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The savage in a man is never quite eradicated.

HENRY DAVID THOREAU


INTRODUCTION



FILTHY SAVAGE

A Dark Horse MC Novel

Too young. Too old. Too good.

Too wrong.

Evan Hughes is the road captain for the Dark Horse MC.

Spencer Maddison is back in town.

She’s an angry little sister.

She would rather be anywhere but Pineville.

He knows she’s the one who got away.

She has never moved on.

Once, she was too young for him.

Now, he knows that she’s the one.

If she would let him break down her walls.

He could be what she always dreamed.
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Ghost.: Justin Bieber

My Own Worst Enemy: Lit

Feather: Sabrina Carpenter

Company: Justin Bieber

Let’s Fall in Love for the Night: FINNEAS

One Way of Another: Blondie

Closing Time: Semisonic

I Write Sins Not Tragedies: Panic! At The Disco

Rehab: Amy Winehouse

Hot N Cold: Katy Perry

Rockstar - 2020 Remaster: Nickelback

Fix You: Coldplay

A Bar Song (Tipsy): Shaboozey

I Can Do It With a Broken Heart: Taylor Swift

Too Sweet: Hozier

I Remember Everything (feat. Kacey Musgraves): Zach Bryan, Kacey Musgraves

Hey Jealousy: Gin Blossoms

Agora Hills: Doja Cat

My Love Mine All Mine: Mitski

You Give Love A Bad Name: Bon Jovi

One Of The Girls (With JENNIE, Lily-Rose Depp): The Weeknd, JEENIE, Lily-Rose Depp

Adore You: Harry Styles

Don’t Start Now: Dua Lipa

Better Now: Post Malone

Resist and Bite: Sabaton

River: Bishop Briggs

Doo Wop (That Thing): Ms. Lauryn Hill


CHAPTER
ONE




SPENCER

Leaning back against the edge of the tub, I rest my neck and close my eyes. My eyes are tired, and I need a break from my computer screen, so I’ve decided to take a bath. My audiobook plays in the background, the voices filling my office and consuming me.

It’s a sexy trope that I’m into right now. Although I’m into all tropes. I’m a trope slut, for sure. I do not discriminate at all and will read anything at least once. But this one is a hockey player falling in love with the forbidden younger sister of his teammate.

Hot.

My mind drifts back to my teenage years. He was thirty-one to my seventeen. I loved him with every piece of me—my heart, soul, body… everything. Even though I knew it was so wrong.

I threw myself at him, embarrassingly so, a couple of times. He turned me down gently, but he still turned me down. I was probably just some kid to him. Maybe he thought it was cute. Maybe he thought it was annoying.

And then, one night, he bit.

He was trashed. I was sober.

And I lost my virginity to him.

Or rather, I gave him my virginity. Because that’s what I did. I’d been saving myself for him in some teenage angsty fantasy. If I saved myself and gave my virginity to him, then he would realize he loved me, and we’d live together forever in a fairy tale, like in the books I love so much.

When it happened, he wasn’t necessarily gentle or sweet, but he was mine, and I loved it. Every single second. I never wanted the moment to end. I wanted him to fall in love with me and keep me by his side forever.

I wanted to be his old lady.

Tattoo his name on my body.

Ride on the back of his bike into the sunset and never look back. I wanted it more than I wanted breath in my body. I was willing to give up every dream that I had for myself because the delusion of him was bigger than anything.

And it was a delusion.

Brew Hughes was everything I ever wanted. I had him, but only for a minute.

The next morning, he woke up, realized what had happened, and freaked out at the sight of the blood on the sheets, along with me naked beside him. Then he swore me to secrecy and apologized for being an asshole.

I didn’t want his apologies.

I wanted his mouth everywhere on my body.

He pretended that I didn’t exist after that. My heart broke. He wouldn’t look at me, wouldn’t talk to me. I was nothing. I was worse than nothing. I thought that perhaps it was because I wasn’t eighteen yet.

So, I waited. When I became legal, I thought that maybe, just maybe, things would change.

But nothing did.

I still didn’t exist.

Invisible and legal.

So I left.

I packed a couple of bags and took the acceptance letter from the small college in Austin that offered courses in digital design and marketing. They had dormitories. It wasn’t an insane amount of money.

I never looked back.

Personally, I hate thinking about that part of my life. And I hate that this book brought it to the forefront of my mind, no matter how sexy it is.

I was so stupid.

So young and naive.

Maybe I still am because I’ve wished more than once that he would show up and confess his love for me. I can’t count the times I lay in bed and imagined him darkening my doorway, confessing his love for me, and fucking me into next week.

It never happens, though. It will never happen.

Picking up my glass of wine from the floor beside the tub, I take a drink and let out a sigh. Then, I lean over and scroll backward on the book because I missed a whole chapter. Before I can get going again, my phone rings.

UNKNOWN CALLER

“Don’t get mad.” His voice sounds funny.

Combine that with the unknown number that came up on my phone, and I’m on edge as it is. Nothing about this can be good. I know it can’t. I don’t hear from him often, at least not by phone call. He usually texts me.

“Humble,” I growl.

I’m probably the only person who calls my brother by his given name, Humble. Our parents were not known for giving us traditional names, and Humble is a city in Texas. I never asked for specifics on how they came up with the name. But the Dark Horse MC has given my brother the dumbest fucking name to use… Clink.

That’s what he’s called now, and I hate it. I refuse to use it when referring to him. He is Humble. He will always be Humble.

“I’m in jail, and it doesn’t look like I’ll be getting out anytime soon. Probably end up in the pen, if I’m being honest.”

My heart beats against my chest so hard that I can hear the blood roaring in my ears. I don’t know what to say. I don’t have any words inside of me to actually speak. I knew this would happen. But I am frozen—my heart racing, my breathing coming out in short pants, and my vision blurs.

“Spencer. I’m so damn sorry,” he rasps.

His words cause my spine to straighten. “Was it your club’s fault?” I demand.

The shock begins to wear off as the anger bubbles inside of me. He doesn’t say anything, which is enough of an answer for me.

“It was their fault,” I whisper.

“I agreed to the job, Spence. I just needed you to know that I wouldn’t have my phone with me. But I’ll call you when I can. Hopefully, you’ll be able to come and visit me soon.”

God. I hate this. Tears prick my eyes, anger receding as sadness washes over me. “Whatever you need, Humble. I’m here for you,” I rasp, trying to keep from choking on my tears. I’m such a crybaby, but Humble is all I have.

He snorts. “No worries, little sister. The club has my back.”

My anger instantly reappears. I want to scream at him that they, indeed, do fucking not have his back. If they did, he wouldn’t be where he is right now. But I don’t say anything. He doesn’t need my anger thrown at him right now. He can literally do nothing about it.

But that doesn’t mean there isn’t someone who deserves my anger. And I’m going to make sure they get it—tenfold.

We end the call, though I do it out of protest, while he does it out of necessity. I’m left with an empty feeling inside. It consumes me, and I can’t believe this happened. I knew it was bound to one day. You don’t live life on the edge and not get caught eventually.

I had just hoped I wasn’t around to see it. But I am. So, now I have some decisions to make. Staring at my cell phone, I make one. It’s probably in haste. But I can work anywhere. I don’t have to be here in Austin.

I’ll grab a suitcase, pack my bag. I’m not sure how long I’ll be gone, but I pack enough for two weeks. I can wash clothes when I’m in Pineville. If the Suds-N-Bubbles has closed down, I know I can drive to the next town to take care of my business.

That’s the thing with Deep East Texas—if you can’t find what you need in your town, there’s one ten minutes up the road, and they’ll probably have what you’re looking for.

Climbing out of the bath, I dry off as my snap decision takes hold. I haven’t done anything like this in a long time. But the time is now. I dress as quickly as I can, then move through my apartment like I don’t have a moment to spare. As if this is an emergency, though it’s really not. My heart is racing, and my nerves are completely shot. I don’t even know how I’m going to drive, but I can’t wait.

Packing my computer and all of my chargers in my laptop bag, I make my way out of my apartment. After double-checking my door to ensure that it’s locked, I head toward my Tesla that’s parked in my single covered spot and charging.

As I load everything into my car, I hear my name being called. Lifting my head, I look up to see my across-the-hall neighbor making her way toward me. I wince. I don’t want her to know I’m leaving for a while.

I don’t want anyone to know.

Not that I have anything of value in my apartment. It’s just better that people don’t know my business. I’d rather not be seen or heard. I’m better off being invisible and nonexistent.

“Are you going somewhere?” she asks.

If I could get in my car and just drive away without looking like a complete fucking asshole, I would. Giving her a forced smile, I clear my throat.

“Yes and no,” I lie.

Her brows snap together. Heather is pretty, tall, and thin, but she’s really nosy. She wants to know everyone’s business, and she’s not shy about telling you everyone else’s, too. Which is why I try not to tell her a damn thing about myself.

“Which is it, then?” she asks on a laugh.

My gaze flicks to the apartment building, then back to her as I try to think of something to tell her that she’ll believe. I’ve got nothing, so I have to give her a partial truth. I’m so discombobulated about Humble that I can’t even think straight anyway.

“I’m going to visit my brother for a few days,” I say.

Heather blinks. “Your brother?”

I hum. I don’t talk about Humble to many people, mainly because I don’t want anyone to look him up. It’s not that I’m embarrassed about who he is. I love Humble with all I have. We are trauma-bonded for life. But I don’t want to be affiliated with them. I don’t want that club to be part of my identity.

If he weren’t part of them, if he weren’t a Dark Horse, I would shout from the rooftops that Humble Maddison is my brother—my flesh and blood. Maybe it makes me a shitty person. I’m not sure, but I was raised in that chaos, and I want nothing to do with it. I don’t want to be part of any of it.

And I sure as shit don’t want to tell anyone about it.

BREW

The cabin is quiet. I know I shouldn’t spend this much time out here. I should be with the club, but I can’t help it. When my brother gave it to me, I knew I had found home. He was right to keep a place of solitude away from everything and everyone.

Away from the club, the booze, the women.

Never in my life did I think I would prefer solitude to a woman’s warm body—any woman’s warm body. But I can’t think when I’m at the clubhouse, and maybe I’m just getting fucking old, but sometimes I just want the quiet.

Walking over to the fridge, I grab a beer and slam the door closed, then make my way to the living room and sink down on the sofa. As I lift the beer to my lips, I reach for the remote control and touch the power button.

There aren’t any available television channels here, no cable of any kind, but luckily, I was able to get Internet and have a few streaming services. Thanks to those crazy satellite star trains that slide across the sky some nights.

I turn on a streaming service and continue watching a show I’ve been trying not to binge. It’s some shit that all the old ladies were talking about, something about the king and queen of England back in the 1800s or some shit. There’s sex in it, so it holds my interest.

As I stare at the screen, I start to zone out, and when I do, I think about her.

Spencer Maddison.

The one drunken night I had with her was the best night of my fucking life. It shocked the goddamn shit out of me. Not that she was a virgin, but the way that being with her made me feel.

I made a big deal about it afterward and ignored the hell out of her, too. It was the exact opposite of how I felt on the inside. I was an asshole every second I acted that way, but I had to.

Spencer would have never left Pineville had I done what I wanted with her. Because I wanted to keep her forever. I wanted to fuck her until there was nothing left of either of us, but thankfully, I was well aware of the fact that I was thirty-one and she was seventeen.

Spencer needed to live her life. She had a lot of it left to go, and I’d already gone through my twenties. I’d been completely free and done what I wanted, the way I wanted it. I’d built a life that was perfect for me.

But Spencer had dreams of her own. I knew it, and as selfish as I am, I couldn’t do that to her. For the first time in my life, I didn’t allow myself to indulge completely, only a little, and honest to fuck, that little was a bit too much. I was hooked on her immediately.

But I had to let her go.

It was the hardest thing I’ve ever done, watching her drive away.

Lifting my beer to my lips, I take a long drink and then hiss as it slides down my throat. I have to restart my show. My fucking thoughts have taken over, and if I don’t pay attention to this show, I have no clue what’s going on. I have to concentrate because of their accents, and I feel dumb as fuck, too, while I do it.

Which only makes me laugh at myself, mainly because I know I’m dumb as fuck. I got shit grades in school, didn’t go past high school, and only ever aspired to be part of the Dark Horse MC. It has always been my sole purpose in life.

Another reason why I knew that Spencer not only needed better but deserved it as well.

Even if her driving away meant that my heart was ripped out of my chest and lost forever. So that’s why I’ll never have an old lady. Because there was only one for me. In the last decade, she’s never stepped foot back in Pineville. I’m glad. I wouldn’t want her to come back here.


CHAPTER
TWO




SPENCER

The drive from Austin to Pineville would take me six hours if I didn’t have to stop to recharge my car. And if I didn’t have to map out the route so I could recharge it. I make the stop around Waco and charge there as I get something to eat for lunch and use the bathroom.

I’m not even sure if I’ll be able to charge my car when I get to Pineville. I might be completely out of luck. I’m so used to Austin, where there is always somewhere to get a full charge, and I can even do it at my apartment complex.

Once my lunch is eaten and my car fully charged, I get back on the road. As soon as I reach East Texas, the scenery begins to change. The pine trees appear tall and grandiose as they guide me to my hometown.

It feels like home, too. The smells, the sights, the curves of the roads, all of it. I hate that. I don’t want this to feel like home. I want it to feel foreign and wrong, not perfect and right. It pisses me off.

Pressing my lips together, I try to keep from crying because of how that makes me feel, but a few tears leak out, regardless of what I want. This place holds a million memories—good, bad, and ugly.

Once my car passes the Pineville sign, I dry my tears, but mainly because my anger takes over. These assholes let my brother get thrown in jail. He’s going to prison over this shit because I know he won’t rat his men out.

Instead of driving straight to the clubhouse, I decide to take a cruise down Main Street. I can’t imagine much has changed. Color me absolutely shocked at the state of the shops along the street.

It’s actually cute.

When I was last here, it was a bunch of seedy bars, but that’s not the case anymore. I let out an audible gasp at the sight of a bakery. I pull into a parking spot that happens to be right in front and open the car door. Shifting my legs to the side, I place my feet on the asphalt road.

Slowly, I straighten from the car, then close the door behind me. I make my way toward the glass door, reaching for the handle and tugging it open. I’m not sure what I expect, but when I step into the bakery, I’m surprised all over again.

Instantly, I’m hit with the sweet scent of bakery treats.

My God.

It smells heavenly.

Before I can even look at the case, a cheerful voice greets me. When I shift my gaze from the bakery case to hers, my eyes widen. She’s stunning, like, beyond beautiful. She’s smiling at me with a little baby strapped to her front, just sleeping away.

She looks like she’s out of a movie.

“Have you tried any of our bakery items before?” she asks.

I’m taken aback by everything about her. She’s stunning in so many ways that she’s taken my breath away. I’ve never seen anything like her here in Pineville. Things sure have changed in a decade.

Swallowing hard, I shake my head a couple of times before I answer her. “I haven’t been here before. I was just driving by and noticed the bakery.”

Her eyes light up, and then she starts to tell me all about her products. It’s the most Austinite bakery I’ve ever encountered. It’s an all non-GMO, Paleo, vegan, gluten-free place. I would have never imagined that Pineville could ever have something like this, let alone sustain it.

“I don’t even know what to order,” I say once she’s finished going over all of the items in the case.

She lets out a giggle, then she turns and grabs a box. “How about a six-pack? It’ll be a mix of different things—cupcakes, brownies, and cookies. Is there anything you’re allergic to?”

“No, nothing,” I say. “That sounds amazing.”

She gives me a wink, then fills up the box. She asks me little chatty questions, like where I’m from and what brings me here.

“I’m actually from here,” I say after I tell her that I live in Austin now.

She lifts her eyes, her lips still curved up into a big smile. “Welcome home.”

It’s not that kind of trip home, but I also decide she doesn’t need to know the ins and outs of my trip. I don’t even know who she is. I pay for the treats and thank her, then she calls out for me to wait before I leave.

“If you’re around on Saturday, I’ll be at the farmers’ market. There are always a bunch of great vendors there.”

My heart squeezes at the mention of the farmers’ market. Not because my family went there or anything, but I remember Atomic loving the market, and in turn, Brew did, too. He took me a few times when I was a teenager and expressed an interest in it.

It wasn’t a complete lie. I did like going, but I was mostly interested because he was into it. Teenage starry-eyed dreams were of us going to the farmers’ market together, hand in hand, and buying fruit together. What an idiot I was.

“I’ll see if I can make it,” I say, giving her a wave and thanking her again before I head back to my car.

Settling my bakery box on the front seat, I shift the car into Reverse and head to the motel in town. I am doing everything I can to avoid going to the clubhouse, but I know I need to before I run out of electricity.

Ophelia sits behind the desk of the motel, and I can’t help but wonder if the woman has ever left her station. As soon as the little bell rings over the door, she lifts her head, and I step into the office.

Her eyes meet mine, but she doesn’t recognize me immediately. I almost laugh, because this woman knew me as a kid. She used to catch us swimming in the motel’s pool and run us out, but she always did it with a smile on her face.

“I would like a room,” I state.

She frowns, no doubt attempting to place my voice. When she asks me my name, I tell her.

Spencer Maddison.

That’s when her eyes widen as they shift from the computer screen to meet my own. “No,” she breathes. “Little Spencer Maddison?”

I can’t help but laugh. The fact that she called me little when I’m well over five foot nine. “In the flesh,” I say, giving her the best smile I can muster.

Her lips curve up into a grin that dies almost immediately. “Your brother,” she whispers. “He’s one of the good ones. I hate that he was thrown in jail that way.”

I almost, almost laugh in her face. She acts as if my brother is innocent and that this is something that unjustly happened to him. Instead of saying that, I give her a tight-lipped smile.

She nods, then turns back to her computer and types in some things. I give her my credit card to keep on file, and then she hands me a key.

“Now, if you get bored in that room, you just come on down here. I can always use someone to play cards with,” she says with a smile.

Thanking her, I tell her that I’ll definitely do that. Because I probably will. It’s not like I have anything else to do once my computer work is finished for my clients.

Taking the key, I walk over to my assigned room, open it up, and look around. I know that at least here, I’ll be safe. Which is more than I could say for my parents’ place or the clubhouse.

I gather all of my things, including my box of bakery treats, and carry them into the room. I want to try the desserts, but I decide I’m going to wait until I’m back from yelling at the Dark Horse MC. The sugar will probably help calm my anxiety.

BREW

The clubhouse is in a fucking uproar over Clink being arrested. It shouldn’t have happened. We have a new route, a new system, and it hasn’t been completely vetted yet. Of course, this happens to Clink, our treasurer. Why would it happen to a brother who didn’t hold an office? Because that shit would be far too fucking easy.

Lifting a beer to my lips, I take a pull. Fuck. I cannot believe this has happened. Then, the door to the clubhouse swings open, letting the light into the otherwise dim room. The sight of her causes my fucking breath to hitch like a goddamn idiot.

“You assholes got my brother thrown in jail,” she snaps.

Spencer Maddison.

Fucking hell.

The room goes completely silent. A growl escapes my lips, and I march toward her. The closer I get to her, the more she must realize who I am. Her eyes widen, and she takes a few steps backward.

She’s taller than she was the last time I saw her, filled out a bit more, too, sexy as all fucking hell. Once I’m directly in front of her, I lean forward, growling again. This fucking woman. She’s just as beautiful as she was when she was eighteen years old. No, she’s more beautiful, which I didn’t even know was possible.

“Outside,” I snap.

“Fuck you,” she grinds out.

My eyes widen, and I lift my brows in surprise. Then my lip curls. “Outside, or I drag your ass out, babe.”

She rolls her eyes, then spins around and walks out the door. I watch her ass for a moment. Fuck me, but she looks amazing. Better than she did when she left. She fucking should. She’s almost thirty now, a woman.

“Now that the whole clubhouse isn’t watching, wanna tell me what the fuck, and how the fuck you got here so fast?” I grind out.

Her lips twitch into a smirk. “He didn’t tell you he was arrested.”

“I just found out. What the fuck?” I demand.

She lets out a laugh, and the sound hits me straight in the dick. Fuck me. I absolutely love the sound of her laugh, even if it’s at my expense. I watch her, unable to take my eyes off her, and if she notices me staring, she doesn’t say anything.

“He called me about seven hours ago. I got in my car and drove straight here,” she says, lifting her hand to point at a white car.

Flicking my gaze to the car, I snort, then shift my attention back to meet hers. “A Tesla?” I ask. She doesn’t respond, so I continue. “You really bought into that Austin lifestyle, yeah?”

She rolls her eyes to the sky and then lowers them to connect to my gaze. “I like my little car.”

Her words come out flat, as if she’s bored with me, but I know that’s not the case. I could stand here all day long and talk to her, spar with her, hell, just stare at her. But I don’t. I have club shit to handle. I have Clink to handle.

“What do you want, Spencer? What are you doing here?”

She stares at me in the moment of silence that follows my question, her eyes searching my own, and then she lets out a sigh. She appears annoyed with me. I think it’s cute as fuck. My lips twitch as I wait for her to answer me.

Lifting my arms, I cross them over my chest as I tip my chin and look down at her. Her next words should piss me off, but they don’t. I understand her anger. I’m pissed off, too. I’m also wondering how the club is going to fix this.

Unfortunately, I don’t know if it’s fixable.

“I came here to see how you people are going to fix my brother’s situation. He will not go to prison for this shit.”

Spencer may have left Pineville, but she never left her brother, and that shit is admirable. My fingers itch to touch her, and I try as hard as I fucking can not to do that. Keeping my arms crossed over my chest is the only way I can keep from touching her.

“Do you think we don’t want to help him?” I ask. “That we want one of our own locked away?”

Her eyes narrow, then she looks away for a moment before shifting her attention back to meet mine again. “All I know is you made him do illegal shit, and now he’s locked up.”

I don’t laugh. I want to, but I don’t.

“Nobody makes anybody do illegal shit, babe. Clink has been part of this club since he was sixteen. He’s an officer. Nobody made him do a goddamn thing.”

She opens her mouth to protest, but I shake my head once. “You know he loves the club, Spencer. Just like I know you fucking hate it. But that doesn’t mean we don’t love him. We do. And none of us want to see him locked away. We took all the necessary precautions. It was a whole new route. He knew the risks.”

“That’s not good enough,” she shouts.

Dropping my hands to my sides, I close the short distance between us. My hands cup her cheeks as I search her gaze.

“We’re going to fight for him, Spencer. We will fight with him.”

“He’s all I have,” she whispers.

Shaking my head once, I clear my throat. “No, babe. We’re your family, too. You got this whole fuckin’ club.”


CHAPTER
THREE




SPENCER

Standing in front of Brew as a whole grown-ass woman now, I can’t believe I still feel anything for him—but I do. How ridiculous of me to have feelings for someone who rejected me the way he did. Who hurt me the way he did.

I want him to kiss me.

Right here—right now.

He’s promising me they’ll take care of Humble, and I want to believe him. But these are the people who put him there. How can they take care of anything when it’s their fault in the first place?

His hands cup my cheeks. I fight hard against sliding my eyes closed and parting my lips in a lame attempt to be flirty and silently demand a kiss. Because with his hands on me like this, with his eyes focused on mine?

I want it.

I want him.

But I won’t do it.

I can’t.

My heart cannot take more rejection from this man. And yet, I want nothing more than his mouth and hands on every inch of my body. The memory of him has not faded. It’s all in the front of my mind. It’s all I can think about.

“He’s not all you have, beautiful,” Brew murmurs. “You got this whole club. You might have walked away from your life here, but you are still family to us.”

I hate that—because, deep down, I kind of love it.

I don’t want to be family with these people. I don’t want to be associated with them at all. They can all fuck off. At least, that’s what I tell myself over and over again in an attempt to convince myself that I despise them all.

“That’s not something I want,” I state. The lie rolls off my tongue easily.

Brew’s brows lift, and his hands fall from my cheeks at my words. I hate that. I wish he would still touch me, and yet, at the same time, I want nothing to do with him.

I’ve never felt this conflicted in my whole life, but I knew that this was the way it would be when I finally saw Brew again. Another reason I avoided coming home for the last decade.

“And why is that?” he asks, his lips twitching into a smirk.

“Seriously?” I snort. “Because being part of your family lands your ass in jail. So I’m good.”

Brew growls and leans forward slightly, his face just inches from mine. “Stop bein’ a bitch, babe.”

“Fuck you,” I snap, my eyes widening in surprise that I’ve said what I did.

He straightens, a smile on his face as he lets out a chuckle. “Already did that, Spencer.”

Enough. I have had enough.

Taking a step backward, I lift my chin and look down my nose at him. “I’m going back to the motel. You’ll let me know if you find anything new. But I’m not going to hold my breath.”

Turning my back to him, I start to walk to my car when I hear him call out for me. Stopping, I turn my head and look over my shoulder at him. He jerks his chin toward me, a smile playing on his lips.

“I know you’re pissed, but you’ll get over it.”

“It’s been ten years, Brew. I’m obviously not over it.”

I don’t expect him to laugh at my words, but that’s exactly what he does, and it pisses me right off. I stomp my foot and make a noise of frustration in the back of my throat. This man is infuriating. I want to slap him and kiss him at the same time, and I hate that.

I try to ignore his beautiful face when he smiles, his white teeth, his dark beard, his strong-as-shit body.

God, I think he’s even more muscular than he was ten years ago.

It’s not fair.

He’s only gotten sexier as he’s aged, too. Since he’s over forty now, it’s really not fair at all. He should have turned into a potbellied, balding man by now, not hotter than ever.

“And you’re still pissed off about it, which means you give a shit, Spence. Take the night to cool off and have a drink with Ophelia. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I open my mouth to tell him to screw off or something of that sort, but he doesn’t allow me to say a word. Instead, he spins around and walks back into the clubhouse, leaving me standing in the hot gravel parking lot with my mouth open like a fish out of water.

Stomping my foot again, I let out a huff and stomp to my car door. I hate the fact that I don’t hate him. I want to. But I can’t. He’s beautiful, his smile is still amazing, and his rich laughter makes my entire body tremble. Traitorous body.

As angry as I am at the situation, I do know they care. They love Humble. They don’t want him locked away. It’s not like they sacrificed him or threw him under the bus. I just really hate that he was put in this position. I wish he had never joined this stupid club. Then he wouldn’t be in jail—but at the same time, it could be worse.

Sinking down into the driver’s seat of my car, I stare at the closed clubhouse door, wondering, not for the first time, what my life would have been like had I stayed or maybe had I come back to Pineville directly after college.

I’d probably still be single, alone, and pining over that man. And he’d be himself, screwing women left and right, especially as hot as he is. So… exactly where I am now in my life. And likely exactly where he is, too. With a heavy sigh, I back away and drive off the property.

I try really hard not to think about the what-ifs.

I don’t need to think about that at all.

As I turn onto the county road that heads back to town, back to my motel room, I put in a search for a charging station. There is only one, which is at a truck stop at the very edge of town. I’m actually a little shocked that there is one anywhere near Pineville. I thought for sure I would have to drive to the next town.

It doesn’t take me long to get there. I pull into the truck stop and begin charging my car, taking that time to check my email. I have a few professional correspondences—a new client request and several current clients who need me to work on some items.

Thankfully, I’m fully caught up on my back projects, so I can go to the motel, get these done in a few hours, and then I’ll be ready for a new day. I’ve been diligent about staying on top of things since starting my own business and always looking forward to starting fresh the next day.

Except now, thinking about a new day makes me think of Humble and how he’ll be waking up in a jail cell alone. Caged like an animal.

I hate this.

Tears fill my eyes and begin to fall as I think about my brother. I don’t want him in that place, and I’ve been a bitch to him. He’s all I have, and I haven’t been the best sister I can be. I could have been better. I could have been kinder.

I ran away from Pineville and Brew, but I also ran away from Humble. I haven’t seen him for the holidays, and I haven’t spent enough time with him. Phone calls and text messages only go so far, and I’ve been a shit sister.

Brew has a right to feel some kind of way about the situation—about me. From the outside, I look like the shit sister I am. There’s no way around it. But that’s all going to change. If nothing else, this has woken me up to my part in all of this. I shouldn’t care what kind of life Humble leads as long as he’s good to me, and he is—undoubtedly, unwaveringly.

Once my car is recharged and my thoughts are organized, I head back to the motel. I should probably get some food before I retire to the room for the night, but then I remember the box of sweets waiting for me and decide to just eat dessert for dinner.

I’m not really feeling like eating actual food tonight, anyway. I just want to curl into a ball and cry. This did not turn out the way I wanted it to. I wanted to walk into that place like a badass and tell those guys exactly what I thought about them.

But Brew wouldn’t let me, and when I tried, he just told me to cool off. I hate that. I don’t want to cool off. I want to tell him how much he pisses me off. I want to be mad. But I’m not anymore.

I’m tired.

Exhausted even.

BREW

That woman is completely fucking spicy, and I want nothing more than to fuck the bitch right out of her. It’s clear to me that she’s got some pent-up aggression. I have a feeling it’s going to be a damn good fucking time.

It’s going to happen, too.

Seeing her again, and the way I felt the moment I touched her face. Fuck me, but I need to be inside of her. I shouldn’t have let her go the first time. I won’t make that fucking mistake again.

She wasn’t mine to have ten years ago. She was still finding herself, but beyond that, she was far too fucking young for me. And I think Clink might have actually killed me had he discovered us. I know I would have if the tables were turned.

It should have never happened. It wasn’t right, and I felt like a piece of shit for a long time after it all went down. Not just a piece of shit, but I felt like a pervert. It shouldn’t have ever gone that far. She wasn’t even eighteen yet, and I was a goddamn full-fledged adult.

I still can’t believe it happened.

Drunk or not, I shouldn’t have done it. I woke up the next morning, saw her beside me, and winced at the sight. She was so fucking beautiful lying there, and I’d treated her like one of the clubwhores—I’d used her body for my own self-gratification.

I was filled with regret, but I was also the happiest I’d ever been in my fucking life, a contradiction I couldn’t process—still quite can’t. I could sit and analyze it every day for the rest of my life. Think and categorize why I did what I did, but there’s no sense in it.

“You look really fucking pathetic sitting over here nursing that beer,” Atomic grumbles next to me.

Turning my head slowly, I look at my brother. “Don’t feel like drinking.”

“Clink or his sister?”

“Both,” I grunt.

He chuckles. I shift in my seat uncomfortably, my gaze finding his when he doesn’t say anything else.

“Clink’s shit isn’t looking good,” he rasps, his voice low so that nobody else can hear. “They got him on shit that we cannot make disappear. It was in progress. So, he’s seriously fucked. Best they can do is probably a plea deal, hopefully get less time for that.”

“Fuck,” I hiss. “Spencer is going to lose her shit.”

He jerks his head in a single move. “Yeah,” he murmurs. “She will.”

“So there’s no way at all for him to get out of it?”

Atomic shakes his head a couple of times. “They want to make an example out of him, out of us.”

Fuck.

Of course, they do.

Because why wouldn’t they? Crossing state lines the way he did, the way I mapped and planned for him to. Fuck. The guilt absolutely consumes me.

“I’ll take care of Spencer,” I say.

Atomic laughs. “I’m sure you will. She’s looking good, especially behind the wheel of that fancy little Tesla. She’s done well for herself.”

“She has,” I grunt.

I really don’t want to have this conversation with him or anyone else. I want to drink the rest of this beer, go upstairs, and pass the fuck out. Tomorrow is a new day. A new day to work on Spencer. I don’t think I can let her leave again for ten more years. Not without the promise of her return. However that looks—whatever that means.

“You don’t want to talk about it, but you’re going to have to face it, Brew.”

“Yeah,” I murmur. “You’re right. I don’t want to talk about it.”

Standing up from the barstool, I leave my beer on the bar and walk away from my brother. I can hear him laugh behind me, but I ignore him. As I walk down the hallway, I ignore everyone as I make my way toward my room.

I’m surprised to find Firecracker standing next to my door. Stopping in front of her, I tilt my head to the side as her gaze lifts to meet mine. I arch a brow, waiting for her to speak, but she only gives me a sad smile.

“I was thinking about Clink,” she murmurs.

“No, you weren’t.”

She shrugs a shoulder. “It is upsetting.”

“But that’s not why you’re in front of my door, babe.”

“It’s not why I’m in front of your door,” she says, repeating my words, confirming my statement.

I think about taking her inside and fucking my frustration out on her, but then an image of Spencer flashes in front of my eyes, and I decide against it. I need to be alone tonight. I need to think about how I’m going to approach this situation with her.

How do I not make her fucking hate everything about me?

“Not tonight, babe,” I mutter, brushing past her into my room.

“Just find me if you need me,” Firecracker says, her voice sounding small, almost far away and hopeful.

Turning my head as I step into my room, I look over my shoulder at her. “Fire?” I ask. She lifts her chin slightly, her eyes finding mine. “Trust me, not you, babe. It’s me. It’s just a lot.”

She nods once, then disappears down the hall. Only when she’s gone do I close and lock the door behind me. Making my way over to the window, I look out at the grounds. There isn’t much to see now that the sun has set. It’s not like we have a lot of lighting out here, but I don’t give much of a fuck because my mind goes back to Spencer.

Her eyes, her smile, her body. I can’t stop thinking about her. I want her. Not just for a night—I want to keep her.


CHAPTER
FOUR




SPENCER

I’m on my second cupcake when I hear a noise outside, an all too familiar noise. Running over to the peephole, I peer out. I don’t know what I expect to see, but it isn’t Atomic, with his bike parked next to my car as he moves toward the motel room door.

I’ve finished my work for the evening, enjoying a bit of downtime watching television. The sight of him, even through the peephole, is almost unbearable. He looks so much like Brew that my breath hitches.

Even though I watch him lift his hand and knock, I still jump when he does. Reaching for the knob, I slowly turn it and tug the door open. I step to the side but don’t speak as he passes by me and enters my room.

He doesn’t say a single word as he moves straight for that bakery box, as if he knows exactly where it’s from and the contents. I’m surprised to see him make his way toward it. I don’t remember him eating a lot of sweets years ago. He seemed to be more of a foodie rather than a bakery lover.

“You went to Shawn’s, I see,” he mutters.

“Shawn’s?” I ask, closing the door behind me.

I’m sure I should feel uncomfortable having this man just appear in my room, but I don’t. Atomic is Brew’s brother. To fall in love with Brew means to love his brother as well, and I made sure I knew everything there was to know about Atomic.

“What are you doing here?” I ask softly when he doesn’t respond.

Atomic turns his head, tilting it to the side. His eyes find mine as his lips twitch into a smile. When he speaks, I’m taken aback by his words. It’s not quite what I expect him to say.

“Shawn is the bakery owner in town, probably had a baby strapped to her chest. She’s King’s old lady.”

Staring at him, I blink, unable to speak. But I am able to mutter a question, a burning one. “She is an old lady?” I ask, needing clarification.

Atomic chuckles. “I got one, too, babe. And two kids now.”

“Atomic,” I breathe.

He watches me, his eyes dancing as he does. He’s happy. I didn’t know this man could ever look so… at peace. I thought that because their lives were so wild and crazy, they only knew chaos. But this isn’t chaos on his face. It is peace.

“It’s a good life, babe. You should really look a bit deeper into it. We aren’t the same men you remember us to be. Probably never really were.”

Pressing my lips together, I roll them a few times. I want to roll my eyes at his words, but that girl at the bakery, she was so sweet, and I just can’t imagine she would be with someone who wasn’t… at least semi-good.

As I slide my tongue over my lips, thinking, I taste honey on them from the cupcake I devoured a few moments ago. Sinking down on the chair at the small bistro table, I can’t take my eyes off his. Those words are poignant.

We aren’t the same men you remember us to be.

My lips twitch into a smirk. “But at the same time, you are, right?”

Atomic’s eyes search mine, and he laughs again. I don’t think I’ve ever seen this man smile as much as he does right now. Maybe he’s telling me the truth. Perhaps things have really changed down at that clubhouse.

“If that’s the case, Atomic, if you aren’t the same, then why is my brother in jail?” I demand.

He moves over to the chair across from me and lets out an old man groan as he sinks down into the cushion. I almost laugh. It’s kind of cute. He’s aged in the ten years I’ve been gone, but not in a bad way. Much like Brew, he looks hot as hell. Which is really not fair.

“The courts are going to make an example out of Humble. As much as I want to promise you that he will get off free, he won’t. Best we can probably do is have him take a plea deal.”

Sinking my teeth into my bottom lip again, I hold back the scream I want to release in Atomic’s face. He’s called my brother by his real name. He’s being real with me, serious and respectful. I like that. And I hate it at the same time.

“Tell me…”

He hums, waiting for me to continue.

“Do the men still have clubwhores? Is it still ‘what happens at the club stays at the club’?” I ask, wondering how much has really changed and how much has stayed the same.

Atomic shakes his head, his eyes not leaving mine. “That stuff doesn’t go away, Spencer. But if you’re asking if I, King, or Gnaw partake, the answer would be no. For our own reasons, we’re committed to our women.”

“Gnaw?” I ask.

He smirks again. “Yeah, he just claimed his old lady, Kyle. Sweet girl.”

My head is spinning with his words. I cannot believe the three of them have old ladies and kids. Plus the fact that he’s also telling me they’re devoted to their wives. It’s nothing like the club from ten years ago, that’s for sure.

There wasn’t a single man who was devoted to anyone but himself and his own dick. I’m not sure what to say, so I don’t say anything. Instead, I stare at him, wondering what the hell I’m supposed to do next.

Atomic doesn’t seem bothered by the lull in conversation. A few moments later, he stands, sliding his palms down the front of his jeans.

“Nothing’s set in stone, babe. But I want to tell you how sorry I am for the circumstances. I hate that this shit happened. I love Clink.”

Tears fill my eyes, threatening to fall at his words. I should not be moved by them. I should be downright livid. And I was, but I’m not sure I feel the same way anymore until…

“You will always be family, Spencer. You can stay here as long as you want. I’ll even put you up in your own place if you decide to stay.”

“Why would I?” I say without even thinking of my words.

Atomic’s eyes widen. He places his palms on the table, his gaze searching mine before he speaks. “This is your home. Humble will be close by, most likely. It would be a good time to reestablish yourself.”

I think about his words. I like the sound of reestablishing myself, but I don’t let him see how much. I am already established in Austin, but I can’t imagine driving this far to visit Humble because I will visit him regularly wherever he is placed.

A few moments later, he leaves me alone with my thoughts, reminding me to come by the clubhouse tomorrow afternoon to discuss everything that’s going to happen with Clink and the process of the whole thing.

The process of jail, a plea deal, and prison.

The thought of it all makes me physically ill.

Once Atomic’s gone, I change into my pajamas, turn the lights off, and lie down in bed as I stare at the television in front of me. I zone out completely and eventually fall asleep. My dreams are in vivid color, and in every single one, an image of Humble appears.

There is one simple fact—I miss my brother.

BREW

There’s a knock on my door, and I try to ignore it, but it comes again. I start to tell the person on the other side to go away, assuming it’s Firecracker, but when the loud knock comes again, I realize the person isn’t going to disappear.

I unlock my door and pull it open, surprised to find Atomic standing on the other side. Stepping to the side, I watch as my brother walks past me and into my bedroom. He doesn’t say anything. I almost ask him why he isn’t at home with his wife and kids, but I decide against it, not wanting to sound like a smart-ass.

“I went to see her,” he announces.

I don’t have to ask him who her is. I already know. Arching a brow, I don’t say anything as I wait for him to enlighten me on not only why he went there but also what was said. He walks over to my window and looks out at the darkness before he turns to face me.

“Told her that we had her back, that we have Clink’s back…”

“And?” I ask when it’s clear he has something else to say but isn’t actually saying the words.

I know my brother well enough to know when he’s still got something on his mind. More was said than just that, especially since it was Spencer he was talking to. He rocks back on his heels but doesn’t speak right away.

“Grover?” I ask, using his given name, something that neither of us does often. We may have grown up calling each other those names, but by the time we were prospects in the club and got our road names, the old parts of us ceased to exist, including our names.

“I told her what the club is like now. That we’ve got kids, wives, and we don’t fuck around on said wives.”

“You’re making promises for me?” I ask. “Seems pretty forward of you.”

He snorts as if he thinks I’ve asked something funny. I’m not saying that his promises are wrong. I’m old enough to know who and what I want. I also don’t believe that Spencer walking back into this club is by mistake. I don’t want to go into anything with the idea that I’ll be fucking someone else.

She’s what I want.

However, I also know that what happened between us is fucked up.

I fucked it up, and even though she’s ten years older now, I can’t help the guilt that still consumes me over it. I’m not sure I will ever be able to forgive myself, and at the same time, I don’t think I can be around her and not want to be inside of her.

So, it’s all a conundrum that I don’t think I can pretend doesn’t exist. “I’m making promises for you, Brew. Because I know who you are and what you want. Don’t try and act like you don’t give a fuck.”

Clearing my throat, I lift my hand and run my fingers through my hair. “At the risk of sounding like a complete fucking dick, how do you know what I want?”

Atomic lets out a burst of laughter. “Brother,” he says, “I see the way you look at me and Ryan. Nobody is that fucking blind. You want it, too, no matter what you say. And you deserve it. I also know that she’s the one who got away.”

“She was too fucking young,” I grind out.

Atomic nods once then turns to the window again before he shifts his attention back to meet mine.

“She was,” he says, agreeing with my words, as he fucking should. “But just because it was the wrong time then doesn’t mean it isn’t the right time now. I won’t say anything else, but there’s a reason you’re single. There’s a reason she’s here.”

“You think really highly of this situation,” I say, chuckling. “But I’ve made it clear. Got no woman, got no plans to get one.”

Without a response, Atomic walks past me, reaching for the door. He jerks it open and takes a step out of the room and into the hallway before he stops. I watch him turn his head, looking over his shoulder at me, his eyes finding mine.

“You can maybe talk yourself into the idea that you don’t want a woman, but you can’t talk me into it. And you want that one. The one who came to the clubhouse all pissed off, driving a stupid-as-fuck electric car. The one who lives in the city of fuckin’ weird and is trying to pretend to be something she ain’t. You want it all with Spencer. And you want to own her ass.”

He leaves me standing in the middle of my bedroom in silence, shocked as fuck that he’s said what he has… and that he’s right about it all. Once he’s gone, I shove my hand in my pocket and pull out my phone.

I want to call her, but I can’t. I want to go see her, but I don’t—won’t… whatever. I’m not quite sure what the fuck it is that I am going to do with her. But as much as I don’t want to admit that my brother is right about anything, I know that he is about this.

I want it all.

I want to own her.

Every inch of her.


CHAPTER
FIVE




SPENCER

My eyes flutter open, and I stare at the ceiling. There is a small brown ring in the middle of the ceiling above the bed, which makes me think that there is possibly a leak somewhere. I’m sure if there was, Ophelia would have had it fixed. She’s never really sat around on stuff like that, not that I can remember from when I was a kid.

Sitting up, I let out a heavy sigh. The first thing I do is reach for my phone. I know you’re not supposed to look at your phone or anything electronic like that first thing in the morning. I read an article that said it basically has something to do with your brain and hinders cognitive functions. But that doesn’t stop me from checking my emails and my social media within minutes of my eyes opening.

Thankfully, I have a couple of new jobs that have booked while I was sleeping, which will keep me busy today so I won’t be thinking about him, about Brew. I also have to think about Clink and find out what happens next. Then I have to figure out when I’m leaving.

Because I will be leaving.

I can’t stay here.

As much as I would love to stay in East Texas just to be near my brother, it’s not really the smartest thing for me to do. While I could stay here and still pay my bills, I need to be home at my apartment. I need to be in my routine.

I need to be away from Brew.

Because if I stay here. If I see him and hear his voice. If I feel his touch—I’m going to do something really stupid… like fall in love with him all over again.

Or maybe I’m going to admit that I never stopped loving him in the first place. That every man I’ve met in the past ten years has never been right—because it was always Brew.

And I hate that.

I hate myself for that.

I’ve wanted nothing more than to be over him, and yet, I know I’m not, no matter how much I try to pretend that I am. He’s always going to be that man I fell in love with. He’s always going to be the one who slipped through my fingers.

He isn’t the one who got away because for him to get away, I would have had to have him to myself to begin with.

And I never did… never will.

A video pops up on my timeline, and I smile as I watch a girl I went to high school with play with her baby. She’s making the baby laugh, and the giggles fill the motel room, bouncing off the walls.

I don’t know why, but the sight of the baby makes me sad. My smile fades almost as quickly as it appeared. I think about the bakery owner, Shawn, with her baby strapped to her front. Her smile was as big as the state of Texas, and her eyes sparkled, too. She’s King’s wife. I’m not sure how that makes me feel. I can honestly say that I’m completely perplexed by it all.

Standing from the bed, I make my way into the bathroom and start the shower. As I wait for the water to heat up, I take care of my business and then wash my hands, my gaze searching the reflection in the mirror.

