dios!”


“Fuck, you’re so wet.” He places his lips at my ear
once more and grabs my ponytail, yanking my head back. “Don’t you ever
take my pussy away from me again.” Another finger joins the party, and I lose
track of how many times he smacks me as he fucks me with his fingers. “You hear
me?”


“Yes!”


“Yes, what?”


“Yes, I hear you!” I shout.


“And?”


Fuck. He wants to have a conversation right now? It’s damn
near impossible to concentrate on anything. “I won’t leave again.”


“Why?”


“Because I’m yours.”


“That’s right.”


He removes his fingers and I shiver at the sound of his
zipper. Without ceremony, he grabs my hips and slams into me. I cry out and he
curls his fingers over my shoulders, keeping me in place as he buries himself
deep. When he begins to move, he pulls no punches. He rams into me repeatedly,
releasing his frustrations from the past week.


“Gage… Oh, God!”


His hands slide back to my hips and he moves faster, his
balls slapping against my mound.


“Chucha madre!”


He grunts and fucks me harder, tugging on my ponytail.
Jesus. We haven’t been doing this long but he’s never been this…brutal. This is
the part of him he told me about. The part that doesn’t do romance or
relationships. This is Reaper. The man you see if you want someone killed or,
if you’re a woman, a good fuck. And I fucking love this part of him, too.


“Fuck me, Gage. Fuck me!”


He growls and reaches around to press down on one of the
binder clips. Sweet pain pulses through me, and I clench around him. He pushes
on my back until I’m lying on the desk and then he really lets me have it. Each
thrust jolts me forward, the clips on my nipples connecting with the desk. Pain
and pleasure, pleasure and pain… I don’t know which sensation is stronger. 


He reaches around to stroke my clit and pleasure triumphs. I
clamp down on him and scream as I come. He grabs my ponytail, tugs me toward
him, and rips the clips off my nipples. My body jerks, vibrating in sweet
rapture. I collapse against him, unable to hold my own weight. Picking me up,
he sets me on the desk and slides his tongue between my lips. I shudder as he
licks at my clit. Pushing my legs together, he places them on his shoulder. He
slides inside me, but it’s an even tighter fit with my legs like this.


“Jesus, baby.”


I can’t help it. I giggle a little.


“What the fuck is funny?”


“You said ‘Jesus, baby’. I say ‘baby Jesus’. I just
thought—”


He goes deep, cutting me off. I gasp, forgetting what I was
about to say.


“I’m all for the man upstairs but right now, it’s all about
me.” He transfers my right leg to his left shoulder and leans forward. “Your
mind, body, and soul should be focused on me.”


I stare into his eyes and all other thoughts flee. The only
ones I have are of him. “Yes.”


He starts to move, at a slower pace this time but giving no
less pleasure. His thumb circles my clit as he completely withdraws then sinks
deep. I groan in frustration every time he pulls out.


“Gage, please….”


“You want me to fuck you, babe?”


“Yes.”


“Or do you want to make love?”


“Fuck me. Please!” I plead.


He bites into his bottom lip then gives me exactly what I
asked for. I arch my back, palming my breasts to stop them from bouncing
around.


“Don’t,” he barks.


I drop my hands and grip the edge of the desk to keep myself
anchored. He grunts and presses down on my clit with his thumb. I know he’s
close. I tighten around him the way he likes and he closes his eyes, groaning
in pleasure. He moves faster, his thumb rubbing in dizzying circles. I’m
moaning so loudly, everyone in the club would probably hear me if it wasn’t for
the music.


“Come on. Come for me.”


He pinches my nipple, twisting it as my body goes taut.


“Gage!”


He goes still while my muscles clench around his dick.
Leaning on the desk, he hangs his head, taking deep, calming breaths. Placing
my hand over my hammering heart, I attempt to control my own breathing. I
giggle, looking up at my feet above his head, shoes still on, panties around my
ankles.


“What?”


“My panties.”


He smiles and pulls them off, then gently lowers my legs. I
hold him close as he leans forward to kiss me.


“I don’t wanna pull out,” he mumbles against my lips. “Your
pussy is my Heaven, Raven… the only one I’ll ever know.”


“Oh, Gage….”


How can he make something dirty sound sweet? How can he get
me worked up and turn me to mush at the same time?


“Let’s go home. I want you in my bed.”


He watches as he pulls out of me, a smirk on his lips. I
squirm just a little, feeling his cum trickling out. 


“I need to clean up.”


“Bathroom’s over there.” He nods to a door on his right. I
hurry in then return to see him leaning on his desk, waiting for me. He watches
as I get dressed, but he doesn’t return my panties, giving me an evil smile.
I’ve got his number.


“I hope you drove… unless you want me on the back of your
bike in this dress and no panties.” He loses the smile and hands them to
me grudgingly. “Thank you,” I say in a dripping-with-honey voice.


He shrugs into his cut and opens the door for me to precede
him. I lean against the wall and watch him as he locks the door. His smile
makes my heart do a crazy beat. With a satisfied sigh, I wrap my arms around
him and take a deep breath.


“Do I smell musky?” He chuckles.


“You smell like us.”


Resting my chin on his chest, I stare up at him, hoping my
feelings aren’t evident in my expression. I love him so much, but I don’t know
if he’s ready to hear it. I think he’s getting there, though. He strokes my
hair and kisses the tip of my nose.


“I don’t know what you’re doing to me, Raven. You have me
questioning my entire existence. Everything and everyone before you is
meaningless. After this past week, I can’t even think about not having you in
my life.”


“You’ll never have to. I love you, Gage.”


The words are out before I can stop them. There’s no taking
them back now. Not that I would. I love him with a ferocity I never thought
possible. There’s no way God would make me fall this deeply in love with a man
who wasn’t meant for me. Would He?


Gage’s eyes are locked onto mine. He just stands there,
silent and unreadable. What is he thinking? I wish he would say something.
Anything. No, scratch that. I want him to reciprocate. I want to hear the words
from his lips. I need to know he feels the same way I do. I need him to love
me.


He doesn’t say a word.


Nothing.


Nada.


Instead, he grasps the back of my neck and gives me a
bruising kiss. I don’t know whether it’s to avoid acknowledging my admission or
if it’s supposed to tell me what he’s not able to verbalize. Either way, it’s
disappointing. I push on his chest until he releases me then descend the stairs
back to the dance floor. After I find Chrissy to let her know I’m leaving, I
exit the club, knowing Gage is right behind me. I stop once I’m outside,
allowing him to lead the way to his bike. He helps me on and I cling to him as
we ride back to the clubhouse.


I don’t know why I’m disappointed. I knew the kind of man he
is when I decided to get involved with him. He told me himself he doesn’t “do
love.” I guess I was hoping he’d eventually change. I thought he’d
changed with the way he’s been acting lately. There’s no mistaking the look in
his eyes when we make love. Or is it still just “fucking” to him? Whatever it
is, I love seeing how it makes him feel, and I’ll make use of every opportunity
to have him display that tiny bit of emotion.


I whisper in his ear as the garage door closes behind us. “I
want to fuck you on your bike.”


He twists in the saddle, hooks his arm around my waist, and
pulls me onto his lap. I lie back on the gas tank and position my legs so I’m
straddling him. Before I’m settled, his fingers are beneath the crotch of my
panties and stroking my lips. His hard dick lies on his thigh, pressing into
the underside of mine. He dips two fingers inside me and moans his pleasure.


“I’ll never get enough of you, doll.”


“Gage… please,” I beg. I need him inside me.


“Please? You said you wanted to fuck me, babe. I’m waiting.”


He places his hands on my hips and devours me with his eyes.
I grab his jeans, rip the button through the hole, and reach inside with one
hand while the other drags down his zipper. I pull his monster of a dick out,
careful not to hurt him. Enclosing it in a fist, I stroke him slowly. His head
falls back and he moans.


“I need help.”


He lifts me while I move my panties to the side and position
him at my entrance. As I slide down, I revel in the stretch and slight bit of
pain that always comes with him entering me. Fully seated on his lap, I
contract my muscles, squeezing him while I coil my arms around his neck.


“Fuck,” he groans.


He smacks my ass then grabs it with both hands, guiding me
up and down.


“Tits,” he orders.


With a smile, I pull the neckline of my dress down and
release the girls. He licks at a nipple, pulling me down harder on his
erection. “Aah!”


I don’t know which hurts more, my sore nipples or him
impaling me on his huge dick.


“Raven?” He halts, concern in his voice and written all over
his face.


“I’m fine. But I thought I was fucking you?”


“You are. I’m just helping.” He grins.


I reach behind me and grab the handlebars as he makes me
ride him. I hope to God we don’t fall off this thing. Me and my bright ideas.
It was worth it, though. So fucking worth it.


“Fuck. Now every time I ride, I’m going to see your tits
bouncing in front of me.”


I clench around him as tightly as I can. He groans, pressing
me into his groin.


“Think about that when these bitches are all over
you.”


He lifts me and slams me back down. Pain shoots through my
body and my thighs quake.


“Dios!”


“Don’t tell me about bitches when I’m fucking my pussy,” he
growls.


“Just make sure they know this is my dick.”


“Always.”


He starts to move me again, but we’re interrupted when a
surprised shriek comes from my left. I turn my head and see a fucking ghost.









CHAPTER 20


***Gage***


 


Well, damn. Lonnie. Never thought I’d see this bitch again.
She’s standing there looking like she just walked in on a murder. But she’s not
my concern. Raven’s gone tense. Tek walks up behind Lonnie and I quickly pull
Raven to me, crushing her to my chest to shield her breasts. 


“Sorry, boss,” Tek apologizes hurriedly.


He grabs Lonnie’s hand, drags her away from the door, and
closes it. Raven tries to wiggle her way out of my arms.


“Help me down.”


“Where are you going? We’re not done.”


“I’m not in the mood anymore, Gage. Just let me down.”


God knows I don’t want to, but I concede. She fixes her
dress and heads inside. With a sigh, I force my dick back into my jeans and
follow behind, ignoring everyone as I make a beeline for my room. She’s in the
middle of undressing when I enter. I just want to get back inside her, but I
tamp down my urges. Something’s wrong. I sit on the bed and pull her onto my
lap.


“Talk to me, babe.”


With a deep sigh, she wraps her arms around my neck. I try
not to focus on her tits and the fact that she’s sitting on my lap wearing
nothing but panties. 


“It’s just… seeing her. You know I can’t stand her.”


“You want me to get rid of her, just say the word.”


“What do you mean ‘get rid of her’?” she asks, scrunching
her brows together.


“I meant I’d make sure she doesn’t come around. In case you
haven’t noticed, I have some clout around here.”


“Oh. It’ll be fine. I’ll just make sure I stay out of her
way.”


“You sure?”


“Positive. I’m going to take a shower.”


My dick objects to that plan. She tries to get up, but I
keep her firmly on my lap. “Babe.”


“Jesus, Gage. You’re like a fucking rabbit.”


“I have a lot of time to make up for.”


“Ugh!”


She slides off my lap and kneels between my legs, pulling my
zipper down.


“I don’t want your mouth. I want your pussy.”


“Too bad. You’re not getting my mouth, either,” she replies,
reaching into her panties with one hand while the other pulls my dick out of my
jeans.


What the fuck? Pulling her hand from her panties, she
wraps her fingers around my dick, and slides them up and down. I suck in a
breath. Shit is wet with her juices. “Fuck, Raven.”


I watch her jerk me off, her tits bouncing with each stroke.
I reach down to get a handful, but she slaps my hand away and doubles her
efforts. There’s a distant look on her face, like she’s on autopilot and is
just trying to get me off as quickly as she can. I know she’s still thinking
about her sister, and if she’s not into it then I’m not going to force her.


“Stop.”


She pauses mid-stroke and stares up at me with a confused
frown. “What’s wrong?”


“Your mind is a million miles away, so there’s no point. Go
take your shower. I’m gonna get a beer.”


“I’m sorry—”


“You don’t need to apologize, doll. I’ll be back in a
minute.”


I watch her walk away then zip my shit up and head out to
the bar. It’s pretty quiet tonight. Some of the guys are playing pool, some are
gathered around the video poker and PS3, and the others are smoking joints with
half-naked women on their laps. I grab the stool next to E and swipe his shot
of whiskey, knocking it back, and then slamming the glass on the bar.


“Trouble in paradise still?” he asks, quirking a brow at me.


“Gimme a shot of Jack,” I tell Booker, then turn to E. “Nah.
The sister coming back threw her off. They don’t get along.”


“We were all surprised. Didn’t figure we’d see her again.”


“She shoulda stayed gone. I don’t need her messing with
Raven’s head.”


“I know. She’s finally starting to act like her old self.”


“Exactly.” I down my shot and tap the bar for another. “She
told me she loves me,” I say quietly.


E turns to me with a cocky, I-told-you-so grin. “Oh? And
what did you say?”


“Nothing.”


“What the fuck do you mean ‘nothing’?”


I think back to earlier tonight and take a deep breath. She
confessed her love and I clammed the fuck up. I didn’t know what to do, what to
say. I fucking froze. I wasn’t prepared for it, wasn’t expecting the
overwhelming emotion I felt when she said it. I’ve never combined feelings…
emotions and women before, and I just didn’t know what to do. “What was I
supposed to say?”


“You were supposed to say it back, genius.”


“I couldn’t.”


“Why not? And don’t even try to tell me you don’t love her.
Everybody and their mommas know you do.”


“I don’t know, E. I care for her… a lot. I know I want to be
with her. I just don’t know if I’m capable of anything more.”


“Stop being a fucktard. The sooner you accept that you’re in
love with her, the better. Just patch her and be done with it. She’s a good
woman and if you don’t lock her down, there are plenty of guys who would gladly
do it.”


“Guys? What guys?” I look around the room suspiciously.
Brother or not, I’ll kill all these motherfuckers if they even think about
touching her.


“See what I mean? I’ve never seen you act possessive of a
woman. Ever. And the guys? I’m pretty sure if you weren’t in the picture, any one
of them would jump at the chance to claim her.”


“Including you?” I raise a brow at him.


“Nah. She’s like a little sister to me. Which is why I’m
telling you to step up to the plate. I’ve never seen you this happy, Gage. I’m
telling you… hold on to her.” 


I’m contemplating his words when Razor plops down next to me
and asks for a bottle of Jack. Cassidy walks out behind him and heads over to a
corner where some of the Hounds are gathered.


“You still hittin’ that?” I ask Razor.


He takes a swig from the bottle and turns his gaze toward
her. “Fuckin’ psycho bitch. I’ve tried to get rid of her a million times, but
then she sucks my dick and I forget what I was trying to do.”


“Hey, you knew the bitch was crazy from the jump. I warned
you.”


“Yeah. Next time, hit me over the head with your Glock or
something.”


E chuckles and says, “Next thing you know, she’ll be your
old lady.”


“Fuck that shit. Fucking shoot me in the head if that
shit happens.”


We laugh at his distress, but he needs to be careful with
her. After the shit she pulled with Nita, she’s capable of anything. On top of
that, she seems like the obsessive type. If she’s transferred her obsession
from me to him, it would be my fault. I hope I haven’t put my brother in
trouble. Hopefully, Razor can handle her better than I did. I shoot the shit
with the boys for a bit then grab a beer and head back to my room. I haven’t
had much sleep this past week, and I just want to curl up with my baby.


She’s in bed, reading. Damn, I missed seeing her there.
Shit, E might be right. I may be incapable of love, but I know I need her in my
life. I leave my beer on the nightstand and take a shower. When I return and
climb into bed, she turns off the tablet and moves close to me, turning so I’m
spooning her. Fuck, she smells good. I bury my nose in her hair, inhaling
deeply.


“Gage,” she warns. “Go to sleep.”


I slip my hand under her shirt and seek out her breast. When
I touch her nipple, she hisses in pain. 


“I’m sorry, babe. You should have told me it hurt.”


“Well, it didn’t hurt at the time.”


“Let me make it better.”


She tries to remove my hand from under her shirt. “Don’t
touch it.”


“Can’t do that, doll. I need to touch you.”


She moans as I slide my hand down, reaching between her
legs, but she presses her thighs together, hindering my progress.


“Babe.”


“No.”


“Please.”


“No.”


“Just the head.”


She giggles but doesn’t give in. What the fuck has my life
come to? I’m practically begging for some pussy from my own woman. This is some
bullshit. Nah. Gage Hunter doesn’t strike out.


“Nope,” she says, popping the “p.”


“Why?”


“I’m not in the mood.”


“I have an app for that.”


She bursts out laughing, releasing her thighs and giving me
an opening. I cup her pussy through her panties and groan at the heat coming
off her. Slowly, I rub her clit through the material.


“An app, huh? How does it work?”


“First, I bite you here.” I nip at her earlobe and she
gasps. Then I trail my nose across her shoulder and drop a gentle kiss on her
arm. “I kiss you here.” I slip my hand past the waistband of her panties. My
fingers are drowning in her juices. Fuck. “Then I touch you here.”


She moans, opening her legs for me. She’s so wet, so soft,
so warm. I’d be the happiest man in the world if the one thing I got to do for
the rest of my life is make love to her. Yeah, I said it. No matter how we do
it—hard, soft, fast, or slow—we are making love. There’s no way I can
compare what’s between us with anything I’ve done with any other woman.


“Gage….”


And there’s my trigger. There’s just something about the way
she says my name that drives me fucking wild. I make quick work of removing her
panties, and then I kneel between her legs. She stares up at me, chest heaving.


“Then what?” she asks in a soft voice.


I spread her legs, exposing her beautiful pussy to my hungry
eyes. Her lips are swollen and glistening with her juices. I need to taste her.
Lying on my stomach, I make myself comfortable. She rests on her elbows,
watching me. I start at her knee and trail soft kisses down her thigh, feeling
as it trembles beneath my lips. I kiss each scar, renewing my vow to kill the
motherfucker who dared to touch her. Her scent wafts up to me, enticing my
thoughts back to her body. Raising my eyes to hers, I move to her other thigh,
expelling a slow breath as I pass over her pussy. She moans, her head falling
back. I sink my teeth into her thigh then return to my favorite place,
breathing her in.


“Then, I lick you here.”


I slide my tongue up her lips, parting them. Her hips rise
up off the bed. A few slow strokes, then I flail my tongue on her clit.


“Oh, God!” she cries out.


She alternates between moans and whimpers, quivering with
every touch. I love that shit. My dick loves it. I’m so ready to dive into her.
Not yet, though. I have to take care of her first. I take my time, gently licking
every inch of her soft, pink flesh. I really could live down here. I love the
way she reacts to my tongue, the way she trembles and grabs my hair. And her
taste. Fucking hell. Better than any dessert. 


That gives me an idea. 


She groans when I move away. “Don’t stop,” she whimpers, her
voice a plea. I’m tempted to give in.


“I’ll be right back. Don’t. Move.”


Her eyes snap open and she nods, the way she does every time
I give her a command. My dick jumps. She’s the perfect mix of submissive and
assertive, if there’s even such a thing. I love her obedience, but I adore her
smart mouth, too.


“Yes, sir,” she says, giving me a patronizing salute.


“I mean it, Raven. Don’t fucking move.”


“Where are you going?”


“You’ll see.”


I pull on a pair of jeans, zipping the fly but leaving it
unbuttoned. Glancing back at her one last time before I leave the room, I
wonder how the fuck I got so lucky. I have a fucking goddess in my bed. God
knows I don’t deserve her, but so help me, I’ll do everything in my power to
keep her.


I try to move through the bar unnoticed, but a few of the
Hounds attempt to catch my attention. I ignore them and make my way to the
kitchen. There, I run into Lonnie. I ignore her, too, while searching the
fridge.


“Hi, Gage.”


“Hey.” I find what I need and turn to leave, but she’s
standing in my way. “You need something?”


“You and Raven… it’s serious?”


“What do you care? You left her for months without even a
phone call.”


“She never needed me. Besides, she had you. You know how I
felt about you. I couldn’t stick around and watch you with my own sister.”


“And now?”


“You don’t have to worry about me. I used the time to get
myself together. From what I’ve heard, you two are happy together. I’m happy
for you.”


“I am happy. Raven’s amazing.”


She swallows hard and lowers her gaze. Her expression tells
me she’s not as together as she thought. Did she really think a few months
would be enough to get over me? Her eyes widen and I realize she’s not
looking at the floor anymore. I follow her gaze and see exactly what she’s
staring at—the bulge in my jeans. My dick is still hard and quite evident.


“Yeah. I was in the middle of something, so are you done?”


“Uh… yeah. I—”


I don’t hear the rest because I walk off before she can
finish. I got pussy business to tend to, and I have no time for Lonnie and her
shit. I push the bedroom door and she’s in the same position I left her. Her
knees are drawn up and spread, waiting for me to climb back between them.
Locking the door behind me, I slowly make my way over.









***Raven***


 


He’s back. I’ve been lying here, dying of anticipation, and
wondering where the hell he went. My body started shivering the moment he
opened the door. He moves to my side of the bed and places something on the
nightstand. Ice cream. He got me all worked up and then left for that?
Motherfucker. I should roll over and go to sleep.


“Now, where were we?” he asks.


“You tell me. You’re the one who had a sudden craving for
ice cream.”


He smiles. Not the cocky, crooked one he always gives me,
but a genuine smile. It lights up his face and he looks even more beautiful
than he ever has. I can’t believe I’m here. I can’t believe that Gage Hunter,
pussy magnet extraordinaire, wants me. Who would have thought this is
the man I would give my heart to? Certainly not me. Sometimes, life throws an
obstacle at you, not to stop your journey, but to set you on the right path.
Everything that has happened to me has led me here—where I’m meant to be.


He scoops a spoonful from the container, places it in his
mouth, and presses his cool lips to mine. I part them and his tongue slides in,
delivering the ice cream along with it. I swallow, sucking on his tongue while
I slide my fingers through his hair. He tastes better than anything Ben and
Jerry’s could come up with. His hand trails gently up my stomach and he
massages my breast, carefully avoiding my nipple. He takes over our kiss,
brutally tasting my mouth. My lips rejoice in the bruising force and I pull him
closer to me, matching his vigor. His hand leaves my breast and cups my pussy.
A finger slides inside me as the heel of his palm massages my clit. I moan into
his mouth, raising my hips off the bed. He breaks the kiss and stares down at
me, eyes blazing, breathing ragged.


“The only thing I have a craving for is you.”


He grabs the hem of my T-shirt and I sit up so he can pull
it off. Tossing it behind him, he picks up the tub, his eyes never leaving
mine.


“Now, spread those juicy thighs for me, Raven. I’m going to
lick this ice cream off your clit.”


Every part of my body tightens. I swear this man turns me on
right down to my DNA. I spread my thighs wide, watching him as he kicks off his
jeans. Licking my lips in anticipation, I let my gaze wander over his
magnificent form. God surely made no mistakes with him. He was designed for a
woman’s pleasure—aesthetically, and as I linger on his hard dick—otherwise. His
beauty aside, he’s the kind of man who commands attention. When he walks into a
room, everyone’s head turns—women and men because his demeanor demands
respect. And guess what? He’s mine.


He lies face down between my legs and drops a gentle kiss on
my clit. I close my eyes and prepare for the cold. When it comes, I inhale
sharply. He places it on my mound, just above my clit. It stings, but in a good
way. A warm, gentle breeze caresses me as he blows on my pussy slowly, from
bottom to top. A shiver bolts up my spine and I whimper. 


The ice cream begins to melt, trickling down the side and
over my clit. He licks at me the way he would an ice cream cone—a long stroke
with the flat of his tongue. Sweet baby Jesus. My thighs tremble and my hips
rise up off the bed. The molten treat flows down between my outer and inner
lips and is quickly lapped at with the tip of his tongue. It’s melting faster
now. He wraps his arms around my thighs and anchors me to the bed. It trickles
in different directions but he expertly catches it all. He licks, slurps, and
sucks at my mound, lips, and clit, driving me closer and closer to insanity. I
cry out, writhing as my orgasm approaches.


“You gonna come for me, babe?”


“Yes!”


His hands slide up my stomach and cup both breasts,
massaging them as he focuses on my clit. He shows no mercy, flicking that
hurricane tongue against my sensitive flesh.


“Now, Raven.”


Oh, holy fuck. He knows what that voice does to me. Pair it
with him sucking on my clit and I have no choice but to obey. My body jerks and
I trap his head between my thighs as my orgasm rips through me.


“Gage!”


He pries my legs open and slithers up my still-shaking body,
dropping gentle kisses on my stomach and sides. My breasts are next, showered
with feather-light kisses. He carefully licks my nipple, and though it still
hurts, I pull him to me, urging him to suck. When he pulls it into his mouth, I
fight the compulsion to cry out. It hurts like a bitch but I don’t want him to
stop. I have the same craving for him. He drizzles some of the partially molten
ice cream on my nipple and the cold soothes the burn. As it begins to trickle
down, he sucks my nipple and much of my areola into his mouth, swirling his
tongue. I grab his shoulders as my body trembles from the pleasure-pain combo.
He switches sides, doing the same to my other breast before reaching down to
slide two fingers inside me. With a moan, he moves up to my neck, sucking on my
skin. I wrap my arms around him, dragging my nails down his back.


“Gage….” 


He lifts his head and stares into my eyes with an intensity
I haven’t seen before.


“Say it, Raven.”


“It,” I reply with a giggle.


I know what he wants but I confessed my love for him and he hasn’t
said a word. Why should I say it again?


“You know what I mean. I want to hear the words, doll.”


He twists his fingers inside me, pressing down on my clit
with his thumb. I grab his shoulders, staring into his eyes as his fingers do a
slow dance—in, out, around, and around. He coaxes a whimper from me because
this is excruciating. It’s sheer torture playing with me like this. It’s just
enough to keep me aroused but not enough to get me off.


“Please,” he begs.


I slide my hands up his neck and cradle his face. The look
in his eyes is my undoing. He may not be ready to say it but he’s ready to hear
it. I’ll give him what he wants.


“I love you.” 


He heaves a sigh of relief and closes his eyes, soaking up
my words. When he finally opens them, he stares into mine apprehensively. Say
it, I urge him silently. Say it. Instead, he removes his
fingers and enters me in one fluid motion. I throw my head back, gasping as he
fills me. His lips latch on to my neck, sucking as he begins to thrust into me
slowly. I grab his ass, pulling him farther into me. I need to feel every inch
of him. If he won’t give me the words, if this is all he can give, then I’ll
take what I can get. I’ll take him however I can get him because I’d rather
have a piece of him than nothing at all.


He moves at an unhurried pace, pulling out and pushing in
with a slight twist of his hips. Dragging his tongue across my neck, he moves
to the other side and sucks on my carotid. At this rate, I’m going to have
permanent hickeys.


“Raven. I need you, baby doll.”


“You have me. Soy tuya.”


“Promise me you won’t leave again,” he implores.


“I promise.”


Where would I go? This man is my home, and it seems he needs
me as much as I need him. I’m not going anywhere.


I slide my hands up his back, feeling him shiver above me.
He shivered. From my touch. I feel like a fucking rock star. I
tighten my arms around him as he tangles his hand in my hair, thrusting deeper.
He slips a hand beneath my knee and lifts my leg to get a better angle. Keeping
the same leisurely pace, he rolls his hips. His lips possess mine, his tongue
mimicking his dick. I moan, capturing his tongue while I clench around him. 


“You’re mine, Raven,” he whispers against my lips. “Mine.”


“Yes.”


I don’t know why he feels the need to say it so much. Is he
trying to convince me or himself? I certainly don’t need convincing. Maybe it’s
just his way of saying he feels the same. The reason really doesn’t matter; I
love hearing him stake his claim on me.


“You’re fucking mine,” he growls, biting into my
shoulder. 


“Gage!”


“Scream my name. I want the whole fucking world to
know you belong to me.”


He sinks deep, totally burying himself inside me. I gasp,
unable to breathe, staring up at him wide-eyed and struggling for air. He tries
to go deeper. If he pushes any farther, he’ll become an internal organ. Jesus.
I scratch at his back, trying to find my voice to ask him to stop. I shake my
head as tears begin to well in my eyes. He finally eases up and I draw a deep
breath, expelling it through my mouth.


“Jesus, Gage. What the fuck are you trying to do, kill me?”


I breathe a sigh of relief when he pulls out, thinking I’m
getting a reprieve. I was wrong. He flips me onto my stomach, pulls me up onto
my knees, and is inside me again in three seconds flat. Reaching around, he
presses down on my clit as he begins to move. Damn it. The man knows how to
play my body like a classically trained musician. His teeth graze the skin on
my back, sending sparks up and down my spine. I clench around him, his
resulting moan echoing throughout my body.


“Do that again.”


I push back into him, squeezing him with all the strength I
can muster. He rests his forehead on my back, sliding his fingers across my
clit. He lets out a tortured groan, applying more pressure to his strokes on my
clit. I keep my hold on him, rocking back and forth. His hands move to my hips,
but he leaves me in control. A smack on my ass quickens my pace. He gathers my
hair in a fist, yanking as he smacks my ass again. When his fingers dig into my
hip, I know he’s about to take control. In and out he strokes, occasionally
slapping my ass. I bite into the pillow, but it’s no help. I can’t contain
these feelings. I start crying out, moaning, whimpering, begging. I think I
screamed “I love you” at one point.


“Come for me, Raven. I need to feel it.”


He releases my hair, grabbing my hips as he moves faster. My
muscles clench and a tremor makes its way from the tip of my toes to the top of
my head. I scream his name as I come, applying a death grip to the sheets. He
slams into me repeatedly, grunting. Going deep once more, he comes with a
groan. He collapses on top of me, his breathing ragged.


“Fuck, woman. I swear you got the best pussy I ever had.”


I smile to myself as he drops down on the bed, then I curl
up next to him, burrowing in to his side. He stares up at the ceiling as he
tries to bring his breathing back to normal, sliding his fingertips along my
arm. His chest is damp with sweat and his heart is racing beneath my fingers.
After a while, he shifts from under me and slides to the edge of the bed.


“Where are you going?” I sound all whiny and shit, but I was
really comfortable. I smack his ass as he climbs out of bed, but he just
chuckles and pulls on his jeans.


“I’ll be back in a minute.”


I watch him leave then stretch like a cat and move to his
side of the bed. His scent is all over his pillow and I can’t get enough of it.
He returns with a bowl and sets it on the bed.


“What’s that?” I ask.


“Ice.”


Holy fuck. What’s he going to do with that?


“Gage—”


“On your back.”


I swallow hard as I turn over, following his every move. He
walks to the bathroom, returns with a towel, and sits on the edge of the bed.
He folds the ice in the towel and places it across my breasts.


“For your nipples,” he explains. “Next time, you tell me if
I’m hurting you,” he continues in a stern voice.


Next time? Soreness aside, I liked it. A lot. I
wouldn’t mind a next time. “I liked it.” I shrug.


“Yeah?” He raises his brows. A mischievous smile graces his
lips and my heart skips a beat, anticipating whatever it is he’s considering.


“Yeah.”


“Good to know.”


He climbs back into bed, between my legs, and lays his head
on my stomach. I slide my fingers through his hair, stroking his scalp until we
both fall asleep.









CHAPTER 21


***Gage***


 


There’s no better alarm than your woman’s lips wrapped
around your dick, and that’s exactly how Raven wakes me up. When she realizes
I’m awake, she smiles up at me and slowly licks the head. With a groan, I prop
myself on my elbows to watch her.


“Good morning,” she says as she strokes me.


“Good doesn’t even come close.”


She wraps her lips around the head, sucking as she continues
to stroke me. Her beautiful blue eyes are trained on me, fucking me with them,
too. I’m fucked. In every way imaginable. I know it because I can’t think about
being with anyone else. I can’t even remember enjoying sex this much. Fucking
Raven is like a new level, a heightened level of pleasure. I’ll never
have enough time to do all the things I want to do to her. Every day is a new
adventure, a new idea of a way to make her scream my name. God, I love when
she screams my name.


I sit up, holding her hair away from her face so I can see
everything she’s doing. She cups my balls and deep-throats my dick. Fuck, I
don’t think I’m going to last very long. Releasing me, she clamps her lips around
me once more, sucking hard as she slides up. She lets go with a pop,
immediately taking me into her mouth again. Up and down she bobs, trailing her
hand up my stomach then slowly dragging her nails down my abs. My muscles jump
and my hips jerk up, the need to fuck her mouth taking over.


“Fuck, babe.”


I think she takes that as a cue because she starts to suck
harder. Her tongue swirls from balls to tip before she takes me deep again. My
balls tighten, my heart rate spikes, and I feel the blood racing in my veins. I
grab her shoulders and drag her to the bed then jump to my feet. I position her
so she’s on her back, head hanging over the side, then stick my dick back into
her mouth. I pump in and out, palming her breasts through her shirt. She grabs
my ass, digging her nails into my flesh. I lean forward, reaching for her
pussy, but I know I won’t get her off before I come. I’m too close. I speed up,
careful not to go too deep. Curling my hands around her breasts again, I
squeeze hard as I erupt in her mouth. She groans, sucking me dry when I stop
moving. Fucking hell. This is definitely the way to start each morning.


She grins up at me when I pull out of her mouth, and I
collapse on the bed next to her, waiting for my heartbeat to return to normal.


“You’re welcome.” She giggles as she slides out of bed.


“For what? You should be thanking me, doll.”


“Asshole,” she grumbles as she walks into the bathroom.


