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WANTING IT ALL
Hellfire Riders #1
• • •
He’s the one man I can never have, but the only one I crave…
Saxon Gray has reason to hate me. He spent five years in prison after saving me from a brutal violation at the hands of a rival motorcycle club – and he paid for that rescue with his freedom. I’ve never been able to settle the debt I owe him…until now.
The menace of that old rivalry is flaring up again, and as president of the Hellfire Riders, Saxon is the one man who can keep me safe. But I want more than his protection. I want his heart.
CHAPTER ONE
As soon as I step through the Wolf Den’s doors, the noise in the bar pounds into me like a fist. Heavy metal. Male voices shouting over it. Bursts of raucous laughter. The crack of billiard balls.
It all lulls as everyone sees me. Hard eyes look me up and down. Others turn away from me. The wings of fire and wheels of steel emblazoned on the back of their leather battle jackets serve as a warning—they’re all Hellfire Riders.
And my father leads the Steel Titans. There isn’t any bad blood between the two clubs—not any more—but there are rules. Territories. Even though I don’t ride with the Titans, and I’m sure as hell not one of their old ladies, I’m not supposed to be here.
Not right now, anyway. I come often enough during the day, when the business behind the business of selling liquor is conducted. When the tavern is quiet, and even the locals will stop in for lunch. But nights are something else. The nights belong to the club that rules this den.
I know better than to march farther inside without a welcome. That welcome will come. Still, it’s nerve-wracking waiting with all those eyes measuring me. I’m pretty sure some of them are measuring the lengths of their tables, too, and deciding just how far I would stretch across it while they tear off my pants and teach me a lesson about intruding on Hellfire territory.
My stomach roils sickly as I imagine it, even though I know these guys won’t do anything like that. Some of them might think it, but they won’t do it. There are rules about that, too. The Hellfire Riders don’t hurt women unless the women really like it. Unless they ask for it.
Not everyone I’ve met has followed the same code.
At the bar, a big biker slowly rises from a stool and comes toward me. Short blond hair, long easy stride. His name’s Aaron, but everyone calls him Stone Wall—the Riders’ enforcer. The casual attitude he always wears is just a sheep’s skin. He’ll tear apart anyone who threatens the club or its members. As far as I know, he already has. His face has seen better days. He took a bad beating a few years back. I have no idea who laid it on him. But his nose isn’t so straight anymore. The deep slash of a blade cuts through his eyebrow and traces a ragged path down his cheek. His lips are scarred as if they’ve been smashed between his teeth and a fist too many times.
But I remember when those lips were perfectly shaped. I remember him throwing kisses at a roomful of giggling preteens during one of his sister’s sleepovers. Every girl in junior high would have sworn Anna’s older brother was the hottest thing that ever prowled the streets of Pine Valley, Oregon.
That was a long time ago. Some things haven’t changed. I’m still friends with Anna. I don’t giggle much now, though.
And these days, the Stone Wall isn’t the hottest thing to prowl these streets. Not because of his face. Anna’s brother is still hot in that primitive, dangerous way some of these guys have, and the scars only add to it. But there is one man who could outsteam any other in this town. In this state. Maybe the whole damn world.
I’ve just walked into his den. I don’t see him now. I don’t know if I want to.
Being anywhere near Saxon Gray is always heaven. And it’s always hell.
“Jenny.” Stone stops close, a bottle of Budweiser dangling from his long fingers. “You all right?”
He asks me that because he knows I wouldn’t have stopped here at night if I’d been able to help it. But I’m all right. Now. I just don’t want to go back out on the road anytime soon.
And I don’t want to tell him about it. I know what it might lead to. Fights. Blood. One man dead. Another man in prison. It happened before. I don’t want to see it happen again. Not now, when my dad is so sick. When I don’t know if he would live through a fight, let alone anything that might follow.
So I shake my head and say, “I just want to see Anna.”
Stone takes a swig of his Bud, studying me over the length of the bottle. Doubting me.
“And to save you from drinking that shit,” I add.
He grins. “A working man can’t afford your golden piss. Not for everyday drinking.”
“Then I’ll buy you one.”
With another long look at me, he finally nods. His head jerks toward the bar. That is my welcome. He walks with me as I make my way through the tables. And so it begins. I won’t take another step without a high-ranking Rider at my side. Even with no bad blood between the clubs, toss in enough liquor and chest thumping, and the danger of someone doing or saying something stupid to me rises exponentially. So Stone will stop any trouble from coming my way before it begins—and if he has to bail for any reason, someone else will take his place.
Maybe Zachary Cooper, since the Riders’ sergeant at arms is already sitting at the bar, his elbows braced on the counter as he watches us come. All the Hellfire men are tight, but there are few tighter than Zach and Stone—and their brotherhood began long before they’d straddled a motorcycle. Both former marines, they served together in Iraq. Stone returned to Pine Valley after his tour ended; Zach came with him, though he didn’t grow up around here. I don’t really know where he’s from. Chatty, he isn’t. Instead he just watches everything. Me, right now. Usually, he seems to be watching Anna, but only when she isn’t looking back at him.
She looks often. There isn’t any touching, though. She made a move once and he shut her down. After that, she always seems to look despite herself. I can’t blame the girl, though. It’s hard not to look. Wherever Zach Cooper comes from, they grow ’em big and pretty, with thick black hair, chiseled jaws, and glacial blue eyes. They probably have a sign: Welcome to Sexyville, USA. Population: One brooding guy who will never touch my best friend because she’s the sister of his best friend.
What a sad little town that is.
I head for the short leg of the L-shaped bar. Stone claims his seat next to Zach—near enough to talk to me and run interference if needed, but with a few empty stools between us.
At the other end of the bar, Anna is popping the caps off a half dozen beer bottles, and she throws me a curious glance as she places them on a tray. Her dark hair is up in a simple ponytail, which means she probably crawled out of bed just before starting her shift.
“Hey, gorgeous,” I call as she comes closer. The music isn’t going to allow any real conversation, which is fine by me.
She leans in, forearms on the counter. “What’s going on?”
“I’m looking for a good beer. You got one? I’m buying for your brother, too.”
Lips compressed, she tilts her head and waits.
Damn it. “I just didn’t like the look of some guys riding behind me is all. So I came this way.”
Her eyebrows pinch together. “The Eighty-Eight?”
“I don’t know.”
Such a lie. After pulling into the Den’s parking lot, I waited until the bikers rode by. Their emblems were hard to mistake—an eagle over a death’s head. Supremacist fuckers. They call themselves the Eighty-Eight Henchmen, though there aren’t eighty-eight members. The number is a nod to their buddy Adolf.
Face troubled, Anna draws back. I catch her hand.
“Look, it’s nothing. Okay? Just bad luck that they were passing through this way. They probably didn’t even realize I was ahead of them. And they rode on.”
They hadn’t swarmed my truck. Hadn’t hooted and shouted about how they were going to force my thighs open and get in line.
They hadn’t this time, anyway.
“Really,” I say, squeezing her hand. “Nothing. But it will be something if you mention it.”
Because every biker in this tavern will ride out after them. But if the Eighty-Eight were just passing through, there’s no reason to start any trouble. Especially since her brother will be in the middle of it.
Anna studies my face for a long minute, then finally gives a heavy sigh. “What are you having?”
“Lionheart.” My favorite stout—and the strongest ale that my brewery sells. The Wolf Den keeps it on tap. “Along with a shot of Patrón.”
Her gaze narrows. “It was nothing, huh?”
So maybe I’m a little shaky. And I have no intention of leaving soon. It’s still nothing. “Now that I’m here, I might as well keep you company for a while.”
With a roll of her eyes, Anna turns away. Not upset that I’m here. Just not believing a word I say.
I don’t have to say much more. Before she finishes drawing my pint, more drink orders come in, and I’m left alone with my tequila and ale. Just as well.
The shot is a delicious burn down my throat. No salt or lime for me. Just the liquor.
I slide the empty shot glass back across the counter and cradle the pint in my hands. Aside from a glance here and there, no one is looking in my direction anymore. They’ve all gone back to their pool tables and their drinking—and at the shadowed corner tables, some have gone back to their fucking.
None of them is Saxon Gray.
My stomach hot, I look away. So stupid. Rumor is, he doesn’t fuck in public the way some of the others do. But I searched for him in the corners anyway—knowing that if I saw him, it would be a knife in my chest.
That’s stupid, too. Saxon isn’t mine. He has never been mine. He’s never been anything close to mine. And if he has any reason to hate someone, it would be me—the girl who didn’t have the brains to stay where she belonged. The stranger he spent five years in prison for, because he’d protected her.
Protected me. Now I’m taking advantage of his protection again. Maybe bringing trouble to his door.
I shouldn’t have come here. But leaving isn’t an option yet. Better to nurse this ale for an hour, then roll home.
Home. Maybe not for much longer. I’ve lived on the ranch with my dad all my life. The ranch isn’t a working one anymore, just a big spread of land with the clubhouse on one side and our place on the other, so most of the Titans’ business is kept away from the house—and away from the old barn on the property that I renovated when I started up my microbrewery.
But the Titans aren’t as strong as they’d once been. I would never say as much to my dad, but I know it. Just as I know that as soon as the Eighty-Eight think that I’m unprotected, as soon as word gets around that my dad is sick, they’ll make good on their threats. They have a score to settle with me.
So leaving Pine Valley is beginning to look like the best option. I can just start over somewhere else. It’ll have to be pretty far, though. Moving a county away, even a state away wouldn’t cut it. A weekend’s ride could bring the Eighty-Eight to my door. I’ll have to cross half the country before things even begin to look safe.
But moving that far will make starting over a lot harder. I’m doing well for myself, but most of my business contacts are regional. My ingredients are local. I know their flavors, their quirks. I won’t be starting over from square one, but it’ll be a near thing.
Still. Square one looks a hell of a lot better than what the Eighty-Eight is planning for me.
So maybe it’s time to put out feelers. The chances of starting up a new brewery and having as much success are pretty slim, but I can work with someone else for a while. Sell everything here, save up my money, establish a reputation and foothold in another region. Then branch out on my own again.
Alone. Because the entire damn reason for this is the fucking cancer eating away at my dad’s chest. Already at stage four when he went in to have it checked out, he’d refused treatment, and he’d refused to fight with me when I told him he had to try. I yelled at him anyway, but even then, a part of me knew he wouldn’t budge. Stubborn, stupid man. But he’s been alone for a while, too—since my mom died in a car wreck fifteen years ago. There’s been just me and him, and the club. Maybe he’s been waiting all this time to be with her again, but he just held off until he could be sure that I’ll be okay.
Maybe I will be. I just know that it sucks balls to spend so much time worrying about your own future when your dad doesn’t have one. Pretty fucking selfish.
Except…knowing that I’ll be all right will probably help him through the next months more than any drug will. The one thing that could hurt him, really hurt him, would be knowing that I’m vulnerable and that he can’t protect me.
So. Tomorrow. Feelers. Look for someone to buy my brewery here, look for another job back east somewhere. Then just suck up the pain of going.
Or drown it. I signal to Anna, asking for another shot.
Her frowny, worried look is in place as she pours. “You’re sure?”
Not asking about the shot. Asking if I’m sure that I’m okay. She doesn’t know about my dad yet. But I can’t tell her now.
“Just a rough day,” I say. “Now I’m working up a good, snotty cry.”
Anna grins, because it’s the kind of thing I usually say to make her laugh. This time it isn’t really a joke. She doesn’t have to know that.
Another biker comes up to the bar and she leaves me to get his drink. My throat feels too tight to shoot the tequila right away. I scan the tavern and stop on Lily Burns standing by the pool table, a cue in one hand and a beer in the other. She’s looking my way—maybe not looking at me, but our eyes meet as my gaze skims the room. She lifts her bottle in acknowledgment. I lift my glass.
Both the daughters of motorcycle club presidents, but we couldn’t be much more different. I’m small and dark-haired, and Lily is like a Viking. A Valkyrie. Blonde and tall, and built like an Olympic volleyball player.
The differences don’t stop at the physical. I’ve never wanted to ride with the Titans. The few times I’ve gone anywhere with them, it was mostly just to be with my dad, and only when I was younger—we clung to each other hard in the years after my mom was killed. Lily wanted to ride from the first, and she had, though her dad hadn’t let her join the Riders or wear the kutte.
When she left Pine Valley after high school, I hadn’t really known what became of her. I just assumed that she’d gotten tired of being metaphorically kicked in the cunt while knocking at the door of the Hellfire Riders’ clubhouse. Then about five years ago, her dad lost a head-on race with a semitruck, Saxon Gray was voted into his place as club president, and Lily came back—taller, blonder, and more Viking-warrior than ever.
I discovered then where she’d been: flying helicopters in Afghanistan. Now she works as a mechanic at a local airfield, taking tourists up now and then—and during the forest fire season, flying chemical suppressants and firefighters out to the burn sites. So many guys in this tavern think they’re pretty badass, but Lily outbadasses most of them. And when she made her bid for a kutte and the Hellfire colors, she got them.
Not without raising a hell of an uproar. And not without some members turning in their colors and leaving the Riders. Usually that kind of shit is hush-hush, but since some of the guys came over to the Steel Titans, I heard how it all went down.
Lily found a loophole in the Hellfire Riders’ club bylaws. Nowhere do they say specifically that women can’t apply for membership. It just never was done. But the bylaws also state that no one who served in the armed forces can be rejected without good reason.
Saxon Gray decided that possession of a vagina wasn’t good reason. Apparently when other objections came up—whether she’d be weaker than a man and hold her own—she’d wiped the floor with the first three guys who’d challenged her.
There are times when I wish that I were more like her—I probably wouldn’t be thinking of running across the country if I was. But having grown up around a club gives me a pretty good idea of the shit she probably goes through on a daily basis, fighting twice as hard as every guy around her and having five times as much crap thrown at her, and I can’t be sorry not to be dealing with that.
I’m pretty sure she sees me the same way, but opposite—sometimes wishing it were easier, but not willing to give up what she’s earned just to walk a smoother path.
So I hold her gaze as I down my shot. She grins and takes a swig in return. We aren’t good friends. We aren’t anything alike. But damn if I don’t understand that woman.
“Jenny?”
I’m not expecting a voice behind me—the only thing on this side of the bar is the employees’ door that leads to the back rooms and offices—and I’m not expecting that voice. Heart in my throat, I whirl on the barstool.
“Uncle Thorne?” Caught by utter surprise, I stare at him. Tall, wiry, and with gray turning his dark hair to iron, he’s not really my uncle. Not by blood. But it doesn’t matter. As VP of the Titans, he’s called my father ‘brother’ for as long as I can remember. “What are you doing here?”
It’s just an automatic question—he won’t tell me club business. But if my being here is considered a minor territorial breach, then his being here means that something big is going down between the clubs.
“I’d ask you the same.” Gravelly voiced and smelling of Marlboros, he pulls me in for a quick hug and a kiss to the top of my head. “But I think I know.”
He does? When I draw back, I quickly search his face. No, I don’t think he knows. Because if he were aware of the Eighty-Eight on my tail, he wouldn’t be looking at me with such concern and affection. Steam would be pouring out of his nose, instead.
So whatever Thorne thinks brought me here, I’ll keep on letting him think it.
“Yeah,” I say, then he comes around me to grab the next barstool and my heart clutches painfully in my chest.
Heaven. Hell.
Because Saxon Gray is standing behind him.
CHAPTER TWO
My breath stops when I see Saxon. Everything stops. I hate this, hate how I can’t process what this man does to me and how he just shuts everything down.
I hadn’t seen him that day at the rally, almost fourteen years ago. The first time I saw him was at the trial that followed it. I’d been sixteen, my mom hadn’t been dead even a year, and I wasn’t paying attention to where I was going. Even if I had been paying attention, I might have gotten lost in that crowded field anyway. But I got turned around after visiting the portable john and ended up in the Eighty-Eight Henchmen’s section. They recognized me as my father’s daughter. Everyone called me Baby Red then, even though my hair isn’t the auburn shock that his was. I was still his girl. Before that day, I loved the nickname.
As soon as I recognized their eagle and death’s head I tried to get the hell out of there. But they’d already surrounded me, and the Henchmen’s president, Timothy Reichmann, pinned me to the dirt on my stomach.
I don’t remember much. Just his voice in my ear—You got a baby pussy, too?—and the tearing pain as he shoved his fingers into me. The laughter as he showed the blood to his men. Baby Red! they shouted then. Sick with pain and fear, I was fighting and screaming all the while. But when I heard his belt unbuckling, I puked.
Then the world exploded around me. I didn’t learn until later that Saxon Gray had roared in and sent Reichmann flying off me with a brutal kick to his head. I didn’t know that the rest of the Riders charged in after him. I just knew that Reichmann wasn’t holding me down anymore, so I crawled through the chaos as fast as I could, then got to my feet and ran.
But that one kick sealed Saxon’s fate. Reichmann didn’t wake up. After three days of lying in a hospital bed he was dead. I don’t know how the cops tied Saxon to the kick. Most likely, one of the Eighty-Eight broke code and snitched. After a search, investigators found Reichmann’s blood on Saxon’s boot, and when the time came, Saxon didn’t deny it. He just said he’d seen a girl attacked, he’d helped her, then he hadn’t given another thought to the piece of shit that Reichmann had been until the cops showed up at his door.
No one named me. The Eighty-Eight said no girl was there. The Riders backed up Saxon but kept their mouths shut about who I was. My dad would have let it stay that way, but I insisted that he let me give my statement to the cops.
It didn’t make a difference. Almost a year later, Saxon was convicted of manslaughter, and I watched as the man who saved me from a brutal rape was sentenced to ten years in prison. I watched his mom sobbing in the courtroom as he was shuffled out in chains.
Saxon only served five years. But still. He isn’t much older than me—and was only twenty at the time. And just like that, five years were gone. By the time he got out, twenty percent of his lifetime had been spent behind bars. Just because a girl hadn’t watched where she was going. Just because he’d tried to help her.
I’ve never really been able to deal with it. Not the guilt, not the gratitude. But Saxon didn’t want an apology or a thank you. He made that clear. When I was eighteen and headed to college—to college, and he’d just been sent to prison—I wrote to him. I poured out everything. My thanks. My apologies. And a promise to repay him, if it was possible. I knew it wasn’t.
He wrote back. A short note in his heavy script.
Don’t you EVER be sorry. I’m not.
—Sax
I still have that letter, tucked away in a drawer beside my bed, tattered by frequent readings. And I tried to do as he said. I tried not to be sorry. But the first time I saw Saxon after his release, he was coming out of the auto store on Main carrying a box of motor oil. Already tall and built, he was even bigger than he’d been in the courtroom, as if he spent a lot of those five years pumping iron. His black hair had grown and was pulled back in a thick, short tail. My heart pounding, I rushed up to him and it was the first thing I said. That I was so sorry. And that if he ever needed anything, I’d do everything I could to give it to him, because I could never repay him.
He gave me a narrowed look before nodding—then told me he never wanted to hear it again.
I never said it again.
And it isn’t what I want to say now. Nine years have passed. I’m not bursting with guilt and gratitude anymore, though it still eats at me now and then. But life has moved on. I earned my bachelor’s degree in organic chemistry and a master’s in business administration before starting up my brewery. He bought a hole-in-the-wall dump, turned it into the Wolf Den, and took on the Hellfire Riders’ presidency. Through the brewery and the bar, through my friendship with Anna, my path crosses his often enough. But I’m still Red’s daughter. Saxon leads the Hellfire Riders. And there are still rules. Territories. I can’t risk stumbling over any lines again. Just coming here tonight walks the tight edge of one.
So it doesn’t matter that I feel much more than gratitude toward him now. It doesn’t matter that I can’t look away. Seeing him standing there is a gift and a punishment all at once. There’s no one in the world that I want more. There’s no one I’m less likely to have.
Especially now, when I’ll soon be leaving town. Knowing this is one of the last times I’ll see him is a physical pain, a burning knot in my throat that tangles up with the knot in my chest.
I can’t say any of that either. So I force a weak smile and a husky “Hey, Saxon.”
He doesn’t smile back. Instead his dark gaze falls to my mouth before sliding to the shot glass in my hand. Unlike most of the Hellfire Riders, he’s not wearing his kutte now. Just worn denim and a faded black T-shirt stretched over hard muscle. In the past year, he’s grown out a short beard. I’ve never been a fan of beards…until I saw Saxon’s. His jaw is a sculpted wonder, and I never imagined he could look even better with it covered, but somehow he does. The beard doesn’t conceal the shape of his jaw but just makes it seem even stronger—and the look fits him. Rugged and earthy.
To anyone who doesn’t know him well, he probably just looks big and mean. I think he’s sexy as fuck.
My entire body clenches as he steps in closer. His voice is low and deep, with a rough edge, like coarse sheets at midnight. Hearing him speak always leaves me restless and too aware of my skin. “You needed a drink before coming to see me?”
What? I frown up at him. “No.”
“Bullshit.” It’s evenly said. No anger or heat. He holds out his big hand. “Come on back then.”
Suddenly warm and lightheaded, I just stare at his hand. I haven’t drunk enough to begin imagining things. This is something else. Business I’d forgotten about? I’ve been in the back office with him before, but our contracts and delivery dates are set. Solid. They have been for a while.
“Jenny,” Thorne says beside me. When I glance over, he’s watching me with that steely look in his eyes that says these words are important and I’d best listen. “You don’t do this for anyone unless you want it, you understand? Not for your old man. Not for me. Not for the Titans.”
I don’t understand. But I can’t think, either, because Saxon’s callused fingers slide between mine and he tugs me off the barstool. Every question building in my head is suddenly drowned out by the roar of my pulse.
He hasn’t touched me before. Ever. Not even when he saved me from Reichmann.
I can’t stop my fingers from tightening on his. Clinging to him, almost, but I can’t make myself let go as he leads me toward the door. He could shake my grip so easily. There’s so much strength in his hands. His arms. The short sleeves of his black shirt tightly hug his biceps. My head barely reaches his shoulder.
But he doesn’t shake me off. He holds on and I follow, my heart thundering.
A single bulb lights the paneled hallway. Nothing fancy back here. A storeroom. An office. Not much decoration, just a big desk supporting a sleek computer with a wide flat screen, and metal filing cabinets against the wall. Posters for beer festivals and veterans’ rights rallies are tacked up beside a barred window overlooking the parking lot. The wall behind me is filled with employee-of-the-month plaques—all of them of Anna. She made them herself, and has been putting up a new goofy photo every month since she began working here. The first is dated almost six years ago.
Saxon closes the door, and the soft thunk of wood into the jamb suddenly transforms the pounding of my pulse into a riot of nerves. I pull my hand from his and face him, arms crossed beneath my breasts.
As soon as I meet his eyes, my anxiety increases. There’s something different in the way he looks back at me. Not so…stoic. His expression never gives much away, even though you can tell there’s always a lot going on behind it. Shadowed by heavy brows, his dark blue eyes are always intense. Always reading your face. Always assessing. When the Riders aren’t calling him Prez, they call him by his road name, the Wolf—and his gaze is like a wolf’s. Just steady. Waiting. Those eyes are a warning to anyone who meets him, because one look and you know through to your bones that if you make a wrong move, Saxon will tear you apart.
The way he looks at me now, it’s as if it’s too late for a warning. As if he isn’t waiting to come after me, but on the verge of taking me down—and only a leash of sheer willpower holds him back.
Oh, God. Maybe I have stepped over the line. Spine rigid, I stare back at him.
He leans back against the door, crossing his arms over his broad chest. Mirroring me—and that’s different, too. Usually he goes straight to his desk. Putting space between us or just trying to seem less intimidating by putting all that muscle behind a block of wood, I never know.
His heavy-lidded gaze slides down to my toes before coming back up. Gruffly he says, “You dressed up.”
Not really. I’m just not in my usual jeans. I spent the evening wooing a pair of lawyers who are opening a new pub, so I wore heeled sandals and a black capri pantsuit, with my brown hair in a loose braid over my shoulder.
“I had business up in Bend,” I tell him.
“You look good. You just got back?”
“Yes.”
Slowly he nods. Though his posture is casual, the stillness of his body and the intensity of his gaze aren’t. “Did you already decide, then? Or did you want to talk about it first?”
Okay. I’ve really missed something. “Decide what?”
For a long second, he says nothing at all, but I see the leash on his control tighten—as if he was close to springing, but now is pulling himself back. “Have you talked to Red today?”
“My dad? Why?” Worry immediately shoots into my heart. Why would Saxon ask me if I’d talked to him? “Did something happen to him?”
His jaw clenches. He turns his head, not looking at me now, but as if he’s walked into a situation that doesn’t look anything like he expected and is searching for a new direction.
“Sax? Did something happen? Is that why Thorne is here?”
I hear the rising fear in my voice. He must hear it, too, because his gaze snaps back to mine. “Nothing happened. He’s just fi— Nothing happened.”
Fine. He’d bitten off the word quick. So quick. Because my dad isn’t fine. And somehow, Saxon knows it.
I watch him carefully now. “What did he say to you?”
“Fuck.” With a heavy sigh, he shakes his head. “You need to talk to him first.”
“I’m asking you.”
“And I’m telling you, Jenny. Talk to Red first.”
Dammit. But even as I try to stare him down, I know he won’t give in. Then his eyes narrow, and I realize that real trouble is heading my way.
He pushes away from the door. “If you haven’t talked to him, why did you stop by?”
Fuck. Fuck. “To see Anna.”
“Bullshit.” Not evenly spoken now, but like the crack of a whip. “Don’t fucking lie to me. Why’d you stop here? You wouldn’t. You wouldn’t, unless you had to. So why did you have to?”
He’s still coming at me, all solid muscle and sharp focus. Breath shallow, I back into the file cabinets. The handles dig into my spine. “It was nothing, Sax.”
“My house. My den. I decide what’s nothing, princess.” Gaze like iron, he traps me. His big hands grip the edge of the cabinets on either side of my shoulders, his powerful arms caging me in. “Now you tell me what brought you in or I’ll fucking make you scream it.”
“Bullshit,” I throw back, lifting my chin. “You think I’ll believe a line like that? Hellfire Riders don’t hurt women.”
“I didn’t say I’d hurt you.” Before I can make sense of that, he leans in, bringing his face closer to mine. His gaze softens as it searches my features. “You aren’t afraid of me at all, are you?”
“No.”
The breathless response probably sounds like fear. I’m trembling, too. Ten seconds ago I was tossing curses back at his face and now it’s all I can do to hold his gaze. Because, God—he looks good. Not even dressed up. Just dark blue eyes and broad shoulders and tanned skin that I’d give anything to taste.
His gaze falls to my mouth. “I’d heard you were skittish with men. That you were afraid to let them touch you.”
“You heard what?” My cheeks catch fire. I don’t know if I’m horrified or angry. It’s true, almost every date I have turns into a disaster as soon as the guy touches more than my hand. But I didn’t realize people were talking about those disasters. “Who said that?”
He doesn’t tell me. Instead he eases his grip on the cabinet, watching my face as his long fingers push aside my braid and his thumb traces a path down the side of my neck. “This doesn’t scare you, does it?”
Aside from a shake of my head, I can’t reply. Only stare up at him, feeling that touch like a shiver over every inch of my skin. My silk camisole suddenly seems as harsh as burlap, and every panting breath rasps the material against my sensitive nipples, drawing them tighter.
His thumb pauses over my racing pulse. “You’re sure?”
“Yes.”
Not scared. But I’m not prepared. No matter how many times I’ve thought about him touching me, dreamed of it, his simple caress quickly undoes everything within me. Unravels my brain. Undermines my strength.
“Then I intend to kiss you, Jenny,” he says, and my knees almost give out.
A kiss. A kiss. First his touch. Now this. My fingers tighten on his forearms, his warm flesh like steel. I can’t even remember reaching for him, supporting myself against him.
He still watches me. The wolf, waiting. “You’re not afraid of that?”
“No.” Just desperate for it.
Saxon’s gaze never leaves mine as his head lowers. His voice is rough. “You’re shaking.”
“Only because it’s you,” I say just before his mouth claims mine.
A kiss, he said. Saxon Gray doesn’t know the meaning of the word. His big hands come up to cradle my jaw and his tongue strokes between my lips. Tasting me. Devouring me. Need twists me up with that single lick into the heat of my mouth, tearing open a hollow ache inside. The next thrust of his tongue draws a ragged moan from deep in my throat, then a soft cry as he pushes closer, the hard length of his body against the softness of mine.
“So fucking hot,” he growls against my lips. “You and me, Jenny. We’re gonna burn up together.”
His mouth takes mine again. Not a kiss. Possession. His hands slide down to my ass and he hefts me up, wrapping my legs around his lean hips and settling in, rigid and thick and right where I need him most. He rocks against me, slowly at first, then harder, as if he can screw his way into me right through our clothes. The cabinet handles jab rhythmically into my back and I don’t care, I don’t care. His tongue fucks my mouth in deep strokes and my pussy begins clenching as if he’s stroking that big cock inside me, instead. Mindless with need, I grind against him, wishing my pants gone, his jeans gone, and nothing between us but slick, hot skin.
Then he goes still and I whimper in desperate frustration. His fingers push into the hair at my nape and he holds me pinned against the cabinet with my legs circling his waist and my body aching.
“Why’d you come, Jenny?”
His hoarse question barely penetrates. I haven’t come. That’s the problem now.
“Jenny.” Long fingers tighten in my hair. “Why’d you stop by?”
My chest seems suddenly squeezed by those same fingers. I look up. Saxon’s dark blue eyes are steady on mine. Waiting.
He said he’d make me scream my answer to him. I didn’t scream. But I panted and moaned.
Now the ache that fills me isn’t need. Just embarrassment. Anger. And the pain of realizing just how stupid I am. That wasn’t a kiss. Saxon just wanted my guard down so that I’ll tell him what he wants to know.
I should have realized, though. I should have guessed. Where Saxon is concerned, nothing is pure heaven. There’s always the hell, too.
“Get off me,” I say, but my throat is so thick that barely a whisper emerges.
Saxon must have heard me, because he sets my feet down. I turn away from him, folding my arms over my aching stomach. I don’t know if I’m going to cry or be sick.
He’s still right behind me. “Why’d you—”
“Just let it go!” I close my eyes against their burning. “Please.”
The harsh sound of his breathing fills the silence. Then he says softly, “Should I go ask Anna, instead?”
“You asshole.” I whirl and shove at his chest—and get nowhere, except more pissed. “You wouldn’t ever ask any of your brothers to snitch on each other. Don’t you put that shit on her, making her choose between her boss or her friend.”
“So I’m an asshole. And you’re hiding something you believe would be a snitch.” He catches my wrists in a tight grip. “Was it the Eighty-Eight? Were they hassling you?”
“No!” Damn it all. He will ask Anna. “They were behind me when I got off the highway. So I pulled in here, just in case. But as far as I could tell, they were just passing through. I don’t even think they recognized me. So it was nothing.”
His eyes blaze. “You know Reichmann’s brother is running their house now? You know the shit he’s stirring up about you?”
That I’m a cocktease. That I’ve fucked all the Titans and deliberately put myself in front of his brother at the rally, to start a fight between the clubs, to see him killed. And that I deserve to get a real fucking now.
Saxon is the one who’d killed the man’s brother, but Reichmann is either too cowardly or too smart to gun for him. That’s probably why Reichmann focused on me—because there is actually some chance of getting to me and taking his revenge.
“I heard,” I say quietly.
“You heard.” With an enraged snarl, Saxon yanks me closer. “And you’re telling me that it’s fucking nothing?”
“Yes.” I don’t know where my sudden calm comes from. Maybe I just don’t have anything else left. “Because I’m leaving.”
“You just downed two shots and a beer,” he says through gritted teeth. “You think I’m letting you drive out of here?”
“No.” I wouldn’t be that stupid. “I mean that I’m leaving town. So it won’t matter what the Eighty-Eight wants to do to me, because I’ll be gone.”
I’ve never seen Saxon staggered by anything. I’ve watched him hear out a guilty verdict and a prison sentence with no more reaction than a tilt of his head and a nod of acceptance. Now he stares at me, his face a rigid mask, his lips edged with white. “You’re what?”
“I decided today. I’m selling the brewery. And just getting out.” God, and my calm is already cracking. Apparently I do have more left inside me—and it all hurts. “Because the cops can’t do anything until Reichmann actually touches me, and by that time I’ll already have been gang-raped. Maybe worse. So if I stay, either I’ll end up hurt, or someone who tries to protect me will.”
Expression savage, he shoves his face into mine. “Over. My. Dead. Fucking. Body.”
“That’s the point,” I say on a shuddering breath, and he jerks away, releasing my wrists.
“No.” He stares at me, his jaw working. Tightening his own leash again. Finally he growls, “You stay right here. I’ll be back in one minute. Don’t you fucking try to slip out the back.”
I wouldn’t. I’m running from the Eighty-Eight Henchmen, not from Saxon. At my nod, he rips open the door and stalks out. I hear him roaring for Stone.
My legs are shaking. All of me is shaking—and tears are far too close. Taking shallow breaths, trying to loosen the thick knot in my throat, I sink into the chair facing the desk and cover my mouth with trembling hands.
So this is it. My life shattered by the abnormal cells going apeshit in my dad’s lungs and some supremacist with a grudge. I need to just pick up the pieces and go.
But there are going to be so many pieces missing. My dad, the biggest. Along with Thorne, Anna. They’ve been a part of my life for so long. Knowing they soon won’t be hurts almost more than I can bear.
And Saxon. I don’t know why the thought of never seeing him again tears me apart like this—as if I’m letting go. Even though I’ve never had him.
Except one kiss.
My lips still feel hot and swollen. Branded. As if he marked me as his.
He doesn’t need to. I’ve been Saxon Gray’s for a long time now. I don’t know how long, exactly. Maybe since the rally. The courtroom. Outside the auto shop, or sometime during all the years following.
Or since the letter. Don’t you EVER be sorry.
I hadn’t done a good job of not being sorry before. I will now. No excuses. No apologies. Just do what I need to do, the best that I can do it—and never be sorry for it.
“Jenny.”
God. Just hearing his voice hurts. Heart aching, I glance over. Saxon stands at the office’s entrance. He’s wearing his kutte now, and the leather vest makes him look even bigger, meaner. His hands grip either side of the door frame and his arms are tightly flexed, as if he’s bracing himself against the wood—or stopping himself from coming through.
His hard blue gaze never leaves my face. “We’re running the route back to the highway, then to your place, and making sure those fuckers aren’t waiting. When you’re ready to go, Thorne will ride with you. A few more of us will follow as escort. All right?”
Throat thick, I nod. “Thank you.”
For a moment I think he’ll throw my gratitude back in my face. Instead his voice is like dark, rough asphalt when he asks, “You sold your equipment yet? Take any jobs?”
Pain squeezes my chest. “Not yet. I planned to make a few calls tomorrow. I’ve had offers before.”
“Of course you have. You’re smart as fuck and any joint that sells your beer knows they’ll never have anything better. Only someone with piss for brains wouldn’t want you.” His fingers tighten on the door frame. “But there’s one more offer coming. Maybe another option. So don’t make any decisions just yet.”
“What option?”
“Talk to Red. You working tomorrow?”
Working? I’m always working. And my mind is scrambling to catch up.
Tomorrow. Saturday. During tourist season. “I’ll be at the barn all day. I’ve got tours and the tasting room from noon to six.”
“I’ll come for you at six, then.”
Come for me? “Sax—”
“You talk to your dad.” Abruptly he pulls back. “Then you’ll tell me if you want what he lays out. And you need to want it. All right?”
And whatever that is, Saxon won’t tell me now. That much is clear.
Mutely, I nod. A second later he’s gone.
CHAPTER THREE
It’s after midnight when I pull up to the house. My high beams catch my dad waiting on the porch. He squints into the glare and I quickly flick off my headlights.
The rumble of Thorne’s bike is already fading when I get out of the truck. The Hellfire Riders escorted us to the long driveway leading to the house and continued past, staying on the main road. Uncle Thorne followed me part of the way up the drive, up to the point where our paths split—mine toward home, his to the clubhouse and cabins on the opposite side of the property. Everything else is quiet. Just the singing crickets and the cooling tick of my engine. All the lights are off in the house. The stars are brilliant above, like diamond dust scattered across the heavens. There’s nothing as beautiful as the sky over central Oregon on a clear summer night. When I was younger, my dad, my mom, and I used to lie out in the yard on a blanket, content just to look up.
Aside from the years I was away at college, I’ve lived here all of my life. I love the old ranch house with its white siding and tall gables. It’s probably too much house for just two people, but my dad has made it ours over the years, renovating the tight rooms into spaces filled with light and air.
Usually it doesn’t matter what sort of day I’ve had—coming home seems to lift whatever weight I carry. Not tonight. Tension knots my shoulders and neck as I climb the porch stairs.
Dad is only a shadow on a deck chair, but it’s so easy to picture what I can’t see through the dark. Tall and lean, with grizzled red hair and a short white beard—and wearing the same jeans, boots, and T-shirt combination that he always does. I hear the clink of a bottle against glass.
I sink into the chair beside him, then take the whiskey he offers—and wonder if the drink is to soothe my nerves or his. He isn’t usually so quiet.
Which means one thing. “Uncle Thorne called you?”
“He did.”
“I was all right.”
“Since I’m sitting here instead of tailing you home, you know he told me that, too.”
I nod, sipping the whiskey and holding it on my tongue, because if I swallow I’ll have no reason not to ask him what this other option is. Better to let him start.
His heavy sigh fills the space between us. “Did you talk to Saxon?”
“Only a little.” And kissed him. Wrapped my legs tight around him. But the memory doesn’t make me hot now; it only makes my heart ache. “He said I needed to talk to you. I told him I was selling the brewery and leaving town.”
His chair creaks as he leans forward. “Do you want to?”
No. Throat suddenly tight, I shake my head. My voice is a strained whisper. “It just seems like the only thing to do.”
“Wait for me to die and then go?”
“Jesus, Daddy.” The tears spill fast, before I can stop them. He’s always blunt. But how could he put it that way? “Taking care of you. Then taking care of myself.”
“There’s only one part of that I give a shit about, and it ain’t the part where you’re taking care of me.”
“And if you think I’m going to leave you alone, then fuck your lungs, because the doctors obviously forgot to look for the tumors in your brain!”
He snorts. “That’s my girl. So dry up now. You know I can’t stand strong when you’re crying. And I need to stand strong now, Jenny.”
The husky catch in his voice as he speaks my name almost breaks me again. But I won’t let him down. If he can stand strong, then I can, too—so I suck up the tears and down the whiskey, bracing myself for whatever is coming.
A lighter flicks, revealing his face in the glow as he lights a cigarette. He’s watching me, his eyes the same pale green as mine.
“Dad,” I say softly. He quit smoking years ago.
“It don’t matter now, does it? I stopped too late.” His right shoulder lifts in a careless shrug, but after a long draw, he grinds out the cigarette. “But the secondhand ain’t good for you, I guess. Now, you tell me what you want to do when I’m gone. You want to stay here at the ranch? Or you want to give up the brewery?”
With a sigh, I pull my feet up to the edge of the seat and wrap my arms around my knees. “I want to stay. Of course I want to stay.”
“But the Eighty-Eight are going to keep fucking with you.”
Sudden fear spears my heart. “You aren’t thinking of—”
“Killing every last Henchman? Yeah, I think it. Every single fucking day, I think it. What do I have to lose?” The whiskey bottle clinks against the rim of his glass as he pours another. “But I ain’t some fool to risk that, Jenny. Say I get some of them, but not all. The rest will be out for revenge—and not the kind Reichmann is stirring up. That just passes the time for most of them. It’s a bit of entertainment. None of them except for Reichmann are boiling angry. That would change if I went after them. Maybe they’d even bring in Henchmen from other chapters. Then it’d be all-out war between a national club and us. No question who’d lose. So I’d be hurting you by touching any one of them.”
And that pisses him off. His voice has taken on a hard edge I know well. Dad would stop the Eighty-Eight Henchmen by killing them, if he could—and he wouldn’t care if he spends the rest of his life behind bars for it.
I care. “Promise me you won’t.”
“I won’t promise. But it’s not in my sights right now.”
“What is?”
He takes his time. Gathering his thoughts, maybe. Or just enjoying the whiskey. Finally he says, “I used to be a Rider, you know. Second to Tommy Burns.”
Lily the Viking’s father, and former president of the Hellfire Riders. “I know.”
“I never said anything to you about it.”
“Uncle Thorne did once, after I asked him why there’d been bad blood between you and the Riders.”
“Huh.” The bland tone is a deceptive one; fifteen years ago, my dad’s response would have indicated that Thorne had earned an ass-kicking. Now it just means that he’s annoyed. “Did he say why we left and started up the Steel Titans?”
“He said you and Tommy Burns split over a woman.”
“Bullshit.”
“‘Bullshit’ because Uncle Thorne wouldn’t say that? Or ‘bullshit’, it wasn’t a woman?”
“It wasn’t a woman. Not really. Tommy and me had our eye on the same one. Megan Fitzgerald. Tommy eventually got her, and sure enough, I wasn’t none too happy about it. I thought I was in love—of course, I didn’t know what that was until your mom came along. At the time, though, it stung deep. But never would I have let a woman come between me and my brothers. He got her; I let her go.”
“Then what happened?”
“Tommy let her get between us.” In the shadows, he shakes his head. “Nah, not even that’s right. She didn’t get between us. Tommy’s prick did. Because me and Megan had been riding together a few times, you know what I mean?”
Oh, God. I prefer not to think about my dad having sex. “So he was jealous?”
“Like a fucking bull. Always snorting in my face. Touching her around me, kissing her. Making sure I knew she was his, though I wasn’t likely to forget.”
“So he was the one who didn’t put the bros before the hos.”
A laugh barks from him and ends as a ragged cough. “Christ, Jenny. You’ll kill me saying shit like that.”
He thumps his chest and takes a long breath. It sounds even and smooth, but my own throat and lungs are aching, making it hard for me to breathe. I wait for him to continue.
“Anyway. He decided to marry her, then put some crazy shit in the club bylaws. This was before there was real structure, you know? Nothing real official, no real voting, not like we have now.”
“What kind of crazy?”
“Everyone had to watch him fuck her and then join in. That was supposed to prove they thought she was worthy of everyone there; then they’d swear their loyalty and protection.” Another laugh runs beneath the statement. No coughing this time. Just a laugh that rolls harder with every word, as if each one sounds stupider than the last. “At the time, it was a kick in the face. But just imagine the whole scene—sitting there as Tommy banged away, while we bowed our heads or some shit—”
His laughter gets in the way of talking then, and it does sound silly, but it’s hard to laugh along with him when I can hear the wheeze beneath his breath.
He wipes his eyes. “God damn. But I was so pissed. I left before it ever happened—I just wasn’t going to be a part of that. To my mind, Tommy let his dick take over the club. So Thorne and I walked. It wasn’t much later that Grandpop left me this place. It’s been the Titans’ home ever since. That’s what I’m thinking of when I’m not thinking of you.”
So we’re finally getting around to it. “Do you think I’ll be upset if you leave the property to Uncle Thorne or the club? Because I won’t.”
“It’s yours, Jenny.” His tone tells me not to argue.
“Then they’ve still got a home. Even if I leave.” I can rent out the house, maybe. “And if I don’t leave…well, Uncle Thorne will look out for me. You know he will.”
“Yeah,” says my dad softly—agreement, but with reservations. “Thorne ain’t young, Jenny. And the Titans aren’t as strong as we once were.”
I can’t say anything. Not a thing. I can’t imagine what it took for him to speak those words. And I know they are true words. The club isn’t getting much new blood and they’ve been losing territory. Not through fights or power plays; it’s just slipping away. Joints that were once exclusively theirs just aren’t anymore. Such as this one tavern out near the county line—the Barracks. Not so long ago, it was like the Wolf Den. If you belonged to another club, you risked an ass-kicking simply by stepping inside without the Titans’ okay. It isn’t like that anymore. A rowdy mix of riders—including the Eighty-Eight—usually hang out at the Barracks now. But the Titans weren’t pushed out. They’ve just let it go. When the guys aren’t out riding, most of them pass the time at the clubhouse on the ranch, instead.
But there is one club that hasn’t weakened, and heat shoots up beneath my skin as I suddenly realize where he’s going with this. He’d talked to Saxon.
Saxon, who has already protected me once.
And who is president of a rival club. Just because there isn’t bad blood between them anymore—there hasn’t been since Saxon stepped into Tommy Burns’ boots—doesn’t mean that my dad isn’t stirring up some serious shit here. How are the Titans going to take the news that my dad went to Saxon for this?
Yet…he must have already talked to Uncle Thorne about it, because Thorne had been at the Wolf Den. I didn’t notice any anger there. If anything, Uncle Thorne was just concerned.