I don’t know what I expect to see, and I get tired of looking, so I turn away from it and head to the shower. Stripping off my pajamas, I step under the warm water and close my eyes as it washes over me.

Letting out a heavy sigh, I wash my hair. As my fingers scratch and massage my scalp, I think about Brew’s fingers replacing mine. I should not think this way. I should not imagine his fingers anywhere on my body, but I can’t help myself. I also can’t stop myself.

When my fingers travel from my hair down my neck and my belly and then slip between my legs, I know without a doubt that I should not be thinking about him. But I do. I think too much about him because when my fingers swirl my clit, my breath gasps, and his face fills my vision.

Not the face from ten years ago. The face from yesterday. He’s so damn sexy. I want all of him all over me. I want his mouth on every inch of my body. My fingers move faster and faster, making circles against my clit as I think about that.

His mouth.

Then I imagine his fingers all over me.

I come within seconds. It’s lackluster, just as it always is when I’m pleasuring myself. I never am fully satisfied. I tried once to get that way. I used a few different toys, and I came over and over again until my clit and pussy ached. My body might have been satisfied, but I didn’t feel it inside of me.

I felt empty. The way I always feel empty.

After finishing my shower, I dry off with a thin towel and dress for the day. I tug out a pair of paper bag linen chambray shorts and tug them on. Then, I slip an organic cotton tank over my head.

I’m sure people think I’m weird. I wear a lot of linen, and when I’m not wearing linen, I’ve got on organic cotton. I’ve switched as many of my synthetic materials to natural blends as possible.

Linen is my favorite. In fact, I bought European flax linen sheets, and I’ve never been the same—they’re amazing. I know I sound like a complete hippie, but I don’t care.

Natural fabrics, organic foods, my electric car—I love it all, and I don’t even care who knows it. Call me whatever you want. I don’t really care, not when it comes to that stuff. I don’t know if it’s just in my head, but I feel different when I wear it, calmer and healthier.

Instead of driving straight to the clubhouse to yell at more people the way I want to, I pack up my laptop and carry it out of the room with me. A few moments later, I’m in my car and driving straight toward that bakery downtown.

Not only do I want about fifty more of everything that I tried last night, but I also have some questions about King and the other men at the club. I’m not sure if I’ll actually be brave enough to ask them, but I’m going to try.

BREW

With a grunt, I make my way into the conference room for church. We have a meeting with the club’s lawyer today. I also have to talk to Gnaw and figure out what the schedules are looking like for collections, the kegs, and the warehouse deliveries.

There’s a lot of shit going down, and as the road captain, I’m supposed to help Gnaw with it all.

Sinking down in my unassigned but very much assigned chair, I can’t help but think about Spencer. I want to see her, and at the same time, I want her to never come back here. I’m in a foreign situation. I’ve never cared about a woman the way I do her.

She’s one of my brother’s sisters. She’s off-limits. And yet, I’ve already tested those limits. Even though it was a decade ago, I can’t forget them, and I want more of them. I’m sure there is some psychological fucked-up shit about us, but I can’t help myself. I can’t help it.

I don’t know if I can stay away from her now. Even though I know I should. But I’ve never been one who necessarily does what he should on a regular basis. The fact that I’m an office-holding member of a one-percent MC should prove that.

A few moments later, the room fills, and I am not surprised to see the lawyers in their suits. They take their seats and lean back as if unbothered while the rest of us sit on the edges of our seats, waiting to find out what will happen to our friend.

When Atomic stands, my gaze swings over to my brother as he focuses on the suits. He watches them for a moment in silence, then lets out a heavy sigh.

“Tell us what happens,” Atomic demands.

He’s asking, but not really. It is, without a doubt, a demand. And I don’t blame him. I know he is probably feeling much like I am with this shit. He is impatient and ready to know what the fuck happens next, although for different reasons.

Atomic is thinking only of Clink, but I am thinking mostly of Spencer.

“Well, the law is specific. And the DA is not backing down from anything. They are ready to nail balls to the wall. I think I can talk them into a deal, but there will be jail time. There’s no getting out of it.”

“Fuck,” Atomic hisses.

I hear King bark a simple Fuck somewhere in the room, but I can’t look away from the lawyer to see where he is. He usually sits where the suit is, so I know he’s somewhere else.

“The length of time is about all we have to work with now,” the attorney continues.

“What are you offering? And where would he go?”

He clears his throat before he speaks again. “I might be able to get him to the minimum-security prison in Texarkana.”

“Might?” I ask.

He shrugs a shoulder. “I can write it into the plea deal, but it doesn’t mean they will agree to it. They may want him in a higher-security facility.”

Biting the inside of my cheek, I grunt. I have never known a DA, judge, or anyone to be lenient when they’re attempting to make an example out of someone, and that’s what they’ve all but said this is exactly.

“What are the odds, truly?” I ask.

The attorney lifts his chin slightly, then levels me with his gaze. “I’ll tell you what I told Humble. I can write it. I cannot make any promises. They may want him to offer something, but he claims he has nothing to offer them.”

Atomic grunts, directing the attention toward him. We all look to our president. It’s clear that he wishes to speak. Usually, it wouldn’t be such a formal meeting, not even church, with everyone attending in this… almost ceremonial type atmosphere.

“You’ll let us know?” Atomic asks.

They dip their chins simultaneously and then stand. They’re silent as they move toward the door, but then the main one stops. He looks over his shoulder into the space.

“We are not going to make a bad deal. Whatever we make, it’s so that Humble gets the best deal. Minimum security is going to be a walk in the park for him. And if I have my way, it won’t be for long, maybe a couple of years.”

Atomic doesn’t say anything, and I’m half tempted to tell this motherfucker to get Clink out of the goddamn jail or watch his back because his days are numbered. But I’ve been in situations where you can’t control other working parts, so I don’t say anything, even though I truly want to.

Once the door is closed, I expect Atomic to say something, but he doesn’t. He lifts his hand, extending his finger for us to shut the fuck up. I arch a brow but don’t say anything, watching him.

A moment later, he has his phone in his hand and moves his thumb across the screen, then he sets it down on the table, dropping his hand. “I had to make sure they were gone before we spoke. I didn’t want them to hear us.”

I nod a couple of times. I can’t say I don’t agree with him. They probably wouldn’t understand anything we even said, but that doesn’t mean it’s their information to hear.

“What the actual fuck are we going to do?” King asks as he walks over to his normal seat and sinks down.

“I don’t think we have much of a choice,” Atomic grinds out. “I can’t break him out, as much as I fucking want to.”

There is a moment of silence. We all flick our gazes between one another. I don’t know what to say, how to say it. Right now, we’re well and truly fucked completely… or rather, Clink is.

“Spencer is really not going to like those answers from us or the attorney,” King mumbles.

“I know,” I say. “But she’s expecting them.”

Atomic places his palms on the table and then leans over slightly. “As much as I want to spend the day trying to figure out some magical something for Clink, we have a lot more pressing issues to discuss.”

“Routes for the men,” I state.

Atomic dips his chin. It’s my turn to speak now, but I’m not sure they’re going to like what I have to say. It’s not like I can change the routes that are in place. Not just because some of them are not changeable but because I researched them extensively.

I know these are the best ones, especially when it comes to other groups’ territories and payoffs. It’s a lot of fucking work to come up with the best routes, and I can’t just change them on a whim.

“I can’t change them, and if I do, it won’t be immediately.”

Atomic dips his chin. “See what you can do. For now, we try to stay off the radar of every kind.”

Instead of saying anything, all I do is nod once. Then I lean back and listen to the rest of the meeting without chiming in, mainly because I’m focused on the thoughts that lead me back to Spencer, as they always have.


CHAPTER
SIX




SPENCER

The bakery is open, but the face that greets me isn’t the same one from yesterday. Instead, it’s an equally beautiful woman with an even smaller baby strapped to her chest. These women are gorgeous and making babies.

It’s a life that I could only dream of.

I open my mouth to say something, but she speaks before I can. And when she does, I recognize her, but I can’t quite place her. I’m taken a bit off guard. There’s something familiar about her that causes me to pause.

“Hello, can I help you with anything?”

She’s cheerful and simply stunning. I don’t know how these two women are working at the same place. It seems almost impossible that they even know one another yet are here together in the same building. How is this real life?

I open my mouth, not sure what I’m going to ask her, so nothing actually comes out. But then another voice calls out from the back. I tilt my head to the side and watch Shawn, baby and all, make her way toward the counter.

“You’re back,” she says with a smile.

“I am,” I say, feeling extremely out of place and awkward. I shouldn’t have come here.

Shawn’s eyes search mine. They’re sparkling as they do. Her entire face is so bright, and her eyes even dance. I don’t know how else to describe her other than blissful. That’s it. Shawn is blissful. I’ve never felt that way. I can only imagine what it’s like.

“Can I talk to you?” I ask on a whisper.

I should turn my ass around and walk away, but I’m already here, so I’m just going to go with it and worry about the fact that I’m making a fool out of myself later… most likely when I’m lying in bed tonight going over every little detail.

She frowns, but I can feel the other woman’s eyes on me. I don’t know who she is, even if she’s familiar in some way, but she clearly doesn’t trust anything I’m about to say to her friend. She’s smart to be cautious, considering who her friend is married to.

“It’s about King,” I say.

She blinks, and the blissful look on her face vanishes. It’s replaced with a mix of confusion and something else, maybe jealousy. I’m not quite sure. She cautiously moves around the counter toward me before she lifts her arm, motioning toward a small table in the corner.

“Is everything okay?” she chances asking, her words coming out slowly as we both take a seat at the small table across from one another.

“Oh, this isn’t really about him so much as it’s about your relationship with him.”

She frowns, her gaze sharpening on me when she does. I almost laugh, not just because anything to do with King and me is hilarious, but also because she has no clue just how fucked up I am over Brew. And always will be. I need to be clear with her, and soon.

“Atomic told me just how good the two of you were. How much King has changed since meeting you. I didn’t believe him, but he said you’re together.”

There is silence between us as her gaze searches my own. “We’re married, yes,” she says. “Elvis is very good to me, like any husband should be. I am a little confused by all of this…”

“I’m Spencer,” I introduce myself. My name doesn’t ring any bells with her, and I’m sure it shouldn’t. “I’m Clink’s sister.”

The other woman’s gasp can be heard all the way across the room. “Spencer, is that really you?” she asks in a whisper.

I shift my attention from Shawn to the other woman, my eyes widening as I watch her. “Yes, I’m Spencer,” I say, unsure of how she knows me. I knew she was familiar, and now she knows who I am, so I’m even more confused.

“It’s me, Ryan Turner.”

I jump to my feet without even looking. My computer bag slides to the floor, but I ignore it. I can’t believe I didn’t recognize her. We are only a year apart in age. We grew up together. It’s been over ten years since I’ve seen her, but I should have recognized her.

I rush toward Ryan and wrap my arms around her in a hug, careful not to smoosh her baby between us. “You look amazing,” I whisper against her ear before I straighten and take a step backward.

“I look tired,” she says with a laugh. “But I’m happy. I have two children and my husband. I really don’t think life could get sweeter.”

“Unless you have some of the items from the case. They always make everything sweeter,” Shawn chimes in.

“Your husband?” I ask.

“Atomic,” she says, her voice barely above a whisper. He said they were together, and it didn’t make sense until right this moment. All of the pieces have clicked into place now.

I remember when they were together. I remember her sister, too. I remember a lot of the past, but I was only a fly on the wall for any of it. I was never privy to anything that actually went down.

“Wow,” I breathe.

“My oldest son, Adam, is his, and so is little Millie,” she murmurs as she bends her neck slightly and touches her lips to the top of her baby’s head.

I press my lips together and roll them a few times, unsure of how I should approach my next question. Ryan takes pity on me and laughs softly before she speaks again.

“Atomic has changed,” she murmurs. “He’s considerate, kind, loyal, and the best man I’ve ever known. But I’ve changed, too, Spencer. I’ve matured. I’m not the eighteen-year-old girl I was when I ran away from here, from him, all those years ago.”

Releasing my lips, I inhale a deep breath and hold it for a moment before I let it out slowly. “I don’t know how I feel,” I whisper.

“About?” Shawn asks.

“Brew,” Ryan answers for me.

“Brew,” Shawn says.

It’s not a question but rather a shocked repeat of the word. I don’t blame her. I can’t imagine Brew has necessarily given off husband-material vibes. And he probably won’t now, but Atomic wanted me to talk to them, wanted me to hear all about how the men have changed. He somehow seems to think that there could be something between us now.

And I want that.

Even though I’m saying I don’t.

Inside, I do.

I want him to fall madly in love with me. To become completely and totally devoted to just me. I want him to adore everything about me and be that prince I always imagined in my dreams.

But I don’t live in my dreams. I live in reality. And the reality is this group got my brother arrested and thrown in jail. They may have changed a little bit, but they aren’t completely different people. Tigers don’t change their stripes quite that much.

“Come and sit down,” Shawn says. “I have a feeling we need to get to know one another.”

“Should I call Kyle?” Ryan asks.

“Yeah, let’s have a Dark Horse Wife Club meeting,” Shawn announces.

I open my mouth to protest the wife part of that little title but snap my lips closed and decide against it. I want to find out exactly what is happening here.

Three old ladies?

I don’t think there were even three old ladies when I was young and all of the original members were running the club. I need to see the anomaly in person.

BREW

My phone buzzes, and I look down at the incoming text, grunting at the sight of the message. It’s Ryan. I know she’s attempting to help, but I’m not sure it’s going to do any good once Spencer finds out that her brother is going to be going to the pen for a while.

There is no way I’m getting inside of her now. That anger she felt when she arrived is going to multiply tenfold. Opening up the text, I sink my teeth into my bottom lip as I read the whole message.

RYAN: We’re holding your woman hostage. I missed her. This better be a thing. Make it happen.




There is a picture attached at the end.

It’s a group selfie. There are four of them, plus babies. They look good together as a group of old ladies, but my eye will always be drawn to Spencer. I send Ryan a thumbs-up emoji, knowing how much she hates it, then shove my phone in my pocket.

The clubhouse is quiet and somber. We’re back to our regular duties, but nobody feels overly excited about much of anything. One of our own being sent away makes no one happy or puts them in a partying mood.

“You got a plan for the routes?” King asks as he flops down beside me.

I’m still sitting in the conference room, not wanting to go out to the bar. I need to be alone for a little while. I’m not sure when I’ll feel like partying again, maybe never. This shit is hitting me pretty fucking hard.

My stomach twists. It churns as I think about Clink being there without me, without any of us. And all because of me, it’s my fault. Guilt consumes every ounce of my being. I’m not sure if I’m going to be able to come back from this, and I feel like a selfish dick because I’m thinking about myself at the same time he’s living the fucking nightmare while I’m here, being free.

“I don’t got shit,” I say, confessing the truth of it.

King lets out a long exhale. “You know this shit wasn’t your fault, don’t you?”

“No,” I snap. “I fucking don’t. Because it is my fault. I planned the routes. It’s fucking on me.”

He shakes his head a couple of times, then curls his lip before he speaks. “We don’t know for sure, but we think Albert has something to do with it. Atomic is fairly certain it was a warning.”

“I’m sure it is,” I say. “Doesn’t make me feel any better about the situation. It’s still my fault as the road captain that this shit went down the way it did. I should have had some kind of better plan in place. Some better payoffs or something.”

King snorts. “You did what you could, brother. You cannot look back and throw a bunch of what-ifs at the situation. We gotta go forward. Figure out what we can do so it doesn’t happen again, and that’s that. Although I have a feeling it wouldn’t have mattered what we did. That shit was targeted.”

It was. I know in my head that he’s right. But in my heart and soul, I can’t shake the guilt that I feel about it all. I’ll probably never get over it, and that’s just the way it’s going to be until some other shit happens, which I’m sure it will at some point.

“What happens with the treaty now?” I ask, thinking back to just a few days ago when I watched Albert sign a treaty saying they would stay in their own fucking territory. Just days ago. And it’s already broken.

King doesn’t answer me. Atomic enters the room, and I lean back in my seat, watching him. “What happens with the treaty,” he begins, “is that we pay them a visit.”

“I’m about fucking done with visits,” I snap.

Atomic chuckles, but I can tell it’s strained. He doesn’t think any of this shit is funny at all. He laughs because he agrees that this is as ridiculous as I do. Then he sinks down in his chair before he leans forward.

“I’m not going to talk to them anymore. That ship has fucking sailed. I should have put foot to ass a lot sooner, but I was trying to avoid casualties of war.”

“But?” I murmur.

“Spying on us, kidnapping several people, including an old lady, and then signing a treaty before going back on it a few days later and getting one of my best men thrown in jail. Although, I wouldn’t give a fuck if it were just a prospect. I’m ready for this shit. I want war,” Atomic barks.

“Going to take a vote?” King asks.

“Fuck votes,” he grinds out. “It’s fucking on.”

Yes.

I am here for it.


CHAPTER
SEVEN




BREW

Leaving the clubhouse, I know we’re going to handle shit in a few hours. A decision has been made, and we’re going to head out as soon as Atomic informs everyone else and gets the women on lockdown.

My woman included.

I have to get her to actually go to lockdown, though, which might be a fucking problem, considering she hated it back in the day—with a passion. And I can tell while some things have changed with her, not that much.

My woman.

Fuck.

Just thinking about her as mine makes my heart fucking squeeze inside of my chest. I cannot believe that she could actually be mine. Spencer is the one who got away because that’s what she needed, but I’ll never let it happen again.

I ride by the bakery to make sure she isn’t still there. Thankfully, everything seems to be locked up tight. As I continue toward the motel, I smile at the sight of her little Tesla parked in front of her room.

I walk up to her room. Atomic has already told me which one is hers. I lift my hand and knock on the door. I can hear some voices, recognizing them easily as the television playing and I smile as I wait for her.

The door flies open, and she stands in front of me, her eyes widening at the sight of me standing in front of her.

“You check your peephole?” I ask.

Her tongue peeks out and slides across her bottom lip. “No,” she snaps. “I heard a bike. I knew it was one of you.”

Shaking my head a couple of times, I clear my throat. “Babe,” I grind out. “What the fuck. I know without a doubt that Clink taught you better than that.”

She rolls her eyes to the ceiling, then steps to the side, allowing me to pass. I walk into her room then watch as she closes the door behind her but doesn’t lock it. Clearing my throat, I turn to face her, trying to keep my anger at bay, but she pisses me off.

Spencer is standing with her back against the door, and if I didn’t know better, I would think she’s scared of me in some way. Another thing that pisses me off.

“Wanted to talk to you about your brother. Don’t have specifics yet,” I begin.

She blinks a couple of times, clearing her throat, but I can tell she’s on the verge of tears. “He’s going to jail, isn’t he?”

I dip my chin slightly. I can’t stay away from her. Closing the distance between us, I cup her cheeks and lower my head, touching my forehead to hers. “He’s going to prison, beautiful.”

Her eyes slide closed, and I can feel the pain radiating from her body. I hate this shit. I wish I could take it away. I wish I could undo it. And whatever guilt had eased, it’s back now, in full force.

“I hate it,” she breathes.

Lifting my head, I look at her face and watch as she slowly opens her eyes. They find mine, but she doesn’t speak right away.

“Tell me the rest,” she eventually demands.

“The lawyer is going to try and get him into Texarkana so he’s close by. Not sure if the judge will agree, but that’s the hope. Also, hoping for a much-reduced sentence. But there are no promises.”

“Just hopes,” he exhales.

“Got something else,” I murmur.

Fuck me, but I do not want to tell her the next part. I do not think she’s going to take it well at all. I don’t remember much about her when she was younger, not really. I remember her, but as far as what she liked or disliked, I have no fucking clue. She wasn’t on my radar yet, not until that night, and then she left.

“More?” she asks.

“I need you to pack your shit and come to the clubhouse,” I say.

She blinks. Once, twice, three times as she stares at me. Then she presses her lips together, and her eyes narrow on me.

“Are you putting me under lockdown?” she sneers.

“Not a fan?” I ask, already knowing the answer.

Spencer snorts. “No, I am not a fan. I won’t be doing it. I am not part of you people. I fucking refuse.”

I hum. “It’s cute that you think you have a choice, beautiful. But you don’t.”

Her eyes narrow further on me. I keep my hands cupping her cheeks as I look into her eyes, and I want nothing more than to kiss her right now—I want to devour her. Spencer is and always will be special.

“It’s for your safety. We’re going after the people who did what they did to Clink.”

“The police?” she asks on a whisper.

Chuckling, I shake my head a couple of times before I answer her. “I wish it were that easy. No, beautiful. The fuckers who are really behind Clink’s shit. The Southern Mafia.”

She doesn’t speak immediately. She watches me for a long moment. Then she clears her throat. “I don’t know who they are.”

“Good,” I bark. “And you don’t want to.”

Sliding one of my hands from her cheek to her throat, I curl my fingers around the front as I look into her eyes, my gaze staying connected to hers without breaking. Without looking away, because everything else in the entire fucking world completely vanishes.

There is just her and me. Nothing and nobody else matters—I don’t think they ever did.

Jesus Christ, but I want to fuck her right now. I want to taste her cunt. I want to feel her squeeze me, and I want to hear her scream my name. And I will. Soon enough.

“What aren’t you telling me?” she exhales.

“That they’re dangerous, and we’re going to make sure that this shit never happens again. Not to Clink, not to anyone. But in order for me to do that, I need to know that you’re safe.”

She presses her lips together, rolling them a few times as she stares into my eyes. I squeeze her throat once, then release the pressure but keep my hand on her flesh. “I need to know that you’re safe, Spencer.”

“Why?” she asks.

Leaning forward, I touch my lips to hers, but I don’t deepen the kiss. I keep my lips on hers, feeling her breath against my mouth.

“Because, Spencer, when I get done, I’m going to come back to the clubhouse. You’re going to be in my bed, and I’m going to take my time with you. I’m going to kiss every inch of your body. I’m going to make you come with my mouth, and then I’m going to fuck you until you’re screaming my name.”

SPENCER

Oh. My. God.

That was the hottest speech I’ve ever heard in my entire life. I want to cry it was so good. But I can’t do that. I can’t show him how much he’s affected me, though if I had to guess, he already knows.

“Fine,” I say with shaky lips. “I’ll pack a bag.”

His lips twitch up into a smirk. He takes a step backward, wordlessly standing to the side of the room as he watches me. I roll my eyes to the ceiling and then begin to pack my things back into my bag.

I don’t know why I’m doing what I’m doing. I should just throw my shit into my car and start driving home. But I don’t. I want all of those things he promised. I want him to do them to me. To lick every square inch of my body, to make me come, to make me scream his name.

It’s been so long since someone touched any part of me that I might come at the first contact.

Why does the thought of that excite me? Coming at the first contact. Just the thought sends a shiver down my spine. I want him to make me come. I want to be with him. I feel like a teenager again, and then I inwardly chastise myself because I also feel stupid like I did back then.

By the time I finish packing, I have talked myself out of everything. I need to get the hell out of here and go back to my life. I should find a sweet man who is going to take care of me and treat me with the utmost respect.

But then, when I lift my gaze to the man standing across the room, my thighs tremble. I don’t think a nice guy is going to do. I may need someone sweet, but I want that man across from me. I want him to pick me up and taste me.

I want him to use me, to fuck me—to own me.

Zipping up my bag, I start to take it off the bed, but Brew reaches for it and tugs it off for me. Swallowing hard, I look up at him, my eyes finding his before I speak. I’m not sure why I say what I do next. I don’t believe the words, so I’m not sure he will either.

“I think I should go home.”

Brew smirks, obviously believing as much as I thought he would of that single sentence—which is nothing. He sets my bag to the side before he crowds me again.

I have to admit that I like it when he does that—crowds me. In fact, I want more of it. But that doesn’t stop me from backing away from him out of natural instinct. I want him closer, but I’m also scared to death of not him but myself when he gets there.

My back hits the wall at the same time he lifts his hands and slams them on the wall beside my head. My lips part as I stare up at him, wondering what he’s going to say or do next. I’m not sure what I expect. No, that’s a lie I tell myself. I expect him to kiss me. I want it—crave it.

And I know I shouldn’t.

“You’re right. You should go home,” he hisses, his mouth dangerously close to mine.

I open my mouth to say something, but then he starts to talk before I can get a word out, although I don’t know what exactly I had planned on saying, so that’s okay.

“But not Austin,” he grunts. “This is your home, Spencer,” Brew murmurs, his voice dropping to a dangerously sexy tone and rumble that I don’t think I could ever forget, not in a hundred years. “It’s always been your home. It will always be your home, and now it’s time to come back.”

I want to tell him to fuck off, to go away, and ask him why he gives a shit about any of this. It’s not like we had a real relationship. We had an encounter, and I was embarrassingly stupid about the whole thing. It makes me wince and cringe just thinking about it.

But I don’t, because I want to be here. With him. With Humble. As much as I have distanced myself from this place and these people, I am at ease with them all. They are still the only family I have—that I will probably ever have.

I blink away the tears, trying to keep from crying, but they roll down my cheeks anyway. Searching his gaze with my own, I can’t stop myself—my emotions. Brew lifts his hand from the wall and glides the backs of his fingers down my cheek.

“Come home, beautiful.”

Home.

Come home.

This may be my home, but I have nowhere to go here. And as much as I want to make people believe that I’ve done spectacularly for myself, I don’t have a healthy savings account by any means.

Even if I found a decent place to rent here, there’s no way I could afford the first and last month’s rent, plus a deposit. And then there’s the fact that this area is not really equipped for my car.

There are so many factors against me coming back here. Except here is where Humble will be, where Brew is, and where I wish my future could take me.


CHAPTER
EIGHT




BREW

I can tell that Spencer is hesitating. I don’t really give much of a fuck, though. She’s coming with me, and I’m locking her ass up. Tonight, we’re not fucking around with the Southern Mafia. Granddaddy made promises, signed a treaty, and it’s already been violated, so it’s fucking on.

No more warnings.

We should have never let Loner live. He infiltrated our club, spied, and was a full-on fucking piece of shit. The only reason he survived our club was in an effort to keep war at bay, but that has already gone to hell in a handbasket, so war it is—and Loner is the first man on my list to be taken out.

I personally want to watch him bleed out… slowly. I may even enjoy a beer while he does, wearing a smile on my face the entire time. This fucker thought he could become a member of our club, stab us all in the back, and get away with it. He almost did, too, which pisses me off even more.

Spencer follows behind my bike in her stupid-as-fuck Tesla, but as much as I want to hate it, she looks damn good behind the wheel. It, without a doubt, fits her little hippie ass.

Riding up to the clubhouse entrance, I jerk my chin toward the gate controller. The prospect dips his chin and opens the gate for me, and I take off toward the main building, Spencer behind me.

Once we’re parked, I make my way over to her car and grab her bag from her hand. “C’mon, beautiful,” I murmur.

“Brew,” she calls out.

Stopping, I turn to face her. “Babe?”

“What happens after whatever this is is finished?”

Arching a brow, I watch her for a moment. It’s clear that she wants something from me, but I want to hear her say the words. Her gaze searches mine. Then she takes a step closer to me. Her tits almost press against my chest, and I want nothing more than to feel every part of her pressed against every part of me.

But not until this shit tonight is finished.

“I can’t just move here. I know you’re saying this is home, and I can’t deny that there are quite a few reasons why I want to stay here. But I can’t afford to just pick up and move,” she states. “And there’s no way I’m moving into this place.”

I almost burst out laughing. “No way in fuck would I let you stay here for any length of time that wasn’t lockdown.”

Her eyes narrow on me, and I know it’s because I used the word let. I’m sure that pissed her off. The progressive Austinite woman she is. My lips twitch into a smirk, and I can’t deny that she looks damn good when she’s annoyed, so I may fuck with her more often.

“I got a cabin. It was Atomic’s, but he has a house in town now. You can stay there as long as you want.”

She blinks a few times, then sinks her teeth into her bottom lip, scraping them across before she releases them. “I need Wi-Fi for my work,” she whispers.

“You got it, beautiful.”

“Why?” she asks. “Because I’m Clink’s sister?”

This seems like a tricky question to answer. Keeping my lips curved up into a smile, I hum before I answer her. “You already know that if you were just Clink’s sister, you’d have a room here,” I state.

Her breath hitches, and I want to kiss her. I want to taste her, but I don’t have the fucking time. I need to get her in the clubhouse and have her locked away safely so we can leave for Louisiana.

“Brew,” she exhales.

Lifting my hand, I slide my palm against her cheek as I look into her eyes. I need her to know just how serious I am. Although, I’m not completely sure what my seriousness looks like. I just know I have to have her.

I want to keep her.

“You can move into the cabin. You work from home, right?”

“I do,” she whispers. “But…” Her words trail off.

“There are no labels needed right now, Spencer. Whatever it is is what it is. Right now, you need to focus on yourself, on Clink, and on staying safe. I’m going to do my part to keep you safe tonight.”

She leans into my palm, her eyes closing for a moment before she straightens. “I’m going to ignore all of that and live in denial,” she announces.

“You are?”

She nods her head once. “I am. Because if I don’t, I’ll sit and think about what you said. I’ll create scenarios, and I’ll freak out.”

Chuckling, I slide my hand from her cheek to the side of her throat and curl my fingers against her flesh there. “What kind of scenarios?” I ask.

She lets out a heavy sigh. “All kinds,” she says. “Romantic ones, embarrassing ones, and with whatever you’re going to do to keep me safe… scary ones.”

Pressing my lips together, I clear my throat. “All valid, beautiful,” I murmur as I drop my hand from her throat. Taking a step backward, I reach for her bag and pick it up. Then, I jerk my head toward the door and begin to walk in that direction.

“Brew,” she calls out from behind me.

Turning my head, I look back over my shoulder at her. “Spencer?”

“I know that it was wrong all those years ago, but I’ve never regretted a single moment of it.”

Without letting me respond, she brushes past me and walks into the clubhouse. I watch her ass in her oversized flowy-type shorts and wonder just how in the fuck I’m supposed to feel.

I’m sure it shouldn’t make me happy, but it does. Maybe Spencer doesn’t hate all of us as much as she claims she does. Shaking my head, I follow behind her.

The bar is full. There are people everywhere, but I find her blonde head instantly. She is standing at the bar, with Ryan and Kyle flanking her and Shawn two seats down. They’re a pretty picture, those old ladies of the club. And Spencer will be an old lady. I just have to claim her.

And I will be claiming her.

Soon and often.

SPENCER

My heart is slamming against my chest as I walk into the bar. I don’t know what possessed me to say what I did. I mean, I know I never regretted anything with him. I’m the one who threw myself at him when I knew he was completely and totally not only drunk but high.

If he had been just one or the other, nothing probably would have happened. I waited for the opportune moment—I knew exactly what I was doing. I wanted him, and that has never changed.

I still want him.

I’m not sure there will ever be a time when I won’t be head over heels for the man.

“Are you going to tell us why that man is looking at you like he could eat you for breakfast, lunch, dinner, dessert, and a midnight snack?” Ryan asks.

I shrug a shoulder, lifting my hand for the bartender to make his way over here. He does, though it’s clear this isn’t a fully stocked bar, meaning they won’t have wine or anything that isn’t hard liquor or beer.

“I’ll have whatever doesn’t taste like piss water and isn’t hard liquor,” I state.

The prospect behind the bar blinks, then his lips curve up into a grin, and he lets out a laugh. He clears his throat and takes a step backward. “Babe, that’s all I got here.”

“Then water?”

He shakes his head, reaches down below the bar, and slides a bottle of water in my direction. Wrapping my fingers around the base, I twist the cap off and then lift it to my lips. The cool liquid slides down the back of my throat, and I close my eyes. I didn’t realize how thirsty I was until this moment.

“Are you not going to answer me?” Ryan asks again.

Setting the water down in front of me, I turn my head to look at her and realize that all eyes are on me. At least all of the old ladies’ eyes are on me. I hold my breath for a moment as I attempt to stall. I’m not sure what to say. I’m not sure how I should respond.

“I think he does,” I mutter, lifting the bottle of water to my lips again.

Shawn giggles, then shakes her head a couple of times. “Girl, that much is obvious. But the real question is, are you going to let him?”

A moment passes, then another as I let that question marinade. I let it process. This is something I could answer instantly, without even thinking. However, now that I’m truly here, sitting in this bar, the men around me, the whores circling, all of us together on lockdown?

Is this truly the life I would want? Or do I do this with him one more time and then walk out the door? Never to be seen again? I don’t know the right answer. He’s saying all of the right things, but how long does that last?

“I can see the wheels turning. Those wheels turned for me, too,” Ryan states. “Don’t overthink it, trust me. Let the process happen.”

I use my nail to scratch the paper label on the water bottle. I didn’t think they still did this—put paper on bottles. I thought they stopped using paper and went to more of that plastic wrap.

I prefer glass-bottled water when I can afford it, which has been less often lately because they raised the rent on my apartment. I’m drowning. With each month, I use more and more of my savings. It’s dwindling at a rapid pace, and even though I’ve added more clients, it’s not making up the difference.

It’s just not.

Brew’s offer to live at the cabin is actually a godsend, but what does that mean for us? Will there be an us? Could there be? I know he’s saying that he wants this, but what happens when the excitement wears off?

The forbiddenness of it all?

When I’m no longer a chase?

Or is this all guilty pity because of Clink?

“You are really thinking about this whole thing. Don’t fight it, Spencer,” Kyle says. “Don’t fight any of it.”

I want to tell her that she doesn’t understand, but it would be a lie. She does understand. They likely all do. I know Ryan does, for sure. She ran a long time ago, but now she’s back. It must have really taken a leap of faith for her to come back.

“It wasn’t a leap of faith,” Ryan whispers. “I had his son. I needed his help. He tried to push me away. I deserved that, but then he had to rescue me, and we fell in love with one another. What we had in the past never went away.”

Nodding a few times, I exhale a heavy breath. Keeping my focus on hers, I give her a small smile. “I never had him, Ryan. We didn’t have anything at all.”

“Oh yeah, you did,” she contradicts me, her voice soft and sweet. “It just had to be denied because it was wrong. But it’s not wrong anymore, and he’s not going to deny a damn thing. I can feel him watching you from across the room. He’s ready, babe.”

Before I can gather my thoughts for a decent response, I feel a warm hand on my back. Turning, I look behind me at the man himself. He is smiling as he dips his chin and touches his lips to the shell of my ear.

“You look sexy over here, but I need to show you to your room before I leave,” he rasps.

That fact alone, that he’s whispering in my ear, sends a chill down my spine. Sliding off the barstool, I don’t bother saying anything to the others. They can see everything that’s happening.

Brew takes my hand in his, then guides me toward his room. I was only in here that one night, and I don’t really remember the space that much. I was more focused on him—on the things he was doing to me.

When Brew opens his bedroom door, I step inside the room and pause.

Gross.


CHAPTER
NINE




SPENCER

I’m frozen in my tracks as I stare at the disaster that is in this bedroom. Finally, I break my gaze from the room, and I turn my head, looking back to Brew. I widen my gaze at him. He at least shrugs a shoulder.

“Not the neatest man on earth,” he states.

“Not even in the galaxy,” I mutter.

He chuckles and takes a step toward me, then another. “The cabin isn’t this bad, swear,” he murmurs, dipping his chin before he touches his lips to mine.

“Well, thank God for small favors,” I say with a laugh. “I guess I have some work cut out for me.”

He hums, his nose running alongside mine before he murmurs. “Got clean sheets in the closet.”

Those words aren’t sexy at all, but I still have to press my thighs together because my belly dips and my pussy tingles. I press my palms against his chest, feeling the hard wall of muscle beneath my fingertips.

“I’ll clean this shithole once,” I whisper. “After that, I’ll burn it to the ground because you’re a grown-ass man, and you should be cleaning your own room.”

He wraps his arm around me, tugging me against his chest, and laughs. His voice fills the room, bouncing off the undecorated walls around us. Then he drops his head slightly, and his mouth touches mine in a quick, chaste kiss.

Brew takes a step backward, his eyes dancing as they search mine, and then he clears his throat. “I am sorry it’s such a mess. It’s fucking disgusting, but honestly, this is just a place I crash when I’m too drunk to ride home. I haven’t lived here in a long time.”

Sinking my teeth into the corner of my bottom lip, I exhale as I look into his eyes. “I’ll be snooping through everything.”

Brew laughs again, closing the distance between us even more, and cups my cheek. “I have no doubt, and I’m sorry in advance for whatever you find.”

Rolling my eyes to the ceiling, I can’t help but smile. “You’re lucky I know what kind of lifestyle you men lead.”

“And whatever you find, you need to know it’s from the past, not the present, and not the future,” he says.

My heart squeezes, my belly dips, and I swear I actually swoon at those words. I’m not sure if they should affect me the way they do, but hearing him say that the past is just that and the future will be different?

It means something to me because my whole life, I didn’t think that these men could be different. I always had an image of what they were, and at seventeen, I was willing to accept it because I wanted Brew that badly.

Plus, everything I’ve ever known about relationships was pain and abuse, and I knew he would be decent to me. I would be treated with some respect because I would be an old lady if he made me his, but it would never be a fairy-tale kind of love.

It would never be what you’d see in a movie. Relationships like that weren’t possible in this world. I would take what I could get and be happy. But when I walked away or rather ran, I realized that being cheated on and having everything about life hidden from me wasn’t that appealing.

In fact, being in the dark about every aspect of my partner’s life felt a bit… icky.

Then there was also the fact that they could all end up in jail—every single one of them. They had grown up away from this world, seeing more of life outside of the club, outside of Pineville.

It cured me of wanting to be an old lady for the Dark Horse MC. But no matter what I tried to tell myself, tried to convince myself of, my heart and body still craved it—still craved him. Brew keeps me close to him, and I wonder if he’ll ever let me go. I hope he doesn’t. I like it here—in his arms, his eyes focused on me and just me.

“You be good. Hopefully, I’ll be back soon,” he murmurs.

I open my mouth to ask him when, but his lips touch mine, and then his tongue slides inside of me and tastes me with one quick swoop before his hands fall from me, and he takes a step backward.

“Brew,” I call out, my voice smaller than I intend it to be. He jerks his chin toward me, his gaze searching mine before I speak. “How much danger are you going to be in when you go?”

He gives his head a quick shake. “I’m not going to be in any danger, beautiful,” he says, although I don’t quite believe him. He’s confident in his words and tone, but it’s clear that he doesn’t believe them deep in his core. That scares me.

My heart begins to race, slamming against my ribs, and I imagine it bursting from my chest and landing on the dirty floor by my feet.

“Brew,” I warn.

He laughs softly, his eyes sparkling as he watches me for a long moment, and then he clears his throat and shrugs a shoulder. “Don’t worry, Spencer. This is for Clink.”

“My brother?”

He hums. “Your brother, and that’s all you need to know.”

Without another word, he walks out of the room, leaving me alone with his mess and feeling like maybe, just maybe, this could work—this could become something. Chewing on my bottom lip, I turn back to the disaster of a room and wince.

At least I’ll be busy tonight.

Because there is no way I can go to bed with this place being this disgusting.

The first thing I do is begin to gather the clothes off the floor and put them in the empty dirty clothes basket, which is hilarious, because it takes me about five minutes to fill it to capacity. Then I look around for the clean sheets Brew claimed he had.

Once I have the bed stripped and I’m changing the sheets, there is a knock on the door. Leaving the bed half-made, I walk over to the bedroom door, reach for the knob, and gently turn it before I tug it open.

Kyle and Shawn are standing in front of me, smiling. “Ryan is taking a nap with all of the kids. We came to help,” Shawn says, her voice overly cheery.

Then she lifts her hands, and she’s got trash bags in her grasp. I flick my gaze over to Kyle, who brings her hands up and waves them in front of me, holding some cleaner with cleaning rags and a broom.

“How did you know?” I ask.

Shawn snorts. “Their rooms all looked like nightmares before we got here.”

“It’s really horrible,” I murmur.

“That’s why we’re here. Plus, there’s nothing else to do, so we can at least clean and bitch about these men at the same time. It’s productive, really.”

Laughing, I stand to the side and allow them to pass by me and walk into the room. It doesn’t take us long to get the trash taken care of and in bags, but I have to confess, it was completely disgusting, and I’m embarrassed that they had to see any of it, even though they assured me that their men’s rooms were the same level of gross.

I’m glad they were here, though, because finding discarded used condoms almost sent me over the edge, even though I have zero reason to be upset about them. They are from the past, and we aren’t even anything yet. We’ve shared a couple of chaste kisses but nothing else.

So, while I want to be jealous as hell, I really don’t have a leg to stand on about it, so I keep my mouth shut. To their credit, Shawn and Kyle are an easy distraction from it all. I don’t know if they know finding them was upsetting, but they don’t mention it and keep me moving.

Once the room is clean and my bags are unpacked… we even cleared a drawer for me in his small dresser, we are finished. Shawn moves to stand beside me as we survey the space.

“It’s not going to be on television for an amazing makeover or anything, but it looks damn good.”

“It does,” I admit. “I wish he had linen sheets, though,” I mutter.

“I hear those are amazing,” Shawn says.

“They really are.” I almost whimper, dreaming about my linen sheets. I wonder if Brew would like them. Then I chastise myself because why do I care if he would like linen sheets or not?

“Let’s get some cupcakes. I feel like we earned them,” she murmurs.

I turn my head, my lips part, and my mouth waters at the same time before I can speak. “You have cupcakes?” I ask.

She snorts. “Girl,” she begins, “I’m not going on lockdown without bringing cupcakes.”

Kyle and I laugh simultaneously at her words. Because I don’t blame her, and without another word, the three of us hurry down to the kitchen, where we find Ryan with her little boy, Adam, and two babies. The cupcake box is in the center of the counter, and Adam has one pressed to his lips.

It is officially dessert time.

BREW

As much as I want to burst into the building and shoot everything and everyone on sight, I don’t. Instead, I am crouched down in some bushes beside Atomic, with my gun in my hand. My fingers twitch to pull the trigger, but I hold off.

Listening to my brother, I take his lead.

I wait because this will be done tonight, and I can have at least a semblance of patience… if only for a little while.

Flicking my gaze around the perimeter of the property, I smirk at the sight of the men surrounding the grounds. Our men. I hear a buzzing beside me and look over to Atomic, arching a brow in question.

“It’s Nash,” he hisses. “He called earlier wanting me to go down to Corpus and look at the building,” he murmurs. “They’re ready to open.”

“That was fast,” I say.

He chuckles. “Bunch of old fucks wanna get their rocks off watching girls dance naked. Who am I to tell them no? Also, it’s going to make a fuckton of money for the club.”

Biting back the laughter, I clear my throat, attempting to keep from being too loud. “They aren’t that old,” I point out. “We’re on their fucking heels.”

Atomic snorts. “That we are. Are you ready for this? Everyone is in position.”

“Do you know if the old man is inside?”

Atomic doesn’t respond immediately. Instead, he jerks his chin toward the building. “He hasn’t left Louisiana. I’ve had a couple men on these assholes since shit went down. I didn’t trust the treaty. I knew Loner was going to fuck with us some more. And Albert is fucking clueless. He’s living in this world like it’s still by the old-school rules. But these men aren’t playing by any rules. Not anymore.”

He’s right.

He’s absolutely right.

Nobody is playing by the old-school anything anymore. And Atomic is fucking smart as shit to keep this from everyone and to keep an eye on the Southern Mafia.

“So, were they watching us, too?” I ask.

He shakes his head. “No,” he snorts. “Well, just the warehouse routes. They likely thought we were going to continue to go to Shreveport. When we didn’t, it pissed them off. I’m pretty sure they thought they had us by the balls.”

“And when we didn’t, they couldn’t fucking stand it.”

“So they made sure we weren’t going to be successful, or at least they tried,” I murmur, thinking over the whole situation.

“They tried,” he agrees with a simple nod. “But they’re going to lose this fight.”

Leaning closer to my brother, I say one last thing, knowing he’s getting ready to give the signal. We’re rushing into this shit and leaving zero survivors.

Not a single one.

I would feel guilty about that, knowing there are men in there who are innocent and just following orders. Men who are husbands and fathers. But they’ve aligned themselves with the wrong fucking people.

And now, it’s time to fucking pay the price.


CHAPTER
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BREW

Atomic gives the sign. It’s time to go. There is no more talking, just shooting. Everyone knows already that Loner is to be captured alive. Everyone else is dead, but Loner will be dealt with the way he should have been when we discovered exactly who he was.

Loner will be stripped of any tattoos he received that are club-related. After that, he will be tortured. Slowly. He decided to fuck around. Now he’s going to find the fuck out. I tighten my grip on my gun as I stand and march toward the house.

I can see my brothers closing in around the house, all of us walking in solidarity. If the Southern Mafia knows we’re here, they aren’t showing it. Atomic is the first to reach the front door, and I watch as he wraps his fingers around the knob, twisting it before he pushes it open.