I chuckle, dragging my ass out of bed and stepping into my
boxers. I find her in the bathroom messing with her hair. I observe her, with
what must be a silly grin on my face. Before I met her, I never would have
thought a woman could make me this happy. And it’s not just the sex. Everything
about her fits me. I’m pretty sure God made her especially for me. Honestly, it
both excites and worries the fuck out of me.


“You gonna stand there all day with that stupid grin or you
gonna brush your teeth?”


“Haven’t decided. With a view like this, brushing my teeth
is overrated,” I reply.


She drops her hands and turns her head toward me, raising a
brow. “Aren’t you a regular Romeo this morning?”


I walk to the toilet, pulling my dick out on the way. She
watches me in the mirror, licking her lips.


“If that’s how Juliet woke him up in the morning, then I
totally get the story now.”


She rolls her eyes at me then her gaze drops to my dick.
Fuck, she’s going to make me hard again. I waggle my brows at her. “Wanna hold
it for me?”


“Perv.”


I laugh, watching as she removes a box from the medicine
cabinet and pops a pill. “What’s that?”


“Birth control.”


The moment the words leave her mouth, my gaze slides down to
her stomach. As I brush my teeth, I imagine her with a belly, a baby growing
inside. My baby. A little girl, beautiful like her mom, who I would
totally spoil, or a little boy I can teach to ride. I’ve never wanted kids.
They’re either targets or will end up as collateral damage. I love them, but I
just don’t think my lifestyle is conducive to raising them. I couldn’t imagine
a child of mine getting hurt because of me. It would kill me, and I’m man
enough to admit that scares the hell out of me. Now, as I stare at Raven, the
prospect doesn’t seem so scary. In fact, it’s looking fucking amazing. Raven,
pregnant with a little Gage? I think that’s exactly what I need. 


Done with my morning routine, I wrap my arms around her from
behind and kiss her neck. “I think I just figured out a way to quiet that smart
mouth of yours permanently.”


“How, sew it shut?”


“Put a baby in you.”


She steps out of my arms and spins to face me, mouth hanging
open in shock. “What?”


“I said I’m going to put a baby in you. Then you won’t have
time to be a smart ass.”


“I thought you didn’t want kids?”


“I didn’t.”


“And now you do?”


“Yeah. With you.” She just stares at me. The shock wears off
and then she scrunches up her face, observing me as if she’s trying to figure
out if I’m serious. I take her hand and pull her into my arms. “See? It’s
already working.”


She smacks my chest and leans in to me. I lift her onto the
sink, step between her legs, and trail my nose along her neck. Fucking love the
way she smells.


“So violent,” I tease.


“Gage, be serious.”


“I am.”


“I’m too young for that shit.”


“Says who?” I ask, sliding my hand under her shirt. Her head
falls back and she pushes out her chest, thrusting her breasts toward me. I
squeeze one as I trail my tongue across her neck. She shivers, her breaths
coming out shaky. “You’re my woman, and I want my baby in your belly.”


She replies with a moan, pulling my face to her neck. I lift
her shirt up and off, dropping it on the floor. Jesus, my woman is gorgeous.
“Fuck, your tits are perfect.” I kiss my way down her sternum then devote my
attention to her nipples. Her legs tighten around my hips and she whimpers,
pulling on my hair. “How do they feel?”


“Better,” she answers on a moan.


As I move down her stomach, she pulls harder on my hair.


“What are you doing?” she asks.


“What does it look like?”


“No, Gage.”


“The fuck you mean ‘no’?”


“I need a shower.”


“Do I look like I care?” I ask as I press my lips to her
stomach.


“Well, I do.”


I get in her face and grab a handful of her hair to keep her
eyes on me. This shit needs to stop.


“Why do I have to keep reminding you? Whose pussy is this?”


“Mine. And right now, it needs a shower.”


“Fuck what you think. It’s mine and I’ll take it when,
where, and how I want.” I pry her legs open and prepare to feast on her sweet
pussy, but her trembling voice stops me.


“Gage, please....”


I look up at her and see the nervous expression on her face.
It’s fucking borderline scared. Shit. Compromise is the name of the game. She
watches me as I plug the sink and fill it half-way.


“What are you doing now?”


I lean in and feel her shiver as I place my lips at her ear.
“We’ll do it your way, babe. But then I’m going to eat you in every position I
can fucking think of.”









***Raven***


 


I watch him keenly as he retrieves my body wash from the
shower. If he thinks he can drop that bomb on me then distract me with sex,
he’s seriously mistaken. This conversation is not over. He picks me up
and places me directly above the sink. What the fuck?


“What do you think you’re—?”


Unnnnhhh....


A pinch on my clit sends the words down my throat. He
snickers at my moan and fills his palm with water. Slowly, he lets it trickle
down my pussy, following the liquid with his fingers. He slides them up and
down my lips and teases my clit. I bite my lip, staring at him as he squirts
body wash into his palm. Our eyes meet, gazes locking. I swallow hard at the
heat in the intense, blue stare. It could surely disintegrate the panties off
any woman. He works up a lather on my mound and makes his way down. Gage
Hunter, you’re something else. He could have easily let me take a shower
but no, he’s going to wash me so he can eat me out. Baby Jesus.


He circles my clit then parts my lips with his middle
finger, his index and ring fingers on either side of them. His smirk mocks me
as he slides up and down, around then repeats. On a downward motion, he slips
his middle finger inside me. I grab his shoulders, sinking my nails into them.
He leans down to pull a nipple into his mouth and I suck a breath through my
teeth. They’re much better than last night, but not totally recovered. He
swirls his tongue around it then trails kisses up my sternum and to my neck,
sucking on my skin. A moan slips past my lips and I wrap my arms around his
shoulders, pulling him to me. His finger slides out of me and travels toward my
anus. I clench, an objection on the tip of my tongue.


“Shh… I won’t do anything you don’t want to,” he assures me.


He rinses the soap from my body then pulls me to the edge of
the sink before dropping to his knees. My breathing accelerates as I watch him.
He’s just staring at my pussy, angling his head this way and that, as if
committing the image to memory. Finally, he leans forward and inhales deeply.


“Remember when I told you that you smell like my favorite
meal?”


I can’t speak so I try to nod. I think I did, but I’m not
sure. The hunger in his eyes is debilitating. He trails his nose along my lips
and takes another deep breath, keeping our gazes locked. I fight to keep my
eyes open.


“Now, you are my favorite meal.” 


He buries his face in my pussy, curling his arms around my
thighs. His tongue snakes out, gliding over my lips to find my clit. I cry out,
fisting my hand in his hair. He hasn’t shaved in a few days, so the scruff on
his jaw prickles against the skin on my inner thighs. 


“Fuck, Gage….”


He rises, picking me up and taking me back to the bedroom.
Setting me down, he lands a gentle smack on my thigh.


“Face down, ass up, baby doll.”


I move into position, watching between my legs as he sits on
the floor, his back to me. Dropping his head on the bed, he pulls me down to
meet his lips. He sucks on my clit, swirling his tongue before sliding it
inside me. I grab the sheets, desperately trying to keep my trembling legs from
giving out. He smacks my ass, squeezing the cheek as his tongue drives me
insane.


“Gage….”


Before I can take my next breath, he flips me over. He
pushes my legs back, flat on my chest, smiling up at me as he pulls my clit
back into his mouth. My moans and whimpers get out of control as I feel my
orgasm approaching.


“Don’t come,” he warns.


What? “I can’t stop it!”


He releases my legs and rises to his feet, glowering down at
me. “I’m not ready for you to come yet.” He unceremoniously drags me to the
edge of the bed and spins me around. My head and shoulders are hanging off the
bed, so I grab his calves to keep from falling. He leans forward and his tongue
is in my pussy again. I squirm, unable to keep still as it moves relentlessly
between my lips.


“Dios!”


He wraps his arms around my waist and lifts me off the bed.
Dear, sweet baby Jesus. This man has me dangling upside-down. What the hell
would you even call this position? Vertical sixty-nine? Fuck. He starts licking
at my clit and I forget my inverted orientation. I grab his thighs to steady
myself as mine tremble uncontrollably.


“Raven?”


“Hmm?”


“My dick ain’t gonna suck itself, babe.”









***Gage***


 


“Don’t you look like the cat that got into the cream?” E
grins as I take the stool next to him at the bar.


“I don’t know about the cream, but I definitely got into the
cat.”


I know I’m wearing a goofy smile. After two blow jobs and
having Raven’s taste still on my lips, I’m in Heaven.


“I can tell.” He motions to my mouth. “You still got some
hair in your teeth.”


“Fuck you.” I chuckle. “My baby keeps a clean house.”


He waggles his brows at me. “I know.”


That wipes the smile from my face. I grind my teeth,
absolutely furious at his smug expression. Before I can stop myself, I launch
at him. Grabbing the sides of his cut, I yank him off the stool and slam his
back against the bar. He loses the smirk but doesn’t try to fight back.


“What’s that supposed to mean, motherfucker?”


“I’m her gynecologist. What do you think it means?”


“You’re supposed to be her doctor,” I growl. “You been thinking
about my woman’s pussy?”


I pull my fist back, ready to smash his face in when I hear
Raven’s shriek.


“Gage! What are you doing? Let him go!” She rushes over and
tries to get between us. “You!” she screams at the guys standing around. “Why
are you just watching? Do something!”


I release him reluctantly and take a step back. She turns to
E, fussing over him like a mother hen.


“I’m fine, Raven. Reaper here just got a little carried
away.”


“What are you fighting about?”


“It’s just a misunderstanding. Don’t worry about it.” 


“Are you sure?” She glances at me out of the corner of her
eye.


“Positive.”


“Okay.” She turns to me, placing her hands on my shoulders.
“Behave. Me and Chrissy are gonna hang out. I’ll be back later.” 


She kisses me on the cheek but when she tries to leave, I
tug her back into my arms. I cover her lips with mine, not out of any need to
feel them but to show everyone she’s mine. I grab her ass, glaring at E the
entire time, but he just sits there smiling. Raven moans and snakes her arms
around my neck, effectively blocking out everyone but her. My body takes over
and I kiss her like I should—because she’s my woman and not to prove a point.


“I think the message has been sent,” she says with a wink
when we break apart. “Later, Reaper.”


I watch her ass as she damn near skips out. Fuck. All
that is mine? Fuckin’ right. I nod to Booker, motioning to Raven, and he
follows her out. E slaps my back as we sit around the bar once more. 


“I’m going to tell you one more time, Gage.” He twists his
body to face me, all mirth gone. “Get her that cut. Call Joe and get him
working on a design for your ink.”


I shake my head as my senses return. I can’t believe I went
off on E like that. What the hell is wrong with me? 


“That woman is yours, brother. Do it. Claim her.”









CHAPTER 22


***Raven***


 


“Bitch, I haven’t seen you since that night at Scythe. What
have you been doing?”


I blush bright red, giving Chrissy a shy smile. Her mouth
drops open and she quickly moves closer. We’ve been shopping and are now sitting
in the food court at the mall, having lunch.


“Spill it.”


“Well….” I don’t know how to describe the last few days to
her. Perfect? Heavenly? My wildest dreams come true? All words seem to pale in
comparison to the reality of my life. “Chrissy, he’s amazing.”


“You think you’re getting away with that vague non-answer?
Bitch, please! We didn’t get to talk about it much before, but you’re not
getting away now. Is he big?”


“Huge.”


Her eyes widen and she licks her lips. “Obviously, he knows
how to use it. The look on your face says it all.”


“Definitely. And oh, my God… his tongue…” A shiver darts up
my spine as the memory of this morning surfaces. Again. Fuck, that tongue of
his!


Chrissy squeals, bouncing in her seat. “I’m so happy for
you, Ray! You deserve this. I bet you’ll get that property cut now.”


“I don’t know,” I say, chewing my bottom lip. “I told him I
love him.”


“What did he say?”


“Nothing. He just kissed me.”


“What? That was a real dick move.”


I nod, taking a sip of my drink. “Yeah, but then he asked me
to say it again later that night.”


“Really? What’s his deal?”


“I don’t know. It’s karma, isn’t it? Chris loved me and I
treated him like crap, so I ended up with someone I love who won’t love me
back.” 


I stare down at my drink dejectedly, playing with the straw.
Chrissy takes my hand and gives my fingers a gentle squeeze of encouragement.


“Don’t give up. That man loves you. I believe it in my
heart. I see the way he is with you. He’s just being a man, trying to hide his
true feelings.”


“You think so?” I ask hopefully.


“Definitely.”


“I hope so.”


“Come on.” She starts picking up our bags. “We have one more
stop to make.”


“Where?”


She gives me a cheeky grin. “Victoria’s Secret.”


We enter the store and she makes a beeline for the sexy
lingerie section. She starts pulling things from the racks and tossing them at
me.


“What are you doing later?” she asks.


“I don’t know. I have some laundry I need to take care of.”


“God,” she whines. “You’re so domestic.”


“It’s that or have the Hounds do it. I don’t know about you,
but I don’t want them anywhere near Gage or his things.”


“True. I thought you guys were going to move into his
house?”


“He hasn’t mentioned it since then. I’m definitely going to
bring it up, though. The clubhouse is okay, but we need our own space.”


“Listen to you,” she teases. “We need our own
space. Spoken like a true old lady.”


“I’m playing the role without the official title. He keeps
saying I’m his woman but with a man like him, I have no idea what that means.
It could just be a step up from a Hound.”


I pick up a black lace babydoll with a corset-style back and
wonder if he’ll like it. He did say I’m his baby doll….


“Please, Ray. You are so far from a Hound. If anyone
should be questioning their position, it’s me.”


“Why? What’s going on with you and Ron?”


“You mean ‘Charger’?” she asks, referring to his new road
name. “I swear he’s a totally different person since he was patched in.”


“How?”


“He spends all his time working on those stupid cars, and he
doesn’t even talk to me anymore. All of a sudden, everything is ‘club
business’.”


“Yeah. I’ve been there.”


“Gage is the president. Does he talk to you about the club?
What goes on?”


“He tells me what he can.” I shrug. “The rest I just leave
alone.”


“Here, try this,” she says absentmindedly as she hands me a
Chantilly lace teddy that doesn’t really cover anything. “I don’t know. He’s
not fun anymore. That’s the major reason I started seeing him.”


“He’s a new member, still adjusting. Give him some time.”


She turns to me, sighing heavily. “You’re right. I’m just
being a big bitch.”


“Just a little one.” I giggle.


“Let’s go out later. I need some girl time.”


“Bet.”


“Awesome.”


“Come on.” I throw my arm around her. “Let’s go try this
stuff on. Maybe you’ll find something that’ll loosen his tongue.” I waggle my
brows at her and she bursts out laughing. These men have no idea what they’re
in for.









***Gage***


 


I open the door and find her dancing while ironing my shirt.
She looks up from her task, gives me a radiant smile, then returns her
attention to the shirt. She has her earbuds in so I don’t know what song she’s
listening to, but based on her movements, whatever it is I love it. My focus is
split between her jiggling tits and rolling hips. My dick is already straining
against my zipper. Without her noticing, I unplug the iron and stand behind
her.


“I know what you’re up to, mister. At least let me finish
first.”


I slide my hands around her waist and up to her breasts,
gently squeezing them. She stands the iron on its base and leans into me with a
moan. I trail my nose along her ear then use my teeth to pull the earbud out by
the cord.


“Can’t wait.” 


I slip a hand into her top and pull out a breast. Fuck, I
love when she doesn’t wear a bra. She leans closer, grinding her ass on my
dick. Jesus Christ. I release her other breast, squeezing and rotating both.
Tits are really nothing but two magnificent lumps of fat, but God sure knew
what he was doing when he thought of them. And Raven’s? Shit. If it wasn’t for
her pussy, I could play with them all day. Speaking of pussy, I move slowly
down, sliding my hand into her shorts and right under her panties. When I touch
her wet clit, she grinds harder. I move lower, my eyes threatening to roll back
in my head.


“Always ready for me, aren’t you, babe?”


“Yes,” she answers on a groan.


I circle her clit slowly, loving the way she quivers against
me. “Keep ironing,” I tell her.


“What? Are you crazy?”


“Keep. Ironing.”


She moans and picks up the iron, her hand trembling as she
sets it on my shirt. She doesn’t even realize it’s not on.


“Good girl.”


“Don’t blame me if your shirt gets burned.”


“Just keep going.” I move a little faster and she grabs the
edge of the ironing board with her free hand. The one holding the iron stills,
and so do I. “You stop, I stop.”


“Gage, please.”


“You heard what I said.”


When she starts again, I reach down and slide my middle
finger inside her. She clenches around it, squeezing tight. I wish she was
doing it on my dick, but it won’t be long now. She whimpers, struggling to keep
the iron moving. As I pump my finger into her, I pinch a nipple with my free
hand.


“Don’t burn that shirt,” I warn when her hand stops moving
again. “It’s my favorite.”


“Oh, God.”


The iron moves shakily over the material, and I return my
attention to her clit. She’s so wet, so slippery, I’m losing my fucking mind. I
move faster, no longer concerned about the iron. I just need to feel her come.


“Fuck, Gage. I can’t!”


She releases the iron and it falls to the floor. As I circle
her clit, I massage her breast roughly. Her thighs begin to shake, so I know
she’s close. She grips the board with both hands, moaning and whimpering. Then,
she goes still. I pull her to me, holding her up as she gives me what I need.


“Gage!”


I don’t let up, working her clit vigorously as she shakes
against me. “That’s it, baby. Give it to me.”


She reaches behind her, crying out as she pulls my hair. I
love when she does that. Fuck, I love everything she does when I’m fucking her.
She shudders and her grip on my hair loosens. I remove my hand from her shorts
and bring my fingers to her lips.


“Open.”


She parts her lips, taking my fingers in and sucking her
juices from them hungrily. She groans when I pull them out and step away from
her. I drop my gaze to her ass, covered by blue cotton shorts, with the word
“pink” printed across the back. Pink... that’s exactly what I need right now—her
pretty, pink pussy.


“Clothes, Raven,” I say as I unbuckle my belt.


She quickly undresses and tosses them aside. I pull her to
me and press down on her back so she’s leaning on the iron board. She spreads
her legs and adjusts her stance, getting ready for me. I slide my fingers
across her lips and stick them in my mouth to get a little taste. Fucking hell.
I tease her entrance with the head of my dick and watch her wiggle her ass, trying
to work it in. I give her a smack on both cheeks, grab her hips, and plunge
inside her. She cries out and reaches back to grab my wrist. I remain still,
tripping out on how amazing she feels. No woman has ever felt this good, not
even remotely close. Her body jerks and she arches her back when I lean forward
and gently nip at her back with my teeth.


“Gage....”


And there it is. My name on her lips is all I need. I place
one hand on her shoulder and begin to move. Every time I get inside her, it’s
the same; I want to go slow and drag out this feeling for as long as I can, but
at the same time I want to go hard and fast so I can get to the part where I
come in her sweet pussy. I don’t know what the fuck to do with myself.
Especially in moments like this, when she’s grabbing onto my dick like a
fucking vice. Fuck it. I slide my hand around her neck and pull her against me.


“Trust me?”


“Of course,” she replies instantly.


Trust. I don’t know what I did to earn hers so completely,
but I’ll do everything I can to keep it. She yelps in surprise when I grab her
thighs and lift her off the floor. I position her torso on the ironing board
and wrap her legs around me, keeping my hand on her throat. She holds on to me
with both legs, her heels digging into my back.


“I got you, babe.”


“I know.”


When I start to move, the board wobbles precariously and she
grabs ahold of it. I push deep, wanting to drown myself in her. I wish I could
spend my days just like this. I don’t need anything else but my dick encased in
her tight, wet pussy. She tightens her grip on me, shutting down a part of my
brain. I pump into her, gradually increasing the pressure on her neck. 


“Gage!”


I remember the little gift I have for her and take her to
the bed. When I lay her down and pull out of her, she quickly moves up on her
hands and knees, waiting for me. Perfection.


“Turn around, doll. I have something for you.”


“What?” She faces me, staring up with wide eyes.


I search my discarded jeans for the box, open it, and
present it to her.


“What’s that?”


“Nipple clamps.”


She smiles, motioning to me eagerly. “Put them on.”


I clip one nipple first, adjusting the pressure to her
liking, then repeat with the next, and watch as she squirms.


“Does it hurt?”


“No. They feel good.”


I pull on the chain gently, testing her. She moans, throwing
her head back. I pull a little harder, amazed that she’s not averse to this
kinky shit. There’s so much I want to show her, but I’ll take it slowly.


“Gage… I want you to do something.”


“Tell me.”


“Tie me up.”


“What? No,” I answer, the memory of how she freaked out when
I held her hands together fresh in my mind.


“Please. I want to.”


“No, Raven. I’m not doing it.”


She kneels in front of me, placing her hands on my
shoulders. “I understand why you don’t want to, but I need to do this. I
know you want to.”


“Doesn’t matter.”


I can’t have her reverting to zombie land. I couldn’t handle
it, especially if it was my fault. She pulls my face down to hers.


“Tie me up,” she whispers. “Do whatever you want to me. I
trust you.”


She lies back on the bed, spreading her arms, waiting for
me. I stare down at her, conflicted. God knows I want to, but how can I? I’d
kill myself before I hurt her.


“Please,” she begs.


I take a deep breath, praying I don’t regret this decision.
Heading to the bathroom, I remove the sash from her robe. When I return, I
stand over her hesitantly, but she seems excited.


“I’ll do one wrist—a simple knot. Anything happens, you
either tell me to stop and I’ll release you immediately, or you can reach over
and untie it yourself.”


I wrap the material around her wrist, pausing to give her a
chance to back out. She takes a deep, calming breath then gives me the go-ahead
with a dip of her head. I tie her wrist to the headboard and show her how to
undo it with one pull.


“Got it.”


I drag my shirt over my head, climb between her legs, and
lean in close, our faces an inch apart. “Okay?”


“Yes,” she answers on a shaky, exhaled breath.


I take the chain from the clamps and place it in her mouth,
telling her to bite down. Her chest rises and falls rapidly, anticipation and
expectation speeding up her heartbeat. I kiss down her neck, closing my eyes at
the sound of her moan. I lick around the clamp on her nipple, watching as her
head falls back, pulling on the chain. She groans but doesn’t let it go. I nip
at her other breast and draw a whimper from her.


“Please.” She grabs my shoulder. “Do both hands.”


“Are you sure?”


“Yes.”


I stretch the sash across and secure her other wrist. After
placing the chain in her mouth once more, I begin kissing down her stomach.


“Please, Gage. Please, fuck me,” she mumbles around the
chain.


I spread her legs wider and slide home. She tugs at the
restraints but doesn’t ask me to stop. Wrapping her legs around my hips, she
pulls me deeper. Her eyes are closed, back arched, head back, lost in ecstasy.
With each thrust, I become less worried. Her head is thrashing from side to
side, effectively pulling on the chain attached to the nipple clamps. She’s
moaning and groaning, lifting her hips to meet mine. The sight of her like this
is too much for me and I slam into her repeatedly, needing to feel her come
again. I find her clit with my thumb, rubbing tight circles. She starts to
tighten around me, the headboard rattling from her movements.


“Gage… Gage…Gage….”


Fuck. I throw her leg over my shoulder, pumping into her
tight heat. I feel her coming and her back arches, the movement pulling the
clamps free. She screams, the spasms from her pussy beckoning my own orgasm. I
shoot off inside her with a grunt.


“Raven!”


She watches with a grin as I twitch above her. I release her
hands and she pulls me down to her, slapping a kiss on my lips.


“Thank you. That was…” Dumbfounded, she shakes her head. “I
have no words.”


Relieved, I lie next to her, curling my arm around her as
she settles on my chest. I was thinking about converting one of the bedrooms at
the house into a sex room, but now I’m definitely doing it. I’m no Dom, but who
doesn’t like a little kinky shit? I think I’ll try blindfolding her next.


“Mmm,” she moans, burrowing closer. “Damn, you’re good.”


“Yeah, I know.” I chuckle.


“I’m not even going to argue with you. Not when I can’t
move.”


“Get used to it, babe. I plan on fucking you every chance I
get.”


“Hmm… I’m inclined to agree with that plan.”


“It’s cute that you think you have a choice.”


“Whatever.” 


After a while, she slides out of bed and heads to the
bathroom. I use the opportunity to get the other box I have for her from my
jeans. I don’t know how I became the type of man who gives flowers and gifts to
women, but I like doing those things for her, seeing the look on her face. Then
again, her face lights up just by seeing me. That I will never
understand. Lust, I know and recognize easily, but she’s the first woman who
actually looks happy to see me. How does my very presence make her happy?


“What’s that?”


I turn my head in her direction, realizing she’s back and
getting dressed. “Something for you.”


“Ooh. Is it another kinky gift?” She gives me a bright smile
and drops down next to me excitedly.


“No.” I chuckle and hand it to her. “Open it, freak.”


“It’s your fault. I told you you were going to turn me out
and I was right.”


She flips the lid on the box, looks at the ring inside then
turns to me, her smile going from excited to flattered. 


“Gage… it’s beautiful.”


She places it on the third finger of her right hand,
extending it in front of her and admiring the ring.


“It’s so cute. Why ropes, though? Is it because you wanted
to tie me up?” She winks.


She trails her fingers over the top. It basically looks like
a length of gold rope tied into a bow. I saw it and was instantly drawn to it
because I think it describes the way she makes me feel.


“No, doll.” I pull her onto my lap, grasping her chin and
directing her lips to mine. “Because you tie me up in knots.”









CHAPTER 23


***Raven***


 


I drag my tired ass out of bed, leaving Gage sleeping
soundly. Between all the sex and going out with Chrissy last night, I’m
exhausted. I stand in front of the sink and inspect my reflection. I definitely
look tired but other than that, my neck, breasts, and stomach are covered in
hickeys. There are still red streaks in my hair, too, but I’m thinking of
keeping them. Gage likes it. I’m also accumulating some pretty bitching
jewelry. I have my diamond earrings, “12 Gage” necklace, charm bracelet, and
now my cute bow ring.


As I brush my teeth, I think about what he said last
night—that I tie him up in knots. What’s he conflicted about? His feelings? Or
maybe his lack thereof. Just because we’re great together and have amazing sex
doesn’t mean he’s in love with me. I tried to convince myself before but
without confirmation from him, I can’t be sure. If I ask him, I risk getting an
answer I’m not prepared to hear. Then again, I may wait in vain if I don’t. I
know he loves me—Stevie Wonder could see he does—but I need to know if he’s in
love with me. It seems I’m the one tied up in knots. He warned me,
didn’t he? He doesn’t do love and relationships. I knew the rules when we
started this game; I can’t go asking him to change them now.


Breathing a heavy sigh, I open the cabinet to take my pill.
I reach in but see an empty spot where I usually keep the box. I search the
other shelves, under the sink, the floor, the trash, but it’s not there. I know
I didn’t move it.


I’m going to put a baby in you. 


The words hit me like a bolt of lightning. Fuck. He
couldn’t have. He wouldn’t. Would he? That sneaky motherfucker! I stomp
back to the bedroom and shake him awake.


“What’s wrong?” he asks in a surprised but sleepy voice.


“Where are my pills?”


He sits up, rubbing his eyes. “What pills?”


“You know what pills. The ones you probably threw out.” I
fold my arms under my breasts in annoyance.


His gaze lingers on my chest and I realize I’m still naked,
but I’m getting too angry to care.


“You mean the pills you’re using to kill my babies?”


My mouth drops open in shock and I stare at him in wide-eyed
amazement. What the fuck? 


“I’m not killing anything! The whole point is prevention.
You were the one who got me on them in the first place!”


“And now I want you off,” he replies matter-of-factly. “I’m
serious, Raven. I’m getting you pregnant. The sooner, the better.”


He tosses off the covers, revealing his hard-on. I start
backing away, seeing the intention in his eyes. I can’t believe him. What’s
happened that’s changed his mind so drastically? He stalks toward me, stroking
himself, a predatory look in his eyes.


“Why?” I ask.


“Why what?”


“Why do you suddenly want to have a baby?”


He shrugs. “I don’t know.”


“Do you love me?”


He stops in his tracks, giving me a deer-in-the-headlights
stare.


“Well? Do you want a baby because you’re in love with me and
want us to be a family, or is this some Neanderthal move to mark your
territory? Am I even your territory? What are we doing? Am I your permanent,
personal Hound? Or is it temporary?”


“You’re not a fucking Hound. You’re my—”


“Woman. Yeah, I know. I told you how I feel about you, and
now I want to know. Do you love me?”


His shoulders droop in resignation. “I don’t know.”


“You don’t know?” Tears begin to form in my eyes as I
watch the man I love more than life itself, fight an internal struggle over a
simple question.


“Raven, I don’t know what love is. It sounds cliché, but
it’s the truth. I care about you, more than I thought possible. The only other
women I’ve cared about are my mom, sister, and aunt. I’ll take care of you and
occasionally fuck you senseless. I want you and I want a baby with you, but I
can’t give you all that extra shit. I’m not built that way.” 


He’s not built that way. I knew that. I knew it and I still
let myself fall in love with him. My fault, I guess. As the tears roll down my
cheeks, I move to the chest of drawers and get dressed. I grab my car keys,
purse, and phone, then head for the door.


“Raven—”


“It’s okay. I understand.”


The door clicks behind me and I try to concentrate on
walking—one foot before the other. I don’t know where I’m going, but I need to
get out of here. I bump into Dr. E and he stops me in the corridor.


“What’s going on, beautiful?”


I shake my head, words refusing to pass my lips. He pulls me
into his room and motions for me to sit on the bed.


“Talk to me.”


“It’s nothing,” I finally muster. “Just a little
misunderstanding.”


“Then why are you crying?”


I don’t want to discuss my stupidity of falling for a man
who claims he doesn’t even know what love is, so I broach the subject he can
actually help with. “Has Gage said anything to you about wanting babies?”


“Why?” He furrows his brows. “Are you pregnant?”


“No. At least, I don’t think so.”


“What did he say?”


“That he wants to have a baby. He threw out my pills.”


Dr. E is shocked into silence. Obviously, Gage hasn’t spoken
to him about it.


“What do you want?”


I shrug. “I don’t know.” Would I have Gage’s child? Hell
yeah. I just don’t know if now is the right time or if I want to do it without
a solid commitment. That’s the least he could do if he thinks he’s not capable
of love. 


“Are you using condoms?”


“No.”


“Well, if you’re not sure then you’re not ready. We can
discuss other forms of contraceptives, but we’ll have to do a pregnancy test
first to make sure you’re not already pregnant,” he says, going into
doctor-mode.


“Okay.”


“I see you’re on your way out. Get a pregnancy test and come
talk to me when you get back. If I’m not here, call me.”


“Thanks, Dr. E.”


I leave him and try to make my way to my car but run into
Lonnie in the bar, talking to Deena. Just what I need. I haven’t seen
her since the night she returned and was hoping she went back to wherever she’s
been for the last couple of months. I try to pass her, but she calls out to me.


“Raven.”


“What?” I answer brusquely, keeping my back to her.


“Can I talk to you?”


“¿Qué quieres?”


“Por favor….”


“Cinco minutos.” I sigh, continuing to the
door. If she wants to talk to me, it will be on the way to my car.


“I know you don’t want to hear this, but… I want to
apologize to you.”


I stop moving, giving her an extremely unamused side-eye. Really,
bitch?


“I know. You have no reason to even give me the time of day,
but please… can we go somewhere and talk?”


Maybe I’m a fool or too soft-hearted, but she looks sincere.
I haven’t even thought about her since she left, and I realize now she doesn’t
affect me the way she used to. Motioning to the car, I tell her to get in. I
drive to Millie’s and we sit in a booth at the back. Millie glances between the
two of us and gives me an encouraging smile. We both order coffee and I raise a
brow at her, waiting for her to speak.


“I guess everyone’s been wondering where I went.”


“Not me.”


She nods in understanding. “After the way I treated you, I
don’t blame you.”


“What do you want, Lonnie?”


“I want… I want to let you know I’m not going to interfere
with you and Gage. I see how happy you are together, and I’ve accepted that
nothing was ever going to happen between me and him.”


“Oh? What made you realize that?”


“He told me. He said if it wasn’t you, it would be someone
else. At the time, all it did was make me resent you more.”


She’s staring down into her coffee mug, but I can see the
remorse in her expression. I’ve never seen her like this. Could she have really
changed this much in a few months?


“And now? What’s changed?”


“I went home… back to Papa’s house. I did a lot of
soul-searching. Being back in that house for so long brought back so many
memories. It got me wondering how I became a plaything for a bunch of men.”


She raises her face to the ceiling and tries to blink back
her tears. “I know Papa is so disappointed in me. That’s not the kind of
daughter he raised.” I watch her swipe the tears from her cheeks and take a sip
of her coffee before continuing. “What I said to you about not having a sister…
I’m sorry. I was also wrong.”


She pulls something from her purse, places it on the table,
and slides it toward me. I pick it up and see it’s an old photo. It’s a much
younger Lonnie, sitting on our old couch, gazing lovingly at a baby in her
arms.


“That’s us,” she explains. “I had this little box with a
lock on it that I used to hide my diary and anything I considered valuable. I
thought I’d cleaned out the house, but I found it under my bed. That picture
was in there.”


I stare down at the image as she talks. I won’t lie, it’s
getting to me. What happened to this little girl? How did she turn into the
monster I grew up with?


“That was the day Papa brought you home. When I found the
picture, memories from that day started coming back to me. I remember being so
happy to have a little sister, someone to play with… someone who would look up
to me. I was going to teach you everything.”