You don’t do this for anyone unless you want it, you understand? Not for your old man. Not for me. Not for the Titans.
What will I be doing?
“We’re going to fold the clubs together,” my dad says. “The Titans, the Hellfire Riders.”
In the dark, he probably can’t see the way my mouth gapes open. “You can do that?”
“If we don’t, the Titans won’t last long. Thorne will hold them together for a while. But when he’s done? It’ll fall to shit. We’ve got good men but there ain’t a lot of ambition between them, and the ones who do have ambition don’t have a lot of brains. They’ll be in over their heads real fast. So you tell me true, Jenny—how are you going to feel having them on the property after Thorne is gone?”
Not so good. I know all the guys. I like a lot of them. But my dad has read them right. It will probably end up a lot like the Barracks. Without a strong presence to lead them, the good ones will slowly drift away, and the only thing left will be chaos. Except this time, that chaos wouldn’t be out at the county line but real close to home.
“So you talked to Saxon?” My voice sounds heavy. “You approached him with this?”
“Yeah. He’s willing.”
I just can’t believe it. “Some of your guys walked away from the Riders when Lily joined them. They turned in their colors. He’s going to takethem back? No way.”
“I wouldn’t either. But I said to him that I knew what it was to walk out in anger—and I knew what it was to see a club change for the better. Maybe he’ll give them a chance. Maybe they won’t want one. Either way, it’s a rough couple of months coming. But Saxon’s not just getting trouble in return for this. He wants the clubhouse and use of the land out there.”
So close. He’ll be so close.
I try to ignore the knot of nerves tightening in my stomach. He’s never been that far away. Pine Valley isn’t exactly a huge distance from here.
But I still don’t understand what my part in this is, aside from being a bit safer from the Eighty-Eight than I would be without the Hellfire Riders’ strong presence so near. “Is he worried that I’ll prevent the Riders from taking over the clubhouse? I won’t. He can have it.”
“That’s not what he’s worried about. That’s not what I’m worried about. Because Reichmann ain’t likely to risk riding out here to the ranch, but when you’re out there working? Driving around like you were tonight? When I’m gone, Jenny, there’s no family connection. He’s going to think you’re unprotected.”
“But Saxon will let everyone know—”
“Just saying it ain’t enough. Not with fuckers like Reichmann and the way they think of women. If she’s got tits, then someone owns her. And if she ain’t claimed, she’s free game and he won’t think there’s any retaliation coming. Not from anyone he needs to fear, anyway.”
I can hardly breathe. “What are you saying?”
“I’m saying that Saxon knows why I’m asking this, and that it’s all about you. About making sure you’re all right.” His voice is grim. “And he doesn’t just want the clubhouse. He wants the package deal. But that’s up to you.”
Up to me. A package deal. So what is it that Saxon wants from me—sex in exchange for protection?
Now I know why he kissed me tonight, after all these years of never showing interest. He was sampling the goods.
I feel sick. Hot tears clog my throat. “Daddy,” I whisper.
“It’s up to you, Jenny,” he repeats and his strong hands enfold mine. “But you always look at him different than other men. You talk about him different. And I also know you wouldn’t have ever looked too long, no matter if you wanted to. Not at a Rider, and not knowing what trouble might come of it. So I thought it was worth putting in front of you. Whether or not you take it is your choice.”
My choice. To have the man I’ve wanted for so long. To be safe.
Except I won’t be safe. Not really. My body won’t be in as much danger, true.
But my heart will be.
CHAPTER FOUR
After a sleepless night, I’m up early. The tasting room is open today, so I forego my usual jeans and tee in favor of a short black skirt, a black T-shirt with ripped-off sleeves sporting a worn Led Zeppelin logo, and black shitkickers that lace up to my knees. A costume, basically, but one that fits the brewery’s theme—the Black Boots Brewery, serving up beer that kicks ass.
It’s all a gimmick, but one that I put a ridiculous amount of research into. It sells particularly well with my target demographics: young urbanites who appreciate the humorous marketing angle—which could include almost everyone I went to college with—and the working class Joe who prefers a craft beer. Black Boots. Solid, dependable, and completely tongue-in-cheek.
Just the thought of giving it up makes my chest feel tight.
I’ve put so much work into this place, from renovating the barn to securing the loan for the stainless steel brewhouses to hanging up the T-shirts that I sell in the storefront. This brewery started as my baby, but I took it from crawling along to standing on its own feet, and now it’s running smoothly. Someone else could take over at this point. But it’s mine, and I’m so fucking proud of it all. I don’t want to see it in someone else’s hands.
But if I stay, I’m risking more than my business. I’m risking my life. My heart, too.
That heart feels as heavy as lead as I unlock the doors. I’ve still got a few hours before I open to visitors, but there’s more than enough work to fill the time. No two batches are ever quite the same, so monitoring the progress through brewing and fermentation is a critical part of the job.
When I give tours, people always ask me what the most important part of the process is. Many of them simply like beer and are curious, but sometimes the question comes from home brewers. Some of them don’t like the real answer—that there’s no one factor that’s more important than any other. Even the smallest variable can create significant changes in taste and quality. So after I say that, I tell them that as long as they’re starting with good ingredients, then it’s down to two things: temperature and time. Too hot or too cold, let it sit too long or not long enough, and the batch goes off.
I’m like a brew going bad today. By midmorning, I’m hot as hell, in a temper and wishing that Saxon would show up so that I could tell him exactly what I think of his package deal. Then I imagine all the things I’d do to him in my bed and that deal starts looking really good. After a while, I’m cold again, thinking of being traded like some piece of property—even pissed at my dad, because he said that was how the Eighty-Eight looked at women and I didn’t see any difference between that and what he and Saxon were proposing—but then feeling shitty and ungrateful, because he only wants to see me safe.
But by the time six o’clock rolls around I’m hot and bitter again, and irritated by a group of frat boys who are taking their sweet time picking out their mini-kegs. One of them is hanging by the bar, sampling his way through an ale flight and flirting with me. He’s not good at it, and when he comments on the flavors he comes off really fucking patronizing, as if it never occurs to him that the petite girl behind the counter isn’t just some monkey trained to sell beer but might actually be the one running this whole show.
He’s asking me what time I close up shop when I hear the distinctive rumble of a Harley-Davidson coming up the drive. I’m feeling just mean enough to enjoy the frat boys’ unease as Saxon comes in, a big biker with his “President” patch beneath his club tag and road name. The Wolf.
The big bad fucking wolf, boys. I don’t know if they can read the other patches. There aren’t a lot of them. Unlike some bikers who cover the front of their kuttes with anything that takes their fancy in addition to the patches they’ve earned, Saxon’s is pretty clear, which tells me that the ones he does wear mean a lot more to him. The skull and crossbones is for Timothy Reichmann. Maybe Saxon hadn’t intended to kill him with that boot to the head, but he had, and he obviously doesn’t regret it. He wears that patch just below his one-percent diamond. A big FTW decorates the bottom left side of his vest.
Fuck the world. That’s my favorite one. And it’s the way I feel right now.
His dark blue eyes catch mine and it’s like the whole day just comes back over me all at once. Cold. Hot. Need.
I don’t want him to see the hurt that joins it and turn my attention back to the guy sampling the ales. He’s quiet now, and I’m grateful that Saxon’s presence seems to be hurrying them all along, even though he hasn’t done anything but look around the store a bit. His first time here. While the frat boys are filling out the keg deposit form, I draw him a cold one. He offers a gravelly thanks when I give him the pint, and his gaze runs to my toes before lifting to my face. God. A man doesn’t need to flirt when he looks at a woman the way Saxon is looking at me.
He hasn’t seen me in clothes like this before, either, I realize. It’s possible that he hasn’t seen so much of my legs since the day Reichmann attacked me. Obviously he likes what he sees.
Maybe he’s already thinking they’re his. Two legs, included as part of the package deal.
Renewed anger adds to the building heat. I return to the counter and finish ringing up the sale, throwing in a few complimentary T-shirts because no matter how irritating college boys can be, if they’re walking around wearing my logo it’s free advertising. The bell over the door chimes as they leave. I stay at the counter, closing out the register, acutely aware of every step that brings Saxon closer.
Carefully, he sets his pint on the bar. He’s barely drunk any of it. “You talk to your dad?”
“I did.” It’s sharp. I don’t care. I’m burning with temper and fanning the flames, because if I don’t only the hurt will be left. “It sounds like you both have it all worked out.”
He’s quiet for a second. “Only if you want it.”
“What I want?” I yank out the cash drawer and slam the register closed before heading to the bar. Glass clatters as I dump his pint and shove the glass into the dishwasher. “You can have the clubhouse, the cabins on the property. We’ll work out a lease.”
His throat works. He looks away from me and there’s something I can’t read in his face. Not just his usual stoicism, though there’s that. The stone in his expression is harder than ever, but there’s a crack through it in the tightening of his jaw and the flattening of his gaze. “If that’s what you want.”
“It is. And you’ll pay me every month in my bed.”
All at once his eyes are back on me, narrowed and dangerous. “I’ll do what?”
“What?” I throw back at him, wide-eyed. “Are you telling me that selling yourself doesn’t feel so good? Because being told I’ll be protected in exchange for fucking you feels pretty shitty.”
“An exchange? That’s what you think I’m asking for?”
“Oh, my dad explained it. You want the package deal. The clubhouse and the land out there. And you’ll be claiming me so that Reichmann is less likely to try something.” My chest is heaving as I stalk out from behind the bar. “Like I’m just another cabin on the property and you’re tagging the walls.”
“Tagging the walls?” He’s pissed now too, and when he comes for me there’s nowhere to go, backing me up against the front counter and caging me in with powerful arms. Teeth clenched, he gets in my face. “If I was tagging you, princess, I’d be jerking off all over your sweet little ass. No, fuck jerking off. I’ve done that enough thinking of you. So I’d bury my cock inside you, then fuck your pussy deep and hard, and when I’m finally ready to blow I’ll pull out and tag you then.”
Not a chance in fucking hell. I open my mouth to tell him but he doesn’t give me time to even draw a breath before he’s on me, a kiss like fire and tasting of beer. Damn him. I want him too much and I can’t fight like this. But I try, though I’m surrounded. He’s so big, his body like a wall. The counter is behind me. Desperate, I bite his tongue. His head jerks back and he growls as he spins me around, bending me over the counter, pushing me down with his forearm at my back. His stiff cock wedges against my ass.
His mouth is hot at the back of my neck. “You want it like this between us instead of how I offered? You want me to pay with a fucking? It doesn’t matter to me. I’ll take you any way I can get you. Slide your skirt up and I’ll put in my down payment now.”
My hands are braced beside me. He could reach my skirt easier than I can. But I realize what he’s doing. This will be my choice. If I want it like this, I just have to do as he says. Then maybe he’ll fuck me until all this anger and hurt goes away.
But it doesn’t matter if it does go away. Because I’ll take him any way that I can get him, too, and I’ve always known that having him would never be easy. Expecting hell, I yank the short hem of my skirt higher.
I get heaven, instead.
“Fuck,” Saxon breathes the curse. His fingers are gentle, sliding over the curve of my ass, tracing the lacy edge of my black panties, and all of a sudden he’s laughing. “You get me so wound up, Jenny. So pissed that you think this is what I’m here for. But now I’ve got you bent over, the truth is I’d love to see my cum painting this ass. Jesus, I could tag you all night.”
The pressure against my back eases. He turns me to face him before setting me on the counter, the surface cold beneath my thighs. I realize he’s not going to fuck me after all and it’s too much. In an instant, everything builds up. My dad’s cancer. This shitty day. Having Saxon so close but not having him, and I’m fighting so hard not to cry.
Fighting and losing.
“Shh.” Voice low, he’s kissing me softly. “I know this has all been rough on you. I shouldn’t be, too. But I’m a rough man. You’d be better off with someone like those kids that just left. One’s going to be a lawyer or some shit.”
The thought of it almost makes me laugh. I know a lot of guys like that. Not all of them as irritating as the frat boys. Most are decent, some are even smart and funny and sexy. “They’re not what I want.”
“What do you want, then?”
So much. “I don’t want to lose my dad. I don’t want to worry about the Eighty-Eight. I don’t want to move away.”
Gently his hands cradle my jaw and he tilts my head back until my eyes meet his. They’re dark and intense and dead serious. “I can’t give you all of that. But what I can, Jenny, I will. Whether you take me or not.”
A package deal. I don’t know how to answer. But maybe I don’t need to. His thumb sweeps across my trembling lips and he lowers his head, his mouth catching mine, and suddenly I feel like crying all over again. Not out of hurt this time, but because he’s right here, muscles like steel and his kiss stirring a fire inside me, burning away pain and doubt and leaving behind nothing but need. He crowds closer, pulling me against him until my ass is at the edge of the counter and my legs are wrapped around his waist. Moaning, I lean back, bracing my weight on my elbows and he comes with me, his body flush against mine. He grinds his cock between my thighs and I can’t stop myself, I’m grinding back, riding the hard ridge of his erection and wishing it wasn’t covered in denim, wishing he was already inside me.
Suddenly he lifts his head, his breathing harsh. “Oh, fuck, Jenny. I meant to be sweet. But I’m not.”
Maybe not. But this is the sweetest pleasure I’ve ever known. Fiercely, I pull him close again. “This is exactly what I need.”
Someone rough. Someone to sand away all of the painful edges.
But not someone. Just Saxon.
His mouth takes mine again and this time he’s not holding back his hunger. He tastes my lips, my throat, then hauls up my shirt and sucks hard on my nipple while his left hand pushes between us. His fingers find lace soaked in my arousal and he groans against my breast before lifting his head.
“You’re so fucking wet.” His voice deepens. “Tell me it’s all mine.”
His fingertips are tracing the shape of my pussy through the lace and I can barely form a coherent thought, let alone words. I strain closer, riding his hand, and my response emerges as a moan. “Yours.”
His. For so long.
“Then I’m going to eat it all up.” His eyes gleam up at me and he lowers his head again, softly pinching my nipple between his teeth at the same time his fingers slide beneath the edge of my panties. I cry out, my back arching. Saxon groans and sucks hard at my sensitive flesh, his fingers stroking through my drenched pussy and circling my clit. “God, Jenny. You’re already wetter. Even if I lick it up, you’ll still make more for me, won’t you? And even more when I’m inside you. I can’t wait to feel this pussy juice sliding all over my cock.”
Sliding. Drowning. I’m sprawled beside the register in my tasting room, skirt hiked around my waist, and Saxon is teasing the entrance to my cunt with blunt fingers, his teeth tugging my nipple to a burning point. The door is still unlocked and I don’t even care, let everyone in the world come in, just don’t ever let Saxon stop what he’s doing.
My body clenches uncontrollably when he pushes his longest finger as deep as he can. Oh, God. My hips jerk, the motion pushing him harder into me, his thumb rubbing mercilessly over my clit and I’m biting the back of my hand to stop myself from screaming.
I’m so wet. I can hear the slick luscious sounds of his finger pumping into me over the noises I’m making, wild little grunts and moans that I can’t stop. He’s looking up at my face, intense blue eyes seeing everything I can’t hide. I’m not like this. I’m never like this. Anyone else touches me and I freeze up, but I’m a volcano with him, heat and pressure rising so quickly, with quakes of need trembling through my burning flesh. I’m working up to an explosion, and I’ve had that before. I’ve used toys and vibrators and my own fingers. But it wasn’t like this. He’s got just one finger inside me and I feel so full, fuller than I’ve ever been, though some of my toys are bigger. The sensation of something filling my cunt has never felt so vivid before.
I’ve never felt this vivid before. Every gasp of air is sweeter, my skin tighter, as if my body can barely contain the devastating pleasure that’s building inside me with every thrust of his hand.
Suddenly I’m overwhelmed. All these years. All these years of dating and all those disasters and all those nights of coming home to my empty bed, where I imagined that every dildo was Saxon’s cock, and every vibrator was his tongue against my clit. I thought that was pleasure, but compared to the reality of his touch those sensations were so faint, so nothing, and all at once everything that came before feels wasted and worthless.
I was okay before this. Satisfied. Content.
Knowing now what was missing, I never will be again. Not without him.
That isn’t something I want to learn. The sudden pain in my heart lends a sharp edge to the pleasure, but even that is better than any pain before. My breath comes in desperate sobs. The inner muscles of my pussy ache from squeezing him tighter and tighter, my body winding higher with every slick thrust, every slide of his thumb over my clit. One finger-fuck in my brewery and I’m ruined, ruined, and I don’t even care why he wants me now. I just need him to fuck me harder.
But he’s slowing a little. “You all right?”
Before I can stop it my head shakes No, but for the wrong reason. He’s slowing, and I can’t bear it. I manage a breathless, “Don’t stop.”
He doesn’t, but he’s still careful, still watching me, and his voice is rough and low. “Is this giving you bad times?”
I know what he means. I don’t know if he saw exactly what Reichmann had done to me at that rally but he heard me testify in court, heard every detail of how the bastard had shoved his fingers into me and made me bleed.
This isn’t the same. It could never be the same. But to even ask me whether it was, Saxon must have seen my pain. He must have worried.
I shake my head and my response almost slips out. I’m sorry.
But I’m not going to be sorry. Not ever again.
And never sorry for this. No matter how much it ends up hurting. If I shatter, I can pick up the pieces later. But for now, I’ll take the pain in my heart, and love the sharp edges that make my whole body shake with ecstasy, with need as hard and as brilliant as a diamond.
I’ll take it all and make it sharper. I look up at him, my chest rising on ragged breaths, my nipples reddened by the rough ministrations of his mouth. Boldly my hands cup my breasts, thumbs flicking over the taut peaks, and each little tease seems to tug on every nerve between the hardened tips and my drenched core.
Saxon’s concern fades. Stark hunger replaces it.
Another blunt finger slides in to join the first, thrusting deep. Helplessly I moan his name, assaulted by excruciating pleasure and the stinging burn of his invasion. I’m too full now. None of my toys stretch me like this—and none make me lift my hips, seeking more.
“Like that, Jenny. Fuck.” With one hand pumping into me, Saxon roughly grips my thigh and shoves my knee back toward my shoulder, spreading me wide. I’m still wearing my panties and the lace running between my legs is stretched tight alongside his penetrating fingers and soaked in my arousal. He watches his fingers sink into my clenching heat, his teeth gritted, his face a mask of tension. “Look at you. Not skittish. Just so fucking sexy—and so fucking tight. It’s going to take forever to work my cock all the way into you.”
Denim is straining over the thick ridge of his erection. I need that hard length inside me. “Please, Saxon. Now.”
My breathless plea is answered by a possessive growl and he leans in. He’s still holding my legs open, my booted ankle is over his shoulder, and as he bends over to claim my mouth the pressure of his weight between my thighs shoves his hand hard against me, into me. Hot and deep, he kisses me, and I’m trembling and on the edge when he lifts his head.
“You’ll take all of me?” His fingers press deeper as he asks, and I cry out, pushing back against him. “Tell me, Jenny. You want my mouth, my hands, my cock?”
I can only gasp “yes” and my fingers slide between us, because he’s stopped working my clit and I’m so close. So close. But he catches me, snagging my wrist and dragging my hand away, my fingertips slick with my arousal.
“That’s mine, princess,” he warns and his heated mouth closes around my fingers, sucking away my juices. “My cock is all yours. This pussy is mine.”
Sharp frustration bites at me. “Then I want your cock now.”
He grins. “It’s yours, but I didn’t say you get to decide what to do with it.”
“You sure as hell decided what to do with my pussy.”
“That I did.” As if to emphasize his reply, he sinks his fingers into me again, his thumb rubbing over my clit. “Because I’m bigger, stronger, and the first time I fuck you it’s not going to be on this counter. So I’m just going to eat you up and watch you come.”
Oh, God. “Then I guess I’ll let you keep your cock in your pants.”
He laughs, a low rumble that dissolves into a groan when he licks my fingers again. Abruptly he lets go of my wrist and palms the underside of my left thigh, holding me open with my knee against my shoulder.
A whimper escapes me as his fingers slide out of my pussy and grip the waist of my panties, dragging the lace down over my hips. But they can’t go far, not with my legs spread, until he pushes my right knee up to my shoulder and I feel folded in half, exposed and suddenly uncertain.
Then he bends his head, his mouth takes possession of my needy flesh and I can’t feel anything but Saxon tasting me, his tongue sweeping up between the lips of my cunt in long, broad strokes, as if my pussy is melting ice cream and he refuses to waste a single creamy drop.
He slowly licks a path from my entrance to my clit, ignoring my pleas for him to go faster, harder. The grip of his big hands on my legs is immovable, but I can’t stop myself from struggling against it—not trying to get away but I can barely breathe, barely think. My knees are raised and spread, I’m completely open to him and he’s thrusting his tongue into me now, then sliding up to tease my clit before doing it all over again. The sensations are so intense, whips of pleasure flaying my nerves, and I’m desperate to relieve the building pressure. I squirm and cry out but his hands tighten, pushing my legs wider until my left knee hits the register. The position stretches the muscles of my inner thighs, and when I look down past the skirt bunched at my waist I see Saxon looking back at me, blue eyes fixed on my face.
He holds my gaze as his mouth latches onto my throbbing clit. He sucks hard on the slick bundle of nerves, and that’s all it takes. Orgasm hits me like a speeding truck and I scream, back bowing and pussy clenching. Dimly I’m aware of glass shattering when the convulsive sweep of my hand knocks a display of shot glasses to the floor, but the sound is nothing to Saxon’s groan of satisfaction. He continues licking but I can’t bear it, I’m too sensitive now. Each stroke of his tongue is heaven and hell and pain and pleasure.
“I can’t.” My breath coming in ragged sobs from the sheer intensity of it, I push at his head, my fingers threading through his thick hair. “I can’t. No more.”
He eases away from my clit but doesn’t lift his head yet, gently licking the length of my slit as if he isn’t willing to relinquish his claim on the moisture he’s drawn from me. His tongue dips inside my core and another tremor shakes through my body.
“Fucking amazing,” he says gruffly, his voice deep with arousal and his mouth hot against my inner thigh. He presses a kiss against its trembling length before rising over me.
I’m still shaking when he tugs me up to sitting and pulls me to the edge of the counter again, wrapping my legs around his hips, my heated flesh pressed tight against the erection straining behind his fly. His mouth finds mine and the kiss is a slow, sweet burn, his beard a soft brush against my chin. My lips cling to his when he finally lifts his head, his blue gaze searching my face. I must look half-drunk. I feel as if I am, my body liquid and warm, intoxicated by erotic bliss and his proximity.
He’s hard as a rock against me, but it’s not desire sharpening the lines of his face now. Intense purpose fills his gaze. “I told you it’d be like this between us. So damn hot.”
“Yes.” My response emerges on a shuddering breath.
His strong fingers catch my chin. “Now maybe you’ll tell me why you think I’m asking you to whore yourself in exchange for protection.”
My heart clenches. So he’s done it again. Last night he promised to make me scream the answer he wanted, and I’d been forced to tell him about the Eighty-Eight. Now he has made me scream. He can probably still taste my pussy on his tongue and he’s already demanding more answers that I don’t want to give.
“Fuck.” He snarls the word and is suddenly in my face, forcing me to lean back until I’m gripping his biceps for support. “And now you’ve got something else in your head. So you tell me what the hell you’re thinking that makes you look like I just kicked your dog.”
My throat aches. “I don’t know what you want, Saxon. I just know that in all these years, you’ve never touched me. Now the clubhouse and the property are on the table and you do. And I think that whatever it is that you want, you’ll use sex to persuade me to fall in line.”
“Damn fucking right I’ll use sex. I’ll use anything I have to get what I want.” His fingers tighten on my chin as I try to avert my face, my lips trembling, but he forces me to meet his solemn gaze. His voice roughens. “What I want, Jenny, is you. I want the clubhouse, too, but it’s for the Riders—and if I need to I’ll go about getting it in the usual way. Rent, lease, whatever. We can keep it separate. But I want you for myself.”
Those words are so close to what I’ve dreamed of that I can’t trust they’re real. “Want me for what? For how long?”
He tilts his head, studying me. “What did Red say to you?”
“That you want the package deal. The clubhouse and me.”
“Then he understood what I want just fine. I want to call you mine, Jenny. You need me to clarify that?”
No. I’ve been around clubs long enough to know what it means. My breath hitches. “You want me to be your old lady?”
I don’t want to be. Some women like being a biker’s property—and it means their men have absolute trust in them. But loyalty to the club comes before everything, and I won’t put any club before someone I love.
“I don’t give a fuck if you are.” Saxon doesn’t look away from me. “I’m not saying I wouldn’t love to see you wearing a patch telling everyone you belong to me, or that I wouldn’t feel like a king every time someone saw it. But I told you this isn’t about the Riders. It’s you and me. And I want you in my bed every night, or I want to be in yours. You got troubles, I want to be the first one you call. I want to be the only man you look at, because you’re the only woman I’ll see. And I want it for a hell of a long time.”
Oh, God. Everything I want. I just have to trust it.
But it’s so hard to believe. “You didn’t want it before.”
“You think so?” The reply is sharp, and there’s suddenly new tension steeling his body and a dangerous glint in his eyes. But though I’ve pissed him off, he’s holding it back. “Princess, you weren’t knocking down my door, either.”
God. My throat is rough as I say, “You know I couldn’t.”
“Yeah. I know.” His voice softens. “And I knew exactly what would have happened if I’d come to you when I’d wanted to—and I wanted to from the day I was sitting in my cell and opened your letter, Jenny. But all the reasons why I couldn’t were in every apology you’d written. If I’d come to you, you’d have worried, because of the shit that started when you stepped out of your territory before. You’d have been afraid of what might shake out of it between the clubs, and we both know that Tommy Burns would have gotten onto Red about you.”
I hadn’t known that. I wasn’t that familiar with the Hellfire Riders’ previous president. But considering what my dad had said about him last night, Saxon is probably right. Burns wouldn’t have passed up the opportunity to crow to my dad that one of the Riders was deep-dicking his daughter. The bad blood hadn’t died down between the clubs until Saxon had taken over. But even now there is still tension—mostly because of resentment over Lily and her wearing the Riders’ colors.
His thumb sweeps across my bottom lip as he continues, “I knew you’d have two choices: sneaking around with me or putting it out in the open and risk stirring up trouble. And you’re not Juliet, dicking around with Romeo like she’s got piss for brains and no respect for her house. You’re loyal. To your dad, if not to the Titans.”
So he has me pegged. “You’re no Romeo, either.”
“Because I’m not a boy. I didn’t want to put that shit on you and force you to make a choice between me and Red. I knew that even if I’d come to you, you’d have told me you couldn’t be with me.”
And that would have torn me apart. To be offered everything I wanted, and not to take it.
Not taking it now will tear me apart, too.
His fingers catch my chin again, as if he thinks I’ll try to escape from his next words. “But I’ll tell you this: Lately I’ve been thinking that I would ask. I’ve been thinking of seeing whether we could do this without spilling any of my brothers’ blood for it. So I was already planning on talking to Red—because if it came from him, you would know it wouldn’t cause trouble. It just turns out that he came to me first, and I saw an opportunity that I never had before. You think I’m not going to take it? What, on fucking principle? I’m not that honorable, princess.”
He is. In his own way. If he wasn’t I wouldn’t be here now. But his honor has never been in question, and hearing that he’s wanted me just as long as I’ve wanted him should have eased all my fears, but instead they’re only stronger. Because now I have something I never did before: hope. For the first time, I think Saxon could be mine. But I’m afraid that I might want more than he’s offering, and I can’t hide my uncertainty from his unwavering gaze.
“You’re not sure,” he observes flatly.
“How can I be? We’ve never even…” Dated, I was going to say. But that’s so stupid.
Saxon must have guessed where I was headed. His eyes narrow. “You really think there’s anything important that we don’t know about each other already? Or do you think this wanting you is sudden? That I’m just sweet-talking you now?”
“No.” If he promises to be in my bed every night, to be there when I call, I know that he’ll keep those promises. “What if it doesn’t work out? If might get ugly, especially since you’re trying to bring the clubs together.”
“It’s going to be ugly anyway.” His brief smile doesn’t soften the iron determination in his eyes. “But you and me? That’ll work. Because you let me in this far. Now I’ll do anything to keep you here.”
Where I would have everything I want. I just need to take it.
I just need to risk my heart. Not so easy to do.
This man could destroy me—and I don’t think he knows it. I’m afraid to let him know it. So I simply stare up at him, hope and fear waging a painful battle within me.
Hope begins to win when he suddenly grins.
“I see I’ll have to convince you.” Swiftly he kisses my mouth and links his fingers through mine, tugging me off the counter. “So let’s ride.”
CHAPTER FIVE
I balk a little when I see Saxon’s motorcycle. I’m looking forward to riding with him, but my panties are soaked and this little skirt isn’t going to protect me from the grit of the road or the heat of his engine. Saxon doesn’t blink when I say that I need to drive up to the house and change my clothes. He just nods and starts up his bike while I climb into my truck. There’s no counting how many times I’ve heard guys—bikers or not—argue against a woman taking a few extra minutes to get ready, dismissing it as trivial or time-wasting. But Saxon doesn’t even ask me to explain why or try to convince me that the clothes I’m wearing are fine, and I appreciate that when I tell him there’s something I need to do, he just waits for me to do it.
Such a simple thing, but it matters. Because if Saxon and I give this a shot, there will be many times when I’ll have things I need to do: taking care of my dad and working at the brewery, just to start. And we know a lot about each other, but we don’t know the little things like this—and as far as I can tell, it’s often those little things that make or break a couple.
My dad’s bike is gone from its usual spot in front of the house. Since nothing is settled with Saxon, my dad’s absence is a relief. I’m not really sure what I would tell him.
I invite Saxon in, but he waits outside with his engine idling. From anyone else, that might have been a subtle hint to hurry me along; from Saxon, it’s simply respect. This isn’t just my place, but also belongs to the Steel Titans’ president. Whatever agreement they’re working out between the clubs, this is still Titan territory. Even though Saxon is here by invitation, parking his bike and coming into the house is too close to declaring that he’s pushing my father out, so I know he’ll hold off until the invitation comes from my dad, instead.
He’s frowning down at his phone when I come out wearing jeans, my riding jacket, and gloves. His dark gaze skims down my length, stopping at my feet. The cuffs of my straight-cut jeans cover the top of my red cowboy boots. With a round toe and wooden heel, they were designed with another type of riding in mind, but they’re great on a motorcycle, too.
He meets my eyes. “Nice boots.”
“They’re good for kicking ass,” I say, but despite the bold words, I’m suddenly nervous. My anxiety doesn’t escape his notice.
“You’re not used to the idea of me being at your place.”
“I’m not used to the idea of any guy being at my place,” I retort.
His smile is wide and slow. “I shouldn’t like that answer as much as I do,” he tells me, then gestures to the short stretch of seat behind him, inviting me to sit. “Your cell reception out here is shit.”
Worse than shit, usually. I pull on my helmet. “And it’s even shittier at the clubhouse’s end of the property. Is that a deal breaker?”
I’m teasing him, but his response is swift and serious. He snags my belt and pulls me close. Even though he’s seated on his bike, our eyes are almost even.
“Nothing’s going to break this deal, princess. Nothing.” He waits a second to let that sink in, then lets go of my belt and smacks my ass. “Now get on. And scoot up real close, because your legs in those jeans are the sexiest I’ve ever seen, and I want them holding me tight.”
I grin and swing my leg over the back. My nervousness melts away. I’m suddenly glad I’m behind him and that he can’t see my face, because the emotion that replaces the anxiety is warm and full, and would reveal far too much.
It is strange to have him here. But it also feels so right.
God, and his abs are like steel when I slide my hands beneath his kutte to grip his sides. I’ve never seen him without a shirt but my fingers tell me that when I do, I’ll be looking at slabs of muscle and a six-pack that could make angels weep.
“You know,” I call to him as he slowly opens the throttle, “we could just head upstairs to my bedroom!”
I can’t hear his laugh but I feel the rumble of it join the vibration of the engine. His big hand comes down to squeeze my thigh before returning to the handlebar. Thanks to my helmet I can’t get as close as I want, can’t lay my cheek against his strong back and close my eyes. Oh, but I want to. I could easily ride like that for so long.
As it is, the road flies by and I’m barely aware of it. Today was a hot one. Even though it’s heading into evening the air is still heavy with the smell of baked dirt and pine, yet it’s Saxon’s scent that seems to fill my every breath. The leather of his kutte, the fragrance of freshly laundered cotton—as if he pulled a clean shirt straight out of the dryer before coming to see me. And he’s so big. So solid. My heart feels tight just being this close. My body feels even tighter, my breasts pushed up against his back and my inner thighs gripping his hips.
All I can think is that it won’t be long until he’s inside me. Fucking me.
God, I hope it’s soon. My pussy is already soaking wet again. I don’t know where we’re going. If I’m lucky, it’ll be straight to his bed, but I’d be just as happy if he stopped on the side of the road and dragged me onto his lap.
But as we ride through town I realize we’re headed to the Hellfire Riders’ clubhouse—maybe because of whatever message he was trying to respond to on his phone. Though I’d have liked to leave thoughts of the Titans and the Riders behind us for a few hours, I can’t be upset. I’ve got my stuff to take care of and Saxon has his, and I know exactly how much time a club demands from its president.
He told me that he wants me for himself. That this need between us is just about him and me. I don’t doubt that. A man’s dick doesn’t give a shit what colors anyone wears. But I can’t pretend for a second that the club won’t always be right there with us.
That’s not so bad. My mom told me once that a club can be like in-laws. Sometimes easy to get along with, and sometimes you just want to kill them. And they might put strain on a relationship, but if a couple is solid, they’ll get through it.
I’ve seen a lot of the Titans’ relationships fall apart, and almost every single time, someone blamed the club. But the club wasn’t really at fault; it was just the excuse. Sometimes the guys were dickheads and used the club as the reason to avoid other responsibilities—their jobs, their families. Sometimes they took advantage of easy pussy and cheated. Sometimes the old ladies and girlfriends were jealous of every second their men spent away from them. Little things multiplied into big things and soon they were splitting up.
The club is already a big thing for Saxon, just as my dad and my brewery are for me. If I want to be with him, it’ll mean never trying to force him to choose between me and the Riders.
I can’t imagine that I ever would. Now that he and my dad are working something out, the Riders aren’t a threat to me or to anyone that I love. And I can’t imagine Saxon avoiding responsibilities. If I ever need him, he’ll make time for me.
He’ll be there for me. The question is whether his heart will be there, too.
Mine is. Right here, exposed and raw. He intends to persuade me into taking a chance on him, but the truth is, there’s no other choice for me. He wants to call me his—but I already am. The only thing I can do is go into this with my eyes wide open. So before I tell him my decision, I’ll take a few days to collect all the little bits about Saxon that I didn’t know before, and make sure that my heart is prepared for everything that comes next.
For now, though, I simply savor the feel of him against me.
My hold on him tightens as we approach the clubhouse. I know where it is, of course—although I don’t come this way often, this is a small city. So I’ve seen the place before. Decades ago, it was a car lot on the outskirts of town, until the owner moved his business up to Bend. Tommy Burns took the property over and established it as the Riders’ base. At the time, there wasn’t much out this way except empty fields and a few farmhouses. Now a chain-link fence is all that separates the clubhouse parking lot from the neighbors on both sides—a self-serve frozen yogurt shop and a laundromat. Across the street, a Starbucks shares a building with a local pizzeria and a taekwondo dojang. A little farther down, the street is lined by long rows of midsize houses with tiny brown lawns.
The bike slows as we turn into the parking lot. The old car dealership used to have big front windows, but those probably hadn’t lasted long. Now the front of the clubhouse is walled in. Though only a single story, it’s a big and boxy structure, resembling a warehouse. Almost a dozen motorcycles are lined up outside the building. Each door of a big three-bay garage is up, and there’s a small crowd around the entrance to the first bay.
When Saxon rolls in, all eyes turn our way. That’s to be expected. Acknowledging the club president’s arrival is standard protocol. But their gazes linger on me, until the focus of the entire group has shifted away from whatever they’d been gathered around.
A motorcycle, I realize—and my lips part on a horrified gasp when I see the state of it. The chrome pipes are beat to shit and the tires slashed. It looks like someone took a sledgehammer to the tank and the front of the frame. And I know that bike. It’s Lily’s. Jesus jumping Christ. That’s not just a bike but a custom chopper Lily ordered from Wheels Up a few years ago. Whoever fucked it up hadn’t just destroyed a motorcycle but a freaking work of art.
Tension has turned Saxon’s muscles to iron, but his manner is easy when he brakes at the edge of the group. Lily’s crouching beside the ruin of her bike. The red around her eyes says that she’s been crying. I’d bet anything that not one Rider has seen her shed a tear before, not when she knows they might call her weak for it. But some of the guys are looking a little weepy themselves and no one is going to blame her for crying over this.
Saxon touches my knee, letting me know that it’s safe for me to get off. As soon as I do he snags my wrist and pulls me close again. He’s still straddling his motorcycle, his booted feet flat on the ground, and now I’m all but sitting in his lap. Everyone is staring. Casually I unbuckle my helmet and try to pretend that the way he’s stating his claim without saying a word is nothing, and that my heart isn’t thumping through my ribs.
His arm circles my waist, but his focus is on Lily’s bike. “I’m guessing you didn’t take a bite of the road, Zoomie.”
“No, boss.” Lily stands and her gaze flits to my face for only a second before returning to his. “Not unless I bit it while riding in the hangar at Tucker’s field.”
The airfield where she works. “So you were up in the air and it was locked away?” Saxon asks.
“I was. And it was.”
“And you didn’t see who did it.”
Her jaw firms and her eyes are like flint. “I wouldn’t be here if I knew, boss. I’d be busting some fucking heads.”
Saxon nods. “We’ll find out. You got a ride in the meantime?”
“I’ll figure something out.”
“Talk to Blowback if you can’t. He’ll hook you up.”
For just an instant, the flint in her eyes sparks, as if she might tell Saxon to shove that suggestion right up his ass. But whatever set her temper off, she quickly swallows it. “I will.”
“All right. If you see my veep, send him up to the Crib. I’ll be there until I’m gone,” Saxon tells them, then gives my ass a little smack, a signal for me to get up again.
He seems to like spanking me. I don’t really mind it, either. In front of everyone, it’s not really a turn-on—it’s just kind of fun, and I love that he’s treating me as if I’ve been hanging around the clubhouse longer than five minutes. As if it’s completely natural for me to be there and there’s no reason for everyone to keep staring.
Threading his fingers through mine, he leads me through the garage. Not a bolt or a tool is out of place. The concrete pads practically gleam.
“Are you the hard-ass in here,” I ask quietly, “or is someone else?”
He grins. “I would be. But I don’t need to. Blowback gets on them if they leave shit lying around.”
The Hellfire Riders’ vice president, Jack Hayden. I know him by sight, but I don’t think we’ve ever exchanged a single word. I’m not really sorry for that. Saxon looks big and mean; his veep is just big and scary, built like a tank and always wearing an expression that said he’d just as soon kill you as look at you. “Why is he called Blowback?”
“Because he’s the hell that rains down on your head when you fuck up.”
“Has he ever rained on your head?”
He glances at me. “A few times. But that’s what veeps are for.”
Uncle Thorne does the same for my dad. Never in front of the other club members, always in private—and my dad lets him because he trusts Thorne over any other living man. I suspect that Blowback is the man Saxon trusts.
“He’s kind of terrifying,” I say as we enter the main building. “Is he really like a giant, gentle puppy on the inside?”
Saxon’s deep laugh echoes through the big, open room. “Not even a bit.”
That’s good to know. But I don’t reply, because curiosity has taken hold and I’m looking everywhere at once. The outside of the clubhouse tips toward the side of ugly, but they’ve got a nice setup inside. There’s a couple of seating areas with plush leather couches and big screen televisions. A galley-style kitchen with stainless steel counters and a well-stocked bar take up one wall. A pair of pool tables stand at the far end, and through an open partition is a weight room filled with equipment. Doors in the back wall probably lead to bunks or showers.
There’s a pair of women sitting at one of the dining tables. A blonde and a redhead. I recognize their faces but don’t know their names. They both fall silent as we come in, their mouths rounded in surprise and their eyebrows raised high. Saxon doesn’t look that direction at all but I give them a little wave and smile. Even if I’m not around the clubhouse much, starting off wrong with the old ladies is a guaranteed way to make my life a living hell. It’s a relief when they grin and waggle their fingers at me in return.
Everyone else seems to be gone. Probably outside crying over Lily’s bike or over at the Wolf Den drinking their Saturday night away. Saxon leads me to a staircase built against the south wall. The clubhouse is only a single level, but they’ve constructed a spacious open loft over the weight room. The Crib, I’m guessing—and probably off-limits to everyone but the club’s officers and the people they’ve explicitly invited up.
In the corner of the Crib stands an office with walls and a door. There’s another beside it with a heavy lock. Maybe the treasurer’s office, or where the club’s weapons are stored.
Instead of a desk, a conference table fills the corner office. Saxon leaves the door open and takes the chair at the head of the table. He doesn’t have to ask me even once before I’m straddling him. My mouth quickly finds his—and, God, his kiss unravels me so fast. But there’s already a little thing rearing its head. I don’t even want to bring it up. I need to, though.
My breath is coming in sharp pants when I raise my head. “I don’t want it here.”
He palms the back of my neck, guiding me down again until our lips are only a whisper apart. His voice is a low growl. “You don’t want what here?”
“Sex. It’s not…private. Even if the door is closed.”
His mouth claims mine, and I feel the possessive heat of his kiss down to my toes. A whimper escapes me, and I can’t stop myself from rocking against him. He’s thick and hard and in another minute I might not even care that the door is open.
He groans and pulls back. Big hands slide down my spine before gripping my hips. “No fucking here,” he agrees roughly. “Because I don’t want to share you with anyone. That includes sharing what you look like after I’ve had my cock deep inside you, or what you sound like when you come. I’m not into making it public.”
Neither was I. “Good. So we’re just waiting for Blowback?”
“Not just,” he says, and grinds up against me, until I’m writhing and biting my lip against my moan. “I’m here to persuade you.”
My response is a breathless laugh. “I knew you’d use sex.”
He offers an unrepentant grin. “This is just because I like getting my hands on you. But that’s not why I brought you.”
“You heard about Lily’s bike.”
“I was going to bring you here, anyway. To show you what we’ve got. What I’ve got. Fuck, I can’t think when you’re on me.” All at once he lifts me onto the edge of the table. He leans back, looking up at me. God, he is such a man. From those intense eyes to his iron stomach to the thick bulge behind his fly. “You know about the Den. You can probably see that I’m doing all right there. I’m not making a shitload of profits, but business is steady.”
I stare at him, trying to make sense of that. He’s talking about his pub. I’m just not sure why. “All right,” I say.
“Now, this place—when Burns was killed, the property went to his widow. Blowback, Stone, Gunner, and I bought it from her. But this location is shit.”
“You get complaints?”
“Not a fucking week goes by without one. Our bikes are too loud, we’re bad for business, and the good citizens down the road are just waiting for us to rape and pillage. It doesn’t matter that we were here before they all moved in and built their shit.”
“So that’s why you want the clubhouse out by my place.”
“Yes. No. Fuck.” He leans forward and wraps his hands around the back of my calves, just beneath my knees. “I’m talking about persuading you. So I’m telling you that we’ve been discussing moving to another location anyway—but we don’t intend to give up this place. Instead we’re thinking of renovating it into a gym. Weights, a fighting ring, personal trainers. Pine Valley doesn’t have a real one yet, just that shitty little club off Main. It’ll be a good investment.”
It probably would be. But it still didn’t explain what I’m being persuaded to do. “Why are you telling me this? You want me to invest, too?”
“Just in me.” His dark gaze holds mine. “Because if you agree to this, I’m thinking long term. And you, Jenny—your brewery is doing pretty damn well, isn’t it? You’re smart and you’ve got a lot of drive, and you won’t be happy with someone who’s just coasting through. So I want you to know that I’m solid, too.”
Long term. My chest is tight again. “I already knew that.”
“You do.” His voice flattens. “Then what’s holding you back?”
“From going all in on the package deal?” At his sharp nod, I tell him, “Because it’s a big investment that includes a hefty amount of risk. No matter how good it looks, I’d be a fool to jump in without taking my time to consider the angles and doing a little research first.”
His eyes narrow. “You think it looks good?”
“I think it looks really good.”
He likes that. Easing back in his chair again, he regards me with renewed determination. “Where’s the risk? I’ll minimize it.”
I have to laugh. “You can’t. Just making that offer increases it.” On a deep breath, I tap my fingertips over my pounding heart. “The risk is here.”