He shoves the door so hard that it bounces off the wall behind it and almost closes again. But he moves through the opened door and lifts his hand, the gun loosely held in place, before he takes one shot, then another, and another. I do the same, and through the back of the house, I hear more shots.

Before anyone on the main floor with the Southern Mafia can pull a gun on us, they are shot. Then we move upstairs. At least, the bulk of us do. The others continue to guard the main floor, and a few head to the basement, where I hear a few more gunshots.

Sticking close behind Atomic, I move upstairs with him. He jerks his chin toward one closed door, and then he faces the one across the hall. Gnaw and King come up behind us and head toward the other two closed doors in the hall.

We all share a glance. Then, we jerk our chins in unison before we shift our attention back toward our own doors. Inhaling a deep breath, I let it out slowly as I turn the knob of my door and step through.

There are three women in the room, hiding in the corner. They’re huddled together, and as much as I want them to live because, as a rule, we don’t hurt women, I also know they’re brainwashed by these fucking people.

They will, without a doubt, come back to haunt us if we don’t get rid of them all right now. Lifting my gun, I pull the trigger once, twice, three times. Quick. Easy. Pain-free. Or at least as pain-free as death can be.

Another door opens in the bedroom, and I watch as Loner walks out of the bathroom, completely fucking naked. Day. Made. Not just because he’s here, clearly unarmed, but also because I was blessed in the dick department, and he… was not.

Loner stops, his eyes wide as he watches me for a moment. Then, he lifts his hands in the air as if he’s surrendering. Not like he has much of a choice. His dick is hanging out and swinging. He doesn’t have a choice for fucking shit.

Wordlessly, he makes his way toward me. He shows me his wrists and lifts his chin, looking down his nose at me as he does. I smirk, making my way toward him and stopping close, but not too close.

“Your little game has come to an end,” I murmur.

He smirks at me, obviously not thinking that any of this is fucking serious. “Has it, though?” he asks.

I shrug a shoulder and grip his wrists with one hand. Tugging him behind me, I don’t give a fuck what he thinks he has in the works. None of whatever the fuck he has to say will make me not kill him.

This fucker is a dead man walking, and there’s no way around that.

Cock and balls out and all.

“Yeah, it has,” I bark.

Dragging his ass downstairs, I toss him in the middle of the bloody living room. A few moments later, the gunfire stops, and the room fills with the rest of the Dark Horse MC. The only person who isn’t Dark Horse who is breathing is Loner.

“Well, look what we have here,” Atomic murmurs. “A traitor and a small dick. Jesus Christ, you really got the short end of the stick.”

“Fuck you,” Loner grinds out.

I smirk, looking down at him. Crossing my arms over my chest, I tilt my head to the side.

“Where is my grandfather?” Loner demands.

Atomic laughs, crouching down in front of him. “Dead,” he states.

And as if he knows exactly what’s coming, he stands and steps to the side as a body is dumped in front of Loner’s naked ass. That body is Albert’s. I smirk at the sight, and at the same time, Loner cries out.

“Did you think that your granddaddy would protect you always?” I ask.

His eyes find mine, and I watch as they water. All of the men in his family are now dead. I would feel sorry for him, but I don’t. I pity him, but I don’t feel any kind of sympathy. I cannot fathom feeling even an ounce of compassion for this man or any of his club.

“You’re all fucking cowards, and now you’re all dead cowards,” King grunts from somewhere behind me.

I can’t look away from Loner. I am focused on him. There is nowhere else I can look. Atomic steps over the dead body and crouches down in front of Loner again. This time, he’s got a knife in his hand.

He lifts his knife and presses it to the hollow of Loner’s throat. “You want to tell me what the fuck you thought you were going to get away with by getting Clink locked up?” he grinds out.

“Fuck you,” Loner growls.

“No,” Atomic snaps. “You don’t get to do that. You don’t get to say a goddamn thing back to me. And you will answer me.”

Loner’s eyes narrow on Atomic. I am here for the showdown. As much as I wanted to be the one to torture him, I’m good with watching Atomic do the job. Crossing my arms over my chest, I dip my chin as I wait for Loner to say something.

“Fuck the Dark Horse,” he states.

“No,” Atomic barks. “Fuck the Southern Mafia… oh, wait, they no longer exist.”

Loner lifts his chin, attempting to look down his nose as if he’s something special. He’s not. He’s naked and sitting in the middle of the living room, surrounded by dead men and women.

“That’s what you think,” Loner snorts. “You really think that Albert was the mastermind?”

“Oh yeah?” Gnaw asks. “You want to enlighten us?”

Loner doesn’t say anything. Atomic pushes the knife a little farther into his flesh, not enough to kill him, just enough to cause a little bit of blood. I watch as it trickles down his chest, smiling at the sight.

My gaze flicks down to the tattoo that’s on the center of his chest. It’s our insignia with the name Dark Horse MC in capitals curved across the bottom. I want to cut it off while he’s still breathing.

I want to hear him scream—beg—whimper.

All of the above.

“I’m done. You can figure it out on your own. You’ve killed everyone. May as well just go ahead and finish me. I’m not telling you anything else.”

Atomic doesn’t say anything for a long moment. He inhales a deep breath, then surprises me when he stands and takes a step backward. His gaze flicks to me. “Get your retribution for Clink and your woman.”

I take a step forward, holding out my hand as Atomic passes me his knife. But he doesn’t walk away yet. Instead, he stops and arches a brow as he looks down at Loner. “Just wanted to let you know. Your sister is now the property of the Dark Horse MC. You can die with that knowledge.”

“Fuck you,” Loner grinds out. “You don’t even know who the fuck she is.”

“Oh, but we do,” King says. “We’re going to save her for Clink. His reward for being locked up. So die knowing that it’s Clink who will be fucking her.”

And with that, nobody says another fucking word. I sink down to my knees, and Gnaw does the same behind Loner. He holds him still while I lift the knife to his chest. Keeping my gaze focused on his, I watch as his eyes widen in shock.

I don’t know why he’s surprised.

Since he became an actual brother and wasn’t just some prospect, he knows what happens when you betray the club. I sink the knife into his flesh and shift my attention to my work. As slowly as I possibly can, I make a shallow cut outlining his tattoo.

Loner is only silent for about a minute of the process in his failed attempt to be strong. The rest of the time, he screams like the bitch he is as I flay his skin open like I’m cutting steak. It’s fucking hilarious. There is blood everywhere, but I don’t give a fuck about that.

My focus is on cutting this tattoo off and nothing else. He eventually stops his screaming. I think about waiting for him to regain consciousness, but I actually have a headache from his high-pitched girlie crying.

Once I’m finished peeling the tattooed skin from his body, I hold it up to the room full of my brothers. Atomic pats my back, and I look over to him. I know I’m covered in Loner’s blood, but I don’t give a shit.

“We frame this one as a reminder of what happens when you betray the brotherhood,” Atomic states.

And with that, we gather ourselves and walk out of the house with Loner’s skin in hand. I hear the gasoline being poured over Loner’s body, and moments later, the house is up in flames.

It’s a bit dramatic, considering we have the cops here still on our payroll, but I can’t deny that we have a flare about us. You know, if the Dark Horse MC has been somewhere, we never leave a damn thing the way we found it, good or bad.

“Let’s go home,” Atomic announces. “We need to do some digging, see if there was any truth to what Loner said about the Southern Mafia having leadership elsewhere.”

Climbing onto my bike, I lead the way home. Back to the clubhouse, back to our women. Back to my woman.

Back to Spencer.

I’m ready to claim her—completely.

I’m ready to keep her. And that’s exactly what I plan to do. Right or wrong, Spencer was always meant to be mine. She just needed to live life a little. I could have never lived with myself had I kept her at eighteen.

She’s a woman now. Almost thirty years old and ready for everything I want to give her.

A marriage, kids, love. All of it.

It’s always been Spencer. I’ve been waiting for her to come back to me, and I didn’t even know it. Spencer belongs in Pineville. She is ours. And she will be mine—forever.


CHAPTER
ELEVEN




SPENCER

Desserts consumed, kids bathed and in bed. It’s time for the moms to relax, and I happily join them. Kyle lets out a sigh and sinks down beside me. I’m sitting at a table, Shawn and Ryan also joining us.

“So, what do you do?” Kyle asks.

I can’t believe I haven’t even told them my profession. I know what Ryan and Shawn do, the bakery. But I have no idea what Kyle does, and none of them know what I do for a living, either.

“I am a graphic designer,” I say. “Websites, business branding, signage, book covers. Whatever people need, I’m the girl who does it. What about you?” I ask, turning to Kyle.

She clears her throat, shifting in her seat slightly before she speaks. “I work at Sal’s Bar,” she states.

I stare at her, tilting my head to the side. “Do you dance?” I ask.

I don’t judge. She’s got the body to dance, but I am surprised that Gnaw would let that happen. I can’t imagine any of these guys being cool with that. They just don’t seem like the type who would be okay with their women showing everything they have to the world.

“No, I work in the bar. But I’m friends with all those girls.”

I can tell she thinks I’m judging her, but I’m really not. Reaching out, I wrap my fingers around her wrist and squeeze her. “Girl,” I whisper, “I wouldn’t care if you were the star of the show. I wouldn’t think of you any differently.”

She lets out a heavy exhale, and I don’t know why, but she seems relieved. Smiling, I shake my head once. “We’ve all done something shady for a good meal. Nobody is going to judge anyone.”

Shawn laughs, lifting her glass. “Amen.”

We all clink glasses and then take a drink. The rest of the evening, we continue to drink and talk shit. Lots of shit. It’s great. I feel like, for the first time in my life, I have a set of girlfriends.

I’ve never really had friends before, and this is fun. I’m excited to stay here in Pineville and be with them. I hope we can really become more than friends, the family the Dark Horse is meant to be.

The phone to the clubhouse rings, and I turn my head, watching it light up on the wall. It’s hilarious to me that there is even a landline here. I don’t understand why they still have it at all, let alone why anyone is actually calling it.

I watch as the prospect who has been working the bar makes his way over to the phone. He picks it up and holds it to his ear before his attention swings to me. His eyes meet mine. He nods once, then lifts his hand and motions for me to come over.

As if I’m some kind of robot, my body moves without me even thinking. I don’t know why, but I feel my chest squeeze as I walk closer to the phone. I find it hard to breathe, my heart racing faster and harder with each step I take.

“Phone’s for you,” he announces as he thrusts the receiver at me.

I wrap my fingers around the receiver and bring it to my ear, letting out a heavy breath before I greet whoever is on the other end of the line with a hello. There is a crackling sound, and my spine straightens, wondering what the fuck is happening.

Then I hear his voice.

“Spencer?”

“Humble?” I ask.

He hums, and my shoulders relax immediately. “Are you okay?”

“I’m fine. Are you?”

He chuckles, although it’s not out of humor. It’s his way of saying that he’s okay, but he wishes he were anywhere else. At least, that’s what I assume he’s thinking because he doesn’t actually say anything.

Instead, he clears his throat and starts to talk about what’s happening with him and his case. “I need you to talk to Atomic and let him know that they accepted the deal. They’re going to let me stay in Texarkana. Judge signed off on it about an hour ago. At least that’s what my attorney says.”

“Thank God. For how long?”

He’s quiet for a moment. I can hear men’s voices in the background, and it serves as another reminder that he isn’t here, that he’s in jail. Closing my eyes, I try to keep from crying, but I fail.

The moment I open my eyes again, the tears slip out and slide down my cheeks. One after the other. I suck in a breath and hold it for a moment, then release it slowly as he tells me how long he’s going to be in prison, not jail, federal prison.

“Three years,” he says, and it’s like a punch to my gut.

“Humble,” I exhale.

I try not to full-on burst into tears. I don’t want him to feel worse. He can’t do anything about it.

He chuckles, although I can tell he doesn’t find any of this funny in the slightest. “It’s the way it is, Spence.”

“I’m moving to Pineville,” I announce, my decision suddenly solid.

My decision made at this moment.

This is where I need to be, for Humble but also for myself. I want to explore life with Brew. I want to know if my infatuation with him was just a fantasy my teenage self created or if there could be something real between us.

Not so secretly. I want there to be something between us. I want him to fall madly in love with me. Marry me and make half a dozen babies while living in our cabin in the woods, completely isolated from the world in our love nest, until we want to go see our friends.

Is that too much to ask?

“Spencer,” my brother murmurs, breaking me out of my thoughts. “You don’t have to stay there for me. Go back home, live your life. Be happy.”

I take a deep breath and exhale slowly, although it’s also shakily. “You’re my life, Humble. And there’s Brew.”

“Fuck,” he hisses. “Are you kidding me right now?”

“It’s nothing yet, but…” My words trail off, and I know this isn’t something he wants to talk about, especially while sitting in jail, but I don’t want him to feel guilty about me staying here either.

“I should be pissed,” he grunts. He doesn’t say anything for a moment. Then he lets out a sigh. “I don’t have a right to be, though, not with where I am. Just promise me something, Spencer?”

“Yeah?” I say, whispering the word.

“If he makes you happy, hold on with both hands and enjoy the fucking ride. I want you to be happy. It’s all I’ve ever wanted, for my little sister to find her happiness.”

Wiping the new waves of tears away, I choke out an okay. But I can’t get anything else out.

“And I’ll beat his ass for touching my sister when I get out.”

I burst out laughing. He joins me, then he gets really quiet as the seriousness of his situation takes over again. “I have to get going, but tell Atomic. Hopefully, I’ll be taken there soon and we can get visitation set up.”

“I will do that. Humble?” I call out into the phone. He hums, waiting for me to continue. “I love you, and I’m sorry it took you going to prison for me to come and visit you.”

“As long as you’re home, healthy, and happy, I couldn’t give a fuck less.”

He ends the call, and I pull the phone away from my ear, staring at it for longer than I should. Eventually, I hang it up and make my way back to the table. The girls are chatting among themselves but aren’t overly loud.

I tell them what just happened, and they all give me sad looks. I would give myself a sad look, too. There is a damper put on the rest of the evening, but in the end, it doesn’t matter much because the men arrive shortly after… covered in blood.

BREW

There doesn’t need to be a debriefing tonight. We’ll probably do that tomorrow, but for now, we are all going to shower, fuck, and rest. At least, that’s what I’m going to be doing.

Walking straight toward the table full of old ladies, I ignore the clubwhores, who are all perched at the bar. The other brothers can enjoy them. I have a purpose tonight, and I walk with that purpose straight for her—Spencer.

She stands as soon as I approach her side. Wordlessly, I reach down, shove my shoulder in her stomach, and pick her up. She’s draped halfway over my front and back. Feeling her fingers grip my belt, I move toward our room.

I’m covered in blood, the blood of the men and women I killed. The blood of people who would have done the same thing to me if given the chance. And the blood from the artwork I gave Loner… or rather took from him.

Stepping into the bedroom, I close and lock the door behind me. Slowly, I release Spencer. Her body slides along the front of mine until her feet touch the floor. I don’t look into her eyes immediately.

Instead, my focus is on the room.

It’s immaculate.

I’m shocked.

“Beautiful,” I murmur.

She looks over her shoulder at the bed, then shifts her attention back to meet mine. There is clear confusion on her face. She doesn’t know what has me completely stunned.

“What?” she asks.

“It’s fucking clean. I think it looks better than when I moved in here.”

She laughs, and I’m pretty sure this room has hardly ever heard laughter. I like that. It bounces off the walls around us, and that just makes me think about the fact that her cries and screams of pleasure will do the same.

“I have no doubt that this room was never cleaned. It was gross,” she says, wrinkling her nose.

“I know it was,” I laugh. “I’m sorry. Never had a reason to clean it.”

She takes a step toward me, then another. She lifts her hand, placing it on the center of my chest, and tilts her head back. Her eyes find mine, her lips press together in a thin line, and I sink my teeth into my bottom lip as I watch her.

“Your cabin isn’t going to be this dirty and messy, is it?”

She appears horrified. I don’t blame her. This room was a complete shit show. Lifting my hand, I cup her cheek as I look into her eyes.

“My cabin is clean, Spencer. It’s nothing like this. The cabin is a home. This was nothing but a crash pad.”

“And a fuck pad,” she says.

Laughing, I clear my throat. “It’ll still be that. It just looks a bit different now that I have you.”

Her hand slides up the center of my chest, stopping at the base of my throat, and then she shifts it so that her fingers wrap around the side of my neck.

“And it will only be me?” she asks.

Dipping my chin, I touch my mouth to hers without deepening the kiss, and I murmur against her lips. I don’t lie to her. I tell her the truth. There is just her. I can’t even imagine fucking anyone else. And if I’m anything like my brother, there will never be anyone else again.

Spencer is a fucking dream come true.

“Yeah, beautiful. Just you.”


CHAPTER
TWELVE




SPENCER

Brew wraps his fingers around my wrist before he turns his head and touches his lips to the center of my palm. When he releases my hand, it drops to my side as I look up into his eyes.

“Where did the blood come from?” I ask.

“You probably don’t want to know,” he rasps.

My tongue slides across my bottom lip, and I sink my teeth into the inside of my cheek as I watch him, waiting for his answer.

“The blood of a man who thought he could betray the club and betray your brother.”

My breath hitches at his words. “The blood of the man who put my brother in jail?” I ask on a whisper.

“Yeah, beautiful.”

He reaches out, gripping my waist before he backs me up toward the bed. The backs of my knees hit the side of the bed. They bend, and my ass lands on the mattress with a bounce. Tilting my head back, I look up into his eyes.

Brew cups my cheek, his thumb sliding across my bottom lip as he looks directly into my eyes. He’s so beautiful. I don’t understand how this man can look at me the way he does. Like I’m something special. Like I’m anything at all.

Lifting my hands, I grip his belt buckle and begin to unfasten it. “Spencer,” Brew growls as I slowly slide the zipper down, the sound of the teeth unzipping filling the room.

“Brew,” I exhale.

“No,” he grinds out. “Evan.”

Blinking, I look up at him and suck in a breath. Evan Hughes. Why does that name sound so damn hot? Like scorching. I imagine whimpering that name as he makes me come, and I have to squeeze my thighs together because I want that—now.

Shoving his pants down his hips, I free him. Then I lean forward slightly, part my lips, and touch them to the head of his dick. Evan moans. I do, too, mainly because I thought of his name again. Like a silly schoolgirl because, apparently, being around him makes me feel seventeen again.

He groans and grips the back of my neck, his fingers clenching my hair. “Take me,” he demands.

It’s sexy as shit.

I want to do just that. In fact, I would do just about anything right now. This man, covered in drying blood or not, is the sexiest man I’ve ever seen in my entire life. There has been nobody who could ever compare to him.

His long, thick length is hard and ready, waiting for me. I open my mouth wider, my eyes focused on his. I lean forward and take him as far down my throat as I can. He gently thrusts his hips, his cock moving deeper down my throat.

Relaxing, I grip his hips as he begins to move. His fingers continue to clutch the strands of my hair at the back of my head. Then he holds my hair tighter, keeping me still as he begins to move in and out of me.

“Fuck,” Evan hisses. “You’re so fucking beautiful, Spencer.”

His words come out on a whispered breath as he climbs closer and closer toward his release.

Whimpering, I can’t keep my eyes off his.

They’re connected and focused.

I want him to kiss every inch of my body. I want him to slide inside of me. It would be easy. I am so wet I can’t even think—I know my panties are soaked, and my pants are likely, too.

He pulls himself out of my mouth, releasing his grasp on my hair, and takes a step backward. I whimper again, but this time because I inwardly mourn the loss of him. He smiles down at me, his eyes searching mine.

“Are you wet?” he asks.

Hot.

So damn hot.

“Soaking,” I whisper.

His lips twitch into a smirk. I watch as he kicks off his boots and jeans. He slides his cut off and tosses it onto the top of the dresser behind him. Then he reaches behind his shoulders and tugs off his shirt.

Evan is naked in front of me, and my mouth goes dry at the sight of him. If I thought he was sexy a decade ago, that has absolutely nothing on him now. His muscles have at least doubled. They are stacked and then stacked a little more. There is no way he’s the age he is, no way in hell that he’s over forty. He looks better than most guys in their twenties.

“Take everything off. Show me all of you.”

I want to do that. I want to show him every square inch of me. I want to spread every part of my body that can be spread just so I can show him how good I can be for him—giving him everything he desires.

Reaching for the hem of my shirt, I slowly peel it up my body, then toss it somewhere on the newly cleaned floor. My bra follows, baring my breasts for him. I don’t look the same as I did ten years ago, but unlike him, I do not look better.

But the way he’s looking at me right now, the hunger in his gaze, I feel like I’m the most beautiful woman on earth. I start to say something but then decide against it. Standing, I shimmy my pants down, kicking my shoes off before I kick my shorts off as well. They join his clothes somewhere in the room.

“Show me how wet you are,” he demands softly.

I almost don’t hear him. I’m not used to his tenderness. The only time we were together was when he was completely trashed. I’m not sure what this means, this softness, but I’m going to take it and run with it.

Because as soft as he’s being, he’s also demanding, and that shit is hot as hell.

Slipping my fingers between my legs, I use two fingers to gather my wetness, then lift my hand to his lips, sliding my finger across them, painting them with my wetness. Holding my breath, I wait for his response.

He smiles, and then his tongue snakes out before it slides across his lips, tasting me.

“Fucking phenomenal, beautiful.”

BREW

I have to be inside of her. Right fucking now. Reaching down, I grab hold of the backs of her knees and gently lift them until she falls backward onto the mattress.

Keeping my fingers curled around the backs of her knees, I lift and spread them so her thighs are on either side of her body, pressed against the mattress.

I fit my hips between her thighs as I look into her eyes. She’s panting, her lips parted, her eyelids heavy, and I can practically taste her need.

It fills her almost to bursting.

I want to fuck her hard and fast. I want to take everything from her and leave her nothing but a heap of muscle, bone, and flesh.

“Spencer,” I rasp.

I feel her hands move between us. One of them curls around the side of my neck. Then the other one wraps around my cock. My hips shift forward slightly as she jacks my cock.

I grunt, my eyes searching hers.

I want to come on her stomach, her chest, and inside of her cunt—I’m just not sure where I want to start.

She releases my dick and places her palm in the center of my chest. Biting the inside of my cheek, I shift my hips so my cock is pressed against her center. I watch as she sinks her teeth into her bottom lip, her eyes widening as she looks up at me.

“Please,” she whispers.

Slowly sinking inside of her, I touch my mouth to hers, but I don’t deepen the kiss. “Tell me what you want,” I murmur against her lips.

“What I’ve always wanted, Evan,” she whispers. “You. Just you.”

And with those words, I bury myself deep inside of her with a single thrust. Holding her thighs open and against the mattress, I begin to move. I lift my mouth from hers to look into her eyes as my hips roll.

“You got me, beautiful. All of me, always.”

My hips continue to roll in a steady rhythm. I’m careful to grind my pelvis against her clit with each downstroke. Her hands find my biceps, her nails digging into my flesh as I continue to look into her eyes.

Lowering my head, I slide my nose along the side of hers. “Beautiful,” I murmur. “Be a good girl and come for me.”

She lets out a whimpered breath, then lifts her hips to meet mine. She’s searching for her release, and I want her to find it. I want to feel her cunt squeeze me, strangle me. I want her to pull my cum from my body.

Spencer’s entire body trembles beneath mine. Feeling her wet pussy around me, knowing that this is exactly where I belong, there is no way I can let her go back home now. Because Spencer is my home.

Releasing one of her legs, I slide my hand around the back of her neck and hold her there. I don’t take my eyes off her. I can’t. She cries out, her hips lifting to meet mine, her lips parted, and her eyelids heavy.

She’s fucking spectacular.

“I’m close,” she whispers, her voice breathy and sexy as shit.

Her words, just those two little words, draw me closer to my own release. Sweat drips down the center of my spine. My lower back tingles and I feel my balls draw up. I’m seconds from coming inside of her, and as much as I want to hold back, as much as I want to have self-control, I’m not sure I’ll be able to.

I need her to come right now, to come first.

My body moves, hers meets mine, and then she pauses. Her entire body tenses, and that’s when I feel her pussy squeeze me. It clamps down around my cock. What little self-control I had, it’s gone.

It vanishes in an instant.

I slam into her body, then still as I come. It consumes me hard and fast. It takes over. Her body relaxes beneath mine, but every muscle in my body is frozen as my cock twitches inside of her.

She lifts her hands, her palms cupping my cheeks as her eyes search mine. Lowering my head, I touch my lips to hers and slip my tongue inside of her mouth. I taste her, feeling her warmth against my tongue, her mouth matching her pussy.

I want to live inside of her.

I nibble on her bottom lip before I lift my head as I look into her eyes. “That was so much better than the first time,” she whispers.

With a snort, I shake my head once. “This is the first time, beautiful.”


CHAPTER
THIRTEEN




SPENCER

Evan wraps his arms around me and pulls me against his side. I can still feel him between my legs. The ache of him is there, and it’s spectacular. I wish it would be there always. And I totally know how weird that sounds, but it’s something that I never thought I would have again from him.

Placing my hand on his chest, I tip my head backward and look up into his eyes.

“Evan?” I call out softly, loving the fact that I know his real name.

It makes this feel like it could be for real. That this could be my reality. Lying here naked with him, our bodies intertwined. Our smells integrated and commingled—amazing.

He hums as he slides his fingers up the center of my spine before he tangles them in the strands of my hair. I love the way they feel there. Almost as much as I love the ache between my legs from his length.

I can’t get over any of it. I feel like I need to be pinched just to know that this is real.

“Spencer,” he murmurs when I don’t say anything else.

I’m lost in a daze, a daydream, and don’t want to wake up. Letting out a sigh, I sink my teeth into my bottom lip before I speak.

“I don’t want to be that girl, but I’m going to be,” I begin.

He lets out a chuckle of laughter, and I know he finds me cute. At least he does right now. I don’t know what he’ll think after I ask him what I’m about to ask him. He tugs on my hair slightly as if he’s telling me to continue.

“What are we?” I finally ask.

Before I realize what’s happening, I’m rolled onto my back. Evan is on top of me. His body is heavy against mine. I accept and even welcome the weight. It feels good, having this man pressed against me, his body against my own, his chest hair touching my sensitive nipples.

Closing my eyes, I try not to moan. I try not to completely lose myself in the way he feels. I want an answer. No, I need an answer. I crave it.

The girl I once was, the woman I am—we need all of this. We deserve our happiness, and as much as I want to deny it, he is my happiness, always has been—always will be.

“It’s simple,” he rasps. “You are my woman.”

“And you are?” I ask, holding my breath, hoping he is going to give me the answer I crave.

He grips my waist, his fingers digging into my flesh as his eyes search mine. I can feel his length harden against my pussy. My hips involuntarily jerk against his length. I’m sore, but I want him again. I grow wetter thinking about him slipping inside of me, stretching me. I can’t help but want him again.

Evan releases his grip on my waist with one of his hands. Then he slips it between my legs. I can feel his fingers slide through my folds, swirling my clit, then they slip inside of me. My eyes close, feeling his fingers stretch me.

“I am yours, Spencer. I’ve always been yours, beautiful.”

His words send a thrill of desire up my spine. Leaning back slightly, I lift my hips to give him better access to me. All of me. I know deep inside of me that this is meant to be—meant to last.

It’s real.

“Now, be a good girl.”

“I’m always a good girl,” I say with a shaky voice.

My entire body is trembling as I climb higher and higher. I stand on the edge of the cliff, ready to tumble over. I’m ready to come. I want it. Not just because I’m close but because he wants it, too.

I want to be his good girl.

I live for it.

“Please,” I whisper. “I’ll be your good girl,” I rasp.

He doesn’t respond to my whispers with words. Instead, his fingers move faster inside of me. He makes come-hither motions over and over, his thumb swirling my clit as he does. It consumes me.

Closing my eyes, I reach out and grip his thighs as I arch my back. I come. It rolls throughout my entire body, and I swear my soul separates from my body for a moment—it is that earth-shattering.

Before I can come down from my release, Evan rolls us again and drags my body forward, and then I’m right there.

I’m sitting on his face.

My heart races as his tongue slides through my center. I don’t know what’s happening. I’m sensitive, and my orgasm is still pulsing through me at the same time his tongue is lapping at my center.

It’s too much.

It’s not enough.

It’s perfection.

I close my eyes and grip the headboard. It’s a simple wooden headboard. I wouldn’t be surprised if Evan made it himself. It’s a large plank piece of wood, but right now, it’s the only thing holding me up as I grip it with all of my strength. Though, to be fair, it’s not much strength right now, and I’m not sure why I’m so focused on the damn headboard to begin with.

Then it’s almost as if something he does between my legs sends a bolt of lightning throughout my entire body. I jump slightly, and my eyes pop open. My lips part as my breath hitches.

“Evan,” I exhale.

The word comes out so soft that I almost don’t even hear it. Then I close my eyes, and I see stars. I’m not sure how long I am in this position. How long I stay in the darkness as stars float in my vision, but it takes everything inside of me to just breathe.

When my back lands against the soft mattress, my eyes open, and I’m met with Evan’s beautiful gaze. Then he slides inside of me, and I let out a sigh. Full. Fulfilled. That’s how I feel right now.

He dips his chin, and his mouth touches mine. He tastes like me, and I’m not sure if that should be sexy, but it is. Sliding my tongue along the seam of his lips, I moan at the taste. And then his tongue slips inside of me, and he fucks me with his tongue at the same time he moves inside of me. The same rhythm.

I’m not sure I can come again. I’ve almost lost count of how many times he’s made me come. Three. It’s been three times. And I’m on my way to number four. I didn’t even know this was possible, but I want it to happen.

I want to come again.

And when I do—I know it is going to be earth-shattering.

Higher and higher, I climb until I’m on the edge. I can hardly breathe. His tongue continues to fuck me as his hips move. I’m consumed. I thought he had consumed me before, but it was nothing like this.

And then I come.

Evan breaks the kiss, his eyes wildly searching mine, and that’s when I realize he’s coming, too. His lips part, and his face wears the expression of surprise. I feel his cock twitch inside of me, and the warmth of his release fills my body. My eyelids flutter closed as I accept all of him inside of me.

It’s almost… beautiful.

BREW

Stretching, I grunt as I roll over and wrap my arm around the warm body beside me. It’s a good body, too. One that I began to fully explore last night… several times. Touching my lips to her shoulder, I feel her body tremble.

“Good morning, beautiful. Are you ready to go home?”

There is a moment of silence, but I know she’s awake because her body stiffens. I don’t move, though. I stay perfectly still as I wait for her to say or do something. Slowly, she turns in my arms, her eyes lifting to meet mine.

“Home?” she asks, her voice soft and almost sweet sounding.

Clearing my throat, I dip my chin to touch my lips to hers before I shift back slightly. Keeping my arms wrapped around her, I can’t take my gaze from hers. I hold her attention, her focus, ensuring that she’s going to hear every word I say.

“Home, Spencer. I want you at my cabin. Always.”

“But what about Austin? My life there?”

I bite my bottom lip, trying not to be a dick. I need to take this slowly, but not so slowly that she thinks she can move back there. Because I’ll be damned, absolutely fucking damned, if she goes anywhere but my cabin in the woods.

“What about it?” I ask, looking into her eyes.

I’m trying not to tell her what to do while at the same time telling her what to fucking do. She inhales a deep breath and lets it out slowly. “But what if we don’t work out? Where will I go?”

My lips twitch into a smirk. “First of all, we’ll work out just fine. Secondly, you can stay at the cabin, and I’ll come back here if there’s an issue.”

“You’re going to give me the cabin if we break up?” she asks, her eyes wide and her lips slightly parted in awe.

Leaning forward, I touch my mouth to hers briefly before I lean back again slightly. “Not breaking up, beautiful. You’re mine, but yeah.”

“My car?” she asks.

I burst out laughing. “Spencer, I’m sorry, but that car is fucking useless around here.”

She knows I’m right, and she must have been asking me as a joke because her lips twitch into a smirk. She leans forward and touches her lips to mine. I want to deepen the kiss and fuck her again, but my cock is raw, and my balls are absolutely fucking empty.

“Okay, no Tesla, but I have to drive something. And I’d prefer something that was clean.”

“I got you, beautiful.”

She sits up, the sheet falling away from her gorgeous tits. My eyes shift down to them. I can’t look back up into her gaze. I’m completely transfixed by those beautiful breasts that are practically begging for my mouth.

“Evan?” she calls out, and I tear my gaze from those tits I want to consume and force myself to look up into her eyes.

“You’ll get a new car. I got you.”

“I’ve made it on my own since I left here. I can get my own car.”

I know she’s trying to be independent, and she can do that, but at the same time… she’s my woman. I never had one before, and I want to take care of her. So, since she can’t keep her car here, I’ll buy her a new one.

End of story.

“Let’s get dressed, get your shit, and go to the cabin so you can get all set up.”

She stares at me for a moment, then nods once. “I don’t know what to say to all of that. Just know, whatever you buy me, I will pay you back.”

I can tell this is important to her, so I don’t say anything. Instead, I just smile at her as she throws her legs over the side of the bed and stands. Watching her ass as she moves toward the bathroom door, I grunt.

It’s the perfect upside-down heart.

Fucking fabulous.

I restrain myself from following her into the bathroom, knowing that if I do, we’ll fuck again. It takes all of my self-control to keep from going in there with her, mainly because I want to save myself for the cabin and christen it when we get there this afternoon.
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SPENCER

“I think I should go and visit with Ophelia,” I murmur as Evan places the luggage in the back of his pickup truck.

It’s the same old truck that he had all those years ago. I’m surprised that not only does it still run but that he’s using it. I don’t ask him about it, even though I want to. I have a feeling he is using it because it holds a special meaning or memory for him, though.

“Ophelia?” Evan asks.

I hum. “I kind of just came into town, stayed there a couple of nights, and then came here. I promised her I’d spend some time with her.”

His gaze searches mine. He smiles as he looks at me, then shakes his head a couple of times before he speaks. “You wanna hang out with Ophelia, I’m good with that, but how about tomorrow? I have a bunch of shit to do, and I would actually feel better if you were at the motel with her.”

My lips curve up into a grin. “I like the sound of that.”

He opens the truck door. It creaks loudly, making me jump slightly. “Ready?” Evan asks, standing beside his door.

Smiling, I dip my chin and climb into the pickup. He leans forward, his face just inches from mine, before he murmurs. “But I’m not taking you anywhere except to my bed in my cabin.”

“Evan,” I breathe.

He chuckles then leans forward before he touches his mouth to mine. He doesn’t deepen the kiss. Instead, he murmurs against my lips.

“Beautiful, we’re gonna fuck in the cabin, then I’m going to fuck you on the back porch with the lake and the trees in the background.”

My breath hitches.

I don’t know what to say. My body grows hot just thinking about all that fucking he’s mentioning. I want it… right now. I’m not sure I can wait. I feel like I’m a wild animal. Like I’m absolutely feral.

I want this man to touch me.

To kiss me.

To make me come more than I’ve ever wanted anything in my entire life.

I know now that Evan is the only one who can do it properly. The other men I’ve dated could never do what he did last night and this morning. I have never felt anything like it. Every part of me feels like it’s on fire, and Evan is the only one who can put it out.

He releases me and takes a step backward before he slams the door shut. I watch as he jogs around the front of the pickup, then climbs into the driver’s seat before he shifts it into gear, and we are off toward the woods.

When I look down at my phone, I wince at the emails I have backed up in my notifications. I have jobs to do and also jobs that are due. I’ve got to get some of it done today… in between the fucking. Because there is no way in hell I’m willing to miss out on that.

We ride toward the cabin in silence, Evan’s hand gripping my thigh as he stares out the windshield and focuses on driving. Then he turns down a dirt road and shifts the truck into Park.

“Why did you stop?” I ask.

His hand slips farther up my thigh, gripping me with his fingers. “Spencer?” he calls out softly.

My breathing turns from calm and steady to uneven and panting. I turn my head slowly to look at him. He shifts his attention from the windshield to me, and I know what he’s asking without even asking it, mainly because it’s exactly what I’m thinking, too.

Reaching for the hem of my shirt, I peel it off before I kick off my shoes and shimmy my shorts and panties down. My bra is the last thing to hit the floorboard, and when I climb across Evan’s lap, I whimper at the sight of his bared cock all for me.

I have never felt this ravenous before, but I can’t stop myself. I need him inside of me… I fear that I’ve become addicted to his cock… and I’m not sure I care too much.

Thankfully, Evan doesn’t say anything. I think I might die of embarrassment if he commented on the fact that I am so forward. I don’t understand what has come over me, but I don’t have time to question it either.

I need him.

Right now.

No other time will do.

He aligns his length with my center. I grip his shoulders as I sink down along his length, taking him completely inside of me. My head falls backward, and I let out a sigh.

I ride him.

It’s not slow and sexy by any means. It’s hard and fast. He leans forward, his teeth sinking into the flesh of my breast. I feel his tongue flick my nipple as he sucks on me. It sends shots of electricity straight to my pussy.

One of his hands presses against the center of my back as I arch my spine. The other shifts between us, and I feel his thumb press against my clit. I whimper as my body bucks, moves, takes from his.

I feel selfish. But at the same time, I don’t care. Call me selfish if you must. All is fair in love and sex. My eyes slide closed. I feel. Nothing else matters. I let every thought in my head just… vanish.

Then it happens. My orgasm consumes me. It rolls through me, and as much as I want to stop moving, I don’t. His thumb continues against my clit. It’s overly sensitive to the point of pain, but as I continue, it ebbs, and warmth takes over all of me.

Evan doesn’t stop, and then I hear him roar as I feel his dick grow and twitch inside of me. His warmth fills me, and I know he’s coming. This moment makes me feel more powerful than I ever have in my life. I’m not sure I am powerful in any way, but I feel it right now.

Slowly, I ride him until he releases his mouth from my breast. I’ll no doubt have a bruise where his mouth clamped onto my boob, and I can honestly say that I’m excited about that mark.

Rising and falling along his length one last time, I let out a heavy sigh as I straighten myself. I open my eyes to look into his and give him a smile. It feels like a lazy smile, and I can barely keep my eyes open as I stare into his.

He’s covered in a light sheen of sweat, and I know I am, too. Lifting my hand, I slide my fingers across his jaw, slipping my fingers through the strands of his hair. It’s shorter than he used to wear it. I like it.

I feel like something needs to be said at this moment, but neither of us speaks. Instead, his head falls forward, and I feel his forehead press against my chest as he breathes.

Closing my eyes again, I keep my hand against the back of his head and just let myself be consumed in the moment. Evan, Brew, is inside of me—and he likes being there. He’s sober, he wants me, and this is real.

It’s my every fantasy come to fruition.

It’s perfection, and in my warped sense of self-destruction, I wonder if it is going to last.

Or if I’m going to ruin it all.

BREW

Pulling up to the cabin for the first time, I wonder if it’s good enough. It’s always just been a little place to get away, and my brother gave it to me when he got his own little family. I understand why now. It’s no place to build a life. It’s a place for a vacation, not to live.

“I love it,” Spencer breathes next to me.

Turning my head, I look over to her. She’s staring straight at the cabin. I have no idea what to say. I would apologize, but she doesn’t look like she needs me to. I watch as she pushes the door open, then jumps down from the pickup truck and walks directly to the front porch.

Spencer stops at the door, turning her head to look back at me, and calls out. Everything is so quiet that I can hear her words perfectly from the truck, with the doors closed.

“Are you coming?” she asks.

I bite the corner of my bottom lip, then clear my throat and shove the door open. Walking around the bed of the pickup, I lift her luggage out of the back and carry it with me toward her.

“Door’s unlocked, beautiful,” I say.

Her eyes widen. “Unlocked?” she asks.

Laughing, I jerk my chin. “Yeah, not many people make it out here. No reason to lock it regularly.”

She frowns, then turns back toward the door and twists the knob. I watch as she pushes it open before she steps inside. Assuming that one look will send her running back toward the truck and the motel, I’m surprised when she doesn’t. Instead, as I walk through the door, I find her at the back door.

“Spencer?” I ask as I place her bag down at my feet.

She doesn’t move. Her spine is straight. I watch her, wondering if she’s angry, if she’s upset, or if she’s disappointed in her new home. I don’t say anything else. I close the front door behind me then slowly move toward her.

Placing my palm on the small of her back, I touch my lips to the space between her neck and her shoulder, then slide them up her neck. I nip her earlobe. Slipping my hand around her waist, I press my palm against her lower stomach.

“I love it here,” she whispers, speaking for the first time since walking into the cabin.

Laughing against her throat, I clear my throat before I speak. “You don’t have to lie to me, beautiful. This was Atomic’s before he gave it to me. There’s nothing nice here.”

She spins around in my arms, tipping her head back as she looks into my eyes. “You don’t realize it, do you?” Her voice is soft and sweet.

I slide my fingers through the hair at the side of her head and grip the soft strands between my fingertips. “Realize what, beautiful?”

Her lips curve up into a grin. “I would live in that pickup bed as long as it was with you.”

“I would never ask you to do that, not in a million years.”

She nods once, then clears her throat. I feel her fingers dance up the center of my chest, then wrap around the side of my throat. “I know you wouldn’t, Evan. But I would if I ever had to.”

Dipping my chin, I touch my lips to hers, then take a step backward. She gives me a smile, and I can’t do anything other than clear my throat. “Okay, well, look around, unpack your shit. We’ll go to the grocery store and stock up for you.”

She slides her tongue across her bottom lip, leaving it wet and so fucking tempting that I almost can’t handle it. There is a moment where we just stare at one another. As much as I want to taste every inch of her right now, she needs to unpack, and I need to make a couple of phone calls.

Spencer doesn’t say anything else as she spins around, walks over to her luggage, and then tugs it behind her on the way to the bedroom. She doesn’t have to ask which room is ours, because there is only one, same with the bathroom.

This cabin is just that: a cabin. It’s not a house, it’s not anything special. It’s a bedroom, a bathroom, a small kitchen, a living room, and a microscopic dining room.

But it’s ours.

Until I build her something a hell of a lot bigger and nicer. I will, too, because Spencer deserves the goddamn world, and I’m going to give it to her. One piece at a time.
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I have my charged laptop in one hand, my phone in the other, and a little bag of snacks to share with Ophelia. I’m sure she’ll get tired of me before the day is over, but I’m her buddy until Evan picks me back up.

He pulls the pickup into the spot in front of the motel. I see Ophelia sitting behind the counter. She lifts her head and her eyes point straight toward me. I can read the confusion that’s clearly written on her face. She won’t ask me about it until after Evan leaves, though.

She’s going to want all of the dirty details. Ophelia sees and knows all in this town. I tug the handle of the door as I look over to Evan. His eyes are on me, focused on me. He smiles, his gaze searching mine.

“Be good today, beautiful.”

Biting my bottom lip, I try to hide my smile but can’t. “I’ll be a good girl for you, Evan,” I whisper. His eyes darken, his nostrils flare, and I know he understands exactly what I’m saying. “Don’t be later than you have to be.”

“I absolutely will not fucking be late,” he grinds out.

I climb down from the pickup to walk toward the door but stop short. Turning around, I give him a wave. He lifts his hand, giving me a two-finger peace sign and a smile. Hot. Sexy as hell, really.

After slipping into the office, I sit on the stool that’s directly across from Ophelia. She takes out two decks of cards and tosses me one. I watch as she pulls her cards out before she begins to shuffle.

“Double solitaire,” she states.

Double solitaire it is.

And we set up our game in silence. I wait for her to start peppering me with questions, but she doesn’t, at least not immediately.

“So, you checked out,” she hums, placing an ace of diamonds in the center.

I quickly put up my two of diamonds, then my three before she can get hers out. “Evan asked me to move in with him while I’m here and my brother is away.”

“Do you know where Humble’s going to be?” she asks.

I don’t want to answer the question, but at the same time, I know she’s not asking me to be rude. She’s asking me out of curiosity and concern. Ophelia has known me and Humble our whole lives. She’s been a constant at this motel and is more like a mother figure than I ever had in my own home.

“Texarkana, three years,” I rasp.

Admitting it, where my brother will be, what he’ll be doing, it makes me sick to my stomach. Not because I think he’s a bad person in any way. But because I don’t want him there. I don’t want him to have any of the experiences that come with being there. Humble has always been my protector, and I know there is nobody who can protect him.

“Long time, but definitely could be worse. Look on the bright side. You’re able to be here, close, for him.”

Swallowing the lump in my throat, I nod even though I don’t feel like I’m doing anything special by being here. In fact, I feel guilty. I’m selfish. Sure, I’m here, but at the same time, it’s not a hardship to be with Evan.

I’m not sacrificing anything. Unless multiple orgasms a day with the man of my dreams is a sacrifice. I don’t think it’s classified as that, though. I don’t feel like I’m sacrificing myself at all.

This is the happiest I’ve ever been in my entire life. But I know that this is the most miserable Humble has been, and a pang of guilt slides through me at the thought.

“How about we take a break and go get some cupcakes?” Ophelia asks suddenly.