She sniffles and I look up to see her tears flowing freely.
“What happened, Lonnie?”


“I don’t know.” She shrugs. “Jealousy. As a child, I didn’t
know how much time a baby needed. I felt neglected, I guess, and I blamed you.”


“I can understand that’s how you felt but you got older,
smarter. Hell, you tried to kill me for riding on the back of Gage’s bike.”


“I was a bitch. I don’t expect you to forgive me, pero
I need you to know I’m working on myself and things will be different from now
on. I haven’t even been with any of the guys since I came back.”


“And Gage?” I ask.


“I won’t lie. A part of me will always love him, but like I
said, I won’t interfere. I’m actually thinking about moving back to Miami. Do
you know what you’re going to do with the house?”


“Not yet. I’ve been holding on to it in case I wanted to
move back, too.”


Thinking about it, it may be a good idea to have her living
there. She’ll be out of my hair, and I’ll have someone taking care of the house
for me.


“You want to move back into Daddy’s house?”


“If it’s okay with you,” she answers hopefully.


“I’ll think about it.” 


I slide out of the booth but stop after taking only one
step. She seems to be trying; maybe I should, too. I turn to face her, taking a
deep breath. Fuck, I hope I don’t regret this. “I’m heading to the mall.
Wanna come?”


She smiles, wiping away the remnants of her tears. “I’d love
to.”


We drive to the mall in silence. After suffering through a
few awkward stops, we have a slightly less awkward lunch. I keep the
conversation on “safe” subjects but she’s so eager, it’s not long before I
start to relax. Just a little. I’m still suspicious of her having an ulterior
motive and after a few more stores, I decide I’ve had enough of her for one
day. While walking back to the car, I get a call from Laurelyn. We’re in an
underground lot, so the call is choppy. As we’re about to pass a big, black
van, a man steps out in front of us, blocking our path—a man I recognize.


“Let me call you back,” I tell Laurelyn and hang up.


I hear movement behind me and turn to see another man.
Goldie and Lip Licker. What the hell are these Snakes doing here?


“What’s up, bitch? Remember me?” Goldie asks.


“Vaguely. I do remember Gage promising to put a bullet in
your brain.”


He looks around and spreads his arms wide. “I don’t see him
around. Do you?”


“Fuck off.” I roll my eyes and try to move past him, but he
grabs my hand. I drop my bags and twist out of his grasp, moving into a
fighting stance. Lonnie screams as Lip Licker grabs her and tosses her into the
back of the van. Fear starts to take hold, but I’ll be damned if I let them
take me without a fight. Goldie lunges at me, but I side-step him. When he
turns to face me, I give him my left jab.


“You fucking bitch!” he groans as he grabs his nose.


I’m about to kick him in the balls when a scent triggers a
memory. Maybe it’s the heightened fear of the situation, but it knocks the wind
out of me. Someone steps up behind me and I know, without a doubt, it’s my
rapist. There’s no mistaking the scent. I spin around, shock overpowering my
fear as I stare into the face of my rapist. 


“Can’t you do anything right? Get her in the van.”


Then, the world goes black.









CHAPTER 24


***Gage***


 


I gave Raven the space I thought she needed. I’ve been
working from the clubhouse today, or at least trying to work. She’s been
on my mind all day—especially the hurt in her eyes as she left this morning. I
picked up the phone to call her a million times but didn’t go through with it.
Fuck. I put my computer to sleep and head to the kitchen to find something to
eat. One of the Hounds offers to make me something, but I decline. I can’t remember
the last time I had a meal Raven didn’t prepare. I make myself a sandwich, grab
a Coke, and sit at the bar to eat. E walks in with a few greasy paper bags and
drops one on the bar in front of me. 


I push away the sandwich and dig into the burger and fries
he brought. “Thanks, man.”


“Thought you could use it.”


“Yeah,” I answer distractedly, Raven still invading my
thoughts.


“Anything you want to talk to me about?” I turn to him,
confused, and he raises a brow. “You know, regarding babies,” he clarifies.


Fuck. “She told you?”


“Yeah, and I’m wondering why I didn’t hear it from you.”


“Is it wrong to want a baby with my woman?”


“No. But it’s a drastic change from not wanting one at all.”


I shrug, not in the mood to discuss it with him. “People
change their minds all the time. It’s my prerogative.”


“Okay, Bobby Brown,” he says with a chuckle.


Booker walks in as I’m finishing my burger, and I wait to
see Raven walk in behind him. After a few minutes, I look to Booker.


“Where is she?”


He gives me a puzzled stare and shakes his head. “I wasn’t
with her, Prez. Just came back from that job in Atlanta.”


Fuck. I forgot. I grab my phone and dial her number. It
rings then goes to voicemail. I try several times before I leave a message.
“Raven, this is not the time to ignore me. Call me back.”


I tap my fingers on the bar impatiently until I can’t take
it anymore. I call Tek and tell him to get his ass to the clubhouse. He rushes
in fifteen minutes later, pulling his laptop out of the messenger bag he’s
carrying.


“What’s up, boss?”


“Raven. Find her.”


He taps on the keys until a map pulls up and I see three
blinking, red dots. The problem is, they’re in three different locations. That
can’t be right. I admit, I became as paranoid as Tek and placed trackers on
her for this very purpose.


“What the fuck, Tek?”


E and Booker crowd me as Tek points to the first dot. 


“This is her car. It’s in the parking garage at the mall.
This,” he points to the second, “is her phone. But this,” he taps on the last
one, “is her bracelet. And she’s on the move. If someone took her, they
probably did it at the mall then tossed her phone along the way.”


“Fuck!”


If someone fucking grabbed her, he’s going to regret the day
the thought entered his mind. Tek taps away at his keyboard and pulls up a
video—surveillance cameras from the mall. He also opens facial recognition
software, searching the recorded video. One of the Hounds interrupts to tell me
the fucker who tried to break into the warehouse wants to talk to me. 


“Not now!”


“He says he has a name for you.”


“Booker, deal with it.”


Tek watches the screen until the software finds her. I grind
my teeth against each other as I watch the two Snake motherfuckers block her
and Lonnie. I fucking knew it! 


“Call Ace. Tell him not to expect his boys back home.”


I walk off, but Tek’s voice stops me. “You’ll want to see
this, boss.”


I return my attention to the screen and almost swallow my
tongue. The motherfucker was right in front of me this entire time. Booker
comes back and through his rambling, I hear two words—Black Snakes. 


“Call everybody. Anyone who’s on the road, send them in her
direction. Get a few guys to the location of her phone, just in case and tell
’em I’m on my way.”


“Give me your phone, boss,” Tek tells me.


I hand it to him then rush to my room and grab the duffel
from the closet. E comes in, a deadly expression on his face. I’m pretty sure
it’s nowhere near mine.


“What’s the plan?” he asks.


“I need to find her first. I’ll figure out the rest then.”


I turn to grab a hoodie from the closet and her sketch book
catches my eye. I grab it and thumb through the pictures. That’s when I notice
the gradual changes in the figure at the door. Another sign I missed.


“Look at that.” I show E the first few drawings then flip to
the last one. “See the difference?”


“I do now.” 


I drop the book on the bed and it lands on the page with the
last thing she drew. It’s us. This time, her wings aren’t closed around her but
spread majestically wide. That’s my woman, and I’m getting her back no matter
what.


“They’re dead, E.” I turn to him with a murderous glare.
“I’m going to kill them all.”









***Raven***


 


“Mmm…” I groan, trying to open my eyes.


“Raven?”


Is that Lonnie? What the hell? I roll my head, trying
to figure out why it’s throbbing.


“Raven, are you okay?”


I open my eyes and see Lonnie sitting across from me. We’re
both tied up, bouncing around in the back of a van. It all comes back to me.
The mall, the Snakes. I’ve been kidnapped. Sweet baby Jesus.


“Oh, look. The princess is awake.”


I watch my rapist climb into the back of the van, a sneer on
my lips. “It was you, wasn’t it?”


“Yeah. It was me.”


Confirmation. I can’t wait for Gage to wipe away that smug
grin. “You’re dead. You know that, right? You’re all dead.”


“Who’s going to kill me? Gage? He doesn’t have a clue. I’ve
been at the clubhouse every day and neither of you figured it out.”


“Why?” Lonnie asks. “Why would you do that?”


“I did it for you. It was all for you, Lonnie.”


Images from my dreams attack me—being tied to my bed, the
knife slicing into my flesh. I remember the pain, the scent of blood, and
something sweet and flowery. A sweet and flowery scent I now know to be a
mixture of essential oils and lotion, because my rapist is allergic to perfume.
I now remember lying in bed and watching as my attacker stood at the door and
pulled the mask off. I saw the same face I’m staring at now—Deena. Fucking
Deena. She’s gazing at Lonnie like a dog expecting a treat. 


“For me?” Lonnie asks in disbelief.


“Of course,” she answers matter-of-factly. “You love him.
You said the only reason he wanted her was because she was a virgin. I took
care of it.”


“¡Jesucristo!” Lonnie exclaims. “Are you crazy?”


“They were supposed to do it.” She jerks her head toward the
men in the front. “They ended up being sent out of town, so I had to
improvise.”


“What did you do? Suck their dicks, Super Head?”
I ask.


“Something like that.” She grins. “Remember that bike show?
You didn’t want to party, but I did. It’s funny the things men will tell you
after a few drinks and an orgasm.” She leans forward and continues. “They told
me about this new drug they were testing, what it does. I simply offered them
some revenge for what you did. We came up with a plan, and that was that. You
never moved the spare key from where Lonnie kept it so getting into the house
was no problem. I even tipped off the cops. Figured if you thought it was Gage,
you’d never want to see him again.”


Guess that backfired. “And now?”


“Lonnie ran off. She was supposed to make her move, but it
doesn’t matter. She’s back now, and she can claim what’s hers after we get rid
of you. Of course, the boys want to have a little fun with you first.”


“Deena, it’s not too late to stop this,” Lonnie begs. “Just
stop the van and let us out.”


Something snaps and she turns angrily to Lonnie. “What do
you mean? After a few hours of sisterly bonding, you’re a changed woman?”


“This is wrong.”


Deena pulls a gun from her purse and aims it at my head. “I
could just kill her right now. How about that?”


“Deena, don’t!” Lonnie shouts.


“She tried to off herself. Do you know that? We can get rid
of her, make it look like a suicide. You can have Gage and it’ll be just like
old times. Only you’ll be an old lady. Isn’t that what you want? To be Gage’s
old lady?”


The bitch is crazy. And an excellent actress. I can’t
believe no one saw it. All the time she was helping me, she was planning to
kill me. She’s snapped, and unless Lonnie can talk her down, I’m a dead woman.


“Look.” She reaches into her top and pulls out the pendant
on the necklace she’s wearing. “I got it for you. She doesn’t deserve it.”


It’s my necklace. My fucking necklace Gage gave me. I
bite my tongue to prevent myself from further angering her. She removes it and
places it around Lonnie’s neck.


“He doesn’t love me. He loves Raven.”


I keep my eyes trained on the gun because she’s been waving
it around like the mad woman she is.


“Then why hasn’t he claimed her, huh? She’s nothing.
He can be all yours.” 


“Why do you care?” Lonnie asks. “What do you get out of
this?”


“You’re my best friend. I want you to be happy.”


The hand holding the gun drops and she stares at Lonnie with
puppy dog eyes. Bat-shit crazy is what she is. For a moment, I thought she may
have wanted Gage for herself, but killing me so Lonnie can have him?
That’s a new level of friendship.


“At first, I thought you just wanted to be the prez’s old
lady, but when you told me you love him… I decided I wouldn’t be with him
anymore. I had to help. I couldn’t let her take him away from you.”


Goldie swears from the driver’s seat and speeds up. He takes
a sharp turn and the ride gets bumpy as if we’ve gone off the road. The sound
of Harleys echoes throughout the van, and I can’t help but smile. The
cavalry is here.


“He’s here,” I taunt Deena. I know it’s not a good idea, but
I can’t help it.


“That… that’s impossible,” she stutters and moves to kneel
behind the men. “What’s going on?”


“Dealers,” Goldie answers. 


I hear a few of the bikes pull away in front of us. Closing
my eyes, I pray Gage will get me out of here safely.


“Shit!” Goldie yells and jams on the brakes. The tires blow
out and the van swerves. Lonnie and I fall over, slamming into the cold, metal
floor. Deena stumbles, drops the gun, and it slides away, hitting the doors.
The van slowly comes to a stop, and I hear a gun cock. Looks like the Snakes
aren’t going out without a fight.


“Out!” 


Razor’s voice is like music to my ears. I struggle to sit
up, wanting to get to the gun before Deena can. The doors burst open and I’m
met with Reaper’s angry glare. He grabs the gun, sticks it in his waist, and
lifts me out of the van. Crow and Motor hop in, Crow grabbing Deena as Motor
helps Lonnie out. Gage sits me on his bike, working on the ropes binding me.


“Are you hurt?”


“I’m fine.”


“Did they touch you?”


“No. I think they hit me on the back of my head, but that’s
it.”


When he releases my hands, I throw them around his
shoulders. He wraps me in a tight embrace, lifting me off the ground and
burying his face in my neck.


“It was Deena. She’s the one who—”


“I know. Fuck, babe. I was so scared I wouldn’t get to you
in time.”


“I knew you’d find me. I knew it.” 


I hug him tighter, not wanting to let go. He’s here now. I’m
safe. He places me back on my feet and tries to untangle himself.


“I’m going to have Booker take you home. I need to handle
this.”


He motions to someone behind me, and I grab his hoodie to
get his attention. If he thinks he’s doing this without me, he’s out of his
mind.


“I’m coming with you.”


“No, you’re not. E’s going to take a look at your head then
you’re going back to the clubhouse to wait for me.”


“I’ll let Dr. E do his thing, but I’m coming with you. This
is my fight.”


I climb on the back of his bike and cross my arms over my
chest in defiance. He stares at me for a long time, but I meet his with an
unwavering one of my own. The corners of his lips curl up in a smirk before he
climbs on in front of me.


“You got it, Lady Reaper.”









CHAPTER 25


***Gage***


 


I stare at Super Head, wondering what the fuck I’m going to
do with her. The Snakes are easy, but her? She’s a woman. She’s dead, no matter
what, but I don’t know if I have it in me to torture her. Maybe I should let
Raven loose on her for a while, let her pound her to a pulp. I have her bound
to a chair. We’re the only ones in the room, but she’s staring at the wall to
her left. Raven filled me in on the sordid details but I can’t, for the life of
me, understand why someone would do what she did. 


I should have known it was a woman. The use of the dildo and
her freaking out when the nurse touched her were clear signs. Even her
drawings. I only realized the figure at the door became more feminine over
time, after I saw Super Head on the surveillance video. I was right about one
thing though. I’m the reason Raven got hurt.


“How do you think you should die?” I ask her.


“Of old age… sixty years from now.”


Now’s really not the time to be a smart ass, bitch.


“Look at me.”


She slowly turns her head to face me, her eyes unblinking
and lifeless.


“Don’t forget who I am. You hurt my woman, took something
that was mine. You’ll be lucky if you live through the night.”


She swallows and fear creeps into her eyes. Good. I leave
her to stew on that while I check on what the boys are doing with the Snakes.
Ace has been blowing up my phone, but Tek sent him a clip from the surveillance
video. There’s nothing he can say or do to stop me this time. 


My warehouse is a multi-purpose location. Yes, it houses my
cars and bikes, but there’s an underground level where I’m able to…conduct
sensitive business. That lower level is exactly where we are now. Super Head is
in one room, the Snakes in another. I have Raven upstairs, impatiently waiting
to get her hands on all of them. Shaking my head, I chuckle at her reaction.
She’s something else. If women were allowed in the MC, I would probably patch
her in right now. I don’t know if she’s adopting this behavior from me or if
it’s been dormant inside her and I’m just bringing it out. Whatever the reason,
she keeps proving how perfect she is for me. 


I told her I was scared, and I was. Since I met her, she’s
scared me more times than I care to count. The entire time we were tracking her
down, all I could think about were the things I didn’t do for her, things I
should have said but didn’t. I didn’t woo her or whatever the fuck you call it.
I didn’t give her the romantic shit she wanted. Fuck, I’ve never even taken her
on a date. I’ve told her how much I love her body, how much I love fucking her,
but never told her I love her. She’s the only woman who’s ever made me happy.
If love means not wanting anyone but her, not being able to see myself living
without her, not being able to sleep if she’s not sleeping next to me… if it
means jeopardizing my own happiness for hers… cutting out my own heart and
giving it to her if she needs it… if that’s what it is then I’m hopelessly in
love with her. 


If Ellen could see me now. She warned me I wouldn’t
see it coming. Now it’s happened, so that means those flying pigs are not only
making snowmen in Hell, but also throwing snowballs at the Devil. I love her. I
love her, and it’s time I told her.


After I take care of business.


I walk into the next room and immediately hear the
motherfuckers begging for their lives. They better save their breaths. It’s not
a matter of if they’re going to die but when. I see the guys have
followed my instructions to a “T.” The Snakes are both naked, suspended
vertically from the ceiling, above pieces of wood shorn to sharp points. One
word from me and they’re fucked, literally and figuratively. They also have two
blades strapped to their necks. The handles were removed and they were joined
by the ends. One points to the neck, the other under the chin. Their heads
drop, they’re dead. I cross my arms over my chest and glance from one to the
other. From the smell of the place, they’ve already pissed themselves. That’s
why there’s a big drain in the middle of the room—to wash away blood and any
bodily fluids. We all took our turns knocking them around, so they’re already
in pretty bad shape.


“Did you really think you were going to get away with this?”
I ask. “Then again, you made a dumb bitch convince you to do it, so you’re
obviously dumber bitches.”


“Just call our prez. He’ll tell you it wasn’t us, man.” This
comes from the one with the gold teeth. I think Ace called him Ram.


“Ram? That’s your name, right? I already know you were out
of town. But I hear you had plans for my girl tonight. I told you I’d
put a bullet in you if you even thought about touching her. You were warned, so
now you’ve forced me to be more creative than a bullet.”


I motion to Razor and Venom with a nod and they loosen the
ropes, lowering the Snakes closer to the spikes.


“You won’t get away with this!” the skinny one, Leather,
yells.


“Who’s going to stop me?”


I signal to Venom, and with a nefarious grin, he moves to
one of his boxes in the corner. He wrangles a snake out of the box and moves
toward Leather. The man starts to squirm then probably remembers the spike
beneath him and goes still.


“Black snake. Appropriate, right?” Venom says as he stands
before the fucker. “Got him all the way from Australia.”


He handles the snake expertly, keeping the fangs in check
while the body coils around his arm. I never understood his fascination with
the reptiles, but it’s come in handy on many occasions.


“They eat frogs, birds, lizards… other snakes,” he
continues. “Again, quite appropriate.”


As he places the snake on the trembling man’s leg, I nod to
Razor. He and Motor lower the other bastard closer to the spike. Venom’s snake
slithers up Leather’s leg, his forked tongue flicking out. It stops at the hip
and heads straight for the man’s dick. Shit. Even I couldn’t have planned this
better.


Laughing, I turn to Venom. “Looks like he thinks it’s
another snake.”


“A tiny one.” Venom joins me, our laughter mixing with the
Snake’s screams.


He begins to jerk around and his head falls forward. One
down, two to go. I watch the blood running down his neck from where the
knife pierced him. Venom retrieves the snake and places him back in the box. I
stand in front of Ram, wondering if I should make this quick or not.


“Lower.”


They drop him until the point of the spike is touching his
ass.


“Please. Don’t do this,” he begs.


“Yeah. That’s probably what Raven would have said.”


I imagine her lying on that bed as Super Head violated her.
I snap my finger and Venom moves to the other box. This time, he comes back
with a huge Boa constrictor. Ram starts to squirm, begging us to stop. With a
nod, I seal his fate. Venom allows the snake to wrap himself around the terrified
man. It slithers up, going straight for the neck. As it coils and starts to
squeeze, blood begins to drip down. That’s the knife being forced into his
throat. I grab one of the axes leaning on the wall and move toward the ropes. E
does the same, taking the other side. I did not come to bring peace, but a
sword. The words tatted on my left arm—that I strangely got from the
Bible—echo in my mind. The sound is intensified by the call from the letters on
my knuckles. Raven. This is all for her. I signal E and we slash the ropes at
the same time. Ram’s scream is short-lived as he’s dead before I can even turn
around. The sound of the spike running through his body calms me. It’s almost
over.


“New name?” E chuckles. “Gage the Impaler?”


I walk out without a word, heading upstairs to find my
woman. She’s riding around in a slow circle on one of the Ninja bikes while Ron
gives her instructions. I should have known she wouldn’t be sitting around
waiting for me. Spotting me, she stops, kicks down the stand, and shuts off the
bike. She hops off, giving me an expectant look.


“Come with me.”


I lead her downstairs to the room I have Super Head in.


“Where are the Snakes?” she asks.


“Not an issue anymore.”


She steps into the room and her manner immediately changes.
She’s on the offense, ready to strike. Super Head is watching cautiously. She
must have heard the screaming next door and I can see all the scenarios running
through her mind. I release the ropes on her wrists and ankles then pull the
chair from under her. She falls to the floor but scrambles to her feet and
scurries to the back wall.


“She’s all yours, babe.”









***Raven***


 


All mine. My fingers are twitching and I shiver at
the electricity crackling in my veins. For every step I take toward her, she
takes two backward, shuffling against the wall.


“What’s the matter? Not so brave now without your goons? Or
is it because I’m not tied up?”


“Wha… what are you going to do to me?” she stammers.


“I thought about doing the same thing you did to me… then I
thought it would probably be a little tickle for you.”


Gage leans on the wall, blocking her. She glances nervously
between the two of us, no doubt trying to figure out which direction the attack
will come from. She lingers on Gage just a bit too long, so I use the
opportunity to grab her and drag her away from the wall. She stumbles but
regains her balance and spins to face me. All these months of pounding on that
bag has been preparing me for this moment. I don’t need to visualize a face
now; I have the real thing in front of me.


“Get her, babe.”


The first punch knocks her off-balance. I didn’t put too
much power behind it, though; I want to play a bit. She screams and holds her
cheek, staring at me in shock. I land one to her stomach, then an uppercut when
she doubles over. She falls to the floor, making no attempt to get up, so I
kick her leg.


“Get up, bitch.” 


“Please… please….”


“Please, what?” I shout as I plant my foot in her stomach.
“Did I beg? Did I ask you to stop?”


I straddle her and let loose on her face. I feel her teeth
digging into my fists, but it’s worth it. By the time Gage pulls me off her,
all I can see of her face is blood. I’m reminded of that night with Mr. Glenn
when I had to stop Gage from killing him. He won’t stop me, though. As soon as
he releases me, I grab his Glock out of his waist, rack the slide, and put a
bullet between her eyes.


I collapse against him when he moves behind me and takes the
gun from my fingers. It’s over. It’s finally over. I turn in his arms and press
my face to his chest. He strokes my hair and kisses the top of my head.


“It’s okay, Raven. I got you.”


He walks me out of the room and back upstairs, where the
other guys are waiting. Crow taps Ron and Booker and they follow him
downstairs, no doubt to clean up my mess. The woman I just murdered. I killed
someone and I feel… nothing. No remorse. Yes, it was payback, but shouldn’t I
feel something?


“Let’s go home,” Gage whispers.


I nod and climb on the back of his bike. When we get back to
the clubhouse, I head straight to the bathroom and clean up my knuckles. Gage
walks in as I’m finishing up and backs me up against the sink.


“When did you get so badass?”


“I learned from the best,” I answer, sliding my arms around
his neck. “Thank you, Gage. You saved me. Again. How did you find me anyway?”


He takes my wrist, fingering the blue bead on my bracelet.
“GPS tracker.”


What the hell? He put a tracker in my bracelet? A
part of me wants to be angry but then, if he hadn’t, who knows what would have
happened to me?


“You’re like my personal Superman.”


He slides his fingers through my hair with one hand, while
the other strokes my cheek. The way he’s looking at me… it’s different somehow.
It’s softer, no base, animalistic hunger. It’s… the way I’ve wanted him to look
at me, like I’m the most precious thing in his life.


“And you’re my Kryptonite.” 


Leaning in, he presses his lips to mine, moaning when I part
them. The hand in my hair slides down my cheek, shoulder, and sternum to
massage my breast. He doesn’t linger. Popping the button on my shorts, he slips
his hand inside and beneath my panties. As he finds my clit, I moan into his
mouth. Pretty soon, clothes start flying everywhere. He breaks away just long
enough to turn the shower on and pull me inside. After positioning me under the
spray of the shower, he watches as the water runs down my body. I lick my lips
as he grabs his hard dick and starts stroking. He steps closer, sliding his
dick between my lips then pressing it down on my clit.


“Gage….”


He moves faster, circling my clit with the head of his dick.
I grab his shoulders, barely able to keep standing.


“Please. I need you.”


Wrapping one arm around my waist, he lifts me off the floor.
As soon as he slides inside me, I wrap my legs around him. I clench my muscles,
nestling my face between his neck and shoulder. He groans, digging his fingers
into my hips. 


“I love you,” I whisper.


“Why?”


I pull back, meeting his confused stare with one of my own.
“Why not? You’re Prince Charming.”


“Ellen told me once I could be your Prince Charming. I
haven’t been and I’ll never be.”


“You’ve been looking out for me basically since the day we
met. You were there for me when I had no one else… helped me through the most
difficult period in my life so far. You’re everything I could ever want. No,
you don’t subscribe to the fairy tale version. That doesn’t mean you aren’t
someone’s interpretation of him. Every woman has her own ideas of who or what
he is for her. You… you’re mine. You’re my Prince Charming.”


He grabs the back of my head and smashes my lips into his. I
begin to move, sliding up and down on his erection.


“Fuck, Raven!” He slams the side of his fist into the wall.


I move faster, bouncing on his dick, taking my pleasure from
him. He relinquishes control, staring into my eyes as our slick bodies slide
against each other. My breathing is ragged and my heart is thumping in my
chest, ready to burst free. That’s when I make the decision. It may be
impetuous, but I don’t care. 


“Do it, Gage. Put a baby in me.”


I feel a deep and unbreakable bond between us, stronger than
anything I’ve ever felt before. I guess murder will do that. He not only
facilitated it but watched, and cleaned up after me. He called me Lady Reaper
before it happened but I lived up to the name. Now, I’m truly his. 


Gage grits his teeth, turns around so his back is to the
shower, and slides his hand up my back to grasp my neck. Grabbing my hip with
one hand, the other pulls me back by my neck so I’m horizontal. His other hand
snakes around my waist, keeping me in place.


“Hang on tight, doll.”


I get a better grip on his hips then he starts to move. His
hand on my neck slides to the front, gently squeezing. The closer I get to my
orgasm, the tighter his hold on my neck becomes. He’s thrusting into me at the
right speed, the right angle, hitting the right spot. I feel my orgasm creeping
up and clamp down on him. He speeds up, squeezing my neck harder as my pussy
begins to spasm.


“Gage!”


 ¡Dios mio! I don’t think I’ve ever had an orgasm
this intense. He slowly releases his hold, grinding against me. Before I stop
shaking, he goes deep and I feel him pulsating inside me. He pulls me back up,
pressing me into the wall, his breathing heavy. I cradle his face, kissing his
forehead, eyelids, nose, cheeks, and finally his lips. He nips my bottom lip
then lets me down, smacking my ass.


By the time we finish our shower, I hear music coming from
the bar. The guys are back. Gage gets dressed before I do and heads out there.
When I join the party, Fetty Wap’s “Trap Queen” is playing. Chrissy is already
here and dancing in the middle of the room. Gage is in a corner, pointing
something out on a sheet of paper to a man I’ve never seen before. Leaving him
to his business, I head over to Chrissy. After a while, Ron approaches, wedging
himself between us. Chrissy grinds on him from the front, me from the back. Not
too long after, a hand slides around my waist and drags me away. I smile up at
Gage and start grinding on him instead.


“Who was that?” I ask.


“Joe. My tattoo guy.”


“You’re getting a new tattoo?”


“Yeah.”


He makes some kind of hand signal and Dr. E approaches with
the blue gift box from the closet, handing it to Gage.


“This is for you.”


“It’s been in the closet for months. You’re telling me it
was mine all along?”


“Open it,” he urges.


I sit on the couch and pull the ribbon off then flip the
lid. After pushing back the tissue paper, I’m met with leather. I slap my hand
over my mouth in shock and snap my gaze to Gage. All I can see are the rockers
and the club logo, but it says “Property of Reaper.” I snatch it out of the box
and jump to my feet with a scream. It’s a cut. A property cut. For me.
He takes it and helps me into it as his brothers cheer and whistle. I think I
hear Chrissy scream, too.


“You want me to be your old lady? You’re claiming me?”


“You’ve always been my old lady, Raven. You claimed me the
moment I met you.”


He catches me as I jump into his arms, raining down kisses on
his face. He laughs, squeezing me tightly.


“How long have you had this?” I can’t believe he’s had me
suffering all this time when all he had to do was pull the box out of the
closet.


“It was supposed to be your birthday present. I’ve just been
waiting for the right time to give it to you.”


“The tattoo guy… is he going to put me on your back?” I ask
eagerly.


“He’s going to put us on my back. The last picture
you drew of us.”


“You’re using one of my drawings?”


“Yeah.” He shrugs.


“Then I want it, too. I want your ink.”


“Sure thing, babe.”


Aunt Nita, Chopper, and Ellen show up out of nowhere and hug
me one by one. 


“Now you’re truly one of us,” Ellen whispers in my ear. 


Gage makes another hand signal. Allah stops the music, grabs
the mic, and announces, “This one is for our prez and his first lady.”


When Stevie Ray Vaughan’s “Pride and Joy” comes on, Gage
takes my hand, twirls me around, then tugs me into his arms. I stare up at him
in utter shock.


“I thought you didn’t dance?”


“Didn’t say I couldn’t.”


I’m in absolute Heaven as he dances me around the room. How
has he hidden this from me for so long? We could have been dancing up a storm!
As the song winds down, he pulls me close and stares into my eyes. Allah
launches into another song—“#Beautiful” by Mariah Carey and Miguel. I have to
blink and shake my head to make sure I’m seeing right, because Gage begins to
mouth Miguel’s verse to me. He swipes a tear from my cheek and I realize I’m
crying. This is way more than his usual brand of sweet. I don’t know if I can
handle this level.


“I need to tell you something.”


“What?” I ask, wondering if my heart can take anything else
tonight.


“I love you.”


“What?” I exclaim. Did he just say what I think he said?


“You heard me. I love you, Raven Selena Alvarez.”


That’s it. I’m done. Down for the count. He loves me. Not
only that, but he said it.


“Why?” I ask, even after hearing the three words I’ve longed
for. He said he doesn’t know what love is. What’s changed?


“Why not? You’re Princess Charming,” he smirks.


“Be serious.” 


He chuckles as I smack him on the chest but it’s
short-lived. The mirth disappears from his face and he cups my cheek, stroking
it with his thumb.


“Because… you fit. You dove into my life head first, into a
world you knew nothing about. You accepted me. All of me. No judgment. You
just…” he shakes his head in disbelief. “Loved me. Even when I thought I didn’t
know what love was. You’ve opened my eyes to a future I never thought possible…
and I can’t wait to share it with you.”


“Oh, Gage…” I sniffle, trying to hold back my tears.
Impossible, I know, but I think I just fell a little more in love with him. I
definitely hope I see more of this side of him. He leans in and kisses my lips
gently, before his hand slithers across my thigh and squeezes my mound through
my jeans.


“Your tight pussy didn’t hurt either,” he whispers.


Yeah. There’s the Gage I know. Giggling, I wrap my
arms around his neck, and pull him down so his forehead rests on mine.


“Gage Harley Hunter… I love you, too.”









EPILOGUE


***Raven***


 


“Are you pregnant yet?”


I roll my eyes, and Ellen snickers. “No, Chopper. Not since
you asked yesterday.”


His brows furrow in concern. “Maybe we should get you two
checked out, see if everything’s okay.”


“Jesus, Pop,” Gage grumbles as he walks into the bar. “Give
us a break.”


He drops down next to me on the couch and snatches Mikey off
my lap.


“It’s been three months,” Chopper persists. “I knocked up
your mother in the first month.”


“Everyone’s different,” I explain. “It’s just taking a
little longer for us.”


Ellen removes herself from the situation, going to sit next
to Dr. E at the bar. Traitor.


“I still say you should get checked out. How often have you
been having sex?”


“¡Dios!”


“Pop.” Gage gives him a warning glare, but he doesn’t back
down.


“I need some more grandbabies. Make it happen, boy.”


After issuing that order, he takes Mikey and leaves us
alone. Gage sighs and curls his arm around my shoulder.


“Still love me?”


“More than ever,” I answer.


“Even with my crazy-ass family?”


“I love them, too.”


He takes my hand, pulls something from his pocket and begins
fiddling with my charm bracelet. When he’s done, I see he’s added a new charm—a
heart.


“Love you, babe.”


He’s still not comfortable saying it, but he shows me every
day by doing small things like this. It only makes me fall impossibly deeper in
love with him. “I love you, too.”