His frown tells me that he doesn’t immediately get it—as if maybe I’m pointing to my tit. Then his gaze shoots to mine and he says gruffly, “You get over here.”
I do, straddling his lap again. His fingers tangle in my hair and his kiss is hot and fierce.
He pulls back but keeps hold of me, his big hands cupping my face. I can’t look anywhere else. “You’re safe with me. I’m a rough man, and I’m not promising I won’t ever fuck up, but I won’t do anything that would bring hurt onto you. All right?”
With emotion clogging my throat, I can only nod. It’s enough for now.
He tastes me again but it doesn’t last long. I don’t hear any footsteps. Only the subtle tension in Saxon’s body tells me that someone is there.
Jack Hayden, looking as big and as scary as always. Despite the heat of the day he’s wearing a black long-sleeved shirt under his kutte, but it doesn’t conceal a single heavy muscle. I start to climb off the chair, but Saxon simply grips my waist and resettles me, sitting sideways across his lap. Blowback doesn’t blink, just watches us with a cold, dead stare.
“You hear anything yet?” Saxon asks him.
“Spiral says he passed a van heading toward the airfield road, and the driver was one of the little shit prospects for the Eighty-Eight. But he was a few miles out and couldn’t say for sure that was where the fucker went. I’d put my money on them or the Titans. Some of them are still pissed that you brought Lily in.”
My body stiffens. No way in hell would anyone in my dad’s club do that. Only a bunch of cowards would trash someone’s bike when its rider wasn’t around to defend it. But although I keep my mouth shut, my reaction doesn’t go unnoticed by either man. Blowback’s eyes are like dark knives, slicing right through me, seeing everything.
Saxon’s hand smooths over my hip. “They’re pissed, but if it came to that, they’d go after her. Not that bike.”
“We’ll look at the prospect, then.” Blowback’s cold gaze slides over me again before meeting Saxon’s. “You’re going to have to deal with the First Lady clause.”
Now Saxon’s every muscle is steel. “Fuck it.”
“I’d let you. But some of the brothers won’t. Just so you’re prepared.”
His jaw clenching, Saxon nods. “You got a ride for Zoomie?”
“I’ll see if I can round something up.”
“I’ve got one,” I offer and both men look to me. “Mostly it just sits in our garage but my dad keeps it up. Lily could use it until her insurance comes in and she’s able to buy another.”
Saxon and Blowback exchange a glance.
“It’s not a sissy bike,” I add. “She won’t be embarrassed by it. The Riders won’t be, either.”
“All right,” Saxon says. “But we’ll hold off on that until we’ve got our other business with the Titans squared away.”
Meaning that he hasn’t told all of the Riders that he’ll be folding in the Titans. So Lily can’t accept a motorcycle from Red’s daughter yet.
Blowback nods. “Got anything else for me?”
“That’s it. Let me know if you track down that prospect.”
Obviously the other man has no doubt that he will. “You’ll be getting a call.”
I wait until Blowback is gone before asking, “What’s the First Lady clause?”
Aside from something that obviously pertained to me.
Saxon all but snarls his response. “It’s nothing to worry about, princess.”
Sure. That’s why mentioning it makes him look like he wants to shove his boot up someone’s ass. But he must think that he can take care of it. So whatever it is, I’ll trust that it truly will be nothing.
His jaw hardens again before his expression clears and he smacks my ass. “You feel like riding up to Bend?”
“What’s in Bend?”
“A good steakhouse, and your thighs holding me tight for thirty miles.”
“All right.”
He grins. “You’re easily persuaded.”
I can’t even pretend to be chagrined. Because when it comes to Saxon? I really am easy.
• • •
Saxon checks his phone as we’re leaving the steakhouse and by the tightening of his jaw, I suspect that Blowback has found the prospect—which means I won’t be going home with him tonight. I’m disappointed, but thirty miles of holding on makes up for a little of it.
My dad’s at home when we roll in, but he remains scarce while I get my feet on the ground. Still seated, Saxon pulls me close. “You’re working tomorrow?”
“Always.”
He nods. “We’ve got a ride scheduled. I expect we’ll get back into town by eight. Are you free?”
“I’m having dinner with Anna at six, then we’re heading out for drinks. You want to meet up with us?” I give him a saucy little grin. “You can drive me home and take advantage of me.”
His eyes flare with heat. His voice is a low growl. “I’ll do that, princess.”
He tugs me down, and his kiss is a blistering promise. I’m dizzy with need when he’s done, my nipples tight and my pussy clenching. Jesus. Tomorrow night can’t arrive fast enough.
My dad comes out as I’m climbing the porch stairs. His gaze scans my face and settles on my smile. “You’re all right, then?”
“I am.”
He looks to Saxon. “Thanks for looking after her.”
Saxon returns his gaze steadily. “I always will.”
My dad nods. Then Saxon is gone and I’m staring after his taillight. Soon the crickets are louder than the fading sound of his engine.
When I look back at my dad, I find him watching me, and there’s both hope and sorrow on his face. Probably hope that I’ll be safe, along with the sorrow that he can’t guarantee that safety himself—and for all the days he won’t have. “So you got it worked out?” he asks.
“Not completely.” My heart aching, I slip my arms around his lean waist and squeeze him tight. “But I think we’re getting there.”
CHAPTER SIX
We’re heading to the Corral, because Anna wants to go anywhere but the Den. I expect we’ll be there a while.
I text Saxon as Anna and I are leaving the restaurant. His reply comes less than a minute later.
Tell her she’s fired. See you in 1 hour.
“Your disloyal ass is fired,” I tell her, and toss my phone into the console between our seats.
“Again?” She flips down her visor and checks her lipstick in the mirror. “But I’m his best employee. I’ve got almost a hundred plaques to prove it.”
My phone buzzes again as I pull out of the parking lot and into the road. Since I’m driving, Anna reads it for me.
“Saxon says, ‘I hope your pussy is ready.’”
I almost run up onto the curb. “What?”
“Just fucking with you. It’s your freaking Twitter notification. @beaverfan84 says that he’s chilling by a campfire with a Black Boots stout. And I still can’t believe you’re banging my boss.”
As she’s already said about a dozen times tonight. “You can’t? Really?”
“Let me amend that. I still can’t believe it took you so long to start banging my boss.”
“I haven’t banged him.”
“Yet.”
Yet. I can’t stop my grin or the hot anticipation sliding across every nerve. Energy is buzzing through me when we arrive at the Corral. It’s packed. There’s live music tonight, some overloud country-rock hybrid with a lead singer who’s practically oozing sweat through his leather pants. After shouting our orders at the bartender, we snag a booth in the corner just as another couple is leaving it, then head out to the dance floor. The music’s so awful that it doesn’t matter that my dancing is worse.
Anna and I are both laughing when we head to the bar for another shot. I force myself not to check my phone, to look at the time. The minutes will only crawl by more slowly if I do.
I sit out the third set, because I’m loose and warm and some cowboy fake-lassoed Anna out on the dance floor, and she allowed him to pull her in for a slow dance. I peek at my phone and my heart thumps. The hour is almost up.
A big body slides into the booth next to me. My heart gives another wild jump—then freezes in my chest when I glance up.
Reichmann. Terror locks my every muscle. His eyes are a pale milky blue. His head is shaved bald and an auburn goatee frames his thin mouth. He’s smiling at me, but there’s nothing nice about the curl of his lips. Just triumphant and cruel.
He pushes closer, crowding me against the wall. I tell myself to scream, to kick, but I can’t move, can only stare at him in disbelief and horror.
“So here you are, Baby Red.”
Baby Red. I cringe and try to stop the memories that flood in. Try to stop feeling those rough fingers shoving into me, making me bleed.
As if relishing my fear, he grins and leans closer. “I couldn’t believe my luck when I saw your truck outside. Now I’m even luckier, because you’re here all alone.”
No. But I can’t see past him, and I don’t know if anyone can see in. The booth is in the corner and the seat shadowed. I pray that Anna noticed him come in. If she did, she’ll get help.
“Look at me, Baby Red,” he says sharply, and against my will, I do. “You know I know people. One of those people works in a medical lab, running tests. And you know what she told me? Your daddy’s going to leave you real soon.”
Rage and pain blast away the terror. “Get the fuck away from me.”
“Or what?”
I try to scramble up onto the bench, to get up, to get out, to be seen. Hard fingers grip my upper arm like a vise and Reichmann slams me back against the wall. The wail coming from the stage drowns out my scream. I kick, but though I’m wearing boots with a solid toe, I’m angled the wrong way and I only glance off his shin.
It must have hurt, though, because his fingers tighten. He shoves me harder into the corner and gets his face up in mine.
“You little bitch. You want to play rough? Let’s play rough. And let me tell you what we’re going to do as soon as your daddy’s dead. Me and my brothers, we’re going to spread your legs and you’re going to pull a train. Every single Henchman is going to blow his load up your cunt. When we can’t use it anymore, we’re going to start in on your shithole. And while they’re fucking away, I’m going to make you choke on my dick.” His sour breath washes over my mouth and nose. “Right now I’m going to give you a little taste, so you can start looking forward to it.”
His hand clamps around my thigh, fingers pushing up beneath my skirt. Bile shoots up my throat. Retching, I flail for something to grab onto—and find a pint glass. Swinging as hard as I can, I smash it against the side of his head. I hope that it shatters, that the shards pierce his brain, but it just thunks hard enough to send splinters of pain through my hand. Blinking rapidly, Reichmann shakes his head, as if for an instant he’s stunned. Screaming again, I pivot in the seat and ratchet my knee up before slamming my boot heel into his chest.
He doesn’t fly back. Grunting, he doubles over, and when he looks up at me with his fists clenched, I know I’m in for a lot more hurt than he originally intended to lay on me tonight.
Chest shuddering, I brace myself for the pain heading my way. It doesn’t come.
Saxon does.
He appears at the end of the booth and his face is already tight with rage. There’s no hesitation, no surprise. Before Reichmann even realizes he’s there, Saxon has a steely arm locked around the Henchman’s neck and is dragging him out of the booth. Eyes popping wide, Reichmann claws at Saxon’s arm, but the choke hold only tightens. The big man’s boots pound the floor. Suddenly the caterwauling singer falls silent, and the music follows suit one instrument at a time as the band notices what’s happening.
And what’s happening is that Saxon is going to kill him. What’s happening is that no one will stop him, because there’s three other Riders forming a wall at his back and they’ll prevent any attempt to interfere.
New terror clutches at my throat, because I see it all happening again. One man dead. Another in prison. And I can’t lose him now. I can’t. “Don’t. Saxon—don’t!”
He looks at me, still cringing in the corner of the booth, my cheeks wet with tears of pain. I know that what he sees isn’t changing his mind. It’s only making him more determined.
“Please.” My voice trembles and my vision is blurring. “Too many people will witness it. It’ll be more than five years.”
“I won’t be sorry for a single fucking second of it. Not even if it’s the rest of my life.” Each word is harsh, deadly.
“I know.” My tears slide over. “But I’ve loved you for so long—and after all this time, you’re finally mine. I can’t bear losing you now.”
His body stills. His teeth are clenched, a muscle in his cheek jumping. My heart seems to beat a thousand times before he abruptly nods, then bends his head and speaks directly into Reichmann’s ear. The man’s face is purple, his eyes bulging. I’m shaking with sudden relief, and though I can’t hear what Saxon is telling him, I can guess.
If Saxon ever catches Reichmann without any witnesses around, he’ll make sure no one ever finds the body.
He throws the Henchman to the floor like he’s nothing but a sack of shit. Even as Saxon comes for me, Blowback and Stone haul Reichmann up by his kutte. Zach Cooper is holding Anna back. She’s fighting against him, her eyes wide and terrified.
His gaze never leaving my face, Saxon holds out his hand to me. I scoot forward across the bench and slide my fingers through his, and the moment I’m close enough he scoops me up against his chest. There’s a shift in the crowd as I come out of the booth, as if until this moment they thought they’d been witnessing a handful of thugs attacking some innocent man. But my tears and the way Saxon is cradling me in his arms tell a different story, and now most of them are looking at Reichmann as if thinking he deserved what he got.
I don’t think they realize he hasn’t gotten it all yet.
As Saxon carries me past them, Blowback asks quietly, “You want me to take this motherfucker to Lily, since he’s the one that ordered the prospect to trash her ride?”
“She’s already taken hers out on the prospect,” Saxon says. “What you give to him now is coming from me. Just make sure he’s alive to deliver my message back to his club.”
“Will do,” Stone says and they start shoving Reichmann toward the door. Getting out of here before the cops showed.
Saxon glances at Cooper. “You see Anna home.”
White-faced, Anna doesn’t even argue. “I’ll come see you tomorrow, Jenny.”
My throat in a knot, I nod; then Saxon’s carrying me out into the warm night air. His motorcycle isn’t far from Reichmann’s. So that was how he’d known. He’d recognized the other man’s bike and charged in to save me.
Again.
“Can you hold on?” he asks me quietly, and his voice is rough. “Or do you want me to drive your truck?”
“I’ll hold on.” Forever, if I can.
“Is your gear in the cab?”
“Yes.”
He takes my keys from me and finds my helmet and jacket. I’m slowly steadying as I put them on, and by the time I’m zipping up the leather, I’m no longer shaking.
I haul in a deep breath. “Thank you.”
“Don’t,” is all he says before leading me to his bike, and as soon as I wrap my arms around him everything is all right again.
I don’t know if Saxon is. He usually sits easy as he rides, but I can feel his tension, a steel wire strung tight. Still raging because I’d been hurt? Still pumped with adrenaline? Or wishing that he was the one pounding on Reichmann now?
Maybe all of the above.
The wind whips at my skirt and chills my bare legs. I hold him tighter, then gasp as he suddenly swings off the two-lane blacktop. The flood of his headlight reveals a dirt road, the path deeply rutted and barely wide enough for a car. A forest service road or an old logging track. Within a minute, the pine trees have swallowed us up. I can’t see the main road. When Saxon slows to a stop, shutting off his engine and his lights, we’re surrounded by utter darkness. The click of the kickstand is loud in the sudden quiet.
I know what’s going to happen now. I know. And I’m already wet and trembling.
“Jenny.” His voice is low and taut. “You going to be all right if I touch you?”
“I won’t be if you don’t.”
“Then get your ass up here,” he commands, but doesn’t wait for me to swing all the way off. Bracing his feet, he snags his arm around my waist and drags me forward over his hip until I’m sitting in his lap. I’m already reaching for him, finding his mouth in the dark.
With a possessive growl, he demands entry and I give it, opening to the penetrating thrust of his tongue. A groan tears from his chest when he tastes me. Suddenly he pulls away, tugging at the buckle of my helmet, ripping away his own. Then his fingers dive into my hair and he’s devouring my mouth, stealing my breath.
“Saxon.”
His name is a ragged moan when he tilts my head back, tasting the length of my throat. Panting, I struggle out of my jacket. My eyes are adjusting to the dark, to the faint moonlight streaming through the trees. His expression is harsh with his arousal. Even as he palms the back of my neck and claims my mouth again, his big hand jerks at his belt. Desperate whimpers escape me when he frees his cock. He rips open a condom packet with his teeth, then his fingers slide under my skirt to find me wet and swollen with need.
“Fuck.” He groans the curse, then he’s gripping my waist, lifting and repositioning me with my thighs spread wide over his. His thumb strums my clit, and I’m crying out, my hips bucking with every slick stroke. “Next time I’ll go slow, princess. I’ll be sweet.”
I don’t care what he is. Wrapping my arms around his neck, I push closer. Roughly he captures my mouth again, his broad hand flat against my back. Wild, needy moans erupt deep in my throat as he slides the blunt head of his cock along the seam of my pussy, parting me, his tongue thrusting past my lips in possessive strokes as his body begins to claim mine.
And, God, he’s big. I try not to stiffen, but his sheathed cock feels enormous, stretching my sensitive tissues to the edge of discomfort. Saxon seems to realize it, gentling his kiss and pushing his hand between us. His long fingers brush my clit and we both moan as my inner walls clench around his thick shaft. New sparks of pleasure ignite and flare across my nerves, and the ache building inside my core isn’t just from taking his length in but from my desperation to be filled.
With a subtle rock of his hips, slowly he fucks deeper into me, and I’m winding tighter and tighter with every inch. I begin to move with him, and my head falls back on a strangled cry when he suddenly catches my hips and pushes me down over the full length of his cock. Excruciating pleasure spears through me. He’s so big. So deep. But he’s finally mine, and there’s no hell in this. Simply heaven.
My back arches on the next deep thrust. With a ravenous groan, Saxon lowers his head. His hot mouth covers my breast, teeth catching my beaded nipple through my shirt. My body begins to shake, incoherent sounds spilling from my lips.
Saxon tugs hard at my nipple before groaning against my breast. “You’re so fucking beautiful, Jenny.”
His fingers slip between us again, stroking my clit and ecstasy shatters through me all at once. I can’t even cry out, every muscle locking into place except for the exquisite convulsions around his thick cock. With a tortured grunt, Saxon fucks harder into my clenching flesh, then slows as the orgasm releases me.
I cling to him as I come down. His kiss is rough and deep and still hungry. He hasn’t come yet. With his cock buried inside me, he lifts his head. The faint moonlight glints in his eyes. Gently he pushes my hair from my face.
“Can you take more?”
“I can take everything you give me.”
His fingers tighten on my hips. “I need you hard, Jenny. So hard.”
A shiver races through me. His voice is hoarse with need and my own is rising again to meet it. “Then take me hard.”
Abruptly Saxon stands, lifting me up with him. “Turn around and kneel on this seat, then reach up and grab those handlebars.”
God. The seat is just wide enough for my knees. I can feel Saxon behind me, straddling the bike as I grip the handlebars. The motorcycle’s long body forces me to stretch forward over the tank—and when Saxon stands with his legs on either side of the bike, his erect cock is on level with my entrance.
His callused palms run up the length of my trembling thighs and drag my skirt up over my ass. Anticipation tightens the muscles along my spine. He’s not saying anything, just letting his fingers trail over my skin, and in the dark his touch seems almost reverent.
Then his hands grip my hips and he surges forward, burying his full length in one slick thrust. Shock and pleasure erupt beneath my skin, and I cry out, my fingers clenching the handlebars in a death grip. God help me. He felt big before, but now my thighs are clamped together because I’m kneeling on the seat, and his long thick cock stretches me tighter, plunges deeper. Before I can catch my breath he pushes into me again. I moan helplessly as my pussy grips his steely length.
Saxon’s groan sounds like part ecstasy, part torture. He grinds against me as if trying to get deeper, but there’s no deeper, and the sensation of his cock screwing inside me is just making me clench harder around him.
“So fucking tight.” His voice is a growl. “It’s like you’re sucking me in.”
“Please.” It emerges on a sobbing breath. I’m begging, begging, don’t even know for what, but Saxon gives it to me in a powerful thrust that jolts me forward, my breasts swaying heavily beneath me, my nipples hardened to throbbing points.
Another jolting stroke, then another, then Saxon grips my waist and fucks me at a relentless pace. My skin is hot, burning, slick with sweat and between my thighs I’m drenched in my arousal. The slick sound of his cock pistoning into my wet pussy joins the slap of his hips against my ass, and my inner walls are tightening around him, each stroke seeming deeper and deeper, until it’s too tight, too much. I rock forward, trying to relieve the unbearable tension, but his hands clench on my hips and drag me back, and the orgasm slams into me with the length of his cock. I scream, trying to jolt forward again, but he holds me still and fucks me and suddenly I’m coming again, or I didn’t stop, and when I’m done my body sags and I can barely hold on. Behind me, Saxon groans, grinding deep, and the pulse of his release sends little aftershocks through my flesh.
I’m limp and shaking, my body boneless when Saxon seems to collapse onto his seat and drags me onto his lap. His chest heaves against my back. He buries his face in the side of my neck. His breath is a ragged rasp across my throat.
“All right?” he finally says.
I can barely nod, and for the longest time he just holds me. Slowly, my trembling stops and I relax against him. “Just in case it isn’t clear,” I tell him softly, “you’ve persuaded me.”
His rough laugh shakes against my back, but it soon quiets, and his deep voice is solemn when he finally responds. “These next few months are going to be rough, Jenny. With Red sick, and trying to fold the clubs together, and this shit with the Eighty-Eight.”
“I know.”
His arms tighten. “Just hold onto me. I’ll get us through. And I won’t give you any reason to be sorry that you’re with me.”
I shook my head. That’s the one thing that could never happen—and he’s the one who taught me that.
Lifting my mouth to his, I promise against his lips, “I won’t ever be sorry.”
• • •
TAKING IT ALL
Hellfire Riders #2
• • •
Heaven is finally having Saxon Gray in my arms. Hell is knowing that I might lose him.
After I spent years loving him from a distance, the president of the Hellfire Riders MC is finally mine. Every day he’s at my side; every night he’s in my bed. It would be everything I’d ever wanted, except my dad is sick, and trouble is brewing now that Saxon’s club is taking over my father’s. Because bad blood between the two MCs still lingers, and an old rule requiring Saxon to share me with the other club members is being used as a weapon, forcing him to choose between me and the Hellfire Riders.
And I don’t know if he’ll choose me…or how far I might go to keep him.
CHAPTER ONE
JENNY
Saturday evening at the Wolf Den, yet the Hellfire Riders’ favorite watering hole is as quiet as a Sunday morning. I know the club isn’t out on a weekend ride, and considering how hard its members like to drink and play, there’s only one possible reason for their absence now.
I belly up to the bar and sling my bag onto an empty stool. “The club’s meeting isn’t over yet?”
“Nope. And a good thing, too, because Marie was sick today and none of the prep was done.” Behind the bar, Anna glances up from a pile of lemon wedges. A brunette with delicate features, she often looks sweeter than she is. She has a pixie’s face but a harpy’s temper, and that dark side makes its appearance now when her eyebrows shoot together in a frown. “You look like shit, Jenny. Are you all right?”
Damn it. After spending a good part of the afternoon crying, my eyes are still puffy. I slathered on concealer, but Anna’s been my best friend since we were little. Makeup might fool some people, but it can’t hide anything from her.
I can’t hide this from her any longer, either. “Not really.”
“Why? Is it Saxon?” Her expression tightens. “Or the Eighty-Eight?”
“No. To both,” I say, but it’s no surprise those are her first guesses. Less than a week ago, Luke Reichmann—who leads the Eighty-Eight Henchmen MC—attacked me while I was out dancing with Anna at a local bar. Saxon Gray, the president of the Hellfire Riders, almost killed him for it before handing Reichmann over to his men. I don’t know how badly they fucked him up. Probably pretty bad. Saxon told them to leave Reichmann alive, but there’s a lot of hurt that can be dealt out before hitting the line between living and dead. Eventually the Eighty-Eight will probably retaliate. I haven’t heard anything from them yet, though. Reichmann’s probably still licking his wounds.
And Saxon…just thinking of him makes my heart tighten. I’ve wanted him for so long, but we’ve only been together since the night of the attack. Only a week. It doesn’t feel real yet. Almost like a dream. But if it is, it’s the best dream I’ve ever had.
Except for one thing.
“My dad’s sick,” I tell Anna on a shuddering breath.
Her lips part as her gaze searches my face. “You don’t mean the flu.”
All at once my eyes fill with tears. “No.”
“Oh, Jenny.” She puts her knife down. I know she’s going to come around the bar and hug me, but if she does I’ll just lose it.
I hold up my hand, stopping her. “Don’t.” My voice is hoarse. “If you do, I’ll start bawling.”
“Maybe you need to.”
“I already did.” More than once over the past few weeks. I take the glass of water she gives me and try to get my emotions under control. “It’s cancer.”
Two little words, and she suddenly looks almost as devastated as I feel. Anna’s known my dad forever.
She reaches across the bar and grips my hand. “I’m so sorry, honey. You know I’m here.”
Nodding, I squeeze her fingers. “I know.”
“You want something stronger than water?” she offers. “It’s on the house.”
I don’t really want anything, but I know she needs to do something for me. “A shot would be great.”
After pouring two shots of tequila, Anna lifts hers with a solemn “Fuck cancer” and we pound them back together. At least now I have another reason for the burning in my eyes.
Knife in hand, Anna starts in on a bowl of limes. “So what’s going to happen with the Titans? Has he told them yet?”
The Steel Titans. My dad is co-founder and president of the club—and has been since he had a fallout with the Hellfire Riders’ previous leader and turned in his colors. That blowup happened before I was born, and long before Saxon Gray had been voted in as the Riders’ prez. For years, the bad blood between the clubs meant that I could look at Saxon, but never think about touching him. Even coming into this tavern was off-limits to me. Saxon owns it, and the Wolf Den is Hellfire Riders’ territory. My dad and the Titans have their own territory, and the center of it is on the ranch spread where Dad and I live. The Titans’ clubhouse sits at the opposite end of the property. It used to be, Saxon wouldn’t come out there, either.
But for the past week, we’ve both been crossing territory lines. He’s been coming out to my brewery; I’ve been staying nights at his place. Anna hasn’t asked me about that, though she must be wondering. But it doesn’t matter. The answer to the question she’s asking and the reason I’m comfortable coming into the Wolf Den now is the same.
“The Titans’ club meeting is tonight, too.” And for the same reason Saxon and the Riders are still at their own clubhouse instead of here. “I don’t know if Dad’s going to tell them how sick he is—but I know he’s going to propose folding the Titans and the Riders together into one club.”
Anna suddenly looks up at me, wide-eyed and disbelieving. “What?”
Sometimes I can hardly believe it myself. “My dad went to Saxon. He knows that Uncle Thorne can hold the Titans together after he’s gone, but the club isn’t as strong as it was. And once Thorne is gone—”
“Then it all goes to shit,” Anna guesses. “And you’ve got a rowdy bunch of bikers on your property without anyone to reel them in.”
I tap my finger against the end of my nose, because she’s right on it. “And he’s worried about the Eighty-Eight coming after me when he’s gone. But Saxon wants the clubhouse, and if the Riders are out there, there’s not so much to worry about. He’ll keep everything in line.”
“Yeah, he would.” Anna laughs and makes a circling gesture, as if to indicate the bar around us and everything Saxon keeps in line here. “He doesn’t put up with any shit, that’s for sure.”
“No, he doesn’t.”
And he’s mine. Big, sexy, mean as fuck—and by some miracle, all mine. Just thinking of Saxon Gray makes me feel warmer, lighter, helping to ease the solid ache that an afternoon of worrying about my dad left in my chest.
But Anna is giving me an odd little hesitant look. “So is that why you two finally hooked up—because Saxon will be taking over the Titans?”
“Kind of.” We hooked up because I wanted him and he wanted me. Merging the clubs just opened up the opportunity. But now Anna is biting her lip, which means she wants to say something but isn’t sure she should. I frown at her. “Why are you looking like that?”
She heaves out a heavy breath. “I thought you both gave in despite the club rivalries and shit. I mean, you’ve been crazy about him forever. And anyone who ever saw him look at you knew it wasn’t one-sided. But doesn’t it bother you that, for all these years, he always chose the Riders over you?”
That’s like a punch to the throat. I stare at her, hurting so much it takes a few seconds to answer. “He didn’t.”
“What would you call it, then? He never made a move because it would have caused trouble between the clubs. But if he’d just quit the Riders, there wouldn’t have been any trouble. He chose to stay with them instead of coming for you.”
Just quit the Riders. I know she’s only saying this because she’s worried for me, but I’m still getting pissed. “That’s like saying that I should have told my dad to go fuck himself. That I should just toss any loyalty I have to him into the trash, because he’s president of the Titans and my relationship to him was getting in the way of my going to Saxon. Screw that. Just because I didn’t go to Saxon doesn’t mean that I wanted him any less.”
“Okay, okay.” Her mouth pulls into an apologetic grimace and she quickly holds up her hands. “I’m sorry. You’re right.”
“I know I am.” And I can’t freaking believe that she thought otherwise for even a second. “What the hell, Anna?”
“I’m sorry. I just… Okay, this is my shit. Not yours. I shouldn’t have laid it on you.”
“Laid what on me?”
She just shakes her head. I’ve got a sudden inkling, though. We haven’t seen each other much this week, but when she came out to my brewery the day after the attack to check on me, she seemed a little down. I assumed that she was still rattled, or feeling guilty because she’d left me alone for a few minutes—just long enough for Reichmann to corner me.
Now another reason occurs to me. Saxon carried me out of the bar, but as we left, he ordered one of the Riders to make sure Anna got home all right. That escort was Zachary Cooper—also known as Gunner, the Hellfire Riders’ sergeant at arms…and who’d shot her down once before.
Oh, shit. “Did something happen with Zach?”
Her jaw works before she answers. “I kind of kissed him. He pushed me away and said I was drunk.”
“You were drunk.”
“Yeah, but—” She shrugs. “He sees me a lot when I’m not.”
So he did—here at the Wolf Den and at the house Anna shares with her brother. Stone and Zach have been tight since serving together in the Marines, tighter now that they’re both Riders, and I assume that friendship is what’s holding him back.
“And you think that he’s choosing your brother over you?”
“I don’t know. I just know he’s not choosing me.” She braces her hands at the edge of the counter and meets my eyes. “It’s nothing. I’ll get over it. I’m just sorry that I said anything about Saxon not choosing you.”
“It’s okay.”
“I mean, he’s gotta be in love with you, right? He almost killed someone for you. Right in front of everyone.”
“Yes,” I say, though in truth, that doesn’t mean much. I know that better than anyone, because fourteen years ago, Saxon did kill someone while trying to protect me…and I was a stranger to him then. I was just a girl unlucky enough to stumble into the Eighty-Eight Henchmen’s territory at the wrong time. Saxon was unlucky enough that the kick he aimed at the head of the man trying to rape me—Luke Reichmann’s brother—fatally injured the bastard. He spent five years in prison for manslaughter, and told me that he didn’t regret a second of it.
Protecting someone didn’t mean that Saxon loved them. It just meant that he wouldn’t stand by while a man hurt a woman, and that he’d accept whatever consequences came afterward.
So what really mattered wasn’t that he’d been ready to kill Reichmann last week, but that he stopped when I asked him to. Because the whole nightmare was unfolding in front of me again, and with so many witnesses, Saxon wouldn’t be spending five years in prison; chances were, he’d be going away for much longer. But he stopped when I told him I loved him and that I couldn’t bear to lose him—and because he’d promised not to hurt me when I’d told him that being with him risked my heart.
He kept that promise, and that means something. I don’t know if he loves me. He hasn’t said so. But I know that he’ll be with me in every way I need him. We burn up the bed together—and there’s a hell of a lot of admiration on both sides.
One day, he’ll love me. He has to. I can’t bear forever if he doesn’t.
Forever is a long way away, though. Until then, even if I don’t have Saxon’s heart, I have him.
That’s enough for now.
• • •
SAXON
“To look at these bastards, you’d think they feel worse about Zoomie’s chopper getting trashed than they did when her dad busted his brain bucket on a semi’s radiator grille,” Spiral comments as he passes me a beer. His easy tone says he’s joking. The flat look in his eyes says he’s not.
I twist off the cap and wet my throat, watching the brothers return from the garage. The meeting is running long, so when we broke for fifteen minutes, most everyone filed out to cry over the damage the Eighty-Eight’s prospect did with the sledgehammer he took to Zoomie’s custom bike. Now they’re heading back in to grab a drink before settling down to conclude our business.
Spiral’s not wrong. To look at them, you’d think Zoomie’s bike mattered more than Zoomie’s father—even though he was the prez and founder of the Hellfire Riders. Lucifer used to sit where I am now, and when word came down that he’d been killed, a lot of club members were just quiet. Either in shock or disbelieving. Others sat and drank themselves stupid. There wasn’t any of the rage the Riders have been showing since Zoomie first rolled her bike in.
But Spiral’s not right, either. Losing Lucifer stabbed the Riders more deeply than seeing Zoomie’s bike trashed did. The difference is, no one could have done a damn thing to help Lucifer after he rode straight into that truck. Nothing could change it.
We can do something about the Eighty-Eight. And every one of the Riders is ready to. Even now, Picasso catches one of our prospects in a headlock and mimes a punch to his face—showing Knucklehead how he’d have taken care of the Eighty-Eight’s little shit.
He won’t need to. Zoomie already handled it. A week ago, I stood under the moonlight in Hamilton Quarry and watched while she held a sledgehammer and let the prospect choose which part of his body she was going to hit. The prospect chose a forearm. He should have asked for a thigh—thicker bones, more muscle mass. She’d have broken his leg but probably not shattered it. At least he had the brains to choose his left arm, but he’s not going to be a problem again.
The rest of the Eighty-Eight won’t be, either. Because I’m not going to stop until they’re gone.
Spiral eyes me. “How’s your girl doing?”
My girl. My woman. Finally, mine.
The fierce possession swelling my chest is only matched by the burning rage, remembering how Reichmann shoved Jenny into the corner of that booth a week ago. Remembering the fear and anger on her face. I’d sworn to protect her but that motherfucker still got his hands on her.
Swallowing the anger with another icy swig, I say, “She’ll be doing better after we run off the Eighty-Eight.”
“Word is, we might have some help with that. That we’re bringing in the Titans. There’s rumors flying.”
“Are there?” Unconcerned, I finish off the brew and toss the bottle into the empties bucket. I asked my enforcer to start those rumors so we could get an early gauge on the brothers’ reactions. “I think we’ve got a second half of a meeting coming up and those rumors might be addressed.”
His eyes are flat again. “I’ll be glad to see some of our brothers back. But you know this will stir up that old shit between all of us. I’ll stir some myself, if I need to.”
“I’m counting on it.”
Spiral nods and heads to the leather couches we pulled together in a rough semicircle at the start of the meeting, where he sprawls with his boots out and his usual easygoing look on his face. He’s a pain in my ass. Has been since I was voted in as president five years ago. But he’s the kind of pain that’s good for you. The kind that keeps you from getting lazy or starting to think too much of yourself. If I ever pop off like Lucifer did, Spiral would probably be the next to sit in the prez’s seat. He’d be the right choice for the Riders, too. But he’s not gunning for my place. He doesn’t want the responsibility. For now he just makes sure that I’m earning my right to sit here.
My veep does the same. Blowback just does it a lot harder than Spiral would.
And he does it for me and the Riders as much as he does it for himself. Blowback needs to keep everything around him in line. He needs control. I’ve never seen him lose his, not even while administering an ass-kicking. I’ve seen him snap the neck of a man who’d killed one of our brothers without a change of expression. I suspect I never want to see that ice break—and none of the other brothers do, either.
I catch his eye and he signals to Gunner. The sergeant at arms is tasked with keeping order during meetings. Now he calls out that everyone has exactly one minute to get their asses into their seats.
Once they’re there, I get started. The rule is, everyone keeps their mouths shut while the prez speaks, so I lay out the deal without interruptions. We’ll take on the property and clubhouse on Red Erickson’s ranch. Any Titans who want to come over to the Riders will receive a patch and a place within our ranks. They’ve only got fifteen men, but that will put our own numbers at around fifty bikers. We’re already the strongest club in the region. Adding the Titans will only make us stronger and we’ll be able to expand our territory, pushing out the Eighty-Eight. I don’t try to soften it up. This move means a lot of shit will be coming our way in the next months—or over the next few years, depending on how hard the Henchmen fight back. But the Riders never back down from trouble. We ought to be running toward it.
I can see that most of them are convinced even before I open up the floor for questions, but a few are holding back. When Gunner nods to Spiral, giving him the go-ahead to speak, I already know what’s coming.
“So you’re gonna let the three brothers who walked after we let Zoomie join us come back?” he asks. “You’re gonna give them another patch?”
“I am,” I tell him—though it sticks in my throat to even say it. Five years ago, when Zoomie made her bid for a patch, some of the brothers couldn’t tolerate the thought of someone with a pair of tits riding with us. But the club’s Constitution says that anyone who served in the armed services can’t be rejected without good reason. Tits aren’t a good reason.
I could have changed the Constitution so that anyone who served became any man who served. From the day he founded the club Lucifer held onto as much power as he could, and all the rules he wrote into the Constitution are still there. As the president now, I’m the only one who can rewrite the bylaws—and unlike some clubs that vote in their presidents annually, I’m in for life or until the executive board unanimously votes me out.
But I didn’t change the laws, Zoomie was voted in, and three of the Riders turned in their colors and joined the Titans.
I hold up my hand, quieting the disgruntled rumble that started in response to my answer. “It’ll be with conditions,” I continue. “Because I’ll tell you true—it pisses me off that they turned their back on the Riders just because pussy walked in. That’s not loyalty.”
That pisses them off, too. Some, because they’re agreeing with me—and some, because they’re friends of those former Riders, and I’ve just insulted those men by calling them disloyal.
Zoomie’s more pissed than any of them. Her cheeks are pale with anger and her voice tight as she calls out, “Hey, boss, it might have escaped your fucking notice, but I’m not just pussy.”
“That’s the point,” I say to her over the noise, then sweep my gaze over the rest and that’s enough to shut them all up. “I’m willing to let them back because they thought Zoomie would bring the club down. I didn’t believe it then and I don’t believe it now. But I know some of you did. You came to me then and you told me I was making a mistake, but you stayed. And now we’ve had years—years—that she’s been with us. So I want a show of hands if you think the Riders are weaker now that Zoomie’s riding with us. It’s no secret that some of you used to think so, so nut up and be honest now, too.”
Utter quiet. And not one damn hand. Not even from Beaver or Burnout or Knucklehead, who were the most vocal about it at the time.
All right, then. “So I’m willing to accept that they walked because of loyalty to the club and they couldn’t stand to see it weakened. Now they’ll see we’re stronger than ever—but if they can’t see that, they can just keep on walking. I’ll at least give them the chance. Anyone have any argument with that?”
No one does. I look to Gunner and he points to Burnout.
“Prez.” The slur at the end of the word and the flush on the man’s face says that the beer he grabbed during the break isn’t the only drink he’s had this evening. “I got a question about this deal you worked out with Red Erickson.”
I glance at my veep and see him giving Burnout a hard look. Coming to a meeting intoxicated or high will earn a brother an ass-kicking at best. At worst, he’ll have his colors stripped. Blowback will find out if Burnout deserves the best or worst.
“What’s the question?”
“Well, it seems like we got a clubhouse and some nice property, but in the past week you’ve also been hooking up with his daughter. So I’m wondering if she’s part of the deal—and do we all get a piece of that, too?”
A piece of Jenny? Rage slams into me, the urge to rip his drunk ass apart, but I only look at him. His hands fly up in surrender, his body pressing back into the couch as if to put distance between us.
“I was just wondering, man! I didn’t mean nothing by it.”
I grit a response through clenched teeth. “Jenny is not part of the deal.”
“But we do all get a piece of her,” Spiral says so easily the words don’t immediately sink in. “At least, that’s what the First Lady clause in the club’s Constitution says.”
This time the rage that rams through me is cold. So fucking cold. “And you’re going to enforce that clause, Spiral?”
“I shouldn’t have to. What was it you said when some of these guys were asking you to change the bylaws before? You told them, ‘If the Hellfire Riders’ laws aren’t good enough, then you can walk.’ And some of those Riders walked.” He glances over at Zoomie, who’s watching him with narrowed eyes. “You know I was all for you patching in, Lily. And I don’t want Jenny—I like my women a little curvier. No offense, Prez. But you can’t just enforce some laws to the letter and ignore others.”
“He should ignore them when they’re as stupid as the First Lady clause,” Zoomie blasts him.
“A stupid rule let you in,” Goose pipes up from the back.
Gunner looks to me, silently asking whether he should shut them all up. I shake my head. Let it play out.
I’m too fucking pissed to get a coherent word in now, anyway.
Zoomie whirls on Goose. “You think serving our country is stupid?” Meth has rotted a few holes out of Goose’s brain but he knows better than to answer that, because she won’t be the only one he’s up against. When he remains silent, Zoomie says, “The First Lady law is only there because my dad was trying to stick it to Red Erickson by fucking my mom in front of him. That law has nothing to do with the club and everything to do with his dick. Just ask the Dubs.”
The four W’s—Wiggs, Walker, Whistler, and Widowmaker, the Riders’ secretary. Along with our treasurer, Old Timer, they’re the last of the members who joined the first year the club was founded and who are still around. As president, I outrank them, but not once have I ever talked over them. There’s respect that’s owed the club’s officers and then there’s respect. Anyone who doesn’t show the proper amount to the Dubs and Old Timer is just looking for a beatdown.
Everyone focuses on Wiggs, the brother closest to Lucifer before the old man died. As it’s a meeting day, he’s wearing the same denim kutte that he wore during his first years with the Riders. The vest is so ragged it’s practically held together by the patches sewn onto it. Half the Riders would give their left nut for a kutte that’s seen so much history and ridden so many miles.
“Zoomie has it right,” Wiggs says slowly, as if he’s reluctant to touch on this topic at all. “But whatever Lucifer’s reasons, the clause is there now, so if this situation applies it’ll have to be dealt with.”
“All right.” Speaking evenly requires sheer willpower. I look to Widowmaker, who’s sitting at the bar and taking minutes. “Why don’t you tell everyone what we’re dealing with?”
I know what it is, of course. Blowback warned me it might come up and I know every word of the damn clause.
Widowmaker doesn’t bother with the formal language used in the Constitution but just lays out the basics. “When the prez claims a woman—not just screws her, but intends to make her his wife or old lady—his choice has to be approved by the club, because the Hellfire Riders’ president is only as strong as those who have his back. And we all know that when a woman’s behind a man, she’s just as likely to stab him as she is to stand strong.”
“For fuck’s sake,” Zoomie mutters and earns a glance from Gunner. He’ll toss her out on her ass at the next interruption.
Widowmaker continues, “So the woman he claims has to prove herself worthy. First she’ll do that by showing us that she’s taking him and that she’s doing it willingly. The prez can’t even touch her because that can be read as coercion. He’s stronger, bigger, and maybe it’s not so willing if his hands are on her.” He scratches his nose and tosses an apologetic look at me. “And by ‘taking him’ it means that she rides his cock until he comes inside her. The wording is detailed. Even down to the position she’s in.”
Really fucking detailed. She’d be spread open over me, her back against my chest, her pussy and her tits exposed to every club member.
Pure bullshit. Jenny told me once that she doesn’t want to fuck in front of the club, so I’ll never let it happen. But I bite back that response and acknowledge everything he’s said so far with a short nod. “Go on.”
“The prez can’t touch her, but the brothers can”—he glances at Zoomie—“and our sister, too, I reckon, as we’ll be showing admiration for his woman and our support for his decision. That means kissing her, touching her, fucking her. Whatever we ask. And by accepting us, she’s showing her trust in the prez and his club, and her belief that we are all worthy.”
Worthy? Fuck that shit. Not even one of us is worthy of Jenny. Including me.
“So that means we start with the first question: Does this situation apply?” Wiggs asks and looks to me. My temper is riding a thin edge now and I don’t much care if they can see it. “Are you claiming her?”
I just have to say no. I just have to say that she’s a casual fuck, a little pussy that I’m getting on the side.
Even with a gun to my head, I couldn’t speak that lie. “She’s mine.”
“So the clause needs to be addressed. We’ll put it on the agenda as new business for the next meeting.” The expression on Wiggs’ weathered face is hard, as if he doesn’t like this any better than I do. “You want to give them all something to think about until then?”
Yeah, I do. This shit shouldn’t have to be spoken but apparently needs to be. “Just a reminder that the Riders have another rule in the Constitution: We don’t force women and we don’t hurt them. And fifteen years ago, the prez of the Eighty-Eight Henchmen forced my woman to the ground with his whole club watching. She fucking bled because of what he did to her. Now we’re going to ask her to ride a cock in front of another club? We’re going to ask her to take us all on?”
In the brief pause I let fall, Beaver speaks up. “And she freaks out when someone touches her.” Heads swivel. I hold up my hand to stop Gunner from going after him as Beaver babbles on, “C’mon, you all heard the rumors about her. But I know it’s true. We went out to dinner once, one summer while I was home from OSU. I tried to kiss her and she just got all deer-in-the-headlights. She didn’t push me away but she was a second from running. Ah, fuck.” He spreads his hands, his suddenly wide eyes fixed on my face. “I didn’t get any further, man. I’m just backing you up now.”
I know he is. But as I’m still struggling to answer without blowing up, Spiral says dryly, “So here’s another reason not to see this law enforced. Our prez will kill any of us that show our admiration by touching her.”
Fucking right I would. “Then how about you all show your admiration by having a little respect for what she’s been through and letting this one go. She is skittish. This isn’t about ignoring one rule and enforcing another. This is about recognizing that we have two rules in conflict, and we have to decide which is more important: not hurting women or observing this First Lady clause. But that’ll be decided in the next meeting. New business now is the Titans. Anything else on them?”
Goose’s hand shoots up. “Will you be appointing new officers and drawing from their ranks?”