Lifting my hand to my cheek, I realize that I’m crying. Damn. I hate that. Wiping the tears away, I clear my throat and shift in my seat before I speak.

“You can’t leave the front desk unmanned. I’m okay. I promise.”

It is, without a doubt, a lie. I am not okay, not when it comes to my brother. I’m honestly not sure if I’ll ever be okay again. I haven’t seen him in far too long. I refused to come and visit him here because I was selfish and didn’t want to run into Brew.

In fact, selfishness seems to be a recurring theme when it comes to me. That thought slams into me. I’m selfish. I stayed away from Humble for my own reasons. I was a shit sister for no reason other than coming here made me feel some kind of way, and I didn’t want to face it.

“Ophelia,” I whisper.

She hums as she goes through the cards in her hand to check if she has any moves. “I’m a selfish asshole,” I say.

She slams her cards down. I lift my head, and my body jumps as my eyes find hers. “Shut your mouth, Spencer Maddison,” she snaps. “You are anything but. You’ve lived a life full to the brim with trauma, and you did what you needed to so you could protect yourself. That is not selfishness. That, dear, is self-preservation.”

Blinking, I clear my throat and slowly place my cards down as well. “There is a thin line between self-preservation and selfishness, Ophelia, and I have a feeling I lean toward self-centeredness.”

“Get your bags. This is too heavy for desserts. We’re going to Sal’s.”

Without another word, she stands, her purse in her hand, and marches toward the door. “What about the front desk?” I ask.

She turns her head, looks over her shoulder at me, and smirks. “You know as well as I do that nobody is checking in anytime soon. Now, come on.”

Without another word, she walks out of the door and heads straight for her old tank of a car. I quickly hurry behind her but hear her on the phone telling her husband to come down to the motel and man the front desk because she’s got an errand to run.

My lips curve up into a smile. She wasn’t going to leave her baby motel unattended, and that fact makes me smile. A few moments later, her car lurches forward, and we barrel straight for the strip club slash gambling house slash bar known as Sal’s Bar.

Ophelia parks right in front of the door, and I look at the bar entrance. All seems as if it’s in place, but I frown when my gaze travels to the back. There is new construction in the back of the bar.

Turning to Ophelia, I open my mouth to ask her, but it’s as if she can anticipate my question because she answers me almost immediately.

“The club has invested in Sal’s. They’re expanding.”

“The club?” I ask, even though I’m certain I know exactly what club she’s talking about.

Ophelia smiles. “The MC, hon. Now, let’s get a drink.”

She pushes open the door, unfolds from the car, and stands, brushing her palms down the front of her pants. I grab my laptop bag and do the same, minus the palms down my jeans thing since I’m wearing shorts, and that would be weird.

Together, we walk into Sal’s Bar, a place that I never thought I would step foot inside of in my entire life. It’s a strip club, gambling house, and bar. It’s the most popular place within at least a fifty-mile radius.

My brother would probably die on the spot if he knew I was in here. That thought makes me smile. Then I see Kyle standing behind the bar. She lifts her hand and waves toward us, then hurries over, wrapping her arms around me in an embrace.

A few moments later, we’re seated, lunch has been ordered, and both Ophelia and I have a sparkling drink in front of us. Ophelia knew what I needed. When we’re halfway through our drinks, our food arrives, and almost like a switch has been flipped, I’m no longer in a sad mood.

Food, friends, and booze have instantly lifted my spirits, although I think it’s mostly the food and friends more than anything. Halfway through the meal, we’re joined by both Shawn and Ryan as well.

My happiness instantly—doubled.

BREW

“The old man is dead. Loner is dead. What the fuck do we have to worry about?” Fate asks.

He usually doesn’t say much, so I’m a bit surprised by his words. But he’s not wrong. No matter Loner’s warnings, that whole fucking organization is dead and gone. We also haven’t been able to find any links to any larger clubs anywhere else that are affiliated with them, either.

“I don’t know, but I have a feeling,” Atomic states.

“What do we do about a feeling?” I ask.

I’m not trying to be a dick. My brother’s feelings and his gut intuition are typically spot on, but I can’t see the point in being cautious about this. They’re gone. Another enemy bites the dust. What’s the point of walking on eggshells? We have bigger fish to fry, so to speak.

“No fucking clue,” Atomic states. At least he doesn’t have a clue, either. We all stare at one another, unsure of what to say. “Nothing to do,” Atomic continues. “Except keep our ears to the ground. Now, let’s go over collections, warehouse shipments, and keg deliveries. What changes, what stays the same?” he asks

“We could go back to the original route now that the Southern Mafia contract is null and void. That seems to be safer than the one we’ve been taking,” I suggest.

Atomic nods his head. “All in favor?” he asks.

The whole room calls out Aye in unison. Aye. And that is that. We are back to our regular schedule, which everyone is happy about, except maybe me because that means I have to redo the entire fucking schedule.

Shit could be worse, but how fucking annoying. As the room empties, the men filtering out, Atomic doesn’t go anywhere. Instead, he sinks down in his chair. I’ve got my iPad in front of me. Opening the app I use to organize everything, I begin to start working in silence.

“Evan,” he grunts.

I’m surprised he’s using my real name. I lift my head, my eyes find his, and I tilt my head to the side as I watch him. “Grover,” I murmur.

“What are your thoughts on the Southern Mafia?”

I’m surprised he’s asking my opinion. We are brothers by blood and also by choice. However, we don’t have many deep conversations with one another. He knows he can come to me the same way that I know I can go to him for anything—ever.

“Your feelings are valid. I don’t think it’s done. I just don’t know where to go with it.”

He dips his chin in a single nod. “I’m going to have protection on the old ladies twenty-four seven. That includes Spencer at the cabin.”

“But?” I ask, feeling there is one coming.

“I want you to pack a bag. We’re taking King with us to visit Nash. He knows more, and I want to hear from him. Plus, I want to see the progress with his club.”

Sliding my tongue along my bottom lip, I clear my throat. Honestly, I don’t want to go anywhere. I don’t want to leave Spencer, not that I am necessarily worried about her. She’s safe here, especially under the protection of the club.

She’s got her work, and she’s got Ophelia. But I know she’s got a lot coming up real fast with her brother being transferred to Texarkana. I want to be here for that. But at the same time, what the fuck am I going to do about it? To a degree, it is what it fucking is. A prison visit.

“Let’s do this,” I state.

Even if I want to be here, even if I want to go to bed and wake up beside Spencer, this is more important. This is safety. This could be life or death, and we need answers. Nash is going to be the one with those answers.

“Leave in two hours. Go say your goodbyes,” he murmurs just as his phone starts buzzing on the table.

He frowns, then picks up his device and slides his thumb across the screen before he speaks. “Atomic,” he grunts as his greeting, sounding rough as fuck. He’s quiet, his eyes widening before they flick to meet mine. His lips slowly curve up into a smile. “With Ophelia?”

Fuck.

This has Spencer written all over it. I cannot imagine Ophelia getting her into trouble, but then again, I haven’t spent much time with her in recent years. There is a long pause where I listen intently before Atomic chuckles. “We’ll be there in a few.”

He ends the call, still laughing as he shakes his head in what I can only assume is disbelief. Then he lifts his gaze to meet mine. His lips are still curved upward in amusement. He speaks, unable to hide the laughter from his voice.

“That was Dennis down at Sal’s Bar. He’s got all the old ladies down there, and they’re drinking and carrying on.”

My eyes widen, and I flick my gaze down to my watch and snort. “It’s two in the afternoon,” I needlessly point out.

“Apparently, they talked Kyle into calling down Bren and a few of the other girls. They’re giving pole lessons. He thought we’d want a heads-up.”

“Are you shitting me?” I snap.

He bursts out laughing, throwing his hands in the air, his palms facing me in surrender. “Brew, it’s two in the afternoon. There aren’t any customers there. Just the girls, Sal and Dennis, and that man only has eyes for his own woman.”

He’s right. But that doesn’t mean I want my woman on a pole… ever. I stand up, take my iPad, and walk out of the conference room. He is close behind me as we make our way toward our bikes.

I don’t need to be in the pickup today. My luggage has been moved, and my woman is going to ride on the back of my bike before I take her home and spank her ass while I’m fucking her for pole dancing.

Holy fucking shit.
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Bren laughs as I attempt to spin around the pole. I only make it around once, and I try to arch my back the way she showed me, but I fail completely. Sliding down to the floor, I start giggling, too.

“Watch a pro,” Ophelia calls out.

Turning toward her, I watch as she wraps her leg around the pole and spins perfectly. If I didn’t know better, I would guess Ophelia has worked a pole before. Maybe she has? I open my mouth to ask her when Shawn whistles loudly.

“Go, go, go, go,” she chants.

Kyle is standing at the bottom of the stage, unable to hold back her laughter at the situation. Ryan is still at the bakery. She is holding down the fort, but Kyle called Shawn and told her to get down here to get a lesson from Bren and the other strippers.

It’s a hot-ass mess.

I love every second of it.

“I couldn’t ever imagine Ophelia dancing on a pole, but she’s good,” Kyle announces.

Flicking my gaze back to Ophelia, I watch her move and twerk, Bren, who’s beside her, joining in. They’re having a great time, and for the first time in my life, I see Ophelia as more than just the woman who owns and works behind the counter of the motel in town.

She’s beautiful, sensual, and fun.

“Okay,” Bren calls out breathlessly. “Let’s switch it up.” Her gaze finds mine, and she jerks her chin slightly. “Stand up, and instead of trying to climb the pole or anything like that, why don’t you use it as your partner?”

“Partner?” I ask,

The room fills with what I can only describe as sex music. It’s got a low beat that thrums through the room and even my body.

“Make that pole your lover, Spencer. Fuck it.”

My eyes widen. I blink, but then my lips turn up into a smile as I stand up and wrap my fingers around said pole.

“Stripping isn’t always about being naked. Anyone can strip off their clothes and shake their tits. This is about the art of seduction. The men out in the audience want to believe that it’s them between your legs every time you spread them. They want to be that pole.”

I close my eyes, feeling the music move through my body, and only then do I begin to dance. I don’t know if anyone is watching me, I don’t know if anyone even gives a shit about me, but I give it my all. It’s easy to do that because it’s just us girls in the room.

“Arch your back,” Bren calls out.

Then I hear Kyle whistle, and Shawn calls out something as well. They’re basically catcalling me, and I can’t help but smile. I’m not usually one who wants or likes attention, but I have to admit this feels good.

I feel a type of power that I have never experienced before. Powerful, sexy, sensual, all words that I didn’t think were possible to describe me. Little me—Spencer Maddison. I’ve always been cute at the most. But right now, I feel like I could conquer the world.

When the music dies down, my lips turn up into a smile, and I open my eyes. I am invigorated and feel as if I can conquer the entire world. Every square inch of it. Inhaling a deep breath, I let it out right as the door to the room slams open.

I’m standing with my fingers still gripping the cool metal of the pole when I see him—them. Not just Evan but Atomic, Gnaw, and King as well. Chewing on my bottom lip, I stare straight ahead. I try not to look into Evan’s eyes, but I fail miserably.

A chill runs up my spine at the look on his face. I don’t know if he’s angry or horny. I can’t tell, but whatever it is, it’s intense, and I can’t breathe. The other people in the room either actually disappear or just vanish from my vision because I can only see him.

Slowly, Evan makes his way toward me. One step, then another. I am his prey and he is stalking me, except he doesn’t have to. I’m already his. I’ve always been his. Since the moment I laid eyes on him.

It didn’t matter that I was too young for him.

It didn’t matter that he didn’t see me that way.

I knew I was his.

Made for him, meant for him.

No matter how twisted that might sound to someone looking in from the outside of our bubble. He moves closer, step by step. His bootsteps are silent as he moves. And then he stops where Kyle had been at the base of the stage.

“You don’t dance for anyone but me, especially like that.”

His voice is growly, raspy, and rough all at the same time. My heart squeezes before it jumps to my throat. I try to swallow down the lump but fail. I inhale a deep breath and let it out slowly as he grabs a chair from behind him, bringing it behind his body and sinking down.

“Evan?” I ask through trembling lips.

“Dance for me,” he demands.

Seconds later, he has his phone out and I hear music coming from the device. It’s not quite as sexy as the music that Bren was playing, but it’s also not pulsing through me the way the bass did from the speakers that surround the stage.

“Evan?” I ask again.

He smirks. “Beautiful, show off those sexy legs and that blonde hair. Dance for me.”

“I’m not very good,” I say, my tongue thick with my confession.

He laughs softly, but I can tell he’s not laughing at me. It’s a dry laugh, almost as if he finds this anything but humorous. Then he jerks his chin toward me, his eyes sparkling and his lips twitching into a smile as he watches and waits.

My hips move from side to side, my eyes never leaving his. I feel stupid, but then I remember what Bren said. It’s not about getting naked. It’s about how they imagine that pole being their dick.

So, that’s what I do. I wrap my fingers around the pole, loosely gripping it as I spin in a single circle, then I fuck the pole with everything I’ve got. As silly as I feel when it begins, slowly, it starts to ebb, and sensuality takes over.

BREW

I’ve never been so pissed off and so turned on at the same time in my entire life. The music plays, but I can’t even hear it. I am focused on this woman dancing in front of me. Everyone else who had been in the room left us alone. They won’t come back in here. At least, not anytime soon.

“Strip, Spencer,” I demand. “Give me a show.”

To my surprise, she doesn’t hesitate. I watch as she reaches down to the hem of her shirt and slowly peels it up her body, tossing it to the side. It lands on the stage in a pile, then her bra follows suit.

Fuck.

Her tits sway with her moves. Her breathing comes out in pants. I can’t take my eyes off her. In another life, she could be a professional dancer. But I’m a selfish fuck. I’m not like Dennis. I couldn’t stomach my woman showing any of this body of hers to another living soul.

It’s mine.

She’s mine.

When she reaches for the button of her shorts, I sit up a little straighter. She reaches up, wrapping her hands around the pole as she spreads her legs. Her back is to me, and I watch as she arches, drops her head, and looks at me. Her pussy moves up and down on the pole.

I imagine it’s my cock she’s riding and shift in my seat slightly.

Her tits sway and bounce with her moves. Fuck me. I don’t know how long I’m going to be able to wait until I’m inside of her. A minute, thirty seconds, five seconds. I’m on the verge right now, ready to tip over and lose all of my control.

The song finishes, and she spins around the pole one more time, then shoots me the sexiest fucking smile I’ve ever seen in my life. Standing, I clear my throat and let out a grunt as I climb onto the stage.

“Shorts and panties, beautiful,” I rasp.

She does what I’ve asked, dropping both her panties and shorts. Lifting my hand, I extend my finger and press it gently to the hollow of her throat before I softly glide it down her center, between her tits, her belly, and then through her folds.

“Soaked,” I state.

Spencer’s entire body breaks out in goose bumps. I smile at the sight, slipping two fingers inside of her. Curling them, I make come-hither motions as I watch her. I can only finger fuck her for a moment or two because I’m ready to goddamn blow.

Leaning forward, I touch my lips to hers. At the same time, I curl my fingers around her tit, gripping her there before sliding my thumb across her puckered nipple. “Ride my fingers, Spencer. Show me how badly you want my cock,” I demand.

Fingernails dig into my shoulders as she bears down on my fingers and begins to jerk and buck against them. I cup her pussy with my palm, and she grinds her clit against my hand.

Fuck me.

Goddamn beautiful.

“I’m going to come,” she moans.

I feel her pussy flutter against my fingers, but neither of us stops. She’s chasing that orgasm, climbing higher and higher. She’s ready to jump off the edge of the cliff, and I can’t wait to catch her when she tumbles over.

Then I’m going to fuck her.

Hard.

Her pussy clamps down around my fingers as she finds her release. I watch her, keeping my gaze focused on hers for a long moment. Then she trembles and shakes a few times before she releases her tight grip on my shoulders and her entire body slumps.

Releasing her breast, I wrap my arm along her back, pulling her closer to me. Feeling her tits press against mine up on this stage, I can’t help but smirk down at her. Lowering my head, I touch my mouth to hers, then rest my forehead against hers.

“Beautiful,” I exhale as I slip my fingers from between her legs.

Bringing them to my lips, I lick them clean. Her taste is fucking amazing. I don’t think I’ll ever get tired of it. I want to taste her every day until the day I die. Her fingers are still curled around my shoulders.

“I need you,” she whispers.

“Do you want me to take you and fuck you? Or make love to you?” I ask.

She smiles up at me. Her blonde hair is messy from the dancing. And as much as I wish it were from my hands, it’s not. But I plan on tangling the fuck out of it, and soon.

“There’s a difference?” she asks.

She gives me a small smile as her eyes dance. She watches me, waiting for me to make a move. I’m going to make one, too. I’m just not exactly sure how much she can take. I’m trying to figure it out in my head before I do it because once I start, I don’t know if I’ll be able to stop.

Then she surprises the absolute fuck out of me when she leans forward, her lips touch mine, and she speaks.

“Fuck me, Evan. I want you to make me scream on this stage.”

You don’t have to tell me twice.
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BREW

Gripping her hips, I slam my cock inside of her sweet cunt from behind. She’s warm and wet, her body begging for mine. I close my eyes as my hips slam against her ass with each thrust.

Sinking my teeth into my bottom lip, I hiss as I open my eyes. I lift my hand and rear it back before I slap her ass hard. My gaze is focused on her flesh, watching as it moves and darkens almost instantly.

Fucking beautiful.

Her soft white globe is now pink. I do it again, watching the pink grow darker. And then I do it again and again until her ass is bright red. It’s absolutely stunning. She throws her head backward, her blonde hair flying everywhere around her shoulders.

Using the same hand that I’ve been spanking her with, I grab hold of that hair, gripping the strands tightly as I hold her in place. Her neck is arched, her spine bowed, and her face is pointed to the ceiling.

I don’t stop fucking her, moving inside of her with all the strength I possess. This is absolutely beautiful. This moment, with her—us being together, I don’t think I’ve ever felt this way before.

Every single time I’m inside of Spencer, it’s better than the last, and this is different. It’s not making love, this is fucking, and yet, I’m filled with more emotion than I ever have been with just some clubwhore.

Maybe it’s because I feel more for Spencer than I ever did a whore at the club. If I was being honest with myself, I would probably admit exactly what I’m feeling for her when I think the word more… but I’m not that person.

Spencer is going to be sore for a few days, but that’s exactly what I’m going for here. She won’t forget me while I’m away. She’ll feel me with every step she takes. She’ll remember the way I feel inside of her, the way I stretch her, the way I fill her.

Dipping my chin, I look down at my cock moving in and out of her. It’s shiny with her wetness. She is so fucking sexy, this woman of mine. And she’s ready to come, no doubt aching for it.

Shifting my attention to her pretty face, I lean over and touch my mouth to hers. It’s an upside-down kiss, but it’s still sweet as fuck. She whimpers, and that sound goes straight to my balls, causing them to tingle.

“Are you going to come all over my cock, beautiful?” I ask. She hums, but I can tell she’s not ready yet—but she’s close.

Straightening my back, I slip my thumb inside of my mouth, wetting it before I slide it between her sweet cheeks. She tries to wriggle away, but I grunt, slamming inside of her twice hard to keep her from moving away. It works.

“You’ll like it, and if you don’t, I won’t do it again. I want to feel your sweet little asshole, beautiful.”

She gasps at my words, though I shouldn’t be surprised that she’s never done ass play before. I highly doubt she’s been with someone who would even try. I’m pretty sure anyone who Spencer has been with in the past decade has been some buttoned-up guy. There is no doubt in my mind that I’m the wildest man she’s ever had in her bed.

Slowly, I fuck her ass with my thumb as I continue to fuck her cunt with my dick. Filling her holes this way is beautiful. Breathtaking. I wish I could video this and show it to her later, show her just how goddamn perfect she is.

Her ass is so fucking tight, her body so willing and pliable. I sink my teeth into my bottom lip, imagining what my cock would feel like slipping into this tight back entrance. Letting out a groan, I don’t stop moving inside of her.

“I’m close,” she whispers.

I continue to fuck her ass and her pussy simultaneously, knowing this is the reason she’s suddenly on the edge.

Then it happens.

She screams as her orgasm consumes her entire body. Fuck me. I can’t hold back my own release. I come instantly. Slamming inside of her one last time, I fill her with my cum, releasing my own roar as I do.

Fuck.

Fuck.

Fuck.

Absolutely fucking amazing.

Moving in and out of her a few more times, I allow her pussy to milk me dry. Then I slip my thumb from her ass and pull out of her completely. She’s on her hands and knees, her arms trembling and struggling to hold her body weight up.

Wrapping my arm around her waist, I haul her against my chest. Her back presses against me. I slide my hand up to wrap my arm around her tit, and my fingers curl around one of them. My other hand, I slip between her legs to cup her pussy.

Lowering my head to her ear, I slide my tongue along the shell, blowing slightly before I speak. “Mine,” I growl. “Only mine.”

She turns her head slightly, her lips sliding along my jaw. “I always have been, Evan. I’m glad you finally see it.”

We stay that way for a few more moments. Then, against every urge in my body, we put our clothes back on. I watch Spencer finish gathering her shit and get herself together, then she turns to me, extending her arm and outstretching her palm for me to take.

“I gotta go out of town for a few days,” I blurt out.

Her eyes widen, and her arm drops to her side. “When?” she asks.

Kicking at the floor with my boot, I clear my throat.

“Right now.”

She frowns, and I know she has something on the tip of her tongue ready to say, but she doesn’t. Instead, she stares at me and waits for me to tell her more. And I do, at least as much as I can.

“I’m going to have a brother protecting you the days when I’m gone. Twenty-four seven⁠—”

“Am I in danger?” she interrupts me.

Lifting my arm, I cup her cheek with my hand. “No, beautiful. It’s precautionary. Shawn, Ryan, and Kyle will have the same protection. We have some things we need to talk to Nash about, and we want to make sure you’re all covered.”

She frowns, reaching up. Her fingers curl around my wrist at her cheek, and she nods her head. “Okay,” she says in a whisper.

“Spencer?” I call out softly.

She hums but doesn’t look into my eyes. Staying silent, I wait for her to look up at me. Slowly, her eyes travel up my throat and connect with my own. She watches me. I can’t take my gaze from hers. I can’t look away from her.

I love looking into her eyes.

“You’re mine, and I mean that in every way possible.”

And I do.

Every fucking way possible. Mind. Body. And soul.

SPENCER

I ignore all the looks that Ophelia, Shawn, Atomic, King, and Kyle give me as I walk out of the back of the strip club. I hear them laugh as we move toward the door. Evan doesn’t care. He holds his head up high, his chest puffed out a little, and I can’t help but roll my eyes at him.

Then, as we approach the door, he stops and turns to face them. “Do I not even get applause for my performance?” he asks, much to my embarrassment.

I cover my face with my hand as the entire bar, thankfully only full of our friends, bursts into laughter. But it’s Ophelia who speaks. Her voice is harsh and loud, but her words are kind.

“I hope every performance is as exciting,” she calls out. “Because the two of you deserve it.”

Smiling, I lift my hand and wave to her. Evan wraps his fingers around my other one and tugs me forward. “I’ll come play cards again soon,” I say.

She dips her chin in a single nod, and I’m whisked out of the door. “My computer,” I say, frowning as I look at his bike parked next to Ophelia’s car.

“It’s in a bag. Strap it on, and let’s go. We don’t have far to go, and I’ll take it slow.”

Instead of questioning him or making things difficult, I do what he suggests. Although, the ride to the cabin is not relaxing for me. It’s full of anxiety and stress. If something happens to my computer, that’s my entire livelihood.

Thankfully, we arrive at the cabin with the computer unharmed, and as soon as he cuts the engine off, I can breathe again. I climb off the bike, let out a heavy sigh, and shift my gaze to meet his.

Evan stays straddling his bike.

“Aren’t you coming in?” I ask.

He shakes his head once. “Gotta go, beautiful. Guts is going to come and hang with you. He’s your daytime protection. I don’t know who is scheduled for evenings.”

Biting the inside of my cheek, I watch him for a moment, then move toward him. I’m not sure where he’s going or what he’ll be doing, but what I do know is that every minute of every day, he’s in danger of being caught doing something illegal and being sent to prison to join Humble.

I hate that.

And this moment is a big fat reminder of that.

“You good?” he asks.

I want to tell him that I am, indeed, not good, but I don’t. Instead, I plaster on a fake-as-hell smile and nod a couple of times.

“Yeah, I’m good,” I lie.

He smirks. “You’ll be good, Spencer.”

I know I’ll be good. I’m not worried about me, not by any means. What I am is worried that he’s going to become my brother’s cellmate. I don’t know what he’s doing or where he’s going, and I know he won’t tell me either.

So I don’t have a choice. I have to be good.

Turning my back to him, I walk toward the front door of the cabin and wrap my fingers around the knob. Turning my head, I look over my shoulder at him and smile. Evan jerks his chin toward me before he starts his bike’s engine.

He watches me, not leaving as I stand at the door. He wants me to open it and go inside to ensure my safety. Pushing the door open, I take a step inside, then another. Turning completely around, with the door open, I watch as he slowly spins the bike around, and then he’s off.

I’m not sure if it’s just because Humble is where he is or if it’s because I’ve fallen head over heels in love with this man, but as he rides away, my entire chest aches. My breathing turns into short pants. I slam the front door closed and slowly sink down onto my ass.

I feel like I’m choking. Like the air has been sucked from my body. My heart races, slamming against my chest as I stare at the front door.

Panic.

That’s what I’m feeling. I try to breathe, but I can’t. Stars explode in my vision, and everything around me becomes hazy and unfocused, and then it all goes black.
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BREW

Typically, I would be the one who leads a group of men anywhere, especially on a long trip like this. It would be a route that I had researched and ensured we didn’t encroach on any other club’s territory.

But on this particular ride, King is the one in front of this group since we’re heading to his father’s place.

Gnaw doesn’t join us on the trip, not wanting to deal with his father, who is part of the Dark Horse MC in Corpus Christi. I don’t blame him. Their relationship is toxic.

The ride down south takes a few hours, but it gives me time to think about Spencer and also about Clink. I feel guilty as fuck still about the whole thing. It was my route that got him fucked up, that got him sent away.

Even though I know it was the Southern Mafia’s doing, that doesn’t mean I don’t share the blame. That I don’t feel the extreme guilt. I paid off people who I thought would protect our men, and they fucking did not do that. I paid off the wrong fucks is what I did, and I hate myself for it.

All of these things combined make me think that the Southern Mafia was smarter and more powerful than we gave them credit for. This also makes me consider that they are bigger than just this one location.

I just don’t know where the fuck to look for them. I know that is the whole point of this trip, but it still makes me uneasy. There is something huge here that I’m missing. And I don’t know where to start looking.

Pulling into Corpus, I am instantly hit with the scent of the salty ocean air. And because she’s all I can think about right now, it makes me think of Spencer. I want to see her in a bikini.

I want to strip that bikini off her body and taste every inch of her on the beach. Sand be damned.

King guides us toward the strip club. It’s not far from the beach, and all of the buildings in the area are in different stages of remodeling. It was hit hard by a hurricane a few years ago, but it seems to be an up-and-coming area.

As we pull our bikes up to the front so I can truly take everything in, I can’t help but laugh. The building is two stories, with what looks like a bike coming out of the front of it. There is a neon sign flashing over the top of the bike that reads, Girls, Girls, Girls.

I don’t even know the name of the club, but it doesn’t matter. The sign and the bike are fucking great. And I can tell they have put a hell of a lot of thought into everything.

This is Nash’s pet project, and it’s clear they’re going to make some serious bank for themselves and the club.

“These old, dirty motherfuckers,” King chuckles as we turn our bike engines off.

They are, too. A whole group of retired bikers opening a strip club. It could almost be the beginning of a bad joke. If the club didn’t look so fucking badass. If these bikers didn’t obviously love this shit.

Climbing off my bike, I follow King and Atomic, who lead the way. Nobody knocks on the front door, and we all walk through like we own the place, mainly because, technically, the club does own the bar.

The floors of the foyer are black marble, the walls light pink. There are crystal chandeliers hanging everywhere they can possibly hang.

It’s all perfect.

And the artwork on the walls? Gigantic black-and-white portraits of naked celebrities hang on the walls. Most of them prints from old Playboy spreads. It’s fucking amazing, and no way in hell did I think I would feel this way about this place.

“Welcome,” a voice calls out before its owner walks through a curtain of black beads.

“Fucking hell,” King says with a laugh before he makes his way to his father.

I watch as he shakes Nash’s hand, slapping him on the back a couple of times.

“This looks great,” I call out.

Nash’s eyes meet mine, and he takes a step back from King before jerking his chin toward the black-beaded curtain that hangs on the doorframe. The others don’t move immediately, but I am not them. I want to see what the rest of this place looks like.

So, without hesitation, I make my way toward the beaded doorway. The moment I step through the beads and into the main room of the strip club, I’m taken aback even more than I was walking into the entrance.

The floors are still black marble, the walls light pink, but the rest of the room is a hot pink. The poles, the furniture, all fucking hot pink.

It’s feminine in the way it needs to be, but also masculine as well. It works for its intention, and I have a feeling it’s going to be fucking amazing when the main lights go down and the stage lights come up.

“Nash?” I call out.

He smiles, his face toward me, his gaze flicking around to each of us before he holds out his arms wide. “What do you think?” he asks.

“Out of this fucking world,” I say.

He laughs, taking a few steps backward, then clears his throat. “Opens in a week,” he murmurs. “Finishing up dancers interviews the next couple days.”

“It looks really good,” King adds. “Gonna be fucking amazing.”

“But that’s not why you’re here,” Nash grunts.

“It’s not why we’re here, at least not the whole reason,” Atomic states. “Although seeing this now, I’m glad we came. We needed to see all of this in person. Pictures would not do it justice.”

Nash jerks his chin toward a table. We all grab a chair and sink down around the empty table. There is a moment of silence where we all just stare at one another. I can hear everyone’s breathing, and it makes me feel on edge.

“Who is really in charge of the Southern Mafia?” Atomic asks.

Nash lets out a whistle. “Going for the big shit all at once?” he asks.

“Dad,” King mutters. “Tell us.”

Nash’s expression darkens, and I know that whatever he’s about to tell us, none of us are going to like. It seems like even he doesn’t like it. But we need to know what to expect so that maybe, just maybe, we can cut it off before it even begins.

SPENCER

There’s a knock on the cabin door, but I don’t jump. It doesn’t scare me. In fact, the sound makes me feel at ease. I walk to the door and look through the peephole just to be sure it’s Guts.

I’m surprised there’s even a peephole. I wouldn’t have thought that a rustic cabin in the woods had one, but it’s right there. I can’t help but wonder if it was added later. Pushing the thought aside, I smile as I look at the man who greets me.

Guts stands in front of me, a sight I never imagined would bring me calmness, and yet he does. Opening the door, I tilt my head and step to the side to let him in. He doesn’t make even a twitch to move.

“Guts?”

He shakes his head. “Can’t protect you from the inside, babe. I’ll stay out here. Got a chair and all,” he murmurs, lifting his hand and extending his finger to point at the rocking chair on the porch.

It’s an upright, hard-looking wooden rocking chair, and I can’t imagine it will be comfortable. But I also don’t think he cares. These men of the Dark Horse MC are made from steel, I swear.

“Are you sure?” I ask, my voice softer than I intend it to be.

Guts smirks. “I’m sure, babe. You do your thing, and I’ll hang out here and make sure you’re safe until my night replacement comes.”

“Thank you.”

I don’t know what else to say or how to say it. A thank-you doesn’t seem like enough. He’s protecting my life from something that may or may not be an issue. An unknown danger. It shouldn’t bother me. This is nothing other than precautionary… at least that’s what Evan is claiming.

I don’t know who or what to believe at this point. Everything that’s happened—with Clink, with jail, and then this whole Mafia group in Shreveport and whatever happened there—I find myself confused by it all and wondering why—just why.

Instead of asking Guts what’s happening and trying to get more information from him, I decide against it.

Knowing him, his allegiance and loyalty, he probably wouldn’t tell me anything anyway. They never do, these men of the Dark Horse. They keep everything a secret, hide it all, and then down the road, into the future, sometimes you find out, and sometimes you don’t.

Leaving Guts alone on the porch, I lock the front door and head into the living room. I gather my laptop and decide to try and get some of the work done that I didn’t even attempt to tackle earlier.

Thankfully, I have peace and quiet in the cabin to do just that. Flicking on the television, I find something that can play in the background. I need some kind of white noise if I’m going to power through the work that is waiting for me.

I send one email after the next, tweaking, creating, and invoicing once, twice, three times, and on and on until my workload for the day is complete. Lifting my gaze to the television, I frown at what’s been playing in the background. I had no idea when it changed, but it’s a cooking competition show.

My stomach growls, and that’s when I find my phone and check the time. It’s well past my dinnertime. Forcing myself to stand, I walk the short distance to the kitchen. I wrap my fingers around the handle of the fridge, gently tug it open, and bend slightly so I can survey the contents.

I already know what’s inside, but I’m not sure what I’m going to actually eat. There are a lot of ingredients and not a whole lot to eat without cooking. And when I went to the store with Evan, I had planned on making meals for two in this little love nest of a cabin for us, but I find myself alone again, as always.

Frowning, I turn my head and glance at the closed door. “I wonder if Guts would eat with me?”

Sadness washes over me. I’m not a great cook, but there’s something about making a meal for the person you’re sharing your life with that is so intimate. I wanted that. I was afraid of this, knowing what I knew about the club, about the women in the club. I had hoped that things were different, that this world could be different…

Walking toward the door, I tug it open and look out to see Guts standing against the wall, one foot propped up and his knee bent.

“Are you hungry?” I ask.

He turns his head, his eyes finding mine. “I shouldn’t be eating on the job,” he grunts.

“I’m hungry, and I don’t want to cook for one,” I say with a smile.

There is a moment of silence. I can tell he’s weighing the options in his head. He’s probably not supposed to eat, but at the same time, he’s also a man and no doubt hungry. Laughing softly, I wait for his answer.

“Then I could eat,” he says with a grin.

Closing the door, I hurry toward the kitchen and get cooking. I shouldn’t be as upset as I am. This is a special circumstance. It’s not like Evan is down at that awful clubhouse. He’s out of town, supposedly figuring things out in an effort to keep me safe and help my brother.

So, as much as I want to be upset and angry, as much as I want to demand that Guts tell me what the hell is going on and what exactly Evan is doing, it doesn’t matter. I can’t focus on that. I have to think about why I’m here.

Humble.

My brother.

He is why I am here. Sure, I have feelings for Evan. I’m falling in love with him, or maybe I never fell out, and I’m just continuing to love him. I’m not sure, but it feels very overwhelming.

Every second of it.

Especially this whole thing, this protection thing, this guard—this man, Evan Hughes.
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BREW

Nash stares at King, then flicks his attention between us. He doesn’t speak right away. He is staring, and he even shifts in his seat as if he doesn’t want to tell us who the fuck is in charge of the Southern Mafia. I open my mouth to demand that he speak, but before I can say a word, he begins to talk.

Sucking in a breath, I wait for his words. “The Southern Mafia isn’t just a Shreveport thing, you’re right. The man who was running the one in Shreveport and his grandson were nothing but a blip to the whole organization.”

“Like the Dark Horse?” I ask.

“Just like that,” Nash murmurs.

“What happens now that everyone is gone?” Atomic asks. “We killed them all, no fucks given.”

Nash nods his head once, then hums. “I’ve been thinking about that,” he says. “I don’t know if the main club is going to care,” he murmurs.

“Where are they?” I ask.

“Richmond.”

Blinking, I try to gather my thoughts. Richmond. I wasn’t expecting that. I thought maybe they were in New Orleans or something, but Richmond? Didn’t cross my fucking mind in the slightest.

“As in Virginia?” King asks.

Nash chuckles. “As in Virginia. They’re called the Southern Mafia for a reason. They’re all over the South.”

“Fuck,” Atomic hisses. “How did we not know this?” he demands. “Why didn’t you tell us when all of it started?”

Nash leans back in his seat, his gaze focused on Atomic now. “It’s not my job to tell you dick,” he states. “You’re the president of an MC and have been for a while. Why the fuck didn’t you know who your enemies were?”

Atomic stands, slamming his palms on the table as he leans forward, his face just a few inches from Nash’s.

“Don’t pull that shit with me. You knew that we were walking into this shit with them blind. They weren’t on our radar at all. Fuck, you even connected us with the goddamn ex-leader.”

Nash doesn’t even flinch at his move. He isn’t intimidated by a damn thing, but when I flick my gaze over to King, I can tell he’s upset, and it’s not aimed at his father. Instead, he’s staring at Atomic like he’s ready to pounce on him and tear his ass up.

Atomic needs to understand that while he’s the president, it’s Nash who relinquished that title to him, and King is his actual son. Blood runs fucking thick, and King isn’t going to stand for Atomic fucking over his dad in any way whatsoever.

“I connected you with someone who could rein in those idiots who were running that chapter. I connected you with someone who would agree to and adhere to a treaty. I can’t control that Loner was a fucking piece of shit and his grandfather couldn’t keep him in line.”

Atomic shakes his head, his expression nothing short of exasperated. “Nash,” he growls, “what the fuck is going on here? We need to know everything. All of it.”

Atomic is insistent, and I don’t blame him, but I have a feeling that Nash didn’t give us all the information for a reason. And I’m ready to hear that reason. Crossing my arms over my chest, I stare at him.

When Nash doesn’t respond, I watch as Atomic sinks back down in the chair. He lets out a heavy sigh and jerks his chin toward Nash in an effort to tell him to continue without actually saying the words.

“The Southern Mafia has never been an issue. They operate like us, on the fringe of society. But unlike us, they deal in skin. Prostitution, trafficking. It’s not something I ever wanted to dabble in.”

“So, what the fuck?” Atomic grunts.

Nash runs his fingers through his short hair. He looks tired and right now is looking more his age than his usual, twenty years younger. I hate this shit. All of it. What the fuck is wrong with them doing their shit and us doing ours? Why the hell did it have to go like this?

“What do you think the main club in Virginia knows or wants from us?” Atomic asks.

Nash shrugs a shoulder before he speaks. “I don’t know what they have going on or what their priorities are. I also wouldn’t be making a phone call. I would go over there myself.”

“And what? Ask to be killed?” I ask. “Fuck that.”

Nash chuckles, but I can tell he is not finding any of this funny. This is fucking with his good time, with the focus of his club. And it’s also clear that the Southern Mafia was not on his radar, at least not the way that Atomic thinks it was.

“They won’t kill you. That club is, without a doubt, not worried about us.”

“Then how did we get where we are?” I ask. “What you’re saying and what actually happened are two totally different things.”

Clearing his throat, Nash places his palms on the table, though he doesn’t slam them down the way Atomic did just a few moments ago. Nash leans forward slightly, bending his elbows as he does.

“I’m going to tell you something about the club, the way we began. You won’t like it, and you’re going to look at me differently, at your fathers differently.”

King reaches out and places his hand over Nash’s. “Dad,” he rasps, “we know that the club was far from clean back in the day. It’s still not.”

Nash dips his chin once, then he inhales a deep breath, holding it for a moment before he lets it out slowly. He has something heavy to say to us. I can tell by the way his hands tremble slightly.

“When we were trying to start the club, drugs just didn’t make enough money. We didn’t have capital for loans. There were only a few things that we could do to get the ball rolling. We were young and starting families.”

“Dad,” King warns. “Stop dancing around.”

“We did transports, but it wasn’t of guns and drugs.”

“Nash,” Atomic growls.

Nash lifts one of his hands, scrubbing it down his face before he continues. “We lured and kidnapped girls and took them to different drop-off locations.”

Silence.

I don’t know what to say, what to think. But thankfully, Atomic speaks so that I don’t have to. “As much as I want to judge all of you, I can’t. That wouldn’t be fair.”

“We were disgusting. And doing that shit wears on you. You’re never the same after that. None of us were,” he says, as he gets this faraway expression on his face. Then he shakes his head once, his expression dark and full of guilt. I hate that shit. We’ve all done things we aren’t proud of, and this is no different.

“But if you want to talk to the Richmond club, I can make that happen for you,” Nash murmurs.

“Only if you come with us,” King says. “I think we’re going to need you.”

King is right. We do need Nash, and whatever the fuck he has guilt over, maybe this will assuage that. Though, I doubt it. Kidnapping girls and delivering them into a lifetime of selling their bodies is probably not something that you ever truly get over.

“I’ll set it up, but I’m not going. They won’t do anything to you. I have a feeling that whatever Albert and Loner did was solely on them and nobody else.”

I hope Nash is right. I want him to be right. Going to war doesn’t feel like something I want to do right now. We just finished all that shit with Albert and Loner, with the Shreveport Southern Mafia.

“Now, let’s fuckin drink,” Nash announces.

SPENCER

A professional chef, I am not. But I can’t deny that the baked chicken sitting on top of baby tomatoes and garlic, smothered in mozzarella and marinara, served over a plate of pasta, is delicious.

“I didn’t know you could cook,” Guts grunts.

I shrug a shoulder, swinging my legs beneath me. We’re sitting on the edge of the porch, our legs dangling in the air, or at least mine are. Guts’ are firmly on the ground because he’s probably six inches taller than me.

These men are all giants, and instead of that being intimidating, it makes me feel safe. Supersafe. I’m not sure why. They are not the good guys, never have been. I’ve known that my entire life, but good or bad, they are comfortable.

“I had to learn a lot when I went out on my own,” I say with a shrug of my shoulder.

He hums but thankfully doesn’t say anything. That is, until he clears his throat and I know he’s about to get serious. I can feel his eyes on my profile as he watches me. I don’t look at him. I focus on my food. In fact, it has become the most important thing in my life at the moment.

“How come you came back home all pissed off, ready to kick ass first and take names later, and now…”

His words trail off, and I wait for him to continue, but he doesn’t. He watches and waits for me to respond somehow. I’m not quite sure what I’m supposed to say to him. I continue to focus on my plate, swirling my spaghetti noodles around on my fork before I let out a heavy sigh and finally turn to look at him.

He’s smiling as he watches me, a smirk firmly planted on his lips. “Do I really need to say it?” I ask.

Guts laughs, his voice echoing in the emptiness of the dark land around us. I don’t know why this place is my favorite, but it is. I think I love everything about this cabin and the property around it.

I’ve never felt peaceful in the city. As much as I love Austin and the whole, healthy hippie lifestyle that I really have fallen in love with, there’s just something about Pineville. You can’t feel anything other than at peace.

“You do,” he says.

Letting out a grunt, I lift my fork to my lips and take a bite of my pasta, chewing it thoroughly to waste some time. I’m not sure how I’m going to answer this. What I truly feel, I can’t say. I can’t admit it to myself, let alone another person… not yet at least.

“Brew,” I whisper.

“Always been him, babe.”

“Always,” I agree.

He chuckles, his voice low, almost so low that I don’t hear him, but I do. “Yeah,” I rasp.

“He was never the same after you left,” he announces after a few moments of silence. I open my mouth to ask him who, but he continues, so I snap my lips closed. “Neither of them were. Not Clink and not Brew. They love you, Spencer.”

I’m not sure how I feel about that information. Clink always told me that he was proud of me and that he was happy I left and was living my life. Although I know he wanted me to at least come home more often to visit.

Brew… I can’t even dig into that right now.

Because if I do, I’m going to feel like I lost out on ten years with this man, and I don’t want to believe that things could have worked out, that we could have been together this whole time.

But would we be? I know without a doubt that I was not ready for a relationship when I left here. I don’t think Evan was, either. He is not the same person he was ten years ago. Granted, he was a grown-ass man then, just as he is now, but it’s a different world, and he would have expected me to accept things that would have completely destroyed me.

Even with as much hesitation as I have about this right now, I know myself as a woman and what I will accept and what I won’t. Although, all of that doesn’t stop my mind from spinning. And that doesn’t mean I trust him yet—that takes time. The time we’ve spent together is just a blip.

But I want more. I want it all with Evan. Every single little thing there is to have.


CHAPTER
TWENTY




BREW

I’m fucking trashed. Not just a little bit, either. But I’m really fucking drunk. Letting out a laugh, I try to stand to my feet, but I have to brace my hands on the table because my legs threaten to give out on me, and that thought makes me laugh.

And then, when I start to laugh, King and Atomic join in while Nash calls us all pussy lightweights, but when he says it, he’s slurring.

I’m not sure how I get in bed or what bed I’m lying in, but the room spins as I stare at the ceiling and question every aspect of my life. Every single aspect, and at the top of it all, at the forefront of my mind is Spencer.

My Spencer.

She’s always been mine, and now that I have her, I’m keeping her.

Eventually, my eyes close. I’m not sure how long I sleep, but my eyes crack open what feels like just a few moments later. My head is pounding, my stomach rolls, and my throat feels dry as fuck. Then, the wave of nausea hits me.

Closing my eyes again, I wait for the nausea to pass. I inhale through my nose and let the air out of my mouth, trying to take calming breaths. On my third one, I chance opening my eyes again.