He leans in and trails his nose along my neck. A shiver runs
down my spine and I seriously want to drag him back to his room, even though we
made love before we came here. We moved into the house two months ago and have
definitely been utilizing the sex room, despite what Chopper thinks. I have to
say, my life has been pretty awesome. I’ve enrolled in an online art program
and it’s going great. Lonnie moved back to Miami and we exchange texts every
now and again. Our relationship isn’t mended but we’re working on it. Things
with Laurelyn are much better, too. I still think about Deena, what she did to
me… what I did to her. I still don’t regret it but that doesn’t
mean it hasn’t affected me. Gage is an immense help in that regard. I mean, he is
the Grim Reaper. 


Ace was pissed beyond words about his guys. Even without my
testimony, we had the surveillance video from the mall so that pacified him a
bit. Gage handed over the men’s bodies to him and they ended up making some
kind of business deal he won’t tell me about. I’d bet the Dealers are getting
the better end of it though.


“Do you have to go to Miami?” Gage grumbles.


“I promised Dani I would.”


“Have them come here. The house is big enough.”


He slides his hand up my leg, making me giggle as he licks
my neck. “It’s just a week, fiend. You’ll survive.”


“No, I won’t.”


He blows in my ear as his hand moves farther up my leg, and
I lose it. I grab his hand and drag him to the bedroom.


“Now who’s the fiend?” he teases.


“Shut up. The only thing I want to hear from you right now
is how good I taste.”


“Yes, ma’am.” He chuckles.


I throw the door open and freeze in my tracks. The room is
covered in rose petals, candles flickering on every surface. What the fuck?
I step inside, looking around in shocked curiosity.


“What’s going—?”


I turn around and the sight before me makes me forget the
rest of what I was going to ask. Gage is on one knee, presenting me with a
diamond ring glistening from a jewelry box. I begin to hyperventilate, pressing
my hand to my sternum.


“Marry me,” he says simply. No speech, no professions of
love, not even a question, really.


I approach him carefully, watching as he removes the ring
from the box. He takes my hand, slips it on, and smiles up at me.


“Well? Aren’t you going to say anything?”


“You want me to marry you?”


The sarcastic asshole looks around the room then back to me
with a raised brow. I smack his hand away as he stands, but he tugs me into his
arms.


“I already claimed you. You’re mine, and I plan on spending
the rest of my life with you. I know this kind of stuff is important to you, so
yeah, I want to marry you. Be my wife, Raven.”


“Oh, Gage. I love you so much.”


“Love you, too, baby doll. Now,” he smirks. “You gonna be my
permanent Hound or not?”


I try to smack him upside the head but he grabs my hand and
kisses my knuckles. Sometimes, I wonder why I love this man, but I do… with my
heart and soul.


“Say yes, babe.”


“Yes. I’ll marry you… fuck boy.”


I slip from his grasp, laughing as I back away. He grins,
stalking toward me.


“I told you what I would do if you ever called me that
again,” he warns me.


I shriek, giggling as he lunges at me. Before I know what’s
happening, he’s on the bed and I’m lying across his lap. He lifts my skirt and
I moan as his palm connects with my ass.


“I was counting on it.”



















Deceive (verb)


– Deliberately cause (someone) to
believe something that is not true, especially for personal gain.


Synonyms – trick, dupe, mislead 


 


 


CHAPTER 1


***Gage***


 


“Jesus, Gage.”


I stop what I’m doing and look up at my baby doll. Fuck,
she’s gorgeous. Especially now—blindfolded, wrists and ankles secured to
our bed in the sex room. The sexy lingerie is just a bonus. When she walked out
of the bathroom wearing that shit, my mind went blank and my body took over. I
rake my gaze over her heavenly body. Her new, favorite accessories—the nipple
clamps I bought her—are firmly in place, hooked to a chain I’m holding. By my
count, she’s already come on my tongue three times. She’s moaned, groaned,
screamed, and called me a torturer, but at no point did she ask me to stop. 


“You okay, babe?”


“Please… I don’t want your mouth anymore. I need you inside
me.”


Her back arches when I jerk the chain, tugging on the
clamps. I watch as her body shivers and she pulls on the restraints. Moving up
her frame, I lick her skin as I go. Her moans drift through my ears, taking up
residence in my brain. This woman will be the death of me. When I’m with her,
all I want to do is get inside her. When I’m not, all I can think about is
getting to her so I can get inside her. No matter how many times I have her,
it’s never enough. I’m fucked in every way anyone could ever imagine when it
comes to her.


I remove her blindfold and her lids flutter open, revealing
those beautiful blue eyes. I need to see them when I’m fucking her. It’s always
the same. That look she had when we first made love, returns every damn time I
slide inside her. I fucking love it.


“Untie me,” she begs. “I want to touch you.”


“Not yet.”


She responds with a petulant groan, lifting her hips off the
bed. I smile as I release her ankles, because I know it’s the same for her; she
wants me just as much as I want her. Moving to my knees, I wrap my arms around
her thighs and pull her to me. She moans, jerking her hips toward me as I press
the head of my dick on her clit.


“My baby doll loves her dick.”


“Yes.” She writhes against me. “Because my old man loves his
pussy.”


“Damn right,” I growl as I bury myself inside her warmth.
“Fuck….”


“Gage….”


She shudders, clenching around me. With a groan, I close my
eyes as that wave of pleasure washes over me. This happens every time, too. The
way she squeezes my dick, gripping it in a chokehold, makes me want to stay
right where I am. The great part is, she’s mine. I get to have her for the rest
of my life. 


Our gazes lock as I begin to move. She stares up at me with
that look in her eyes, and her lips parted. All this beauty is mine. I
don’t deserve her. I know I don’t, but as long as she thinks I do, I’m hers.


“Fuck. Gage….”


I grab her waist, splaying my fingers on her back. She knows
what she does to me when she says my name. I move faster, pressing my thumbs
into her stomach as I slam into her, watching her breasts jiggle. She cries
out, curling her fingers around the spindles of the headboard. With each
movement, it slams against the wall. Her moans, and the thud of wood against
cement, bring a smile to my face. This is why the lady from next door blushes
whenever she sees me.


“Oh, God. Right there,” Raven groans.


“You like that, baby?”


“Yes, don’t stop.”


Reaching up, I remove the clamps. I need to see all of her.
Once they’re out of the way, I palm her breasts, brushing a thumb across one
nipple while I pull the other into my mouth. She moans, her pussy clamping down
on my dick.


“Babe….”


Best. Pussy. Ever. And it’s mine. Sliding my hand to
her shoulder, I hold her in place as I pound into her. As her juices drip down
my balls, I marvel at how wet she gets for me. Every fucking time. She tightens
her grip on my dick again and I go deep, remaining still to relish the feeling.


“Oh, God!” she screams.


I start moving, desperate to come inside her. That’s the
best part. I get to come inside her sweet pussy and possibly make a baby. It’s
been months and nothing’s happened, but I’m not giving up. Each stroke takes on
a new purpose. I need to come but I need her to get there first. I hammer away
at the spot I know drives her crazy, staring into her beautiful face as it
contorts in ecstasy. 


“Oh, fuck, Gage. Stop, stop!”


“What?” I ask in confusion, stopping immediately. “What’s
wrong?”


“Untie me. I need to pee.”


“What?” 


“I need to pee!”


That’s when it hits me. A grin spreads across my lips, and I
grab her hips as I try to find the spot again.


“What are you doing?” Raven shrieks, then launches into
rapid-fire Spanish. Based on the look on her face, she’s cussing me the fuck
out.


“It’s not pee, babe. Don’t fight it.”


“What? No! Oh, God—”


She goes quiet, sucking in a sharp breath. That’s how I know
I’ve found it.


“Just relax,” I coach her.


“Stop, stop, stop!” she begs. It’s quickly followed by a
moan. “Fuck, don’t stop. Don’t stop!”


I chuckle, but it’s cut short when I feel the pressure. It’s
like her pussy is about to break my dick in half. Her eyes roll back in her
head, and she tries to tug her wrists free of the leather cuffs. She’s close,
and fuck if I’m not right there with her. She explodes, forcing my dick out of
her and squirting all over me. 


“Gage!”


As she screams, I grab my dick, stroking it until I come on
her quivering stomach. Her thighs quake and she grabs the headboard, raising
her hips off the bed. I watch her in the aftermath of her climax, eyes closed,
shuddering and breathing raggedly.


“Babe?”


Slowly, she opens her eyes and stares up at me in awe.
Before I can say anything else, awe quickly turns to embarrassment. 


“Fuck, Gage. Look what you made me do!”


“I see it,” I tell her with a proud smile.


“What’s with the grin? I just peed all over you.”


“Not pee, babe. I made you squirt.”


She draws her brows together in confusion. “Squirt?”


“Yeah. You fucking gushed all over me.”


“But… I’ve never done that before.”


“There’s a first time for everything.”


I grab the sheet and use it to clean my cum from her
stomach, since I’ll have to change it anyway. That was a waste. It could have
been my little boy.


“You like it?” she asks sarcastically. “That I just peed all
over you?”


“Babe.” I lean forward, and with my face an inch from hers,
I continue, “It’s not pee. And even if it was, I’ve had my tongue in your pussy
for months now. You getting a little pee on my dick would be nothing.”


I release her wrists, but she makes no attempt to move. With
a smirk, I hop off the bed and head to our bathroom to run a bath. On my
return, I find her in the same position. I remove the remaining parts of her
lingerie and lift her limp body into my arms. After placing her in the tub, I
throw the sheets in the washer, and then join her. As I slide in behind her and
pull her against me, she sighs in contentment.


“You okay?” I ask.


“I’ll let you know as soon as I regain feeling in my limbs.”


I wrap an arm around her, laughing as I reach for her
loofah. “Good. Means I’ve done my job.”


“Job? Is that why lately you’ve been riding me more than
your bike?”


I laugh again, squeezing the suds from the loofah onto her
breasts. “For as long as my dick can get hard, I’ll be riding you more than my
bike, doll.”


“Sweet baby Jesus….”


Despite her reaction, she moans and spreads her legs when I
reach between them to wash her.


“You know you love it.”


“Maybe just a little.” She giggles.


She settles in against me, and after a while, I realize
she’s falling asleep. It’s been two months since we moved into the house, and
I’ve fallen asleep with her in my arms every night. They’ve been the best two
months of my life, and it’s all because of her. She’s on my bike, in my bed,
wearing my patch, and—as of two days ago—my ring. I’m inked on her back as she
is on mine, and as soon as we can get this wedding planned, she’ll be my wife.
The only thing missing is our sweet little baby. Maybe Chopper was right and we
should get checked out. At least that way we’ll know what we’re up against.


Fuck me. I can’t believe this is my life. I’ve got an old
lady, a wedding on the way, and hoping for a child. How has she turned my life
completely upside down in only a year? It may not be the life I’ve always
thought I wanted, but it’s damn near perfect and I’ll do anything to keep it.


Carefully, I step out of the tub and grab a towel. After
drying off, I gently trail my finger down her cheek.


“Come on, doll.”


With a disappointed groan, she allows me to help her to her
feet, and out of the tub. I dry her off, too, wrap her in the towel, and scoop
her up into my arms. I take her back to our bedroom and lay her on the bed
while I find something for her to wear. Staring down at the contents of her
drawer, I realize I may not be able to get her into any of that shit, so I grab
one of my T-shirts instead. She wakes up long enough to get it on, then moves
to her side and promptly falls back asleep. I drag on some sweats and curl up
next to her, pulling her into my arms. As I’ve done every night, I fall asleep
with a smile on my face.









***Raven***


 


“Papi” comes through my phone’s speaker as I make breakfast.
I let Gage sleep in because he looked so peaceful. Besides, after the night I
had, that man definitely deserves breakfast in bed. My skin tingles with the
memories. I can’t believe I squirted. Holy shit, it felt amazing. Embarrassing,
but amazing nonetheless. Just when I think we’ve covered everything in the
bedroom, he surprises me.


I sing along with J. Lo, rocking my hips as I add French
toast to his plate. With a twirl, I head to the fridge to get the orange juice,
but freeze in my tracks when I find Gage watching me from the doorway. The man
still sends my heart racing when I see him shirtless. His body is so tight—lean
muscles, flat stomach, the little “V” at his hips. And the tattoos? Dios.
Add in the fact that he still looks at me the way he did when we met at that
barbecue a year ago—like he can’t wait to get into my pants—and he does me in
every time.


“Why’d you stop?” he asks.


Biting into my bottom lip, I dance my way over to him. He
takes my hand, turns me around, and pulls me against him. I press my ass into
his crotch, switching my hips. He reaches under my T-shirt, groaning in
disappointment when he meets the crotch of the panties I put on this morning.


“You know I don’t like to wake up without you.”


“I wanted to make you breakfast.” I turn to him with a pout.
“I was going to bring it up to you.”


He drops a gentle kiss on my lips. “I’d love that, doll but
I gotta go. Pack it up for me?”


“’Kay.”


He leaves me with a smack on my ass, and I set to packing up
his breakfast. By the time he comes back downstairs, I’ve already eaten. He’s
not wearing his colors, so I know he’s handling legit business today.


“Ready?” I ask.


“Yeah.”


I grab the paper bag I packed his food in, and follow him
out. “You’ll have to re-heat it.”


“I will.”


He places his breakfast on the passenger seat, but before
climbing in to the Bimmer, he tugs me into his arms.


“You know, I still don’t get it,” he says, staring down at
me.


“Get what?”


“Why you’re with me.”


“Gage….”


Where is this coming from? I thought we were past
this long ago. I tell him every chance I get, so why can’t he see how much I
love him?


“I mean it. I’m almost twice your age, you tell me all the
time how bossy I am—”


“You’re a man,” I interrupt him. “That’s what I need. And in
case you haven’t noticed, I can handle your ‘bossy’.”


“I’m a man, but I’m not a good man.”


“We’ve been through this. Mira,” I take a deep
breath. “I know there are things you can’t tell me, but you’ve never lied to
me. You take care of me, your family, your brothers, and your employees.
I trust you. I trusted you in a time when I didn’t trust myself. So believe me
when I tell you you’re a good man, Gage.” 


“Yeah?” He raises a brow, tightening his arms around me.


“Yeah. You told me once that I’m perfect for you. Of course,
you were balls deep in me at the time so you may have been a little biased.”


That gets a chuckle out of him.


“I’m not perfect, Gage… and neither are you. But we’re
perfect for each other. We’re perfect together.” I slide my palms up his
chest, cradling his face. “I love you. Don’t you ever forget that.”


“I won’t,” he mumbles against my lips before taking them in
a fierce kiss. 


I part them for him, and his tongue barges in, claiming
what’s his. No cut, ring, or tattoo can bind him to me more than the way he
looks at me, the way he touches me. I’m his in every possible way. Like he
always does, he reaches down and grabs my ass, squeezing a cheek. And like we
always do, we forget where we are, only being pulled back to reality when the
neighbor’s car starts up. He breaks away, staring down at me with fire in his eyes.
He doesn’t say it back. There are only rare moments when he says the words, but
I know he loves me. Unlike him, I don’t need the constant reassurance.


“See you later,” I whisper.


“Yeah. Remember I got my flying lesson today. And don’t
forget to take your pre-natal shit.”


After a kiss on my forehead, he slides into the driver’s
seat, and backs out of the driveway. When I turn to head inside, I notice
Vivica—our neighbor to the left—watching me. She blushes and averts her gaze.


“Morning, Vivica,” I greet her as I walk to the fence.


“Good morning, Raven. Sorry, didn’t mean to stare.”


“It’s okay. I know we’re quite a spectacle.” I give her a
comforting smile.


“It’s just… you guys are so open with your love. The
first time I saw him, I never expected that kind of thing from Gage. I wish my
husband was like that.”


“Does he tell you that he loves you?”


“He does. All the time.”


“See, that’s the difference between James and Gage. I know
he loves me; he shows me every day, but he’s really stingy with the words.”


She nods in understanding.


“I am grateful to you two for one thing, though.” She
leans in closer. “With all the sex you guys have, James thinks he needs to keep
up.”


We both burst out laughing.


“Are you serious?”


“Deadly. After being married twenty years, we needed a
little boost in that department. Who knew all it would take is a biker and his
woman moving in next door?”


“Well, shit. You’re welcome!”


While we’re laughing, a man from down the street walks by
with his dog.


“Good morning, ladies!” he says in a chirpy voice.


“Good morning, Pete,” Vivica answers.


I wave to him as he passes, but he’s staring at me and isn’t
watching where he’s going. He ends up walking right into a stop sign. Vivica
and I muffle our laughter and look away, sparing him additional embarrassment.


“I think you better get inside.” Vivica giggles.


“I think so, too. I’ll see you later.”


We part ways and I make my way into the house. After a
shower, I grab the bottle of pre-natal vitamins and remove a tablet. Gage has
been at me non-stop for months. He wants this baby. He won’t come anywhere but
inside me, and has been reading all kinds of material on how to get pregnant.
He must have been pissed last night when he had to come on my stomach. His
frustration kills me. The dejected look on his face each month when I get my
period is the dirt on my coffin. I stare down at the little object in my palm
and my hand begins to shake. I clench it in a fist, closing my eyes as tears begin
to form. This is all my fault. When he finds out he’ll leave me for sure. Why
would he want me then? As the tears spill onto my cheeks, I shake my head,
trying to pull myself together. I place the tablet on my tongue and wash it
down with a glass of water. Turning away from my reflection in the mirror, I
head downstairs to the bedroom Gage converted into an art room for me. I have a
project due for school and I need to get started on it.


 


***


 


“Babe?”


I look up from the drawing on my tablet, surprised to see
Gage standing in the doorway. “What are you doing home so early?”


“Early?” He raises a brow as he approaches. “It’s after
six.”


“What?” 


I check my phone in confusion. 6:17 p.m. What the fuck?


“Have you even left this spot today?” he asks after he kisses
me.


“I don’t know. I must have.”


“Doesn’t look like it.”


He pulls up a chair, sitting across from me with a concerned
stare. Could I have been that absorbed in my work that I’ve been sitting
here for nine hours?


“Have you eaten anything, babe?”


Fuck. He’s home and I haven’t made dinner! I quickly put my
tablet aside and jump to my feet. 


“I’m sorry. I didn’t realize the time. I’ll make you
something—”


He grabs my hand, stopping me before I can hurry out of the
room.


“Sit. I’ll take care of it.”


“Are you sure?”


“Yeah. Don’t worry about it.”


“’Kay.” I drop back down in my seat and pick up my tablet,
calling after him as he walks out, “Get Chinese!” 


I’m getting absorbed in my project once more, when strange
but wonderful smells start coming from the kitchen. I check the time and it’s
6:40. There’s no way the food got here that fast. Taking my tablet with me, I
follow my nose. I walk into the kitchen and my mouth drops open in shock. I’m
pretty sure my heart skips a few beats, too. Gage Harley Hunter is standing in
front of the stove, wearing sweatpants and a tank, and… he’s cooking.


“Umm… what’s going on?” I ask.


He glances back at me with a grin.


“What does it look like?”


“I didn’t know you could cook.”


“Chopper’s not the only one who knows his way around the
kitchen.”


I approach him, noting the ingredients scattered on the
counter. There’s the leftover rice and chicken from yesterday, and a bunch of
veggies laid out. I hop up on the counter and watch him with growing
fascination. Just when I thought I knew everything there was to know about this
man, he proves me wrong. Cooking. Gage. Gage Hunter. Wow.


“Are you done with your project?” he asks as he adds rice to
the onion and scallions in the pan.


Snapping out of my haze, I turn my tablet to him, showing
him my progress. He smirks, returning to his task.


“Aren’t your teachers tired of my face by now?”


“They asked me to draw a representation of the most
important thing in my life. That’s you.”


He freezes, losing the smirk as he looks up at me. He removes
the pan from the heat and walks over to me, stepping between my legs. I put my
tablet aside, sliding my hands around his neck as his go around my waist.


“Me?”


I nod, holding his stare. Leaning in, he presses a gentle
kiss to my lips.


“Love you, babe.”


I close my eyes, letting his words wash over me. I don’t
hear them often so when I do, it makes them even more special.


“Love you, too.”


After a kiss on my forehead, he moves back to the stove. I
watch him work, realizing what he’s cooking. I wanted Chinese, so my man is
making fried rice.


“You know, I have the best old man in the world.”


“Yeah? I’m open to accepting sexual favors as gratitude.”


“If you get any more sexual favors, I’ll have more miles on
my pussy than an 8th Street hooker.”


“A what?” He laughs.


“In Miami, there’s a section of 8th Street that’s just
motels on both sides. Lots of hooker traffic.”


“And how do you know so much about it?” He raises a brow.


“Everyone knows about Calle Ocho.” I shrug.


“Well, I don’t care how many miles you got as long as I’m
the one racking them up.”


“Claro, papi. Sólo tu.”


“Good.”


“You don’t even know what I said!” I giggle.


“Of course I do. You said my dick game is so strong, you’d
never even think of fucking anyone else.”


I burst out laughing and he gives me a lopsided grin.


“Am I right?”


“Totally. Has Rico been giving you Spanish lessons?”


“I’ve picked up a few things here and there.”


He divides the rice between two plates, then lifts me down
from the counter, smacking my ass. With a smile, I stick it out toward him.
It’s been a while since I got a spanking.


“One more?”


Biting into his bottom lip, he spanks the other cheek and
whispers in my ear, “Later.”


A shiver runs down my spine. Yes! I head to the
fridge and grab us two sodas, then meet him at the table.


“Eat up,” he encourages me.


“This is delicious!” I exclaim after the first bite.


He answers with a smirk. 


“I’m serious. It’s better than what we get from the Chinese
place.”


“You think so?”


“Definitely. Maybe you should be in charge of meals from now
on.”


“Nice try.”


I giggle. “Hey, I had to.”


While we eat, he tells me about his day. I really have
nothing to contribute so I listen, pitching in every now and then. 


“How was your lesson?” I ask.


“Amazing, babe.” His face lights up. “I should have done
this a long time ago.”


“I can’t wait to go flying with you.”


“You’ll be the first one I take up there. I wouldn’t be
doing it if it wasn’t for you.”


Reaching over, I take his hand, gently squeezing it. “I’m
just glad you’re doing something you love.”


“Other than you?” He chuckles.


I release his hand, smacking it instead, as he begins to
laugh. “Perv.”


When we’re done, he tells me to go upstairs and he’ll take
care of the dishes. I don’t know what’s gotten into him today but I’m taking
full advantage of it. After a shower, I climb into bed with my Kindle. I’ve
finally gotten back into my reading groove, and already made a serious dent in
the gift card Gage gave me for my birthday. He walks in, heading straight into
the bathroom. I dive into my new book, eager to get acquainted with Dominic,
the billionaire boss.


By the time Gage joins me, I’m half-way in love with Dominic
already.


“What’s put that look on your face?” he asks.


“Dominic just said the sweetest thing. He’s definitely my
new book boyfriend!”


Gage stares at me for a beat, then sits next to me, brows
drawn together in concern.


“What am I doing wrong?”


“What do you mean?” I ask, completely baffled.


“You have me. No ‘book boyfriend’ is supposed to put that
look on your face.”


“Oh, Gage…” I put my Kindle aside, giving him my full
attention. “You’re not doing anything wrong. Me liking a character in a book
takes absolutely nothing away from you.”


He climbs in next to me, pulling me into his arms.


“Still… maybe I need to step up my game.”


I turn to face him, cupping his cheek. “No, you don’t.”


“Trust me, doll. When I’m done with you, every man—real and
imagined—will pale in comparison.”


“They already do,” I whisper before pressing my lips to his.


This man has no idea how much I love him. No matter how many
times I say it, no matter how I show it, he just doesn’t realize. I don’t know
what I would do without him.


He takes over the kiss, grabbing my ass and pulling me to
him. As his tongue slides between my lips, his hand slips into my shorts and
panties, finding my clit. I pull away with a moan.


“Please, I want Gage tonight.”


“What do you mean?” he asks in confusion.


“I don’t want Reaper. I want Gage.”


“We’re one and the same, Raven.”


“No. Reaper fucks me. Gage… he makes love to me. I want Gage
tonight.”


“Oh.” He nods in realization. “You want soft and slow.”


“Yes.”


“That’s all you had to say, babe.” He climbs on top of me,
pulling my shorts down. “You want soft and slow, that’s what you’ll get. All.
Night. Long.”









CHAPTER 2


***Gage***  


 


I awake wrapped up in Raven. Like I always do, I tighten my
arms around her. Like she always does, she burrows closer, sighing in
contentment. I watch her, trying to remember what my life was like before her,
and draw a complete blank. That’s because what I was doing wasn’t living. My
life began the day I met her. I still don’t know how to deal with all these… feelings.
The love I can live with because it seems to come naturally. The things I do
and say aren’t out of a need to impress her or to receive anything in return.
Whatever makes her happy, makes me happy. 


There’s also the fear that something else will happen to her
on my watch. The shit I’m involved in can easily spill over onto her. The
jealousy is another thing altogether. I know she’s mine, and she would never
cheat on me. That’s not it. Sometimes she looks at me and I feel like I’m the
only person, the only thing she sees. I just can’t stand when other men
look at her. She’s fucking gorgeous so I don’t blame them, but I want her to be
all mine. Last night when she told me I’m the most important thing in
her life, my world stopped spinning. For a few seconds, while I absorbed her
words, the universe didn’t exist. It was just me and her. And that’s exactly
how I want it to be. I’d love to have a few kids but if we don’t, she’s still
enough for me. Maybe too much. I don’t think I’ll ever stop believing she’s too
good for me. I need to lock this shit down legally before she realizes it. I
know she can still leave, but that piece of paper just makes it a little
harder.


“Aren’t you going to work?” Raven cuts into my thoughts.


“Not today, doll.”


She stares up at me with a wide grin. “So I get you all to
myself today?”


“I wish. I have to go to Jacksonville.”


“Club stuff?” She raises a brow, losing the grin.


“Yeah.”


“Okay.”


She lays her head on my chest, not digging further. I know
she wanted to ask, and I probably would have told her. That’s how whipped I am.
She didn’t, though, and it makes me love her even more.


“I’ll be gone for a few days.”


“Days?” she whines. “What am I supposed to do here without
you?”


“I’ll have Charger and Booker keep an eye on you. Maybe you
could get Chrissy to come stay with you.”


“Okay,” she agrees reluctantly.


She laces her fingers through mine and kisses the back of my
hand, snuggling even closer. Sometimes I think if I never left her side she’d
be happy. I guess it’s only right since I feel the same way.


“I’m going to miss you,” she murmurs.


“Yeah?”


“Are we doing this again?”


“Doing what?” I chuckle, knowing she wants me to say it
back.


She throws her leg over me, wedging her knee against my
dick. With a single movement she could do a lot of damage.


“I said…” I flinch as she presses harder. “I’m going to
miss you.”


“You wouldn’t.”


“Oh? Why not?”


“You love it too much.”


“It would suck, but the sex I can live without. You… not so
much.”


I swear the things that come out of this woman’s mouth are
like bullets—fast and deadly. My heart had zero chances against her.
Rolling over, I put her beneath me and stare into her eyes. She gazes up at me,
chewing on her bottom lip. This is my world right here, wrapped up in the most
beautiful package.


“‘Every parting is a form of death, as every reunion is a
type of heaven’.”


Her lip slips from between her teeth and she smiles. “Tryon
Edwards.”


“Very good, baby doll.”


It seems silly, but sharing quotes has become a little
routine for us. She’s actually the one who gave me Edwards’ “A Dictionary of
Thoughts.” Yeah, I’ve mellowed out a bit, but only when it comes to Raven.
Reaper is still very much alive and well.


After dropping a quick kiss on her lips, I climb out of bed
and head to the bathroom. She walks in while I’m brushing my teeth. Before she
continues to her sink, she slides her hands around my waist and places a soft
kiss in the middle of my back. I smile to myself, loving the little sensation
that flows through my body at her soft touch. Who’d have thought I’d enjoy all
this lovey-dovey shit? Certainly not me. 


When I’m done, I leave her and walk back to the bedroom,
grabbing a small duffle out of the closet. As I’m tossing clothes into it, she
approaches, waving my toothbrush at me.


“You’ll need this.”


“Thanks, babe.”


She places it in the travel case and sticks it in the bag.
I’m about to zip it up when she scoffs and drags it toward her. All the
contents get tossed out on the bed, then she proceeds to fold all my clothes
and re-pack the duffle. While she’s doing that, I turn my attention back to the
closet, picking out jeans and a T-shirt to wear.


“What time do you need to leave?” she asks.


“In about an hour. The boys are gonna meet me here and then
we’ll ride out together.”


“Good. That means we have time.”


“Time for what?”


I turn to face her at the very moment her silk robe slides
off her fingertips and falls to the floor. I lower my gaze, taking in her
glorious body; from those heavenly breasts, the dip in her waist, the curve of
her hips, and down to the paradise between her thighs. Fuck. I can’t say it  
enough—I’m one lucky motherfucker. Grabbing my hard dick, I move to the bed.


“Turn around,” I tell her as I perch on the edge.


She follows my instruction, and I gaze at my ink on her
back. No one will ever understand the feeling I get each time I see it. Hell, I
can’t even describe it myself. Pride? It runs much deeper than that. This woman
has become the air I breathe. Seeing her devotion to me etched
permanently into her skin gives my heart a reason to keep beating. Fuck. How
fucking unlike me is that? 


Shaking it off, I gently trail my fingers down her spine and
watch the resulting shiver travel through her body. Grasping her hips, I pull
her closer.


“Spread your legs and bend over.”


She leans forward, wrapping her fingers around her ankles
and presenting me with her pussy. I press my middle finger to her clit, moving
it in a slow, back and forth motion. Her thighs tremble and a moan comes out on
a shaky breath. She’s so fucking wet already; I might come all over myself from
this alone.  I slip a finger inside her and she clenches around it, whimpering,
my name rolling off her tongue.


“Gage….”


“Up, babe.”


I release my aching dick from my sweats, stroking it as I
pull her closer. She sits on my lap, her legs on either side of mine, and
slides her wet lips along the shaft. Reaching around, I cup her breasts,
tweaking her nipples. She grinds on my lap, rolling her hips as she moves back
and forth. As good as this feels, I can’t take much more.


“Need inside you, Raven.”


Rising up, she grabs my dick and slowly slides down until
I’m buried inside her. I rest my forehead on her back, taking deep breaths as I
try to control myself. If I fuck her every day for the rest of my life, it will
never be enough. When she resumes her back and forth motion, I sink my fingers
into her hips. She moans, moving faster. One of the many things I love about
fucking this woman—she’s definitely not boring in the bedroom. She fucks me
about as much as I fuck her. I slide one hand up to curl over her shoulder,
pressing her in to me to create more friction. As her hips roll, her head falls
back, and her breathing accelerates. I spread my legs wider so her feet leave
the floor, finding her clit and rubbing tight circles as my free hand massages
her breast.


“Dios. Gage!”


Leaving her breast, I move up her sternum and wrap my
fingers around her throat. As my hold tightens, so does her pussy. She grips my
dick tighter than the hold I have on her neck. I keep rubbing her clit, sinking
my teeth into her back. She quivers, whimpering and moaning. Her muscles
contract again, and this time I know she’s about to come. I rub her clit faster,
carefully applying more pressure to her neck. Her thighs quiver, pussy clamping
down on my dick like a vise. Fucking hell.


“Fuck, Gage. I’m coming!”


My name on her lips as she comes. I’ll never get tired of
hearing it. As her pussy spasms around my dick, she trembles in my arms. When
she goes limp against me, I transfer her to the bed. Grabbing her thighs, I
pull her to the edge and bury my dick inside her heat once more. As I begin to
move, she splays her fingers on my stomach, crying out as I pound into her.


“Whose pussy, Raven?” She answers with a moan. I pull out
and she groans in frustration. “I said, whose pussy?” I press the head of my
dick on her clit, waiting for my answer.


“Yours!”


I insert the head, watching her writhe in impatience. “Who?”


“Gage!” she shouts. “Gage Hunter!”


“Mine,” I growl as I sink deep.  


“Yes!”


She wraps her legs around me and pulls me in to her. I
wasn’t expecting it but I feel her coming again. I can’t help it. I come, too,
shouting her name. Leaning over her, I hang my head, trying to calm my body.
She snakes her arms around my shoulders, pulling me in for a kiss. I take her
lips, savoring her taste. She gives as good as she gets, her tongue darting in
and out of my mouth. I break away, resting my forehead to hers.


“Babe, you’re gonna make me late.”


“Yeah, but wasn’t it worth it?”


“Fuck, yeah.”


I walk to the bathroom to the sound of her laughter. A man
could use a send-off like that every morning.


After I shower and dress, I find her in the kitchen,
breakfast waiting for me on the table.


“I have the best fucking old lady in the world.”


“Yeah?” She giggles. “I’m open to accepting sexual favors as
gratitude.”


“Deal.” I chuckle as I sit at the table, dropping the duffle
at my feet.


I hurry, knowing the guys will be here soon. Raven sits
quietly across from me, having cereal. When I’m done, I take my plate to the
sink. I turn around and Raven is on the table, untying the bow on her robe.


“Babe… I gotta go.”


With a smirk, she removes her robe and tosses it to me. I
catch it, watching as she spreads her legs wide.


“Fuck. Me,” I mumble.


“My pleasure.”









***Raven***


 


A horn blares, breaking us apart.


“Let’s go, Reaper!” Dr. E shouts impatiently, making all the
others laugh. I guess he’s in VP mode now.


I smile, pulling Gage back in for one last kiss. He moans,
and then someone drags him away. I look beyond him and see Dr. E grinning from
ear to ear.


“You two aren’t even married yet and you’re in a constant
honeymoon phase. Shit.”