That’s another power Lucifer held close—the president personally appoints every officer, from VP to treasurer. He also chooses the handful of non-officer members who sit on the executive board. “I’m giving Blowback the title of Warlord and bringing in Thorne as my new veep. You know him?”
Nods all around and some quick glances toward Blowback, whose expression hasn’t altered from the flat cold stare he always wears. Some will see this move as a demotion but it’s not. As warlord, he’ll only answer to me—and his role won’t include the responsibilities that never sat easy on him. It gives more freedom than he had before.
“Thorne’s solid,” I say. “He’s been the Titans’ veep from the beginning. With him acting as my right hand, this integration should go as smooth as it can. I’ll also pull one or two of their men onto the executive board, so that we’re more likely to catch on to any friction before it turns into something bigger. To that end: Does anyone here have an issue with an individual Titan? And don’t bring up any petty shit that you might have with any brother. I don’t care if a Titan fucked your mama or your girl. I’m talking the kind of shit that breaks this deal.”
When nothing comes up, I tell them, “All right, then. Next week we’re holding another meeting and we’ll vote to bring the Titans in or not. If we do, we’ll walk out of here with more than a dozen new brothers.”
Knucklehead raises his hand. “Are we voting on whether we’re following through on the First Lady clause, too?”
So they’re going to fucking push this? But there’s no other answer to give. Jaw clenched, I nod.
“Good thing,” Knucklehead says, holding my gaze. “Because it’s not her, Prez. It’s that you held to the letter of the law when you let Zoomie in. I didn’t like it, but I went with it. I took it. Now you’ve got to take this to the letter, because I want a fucking president who stands by his word.”
“The day my word is shit is the day I’ll walk.” I raze all of them with a furious look. “Any fucking doubts about that?”
A chorus of “No, boss” comes back. Damn right.
“Anything else?” I only wait one second. “Then this meeting’s adjourned. For those of you heading to the Den, we’re riding out in ten.”
Because I need to see my woman.
CHAPTER TWO
JENNY
The deep rumble of motorcycle engines announces the Riders’ arrival. Anticipation and a bit of worry tighten the back of my neck. It’s late. I’ve been shooting the shit with Anna for almost two hours now, so the meeting probably didn’t go as smoothly as Saxon hoped it would.
One look at him and I’m sure it didn’t. Saxon walks in ahead of the others, a big, dangerous package of muscle and doesn’t-give-a-fuck. He’s a hard man to read, never giving much away, so the anger I detect in the clench of his bearded jaw and the tense line of his shoulders means that he’s really pissed.
His intense blue gaze zeroes in on me.
Shit. Nerves tangle in my stomach. An angry Saxon is intimidating as hell. I love him like crazy and I know he won’t hurt me, but this is so new, and I have no idea what my role is right now. I’m not sure what’s expected of me.
Something is expected. That much is clear. The bikers who come in behind him all look my way and they’re not just the same curious stares that have been cast in my direction since Saxon and I got together. The stare that says, What the hell is Red Erickson’s daughter doing in Rider territory? This is different. Some of Saxon’s officers seem grim. Blowback, the Riders’ VP, always looks that way, but their enforcer Stone Wall is with him, too. I’d call Anna’s brother a good friend, and usually he’s got a grin for me, but now he’s showing the same hard, angry edge that Saxon is. And a few of the members I don’t know so well… God, their eyes are crawling all over me like they expect me to strip naked right here. What the fuck?
I don’t know what’s going on. Something obviously went down at the meeting. Maybe it involved me—or maybe it’s just spillover, if some of the Riders objected to taking on the Titans. Maybe some shit got tossed around and my name came up.
Whatever it was, there’s only one thing to do now: straighten my spine and take whatever Saxon gives. Then give him what he needs, too.
Saxon’s long strides carry him directly to the bar. I barely have time to smile up at him and say “Hey—” before his big hand clasps the back of my neck and he’s scorching my lips with a kiss.
God. Instantly lust shoots through my veins, warming everything that a few drinks haven’t already loosened. Moaning low in my throat, I tilt my head back, loving his taste, his possessive grip, the primitive way he simply takes what he wants. I know there’s more to this. He’s never kissed me like this in front of the others before. He doesn’t like participating in public displays. Yet he’s clearly staking a claim right now. Making a statement.
Jenny Erickson is mine.
I am. Completely his. And I love it.
My heart is racing and my nipples are throbbing when he lifts his head. His gaze holds mine and for a long second there’s no one else, just Saxon and this passion between us.
“You look so damn pretty, Jenny.” Low and deep, his voice rasps over my skin like an abrasive tongue. I shiver and he brushes his broad thumb over my kiss-swollen lips. “And you look like you want me to eat your sweet cunt. Do you?”
Five minutes ago I wasn’t even thinking of sex. Now my pussy is wet and aching and empty, and his blunt words make my inner walls clench with uncontrollable need.
I silently nod, my breath shuddering across his thumb.
“Good,” he says roughly. “Because I need to make you come.”
His long fingers slide through mine and he tugs me off the barstool. Suddenly I’m aware of all those eyes again, watching as he leads me to the employees’ door that opens to the back offices and storerooms. My face heats but I stubbornly lift my chin. I want Saxon. He wants me. What happens between us is none of the Riders’ fucking business, but they’re making it theirs by watching us like this—as if millions of people aren’t getting it on every single day. As if half the guys in this bar wouldn’t stick their dick in a woman right out here where everyone can see them. It’s not like he’s carrying me out of here with my legs wrapped around his hips and his tongue down my throat.
Saxon pivots to face the crowd behind us just before reaching the swinging door. He pushes through it backward, his expression like carved granite and his hard gaze sweeping the assembled bikers. Suddenly everyone has somewhere else to look.
In the hallway, Saxon shoves me up against the wall just as I hear the first thwap of the door swinging closed. Urgency takes over. Rucking up the hem of my skirt, his big hands grip my ass and haul me up. God, his strength. It’s as if I weigh nothing. He simply lifts me and in the next second, his thick cock is a solid ridge grinding against my heated flesh, with only denim and silk between us. My moan is lost in his hungry kiss. My body strains closer, my mouth parting beneath the wicked onslaught of his tongue. Every breath is filled with his scent—leather and the summer wind and a long hot ride.
A disappointed whimper escapes me when he breaks the kiss. But I know he has to. Anyone can come across us here and we burn each other up so fast that if we continue, it won’t be long until his cock is pumping deep inside me. He doesn’t move yet, though, simply holding me with his weight pressing me into the wall and his face buried in the crook of my neck and shoulder.
“God, Jenny.” His voice is harsh. “Coming in here, seeing you waiting for me—walking into the Den has never felt so damn good.”
My heart suddenly feels tight, so tight. I stroke my hand down the back of his neck. His muscles are rock hard with tension.
“It didn’t go well?” I ask.
Immediately his head comes up, blue eyes narrowed. “Just the usual nitpicking shit. Nothing I can’t handle, and nothing for you to worry about.”
I’m not worried. There’s probably very little that Saxon Gray can’t handle. “Have you heard anything yet about the Titans’ meeting?”
“No. But even if the Titans tell Red to go fuck himself, it doesn’t make any difference to this.” He catches my chin and his gaze is fierce on mine. “You and me. This stays, no matter what goes down between the clubs. All right?”
“I’m not arguing.”
“You’d better not.” His attention drops to my mouth, and I gasp as his hips rock between my thighs, sending ripples of aching pleasure through my core. “Screaming my name is a better use for that tongue. Christ, I need to fuck you.”
But he won’t. Not here. Not even in his locked office, because an interruption could come at any time. Having most of the Hellfire Riders out in the bar means having no real privacy—and as the president of the club, he can’t just tell them to fuck off until he’s done. Business won’t get handled that way.
Business has already wound him up, though. I can feel it in every stiff muscle against me. “I’ve got a better idea,” I tell him.
“There’s nothing better than filling you up with my cock, princess.” But he’s not really arguing, just leaning in with a lazy smile. “A close second is licking up all those sweet pussy juices. Is that what you’re thinking?”
“No.” I trace his smile with my forefinger. A thrill zings through me when he gently bites down on my fingertip, then flicks his tongue across it. I feel that lick all the way to my clit. Breathlessly I tell him, “I think you should let my tongue do really dirty things to you.”
His eyes gleam. “Oh, yeah?”
“Yeah.” I tighten my legs around him. “And that way if an interruption comes, you’ll be the one hurting. Not me.”
His laugh is a deep rumble. “I did promise never to see you hurt.”
“You did.”
“But I still like my idea better,” he says, then he’s kissing me again, carrying me down the hall into his office—and, oh God, this is already a fight. With his left arm wrapped around my waist, his right hand sneaks up between my thighs. I can’t stop my surprised squeal as his fingers slide beneath the drenched silk of my panties and head straight for my clit.
Bucking against him, I tear my mouth from his. “No fair.”
Saxon grins. “My place, princess. I decide what’s fair. When we’re messing around at your brewery you can call the shots.”
Right. Aside from a few demands I’ve made like harder and fuck me now, I didn’t call any shots the couple of times this week he’s come out to the brewery to pick me up after work.
As he kicks the office door shut behind us, I give him a narrow stare. “Really?”
“Hell, no,” he says and my laugh becomes a ragged moan when he pushes two blunt fingers inside me. My inner muscles clamp down, drawing a hoarse groan from his chest. “You’re so fucking ready for me. Tell me you don’t want me to lick you all up. Tell me you don’t want me sucking on your hot little clit.”
I do. God, I do. And I can’t help myself—I’m riding his hand, my breath coming in sharp pulls, my pussy so wet that the slick sound of his pumping fingers seems to echo in my head. I lose my mind so fast with him. In just a second he’s going to have me spread across his desk and his mouth on my cunt and everything else in the world will be gone.
But he always sees to my pleasure first. This time, I want to give before getting. “I’d rather find out if I can suck your big cock down my throat.”
His body stiffens. “Fucking hell, Jenny,” he groans.
“You can eat me up after I’ve swallowed every drop of your cum.” I grip his steely shoulders and lick his firm bottom lip, then tease him a little. “I want to see if you can take it or if you’ll lose control and fuck me again.”
And that easy, I win. He softly chuckles before capturing my mouth in a slow kiss. I played a little dirty, saying that—because in the last week, every time I’ve gone down on him, after just a short taste he hauls me back up and fucks me hard, as if the feel of my mouth wrapped around his cock breaks his every restraint. Now I love that he’s laughing, not offended at all by the challenge…but I also know Saxon won’t back down from it.
Still holding me, he sits on the edge of his desk, his powerful legs braced apart and boots flat on the floor. “All right, then.”
I’m straddling his hips with my knees supported by the desk’s surface. I need to slide down but not yet. Not yet. Because my heart is suddenly so full of that crazy wild love that has been crashing over me all week, squeezing my chest so hard I can’t speak. For a long second I just look at him, overwhelmed by the knowledge that he’s mine. Not a dream, but here, flesh and blood, everything I’ve ever wanted—and wanted for so long.
Emotion trembles through my body as I lean in. I don’t know what Saxon sees in my expression before my lips meet his, but his response is fierce and rough, his fingers coming up to fist in my hair as he takes control of the kiss. When he releases me, I can’t stop touching him, kissing my way along his bearded jaw and down the tanned column of his throat until I hit the collar of his black T-shirt.
I want his clothes off. I want my hands all over his skin. But that can come later. Right now, the president of the Hellfire Riders is jacked up with tension after a difficult night, and he’s going to be wearing his colors as I help him release it.
But I can’t resist touching him. My hands slide beneath the sides of his leather kutte. God. Through the warm cotton of his shirt, his pecs are like carved slabs of stone and his stomach is ridged with muscle. I love his body. Strong and so fucking big. When I slip my feet to the floor and stand up straight, I still have to look up to meet his eyes, even though he’s sitting back on the desk.
His expression is hard now, almost cold—but I know he’s not. It’s just the leash he’s tightening on his control, and as I tug on his belt, his face becomes granite. Oh, but his eyes. His arousal burns through dark blue.
Holding his gaze, I pull the leather through the buckle and start in on his button fly. His hot, steely cock is like a brand against the back of my hand but I don’t look away from Saxon’s eyes until I’ve completely unfastened his jeans. His breath shudders as my fingers grip his thick length. My fingertips don’t even touch. I haven’t had a lot of luck with sex in the past, so my hands-on experience with dick isn’t that extensive, but I’ve seen plenty of big cocks online over the years. So many of them seem sculpted by long-fingered artists, with tapered shafts and flaring heads. Almost elegant.
Saxon’s cock is blunt and primitive by comparison. A broad head crowns his meaty shaft, all of it long and massive, as if created for one purpose: To fill my pussy as deep as I can bear, stretching my inner walls with his heavy girth until I’m riding the fine line between pleasure and pain. It always falls on the side of pleasure when he’s pumping this thick length inside me, but I don’t know if I could take him if he were any bigger.
At the first stroke of my hand, his fingers tighten on the edge of the desk, knuckles whitening.
I slyly glance up at him through my lashes. “It’s fortunate the woods were so dark our first night, because if I’d been able to see this monster, I’d have taken off running.”
His short laugh is strangled by a groan when I give the head of his cock a firm squeeze. Arousal roughens his voice. “I’d have caught you.”
“Yeah?” All kinds of scenarios suddenly tumble through my imagination. “What would have happened then? Maybe you’d have forced me to my knees and made my pussy take every…single…inch.”
His breath hisses through his teeth as my fingernails gently scrape a path up those inches. “No.” His big hand suddenly tangles in my hair. “I’d have forced you to your knees and seen how much your mouth could take.”
The air between us seems to thicken. My gaze raises to his. There’s no amusement in his expression now. He’s hard and utterly in control.
And now he’s going to see how much my mouth can take.
Anticipation and need quiver through my legs as I sink to the floor. His grip on my hair tightens and he fists the base of his cock in his left hand, angling his shaft down toward my upraised lips.
“Look what you’ve done to me, Jenny. I’m so damn hard I’m already dripping cum.”
He is. The head of his cock glistens and a thick bead clings to the tip. The evidence of his rampant need sends a pulse of lust through my core. Whimpering softly, I squeeze my thighs together, but the motion only makes me more aware of the aching emptiness of my cunt. It’s not going to be filled. There’s only one thing I’m going to get now. Hungrily I focus on that creamy drop.
Saxon commands, “Lick it up.”
Bracing my hands on his heavy thighs, I lean forward. The head of his cock is smooth and hot against my lips. A moan vibrates low in my throat as the salty flavor bursts across my tongue.
“Fuck.” His body stiffens, muscles rigid beneath my palms. Teeth clenched, he pulls me away, his biceps bulging as if dragging me off his cock is like lifting a great weight. “Your sweet little mouth just makes me harder. I’m already dripping more cum. You want it?”
More than my next breath. “Yes.”
“Then wrap your lips around me.” His fist in my hair guides my mouth back to his cock. “You suck on the head, you lick up each drop of my cum, then I’ll feed you more of my dick. And if you suck nice and hard I’ll tell you why this makes me so fucking crazy for you.”
Oh, God. I’m crazy for him, too. Eagerly I take his broad crown into my mouth, my tongue frantically working the slick surface. Saxon’s groan, a long and drawn-out “Fuuuuuuuck,” spurs me on. He’s looking down at me, his eyes heavy-lidded and his teeth gritted. I try to swallow more of his cock but his hand in my hair holds me back, allows just the thick tip between my lips, so I suck hard and the hiss of his breath tells me that it’s just right.
“Fuck, yeah.” The tight leash of his control strains through his voice. “Just like that. Keep going, then I’ll feed you more.”
I need more. Moaning, I slick the tip of my tongue over the little slit still dripping pre-cum, loving the heavy flavor and the quake that runs through his rigid muscles every time I do it. Never have I imagined craving cock, but it’s not even that—it’s Saxon’s cock, and his taste, and his reactions. I can’t get enough. Every small crack in his stone expression. Every catch of his breath. Every new drop of cum. It’s all mine.
“All right, princess. Open up a little more.” His hand tightens in my hair again. His blue gaze is feral. “Take me in. Ah, fuck yeah. Like that. Suck me deeper. Can you suck all the way down to my fist?”
I can’t. I try, but there’s at least an inch between my lips and the fingers wrapped around his thick shaft when he hits the back of my throat. Suddenly my gag reflex kicks in; my chest heaves. Saxon immediately eases up, pulling his cock out of my mouth. His hand leaves my hair to gently stroke my jaw. I stare up at him with tears shimmering in my eyes.
“It’s all right, Jenny. You’re all right?” His thumb wipes away the moisture at the corner of my eye. “This just from choking?”
“Yes.” My voice sounds raw. “I’m okay.”
“Is your pussy wet?”
Wet and aching with need. “Yes.”
“Good.” Bending forward, he lifts my hand and licks my two middle fingers before sliding them into his heated mouth. Desire shudders through my body as his tongue slides up the seam of my fingers as if he’s parting the lips of my cunt. Eyes gleaming, he releases me. “Now I want those fingers in your pussy. I want you to fuck yourself nice and slow while I fuck your mouth. Can you do that?”
I’m already slipping my hand into my panties. The silk is drenched, my pussy hot and swollen with need. My flesh greedily grips my fingers but it’s not full enough. It’s not Saxon.
True pleasure comes when he cradles my face in his big hands and pushes his broad thumb past my teeth. Immediately I begin sucking on it, tasting his skin, and loving how the gentleness and concern in his expression has hardened to stone again. “You got those fingers deep?”
I moan my response, nodding, then moan again when he urges me closer to his straining cock, the taut skin flushed and the thick vein throbbing.
“Christ, Jenny. The way you’re so hungry for it is just so damn beautiful. And your mouth… That fucking mouth.” His voice deepens to a growl. “Suck me in now. Take as much of my dick as you can and then I’m going to fuck your mouth real slow.”
His teeth clench when I do, his expression darkening. All at once he looks angry, his lips drawing back in a snarl, but I know it just means that he’s holding onto his control by a thin thread.
“Your mouth.” His fingers fist in my hair again. “Christ and fuck, you don’t know what it’s done to me all these goddamn years. A week out of my cell and I run into you on Main Street and you tell me that you’re sorry that I went to prison for protecting you, that you’d do anything to make it up to me. And all I could think was that I wanted you on your knees right there, sucking my cock down your throat.”
God. I would have. And loved it. I moan and he pushes deeper, sliding over my flattened tongue.
“But you were Red’s daughter.” He almost reaches the back of my throat and begins to withdraw, groaning as I suck hard. “So I can only look. I can’t touch. But I don’t see everything I want to. I don’t see your tits or your pussy or your ass. I see your mouth, though. I know exactly what it looks like. Those sexy pink lips. And I picture them wrapped around my cock so many damn times. I jack off to them until I’m almost raw.”
His heavy shaft slowly thrusts deeper again. Greedily I arch forward to meet him but his hands tighten, holding me still.
“And there’s never any damn relief. I always see you with Anna.” Thrust. “And you start up your brewery.” Thrust. “And you come in here and sit right across from me, and all I can fucking do is watch your sexy lips while you talk about contracts and deliveries, but I want you on your knees. Just like this. But now you’re here and it’s better than I ever fucking dreamed.”
He pushes deeper again and stops, holding my gaze. I know what he wants. And, God, I want to give it to him. Breathing deep through my nose, I relax my throat.
“Jenny.” He grinds out my name from between his clenched teeth as he slides forward. My body almost revolts but I fight my instinctive reaction as the bulbous crown pushes into my throat. It burns, but I love it, because the expression on his face as he watches me take his cock so deep is stark, agonized bliss.
“Oh, fuck,” he groans. “Oh, fuck. Look at you.”
Suddenly my throat works convulsively, as if swallowing, pulling him even deeper. Grunting, he withdraws from my throat and I drag in a desperate breath around his cock, tears leaking from my eyes.
He brushes them away. “All right?”
Better than all right. But with my mouth full of his cock, I can only hum my response around his shaft. Mmm-hmm.
A shudder wracks his big body. “Christ, that feels good. You still playing with your pussy?”
Mmmm-hmmmm.
“I’m going to lick it up in a minute. Breathe deep, princess.” As soon as I do, his fingers delve back into my hair and his cock pushes into my throat again. His body is rigid, his face dark and mean.
Excitement rips through me as I realize he’s close to the edge. Moaning, I work my fingers faster. His cock is a burning knot in my throat until he withdraws; then I’m gasping and already hungry for more. He gives it to me, sliding deep again, until I hum. My mouth and throat reverberate all around his thick shaft. Abruptly he pulls out of my throat and his lips draw back in a snarl.
“Suck it hard now. Fuck.” His hips jerk, fucking my mouth in quick, shallow strokes. “Harder, Jenny.”
A long and low groan sounds deep in his chest, and I know what that sound means. I’ve heard it so many times this week when he’s pounding into me, just before he comes. Desperate to taste him, I suck harder, pushing closer and forcing him deeper into my mouth with every stroke. His jaw is clenched, the tendons in his neck straining. Then his fingers tighten all at once, holding me still, but he can’t stop my mouth. I’m still sucking as the first pulse throbs through his meaty shaft, my tongue sliding around the broad crown. His body stiffens and shakes. Hot and thick and salty, his seed jets to the back of my throat and I swallow it down, sucking his cock deeper.
“Jesus fucking Christ.” His voice is hoarse, almost pained. His breath is ragged, his fingers gentle as he pulls me away. His big dick glistens from the wet of my mouth and it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.
Drawing me up, he bends his head and kisses me, deep and slow and sweet. When he finally lifts his head, his dark blue gaze searches my face. “That was the better idea.”
Still breathless, I laugh. “I think it was.”
“Yeah.” His big hands run down my back to grip my ass, and all at once his face is hardening again. “Did you come?”
Almost. But it wasn’t my fingers that brought me so close. It was the absolute pleasure of feeling him come undone. “No.”
“Good.” Suddenly he lifts me and lays me back on the desk, hands pushing my knees apart. He groans when he sees the wetness painting my inner thighs. “All this pussy juice. You got this hot from sucking my cock?”
My back is arching, my pussy already tightening in exquisite anticipation. “Yes.”
“Then I’ll make you suck on my dick all the time.” His head dips, and he licks a trail from my knee up to the edge of my panties. Another groan tears from his throat and he settles in, his massive shoulders spreading me wide. “So fucking sweet. You ready for me to eat this pussy? You ready for me to lick your sweet clit?”
God. I’m so desperate I can’t even answer, only lift my hips in mute supplication.
His mouth lowers. Through the soaked silk of my panties, his breath is hot against my cunt. His voice is a hungry growl.
“My turn,” he says.
CHAPTER THREE
JENNY
My legs are still trembling as I head into the employees’ restroom. The rhythmic thunder of heavy metal thumps through the walls and echoes the pounding of my heart. God. My lipstick is gone. Mascara has dried in streaks beneath my eyes. A flush brightens my cheeks. My loose braid has come almost completely undone, my hair falling in thick brown waves over my shoulders. I look thoroughly fucked and Saxon only used his mouth.
I’m splashing cold water over my heated face when a knock comes, followed by Anna’s voice. She slides through the door when I crack it open.
“Saxon said you’d need this.”
My bag. I intend to stay with Saxon tonight, so it’s got a change of clothes and everything I need to fix the mess on my face. Gratefully I take it.
In the mirror over the sink, I see Anna lean back against the wall, watching me with her lower lip trapped between her teeth. Uh-oh.
I meet her eyes in the reflection. “What?”
“I heard some of the shit that went down at the meeting.”
Of course she did. Working the bar, she probably hears more of the Riders’ business than they’d be comfortable knowing. “Something to do with me?”
“Yeah.” She bites out the response. Her fingers come up to play with the delicate gold chain around her neck. Not just bothered by something. Working up to being good and pissed. “You ever hear of the First Lady clause?”
“I’ve heard it mentioned.” Only last week while I was sitting with Saxon at the clubhouse. His veep referred to the clause, but when I asked Saxon about it, he said it was nothing. “I don’t know what it is.”
“It means you have to fuck him in front of the entire club. Oh, and they get to fuck you, too.”
My stomach seems to jump into my throat. “What?”
“Yeah. It’s some old rule. But apparently it came up at the meeting.”
Some old rule. I grip the edge of the sink, desperately trying to think over the doubts crowding my head. Saxon said it was nothing. And he told me that some nitpicking shit came up during the meeting, but there was nothing for me to worry about. So it won’t happen.
“I think I have heard of it,” I say slowly. “From my dad. It’s why he left the Riders all those years ago.”
“You think Saxon will walk?”
An ache forms in my chest. No. I don’t think he ever would. “Maybe he’ll just shut it down. Nullify the clause.”
“You should probably ask him.”
I nod and push away the doubts. “I will.”
• • •
SAXON
I’d like to be back in my office and tasting Jenny’s pussy all night, but since that isn’t an option, the beer she brews is the next best thing. Her smile when she sees what I’m drinking is even better yet. Christ, but she looks good. So damn pretty when I came in tonight, her dark hair braided and wearing a flowery little dress. Fucking beautiful with her mouth wrapped around my dick. Now sexy as hell in the red boots and tight jeans she always puts on before we go riding together, and her hair loose around her shoulders. She’ll be leaving here on the back of my bike; then I’ll have her in my bed and her juicy little cunt squeezing my cock.
That can’t be soon enough. But it isn’t coming yet.
She slides onto the barstool beside me. I don’t like sitting while I’m out front. Instead I stand next to her with my back up against the bar, watching the brothers drink and play. Business is never just in the meetings. I expect most of them will come up to me at some point tonight, sharing their concerns or support or whatever else is digging at them.
Jenny touches my arm. Her fingers are like live wires against my skin, a burn in the best way. But when I glance over she’s not wearing that teasing expression I’ve gotten to know this week. Instead she’s looking hesitant, her green eyes shadowed and worried.
Instantly everything else in the bar is gone. There’s only her. “What is it?”
She leans closer so I lower my head. The music’s too loud for soft conversation, but I hear her clear enough.
“I heard about the First Lady clause,” she says.
Fuck. I catch her chin with my fingers, hold her gaze steady with mine. “It’s nothing. All right? I’ll deal with it.”
The worry clears. She smiles and glances at Anna, and her friend’s face goes from pinched to relieved. “All right.”
Just like that. My chest suddenly tight, I turn my attention back to the brothers but I don’t see a damn thing. Everything Jenny gives me is just like that. So swift. No doubts. I don’t fucking deserve it.
I tell her I’ll be soft and sweet. I never am. Our first time, not twenty minutes after Reichmann shoved her into that corner, I had her kneeling on the seat of my bike while I pounded her pussy from behind. Each time I mean to go slow and easy and instead I go rough and hard. Even tonight. She’s so pretty and delicate and yet I’m grabbing her hair and shoving my cock down her throat until she chokes on it.
She should be with someone better. Someone who doesn’t lose his head, who’ll treat her gentle. I know this all the way to my bones.
But I’ll still never let her go. I can’t. Even if I could, I wouldn’t.
She gives me everything I could ever want. Just gives it. She doesn’t like other men touching her. She got hurt bad all those years ago. Not just because she bled when he had her on the ground, but because the fear never went away and she freezes up. But with me she’s always hot and sweet and ready. That first night she said she loves me, and maybe she does, but love isn’t some magical switch that can turn a body on and off like that. It’s only trust that can—and she’s trusted me since I kicked that raping asshole’s head in.
I don’t deserve that from her either. But I’ve got it. And I’ll never betray her trust. Not even for my brothers. I’d do anything for them but that. Let them touch her, knowing how she’ll react? No chance in hell. Not at the clubhouse, not here, not for any reason. They can look all they want to. I don’t know how any man wouldn’t love looking at her.
Just don’t fucking touch.
Blowback comes up. If I’m looking as mean as I feel, he’s probably the only one who would dare right now. He doesn’t have more balls than the others. He just cares less about his continued wellbeing.
“Burnout?” I ask. Drunk at the goddamn meeting.
“A family barbecue this afternoon. He says he lost track of how many he had.”
“Fine him. One-fifty. Next time he loses track I take his patch.”
Blowback nods. His flat gaze is on the others as he says, “Goose is buying again.”
Meth. I don’t much care what the brothers get into on their own time. My veep doesn’t either. We’ve had to bail out Goose before on that shit and worked to clean him up, but that’s part of being brothers. We have each other’s backs. So there’s only one reason he’d bring it up now.
“Was he wearing his kutte?” Cops are just itching for a reason to raid our place. Goose will earn worse than an ass-kicking if he’s caught selling or buying while boasting our colors.
“Word is. I didn’t see it.”
“Whose word?”
“The prospect that Lily busted up last week.” When I look at him, he shrugs. “I paid him another visit. I wanted to know who the Eighty-Eight’s dealers were. He said we should be asking Goose.”
“We’re not taking that little shit’s word over Goose’s.”
“No. But I’ll be watching.”
“Give him a warning.”
“Already done.”
I nod and he heads off. Jenny’s slim thigh presses against mine. I glance down but she’s talking to Rita, who’s parked on the barstool next to her. Not trying to get my attention, then. Just keeping me close.
Then she looks over with the teasing glint back in her eyes, and that gets my dick’s attention. Shit. So this is how it’s going to be. A damn long night—and hard as a rock every time she looks at me.
But that look is worth it.
I end up watching her as much as I watch everything else going down. We haven’t been out together much and having her at the Den, by my side, is new for both of us. But she’s got a real easy way with people that would make a body think she’d been hanging out here awhile. She’s quick, too. Some of the brothers come up and they just want to pound fists and talk shit for a bit. Sometimes she joins in. But when they come up to talk business she seems to pick up on it without my saying anything, and she turns away to leave us to it. Probably all those years of living with the Titan’s prez. Her dad likely had club business carry over to their house from time to time.
Probably not exactly the same, though. I eye the brothers fucking club pussy in the back corner. I recognize some old ladies and some local girls who like a good time. But more and more, new faces have been showing up, most of them driving down from Bend. Some even from up in Portland. I don’t know what they’re expecting or what they’re hearing about the club, but too often they get right in over their heads. Stone and Gunner keep a lookout for anyone in trouble, so I encourage the brothers to keep the fucking inside. It’s easier to see if a hookup is going wrong when it’s right in front of us.
Some closer than others. From around the pool tables, a cheer rises over the music. It’s loud enough to get Jenny’s attention. She swivels on her stool and looks in that direction. There’s nothing to see yet. Just Old Timer and Spiral chalking their cues while Hashtag racks the balls. Most activity in the bar is slowing, though. At their tables, brothers are shutting up and settling back to watch the show.
Jenny glances up at me. “What happened?”
I shift closer, my leg pressing up against the edge of her seat. “Old Timer just put in his old lady.”
Her dark brows shoot up. “A bet?”
“Yep.”
She laughs a little. “Am I wrong in remembering that Old Timer plays the big tournaments pretty often? He’s been written up in the Observer a couple of times, right?”
The local paper. “You remember right. But he doesn’t always win while he’s here.”
“Spiral is that good?”
“No.” When her green eyes narrow, I explain a little better. “Sometimes Old Timer throws the game. It depends on whether he’s punishing Helena or not.”
Her frown is swift. “Punishes her by handing her over to someone else?”
“Punishes her by not handing her over.”
Her pink lips soften in surprise and her gaze shoots to Helena. With curly red hair and tits that don’t quit, Old Timer’s old lady always looks good when she comes in on his arm, but tonight she’s wearing a little red skirt, a white shirt that stretches the scooped neckline with every breath, and red heels like stilts. Her fingers are curled around Old Timer’s thick biceps and she’s giving him a saucy grin. No doubt Helena knew what she’d be getting tonight.
“You should come by on her birthday or around Christmas!” From the other side of the bar, Anna calls out over the music. “Then he lets her have five or six guys. We have to put a towel down!”
Jenny’s hand shoots up to cover her laugh. She glances to me for confirmation. When I nod, she looks to Anna, who grins at her and moves farther along the counter to take another order.
“Well, then. All right.” Still smiling, Jenny sips her beer and focuses on Helena again. “God, I hope I have her body when I’m that age.”
“You can have hers as long as I’ve still got yours.” And the fifteen or twenty years that Helena has on Jenny won’t nearly be enough for me.
She snorts and bumps her leg against mine. I’m hard as hell again and need to taste her, so I bend my head and catch her mouth. So damn sweet. She lets me right in and her green eyes are bright with need when I let her go. Her breath is coming fast. Her gaze slides out to the pool tables again and she casually takes another drink, but by the way her butt squirms in her seat a little I know she’s aching as much as I am.
It isn’t going to get any easier. Old Timer wins the break and begins clearing the stripes from the table. There’s just one left when he looks up at Helena. She looks back at him, then a wide smile curves her red lips when he sinks the eight ball. Shouts and cheers rise from the brothers. Old Timer just straightens up, watching as she bends over, bracing her hands on the edge of the pool table. Spiral waits for a nod from Old Timer before moving in.
Beside me, Jenny’s eyes are wide and she gulps about half her pint.
“All right?” We can get out of here if it isn’t.
She nods without looking away. There’s been hookups going on all night, and she hasn’t paid much attention to them. I can guess why this one’s different. It’s Helena. Not the high heels or the big tits, but the blissful anticipation that settles over her face when Spiral pushes her skirt up, revealing her round ass and a red thong. It’s the way her entire body shudders and her eyes lock with Old Timer’s when the man behind her slicks his fingers between her legs and holds up his hand to show everyone how wet she is. When it’s so strong and true, a woman’s pleasure is a mesmerizing thing and it’s hard to take your eyes from her. Fuck knows that’s part of the reason I can’t ever look away from Jenny when she’s with me.
I like watching her just as much now. She put some glossy makeup on her mouth that I thought would taste like sticky cherries or vanilla when I kissed her, but there was just Jenny’s flavor—and the gloss stayed on after. The sexy bow of her mouth glistens as her lips part and she draws in a ragged little breath. I don’t need to look over to know that Spiral has just filled Helena’s cunt with his dick. Jenny’s thighs are pressed together tight, the same way she squeezes my wrist when I’m fingering her pussy, the same way she clamps around my head when I’m fucking her with my tongue.
Christ, my cock has never ached so hard. “You like watching?”
“I guess I do.” She glances up at me. “You?”
“Hell, yeah.”
Her gaze drops to the erection trying to bust through my jeans and her glossy lips widen into a smile. Taking a sip, she looks back toward the pool table. “Have you ever done this?”
“During my first year with the Riders.” High as a kite and all too happy to swing my dick around. But fucking while people looked on got old real fast.
She nods and her gaze runs over the brothers. Most everyone’s watching. “But it really is nothing to them, isn’t it? Just not a big deal.”
Thinking of that First Lady clause again, maybe. “To most of them it’s nothing,” I tell her. “It’s nothing to Spiral. But it’s not nothing to them.”
Old Timer and Helena. Jenny looks to the older man, then to his old lady. They’re holding each other’s gaze as Spiral slowly pumps into her and, judging by their faces, they’re both getting more out of this than the man fucking her is. And yet Helena’s still not getting enough, though Spiral’s going deep. Her cunt honey shines the full length of his dick. With every stroke, he almost withdraws before leisurely sinking in up to his balls again. Biting her full lower lip, she tilts her ass up higher and her arms flex as she pushes against the edge of the pool table, trying to force him faster, harder. He only grabs her hips and holds her still for the long slide of his cock.
She raises pleading eyes to Old Timer. He gives a shake of his head and she responds. Maybe cursing him, maybe begging. I can’t hear a word over an old Guns N’ Roses ballad that’s the worst accompaniment to a screwing I’ve ever heard, but her frustration is clear. She’s right on the edge but Spiral’s not pushing her over yet. Instead he catches her arms when she shoves against the table again, pulling her wrists to the small of her back and holding them in his left hand while he takes hold of her thick hair in his right. She’s bent over at her hips, back arched, and he uses his grip on her wrists and hair to drag her back over his dick. Still so fucking slow, and every time he pulls her back all I can imagine is Jenny in front of me, her pussy a hot vise around my cock. Then as Helena suddenly writhes and shakes, her mouth falling open, there’s only the memory of Jenny’s cunt milking every inch.
Jesus. I chug a few swallows to cool my blood and glance at Jenny. She’s flushed and squirming.
Still staring at Helena, she says, “I want to do that when we get to your place.”
“Fuck, yeah.” Trapping her wrists and hauling her back over my cock. “Slow or hard?”
“Both.”
“You’ll get both.” The way my cock feels, she’ll get both a couple of times over. But now I can only bend my head and taste her mouth. I don’t want to let her go. My fingers stay clasped around her nape when I straighten again. Spiral hasn’t finished. He looks to Old Timer, who signals to Hashtag. The prospect doesn’t waste a second before scooting around in front of Helena and freeing her tits. His mouth latches onto one of her fat nipples just as Spiral starts pounding into her. Her eyes glaze over and pure bliss slackens her lips.
And screw this shit. If anyone has more business they can bring it to me tomorrow. Helena’s a pleasure to watch but my woman is in need, and there’s no one more beautiful than Jenny when she comes.
I sweep my thumb down the side of her neck. When she looks up, I ask, “Ready to get the hell out of here?”
She’s off the stool almost before I finish. “Yes.”
I grab her hand and head to the door. But it’s never that easy. There’s more business already waiting outside. With her blonde hair hanging down her back, Zoomie is in the corner of the lot, tinkering with the guts of a crotch rocket under the flood of a streetlight. Next to the other bikes, it’s an emaciated video-game shit-stain of a ride.
Fuck. I can’t ignore this. Her custom chopper was trashed but better to ride around in a cage than on that piece of shit. Still holding Jenny’s hand, I cross the lot. It’s still hot as hell outside, though it’ll start cooling off fast around midnight. “Zoomie!”
Her spine stiffens before she looks over her shoulder. She knows what’s coming but she plays it off like nothing. “Yeah, boss?”
“You rode that here?”
“Mostly.” She gets to her feet and the look she gives the crotch rocket would have made most men back up a step. “The engine cut out on the way.”
“Were you wearing your colors on it?” A fucking embarrassment to the whole club.
Her blonde eyebrows shoot together. “Hell, no. I came over like this.”
In a black tank and jeans. So I won’t be kicking her ass. Instead I might be kicking my veep’s. “Blowback gave you a bike that doesn’t run? A fucking Honda?”
“No. I borrowed it from a friend.”
“He was supposed to find you a ride.”
“And I told him to shove it up his ass,” she says and because she’s talking to me, her voice stays even, but every line of her body tells me how pissed she was when Blowback came to her. “I’m not taking anything from him. Next thing he’ll be saying I need handouts or some shit. That I can’t pull my weight.”
No, he wouldn’t. She only thinks so because back when she was making her bid for a patch, Blowback got tired of the brothers focusing on the fact that she had tits and he spoke up on the only point that really mattered: He asked whether she could hold her own when she’s throwing down. Zoomie read that as him believing she was weak and Blowback never corrected her. I’m not going to, either. That’s their shit to work out.
But this is my shit. “I told him to get it for you.”
She flushes a little. “And I’m grateful, boss. But I don’t want it from someone who thinks I’d be better off hanging up my kutte and become a fucking old lady. No offense, Jenny.”
“None taken,” she responds easily and I like that a hell of a lot. Jenny doesn’t want to be an old lady, either—but she doesn’t correct Zoomie’s assumption and say that she doesn’t belong to me. “We all know you’d never fit.”
Zoomie snorts. “No, I wouldn’t.”
“And as long as you don’t mind a cage for the night,” Jenny adds, “you can take my truck. If you pick me up at Saxon’s place in the morning, we can head out to the ranch. I’ve got a ride you can borrow.”
Face blank, Zoomie glances at me. I know what she’s asking—whether a Hellfire Rider can even think about heading out to the Erickson’s ranch right now, let alone borrow a ride from the daughter of the Titans’ president.
“You can take a look,” I tell her. No matter what came out of the Titans’ meeting, Red wants these clubs together as badly as I do. He won’t throw shit over this.
She glances at Jenny. “Then I’ll see you tomorrow. What time?”
“No later than eight.”
Not a lot of time. Because she’s got work at her brewery—and tonight I’m going to have her bent over in front of me and dragging her back over my cock. I’m not wasting another second. I wait just long enough for Jenny to hand Zoomie her keys and then I’m sweeping her up, carrying her to my bike while she laughs. Before I start up the engine, she slides her hands around my waist and says huskily, “Don’t forget: slow and hard.”
I ride like hell for home. Sweet and slow, I remind myself. Just like Jenny deserves. But when we get there, slow turns to rough and hard real fast—and a little rougher every time she comes.
CHAPTER FOUR
JENNY
I wake up alone in Saxon’s big bed, with the breeze from an oscillating fan sweeping over the single sheet covering my naked body. There’s no air conditioner in the house, so Saxon leaves the window open overnight to let out the heat that builds up during the day. The pale light peeking around the edge of the curtain tells me it’s just after dawn. Not much noise is coming from the cul-de-sac outside, not this early on a Sunday morning. Just a few twittering birds. The world is in bed, except for Saxon.
And me. I’m still tired, but I know I won’t go back to sleep. It hasn’t been coming easily lately and probably won’t come at all without Saxon beside me.
I steal a big T-shirt from a shelf in his closet and go in search of him. He can’t be far. The house isn’t big, just a one-bedroom bungalow. He lives alone—but doesn’t seem to live here that much, though I know he moved in about six years ago. No pictures hang on the walls. No rugs cover the wood floors. He’s got a couch and a bookshelf in the living room, but no TV. Only a small table with two chairs sit in the kitchen, and there’s nothing but a bed and a fan in the bedroom. The house just seems to serve as a place for him to eat and sleep.
But even though it’s just a pit stop, he keeps it clean. Much cleaner than I expected from a man living on his own. Saxon tells me that I give him too much credit, that he has a housekeeper come in once a week, but he makes her job easy. I’ve never seen him leave anything lying around. From his toothbrush to a drinking glass, as soon as he uses it he puts it away.
The hallway is dark. Both the living room and kitchen are empty but now I hear a faint whump whump whump through the door connecting the kitchen to the garage, where he keeps his motorcycle and his exercise equipment. Aside from the bed, it’s the one place he seems to spend any significant time while he’s here.
The noise tells me what I’ll see before I open the door, but I still stop in my tracks. A woman can’t be expected to keep her brain cells running when Saxon is stripped to the waist and pummeling the heavy bag hanging from the garage’s ceiling. He’s facing away from me. I don’t see his naked back often. My fingers have gripped those massive shoulders so many times now, clinging to his solid flesh as he pounds into me, but I haven’t had much opportunity this week to simply look. When his shirt is off, he’s usually above me or behind me.
Now my eyes are greedy, drinking in every inch and returning for seconds. Thirds. I’ll never get my fill of him. Sweat gleams over tanned skinned. The Hellfire Riders emblem is tattooed across his broad shoulders and with every punch, his muscles flex smoothly beneath fiery wings and give life to the ink. His heavy arms are ripped; his biceps bulge and his triceps look carved from stone. His gray sweatpants hang low on his hips and I just want to lick my way along the taut, defined lines of muscle that lead beneath his waistband to his perfect ass.
And this beautiful man is mine. For a second I can’t even breathe, my heart is so tight.
Saxon pauses, his chest heaving. Without looking over his shoulder he says, “Get over here.”
The concrete floor is cold beneath my feet, but only a few steps carry me over to the black gym mat that covers the back half of the garage. A rack of dumbbells and a tree of Olympic plates stand against the wall behind his weight bench. He tosses his boxing gloves onto the bench as I come. His big hands are wrapped and he slides his fingers into my hair, pulling me in for a kiss. It’s not deep and hot, just a sweet “good morning” but it still sears me to my toes. God, I love the way he smells and all this sweat just makes his scent stronger.
He begins unwrapping his hands and his dark blue eyes narrow as he looks down at me. “You ought to be in bed still. When did you finally fall asleep—an hour ago, maybe?”
Maybe. I didn’t keep track. But if Saxon did, he must not have been sleeping, either. “You’re up,” I point out.
“Yeah, because my woman was lying awake all night, even though she should have been fucked into exhaustion hours ago. Is that First Lady crap bothering you?”
“No. Is it bothering you?”
“Only that it came up and gave you even a second of worry. That clause is bullshit and everyone knows it.”
I nod, watching the flex of his pectorals as he unwinds the handwrap from around his wrist. “Actually, I was thinking of your business plan for after you move the Riders out to the ranch and turn your old clubhouse into a gym.”
“Yeah?”
“Mmm-hmm. I think you should put a big window in the front of the building and do your workouts right there. With your shirt off. You’ll bring in so many new customers that—”
He shuts me up with a kiss, laughing against my lips. “I’m not into making that public, either. Now make yourself useful and ride my back for a few minutes.”
“What?” But it becomes clear when he drops to the mat in a pushup and waits. “Seriously?”
“Your weight will give me just enough resistance to make these interesting again. C’mon. Sit your little ass right between my shoulder blades and then hold still.”