Thankfully, I don’t feel like I’m going to vomit instantly this time. Sitting up, I grunt as I turn to the side and slide my legs over. Placing my feet on the cool, hard floor, I look down and realize that wherever I am, it’s somewhere in the club.

When I stand, my head spins, and my ass lands back down on the bed. Closing my eyes again, I wrap my fingers around the back of my neck and massage it slowly. Fuck me, the tension in my neck, the way my stomach twists.

It’s too fucking much.

I reach for the phone on the small table next to the bed, unlock it, and look at the text notifications. Nothing. Finding Spencer’s name, I decide to send her a message. I should have called her last night, but I was too fucking trashed. It would have been a fucking disaster if I had.

MORNING, BEAUTIFUL. HOW WAS YOUR NIGHT?




Her response is almost immediate.

SPENCER: My night was good. But more importantly, how was yours?




???




She sends me a laughing face emoji. Then I see those three little dots appear as she types something else.

SPENCER: You were pretty drunk. But I appreciate you calling me.




Fuck.

What the fucking fuck did I say to her? I don’t remember calling her, let alone what I possibly said to her. I stare at my phone, at the messaging app, frozen and unable to move. The phone rings a moment later, her face bright and fucking gorgeous, filling my screen.

Sliding my thumb across the screen, I let out a heavy sigh and lift it to my ear. I open my mouth, but Spencer’s words come before I can say a single word.

“I figured you didn’t know what to say over text,” she murmurs.

She sounds sleepy and sexy, almost too sexy. Even though my head feels like a hammer is being pounded into the side, my cock twitches at the sound of her voice. I want to be inside of her, even though I feel like absolute dog shit.

“What did I say?” I finally ask.

My voice sounds rough as hell even to my own ears. Spencer doesn’t answer immediately. I don’t know if she’s trying to make me suffer or if she’s trying to put her thoughts together. Either way, I hold my breath for a moment.

“Nothing bad. Actually, you kept telling me how much you liked me. That you missed me, and if I ever left you, that you would bring me back home. Because Pineville was where I belonged, where I’ve always belonged.”

Massaging the back of my neck a bit harder in an effort to release some tension, I let out a snort. Honest to fuck, I’m surprised I didn’t confess my everlasting love. It seems like something I would have added to the end of that sappy speech.

“I thought it was sweet,” she continues softly. “I think I needed it.”

It’s at that moment I hear the doubt in her voice. “Spencer?” I ask, unsure of what questions to actually ask. Thankfully, she understands what I’m trying to say here because she answers me.

“Admitting this makes me feel stupid. But I wasn’t sure if you were somewhere with women.”

“And you weren’t sure if I would partake in what they have to offer?” I ask.

She lets out a shaky breath. “I know the way the club life works. The men do who and what they want. The old ladies stay home and raise babies. You know I don’t want that.”

Since this is not the first time I’ve had this conversation with her, I would typically be annoyed at having to reassure anyone a second time, but considering the topic and the woman, I’m not.

I want her to know that she can trust everything I tell her, even when I can’t go into detail. I want her to trust in the man I am. I’ve never wanted anything like that before. The feeling is foreign, but I’m trusting the process—our process.

“I’m at a strip club, but it’s empty. Nash hasn’t even hired all of the girls yet. It was just us guys getting shit-faced last night. We found out that this whole thing was bigger than we expected. We’re probably going to have to go to Virginia, and we were all drowning our sorrows and celebrating the club’s completion. It opens soon.”

Spencer clears her throat slightly, then laughs. “You don’t have to explain it all to me, but I do appreciate it more than you could know.”

“Beautiful?” I call out. “I’ll always tell you what I can. I want this, but most importantly, I want you to never regret slumming it with me.”

I mean every word of that, too. She may have had feelings for me for all these years, but I know without a doubt that I am completely and totally undeserving of her in every way possible.

And yet, that doesn’t stop me from keeping her for myself.

Though, in a few years, when Clink is out of prison, I’m going to have a fight on my hands… and I welcome it.

SPENCER

A few days pass, and I focus on working, sharing dinner with Guts before his shift change with Fate every night. Evan texts me a few times, letting me know where he is on the road, and then when he arrives in Virginia.

When we talked on the phone, I felt at ease. But now that it’s been a few days, I have some doubt creeping up. I shake my head, trying to shake that doubt away. I’m not sure it works when my phone rings and takes me out of my thoughts.

It’s a restricted number. My heart races with hope that it’s Humble, and when I answer, I’m relieved to hear that it’s him. Our conversation is short—almost too short—but it’s good news for me. I can visit him next week.

The call ends, and I rush outside to tell Guts about my brother. He is standing with his back to the wall, his knee bent, and his foot flat against it. He doesn’t move his head to look at me. He doesn’t move at all.

He is focused, his face pointed at the road. His focus on that road almost appears doglike.

Something… or someone is coming.

My breath is frozen, my throat closes, and I turn my head to watch in complete fear as a car pulls up the road. I don’t recognize it, although I wouldn’t recognize any car because I don’t know anyone here, not anyone who would be coming here to visit me.

The car parks, the door flies open, and I watch as a gorgeous, leggy blonde unfolds from the car. I’ve never seen her before in my life, and I don’t think I want to, either. Guts doesn’t speak, and I’m not sure if that’s a good thing or not.

The girl stops at the base of the steps and then tugs her sunglasses off dramatically. I glance around to make sure there aren’t any cameras around filming her with the way she’s moving.

As far as I know, there aren’t any cameras. So I shift my attention back to her, swinging my own head dramatically as I do.

“Who are you?” she asks, her tone accusatory and less than friendly as she lifts her glasses and points them at me.

I’m not sure if my response can be less than one-hundred-percent spicy as I stare at her, narrowing my eyes. Guts doesn’t say anything, either. We both stare at this beautiful yet bitchy woman.

“I live here. Who the fuck are you?” I snap.

I hate myself for speaking that way. I sound like the girl I was ten years ago. I’ve spent the last ten years trying to sound more professional, yet one sexy girl crumbles it all in an instant.

Her lips twitch into a smirk. “I’m the girl who fucks Brew. Now run along, little girl,” she purrs.

That’s when I hear Guts hiss. I don’t look at him, though. Instead, I survey this woman a little closer. She’s not as tall as I originally thought. She has long legs, but they appear longer because she’s got hooker heels on.

She’s also wearing an extremely short skirt, so short that I’m surprised her labia isn’t hanging out the bottom. Her tube top is a whole other subject. Then there are her makeup and hair, both done to the extreme.

In fact, she looks like she just stepped out of one of those eighties hair band music videos.

I stifle a giggle thinking about that.

“Do you?” Guts asks. “How come I’ve never heard of you?”

She purrs, and I almost vomit. It’s so saccharine, and I have no doubt she uses it with all men and gets whatever she wants. But that has less to do with her voice and more to do with how short her skirt is.

“Who the fuck are you?” she snaps again, but this time, she’s aimed her question at Guts.

I’m already annoyed as hell with her. I’m ready to tell her to get her ass back in her car and get the hell out of here, even though I really want to know where this is going. I can’t get mad that Evan was with anyone else, even if what she’s saying is true. It’s not as if I’ve been celibate this whole time.

“I’m one of Brew’s brothers. Bitch, you’re gonna need to start talking, or I’m gonna have to demand you get the fuck off Brew’s property.”

She crosses her arms over her chest, jerking her chin in the air and looking down her nose at Guts. This girl is brave. She obviously doesn’t know that these men have killed people for less attitude than what she’s serving right now.

“Brew and I have been fucking off and on for about ten years. We’re a thing, the two of us. I’m from Longview. He came into Sal’s Bar once, we left together, and that was that. Although he doesn’t like me dancing, so he gives me money to stay home, and I give him pussy regularly.”

My stomach flips. Instantly, I feel sick. I try to swallow the lump that’s formed in my throat, but I fail. I’m going to throw up. The fact that he’s been keeping a woman… keeping her like this is some case of a 1500s royalty thing.

Like Brew is a king, and this is his mistress he keeps on the side, although he married the virgin to keep his bloodline pure. It makes me almost physically ill. I place my hand against my belly.

“Bitch, you got the wrong fucking house,” Guts growls.

I turn to him, my eyes finding his profile. He slowly shifts his attention from the girl to me. “She knew his name,” I whisper.

He shakes his head once. Then the woman speaks again.

“Where the fuck is he?” she demands. “Tell me right now who you are and why you’re here.”

“I’m calling Gnaw,” Guts barks.

I watch as he turns on his heel, digs his phone out of his pocket, and walks away from me and this woman. I don’t know what to say, what to do. I don’t want to be nice to her, but I also don’t want her to run away before we get to the bottom of this.

So I do the only thing I can think of doing. “Would you like to come inside for some coffee, maybe some tea?”


CHAPTER
TWENTY-ONE




BREW

“Why the fuck do they all have these Gone with the Wind Southern-style houses?” King asks as we stop in front of the Southern Mafia’s main headquarters.

We rode into town last afternoon and decided to shower and crash so we would be fresh for today. Now it’s time for meetings and figuring out what the absolute fuck is going on between the Dark Horse MC and the Southern Mafia, although at this point, I can’t imagine that the head of this organization knows or even gives a fuck about us.

Nash pulls up beside me and jerks his chin toward the front gate. “You ready?” he asks.

No.

I am absolutely not ready.

I would rather be anywhere but here. Well, I would rather be between my woman’s legs if I had to name a place. And in all honesty, I’m always going to choose being between Spencer’s legs rather than anywhere else.

I also have work to do. I’ve been keeping an eye on my phone, and the warehouse deliveries seem to be going well, but I feel the need to be close by in case there is a hitch in the system. And with all the changes in shit, there is bound to be some kind of hitch somewhere.

“As we’ll ever be,” Atomic answers for the rest of us.

Nash has a couple of his men behind us and a few others on standby close to this stupid-as-fuck mansion in anticipation of what could happen. Which I honestly hope is a big fat nothing.

I want this trip to be a waste of time. That way, nobody gets hurt, no wars are started, and we can go back to our regularly scheduled programming.

In a perfect world, that’s the way shit would go down.

We also have to make sure that we don’t mention the fact we’re keeping Loner’s sister, Dillon, for ourselves. That is another part of this that we haven’t been up front about, and I don’t plan on it, either.

Fuck them.

All of them.

This whole fucking group has been completely full of shit since they started this. I’m just here to hear the bullshit, make sure they know we aren’t playing their games, and go home to my woman.

The gates open slowly, the sound of the metal creaking causing my teeth to gnash together. Nash revs his bike’s engine, then moves forward toward the opening that is just wide enough for only him to slide through.

Once the gate is completely open, the rest of us follow behind him. I expect Nash to be off his bike and at the front door, but he isn’t. The sight that greets me as I come skidding to a stop is nothing that I expected.

There are ten men standing around the driveway, guns drawn and pointed at Nash and us. Fuck. What the hell did we get into here? A man walks between the gunmen. He’s tall and thin, wearing a whole-ass suit including jacket, vest, and tie. His hair is slicked back, and sunglasses conceal his eyes.

“Conrad,” Nash grinds out, “you wanna call your fucking dogs off?”

There is a moment of silence. My gaze is fixated on this man, on this Conrad creature. He stands stock-still. Holding his body lean and loose. He’s ready, but for what, I’m unsure of. Instead of reaching for my own piece, I decide to just wait it out. There are too many of them focused on us right now to even attempt to take control of this situation.

“I just wanted to ensure that you understood exactly what is happening here,” Conrad says, his Southern accent cool and collected.

Nash jerks his chin toward him, taking only half a step forward. “This is exactly what I said it would be. A meeting between our clubs to figure out what happened and ensure that it doesn’t again.”

Conrad lifts his hand, holding his palm in the air then slowly lowering it, giving his men the signal. I watch as their weapons are brought down to their sides, but I also notice that said weapons are not sheathed in their holsters.

These men are entertaining us, but they do not trust us, not even a little. “Come inside,” Conrad invites before he turns around and walks into the mansion.

None of us moves. We stay exactly where we are, and I know I’m not the only one in our group wondering what the fuck we’re going to walk into when we enter that fucking mansion.

But wordlessly, we follow behind the asshole. One step, then another, falling into line as we walk through the front door and into the formal receiving area, at least I’m pretty sure that’s what it’s called. I honestly have no idea.

Nash is the one leading this, likely because he’s the only one of us who knew this shit existed to this extent. Conrad lifts his hand to the sofa, love seat, and chairs that are in the room.

None of us sit.

Instead, we line the walls of the room, all of our focus on him and the ten gunmen who were outside and are now in here, joining us.

“You came to me, Nashville,” he coos.

Nashville. My eyes widen, and I look over to King, who shakes his head, chuckling. I had no clue that was Nash’s name. I always thought it was some kind of road name, but now I’m wondering if Nashville is his legal name. Jesus Christ, that would be weird as fuck. I don’t know why, but it would.

“We came to you,” Nash states, interrupting my thoughts. Lifting my chin slightly, I look down my nose at this guy and listen.

I’m not going to speak unless spoken to. I need to learn to control my anger and my mouth simultaneously. Conrad makes himself comfortable, sinking down in one of the chairs and crossing one of his calves over his knee.

“We came to you because your chapter in Shreveport is gone. And they fucked with us. They attempted to come into Texas, but beyond that, they tried to involve themselves in our business and tried to strongarm us into working together. They also had one of their men infiltrate our club. I want to know if you were involved in this and if you’re going to continue and what that means for the future of our clubs.”

My eyes widen, waiting for this man to respond. He doesn’t show an ounce of reaction. He knows what he’s doing, and I wish I were as controlled as he is. Then Conrad clears his throat, places his hands on the arms of his chair, and inhales a deep breath, holding it for a moment before letting it out.

“Why would they want anything to do with your club?” he asks, keeping his voice and tone far too even.

This whole thing sounds and feels shady as fuck, but Nash continues to entertain him. Meanwhile, I’m ready for backup to arrive so we can blow this fucker to the ground. This is the queen of the beehive, and I’m ready to end it all right fucking now. Burn it all to the fucking ground, whatever it takes.

“You tell me?” Nash asks, crossing his arms over his chest as he looks down his nose at this stuffy, uptight fuck.

“I wouldn’t have the faintest idea,” he purrs.

For a man who has been expressionless this whole time, a spark flashes in his eyes. And that is a tell if I’ve ever seen one. I want to inform Nash, but I decide against it. He actually knows this fucker, so my guess is that he noticed the same thing I just did.

“As far as I know, the Southern Mafia wants nothing to do with the Dark Horse MC. You have your circle, and we have ours. The two should never cross, correct?”

Nash leans forward slightly, his gaze focused on Conrad, his jaw clenched, and then he speaks. When he does, his voice is a harsh bark, and I’m a bit surprised. I don’t think I’ve ever heard him sound so pissed before.

Typically, Nash just comes to the club to see King, to party a little, and recently to talk about his strip club. He hasn’t had the enormous stress of being the president of the original chapter of the MC for years. Sure, he’s been running his club down south, but they’re all retired members and, until recently, were just fucking around enjoying retirement.

But right now, as he talks to Conrad, he is pissed. I can hear it in his voice, see it in his face, and for whatever reason, seeing and hearing Nash pissed off makes me feel even angrier at this whole situation.

I bite my tongue, but it’s already bleeding, and I’m ready to fucking go.

“You’re ensuring there won’t be any issues between our groups? Your men will not only stay out of Texas but also out of our business, and that includes calling whatever federal agents you have on the payroll to arrest one of our own.”

Conrad has the decency to look surprised for just a split second. “I don’t know. Will you cease massacring my people?” he asks.

Nash snorts. “I only killed men who were there to kill me first.”

“And the women? They are our income, our profits, and you ended them like rabid animals.”

This time, it’s Atomic who speaks. He takes a step forward and looks down at Conrad. Then, his growling voice fills the room. And I know just from the tone that this is the end of this conversation. It is done. It is final, and whatever is agreed upon is what will be. If that means war, then it means war.

“We gave them plenty of warning. We had signed treaties that they broke, and at the end of the day, that entire operation could not be trusted in any way. A broken treaty means broken everything, and there were no rules. We gave the women back once, and we were not going to chance that shit again. The entire operation was taken out, as had been promised if they broke the signed, agreed-upon treaty.”

Conrad pushes down on the arms of the chair and slowly rises to his feet. I’m not sure what exactly he’s going to do. Bracing myself, letting my arms fall down to my sides, I hold my hands loosely, ready for what is coming.

Because something is coming.

I suck in a breath, hold it for a moment, then let it out slowly as he stands in front of Atomic. Thankfully, he doesn’t make any sudden moves. Instead, he tilts his head to the side. He presses his lips together, then purses them slightly before he speaks.

“There was a treaty?” he asks.

Atomic jerks his chin. “I’m going to reach into my cut and take out the paperwork for you,” he says as he slowly opens his cut with one hand and reaches inside with the other, producing an envelope. I didn’t expect him to have it with him, but good fucking thinking on his part.

He extends the papers for Conrad to take. I watch as he opens the envelope and slides the papers out of it, then unfolds the documents and scans them. When he reaches the final page and sees the signatures, he lets out a grunt.

“That’s Albert’s signature,” he murmurs.

“Did you think it would be forged?” I ask, unable to keep my mouth shut for another second.

Conrad clears his throat. “Not necessarily. However, you can never be too sure.”

“It’s real,” Atomic assures him. “Now, do you understand why we’re so pissed? One of our own is in federal prison for three years.”

Silence washes over the room. I hear a couple of Conrad’s men clear their throats, no doubt thinking about being locked up themselves and not liking the thought. He flicks his gaze back up from the papers to meet Atomic’s.

“The retaliation for this?” he asks.

“Already paid,” Atomic murmurs.

Conrad nods. “You will hear nothing more from us. The Southern Mafia will stick to the business we have. However…” he begins, then his words trail off.

A however is not what any of us want to hear right now. It’s so quiet in this room a pin could fucking drop, and we would all hear it and probably reach for our guns at the same time.

“However?” Nash asks.

“I must take advantage of this opportunity,” he says as he turns his back to us and walks over to the window.

His strides aren’t long. Rather, they’re almost catlike as he moves. I don’t understand anything about this man, but at the same time, I can’t stop watching him. He is commanding in his own way, and he is charismatic.

He is dangerous.

Conrad turns away from the window, his gaze flicking up to meet Atomic’s before he jerks his chin in a nod. “The opportunity that I propose to the Dark Horse MC is one that I’m sure you won’t be able to turn down.”

This fucker. It makes me wonder if all of this was on purpose. As he begins to speak, I can’t help but wonder if this was a game.

A big fat fucking game from the jump.

Because this motherfucker is the type to play chess and not checkers. And just judging by the gleam in his eye when he speaks, I can’t help but truly believe that this was the fucking plan all along.

Goddammit.


CHAPTER
TWENTY-TWO




SPENCER

The woman sits across from me. I don’t know her name and don’t care to know it. She doesn’t seem to care too much about me, either. I’m good with that. Her slim fingers wrap around the coffee cup that I’ve given her, and I watch as her black-painted nails tap the ceramic.

Tap. Tap. Tap.

I want to rip the cup from her hands and smash it into a million pieces. Unnecessary noises bother me, or maybe it’s because they’re coming from this woman, and I am jealous as hell. I am not stupid. I have known that Evan was with other women. His life, his world, that’s just the way things are.

But this is a level that I was absolutely not prepared for. This isn’t some clubwhore down at the clubhouse. This is different. She knows where his cabin is. A cabin that he told me he didn’t bring women back to.

What feels like an hour later but was probably only a few minutes, Gnaw throws the cabin’s front door open and marches inside. I can see Guts behind him, his lips twitching into a smirk.

“What the fuck?” the woman sneers.

Gnaw moves around the kitchen and stands directly in front of her. He crosses his arms over his chest, looking down his nose at her, and narrows his eyes. If looks could kill, this woman would be six feet under immediately.

“I could ask the same thing. What the fuck are you doing here harassing Spencer this way?” he asks.

Oh God. He knows her.

My heart slams against my chest as my gaze flicks between them. I want to laugh and cry simultaneously. I feel like an idiot. This was all bullshit. This was all Dark Horse MC bullshit, and I fell for it hook, line, and sinker. I fell for him.

“Who are you?” I ask, my voice low.

“I already told you,” she grinds out. “I’m the girl who’s been fucking Brew for a decade. Now why the absolute fuck are you here?”

I can’t hear her say that again. I start to lift my hands to my ears when Gnaw speaks again, and I freeze.

“Bitch. I know who you are. Take your slut ass home. Brew can deal with you when he gets back.”

I’m going to be sick.

I’m going to puke everywhere.

At the thought of her going anywhere and waiting for Brew, tears well in my eyes. I try to blink them away because I will be damned if this woman sees me shed a single one.

She stands, the chair scraping across the hardwood floor, and I shift my gaze to hers. She wears a shit-eating grin and leans forward. I watch as she lifts one of her sharp, painted nails and points it just a few inches from my face.

“You’re not going to cry, are you?” she asks.

“Get the fuck out, bitch,” Gnaw grinds out.

She lets out a cackle that makes the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. She spins around, and then I watch as she swings her hips from side to side as she walks out of the cabin and down the steps of the front porch.

Gnaw follows her, leaving me alone in the cabin.

Alone and heartbroken.

I don’t move. I can’t. I am completely and totally frozen solid. I physically cannot move. I can’t think, and I can’t breathe. I don’t know what to even think. I stare at the open door. Then I hear tires spin and gravel being kicked and thrown around the driveway.

A few moments later, after some hushed conversation somewhere in the distance, Gnaw and Guts both appear in front of me. It’s Gnaw who sinks down to his haunches and lifts his hand. I feel the backs of his fingers slide down my cheek, and it’s then I realize I am crying.

“I’m so embarrassed,” I whisper.

He chuckles. “Don’t be, not fucking ever, babe. You wanna be with your girls?” he asks, his voice soft and hushed, soothing, like he’s speaking to a spooked animal. Aren’t I just that, though? I mean, humans are animals, and right now, I feel extremely spooked.

“I think,” I whisper. “I think I would like to go home now.”

My words sound robotic. Gnaw flicks his gaze to the side, and I have to assume that Guts is standing there. They share a look, but I don’t care what it is. All I want to do is get out of here, not just this cabin, but all of Pineville.

I will happily live alone in peace and drive the six hours to see my brother in prison. I will live alone the rest of my life, having loved and been burned by this man twice, rather than stay here and be lied to—be made a fool of.

The last thing I want to be is made to look a damn fool or, worse, have other people pity me. And I know that the other old ladies would. There is no way whatsoever that any of those women would look at me and not feel sadness and pity for me if I turned a blind eye to this woman.

Fuck that, and fuck Evan.

I am going home.

Once my car is charged.

BREW

As if summoned, which I’m sure they were, I’m just not sure how or when, ten women make their way into the room. They are wearing barely-there strips of fabric that are supposed to be dresses, along with sky-high heels on their feet. They also stand in front of us, looking straight ahead, almost as if they see nothing. They are props, nothing else. Not breathing humans.

“What is this opportunity?” Atomic asks, ignoring all of the girls who stand in front of us.

He would ignore them anyway, even if they were standing in front of him completely naked. He has his woman, and she is the only one he wants to see naked. I understand that now. When he and Ryan got together, I said I would never follow suit, yet here I am.

Completely head over heels for Spencer. I feel zero desire for any of the girls in front of me. Even if they weren’t totally fucking brainwashed, I couldn’t do a damn thing with them, not with Spencer waiting back at the cabin for me.

“The opportunity stands in front of you. We need girls… well, women,” he amends, but I am not stupid. The women standing in front of us are young, too young, likely girls, or at least they were when they arrived in Conrad’s stable. Because he is very much a pimp and running a whole fucking nationwide operation.

“We do not deal with skin,” Atomic announces. “Ever.”

Conrad smiles before he chuckles. He shakes his head, the expression on his face one of amusement. Almost as if he finds it highly funny that we would think he wanted us to be part of his little operation.

“I’m not asking you for anything other than an escort through Louisiana.”

Atomic appears confused, and I know I probably look the same way. I am confused as fuck by the suggestion.

“What are you asking exactly?” Atomic growls, his patience having been gone for a while.

This whole fucking thing is exhausting. Not just the fact that we had to ride halfway across the whole-ass United States, but this meeting, too. These people are fucking ridiculous. And this has been a waste of my time and everyone else’s who rode with us. Not to mention the backup that’s hanging around somewhere outside the property.

“I need men to go with the trucks through the state and ensure that it crosses state lines,” Conrad says.

This time, it’s Nash who responds instead of Atomic. And when he does, his voice is completely without patience. It has flown out of the goddamn window. I almost laugh because it’s fucking great. Atomic is fucking pissed, and I don’t blame him because this is just so goddamn ridiculous.

“Are you fucking kidding me right now?” Nash growls. “Your people had enough pull with the feds to get our man thrown in fucking prison. And yet you come to us for protection? You have got to be fucking shitting me,” he barks.

Conrad smirks. My shoulder jerks and I have to hold myself back. I don’t know if I’ve ever practiced so much control in all of my goddamn life as I do at this moment. I want to beat the absolute fuck out of all of these people and ask questions later. I am so over this shit, and this question is absolutely absurd.

“Well, since you got rid of our contract in Louisiana, I don’t think we have any more options there. But we would be willing to pay you healthily.”

“Again, are you shitting me?” Nash growls. “What is your endgame?”

Because there is an endgame. This is a chess move, and Nash knows it just as much as anyone else standing in this room listening to this bullshit.

Conrad sighs as if he’s over this whole conversation and he’s actually quite bored. I don’t blame him because I’m seriously over it as well. I almost wonder if they are in trouble as an organization and this is their way to attempt to save themselves.

“So, who else did Albert and his people piss off?” King asks. He is thinking along the same lines that I am.

Conrad has the good sense to shift his gaze away, then slowly brings it back to meet King’s before he flicks it to Atomic and finally lands his attention on Nash. Clearing his throat, he jerks his chin.

“I don’t know what happened, but whatever it was, it severed the relationship the Southern Mafia had with the Louisiana Highway Commission.”

I can’t stay quiet. “And you think we’re going to be the ones to help with that?” I ask. “Are you high?”

Conrad hums. “You will do it.”

“Sounds like a threat,” I grind out.

He shakes his head before he speaks. “Just a promise,” he murmurs. “We have the feds in our pockets still, which is how your man got fucked over by Albert. You have the highway commission. Let’s just make this a good deal and work with one another.”

“What’s in it for us?” Atomic asks. “Because it better be seriously fucking lucrative.”

I cannot believe he’s even entertaining this.

Fuck the highway commission.

I’ll find a different route somewhere else. Fuck all of this. Every single fucking second of it. Fuck it all.

In fact, I open my mouth to say just that. I’m ready to pull my piece and just start going down the line. If I die, I fucking die at this point. I don’t care anymore. This entire goddamn thing is beyond ridiculous, and I don’t want any goddamn part of it.

Atomic jerks his chin toward the asshole himself, Conrad. “Let me discuss this with my men, but first, I want your terms,” he grinds out. “In writing,” he adds.

Conrad keeps his stupid fucking smirk planted on his lips. I want to slap it the fuck off him. I just might before this trip is finished. I am so ready to be done with it all. I should have never come.

I should have stayed the fuck home with my woman. I would have been better off there. I’m fairly certain that I will always be better off buried inside of my woman, though. No matter the situation.


CHAPTER
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SPENCER

Gnaw watches me as I pack my stuff, but he has the good sense not to try and change my mind. I am determined, and he’s known me long enough to realize that there is no talking me out of a damn thing right now. I’m heated… but most importantly, I’m hurt.

Once all of my stuff is back in my suitcase, I tug it behind me, thankful that this happened before I moved my entire life here. I’m ready to return to my world. After I visit Humble, of course. I have to make sure he’s okay before I get in my car and drive back to Austin.

“What do you want to do?” Gnaw asks, dipping his chin to my luggage.

I roll my eyes to the ceiling, then lower them back to meet his. “I want to go back to Ophelia’s,” I state.

“You know that whatever he has with her, it ain’t shit, right? She’s here to cause problems, and you’re doing exactly what she wants you to do.”

Shaking my head, I try to fight back the tears, but they’re right there, pricking the backs of my eyes. Inhaling a deep breath, I try to calm myself before I have a complete meltdown right here in front of him.

That would be seriously embarrassing.

“It doesn’t matter what she was doing or how she was doing it. I am not here to put on clown makeup and look like an idiot,” I snap.

I’m not sure why, but those words make Gnaw’s lips curve up into a grin. He thinks I’m being funny, but I’m absolutely not doing that. I am pissed off. Hear me roar. He flicks his gaze to the ceiling as if he’s trying to muster up the energy to deal with my crazy ass.

I know that I take some energy because I am ridiculous, but I’m not being overly dramatic. I’m not being anything except rational and sane at this moment. A woman came here, knew who lived here, informed me that she’d been fucking my man for a decade, and then Gnaw sent her on her way, knowing exactly who she was.

I might be a fool, but I’m not an idiotic clown.

“Okay, babe. Back to Ophelia’s you go, but can you please not leave town, at least until you’ve talked to Brew?”

I could make that promise easily, but I’m not in the mood to be agreeable with anyone wearing the Dark Horse MC cut at the moment, so, as childish as it is, I lift my chin and look down my nose at him, refusing to answer.

Gnaw continues to believe that I am not only being funny but cute as well because the asshole just chuckles. He reaches for the handle of my bag and turns to walk away, tugging it behind him without saying another word. Asshole. They’re all assholes.

Once we’re outside, I close the cabin door behind me and, with it, add a little brick and mortar around my heart. Walking toward the bikes, I stop in front of them and look over my shoulder at Guts, who is smiling a little too widely as he watches us.

Gnaw is standing next to his bike, and his shoulders are shaking as he laughs silently. I want to slap him. If I didn’t like Kyle so much, I might do just that. But for her, I won’t. He’s making it hard to refrain, though.

“Let me make a phone call, get you a car down here,” he murmurs after he’s composed himself.

Narrowing my eyes, I nod once, then watch as he fishes his phone out of his pocket. I don’t know why, but I expect him to call Ophelia. I know she’d roll down here as quickly as she could, then she’d probably roll on over to Sal’s Bar and see if they’d let her work the pole again.

I snort, thinking about her dancing on the stage with the rest of us. It was just a few days ago, but it feels like a whole lifetime. Turning my back to Gnaw, I walk toward the lake. It’s not too far from the cabin, and it almost feels like a dream, being this quiet and serene.

I’ve done some hiking and paddleboarding in Austin, but there have always been people every corner you turn. This is different. There isn’t anyone here. The silence consumes me, almost to the point where it’s deafening.

I’m not sure how long I stare out at the water, watching for something to happen, anything, but it stays calm. It almost looks like a painting, and that’s how still it is out there. I don’t see any snakes swimming along the top of the water, and with that, neither do I see evidence of any fish.

It’s strange, to say the least.

The sound of tires crunching against the gravel breaks my serene, calm silence. Turning my head, I look back over my shoulder and grunt. It’s not Ophelia. In fact, it’s not just one person.

It’s three.

Three absolutely beautiful women.

But I don’t want to see any of them right now. In fact, they are the absolute last people I want to see aside from Evan. Damn it, I really like his name. I like thinking it, I like saying it, and I absolutely love screaming it when he makes me come.

In this moment, I fully understand why people continue to fuck people who they don’t want to be with. How they stay in relationships longer than they should. How they completely degrade themselves for another person.

Because I can’t even pretend if that man showed up right now, I wouldn’t bend over and beg him to fuck me—because I absolutely would, and I know how horrible that sounds, but I’m not sure I care too much.

The car doors open simultaneously, and I let out a heavy sigh. Shifting my attention to Gnaw, I narrow my gaze on his, and he lets out a heavy sigh again. I cannot believe he did this shit to me.

“Well,” Ryan calls out, “Brew screwed up, didn’t he?”

I let out a snort as I force myself to walk straight for them. Ryan and Shawn both have their babies with them and then, what feels like seconds later, three bikes come tearing down the driveway.

“Our guards,” Shawn says, rolling her eyes. “We tried to lose them.”

That makes Gnaw chuckle. “Good girls,” he says softly. “Although, probably not something you should do often, especially when they’re supposed to be protecting you.”

Kyle tips her head backward, her eyes finding Gnaw’s, and I watch as he bends down slightly to brush his lips across hers. “Go inside,” he says softly. “Be a good girl.”

I actually hear her whimper from his words, and honestly, I don’t blame her. That good girl stuff is always hot as hell.

Less than five minutes later, my ass is planted on the seat of the sofa back inside the cabin, and I have three women’s eyes focused on me.

I’m the only focal point in the whole room, and I wish I weren’t. I almost ask Shawn and Ryan where the kids are in an effort to shift the conversation to something else, but I can tell by the way they’re staring at me that they wouldn’t take the bait.

“Spill, woman,” Ryan demands.

BREW

Conrad lifts his hand and snaps his fingers twice. I don’t know what the fuck he’s asking with that snap, but apparently, his people do. What feels like seconds later, a pen and paper are delivered to him.

Pressing my lips together, I watch as Conrad bends slightly and places the paper on the coffee table before he quickly scribbles some things down. Then he lifts his head, straightening before holding out said paper to Atomic.

Atomic reaches out to take the page from Conrad. I watch as his eyes scan the document, but he doesn’t say anything. I wish he would read it out loud. I want to know what the fuck this asshole is offering us as a collective because he’s acting like he’s going to give us the goddamn moon, and I just cannot imagine what’s on that paper is all that exciting.

Atomic jerks his chin, lifting his face to Conrad’s. “These are your terms?” he asks.

“Yes,” Conrad confirms.

“Let me talk to my men. Meet tomorrow before we leave town for a final agreement to be written, signed, and witnessed?” Atomic asks.

“Written, signed, and witnessed,” Conrad says, nodding once in agreement. “Now,” he begins as Atomic folds the paper and slides it into the chest pocket of his cut, “to show my good faith, I’d like you all to stay for dinner, drinks, and enjoyment.”

When he says the word enjoyment, I can’t help but notice how his head tips toward the girls.

Fuck.

If this were a few months ago, I would probably enjoy several of them completely and wholeheartedly. But as soon as my eyes shift to them, standing there with their heads tipped submissively, an image of Spencer pops into my head. I can’t help but imagine her naked and spread in my bed.

That’s where I want to be, and if I even thought about dabbling with these women, she’d never be spread naked in my bed again. I’m not even sure if I could coax her back. She made it pretty fucking clear that it’s a hard line for her.

And I don’t blame her because just the idea of another man even looking at her, let alone touching her, makes me want to go on a murderous rampage. So, if monogamy is what she wants, it’s what she’ll get.

At least until it’s not good anymore.

Then we’ll have to revisit, although I can’t imagine anything with that woman being anything less than amazing. Everything about her is absolutely fucking amazing. Nash doesn’t have a single fucking problem with the women, though. He’s the first one to walk straight over to one of them.

I watch as he extends his hand, and she slips her palm into his. King grunts. I would guess he’s grossed out by seeing his father with a woman, but I know that’s not it because we’ve all seen Nash in full-on bare-assed action in the clubhouse when he’s visiting.

No, I have a feeling it’s because King is feeling much like me right now. Taking in the fact that once you sample the favor that Conrad is offering, turning down his written terms is going to be much harder.

I know because we’ve used the same tactics in the past.

Atomic clears his throat, his gaze flicking from Nash as he disappears over to Conrad. “Dinner?” he asks.

“The rest of you would like food before pleasure?” he asks.

I snort but don’t respond. I’m trying to keep my mouth shut and exercise control no matter how difficult it has become. I want to say everything, punch everyone, and shoot them all when I’m finished.

I’m ready for it all.

“I won’t be partaking in the pleasure part, though I’m sure some of the men, like Nash, will be more than happy to do just that.”

Conrad’s brow arches in what I can only assume is a question, and he smirks at Atomic. “Monogamy. Interesting. I didn’t think you people did that.”

Balling my hands into fists at my sides, I can’t help but take offense at the you people part of his assessment. I know he means men who live on the fringe of society, men like me who have the innate natural desire to kill first and ask questions later.

“We surprise even ourselves,” Atomic says, laughing and making it a joke.

The conversation drops, and we follow Conrad into the dining room. What feels like seconds later, there are platters of food set in front of us. His men gather around and sink down in the empty chairs, and we begin to eat.

I’m not sure if this is the best idea. To socialize with these people as if we’re going to be partners. Or maybe Atomic has already made up his mind. I know Nash has. He’s more than happy to help bridge the gap of whatever the fuck this is.

Maybe it’s already a decided partnership. Fuck me, I do not want to help these assholes in any way. But it seems as if decisions are made, bread has been broken, their women fucked.
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“So, there you have it,” I snap, leaning back on the couch and letting out a heavy sigh.

The room is filled with silence. The women stare at me with different expressions. There are slack jaws, wide eyes, and cringes. They are abundant and shared between Kyle, Shawn, and Ryan.

Then Ryan shakes her head. “That can’t be right,” she says in a whisper.

“Why not?” I ask.

“Brew… he doesn’t do things like that.”

I almost laugh in her face. Almost. But I don’t. Instead, I arch my brow and watch her for a long moment in silence. “What do you really know about your brother-in-law?” I ask.

Again.

I’m met with silence and stares.

Standing, I begin to pace the room slowly. I can’t sit for another moment longer. I need to move. I’m filled with equal parts anxiety, anger, and pain. The worst of all of those feelings is pain. It’s all-consuming and stronger than the rest.

Only Brew can make me feel this way, and it’s because he’s the only man who I have ever allowed to have this power over me. When we discussed being together and how that would look, I trusted every single word that he delivered to me. And I was made to look a fool.

“Spencer, there must be a reasonable explanation for all of this. When he gets home, we’ll all get to the bottom of it,” Shawn offers with a forced smile.

Shaking my head, I turn to face them, my eyes wide, and I know that I must look crazy, but I feel crazy, so at least if I do, I match inside and out. I hold my breath for a moment.

“Gnaw knew who she was. He didn’t tell me, but he knew. And this is Brew’s home. She knew where he lived. As much as I would love to believe that this was just some crazy woman with wild ideas. I want to visit my brother, and then I’m going home.”

“Spencer,” Ryan whispers. “Brew will fix this. I know he will.”

My lips curve up into a smile, although it’s a sad one. “I love that you believe in him,” I whisper. “I love that all of the men you have are so good to you. But I’m not any of you. I’m Spencer Maddison, and good things do not just simply happen to me.”

Kyle snorts, but it’s Ryan who speaks. “Spencer,” she whispers, “you know damn well that we’re all in the same boat, every single one of us. Don’t act like we haven’t all suffered.”

Guilt consumes me because I know that Ryan has had her fair share of shit in her life, and I’m sure Shawn and Kyle have, too. I shouldn’t have said that. I open my mouth to apologize, but Shawn speaks before I can. Her voice washes over me, and she calms me.

“I don’t think Spencer meant anything by what she said. She wasn’t thinking of anyone else. Just herself and her hurts, right?”

Nodding once, I clear my throat. “I was thinking of myself. I’m sorry. I honestly didn’t mean anything by it. I’m just upset,” I whisper as I walk back over to the sofa and sink down on the cushion. I curve my palm against my forehead and close my eyes. “I’m sorry,” I whisper.

Ryan lifts her hand and waves me away. “It’s fine,” she says, and both Shawn and Kyle agree, accepting my apology.

“I’m just honestly… disappointed. In Brew, but most importantly in myself.”

“In yourself?” Ryan asks.

Sliding my hand from my forehead, I curl my fingers around the front of my throat, closing my eyes and letting out a heavy sigh before I explain myself. And I feel like a gigantic idiot as I do.

“I fell in love with Brew when I was sixteen years old, maybe even before then. I’ve always loved him. I lost my virginity to him, and then he acted like I didn’t exist. I was silly, and I knew that I was too young and he was too drunk,” I whisper.

I’m not sure if my speech is more for them or for myself. These are things I’ve thought about before, but saying them out loud holds a different meaning—a different power. I continue.

“However, when this second chance rolled around, a smirk and wink was all I needed to fall all over again. Or maybe I never stopped falling. I may be almost thirty, but that doesn’t mean I’m mature or grown in any kind of way.”

“You’re mature,” Ryan whispers. “You’ve got a great career and a fancy car. You’re a good sister and a good friend. You’re a good woman. And I think you just need to talk to him.”

I can see I will get nowhere here. They don’t know who this mysterious woman is as much as I do. So, instead of arguing or crying, instead of feeling sorry for myself, I decide to stop.

“Okay, I’ll talk to him,” I whisper.

“Come to the bakery tomorrow?” Shawn asks. “Bring your computer. Get out of the house and hang out with us.”

Inwardly, I am screaming no. I don’t want to hang out at the bakery. I want to go home. I don’t say that, though. Instead, I give her a smile and nod once. “Okay. That sounds like fun,” I whisper.

Shawn and Ryan burst out laughing. “It doesn’t,” Ryan says. “But it will keep you busy, and who knows, maybe you and Ophelia can take lessons again with Bren and the girls.”

With that, we all burst out into laughter. Mine is fake, but I play the part. I just need to get through the week so I can visit my brother and then do what I do best and run far away from here.

I vow to never step foot in Pineville again after this. I am done with this place, and if I could, if he would listen, if he would allow it, I would take Humble with me when he gets out of there. If it were up to me, he would never step foot in Pineville again, either. That place has done absolutely nothing for us.

Once the girls believe they’ve done their jobs and convinced me to stay, they leave me alone again. I wave at them as they drive away. When their car is completely out of view, I turn my head and then my body to face Gnaw.

“Take me to the motel now, please,” I demand.

His cheery demeanor immediately fades away—vanishes. I watch as his shoulders drop, and then he grunts before jerking his head toward the pickup truck, which I hadn’t noticed.

Looking behind me, I suddenly realize that Rim has replaced Guts. There is only one bike here, so he must have brought the pickup. Without asking me what I want, Gnaw lifts my bag and places it in the bed of the truck.

“Ready?” he asks.

“Where are we going?”

His lips lift slightly. “The motel, Spencer.”

Smiling, I dip my chin in a single nod. “The motel,” I whisper.

BREW

Dinner is consumed, drinks are flowing, and the women have begun to make themselves available. Very available. I attempt to disappear into the shadows. Atomic always seems to bring me back to the conversation.

I want to read that paper.

I want to reach into his cut and pull it out. I need to know what is on there. I need to know exactly what the fuck these assholes are offering and what exactly Atomic is essentially agreeing to by eating, drinking, and partying with these fuckers.

What are the goddamn terms?

King, Atomic, and I stand near one another, holding cocktails in our hands. Glancing around, I realize that we’re out of earshot of anyone who would or could want to overhear us. I decide to start asking questions.

“Are you going to at least give us an idea of the terms?” I ask.

King clears his throat, rocking back on his heels before he speaks. “I have to agree with Brew on this one. We’re standing around accepting their hospitality,” he says, emphasizing the word hospitality before he continues. “And we don’t know what they are offering.”

Atomic jerks his chin, his eyes flicking between us, and then he lets out a sigh, reaches into the pocket of his cut, and takes out the paper. “We will have to tweak this and then draw up the finalized papers tomorrow. I was planning on going over it all with you at the hotel tonight, but it’s clear you can’t wait.”

“I really fucking cannot,” I state. “And we’re not going to bring this up to a vote with the rest of the club?” I ask.

Atomic shakes his head, but it’s more like a jerk before he answers. “We’re going to vote on it with the office-holding members. We’ll do a call with Gnaw, Fate, and Piston for the final vote. As much as I want to include the whole club, this shit needs to be dealt with tomorrow. I’m ready to go home.”

I am, too. More than ready. I want to go home to my woman. It’s been too many days without her. I’m not sure what she’s even thinking. I haven’t been able to find the time to get in contact with her.

She’s probably got a million things running through her head. She knows what a trip like this would typically consist of, which is what Nash is up to. I know it would kill her, and I’m trying to make an effort to be a better man for her—for us.

I want this with her.

I never realized how badly I wanted this kind of peace and security, and at the risk of seemingly like a big pussy, I can’t deny that it’s exactly what I want. I fucking love knowing that she’s in my bed waiting for me.

Atomic extends the envelope to King. I watch as he slips it from his fingers and opens it. Only a few things are written on the plain piece of paper. Glancing down at it, my eyes scan the scribbled words, and I frown.

	Five members follow the truck from Austin to Biloxi, Mississippi.

	Be guards for trucks and ensure the safety of cargo arrival.

	Do not disturb cargo or driver unless needed to ensure safety.

	The cut includes a direct deposit of ten thousand dollars per guard, totaling fifty thousand dollars per trip.

	Five-year commitment with four five-year options to extend.

	One cargo merchandise to be given to the club, their choice, per five-year contract.



*The Dark Horse MC will not have anything to do with cargo as far as picking up, procuring, or speaking with the contents of trucks.