“Are you jealous, Dr. E? Maybe you should find yourself an
old lady, too.”


“I will, beautiful. Guess it’s just not my time yet.” He
slaps Gage on the shoulder. “You ready now?”


“Yeah, I’m ready.” Gage gives me one last peck on the lips
then climbs on his bike. “I’ll call you later.”


“’Kay. Be careful.” 


“Always.”


I wave goodbye to the guys and blow a kiss to Gage. When
they’re out of sight, I head back into the house. This place is huge and it
feels so empty when I’m here alone. Looking around, I see as much of me, as
there is of Gage. He’s hung a few of my drawings on the walls, and I helped to
pick out all the furniture. You can see “us” in every room. It truly is our
home. I clean the kitchen, shower, and then grab my phone to call Chrissy.


“Hey, Ray.”


“What you doin’?” I ask.


“Nothin’.”


“I’m pretty sure you already know, but I’m here by my
lonesome for a few days.”


“Yeah. Ron told me he’s on bodyguard duty.”


“You have to come stay with me. I’ll go crazy if you don’t.”


She giggles. “Well, when you put it like that….”


“Ron will be here,” I tease. “You guys can stay in one of
the downstairs bedrooms. You know, so you don’t traumatize me again.”


“You’re never going to let me forget that, are you?”


“Nope.”


“Fine.” She sighs. “I guess it will be nice to spend an
entire night with him for a change.”


“You haven’t?”


“Other than that night after the concert, no. My dad would
kill me if I stayed at the clubhouse, and I can’t exactly take him home. He
lives with his older sister and she hates me so I don’t stick around there for
too long.”


“Oh.”


“I’m leaving for school soon so I’m trying to spend as much
time with him as I can, but he’s always busy.”


“Well, like you said, he’s on bodyguard duty. He’ll be
sticking to me like glue, so you just have to do the same.”


“And be the third wheel?”


“I don’t need to leave the house. And it’s a big
house. You won’t even know I’m here.”


“I love you, you know that?”


“Of course,” I giggle. “I’m quite lovable.”


“I’m on my way. See you in a few.”


“’Kay.”


Retrieving my Kindle, I curl up under the blanket and get
ready for Dominic once more. I place Gage’s pillow on top of mine and lie back.
I try to concentrate on my book but I can’t; not with his scent wafting up from
his pillow. It’s compounded by the fact that I know he won’t be home tonight.
Fuck. I miss him already. What am I going to do when I go to Miami to visit
Laurelyn? That’s going to be a long ass week. Reaching for my phone once more,
I send him a text.


Raven: Distance is temporary, but our love is permanent.
– Unknown. 


He doesn’t reply, but then again, I didn’t expect him to. I
probably won’t hear from him until he gets to Jacksonville, or at least makes a
stop. Instead of returning to my book, I run downstairs to my art room. I’ve
been trying to work on a gift for Gage and this is the perfect time to get it
done.


A few hours later, Ron, Chrissy, and Booker arrive together.
While the guys check whatever it is Gage told them to, Chrissy and I head
upstairs to the bedroom. She gives me a hesitant stare as I climb into bed.


“What?”


“Have you changed the sheets or will I be rolling around in
Rage juice?”


“Eww! That’s nasty.”


“I’m just sayin’.”


Despite my reaction, I fetch clean sheets and start
stripping the old ones. She helps me make the bed but I stop her before she can
change Gage’s pillow case.


“Don’t.”


“Why?”


“Smell it.”


She raises her brows in apprehension. “This isn’t like those
‘pull my finger’ things is it?”


“No!” I giggle. “Just smell it.”


She slowly brings the pillow to her nose and takes a careful
sniff. Then, she smiles.


“His pillow?”


“Yeah.”


“Gotcha.”


She tosses it to my side and we hop on to the bed.


“How’s Chris?” I ask. Even though we’re on good terms, we
don’t see much of each other and I don’t push the issue.


“He’s okay. Dating some girl he met at a meeting with the
parents of the kids he’s teaching… an older sister.”


“That’s good. I’m glad he’s moving on. He deserves to be
happy.”


“Yeah. Apparently, you’re a tough act to follow, Alvarez.
She seems cool, though.”


“I’m happy for him.” And I am. Chris is a great guy who
didn’t deserve what I did to him. Technically, I cheated on him. Gage and I
only kissed, but I was falling for him while Chris and I were still together.
I’m fortunate that he was able to forgive me, and I want nothing but the best
for him.


“How are things with you and your mother?”


“Good. Laurelyn is not exactly what I thought she was. She’s
hype about me visiting, so we’ll see how that goes.”


“And Lonnie?”


“I’ve spoken to her a few times. She’s still in Miami,
working in some department store now. I’m supposed to see her when I go back.”


“Sounds like she’s getting her life together.”


“Yeah,” I agree. I don’t see us ever being close after the
way she treated me, but she’s my sister. If we can be civil then I’ll take it.
Gage still doesn’t know she was the one hurting me, and I intend to keep it that
way. He’ll want to do something about it and I don’t need him stirring up shit
with me and Lonnie.


“So, what’s the scoop?” Chrissy changes the subject. “You
knocked up yet?”


I turn away from her, avoiding her gaze. What do I say? How
about the truth for once?


“No… and it’s all my fault.”


“What? How do you know? Have you seen a doctor?”


“No. I did… I’m doing….”


The words die on my tongue as I burst into tears. Chrissy
scoots closer, wrapping her arms around me. How much longer can I keep this
up before Gage finds out? What will happen when he does? I know what will
happen, and that’s what scares me to death.


“It’s me, Chrissy.”


“You don’t know that. You’re young. It could be Papi Chulo.”


“It’s not.”


“Well maybe you should take his advice and go see a doctor.”


“You don’t understand.”


“Then explain it to me,” she begs.


But I can’t. I can’t tell her. I can’t tell anyone. I cry
into her shoulder, sobs racking my body. He can’t find out. If he does, then
it’s over. I’ll lose him. And if that happens, I lose everything.









CHAPTER 3


***Gage***


 


We stop at one of the rest areas on I-75, and I check my
phones. There are a few on the burner from Mission—the president in
Jacksonville—that I answer first. The whole point of going down there is to
help him. Somehow, their warehouse where they store the pain meds was
compromised. With the system Tek installed, that should have never happened.
They lost a big chunk of their supply, which affects my chapter, too. After
shit went down with the Black Snakes, I brokered a deal between Mission and
Ace, the Snakes’ president. Jacksonville supplies the meds, the Snakes
distribute in Mississippi, and Georgia gets sixty percent of the profits for
two years. After what his boys did, Ace is lucky I didn’t kill him and his
entire club. He got off easy.


There are two messages on my personal phone—one from
Charger that he and Booker are in place, and the other from my baby doll. I
read hers with a smile. I fucking love this woman.


Gage: Distance means nothing, because you are everything.
– Gage Hunter.


Raven: That was beautiful! I miss you.


Before I can reply, another text comes in.


Raven: P.S. I FUCKING LOVE YOU. Come home.


Gage: I’ll be home soon.  


“You’re such a fucking lovesick puppy,” E says as he
approaches. “Come on, man. Let’s go.”


“Maybe Raven was right. You jealous, bro?”


“Dickhead. We gotta get back on the road.”


I laugh as I swing my leg over my bike. I think I need to
get E laid. 


 


***


 


I walk around the almost empty warehouse, shaking my head.
The fuckers not only stole the merchandise, they trashed the place. I called
Ace and he said he’d come down with a few of his boys tomorrow. I still have no
idea how the fuck this happened.


“Whoever it was, took out the cameras,” Mission says next to
me. “I haven’t told anyone else, but that fingerprint scanner your boy
installed? Says it was Thorn who entered that night.”


“Your VP? Where is he?”


“No clue. Been MIA since the day before the break-in.”


“No leads on where he could be?” I ask.


“Got some of the guys looking into it but nothin’ yet.”


“Okay, Mission. Keep looking.”


I pat his shoulder and make my way over to Tek, who’s bent
over his laptop as usual. His brows are furrowed in concentration, and his
tongue is fiddling with his left labret piercing. Motherfucker got two of them
a few months back. “Snake bites” he calls them.


“Talk to me, Tek.”


“Well, they did take out the cameras. Just not the
important ones.”


“What do you mean?” I ask, lowering my voice and moving next
to him so I can see the screen.


“Most of the cameras I put up were for show. I have four
hidden outside; front, back, and both sides. I also put a few on the inside.
I’m the only one with access to those.”


“So you caught everything?” I ask optimistically.


“Yep,” he answers with a smug grin.


“Brother, every day I get more and more grateful for your
paranoia.”


He brings up the video and we watch as a masked figure goes
around the building, shooting out the cameras. When he’s done, six other masked
men show up. 


“Zoom in,” I tell Tek when I notice one of them removing an object
from a messenger bag.


Fuck. It’s a motherfucking hand. If Mission finds Thorn, I
doubt he’ll be alive. Too bad. He was a good man. The men on the monitor use
the hand to get in, and shoot out the interior cameras. A box truck backs up to
the entrance and they start packing it up. They couldn’t have been here for
more than ten minutes—in and out. 


“You get the plates on the truck?” I ask.


“Yep.”


“Good. Work your magic. I’m gonna go talk to Mission.” 


Mission isn’t too happy with the news I give him. He’s upset
about his VP, but also because he didn’t know about the other cameras.


“I didn’t know either, man. But that’s why Tek handles all
my security issues. The way they moved, they knew exactly where those cameras
were. I think they may have tortured your guy before cutting his hand off.”


He winces, clenching his fists at his side. “They’re gonna
pay for this, Reaper.”


“Of course. That’s why I’m here. We need to find another
warehouse, too.”


“I got eyes on a place. I’ll talk to the owner in the
morning.”


“Good.”


“Boss!” Tek shouts from across the room. “Got something!”


“Already? That boy’s not good; he’s amazing,” Mission says,
impressed.


“Told you. He’s the best.”


We both head over to where Tek is set up, and he starts
reeling off what he found.


“Truck is registered to a shell corporation. Lots of legal
shit but I tracked it back to Hector Ramirez. Wannabe drug kingpin from Miami.
Seems he’s looking to expand and is taking out all the competition. I got a
traffic cam putting him in the area two days ago.”


“What’s his set-up like?” I ask.


“Didn’t find much else but I have a guy I can call to find
out more.”


“Make the call.”


He nods and walks away, punching numbers on his phone. I
catch myself yawning, realizing just how tired I am. I guess that ride took its
toll on me. Checking my watch, I see it’s 1:22 a.m.


“Come on,” Mission squeezes my shoulder. “Let’s get you back
to the clubhouse so you can get some sleep. I have a feeling tomorrow’s gonna
be a busy day.”


It’s after two when we arrive. Mission likes his privacy,
and this place is an old estate—not another house around for miles. It
belonged to his old lady’s agoraphobic uncle, and is surrounded by twelve-foot
high walls, and gates that would take a tanker to get through. When the man
died, his niece was the only family he had, so the property went to her. She
sold it to the MC for pennies on the dollar, and Mission had his perfect
clubhouse. I lock the door to my room and take a quick shower before dropping
into the huge bed. They didn’t change much of the décor, so the place looks
more like a hotel, with four poster beds and paintings on the wall.


I reach for my phone and dial Raven, needing to hear her
voice before I go to sleep.


“Hello.”


“Babe.”


“Hi.”


“Did I wake you?” I ask.


“No.”


“You okay?”


“Yeah.”


This is not the Raven I know—monosyllabic answers and
gloomy voice. She hasn’t sounded like this since after she was attacked.
Something’s wrong.


“What’s going on?”


“Nothing.”


“Don’t lie to me, Raven. Tell me.”


“I just… I miss you. That’s all.”


“I’ll be home soon, babe.”


“’Kay. Do you miss me?”


“Wish you were here. This big bed feels kinda cold.”


“Is that all you miss me for? My warmth?”


“Among other things.”


I hear a soft giggle at the other end and settle in under
the covers. The sound, along with the thought of her there in my bed, makes me
instantly hard.


“What are you wearing?”


“One of your T-shirts.”


Fuck. “What else?”


“Just panties.”


Her breathing gets ragged, and I grab my dick through my
sweats. Suddenly, I’m not so tired.


“Take them off.”


“Everything?” she asks.


“Just the panties.”


I hear her fumbling around, and I head to the bathroom,
grabbing some tissue.


“They’re off.” 


“Touch yourself for me. Use my shirt.”


I climb back under the covers, releasing my dick when I hear
the first moan. I stroke it slowly, picturing her legs spread wide, my shirt
rubbing her clit.


“Tell me what you’re doing, baby doll. Draw a picture for
me.”


“Just like you taught me…” She draws a sharp breath.
“Circles on my clit.”


“Good girl.” I know how much she loves it when I say that,
and it has the desired effect. She lets out a long moan. “Tell me what you
want.”


“You.”


“Gotta be more specific, doll. What do you want me to do?”


“Lick me,” she whispers.


“Where?” I stroke faster, closing my eyes and thinking about
her taste.


“You know where.”


“Say it,” I command.


“My pussy. Lick my pussy, Gage,” she says in a soft voice.


“I love it when you talk dirty to me. I just want to bury my
head between your thighs and never come up for air.”


“Gage….”


My breathing accelerates as her moans grow louder. If she
keeps it up, I won’t last much longer.


“Tell me how wet you are.”


“So wet… Your shirt is soaked.”


“Fuck. Slide your middle finger inside. Tell me—”


There’s a knock on my door and I swear I would put a million
voodoo curses on the motherfucker if I knew how.


“I’ll be right back, Raven. Don’t finish without me.”


I tuck my dick back into my sweats and open the door, using
it to hide my erection. Motherfucking Tek. I swear this man never sleeps.


“What’s up, Tek?”


“Ramirez has a cook shop in the Glades, and a spot in Miami
for storage. He has a tight knit group. His closest guys are up here with him.
Everyone else is disposable.”


“Good job. I’ll talk to Mission and Ace in the morning and
work out a plan.”


“Okay, boss.”


“Get some sleep, Tek.”


He chuckles. “Yeah, boss.”


I lock the door and head back to the bed, picking up my
phone.


“Babe?” She doesn’t answer, but I know she’s there. “What
did you do?”


“I…” she begins timidly. “I finished.”


“I told you not to.”


“I know. I just… I couldn’t stop.”


“You’ve been jonesing for a spanking and trust me, you just
earned one.”


She giggles. Fucking giggles! My fingers twitch. It’s been
too long since I’ve seen my palm printed on her ass.


“Close your eyes,” she whispers.


“Why?”


“Please?”


With a deep sigh, I give in. “Fine.”


“Now, imagine I’m there. I’m on top of you… naked.”


Fuck. I grab my dick, releasing it once more.


“I’m massaging my breasts, pulling on my nipples the way you
like.”


“Keep going,” I tell her as I stroke myself from base to
tip.


“Do you want my mouth or pussy?”


“Pussy. Ride me, babe.”


“I’m sliding down your dick, moaning as you go deeper.
You’re so big, baby. It hurts… but in a good way.”


I groan as the image in my head becomes more vivid. If I
didn’t know better, I’d think she was actually here. I stroke faster.


“Feel how wet I am for you?” she continues. “Only for you,
Gage.”


“Fuck, Raven.”


“I’m gliding back and forth, my muscles tightening around
you. Can you feel me?”


“Hell, yeah.”


“I’m yours. All yours.”


“Fuckin’ right,” I groan. “My pussy.”


“I’m moving faster now. I want you to come. Come inside me,
Gage. Come inside your pussy.”


“Fuck!”


The phone falls from my fingers as I scramble to find the
tissue. At the last moment, I grab it and press it to the head of my dick,
feeling my cum spurt out in short bursts. Fucking hell. I pick the phone back
up, placing it at my ear as I dispose of the tissue.


“Where the fuck did you learn that?” I ask playfully.


“I know what my man likes.”


“You got that right.”


“When are you coming home?”


“Maybe another day or two. I’ll let you know tomorrow.”


“Okay. Get some sleep. You sound tired.”


“You, too, doll.” 


“’Kay.”


“Gimme a kiss.”


“Mmmuah!” she gets out while trying to control her giggles.


“Now put some tongue in it.”


She bursts out laughing. “You’re crazy!”


“But you love me, though.”


“I do. Maybe I’m crazy, too.”


“We’ll be crazy together,” I tell her.


“Definitely.”


“I’ll talk to you tomorrow, babe.”


“Yep. I love you.”


“Me, too.” 









CHAPTER 4


***Raven***


 


I rush to my phone when I hear “Forever Yours”—Gage’s
ringtone. I haven’t heard from him all day and I was worried. I’m a mess
whenever he goes out on club business because I never know what he’ll get into.
There will be a lot more days like this in my future, but it’s what I signed up
for, being the old lady of the president of an outlaw MC.


“Hello!”


“Hey, doll.”


“Are you okay?”


“Yeah, I’m good. Got some good news.”


“You’re coming home?” I ask excitedly.


“Tomorrow. We’re gonna rest up tonight and head out in the
morning.”


“Thank God!”


He lets out an amused chuckle. 


“The Snakes are riding with us. They’re spending the night
in Stony View and we’re gonna show ’em some hospitality. We’re going straight
to the clubhouse so I’ll have Charger drop you off. You’re on my bike back
home.”


“What time?”


“I’ll let you know tomorrow.”


“Okay.”


My man is finally coming home and I couldn’t be happier.
It’s only been four days but it seemed like forever. We spend an hour on the
phone, and then, for the first time since he’s been gone, I fall asleep easily.


 


***


 


We pull into the clubhouse and it’s like a beehive. There
are Dealers and Snakes scattered all over the courtyard, and bitches moving
around like kids in a candy store. While I’m scanning the crowd for Gage,
Chopper walks over, pulling me into his arms.


“How’s my future daughter-in-law?”


“I’m good, Chopper. Once I find your son, I’ll be great.”


“What’s this ‘Chopper’ business?” he asks. “You call me
‘Dad’ from now on.” 


I’m absolutely dumbfounded. He’s always acted like a father
to me but I’ve never thought of calling him anything other than his name. 


“Okay… Dad.”


It’s going to take some getting used to, and I’m sure it
will be a while before I’m comfortable with it. The word brings my father to
mind, so it’s weird. I grab my arm, massaging the spot where I have Daddy’s
name and badge number tattooed. It just feels like I’m cheating on him with
Chopper. Like I said—weird.


“Good.” He gives me a proud smile. “And my son is out back
by the fire.”


“Thanks.”


Ron grabs my hand, leading me as we weave our way through
the mass of people. We get to the back of the clubhouse, and even though it’s
dark, I spot him right away. I tug my hand away from Ron’s grasp.


“Thanks, Farmer,” I say with a smile, referencing Kevin
Costner’s character from The Bodyguard.


“No problem, Rachel.”


He grins and walks away. I made him watch the movie with me
the last time he had bodyguard duty, so it’s become our thing. As I approach
Gage, I notice he’s with the Snakes president and some other men, so I stop and
watch him for a while. God, he’s beautiful. As he jokes around with the
other men, I decide I need to get my shit together. I can’t afford to lose him.
I won’t.


Our eyes meet, and he blesses me with a gorgeous smile. I
give him a questioning look, seeking permission, and he waves me forward. I run
into his arms and he picks me up, capturing my lips in a hungry kiss. I moan as
his tongue storms into my mouth. Nothing about this kiss is gentle. It tells me
the days we were apart were just as hard on him as they were on me. I wrap my
legs around his hips and return it with equal fervor. Reaching down, he grabs
my ass and pulls me to him, pressing my crotch against his. A few throats being
cleared drag me out of my haze, and I break away from him, looking around. The
Snakes president smirks at me, and all the others are wearing Cheshire cat
grins. I used to be embarrassed, but not anymore. As Gage would say, I give
zero fucks.


Chuckling, he places me back on my feet.


“I take it that’s your old lady?” One of the Snakes asks.


I roll my eyes. Gee, I wonder what gave me away? The kiss
or my cut? Gage introduces me to the men, but the only one who sticks is
Ace, the president of the other MC. He’s hot—full head of dark hair,
gorgeous grey eyes, and a scruffy beard. He’s still smirking as I lean against
Gage, my back to his front.


“Hi, guys.”


I forget about them all once again, when Gage buries his
face in my neck, inhaling deeply. Turning to face him, I slide my arms around
his waist, getting a healthy whiff of him.  I still can’t get enough of his scent.
Resting my chin on his chest, I raise my gaze to meet his blue-eyed stare.


“Hey, little bird.”


“Hey.”


“You know,” Ace interrupts. “My old lady is the same way.
Can’t keep her hands off me.”


“Lucky you,” I tell him.


“Yeah? How’s that?”


“You have a woman who loves you.”


Gage’s arm tightens around me and Ace nods in agreement.


“You’re right, darlin’. I think you and Dyna would like each
other. She’s on her way… should be here any minute.”


No sooner are the words out of his mouth, than I see him
smile and jerk his head at someone behind me. A hot blonde throws herself in
his arms, planting her lips on his. He’s right. I like this girl already. When
they break apart, he introduces us.


“Dyna, that’s Gage, the Dealers’ president, and his old lady
Raven.”


“Dana,” she extends her hand to me with a smile. “Sometimes
I think he forgets that’s my actual name.”


“Tell me about it. This one calls be ‘babe’ and ‘doll’ like
he can’t remember mine.”


“Babe,” Gage chuckles behind me. “Why don’t you take Dana
and show her around?”


Dana and I burst out laughing and I take her hand as we walk
away. I know that’s just code for “run along, little ladies. The men are going
to talk.” I lead her into the clubhouse, looking around for any of the girls.
Aunt Nita is bustling around, making sure everyone has food on their plate and
a drink in their hand. When I spot Ellen at the bar, I head in her direction. 


“Hey, Ellen!”


“Hey, girl. Thank God you’re here. I was about to lose my
mind.”


“With all these hot guys running around here?” Dana asks.


“Ellen, this is Dana. She’s Ace’s old lady.” I turn to Dana.
“Ellen is Gage’s sister.”


After we get through the pleasantries, the other two women
start drinking. I stick to soda, knowing Gage doesn’t like it when I drink.


“So, Ellen… Dana was right. Why haven’t you snagged one of
these men?”


“I’m Chopper’s daughter and Gage’s sister. That’s enough to
keep them at bay. That or they still see me as Eddie’s old lady. None of them
will touch me.”


“Bummer,” Dana says as she sips her drink.


“Tell me about it. It’s not like I’m looking for a patch.”
She leans in close. “I just wanna get laid.” 


I look around the room, and my eyes instantly lock on to Dr.
E. He’d be perfect for Ellen!


“What about Dr. E? Seems if there’s anyone who wouldn’t be afraid
of Chopper or Gage, it would be him.”


They both follow my gaze, and Ellen tips her head to the
side, regarding him carefully.


“That cute one in the corner?” Dana asks.


“Yep,” I answer. “That’s him.”


“And he’s a doctor? Like a real doctor?”


“A Gynecologist.”


“Fuck, girl. I say go for it. I bet he could teach you a
thing or two.”


As Dana and I laugh, a smile forms on Ellen’s lips.


“I never thought about it,” she says. “You might be right,
though. Einstein would be perfect.”


Dana loses her mind when “Pour Some Sugar On Me” comes
through the speakers, grabbing our hands and pulling us to the middle of the
bar. She positions Ellen between us and winks at me. I nod, realizing her game.
We need to catch Dr. E’s eye. I drop low, switching my hips as I get back up,
rubbing up on Ellen. Turning around, I see we’ve acquired an audience—the
target included. However, I can’t tell if he’s just looking because everyone
else is, or if he’s watching her. He could be watching Dana for all I know, so
I move Ellen into his direct line of sight. We become a blur of hair flashing,
lip and fingertip-biting sexiness, getting the men all riled up. I guess the
noise brought in people from outside, because I see Gage and Ace walking in,
Ron and Chrissy on their heels. I wave her over and she jumps right into the
mix. I fucking love my friends!


Allah starts the song all over and Dana screams. Ellen
slides her hand through her hair, rolling her hips and making eyes at Dr. E.
Someone grabs my wrist, and I know it’s Gage before I even look in his
direction. I twirl, pressing my ass against him, rolling my hips as I bend at
the waist. He curls his hand over my shoulder, pulling me to him. His hard dick
connects with my pussy, and I grind harder. When he pulls away, I know our
little dance is over. I take his hand and he leads me to his room. On the way
there, Chopper’s door opens, and Millie steps out, laughing and fixing her top.



“Oh, Remington. You’re such a tease.”


Remington? When Chopper walks up behind her, my eyes
open wide in shock. Gage tugs on my hand and I smile to myself as we continue. You
go, Millie! 


As soon as Gage closes the door, he turns me so I’m facing
the wall, and pushes me against it. His breath is warm on my ear as he leans
in. I forget all about Millie and Chopper.


“Hands on the wall.”


His voice. The voice—the one that sends shivers down
my spine and gets me wet. It’s laced with desire, but I also hear a hint of
anger. Fuck. Our little show made him mad. I lay my palms flat on the wall as
he drags my skirt over my hips.


“Are you mad at me?”


He doesn’t answer, only reaching around me to slip his hand
into my panties. I push back against him, moaning as he presses on my clit. My
thighs tremble as his fingers begin to move in those glorious circles.


“Just giving you what you’ve been begging for.”


He lands a stinging slap to my right ass cheek and I draw in
a surprised breath. The hand that just caused the pain, slides under my blouse
and up my stomach, to tug my bra down. He pinches my nipple, groaning into my
neck. When he slips a finger inside me, I roll my hips, impatient to have his
dick there instead.


“Please….”


“The entire ride home… all I could think about was you.
Sliding inside you… feeling my pussy squeezing my dick.”


His breathing gets ragged as his finger slowly glides in and
out of me, his breath on my skin sending tingles through my body. I moan,
fisting my hands on the wall.


“Can’t wait for you to come all over me. Just haven’t
decided if it’s going to be on my dick, or my face.”


“Jesus, Gage.” I shudder, breathing labored, head spinning
from pleasure.


He releases me, but only to turn me around. As he falls to
his knees, he hooks his fingers in my panties, pulling them down. After I step
out of them, he tucks them in his pocket. Grabbing my leg, he throws it over
his shoulder. I stare down at him, my chest rapidly rising and falling in
anticipation. His eyes meet mine as he leans forward.


“Haven’t had a taste in four days. Can’t go another second,
Raven.”


“Oh, God!” I scream as he licks my clit.


My knee threatens to buckle, but he grabs the back of my
thigh, keeping me upright. My head falls back against the wall, and I cry out
as he slides two fingers inside me. I palm the back of his head, grinding on
his tongue as it flails on my clit. His fingers move in, out, and around,
driving me to the brink. With my climax just within reach, he pulls away.


“No,” I groan. “Don’t stop.”


Rising to his feet, he grabs the back of my head, and his
lips crash into mine. As his tongue lashes out, he leads me to the bed. His
breathing is ragged, and as I place my hand on his chest, I feel his heart
thundering beneath my fingertips.


“All fours, babe,” he mumbles against my lips.


I climb onto the bed, getting into position. My body shivers
when I hear his belt being undone. Grasping my hips, he pulls me to the edge of
the bed. His hand glides over the patch on my cut, then he pushes it and my
blouse up, revealing the tattoo on my back. Sliding his fingers farther up, he
fists his hand in my hair, close to the scalp, and gives it a tug. Then,
without warning, he smacks the area just below my ass cheek.


“Yes…” I shudder as he repeats the action on the other side.
“That feels so good.”


He pushes my head down and around, then pulls it back toward
him in one motion, slapping my cheeks in quick succession. I moan, unable to
contain the pleasure.


“Just like that, baby,” I encourage him. 


Releasing my hair, he slides his hand back down to my hip.


“Are you ready?” he asks. 


“Fuck me, Gage.”


He tightens his grip on my hip, and I feel the other between
our bodies as he grabs his dick. Without hesitation, he sinks deep inside me
with one quick thrust. I cry out, grabbing the sheets.


“Heaven,” he mumbles.


He begins to move, smacking my ass after every couple of
thrusts. I move with him, going forward when he pulls back, then meeting him
when he slides in. Contracting my muscles, I keep them locked around him as I
roll my hips. He growls, sinking his fingers into my hips and keeping me
steady. Reaper comes out in full force, and he pounds into my willing body. I
scream; I can’t help it. But he doesn’t let up. I press my face into the bed,
using it to muffle my sounds.


“Come on, Raven.” He grunts as he slaps my ass.


He’s close, but he wants me to get there before him.
Reaching down, I rub my clit. It gives me the push I need, and in no time, I’m
convulsing around him.


“Gage!”


He groans and goes still, laying his forehead on my back.
Pulling back one last time, he buries himself inside me, his hands falling to
the bed.


“Fucking hell….”


As he begins to soften, he slips out of me. He drops down on
the bed next to me and I crawl into his arms.


“I think you missed me a lot more than you thought.” I
giggle.


“I think so, too. Ain’t leavin’ your side again, babe.”









CHAPTER 5


***Gage***


 


I slide out of bed, leaving Raven fast asleep. I wouldn’t be
surprised if she slept past noon. After bringing her home last night, we made
love until the sunlight began creeping through the drapes. Despite that, I want
her again. Fighting my urges, I brush my teeth, and then make my way downstairs
to get coffee. Sitting around the breakfast table, I think about our trip to
Florida. Taking out Ramirez was easy enough. His group wasn’t as tight-knit as
he thought. Once he was out of the picture, his boys folded like paper at an
origami festival. Instead of straight up eliminating his operation, Mission
decided to take it over. I want no part of hard drugs so I opted out of a deal.
Ace took him up on the offer, though. Looks like the Dealers and the Snakes
will be in business together for a while. I was right about Mission’s VP; he
became gator food after they took his hand. Ramirez paid for it, though. Both
Dealers chapters made sure of it.


I leave the kitchen and make my way to my office. Maybe an
hour on my punching bag will work out these kinks I have from sitting on my
bike for so long. I tape my hands then start out slowly, picking up speed and
intensity as I get into it. 


I’m dripping with sweat when I decide to call it quits, so I
sit on the floor and cool down before returning upstairs for a shower. Baby
doll is still fast asleep so I leave her be. When I walk back into the bedroom,
she stretches, yawns and sits up.


“Hey, doll.”


“Morning,” she says in that sexy, sleep-filled voice.


“Morning? More like afternoon.”


She scrunches her brows together and checks her phone.


“It’s almost two o’ clock! Why didn’t you wake me?”


“Because I thought you needed the sleep.”


I get dressed and leave her there, deciding to make her
breakfast for a change. I make all her favorites—pancakes, eggs, bacon, and hot
chocolate—then load it all on a tray and bring it up to her. She walks out of
the bathroom, wrapped in a towel. As my eyes travel over her body, I wonder if
there will ever come a day when I look at her and don’t want to fuck her
senseless.


“You made me breakfast?” she asks with a grin.


“Yeah. Come on.”


She dresses quickly and climbs back into bed, leaning over
to kiss me on the cheek.


“Thank you, baby.”


While she eats, I go to the bathroom to get her pre-natal
vitamins. Not that they’ve been working. I need to talk to her again about
going to see a doctor. I’m beginning to think this baby is never going to
happen. In my distraction, I shake the bottle too hard and half the contents
spill into my palm. As I’m replacing the extra ones, I notice a small Ziploc
bag buried under the tablets in the bottle. I pull it out, examining the tiny
pills inside it. This can’t be a recreational drug. Can it? Raven couldn’t
have a drug problem without me knowing. I remove one, taking a closer look.
Strange, but it looks just like the ones I threw out a few months ago—the
birth control pills.


Fuck. Me.


Now I get it. I understand now why she hasn’t gotten
pregnant. She never stopped taking the shit and has been stringing me along all
this time. No. That can’t be it. She wouldn’t do that. She wouldn’t lie
to me. Would she? 


I keep my anger in check as I approach her. She better have
a fucking good explanation for this shit. Standing at the foot of the bed, I
hold up the bag so she can see.


“What’s this?”


She looks up and all the blood drains from her face. Guess I
have my answer. I can’t believe this shit!


“Gage… please. Let me explain,” she begs.


“Explain what? That you’ve been lying to me for months?”


She jumps out of bed, hurrying toward me. When she tries to
touch me, I pull away.


“Please—”


“Please what?” I shout. She flinches but it has no effect on
me. “So I was right? These are birth control pills?”


“Yes, but—”


“But nothing! How could you? All these months….”


I look away, unable to even fathom the situation I’m in
right now. I toss the pills on the bed and grab my cut as I walk out.


“Gage, please. I need to talk… to tell you….”


I drown her out as I run down the stairs. I just can’t be
around her right now. I hop on my bike, twisting the throttle when I leave the
driveway. I need to get as far away from her as possible. I ride around, no
particular destination in mind, hoping it will clear my mind. It doesn’t. All
it does is give me time and space to brood on what Raven did. She kept it from
me, all the time telling me how much she loved me. I hate to question it, but
does she really love me? How can I believe anything she says now? Everything
she’s said before?


I’m almost out of gas when I decide to head to the
clubhouse. Grabbing a bottle of whiskey from the bar, I ignore everyone and
walk straight to my room. I’m half-way through the bottle when E sticks his
head in. Why the fuck didn’t I lock the door?


“You okay, man?” he asks.


“Don’t you ever get tired of me telling you to fuck off?”


He takes it as an invitation and enters, closing the door
behind him.


“Not yet. Maybe in a couple decades. What’s going on?”