Crazy. Gingerly I lower myself, tucking the long length of the T-shirt between my legs because I’m naked beneath and suddenly my face is burning red. But he just waits, solid as a rock beneath me. When I’m balanced with my knees bent and my toes on the mat, he pushes smoothly up. I almost fall but grip his shoulders, giggling all at once. God. He goes down again. As far as I can tell, he’s not making any real effort, despite lifting an extra hundred and twenty pounds.
“If you’re trying to impress me, it’s working,” I tell him.
I feel the short laugh rumble through his chest, then he’s all business again. I can’t be. Lightly my fingers trace the top edge of his tattoo. He’s got another high on his arm—a grinning skull and crossbones. Some bikers wear skulls on their skin and it doesn’t mean anything. But Saxon wears a similar patch on his kutte, and it does mean something: he killed someone.
“Is this for Timothy Reichmann?” The man who attacked me all those years ago—and the reason the Eighty-Eight Henchmen have it in for me now. The Eighty-Eight’s current president is Reichmann’s younger brother.
A grunt serves as Saxon’s answer. Yes. Maybe it’s not as effortless now that he’s hitting fifteen or twenty of these.
“What are these numbers in the teeth?” In the skull’s upper teeth, a gap separates a one and two twelves from a six, fifteen, and eighteen; ten, five, fourteen, another fourteen, and twenty five are inked into the bottom teeth.
He lowers onto his stomach. “It’ll come to you. And don’t move, because I’m going to do another set in a minute.”
I study the numbers. The two on top might be dates. “When did you get the tattoo?”
“The first year I was out.”
Of prison. So he got it nine years ago. If the numbers represent a date, I can’t figure out what it refers to, and I’m distracted now, anyway. A thick scar runs from beneath his underarm and up toward his shoulder blade. It’s straight, but the edges are ragged.
I can’t imagine what caused it. “What is this from—an accident?”
“Shrapnel. Part of a Humvee’s door panel got wedged up in there.”
A Humvee? My fingers sweep over the pale ridge. “You served? When? Where?”
Not as long as I’ve known him, and he was only twenty when the jury convicted him of manslaughter and sent him away for five years. I know for certain he didn’t enlist afterward.
“Kosovo. And it was right out of high school. I joined the Marines, went through basic training, got assigned to my unit, and we were deployed about three months later. A peacekeeping mission, but inside a week, we were hit by insurgents. I was sent home on disability.”
“Disability?”
“Yep.” Smoothly he pushes up again. “I couldn’t lift that arm high enough to aim a rifle. I couldn’t for about three years.”
Softly I say, “You were in prison by then.”
“With nothing to do but rehabilitate it.” Up and down. “And it’s why I kicked Reichmann instead of pulling him off of you. I still barely had any strength in that arm.”
My gaze slides over to the skull inked into his shoulder. “So I guess you can blame killing him on the insurgents.”
“No.” He pauses with his elbows bent, his triceps like sculpted bronze. “I blame Reichmann. The fucker got what he deserved. But he might not have gotten it if my arm had been working right. I’d have just beat his ass and walked away.”
“I guess.” With a sigh, I smooth my hand over the skull. His muscles flex rhythmically beneath my palm. “Did you like being in the corps?”
Another grunt. Yes.
I’m not really surprised. “The club’s the same in some ways, isn’t it? At least it is for a lot of the Titans.” Many of whom are ex-military. So are most of the Riders. “There are just different rules.”
But it’s still all about loyalty and brotherhood and serving a purpose. The purpose is different, sure. At the core it’s all about freedom, though. The corps defends it and the clubs embrace it.
“A lot of different rules. But I won’t argue. You’re not all right but you aren’t wrong, either. Now lift up.” When I do, Saxon turns over and lies with his back on the mat, then brings me down so I’m straddling his stomach. “I’ll tell you true, Jenny, I was in a pretty bad place when I came back. I liked being in the corps, liked serving, then I was out. Like I hadn’t been able to hack it. So joining the Riders felt like a second chance to be a part of something like that again.” His gaze shoots to my thighs, spread over him and with the long T-shirt hiding everything between. “You wearing panties?”
I shake my head.
“Is that your pussy getting wet all over me?”
Grinning, I brace my hands on his wide chest and wiggle my ass a little, rubbing my heated flesh against his ridged stomach. “Maybe. And I’ve got you trapped. Now tell me why you’re up so early.”
His hand catches the back of my neck and he hauls me down, until my breasts are flattened against his chest and our mouths are just a whisper apart. His voice is rough. “You think it works like that?”
“It seems to work for you.” Slowly I rub against him again and watch lust darken his eyes. “Every time I try to hide something from you, you just fuck it out of me.”
“Then what are you hiding now, princess?” His free hand slides up my thigh. “Why couldn’t you sleep?”
My throat tightens. Suddenly I don’t feel so hot and sexy. Saxon frowns and rolls onto his side, carrying me over. His big hands cradle my face.
“Jenny?”
“I’m not hiding it.” My voice has thickened. “I’m just trying not to think about it.”
“Your dad?”
My breath shuddering, I nod and he tucks my head against his shoulder. “He’s been seeing his lawyer all week,” I tell him. “And yesterday afternoon he came in with a stack of papers for me to sign. Putting the property in my name, adding me to the bank accounts, making all the arrangements for…after.”
“Because he doesn’t want you to have to deal with that shit when you’re grieving.”
“I know.” Though if it hurts this much now, I don’t know how I’ll get through it anyway. “There wasn’t a living will—you know, for when he’s so sick that he can’t…” I can’t finish. Shaking my head, I say, “All those papers, and no living will. You’d think it would be the first thing the lawyer would give him.”
“Yeah.” The response sounds full of grit. “It was the first thing we got for my mom.”
Because Saxon has gone through the same. He never mentions it, but it’s a small city, so I remember hearing when she passed six or seven years ago. Breast cancer, I think.
I come up on my elbow. He’s wearing that stoic expression again. This time I can’t read past it but I probably don’t need to. I lost my mom, too. “I’m sorry. I didn’t know her well.” By sight, and mostly I just remember her crying in the courtroom after he received his guilty verdict—a tall, dark-haired woman with soft eyes and a quiet way of moving. “She seemed very sweet.”
That makes the corners of his mouth kick up. “Nah, she wasn’t. She was a tough old broad.”
“Really?”
“My dad ran off when I was three, so it was just her and me. She cleaned rooms up at the Pine Valley Lodge until her back got messed up, but even after she couldn’t work full-time there was always food on the table, always a roof over our heads. She always pulled through.” His smile fades. “Until she didn’t anymore.”
“I’m sorry.”
He shakes his head and focuses in on my face again. “You’re thinking there’s a reason Red didn’t make out a living will.”
“Yes.” My lips press together and a long second passes before I can continue. “I don’t think he’s going to wait until the cancer takes him. I think he’s just going to take a ride and he won’t come back from it.”
His thumb brushes my trembling lips in a soft caress. “I would, too. I’d fight it. But when there’s nothing left to fight? I’d get everything settled and hold out until waiting any longer means that I couldn’t steer my bike. Then I’d take that ride, too.”
Tears spill over when I nod. “I know. And my head gets it. But here?” I thump my knuckles over my heart. “It’s not so easy. And last night I was just thinking: He’s all alone out there. And what if he goes tonight? Or what if he’s sick and needs help and I’m not home? He’s not at that point yet, but I just…I…I feel so guilty.”
Saxon catches my face and rolls me onto my back, looking down at me with his brows drawn. “Because you’re with me instead of at home?”
“Not because I’m with you. Because I’m not there.”
“You want to start spending nights out at the ranch again?”
My breath shudders. What I want doesn’t matter much right now. And I do want to be with my dad. But even that’s not as important as being there for him. “I think I should.”
“Then you should. You and me, we’ve got lots of time. You and your dad don’t. So take as much as you can and I’ll be here when you need me. Or out there, if you need me there. All right?”
God. Thirty seconds ago, I thought I loved Saxon Gray. But that was nothing, nothing to what I’m feeling now. My chest hitches, then I’m reaching for him, my fingers sliding into his dark hair. His kiss is hot and sweet and too short. He lifts his head and wipes the tears from the corners of my eyes.
“It’s going to be hard, Jenny. Real hard. I put more miles on my bike when my mom was sick than I did all the years before or since.” On a deep breath, he shakes his head. “You just let me know if you need a ride. Or whatever is the same for you.”
“You’re the same for me,” I say hoarsely. “Being with you.”
“So you like a ride, too,” he responds, and I give a watery laugh before he’s kissing me again and lifting me from the mat. “You want me now?”
“Always.” I bury my face in his neck, feeling cherished as he holds me in his strong arms and carries me through the kitchen. More pale light is filtering through the windows now. “So why were you up? What’s eating at you?”
“You.” In the bedroom, he lays me in the center of the mattress and follows me down, his heavy weight settling between my thighs, his upper body braced on his elbows. His voice is like gravel but his mouth is gentle as he kisses the length of my throat. “And how I’m always so rough with you.”
“I like rough.”
“But you deserve slow and sweet. And I will be this time, princess. I swear it.”
I don’t need it. But I’m not going to complain when he softly coaxes my lips open. The slow thrust of his tongue against mine is matched by the easy rock of his hips into the cradle of my thighs. A warm hollow ache opens up inside my chest, and a hotter ache stirs below. God, the way he kisses me. I’ve never been kissed like this before. As if I’m precious and beautiful and needed.
My eyes are burning as his heated lips journey down my throat. The fan’s cooling air sweeps over my skin when he moves away for the brief moment needed to slide the T-shirt over my head. I shiver, then he’s back over me, solid and warm, the hair on his chest teasing my stiff nipples every time he rocks against me.
It’s still gentle and sweet and I almost can’t bear how much need is building. My body arches beneath his.
“Saxon.” It’s a helpless plea. “Inside me. Be slow inside me.”
He groans against my lips and reaches for the condoms stashed beneath his pillow. His left hand slips between my legs. His breath hisses through his teeth.
“This is always when I lose my head. You’re so damn wet.” His thick middle finger pushes into me. “So damn tight.”
I cry out as his thumb slides over my clit. He’s looking down at me, his eyes feral but his movements controlled as he sheds his sweatpants and rips open the packet.
“Put it on me.”
I barely can. His finger is pumping into my pussy. I can’t stop my hips from moving with him and my hands are shaking as I smooth the condom over his jutting erection. Expression hard, utterly in control, he positions himself at my entrance. His mouth lowers to mine.
“Wrap your legs around me, princess.” He kisses me gently when I do, and his voice is taut with strain as he says, “Slow, all right?”
God, yes. “And deep.”
“Real fucking deep,” he says and begins pushing into me.
I suck in a breath. Whether going rough or easy, this part is always slow. He’s just so big, so deliciously long and thick, and no matter how wet I am, my sensitive flesh burns and stretches to accept his girth. After a few initial thrusts he’ll be able to slide right in, but within a few hours I’m always as tight as if it’s our first time again.
His mouth takes mine, tongue slowly thrusting past my lips as his cock tunnels deeper. I whimper into his mouth with every short push. He’s all around me. All I can taste, all I can smell, all I can feel. His ass flexes beneath my heels and suddenly he’s almost completely inside me, stopping to let me adjust.
Oh, God. Not enough. I rip my mouth from his. “Deeper.”
He groans, his body rigid above me. “I bottomed out, Jenny. There’s no deeper. I’ve got more cock but you don’t have more cunt.”
“I do.” My back arches and my legs hug him closer, trying to pull him farther in. “When you’re fucking me hard, you’re deeper. You’re in me all the way.”
“Yeah, I am. Buried balls deep.” Gripping my hip, he pushes against me and yes, yes. Oh, fuck. I cry out against his mouth and he curses, shaking his head and easing back.
“I’m not deeper,” he says hoarsely. “I’m just punching my cock up into you. Jesus. Have I been hurting you every time we fuck?”
“No.” Tightening my legs, I try to haul him closer again. “Please.”
“Jenny.” He groans my name but pushes deeper—slowly, watching my face. His heavy length fills me, right to the edge of pain, but it’s good. So good. I’m panting as the crown of his cock hits the end of my need-swollen channel. It’s pure pleasure, but then the pressure increases and suddenly it’s all more, ecstasy radiating through every nerve, and all I feel is Saxon and his big cock stuffed inside me and my pussy clenching around every thick inch.
“You’re squeezing me like a fist.” He grits out the words. Braced beside my shoulders, his arms are like steel. “So you want it like this?”
Clinging to him, I all but sob the answer. “Yes.”
“It doesn’t hurt?”
My head thrashes in a wild No. It aches deep inside, but it’s not a hurt. It’s all just more intense, pleasure on a razor’s edge.
His hand cradles my face as he licks his way past my lips and into a devastatingly thorough kiss. His thick shaft withdraws but only a few inches before he’s sliding deep, each thrust slow and deliberate. The intensity never lets up, each sensation building on the last, a spring winding tighter and tighter around his big thrusting cock. I need more and harder because it’s too much, I need him to jolt me over, I need to come. He doesn’t let me. His face is hard and mean, that look that says he’s in control, that he’s not going to give in. My pleading cries fill the room. I can’t move. He locks my wrists over my head and his weight pins me to the mattress as his cock fills my pussy again and again, so slow, so deep.
I can’t bear it. My whole body is burning and writhing and pulled too tight, and the pleasure never stops, but usually I’m being pushed along, riding a wave of sensation. Now I’m just drowning in it, and every kiss, every thrust drags me deeper. I’m at the black bottom when the pressure finally breaks and my orgasm wracks every nerve, every muscle. Release, but I can’t even breathe. He’s still so deep and I can’t stop coming, can’t stop breaking again every time he pushes into me.
Then he groans, that low and deep sound that means he’s going to come. He lets go of my wrists and his hips thrust in hard jerks, his cock pounding into me. Freed, my fingers slide over his sweat-slicked shoulders, loving the feel of his skin, his strength.
Abruptly his lips capture mine. His kiss is hot and deep and wet, and he’s groaning into my mouth when his big body begins shuddering over me, his thick shaft pulsing against my inner walls.
I can’t stop kissing him. Not when he slowly withdraws, tossing the condom over the side of the bed. Not when he rolls onto his back, carrying me with him. Not when the alarm clock on my phone trills, telling me that it’s time to get up.
But the insistent ring eventually forces me to let him go, rolling over to swipe at the screen. With a sigh, I return to his side. He holds me close, his big arm around me, my head pillowed on his shoulder. Idly, my fingers trail through the dark hair on his broad chest, then swoop in to circle his flat nipple.
“Slow wasn’t half bad,” I finally say.
His body shakes with his laugh. Grinning, I look up and that wild emotion crashes over me again. My eyes burn and suddenly his laugh stops; then I’m on him, kissing him with my whole fucking heart on my lips.
“I love you,” I tell him hoarsely.
His hands fist in my hair and his face goes dark as he pushes me over again. This time it’s hard and rough, yet the pleasure of his touch still drowns me in pure sensation. I cling to him until I break, screaming his name.
And that’s not half bad, either.
CHAPTER FIVE
JENNY
Lily shows up promptly at eight. My hair’s still wet from a hasty shower, so I twist it up in a clip and grab my things. At the front door, Saxon gives me a kiss and swats my ass on my way out.
Lily has the driver’s door open and she’s standing there with her eyebrows raised, as if asking whether I want to drive. Since I’m in a state of so-tired-I’m-punch-drunk, I head around to the passenger side.
It takes me about a second to realize she’s in the same state. Her eyelids are heavy. Her long blonde hair is mussed and she’s still wearing last night’s clothes.
She yawns and starts the truck. “Starbucks?”
“God, yes. No, wait. Just head to Minnie’s—that drive-thru espresso hut in the Safeway parking lot. We won’t have to get out.”
“Good thinking. I like your lazy-ass ways.”
She reverses out of Saxon’s drive. Her kutte is neatly folded on the seat between us. No biker I know wears their colors while in a vehicle. I pull my seatbelt across my chest and notice a scrap of red lace wedged next to the buckle. Pinching the fabric, I drag out a thong.
The panties look about my size but they aren’t mine. And Lily’s six feet tall, at least. She’s lean, her muscles long and defined, but there’s no way she’s an extra small.
“Whoops.” Lily grins and snatches the thong, stuffing it into her front pocket. “I guess Sasha missed that.”
“I guess. Do I need to hose anything down?”
“Just the gearshift,” she says, and I don’t stop laughing until we pull up in line at Minnie’s. Lily rolls down the window and tosses the red panties into the trash container sitting beside the hut. She catches my surprised look and shrugs. “No point in making the effort of washing and returning them. I’ll see her at the Den again, but she wasn’t there for me.”
“She left with you.”
“Only because I raise her hotness level.”
The car in front of us drives on. We pull up to the window and I have to wait until Minnie takes our orders before I can ask, “Her hotness level?”
“Yeah. No, I got this.” Lily waves away my money. “Sasha’s with Beaver, mostly. But he still fucks around, you know? Half the brothers basically think they’re living in Porno World. So the hottest girls are the ones who suck cock and take it up the ass and fuck two guys at once—preferably in front of everyone else. They don’t really give a shit about the girl, just what she’ll do.”
Ah. “And what’s hotter than girl-on-girl action?”
“Right. So Sasha figures she’s going to make Beaver more interested by fucking me. A lot of the club girls do. And it usually works to turn their guys on, at least for a while. I think the guys probably just ask what it was like and then stroke off to it.” She shrugs. “I don’t care. There’s never any dick at the Den that I can get with, because they’re all brothers and I’m not touching that. So I get laid and it holds me over until I can get up to Portland for a weekend and find some dick that’s never heard of the Riders.”
“So you’d rather have the dick?”
“If I’ve got a choice.” She passes my coffee over and sticks hers into the cup holder. “It’s just, you know, like the difference between a crotch rocket and a Harley. The crotch rocket can go fast and riding one can be fun, but I’d rather have some power and a big engine between my legs.”
“Yeah.”
“Whoa.” She looks to me with widened eyes. “That ‘yeah’ sounded a lot like ‘I know exactly what you mean’ and not just ‘I understand the words you’re speaking.’”
I flush—but, hell. It’s Sunday morning and she’s confessing TMI everywhere. I might as well, too. “You’ve probably heard about my issues.”
Because apparently everyone in town has. Lily proves to be no exception. “I might have heard something like ‘skittish’ and ‘freezes up with men.’”
“That’s me. So in college I tried it without men.” And found out I’m as straight as a board. “It was nice but the burn wasn’t there, you know? And I can get ‘nice’ with a vibrator. So…” I trail off with a shrug.
“Yeah,” she says, but she’s suddenly frowning.
Crap. Did I just stick my foot in it? “Not that a woman and a vibrator are the same,” I quickly add. “I just don’t look at one and think, ‘Damn, I need you now.’”
“I get it. I’m just wondering how the hell we started talking about this.” She frowns at her coffee cup. “Am I still drunk? How the fuck did we get on this?”
“You hooked up with club pussy and her panties were stuffed in my seat.”
“Oh, yeah. Shit. Good times.” She grins again. “So what kind of bike are you hiding out there?”
• • •
It’s a ten year old softail with black and silver paint accented by gleaming chrome. Pretty, if standard. Nothing like Lily’s custom chopper was.
“It’s mostly stock,” I say as Lily pulls on her kutte and crouches beside it. “My dad tweaked it a little, but I don’t take it out much, so—”
“Shh, Jenny. This girl and I are getting to know each other.” She rubs the leather seat. “Hey, baby.”
I shake my head but I get it. My dad’s the same way. I like bikes, but I don’t love them. Lily does.
She glances over at my dad’s custom ride. “Do you think he’ll care if I get close?”
“God, you’re cheating on mine already? Go on. He won’t care.”
“Oh, my heart.” She spends a long time simply circling it. With a sigh, she looks up, her gaze running the length of the garage, lingering over my dad’s equipment. I don’t come out here much, but even I know it’s a sweet garage. “I want to live out here.”
“Maybe you will. Or at least you won’t be too far if the Riders move to the clubhouse.”
“Aw, yeah. Moving out to the ranch. You know, I always thought I should have been a cowboy—kicking sparks out of stone with my bare toes and making lassos out of rattlesnakes. I’d have been the toughest leathery bitch ever.” She bats her eyelashes. “You could be my girl.”
“Until a big horse gets between your legs.”
She snorts out a laugh but her smile fades as she looks past me. I glance over. A big man with red hair that’s going gray, my dad’s standing in the doorway connecting the garage to the house, holding a coffee mug in one hand. Though he’s wearing a T-shirt and jeans, he’s still in his bare feet so he hasn’t been up long.
“Lily,” he greets her easily.
“Sir.”
Her response is stiff. I don’t know why, but I suppose there could be a hundred reasons. She’s a Hellfire Rider in Titan territory. But more likely, it’s because of the bad blood that used to flow between her dad and mine. God knows what she’s heard about him all her life.
He looks to me. “I was just about to cook up some breakfast. You heading out to the barn?”
My brewery. I renovated an old barn on the property and that’s what we’ll probably always call it. The barn. “In a few minutes,” I say. “Lily’s going to borrow my ride. So if you see her, don’t chase her down and beat her up or anything.”
His mouth kicks up in amusement. “I’ll try to control myself.” His gaze slides over to Lily again. “I heard about your bike. A damn shame what that little punk did.”
“I took care of him, sir.”
“I heard you did. You have any trouble with this one, give me a holler.”
“I will.”
He nods. “You riding out to the Barracks tomorrow with the rest of us?”
“I am.”
They lost me. “The Barracks?”
That’s an old Titan joint out by the county line. Mostly only the Eighty-Eight frequents the place now.
My dad and Lily both look to me but don’t answer. So it’s club business and none of mine.
“All right, then. I’ll leave you ladies to it,” he says but pauses before leaving. “That kutte fits you well, Lily. The Riders were right to let you in.”
Her expression tightens as if she’s been punched in the gut. Her voice is strained. “Thank you, sir.”
He nods and closes the door. Lily’s still standing there with a white face.
What the hell? “Are you okay?”
She swallows hard. “My dad would never have said that in a million years. Shit.” Suddenly turning away, she drags her hands through her hair. “My mouth just keeps running. I’m going to go sleep it off. Thanks, Jenny.”
“Any time,” I say.
“Fuck. Fuck.” She pivots back around, her gray eyes fierce. “You mean it, don’t you? Any time.”
“I do.” Why wouldn’t I?
“All right, then. You did me a solid, letting me borrow this bike. I’m going to do you one. Normally I wouldn’t ever talk about club business but this is about you, too, so—You heard about the First Lady shit?”
My gut tightens. “Yes. Saxon said it’s nothing to worry about.”
“I don’t know if he’s right about that but he’s right that it’s all bullshit. Anyway, he told them the First Lady clause is in conflict with our rule that we don’t hurt women. And because of your issues, following through would be hurting you. So we’re voting on whether we’re going to make him follow through on it or not.”
So they’re all deciding whether I should fuck him. My cheeks are burning. “Okay.”
“I’m not telling you to embarrass you. I’m just telling you where the talk you might hear is coming from, because I heard some of the brothers’ conversations last night. Now some of them are saying that the rules aren’t in conflict but you are. We’re supposed to approve any woman the prez chooses. So the solution some of them came up with isn’t to let the First Lady clause slide, but to tell Saxon he needs to find another woman. One who isn’t…damaged.”
She looks pained as she says it, so I know it isn’t her word but something she heard. It still punches me in the throat.
“Oh,” I whisper. There’s nothing else to say.
“They’re fucking wrong,” she says, her cheeks sporting flags of angry color. “I will have the back of any brother. But that doesn’t mean I don’t think some of them are assholes.”
Dad says the same thing about some of the Titans. “Okay.”
“I just wanted you to know, so that if you hear this shit being tossed around, it doesn’t catch you by surprise. Saxon never would think it, okay? And I’ve seen that thing you do. You put your chin up and walk on like you don’t care if they’re looking or what they’re saying. Just keep on doing that.”
By her tone, I don’t think she’s only talking to me—or that it’s the first time she’s said those words. “Is that what you do—just keep on going like you don’t give a fuck?”
“Yeah, I do. So you’re all right?”
“I am. And I appreciate the heads-up.” Though my head is still spinning as she straddles the bike. The rumble of the engine settles me for a second. I lift my voice over the noise. “Lily.”
She looks up at me.
“Sunday night, Anna and I usually go out. Kind of a girls’ night with dinner and a few drinks. You want to join us?”
Her gray eyes narrow. “You’re already swaying and now you have to work. Will you even be on your feet tonight?”
I tap my fingernails along the side of my coffee cup. “There’s a lot more caffeine where this came from.”
She smiles a little. “All right. See you tonight, then.”
“Tonight,” I reply, but it’s lost in the roar of her engine. I watch her leave, tires kicking up a long cloud of dust down the drive. I go upstairs and change, then e-mail Anna—asking her to keep her ears peeled about this First Lady thing.
Because I don’t think it’s nothing anymore.
CHAPTER SIX
SAXON
I meet up with Jenny on Sunday night after her dinner with Anna and Zoomie, but she’s running on empty. I follow her out to the ranch to make sure she doesn’t fall asleep at the wheel and kiss her goodnight at the door. Tonight the Titans and Riders are running out to the Barracks, so I probably won’t see her until tomorrow—and that’s only if other shit doesn’t come up.
She only spent a week in my bed. Two days without her and I’m ready to drag her back into it.
I don’t hear from her until I’m in the clubhouse’s parking lot, waiting for the stragglers to get their shit together so we can ride. There’s always someone who forgets to gas up. Today there were three.
It takes me a second to recognize the picture that comes through on my phone. It’s just a photo of a storefront counter—the one in her brewery.
Because that’s the counter I bent her over last week. That’s where I tasted her cunt for the first time.
My dick is hard as fuck as I straddle my bike. Because of a counter. Jesus H. Christ. I text her back.
Tits or pussy next time.
I want a dick pic first.
I turn my phone’s camera toward Stone. The Riders’ enforcer frowns at me until I say, “Jenny wants a picture of a dick.”
He grins and points two thumbs toward his chest.
I click and send.
OMG. Hahaha! Okay, pussy shot coming.
Where are you? Not at home or the brewery. Cell reception is shit at the ranch. I don’t get many texts while she’s working.
At the end of my driveway, deciding which way to go. You going to be back in town later?
Real late.
Then I’ll probably head up to Bend and catch a movie.
You need an escort? I worry about the Eighty-Eight every damn time she’s on the road alone.
I’ll be okay. You going to be around tomorrow?
I think so.
She responds by sending a photo of an ugly-ass striped cat with ragged ears. It must be a picture she already had on her phone. Taken at night, the flash of the camera gives his eyes an evil red shine. This is Henry. He hangs around the ranch house and sleeps on the pillow next to me.
That’s going to be my pillow. Henry the Devil Pussy needs to find a new spot.
Aw, he’s a good pussy. The best kind. He licks himself.
I grin like a fool and realize the others are waiting on me. Shit. Heading out. Be safe.
I push the phone into my pocket. It vibrates, signaling her reply. I roll out, but only make it to the first stop sign before I look at it.
You, too. See you tomorrow.
One more day. Feels like forever. Jesus. Everything with Jenny feels like forever. I’ve loved her forever. Admired her. She’s smart as hell and so fucking sweet, yet has a core of steel, especially when she’s standing up for someone. I’ve known for years there was no other woman for me. I knew I wanted her by my side. I knew we clicked. She knows my world and the sex is blazing hot. I always knew it would be.
But I’ve never been as close to her as I have in the past week. I love her but I had no idea I’d be so crazy about her.
A tiny woman completely owns me. That’s not a new development. I told her the truth about being sent home from Kosovo and how I hit a bad patch afterward. I didn’t tell her how rough it got.
I fucked up all through high school and didn’t care. Not messing around—just not being in classes half the time. After she injured her back, my mom couldn’t get out of bed and her meds were expensive. I worked two jobs and my classwork suffered. The military was a light at the end of the tunnel. With my size, I could have played sports, maybe done well and eventually made some money, but that would involve a hell of a lot of luck. The corps was a guaranteed way to send money home. Then I got sent home. The money was still coming in but I wasn’t worth anything anymore. But I could ride, so I threw myself in with the toughest motherfuckers I could find, hoping to feel like a man again.
Instead I just got into all kinds of shit. The day I saved Jenny from being raped at the rally I was coked up out of my fucking head. I didn’t care when the cops showed up afterward, didn’t care that they found evidence on my boot. I was so fucked up that even though my being arrested hurt my mom, I figured it would be better for her if I was gone.
Then Jenny came in to testify for me. She didn’t have to. But she sat in that witness chair and laid out everything that bastard did to her in front of a jury, then looked at me like I was a fucking hero.
She looked at me like I was a man.
I spent the next five years in prison cleaning myself up and becoming one. I read more books than I ever did in school, worked on making myself strong again—so that she would never know how wrong she’d been.
When I got out, I kept at it. I worked my ass off and bought the Den, fixed it up. Everything I did was for Jenny—and I didn’t even have her then. Didn’t have much hope of having her, either. I just needed to know that Jenny Erickson thought I was worth something. And every time she looked at me with those big green eyes and offered her sweet smile, I knew she did.
There isn’t anyone who’d say I’m worthless now—except for me, if she was gone. Everything I’ve done was to live up to that look in her eyes. If she ever goes, everything I did means nothing.
And she almost went. When the Eighty-Eighty threatened her, she came so close to going without my knowing. It would have destroyed me if she had. Because I need her, need to know she’s all right, even if I can’t call her mine. But, Jenny—she’s the most terrifying kind of woman. She’s someone who doesn’t need anything or anyone, not really. She would have taken off and she’d have been just fine.
She loves me. That makes me feel like a fucking king, but in the end, it’s nothing. I’ve seen plenty of people who love each other, yet they stay apart for some reason or another. Hell, I loved Jenny and she loved me, yet we were apart for years.
Need, though? That pulls people together. I could have gotten down on my knees when Red showed up at my door and told me she needed my protection. Need dropped her right into my lap.
That need is growing—not her need for protection but her need for me. I could get on my knees for that, too, because when we get rid of the Eighty-Eight, she won’t need my protection anymore. But if she needs my mouth and my cock, that’s good enough. If she needs me at her side, I’ll be there.
I’ll always be there. Needing her twice as much.
• • •
I arranged to meet up with the Titans in a neutral spot—a rest stop a few miles out of Pine Valley. We aren’t waiting there but a few minutes before Red rolls in at the head of his pack. All fifteen Titans are with him. A good sign. This has got to be rough for them. They’re going to feel like we’re moving in, taking over, and that they’re losing everything. But that’s the point of this ride—to show that together, we’re all gaining something. We’re all stronger.
I get off my bike and go to greet Red. The Hellfire Riders are the stronger club and he should be coming to me, but this is more important than the size of my dick. I’ll show respect for what he’s bringing to me. Egos don’t belong here now if we’re going to be brothers.
That was always where Lucifer went wrong. His ego was always in play.
The rest of it goes smoother than I thought it would, and it’s not my doing. Old Timer and the Dubs used to ride with Red and Thorne before they broke away from the Riders and formed the Steel Titans, but there’s still friendship there and the younger brothers take their cue from the elders. I like seeing Red make a point of talking to Zoomie—she’s going to be a sore spot for some, but he helps smooth it over. The brothers who left the Riders when she joined look tense and uneasy, but I make a point of going to them, too.
Next time, they’ll have to come to me. I’m willing to put that shit behind us. Whether they can do the same is up to them.
After the meet and greet is over, we ride.
The Barracks is a dive over on the county line. It used to be Titans’ territory but they let it go. No one claims it officially now, but drive by on any night and most of the bikes outside belong to the Eighty-Eight.
It’s not yet busy when we roll in. A stripper is working a pole up on the stage. Watching her are a few nomads and a pair of Blue Coyotes. Stone goes to talk to them. That club’s all right but next time they’ll need to secure permission from the Titans or the Riders before coming in. Red and I head into the back. The place is a shithole but Red tells me it wasn’t always. The owner just got tired of fixing all the shit the Eighty-Eight broke.
That owner is Pete Schmidt, an old grizzled bastard who’s built like a bear and who keeps a shotgun and baseball bat behind his bar. We find him cleaning a grill in the kitchen. He shakes a gloved fist at Red as we come in. “If you fucking walk in here, Red Erickson, you better be fucking staying.”
“We’re staying. Me and the Wolf.” Red gestures to me and uses my road name. “We’re thinking of doing a little cleaning over the next few weeks. Exterminating some vermin.”
Schmidt near bursts into tears. He rips off his gloves and his big hand shakes mine, then he pulls Red in for a rough hug. “Only this morning I was standing over there with a match and thinking of burning this place down. But it turns out that today is my lucky fucking day. You go out and sit. I’ll send some girls out.”
I don’t have any interest in the girls but it’s going to be my lucky fucking day, too. I left Blowback watching the door and as Red and I return to the main room, my veep finds me.
His flat stare meets mine. “Reichmann and about a dozen of the Henchmen just rolled up.”
Reichmann. Anger is cold and sharp. He’ll see our bikes outside but if he runs now, he’s ruined. His club will mark him as a coward and they’ll turn on him like the rabid dogs they all are.
I stay at the bar with Red as Reichmann comes limping in. I grin. My brothers worked him over good last week. He must have come in a cage because his arm’s in a sling and a cast surrounds his left foot. His sunken lips tell me his front teeth are gone. His face is still a swollen mess. Flanked by two of his Henchmen, he heads over to a booth. I nod to the brothers sitting there, who look at me as if wondering whether they should stake their claim now. They move out.
The music is loud but there’s not a word being spoken. The other Henchmen are looking at the tables, each one taken by a Rider or a Titan. The Henchmen want to assert their ownership over the place, ordering my brothers out of their seats, and I can see them weighing the chances of getting their asses kicked against the size of their dicks. Not all of them are stupid. They head to the bar.
I nod to Red and we head toward Reichmann’s table. I point to the two bikers sitting with him. “Get the fuck out. We’re having a regional presidents meeting.”
Reichmann’s trapped and he knows it. He gestures for them to go, but his face is pale, his skin tight over his shaved skull. Bruises still ring his throat where I had him in a choke hold.
I slide in next to Reichmann and Red takes the opposite bench. I get my first look at Red’s face since Reichmann came in and suddenly I’m surprised the Henchman is still living. But maybe Jenny asked her dad not to spend his last months in prison. That’s all I can imagine holding Red back from killing him now.
Red wouldn’t go to jail if it went down here. Not one fucking member of the Eighty-Eight would make it out and there’d be no one to talk about it. But if we’re going to shed blood, I want to do it all together as Riders. Not while we’re still separate.
“A presidents meeting, huh?” Reichmann’s gaze zeroes in on Red. “Some of us won’t be a president for much longer. I hear they’re measuring your coffin.”
“Better than the hole in the ground you’ll get. As long as I live long enough to see you in it, I die a satisfied man.”
“If I get your daughter on her back, so will—”
My hand shoots out and grips the back of Reichmann’s head. I slam his face into the table. The impact is as loud as a gunshot. Everything around us goes quiet as I hold him there. “Shut your mouth. Now.”
Blood’s streaming from his nose when I let him up. Red tosses him a napkin.
“Now this is simple,” I tell him. “You’re done here. A Henchman crosses the county line, he’s going to find himself in a hole. You deal your shit across the county line? We’ll come out and burn your kitchen down.”
The stupid fucker laughs. “You think it’ll be that easy? There’s giants out there who have a vested interest in our supply. They’ll squish you like an ant.”
“And you’re gonna call for help? Have them bring in muscle from other chapters?” I grin. “Go ahead. First thing they’ll do is see that your house is weak as shit. They’ll cut your throat and throw you to the fucking pigs.”
“It ain’t my house that’s weak. It ain’t me that’s needing to bring in a dying club.” He laughs again and spits blood onto the table. “And it ain’t me who can’t fuck my woman how and where I want. I sure as hell don’t need a fucking clause to make her take it from my brothers.”
Red leans in. “You talking about Jenny again? Because that’s a bad fucking idea.”
“I’m just saying that if you want her to fuck an entire club, Daddy Red, you should have just let us go at her.”
He just doesn’t know when to shut his trap. This really is my lucky fucking day.
I grab the back of his neck. “My brothers messed you up pretty good, didn’t they? And here you are now, stuck in a booth with me. Just like Jenny was with you.”
“You going to suck my dick? I’d have made her suck mine.” He shakes his head. “What you going to do? You won’t kill me. Because she looooves you and can’t lose you. Fucking pansy.”
My grip tightens. “No, what I’m thinking is that my brothers didn’t mess you up enough. Because you still have every fucking finger you used to touch my girl. Red, you want it?”
I do, more than anything. But this is respect, too. I’ll defer to her father, this once.
“Yeah,” he says. “I fucking want it.”
Reichmann tries to bolt. He’s not going anywhere. I slam his wrist against the table and shove a wad of napkins in his mouth when he begins to howl. Red’s bowie knife is already out of his boot. He’s fast. Faster than I would have been. He leaves Reichmann his thumb and little finger.
Schmidt’s already at our table, bringing a towel and our drinks and a plastic cup full of ice.
I grin at Reichmann, who’s shaking and sticking his bloodied fingers into the ice. “I love a fucking presidents meeting. Shall we call it adjourned?”
And get out of this booth before he pukes on me.
“I say so,” Red seconds my motion and we return to the bar.
I down a beer and wonder how long it’ll be before Reichmann leaves. Not long. He staggers out a few minutes later. The rest of the Henchmen follow him, breaking some random tables and chairs on the way. Jolly as all fuck, Schmidt looks on like it’s Christmas.
Red’s still pissed. He turns it on me, but keeps it quiet. “Is that clause Tommy wrote still there?”
“I’m dealing with it.”
Jaw tight, he shakes his head. “I trusted you to take care of her.”
“And I’ll cut off my own hand before I hurt her. I’ll cut out my fucking heart.”
“You won’t need to.” He leans in. “Because if you ever do hurt her, I’ll cut it out for you.”
“Then we’re understood.” When he nods, I say, “No one’s brought up that clause for a long time—not until the Riders’ meeting this weekend. No one knew about the clubs merging, either. So who the fuck was talking to him about our business?”
His eyes sharpen. “I’ll check my house. You check yours.”
• • •
Checking my house means looking at my brothers one by one. It takes time and patience and means that I don’t see Jenny. But we don’t flush out a snitch. Instead I find myself in Stone Wall’s garage two days after our visit to the Barracks. A body is wrapped up in a blanket in the back of his truck. I pull back the cover.
Goose.
I stare at my brother’s waxy face with the rage inside me spinning in all directions. The others are quiet. Just Blowback, Stone, and Gunner are here. “How?”
“A needle in his arm.”
But if Stone brought him here instead of leaving Goose where he was found, that means this is something the Hellfire Riders are going to take care of. It’s not just an overdose. “Who found him?”
“His old lady,” Stone says. “He was out in their backyard shed. She called me.”
Cheryl. “Where is she?”
“I took her to stay with Old Timer and Helena.”
Where she’d be both protected and under watch, if she had anything to do with this. I cover Goose’s face. “A needle? He smokes his shit. When did he start shooting up?”
“He doesn’t. And that’s not all.” Blowback looks fucking grim. On him, that expression means this is all worse than I thought. “He had crank in his stash. I expected that. There was also $50K of heroin.”
Goose is too small-time to have that amount stashed away. Which means it was planted. The back of my neck tightens, as if I can feel an enemy creeping around behind me. If Cheryl had called the cops instead of calling Stone, the Riders would be undergoing a real hard look from the authorities right now. “Did you go through the clubhouse?”
“Yeah. Had the brothers clean it out. There’s nothing that they couldn’t personally account for.”
“The Den?”
“I found more heroin in the freezer. Just a little. But I bet it’s the same batch.”
So the Eighty-Eight isn’t just going after the Riders now. They’re specifically targeting me.
And they already got Goose. I look into the truck. “What are we doing for him?”
“Cheryl says he always talked about a Viking funeral. A boat burning on the water.”
“Get it for him. Let’s take this out of here.”
We head out into Stone’s back yard. The sun is hot as fuck, and the bright shine feels like an axe blade right between my eyes. Dropping into a deck chair, I pop a beer and ignore the splitting pain. “Was Goose the one talking?”
“He was,” Gunner says. “Cheryl gave us his phone. He was sending regular messages about where we were going on runs, when you left the clubhouse, all kinds of shit.”
Anger boils in my gut. He betrayed us. That’s fucking hard to take. “And he kept the messages?”
“They were twisting his arm. He apparently owed them money. Maybe he was keeping track of what he was paying back.”
Blowback fills the chair opposite. “They went after him.”
“What do you mean?”
“They saw his weakness—his addiction. He was clean, wasn’t he? Then he was using again. I’m guessing they targeted him. They don’t have the fucking balls to come after us. They go for the weak spot.” My veep leans back, shaking his head. “I told him I was watching him. Gave him that warning. He passed it on to them, let them know he had to be careful.”
And his usefulness to them was suddenly gone—except as the star in one last play. Now I have to decide how to spin it around. “How many know that he was passing on info?”
“Just us.”
And Red knew someone was leaking info, but not who. I could smooth this out with him.
“No matter what Goose was doing, he was ours.” His fate might have ended up the same but it should have come from us, his brothers—not the fucking Eighty-Eight. “They’re going to keep trying to take us out in these little fucktwit ways. It’s not enough to push them past the county line; we’re going to have to raze their house. But we need the Titans for that and I don’t want this shit about Goose raising doubts about Rider loyalty.”
“We’re with you on that, boss,” Stone says and Gunner nods.
Blowback adds, “It’s not the only doubt.”
The ache in my head grows. “Don’t you fucking say a word about the First Lady clause. Not now.”
“Someone’s going to say it. They’re going to put it up for a vote and decide whether it matters, and if you get even one holdout saying you’ve got to follow through—and then if you don’t follow through—that’s going to undermine every decision you make from here on out. It’ll just take one vote.”
“So I’ll rewrite the fucking Constitution.”
“It doesn’t matter now,” Gunner says quietly and I know he’s right.
The anger in my gut rolls into something heavy and sick. My head is fucking pounding.
He continues, “It doesn’t matter which way you go, the talk is going to twist the other way. You had most of them after the meeting. The two clauses are in conflict. Then just one fucker says that it’s not the clauses in conflict, but that your woman isn’t worthy.”
“Fuck that.”
“We’re not arguing,” Stone says. “But it’s not even just Knucklehead or Burnout anymore. It’s just fucking talk, but it’s growing. You change the Constitution, your word is no good. You ignore their vote to see the clause through, your woman is no good—and if you stay with her after, that means you’re ignoring the Constitution. And if you can say ‘fuck the rules’ then they will, too.”
“If they say Jenny’s not worthy, I’m going to walk.” I say it quietly but it hits them hard. I don’t fucking care. I’m going to lay it out now. “But it won’t matter because there won’t be anything to walk away from. She’s Red Erickson’s daughter. It’s going to be rough enough bringing the Titans in. They’re going with it now but if we say Red’s daughter is unworthy it’ll blow the whole fucking deal. And what’ll we have left? Three dozen assholes who are squabbling over seeing a woman get fucked. You think the Eighty-Eight won’t pick up on that? Find someone with enough resentment to stick a few kilos of coke in our house? To poison the taps at the Den? To build a fucking bomb? They’ll pick us off one by one.”
“You’re not wrong,” Blowback says.
“You’re not,” Stone agrees and shoves his hand through his hair. “Have you put this in front of Jenny?”
I stare at him. “You mean ask her to do it?”
“Would she?”
“It doesn’t fucking matter if she would. I’m not going to lay this on her. Her father’s fucking dying, you know that? She’s spent months terrified and watching her back, because Reichmann’s after her. Now I’m going to tell her that my brothers have their heads so far up their asses that I need her to save my club by fucking me in front of them?”
“You think she’d walk?”
Pain rips through my chest. I don’t know. She loves me. But she doesn’t need me as much as I need her. And she doesn’t need this shit piled on top of everything else she’s dealing with. She’d be better off going than sticking with me—and I wouldn’t blame her if she did. “You start spreading the word that we’ll lose the Titans if anyone says she isn’t worthy. You use Goose to rile them up and make them understand that if they really want to see the Eighty-Eight bleed, we need to be as strong as possible. Maybe they’ll have enough sense to let this go.”
Gunner nods. “We’ll spread it.”
Yet I see their doubt. Not doubting me, but thinking that in our next meeting when we vote on whether I’ll need to observe the First Lady clause, there’s going to be some holdout who says he’s standing on principle when he’s really standing on a pile of shit. Someone who doesn’t give a fuck about that clause, but who just wants to be right and it won’t matter that there’s no sense in what he’s standing behind. I stood behind Zoomie joining because her service to this country meant something. The First Lady clause doesn’t mean anything; it was just Lucifer stroking his dick.