My eyes widen at the sixth item. Lifting my head, I blink as I look up at Atomic. “Does this mean they’re giving us a girl once every five years?” I ask. I also try to ignore the fact that nowhere in this verbiage are any of these actually women.

He hums. “One of the items I wish to discuss with him. When I said we are not dealing with skin, I fucking meant it.”

I almost laugh because this is as far on the edge of dealing with skin without going over as a person can be. King coughs, likely feeling the exact same way as I am right now.

“Brother,” I snort. “This is dealing with skin. The technicalities are there, but at the end of the day, that’s what it is.”

Atomic nods a couple of times, then runs his fingers through his hair, tugging on the ends, before he clears his throat and begins to speak. It honestly sounds like he’s talking in circles and trying to convince us and himself that this is the right move.

“This could be lucrative for us, seriously fucking lucrative. It’s protection without having to loan any money or shake down any businesses, not that we would. We’ve got added expenses with Sal’s Bar. Income is going to be coming in from that, and it’s legit.”

“Yeah, and this is not legit, not at all,” I point out. “Are we working toward being legit or not?”

King chuckles, and Atomic looks like he’s going to explode. I don’t give a fuck, though. Yeah, he’s my president, but he’s also my brother. I’m always going to hold the fucker accountable for everything.

“We’ll never be legit. It’s nice to have some things in our portfolio that are, and we need to continue to be diversified. This is something that we can deliver and bring other clubs in on. It doesn’t have to be five of our men every single trip. We can take turns. I think it would be good in general. But I’m going to be asking for more money and no girl.”

“Fifty grand for what would probably be just a week’s worth of work ain’t a bad deal, and if we do it on a round-robin type thing, it could work,” King murmurs. “I don’t hate this.”

“Some of the guys are going to hate that it’s the Southern Mafia and the women are being trafficked,” I point out the obvious.

Atomic crosses his arms over his chest, tipping his chin slightly. “I get that. Trust me, I do. But this keeps those guys from fucking with us and fucking us. It keeps them from forming a new club close to home, and it enables us to have a pulse on what they’re doing a little more than being completely fucking blindsided again.”

I don’t hate any of that. I don’t. But I do hate the fact that we’re even going to be involved with these assholes. “I guess I agree,” I say. “Though I do have to say it’s under protest.”

“Same,” King grunts.

“We’ll get in, and then we’ll take control of this the way we need to take control,” Atomic says, his lips twitching into a smirk.

That is it. The decision has been made, and there is nothing else to do. We spend the rest of the evening drinking, and then we head back to our rooms. Tomorrow, we’ll have the meeting, and then we go home.

As much as I want to just tell them all to fuck off, Atomic is right. This is the best decision for the club, as much as we all dislike it. It’s better than our hands being forced to do something we really disagree with, and he’s right. This gives us an in that I think we’re going to need—even though I fucking hate it.


CHAPTER
TWENTY-FIVE




SPENCER

The motel is a comfort that I knew I needed.

Ophelia was at the counter, her shrewd gaze on me when we arrived yesterday. As soon as Gnaw walked away and Rim was set up at the front door, I locked myself inside, showered, and climbed into bed.

It didn’t take me long to fall asleep, mainly because I was crying. I should have bought myself a bottle of wine and drank myself to sleep. Crying until I passed out seems like an amateur move.

But I did it, and my eyes are scratchy and dry to prove it. I’m sure when I look in the mirror, I’ll regret the whole evening and my stupid feelings. Inhaling a deep breath, I throw my legs over the side of the bed and force myself to stand.

My legs feel shaky, like I worked out yesterday, but I know for a fact that I did not. All I did was have my heart shattered and my soul crushed. Maybe that makes your body hurt the way a five-mile run with a side of Pilates would. Because that’s what I feel like right now.

Starting the shower, I avoid the mirror. My reflection is just not something I’m mentally prepared to see right now. Maybe I’ll look and feel better after, although I’m expecting a lot from soap and water.

I try not to think about Evan as I shower, but I fail. I can’t not think of him. My stupid heart loves him. Wants him—always and forever, like some sappy love song. I don’t know if there will ever be a happily ever after here. That woman, this town, that club—that man. It’s all tainted. I should have never come back.

Before dressing, I finally face the woman in the mirror. She looks back at me, purple bruising beneath her eyes from lack of sleep. They’re also puffy. Puffy purple eyes. Gross. My eyeballs are bloodshot, which makes everything appear even worse.

I honestly don’t think makeup can fix any of this, so I’m just going to have to accept my face for what it is—which is a hot-ass mess. Pulling on some clothes, I don’t look at myself in the mirror again.

I need to see Ophelia.

In a few days, I’ll be able to see my brother, then I’ll charge up my car and get the hell out of here, hopefully before Evan comes back. If not, I’m going to have to try to be the bad bitch I know I can be and tell him to fuck himself.

Although, I don’t know if I’ll be able to actually tell him any of that. I’ll probably just be the doormat that I am and lie down. I’ll take what he gives me and allow him to walk all over me, then hate myself for it later.

Sounds like a good plan. What could go wrong with it?

Gathering my purse, I open the motel room door and smile at Guts standing just outside. His head whips to the side, his eyes finding mine, and he gives me a sad smile. I can tell he doesn’t want to be here, and he doesn’t want me here either.

“I’m going to talk to Ophelia,” I announce.

He clears his throat, and I pause for a moment, waiting to hear if he’s going to comment on that. But he doesn’t say anything. He dips his chin before jerking it toward Ophelia’s front desk.

I walk past him, and he silently moves behind me. I can feel his presence close, but he doesn’t speak. I don’t know why, but I have no doubt it’s because he disapproves of me moving out of Evan’s, but I don’t feel like asking him, so I don’t.

“You’re back,” Ophelia announces as soon as the little bell above the door rings and alerts her to my entering the room.

Letting out a sigh, I walk over to the free coffee, knowing it’s going to taste like shit. Then I dump in as much cream and sugar as I think my body can handle before I sink down onto the stool in front of the desk.

“I’m back,” I grunt.

Ophelia’s eyes narrow on me, she presses her lips together, then dips her chin. She wants to hear the tea so she can give me her opinion and advice simultaneously. I’ll love and hate her for it—simultaneously.

So, instead of mincing words, I tell her everything. Down to the shoes and nails that woman had, I spill it all. Then, when I’m finished, when I tell her how I demanded that Gnaw bring me here, I wait for her to judge me.

Ophelia doesn’t speak right away. She watches me, no doubt attempting to gather her thoughts and words. She sucks in a deep breath, then lets it out slowly, her eyes focused on mine.

“I think the girls and Gnaw are right. You need to talk to him.”

“Who is she, Ophelia?” I demand.

I know she knows. I could give her a description as vague as the girl’s hair color, and she would know her name and where she lived. I’ve given her an extremely detailed description of her, so I know she knows exactly who she is.

“It doesn’t matter,” she whispers.

Ophelia doesn’t whisper. “Ophelia,” I warn. “Who is she?”

I watch as the woman who bends for no one actually shifts uncomfortably in her seat. Arching a brow, I watch her and wait. Because she’s wrestling with something, and she’s going to tell me exactly what it is.

“I know who she is,” she murmurs.

I can tell she is supremely uncomfortable, and that causes me discomfort as well. I want to tell her never mind, but my curiosity knows no bounds. My heart is shattered, my soul crushed. So whatever she doesn’t want to say, not telling me in order to save me is useless.

I am unsavable—unsalvageable.

“Who is she, Ophelia?”

Ophelia nods her head once. “She was a dancer down at Sal’s.”

“Tell me something I don’t know,” I mutter.

“She didn’t lie about anything that I know. She and Brew have been off and on that long. I don’t think it was anything serious. Seeing him with you, the way he looks at you, it’s not the way he has ever been that I know of.”

That should comfort me, but it doesn’t. He kept this from me. I didn’t ask him specifically if he was with anyone, but I did make it clear that I wanted it to be just the two of us. And he did not disclose an ex-stripper at home waiting for him. A woman he’s taking care of in more ways than one.

That should have been said to me, some kind of warning. Something. Instead, I look like a completely foolish ass.

“I see,” I whisper. “Well, at least she’s not a liar.”

BREW

My phone rings, and instead of ignoring it the way I want to, I answer it. I only do because it’s Guts, and he’s called me half a dozen times and texted. All of those I ignored, but I’m not partying now. Instead, I just have a massive hangover.

“It better be a fucking emergency,” I grind out.

“Spencer has found out about Jasmine.”

His words come out deadpan. My heart stops in my chest. I hadn’t counted on Spencer ever finding out about Jasmine. In fact, I was hoping the woman would just vanish.

Although I know she’s not one who would ever do that. I was just hoping I could have had a little longer to fix the situation before it became a situation. Now it’s a goddamn tsunami, and I’m stuck in goddamn Virginia and can’t defuse the situation at all.

“Great,” I grind out.

“She doesn’t know everything, but what she knows is enough. She’s relocated to the motel. Right now, she’s inside talking to Ophelia.”

I’d like to think that talking to Ophelia will help my case, but I’m pretty sure it fucking won’t. There is a knock on my own hotel room door, and I let out a grunt as I throw my legs over the side of the bed and stand.

“Keep her from leaving. I’ll deal with the rest,” I bark into the phone.

“And Jasmine?” Guts asks.

Reaching out, I wrap my fingers around the knob of the door and tug it open. King and Atomic are standing on the other side, both giving me the same barely-contained smirks. I know it’s because I’m bare-assed naked.

Jerking my chin, I turn around and walk back into my room. They come inside, closing the door behind them, waiting for me to finish my conversation.

“Keep an eye on her. Intercept her if she tries to get at Spencer again. Fuck,” I hiss. “Hopefully, we’ll be back soon.”

Guts agrees to do what I’ve asked, and I end the call. Grabbing my jeans from the floor, I pull them up my legs and zip them before I spin around to face the other two men in my room, their gazes searching mine in question.

“Jasmine gave Spencer a visit, and she’s moved out of the cabin,” I announce.

Atomic grunts, but he’s the first to speak, as he usually is, seeing as he’s my brother. “You haven’t told Spencer about her, I take it?”

“What am I supposed to say?” I ask.

Silence greets me as the immediate answer to my question. Then Atomic runs his fingers through his hair. It’s his tell, and I know he is not only uncomfortable, but he’s going to tell me something that I don’t like.

“The truth, Brew. You need to tell her the truth. Jasmine was a stripper you knocked up.”

“She didn’t have my kid,” I growl.

Atomic snorts. “She may not have, but she was pregnant with your kid. There is a bond there, and you lost a child together. A second bond. Spencer needs to know, especially since Jasmine has your balls in her hands.”

“She doesn’t,” I grind out. “We aren’t even serious. She does her shit, and I do mine.”

This time, instead of letting out a snort, he bursts out laughing. “I love you, Evan, but you are full of shit,” he says, using my first name. “That woman owns you. It’s been ten years, and you fuck her and pay her. Why, if she doesn’t have your balls in her hands?”

He’s right.

I’ve kept Jasmine out of my mind, pushed her away as far as I can to the depths of my thoughts, but my brother is correct. This woman has my balls. It’s not out of anything other than pity and sympathy. I hate that she lost a child. I equally hate that I lost one as well. Our baby would have been around nine right now.

Maybe because I’m a man, I shouldn’t think about those things, but I can’t help it. I may have never imagined myself with a woman of my own, having an old lady, or any of that shit. But I imagined having a baby. A son. Maybe even two or three… fuck, maybe a whole houseful.

And now that Spencer is in my bed, I want them with her. I want a whole household of wild boys who have her blonde hair, who have her determination, who have her fierce loyalty. Who are as tough as I am and also as soft as she is at the same time.

“I guess it’s time to cut that string,” I mutter.

“Snip fucking snip,” King says with a chuckle. “And tell your woman the truth because there is no way you’re getting out of any of this shit with half-truths.”

He’s right. I’m not. So I dip my chin in a nod, then make my way into the bathroom to take a quick shower.

I can hear them chuckle behind me. I know they aren’t laughing at me, but rather my situation, and I have to admit that if the tables were turned, I would be laughing my ass off right now.

Because the situation that I’m in, I put myself in it years ago. And I allowed it to go from bad to worse, to snowball into what it is today. Jasmine obviously believes that she has more power than she actually does when it comes to me. She also imagines that we’re together in some capacity.

That shit stops now.


CHAPTER
TWENTY-SIX




SPENCER

The anger that simmers just below the surface is beyond anything that I’ve felt before. But it’s time for me to push that aside. I’ve been approved to visit my brother. Which means I’m one step closer to seeing him and leaving Pineville.

My car has a full charge, I’ve caught up on all of my work, and I’ve been able to avoid everyone associated with the Dark Horse MC for days, aside from Rim or Guts, depending on the time of day. They still won’t leave my side. But I’ve been holed up in the motel room for days, so I’ve actually been able to avoid them, too.

I feel stupid. And I hate that. I want to get this meeting with Humble finished and head home. That is the goal: make it to the prison visitation and get the fuck out of Pineville. Evan can have that woman. They can have each other and live however the hell they want to live.

But I won’t be the naive fool at home begging for scraps of him. I refuse. Ten years ago, it would have been a dream come true, but not anymore. No matter how he makes me feel. No matter how badly I want him. It’s not worth my mental health.

Closing my computer, my work not only caught up again but ahead. I walk around the room to stretch my muscles. I’ve been sitting for too long.

Honestly, I’ve been cooped up in this room forever. I should go for a walk and get some sunshine. I should go to the bakery since I didn’t when the girls asked me to. I should do a lot of things, but I don’t.

I stay holed up in my room for another day.

Another night.

And then there is a knock on the door. It’s not a knock so much as a bang. It is so loud, bouncing off the walls around me, that it causes me to jump. It’s not Guts, which is who it would be at this time of the afternoon.

Guts would never bang his fist on the door. He’d also call out and tell me it was him. This person has not done that, which means it can only be one person. Tiptoeing over to the door, I look out the peephole and let out a breath.

It’s him.

Dammit.

His angry gaze stares straight ahead, and I swear he can see my eyeball through the peephole. His face is set, his jaw locked tight, and my breath hitches. I want to back away slowly, but I swear he can hear and see me.

The way he’s staring, the angered expression on his face, I don’t think I’ll get out of this without speaking to him. Then I shake my head, clearing my anxious thoughts.

Wait one minute.

Why is he angry?

I’m the one who should be—and I am—pissed off. He’s the one who kept this woman from me. Why, I don’t even know. He’s the one who said there was no one else, that nobody had been in that cabin, that he had no other women, and yet she knew exactly where he was living and popped up like a jealous girlfriend.

With a renewed sense of a straight-up pissed-off woman, I reach for the knob of the door and wrench it open, anger coursing through my veins. This man has the good sense to wrench his shoulder back as if I’ve physically pushed him, my energy having hit him harder than I think I ever could.

Instead of speaking to me, he walks past me, his body brushing mine as he enters the room. I stand at the open door, surprised that he just makes himself comfortable, but then again, I am not surprised at all—it is Evan.

Turning my head, I look over to see Guts smirking in my direction. I roll my eyes at him, which causes him to chuckle. Then I put my anger firmly back into place and close the door behind me, turning to face this man but making no move toward him.

“You want to tell me why the fuck you ran away?” he demands.

That. Is. It.

“Want to tell me who the woman was who showed up at your cabin wanting to fuck you?” I demand, watching him flinch at my words.

“Whatever you’re thinking, it’s not that.”

“You don’t know what I’m thinking,” I respond.

He lets out a heavy sigh, but I’m holding my breath, ready to attack. I am so angry, and the way he is acting causes me to become even angrier. I am ready to completely lose my mind on this asshole.

“Beautiful,” he rasps, and if this were a couple of weeks ago, my knees would be weak at the singular word.

They are not weak any longer.

I cross my arms over my chest, arching a brow as I wait for him to feed me some bullshit, which will no doubt be mixed somewhere in there with truth. But don’t get me wrong, there will be bullshit.

Because it’s Evan. There will forever be some kind of bullshit.

“What?” I snap.

My give-a-damn is completely gone, vanished. It’s in another country on a beach, drinking cocktails and enjoying the sunshine right now.

“What the hell do you want?”

And that was one question too far, with a touch too much attitude. I know it is as soon as the words leave my mouth because he narrows his gaze on me and then takes one step toward me.

He doesn’t go farther than one step, but I watch as his hands ball into fists at his sides, and I know he’s doing everything he can to contain his control. He will, but he’s on the edge—on the very edge, ready to fall straight over.

“I want to know why the fuck you moved out of the cabin,” he demands.

“We’re not going to get anywhere if you don’t start explaining who that woman was.”

Evan doesn’t speak immediately, but I notice that his fingers release and relax to his side. Surveying him for a moment, I realize that he looks exhausted—not just tired, but exhausted.

If this were a normal situation, I might ask him if he was okay. But right now, I’m ready to beat the hell out of him, so I don’t care if he’s tired.

In fact, I hope he is.

I hope that he’s so tired he falls asleep while standing up… or something.

“Jasmine shouldn’t have gone out there,” he murmurs.

“Jasmine?” I ask.

My heart races. I didn’t know her name. But now that I do, my entire soul feels like it’s coming out of my body and floating above the room. The bitch has a name. And I hate it. I hate him, and I hate her.

I hate myself for falling in love with him again and losing myself.

BREW

Fuck.

The expression on her face breaks me.

I fucked up—big time.

But there is no way I’m going to admit that shit. Plus, I didn’t lie. I’m not with Jasmine. She’s never been anything other than a fuck. Sure, a fuck who lived in town, a fuck that I helped with bills out of pure fucking guilt.

“Jasmine and I have a complicated thing going on. I wasn’t planning on ever going back to her, though. I meant everything I said to you, Spencer.”

She narrows her eyes on me, her anger radiating from her body. I can feel it, and at the same time, I can almost taste it. It’s thick, and I know that this isn’t going to be a quick, sweet talk.

She’s livid, and if the tables were turned, I would be the same way. So, while I can understand her feelings as they’re valid, I just don’t accept them.

“Do you want to expand?” she asks, her eyes wide as she stares at me.

Moving closer to her, I lift my hand and reach out, sliding my fingers down the side of her throat, up to her jawline, and then glide my thumb across her bottom lip. “I don’t want to expand.”

“You’re going to have to. Although I’m not sure I care anymore at this point.”

I shake my head once, my eyes focused on hers. “Don’t, beautiful. Just don’t.”

Dropping my hand, I run my fingers through my hair as I let out a sigh and look down at my feet. “Fuck,” I hiss. “Fuck.”

“Evan,” she whispers.

I can hear the hurt in her voice, but I can also sense the distance there. She’s on her way out. I don’t blame her, but I won’t let her go anywhere. I’ve claimed her. Spencer is mine now—she’s always been mine.

“Jasmine was a girl I fucked at Sal’s Bar. She got knocked up, lost the baby, and the rest is a decade of guilt fucks and whatever the hell kind of toxic shit we had.”

Spencer doesn’t say anything. She stares at me, and I wish I could read her. She lifts her hand to her lips, her fingers covering them, and then she turns her head to the side, and I hear a hiccup.

“I’m really sorry that happened to her,” she whispers. “I don’t want to be insensitive, but she came at me, Evan. That is a tangled web I don’t want to be involved in. She knew where the cabin was. I thought you didn’t take women back there. I just don’t want the drama that comes with that woman, and I don’t want the drama of a man who can’t choose me.”

Anger flows through my body like a flash-bang. It’s immediate as it fills my bloodstream, and I charge her. Spencer backs away until her head bounces off the door with a thud. I slam my palms against the door on either side of her face.

“Who the fuck says I don’t or can’t choose you?” I growl. “I have already fucking claimed you.”

I lean forward until my lips almost touch hers as I say my next three words. They are the only ones she needs to hear and I need to say to her.

“You are mine.”

“I’m not. I want to go home,” she breathes.

And if I were a bigger man, I would let her go. But I’m fucking not. Smashing my lips against hers, I give her a hard kiss. Reaching for her shorts, I tug the button open, pull the zipper down, then tug them over her hips and push them down her legs as far as I can. They fall to her ankles.

Reaching down, I grab hold of the backs of her thighs, gripping them tightly as I pick her up and press her back against the door. She lifts her hands, gripping my shoulders with her fingers to steady herself.

“I hate you for not telling me,” she whispers.

Shifting my face forward again, I brush my lips across hers before I whisper against them, “I know you do, beautiful. But we’ll figure it out.”

“Fuck you, Evan.”

I snort. “Yeah, baby. I’m gonna fuck you, and you’re gonna fuck me. We’ll figure the rest out later because you aren’t someone I will ever let walk away. Not fucking ever.”


CHAPTER
TWENTY-SEVEN




SPENCER

God.

I want to give this man every single piece of me. Every inch, inside and out. His tongue fills my mouth just as his cock slides inside of me. I’m already wet, waiting—wanting. As much as I want to deny that this man does something to me, my body cannot.

Desire flows through my veins, mixing with anger and pain. All of it is too much. Evan breaks the kiss, his forehead pressing against mine as he breathes against my face. His breath is warm as he pants, and I match his short inhales and exhales.

His pelvis grinds against my clit. My breath hitches with each stroke and grind. It’s too much, not enough, and everything I need all at once. I gasp, my eyes widening. He lifts his head from mine, his gaze looking into my own, and he grins.

“You aren’t going anywhere, Spencer.”

His words fill me with hope. Though I’m sure that it’s false hope. What else can it be? He says the right things, but I am not filled with peace in any way regarding him. When it comes to what he keeps from me—or rather chooses what details he wishes to share with me about his life.

Evan’s lips touch mine again. This time, he speaks against my mouth. I swallow his words and his sounds as he grunts with each downstroke. “You are mine, Spencer. You do not leave. Not fucking ever.”

And that is when I come. When he comes. It’s as close as I’ve ever come to orgasming simultaneously. My heart races and every single muscle in my body freezes as my release slides throughout my entire body.

I’m cold, then warm.

When my body begins to melt, I let out a heavy sigh, and at that moment, Evan stops pumping into my body and buries himself deep, then I feel a whole other warmth fill me. His warmth.

His lips touch mine again, but instead of a kiss, I feel his teeth nibble my bottom lip before he pulls away. We’re breathing heavily, our wild eyes searching one another’s. Deep down, I wanted him to kiss me and tell me that everything would be okay.

I wanted him to tell me that it was all nothing but a horrible mistake, that he didn’t know her, that she was just some crazy bitch who lived in town. But that’s not the case. He knows her. She was pregnant with his baby, and they have had something for a decade.

I don’t know how I feel about all of that.

No, that’s not true. I know exactly how I feel about all of it. Sick. Absolutely sick. He doesn’t release me, his hands still gripping my thighs, his gaze searching mine, and then he shakes his head once, displeasure in his face.

“Jasmine was the past.”

“A past you haven’t let go of,” I whisper.

He hums, leaning forward as he brushes his lips across mine. “The past is the past.”

“And yet, the past can come back,” I say, reminding him of myself.

Evan laughs softly, his gaze never leaving mine, and I wonder if he can actually see into my soul. It wouldn’t surprise me. The way he watches me, how intensely he stares and searches. I know he sees more of me than I do myself.

“Only a past worth keeping means an ounce of shit, beautiful,” he murmurs, leaning forward as he touches his lips to mine.

“You’ve kept her for ten years,” I remind him.

He grunts but stays planted deep inside of me before he responds. “Something that is easy, a throwaway, is just that. It doesn’t mean that it’s right, but I continued with Jasmine out of pure guilt. Nothing more. Nothing less.”

I can’t imagine the woman I met feeling anything, hurt or otherwise. What I can see is her sinking those long nails into his skin and trying to keep him. Trying to become an old lady, she sure as shit dressed the part of clubwhore.

Shaking my head once, I decide not to be a catty bitch. I don’t know her, her life, or her struggles. Maybe she really does still have pain and issues from the baby. I can imagine that something like that, a loss like that, would never go away.

As much as I want to hate her, I don’t think I can. Bitch or no bitch, I’m not a stranger to pain, but that is a pain I have not suffered, so I can’t judge her as much as I want to, and I truly do. I want to both judge her and hate her at the same time.

Evan slips from my body and takes a step backward, his pants around his ankles. Placing my feet flat on the floor, I watch as he tugs his jeans up, zipping them but not buttoning them. I slide my tongue along my bottom lip as I watch him put himself together.

He lifts his hand and runs his fingers through his hair. When he doesn’t say anything else, I grab my panties and shorts from the floor and pull them back on. I suddenly feel naked.

“I think,” I begin, my voice coming out in a whisper. “Honestly,” I continue, “I think you should let me go, Evan. Your past is clearly still at the forefront and in your future.”

The flash that appears in his gaze is something that I’ve never seen before. It’s quick, and my shoulder jerks backward slightly at the sight of it. The rage that fills him instantly causes my breath to hitch.

He rushes me again. This time, I don’t back away from him. I stand strong as he lifts his hands to cup my cheeks as his eyes search my own. He leans forward, his eyes never leaving mine, and this time, hiding nothing from me.

“I will never let you go. Not ever,” he growls, leaning in, gripping my cheeks tighter.

I’m going to have fingertip bruises, and I’m not sure I care. Having him this close to me, it’s all that I care about. I really don’t care how desperate that makes me sound. I’ll never not be head over heels for this man, even when I’m hurting.

“I’m going to tell you right fucking now, Spencer Maddison, and it will be the last time I say a goddamn word about it. I do not want Jasmine. I do not want any woman except you. Just you, beautiful.”

Swallowing the lump in my throat, I stare into his eyes. God, this man will ruin me. I know he will, and yet, I welcome it. I almost want it. Maybe I just get off on the pain. I’m not sure, but I’m here for it.

“It’s you, Spencer. It’s always been you. I just didn’t know it until you came back to me. You cannot hold my past against me.”

“I just want the truth,” I exhale.

“Then you fucking got it. It’s you. Nobody, nothing, not a single fucking soul, but you.”

He kisses me again, this time taking me to the bed, laying me down, and devouring every inch of me.

BREW

Wrapping my arm around Spencer, I pull her close to me. She moans in her sleep, and my heart thumps against my chest at the sound. Touching my lips to the side of her throat, I slide my hand around her tits and cup one of them, squeezing gently.

“Good morning, beautiful,” I murmur against her flesh.

She lifts her hand, gripping my hair at the back of my neck as she arches her back, pressing her ass into my morning wood. I grunt as I begin to kiss her, and that’s when my phone starts buzzing on the motel room nightstand.

As much as I want to ignore it, I can’t. We just signed that deal with the Southern Mafia, and shit is not settled completely with them yet. Nipping her shoulder, I release my grasp on her tit and reach out, grabbing my phone.

Without even looking at the name flashing on the screen, I slide my thumb across and hold it to my ear.

“Brew,” I grunt.

“She’s beautiful. She’s young, too.”

I blink a couple of times before I realize who is on the other end of the line. Pulling the cell from my ear, I look at the screen and cringe at the sight. It’s Jasmine. I clear my throat and sit up, leaning against the headboard as I lift my hand and scrub my palm down my face.

“Why did you do it?” I demand.

She laughs softly, and I know she’s trying to be sexy. It doesn’t work this time, although I think that the only time it actually worked was that first night.

“I just went to your place. It was the anniversary, and I needed you.”

I don’t have to look at the calendar to know what date it is that she’s talking about. It’s the date of her miscarriage. At least, that’s what she’s claiming. I still don’t know for sure that she was ever pregnant, but I’d look and sound like a dick if I even asked.

So I never have.

“Jasmine. I got a woman now. What we had, however fucked up it was, it’s done now.”

Spencer’s breath hitches in the background, but I ignore it. This conversation needs to be done. This relationship, or whatever the fuck it is, needs to be done.

I am ready to move on, and I know that Jasmine should as well. Ten years is too long to be in whatever this toxic shit is that we’re in with one another.

“How am I supposed to pay my bills? Do you really want me working a pole again?”

I bite the inside of my cheek and close my eyes slowly, then open them and let out a heavy sigh. “I don’t really give a fuck. You do whatever you need to do. But I’m done. It’s been a decade.”

“I was pregnant with your child,” she sneers.

This conversation is over.

I am done with it and done with her.

My decision has been made, and it’s clear that she will not stand for me being anywhere near Jasmine, and I don’t blame her. I think I might kill them both if the tables were turned, and how fucking hypocritical would it be if I expected anything different?

“Ten years ago,” I state. “This is done.”

And with that, even if it makes me a dick, I end the call. Placing my phone on the nightstand, I look down at Spencer. She’s got the sheet pulled all the way up to her neck, her eyes wide as she stares straight ahead, clearly uncomfortable.

“It’s done,” I state.

Spencer turns her head slightly, her gaze finding mine. “I don’t know how I feel about this,” she admits on a whisper.

Reaching out, I grab hold of the sheet at her neck, twisting the fabric in my hand and tugging it down, exposing her tits for me. She gasps as I climb on top of her. She spreads her thighs, the thin fabric of the bedsheet the only thing keeping me from slipping inside of her.

Dipping my chin, I open my mouth and suck her tit, flicking her nipple with my tongue. She lifts her hips and whimpers.

“Feel relieved that it’s done. I know I do,” I say after lifting my head to look up at her before focusing my attention on her tits again.

Spencer’s fingers slide through my hair, gripping the strands at the back of my head as she holds my face to her perfect tits. “I never want to see her again. And I would feel betrayed if you did.”

With a grunt, I release her tit, then move over to the other one but lift my face to hers before I begin my newfound focus. “The conversation is done, beautiful. I handled it. That’s that.”

“You’ve been paying her bills,” she says on a whisper.

My lips twitch into a smirk before she says anything else. “Beautiful, I haven’t paid a bill of hers for about five years. I don’t know where you got that from, but I’m not paying her bills.”

“How is she living life without working?” Spencer asks.

I only have one answer for her. “Don’t know, don’t care.”

And that is that. I shift my focus to her tit, then to her pussy. The conversation is done. I could live my whole life without hearing Jasmine’s name again. She doesn’t mean anything to me, and if I’m being honest, she never did. It’s always been Spencer. She is mine—for life.


CHAPTER
TWENTY-EIGHT




SPENCER

I feel like a complete asshole. Standing in front of the bakery, I swallow the lump in my throat, turning my head to look over to Guts, who grunts. He doesn’t hesitate the way I do, though. He moves toward the door, tugging it open and holding it for me.

“C’mon, Spencer. I got a couple cookies with my name on them inside.”

Biting the inside of my cheek, I nod my head, dipping my chin as I move through the door, making my way into the bakery. My senses are filled with sweetness. I can smell the honey and maple syrup, both of which I know Shawn uses for sugar, and the whole bakery is filled with it.

“Hey,” Ryan calls out almost instantly.

I open my mouth to say hello when Shawn steps out from the kitchen. Her eyes find mine, and her expression softens. But beyond a softness, there is pity behind her gaze, and I hate that with a passion. I want to tell her to wipe the expression off her face, but Guts speaks first.

“Got any of those chocolate chip things with cream in the middle?” he asks, practically licking his lips.

Shawn’s gaze flicks to him, and her smile widens. “I do. How many?” she asks.

“However many you have,” he grunts. “And a carrot cake cupcake?” he adds.

Shawn laughs and gathers the items, placing them on a white ceramic plate, then walks it over to the table for four in the corner of the bakery and sets it down. Guts is on her heels, and I watch as he practically runs to the table and sinks down, reaching for the cookie frosting sandwich immediately.

“Want to tell us what happened?” Shawn asks.

I shift my gaze to Guts, then flick it back to meet hers. She nods without me having to say a single word. Then she jerks her head toward the back kitchen.

“Hey, Guts, is it cool if Spencer hangs with me in the back to chat? I have an order I need to work on.”

Guts doesn’t respond verbally. Instead, he lifts his hand and waves us away. Ryan watches us walk by, but she doesn’t let me pass without reaching out and touching my arm. Stopping, I turn my head and look at her. She gives me a smile before she speaks.

“I hope it’s good news that you’re still here,” she says in a whisper.

I want to tell her that I won’t be here for long. I want to leave right this minute. I know that Evan talked to her, and he ended things, but for how long? What happens when she shows up at the clubhouse again? What happens when he is pissed at me, we have a fight, or he’s just bored with me?

I want to be able to trust Evan. It’s all I’ve ever wanted. I’m so close to having every dream that I’ve ever been able to imagine come to fruition. But I would be a fool to just accept mediocre. And this feels mediocre.

“Sure,” I mutter.

Shawn’s eyes widen before she begins to pour ingredients into her big mixing bowl. She doesn’t say anything immediately. She just works on whatever it is that she’s going to be baking next. The scent of cacao reaches my nostrils, and I can’t help but lick my lips because I absolutely love anything chocolate.

“Spencer,” Shawn calls out.

I hum, watching her work. I can’t look away from what she’s doing. It’s mesmerizing. She is a master at her craft, seriously. She is so good at baking, at moving in this kitchen with a sleeping baby strapped to her. It’s just too much. She’s perfection.

Shawn lets out a heavy sigh, her head swinging to the side, her eyes finding mine. Taking a step backward, I almost stumble at the expression she wears. It’s worry, sadness, and it seems almost pained. Gone is the pity, thank God, but the pain… that causes me pause.

“I don’t pretend to know anything about your past or your present. All I know is that Brew looked happy when you came into town. I love that for him, but more for you because I could see a light in your eyes. It was beautiful, but it’s gone now.”

I’m not sure how to respond to that. The light is gone in my eyes. I know it is, but my trust is gone, my heart is broken, and my soul is completely crushed.

“He had a ten-year off-and-on thing with her. He never told me about it. How do I just forgive and forget? I look like a fool.”

Shawn shakes her head a couple of times, her gaze finding mine and holding it. “You could never look like a fool, Spencer. Not ever.”

“Except that’s exactly how I feel and look.”

My words come out in a whisper, and I’m not even sure she’s heard me, but then I feel her hand wrap around my forearm. “Seriously, Spencer. You could never look like a fool. It isn’t possible. I just don’t want you to run away out of fear.”

“Is it fear or self-preservation?” I ask.

Shawn presses her lips together and rolls them. She turns back to her bowl and gets back to work on whatever perfect chocolate concoction she has going on. I just hope she lets me taste-test it because my mouth is watering with each new step of her process.

“Don’t do that,” she murmurs. She doesn’t stop working, though, this time, as she scolds me and builds me up all at the same time. I watch her in awe.

“You’re amazing, and from what I can tell, Brew really likes you. I’ve never even met this other woman, but I already know that he didn’t bring her to the clubhouse for protection, ever. That says a lot to me because he made sure you were protected from day one.”

I snort. “Don’t forget I’m Clink’s sister. If something happens to me, he’s in deep shit. I love that you want it to be so romantic and more than it is, but it simply is just not that. I’m sorry.”

Shawn shakes her head, but it’s Ryan’s voice that floats through the room. Turning my head, I look back over my shoulder at her. She’s leaning against the wall, her own sleepy baby strapped to her chest.

“You can try to justify and deny it all you want, but that man is smitten. He hasn’t visited this woman at all since you’ve been here, has he?” she asks.

“So, I’m supposed to be head over heels swoony over the fact that he hasn’t fucked her in a couple of weeks when he’s been fucking her for ten years and neglected to tell me about it?” I snap.

Jealous rage fills my body. It consumes me at the thought of Jasmine again. I cannot handle it. Just the thought of that woman, the fact that he gave so much of himself to her, even if he claims it didn’t mean anything to him. It was so much more than he ever gave me.

Tears fill my eyes, and I can’t stop them from falling. I couldn’t if I tried. They stream down my cheeks, and I feel like an even bigger idiot. Every minute that passes, I feel even more foolish than the last.

“Nobody said you had to swoon,” Shawn says, wrinkling her nose. “But it sounds like you’re mad about something that happened before you were together. How would it feel if he broke up with you because he found out that you were with someone during the ten-year period you were away from one another?”

“I hate every woman Atomic even looked at,” Ryan says, shrugging one of her shoulders. “But I love him more than I hate them.”

I think about those words. I love him more than I hate them. That causes my stomach to twist and then flip. Do I love Evan more than I hate Jasmine? I want to say yes, but part of me says no.

Although I don’t hate Jasmine, the person, because I don’t know her well enough to feel anything for her. I hate what she stands for. She had a part of him that I was too young to have or know.

I hate myself for feeling the way I do about him.

I hate myself for loving him when his interest is clearly not the same as mine. He wants to own me, and I want a Prince Charming kind of love. I’m not sure we’re in the same place, and as more minutes pass, the more foolish I feel.

BREW

Dillion stands in a circle with a group of women. I watch her for a moment. She’s a pretty thing. Too bad her brothers were pieces of shit who got her on our radar. I almost laugh because as much as Atomic claims he doesn’t deal in skin, he’s going to kidnap this girl and keep her.

Then he’s going to give her to Clink.

The whole thing is almost ridiculous, except the betrayal that those fuckers dished out is not something that we will probably ever forget and that Clink will certainly not ever forget or forgive. I doubt he’ll do anything to Dillion, but it’s still our duty to ensure that she is delivered to him.

She will be free for now.

But she will never be too far because we won’t let her be. She will always be on our watch. Always close by and ready for the taking. But since we’re not in the habit of kidnapping girls, she’s going to live her life until it’s time.

Until it’s her time.

My phone buzzes in my pocket, and I spin around, turning my back to the group of women. Digging the device out, I look down at the screen. It’s a text message from Guts. I know it can’t be serious because he’d be calling me if it was. I also know they’re at the bakery because he texted me when they were on their way.

GUTS: MIGHT WANT TO GET ALL THAT SHIT HANDLED WITH JAZZ. YOUR GIRL IS ON THE FUCKIN’ EDGE.




I would ask him what he means by that, but I already know exactly what he’s talking about. Instead of responding to him about the situation with Jasmine and Spencer, I ask him to do something for me.

CAN YOU TAKE HER TO THE CLUBHOUSE? WE HAVE CHURCH IN AN HOUR.




GUTS: WILL DO.




Walking over to my bike, I start the engine. Then I decide I can’t just ride away without my woman. I pull my phone out of my pocket again to send Guts one more text.

NVRMND. I’LL BE AT THE BAKERY TO GET HER.




GUTS: 10-4




It doesn’t take me long to arrive at the bakery. I wasn’t far from downtown when I was watching Dillion anyway. Pulling my bike in next to Guts’s, I kick the stand down and throw my leg over the side before I walk toward the door.

Tugging it open, I step inside and am immediately assaulted by the scent of sweet goods. Slowly, I twist my head to the side and arch a brow at the sight of Guts sitting like a fat cat at a table with a plate of cookies and cupcakes in front of him.

“What the fuck are you doing?” I ask, trying to hide my laughter.

“You know I can’t turn away anything in this place. Fuckin’ amazing, and you know it,” Guts says with a snort.

Shaking my head, I jerk my chin toward the back of the bakery, and he dips his chin in confirmation. Moving around the bakery, I make my way to the kitchen and lean my shoulder against the doorjamb as I watch the women chat among themselves.

They don’t notice my presence immediately, and then they all three stop, turning to face me. I’m a mix of a myriad of emotions and thoughts as I stare at them. But when my gaze lands on Spencer, all thoughts vanish except one.

Mine.

She is and will always be mine. I cannot let her slip through my fingers. Not this time. I won’t have it, either. It will not happen.

I hold out my hand, my palm facing upward and extending toward her. She lifts hers, placing her fingers in mine. Curling my fingers around hers, I tug her against my chest. I can’t look away from her eyes. Although I’m aware that there are other people in the room, I don’t care about any of them.

“Back of my bike, beautiful.”

Her breath hitches. Leaning forward, I touch my mouth to hers. “And I mean that in every sense, Spencer. Back of my bike, in my bed, at my side—my old lady. Nobody else.”

She doesn’t speak. I don’t need words. When her lips press against mine, when her chest presses against my own, I know she is allowing herself this. And I fucking hope she continues to allow this because I won’t let her go. Not fucking ever. I love her. Maybe I always have.


CHAPTER
TWENTY-NINE




SPENCER

Freedom.

I feel it on the back of this bike, the air washing over me as Evan moves the machine effortlessly along the curvy piney woods streets. Then I remember the fact that Humble isn’t free. He’s locked in a cell. I hate that for him. Guilt consumes me at the thought.

When the bike pulls up to the clubhouse, Evan kills the engine, then kicks the stand down, and we climb off. I stand to the side of the bike, my eyes focused on the door to the clubhouse.

I turn to face Evan, my brows snapping together as I watch him for a moment. “Did she come here, too?” I ask.

“She?”

“Jasmine.”

It’s hard for me to say the word, her name. I hate the way it makes me feel just thinking about it, let alone saying it. Evan clears his throat, then he lifts his hand and runs his fingers through his hair.

“I don’t want to talk about her. That is the past, and the more you focus on it, the harder it will be to move forward. You’ve got to let that shit go. She rattled you, I get it, but she probably heard you were there from someone in town. Without a doubt, she did that shit on purpose.”

She did do it on purpose. That woman was dressed to maim and kill, and that’s exactly what she did. I was her target, and boy, did she give me her all. And it rattled me wholly and fully.

I take his lack of answer as his answer. She was here and probably partied here a lot. “Am I going to see her here?” I know the answer without even asking the question. I know I’m being difficult right now, but I can’t help myself.

I’m still angry.

Still hurt.

“That shit doesn’t matter. You’re an old lady. You’re mine. That should be everything.”

And it is. It’s everything I ever wanted in my entire life. And yet, it doesn’t feel like quite enough. I don’t just want to be an old lady. I don’t just want to be his. I want him to be mine, too, but mostly, I want what the other girls have.

I want love.

I want to be cherished.

I want marriage, babies, and a white picket fence. I want it all, even if it’s asking too much. It’s still what I want. Love, a house, a true marriage, and babies. I want to grow old with this man.

“It’s not,” I blurt out.

His eyes widen, and he takes one step toward me, then another. Before I realize what’s happening, he is all around me. I can smell him, feel him, and almost taste him. There is nowhere for me to go.

He is all around me, surrounding me. He picks me up and carries me somewhere. I have no clue where we’re going, and I don’t care, either.

My back slams against something hard. It scratches me and no doubt balls up my shirt in an instant. His mouth is so close to mine that my breath hitches. His tongue slides inside of my mouth before he tastes me. It’s all-consuming, his tongue swirling around me, tasting all of me.

His hands grip my waist as he holds me against the wall. I want to lift my legs and wrap them around him, but I can’t. I’m pinned to the wall. He lifts his head, breaking the kiss as his gaze searches mine.

“Being mine isn’t everything?” he asks, although instead of anger lacing his voice, he sounds more filled with humor. “Do I need to show you again what it means to be mine?” he asks, pressing his hips against my belly.

I can feel his length, hard and pushing against the zipper of his jeans. My entire body breaks out in a light sweat. Desire fills me. Pressing my thighs together, I try to keep the ache of need away, but I fail.

“I want more,” I whisper, my voice coming out breathy and almost foreign-sounding even to my own ears. “I want love.”

“You want me to tell you that I love you?” Evan asks with a growl.

Shaking my head once, I clear my throat. “No,” I breathe. “I want you to actually love me. I want to get married. I want to be your wife and have your babies. I want you to be desperately in love with me. I want everything that could ever be offered.”

“Then that’s what you’ll get, my beautiful.”

His words come out in a whisper. My breath doesn’t even hitch because I have no breath left in my body. He’s stolen it from me with his words. He doesn’t skip a beat. His mouth slams against mine, and he takes from me.

Takes. Me.

Owns. Me.

God, I don’t know how I thought that I could ever run away from this man and stay away. I love him with all I have. With all I am. It’s just Evan. Nobody else will ever do for me. And obviously, I cannot handle anyone else doing it for him. Never again, anyway.

His teeth tug on my bottom lip as he breaks the kiss. I slide my tongue across my bottom lip, where his teeth just nipped me, and look into his eyes. I can’t look away from him. Because it is always just him for me. We could be in the middle of Times Square, and I wouldn’t even know it.

“Does that mean you love me?” I ask, my body trembling along with my voice.

Evan doesn’t even hesitate. He chuckles before he lets out a hum. “I’ve always loved you, Spencer. It just took me a minute to figure out what the fuck I was feeling.”

My heart stops beating. I know it does. I feel so light-headed that I think I might actually be able to fly right now if I tried. Evan chuckles, his fingers at my waist moving to the button of my shorts.

Consciously, I know we’re outside of the clubhouse, and there are people in and out and all around, but I don’t care. At least not in this moment. I’ll care when we’re finished, I’m sure… maybe… possibly.

Evan pushes my shorts and panties down my legs, then lifts me up, pressing my back against the rough wall of the building. His lips touch mine, and I feel the roughness of his jeans against my bare pussy.

His hips roll, causing me to whimper against his mouth. He chuckles against my lips, then his tongue slips out and slides into my mouth. He swirls it inside of me, tasting my entire mouth as his jeans continue to gently grind against me. I know he’s going to get my wetness on his jeans, and I want to tell him to stop, but I can’t.