I take a deep breath, not sure I can even vocalize this shit
yet. She’s been taking those pills, disappointing me repeatedly; killing me
every time she told me “not this month.” E deals with women all day. Maybe he
can shed some light on what the fuck she was thinking. That’s when it occurs to
me; he’s her fucking gynecologist.


“You knew, didn’t you?” I accuse him.


“Knew what?”


“About Raven and those fucking pills!”


“What pills?”


I jump on him and we fall to the floor, grappling as he
tries to protect himself.


“The birth control pills, motherfucker! You prescribed
them!”


He rolls over, climbing on top of me and trying to secure my
hands. I manage to land a punch to his side. He winces, but not to be outdone,
plants one on my jaw.


“Listen to me!” he yells.


He jumps to his feet, and before I can tackle him, he says,
“I didn’t know! I don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about.”


“You don’t?”


“I haven’t seen Raven like that in months. Whatever she got,
she didn’t get from me.”


I lean against the bed, dropping my head back. He sits next
to me and grabs the whiskey bottle, taking a swig.


“She lied, E. She lied to me,” I say in resignation.


“So, what I’m getting here is that the reason there’s been
no baby is because she was still on the pill?”


“Yeah. Found them today. Stashed away in her pre-natal
vitamins. What a joke.”


“Fuck.”


He passes me the bottle and I finish it in one go. I just
need to forget. If it’s even for a few hours, I need to forget everything.









***Raven***


 


He hasn’t been home in three days. I haven’t heard from him
either, and he hasn’t answered my calls. I don’t know if that’s good or bad. Is
he just giving me space, working out his anger, calming down? Or has he decided
this is an unforgiveable sin and will be back any minute to kick me out? I’ve
been a mess; a big, junk food eating, crying mess. I fucked up, and just when I
decided to make things right, he found out. I really did stop taking the pills
after he threw them out. But then, for some reason, I got scared. I don’t know
why, I just knew I felt this overwhelming fear. I couldn’t be a mother. I don’t
know how… Didn’t even have one until recently. I wasn’t ready, and I was too
chicken shit to tell him, so I didn’t. Now, it’s going to cost me the man I
love; the one person I truly cannot live without. 


I crawled out of my shell long enough today to call Toni and
Chrissy. They both chewed me out, mostly for not telling them, but also for
going behind Gage’s back. Chrissy asked Ron about him, but all he would say is
that Gage has been staying at the clubhouse. I’m supposed to go to Miami in two
days, and I really don’t want to leave things the way they are. Maybe I should
just postpone the trip. I mean, I can go visit them any time. Gathering
courage, I shower, dress, and drive to the clubhouse. When I walk in, I see him
sitting at the bar, a Hound on his left and another on his right. Two empty
whiskey bottles sit before him, and he’s starting on the third. All the guys
are here, engaged in various activities, so no one pays attention to me. Except
for Razor’s redhead, Cassidy. She wiggles her fingers at me.


“Raven, baby girl!” Rico shouts.


I give him a weak smile but get the feeling his outburst was
more to alert Gage of my presence, than a greeting. Gage turns on his stool,
regarding me with tired, bloodshot eyes as I approach. 


“Get lost,” I tell the Hounds.


Holding my stare, Gage pulls one of the girls onto his lap.
I turn to her with murder in my eyes.


“Don’t make me hurt you, bitch.”


She slinks back, looking to Gage for approval. He nods
slowly, still staring at me. He’s never looked at me like this, not even when I
almost crashed the car with him inside. I don’t know how to handle it. His eyes
are cold, unfeeling. I know he’s hurt. I just never thought I’d ever be the one
to cause him such pain.


“Can we talk?”


“Go ahead,” he says flatly, downing another glass of the
liquor. As I look around, I notice everyone’s watching us now. Cassidy seems
especially interested in what’s going on.


“In private?”


He scoffs but motions to the hallway. I precede him, leading
the way to his room. He closes the door behind him and grabs the chair in the
corner, turning it backward and straddling it. I watch him nervously, racking
my brain for the right words to say.


“You haven’t been home.”


His expression doesn’t change, still watching me with those
dead eyes. He doesn’t speak either, just waits for me to continue.


“I didn’t want to leave for Miami without… I didn’t want to
leave things the way they are.”


“Oh? How are things, Raven?”


The frigid tone of his voice pierces my heart, and tears
sting my eyes as they begin to form.


“Don’t you dare cry. You don’t get to cry,” he
growls.


“I’m sorry! I was scared—”


“And you thought the best thing to do was lie to me? Deceive
me for months?”


“I didn’t want to disappoint you.”


“Yeah,” he says, his voice dripping with sarcasm. “Great job
on that one.”


“Gage…” I step forward but an icy glare stops me in my
tracks. I break down, tears flowing freely down my cheeks. “Please… please.
I can’t be without you. I can’t lose you.”


“You lost me the moment you decided to swallow that first
pill.”


That’s the moment my heart stopped beating. He is my
heart. Without him, how am I supposed to survive?


“You done talking?” He sneers.


I guess that’s it. There’s nothing left to say. I turn and
walk dejectedly to the door. Without turning around, I softly say, “If you’re
not coming to the house because I’m there… after tomorrow, I won’t be.”


I can’t stay there another day without him, and I can’t keep
him away from his home. I’ll just have to find somewhere to go. Once the door
is closed behind me and I know he can’t see me, I break out in a run. I need to
get out of here. Chopper calls after me as I race through the bar, but I don’t
stop. I get as far as my car before someone grabs me. Turning, I crash into Dr.
E. He pulls me against him, trying to console me. It’s no use. I cry into his
chest, fisting my hands in his shirt.


“It’s okay, Raven.”


“No! No, it’s not.”


“What the hell is going on?” Chopper demands as he
approaches.


“I messed up, Chopper. I… I lied to him. I lied and now he
doesn’t want me anymore.”


“Don’t worry, lil darlin’. I’ll deal with him. Einstein,
take her home. I’ll have one of the boys pick you up.”


“You got it, Chopper.”


Dr. E leads me to the passenger side, buckling me in before
climbing into the driver’s seat. I stare out the window at the passing
landscape, tears blurring my vision. It all fades into insignificance because,
plain as day, is the look in Gage’s eyes when he told me I’d lost him.


It’s over.









***Gage***


 


What kind of world do I live in where a man can’t drink
and sulk in peace? Chopper’s been a constant nag in my ear, E won’t stop
texting me even though he’s at work, and Allah’s been playing every break-up
song he can think of. I grab my cut, hop in the Mustang and drive until I see
the first bar. I’ve been trying to push her out of my mind with alcohol, but
it’s not working. The more I drink, the more I think about her. I just keep
going, hoping the next shot will wipe her from my thoughts.


She’s leaving tomorrow. It was only supposed to be for a
week, but now… maybe she’ll just stay with her mother. Even with her gone, I
can’t go back to that house. There are too many memories there. Not that every
fucking place doesn’t have her mark on it. She’s a ghost, haunting me wherever
I go.


Unlike the men at the clubhouse, the bartender leaves me
alone, refilling my shot glass each time I tap the bar. I know I’m going to
need a ride home, so I pull out my phone to text Charger before I’m too fucked
up to do it. I’m interrupted before I can.


“Hi, Gage.”


I turn to the voice and find Cassidy standing next to me.
Great. Just what I need.


“What are you doing here?”


“Um… it’s a public place. I was just leaving when I saw you
sitting here.”


“Razor here with you?”


“No. I’m here alone.”


“Okay. Well… see ya.”


I down another shot, hoping she’ll take the hint.


“Are you okay?” she asks.


“Perfect.”


“Yeah, I can see that.” She scoffs. “See you around.”


She walks away and I tap the bar, telling the man to leave
the bottle. A few minutes later, Cassidy returns. Fuck my life.


“Sorry to bother you, but my car won’t start—”


“Call a cab.” I cut her off.


“I just need a jump. I saw your car in the parking lot and
thought you could help me out.”


“Call a cab,” I repeat.


“Please… it’s late and it’ll just be a few minutes, then you
can come back and drink yourself stupid.”


With a deep sigh, I toss some money on the bar and follow
her outside. If it wasn’t for Razor, I’d tell the bitch to fuck off. She leads
me to her car which, incidentally, is parked next to mine. She slides in and
turns the key in the ignition. The engine clicks but doesn’t start.


“I need a new battery.” She shrugs. “The cables are in the
trunk.”


She pops it, and I walk to the back of the car to retrieve
them. As I lean in, someone snatches my Glock from my waist. Before I can
react, bolts of electricity radiate from my side, and zing through my body.
Every muscle locks up and I fall forward into the trunk. With my already
alcohol-dulled senses, and being fucking electrocuted, it takes me a while to
grasp the situation. Enough time for whoever’s behind me to stick me in the
trunk. I look up and see Cassidy’s devious smile before she jams a Taser into
my ribs. 


 


***


 


By the time we stop driving, my mind has cleared a bit. I
tried to unlock it, and kick out the tail lights but it’s a tiny ass trunk and
I could barely move. I knew having that bitch hanging around was a mistake. I’m
going to fucking kill Razor when I get out of here.


“I’m going to open the trunk,” her voice comes from outside.
“But I have your gun and I know how to use it. Don’t try anything funny.”


When it pops open, I carefully climb out. She’s standing a
few feet away, pointing my own fucking gun at me. I look around, and we’re at a
cabin somewhere in the goddamn woods.


“I guess your battery is just fine.”


“Lucky for me, you didn’t check it before you went for the
cable.”


“What’s going on, Cassidy? I thought we settled this shit
before.”


“You settled. I didn’t.”


She jerks the gun to her left, indicating I should move. I
turn and make my way toward the cabin. A quick look verifies there are no other
buildings nearby. The door is open so I step inside. It looks lived in;
not like this is a spur of the moment thing.


“You live here?” I ask.


“I’ve been fixing it up for us,” she answers excitedly.


“And how long you been doing that?”


“A while. I was just waiting for you to realize… Anyway,
Raven’s out of the picture. We can be together now.”


I spin to face her. I haven’t been worried about myself so
far, but just the mention of her name and I’m instantly on alert. “What do you
mean ‘out of the picture’?”


“You broke up. I saw everything last night.”


I breathe a sigh of relief. She jerks the gun again,
directing me to another room. I walk in and feel like I’ve stepped into a BDSM
dungeon. There’s a single chair in the center, surrounded by various whips and
crops. A table on one side is laden with blindfolds, handcuffs, and zip ties.
She better not fucking think she’s going to turn me into some kind of sex
slave.


“Sit,” she instructs me.


When I do, she tosses two zip ties at me. “Secure your
ankles to the chair’s legs.”


I watch her while I fasten them, leaving some wiggle room.
She grabs one of the handcuffs and moves behind me.


“Give me your hands.”


Once again, I do as she says. She clamps them around my
wrists, then kneels before me, pulling the zip ties tighter.


“There,” she says with a smile.


She’s crazier than I thought if she believes this little
plan of hers is going to work. It will take Tek two seconds to find me.
Reaching into my pocket, she pulls out my cell phone and turns it off. Fuck.


“We don’t want any interruptions now, do we?”


“What do you think’s going to happen, Cassidy? Just because
Raven’s out of the picture, doesn’t mean you’re in.”


“Why?” She loses the smile. “What does she have that I
don’t?”


“She’s not fucking mental.”


“I had you first!” she screams. “You’re mine!”


“What about Razor?”


“He was a distraction… and a way to be close to you. You’re
the only one I’ve ever wanted.”


“And you think you’re going to get me by kidnapping me?”


“I just need you to sit still long enough to talk to me… so
you’ll see….”


“See what?” I ask.


“That I love you.”


I chuckle even though nothing’s funny. Love. That’s a huge
fucking joke. If I never hear that word again it will be too soon.


“Just let me go, Cassidy. I’ll even be willing to forget all
this shit if I never see you again.”


“But—”


“No buts. I don’t want you… never did. That’s not gonna
change because you tied me to a chair.”


She places the Glock and her purse on the table, then picks
up an object. As she walks toward me, I see it’s a switchblade. The blade
extends as a maniacal grin spreads across her lips.


“Oh, I can be very persuasive.”









CHAPTER 6


***Raven***


 


“It’s going to be okay, baby,” Laurelyn tries to persuade
me. “You won’t feel like this forever.”


“Yes, I will,” I force out through my sobs. “You don’t
understand.”


“I do. I was pretty much like you when I had to give up your
father. But I moved on. I found Daniel, and look at us now.”


“You’re happy because Daddy wasn’t the one.
Gage is.”


“You’re only eighteen—”


“This has nothing to do with my age.”


“Okay, sweetheart. We can talk all about it when you get
here. Call me when you get on your flight.”


“’Kay.”


I hang up and wipe at my tears with the backs of my hands. I
need to get ready to go to the airport.


“Have you decided if you’re going to stay in Miami?” Chrissy
asks.


“No. I don’t know,” I answer as I climb out of her bed.


“I think you should stay for a while… be with your mom.
Maybe try to figure things out.”


“Maybe.”


My phone rings as I’m walking to the bathroom, and I turn
back to answer it. It’s Chopper. I really don’t want to talk about Gage right
now, but I answer because I know he’d worry if I didn’t pick up.


“Hi, Chopper.”


“Hey, darlin’. Have you seen Gage?”


“No. Why?”


“It’s nothin’ to worry about.”


“If it was, you wouldn’t have called me. What’s going on?”


I begin to panic. Ron says he’s been drinking himself silly,
and now Chopper’s asking me if I’ve seen him. Something’s happened.


“No one’s seen him since last night. We thought maybe he was
with you.”


“He’s not.”


Tears begin rolling down my cheeks again and I legit think
I’m having a panic attack.


“It’s okay, darlin’. We’ll find him. As soon as—”


“I’m on my way.”


I end the call, pulling Chrissy behind me as I hurry
downstairs.


“What happened?” she asks, starting to panic also.


“Gage is missing.”


We hop in my car and I make it to the clubhouse as fast as I
can. When we walk inside, Chopper, Dr. E, Crow, Motor, and Rico are around the
pool table. Chopper and Dr. E are engaged in a heated debate.


“Chopper?”


He looks up, immediately coming over and curling his arm
around my shoulder.


“You shouldn’t be here, darlin’.”


“I’m not leaving. Have you heard anything?”


“Not yet.”


“What happened?”


He takes a deep breath, leading me to where the other men
are standing.


“Got a call from Sheriff Renley this morning. Apparently
Gage’s Mustang was in the parking lot of a bar all night. No one’s heard from
him and it seems his phone is turned off.”


“Oh, God. This is my fault.”


“It’s not,” Dr. E says. “He’s the one who ran off all
half-cocked.”


“Yeah, because of me.”


Tek walks in and everyone looks to him expectantly. He
shakes his head, making Chopper run his fingers through his hair in
frustration. Razor and Venom enter the clubhouse, their expressions just as
bleak as everyone else’s.


“Nothing?” Dr. E asks.


“We checked everywhere. No sign of him.”


This is just getting worse by the second. Where is he? Is
he okay? God, he could be hurt somewhere… or worse. I’ll never forgive
myself if something has happened to him. Chopper’s phone rings and he answers,
switching to speaker phone. Ron’s voice comes from the other end.


“Bartender says he was here. He had a few drinks then left
with a redhead.”


I lean against the table, hanging on for dear life. He left
with a redhead. He’s already over me. Chrissy wraps her arms around me, trying
to pull me to the couch, but I stop when Ron speaks again.


“Thing is, description kinda sounds like Razor’s girl.”


“Cassidy?” Razor asks in disbelief. “Nah. No matter how
drunk he was, the prez would never hook up with her.”


“Fuck!” Dr. E shouts. 


They all look at each other and I know they’re all privy to
some information I’m not. Cassidy. I knew that bitch was always too interested
in what was going on between me and him. But she’s Razor’s woman. Gage wouldn’t
do that to his brother, would he? Razor pulls out his phone, calling who I
assume is Cassidy. After a beat, he shakes his head.


“Her phone’s off.”


“Actually,” Tek pipes up. “I can do something with this. Let
me have her number.”


Razor reels off the numbers and Tek disappears into the
corridor. Everyone follows him so Chrissy and I do, too. We crowd into Tek’s
room and I look around in awe. It’s like technology central in here. There are
six monitors on his desk and several keyboards. He begins tapping away, shaking
his head after only a few seconds.


“Not much on the phone, other than she was in the vicinity
of the bar last night. But we can try her car. If he left with her, they
must have taken it. Hopefully it has GPS.”


He turns back to his computers, and video feed from the
camera out front starts up on one of the monitors. He quickly finds footage of
Cassidy driving in, and freezes it.


“Make, model, license plate,” he says excitedly. Another
minute and he jumps to his feet. “Got it!”


A printer in the corner goes off and he grabs the printout,
handing it to Dr. E.


“That’s where the car is. Hopefully, that’s where the boss
is, too.”


“Church. Now,” Dr. E growls.


They seem to have forgotten about me and Chrissy, leaving us
standing in Tek’s room. I move to the monitor displaying the car’s location. I
don’t know what happened with Cassidy before, but it has to be serious for them
to be in Church over it. I move to the keyboard Tek was using, and print my own
copy of the location.


“What are you doing?” Chrissy whispers.


“I’m going to find him.”


I grab the paper and head to Gage’s room to retrieve his
black duffel bag. Whenever shit goes down, he takes it with him. Chrissy
watches as I heave it to the bed and open it up. Holy shit. I didn’t know what
was in here, but I wasn’t expecting an arsenal. 


“Fuck. Me,” Chrissy says as she peers inside.


I reach for a Glock, check the clip, then tuck it into my
waist. I also take an extra mag, and a knife, which I strap to my thigh.


“Okay… you’re scaring me.”


I look up at Chrissy, realizing she’s never seen this side
of me. “You’re not the one who should be scared.”


I throw the bag over my shoulder and walk right into the
chapel. Everyone turns to look at me. I drop the bag on the table and turn to
Dr. E, who’s sitting in Gage’s chair.


“You all can sit around your table and talk all you want.
I’m going to find him.”


I turn to leave but Chopper shouts after me, “Raven, wait!”


I make it to the courtyard before they catch up to me. Dr. E
grabs my elbow, stopping my progress.


“Raven, please. Let us handle this. We don’t know what we
could be walking into.”


“I’m coming with you.”


“Raven—”


“I said, I’m coming with you.”


There’s no way they’re leaving me behind. If Cassidy has
done something to him, I need to be there. 


That bitch is mine.









***Gage***


 


I need to get out of here. This bitch is seriously psycho—more
than I thought. I’ve lost count of the number of times her knife has sliced
through my flesh since she ripped off my shirt and went to town. They aren’t
deep cuts, but with the level of alcohol in my system, I’m bleeding more than I
should. Through all of this, she’s still been trying to get me to fuck her.
Right now she’s on her knees, rubbing her hands over my crotch, but my dick
still won’t get hard.


“What’s wrong, baby?” she asks, seeming oblivious to the
current situation.


“What’s wrong? I’m still a little intoxicated, tired,
hungry, and bleeding. You expect me to… perform under those conditions?”


“You’re right,” she stands, slamming her palm into her
forehead. “Stupid, Cassidy!”


She storms out, leaving me alone for the first time in
hours. I look around, trying to find a way to get free. That’s when I see
movement outside the window. Maybe I’ve lost too much blood; I must be
hallucinating. I shake my head, blinking to clear my vision. No, I wasn’t
imagining things. That’s E peering in the window. I never thought I’d be so
happy to see that motherfucker’s face. He disappears just as Cassidy walks back
in, carrying a tray of food. She drags the table closer to me and places the
tray there. I need to keep her distracted, so I take a bite of the sandwich she
offers. Hopefully, it’s not laced with anything.


A rustling sound comes from outside and she snaps her head
toward the window, immediately on alert.


“Probably just an animal,” I tell her. “We are in the
woods.”


“You’re right.” She turns back to me with a smile. “Eat up.
You’re going to need your strength.”


I return her smile. “I know. I remember you like it rough…
just like me.”


She bites into her bottom lip and I notice her pressing her
thighs together.


“Not many women do,” I continue. “I think you were right.
You were the one for me all along.”


“Oh, Gage!” She straddles my lap, excitedly planting kisses
all over my face. “I knew it! I knew all it would take is some time alone.”


She tugs her top off, and that’s when E bursts into the
room. Cassidy screams in shock, but he grabs her before she can reach for my
gun. Razor and Venom are right on his heels. While Razor helps to restrain her,
Venom works on setting me free.


“No!” Cassidy screams. “You’re ruining everything!”


“Shut up!” Razor growls.


“You shut up! He’s mine. We’re finally going to be together!”



She thrashes, trying desperately to break free. Once my
bonds are off, I try to stand, but the room spins and I fall back into the
chair. Venom relieves E and he hurries to my side.


“Don’t try to move, brother. I need to stop the bleeding.”


He uses my discarded shirt, ripping pieces off to tie around
the gashes on my arms.


“Those are the worst ones. I’ll patch you up when we get
home.”


“How did you find me?”


“Motherfucking Tek. How do you think?”


“Sometimes I think I could kiss that man.”


“Sorry, boss,” Tek chuckles as he enters the room. “You’re
not my type.”


We all laugh as he and E help me up. Venom and Razor tie
Cassidy to the chair.


“Gage! Are you going to let them do this to me?” she
shrieks.


“Shut up, bitch. I need to think about what I’m going to do
with you.”


“But—”


“Gag her,” I tell Razor.


I’ve been listening to her voice all night and it worked my
last nerve hours ago. I perch on the table, taking a bottle of water Tek hands
me.


“Gage?”


I turn to the soft, shaky voice, and find Raven staring back
at me. She approaches carefully, tears in her eyes as they wander over my body,
evaluating my condition. My instinct is to go to her, pull her into my arms and
leave her lips swollen from my kiss. Instead, I grit my teeth and glare at E.


“Why the fuck did you bring her?”


“Short of tying her up, I couldn’t stop her from coming.”


She moves, and when I look back to her, she reaches for the
knife strapped to her thigh and charges at Cassidy. Venom grabs her hand,
wrestling the knife from her.


“Whoa there, baby girl,” he says.


Razor grabs her, pulling her to his chest. She kicks and
screams, lunging in Cassidy’s direction.


“Let go of me!” She points to Cassidy, who’s staring back in
fear. “You’re dead! You hear me, bitch? You’re fucking dead!”


I watch the spectacle with a small smile. The way she is
right now is just one of the many reasons I thought she was perfect for me.


“Okay, okay. I’m cool,” she says, calming down.


Razor tentatively releases her, but keeps a close eye on
her. She returns her attention to me, and her anger intensifies once more at
the sight before her. She growls, removing a Glock from the back of her jeans
and pointing it at Cassidy. Razor moves swiftly, grabbing the gun, while Venom
tries to hold her back.


“Raven, stop.”


At the sound of my voice, she stops struggling. She’s
breathing hard and staring daggers at Cassidy, but she’s stopped fighting. I
jerk my head at Venom to take her to the next room and he leads her out.


“Razor, you good with this?” I ask. I gave her a chance
before, when she held my aunt fucking hostage at gunpoint; she’s not getting
another one.


He throws Cassidy a sideways glance, and then nods.


“You sure?”


“It’s just pussy, Prez. Besides, this shit ain’t gonna fly.”


“Okay.” I nod. “Is Crow with you?”


“No. He’s back at the clubhouse.”


“Call him up,” I say, walking toward Cassidy. I’ll
definitely need clean-up. “I’m gonna need him after I’m done with Miss Martin.”









CHAPTER 7


***Gage***


 


I flinch as E pierces my skin with the needle. It turns out
a few of the cuts need stitches. By the time we got to the clubhouse, I’d
stopped bleeding so I was able to clean up. I’m now lying on my bed while E
does his thing.


“You’re lucky the bartender saw you leaving with Cassidy.
That’s what prompted Tek to track her car. What the hell happened?”


I relay the story to him and he chuckles.


“What’s so funny, fucker?”


“I can’t believe you let a woman get the drop on you.”


“I was drunk. That’s my story and I’m sticking to it.” 


“Sure thing, Reaper.”


As he bandages my wrists where the handcuffs cut into them,
he glances up at me tentatively. I take a deep breath, knowing what’s coming
next.


“You know, she rushed over here the moment she thought
something happened to you.”


“So?”


“Look, I’m not saying forget about it. I’m just saying talk to
her. Try to work this out. She loves you.”


I reply with a scoff.


“And you love her,” he continues. “I’ve never seen two
people more perfect for each other.”


“Yeah. I used to think that, too.”


With a sigh, I turn away from him and find her standing in
the doorway. Even from here I can see the tears in her eyes. She heard. She
tries to blink them away as she walks in.


“I made you something to eat,” she announces, gesturing to
the plate she’s carrying.


E gives me a pleading look then leaves the room. I sit up,
taking the plate from her.


“Thanks.”


“You’re welcome.”


She sits at the foot of the bed, watching me eat. I’m only
wearing boxers, and I can feel her eyes on every inch of exposed skin. I know
she wants to come closer, but she’s afraid of what I’ll do or say. Fucked up
thing is, I want her close… even after what she’s done. So what do I do? I be a
dick. It’s the only way to distance myself from her.


“Aren’t you supposed to be in Miami?”


“I missed my flight.”


“So when are you leaving?”


“I…” Her voice breaks. “I guess as soon as I get another
ticket.”


I still don’t look at her. I can’t. “You done?”


She stands, and out of the corner of my eye, I see her
fingers tremble as she wipes her palms on her jeans.


“I guess we are.”


She walks away, and it takes everything in me not to call
her back. Stopping in the doorway, she turns, and I finally meet her gaze.
Tears are streaming down her cheeks, tiny sobs racking her body.


“I never meant to hurt you. I was scared and I should have
just told you. It may not mean anything now but… I want you to know… that night
you came back from Florida… I knew.”


“Knew what?”


“I saw you standing by the fire with your friends and I knew
I was ready. I…” She stops, struggling to continue through her tears. “I was
going to throw them out, but then you found them.”


“What do you think I would have done if you’d told me you
weren’t ready?”


“I don’t know.” She wraps her arms around herself, staring
at the floor. “‘Mistakes are always forgivable, if one has the courage to admit
them’.”


I know she did not just quote Bruce Lee to me.
“Don’t. Just don’t.”


“I know you’re hurt and angry… and a whole lot of other
things but… I want you to know… I do love you.” She meets my stare, her
eyes begging me to believe her. “You’re not just on my back, Gage. You’re on my
heart… and nothing’s ever going to change that.”


I grit my teeth, mentally digging in my heels. I can’t let
her affect me. I need to stay strong.


“Just know if you ever need anything… anything. I’m
here for you.”


“Anything?” I raise a brow as I put the plate aside and make
my way toward her. She just gave me the perfect weapon to use against her.


I close the door, crowding her with my body so she leans
against it. Slowly, she lifts her face to meet my gaze.


“Anything,” she whispers, her breathing accelerating.


Reaching for the button on her jeans, I pop it and pull the
zipper down. I slide my palm to her ass, pulling her to me.


“I always liked fucking you. Well, before I found out you’re
just a lying bitch.”


She winces and closes her eyes, but doesn’t say a word.
Maybe, in her mind, she thinks she deserves it.


“Maybe I made a mistake giving you my patch. Maybe I should
have just made you my little fuck toy.”


She sobs, her shoulders shaking against me. I knew that last
bit would hurt. They’re her words, flung at me when she wanted more than I
thought I could give. Still, I persist.


“On your knees, Raven.”


I take a step back, giving her room as she falls to her
knees in front of me. She wipes at her tears, trying to control herself. 


“Now, suck my dick.”


The moment her fingers graze my dick, I get hard. My mind
might be messed up but my body knows her too well; still craves her. She pulls
my boxers down just far enough to release my dick. When she takes me into her
mouth, I fist my hands on the door, fighting back a groan. Despite her current
state, she doesn’t hold back. I watch as her head bobs, one hand stroking the
base. But, she makes the mistake of looking up at me as her tongue slides over
my balls. I snap. Pulling her to her feet, I drag her to the bed, pushing her
on top of it. I quickly dispose of her jeans and rip her panties off. She
stares at me, still not talking, but I see it in her eyes—she wants
this. I just can’t give it to her the way she wants it. Grabbing
her ankles, I pull her to the edge of the bed, spread her legs wide, and sink
my dick deep inside her. She cries out and I remain still, feeling her clench
around me. Fuck if she ain’t dripping wet.


“Fuck….” I groan.


My eyes meet hers and my plan gets fucked. That look. That fucking
look in her eyes every time I’m inside her. I can’t handle it. I flip her over,
grab her hips, and slam inside her once more.


“Gage!”


“Don’t talk.”


I can’t bear to hear her say my name. I start to move but
I’m confronted with another problem—her tattoo is peeking out the bottom
of her blouse. Fuck my life. I close my eyes, pounding into her. Once I get
this out of my system, that’s it. I’ll be done with her and she can leave. I
hear her moans but I try not to pay attention. This is for me, not her. Her
body doesn’t know that because she begins to tighten around me. She’s close and
she’s taking me with her. Sinking my fingers into her hips, I pump into her
tight pussy. She cries out, but buries her face in the bed, muffling the sound.
As she convulses around me, I come, burying myself to the hilt. Her thighs
tremble and she pushes her ass in to me. I slip out of her, wanting only to
dive right back in. She turns to lie on her back, watching me. I head to the
bathroom, but stop in the doorway. Just one last thing. 


“Don’t be here when I get back.”









CHAPTER 8


***Raven***


 


A soft touch alerts me to someone else’s presence in the
room. I turn to my other side and find Dani in bed with me.


“Hey, pumpkin,” I say softly.


“Do you feel better?”


“I’m not really sick. Just a little sad.”


She sits Indian style, her little blue eyes softening.


“Is it Mr. Gage? Do you miss him?”


“Yeah, I do.”


I’m finally at the point where I don’t break down in a fit
of tears whenever I think about him or hear his name. That doesn’t matter
because I’m still dead inside. Sometimes I miss him so much, I feel like I
can’t breathe. The day after he fucked me and chased me away, I left Stony
View. I’m not even mad at him. Everything he said was out of hurt and anger,
and I deserved it. The angry sex was amazing, but the one thing I won’t forget
from that night, is the way he looked at me as he stood at the bathroom door—with
disgust. That was almost a month ago. I came to Miami, and for the most part,
I’ve been locked away in my bedroom. Other than school, I haven’t done much. I
haven’t spoken to him since then, either. I pick up the phone every day to call
him but chicken out. If he wanted to talk to me, he would call. I don’t even
know if he has the same number. I kept mine; kept the phone he gave me. That,
and the tattoo on my back are the only physical reminders I have of him. I
couldn’t take anything else; didn’t think I had the right to. I miss my “12
Gage” necklace the most. It’s the first thing he gave me that really said I was
his.


“Call him… on the computer so you can see him, too,” Dani
suggests.


“I’d like that. But… he’s kinda mad at me. I don’t think
he’d talk to me.”


“Why would he be mad at you?”


“I did something I shouldn’t have.”


“Did you say you’re sorry?” she asks as she snuggles up to
me. “Mommy always makes me apologize, even when I don’t want to.”


“I did.”


“And he didn’t forgive you?”


“No,” I whisper. “He didn’t.”


“Ugh! Boys are so dumb!”


I giggle softly, wrapping my arm around her. “They can be…
sometimes.”


“I’m never getting married. When I can get a job, I’ll make
my own money, and live all by myself.”


“You’ll need someone to talk to.”


“I have my dollies.” She turns to face me and stares into my
eyes with a loving smile. “And I have you, my big sister.”


I pull her closer, kissing her forehead. Oh, to be seven
years old and innocent again.


“Yeah. You do.”









***Gage***


 


I walk into the house and it feels strange. The last time I
stepped foot in here, it felt like a home. Now it’s just four walls and a roof.
I haven’t been here since the day I walked out. I couldn’t, knowing she wasn’t
here. The day she left, Charger brought her car to the clubhouse and dropped
the key in my palm. I couldn’t bear to look at it, so I had Motor take it to
the warehouse where I store all of mine. I don’t know what the hell to do with
it. Painting it won’t make fuck of a difference, and I can’t bring myself to
sell it. It’s just another reminder of her. Knowing she’s tatted on my back is
one thing. I don’t really have to see it. Her name on my knuckles is another
thing altogether. I see it every day. I stare at it every day, wondering
if I should get it covered up. It’s a relic of the life I thought I could have…
the one I never will. But I won’t get rid of it. It’s like the car—I’ll
know what’s really underneath. Besides, it might keep me from making the
mistake of trusting another woman again. 


This last month, I buried myself in work and my flying
lessons to try and keep her off my mind. I slept in my offices at the Kitty or
Scythe most nights. Others, I crashed at the clubhouse. I only came here today
to get some stuff to take back with me. That, and Allah was working my last
nerve. I swear I’m going to empty my clip into his equipment. I finally had it
when he played “Here Without You” by 3 Doors Down. In his own
passive-aggressive way, he’s the only one to say anything, even if it’s through
music. Everyone’s pretty much left me alone. Even E. Chopper still shoots me
dirty looks but I ignore him. Especially when he tells everyone—when I’m in
earshot—how he spoke to his “lil darlin’,” and how he keeps telling her to come
home. Nita and Ellen barely speak to me, like Raven’s not the one who did me
dirty.