And I’m going to lose my club over it.
My brothers here see it. They’re all fucking pissed by it. But there’s not a fucking thing that we can do about it that we haven’t already done.
So I’ll take care of business and clean up my house, leaving my brothers in as strong a position as I can give them. Then I’ll take the ride that doesn’t bring me back.
At least I’ll be riding toward Jenny.
There’s nothing else left to say. I finish my beer and take my leave. My bike is parked out front and my gut feels hollowed out as I walk through Stone’s house.
And she’s here. Jenny. Pulling up in her truck with Anna in the passenger seat.
Her smile is bright and beautiful as she bounds out of the rig and comes for me. “Hey! I didn’t think I’d see you for another day!” Her smile fades as she nears me. Her step slows. “Is everything all right?”
I can’t answer. Catching her against my chest, I kiss her long and deep, until the ache inside me eases. My throat feels like sandpaper when I let her go and my voice is hoarse when I ask, “Can you stay with me tonight?”
“Yes. Of course, yes.” Her worried gaze searches my eyes. “What’s going on?”
I bury my face in her hair and breathe deep. “I just need you,” I say.
• • •
JENNY
I shouldn’t be doing this.
Hayden’s Auto sits in front of my idling truck. It’s early. I haven’t slept and that might be why I’m contemplating something so stupid.
But something’s not right. Saxon’s a hard man to read but I don’t think I mistook the bleak pain that flattened his eyes every time he looked away from me. Goose is dead, but I don’t think that’s the reason he’s hurting. At least, I don’t think it’s the only reason. Instead I think it’s closer to something Anna mentioned.
Lily was right. The talk had shifted. Anna heard the brothers question whether I’d be worthy. But in what she was saying, I heard something else: They were questioning whether Saxon would keep his word.
I’ve been around MCs for a long time. I know what it means when doubts trickle in. No matter how small they begin, they roll on top of each other like a snowball loaded with shit and boulders. Everyone in its path either gets crushed or comes out stinking.
But I know what Saxon would say. It’s nothing.
I think Blowback will tell me whether it really is or not.
Steeling my spine, I make myself leave my truck. Blowback has an apartment over the garage, but I’m glad when I see a light downstairs. I knock on the door to the reception office and Blowback opens it a few seconds later, his hands black with grease and his eyes as empty as death.
I’m not comfortable with him. Not afraid—though maybe I should be. But the way he just looks through me makes me want to squirm. I know what he sees right now, though: A woman who was fucked all night by a man desperate to touch her. A woman who left him pounding a heavy bag and sweat dripping down his back. A woman who wonders why the man she loves looks as if he’s about to lose everything.
When I was in my truck, I’d been trying to imagine how to begin—to try to acknowledge that Blowback wouldn’t talk club business but ask him to anyway. But all of that doesn’t really matter. Only one thing does.
“Do I need to do it?”
He studies me again, as if I’ve surprised him and he has to reassess. “Can you?”
With Saxon, in front of others? Yes. I don’t know if I’d really enjoy it or get past my embarrassment, but if I’m with him, I know I’d feel safe. Could I let the others touch me, though?
A cold tremor rolls through me as my body instinctively rejects the thought. But I’ve done it before. I wasn’t a virgin with Saxon. When I was younger, I thought I could just force my way through the terror. That magically the fear would go away if I just let a guy fuck me. So twice—once about twelve years ago, and again a year later—I made myself lie there and bear it. I can bear it again.
“Yes,” I say and I don’t think Blowback believes me. I don’t care if he does. “Is he going to lose the club if I don’t?”
He doesn’t want to answer that. But he finally responds. “Sooner or later. Probably sooner, because he’ll walk.”
My eyes are burning. The club made Saxon feel a part of something when he was injured and in a bad place. But I know that’s not the only reason it matters to him. They’re his brothers. Some might be assholes, but leaving the Riders would be like ripping out part of himself.
“Are there any other options?”
Blowback nods. “He leaves you.”
Shit. Shit. All at once I’m crying and I can’t stop it. “He won’t.”
“No.”
“Because he’ll keep his word. They’re fucking saying he won’t, but he’ll go with me even if he’d rather stay.”
“Yes.”
And then what? Oh, God. Despair suddenly rips me open and I’m bawling into my hands, just fucking bawling while Blowback looks on as if I’m folding laundry. If Saxon walks away so that he can keep his promise to protect me, how long before he begins wishing that he never had?
But it doesn’t matter. It doesn’t matter. Because it won’t happen. I’m not going to let him walk.
I lift my head out of my hands. My breath comes in hot shudders and my chest feels hollowed out. Empty.
Determination is slowly filling it. “Will they have a leg to stand on if the terms of the First Lady clause are fulfilled?”
There’s suddenly a glint of life in that flat gaze. Surprise? Admiration? I don’t know.
“No,” he says. “It’ll cut their legs out from beneath them.”
I nod and take a deep breath. “All right, then. What exactly needs to happen—and when is the next meeting?”
CHAPTER SEVEN
SAXON
Blowback is texting while the hands go up on the Titans vote. Unanimous. If the Titans vote the same way, they’re in. It’s what I wanted and yet right now I’m not celebrating. I’m five seconds away from slamming my fist into my veep’s face. Texting as I call for a vote. Showing such fucking disrespect. On today, of all fucking days, because as soon as the next item of business is finished the First Lady clause goes up to vote, and I’ll probably be walking away.
Widowmaker begins reading the next item on the agenda. I rub my eyes and pinch the bridge of my nose. My head is pounding. I can barely fucking hear him. Then I realize he’s not talking. He’s just silent. Everyone is silent. And they’re looking toward the entrance leading from the garage.
Jenny is standing there.
My heart slams right up against my ribs. Why the hell is she here? Is she hurt? Being chased by the Eighty-Eight? I come up off my stool but she doesn’t look afraid. Her chin is up and she…
Looks fucking amazing. A black dress with two tiny shoulder straps fits her like a glove from her tits to her upper thighs. She’s wearing heels that make her legs seem endless. Her hair is loose and hanging down in thick waves, and I’ve never seen her eyes so smoky or her lips so red.
She focuses on me and starts coming. My brain lurches ahead like a choked engine. She’s here, looking like that. And Blowback was just texting.
Letting her know when to come in?
Anger slams through me like a runaway train. I whirl on him, fists clenched. “If you said a fucking word to her—”
“She came to me,” he interrupts evenly.
This isn’t going to fucking happen. I push away from my seat and head her off. Her eyes are on me, her shoulders back, and she walks past the club members as if she doesn’t give a fuck, but does she think I can’t see how nervous she is?
I meet her halfway. She grips the edges of my kutte and smiles up at me but I don’t let her get a word out. “Come with me.”
“Saxon—”
“My house,” I snap out and I’ve never been this ripped up. So pissed. So fucking overwhelmed. She would give this to me? I would never ask for it. Yet she just offers it as if it’s something I deserve. “You’re quiet until we’re upstairs and we can talk about this.”
She seems suddenly twice as nervous. Her teeth catch her bottom lip as she nods. I know I’m being too rough but I can’t deal with this. Not here.
I lead her toward the stairs climbing to the loft that serves as the executive board’s private space but I don’t miss the grins that flash across some of the brothers’ faces. They’re watching her walk away. But not looking at her ass, I realize. She’s got four words embroidered down the back of her dress.
Property of Saxon Gray.
Jesus Christ. She’s going to fucking break me.
• • •
JENNY
I’m not going to throw up. I’m not going to throw up.
It’s been my mantra since I woke up this morning, yet I’m more nervous now that I was walking into the clubhouse. Saxon’s expression burned with rage when he turned on Blowback, but now it’s the dark and mean look that says he’s barely holding onto his control. And since he’s taking me up to the loft to talk—not just hustling me away from the clubhouse—I’m not just nervous but feeling guilty. I should have warned him I was coming. We should have talked it out before I sprung this on him.
I know why I didn’t, though. I was afraid that he would say the clause was nothing and that I would let him persuade me that was true. I was afraid that I’d take the easy way out.
He leads me into the conference room and shuts the door. With a sigh, he asks, “What are you doing, Jenny?”
“Cutting the legs out from beneath anyone who intends to hurt my man.”
His eyes gleam a little at that. “They aren’t doing it to hurt me.”
“They’re just stupid, then?”
A short laugh breaks from him but it deepens into a groan. He pinches the bridge of his nose and shakes his head. “Maybe. Fuck.”
That sounds resigned, not angry. “You’re not just going to forbid it? Or tell me it’s nothing?”
“I was going to. I was going to say that there was no fucking way this was going to happen.” Dark blue eyes steady on mine, he crosses his arms over his broad chest. “But I’ll lay it out, Jenny. It’s easy for me to sit out there and let you ride my cock. And I’m not one to pass up an opportunity. I would never have asked for this from you, but I’m not going to throw this gift back in your face. I’m also not going to make this decision for you.”
“Thank you.”
“Don’t thank me.” His voice sharpens. “I’ve done nothing worth thanking. There’s no negative for me here—unless it hurts you. Unless you’re scared. Then it will be fucking torture for me and worse for you.”
Swallowing hard, I nod. “I know. And I don’t think it’ll be easy. But I’ve got a plan—I’m just going to suck on your cock until you’re about to come, then get on until you do. It’ll be quick.”
He doesn’t look persuaded. “You’re nervous as hell.”
“Yeah, well.” I can’t really do anything about that. “I just keep reminding myself that it’s nothing to them. We’re just another couple having sex. The only people it really matters to is you and me. So I’m just going to pretend they aren’t there and only think of what we want. And if they, you know, want to show their admiration—”
“They won’t touch you.” His gaze holds mine. “I swear to God. The whole thing stops if they try to.”
Relief sweeps through me. My legs shake from the strength of it. “I would have forced myself to—”
“No.” He’s shaking his head. “Forced yourself? Fuck, no.”
“Okay.” The pressure in my chest is suddenly overwhelming. This is going to happen. “Okay, then.”
“Any second you want to stop, we do.” He tugs me close, lowering his mouth to mine in a sweet kiss before saying again, “Any second.”
Heart thundering, I nod. With my hand clasped firmly in his, he opens the door. The loft is like a smaller version of the downstairs clubhouse with sofas, flat screen TVs, and tables. There wasn’t anyone up here when we went into the conference room but now Blowback is waiting for us, along with Stone, Gunner, and Spiral. Only Blowback is on his feet and looking at us, though. The other three are sitting on the sofas and poking at their phones.
Saxon frowns at them. “What are you doing?”
“We had a conversation downstairs,” Blowback says. “If the Riders’ president is going to fulfill the First Lady clause, then we agreed it isn’t necessary for every club member to stand witness. I asked them if they’re going to doubt the word of the executive board and they aren’t. So you can perform it up here, just in front of the officers, instead of down there.”
So many fewer people watching. My hand squeezes Saxon’s. “You’re missing some officers.”
Blowback shrugs. “Old Timer elected to remain downstairs because he doesn’t want to watch anyone but his old lady. Widowmaker elected the same, claiming that participating might cause conflict between him and his wife, and he persuaded the other board members with wives or old ladies to stay below, as well.”
But someone has to stand witness. So the single board members remained.
All of that couldn’t have just happened spontaneously, though. Blowback must have been planning that ‘conversation’—and likely enlisting the help of the elder bikers to pressure the others to fall in line.
Saxon seems to realize the same. He clasps Blowback’s forearm, and his voice deepens when he says, “Thank you.”
The veep nods and his flat gaze falls on me. “We have also decided that, in order to remain in compliance with our Constitution, we will respect your woman’s history and we won’t bring any hurt on her—so we’ll only show our admiration if she invites us to do so.”
“I might kiss you for this,” I tell him.
A smile touches his mouth. It doesn’t make him seem any less scary. His gaze returns to Saxon’s. “We will make sure you’re in full compliance. They’re taking our word. You can’t touch her. You can’t help her. She has to take you. You have to come inside her. That means no condoms.”
Saxon frowns. “We won’t make liars out of you. But we can’t risk—”
I stop him. “I took care of it. The birth control, anyway.” When he looks at me, I tell him, “I already had an appointment. I got an IUD. Are you okay for the rest?”
He suddenly grins. “Yeah. Went in for a test the day after you showed up at my Den. I wasn’t sure what I’d need to persuade you to take a chance on me.”
“Then we’re good.”
“Real good if I’m getting into you bare.” Saxon tugs me toward one of the sofas. “Let’s get this done.”
I kick off my heels on the way. God, so much better. I assumed that I’d have to come in and be all sexy in front of everyone. I was thinking of Lily and how she said that so many of the guys lived in Porno World, and if my worth is going to be judged by my hotness level—no matter how stupid that is—then I won’t give anyone a reason to say I’m not good enough for Saxon.
He sinks down onto the leather, big and sexy and this isn’t going to be so bad. I can’t even see the guys behind me. Saxon sits back and locks his hands together behind his head—so that he doesn’t forget he can’t touch me, I realize. Otherwise it’s a casual position, purely masculine, with his knees apart and his boots planted solidly on the floor.
“On your knees, woman,” he says, but not in that hard way he usually has. He’s teasing me. Trying to put me at ease.
And I need to be put at ease because I’m still shaking a little. With a tremulous smile, I kneel between his feet. My hands slide up his denim-covered thighs. He’s not even hard yet. The bulge behind his fly is just his package, not an erection. That’s new. Usually I don’t even have to touch him. I look up.
His teeth are clenched. “You’re fucking trembling.”
“I can’t help it.” My hands go to his buckle. “But you’ve got to get into it, okay? Because you have to come.”
His jaw tightens before he nods. His eyes close.
“You better be thinking of me,” I say and his mouth twitches.
“I am, princess. I’m thinking of lifting you up over my face and sucking all the juices from your wet cunt.”
And that apparently helps. His dick is already stiffening when I finish unbuttoning his jeans and spread his fly. Even partially soft, his shaft is thick and heavy, lying against a dark thatch of hair that narrows as it arrows up to his navel. God, I just love his cock. I stroke his burgeoning length before leaning in to swirl my tongue over the head. His body tenses. A few more licks and he’s fully erect and his breath hissing between his gritted teeth. Yes. I swallow him as deep as I can, then somewhere behind me leather squeaks as if one of the guys has shifted position on his sofa and every muscle in my body freezes.
“No, princess. No.” Saxon’s voice draws my gaze up. His blue eyes are intense and locked on my face. “They’re not looking. All right? It’s just you and me.”
I nod and suck again, but now I can only feel my ass, because I’m bent over Saxon’s lap and it’s like a thousand eyes are staring at it, even if none are. Even if it’s still covered by my dress. I suck and suck, and now my face turns red with every slurping sound, and when I try to go deeper and choke, I wonder why I ever thought I could do this. Only a few days ago this was the sexiest thing I’ve ever done, taking him deep into my mouth, into my throat, and now my hotness level is hovering somewhere around zero.
“Hey.” His face dark, Saxon abruptly leans forward, cradling my jaw in his hands. “Are you done? You want to walk? I’ll walk out of here with you, Jenny.”
“No.” My voice is hoarse and I’m fighting not to let the tears filling my eyes spill over. “I can do this.”
He’s battling himself. I can see it. Maybe deciding whether to say fuck it all. But he finally nods. “Why don’t you come on up into my lap. You’ll take my cock in real deep and we’ll get this going.”
Real deep. That always sounds nice.
“Hands, boss,” Stone says quietly behind us.
“Fuck off,” Saxon snarls back, but he lets me go and fists them beside his thighs. I crawl up onto the sofa, preparing to turn around and straddle him in the reverse cowgirl required by the clause. I pause when he shakes his head. “Face me and kiss me first.”
I can do that—and it’s exactly what I need. Swinging my leg over his lap, I center myself over his erection and claim his mouth. He tastes so good, and heat slides down my belly like a good shot of whisky. My tension and shaking slowly ease as I lose myself in him, and I keep going back for another taste, another lick.
“I think I’m okay now,” I say softly against his lips.
His voice is rough. “And so fucking beautiful, Jenny.”
I smile and step back off the sofa, holding his gaze as I reach up under my dress to tug down my panties. Only my breasts and genitals have to be exposed for this—ostensibly so that everyone can easily see that I’m really taking his cock, but I suspect that Lucifer was just a pig—so I don’t need to get naked. I’ll just hike up my hem and pull down my top.
The nakedness won’t be so bad, anyway. I’d rather parade around nude than share something as private as sex with Saxon.
It’s just him and me. Him and me. But although the others aren’t looking, I can see them when I turn around. They all appear as stiff and uncomfortable as I am. This must be the worst public sex they’ve ever seen.
Or not seen.
I sigh and slide over Saxon’s lap, his hard chest against my spine. He can’t hold me, but I love feeling so much of him pressed against me.
His voice is low in my ear. “All right?”
“Yeah.” I reach down between my legs. Dry as a fucking bone. I rub my clit and close my eyes. “Are you going to lick me later?”
“Damn right, I’ll lick you. I’m going to eat you all up.” His teeth catch my earlobe and I shiver. “Tell me how wet you are.”
“Um…”
“Jenny.” It’s a pained groan. “You’re always wet.”
“Now you know how I felt when you weren’t hard.”
“I am now.” He kisses the side of my neck. “So fucking hard. I keep thinking of how you’re going to feel when you get your pussy around me. I haven’t fucked you like this before, but when this is all done, I’m going to get you home and sit you over me like this again. I’m going to bend you forward and spank your ass every time I fill your cunt. You want that?”
“Yes,” I say and this is helping, too. I’m not really wet but I’m getting a little moisture worked up.
“Give me your fingers.”
He sucks them into his mouth and that’s better, too. Sliding my wet fingers through my pussy, I lift up and fit the head of his cock against my entrance. I can’t even get him in. This time I lick my own fingers and try again.
“Jenny—”
“It’s okay. I can do it.”
“You’re not ready.”
I’m ready for this to be done. Biting my lip, I press down. Oh, fuck. I can’t stop my whimper. Saxon curses behind me and his arm wraps around my waist, lifting me off him. His breathing is harsh and ragged but he doesn’t say anything, he just holds me tight against his chest, my legs spread wide over him, my knees pressing into the sofa cushions.
“It’s not going to happen like this,” he finally says. “Not when you can’t relax. You’re just going to get hurt.”
“Saxon—”
“Kissing me was good, right?”
I sigh. “Yes. But you can’t do anything else. You can’t help me.”
If he could I’d be standing on the sofa cushions and shoving my pussy into his mouth.
“I can, princess. You just have to trust me. You close your eyes, and I’ll get hands and a mouth to help you out. It’ll be me, telling them what to do.” His voice is soft. “Will you be able to do that?”
“I don’t know.” Because now more nervousness is curling in my belly. “But I can try.”
“Someone else you trust. Stone, maybe? You’ve known him a long time. Stone! I need you over here.”
Anna’s brother looks up even as I shake my head. “It’s too weird, Saxon. We’ve known each other too long. I’ve seen him light his dick on fire, for God’s sake.”
“Gunner, then.” The sergeant at arms is looking our way now, too. They all are. “He’s real pretty.”
Gorgeous, and even more so when he grins—he must have heard Saxon’s comment. “It would hurt Anna if she ever found out.”
That gets rid of Gunner’s smile. Asshole. It’s not like he doesn’t know how she wants him.
I can almost feel Saxon eyeing Blowback but I stop him before he can ask whether his veep still scares me. We’ve been going the wrong way, anyway. I don’t freeze up with Saxon…and I don’t freeze up with women.
“Lily,” I say softly. “Ask if she will.”
He doesn’t hesitate. “Get Zoomie up here.”
Blowback doesn’t blink. As he goes to the stairs, I try to relax against Saxon. “I’m sorry,” I murmur for his ears only. “I don’t know what’s going wrong.”
“This clause is what’s wrong, Jenny. Not you.” He pulls me back farther, angling his head so he can taste my mouth. “So don’t you ever be sorry for this. The only thing I care about now is that you’re not hurt.”
My fingers tighten on his forearm. “Okay.”
The sound of boots on the stairs turns my gaze that way. Blowback returns with Lily right behind him, a bottle of beer dangling from her fingers. Her eyes widen when she sees us.
“You needed me, boss?”
“Jenny’s real nervous,” he says. “You want to show your admiration?”
She blinks as if the words don’t make sense—then she suddenly grins. “I’d love to.”
Taking a swig, she pushes her bottle toward Blowback. He takes it, his eyes narrowed on her as she saunters toward us. And somehow, it’s already easier. I feel Saxon relax a little, too, as if Lily’s complete ease and enthusiasm bled into both of us.
Maybe that’s all it was. We were both so tense and just wanted it to be over. We just couldn’t get into it. But Lily already is.
She drops to her knees between his feet in almost exactly the same position that I was in while sucking his cock. He’s not her focus, though. I am. I’m straddling his legs and facing her.
Quietly, she asks, “You’re really okay with this, Jenny?”
“Yeah. You?”
“Yeah.” Her gaze slides past me. “And you’re going to be okay with this, boss? I’m not going to get my ass kicked later, am I?”
She’s joking but he answers her seriously. “I’m all right with anything that helps her now. I just need you to be my hands and mouth.”
Nodding, she looks at me again, and something changes in her eyes. Slowly her gaze slides down my body, and suddenly she’s looking at me like Saxon does. Not with the same intensity and need, but with a hell of a lot of heat, as if she can’t wait to eat me up.
Her voice is throatier as she says, “Just tell me where to get started.”
Oh, my God. I look up. Spiral, Gunner, and Stone aren’t looking at their phones anymore. Instead they’re watching us as if electrified. Even Blowback seems transfixed, staring at Lily’s back while he downs her beer.
Saxon’s arm tightens as he adjusts my position, moving me down and forward a little. His cock is a rigid length against the cleft of my ass. I’m lower now—and he can look down over my shoulder and see everything Lily does.
The movement seems to remind our watchers. “You’re touching her, Saxon,” Gunner says.
He lets me go, but he’s still all around me. I’m leaning back against him and Lily’s in front of me…and she’s going to be his touch. It’s still just him and me.
I close my eyes.
“Her neck,” Saxon says and his voice is rough. “Just beneath her ear.”
Warmth in front of me. A breath against my skin.
“Right there. Suck on that spot a little, then give it a little bite. She likes that.”
God, so much. A shiver races over my skin as I feel the nip of teeth, then the soothing caress of a warm tongue.
“Are her nipples hard?”
Fingers slide the straps of my dress over my shoulders. Cool air sweeps over my bared skin.
“Not yet, boss.”
“She’s not real sensitive there at first. You got to suck hard. Make them red as berries. And as soon as they’re all roughed up you can go gentle and she’ll be squirming all over with every lick. Oh, fuck.”
He groans the curse as a warm mouth latches onto the tip of my breast. A shuddering breath escapes me, then my back arches when she sucks my nipple to a burning point. When he does this, Saxon just sucks hard, but she goes after my nipple again and again, suckling and releasing each time with a gentle scrape of her teeth. Then her fingers pinch the turgid flesh and she turns her attentions to my left breast, flicking her thumb in time with each rough bout of suction.
“Jesus, that’s beautiful.” Saxon’s body is like iron beneath me. “Like little cherries. When my cock’s in her she clamps right down the second I start sucking on them. She wet yet?”
Warm fingers slip over my heated flesh in a delicate tease. I moan low in my throat, my hips rocking forward.
“Not wet enough.”
“You play with her clit, then. Move that damn skirt out of the way.”
My dress is shoved up over my hips, bunching around my waist. My thighs tremble with anticipation as her hand slides back between my legs.
“Rub that little clit. Fuck, yeah. You like that, princess?”
I’m gasping, my hips jerking against the maddening touch. “Yes,” I say breathlessly, then cry out when Lily begins sucking hard on my nipple again, her fingers sliding over my clit, gently tugging my delicate flesh with each pass. She moans softly against my breast.
“She’s wetter, boss.”
“She needs to be fucking dripping. You want to taste her pussy?”
Lily doesn’t reply but she’s already moving down. Her hands grip my hips and slide me forward a little more, so that I’m sitting lower between Saxon’s spread legs and widening my thighs even farther. I hear a deep groan—someone watching, and I don’t care. A ravenous ache is building deep inside me and when I realize that Lily’s waiting for a go-ahead, I can’t stop my plea.
“Saxon.” Greedily I lift my hips. “Now.”
“You heard her, Zoomie. Lick all the way up her slit. And hold onto her. She’ll buck you right off when you hit her clit.” Hands clamp over my hips and her warm mouth surrounds my clitoris. A strangled moan rips from my throat. Oh, Jesus. “Fuck me, that pussy. So damn sweet. I never get enough.”
Lily’s moan of agreement shivers through my aching flesh. My body is tightening, tightening. Her tongue slides down to my entrance and fucks into me before slicking up to my clit again, and it’s all loud, her long and hungry licks like a wet, suckling kiss against my drenched flesh. Sobbing little whimpers escape me and Saxon’s voice is filling everything in between.
He gives a tortured groan when Lily shoves my legs wider and backs off for a second, as if making sure he gets a good look. “Oh, fuck, Jenny. That’s so fucking sexy and you’re so fucking wet. I need you on my cock now, princess.”
Shaking with need, I brace my hands and lift up, reaching between us for his shaft. Lily sucks in a breath.
“Damn, boss. I don’t know if she’s wet enough for that.”
“She’ll take me.” It emerges as a low growl. “But we have to go easy. She’s so fucking tight we have to take her slow.”
“Real slow.” Her steadying hands catch my hips again. “All right, Jenny?”
“Yes.” Better than all right. Saxon’s bare cock is in my hand, and he stiffens beneath me as I slide the fat head through my drenched folds. We’ve never been flesh to flesh before.
His voice is hoarse. “Jenny—”
His groan strangles my name as I sink onto him. My body tenses, my flesh burning and stretching as my inner muscles yield to the thick crown. Pleasure flares through me, mingling with the pain. Dragging in a ragged breath, I slowly work him deeper.
Lily’s grip tightens on my hips. “Holy shit. Her little pussy is just sucking you in. She’s the fucking hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”
“Make her hotter,” he grits out, and I’m so focused on the delicious sensation of his cock filling me that I’m not prepared when Lily’s mouth covers my clitoris. I almost jolt away from Saxon’s cock but her hands are holding me in place, then the sensation rips through me. My scream trails into a sobbing moan as she flicks her tongue. My hips jerk and suddenly he’s deeper inside me and she’s sucking and Saxon’s pumping shallowly up into me, his voice rough in my ear. “You like that, Jenny? You like your clit being sucked while you’re being stuffed with my cock?”
I respond with something, maybe a yes, I don’t know, because I’m going to come, I’m just going to fly apart. My body’s writhing, pushing him deeper and deeper with every roll of my hips and Saxon’s sliding down the sofa a little, until I’m half-lying back against him, and Lily’s coming up over me slightly, her hands pressing my thighs wider and her tongue lashing against my clit.
“You stay on her when I’m in deep.” He sounds hard and mean but Lily just moans, her long hair sliding over my thighs, her mouth so hot.
Saxon surges up beneath me and I scream again as his cock pushes deep, bottoming out and then pressing deeper, intensifying everything but that’s too much now, I can’t take it. But I can’t get away, Lily’s holding me still as he begins fucking up into me, slow, so slow, and her tongue is slow now, too, just swirling around my clitoris.
And I can’t— I can’t—
My body bows upward and I can’t even scream, can’t breathe, can’t do anything but come and come and come. I feel Saxon’s groan behind me as my pussy convulses on his cock and Lily’s groan as her tongue slides from the delicate flesh stretched around his shaft and up to my clit. My hands are tangled in her hair, but I can’t let go yet, because Saxon pumps up into me and I’m coming again and she’s sucking on my clitoris, and I’m completely destroyed between them.
I was just supposed to ride him. Just supposed to ride him. Lily grins up at me, her lips swollen and wet, and I realize that I’m saying it out loud, like a breathless chant after a long race. I was just supposed to ride him.
“You can now,” she says.
My muscles seem weak and trembly as I sit up—then moan as the movement pushes Saxon’s cock deep again. He grunts behind me, moving up the sofa so that he’s sitting instead of half-reclining. I straddle him again, my knees resting on the cushions on either side of his thighs.
He presses a kiss to my shoulder. “All right?”
“Amazing.” And I am. Utterly wrecked and yet feeling so fucking incredible. I look to Lily. “Thank you.”
She laughs a little. “Any time. Can I watch the rest?”
“Knock yourself out,” I say, because it doesn’t matter. I lean against Saxon’s chest and reach back to link my arms around his neck. The others are watching but it’s only us, only him and me as I begin to ride. Just short strokes, because I can’t rise up all the way, yet I’m taking all of him inside me. He’s deep, so deep, and he tells me I’m beautiful and then he can’t speak, groaning and stiffening as he comes.
I fall back against his heaving chest. His hand fists in my hair and I arch back for his kiss. I’m totally exposed, his cock still buried in my pussy and my nipples red and throbbing.
When he finally releases my mouth, Saxon’s arms come around me and he looks over at Blowback. “Good?”
The other man laughs.
Saxon nods, then tugs the top of my dress up and the bottom down. He rises in one easy movement, lifting me with him and cradling me against his chest. “Hold on,” he says and carries me to the loft’s low wall that overlooks the main floor below. Oh, my God. Everyone’s quieting and looking up.
Saxon’s face is dark as he sweeps his gaze over them, but it’s not his controlled look. Instead it’s dangerous and tight with anger. He slides his fingers between my legs, then lets my feet swing to the floor. He holds up his hand and his fingers are wet.
“My cum,” he says loudly. “My woman. Your first lady. Anyone have any fucking problem with it?”
My cheeks are burning but I hold my chin up. No response from below except a few hoots and shouts of encouragement.
He silences them. “Only two things matter now: bringing in our new brothers and destroying the Eighty-Eight before they take any more of us. No more of this petty shit or they’re going to take us down one by one. So no more.”
No more. It’s a repeated murmur of agreement that runs through the bikers below.
“All right, then,” Saxon says and lifts me up against his chest again. “Meeting’s over. Go fuck and ride.”
• • •
SAXON
I carry Jenny into the conference room. I begin to set her on the table but she squirms free.
Her face is pink. “I can’t sit anywhere. There’s cum dripping down my legs.”
My cum. “That’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever heard.”
She laughs and shakes her head. I look her over. She’s well-fucked but there’s no shadows in her eyes. Lily and I went at her pretty hard but she took it all.
And gave me everything.
My heart swells up and I pull her close. My throat is tight. “What the hell were you thinking, Jenny? And don’t tell me it was just undercutting some assholes.”
She sighs and lays her head against my chest. “I just didn’t want to make you choose.”
“Choose what? The only choice I needed to make was whether to walk away, and they were forcing that choice, Jenny. Not you.”
“But it wouldn’t have been an issue if I wasn’t in the picture. So I didn’t want you to choose between me and the club.”
Between her and the club. How could she even think that was a choice? “Did you think I wouldn’t choose you?”
She shrugs. “I know you would. Because you said that you’d stay with me and protect me.”
I stare at her. She’s got her face buried against my chest and I realize she’s not just snuggling there for comfort. She’s hiding some hurt.
That hurt can’t stand. I catch her chin and make her look up at me. Her green eyes are glittering like she’s holding back tears. “That isn’t why I’d choose you. I’d choose you because you give me fucking everything, Jenny. Do you think there’s anything I wouldn’t do for you? Anything? There’s no line I wouldn’t cross. Walking away from this club would be nothing compared to what I’d do for you. Everything I do is for you. Every single breath I take is for you. Staying with you isn’t a choice—it’s just the only fucking way I can live. All right?”
That didn’t stop her tears. They’re spilling over but she’s nodding, so at least there’s that. I hold her until she quiets, then kiss away the salty drops at the corners of her eyes before meeting her gaze again.
“You got a change of clothes?”
“In my truck.” Her voice is thick.
“I’ll send out a prospect to get them. And you’re all right? We fucked you hard out there.”
She suddenly laughs a little. “Yeah.”
“No bad times?”
“No. Just so nervous at first. But then…it was really sexy, wasn’t it?”
Sexy doesn’t begin to describe it. “It was fucking amazing.”
“It was.” She glances up at me through her lashes. “So…want to go fuck and ride?”
“Hell, yeah.” I swing her up. “And I’m going to be real sweet this time.”
• • •
JENNY
He’s hard and rough. I don’t care. All that matters is that I’m here, lying tangled in his sheets, and he’s so close to me. My fingers trace the skull on his shoulder, studying the three sets of numbers in the teeth. 1-12-12 6-15-18 10-5-14-14-25. It’ll come to me, he said, and all at once it does.
And it’s so easy. So easy. Just a number for a letter. Bikers do it all the time, like the “13” patch that stands for an “M.” Some say it refers to marijuana or meth or a Mexican club, but however they use it, the “M” is the same. Even the Eighty-Eight Henchmen are named using a similar code. 88 is HH, for “Heil Hitler.”
Lying here, it takes me a few minutes to translate all of the letters. But my heart begins pounding when I hit the last three, and when I finish I’m blinking back tears. A-L-L F-O-R J-E-N-N-Y. He got this tattoo nine years ago. Nine years.
His voice is heavy with sleep. “You figure it out?”
“Yeah,” I whisper. “It says you love me.”
His head comes up and his mouth finds mine. It’s slow, this kiss. I want it to last forever but I don’t mind that it ends. Not when what he says next is so much better.
“You have no idea how much, Jenny.”
He’d do anything for me. Considering that I’d do anything for him, I think I have an idea.
His hand slides over my hip, then up over my ribs. I shiver as his big palm cups my breast and my nipples harden. “One more before you go? I wasn’t sweet before.”
With a laugh, I lift up to meet his kiss. Saxon Gray loves me. Rough or easy, slow or hard, it doesn’t matter—as long as he keeps on loving me, each time will always be sweeter than the one before.
“One more,” I say.
• • •
HAVING IT ALL
Hellfire Riders #3
• • •
Now that Jenny Erickson is mine, I’ve got everything I want. Until one shotgun blast almost rips it away…
As president of the Hellfire Riders, there’s two things I care about: protecting my woman and destroying the Eighty-Eight before they take everything I’ve fought for. They’ve hurt Jenny before and I swore that I’d rip out my own heart before they hurt her again. Every heated touch, every scorching kiss is a promise to keep her safe.
Now the Eighty-Eight is coming for me—and no matter what it takes, I’m not going to let them lay a finger on her. I’ll sacrifice anything to protect her. My freedom. My heart.
Even my life.
CHAPTER ONE
SAXON
“I say it’s time for a beer.” Stone tosses the moving pads into the bed of Gunner’s truck and slams the tailgate closed. “Let the old ladies fuss over where all this goes. The prospects can muscle around the stuff that’s too heavy for the women.”
Nodding, Gunner drags up the front of his shirt to wipe the sweat from his face. “I second that. Prez?”
A cold brew sounds pretty damn good. We’ve been hauling furniture from the clubhouse in town out to the Erickson ranch for most of the day now, and what started as a cool morning has turned into a hot bitch of an afternoon. But although the moving is done, I’m not.
“Go on without me,” I tell them. “You riding out to the Barracks tonight?”
Ever since the Hellfire Riders took over the strip joint and surrounding territory from the Eighty-Eight Henchmen, we’ve been keeping a strong presence there. Sending a good portion of the Riders in that direction means losing business at my own tavern, the Wolf Den, but I’m absorbing that blow for now. Cutting the Eighty-Eight’s legs out from under them matters more than my cash flow does.
Stone’s mug hardens, ragged scars whitening against his tan. “We’ll be there. Howler and a few other Blue Coyotes are coming in to talk about setting up a ring during the Pendleton rally. You in for that?”
Fighting. I’ve done it before. My fists earned the down payment on the Den. It could be quick way to make up for that slow cash flow now but I don’t need the distraction. “Not this time.”
Stone and Gunner exchange a quick glance. Probably deciding whether to try persuading me.
“Not until the Eighty-Eight are gone,” I say and Stone nods.
“Fair enough. We’ll pin our hopes on Pretty Boy, instead.” He jerks a thumb at Gunner.
The sergeant at arms blows him a kiss over the bed of the truck, then says, “So you don’t think the prez is pretty?”
Stone snorts and looks to me. “You’re a regular Ken doll, boss. A giant, mean Ken doll.”
“Except not blond,” Gunner says.
“And with a beard.”
“But without the slick suits.”
“Or Hawaiian board shorts.”
Gunner’s eyebrows shoot up. “You know what kind of shorts Ken had?”
“Because I have a sister, asshole. You know how many times I had to put pants on Ken? Made me shrivel every time Anna left him lying naked on top of her other dolls. He doesn’t have a dick, man. It was my sacred duty as a dude to cover that shit up.”
Jesus. I could have gone my whole life without imagining the Riders’ enforcer dressing a dickless doll in a pair of flowered shorts. But there’s nothing guaranteed to keep Gunner on a topic longer than a mention of Anna—unless she’s anywhere near him, then he shuts up real fast. He’s good at making his interest appear casual but the pattern doesn’t lie. He always follows up any mention of her with a question.
“She had them all naked?”
“Yeah, she was making them do some freaky shit. Which would’ve been great if it was just the girl dolls, because they had amazing breasts. So perky and the perfect size for rubbing with your thumbs. Although, the first time I saw a real woman, I wondered what the hell her nipples were—”
“Shut it now,” I cut Stone off before he can start telling us about jerking off to the plastic tits. “And get the hell out of here before I find a doll to shove up your ass.”
They’re grinning as they climb into the truck. Jokers, the both of them, until shit starts going down or they’re on duty. Then they’re two of the coldest bastards currently wearing the Riders’ colors.
The tires kick up the red dirt and dried pine needles lying on the ground outside the clubhouse before they hit the gravel drive. We’ll need to get asphalt laid down before too long. Now that we’re moving out here, we’ll be riding that road often, and gravel’s hard as hell on a bike. Hard as hell on a biker’s face, too.
I can’t see the need for many more changes. The clubhouse used to be the main lodge for a dude ranch that Red Erickson’s grandfather operated. The property passed to Red just before he started up the Steel Titans. That club has made their home at the lodge for a few decades now, and unlike some MCs, they’ve taken care of their house—along with the old stable that’s been converted to a repair shop and garage. Behind the lodge sits a couple of cabins that the brothers can bunk in if they’re too wasted to ride home, or if there’s no home to ride to and they need a place to crash for a while.
It’s a damn good setup. Not as modern as the clubhouse the Riders had in town, but the lodge is bigger and the property gives us more room to spread out. And there aren’t any neighbors complaining about engine noise or fearing that we’re going to burn their pretty little houses and rape their pretty little daughters. As if most of us don’t live or work right next to them—and as if those daughters haven’t been coming to us looking for every kind of ride that a brother can give them. I expect we’ll have just as many come looking out here, though they won’t come directly. They’ll hook up at the Den or the Barracks first. Then their daddies will follow, searching for them. In the five years I’ve been president of the Hellfire Riders, I’ve had to warn off more than a few fathers who were coming for my brothers’ blood—and stare down the cops they often bring with them.
My inclination is to let the brothers handle that shit, instead. They bang the pussy, they deal with the consequences. The trouble is, more than one Rider is hotheaded enough to make a crap situation worse. Others think with their dicks. So it’s better to take care of it myself.
But I won’t have time for it over the next few weeks. Not while trying to bring two clubs together and getting rid of the Eighty-Eight Henchmen. Except for the old ladies and the girls we’ve known a while, best to forbid the brothers from bringing any women around here until everything has settled down. They want to fuck, they can do it in town.
I’ll get some pushback from the club, but it’s not the fathers I’m worried about now. The Eighty-Eight are cowardly motherfuckers. They won’t try to take us down face-to-face. Instead they’ll sneak up behind us, or they’ll find a vulnerable spot and weasel their way inside, where they’ll try to poison everything they find.
A woman can turn into a man’s vulnerable spot real quick. So we’ll have to look hard at any new pussy that shows up and starts clinging to one of the brothers, just in case she’s been sent by Reichmann, the Henchmen’s president.
Those Riders that already have women, we’ll be making sure they stay safe. Because that’s one way the Eighty-Eight will probably come at us. They’ll try to hurt our women. They have before. They went after Red Erickson’s daughter, and it’s the reason behind everything that’s happening now—the Steel Titans and the Hellfire Riders coming together, this brewing war with the Eighty-Eight Henchmen.
They went after Red’s daughter—and my woman. That’s when Reichmann and his men fucked up.
Jenny doesn’t make me vulnerable. She makes me a force of fucking nature. Unstoppable. Unyielding. There’s no line I won’t cross in order to protect her. I’ll have the blood of every single Henchman on my hands before they ever lay another finger on her.
No matter what it costs.
• • •
Almost fifteen years ago, protecting Jenny cost me a nickel over at the Snake River pen. I didn’t even know her then. I just saw a girl screaming as the Eighty-Eight’s president pinned her to the ground and got between her legs. With my arm fucked up by a shrapnel wound I got in Kosovo, I couldn’t pull him off her. So I kicked him off, instead.
That boot to the head killed him. I didn’t see Jenny again until she was testifying on my behalf at the trial. I still got five years in a prison cell for manslaughter, but I don’t regret a second of it. Didn’t regret it then, don’t regret it now. I’d do it a thousand times over again to anyone who threatened her. And this time, the killing wouldn’t be an accident, because if I ever lost her, I’d lose everything. Spending my life in prison would be nothing as long as I know she’s safe.
She’ll be safer if I’m with her, though. So we’re not charging in and killing Reichmann and his crew. Not yet.
We won’t wait long. The Eighty-Eight already killed one of my brothers, Goose, then planted enough heroin on him that the feds would have been taking a long, hard look at the Riders if we hadn’t found the stash first. I expect more sneaky shit will be coming at us.
But there’s another reason it’ll all be going down soon—and he’s riding his custom chopper up the drive toward the lodge. Red Erickson, the Steel Titans’ prez. This is his place. Jenny’s his daughter. And in a few months, the cancer eating away at his lungs will kill him. It’s why he came to me about folding the clubs together. There are two things he wants before he’s in the ground: to know that Jenny’s protected and to see Reichmann dead.
I’ll give him both.
The sickness isn’t showing yet. Red’s always been a big bastard, and he’s still solid muscle. He got his road name years ago because of his hair but the red’s not so bright anymore; his beard is mostly gray. Since Jenny’s small-boned and dark-haired, I figure she must take after her mother, who was killed in an accident when Jenny was a teenager.
Red cuts his engine, his gaze sweeping the near-empty lot. “Did everyone head out on a ride I don’t know about?”
Because so few bikes are here, even though it’s a Sunday afternoon in summer. “It’s moving day,” I say. “So almost every brother suddenly has a family reunion or a church service to attend.”
His grin is like his daughter’s—quick and wide. “And I’m suddenly not sorry that Jenny had me checking in on the brewery today. You hear from her yet?”
“About an hour ago.” When I was in town loading up the truck. She might have texted me—and Red—since then, but reception out here is shit. “She was just packing up. Says she’ll be heading out of Portland by six.”
Where she’s been tending a booth at a brewer’s festival for the better part of the week. A damn long week. Every night on the phone, I could hear how tired she was. And now she’s got a four-hour drive ahead of her. Chances are, she’ll head straight home and I won’t see her until she’s off work tomorrow.
Red nods. “I’m meeting Thorne up at the house. Why don’t you come on by and have a cold one.”
The back of my neck tightens. It seems like a simple invitation.
It’s not.
• • •
Before today, I haven’t stepped a foot in Jenny’s house. She’s invited me to but probably knew I wouldn’t come in. Because it’s not just her place; it belongs to Red, too. And although he handed over the lodge to me and the Hellfire Riders, this is still his territory. So I wasn’t about to disrespect him by going in.
Now it would have been disrespecting him not to. So I’m standing on his deck with one of Jenny’s ales in my hand, watching him lay half a dozen bratwurst on the grill. It’s a big deck, attached to a big house. He inherited it with the ranch but he and Thorne have done well for themselves over the years, partnering in a construction firm specializing in irrigation systems and reservoir tanks, and he’s poured some of that cash back into the house. Every room looks like it came out of a magazine, but they’re not fancy or sterile. Just large and open, the kind of place where you imagine strawberry pie in the summer and crackling fires in the winter.
And the entire spread—from the lodge to this house—will be Jenny’s when he’s gone. Maybe it already is. She’s told me that their lawyer keeps bringing around papers for her to sign.
Thorne comes through the French doors carrying a tray of plates and fixings. It’s easy to see he’s at home here. Years ago, he and Red both used to be Hellfire Riders. They walked away after clashing with Lucifer, the Riders’ first president, and started up the Steel Titans together. Thorne has been Red’s VP all that time—and they’re close enough that Jenny calls him ‘uncle.’