I’m selfish. I know I am.

“Free me, beautiful,” he rasps as he shifts his face from mine and begins to kiss, suck, and bite my throat.

I don’t hesitate to do what he demands. I want him inside of me as much as he wants to be inside of me—maybe even more. Once I’ve freed him, I stroke his hard length between us, loving the way his silky skin feels against my hand. He’s long and hard, no doubt aching for me the way I do for him.

Guiding the head of his cock to my center, I shift my hands between us, holding on to his shoulders as he buries himself inside of me with one thrust. My breath hitches as he looks into my eyes, his body still.

I want him to move. I don’t need it yet, but I want it. I almost beg for it. He knows it, too, because his lips twitch into a smirk at the sight of me. Clearing his throat, he shakes his head once.

“Adjust to me, feel me. I want you to realize, to really take in the fact that this is the last cock you will ever feel entering your body. Accept me, adjust to me, because this is it, beautiful. My cock and your cunt. That’s all.”

Smiling, and I don’t think I could ever wipe the smile from my face at this point, I slide one of my hands from his shoulder to wrap my fingers around the side of his neck. Looking into his eyes, I lean forward and touch my mouth to his.

“Feel that pussy?” I ask. “It’s the only one you’ll be feeling, but it’s all yours.”

He growls, his mouth taking mine again, this time in a tender kiss. “Fuck yeah, it is, beautiful.”

And instead of fucking me so hard that my head slams against the side of the building and I see stars, the man makes love to me. We’re outside in the humid heat, the sun shining down on us.

The pine trees are in the distance, the gravel and dust around us in the parking lot. I can hear the music thrumming inside the building. I can almost feel it, too. But not a single thing that surrounds us matters in this moment.

Because the only thing that means anything at all is the way this man makes me feel. Every single inch of me.

BREW

When we walk into the clubhouse, I see the men hanging around, some of the clubwhores, too, and I decide that this is as good a time as ever. “Everyone,” I call out.

The music is lowered, Spencer squeezing and tugging on my hand, but I ignore her. I flick my gaze around the room to ensure that the most important people are here for this, including King and Atomic.

Although the most significant person for this moment is not here and cannot be. I’m going to have to deal with him, though. There is no getting out of the ass beating I have coming, and he’s going to have three years to prep for it.

“Spencer Maddison is officially my old lady.”

I wait for the shock and awe, but it doesn’t exist. They all knew it already. This is no surprise. They erupt in applause and whistles. A beer is shoved in my chest. I gladly take it.

We walk through the clubhouse, and my brothers slap my shoulders in congratulations. Once we’re across the room, I guide Spencer to the side of the bar. Facing her, I drop my hand from hers and lift it, cupping her cheek.

“I got to go in for church for a bit. You’ll be good out here?” I ask.

I don’t have to ask shit. I know she’ll be fine. She was raised in this life and can handle herself, plus it’ll just be her, prospects, and whores. What could go wrong?

“I’ll be fine,” she murmurs. “Go and do your thing.”

“Then we go home,” I grunt. We stare at one another in silence for a moment, and my lips twitch into a smirk knowing that I’m about to say something she is going to fucking love. “Our home.”

“Our home. I think I love the sound of that,” she breathes.

I chuckle. “You should, beautiful. You’re moving in with me. Nowhere else you belong.”

And that is that. I decide to get some of the guys together and go to Austin to get her shit. And sell that stupid fucking car of hers while we’re there. What a useless piece of shit. Maybe it works for her there, but it is not going to fly in Deep East Texas.


CHAPTER
THIRTY




BREW

Church is in fucking session, even though I want nothing more than to celebrate this new milestone with my woman. I also have to make sure that I’m on the visitor’s list for the prison because even though I’ve already talked to Clink, I still want to do it in person.

Atomic’s voice breaks through the thoughts in my head as he begins to tell the rest of the club what we’ve already agreed to with the Southern Mafia head chapter. I can tell immediately that the vibe in the room shifts.

A coldness instantly fills the space.

Not everyone is excited about this, not even after he’s explained why we need this to happen.

“I thought we were done with those fuckers?” Rim growls.

Fate snorts, feeling the same way, no doubt. I can’t deny that I am in their boat. I want nothing to do with any of them, but I’m trusting Atomic’s gut on this, even though I don’t want to.

Atomic holds up his hand and then explains what they’re offering and how this is a truce that we can work with. “The last thing we need is more war, more issues. Conrad knew what he was doing. He knew that he had us by the balls, and at the same time, we had them, too.”

“Then why not wash our hands and be done?” Strings asks.

“They have contacts with the feds. We have contacts with local and state. This is the way we all stay out of prison. Clink paid the price once. We don’t want that again.”

Mentioning Clink puts a damper on the entire fucking room. The coldness vanishes, and instead, a cloud appears almost instantly. The cloud of prison. The cloud of one of our brothers being locked up for three long fucking years.

Fucking hell.

“This will make the club massively wealthy, but at the same time, it will help our other chapters. Because it won’t be our burden to carry. I really think it will be a great way to expand and help our other charters as well.”

He’s not wrong. If your club is strong, if they have wealth and are able to align with another organization, working with the contacts at the feds, hopefully, we may even, at some point, have our own.

That thought slams into me.

“Is all of this so that we get our own contacts with the feds?” I ask.

I don’t know why it just hit me, but it did. That’s what this is about. He wants his own contact with the feds and knows that this is a way in.

“I want our own contacts with every organization,” Atomic murmurs. “Every single one.”

I like the sound of that, even if it means dealing with these fucks, which I absolutely do not want to do. But at this point, we don’t have much of a choice. Atomic and the office-holding members have agreed to all of the terms, skin, trafficking, Southern Mafia or not, it’s happening.

“The first round will be our men. Five of them will accompany the truck. Then Brew will figure out what other clubs will take the next loads and the schedule.”

Great.

More work for me.

The club nods their heads, enjoying the money and protection aspect of it all, which I quite enjoy as well. But there is one part of the contract that I do not like, and they would not relent on—the woman.

“Atomic, what about the woman?” I ask.

He chuckles and adds a grunt at the end of said chuckle. “Woman?” Rim asks.

“The Southern Mafia is giving us a woman every five years. I wanted it taken off. But for whatever fucking reason, he said it was nonnegotiable.”

“We do not do skin,” Guts growls. The men begin to talk, and their volume rises as a collective immediately.

Atomic holds up his hand, his palm facing the club as he pumps it down slightly to get everyone to quiet down. They do slowly, but they don’t turn completely silent. Instead, their talking is nothing but a low roar.

“I haven’t decided on what to do with the girl. As far as I know, the trafficking that happens is consensual. When we receive the girl, whoever she may be, we’ll ask her what she wants. I don’t believe in keeping women, whores or otherwise, against their will.”

I almost laugh because I do believe in keeping my woman against her will. I’d lock her up, keep her chained to my bed if that’s what the fuck it would take to keep her with me.

Luckily, I don’t think I’ll have to do that. At least not yet. I may have to at some point when I assuredly will fuck up, and she’ll want to run away again. Because I will fuck up. I’m a man, after all.

“So, are we all in agreement that this was the best choice? I know I don’t need your answer, and to some degree, it doesn’t matter, but I do want to let it be known that if you have any moral reservations about the protection run, you are more than welcome to tell Brew, and you will not be scheduled.”

That little tidbit is new, and although it’s even more work for me, I have a feeling the rest of the brothers are greatly appreciative of his offer. Church is released, and the men stand, leaving the room, except Fate.

He sits across from me, his eyes finding mine. His gaze searches my own for a silent moment. Then he clears his throat. “I’ll go on the first round,” he states.

“Yeah?” I ask

Fate is a quiet guy. Doesn’t say too much. He is the muscle of the club when he needs to be, and he is strong inside and out. While he’s physically strong, he also has no issues telling me or anyone else when he thinks something is wrong and he won’t be participating.

He’s a good guy to have on your side, strong in body and will. So, the fact that he is volunteering to do this first run surprises me. I place my palm against the table, thrumming my fingers against the hardwood.

“Why?” I ask.

He chuckles. “Why?” Jerking my chin, I clear my throat and lean back, waiting for an answer. “I think I need a feel for the situation. I don’t agree right now, but if it’s all consensual, then I think it’s fine.”

So, there’s the truth of it. He’s unsure and needs to see it for himself. I can’t deny that now I think I might want to check it out, too. I tell him as much. It’s a great idea and the only way that I’ll feel any kind of peace about it, and I think Fate is thinking the same thing.

“I like that. I’ll go with you. Guess I better start working on a schedule. We leave in two weeks.” I stand from my seat, and the chair scrapes across the concrete floor. Jerking my chin toward Fate, I give him a smile. “Thanks for the idea. I’ll get us scheduled.”

He grins, then stands as well. He walks out of the room but only makes it a couple of steps before he stops. I almost run into his back. He whistles low, then turns his head and looks at me.

“You got problems, brother,” he says with a chuckle, then takes a step to the side.

I see what has him laughing, and it makes my entire body jerk.

Fucking shit.

SPENCER

The men file into the conference room, a place where I know I’m now allowed. It’s where they hold their church. Their meetings of great importance, at least to them they are. I still haven’t discovered what exactly they do, and I probably never will.

The prospect behind the bar offers me a drink, but I’m boring and ask for bottled water. It makes him laugh softly, but he delivers the water. As soon as it’s delivered, my phone buzzes in my back pocket.

Taking it out, I frown at the incoming notification. It’s a text from Ophelia. I didn’t even realize she was a texter, so I’m surprised to see it there. Sliding my thumb across the screen, I read the message. There are quite a few emojis that I have to suffer through to get to the actual message.

OPHELIA: (shocked emoji face) Jasmine came by looking for you. (Double red exclamation point—twice). She said she was going to find you. (Double eyes shifting to the side—twice). Just warning you. She seemed pretty P.O.-ED. (Two skulls and crossbones.)




The whole text is annoyingly cute, and I know I’m supposed to be upset about this woman, but I’m not. Not anymore. Not with Ophelia sending me the best warning ever. I don’t leave her hanging with my response, though.

I answer her immediately.

Thanks for the warning. I’ll keep an eye out. I don’t think she’d try anything here, but I hope she does. Because it might be fun to watch.




OPHELIA: I take it you aren’t upset anymore? (Double red exclamation points).




Sinking my teeth into my bottom lip, I send her a quick response but don’t go into detail because the woman she warned me about is indeed here. And she’s walking straight for me.

I’m still upset. I’m trying to be trusting. He ended it completely with her and asked me to move in with him. He basically told me he loved me. But I gtg. She’s here.




Jasmine moves toward me. She’s wearing much of the same as she was the other day. A short skirt that almost shows her vagina lips. This time, on top, a crop top that shows off the fact that she’s not wearing a bra by exposing her underboob.

Her hair is teased and styled out to there. Her makeup is thick and dark, and her lips match her nails. They are both cherry red. On her feet are heels so high that she almost looks like a baby giraffe when she walks.

I hear one of the clubwhores behind me snicker, and I bite the inside of my cheek because I’m about to burst out laughing at this woman. I don’t even look behind me to see which clubwhore it is. They’re all pretty nice girls, as far as I know, unlike this bitch standing in front of me, looking like she’s about to rip my hair out.

She can try, and I know it’s been a while since I had to defend myself against bitches like her, but I’ve done it before, and I’ll do it again if I have to.

Although, I’m not one to fight over any man, so she’s going to have to attack me personally before I show her what I’m made of. And believe me, I will show her every inch of what I’m made of.

“You cunt,” she barks a little too loudly for as close to me as she’s standing.

I smirk, refusing to show her an ounce of my true emotions. “Usually, they call me Spencer or Clink’s sister. Not many people call me a cunt, at least not to my face,” I say coolly. I hear the same clubwhore who is sitting close behind me snort at my words.

“He’s not yours to have,” she grinds out.

Placing my hand flat on the bar, I push myself from my seat and slide off it to stand up tall. I’m not as tall as she is in her hooker heels, but I can still take her. Heels or no heels.

“I don’t know who the hell you think you are,” I begin, “but Brew is a grown man who can choose who and what he wants,” I state. “And he isn’t choosing you.”

Jasmine’s gaze is cold, and if I felt as intimidated by her as I did the other day, the way she’s looking at me could make me feel some kind of way. But now that I know more about the situation, now that I’m seeing her, I can’t help but feel sorry for her.

It’s not just the baby thing, either. That part is sad, and I do have empathy for her. But it’s the fact she’s trying to hold on to this man and has been for ten years, and he isn’t sticking, no matter her tactics, no matter how much guilt she tries to use, or how tightly her fingers grip him.

He wants no part of her. At least that’s what he’s telling me. If he was lying to me about what he feels and the way he acts, he wouldn’t be the first man to do such a thing. But I don’t think he’s giving her false hope.

I think they’ve just been in a comfortable rut. One that she was hoping would eventually change, and it has, just not the way she wanted it to.

“He’s not yours. He’s mine. Get your skank ass out of here,” she growls.

I open my mouth to say something, although, to be honest, I’m not sure what I’m going to say. Someone else’s voice comes through from behind me, so I don’t have to say anything.

“Why don’t you get the fuck out of here, Jasmine? Nobody fucking wants you here anyway, especially not Brew,” Vixen calls out.

“Fuck you, whore,” Jasmine growls.

Vixen snorts. “I might be a clubwhore, but at least I’m not desperate. You need to leave town, start over somewhere not fucking here.”

Jasmine growls and takes a step toward me. She missteps, and her ankle rolls a little before she straightens herself. I almost laugh but decide not to make the situation worse. So, instead, I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from busting out in laughter.

“I’m not the desperate one. This little cunt needs to go the fuck away,” Jasmine says, lifting her hand and pointing her finger at me.

And I’ve had enough. I really don’t care that she called me a cunt. It’s the desperate part that I take offense to. Because I was more than ready to run away and be alone for the rest of my life, but it was Evan who talked me into staying.

Leaning forward, I look directly into her eyes. “Listen, you little cunt. It’s time for you to go. I’m Brew’s old lady, you ain’t shit, and you need to turn tail and run.”

Vixen laughs behind me, but Jasmine doesn’t find me funny. Instead, she lunges for me, and we both end up on the floor. The disgusting, sticky clubhouse bar floor. This fucking bitch.


CHAPTER
THIRTY-ONE




SPENCER

Jasmine is on top of me, but not for long. I may not have had much practice recently, but when I was a kid and teenager, I could hold my own, and it’s like riding a bike.

Reaching up, I grab hold of her fake-as-fuck hair and pull backward as hard as I can. At the same time, I thrust my hip upward and roll us over so that I’m on top of her.

No way in hell is she ever going to have the upper hand. Not on me. Not with Evan, not in this fight, not in this world. My arm is in the air, my fist balled up and ready to slam into this bitch’s face, when I feel my body being lifted from hers.

I’m forced to release my grasp on her hair. Much to my dismay, I don’t bring any of her extensions with me. I was hoping to have a whole trophy in my fist consisting of her cheap-ass hair. I kick a few times and snort when I make contact with some part of her body. In my mind, it’s her boob.

“Calm down, beautiful,” Evan’s voice murmurs against my ear.

I roll my eyes. I am calm. Does he think I’m the one who went berserk? Truly? Turning my head, I touch my lips to the underside of his jaw before I slide my tongue along his skin there.

“I’m calm. She’s the crazy bitch who attacked me, and as much as I am all about making love, not war, I’m also not going to be attacked by some bitch who can’t even walk in her shoes.”

And that is that.

Fuck her.

I refuse to ever speak of her or to her again. This was her closure as far as I’m concerned, and if she wants to say anything else, I’ll finish the job I started.

Point fucking blank.

I don’t say any of that, though, at least not out loud. I have plenty that I want to say, but this moment needs restraint, at least for now.

Evan chuckles, releasing me before he dips his chin to look down at the woman who is still lying on the floor. I didn’t even hit her. I just pulled her hair a bit. She’s got big crocodile tears in her eyes as she pushes herself up to sitting.

It’s not lost on me that as she sits up, she ensures that her legs are spread so the whole world can look up her skirt.

“Are you going to let her hurt me like that?” she whimpers while she blinks a whole lot in an effort to create more tears. I can tell they’re as fake as her hair.

“You need to go, Jasmine. I told you that we’re done. What we had was what we had. It’s over.”

“But,” she whimpers.

Evan crouches down in front of her but thankfully doesn’t make a move to touch her. I might actually lose my mind if he tried. Instead, he clears his throat, his voice coming out deeper and more gravelly than it did a moment ago.

“I’m trying to let you have your dignity. We are done. We’ve been done. And honestly, we never were. I felt bad about the baby. That’s all.”

She lifts her chin, her eyes narrowing as she looks up at him. “I was supposed to be your old lady. Me.”

“Never,” Evan grunts. “Please leave.”

She does something next that even has me gasping in surprise. Jasmine reaches up, grabbing hold of his cut, gripping it tightly in her hands as she pulls on it, knocking him off balance so he’s on his knees.

His brothers are watching him. She’s touching his cut, something that she does not have permission to do. And at the end of the day, this is embarrassing. Lifting my hand to my lips, I cover my mouth, which has dropped open in shock.

“You better fucking let me go,” Evan growls. “Now.”

There is total silence, almost as if everything in the room freezes. Then Jasmine releases him. I can see the look of fear in her eyes. Gone is that smart-ass, cocky, and then sultry expression on her face. It’s been replaced with an oh-shit-I-fucked-up expression, and she did.

“Stand up and get the fuck out of here before it’s too late.”

Evan’s words are laced with warning. My own back straightens at his tone. Hers does, too. She scrambles to her feet, then, without an ounce of shame, runs out of the room on her stupid heels, her ankles twisting and turning every few steps.

Slowly, Evan stands to his feet, spinning around to face me. His eyes meet mine, his head tilts to the side, and he clears his throat before he speaks.

“We done with that shit?”

I decide that this wouldn’t be the moment to say anything other than yes. So, I refrain from being a smart-ass or even trying to think of some other reason not to be done with that shit, like the fact that she was just humiliated. I’m pretty sure she’s going to find some way to come after me.

Instead of saying any of that, I only say one single word because that is all that’s needed right now. “Yes.”

Evan curls his fingers around the side of my throat before he gently tugs my body closer to his. I go easily, tilting my head backward so I can look up into his eyes. His smile is small, but his gaze is intense, and he tells me everything I need to know just with that look. Then he leans forward and touches his mouth to mine.

“Good girl,” he breathes against my lips before he releases me, drops his hand from my neck, and slides his arm around my waist, tugging me against his side. “I need a fucking drink,” he calls out, and the room erupts in cheers and laughter.

That is done.

Apparently, it’s time to move on.

And move on is what we do. Well, I don’t move anywhere. Evan doesn’t let me. He keeps his arm wrapped around my waist, only loosening his grip to relax and rest against my hip. He drinks one shot after another and then another.

I stick with water, unsure that I want to get trashed tonight. I don’t know. After Jasmine, I am feeling uneasy about everything except Evan. Right now, tonight, I feel better about him, about us, than I have since I arrived in town.

This could really be it. I know he is saying that it is, but I think I might actually believe it now. Maybe I just needed to witness him ending it with her. Maybe I just needed his official claiming and my official old lady title. Maybe I just needed it all. That’s probably more like it. Because I’m dramatic and needy like that.

BREW

My brothers get me absolutely trashed. It’s not even a weekend, but here we are, drinking, knowing damn well that I’m going to be absolutely fucking slammed with schedules tomorrow, but tonight, none of that matters.

One shot after another, after another. My woman is on my arm, and for the first time since my father died, I feel at peace. King and Gnaw leave early, heading home to their women. But my brother stays, his hand slapping against the center of my back before he speaks, his voice so low that only I can hear him.

“I like this for you, Evan,” he murmurs.

Turning my head, I smirk. “Yeah, little brother. I’m glad you’re looking out for me.”

Atomic snorts. “What the fuck ever. I’m serious, though. This would have been a fucking disaster ten years ago, but now, this is good. She’s where she belongs, with her family.”

He doesn’t allow me to respond. He takes a step backward, his hand dropping from my back before he turns and walks away, heading toward the front door. Pulling Spencer a little closer to my side, I turn my head and touch my lips to the top of her head.

She hums and wraps her arm around my waist. Reaching into my cut for a smoke, I decide one smoke and then bed. I’m ready to be tangled up with this woman. I’m not here for the party. I’m ready for the next part of the night.

There is hollering behind us, and I turn around, my cigarette in my mouth. Spencer’s breath hitches beside me, but I let out a snort at the sight that greets us. Vixen is on top of the felt pool table, her ass in the air, and Firecracker is lying down on the table, her legs spread wide.

Vixen’s face is buried between Firecracker’s thighs, and she’s going to town on her cunt. Guts walks around the pool table where Firecracker’s head is hanging off the back and begins to unbutton his jeans. Rim makes his way to the back of where Vixen is kneeling.

I take this as our cue to head up to our room. Turning my attention toward my woman, I smirk at the sight of her wide eyes. She’s unable to look away, and I decide that I’m going to have a little bit of fun with her.

“You wanna join them?” I ask.

Spencer gasps, her eyes swinging from the pool table scene to meet mine. I know the moment she realizes that I’m joking because her entire body relaxes, and she laughs, shaking her head a couple of times from side to side.

“You asshole,” she hisses.

I snort. “Yeah, let’s go to our room. It’s just going to get wilder down here.”

She nods her head, but before she makes a move toward the bedroom, she reaches up and takes the smoke from between my lips. I watch as she takes a drag, and I smirk at the sight. I’ve never seen her do this before. I don’t hate it, especially recreational.

“You gonna get high and fuck me, beautiful?”

“Yeah.”

I exhale. “Let’s go.”

I grab her hand and squeeze it gently, tugging her behind me. Moving through the clubhouse, I ignore everyone else around me. Although, they’re too focused on the pool table show. They couldn’t give a fuck about us right now, and I don’t hate that concept.

Once we’re in the bedroom, I slam the door closed. Gathering Spencer in my arms, I look into her eyes. She smiles up at me, so fucking beautiful in every way. Turning away from her slightly, I take another hit, then shift my attention back to her.

Spencer opens her mouth, her eyes on mine as I lean forward and part my lips, blowing the smoke into her mouth. She closes her lips, her gaze never leaving mine. Then she releases the smoke and gives me a gorgeous smile before she sinks down to her knees in front of me.

I almost tell her to stop, but I don’t. Mainly because I want this, and I’m selfish. Spencer reaches for my belt and unbuckles it. I can hear the sound of the metal clanking over the music outside of the door.

Then my pants are down my thighs, and so is my underwear. She curls her fingers around my length and strokes me. I’m already hard. It’s not as if I need to get any more ready for her mouth.

Her lips part, and she takes me inside of her mouth, down her throat as far as she can. “Do you taste your delicious pussy on my cock, beautiful?” I ask, lifting my hand and sliding it along the side of her face, gripping her hair at the nape of her neck, feeling the strands between my fingers.

Her eyes widen as she looks up at me. Keeping her head from moving, I begin to thrust into her mouth, watching her throat enlarge as my cock sinks down inside of her. I’m careful not to choke her, watching as saliva drips down her chin.

Fucking beautiful, just like her. I continue to fuck her mouth, wanting nothing more than to come down her throat, but I don’t. Holding her head still, I shift out of her mouth, regrettably.

My cock is dripping from her saliva, her face the same mess. Gorgeous. I couldn’t imagine a more beautiful creature to share this with, to share everything with. My life, my world, every part of this world. The absolute fucking amazing, the fucking horrible, and everything else in between.

“Fuck your man, beautiful.”

And that is the rest of the night. Fucking, drinking (me), smoking (both of us). Swear to fucking Christ, I have never had this much sex in such a short period of time. At least not since I became a patched member of the club at eighteen.

My cock seems to be in a constant state of being erect around Spencer. I’m not sure when it will stop feeling this way, so I’m going to take advantage of every twitch of my cock and find a way inside her sweet body.

Every single time.


CHAPTER
THIRTY-TWO




BREW

My head pounds as I lie beside her, tugging her against my body and feeling the warmth of her flesh touching mine.

If my cock would work, I could fuck her again right now.

But my balls are empty, and my dick has been fucked raw. I need a break, at least for a few hours. I’m sure she feels the same way.

Touching my lips to her shoulder, I gently remove myself from her body and slide out of bed. I hope she’s able to get some sleep, but I’ve got some work to do. And I’ve seriously neglected my duties with all of this running around the country.

After showering, I quickly dress and head down to the conference room. It’s going to be the quietest room, and the table is nice for me to spread shit out on. I’m going to have to schedule myself in some of the keg deliveries, collections, and maybe even a warehouse run.

I’ve seriously neglected shit since Spencer came to town, barely keeping up on everyone else’s schedules but not my own. I’m not sure how long I sit at the table working, but there is a knock on the door what feels like seconds later.

Calling out for whoever is on the other side to come in, I hear the door open, but there are no footsteps. Slowly, I spin around in the chair I’m in to see that Spencer is standing just on the other side of the door, two coffees in hand.

Spencer wouldn’t walk through that door unless invited. She isn’t a stranger to club life, and while that isn’t the only reason I’m attracted to her, I have to admit that it’s a nice addition to her positive attributes.

“You can come in, beautiful,” I murmur.

She looks over her shoulder, then takes a hesitant step into the room. I chuckle at the sight of her. She’s so fucking stressed out. Patting my lap in an invitation, I wait until her ass is planted on my thigh to talk to her about this moment.

“Without an invitation from me or someone else who holds an office in this club, this would absolutely not be allowed. If the old men were running the place still, also, this would not be a thing. But we’re not as strict as the fathers,” I point out.

She smiles, her gaze searching mine for a moment. Then she leans forward so her lips can brush against mine. “Good morning, baby,” she breathes against my lips.

Baby.

Fuck.

I like that.

A hell of a lot.

“I woke up, and you were gone,” Spencer rasps, leaning forward to touch her mouth to mine in another soft kiss. She tastes like coffee and creamer.

I slide my hand up the center of her back, making my cock twitch, and I think about fucking her one more time even though my dick fucking hurts. I could do it again. I could always do it again when it’s her body up for grabs.

“Had to get some work done,” I murmur against her lips, my mouth traveling down the side of her throat.

She hums, then lets out a sigh. “Humble called me this morning.”

I freeze, leaning back slightly as I tilt my head and look into her eyes. “He did?”

Spencer dips her chin in a single nod. “He did, and I’m going to be visiting him in a few days.”

I bite my tongue. I want to ask her what she’s going to tell him, but I decide against it. I’m going to have my own conversation with Clink. I don’t need my woman being the go-between. Whatever she talks with him about is solely her shit.

“How are you feeling about it?” I ask.

She shrugs her shoulder, her gaze flicking down to her lap before she lifts it up to meet mine. “Nervous. I always told him if anything happened to him, I would not visit him. But the first thing I wanted to do when I found out he was arrested was visit him.”

My muscles flex around her. I fucking hate that this shit happened to her. Despise it. She shouldn’t have to go through this. He should have never been arrested, and I wish we could kill all those bastards all over again.

“Don’t be nervous, beautiful. It’ll all be good. He’ll be happy to see you.”

That’s no lie. Clink always talked about Spencer and how he was proud of her but missed her. He’ll be happy to see her, even if the situation is fucking horrible. And I know he’ll also be glad that she’s staying, even if it means he’s pissed off at me.

“I hope so,” she says softly, then she lowers her head and rests her temple against my shoulder. “I never wanted this.”

“Me either, but I can’t deny that I’m glad it happened, even at the expense of Clink’s freedom, and I know that makes me a complete fucking selfish asshole for saying that. But you wouldn’t be right here, and I wouldn’t be the happiest man on this fucking planet.”

Spencer slowly shifts and lifts her head, her eyes finding mine. Her gaze is searching, and then she leans forward and touches her lips to mine again, brushing them across my own before she lifts her head, her teeth slowly sinking into her bottom lip. I watch as they tug back on the skin, and I want her in my mouth. I want to suck on that lip. I want to suck on all of her flesh.

Every fucking ounce of her.

“I can’t do it again for at least another twelve hours,” she whispers breathlessly.

I grunt, leaning back in my chair slightly but not too far away from her. “Why twelve hours?” I ask, feeling my aching cock twitch again.

“I’m sore as hell,” she whispers, her cheeks tinting pink at her own words.

The smile that appears on my lips is one that I can’t wipe off even if I tried. I wouldn’t want to anyway. It’s prideful. Because I’m fucking proud of myself that I made her sore. A fucking badge of honor is what it is.

Lifting my hand, I cup her center over her shorts, but I don’t do anything but hold her there. “Absolutely gorgeous—your cunt sore from me. I aim to keep you this way, always.”

She whimpers. “Always?” she exhales.

“You’ll get eight hours of rest. Then I’m going to be inside of you again. I’m going to stretch you and make you come. Then I’m going to lick your ache away.”

SPENCER

The clubhouse seems calmer than it has the past few weeks, as if everything has been settled. I guess whatever they did when they were all away is handled. Finished and done. I don’t know if it had anything to do with my brother, but I hope that whoever helped to put him away has suffered—immensely.

Inhaling a deep breath, I stand at the cabin’s front door. I’m no longer under guard. My car is being charged, but Evan has left me his pickup truck to go into town if I so choose, and he’s promised to take me to visit Humble in a few days.

Pacing the cabin’s back deck, I try to let the scenery calm me, but it doesn’t work. I’m nervous, and not just about seeing my brother, but about everything. I know that the moment Evan is here with me, anywhere near me, my nervous energy will dissipate. But when he’s not near, I’m filled with anxiety and doubt.

I doubt myself, mostly about my decisions and whether this is the right move. It feels right in the moment, but I don’t want to make a mistake. I know that I’m not making a move here hastily. I know I should be here for Humble. I want to be here for him. But I also don’t want to be selfish.

And I know I’m being selfish.

As a human, I realize that being selfish is normal, but I try not to be. I try to be a good person, but I’ve been selfish by staying away. I tried to claim it was for my own mental health, but I’m not so sure about that.

The guilt I feel about it consumes me. I should have come to Pineville and visited my brother at least once in the past decade.

What kind of person am I that the only reason I came was because he was arrested, and the only reason I’m staying is because my teenage fantasy has become a reality and I’m Brew’s old lady?

What the actual fuck is wrong with me?

Something ugly slides down the center of my spine. I feel as if someone is watching me, but when I look around, I’m alone. It’s probably an animal somewhere in the woods. This is the perfect place for solitude, but it’s also creepy as shit because you’re alone.

All alone.

Letting out a heavy sigh, I turn and make my way back into the cabin. I lock the back door behind me, then make my way into the kitchen and look for something to eat. I can’t even remember the last time I ate something. I’ve been surviving on sex and coffee. I don’t mind it too much, but now that I’m not in the middle of sex, my stomach rumbles.

Instead of making something that will take time and require cleanup, I grab a pint of gelato before tugging the silverware drawer out and finding a spoon. With gelato and spoon in hand, I make my way toward the sofa and sink down on the cushion.

Turning on the television, I find something mindless to watch on Netflix. Just as I’m getting into the show and am about a quarter through my gelato, my phone buzzes with a new text message.

I’m surprised at the notification, mainly because I don’t tend to get many texts. I’m kind of a loner.

Working from home has made me that way.

I feel like I got out a little more when I was in college, but being self-employed in a business that doesn’t require face-to-face interaction means that I’ve retreated into myself and not kept those lines open with college friends.

Are they really people I should push to see when I haven’t even heard from them in several years? Shaking my head, I get rid of the intrusive thoughts. Those women are all working. They’re all getting married and having babies. Life happens, and I can’t think that way. Just like I didn’t reach out to them, either. What goes around comes around.

Looking down at my phone, I try to shake off the thoughts and focus on the incoming text.

RYAN: Girls’ night out. You’re coming with us.




Staring at the text, I’m unsure of how to answer it. How to respond to it. I’m not really a girls’ night out kind of girl. I didn’t picture any of the girls that way, either. I’m caught completely off guard by the announcement.

RYAN: It’s nothing crazy. Sal’s is closed, so we thought it would be fun to do drinks and snacks. Maybe play around on the poles again. Bring Ophelia if you want.




I smile, especially at the Ophelia part.

Sinking my teeth into the corner of my bottom lip, I type out my response. It’s short and sweet, only one word.

When?




The three little dots appear as Ryan responds, and then her message appears.

RYAN: Thursday night. Be there at seven.




I don’t ask her why Sal’s Bar is going to be closed, mainly because Thursday isn’t just another weeknight. Thursday is the day that I’m able to finally spend some quality time with Humble again.

If I turn the girls down, I have a feeling they would stage some sort of old ladies’ intervention. Again. They’ve already done that with me more than once. I don’t need it again.

I’ll be there, and I’ll ask Ophelia.




I decide not to text Ophelia because I can’t handle all of her emojis right now. Instead, I make a mental note to visit her tomorrow. I’ll invite her then.

I’ll play cards with her, too, mainly because I like it, also because I want to hear all the town tea, and there’s the fact that in that tea, she’ll have some news about Jasmine.

And I’m a catty bitch. I want to talk all the shit about Jasmine, and I want to know whether she’s leaving town or not. I want her gone forever. I don’t care what that says about me, and I’m sure that I should, but I admit I’m selfish.

Really freaking selfish, especially when it comes to Evan.


CHAPTER
THIRTY-THREE




BREW

Looking behind me, I snort at the fact that we’re completely alone. I don’t know why, but I expected someone to follow us—watch us. Southern Mafia checking up on us or some shit.

They don’t.

Not that there is much to see. We’re going to load up this merch, mix it with the dope that’s already in the back of the truck, and then drive it to the drop-off point.

That’s that and nothing else.

Maybe there is something else at play, but it’s not this, and while I’m not disappointed, I am surprised. Merchandise and deliveries seem to be where we have the most issues, which include, but are not exclusive to, arrests and prison time.

Once we’ve loaded everything up, I survey the area again, and again, we’re alone. I feel almost as if I’m looking for trouble, maybe anticipating it. I’m not sure. But what I know is that absolutely nothing is easy. And I don’t trust the Southern Mafia agreement, contract treaty or not.

Climbing up into the truck, I adjust my mirrors and begin to drive. Guts is beside me, and I can’t help but wonder if I should have made him and Rim continue to stay with Spencer for protection.

“You good, bro?” Guts asks after a few moments of silence.

I flick my gaze to him, then shift it back to the front windshield, clearing my throat before I shift in my seat.

“Yeah,” I grunt.

“Liar.”

I let out a heavy sigh, my cheeks puffing out as it escapes. “Yeah,” I agree. “I don’t trust the Southern Mafia, and I was wondering if you and Rim should have stayed on Spencer, is all.”

“She’s probably safer at your cabin than she would be at Ophelia’s motel,” Guts murmurs.

Jerking my chin in a single nod, I clear my throat before I speak. “Yeah,” I rasp. “She is, but at the same time, I don’t want her alone. I’ve never worried about someone before. I’m a complete fucking pussy for this girl.”

Guts lets out a bark of laughter. “You’re no different from Atomic, King, or Gnaw. They’re all complete fucking pussies, and don’t let them tell you anything different. You and I both know they are.”

He’s not wrong, and now I’ve joined the ranks even though I swore that I wouldn’t. “What happens when they’re used because of how valuable they are to us? Not just because they’re our women, our property, but because they are without a doubt our weakness.”

“They are,” Guts agrees. “But I think they’re all your strength, too.”

I think about his words. He’s right. Those women are not only our weakness but also our strength. I’ve never felt so strong and so goddamn pathetic in my life. This woman owns me, but at the same time, she holds me up.

So, what the fuck do I do with that?

I have no idea.

The rest of the ride, we chat about things that aren’t as deep. I’m glad not to focus on relationship shit any longer. By the time we reach the drop-off point, I can see the sun beginning to rise on the horizon.

I’m ready to get home, slide into bed, and do all of the things I promised Spencer I would do to her. Shaking hands with the contact, I tell him we’ll see him soon, but he pauses, holding his hand up to stop me.

“Heard your guy got caught, thrown in the slammer,” he murmurs.

Nodding a couple of times, I clear my throat. I don’t know what the fuck to say. It happened, but it doesn’t mean it’s going to be an issue any longer… hopefully anyway. I tell him as much, and he clears his throat.

“Real sorry to hear about it, anyway. You took care of the rat who did it?” he asks.

I snort, unsure of how I want to answer that exactly. What I want to do is give him every single detail of how we took care of the rat bastards, but I don’t do that. I honestly don’t feel like I can trust anyone right now. Maybe it’s just because of what happened to Clink. But I think it’s generally out of a sense of desire to protect Spencer.

Spencer is here, and she’s mine. I know she loves me more than just a teenage girl’s infatuation the way it was a decade ago. I wouldn’t have even appreciated her infatuation back then. I appreciate her love and devotion now, though. Probably more than she’ll ever know.

“It’s handled,” I say to the contact, not willing to divulge anything more just in case he’s just as much of a rat bastard as Albert and his grandkids. His eyes widen, and he chuckles.

“Good. Hey, wanted to know if the next order, could we get that doubled?”

My eyes widen, and I know he sees the shocked expression on my face because his chuckle now is deeper. “We’re anticipating some extra partying.”

I don’t think I want to know. I also realize that it isn’t my place to know. So, instead of asking him for any details, I just dip my chin in confirmation. “I can do that. Same place, same time next month?”

“Sounds good,” he murmurs. “See you then.”

Before I can say anything else, he turns and walks away. Not that I had anything else to say to him anyway. Guts slaps his hand on my shoulder, and I turn to look at him, arching a brow in question.

“Double?” he asks.

“That’s what he said.”

Guts hums but doesn’t say anything else. His hand falls from my shoulder, and I watch him rock back on his heels. “Sounds like it’s either a good deal or a trap,” he states.

He’s right. That’s exactly what it sounds like. As much as I would love to tell our contact fuck no, I can’t do that. We need the steady deliveries and the money, even if that means putting our dicks on the line because that is exactly what this shit feels like.

We climb back into the truck and head back to Pineville. I can’t stop thinking about Spencer, about this delivery and order. All of this feels wrong, but I can’t quite put the pieces together. Mainly because I’m missing too many of them.

Choosing to ignore the motive behind the order, I decide to focus on the fact that there is going to be a double order. That is good for business. I just hope it doesn’t mean the end of business. I decide to err on the side of caution and schedule myself as the delivery driver again.

I must be talking out loud because Guts offers himself to join me as well. Jerking my chin, I clear my throat, smirking because, if nothing else, Guts is a good man to have at your back. And he’s thinking the same way I am, that this could be a trap, and he’s still willing to offer to join me.

Hopefully, it’s just a bad feeling and nothing more. The last thing any of us needs is to be led into a fucking trap.

SPENCER

The bed dips, and I feel a body climb in behind me. I know who it is before I even flutter my eyes open. His body is warm and hard against my back. So much muscle, and I have it memorized. It hasn’t been long enough since we’ve been together again for me to have done that, but I have because I’m practically obsessed with him.

I feel his hand slide across my belly. Then his lips touch the side of my neck. Closing my eyes again, I let out a trembling breath. I want him to touch me everywhere, lick me everywhere, be everywhere.

His hand gently glides up the center of my chest. I feel his fingers curl around my breast, gripping me there, and I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from whimpering.

Turning my head, I touch my lips to the underside of his jaw. “Good morning,” I murmur against his skin.

Slowly, I turn in his arms. I don’t ask him where he was or what he was doing. But that doesn’t mean I don’t want to know. Because I do. I want to know everything. Every single detail.

Trying to shake that need off because even though I want it, I won’t be getting it, I let out a heavy sigh. It isn’t my information to know. I might be his old lady, claimed, announced, and living in his home, but I am and will never be a Dark Horse. Therefore, I’ll never know what he’s been up to, what he’ll be up to, or anything else that has to do with the club or its business.

“Morning, beautiful.”

Shifting my face away from his slightly, I look into his eyes. I stare at him, searching for a sign. I could lie and say that I don’t know what I’m looking for, but I do. I’m trying to gauge the trustworthiness, the lies, the hidden truths, whatever it could be that he was possibly out doing, but there is nothing there.

Evan’s conscience is clear, or he’s figured out how to hide it really freaking well. But I decide I’m going to go with what is best for my mental health. I’m going to go with what makes me happy. And it’s believing in him, in us, and trusting him.

“I’m going out with the girls on Thursday night,” I finally murmur, deciding to stop thinking about what he could have been doing.

He hums, his gaze never leaving mine. His arms pull me a little closer to him. My breasts press against his hard chest. He smirks down at me.

“Girls’ night. That sounds dangerous,” he hums.

Evan slides his hand up the center of my back, curling his fingers around the back of my neck and applying pressure there, but not enough to hurt me in any way. He lets out a low growl, then dips his head slightly, sliding his nose alongside my own before he nips my bottom lip with his teeth. “Is there going to be trouble?” he asks.

Letting out a trembling sigh, I hitch my knee over his thigh so I can get a little closer to him. Any centimeter closer is better than none. Dancing my fingers up his arm, I sink my teeth into my bottom lip as his bicep flexes beneath my touch. Once I reach the top of his arm, I slide my hand across his shoulders, pressing my breasts even harder against his chest.

“No trouble, just three married old ladies, one girl who is very much in love with a bartender, and me,” I whisper.

“And you?” he asks.

“An old lady who is in love with her man.”

I feel really stupid as soon as those words escape my lips, but I also feel… at peace. They’re out now. It’s not like it’s any kind of surprise that I love him. That I’ve probably always loved him. Even if it was puppy love all those years ago, it’s not that now. It’s deeper, and I know that it will just get deeper and greater as the years pass.

I can’t wait for it.

As terrified as I am, I am also equally excited about it all.

“Oh,” I call out softly. “And Ophelia.”

Evan lets out a soft and sweet chuckle. He cares for Ophelia as much as I do, as much as Kyle does. That warms my heart. I can’t contain myself. I shift forward, touching my lips to his bottom one, then roll my hips against his thigh.

I went to bed last night wearing a comfortable cotton nightgown with no panties in hopes he would have come home and taken me when he got here.

“You haven’t kept up on your promise,” I breathe against his lips.

He groans, feeling my heat against his thigh. I don’t care if I seem like a wild animal. I feel like one whenever he’s near.

Completely and totally feral.

There is no other way I can feel about him. It’s almost too much. The way he makes me feel inside, like I’m out of control, like whenever he’s near, I can’t stop thinking about the way he fills me.

“It’s been more than eight hours since you’ve been inside of me.”

And that is all I needed to say. In a flash, I’m on my back, and he fills me with one swift thrust.

Perfection.


CHAPTER
THIRTY-FOUR




SPENCER

I stare at my reflection. I don’t know if this is what they meant when the girls said girls’ night, but I hope so because I feel hot. I’m wearing a little black dress, and when I say little, I mean little.

It’s short and tight.

The bust has a square neckline with thick enough straps that I can wear a regular bra beneath it. On my feet, I wear spiked red heels. My hair is styled in beachy waves down my back, and my makeup is light, except for my red lips.

“You can’t go out like that,” a deep voice grumbles behind me.

I don’t even have to look. He’s the only man in this house, but also, he’s the only man who would ever care what I looked like, aside from maybe Humble. Although I’m not sure if he would ever really notice what I was wearing. Humble has always been oblivious to that stuff.

I turn to face the familiar voice, my lips curving up into a grin. “I am wearing this,” I state. “Girls’ night means no men, just girls. Even if there were men, you’d have nothing to worry about, ever.”

He laughs softly, his shoulder leaning against the doorjamb. His arms crossed over his chest, his head tilted to the side, and his eyes on me and nowhere else. If we were in a crowded room, I would feel like the only woman in said room. This man right here knows how to make me feel desired and desirable all at the same time.

“I’m not worried about you, beautiful,” he says, pushing off the wall as he straightens himself.

Slowly, he makes his way toward me. One step after the other, his gaze never leaving mine. I am frozen in place, pressing my thighs together as I attempt to alleviate the ache between them.

Evan lifts his hand and places his palm against my belly before he speaks. “I’m not worried about you,” he repeats, his voice softer. “I’m worried about them. If any man even glances in your direction, I’m going to find them and kill them.”

His words come out on a growl. My heart skips a beat. This should not be as romantic as it feels. I know it’s crazy as hell, but I don’t care. I love it because I know he’s not being dramatic or exaggerating.

This man would kill for me.

And that is sexy as all sin.

“I don’t think there will even be any men there. Sal’s is closed, so we’re going to hang out there. Drink a little, eat a little, dance a little.”

At the mention of dancing, Evan’s brow arches. “Dance?” he asks.

I hum. “No men, just girls,” I remind him.

He gives me a grin. It’s sneaky and sexy. I love it. “Will you record it for me?” he asks.

I burst out laughing, mainly because of the way he said it. It’s clear that he’s just like every man in the world, and the thought of me and another woman dancing on that pole is exciting to him.