I won’t lie. I can’t lie. I miss her. I miss her so
much my chest aches when I think of her. I put up a front for everyone but I’m
pretty sure they all know I’m dying inside. I don’t know which is worse; going
to sleep or waking up without her in my arms. I haven’t even been on my bike
much. Without her behind me, it seems pointless. She showed me what it meant to
love and be loved. Now that she’s gone, I feel empty. Every time I pick up the
phone to call her, I end up tossing it aside. There’s no way she’d want to talk
to me after how I treated her that night. I was angry, but I had no right to
say, or do what I did. 


With a sigh, I trudge up the stairs to the bedroom. The bed
is made and everything is in its place. The film of dust on the furniture is
the only indication that no one’s been here in a while. I drop my duffle on the
bed and head to the closet. Her half is empty, her cut the only thing
remaining. It hangs there next to my shirts, taunting me. I slip it off the
hanger, trailing my thumbs over the patch as I stare down at it. She’s the only
one I ever thought of giving it to, and she’s the only one who’ll ever receive
it. There’s no way I’m going down that road again with another woman. I toss it
on the bed, intending to get rid of it. 


I remove some clothes and stuff them in the bag. I notice a
gift box on the closet floor, and throw it on the bed, too. The lid falls off,
and a helmet rolls out. I pick it up, inspecting the art work. The face of the
reaper on my car has been painted on the outer shell and visor, and the club
logo is on the back. Raven’s tiny signature is on the side. Fuck. She did this
for me. She customized a fucking helmet with her own hands. How fucking cool is
that? Shit. I grab my chest, trying to soothe the sudden ache. Fuck that. This
isn’t my fault. Shaking away the feelings, I drop it on the bed. 


On my way to the bathroom, I glance at the dresser and see
her jewelry box sitting there. Why would she leave that? I pick it up,
flipping it open as I move to perch on the edge of the bed. Every piece of
jewelry I ever gave her is sitting inside. She would be the one woman
who didn’t keep jewelry after a break-up. Removing the “12 Gage” necklace, I
stare at our names etched into the pendant, and think about the day I gave it
to her. I’d already decided I was going to claim her. I picked up her cut the
next fucking day. At the time, I just didn’t realize how much she really meant
to me. She was always so proud to wear it, even though it’s nothing flashy—just
a flattened base of a shotgun shell with our names. Still, she wore it like it
was a diamond. Same thing with the bow ring. She never took them off.  


Her engagement ring. The day I gave it to her, I went down
on my fucking knee and slipped it on her finger. She was so happy. At least I
thought she was. I pick up the charm bracelet and brush my thumb across the
little heart. I gave that one to her the same day I gave her the ring. They
were both supposed to be reminders of how much I loved her; how much I wanted
to be with her. Too bad they didn’t work.


I really thought she was perfect. She’s gorgeous, smart, funny…
although she has a smart mouth, it was cute. She’s a good girl who isn’t afraid
to get her hands dirty. She’s supportive; I have my Private Pilot License as
proof of that. She didn’t give me shit about the MC, or anything else as a
matter of fact. Not to mention she loves to fuck as much as I do. Even if I
came home late and she was asleep, all I had to do was tap her shoulder and she
rolled over. With a woman like that, I thought I’d died and gone to Heaven.


She said she was scared. Now that I’ve thought about it—and
I’ve had a lot of time to think about it—she was right to be. There were
reasons I never wanted any kids before I met her. I guess I deserve some of the
blame, too. I never asked her what she wanted. I told her how it was going to
be and that was that. What makes me mad is that she didn’t talk to me. Instead,
she behaved like a child, hiding it from me. Then again, she’s so young.
Sometimes I forget she still has a lot of growing up to do.


I go around the bracelet and each charm, remembering every
day, every event they represent. The bike—that first day she climbed on
the back of mine and wrapped her arms around me. Subconsciously, I think I knew
right then she was meant to be there. The grill. I smile as I think about the
first time I saw her, and her sassy mouth that made me want to fuck the
attitude right out of her. The monkey. I remember sitting on her couch that
night, watching TV and eating monkey bread. I think that was the first time I
realized she was mine; that I wanted her to be mine. And fuck it, she
is. She still is. I can’t go on living like this, and I won’t go
back to the way I was before her. I look over at her cut and the words on the
rockers jump out at me—“Property of Reaper.”


She’s mine.









***Raven***


 


“Raven?”


With a blank stare, I turn to the boy who called my name.
He’s been yammering on for God knows how long, and I just tuned him out,
staring at the pool the entire time. I promised Laurelyn I would try to enjoy
myself, and I am. I’m trying. This dude is just boring me to death. When she
told me about her Labor Day weekend activities, I groaned out loud. It’s
something she and Daniel do annually, but this year, she’s decided to show me
off. I also think she invited everyone she knew who has a son my age. Mr.
Boring here is just one in a long line today.


“Sorry, what was that?” I ask.


“I asked where you lived before this.”


“Georgia,” I answer in a distant voice.


“Are you okay?”


“I’m fine. Just… this is not really my scene.”


“Ahh.” He nods in acceptance. “I understand.” I finish my
drink and he reaches for my glass. “Let me refresh that for you.”


“Thanks.”


When he walks away, Toni comes over, touching my shoulder.


“How different is this?” she asks. “I think I prefer the
outlaw bikers.”


“Tell me about it. But… I said I’d try so here I am.”


Mr. Boring—I think his name is Brett—returns with my drink,
and I give him a smile in thanks. Out of nowhere, “Kissin’ On My Tattoos”
blares from inside the house. The band Laurelyn hired stops playing, and
everyone turns in the direction of the music. My glass slips from my fingers,
shattering to pieces on the concrete.


“Are you seeing what I’m seeing?” I ask Toni.


“Yep. I think I summoned them or some shit.”


Walking out to the backyard, dressed in full biker gear, is
Gage, and pretty much the entire MC. Allah has a boom box on his shoulder, and
a face splitting grin. I look back to Gage. His eyes are locked on me as he
makes his way through the whispering crowd. I can’t believe he’s here. What is
he doing here?


When he stands in front of me, I think I stop breathing. I
stare at him, watching, waiting to see what will happen. He looks to my left
with a scowl.


“Get your fuckin’ hands off my woman,” he growls.


Brett’s hand drops from where it rested on the small of my
back. I hadn’t even realized it was there. 


“Your woman?”


I jerk my head in Brett’s direction, astounded he’d question
Gage. I didn’t think he had it in him. Then again, I wouldn’t have thought
anyone did.


“Did I stutter, motherfucker?” Gage asks, moving toward
Brett. Some of the other guys move forward, too, but I think it’s more of a
scare tactic than anything.


“No. It’s just that I’ve been talking to Raven for a while
and…” He smirks. “She hasn’t mentioned you.”


Holy shit. This boy has a death wish. Before Gage can bash
his skull in, I jump between them.


“Please… Don’t make a bigger scene than you already have.”


I watch the muscles in his jaw work, as he most likely plans
Brett’s demise. His eyes finally meet mine, and slowly, his expression changes
from furious to determined. Grabbing my hand, he begins pulling me toward the
house. I follow, still in shock that he’s really here. I meet Laurelyn’s
concerned gaze and nod, indicating everything’s okay.


“Where’s your room?” Gage asks.


I raise a trembling finger toward the stairs. Before we
climb the first step, Dani stops us.


“Forgive her, Mr. Gage. She’s sad that she made you angry.”


He tips his head to the side, drawing his brows together as
he stares down at her. After a dip of his head, he continues up the stairs.


“Which one?”


“The one at the end,” I answer, not sure how I found my
voice. He lets me enter first, closing the door behind him. My heart rejoices
at the sight of him. He’s here. He walked in to our song. Still, I try
not to get my hopes up.


“You’re here,” I say, my voice coming out shaky. All I want
to do is run into his arms but I stay rooted to the spot.


“I came to take you home, Raven.”


“Home?”


“Home. With me. Where you belong.”


A tingly sensation runs through my body. He came for me.
He wants me back!


“Are you sure that’s what you want?”


“I want you.” He steps closer. “I tried, Raven. I
tried but… I can’t be without you, either.”


“Gage….”


For the first time in weeks, I can feel my heart beating.


“We both did some shit,” he continues. “But I think we can
get past it. Forgiveness is all a part of being in love, right?”


“Right.”


“And I do love you, Raven. I forgive you. Pushing you
away only showed me that…” He shrugs, shaking his head. “I’m just a fraction of
a man without you. You complete me.”  


Tentatively, I close the distance between us and place my
hands on his chest, tears spilling onto my cheeks. God knows I feel the same
about him. Grasping my chin, he tips my face up to his.


“I’m sorry, baby doll. What I did that night….”


“You were a dick.”


“I was. I shouldn’t—”


“But you’re my dick.”


He sighs deeply as he wraps his arms around me. I bury my
face in his chest, breathing in his scent. God, I missed him. He reaches
into his pocket, and I pull back to observe him. He removes my ring, rubbing
his thumb across the band as he stares down at it.


“I found this on the dresser yesterday. Made me realize
where it really belongs.”


“You still want to marry me?”


“If you still want to marry me.”


“I do, Gage. More than anything.”


He slips it on my finger and encloses my hand in his, before
reaching into his pocket again. This time he comes up with my bracelet.


“No more secrets, Raven,” he says as he clasps it around my
wrist. “No lies. Got it?”


I step away from him, meeting his confused stare. Taking a
deep breath, I prepare myself.


“I have something to tell you.”


“What?” he asks, apprehension in his eyes.


“I promise I only found out a few days ago, and I was going
to tell you when I knew for sure.”


“Tell me what?”


He moves closer.


“I’m… I’m pregnant.”


“What?”


“I missed my period and I took three tests. I made a
doctor’s appointment, but I’m pretty sure. I’m pregnant.”


“But… how?” 


“That last night.”


His gaze drifts down to my stomach.


“You weren’t still taking the pills?” 


“No,” I answer. “Not after you found them.”


He places his hand on my stomach, his expression
incredulous.


“You’re pregnant.”


“Yes.”


He reaches for my shirt, frantically undoing the buttons.
When that’s going too slowly for him, he grabs the sides, and buttons go flying
all over the room as he yanks them apart. He falls to his knees, placing his
forehead on my stomach.


“My baby?”


“Our baby,” I correct him.


Placing a soft kiss above my navel, he pulls me closer. I
run my fingers through his hair, moaning as he continues to drop little kisses
on my skin. He reaches under my skirt, pulling my panties down my legs. Leaving
them around my ankles, he reaches back up to circle my clit with his thumb. I
moan, fisting my hand in his hair. With his free hand, he pushes my skirt out
of the way and presses his nose to my mound, taking a deep breath.


“Fuck. It’s been too long. I need you, baby doll.”


He rises, lifting me in his arms and taking me to the bed.
After he lays me down, I slide his cut off his shoulders and reach for his
shirt. I need to feel his skin on mine. He tosses it aside, pulling me to the
edge of the bed as he falls to his knees once more. Removing my panties, he
makes them join his discarded clothes. I cry out at the first lick. It feels
like it’s been forever since he’s touched me. By our standards, I guess it has
been. His tongue swirls on my clit as he slips a finger inside me. 


“My pussy,” he mumbles.


“Please, Gage. I can’t wait anymore.”


“You want my dick, babe?”


“No.” He leans over me, a brow raised. “I want my
dick.”


His lips curl up in a smirk, and without argument, he gives
me what I asked for. I grab his shoulders as he slides inside me.


“Just like that, baby doll,” he says before burying his face
in my neck. “I’m home.”


He begins to move and I wrap my legs around his hips, my
nails skating across his back.


“Kiss me,” I beg.


As his lips connect with mine, I moan into his mouth. 


I have my Gage back. I have my heart back.


“I love you, Gage.”


“I love you, too, Raven.”









***Gage***


 


We walk back to the pool, and into a weird mix of bikers and
socialites. Seems the guys made themselves at home. I couldn’t care less about
the party. I have my baby doll back and that’s all that matters. That reminds
me. I reach into my pocket and pull out her necklace. Her face lights up
like the North Star when she sees it. She turns her back to me, moving her hair
out of the way so I can put it on. 


“The rest is waiting for you at home.”


When she turns to face me, she’s rubbing the pendant between
her thumb and index finger.


“You don’t know how much I missed this… how much I missed
you.”


“I think I do, doll. That’s why I’m here.”


She throws her arms around my waist, clutching the back of
my shirt. I kiss the top of her head, happy to have her back in my arms.


Chopper wanders up to us with a big grin, keeping one hand
behind him.


“We good?” he asks.


“We’re great!” Raven answers.


“Well, then… seems you’re just missing one thing, lil
darlin’.”


“What’s that?”


With an even bigger grin, he shows us what he’s been hiding
behind him—her cut. He helps her into it, then pulls her into a bear
hug.


“Are you going to tell him or should I?” she asks me.


“Hey, Pop. Raven tells me you’re getting that grandbaby you
wanted.”


“What? You’re…” He trails off, looking down at her stomach.
“Are you okay? Do you need to sit… something to eat, drink?”


“I’m fine, Chopper.” She giggles. “It’ll be a while before
I’m even showing.”


“Doesn’t matter. That’s my blood in there.” He points to her
stomach. “I’m going to spoil you rotten ’til he gets here, then when he does,
I’ll do the same to him.”


“How do you know it’s a ‘him’?” I ask.


“I just do.” He turns back to Raven. “I’m going to get you
some food.”


When he leaves, I pull her into my arms, and whisper in her
ear, “Happy?”


“I am now.”


“Me, too. Things are finally the way they’re supposed to be.
Next order of business is to get you in front of a preacher as soon as
possible.”


She turns to face me, her eyes filled with love.


“I can’t wait to be your wife.”


“Yeah. No getting rid of me then.”


“Who says I want to? You’re stuck with me, Gage Hunter.”


“The same way you’re stuck with me, Raven Alvarez.”


She smiles and presses her cheek to my chest. I take a deep
breath, praying for morning so I can take her home; take my woman, my child to
my house, my bed, where they belong. 


Ain’t no way I’m letting her go again.









CHAPTER 9


***Raven***


 


“Sweetheart, are you sure you want to do this?”


I face Laurelyn with a heavy sigh of annoyance. This is
getting old. I’m tired of trying to explain to her that this is exactly what I
need. Why does she insist on ruining my day? My wedding day?


“You don’t have to marry him just because you’re pregnant—”


“I’m not. I love him. We love each other and we want
to get married and have babies and spend the rest of our lives together.”


Turning back to the mirror, I watch as Ellen fixes the veil
and my hair. She ended up making the preparations for the wedding, and I have
to say, she really has a knack for this event planning thing. She’s going to be
over the moon when Gage gives her his surprise.


“It’s just… I want the best for you, Raven.”


“And what makes you think it’s not what I already have?”


Ellen raises a brow at me in the mirror. I know she must be
annoyed, too, wanting to stick up for her brother. I leave my chair, taking
Laurelyn’s hands in mine.


“Look… I understand how you feel. But you need to understand
and accept my feelings, Mom. This is what I want. Gage is what I
want.”


Her fingers tighten around mine and tears well in her eyes.


“Don’t cry.”


“No… You… You called me ‘Mom’.”


“Oh. I guess I did.” I move closer to her, thinking about
how far our relationship has come. It was hard at first. Her timing wasn’t
exactly great. But, we’ve become close, and I’m at a point where I feel like I
can talk to her about anything.  “When you first showed up here,” I continue.
“I had every intention of brushing you off, but it was Gage who convinced me to
give you a chance. If it wasn’t for him, we wouldn’t have the relationship we
do.”


Her eyes soften, tears running down her cheeks in earnest as
she tries to smile.


“He’s more than the MC; more than what you see when you look
at him. I see a side of him I’m sure no one else does. I just wish he wouldn’t
hide that part of him. If he didn’t, then you’d know why I love him so much;
why I know he’s the one.”


Laurelyn tugs me to her, wrapping her arms around me in a
tight embrace.


“Okay, baby. I promise I won’t say anything else. The next
time I see him, I’ll be sure to thank him for giving me my baby girl back.”


“Thanks… Mom.”


She chokes out a sob at the word, then pulls away, carefully
wiping her tears. There’s a knock at the door before Toni and Chrissy bounce
in, followed by Aunt Nita.


“You ready to walk down the aisle, Miss Alvarez?” Toni asks.


“I been ready. I just need to put on my dress.”


Ellen clears her throat behind me and I turn to find her
holding the dress for me to step into it. I move excitedly toward her, thinking
about Gage waiting for me at the end of the aisle.


“Girl, that entrance!” Chrissy squeals. “When you two rode
up on those bikes, it was totally badass. How did you get Gage to agree to it?”


That little bit was my idea. I thought there was no better
way for us to show up to the church, both of us wearing our cuts. He opposed it
at first, but I can be persuasive. That’s how he ended up buying me an Iron
883.


“He was worried about me falling and hurting the baby, but I
have methods of getting my way,” I answer with a smirk.


Everyone giggles, except Laurelyn, who clears her throat in
obvious disapproval. I laugh as Ellen finishes hooking up the back of my dress
and helps me with the garter belt.


“Okay. I think we’re all set,” she says. “You look gorgeous,
honey.”


Everyone agrees. With a wide grin, I stare at my reflection
in the mirror. The next time I see it, I’ll be Mrs. Gage Hunter. Holy fuck. I
can’t believe this is happening! It seems like I’ve been waiting forever. I
know he feels the same, so I won’t keep him waiting any longer.


“Okay, ladies. Let’s get me hitched!” 


Aunt Nita walks up, tears shimmering in her eyes as she
takes my hand. Oh, God. I hope she doesn’t say anything to make me cry.


“Gage made the right choice,” she says, nodding to emphasize
her words. “I couldn’t be more proud than if he was my own son. You’ve been
good for him… made him happy. I never needed a piece of paper to call you
family, but I’m glad you’re making it official.”


“Thank you,” I reply, frantically blinking back my own
tears.


“Come on, baby. It’s time to go.”


I acknowledge my mother with a nod. Ellen helps me with the
train of my dress while the others walk ahead of us. I went with a more
traditional, poufy, princess dress. The strapless corset top adds a little sexy
with sheer insets around the mid-section.


Daniel greets me with a proud smile as I approach him.


“You look beautiful, Raven.”


“Thanks, Daniel,” I reply as I take his arm. He’ll never
replace Daddy, but he’s a good man and I’m happy he could be here to walk me
down the aisle. 


Laurelyn and Aunt Nita kiss my cheek, then leave to find
their seats. I nod to Ellen, letting her know it’s time, and she hurries inside
to get everything ready. When she returns, she, Chrissy, and Toni—my
bridesmaids—head inside as the music begins.


“Nervous?” Daniel asks.


“No way.”


Mendelssohn’s “Wedding March” begins, making my heart beat
to the rhythm of the strings. We step up to doors of the church, and as they swing
open, my eyes go directly to the end of the aisle, meeting Gage’s. His mouth
falls open in awe. As I slowly make my way toward him, I watch his eyes travel
up and down my body, then he swallows hard, his gaze meeting mine once more. I
bite into my bottom lip, not giving a damn about my lipstick. He is absolutely
gorgeous in his black tux and sapphire blue tie that matches the ribbon in my
bouquet. This man is going to be my husband and father of my children. I don’t
think I could possibly love him more than I do at this moment, yet I know what
I feel now, will seem like nothing compared to the love I’ll feel for him
tomorrow. 


Daniel kisses my cheek, then shakes Gage’s hand before
releasing me to him. I take his arm, staring up into his beautiful blue eyes as
we step up to the altar. The pastor starts to speak, but I don’t hear a word,
completely lost in Gage’s gaze. It’s filled with such love, such promise, it
pulls me into a world where only the two of us exist. It’s not until Dr. E
walks up with our rings that I snap back to reality.


“Do you, Gage Harley, take this woman, Raven Selena, to be
your lawfully wedded wife, to have and to hold from this day forward? In
sickness and in health, for richer or poorer, ’til death do you part?” the
pastor asks.


“I do,” he answers without hesitation, slipping the ring
onto my finger.


He repeats the questions to me and I answer in kind, putting
Gage’s ring in place.


“And now the groom and his bride would like to say a few
words.” The pastor nods, motioning for us to proceed.


Gage opts to go first.


“My baby doll.” With a tender smile, he strokes my cheek
with his thumb. “I remember calling you that the first day we met. Now, today…
I make you mine in every way. Mine to have, to hold…” His lips curl up in that
mischievous smirk I love. “And other things.”


The congregation bursts out laughing. The pastor clears his
throat.


“Mine to love,” he continues, losing the smirk. “And here,
now, in front of all these people, I’m going to say, I do love you. I
love you more than I thought I could ever love anyone. You’re everything I
could ever want—smart, strong, kind, caring, loyal… Not to mention the most
gorgeous woman I’ve ever seen. I can’t wait to start our lives together as
husband and wife.”


Tears begin to gather in my eyes as I stare up at the man I
love, openly and publicly declaring his love for me. The same man who—only a
few months ago—thought he wasn’t capable of that emotion. He strokes my cheek
again, wiping away an errant tear.


“Your turn,” he says with a smile.


Taking a deep breath, I prepare myself. The pastor, the
church, and everyone in it, fade away once more as I see our future in his
eyes.


“It’s funny you mention the day we met. I think I told you
we would never happen. But… you’re a persistent man, Gage Hunter.” His smirk
returns. “I’m glad. If you weren’t, we wouldn’t be here today.” I take his
hands in mine, sniffling through my tears. “Every time I think about our
future, I get more excited because… I fall deeper in love with you every day.”


“I don’t deserve you,” he mutters, shaking his head.


“You’re the reason I’m still breathing.”


“I wasn’t there for you when you needed me the most.”


“You’re wrong. After what happened, I was ready to give up
on… everything. But you were there. You pulled me back from the darkness
time and time again. The light of your love is what saved me,” I cry
desperately. “You gave me something to hold on to.”


He tugs me closer, placing his forehead on mine, his palm to
my cheek.


“No, babe. You saved me.”


“We saved each other. I can’t wait for our son or daughter
to meet you. You’ll be an amazing father, Gage. Just like you’ll be an amazing
husband. I love you.”


I don’t know how long we stood there like that, holding each
other, shaking with the strength of the emotions passing between us. It’s the
pastor clearing his throat that brings us back to the moment. We break apart
and I look to the crowd when I hear all the sniffling. There’s not a dry eye
among the women, and the men are staring at Gage with a sort of new respect… a
more profound one.


“Well,” the pastor says quietly. “I’ve never heard vows
quite like that before, but they were, by far, the most beautiful.”


“Thank you,” we answer simultaneously.


He smiles, then directs his attention to the rest of the
church. “Is there anyone here who objects to these two being joined in holy
matrimony?”


Silence.


“Ladies and gentlemen, by the power vested in me by God and
the state of Georgia, it is my honor to pronounce this man and this woman,
husband and wife. Mr. Hunter, you may kiss your bride.”


As everyone cheers, Gage wraps his arms around me. I do the
same, settling into the one place I feel safe.


“You’re mine now, Raven… in every sense of the word.” 


“I was always yours, Mr. Hunter.”


“I know, Mrs. Hunter,” he mumbles as his head descends. “I
know.”









***Gage***


 


My wife. This gorgeous woman smiling up at me, staring with
such love in her eyes, is my wife. I can’t believe it. Those are two words I
always thought I’d never say, but here I am—a married man. In a few short
months, I’ll be a father. I also never thought I’d have kids, but I can’t wait
to meet my son or daughter.


“What’s with the grin?” my wife asks. 


Holy shit. My wife.


“You.”


“Me? I haven’t even done anything… yet.” She smirks.


I pull her closer, swaying against her body as we have our
first dance as husband and wife.


“What do you have planned?” I ask.


“You’ll see.”


“Well, I plan on being inside you all night, so prepare for that,
Mrs. Hunter.”


“No complaints here.”


Stepping back, I twirl her around, then tug her back into my
arms. As our song plays in the background, she giggles, wrapping her arms
around my neck.


“Love you, babe.”


“Love you, too,” she replies.


Gently, I press my lips to hers and we both stop moving. Her
fingers slide up my neck and into my hair as she parts her lips for me. Our
tongues meet, and the urge to bend her over and fuck her in front of all these
people blazes through me. It’s an over-the-top caveman reaction, but I can’t
help it. She’s mine.


She moans, crushing my body to hers as I explore her mouth
with my tongue. It may be familiar territory, but her taste is something I’ll
never get enough of.


I pull back at the cheers and applause from our family,
greeted with the sight of my beautiful wife’s face tilted toward me, eyes
closed, lips parted. Her lids flutter open and she smiles, licking her lips as
her gaze slides down to mine. Fuck this party. I need to get her alone.


“Let’s go.”


I grab her hand, leading her off the dance floor. Before we
can leave the room, we’re stopped by a few well-wishers. During all of this,
Raven gets pulled in one direction, me in another. Fuck.


“Congrats, bro!”


Grateful for the interruption, I turn to E, taking his
extended hand and pulling him into a one-armed hug. “Thanks, man. I’m
officially off the market,” I say as we move away from the crowd.


“Please. You’ve been off the market since you met that
girl.”


“Yeah.” I chuckle. “I guess so.” I scan the crowd, spotting
her back on the dance floor with Chopper. 


“Look who’s itching to jump into the marital bed.” E laughs.
“You’re an old married man now. Say goodbye to all the freaky shit.”


I turn to him with a raised brow. “Fuck that shit. It’s just
getting started, brother.”


While he chuckles, I meet Raven’s stare as she moves in our
direction. She looks around carefully, then smirks. Sticking her tongue in her
cheek, she makes a fist and simulates a blow job. My dick threatens to burst
through my zipper.


“See that? My baby just put out the bat signal. Old married
man my ass.”


“Just wait ’til that brand new feeling wears off. You’ll
see,” he teases.


“Yeah, whatever,” I say as I watch her approach me. “Stop
worrying about me and go get some pussy before your dick falls off from lack of
use.”


“Don’t you worry about my dick, motherfucker.”


“We’re talking about dicks?” Raven asks as she slides her
arm around my waist.


“Yeah. This one that I got for you,” I answer. “Ready to
go?”


“I’m kinda tired. Netflix and chill?”


“Net what and who?” I exclaim.


She giggles and E bursts out laughing next to me.
Motherfucker.


“Yeah, we can watch La Bamba.”


I catch the twinkle in her eye and realize she’s teasing me.
I wrap my arms around her, joining in on the game.


“As long as you make monkey bread.”


“Oh, I have some monkey bread for you all right.”


“Okay, that’s my cue to leave,” E says. “I’ll see you two…
whenever.”


“Bye, Dr. E.” Raven wiggles her fingers at him.


“Let’s go, baby doll. It’s time to get the real party
started.”









CHAPTER 10


***Raven***


          


My heart beats faster as he stares down at my naked body.
The man is fully clothed but the look in his eyes is enough to induce a
pulsating rhythm between my thighs. He’s my husband now; not my boyfriend or
old man… my husband. All the plans I had for tonight are fucked. I came out of
the shower and he had me tied to the bed before I could say a word. I squirm
beneath his heated gaze, anticipating what’s to come.


“Something wrong, Mrs. Hunter?”


“Yes. I’m naked and you’re not.”


“Patience, babe,” he says as he shrugs out of his jacket.


I roll my wrist inside the restraint, needing to touch him.
Slowly, he removes his clothes, teasing and taunting me with his magnificent
body. Down to his boxers, he stands at the foot of the bed.


“On a scale of one to ten, how bad do you want me right
now?” he asks.


“Thirty-five.”


He chuckles, walking toward the bathroom. “Let’s see if I
can get that number higher.”


“What?” I exclaim. “Where the hell are you going?”


“Shower.”


Dick. He’s going to make me suffer on our wedding day? “It’s
gonna be a zero by the time you get back!” I shout after him, listening to him
laugh as the shower comes on.


I stare at the ceiling, waiting for him to return. Instead
of my arousal dying down, I only get more turned on. I imagine him in the
shower, water cascading down his body. Fuck. I try to squeeze my thighs
together, but my legs are spread and bound to the bed.


He returns with a towel wrapped around his hips, water
dripping from his hair. Resuming his position at the foot of the bed, he begins
to dry his hair with another towel. He glances up just as I lick my lips, and
he gives me that cocky smile of his. He knows exactly what he’s doing to me and
the fucker is enjoying every second of it.


“So… where are we at now?”


“One,” I answer, trying to sound disinterested but failing
miserably.


He chuckles. “Let’s see what we can do about that.”


He drops both towels then places his hands on his hips.
Sweet baby Jesus. I swallow hard. No matter how many times I see him naked, the
effect is always the same. It’s not just the sight of his hard dick, the “V”
that accentuates his flat stomach, his defined arms, or the ink covering his
skin; it’s also the knowledge of the pleasure that body always delivers. I try
to reach out for him but my forgotten restraints hinder me.


“Please, Gage….”


“Please what?” he asks as he drops a gentle kiss on the
inner side of my leg.


Lifting my head, I stare down at him as he kisses his way
up. Tremors rock my body as his lips and breath whisper across my skin.


“I need you.”


He stands upright, staring down at me once again.


“Fuck, you’re beautiful… and you’re mine. All mine, Raven.”


“Get your fill. I won’t look like this in a few weeks.”


“You’re right.” He chuckles, making me want to kick him in
the nuts. He’s lucky I’m tied up. “If it’s possible, you’ll be even more
gorgeous.”


Now I want to kick myself. “Oh, Gage….”


He crawls onto the bed, nuzzling my stomach.


“Watching our baby grow will be the most beautiful thing
I’ll ever see.” He kisses below my navel and whispers, “Daddy loves you so much
already. I can’t wait to meet you.”


I twist my wrists in the leather cuffs, wanting to hug him
more than I ever have before. 


“Gage….”


He doesn’t release me. Instead, he moves down, sliding his
tongue between my lips. I moan, raising my hips off the bed. Wrapping his hands
around my thighs, he keeps me in place as he concentrates his efforts on my
clit.


“Mine.”


“Yes….”


“Sweet… wet…” I clench around his finger as he slips one
inside me. “Tight… so fucking tight.”


“Dios. Por favor… I need you inside
me.”


“Mine.”


He trails his wet lips up my stomach and to my breast,
pulling my nipple into his mouth. My back arches, thrusting it toward him. He
continues his journey up my sternum and neck, coming to a stop at my lips. I
stare up at him, breathing out of control, heart hammering in my chest.


“Love me?” he asks.


“With everything in me.”


Our lips connect just as he slides inside me. I moan,
contracting my muscles as he sinks deep.


“Fuck, babe.”


“Right there,” I groan as he begins to move. “Fuck me.”


“No, doll. Maybe tomorrow, but not tonight,” he says as he
moves to his knees and releases my ankles. As soon as they’re free, I wrap my
legs around his hips.


He resumes a slow, steady pace, staring into my eyes. It’s
our wedding day; the day we stood in front of our families and declared our
love for each other. Now, he’s making love to me; giving me the side of him I
fell in love with in the beginning. There will be no Reaper in our bed tonight.
Only Gage.


He reaches between us, circling my clit as he moves inside
me. The sensations, not being able to move, staring up at him and seeing the
love in his eyes… It’s all too much. My toes curl and I clench my muscles as my
orgasm approaches. He gives me all of him, grinding his hips against mine.
Without pausing, he frees my wrists. I slide my hands around his mid-section,
sinking my nails into his back.


“Oh, God. I’m coming!”


“Come for me, Raven. Come.”


It wasn’t a command. He didn’t even use the voice,
but somehow it has the same effect. I come, screaming and convulsing beneath
him.


“Gage!”


Finally, he picks up his pace, slamming into my shaking
body.


“Raven!”


His hips still but his body shivers with his orgasm. He
collapses on top of me, breathing out of control. Once it’s steadied, he lies
next to me, pulling me into his arms, and I lay my head on his chest. We lie
there, me twirling the hairs of his treasure trail, him gliding his fingers up
and down my arm.


“I love you, Gage.”


“I love you, Raven.”


“Forever?”


“Beyond fucking forever, baby doll.”


 


 












***Raven***


“Bullet.”


“No.”


“Walther.”


“What? ‘PPK’ for a middle name? I am not naming our
child after guns.” He opens his mouth to speak, and I quickly add, “Or
gun-related accessories. No bikes, either.”


“Shit, babe. That doesn’t leave much.”


“One Harley in the family is enough, thank you very much.”


“Stop making fun of my name, Salinas.”


I roll my eyes, ignoring his reference to the Selena
movie, and his horrible attempt at the accent. I so regret making him
watch it with me.


“There are millions to choose from. Why do you want our kid
to be the one with the weird name?”


“Yeah… millions, but none of them unique.”


“Forget it, Gage.” I hop out of bed, heading to the
bathroom. 


“Hey, this is my son.”


“Our son. And why are you so sure it’s a boy?”


“I just know it. A little Reaper is gonna pop out and
instantly ask for a Harley.”


I giggle as he walks up behind me.


“And be the youngest prospect ever, right?”


“Exactly.”


My smile fades as I turn to him. “What about Emilio?”


He stops in the middle of brushing his teeth, and faces me.
“After your dad.”


“Yeah. I was thinking for a middle name.”


“Of course, doll.” He strokes my cheek. “Whatever you want.”


“Thanks.”


We finish up, then dive right back into bed. He pulls me
close and I lay my head on his chest. I’ve been Mrs. Gage Hunter for sixteen
hours, and I’m a little embarrassed to say we’ve been having sex for the
majority of that time. We leave for our honeymoon tomorrow, and I’m pretty sure
it’s the only activity we’ll be indulging in. 


“Using your dad’s name is a good idea. If… if it’s a
girl, we’re naming her after my mom, Corrine.”


“Okay. You think my dad and your mom are somewhere watching
over us?”