As soon as we fold the clubs together, Thorne will serve as my veep, too. So this probably won’t be the last time I’m standing here with him.
“You got everything moved over?” he asks me, leaning back against the deck rail and lighting up a Marlboro.
“Everything but what’s in the garage. Blowback’s taking care of that.” My current veep. “He’s particular about the tools.”
As in, he’ll kick the ass of anyone who leaves them lying around or out of place. So best to just let him put them all in their new places.
Thorne grins. “Sounds like Red. He show you his garage yet?”
I’ve only been through the front door, the main living room and kitchen, and out onto the deck. “Not yet.”
“We’ll get around to it. He’s got his own garage to clean out soon enough.” Red looks to me. “You set a date yet for moving out here?”
Into this house. With Jenny.
Something in my chest constricts. Just getting the chance to be with her was like being offered the moon. Living here with her? That’s like being given the sun. But I can’t take it yet. No matter how I want it, I can’t take it.
And I’ve waited too long to answer. Though Red’s eyes are the same light green as Jenny’s, hers have never been so cold. There’s serrated steel in his voice when he asks, “You having second thoughts about being with her?”
“No.” Fuck, no. “Not one.”
“But you aren’t sure about something.” Thorne’s tone is easy, but he’s white-knuckling his beer as he asks, “Maybe you think moving in here would be pushing Red out?”
“Bullshit,” Red says. “The house is big enough, we can both swing our dicks around without smacking each other. So what is it, boy?”
Now he’s just pushing my buttons. Boy. Another man would be swallowing broken teeth right now. No one calls the president of the Hellfire Riders boy.
But I can’t say what I need to say as the president of the Hellfire Riders. As prez, I don’t need to justify or explain myself—and I sure as hell don’t need to earn my place. We aren’t talking about the club, though.
“We aren’t speaking now prez to prez. I’m speaking to Jenny’s father. All right?”
“That depends on who you are.”
“I’m the man who’d rather be dead than live without her.”
“You lived without her for a long time.”
“No. She’s always been here.” Close enough to see, but never to touch. “She just wasn’t mine.”
Watching me, Red takes a long pull from his beer before nodding. “All right. Talk.”
“I haven’t earned the right to lie beside her here.”
“You think I’m deaf and blind?” He snorts and shakes his head. “She’s been in your bed for weeks now.”
And if that’s all Jenny ever gave me, I’d take it. But it’s not the same.
“That wasn’t here.” At this big house she calls her home. “This place means her future lies with mine. This place is for a family. I’ve got to earn those. I haven’t yet. Not until Reichmann’s dead.”
Because even though I was protecting her, Reichmann still got to her a few weeks ago. Got his hands on her. It doesn’t matter that I pulled him off or that he’s paid with pain and blood. It’s not enough. Not when he’s still out there and will still hurt her, given any chance.
“She wouldn’t agree you need to earn your place,” Thorne says. “She’d say you earned it fifteen years ago when you saved her at that rally.”
Red shakes his head. “She’d say he doesn’t have to earn it at all. That just her wanting him here is enough.”
“All respect to Jenny,” I tell them, “but she’d be wrong. On both counts.”
And I don’t need to explain that to Red. His anger’s gone now. He takes another long drink and finally says, “Even if you kill him, you’ll never deserve her.”
That’s a bare fact and one I’ve known for a long time. But it doesn’t mean I’ll ever let her go.
“I won’t argue that,” I tell him.
“Even if you did argue, I don’t give a shit about what you deserve. What I care about is what Jenny deserves. She deserves a man who’ll lay down his life for her. A man who’ll give his heart and his loyalty to her—and not just when it’s easy, but when it hurts.”
“That’s what she has.” What she’ll always have.
Red nods. “She might need you to move out here before you get to Reichmann.”
Because Red’s sick and going to get worse, and she won’t have anyone else. “If she needs me, I’ve already told her I’ll come.”
“That’ll do.” Smoke billows up when he opens the grill lid. “Now, prez to prez—how do you want to move forward? You want to patch in the Titans right away?”
“I want to wait. There’s bound to be friction now that the clubs are sharing the same house. We’ll let that settle down, go on a few rides together, let them start to feel like brothers. That way it’ll mean something when we give your men their new colors.”
“And my role?”
“You’re the Titans’ prez. I’ve no interest in pushing you out. The Riders aren’t taking over. We’re just coming together. So we’ll ride side by side until you can’t.”
He doesn’t say anything for a long minute, just turns the brats over. I’m not looking for an answer, anyway.
Except this one. “When the time comes, I’d like to patch you in first. Unless you plan to remain a Titan.”
Now he looks up. “I’ll tell you what—if Reichmann’s in the ground, I’ll die a Rider.”
Works for me. “You’ll look damn good in our colors.”
“He always did,” Thorne says as he crushes out his cigarette. “So we’re down to one problem: How are we taking out the Eighty-Eight?”
CHAPTER TWO
SAXON
Taking out the Eighty-Eight Henchmen won’t be the hard part. The hard part is getting to them. The how of that is still eating at me later that night while I’m working the speed bag in my garage. Though I’ve got the main door raised and a fan going, the air’s stifling. The muscles in my arms feel like hot iron, but I want the pain. It burns away the frustration of not knowing how to get at the Eighty-Eight, helping to clear my head and refocus on the problem.
And, Christ—I miss Jenny.
I should be hearing from her soon. My phone’s sitting on the weight bench. Any time now, she ought to be calling to say that she made it home all right. A week without her is too damn long. Next time she has one of these festivals, I’ll try to arrange at least a few days away and go with her.
But not until the Eighty-Eight are gone.
And this is not focused. Shaking my head, I pick up my gloves and move over to the heavy bag. The light in the garage spills down the short driveway. There’s no sound from outside but crickets. The street’s quiet. My place is on the tail of a dead end, with retirees living on either side of me. The lights in their houses went dark almost before the sun was down. Around eleven, Mrs. Caffee will come out in her robe and wait while her Pomeranian pisses on the Yoder’s flower beds. If I’m still out here then and she sees my garage light on, she’ll walk by and look in—just checking to make sure I haven’t accidentally left the garage door open, she always tells me. Jenny says the older woman’s probably just checking to see whether I’m wearing a shirt while I’m lifting.
Fuck. Maybe I should just ride out to the ranch house. I’ll see Jenny and get rid of this hollow ache in my gut.
But she’s been working her ass off all week. She’s always working her ass off, yet she’s never sounded as tired as she did on the phone. So I’ll let her rest—and keep my hands off her until tomorrow.
Anyway, I still haven’t earned that spot in her bed. And never will if I don’t focus on the fucking Eighty-Eight.
Their greed is going to take them down. Lots of outlaw clubs get mixed up in shit like they have. The Hellfire Riders haven’t—but we don’t have clean hands. When we’ve got a problem, we take care of it and the law wouldn’t look too kindly on some of the methods we’ve used. But we’re here to ride. We’re here to fuck and fight. We’re not here to get rich, and I’m careful about who the Riders ask favors from and who we end up owing.
But the Eighty-Eight started in California with a supremacist agenda and then began chasing the cash, adding chapters in other states. The local Eighty-Eight settled here about twenty years ago. Mostly they cook meth and supply the more powerful chapters. They’ve probably added other shit—hauling guns or whatever else—but it’s the meth that’ll bring them down. Because I don’t have a single fucking illusion about how brotherhood works in those clubs. If the supply doesn’t come, Reichmann and everyone else is dead.
I don’t want the bigger chapters to do my work, though. I just need the Eighty-Eight panicking. If I get rid of their cook, their kitchen, and the club’s officers, the others will scatter—afraid that they’ll be the ones to pay for the shipments that didn’t come.
It’ll have to be hard and clean and quick. And that’s the fucking trouble. The Eighty-Eight has a compound out in the boonies. Word is, there’s booby traps laid all around it. Maybe that’s just to scare people off, but I’m not betting my brothers’ lives on it. Some of the Eighty-Eight’s members make Ted Kaczynski look sane. And although we outnumber them, a head-on confrontation isn’t going to work. Riding in on fifty bikes is probably just asking to be gunned down from some fortified tower.
Or maybe gunned down from a few log cabins or tin shacks. Because we don’t know what we’d be heading into. None of the Riders have had eyes on the place.
We’ve got to get some info before heading in. Because the only other choice is trying to take out the Eighty-Eight somewhere else. Some kind of ambush while they’re out riding. But there’s too many variables in that scenario. Best to keep it simple. Burn down their kitchen. Take out Reichmann, the cook, and the officers.
I’ve got to get eyes out there.
My lungs are burning when I stop to wipe the sweat from my face. My arms are like hot rubber. I glance at my phone, then back toward the street when headlights cut through the dark. I squint against the glare before I recognize the rig.
Jenny’s truck.
My blood surges. My dick is hard so fast it hurts. I toss my gloves and head out of the garage as she pulls into the drive.
Her interior lights come on and the sight of her is like a punch to my chest. All that dark hair to wrap around my fist and those pink pouty lips already curved into a smile, as if the exhaustion bruising her eyes is nothing. She’s got on the black T-shirt and short black skirt that she wears at her brewery storefront, which means that after the festival was over, she didn’t even head back to the hotel and change into her regular clothes before coming home.
Before coming home to me.
Her green eyes are bright as she opens the door. “Look at you, all sweaty and half-naked. I must be a very good girl to deserve this.”
I grin and catch her waist before her boots touch the ground, pushing her back into the driver’s seat. “Mrs. Caffee will be coming out in a little while,” I say against her mouth. “I thought I’d give her something to dream about.”
Her lips part on a laugh and then I’m licking my way in, tasting chocolate and the coffee that kept her alert during the drive. Need is a hot fist in my gut, with fingers reaching up to squeeze my heart. God, this woman. She fucking owns me. I’m standing in my own damn driveway and somehow I’m the one coming home.
Her breath shudders when I raise my head. Her lips glisten.
Arousal hoarsens her voice. “I missed you. So much.”
“How much?” I grip her hips and slide her forward. Her thighs widen to make room for me and a hungry little moan escapes her when the hard length of my cock wedges against her pussy. “Because when I get you out of this truck and into the house, I’m gonna have you bent over the kitchen table as fast as I can—and maybe I’ll last one minute.”
Her small breasts jiggle a little when she laughs. Her nipples are like bullets beneath her tight shirt. “I’m not going to last much longer than that. I was thinking of you the entire way.”
“Yeah?” I run my fingertips up the inside of her thigh, watching her lips part. “Were you thinking of me licking your sweet pussy?”
She shivers. “Yes.”
“And taking my cock?”
“Yes. You were holding me down and fucking me so deep.” Her head falls back as she lifts her hips, grinding against my shaft. “Making me take all of it.”
Christ. Only her panties and my sweatpants are keeping me from sinking into her. “Were you wet?”
“I’m wetter now.”
And she’s trembling and breathless. Fuck. I’m not joking about how quickly I’ll have her and how long I’ll last. The second she’s in my house, I’m going balls deep into her juicy little pussy and filling her with my cum. But no matter how wet she is, her cunt never takes my dick easily; not right away. Better to get her ready now.
“Holding you down?” I grip the back of her neck and she stills, looking up at me. There’s no doubt in her eyes. Only need. “On your back or on your knees?”
“My knees. With you behind me.”
Standing here with the truck’s door open and Jenny sitting on the edge of the seat, I can’t get her into that position now. But it doesn’t matter. I back off a little, easing the pressure of my cock between her legs, and push my hand between us.
Her panties are soaked. Just fucking soaked. And I’m going to lose it.
“Tell me,” I say. It’s harsh but I can’t help it. I’m barely holding on. Her pussy’s so hot and wet and as soon as I get my fingers inside her I know she’ll feel like heaven. “Why was I making you take it? You didn’t want it?”
“I did. So much. But I shouldn’t.”
“Why?” I tug her panties aside and slick my middle finger between her pussy lips, plump and swollen with need.
She moans. “Because you’re a Rider. And it’ll cause so much trouble.”
Oh, fuck yeah. So much trouble—at least it would have a month ago. And I love where she’s going with this.
My grip tightens on her neck. Her breathing is fast and shallow as I push in to my first knuckle. Her inner walls clasp my finger as if she’s sucking me in. “How many times you imagine this, Jenny? The big bad Rider making you take his cock?”
She flashes a wicked little smile. “About every night for nine years.”
Since I got out of prison. The first time after the trial that we ran into each other. She’s been needing me almost as long as I’ve been needing her. “And your daddy’s the Titans’ prez.” So I couldn’t touch her for so damn long. “If I make you take it, you don’t have to feel bad, do you? You’re not disloyal, even when you beg me for it.”
Her hips rock forward. “I won’t ever beg.”
“Even when I hold you down, princess? When I tease your tight little cunt? When I make you come?”
“I won’t come. I won’t give in.”
Her body shakes when my thumb glides over her clit. “You want me to make you come now?”
“I won’t.”
“I’m going to make you.” Her cunt grips my finger as I push deeper and she cries out, her back arching. “I’m going to make you come so fucking hard. Then your hot pussy is going to take every inch of my dick. Tell me you want it.”
“No.”
“No?” I snarl against her lips. “You’re riding my hand, princess. Your pussy juice is all over my fingers. You want more?”
“No,” she says and I give it to her, sliding a second finger in, forcing her snug inner walls to stretch, working her clit faster. She clings to my arms, her fingernails digging into my biceps. “Saxon. God. God. Please.”
Not playing anymore. Her whole body’s trembling and stiffening. About to come.
“I’m going to get you inside and fuck you, Jenny.” Voice rough, I pump harder into her. “You are going to take every fucking inch. Then I’m going to suck on your clit until you come again. You want that?”
“Yes.”
Christ, she’s so beautiful when she comes. Her green eyes glaze over and her cheeks flush before she curls closer, her mouth hot and open against my neck. Her cry is muffled against my throat. My balls tighten with the need to come when her pussy convulses around my fingers, and I keep pumping, keep sliding my thumb over her clit until her hips buck and she’s suddenly pushing me away.
“No more.” She’s panting. “I can’t again.”
She will when we get inside. But I ease back for now, slipping out of her pussy and sucking the wetness from my fingers. My right hand smooths down her spine, holding her against me as she catches her breath. Her forehead’s pressed to my shoulder and little shudders run through her every few seconds.
Finally she lifts her head and looks up at me. “Well, that was a fun little hello.” Her voice is as soft and as warm as the expression in her eyes. “God, it’s been a long week.”
“Too long.” I push her hair back from her face. “You’re tired as fuck.”
“Then it’s a good thing you’ll be doing all the work when we get inside; I can just lie there and fall asleep, right?” She gives me another wicked smile when I grin, then tugs at my waistband and runs her fingers over my cockhead. That light tease is torture. “Though I can’t say I’m looking forward to dragging myself out of bed and driving out to the ranch later. So I’ll make you a deal. You carry in my case and I’ll lie there all night.”
That’s a deal I’ll take. I drop a kiss to her mouth and back up. Her overnight bag is in the bed of the truck, strapped in with a bungee cord. As I unhook the cord, movement by the Caffee’s fence makes me glance in that direction.
Not a gray-haired woman in a robe. Not a little white dog. Instead it’s the dull gleam of a shotgun barrel, swinging up and taking aim.
“Jenny—”
The blast drowns out my roar. My ears are ringing and for a second I’m not here, it’s not hot but cold and my shoulder’s like crushed glass, and I can smell the burning fuel and my blood and hear Anderson screaming because his leg’s been blown off—but it’s not a marine screaming. It’s Jenny, begging.
“Oh, Jesus, help me. Please, please.” She’s pulling at my arm and I’m on my knees.
Gotta get up. But my head’s spinning and my legs won’t steady.
“He’s down!” The shout comes from across the yard. “Go grab the girl. The boss wants his whore.”
Jenny. Reichmann sent his men for her.
“Get in the house,” I tell her roughly. I’ll slow them down here. “Run.”
Tears streaking her cheeks, she shoves her hands under my arms and pushes. “Get in!”
I stagger up and suddenly there’s some skinhead fucker with a swastika tattooed into his neck coming around the nose of the truck and looking surprised that I’m alive. Quick, I’m on him, my fist in his gut and my elbow slamming into his back. He’s down and I grab his skull and drive his face into the concrete, then my shoulder’s on fire and Jenny’s screaming, pulling at me.
“Get in!” She throws her shoulder into my gut like a linebacker, knocking me back against the truck cab. “The other one’s coming with the shotgun!”
And I’m fading. I slide across her seat and there’s blood dripping all over me. Then she shouts “Down!” and the cab’s back window explodes, showering glass, and Jenny’s crouching low in her seat and shifting into reverse.
We bump across something, the curb or a body and I don’t give a fuck. My arm’s not moving. I can’t lift my head and my neck’s raining blood. I fall against the passenger door when she whips the truck around, then she’s sitting up, the streetlights racing by in long bright ribbons as she tears off her shirt.
“Hold this against your neck. Saxon! Please, please.” She takes a quick glance at the road. Then she’s leaning over, cramming the wadded shirt against my throat before taking my hand and lifting it to press against the same spot. “Keep it there. The hospital’s only five minutes away. Just hold on.”
I’ll hold on. Because now she’s crying, smears of blood mixing with her tears, and she’s not talking to me but just sobbing over and over please I can’t lose him please don’t take him too please don’t.
I don’t know who she’s begging but there’s no one who could take me away. I’ll never leave her.
But I’ll tell her that later, when I can. I’m too tired now. I’m just going to sleep.
It’s been a damn long week.
CHAPTER THREE
SAXON
Everything’s so fucking bright. The light’s drilling into my skull. I squint against it and turn my head, and there’s a ragged draw of breath beside me. Jenny.
She’s leaning over me, her face like a bleached sheet stained by raw pink around her eyes.
“No crying. I’m not leaving you,” I tell her and there’s a desert in my throat. Nothing but a rasping whisper comes through. “You all right?”
“Yeah.” Despite what I told her, those green eyes are filling again and I can hear the thickness in her voice. “So are you.”
That’s good. But she doesn’t give me a chance to say so, leaning in, her breath hot against my ear.
“I said I didn’t see who it was,” she says softly, so softly, then her lips press to my cheek and she’s lifting her head again. “The sheriff’s here to ask you a few questions, and the nurses will probably poke you again, so I’ll be back when they’re done.”
I nod and realize she’s holding my hand. She starts to pull away but I tighten my fingers.
“You all right, Jenny?” I think I already asked. I don’t think I believed her answer.
She smiles and her tears spill over. “I’m all right.”
• • •
JENNY
I’m not all right. My chest feels like an iceberg is lodged inside it, heavy and cold. But I’m not numb. I wish I was. Because then I wouldn’t be hurting so much. Then I might not be seeing blood explode from Saxon’s shoulder and neck every time I close my eyes.
I thought I lost him.
The Henchman used a shotgun, the favored weapon of motorcycle clubs because the ballistics are harder for the cops to trace—there’s no rifling on the shot pellets—and you don’t have to aim carefully, which is perfect when you’re firing while driving by on a bike. You just have to be close to a target for a shotgun to be effective. That probably saved Saxon’s life. The Henchman was just far enough away and hit mostly muscle; they had to dig a pile of lead shot out of Saxon’s left shoulder. But the pellets also ripped a big chunk out of his neck and there was so much blood. I thought his artery was torn open. I thought he was as good as dead and I was just watching him bleed out.
If the Henchman had aimed just a little more to the right, Saxon would have bled out.
And everyone keeps asking if I’m all right. Half a dozen cups of coffee have been shoved into my hand, but I can’t get warm and I can’t wake up from the nightmare of seeing him bleed and bleed and then pass out.
I thought I was watching Saxon die. He came back from it. Thank God he came back from it.
I don’t think I have yet.
• • •
“You know what’s stupid?” my friend Anna asks. “The whole ‘I’m gonna rape you in revenge’ thing.”
I tear my gaze from the hallway where Saxon’s hospital room is. The sheriff hasn’t come out yet. “What?”
“The Eighty-Eight and the way they’re after you.” She says that quietly, so that she can’t be overheard. “Because, really, what does anyone get out of that? Especially when you’d be worth so much more for your brain. I mean, think about it. You brew beer and you’ve got a degree in chemistry. How hard would cooking meth for them be?”
God. “I’m not exactly Walter White.”
“I bet you could do it. So if I was a criminal mastermind, I wouldn’t want your pussy. I’d just chain you up and force you to make drugs all day and I’d get rich selling them. Then I’d hire a bunch of cabana boys and bang them. In revenge.”
“Reichmann isn’t a mastermind.” And he doesn’t want my pussy. He just wants to hurt me.
She snorts. “Like I said. ‘You know what’s stupid?’”
True. But stupid can still be pretty damn dangerous.
Sheriff Landauer isn’t in Saxon’s room long. He’s already talked to me but I’m not surprised when he heads my way again. When she sees him, Anna gets that fighting look on her face, like she’s going to tell him to back off or wait until tomorrow or go sit on a sharp stick. I shake my head and she deflates.
“You sure?”
I nod and she gets up, moving across the waiting room to where her brother, Stone, and a handful of other Hellfire Riders are sitting. There were more here earlier, but after Saxon woke up and they got the news that he was going to be all right, some of them started taking off for home.
Landauer folds himself into the chair at my left and caps his bony knee with his hat. He’s lean and wiry, with short blond hair salted by gray and sporting a Clint Eastwood jut in his jaw. A scar on his upper lip makes him look like he’s always sneering, but he’s not so bad.
“You doing all right?”
I can only manage a short, hollow laugh.
“Yep, that’s what I thought. I thought I saw Red earlier? I didn’t get a chance to say hello to him.”
My dad. I don’t know if they’re really friendly enough to exchange hellos, or if Landauer is just making it sound like they are so I’ll relax around him. I’ve never heard my dad say a bad word against the sheriff—which isn’t the case for almost every other cop around the area. “He’s picking up clothes for me.”
I tug at the front of the scrubs that the hospital gave to me. I came in half naked, with my shirt wadded against Saxon’s neck and my shorts soaked in his blood. My suitcase is in my truck but the sheriff has already said I won’t be getting anything out of it until they’ve finished processing the vehicle.
His gaze skims over the assembled Riders, who are looking this way. Maybe thinking they need to extricate their first lady from the cop’s grasp. I meet Blowback’s eyes. I can handle this. He says something to the others and they’ve all suddenly got other things to look at.
“You know I always thought your man got a bum deal all those years ago. Crane was a real hard-ass.”
The county prosecutor. “I guess.”
“He should have dropped the charges when you came forward.”
“A jury didn’t agree. They didn’t seem to think anything I said mattered.”
“Well, Crane did a good job of painting him as a troublemaking piece of shit, didn’t he?” He leans forward, hands clasped between his knees, watching my face. “Now here we are.”
“Where are we?”
“Fifteen years ago he was kicking Timothy Reichmann off of you. Now Reichmann’s little brother is president of a biker gang, and word is he’s after you. You, even though it was Saxon Gray that killed his brother.”
Because Luke Reichmann is a misogynist coward who thinks that his brother was just giving me what I deserved—and because he knows better than to go after Saxon. Or at least, he did know better. But he still didn’t come himself. He sent two of his men, instead.
But, supposedly, I don’t know that. “‘Word is’ he’s after me? Who’s saying that?”
Landauer doesn’t tell me but continues, “And word is, there was an altercation between Gray and Reichmann out at the Corral a couple of weeks ago, and that maybe you were in the middle of it.”
I wasn’t in the middle of it. I was in a booth and shoved up against a wall with Reichmann threatening me until Saxon pulled him off. But I only shrug. “I was there with Saxon but I didn’t see any altercation.”
“Word also is that Reichmann came into the ER about a week after that to have three of his fingers reattached. Says he got them caught in a mower. The doctors saved two.”
His fingers had been cut off? I don’t have to lie about this. “I don’t know anything about that.”
But I’m not sorry or shocked, either.
The sheriff lifts his shoulders in an easy shrug. “Eh, he lives on a farm. All kinds of accidents can happen, especially if you’re mowing at night as he says he was. But it occurs to me that a pattern is forming—and escalating—and that your man might have taken the latest hit tonight. Which means the next hit will be worse.”
He’s right. I can’t imagine that the Hellfire Riders won’t strike back hard and fast, and that it’ll be bloody. I’m not giving Landauer what he wants, though. “So all these words are flying around—and they’re saying I might be in danger—and this is the first time you’re talking to me? Why is that? Maybe because until someone is shot or raped, there’s not much you can do to help me? That’s a little too late, isn’t it?”
“I can help now.”
No, he can’t. Because even if I hand him the men who attacked us tonight and he makes an arrest, those Henchmen aren’t going to point their fingers at Reichmann and say he’s the one who gave the orders. They’re going to keep their mouths shut and nothing will change. I’ll still be in danger. Landauer can’t protect me. Saxon can.
The only question is how much he’ll pay for protecting me. Again.
“I might have run over one of the shooters,” I say. “Or maybe it was Saxon’s mailbox. I don’t know; I was hunched down in my seat because they’d just shot out my back window.” All of which he’ll find out by looking at my truck; I’m not telling him anything he doesn’t already know or won’t discover. “You’ve got my truck so I guess you’ll know whether it was a man that I ran over, and if you find a body with tire tracks on it, I guess you’ll know whether I killed him. So, what do you think? Is Crane going to come after me for manslaughter because I was in a rush trying to save a man after he’d been shot? Because that doesn’t seem much different than prosecuting a man who accidentally killed someone while saving a girl from being raped.”
“It doesn’t sound much different at all,” he surprises me by agreeing. “What does sound different is taking out the ‘accident.’ Say, if a man trying to protect his woman decides to retaliate instead of just defend. Maybe you think the only difference is the law drawing a line, because protection is protection…but it’s a difference that will send a man away for a long time.”
I know. And the crushing weight in my chest is suddenly heavier, colder. “I wish I could help. But I didn’t see who they were. I was turning to go into the house when he was shot and then I was ducking behind the truck.”
“And you didn’t hear anything?”
The boss wants his whore. “No. Maybe they said something, but I didn’t hear it. I was making a lot of noise, too—I started screaming after the shot went off and I realized Saxon had been hit.”
Saxon’s neighbors will confirm that.
He gives a deep sigh. “All right. If you suddenly do remember seeing or hearing something, though, you’ll let me know?”
“I will.”
“Good thing.” Landauer slaps his thighs like he’s about to get up, then pauses. “Because word is, during that altercation at the Corral, your man was in the process of retaliating…but then you asked him not to. Word is you said you couldn’t bear losing him or seeing him in prison again. Which he would be, if he murdered someone.”
My throat is a ragged burn. I can’t answer.
“I guess I’ll just hope evidence turns up that can help me get the bastards who shot at you locked away—along with anyone who might have told them to pull the trigger. Then there will be no one around to threaten you, and no one your man will need to protect you from, you see?”
I nod and he gets to his feet, hat in hand.
“Well, maybe just sleep on it, Miss Erickson. A bit of rest has a way of jogging the memory.”
And he obviously knows that being terrified of losing someone you love does, too.
CHAPTER FOUR
JENNY
“I never hated hospitals the way that some people do,” my dad says.
It’s the first thing either of us have spoken in a little while. The clock reads just after four. Anna’s dozing against my shoulder. In a room down the hall, Saxon’s pumped full of painkillers and he’ll be sleeping until morning, at least—and I can’t sit with him, because Pine Valley’s hospital is tiny and now he’s sharing space with a teenager who fell from a window while trying to sneak out of his house. The kid’s parents are sitting beneath the silenced TV mounted in the corner. The mom is sleeping and the dad looks about to nod off. Whatever happened, the kid must not have been hurt too bad. If he was, they’d have shuttled him to the hospital up in Bend.
I don’t like hospitals or hate them. But I would have guessed my dad hated them. Especially now, when being here must make him think of everything that’s coming for him.
Or not coming for him. Because I don’t think he’ll wait until he’s in a hospital. I don’t think he’ll make me sit in a room like this. No. He’ll take a ride down to Crater Lake, maybe. It was always one of his favorite runs. And the north road winding up around the caldera doesn’t have guardrails or a shoulder, despite the sheer drop on the other side of the white line. A sick man could just…fly.
So I can’t even ask him why he doesn’t hate them. The iceberg in my chest has become a glacier moving into my throat. I just look at him instead. He’s not looking back but watching the woman at the nurse’s station.
His voice is a little rougher now. “They remind me of your mother.”
Who’d been a nurse, too. She hadn’t worked here. Her scrubs were a different color. But I guess it doesn’t matter.
I take his hand. Years ago, when I’d first gone to college, I started on a medical track mostly because of my mom. Hoping to carry on some kind of legacy for her, because she hadn’t got much of a chance to make her own. I ended up majoring in organic chemistry, but instead of heading to medical school, I went for a master’s in business admin and started up my brewery. I’ve never regretted it until now. If I’d gone to medical school, maybe I would have known that Saxon wasn’t dying, that his artery wasn’t perforated.
Instead I brew a lot of beer. I don’t know if I could ever drink enough to make me forget the moment I thought he was dead.
“And you know what your mom would be doing right now, Jenny? She’d be sitting up at that desk and thinking that all of these assholes just need to go home.”
“Dad—”
“He’s right,” Anna mumbles next to me. My pillow of a shoulder has left a big pink splotch on her cheek. She signals to Stone, who nods. “And I need to get going, or Saxon’s going to be really pissed and fire me for falling asleep at the Den tomorrow. You want to crash at my place?”
“I’m not going.”
She looks over my head to my dad. I don’t see what passes between them but she nods and stands, stretching her arms and popping her neck. “God, I’m going to feel this crick all week. All right. Call me if you need me, okay?”
“Okay.”
“If he’s still here, I’ll come back before my shift tomorrow and bring you lunch.” She leans down to hug me. “He’s fine. You know he’s tough and way too mean to let this slow him down.”
“I know. Thanks.”
She’s only gone a minute when my dad says, “We ought to get going, too. You need to sleep.”
Maybe I do. That doesn’t mean I can. “I won’t be able to.”
“When you came in, they checked you over. Prescribed you a sedative, didn’t they?”
One that will knock me out longer than I want to be. If I take it, Saxon will probably wake up before I do. “Yes, but—”
“I picked it up at the pharmacy when I went to get your clothes. Now you listen, all right? These guys aren’t going anywhere.” He gestures to Blowback, Stone, and Gunner—the three Riders still here. “They’re going to watch and make sure that no one gets to him while he’s sleeping. He’ll be safe.”
Safe. How can he be safe? My eyes are burning. “Daddy, you didn’t see him. There was so much blood—”
“And it’s stopped bleeding. They’ve given him more. They’re taking care of him. But you look like shit and if he sees you like this, it’s not going to help him. He’ll just worry more than he already is. And I know that, Jenny. I know it because I’m feeling the same. I’ve never seen you look so close to breaking.”
Because I’ve never felt so close. Closer now, because that ragged edge to his breath has returned, the one that comes just before he has a coughing fit and spits a little blood.
“Okay,” I whisper. “We’ll go home. I’ll try to sleep.”
He nods and wraps a strong arm around my shoulders, squeezing. “You’ll be all right, baby girl.”
Maybe. I just don’t see how.
• • •
SAXON
“So they’re letting you walk out of here?” Gunner asks, and his careful tone tells me that he really wants to say I’m batshit crazy, but he knows better than to speak those words to me.
“I didn’t give them much choice.” Besides, they only wanted to keep me to watch for infection. There’s nothing more they can do to patch me up. But I’m not stupid. I’ll take my antibiotics like a good boy and come back if I start running a fever. What I don’t want is to hang around here, doped on morphine when Landauer can walk in and start questioning me again. I need a clear head. The pain of moving around will give me that. “How’s Jenny?”
“She’s holding up. Red pretty much dragged her home around four.”
It’s only seven-thirty now. I’d have been ready to go earlier but I had to wait on paperwork and the doctor giving me a final look-over. I pull on my jeans and grab the shirt lying folded on the chair. This is going to hurt like a motherfucker. Luckily I’m still floating on the shit they gave me last night.
Carefully I wind the sleeve up my arm. A big padded bandage covers the front of my shoulder. I’m told it looks like ground beef underneath. The chunk out of my neck is the one I’ll have to be most careful about, making sure not to rip open the stitches. The one that hurts most, though, is on the side of my jaw, in a spot covered by a measly square inch of gauze. One little pellet hit bone, and opening my mouth makes me want to slam my fist through a wall.
But I keep jawing, because what I have to say is more important than a little pain. “I want either Hashtag or Scarecrow with Jenny every second. And find a way to get the phones working out there. Or get them a sat phone for now.”
“We’ll do it.”
“I’ve got a list of prescriptions.”
“We’ll send a prospect to pick them up,” Gunner says and looks over as Stone and Blowback come in.
Stone’s gaze shoots to the other bed. “The kid’s asleep?”
“He’s pretending,” I say. “And he’s going to keep his fucking mouth shut. Aren’t you, boy?”
He doesn’t open his eyes but just nods. I’d grin if my jaw wasn’t aching so bad. There’s nothing we’ve said I care about getting out, anyway.
“What’s your name, kid?”
“Thomas James Clark,” Blowback answers me before the boy can. By now, he probably knows how much the kid weighed when he was born and which girl in town he’s sneaking out to stick his dick in.
Stone adds, “But we’re calling him the Defenestrator, because it’s much more badass to be thrown out a window than to fall out, right? So you should use that at school, kid. Put it on the back of your jacket.”
The boy finally speaks. “I don’t even know how to spell it.”
“Jesus. I’m gonna look you up in month and kick your ass if you can’t spell it for me then.”
“Listen to him, kid. He gets real serious about defenestration.” Shoving my feet into my boots, I pick up the sling the nurse left for me. “Let’s roll. Get Widowmaker on the horn and have him start contacting the brothers. I want everyone who can get there out at the lodge in two hours. My kutte’s at the house. So is my phone and my bike. Someone needs to ride it out to the ranch.”
It won’t be me. Not for a few days, at least.
“I’ll do it,” Stone says. “Gunner has his rig. You can drop me off and ride out to the lodge with him.”
Good. We’ll see if the cops are still around my place, too. I won’t be.
I haven’t earned my place in Jenny’s home yet. But I don’t fucking care. We didn’t expect this move from Reichmann. And we always assumed she’d be safe out at the ranch. I’m not assuming she’ll be safe anywhere anymore. Not until Reichmann’s a dead man.
But that death will be upon him real soon, because I’m coming for him. And nothing’s going to stop me.
• • •
JENNY
I didn’t take the sedative but I did try to sleep. I did a little, I think. When the alarm I set for eight rang, I must have been dozing, because it startled me awake. I called the hospital to check on Saxon and found out he’d already been released, but he didn’t answer his phone when I tried to discover where he’d gone. Then my dad got the message that they’re having an emergency meeting out at the clubhouse. So they’re all going to make plans to take out the Eighty-Eight and there’s a good chance that even though he survived a shotgun blast, I’m going to lose him anyway. If not in this war with Reichmann, then because Landauer knows too much and he’ll know exactly who to look at. So Saxon will go to prison and he won’t be sorry, because he’ll have done it protecting me.
And I can’t even breathe, imagining it. Everything hurts. It hurts so much that I’m finally numb, making my way like a zombie through a shower and getting dressed, then eating a few bites of breakfast and taking my dad’s truck out to the old barn where my brewery is.
No matter what happens, there will always be work. I’ll lose my dad, I’ll lose Saxon, but work will always be waiting for me.
I wonder how long it will be before the work isn’t enough to keep me going.
I’m only there a few minutes when I hear a bike coming up the drive. Not Saxon’s. I know the sound of his Harley by now. Not my dad’s either. I grab the shotgun I stashed in my office last year when Reichmann’s threats started circulating and check the window.
Hashtag. One of the Hellfire Riders’ prospects, but just because he isn’t patched in doesn’t mean he’s a newbie. I don’t know much about him except that Stone was the one who sponsored him. He’s a few years younger than me, maybe twenty-six or -seven, and the way he walks, I’m pretty sure he was military once upon a time. Probably pretty recently.
He sees my gun and his hands shoot up. “The prez sent me to look after you!”
Of course Saxon did. I wave him in.
Scarecrow shows up about a half hour later and he looks like his name. He starts making rounds, Hashtag sticks close to me, and he’s asking me so many questions about the brewhouse that I don’t hear Gunner’s truck coming. I just turn and Saxon’s there, his arm in a sling and his beard gone. My heart thumps hard and I think the iceberg’s cracking, because he’s here and so alive, looking mean and hard and just the way I like him.
My hand shakes, making the hydrometer I’m holding clatter against the side of its tray before it slips into place. “Hey.”
He looks to Hashtag. “Get gone.”
The prospect makes himself scarce. I’m not really sure where he heads. Saxon’s coming toward me, his dark blue eyes locked on my face. I can’t see anything else, and the iceberg’s cracking but it’s just bringing all the pain back. Because I don’t know where to touch him. I don’t know what’s going to hurt him.
But I know he’ll never tell me what does.
I need to touch him, though. My throat a solid knot, I skim my fingertips down the right side of his jaw. “You shaved.”
“The nurse did this morning. They had to scrape off a patch to get the shot out, so she finished it up.” His voice is low and rough. His gaze is all over my face. “You’re all right?”
God. “Are you?”
“I am if you are.”
“Then I’m fine.” My breath shudders when his big hand cups my face and his thumb caresses my cheek. “Landauer knows it was the Eighty-Eight. I didn’t say anything. I didn’t have to say anything.”
“I know.”
“He’s going to be watching you. Making sure you don’t do anything to retaliate.”
“I know. But you know I’m going to take care of this.”
Because I can’t trust myself to speak, because my chest feels like it’s being crushed, I just nod.
“You’ll be safe, princess.” Every word seems cast in iron. “I’m heading out to the lodge now but if you need anything, you just ask. You need me here and I’ll come.”
“Okay,” I manage.
“You gonna work here most the day?”
“I think so. I’ve got a lot to catch up on after a week away. And I just…I need to keep busy.”
He nods and his thumb brushes over my lips. “I’ll be staying with you at your house tonight. That all right?”
It’s the only thing that is. “Yes.”
Something dark moves across his expression then he’s bending his head. His mouth catches mine in a kiss that’s too sweet and too brief. “I’ll see if I can keep you busy tonight—and hope your dad doesn’t have a shotgun.”
I laugh and for a second, everything inside me lightens. “He has one. So just hope he doesn’t have better aim than a Henchman.”
His grin comes—then it goes so fast I realize that even smiling hurts him and pain crushes my chest. I hide it, hide it hard, and I must do a good job because instead of asking me if I’m all right he kisses me again. Then he’s gone, heading toward the meeting that might take him from me forever.
But I could stop it. I could stop it.
Though if I did, I’d lose him anyway.
CHAPTER FIVE
JENNY
Motorcycle clubs take care of their own shit. You don’t go running to the cops. A club member who did would be betraying his brothers. I’m not a Hellfire Rider, I’m not an old lady, but I’m Saxon’s. By telling Landauer anything about last night, I’d be betraying him.
But I keep seeing that blood. And I wonder what would be harder to live with: Saxon dead or Saxon not loving me?
I know the answer. Because in the moment last night that his eyes closed and his bloodied body seemed lifeless, I’d have done anything, anything, to bring him back. Even if I never held him again.
Maybe there’s another way, though. I don’t know what it is. I’m trying to think of one, but Hashtag has moved away from asking questions; instead he’s telling me about the night-vision goggles that he and Scarecrow will be using to make sure Reichmann doesn’t try to sneak up on us in the dark again. Then he says that everything would be a lot easier if they could just bomb the shit out of the Eighty-Eight’s compound, and Scarecrow tells him that he’s been fighting overseas too long and forgot about the old ladies and kids that are probably living out there, or maybe he just doesn’t give a shit about collateral damage and would like to send in a drone, then they start sniping about the last presidential election and I have to tell them to shut the fuck up so I can think.
But I’m not thinking. I’m just hurting. And now they both keep apologizing, so I tell them to follow me up to the house where I can make us all something for lunch. As soon as I’m there I sit them down in the kitchen, then open the refrigerator and stare at the nothing inside.
A little milk. One egg. Usually one of the Titans’ prospects goes grocery shopping for my dad on Monday morning—a perk of being the president of a motorcycle club is that he doesn’t ever have to do any of that everyday stuff—but Bottlecap must not have gone today, because he’s in an emergency meeting.
Because Saxon was shot.
Because he agreed to protect me.
“I guess we don’t have anything,” I say dully, then something inside me breaks and I’m bawling. For an endless time, I stand sobbing helplessly in front of the open icebox and I can feel both Scarecrow and Hashtag silently panicking behind me, wondering what to do, but there’s nothing they can do.
Maybe there’s something I can do, though.
I wipe my face and draw a ragged breath. “Don’t tell Saxon I did that, okay?”
“Sure thing,” Hashtag says. I know he’s lying. “It’s just delayed shock or whatever.”
“Right.”
Scarecrow offers, “How about I run into town and grab us all something to eat? It won’t take me long.”
I’ve got a better idea. “How about we all just go? I wanted to meet up with Anna sometime today, anyway.”
“All right,” Hashtag agrees. “I just need to let the boss know we’re headed out. You got a magic spot around here so I can send a text?”
Somewhere the phone reception gets through. “Sometimes you can get a bar or two if you’re in the window seat in my room. But there’s a land line here. The clubhouse is the first number on the speed dial.”
“Yeah, that’s great, but real talking sucks. Is it okay if I head up to your room?”
I nod and start for the stairs. “I’ll show you.”
Because I’ve got a couple of messages to send, too.
• • •
SAXON
My shoulder’s hurting like a son of a bitch on fire. The few ibuprofen I took aren’t cutting it, but the heavy-duty painkillers I’ve got will fog up my brain and put me half to sleep. Maybe there’s no difference, though. There’s pain that clears your head and pain that empties your head, and I’m right on the edge of the second.
Luckily I haven’t had to do much talking. Instead Red’s been laying everything out—who the brothers need to be looking out for and which parts of our asses we need to cover before any cops come poking around. Where the safe houses are if anyone wants to tuck away their family for a bit. The equipment and info we still need before we can head out to the compound.
“The easiest way to get that info is to grab a Henchman and persuade him to tell us about their setup. But Reichmann and the others are likely to be lying low the next week or so,” he says. “They got to know that the sheriff’s watching all of us real close. Reichmann’s as stupid as a donkey’s ass, though, so he might want to come out and bray.”
“But even if he does, he’ll still hide behind someone,” I say and the flare of agony in my jaw puts spots in front of my eyes. “He’s got two gears: hurting someone weaker than he is, or ordering his brothers to hurt someone stronger. So he’s not going to come out alone.”
“And if he does come out?” Beaver asks.
“Ride on. You let us know he was out, but you ride on. We’re only looking to get one alone.” I glance at Blowback. “And we’ll make sure he talks.”
Picasso frowns. “What about the prospect that trashed Zoomie’s bike? We know where he is, don’t we?”
“He’s gone.”
Eyes flat and face hard, my veep answers. Looking at him, most of the brothers are probably assuming that Blowback took the prospect out. He didn’t. Blowback got some info from him a few weeks ago—mostly about the Eighty-Eight’s meth operation—but the prospect vanished about a day after. We still don’t know if he took off or if Reichmann killed him for talking.
“So we need that info,” Red says. “We don’t want to leave shit to chance. And we don’t want to leave anything that’ll point to us. So when we burn their house down, we need to be like a dick in a rubber—we go in clean and we come out clean.”
Fuck. That’s a good one. But grinning makes my head pound and my temper short, so when I see Bottlecap sidling along the wall toward Red and me, the look I give the prospect freezes him in place.
He holds up a phone—my phone. The last I saw it I was dumping it in a basket with everyone else’s so there weren’t any distractions and no one got their asses kicked for texting during the meeting.
“You got a few messages,” the kid says.
“Prez,” Red reminds him quietly.
“You got a few messages, Prez. I’m on phone duty.”
“Bring it here. Everyone else, take ten minutes.” Two messages. “You got reception here?”
“No, sir. I was babysitting them out by the bend in the road.”
One from Hashtag. Miss E was crying her eyes out because the fridge is empty. We’re heading to PV for lunch.
Into town. “Who usually shops for groceries?”
“Me, sir.”
“You make sure you get them this afternoon.”
“Yes, sir.”
I read the message again. My chest is tight as fuck. Crying her eyes out. Jenny doesn’t cry easy. Not over food. She told me she’s all right.
She’s not.
But there’s no message from her, asking for me to come. Just one from Zoomie. According to Blowback, she’s not here because she’s flying a helitack crew out to a wildfire a few counties over. That probably pisses her off. She’s real careful never to give any brothers the opportunity to say she isn’t pulling her weight—and some will. They won’t say shit about the others who couldn’t get off work to come to this meeting. But some will say maybe she’s afraid to mix it up with the Eighty-Eight.