“If anything exciting happens, I’ll record it, but I’m telling you, nothing exciting is going to occur. It’s going to be us drinking, snacking, talking, and maybe dancing. Bren and Ophelia will be there, so I’m sure they’ll be giving out lessons again.”

He grins, nodding a couple of times before he takes a step backward. “When you’re ready to go home, you call me. I won’t be far.”

“Ophelia can probably take me—” I don’t get the rest of my sentence out. Because he interrupts me. He holds his hand up, effectively shutting me up. Then he leans forward, and I think that maybe he’s going to kiss me and mess up my lipstick, but he doesn’t.

“I’ll pick you up, beautiful. I want you tipsy and on the back of my bike in that dress.”

Well then.

Okay.

“Okay,” I breathe.

A few moments later, I’m sober and on the back of his bike in my dress as we head straight for the bar. Sal’s comes into view, and it looks a little ominous without the lights being on. There are a few cars in the parking lot. Evan pulls up to Ophelia’s, and I climb off his bike.

He doesn’t get off, but he also doesn’t let me walk away from him yet. He reaches out and wraps his fingers around my wrist, tugging me closer to him. Lacing his fingers with mine, I sink my teeth into my bottom lip as I look at him, watching him and waiting for what he’s going to say.

“Don’t forget,” Evan murmurs. “Anything sexy, record it,” he says.

Rolling my eyes, I shift my attention back to him and release my lip. “I’ll get right on that, but I’m telling you there won’t be any videos because we won’t be doing anything like that.”

Evan laughs and tugs me forward again as he shifts and then touches his lips to the center of my throat. “Text me when you’re ready, and I’ll come get you,” he rasps against my throat.

A shiver of desire slides down my spine. It’s been less than eight hours since he’s been inside of me, and I want him right now. I ache, my body is sore, but I still want him all over again.

Taking a step backward, I lift my hand and wave my fingers before I turn and head straight for the front door of the bar. I need to get away from him right now, or I’m going to climb into his lap and beg him to fuck me right here in this parking lot. I would feel zero shame at all. That is how he makes me feel.

I reach for the handle of the door, tug it open, and stop, turning my head to look over my shoulder at him. He’s watching me, his gaze focused on me and nowhere else. I feel like the only woman on earth right now.

When I give him a smile, he jerks his chin in my direction, and I slip inside the building. If I don’t go inside right now, I might not ever, and I’m excited about a girls’ night. Stepping into the bar, I am not surprised to see it empty, but there are only a few lights on around the bar, and that surprises me. I don’t even know why.

Moving through the space, I make my way toward the back of the club. Turning to the strip club room, I stop in the doorway. There is construction happening at the end of the hall, but it’s all blocked off, so I know this is where they must be.

Stepping into the room, I smile. Everyone else is in there. They’re sitting around and talking, drinks in their hands, music playing just loud enough in the background to be heard, but not too loud that anyone has to yell over it.

It’s perfect.

Observing them, I wonder if this is real life.

Do I finally have friends?

I never thought I would have a group, a posse of women. But I do. I move into the room and smile as I make my way toward the girls. As soon as they sense my presence, everyone stands and hugs me in greeting.

This is real. These are my friends, and I can finally breathe. I belong.

BREW

Starting my engine, I flick my gaze to the side of the building. As I jerk my chin, my lips curve up into a grin. There are two prospects standing guard. I know they won’t go inside. They wouldn’t dream of doing anything that could possibly jeopardize their position in the club.

They’ve had extensive background checks, like everyone else in the club. After the Loner fiasco and his being the grandson of the Southern Mafia leader in Shreveport, we decided to check everyone. That means there is a file on all of us, including me.

I feel safe enough leaving the women here with the prospects for the evening. On my way to the clubhouse, I decide to get some much-needed work done. I have schedules to do, and it seems as though my workload has quadrupled recently with all the new additions to what is going on with the Southern Mafia, keg deliveries, and warehouse transportation.

When I walk into the bar, I’m surprised to see that there isn’t much going on. A couple of guys are drinking, a few are playing pool, and only a couple of the whores are moving around. Nobody is naked yet, although the night is still young.

Wordlessly, I walk through the bar and into the conference room. A prospect brings me a beer and water before I can even sink down into a chair. I give him a two-fingered wave before I turn to the table and my iPad.

As my device powers up, I run my palm down my face. I really don’t want to do this shit at all. A few hours into my planning, there is a knock on the door. I don’t look up. Doesn’t matter who it is. I continue working, finishing up the last month I’m working on.

For the first time in what feels like a year, I’m three months ahead in everything but loan collections. I can’t go ahead with any of those without Clink since he’s the treasurer. Fuck. I miss that bastard.

“You got all your shit done?” Atomic asks as he slowly sinks down into the chair across from me.

I shake my head once. “Collections. I don’t know where we stand without Clink’s input.” Atomic jerks his chin, his gaze holding mine.

“I got all that. I’ll email you the latest standing. That all you need?” he asks.

I open my mouth to tell him yes when I hear glass breaking in the bar. We both jump to our feet and rush out of the conference room. Stopping just outside of the door, I stare in disbelief at what the fuck is going on.

What was a calm and easy night has exploded. We’re being raided. All of the men are on their stomachs, the women too. And there are cops surrounding them, guns and Tasers drawn. The shock wears off the moment one of them turns their gun on me and Atomic.

“Hit the ground,” the cop with the gun shouts.

They aren’t Pineville police or sheriff. They aren’t feds, and they aren’t fucking DPS either. I’m not getting down on the floor for anyone unless I know who the fuck they are.

“Warrant?” I ask.

I cannot believe our brothers are on the fucking ground without seeing a warrant. They’re better than that. We all are. Atomic snorts beside me, and I can feel him shift. He crosses his arms over his chest, allowing me to take the lead, but I have no doubt he’s ready to pounce if need be.

The cop takes a step closer to me, and I realize that he’s HIDTA, High Intensity Drug Trafficking Area. They’re fucking helping the DEA and ATF. Goddammit. God-fucking-dammit. What the fuck? Where did they come from?

“I don’t need a warrant. I have probable cause. So get the fuck on the ground.”

“Where the fuck do you come off with probable cause?” Atomic growls.

And then I realize what the fuck is going on because the door to the bar opens and in walks Jasmine.

What the actual fuck?

“Good evening, Brew,” she purrs.

The cop smirks, obviously loving the expression of shock I’m wearing on my face. I don’t know what the fuck this bitch could have said. I never told her shit, but she’s been around for ten years, so she no doubt watched and picked up on things. I’m just not sure what the fuck she’s been picking up on.

“What the fuck?” I ask.

She makes a tsking sound with her mouth, then stops right at the edge of the cop circle, across the room from me. It’s a good thing she’s not closer because I am beyond ready to slap the fuck out of her right now.

“This is you getting what you deserve,” she purrs.

Flicking my gaze to the cop who has his gun pointed at me, I snort. “You’re going to believe a scorned woman?” I ask.

“Look around,” Atomic states. “We got nothing to hide.”

The cop arches his brow, and I watch as his confidence wavers a bit. Everything on my iPad that’s sitting out is in code. All of it is tied to the keg business, and to the onlooker, they wouldn’t know that it included anything other than kegs of beer being delivered.

They are not going to find shit, and I hope to fuck that Jasmine goes away for making a false report. I smirk, thinking about it. I can’t imagine a group this specialized and busy would appreciate a false report.

I am going to laugh when they haul her ass away instead of any of us because I know that is how it’s going down.

I’m going to make sure of it.


CHAPTER
THIRTY-FIVE




SPENCER

Standing up on stage, Bren calls out for Kyle to turn up the music. She’s taught me a routine, and I’m a little too tipsy to actually do it. We’re almost finished here for the night. Shawn and Ryan need to get home to relieve their sitters.

We’ve snacked, drank, laughed, and now danced. I love this girls’ night. I’ve never laughed so much in my life. It’s amazing and beautiful all at the same time. Bren counts us off, and then we begin.

About five seconds into our routine, Bren bursts out laughing, mainly because I’m facing the wrong direction. Throwing my hands in the air, I spin around and bend in half as I giggle uncontrollably.

The music is lowered, and I sit down on the edge of the stage, my feet swinging back and forth as I attempt to control myself. Bren does the same beside me. I feel her gaze on me, so I turn my head to look over to her. I can’t wipe the smile from my face. This is the best night ever.

“I like you a lot, Spencer. I’m glad you joined this crew,” Bren murmurs.

“Me too,” I whisper. I feel like the cool girl. I’ve never been the cool girl.

Bren jumps down from the stage and heads toward the table where the other women are gathering their things. It’s well after midnight, and my cheeks hurt from laughing and smiling so much.

Shawn and Ryan give me a hug, promising to do it again soon. They leave the box of desserts they brought. I take a cookie and walk over to the stage again. My feet hurt, my whole body aches, actually, and it feels good.

Really good.

While I eat the cookie, I look down at my phone and send Evan a text that I’m ready to go. Staring at the device, I wait for his reply, but nothing happens. It says Delivered beneath the message, but not Read.

Chewing my bottom lip, I shift from foot to foot. He’s not responding. A million things run through my head, and naturally, they’re all horrible.

“You good?” Kyle asks, making her way toward me.

I have no doubt I look as nervous and upset as I feel. I can’t believe it only takes one unread text to make me feel this way. I’m ridiculous. I should be a lot more confident in this relationship. Evan has done absolutely nothing to warrant my distrust, and yet, every single time anything could possibly be negative, I immediately go there.

“Brew hasn’t texted me back,” I murmur.

She looks over her shoulder at the door. Then she bites the corner of her lip before she shifts her attention back to meet mine. “There are two prospects outside. Do you want to talk to them? They may know something.”

As soon as she says those words, two men in prospect cuts walk into the room. Their gazes cut to me and then shift to Kyle. Bren appears at our side. She clears her throat and opens her mouth to say something, but one of the men beats her to it.

“We need you to stay here,” one of them says.

“Stay here?” I ask.

Kyle takes a step forward. “What is happening?” she demands.

The two of them shift their gazes, looking at one another, and then return their attention to us. They aren’t going to tell us anything, not really. They’re going to feed us something to stop us from asking questions, but they won’t tell us the truth.

“Are they hurt?” I ask.

The prospect who seems to be more in charge of this takes a step forward. His gaze never leaves mine before he shakes his head once. “Nobody is hurt. Nobody is in danger. We’re just keeping you here as a precautionary measure.”

I walk back to the table with the desserts and sink down in the chair I’d occupied earlier in the evening. Reaching for another cookie, I nibble on it, giving myself something to do.

At the prospects’ news, I’m instantly filled with dread. I don’t know what is happening, but if they’re keeping us here, if Evan isn’t coming to get me and take me home, it’s bad. Then my next thought hits, and I wonder why the hell I’m sitting here. Why am I not going to the clubhouse?

I open my mouth to ask that when the door opens again, and I watch as Gnaw walks in. Kyle stands, starting to make her way toward him, but he holds up his hand. She pauses in place.

Sinking my teeth into the inside of my cheek, I listen as intently as possible as the men murmur among themselves.

Then I hear something that I do not like.

I hear her name.

The name.

Jasmine.

My entire body jolts to attention. Adrenaline replaces the sluggish effects of alcohol. Rushing toward them, I lift my hand and slap it down on the center of Gnaw’s chest. I hear Kyle gasp in the background, but I don’t care.

The prospects take a step backward each, no doubt afraid to get in my way because I am, after all, an old lady. They wouldn’t dare even look at me sideways, let alone attempt to touch me in any way.

“What about Jasmine?” I grind out.

Gnaw’s eyes are wide as he stares at me for a moment, no doubt in shock from my quick movement and my touch, especially in front of Kyle. But I don’t care, not at all. I need to know what the hell is going on, and I need to know now.

“Club—” he begins.

“If you are going to finish that with business, I swear to God,” I growl.

His lips twitch into a smirk, but thankfully, he doesn’t argue with me. Instead, he clears his throat, then dips his chin into a single nod before he decides to come clean, at least with as much information as he can actually tell me without violating the club business bullshit.

“Jasmine told some government agency that we were trafficking drugs and guns. They’re at the clubhouse without a warrant, on probable cause, and searching the whole place. She’s there as their fucking informant, thinking she’s hot shit.”

“That cunt,” I hiss.

“Basically,” he snorts.

“What are they going to find, Rider?” Kyle asks.

His gaze shifts to her, his lips curving up into a smile, and I watch as his entire expression softens. God, it’s beautiful the way they look at one another.

“They aren’t going to find shit,” he states.

“Take me to Jasmine’s place,” I demand.

Gnaw’s head jerks to the side, his eyes find mine, and he stares at me for a long moment. “You can’t,” he says.

I snort. “I can and I will. This girl is a problem.”

He lets out a burst of laughter. “Don’t worry, baby badass, we got this. Stay right here, hang out, and stay safe. Brew will be here soon to get you. They aren’t arresting anyone tonight. They got nothing on one damn person in that club.”

“How come you weren’t there?” Kyle asks.

“I was doing something for the club. I saw the red and blue lights from the police cars flashing, so I just kept riding by. I snuck around the back of the building, and that’s when I heard and saw Jasmine. The fucking bitch thinks she’s really going to get Brew put away. She’s that pissed about losing dick. It’s fucking insane.”

Inwardly, I smile hugely because he has just said what I wanted to hear, that Evan was done with Jasmine. Evan could tell me all day long, and I would still have something niggling in the back of my mind, but hearing it from someone else eases all of my tension.

“I’ll stay here,” I whisper.

He chuckles before he clears his throat. “Obliged, Spence.” Then I watch as he walks over to Kyle. He curls his fingers around the front of her throat and dips his chin before he kisses her. I turn away. The moment is a little too intimate for me to witness.

Gnaw tells both of us, plus Bren, to stay where we are until we hear otherwise. He also tells the prospects not to let us leave this room. If I knew where Jasmine lived, I’d probably be more apt to sneak out, but since I don’t, I plan on staying put.

He leaves us a few moments later, and Kyle’s eyes turn to me. They’re wide, and she seems concerned. “Let’s have a drink. I feel sober.”

“Me too,” Bren mutters. “Man, here I thought a night off from work wouldn’t be very exciting. Boy, was I wrong.”

Kyle and I both laugh. Bren pours drinks, and we sit at the dessert table again, ignoring any diet we might be on. We drink, talk, and eat until we all three start to nod off, and eventually, we end up with our arms on the tables and our heads on our arms, eyes closed, and I personally have some drool on my forearm before I’m moved.

BREW

The cop in front of me spits on the barroom floor. If it weren’t concrete and already covered in bodily fluids, I might take offense to that shit. “We will find what you’re hiding,” he growls.

I snort. “Nothing to find,” I say. “That bitch is pissed off because I won’t give her a dicking anymore. Got a woman now, and she’s angry it isn’t her.”

His head swivels, and he looks over his shoulder at Jasmine. She’s got her eyes narrowed and focused on me. I grin and jerk my chin toward her. I can’t help but chuckle as I watch her squirm slightly.

The cops eventually leave after hours of going through everything and making a mess of every nook and cranny. They also interview all of the clubwhore separately to try and catch us trafficking or pimping.

It doesn’t work, and they find nothing.

As they’re gathering their shit to leave, I call out to the one who watched me all evening. “I hope you at least arrest Jasmine for false reporting,” I say.

“Is it false?” he asks.

“Did you find anything, or did you just waste your whole fucking night?” I ask, arching a brow as I cross my arms over my chest.

He doesn’t say anything, but I can tell he’s thinking about it. I watch as he marches straight for Jasmine. He curls his fingers around her bicep and walks her out of the front door with the rest of the fuckers.

It’s three in the morning. We’re all exhausted, and not in a fun way. And now we have a whole fucking club to clean up. Atomic’s gaze flicks over to me. “Go to your woman. Mine made it home. We’ll worry about the rest of this shit tomorrow.”

I glance over to King, who jerks his chin toward me. “Let’s get the fuck out of here. Church tomorrow for everyone to discuss.”

It’s not like King makes any declarations about church or anything else. He always lets Atomic have his control over the club and everything it entails, especially when it comes to business. I don’t ask any questions about why he made the announcement. No doubt, it was just because it needed to be made and for no other reason.

What feels like seconds later, we’re on our bikes and heading off the clubhouse grounds. King and Atomic head toward town and their houses. I make my way toward Sal’s Bar. When I pull up to the parking lot, I’m not surprised to see Bren’s Jeep still there, along with the prospects’ bikes.

One of the prospects is standing beside the door. He jerks his chin in my direction. I open my mouth, starting to ask him where the other one is, but he answers me before I can say a word.

“He’s inside with the girls.”

“Gnaw?” I ask.

“He saw the action at the clubhouse, came here to tell the girls what was going on, then left. Don’t know where to.”

“I want the both of you to make sure that Kyle and Bren get home safely. I’ll contact Gnaw and let him know his woman is on her way home,” I instruct. He jerks his chin and opens the door, though he allows me to pass by him before he makes his way inside.

I walk into the strip club part of the bar and stop at the sight in front of me. The prospect is standing against the wall, his eyes focused on the only occupied table in the room. All three women have their arms on the table and their heads resting on them. Their eyes are all closed, and their mouths are open a little.

They’re passed out.

I head toward them. I don’t bother even trying to wake her up. Sliding my arms beneath Spencer’s body, I pick her up. For the first time, maybe in my whole life, I wish I didn’t have my bike here.

Her eyelids flutter open as her head lolls to the side, and her gaze finds mine as her lips curve up into a slow smile.

“Hey,” she breathes.

Chuckling, I dip my chin to look down at her. “Hey,” I rasp. “You good enough to ride on the back of the bike home?”

“Yeah.”

I set her down on the ground beside my bike, then climb on and hold out my hand. She slips onto the bike behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist, and scoots close to me. I can feel her heat on my back, and I know this feels right. Even if tonight was a fucked-up bitch of a night, this is all that matters.

Her on the back of my bike. Her arms around my middle. And the two of us heading straight home to slip into the bed we share.

I have the best fucking life.

No matter what gets thrown my way. I could not have dreamed of a better end to a night than this.

Not fucking ever.


CHAPTER
THIRTY-SIX




BREW

Carrying Spencer from my bike to the bedroom, I set her down on the floor. Her heels make a noise as they touch the wooden floors. She tilts her head back to look at me, holding my gaze as she watches me in silence.

“You have questions,” I murmur.

“The answers aren’t mine to have.”

I give her a grin. “Gnaw told you the gist of it.”

“What happens to Jasmine now?” she asks.

I shouldn’t say a fucking thing. I should tell her that it’s club business, not hers, but I don’t. Instead, I curl my fingers around the front of her throat. Squeezing her there, I look deep into her eyes.

“I’ll take care of her, Spencer. I fucking vow that shit.”

“Good,” she breathes.

I squeeze her throat a little tighter, my fingers flexing as I look into her eyes. I lean forward and touch my mouth to hers. Releasing my grasp on her neck, my hand slides down the center of her body, her belly, and then between her legs. Her skirt is so goddamn short that I don’t even have to hike it up to slip my hand against her pussy.

“You ever wear this dress without me, I’ll tear it to shreds and then burn it.”

She smiles at me before she lets out a laugh. “Okay, baby.”

“But tonight, you’re going to fuck me in it.”

She lets out a sigh, her body trembling, and then she lifts her hands and grips my shoulders. “Evan,” she whimpers.

Shifting her panties to the side, I slide my fingers through her folds. She’s warm and wet, her body loose from the booze and the fact that it’s four in the morning. One of her hands leaves my shoulder, and I feel her fingers grip the back of my neck.

“Are you going to come like this, beautiful?” I ask.

“Yes,” she breathes, her hips rolling as she searches for her release.

This is what I was missing in my life. This woman who gives herself to me. This woman who is everything—who means everything to me.

This woman.

I fucking love her.

I touch my mouth to hers, then fill her mouth with my tongue to taste her, swirling inside. Tangling my tongue with hers and tasting all of her. I fuck her mouth with my tongue the same way that my fingers stroke her clit.

“Please,” she moans.

I swallow the sound, my fingers continuing to bring her closer toward her release. She’s so fucking close, I can feel her pussy flutter. She’s so goddamn close, and I want to feel her. Making firm circles against her clit, I continue to fuck her mouth.

Then I switch it up and slip two fingers inside of her, groaning at how easily they slide inside. She’s so fucking wet. So ready to take my cock. But I control myself as Spencer rides my hand.

“Come, beautiful.”

I didn’t even have to say it. She was already there, and that’s all I give a fuck about. Her breath hitches, her lips part, and her eyes go wide as she comes. Her tongue slides across her bottom lip, wetting it before she leans forward and touches her mouth to mine.

Her orgasm is all I need to take what I want. Seconds later, my clothes are stripped from my body, the rest of hers are thrown to the ground, and I place her on the bed, her back against the headboard as I bury myself inside of her.

Lacing my fingers with hers, I hold them against her side as I fuck her. My hips pump in and out of her, my eyes never leaving hers as my chin dips and I scan her face. We’re both panting, and her tits sway with each thrust of my hips.

She’s fucking beautiful.

Every goddamn ounce of her.

This is what I’ve always wanted and never imagined was possible.

Burying my face in her neck, I move harder and faster, my breathing coming out labored against her throat. She cries out, her body trembling, and then I feel it. Her pussy clamps around my cock, and it pulls my orgasm from my body immediately.

Fuck me.

I let out a roar, my mouth still against her throat, muffling the sound, although it wouldn’t matter if I yelled at the top of my lungs. We’re the only ones here at the cabin. The only ones for miles.

My hips continue to move, her pussy milking the rest of me dry. Lifting my head, I bury myself inside of her, staying there as I look into her eyes.

“I love you, Spencer.”

The words come so effortlessly. They have been on the tip of my tongue since the moment she walked back into my life, no matter how angrily she did so. That didn’t last long. Her eyes widen, her lips part, and she stares at me wordlessly.

The silence should be uncomfortable. I’ve just told her that I love her. But for whatever reason, it doesn’t bother me at all. I don’t mind, at least until the shock wears off. Then I want an answer, a response, something.

“I love you, too, Evan. I’ve loved you since before I knew what love was. It’s always been you, and it will always be you.”

I slam my mouth against hers in a hard kiss. When I break it, I rest my forehead against hers and close my eyes. I wonder if this is what my brother feels every fucking day being with Ryan.

I don’t know how he comes to work, how he fucking functions. I feel like I can’t. Lifting my head, I look into her eyes. My lips turn up into a smile, and I pull out of her body, roll to the side, then lean against the headboard and look up at the ceiling.

When I turn to look at her, she does the same, a smile playing on her lips. “Tell me again,” I demand.

“I love you, Evan.”

I touch my mouth to hers. “Yeah, you fuckin’ do.”

I fuck her again, mainly because I can’t keep my cock out of her. I can’t stop from touching and tasting her. I fucking love everything about her, head to goddamn toe.

SPENCER

Staring at my computer, I try to work, but I can’t. Evan has disappeared. He didn’t tell me where he was going, and I didn’t ask. It was clear that he was on a mission. Setting my computer down on the coffee table, I stand and walk over to the back door.

I slip out onto the back patio to look out at the water and the trees. It’s so quiet, and the fresh air washes over me. Closing my eyes, I let out a sigh and soak in all of the sun. Smiling, I wonder if this could be real. Could this be my life? I feel like I’m in a dream.

Pinch me.

The sound of a car coming up the drive causes me to pause. I turn my head and look down the driveway, but I can’t see it from where I am, so I move back into the house and head toward the front door. Before I reach it, the door flies open.

I blink at the sight in front of me. It’s Jasmine.

“What the fuck?” I hiss.

She smirks. “Where is he?” she demands.

I open my mouth to answer her, but she lets out a loud boom of laughter. Stumbling backward slightly, I look to the side, then shift my attention back to meet hers.

“You’re laughing, but I’m not sure why,” I say, the hairs on the back of my neck standing at attention.

This woman isn’t right.

She smiles as she takes a step toward me. “Brew thought he would get away with this. That he could be with me for a decade, and then just walk away. I’ve put in the work. You aren’t going to have him.”

I think about telling her that I’ve known him longer than she could ever dream of, but I decide against it. It’s clear to me that she’s completely unhinged, and I have no desire to egg her on even more. She doesn’t need to be riled up.

She’s already on level ten.

“You did, Jasmine. You’ve gone through a lot with him. I’m really sorry that it didn’t work out the way you had envisioned.”

“Don’t,” she screams. “Do not try to placate me. It won’t work.”

She takes another step toward me. “You know, I’m pregnant again,” she purrs. “We’re going to really have a baby this time. We’ll be the perfect family.”

I don’t know if she’s telling the truth or not, but I’m leaning toward not. Pressing my lips together, I try not to show any reaction. I’m living in Evan’s house. He’s declared me his old lady. And as much as she wants to be where I am, she just isn’t, and she’s angry about it.

I’ve only been back in town a few weeks, and I’ve moved in. She’s been trying to get here for ten years. She’s bitter and angry. And I have a feeling she is also desperate. And nothing good can come from a woman who is desperate.

I open my mouth, although I’m not sure what I’m going to say to her when she lunges toward me. Her feet start to move, her eyes wild as she charges. My body is frozen for just a moment before I quickly move aside, away from her. She falls to the floor.

There isn’t anywhere for me to hide in this place. It’s not big enough, so all I can do is dodge her and hope I can slip out of the house and get the fuck away from her before she hurts me.

“Fuck you,” Jasmine barks, pushing herself up to stand across from me.

With a snort, I shake my head. “No thanks, babe,” I state. “If you think you can rat out Evan to the cops, and then he’ll come to you and play house, you’ve got another thing coming,” I grind out.

I suck in a breath. I’m not done yet. “There is no way in hell he’s going to be yours, that you’ll be his, kid or no kid. Not with the betrayal you’ve just committed. And even if he wanted you, the Dark Horse MC wouldn’t accept you. And Evan would never be with someone his club didn’t accept.”

She growls and starts to take a step toward me. I don’t know if she’s going to try to attack me again or not, but then she stops in her tracks. Her eyes widen as they lift, and she looks over my shoulder behind me.


CHAPTER
THIRTY-SEVEN




SPENCER

“Stand the fuck down,” Evan’s voice growls. She drops her chin. I know she’s attempting to appear submissive, but she’s manipulative as fuck. “Spencer,” he calls out.

Turning my head against my better judgment, I look over my shoulder at him. “You okay, beautiful?” he asks.

“I’m fine,” I whisper.

He moves past me, heading straight for Jasmine. I wait for her to tell him she’s pregnant, but she doesn’t. I don’t think she is. It was just a way to knock me off my feet—it didn’t work.

She tilts her head back and looks up at him, feigning doe eyes. I want to call her out so badly, but I don’t. I know Evan is smarter than that bullshit. He lifts his hand and runs the back of his fingers down her cheek.

She closes her eyes, and I watch as her lips part.

This is what she wants, and I can’t stop the pang of jealousy that slices through me. Closing my eyes, I try to keep from screaming or crying at what’s happening right in front of my own eyes.

Then she gasps, and my eyes widen. He curls his fingers around the front of her throat, but not in the sexy way he does to me. He squeezes—hard. She tries to pull his arm off, her nails scratching his wrist, and I can do nothing but stand there and watch.

I don’t know what to do. What to say. But I watch in silence as the light drains from her eyes. I know I’m supposed to feel something about it. I’m supposed to feel sad or guilty, something, but I don’t feel anything except relief.

Evan releases his grasp, and I watch as she drops to the floor in a pile of flesh and bones. He turns to me slowly, his eyes finding mine. He looks like a savage. This is the man I remember from ten years ago. He moves toward me, and I back away. But he’s faster. He lifts his hands, cupping my cheeks.

The same hands that just killed a woman are cupping my cheeks so gently that I can’t believe it was him. And I also can’t believe that I want his hands on me—everywhere. His mouth touches mine, his kiss nothing more than a brush of the lips.

He lifts his head, his eyes finding mine. “When I figured out she was here, I thought she was going to hurt you.”

“She didn’t,” I whisper. “You killed her.”

His lips twitch into a smirk. “I know that doesn’t bother you,” he says.

“You looked possessed when you saw her.”

Evan shakes his head once. “Possessed? No,” he murmurs. “Angry and scared? Yes.”

I curl my fingers around his wrists as I hold on to him. These hands literally just killed someone, and yet, I want them to touch me… everywhere. I realize what that makes me sound like, but I don’t care.

“She was a threat, just as much of a threat as someone from the Southern Mafia, just as much of a threat as someone with a gun. She called in some federal group that had my men on the ground, on their stomachs, with guns pointed at their heads. She’s a fucking threat, and she needed to be terminated.”

Sinking my teeth into my bottom lip, I nod once. My eyes are focused on his. Letting out my breath through my nose, I release one of his wrists and cup his cheek with my own hand. I slide my thumb across his bottom lip, feeling the softness of his skin and wish it were between my legs.

Maybe I’m just as savage as he is.

I am Humble Maddison’s sister, after all, and that man is no saint by any means.

“What do we do with her? Won’t those federal people be looking for her?”

Evan dips his chin, his hands falling away from me as he takes a step backward. “I’m sure they will, considering I think she was fucking one of them. Which is probably the only reason we were even raided, considering they had nothing on us.”

“I gotta make a phone call. Tomorrow, you visit your brother, right?”

“Yeah,” I exhale. “Tomorrow, I visit Humble.”

That realization hits me. Tomorrow, I visit Humble. I don’t know how I feel about it. I’ve been nervous and excited and also trying to put it in the back of my mind. I could make myself sick about the situation, mainly just because I’m so nervous.

Evan dips his chin, turns toward the body, and digs his phone out of his pocket. I don’t listen to his phone call. It’s not my business. Instead, I slip out of the house and stay on the back porch again.

I curl my fingers around the rail. Leaning over slightly, I stare at the ground. The guilt consumes me, but it’s not the guilt that I should be feeling. I know that a good person would feel bad about what happened to Jasmine. But I’m not a good person because I only feel guilty for not feeling guilty. What a mess. Then I feel him at my back. I don’t even have to turn around to look at him. I know who it is. His lips touch the side of my neck as his arms wrap around me, and he places his palms on the tops of my hands.

“I love you, beautiful,” he rasps against my shoulder. “Atomic said he’s got this under control.”

Turning my head slightly, I look up into his eyes. “Okay,” I say, my voice coming out softer than I intend it to. “I love you, too, Evan.”

“This life is ugly sometimes, Spencer.”

“I know,” I whisper. “It’s one of the reasons I hated it for years.”

He hums, but he doesn’t respond. His gaze shifts to the water and trees in front of us, so I turn my head back around and do the same. The warm breeze continues to slide over us.

“You’re not going anywhere, never again,” he rasps.

Arching my back, I press my ass against his hips. “I’m not going anywhere,” I whisper.

And this is the moment I realize I am my brother’s sister. I am savage, just like him, just like Evan. Just like the Dark Horse MC. I am one of them because I could fuck Evan right here and now, dead body just a few feet away or not.

Wouldn’t matter to me.

The sound of crunching tires interrupts my wicked thoughts, and Evan pushes off the rail and takes a step away from me. I watch as he walks back into the house, and a few minutes later, the cabin is full of men wearing the Dark Horse MC cut.

It’s the cleanup crew.

BREW

“We go in together,” Spencer whispers.

We’ve both been approved to visit Clink, but I wasn’t planning on going until the next week. I wanted to make sure that Spencer and her brother got their time together. But if she needs me there, I’m there, even if it could piss him off.

Unfolding from the car, I make my way to the passenger side to open the door for her. She places her feet flat on the asphalt, then stands, straightening herself. I watch as she brushes her palms down the thighs of her jeans.

Taking her hand, I tug her behind me, and we walk toward the entrance. Spencer trembles with each step she takes. Before we cross over the threshold of the prison entrance, I turn to her and tug her against me, then dip my chin and touch my mouth to hers.

“I love you, beautiful. It’s going to be just fine.”

SPENCER

We walk into what looks like a high school cafeteria, without the lunch ladies, just tables with a single inmate sitting at each one. I see him before he even looks up. Evan’s fingers against my lower back flex when my spine straightens at the sight of Humble.

I want to run up to him. I want to throw my arms around him and hug him. I didn’t realize how much I missed my brother until this moment. My feet move faster as I head toward him. He stands when I’m directly in front of his table.

Slowly, Humble rises to his feet and wraps his arms around me in a hug. Closing my eyes, I lift my arms and do the same. He releases me, extending his hand to shake Evan’s. We don’t say anything while we take our seats, knowing that we can’t dawdle on our greetings.

Humble’s eyes find mine, and he gives me a grin. “So, this shit finally happened, huh?” he asks.

“It did,” I say in a whisper. At the same time, Evan chuckles.

Sliding my tongue along my bottom lip, I look into his eyes. “Are you okay?” I ignore his observation about me and Evan.

He already knows we’re together. Both Evan and I have told him as much. Maybe it’s just sinking in since he’s seeing it, but I want to know that he’s okay. Humble looks down at the table before he slowly lifts his gaze to meet mine.

“I’m okay, Spencer. I swear. I’m okay.”

I want to believe him, but I can see the way his eyes look. Not on the surface, of course, but behind them, looking deeply into them, I can see that they’re haunted. It’s not simply because he’s here. It’s because of what’s happening to him here.

I won’t embarrass him, though. There’s no point to it. He has far too much pride in admitting anything could ever be wrong. He is the strong man, the big brother, he is the Dark Horse MC.

“So you’re staying?” he changes the subject.

“I’ve moved in with Evan,” I confess.

He dips his chin and holds my gaze. “I’m glad you’re home,” he whispers. “And for what it’s worth, even if I have to beat his ass when I get out, I approve of this. The two of you.”

I laugh softly at the same time Evan chuckles. We talk for thirty minutes, chatting about my apartment in Austin and how we’re going to go get everything next week. He also asks me about my car and if I can even charge it in Pineville, obviously feeling the same disgust for it as Evan and the rest of the guys do.

When I know it’s time for me to make myself scarce, I dip my chin in a slight nod, then I stand and tell them I’m going to go to the vending machine. I don’t know what they’re going to talk about, but it’s clear they need a moment.

I hover around the vending machines for about twenty minutes before I make my way back to them with nothing but a single water in hand. After I sit down on the bench, we talk for another couple of moments. Humble asks me a few more questions about my move and my lease—very big brother stuff, which makes me smile.

Our time is up not long after that, and I have to leave him. When I give Humble a hug, he murmurs against my ear.

“I love you, Spencer. I really am glad you’re back.”

Taking a step back, I give him my brightest smile. I can’t believe that our time is already up. I could stay here all day and talk about absolutely nothing with him. I didn’t realize how much I truly missed my brother.

“I’m glad to be back, too, and I’ll see you next time.”

I try to keep from crying, and Humble clears his throat before he shakes Evan’s hand. I watch as he turns away from us and walks over to the guards with the rest of the prisoners. We leave, mainly because I can’t stomach watching him walk back into that place.

Once we’re outside, I suck in a deep breath, feeling the air hit my lungs, and I almost burst into tears because my brother can’t have this. He’s not breathing free air this way. Every single breath he takes is completely tainted by that place.

“Spencer,” Evan calls out from behind me.

I spin around to face him, giving him a smile. It’s sad. I know it is because I’m sad. Evan wraps his fingers around the side of my throat before he leans forward and touches his lips to my mouth.

“I’m proud of you, Spencer.”

Sliding my tongue across his bottom lip, I pull back slightly to look into his eyes. “I didn’t do anything to be proud of,” I whisper.

He grins. “Yeah, you did. You went in there, and that is a feat in itself, beautiful. You made your brother smile. And you not only gave him a sense of happiness but also peace. You lifted his spirits a lot higher than I could have ever done.”

“Why are you so good to me?” I ask.

He laughs softly. “You, of all people, know that I’m not. But fuck me, I’m going to try to make you happy every day until the day I fucking die.”

“You’re doing a damn good job,” I exhale.

His mouth touches mine again, and right there, in the middle of the federal prison’s parking lot, I kiss my man, and I’m happier than I ever imagined I could be.

I love this man.

He loves me.

And we’re embarking on a life that I never even dreamed was possible. I can’t wait to go to bed and wake up tomorrow.

I feel like I live in a dream every single day.


EPILOGUE



SPENCER

TWO MONTHS LATER

Standing in the middle of the empty apartment, I look around. It looks just like it did the day I moved in here. I thought that this was it. I had truly made it. This was luxury, and I’d worked my way here.

Moving to Austin for college was the scariest thing I’d ever done in my entire life, but Humble had my back. He supported me every step of the way, even when I wouldn’t return to Pineville to visit him. When I was being selfish. When I was being scared.

I moved from the dorm to an apartment with roommates, started my own business, and eventually got my own place. This place was me making it all by myself. This was my big start in the world.

Humble may have helped me a lot along the way, but not with this. Once college was over and I was working full-time, I stopped asking for financial help. I was determined to do it all on my own, and I did.

I bite my bottom lip, then inhale a deep breath, close my eyes, and just let it soak in. This was my home, this was my life, and now it’s the past. My future is outside somewhere, and I’m so excited about it that I have to pinch myself to make sure it’s real.

“You ready, beautiful?” a deep voice asks from behind me.

Turning my head, I look over my shoulder. I look at my future. My past and future are all wrapped up in one tall, muscular, bearded, tattooed body. How is this my life? I smile at the sight of my man.

“I’m ready,” I say.

It took us a couple of months to actually get out here and pack the apartment up. There has been a lot going on, even if I don’t understand or actually know what any of it is or what it means. Club business and that federal group—all of it—which has been nerve-racking, at the least, considering Jasmine has disappeared.

“Your Tesla is all sold and handled. Cash in hand,” Evan adds as he holds out his hand for me. “And the truck is already heading back.”

“Already?” I ask.

He grins. “You’ve been standing in here for at least an hour, Spencer.”

My eyes widen. I feel like I’ve been standing here for five minutes. Once I walk out of this apartment, I know I’ll never be back here again. I’m no longer this girl.

My world has been flipped around, turned upside down, and restarted. I never imagined this for myself, but it’s the sweetest ending and beginning all at the same time. Together, we walk out of the apartment, hand in hand, and I close the door behind me.

I’m not sure what the details of my future hold, but I’m excited about it nonetheless. We make our way down the staircase, and then he walks us over to a brand-new mint-green-and-white Bronco.

Evan reaches for the passenger door handle. “Evan, what are you doing?” I hiss.

He turns his head, looking over his shoulder at me with a smirk. “Hop on in, beautiful.”

“Evan?” I ask.

He laughs softly. “The Tesla is gone. I told you it had to go because it just won’t work in East Texas.”

“You did, but you didn’t say anything about a new car,” I say.

He steps away from the car and lifts his hand. His palm cups my cheek as he looks into my eyes. “Beautiful, I’m your man. You’re giving me more than I could ever dream of. Moving back to Pineville, living in my cabin, sharing a whole fucking life with me. The least I could do was buy you a car.”

Tears fill my eyes. His words are beautiful. He is beautiful. I love everything about Evan Hughes, and in this moment, I love him even more. It’s not about the car. It’s about everything else.

“I don’t need the car,” I whisper. “Just you.”

He hums and leans forward, resting his forehead against mine. I feel the weight of his body against my own. He’s breathing heavily, almost panting before he speaks, and when he does, I feel his warm breath wash over my face.

I love him.

No other words matter, but when he speaks again, it’s like he calms every single fear I’ve ever had in just a few sentences. This is the kind of man I always wanted for myself, but I just didn’t know who it would be. Never in my wildest dreams did I think it would be Evan. I thought that chapter was done the day I walked away from him and went to college.

“And I know you don’t need a fucking thing, but I’m going to spend my entire life giving you everything, Spencer. You make my life worth living, and I plan on showing you that every goddamn day.”

“I love you,” I whisper.

No other words need to be said. Instead, just the three most important ones.

“I love you, too, beautiful. Let’s go home.”

Home.

And home is where we go—our home.

BREW

THREE MONTHS LATER

There are balloons and shit everywhere, cupcakes and desserts, food, loud music, and toddlers running around. This is fucking family right here. Adam turns seven. It’s the first birthday he’s ever celebrated here, and my brother is going to do it up right, and right he does.

The clubhouse has turned into a romper room and not a sexy one. Family surrounds us as we pass through the door. I almost laugh, mainly because it’s hilarious to have a kid’s birthday party in the bar of an MC clubhouse, but here the fuck we are.

There are cartoon dogs dressed up as policemen everywhere, and the irony of it all makes me laugh. “Do you think this is enough?” Spencer asks, holding up the gift by the handles.

Looking at her hand, I smile, then shift my gaze back to the table where there are gifts, just like ours, lined up. They are different shapes and sizes, but I would guess we’re all getting him equal gifts.

“It’ll be fine, beautiful,” I rasp.

She gives me a shy smile and moves toward the table. Dropping my hand from hers, I watch her walk over and then set the gift down. Adam runs toward her and wraps his arms around her thighs. I watch as Spencer returns the hug and pats him on the head.

Adam runs off a moment later, and Spencer makes her way over toward the women. Kyle places her hand on her round belly, and I find myself watching her a little closer than I probably should.

“You good?” Gnaw asks from beside me.

With a grunt, I rip my gaze from his woman and look at him. “I want that, Spencer carrying my kid. That’s all I was thinking.”

Gnaw grins. “Better get on it, old man.”

He’s not fucking wrong. “Guess I better marry her fast, then. Don’t think she’d be open to it otherwise.”

“You’re not getting any younger. At this rate, you’re gonna be fifty, walking your kid to their first day of school.”

I can’t contain my laughter. Placing my hand on my belly, I shake my head a couple of times. “You are not fucking wrong on that.”

I move to the bar as I think about the conversation. I need to propose to Spencer, but at the same time, I can’t. That needs to be done when Clink is out of the pen. She wouldn’t marry me, and I wouldn’t ask her without her brother free.

So, it seems as if I’ll indeed be the fifty-year-old walking my kid to their first class at the elementary school after all.

The party continues. Men chat, drink, and eat. The women run after toddlers and the birthday boy is given all of the attention possible, including the whole room going quiet to sing the birthday song.

Never been to a kid’s party before, but I have to guess that this is one amazing birthday party. What kid doesn’t want to be surrounded by his aunts and uncles? Then we watch him open his gifts.

It’s a good fucking day, and I never thought I would have so much fun at a party, but Adam just isn’t some kid at the club. He’s my nephew by blood. I lift the beer bottle to my lips when he gets to my gift and shouts an excited thank-you across the bar.

Feeling fingers wrap around my shoulder, I look to the side to find those pink-painted nails that were wrapped around my cock just a few short hours ago. Following those fingers, the wrist, and the arm, I look up at the face they all belong to.

“I told you he’d like it,” I say.

Her lips curve up into a small smile. “Do you get tired of it?” she asks. I hum as my answer, but I don’t say anything, instead waiting for her to continue. “Of being right all the time?”

I can’t contain my laughter. I wrap my fingers around her wrist and tug her around to the front of my body. Encircling her with my arms, I look into her eyes. She is smiling down at me, shaking her head from side to side as my chuckles die down.

“It’s not me who is always right. At the risk of sounding like a complete fucking pussy in my own clubhouse, it’s you, beautiful. It’s always been you, and you knew a long time ago what I was too goddamn blind to see. So, you’re the one who is right, not me.”

Spencer smiles, her gaze focused on mine and nowhere else. “We’ll just have to agree to disagree.”

Pulling her closer to me, I touch my mouth to hers. “Our life is perfect just as it is, but I want what they have,” I rasp. “When it’s time.”

“When it’s time?” she asks.

I dip my chin in a single nod. “When our whole family is here. Not when we’re separated like this.”

“You mean Humble?” Spencer asks.

Shifting my head back slightly, I study her gaze, holding it with my own. “I mean Humble,” I confirm. “Wouldn’t be right to get married, have kids, any of that shit, without him.”

Spencer cups my cheeks as her eyes search mine. Tears fill her eyes. I watch as they slide down her cheeks. Then she leans forward, and I feel her lips touch mine. She doesn’t deepen the kiss. Instead, she speaks.

“You, Evan Hughes, are always right,” she exhales.

This life is ugly. It can be downright horrific. There are murders, births, rebirths, and tragedies. But it also has its bittersweet moments as well. This is one of those. Not because my woman isn’t perfect but because we are in a state of limbo until Clink gets out of prison.

And as fucking annoying as that is for us, it’s selfish for me to even think that because he’s the one living in hell right now while I’m here, breathing freely.

“You can show me just how right I am later and how much you love me for it,” I say with a smile.

“You know I will. Don’t I always?” She laughs softly, then pushes away from me. I let her go, watching as she walks over to the women.

It’s a great fucking view, her ass as she moves across the room. I watch her, knowing that I don’t deserve her. I am a fucking murderer—a savage. Everything I do for this club is illegal, or at least skirts the illegal. She is all things good, and I’m not worthy of her.

But I love Spencer Maddison, and I’m going to earn her every day until the day I die.
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