“Shit. As much as we fuck? I hope not.”


I smack his chest. “Perv.”


He chuckles, changing position so we’re on our sides, facing
each other. I lay my palm on his cheek, staring into his sapphire eyes.


“I do, Raven. I think… I think she had him lead you to me.
It’s the only reason I can think of why our paths crossed. She knew you were
meant for me.”


“Oh, Gage….”


“He probably put up a hell of a fight, though. I can’t
imagine I’m what he envisioned for you.”


“Yeah.” I smile. “Probably.”


“Thank God Mom’s a persuasive woman.”


“Yeah. Thank God.” I press a gentle kiss to his lips. “I
love you, Gage.”


“I know.” He smirks.


“Whatever.”


I return my head to his chest, baby names swirling around my
brain. I’m only six weeks in, but the way Gage acts, you’d think I’m about to
give birth at any moment.


“What about Gavin?” I ask. “That’s both our names together.”


“No. My son should have a name that strikes fear into the
hearts of men at the mere sound of it.”


“What?” I burst out laughing.


“You heard me. Who the fuck would fear ‘Gavin’?”


“Zeus? Thor?” I roll over, unable to contain my laughter.


“Not those… but something like that.” He grabs my
waist, pulling me back to him. “Stop laughing!”


“Why? What you gonna do about it?”


“You know, the usual. Stick my dick down your throat.”


“Okay, okay. What about…” I rattle a few more names around
in my mind. “Apollo?”


“Apollo. Hmm…” He stares up at the ceiling, contemplating
it.


“Or Chaos… If we’re sticking to Greek mythology.”


“Chaos?” He raises a brow.


“Chaos is like… the first thing to exist… the great void
that gave birth to the universe.”  


“Chaos,” he sounds out the word, nodding. “I like it. Great
for a first born.”


“Chaos: Borne of Rage. That sounds badass.”


“Totally badass, babe.” His arm tightens around my waist.


“Chaos Emilio Gage Hunter.”


He looks down at me, a grin spreading across his lips.


“I love it.”


“Me, too. What about a girl name? Do we need a fear-inducing
one for our daughter?” I ask as I lay my head on his chest again.


“Nah. Her father’s name will do that.”


“Fuck. Now I’m praying for a boy. Our poor daughter would be
a virgin spinster.”


“What’s wrong with that?”


“Dick.” I roll my eyes.


“Yeah. She won’t be getting any.”


Laughing, I raise my face to his. “Like any child of
yours will be celibate.”


“Me? It takes two, baby doll. I wouldn’t advise it, but you
can always say no.”


“I remember trying that once… said I wasn’t in the mood. You
told me you had an app to fix it.”


“Yup. Developed it myself.”


“And I’m pretty certain it’s gotten a few updates since
then.”


“That’s the thing with technology. It’s always evolving.”


“It’s a wonderful thing. It certainly means life with you
will never be boring.”


“You know it.”


Sliding my leg over him, I straddle his hips, sitting
directly on his crotch. His fingers glide up my thighs, coming to rest on my
hips. With a toss of my head, I flip my hair over my left shoulder.


“Fuck,” he mumbles, his fingers digging into my flesh.
“You’re fucking gorgeous.”


“Am I?”


“I’d tell you that you’re the most beautiful woman in the
world, but… you’re the only one I see, babe. You’re the most beautiful woman in
my world.”


“Gage…” I touch my fingertips to his cheek as tears begin to
well in my eyes. I don’t know how it’s possible for him to touch my heart like
this every, single day. He proves to me that love is infinite. There’s no such
thing as loving someone too much. You either fall out of love or you fall
deeper. With Gage, I’m free falling without a care. The best part is, he makes
me feel like he’s right there with me. He’s my be all and end all. I never want
to know the alternative of not having him in my life.


“Hailey,” he says.


“Huh?”


“Hailey,” he repeats. “It’s close to, but not quite
‘Harley’.” My confused frown gives way to a grin. “Hailey Corrine Selena
Hunter.”


“I think we’ve got it.”


“We’re pretty good at this baby naming thing,” he says with
a smug grin. “The others should be a cinch.”


“Others?”


“Of course. You didn’t think we’d stop at one, did you?”


“Let’s just get through this one before we even start
thinking of more.”


He begins slowly undoing the buttons of his dress shirt I’m
wearing, licking his lips as my breasts are exposed.


“Looks like it’s time for another upgrade on that app. A few
tweaks and fixes here and there should remedy that… help your thought process.”


I throw my head back, laughing. “You’re something else, Mr.
Hunter.”


“And you love me, Mrs. Hunter.”


“I do,” I reply, tossing the shirt on the floor. “Now, let’s
start practicing for baby number two.”


“I fucking love you.”


“I know.” I lean forward, gently placing my lips on his. “I
know.”


 






















Note From Alana


 


I know when you got to the end of “Tempted”, I was your
least favorite person. Whether I made up for that in “Claimed” or not, this is
for all the readers who stuck with me to the end of Gage and Raven’s story.
Their journey was always destined to go the way it did. I tried to change it
but the words just wouldn’t come. Now that their story is complete, I can play
with it a bit. I asked myself “what would have happened if that fated night had
been different?” Well, here is the answer! 


 









Envisage (verb)


– Form a mental picture of (something not yet existing or
known).


Synonyms – picture, imagine, visualize


 


 


We pick up from Gage’s house, where Ellen is helping him get
ready for Raven’s birthday party. He’s been calling Raven, getting increasingly
angry because she’s not picking up.


 


***Gage***


 


“Raven, pick up the fucking phone. Call me back.”


“Gage, calm down,” Ellen says.


“Don’t tell me to fucking calm down! This isn’t like her.”


“I just left her a few hours ago. You don’t know how women
are. We take forever to get ready.”


“Not Raven.” I sit on the bed, tapping my foot until I can’t
take it anymore. “Fuck this shit. I’m going over there.” 


My phone rings and I think finally as her name
flashes on the screen.


“Where the fuck have you been?” I demand.


“Don’t you growl at me, Mr. Grouchy. I’ve been getting
ready.”


“On what planet that doesn’t get cell reception?”


“The one where growly men don’t get the sex they’ve been
waiting three months for,” she replies, her voice devoid of humor.


Fuck.


“Are you ready?” I ask, not wanting to upset her. There’s no
way I’m not getting inside her tonight. Ellen giggles behind me.


“Almost. I will be by the time you get here.”


“Fine. I’ll see you in a few.”


“’Kay.”


“You are so whipped,” Ellen says through her
laughter.


“Fuck off, sis.”


She laughs even harder. “I don’t even want to see what
you’ll be like in the morning. She’ll be leading you around on a leash!” She
grabs her stomach, leaning forward.


I glare at her, and she tries to compose herself. After
managing to calm down to short bursts of giggles, she begins fixing my tie. A
leash. Fuck that. Ain’t no woman putting Gage Hunter on a fucking leash.
After tonight, she’ll be the one following me around like a love-sick puppy. I
smirk to myself, imagining the night ahead. It feels like I’ve been waiting
forever for this day, and it’s finally here. Tonight, I really make her mine.


“There,” Ellen taps my chest. “Prince Charming in the
flesh.”


“Thanks, sis… for everything.”


“My pleasure.” She slides her palm up to my cheek. “I just
want you to be happy, and it’s obvious Raven makes you happy.”


I kiss her forehead, and then we make our way downstairs. 


“I’ll see you at the club,” Ellen calls over her shoulder as
she leaves. “The flowers are on the table. And open her doors!”


Fuck me. I’m not a hopeless cause. Raven might think I’m a
Neanderthal but I’m not. I’ve just never met anyone who was worth the effort.
Not until her. With a deep breath, I grab the flowers, and head out.


 









***Raven***


 


I practically run to the door when I hear the knock. I’ve
been ready for a while… since I called him. I just didn’t want to seem too
eager. Stopping at the door, I take a deep breath, and compose myself. When I
open it, my heart catapults itself into my throat. Ho-ly fuck! I
thought he was hot before, but in a suit? Molten lava. Sex god, level infinity.
Fuck. Me. As I take in every inch of the man before me, he does the same,
staring at me in wide-eyed awe.


“Fuck,” he mumbles.


“I second that sentiment.”


“You look… absolutely beautiful.”


“Thanks.” I slide my palms down the front of my dress. Ellen
did a great job. I totally would have picked it out myself. It’s the perfect
shade of blue, and shows the right amount of skin—legs, breasts, back, and the
curves of my waist. “You’re very handsome. Combed hair and all.”


He smiles, handing me a gorgeous bouquet of red roses. Roses.
From Mr. I-Don’t-Do-Romance. Baby Jesus. This is already the best birthday
ever.


“I can clean up pretty well.”


“I see that. Let me put these in some water then we can go.”


I quickly find a vase, then hurry back to him, anxious to
get this night underway. After what happened last night, I know tonight will be
absolutely incredible.


“Ready, babe?”


“Yup,” I reply, grabbing my clutch.


After I lock the door behind us, he offers me his arm like a
true gentleman. With a giddy smile, I slip my hand through the crook of his. He
leads me to the Bimmer, opening my door so I can slide in. Watching him as he
walks to the driver’s side, I can’t get over how beautiful he is.


“I know I already told you but you look amazing, Gage,” I
tell him when he joins me.


“Good. Because all of this”—he sweeps his hand over his
body—“I did for you.”


“I love it. Can’t wait to get you out of it, though.”


“Funny. I thought the same thing when you opened the door.”


Fuck. “Can we just skip the party and go back to your
place?”


“Don’t tempt me, doll. We’re doing this right. I have a few
surprises for you.”


“What surprises?” I ask, my curiosity piqued. 


“You’ll see.”


With that cryptic statement, he laces his fingers through
mine, and pulls out of the driveway. Ever so often, he squeezes my fingers, and
tosses a smile my way. This Gage is strange to me. It’s not just his
appearance, but his whole demeanor. He hasn’t said one dirty thing to me, and
he’s being so quiet. I figured I’d be hearing about all the things he’s going
to do to me tonight. Regardless, I have to admit, I like this side of him, too.


We arrive at Scythe, and he opens my door. Before we head
inside, he taps out something on his phone, and then offers me his arm. The
club is pitch black when we walk in. I prepare for everyone to shout
“Surprise!”, even though I knew the party was happening. Instead, the lights
come on gradually, revealing a scene straight out of a storybook. Blue.
Everywhere. Blue streamers, blue balloons, blue center pieces on the tables. To
our right, there’s an area set up for taking pictures beneath a balloon arch of
an eighth note. On top, there’s a banner that reads “Class of 2015.” Oh. My.
God. A prom themed party! Everyone is dressed up in gowns and tuxes. All these
big, bad bikers dressed up in tuxes for me. I turn to Gage, tears pooling in my
eyes.


“You did this for me?”


“I thought you might like it. Ellen did all the work,
though.”


“Gage… I love it!”


“Don’t cry.” He swipes a tear from my cheek. “We have
pictures to take.”


He leads me over to the arch, where Tek is set up with a
camera. Gage pulls me against him, my back to his front, and slides his hands
around my waist. A shiver runs down my spine as his palms glide over my exposed
sides. Apparently he notices, because he leans forward and whispers in my ear.


“Just a few more hours, babe.” 


“I can’t wait,” I whisper, turning my head to gaze up at
him.


Leaning in, he gently presses his lips to mine. The flash of
the camera goes off, startling us apart. I turn to Tek with a smile. I need
a copy of that picture! After a few more, we make our way onto the main
dancefloor. Chrissy and Toni run to me, bouncing with excitement.


“Happy birthday, Ray!” Chrissy squeals, pulling me in to a
tight embrace.


“Thanks, boo.”


She gives Gage a knowing smile, then bumps my shoulder with
hers.


“I need all the details,” she whispers before moving
aside.


Toni wraps her arms around me, kissing my cheek. “Happy
birthday, my love. Hope it’s everything you wished for.”


Glancing over at Gage, I smile to myself. I have everything
I need. “Thanks, hon.”


The next couple of hours pass by in a blur of birthday
wishes, cake, food, and dancing. This is the best birthday ever! In the middle
of a conversation with Aunt Nita and Ellen, Chopper pulls me away, leading me
to the dancefloor.


“Having a good time?” he asks.


“The best! I can’t believe everyone did this for me.”


“Why not? You’re one of us now.”


“Not really. It’s not like I’m Gage’s old lady or anything.”


He throws his head back, laughing. “Don’t worry about that,
lil darlin’. You’re family.”


“Thanks, Chopper.”


I rest my cheek to his chest, and we rock to the music until
a voice interrupts us.


“Can I cut in, Pop?”


I turn to Gage in shock. Did I just hear right? Is Mr.
I-Don’t-Dance actually going to dance with me? Chopper steps back, and Gage
takes my hand, pulling me close.


“I thought you didn’t dance?”


“It’s a special night. I decided to make an exception.”


Deciding not to question it further, I lean in to him,
breathing in his scent. He lazily trails his fingertips up and down my back,
making me squirm.


“Need something?” he asks, humor in his voice.


“Yes. You.”


“Well—”


His phone goes off in his pocket, and as soon as he silences
it, he starts dragging me toward the exit.


“What was that?”


“My alarm.”


“Alarm for what?” I ask.


“It’s time to go, Raven.”









***Gage***


 


As we’re heading for the exit, smart-ass Allah begins to
play “Let’s Get It On.” Everyone cheers, some of the men whistling. Any other
night, I might be annoyed but not tonight. Nothing’s spoiling this for me. I’ve
waited too long. Raven giggles behind me, jogging to keep up. Within seconds,
we’re on the way back to my place.


“Gage…” she whispers breathlessly. “Hurry.”


Fuck. As my dick hardens, I press on the accelerator. She
doesn’t even wait for me to open her door when I pull into the driveway.
Meeting her in front of the car, I tug her to me, needing to taste those sweet
lips. She moans, opening up for my tongue. I sweep her up into my arms, taking
her inside. When I start climbing the stairs, she kicks off her shoes, and
pulls at my tie.


Laying her on my bed, I stare down at her, wanting to savor
every moment. She watches as I shrug out of my jacket, dropping it to the
floor. Her breathing accelerates with each piece of clothing I remove. When I’m
down to my boxers and undershirt, I climb on top of her.


“Are you sure you want to do this?”


She nods. “Positive. I want you, Gage.”


I take her lips, unleashing my desire, knowing this time I
don’t have to stop. She writhes beneath me, grinding her pussy against my
already hard dick.


“Gage….”


Fucking hell. What is it about the way she says my name? She
grabs at the hem of my shirt, and I allow her to remove it. I can’t wait to get
inside her, but before I continue, I hop off the bed and walk to my closet.


“What are you doing?”


“You’ll see.”


I retrieve the blue gift box, and hand it to her with a deep
breath.


“What’s this?” she asks, sitting up.


“Open it.”


With a grin, she tears at the ribbon and wrapping paper. As
she removes the lid of the box, she glances up at me.


“Is this the gift you were picking up today?”


“Yeah. Not sure if you’ll like it.” I watch nervously as she
folds away the tissue paper. I don’t even know why I’m nervous. I’m pretty sure
she wants this.


“It’s coming from you so I know I’ll love it.”


She freezes once she realizes what’s in the box.


“Gage…” She stares at me, hopeful anxiety in her eyes. 


I remove her cut from the box, pulling her to her feet.


“Are you sure?” she asks as I help her into it.


“You’re mine, Raven. I know it, you know it. Now, everyone
else will, too.”


Without a word, she pulls me to her, pressing her lips to
mine.


“I love it!” she chants between kisses.


Breaking away, she gives me a mischievous smile. “I’ll be
right back.”


“Where are you going?” I don’t even try to hide the
annoyance in my voice.


“You’ll see.”


She heads to the bathroom, and I stare at my patch on her
back. My chest swells with pride. She’s mine. Finally. Totally. Mine.


Sitting on the bed, I anxiously await her return. What
the hell is she doing in there? Fuck. I grab my dick, adjusting it in my
boxers.


“Don’t worry,” I give him a little pep talk. “The drought is
over.”


The bathroom door opens and my throat locks up. I can’t
talk, can’t even breathe. There she stands in the doorway, shyly staring at her
feet. She let her hair down, and all she’s wearing are panties, her cut, and
the jewelry I gave her. Fuck. Me. My cut, my earrings, my necklace. My woman.
As she peeks up through her lashes, I know, without a doubt, this woman is
going to destroy me. And I’ll love every fucking second of it.


 









***Raven***


 


He hasn’t moved. He’s just sitting there staring at me like
a deer caught in the headlights. I hope he likes it. Or did he want to undress
me? Fuck. I hope I didn’t ruin everything. Tentatively, I make my way back to
him. It’s not until I’m standing before him that he finally makes a move.
Reaching up, he trails a finger between my breasts, down my stomach, and to the
waistband of my panties. My body shivers, and the asthma attack he induces
begins. Slowly, he pushes the sides of my new cut aside, revealing my breasts.
My nipples harden under his hungry stare.


“Fucking perfect,” he mutters.


As he moves behind me, a tingle runs down my spine. I lean
in to him, laying my head on his chest when he moves my hair to the side. He
buries his nose in my neck, inhaling deeply.


“What does this cut mean, Raven?”


“I’m yours,” I whisper.


“Mine.”


While cupping both breasts, he begins to suck at the base of
my neck. I reach up and grab his hair, needing something to hold on to.


“That means… these… are mine,” he continues.


One hand massages my breast as the other slides down my
stomach, and into my panties.


“This,” he growls as he finds my clit. “Is mine.”


“Yes… Yours,” I groan. Leaning in closer, I grind on his
erection as he circles my clit. “Gage, please….”


He pinches my nipple, rubbing my clit in fast, tight
circles. I moan, desperately needing him inside me. I need to finally feel what
it’s like to have him completely.


“You’re going to come on my fingers first. Then, you’re
going to come on my tongue.”


“Oh, God….”


“Then, after I make you beg for my dick, I’m going to slide
it inside this tight pussy of yours, and make you come all over it.”


“Yes. Oh, God, yes!” I scream as my body convulses. My knees
buckle, and he slides his free hand around my stomach, holding me up. He
doesn’t let up, tormenting my clit even after I’ve stopped shaking.


“Gage….”


Turning me around, he gently pushes me on the bed, and
stares at me. His gaze burns a trail down my body. He hooks his fingers into my
panties, and slowly pulls them down my legs. Now, I’m left in my birthday
gifts. I still can’t believe it. I’m officially his woman… his old lady. And he
claimed me before we even made love. I’m his, and goddammit, he’s mine.


As he leans forward, I wrap my arms around his neck. His
kiss is wrought with desire and possession. He claimed me with his patch, now
he’s going to claim me with his body. I can’t fucking wait. Reaching down, I
grip his dick through his boxers. He groans, pressing it into my hand, urging
me on.


“Fuck, babe,” he mumbles against my lips.


He kisses down my neck, licking my skin as he goes. A warm
breath expelled on my nipple, makes me writhe beneath him. I’ll be begging
sooner than he thinks. He pulls my nipple into his mouth, swirling his tongue
around it.


“Gage!” I cry out when he bites into it.


“Again,” he growls, sinking his teeth into it once more.


“Gage!”


He moves to the other, relentlessly sucking and licking. My
back arches as his hand glides down, sliding between my lips. When he nudges my
legs farther apart, I move up to my elbows, watching as his head descends. He
falls to his knees, wrapping his arms around my thighs as he licks his lips. He
keeps our gazes locked, leans forward, and licks my clit. My head falls back
and I whimper, marveling at the new sensation.


“Look at me,” he commands.


Swallowing hard, I lift my head, and watch as he slides his
tongue between my lips. My thighs tremble. My stomach muscles lock up.


“You taste better than I imagined.”


He flails his tongue against my clit, and then pulls it into
his mouth, sucking on my already sensitive flesh.


“Oh, God!” 


I thread my fingers in his hair, grabbing and pulling a
handful. I don’t know how to deal with the pleasure coursing through my body,
yet he intensifies it, sliding a finger inside me.


“Fuck,” he groans when I clench around it. “So wet…” he
flicks his tongue on my clit as he begins to move his finger in and out. “So
fucking tight.”


Slowly, he works another finger in. Whimpering, I try to
force his head back down. He chuckles, pressing on my clit with the thumb of
his free hand.


“You like my tongue, babe?”


“Fuck, yes!”


He chuckles again, slowly finger fucking me.


“Beg for it.”


“Please, Gage,” I plead. “Please, I want your tongue.”
Leaning forward once more, he devotes his attention to my clit. He licks,
swipes, sucks, and swirls, driving me to the breaking point. 


“Gage, I’m coming!”


He withdraws his fingers, sucking on my clit until my legs
stop quivering. Falling back on the bed, I stare up at the ceiling, trying to
get my hammering heart to calm down. Then, he appears over me, a smirk on his
gorgeous face.


“Ready?”


Fuck. Me.


 









***Gage***


 


I lick my lips, savoring her taste. Fuck. I foresee myself
spending a hell of a lot of time with my face buried in her pussy. The woman
tastes like Heaven. Now that I’ve had the appetizer, it’s time for the main
course. She stares up at me, just a bit of fear in her beautiful eyes.


“There’s nothing to worry about, doll.”


“I know. I want this, Gage. I want you.”


“You want my dick?”


“Yes. Please, Gage. I can’t wait any more. Fuck me, please.”


“That’s all I needed to hear, babe.”


I drop a gentle kiss on her lips, then retrieve a condom
from the nightstand. As I rip the wrapper with my teeth, my phone alarm goes
off in my jacket.


“What’s that one for?” Raven asks.


“It’s eleven fifty-nine. I told you I’d be inside you at
midnight.”


She swallows hard. Ignoring the alarm, I step between her
legs, and kick off my boxers. Her eyes widen as she stares at my dick. The damn
thing jumps, and she hasn’t even touched it. Fuck. It’s been too long. I roll
the condom on, grab her thighs, and pull her to me.


“Try to relax.”


“’Kay.” She nods nervously.


I grab the base of my dick, and push at her entrance. She
goes rigid, her pussy clamping down on the head. I close my eyes with a groan.


“Sorry,” she whispers.


“Don’t be. Just wait a few seconds before you do that
again.”


Utilizing patience I didn’t know I had, I slowly work my way
inside her, inch by excruciating inch. I just want to bury my dick inside her.
She’s so wet, so tight, she has me wanting to break my condom rule. I want to
feel her. I need to feel her—no barrier.


Placing my palms on the bed on either side of her head, I
stop mid-way, giving her some time to adjust.


“Don’t stop,” she begs.


I grab her thigh and sink deep, moaning when I bottom out.
She cries out, scratching at my shoulders.


“Gage!”


She tightens around me, trying to pull away.


“Don’t move. Just relax. You’ll be fine,” I force through
gritted teeth. It’s taking every ounce of strength I have to not pound into her
until I come. Without even the first stroke, I know this is it. From now on,
this is the only pussy for me. She’s the only woman I need. I stare down at
her, wondering how this little woman could make such a big impact on my life in
such a short time. And all without me fucking her. Maybe I knew—even from the
beginning—how special she is. If I’d given in and fucked her, I probably would
have dropped her a long time ago without a second thought. And we wouldn’t be
where we are today. Shit. I have an old lady. A beautiful—inside and out—old
lady, with the tightest, wettest pussy I’ve had in my life.


“Better?” I ask hopefully.


She nods, and I move as carefully as I can. With each
tentative stroke, I fall deeper and deeper under her spell. When she clenches
around me, my restraint snaps. I can’t hold back anymore. Grabbing her thighs,
I slide in and out of her, groaning when I hear her whimpers.


“Gage….”


“You okay, babe?”


“Yes… don’t stop.”


Lifting her into my arms, I lie on the bed, making her
straddle me.


“Dios…” She throws her head back.


As much as I love seeing her in that cut, it’s blocking my
view. After sliding it off her shoulders, I toss it aside. Without prompting,
she begins to ride me, placing her hands on my chest. Back and forth she
slides, grinding her mound into my pelvis. I reach up and palm her tits,
squeezing the firm flesh. She moans, and I pinch both nipples, slightly twisting
them. Crying out, she places her hands on top of mine.


“Fuck, Raven. You feel amazing.”


Trailing one hand down her stomach, I press on her clit with
my thumb. As I begin making small circles, she moves faster.


“Sí… right there, papi.” 


Gripping her hip with my free hand, I sink my fingertips
into her flesh. Her breathing accelerates and she begins to moan continuously.
I know she’s close.


“Oh, my God. Oh, my God. I… I’m… I’m… Gage!”


Her pussy begins to spasm around me, squeezing the fuck out
of my dick. 


“Fuck!”


Flipping over, I put her beneath me once more, and pound
into her shaking body.


“Gage!”


I shout her name as I come, sinking deep into her. My body
shudders, and I collapse on top of her. Her hands slide around me, and she
holds me until my ragged breathing calms. Reluctantly, I pull out of her and
head to the bathroom to dispose of the condom. Seeing her blood on the latex
fills me with overwhelming pride, and also makes me feel like shit. I hope I
didn’t hurt her. Grabbing a wash cloth, I soak it in warm water. Walking back
to the bedroom and seeing her lying in my bed, I know that’s where she belongs.
She meets me at the foot of the bed, and slides her arms around my waist. I
nudge her thighs apart and begin to clean her up.


“How do you feel?”


“Good. It didn’t hurt as much as I thought it would.”


“That’s because I know what I’m doing,” I reply with a
smirk, relieved she’s okay.


“Yeah,” she giggles. “You definitely do. I’m glad you were
my first,” she says before kissing my chest.    


“Your first, your only, your last.”


“Last?”


“I just claimed you, woman. That’s something I thought I’d
never do… with any woman. So guess what? There’s no getting rid of me.”
With a smirk, I add, “I licked you, so you’re mine.”


She throws her head back, laughing. “I can’t believe it. I
have an old man. Can I get my own bike?”


“If you want to.” I shrug, tossing the wash cloth into the
hamper and picking up my clothes.


“Where are we going?” she asks as I toss her some shorts and
a T-shirt.


“Your place, to get your stuff. You’re moving into this
house. Tonight.”


“But—”


“I mean it, Raven. Your ass is mine and you’re moving in.
Got it?”


“Got it.” She swallows hard, nervously getting dressed.


As we’re walking out of the bedroom, I gently push her
against the wall. “When we get back, I’m tying you to that bed—”


“I know, I know… For a week.”


“That was before. A week will never be enough for me to get
my fill of you.”


She slides her hands up my chest, and to the back of my
neck. “How long?”


“As long as it takes. If I were you, I wouldn’t make any
plans for the next couple of decades.”


“Decades?” she shrieks.


“I told you, Raven. You’re mine, and that means forever.”


“Forever?”


“Forever.” 


There’s something I thought I’d never say to a woman. But
here I am. I grab her hand and we hurry down the stairs. Calling Motor on the
way, I tell him to meet me at Lonnie’s with a box truck. I’m eager to get back
and start on this forever thing. 


As I look over at her smiling face, I have a feeling forever
still won’t be enough time for me to spend with Raven Alvarez.


 


 


 





 


 


 


If you enjoyed Gage and Raven’s story, please take a moment
to leave a spoiler-free review at your retailer. Thank you! Keep reading
for an excerpt from the next book in the series!












 









Here’s a sneak peek at Einstein/Dr. E and
Ellen’s upcoming book – a standalone novel. This is unedited and subject to
change.


 


***Einstein***


 


I do.


At thirty-three, those are two words I thought I would have
said by now. But here I am, no wife; not even a girlfriend. Not even a
prospective girlfriend. This is why I hate going to weddings, but there is no
way I would miss this one.


My best friend is married. I can’t believe it. I just
watched Gage Hunter, the man who’s always said he’ll never have an old lady or
a kid, stand before a priest with a grin on his face. Not only that, but Raven
is six weeks into her pregnancy. That’s right—a woman and a baby. I
couldn’t be happier for him. We’ve been best friends forever so it’s great to
see him find his true love and settle down, start a family.


So why am I jealous?


Don’t get me wrong, I love Raven like a sister, and Gage is
my brother. I guess I’m envious of what he has. Everything he’s never wanted is
everything I’ve always craved. I want an old lady. I want the kids, and the
house with the white picket fence. I want it all. I just can’t seem to find the
right woman. I’m a doctor; the fucking holy grail of husbands and I can’t find
a wife. It’s not from a lack of trying either. I haven’t fucked a Hound in
years. Don’t see the point in wasting my time. I’d rather jack off than have
meaningless sex every night. Being around my brothers, I know I’m in the
minority, but at least now my best friend will understand. If I told Gage any
of this shit before Raven, I’d be the constant butt of his jokes. Just look at
him now.


Maybe being a member of the MC is what’s holding me back.
Men like us don’t exactly attract the “right kind” of women. But Gage gives me
hope. Raven is a good woman and they’re perfect for each other. I just need to
wait. Patiently.


My best friend, however—always impatient—is rushing out the
door with his new bride. Fucker couldn’t even wait for his own wedding
reception to end.


“Hey, Einstein.”


I turn to find Ellen, Gage’s sister, smiling up at me. “Hey,
beautiful. Great party you put together here.”


She blushes. It can’t be because I called her beautiful,
because I do that all the time. Maybe I’m misreading her expression. She must
be flattered at the compliment about the reception. She’s just starting out,
but from what I’ve seen, her event planning business will be a huge success.


“Thanks. Um… wanna dance?”


“Sure.”


I take her hand, twirling her as I lead her to the dance
floor. She giggles, but it’s cut short when I tug her into my arms. Hers curl
around my neck as she leans in close.


“You know, you fill out that suit pretty nicely, Dr.
Emerson.”


“Well, it can’t always be leather and jeans now, can it?”


“I guess not.”


She goes quiet, laying her cheek to my chest as we sway to
the music. The scent of her perfume floats into my nostrils as I take a deep
breath. It’s things like this that I look forward to when I have an old
lady—holding her close, slow dancing to our favorite love song, falling asleep
in each other’s arms.


“Einstein?” Ellen says as she tips her face up to meet my
gaze.


“Hmm?”


“How come we’ve never hooked up?”


The question throws me off balance. Where is this coming
from?


“What do you mean?”


“Come on. We’re a walking romance novel—the little sister
and the brother’s best friend. Why hasn’t it happened?”


“Well…” I pause, rattling the notion in my mind. “I guess I
never looked at you that way.” Her eyes fall to my chest and I quickly catch
myself. “You’re a beautiful woman, Ellen. It’s just… you’ve always been Gage’s
little sister. I’ve never thought about it.”


“Will you?” she asks, hope shining in her eyes.


“Will I what?”


“Think about it.”


Clasping her hand in mine, I lead her out of the reception
area to find a quiet place to talk. The place is packed, so I end up heading
outside. When I find a secluded spot, I turn to face her.


“Okay, talk to me, Ellen. What’s going on?”


“What do you mean?”


“I mean why, after all this time, you suddenly want to ‘hook
up’?”


“I’m just…” Her shoulders slump in resignation. “I’m lonely,
E. It’s been four years since Eddie died. I need some human contact. Every guy
I know keeps a wide berth because they’re afraid of Gage or Daddy. That, or
they look at me and see Eddie’s old lady. I’m sick of it.”


“Wait… Are you saying there’s been no one since Eddie?”


“That’s exactly what I’m saying. I think my cooch is closing
up from lack of use.”


I chuckle, not only at her turn of phrase, but it proves
she’s Gage’s sister. Just a few minutes ago he told me my dick will fall off
for the same reason.


“You think it’s funny?”


“No, beautiful. I don’t.”


“Why are we even talking right now?” She moves forward,
sliding her hands under my jacket. “We could go back to your place. Mikey is
staying with Chopper tonight.”  


“Ellen…” I carefully remove her hands.


“Oh, God. Not you, too!” she exclaims in exasperation.


“It’s not that. I’m not going to take advantage of you.”


“You’re not. I want this. I just want to have some fun.”


“You can’t—”


“Can’t what?” she demands. “You’re cowards… the whole lot of
you! Outlaw MC my ass. All the men in Stony View, too. If none of you want a ready
and willing woman, I’ll just have to go out and find someone who does.”


I grab her hand before she can storm off. “You need to be
careful, Ellen. Everyone knows who you are. You know how many people out there
would jump at a chance of getting back at the MC through you?”


“Guess I’ll just have to go somewhere where no one knows me
then, huh?”


She twists out of my grip, marching back toward the
building. Fuck me. I follow, intent on keeping a close eye on her. I wasn’t
being dramatic. She could get into serious trouble. Especially since she’s so
small. She can’t be more than 5ʹ3ʺ. Motherfuckers will look at that
as a weakness. 


I wasn’t trying to brush her off, either. Ellen is gorgeous.
All that thick, shiny brown hair, sapphire eyes, and a curvy body built for
driving a man crazy. I did mean what I said, though. I’ve never seen her as
more than Gage’s little sister. Hell, she’s been like a little sister to me.


When I walk back into the reception hall, I find her
working—talking to the caterer. Still, I’m not dismissing what she said. In her
emotional state of mind, she might do something she’ll regret. I spot our new
prospect by the buffet and head in his direction.


“Prospect.”


“Yes, sir.” 


His plate almost falls from his hand, but he catches it and
gives me his full attention. I jerk my head in Ellen’s direction.


“Keep an eye on her. From now on, you’re her shadow. You see
anything out of the ordinary, you let me know. Got it?”


“Yes, sir.”


I hope she doesn’t make good on her threat, but if she does,
I’ll be there to make sure she’s safe.


 


END OF EXCERPT
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