It’s not about the meeting, though. Jenny’s asking me if I know any aerial photographers so she can make a brochure. BUT SHE DIDN’T WANT TO HIRE MY BIRD. I gave her a few other names but WTF? She wants them by tomorrow. TOMORROW. Is she okay?
Irritation spikes through me. What’s the big fucking deal about tomorrow? There’s nothing else going on. And if Zoomie’s upset that Jenny wants to hire someone else, that’s her damn business. Jenny’s not running a lemonade stand. Everything she does with that brewery is based on all kinds of marketing research and she plans everything ahead—
Hell. She plans a lot further ahead than tomorrow. That’s what Zoomie’s getting at. There’s nothing particular about tomorrow. It’s just that Jenny doesn’t run her business that way.
She’s usually generous with her friends, too. I’ve seen it. There’s pretty much nothing she won’t give them and tossing a little business in their direction is just part of it—just like the brothers look to each other before hiring someone outside the club.
And she’s not all right. Breaking down and crying.
It isn’t hard to guess what’s going on. Throwing herself into work, distancing herself from her friends. She’s blaming herself for this. Maybe worried she’ll put a target on Zoomie just by being close. Probably real scared the Eighty-Eight will come for me again. If that’s the case, nothing will help her but getting out to the Eighty-Eight’s compound and finishing this.
And I’m the stupidest fuck that ever lived.
I write a response. She’ll be all right. Get your ass here ASAP. I need to hire your bird.
Bottlecap’s still waiting. I give him the phone. “That’ll send when you get back out there, yeah?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Then get back out there.” I look to Red. “We’ll get eyes on the compound. They’re just not going to be on the ground.”
• • •
Blowback will be going up with Zoomie tomorrow night. She’ll fly, he’ll scope the place out. Easier than nabbing a Henchman—and less likely to go balls up. I’d rather it be earlier but it might be best this way. I pushed too hard today. I can deal with pain but my shoulder stiffened up. If I don’t get a full day of resting this arm I won’t be any good when the time comes to go after Reichmann.
But I’m already damn sorry I took those painkillers before coming to the ranch house. I’m feeling almost drunk and didn’t put up much resistance when Jenny pushed me down onto her big bed and told me to stay put. But she’s not here with me. Instead she’s putting away the clothes that she picked up from my house. So I’m just lying here, my body heavy, watching her make room for me in her place. Though in truth, it’s an easy fit. I don’t have much and Jenny’s basically got the whole upstairs floor to herself. They’ve opened up and expanded the rooms, so she’s got a huge suite with big windows overlooking the orchard out back. Nothing girly, either. I’d have been fine with that if it was. But instead there’s lots of browns and golds and greens, like she took the colors from her hair and eyes and made a room of them.
And I don’t think I was wrong. She’s distancing herself. Blaming herself. It’s subtle, but she doesn’t look at me as often as she usually does, and sometimes when she does she glances away quick. She’s moving stiffly, too, back and forth from the bench at the end of the bed to the closet big enough to be its own room, holding herself really careful so she doesn’t break.
Seeing how this weighs on her hurts more than being shot does.
“Zoomie said you asked her about pilots.”
“I did.” She’s paying close attention to my jeans as she refolds a pair that were already folded. “I’m thinking of pushing the local angle. You know, hops from local fields, supporting the local farmer. That kind of thing. So I’ll get photos of some nearby farms.”
“You rolling out any organic beer?”
“No, but that would be smart. Eventually I will.”
“I get asked all the time to put more organic stuff on the menu at the Den.”
She shoots me a surprised look. “The Riders ask you for it?”
Shit. Laughing hurts like a motherfucker. “Nah. The lunch crowd. Especially tourists.”
Her smile comes and goes too quickly. She turns toward the closet again. God damn it.
I get up and go after her, my feet bare and my arm stuck in a sling. Every muscle seems to weigh a ton. “You’re feeling guilty, aren’t you?”
Her whole body freezes up. Her widened eyes shoot to my face. “What? No. Guilty about what?”
“No? Then why are you running around here all skittish?” I know she’s not afraid of me. Which means she’s just afraid. “Am I gonna have to fuck the answer out of you?”
Her jaw sets. “I hate it when you do that.”
“But it works.” Because she never keeps distance between us when I touch her. But I don’t ever warn her that’s what I’m doing—and I’m not going to do it now. Her breath is already shuddering. I like it when she’s mad but right now she’s closer to crying. Gently I slip my free arm around her waist and bring her in against my chest. “You know what I’m thinking?”
She’s hiding her face. Her hair tumbles over her shoulders when she silently shakes her head.
“I’m remembering sitting in my cell and getting a letter from you. Just pages and pages of how sorry you were for getting mixed up at that rally and walking into the Eighty-Eight’s territory. Of how sorry you were that you couldn’t get away from Reichmann by yourself. On and on, because you were sorry for every step that landed me in jail—even those steps that you hadn’t taken. So now I’m thinking that maybe you’re feeling the same way, but you haven’t written it out, and you’ve got pages and pages of ‘I’m sorry’ building up in you right now. But I don’t want them. You remember what I wrote back to you and said?”
“I do,” she whispers. “So let me go, Saxon.”
I don’t want to but I do, and watch her walk around the bed and open up a drawer in the nightstand. She pulls out a note and unfolds it. The creases are tattered. The paper’s all but falling apart. She hands it to me and it’s a punch to my chest. There’s my response to her. My writing.
Don’t you EVER be sorry. I’m not.
—Sax
My throat feels thick as hell. She kept this. And by the state of the paper, I guess she must have unfolded and read it hundreds of times. I swallow hard and say, “My answer this time is just the same. Last night? That was on Reichmann, not you. And I’m not sorry. I wasn’t sorry for going to prison when I didn’t know you, and I’m sure as hell not sorry for being with you last night. Even if it had killed me. All I care about is whether you’re safe.”
She flinches when I say it might have killed me. “You think I care less whether you’re safe?”
“No. But would you be sorry for taking a bullet for me? That’s never going to fucking happen. But just saying. Would you be sorry?”
Her eyes close. “Are you saying you wouldn’t feel guilty if I did?”
Fuck. I walked right into that. “It’s never going to happen,” I say again and she smiles a little.
But despite the curve of her lips, her eyes are haunted when she looks up at me again. “So there’s nothing I should ever be sorry for?”
I can’t think of a damn thing. With a shake of my head, I give her back the note. “No. But I’m sorry I didn’t write you a better letter.”
“There’s nothing better,” she says quietly and opens the nightstand drawer again. I slide up behind her and love her ragged little sigh when my lips press against the side of her neck. She turns and her mouth is soft and trembling against mine. I take a long, deep taste, and when she moans low in her throat, I tease her, sucking on the tip of her tongue until she shivers, tugging her plump bottom lip between my teeth and licking my way back inside.
Need burns through the heavy warmth dragging down every muscle. It’s only a step to the bed, then I’m pulling her over me. She weighs almost nothing, her thighs straddling my stomach as she follows me down.
“Wait.” All at once she pulls away, her pink lips swollen. “You can’t even smile. Kissing has to hurt.”
It’s fucking agony. “I don’t care.”
“I do.” She pushes at my chest, sitting up. “If it was the other way, and you knew kissing was hurting me—”
“Jenny.” I catch her chin and make her look at me. “It’s not the other way. And I’m already hurting. So hurting while kissing you? That’s a good option.”
Her green eyes narrow. Her gaze drops to the bandage on my jaw, then my neck. “Just tell me if it hurts more, then,” she says before she slips farther down and begins tugging at my belt.
Shit. My cock’s so fucking stiff when she pops the first button, that hurts more. But a damn good hurt. A groan rumbles up through my chest when she uses the edge of her teeth to tease my shaft through the straining denim, and her focus flies to my face, as if she’s trying to decide whether that was a good pain or a bad one.
“It’s all good, princess.” So fucking good.
Though it shouldn’t be. I’m lying in a bed I haven’t earned, with a woman I don’t deserve, and who’s eaten up with guilt though I haven’t protected her like I should.
Fuck. That hurts more than anything.
“Jenny,” I say hoarsely. “Come back up. Just lie here with me.”
Her brow creases with concern. She’s immediately at my side and her hands are everywhere, gingerly touching my face, the edges of the bandages. “Why? Are you okay?”
“I’m all right.” I tuck her head against my good shoulder. “I just realized that holding you was an even better option.”
She snorts a little and snuggles closer. “The Percocet kicked in, didn’t it?”
“I’m feeling it.” No lie. Except I’ve been feeling it for a while.
Her hand smooths over my chest and comes to a rest over my heart. “Then sleep.”
“You, too.” I know she barely got any the night before.
“I will, too,” she says. And it’s not long before I’m being dragged down, but she’s not with me. Instead of relaxing she just seems to be stiffening against me, as if bracing herself.
As if she’s still wondering when she’ll break.
• • •
I wake up with an aching cock and Jenny’s mouth all over it. I can’t see a thing in the dark but I don’t need to. She’s sucking hard, making those sexy little sounds in the back of her throat that turn into hums whenever she takes me deep.
“Fuck,” I grit out the curse between my teeth. She pauses. I know she’s going to ask if I’m hurting, but I’ll only hurt if she stops. I tangle my fingers in her hair and hold her in place before she can come up off me. “Keep going, princess.”
She moans and I know her pussy’s soaking wet right now, that her cunt’s just as hungry for my dick as her mouth is. Then she’s sucking my thick cock to the back of her throat and I have to fight not to shove deeper.
My fists tightens. “All the way.”
And she takes me. She can’t swallow my full length but she swallows me as far as she can, her throat squeezing the head of my cock before she pulls off me, hauling in air, and I can’t hold back any more.
I sit up and drag her over my lap. My right arm wraps around her waist. She automatically braces her hands on my shoulders then gasps and jerks her hands away.
“Oh, my God, Saxon—”
I don’t want to hear anything about hurting me, and whatever she’s about to say comes out as a strangled cry as my cock slides through her drenched slit and pushes deep.
Not deep enough. She’s so damn tight. And I don’t have any leverage.
“Lean back, Jenny.” My need makes it a growl.
Her shifting weight shoves my cock deeper when she does. Fuck, yeah. Her head falls back on a moan and she goes even farther, bracing her hands on the mattress beside my thighs, her legs spread wide over my hips, her feet planted on the bed behind me. Her back is arched. In the dark, her nipples are tight shadows against the pale of her skin.
I need to taste them. “Ride me now.”
She hesitates only for an instant—figuring out the position. The first rock of her hips is unsure. I steady her with my arm around her waist and lean forward to suck on her sweet little tit, then groan as her next thrust surrounds the full length of my cock with tight hot pussy.
“Oh, God,” she breathes and shifts her feet, digging her heels in, and this time she’s got leverage to slam onto me, spearing her cunt and then grinding her pelvis against mine. “Oh, God. I need you so much. So much.”
I catch her nipple between my lips and let go of her waist. She’s spread wide, completely exposed. Her clit’s slippery with juices, and my thumb strums over that tight little knot as she fills her pussy with my cock again. Her cunt clenches with every surge of her body, her moans rising into screams. So fucking hot. The way she loses herself. The way she gives herself. The way she gives everything.
To me.
“Jenny,” I say her name hoarsely. Then I’m pushing her back and onto her right side, scissoring her legs apart and straddling her thigh. I shove her left knee up toward her shoulder and then sink into her slick heat again, driving deep. She cries my name, and this fucking sling doesn’t let me get to her clit. Her pussy’s stretched tight and her inner muscles clutch the length of my cock, she’s close, so close. I pound into her as hard as she was fucking herself onto me. Her fingers wildly grip the sheets like she’s trying to pull away but she’s shoving back against me, her hips making tight spirals with every stroke. Suddenly her whole body locks up, she’s not breathing, not moving, but her pussy’s squeezing me hard, so hard, over and over again.
I can’t last after that. My balls seem to fill with hot lead then cum shoots out of me. Jenny shudders softly and her pussy clenches again, as if triggered by the heavy pulse of my cock inside her.
“Fuck.” I can’t catch my breath. Chest heaving, I brace my right arm behind her back. “God damn.”
A little laugh shakes through her, and her pussy muscles ripple around my dick. Jesus. I could stay buried in her warmth forever but I gently pull out, using the tail of my shirt to wipe away the cum. With a satisfied little sigh, she rolls onto her stomach. I come down next to her on my good side.
Her head’s turned toward me, her cheek pillowed against the sheet. She’s watching me move. “Do you need another Percocet?”
“I’ll get one in a minute.”
She nods. Her hand slides up and her fingers slip through mine. “I’m so scared that I’m going to lose you both.”
Her dad and me. I can’t say a damn thing, because she is going to lose one of us. Saying that it won’t be both isn’t really reassurance.
“I know you’ll say you won’t leave. But that doesn’t mean you can’t be taken. And I thought I did lose you,” she continues and now her voice is just a thick rasp. In the dark, her eyes glitter with tears. “For a minute the other night, I thought you were dead, and it hurt so much I wanted to die, too. And I keep seeing it over and over. So I can’t even—I can’t—”
Her breath catches again. I pull her closer but she doesn’t cry. She just shivers like she’s cold and heaves another sigh.
CHAPTER SIX
JENNY
I might lose him if I do this. I might lose him if I don’t.
In my email is a link from the photographer that takes me to a digital gallery. They’re big, hi-res photos, and when I zoom in, it doesn’t take long to find what I’m looking for. An outbuilding. Unremarkable on any spread of land in this part of Oregon, except for the burned patches on the ground behind the building. All around it, the grass is yellow and dried. Those burn patches aren’t from a fire; they’re chemical burns. Some nasty shit’s being dumped behind that outbuilding. A little farther back, a hole dug in the ground is filled with trash. A skid loader sits next to it—probably so they can cover the trash up quickly if they need to.
I print out the set and stuff the batch into a manila envelope. I just need to type up some fake anonymous note and send it to Sheriff Landauer. He’ll know who it’s from. I won’t give him the info he wants about the night Saxon was shot—that’s Saxon’s to deal with—but giving him the shooters wouldn’t have been enough, anyway. It would just be taking out two Henchmen. Something like this can take down the whole club.
And if I do it, I’ll be taking that from Saxon. I’ll be breaking every rule I grew up learning. Clubs take care of their own shit.
But I just want to take care of my man.
• • •
SAXON
I took it easy. I only visited the Den to sign the paychecks and do the little work that needed done before heading back to the ranch house. The truck Jenny’s using is already parked out front and it’s the one good thing I’ve seen most of the day. My jaw is bugging the fuck out of me. The drugs and the sling are bugging the fuck out of me. Everyone and everything’s bugging the fuck out of me.
Except Jenny. She’s just worrying me. Her body wasn’t hit but she still took a beating the other night. Thinking I’d died. In some ways, she got hurt worse than I did. And if it was me, thinking I’d lost her—even if it was only for a second?
I’d rather be shot again.
Hashtag’s at the door. He pounds my fist on the way out and says, “She’s upstairs, boss. She’s been real quiet all day.”
I nod and head up. She’s got all that upstairs floor to herself but it doesn’t take any time to find her. Wearing a tank top and little shorts, she’s curled up on the window seat, all long legs and golden skin with the sun streaming in over her. But her face is bleached-sheet white, and she’s holding herself like she hurts.
“Jenny? You all right?”
With a shuddering breath she sits up and points to a thick envelope lying on the bed. “Not really. You should look at those.”
“What is it?” Frowning, I pinch the clasp open, expecting some legal papers, or maybe something to do with her dad’s funeral or all the other plans that come accompanied by a kick to the face when a parent is dying. Instead there’s a bunch of pictures. “Where are these from?”
“The Eighty-Eight’s compound.”
“What?” That doesn’t make any sense. Zoomie and Blowback aren’t heading out until tonight.
She’s watching me, her expression like an eggshell. Carefully smooth but looking real easy to crack. “I thought of it a while back. After I started hearing about Reichmann threatening me, and just after I heard that my dad was sick but before he went to you. Because I was afraid I’d have to leave, right? There wouldn’t be anyone to protect me anymore. So I was trying to think of anything I could do that would get them off my back.”
Jesus Christ. She’s got the fucking meth kitchen circled in red. But I doubt she was planning to go in and burn it down. “What were you thinking?”
“That I’d send these in to the state police.”
My chest seems to hollow, like a razor went in and scraped everything out. Send these in. To the cops.
To get the Eighty-Eight off her back.
She keeps going. “I didn’t follow through before because I thought it wouldn’t do anything anyway. I mean, someone has to know these guys are operating out there, and no one has done anything yet. But Landauer’s asking for info from me. These guys aren’t even in Landauer’s jurisdiction because they’re a county over, but I think he’ll push it. I think he’ll make sure Reichmann goes down.”
And she’s not wrong. Landauer would. But the razor keeps scraping more out of me, and my chest is hurting like any second I’m going to spit up blood. I can’t look at her. I can’t look at anything in this fucking room. I should have earned my place here before stepping a foot in.
My throat is raw. “Did you think I couldn’t handle it? You think I couldn’t take him down?”
“I know you can.”
That’s not what these pictures say. And the anger’s coming, so fucking hot. “You know we’re planning to go out there.”
She slips her arms around her belly like she’s holding herself. Her eyes are huge and filling up. “Yes.”
“But you do this. Fuck.” I toss the pictures back to the bed. “Now you’re crying? You aren’t the one who just got stabbed in the fucking chest—and in the fucking back. You’re the one who screwed me here last night, who told me you fucking needed me, all the while knowing you were taking away the one fucking reason I’m here.”
Her eyes close, tears slipping out under her lashes. “It didn’t seem to matter. I knew I’d lose you one way or another.”
“Lose me?” My laugh rips at my guts and I go to her. I catch her chin and make her look up at me, and the misery in her eyes makes us a goddamn perfect pair. “Lose me? No, Jenny. You go ahead and stab me in the back and turn me into a worthless piece of shit. I still won’t let you go. I don’t care if you don’t fucking need me anymore.”
Because I still need her. So damn much. I need her taste and take it now, her mouth salty with tears. She’s pushing at me but I’m not done. I go in deeper, until she’s clinging to me, kissing me back with her hot velvet tongue.
My fist in her hair, I pull up and snarl, “And least you still need that.”
She shoves at my chest. This time I let her go. She spins away from me, her small breasts heaving, but she’s not crying now. She’s good and pissed. “What the hell does that mean? You think I don’t need you anymore? For what?”
“To protect you, Jenny. But you sure as hell don’t seem to think I can.” And knowing that is killing me.
She stares at me. “I know you can.”
“Then why the fuck would you ask Landauer to do it?”
“I’m not. If I sent those in, it would be to protect you.”
That doesn’t make any fucking sense. “What?”
“I know you can take them out. But I also know Landauer’s going to be looking right at you when you do. And I don’t…” Her breath hitches before she steadies again. “You already spent five years locked away because you were protecting me. I tried to help you then but nothing I said made any difference. But it will now. And I don’t want to lose you for the rest of my life. So if you want me to send this in, to get rid of the Eighty-Eight that way, I will.”
“To protect me.” It still doesn’t fit in my head but it’s filling up the emptiness in my chest. “I protect you, Jenny. It’s not the other way around.”
“It is now. But only if you want it.” She takes a shuddering breath. “Because you gave me a choice when my dad came to you. You let me decide whether to let you protect me. That’s why I didn’t just send the photos in. So you could choose, too.”
“I don’t want it.” Reichmann’s mine to take out—and I need to earn my place at her side, not hide behind her. I know Jenny wouldn’t agree, and when her eyes tear up all over again, I cup her cheek in my palm. “I don’t want it like this. But knowing you were trying to look after me? I like that a hell of a lot. You don’t need to protect me, though. That’s what my brothers do. We watch each other’s backs, I watch out for you.”
“There wasn’t anyone watching your back the other night.”
Shit. Yes, there was someone. “You did, Jenny. You got me out of there and saved my life. Now I’m going to have to eat every word I just said.”
She smiles a little, then sighs. “I know that’s how the club works. I know they have your back. I’m still afraid.”
“I guess that’s not going to go away until it’s done. But I’ll be careful. Because I need to come back to you.”
“And I need you here.” She pulls at the front of my shirt as if to make sure I have her attention. “Not just for protection, either. That’s not the only reason you’re here. I hope.”
“The sweetness of your pussy might have something to do with it.” And me loving her so much I can’t imagine living without her.
She grins. “Good. Because I kind of like your big cock.”
“Bullshit. You love it.”
Her fingers fist in my shirt and she pulls me back toward the bed. “That I do.”
• • •
JENNY
Saxon has the Riders and Titans who’ll be going out to the compound meet at the ranch house instead of the lodge. They’re spread out around our rec room, listening as he sketches out the plan. I’m standing at the back wall and just keeping quiet. Normally he wouldn’t talk business in front of me—not just for the club’s protection but for mine. If anything goes wrong, the less I know the better. My dad’s standing up next to him. Though he doesn’t say anything to Saxon in front of the others, I can tell he’s not happy that I’m here. Then Saxon tells them I got the daylight photos of the Eighty-Eight’s spread, so I’m already in this balls-deep and suddenly my dad’s pissed at me, instead.
I can handle him, though. I have all my life.
And I know why Saxon’s doing it this way. I’m not going out with them—but it helps to hear them talk it over. Because they aren’t going in like I imagined. They won’t be riding in on their loud bikes with a bunch of shotguns strapped to their backs. Instead it sounds a lot like a military operation. Something most of these guys are familiar with, I guess.
Beside me, Lily raises her hand. Earlier she gave me a dirty look when I told her why I’d hired someone else—so that the photos couldn’t be traced back to the Riders—but I guess flying over the compound last night and getting the infrared shots smoothed out her irritation. Those heat signatures are probably more useful anyway. It gave them a good idea of where the Henchmen will be around 3 a.m. on any given night, and how many will be standing guard.
Saxon spots Lily’s hand. “Zoomie?”
“Are we bringing our own weapons, boss?”
He looks to his veep. “Blowback?”
The big man opens a long crate he wheeled to the front of the room earlier. I can tell there’s some automatic rifles inside but I don’t know what kind. The others do, though. A few of the guys suck in their breaths and look to each other like they need confirmation of what they’re seeing.
“Jesus fucking Christ,” Lily mutters beside me. She raises her voice. “Where the hell did you get all those, Jack?”
Blowback catches her in his cold stare. “I crossed paths with someone who shouldn’t have had them—and he’s the only one who would know that I have them now.”
“Is that someone still able to talk?”
“No.”
“All right, then.” Lily eases back.
Blowback looks to the others. “These can’t be traced to me or the Riders. Nothing out of this crate has been used before. And there’s two rules that come with them now: You don’t touch them without gloves on, and you leave them behind at the compound.”
“Wait. Leave those behind? Just get rid of them?” Gunner actually sounds pained.
“That’s what I said.”
“A dick in a rubber,” my dad adds, like he’s reminding them. It’s one of his favorite sayings. Go in clean. Come out clean. This time, so that the weapons can’t be traced back to them.
“We’re planning for two nights from now,” Saxon says. “The moon’s going to set around two-thirty. Three teams. Blowback’s will be taking out the kitchen and the cook. I’ll be leading mine in to find Reichmann. Red, Hashtag, and Zoomie are on the perimeter. Hashtag’s our eyes and communication; Red and Zoomie are going to be flying.”
Flying her helicopter? “Won’t it be loud?” I whisper to her.
“Not my bird.” She mimes lifting a rifle and pulling a trigger. “Up high. On a roof or in a tree.”
Oh. Covering the others’ backs. The knot in my chest eases a little more. It’s not untangled by the time the meeting’s done, but when Saxon comes to me afterward and asks quietly, “All right?”—for the first time, I think it might be.
CHAPTER SEVEN
SAXON
We’re waiting to hear the kitchen blow, but so far there’s nothing but crickets and dogs.
Blowback’s team veered off at the north end of the compound. In the two days since our meeting, he’s been out here a few times with Stone, checking our access routes for the rumored booby traps. Nothing yet, but we’re still stepping carefully. I’m of the mind that all of the Eighty-Eight’s security is more talk than show. There’s dogs all over the compound, and at the meeting we thought we’d have to put them down to keep them from waking up the Henchmen before we were in place, but they’re all just barking all the time. The quiet would be more of an alarm.
Dogs without training, rumors of booby traps that aren’t there, a compound that’s really just a bunch of mobile homes on an old farm. It’s easy to spot the clubhouse in the photos—all the bikes were parked around it—but the rest of the place is littered with junkers. Real security would be cleaning that shit out so a team of three men couldn’t make their way toward the houses without exposing themselves. Instead we’ve got dozens of rusted vehicles to hide behind.
Crouched behind the tail of an old Ford, Gunner glances at me. We’re all wearing greasepaint so our faces aren’t targets in the dark. I can’t read his expression, just see the movement of his eyes. “Blowback’s running late,” he says quietly.
“Give him another minute. Having a team probably slowed him down.”
Stone huffs out a silent laugh and says, “You still got us?”
Not speaking to us but into the mic against his throat. Hashtag’s answer comes through the receiver in my ear—one of Gunner’s toys. Between him, Stone, and Blowback, we’re better equipped than I ever was during my short stint overseas.
“I’m looking into your pretty eyes now.”
Grinning, Stone flutters his eyelashes just as bright orange lights up the sky. An explosion pounds through the air. His grin drops away. “Here we go. Masks on.”
To filter out whatever toxic shit is being blown into the sky right now. I pull mine up, gritting my way past the pain in my jaw. I’ve healed enough over the last couple of days that I can take my sling off and move my arm around, but everything is still as sore as fuck.
“Holy shit!” The shout comes from the left.
Some laughter. “It’s the fucking Fourth of July all over again!”
Hashtag tells us, “Runners are coming up on your nine. They’re not looking your way.”
Because a meth house blowing due to a chemical spill or fumes building up is as expected as fleas on a stray dog. They’re simply running out to see what happened. It’s just human nature. And that nature will pull them all out into the open.
“I got eyes on Burke.”
The Eighty-Eight’s enforcer—the motherfucker who shot me and would have grabbed Jenny. God damn it. I wanted eyes on Reichmann before we start firing. Right now the Eighty-Eight are thinking it was just a chemical explosion. As soon as the first shot goes off, the whole game changes. They’ll take cover and start shooting back.
A sharp crack splits the night. The game changer. Zoomie, covering Blowback’s team. The tone of the shouting around us changes. Not just surprise but alarm.
“Red?”
“I got him.”
Another crack.
“Shit!” Hashtag says in my ear. “I just got eyes on Reichmann but he saw Burke go down. He ducked into House Nine.”
House Nine. We numbered them all on the map we made from the photos. It’s a one-bedroom northwest of us.
“Are we clear?”
“Keep low and behind the junkers. You’ll have about twenty yards from the last one to the back of the house.”
We move quick. Everyone’s still scattered, probably heading for weapons. Zoomie and Red will keep most of them from poking their heads out. We pause behind the last junker. One short sprint with no cover.
“Are we okay to go?”
“I got infrared on the house. There’s no one at the windows, but— Shit. There’s either women or kids in the bedroom on the north side of the house. I think they’re women, though. Six of them. No one real little.”
Fuck. “Is Reichmann in the same room with them?”
“No. There’s two other men in the house. They’re all in the living room. And—” He hesitates for a second. “Boss, I think the women are chained.”
Chained? Only one reason for that. The rage is quick and hot, but I make it cold. So fucking cold.
So they’re not just running meth and guns. They’re selling girls, too. And if they’d ever gotten to Jenny, there’s no fucking doubt what they’d have done after they’d finished with her. “The bedroom’s north?”
“Yeah. They’re sitting on the floor against the south interior wall. Other side is a bathroom. There’s a window in the west wall but it’s boarded up.”
I look to Stone. “If we take out those other two, Reichmann’ll go for the girls and hide behind them.”
His nod is short, his face hard. “So we’ll be quick, yeah?”
Hashtag comes in. “He must have got on the horn for help because there’s five men headed your way, coming from the north.”
The other side of the house. So we’re still covered for now.
“I’ve got the five, Red, if you want to light up the clubhouse,” Zoomie breaks in. “Blowback’s team is out and heading for the meet point.”
I look to Stone and Gunner. “And we’re heading in.”
Only twenty yards and the night around us sounds like a battlefield. Zoomie’s taking out the five Henchmen on the other side of the house but they must have grabbed cover behind more junkers, because they’re firing back. I don’t know if they can see her or if they’re just shooting into the night. A streak across the sky is one of the flares Red’s using to hit the clubhouse. Burning it all to the ground.
We’re at the house quick and get our backs against the south wall, crouching low. There’s still gunfire coming from the other side. “Zoomie?”
“Almost got ’em.” Her voice sounds strained. “And the rubber on our dick broke. I need some bleach over here.”
“You’re bleeding? How bad?”
“I’ll pull her out,” Blowback comes in.
“Back off, Jack. I’ve got these fuckers and I’ll walk out. Just bring me some goddamn bleach.” She pauses and the noise from the north suddenly quiets. “Okay. They’re down.”
“Pull her out and clean it up, Blowback,” I say. “Hashtag?”
“Two men on either side of the front door. Reichmann’s farther back in the same room. They’re all armed. Shotguns or rifles.”
“You’re sure it’s Reichmann?” Infrared doesn’t give that detailed a picture.
“I’m sure, boss. His wrist’s in a splint and his foot’s in a cast. I figure that’s because someone cut his fingers off and someone else busted his ankle.”
“Blowback can claim the ankle,” Stone says quietly. “But I’d like to point out that I got some teeth.”
From the beating that was coming to him after he touched Jenny. The fingers were Red’s.
His life is mine.
I point toward the front of the house. Immediately Stone and Gunner move out like they were sharing a brain, every step like they were two parts of one whole. They served together a long time—longer than they’ve been Riders—and don’t need words to communicate and know what they’ll each do, so they’ll go through first. They’re razors. I’m just a big fucking fist.
Long dried grass crackles under our boots. No avoiding that. It’s thick around the house. But there’s still enough shouting and dogs barking—and now engines revving in the distance—that no one inside should be able to detect the sound. There’s no lights on. Someone inside is smart enough not to stand in plain sight, then, but the second we move around to the front the glow from the clubhouse fire will let them see us.
Raising his brows, Stone looks to Gunner, who says real low, “Hashtag, are they still by the front door?”
“Affirmative.”
“Standing?”
“Yep.”
“And the girls are sitting? You double check now.”
“They are.”
Gunner looks to Stone, who shrugs. “Hold off a sec, boss,” he says, and as one they’re striding out like the two ballsiest assholes I’ve ever seen and open fire on the front of the house with two of the assault rifles from Blowback’s stash. The automatic weapons shred the upper half of the door and rip through the siding like a chainsaw. Jesus Christ. Even if the guards who were standing by the door are still alive there’s no chance they’re still upright. They’re either cowering or running. No doubt Reichmann’s running—but there’s only one room to hide in.
I head for the door. Stone and Gunner stop firing and are right ahead of me, sweeping through together. One of the guards is groaning on the floor, bleeding from his shoulder and his gun in hand. Gunner barely looks down, capping him with a short burst. I expect to put on my night vision lenses but there’s faint light coming from the narrow hallway now—coming through the bedroom door.
“He’s got one of the girls. Dragged her into the bathroom Looks like they’re standing in the tub and he’s got her in front of him.”
Like a shield. Shit. Eyes on the bathroom door, I point Gunner and Stone to the bedroom. “Get the others unchained and out.”
Stone nods and covers Gunner as he slips down the hall.
“Not arguing,” Red says over the radio, “but this ain’t going to be getting out of here clean. Blindfold them if you can and we’ll drop them off at the Episcopalian church in La Pine. And watch your mouths. Don’t use each other’s names now.”
Gunner flips off the bedroom light—using the night vision so that he can see but the girls can’t see him. There’s still a strip of light under the bathroom door.
Muffled shrieks come from the bedroom, shrill with terror. Gunner’s voice is low and reassuring. I cover Stone as he heads in to help.
“Does Reichmann have his weapon on the girl or the door?”
“On the door.”
A rifle or shotgun. That’s gotta be real hard to hold when one of his hands is still healing. But if I go through the door, I might be a dead man. If I shoot through the door, there might be a dead girl.
That’s not going to happen.
Bare feet slap the floor. Four women, looking terrified and holding onto each other. Stone’s carrying a fifth over his shoulder.
“I got two brothers coming out with five women. Do they have a clear path outside?”
“Yes, sir.”
I gesture for them to go. “Head to the meet point.”
Gunner hesitates. “Boss—”
“Get the fuck out.” I say it easy, but if I have to say it again, it’s going to go down real hard. “I’ve still got eyes watching my back.”
They head out. I watch the strip of light under the bathroom door. Reichmann’s got a shotgun and a gimp hand. Unless he’s using a semi-automatic, it’s going to be damn hard for him to work the action after he fires his first shot. And even if he’s got a semi-auto, he’s holding onto both a girl and the gun. The kick is going throw his aim off and if he’s not steadying it with both hands, he won’t be able to aim quickly again.
And he’s a fucking coward. He won’t hold steady. He’ll panic.
In the living room, I grab one of the guards’ phones. The screen is cracked but I don’t need to use it. Returning to the hall, I crouch low. I put the bathroom door in my sights and aim the assault rifle at the top of the frame. I’m not looking to hit anyone inside; I’m just going for the light.
The recoil jackhammers against my right shoulder and the bullets rip a hole through the drywall above the door, into the bathroom ceiling. The light winks out. Plaster dust and wood splinters rain across the hallway floor. The woman’s screaming but I can barely hear it through the ringing in my ears.
I toss the phone at the remains of the door. It hits with a thunk. An instant later, the center of the door blows apart and Reichmann’s shotgun blast booms through the house.
I’m thinking of Jenny as I charge down the hall and kick through the remains of the door. Thinking of how he had her crammed against that wall in that booth, thinking of the fear and anger on her face. Thinking of the bruises on her arm and her thigh. Thinking how she hadn’t seen him coming.
He doesn’t see me coming now. He’s dropped the pump-action shotgun and is fumbling for the blade sheathed at his waist, trying at the same time to hold onto the woman pulling away. Her tears are ghostly tracks over her cheeks through the night vision lenses.
I knock away the knife and slam my fist into his face.
That’s all it takes. His head snaps back against the tile wall and he crumples into the tub. Fifteen years ago, I killed his brother with one kick. I didn’t mean to—and I didn’t even know that he’d gone into a coma and died until the cops showed up.
I don’t know if I killed Reichmann now with that hit. But this time, I mean to. Grabbing his head, I jerk his chin around until his neck snaps.
Now I’m sure.
• • •
JENNY
There’s no moon in the sky. Only darkness outside. My heart lodged in my throat when Saxon left; the lump hasn’t moved yet. I haven’t moved either. For hours now, I’ve been sitting in window seat in my room with a burner phone in my hand. Scarecrow is standing at one of the other windows. Bottlecap’s out in the orchard, making the rounds. Uncle Thorne is downstairs.
Just in case it all goes wrong and Reichmann comes straight for me.
Light suddenly fills the window alcove. The phone. I blink against the sudden spots in front of my eyes and try to read the message. It’s from the second burner that Saxon picked up.
It’s done.
My heart clenches tight. I’m not supposed to respond. I’m just supposed to toss the phone. But I’m going to hold onto this message until he gets home.
Scarecrow pokes his head into the alcove. “That was them? Is everything all right?”
I let out a ragged breath. “I think it is.”
CHAPTER EIGHT
SAXON
Landauer comes by the ranch house two evenings later. Red goes out on the porch to greet him. I stay with Jenny in the kitchen, where she’s chopping tomatoes. Her dark hair’s up, so I kiss her bare nape before drawing her back against my chest. Her heart is racing.
“All right?” I ask softly and she nods.
Good. I kiss the side of her neck before grabbing a couple of beers from the fridge. I offer one to the sheriff as he comes through.
Hat in hand, he shakes his head. “Still on duty.”
I nod and open one for Jenny. Landauer looks us over. I’m pretty damn sure what he’s looking for. But the only one who walked off that compound with an injury was Zoomie—a flesh wound in her upper arm—and the women we found chained up.
I didn’t look back as I walked away from House Nine. I simply told Red to burn it down.
Landauer’s gaze settles on Jenny. “My son tells me that you’ve been showing him around your place, teaching him a little about brewing.”
“Hashtag?” Her brows shoot up. The prospect isn’t shadowing her anymore but he’s been showing up at her barn for a few hours every day. She’s already asked me if hiring him will create any conflicts within the club. “I didn’t realize he was your son.”
“His mom and I haven’t been together for a while.” He clears his throat and shifts his hat from his right hand to his left. “Anyway. He seemed real interested in what you were doing.”
She grins. “Every guy that age is interested in beer.”
“True.” His amusement tightens into a grave expression. “You probably know the reason for my visit.”
“We can guess, or you can make it real explicit,” Red says.
“You heard about those six women who showed up at that church in La Pine?”
Jenny grimaces. “I read about it this morning. Are they all okay?”
“I suppose in cases like that, ‘okay’ is relative. They’re better off than they were.” He scratches the side of his jaw but he’s watching her close. “They came off the Eighty-Eight’s farm.”
Her pink lips part in sheer surprise. Brow creasing, her gaze shoots to me, then back to Landauer. Her shock’s genuine. Red and I haven’t said a damn word about it. “They were trafficking women?” Then surprise bleeds into anger. “Women?”
“Seems like.” He shrugs. “It’s just what I hear. Like the rumors that the investigation’s going to be taken away from Deschutes County and put into federal hands. Something about them finding weapons that suggest a big cartel was all mixed up in it, and the women saying that they thought it was law enforcement or military who came for them.”
A cartel? Jesus H. Christ. “What cartel?”
I’m not faking my surprise, either. Blowback has some goddamn giant balls, that’s for sure.
“That’s all I hear. Except for what I came to tell you about.” He looks to Jenny again. “The medical examiner just confirmed that some of the remains they found in a burned-out house belonged to Luke Reichmann.”
Her face stills. She stares at him for a long second, then her eyes fill. “Are you sure?”
“We’re sure.”
Her breath catches and shudders. The next second she’s in my arms, burying her face against my chest. “You don’t have to do it,” she whispers and her tears soak into my shirt. “You don’t have to.”
“I would have fucking liked to,” Red says, his voice hard and rough, and I don’t think he’s acting. He doesn’t resent that I did it, but he’d have liked to.
I don’t say anything. There’s no hiding my satisfaction and I’ll let Landauer make of it what he will. He’s got his suspicions but he’s got his doubts, too. But there can be absolutely no doubt that it makes me damn happy to think about Reichmann dead.
And this woman in my arms—she’s protecting me, even now. Having my back, even now. My back, her dad’s, and every one of my brothers. Crying against me, but so damn strong.
“Anyway.” Landauer dons his hat. “I just wanted to let Miss Erickson know that Reichmann won’t be bothering her again.”
She turns toward him, sniffling and shuddering and wiping her eyes. “Thank you. Thank you so much.”
Just fucking amazing.
• • •
JENNY
I’m reading in the window seat when Saxon comes out of the shower with just a towel around his hips. God. I let my book fall to my lap and drink in all that thick, gleaming muscle and tanned skin. He went in to get his wounds checked out today and the bandages are smaller now. Just a patch against the side of his neck and a square over the worst part of his shoulder. His dark hair’s still damp. He doesn’t have it pulled back, and the ends fall even with his strong jaw. For now, he’s been shaving instead of growing his beard back, and I can’t decide which I love more. He looks big and mean and sexy either way—and all mine.
I’m about to get in so much trouble.
I come up off the seat. “So are you taking off now?”
“Taking off?” He stops in front of the closet. His gaze slides down over my tank and sleep shorts, and a hot shiver races across my skin. “Where?”
“Back to your place, I guess. Since I don’t need protection anymore and that’s the only reason you’re here.”
Dark blue eyes shoot up to meet mine. His face is like granite and he’s got that old look in his eyes, the one that says it’ll be dangerous to take another step.
So I step closer. “But I suppose there’s probably a bunch of other girls now who might want your protection. Especially since you apparently have this need to go around saving girls in trouble. But I’m not in trouble anymore, so…”
I trail off with a shrug. I’m close enough now to feel his warmth, to breathe in the clean soapy smell of him. His eyes are still locked on my face.
His voice is rough. “I told you I liked your pussy, princess.”
“So you’re going to stay for that?”
“Fuck, yeah, I am.”
All at once his strong arm snags around my waist and he hauls me up against his broad chest, striding toward the bed. He tosses me into the middle and comes after me, catching my ankles as I scramble back. Excitement sizzles every nerve. The friction of the sheet against my skin is a warm burn when he drags me toward him again.
“And because this is all mine now. This bed. My place here with you.” Hard fingers rip my shorts and panties down my legs. “And especially this sweet pussy. So, yeah, I’m going straight to my place.”
His hands grip my knees and spread them wide, pinning them to the bed. Oh, my God. I’m displayed like a butterfly and his head lowers without hesitation, licking a slow path from my entrance to my clit. His hot mouth closes over that aching bud of flesh and sucks hard.
I scream, my hips bucking. He growls and goes for another slow taste followed by a rough lick, lashing his tongue over my clit. It’s so good, too good, I almost can’t bear it and then almost cry when he lifts his head.
“So wet. You want my cock, Jenny? Isn’t that what you’re here for—my big cock?”
Filling me. Because I’m empty and aching. “Yes. God, yes.”
“Get on your knees, then.”
But he doesn’t wait for me to move. Hard hands on my hips, he turns me onto my stomach and drags me up to my knees. I come up on my elbows but he pushes my upper body back to the bed, his palm between my shoulder blades holding me down.
His long fingers slick through my pussy. Helplessly I moan, my hands curling against the sheets. Anticipation is a hot burn.
“Look at you, so ready for me.” Each word is strained, his voice harsh. At the edge of control. “So fucking pretty. You want my cock?”
My body’s shuddering in desperate need. “So much.”
“I’m going to make you take every inch, Jenny.” He slicks the broad crown between my pussy lips, parting me. My hips rock back and the pressure of his hand between my shoulder blades increases. “No fucking moving. You just take it. All right?”
“Yes,” I gasp into the sheets, shaking, then tensing as he pushes against me, into me, stretching my sensitive flesh.
“Fuck, that’s so hot,” he groans and I know he’s watching his big cock sink slowly into me. “How much do you want, princess?”
Everything he has to give. “All of it.”
“You can’t take all of it yet,” he says and begins to withdraw. Oh, God. It feels like he’s catching every nerve, pleasure sparking through my need-swollen flesh. He groans and pauses with the head of his cock lodged just inside me, and I know he’s looking at the wetness coating his taut skin and the stretch of my pussy lips around his shaft. “Spread your knees a little more—oh, fuck, yeah. You like that, too? Your pussy’s clenching all around me.”
I can’t answer, my breath coming in gasping little sobs. At this angle the head of his cock feels huge, pressing harder against my inner walls. I cry out as he begins to push deeper, and the sensation intensifies with every inch, until I can’t feel anything but that thick length wedged inside me.
“No, princess. You fucking keep still and take it,” he snarls, and I realize that I’m bucking against him again, crying and writhing against the hand holding me down and the cock stuffing me full. He bottoms out and then pushes deeper, because he knows I come hardest that way, but I’m already almost there and don’t know if I can take that now, too.
But I know he’s going to make me. Because his fingers dig into my hip, holding tight, and that means he’s going to fuck me hard.
Oh, God. “Saxon—”
He pulls back and shoves deep and I’m screaming, need and pleasure like a rocket burning through every nerve inside me, and he just gives me more, fucking into my clenching flesh with long deep strokes, hitting the end of me and going deeper until I can’t take it, can’t take it anymore. The orgasm detonates through me, throwing my head back and arching my spine. My pussy clamps around his thick cock, still sliding back and forth inside me. Saxon groans and pumps harder, harder, falling forward over me, his chest heaving against my back and his mouth hot against my ear. He slams deep and his every muscle goes rigid, shaking against me as he comes.
“Love you.” His breath shudders against my neck and he gently kisses my sweaty skin. “I love you so fucking much, Jenny.”
My heart full, I reach back and slide my fingers into his damp hair. “That’s a good reason to be here.”
“I’ve got more.” His blue eyes dark, he rolls to the side and takes me with him. “It doesn’t matter if it’s here or at my house or in a tent—I’ve never had so damn much. I have everything. I’m like a fucking king, just because I’m holding you.”
Throat clogged with emotion, I pillow my head on his chest and hold him tight.
“Don’t you start crying.” Lightly, he swats my ass. “Go check your nightstand.”
Lifting my head, I give him a narrowed look, but he just says, “Get to it, princess,” so I grin and slide across the bed. Inside the drawer, a new note lies folded beside the old tattered one.
I’ll NEVER leave you. And I’ll ALWAYS love you.
Now put this back in the damn drawer and get over here and kiss me.
—Sax
So I do.
• • •
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