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***Lochlan***

“Nooooooo,” I hear myself yell as I jolt out of my nightmare. “Fuck,” I mutter to myself as I wipe away the sweat on my face and realize I’m bathing in it. My fucking sheets are drenched.

Ripping the sheets off, I throw them into the hamper and step underneath the shower. My mind is racing to snap myself back together. It’s been years since I’ve had a nightmare. That nightmare. The one that was very much a reality but comes back to haunt me when something happens that triggers it.

I know very well what triggered it this time. Xena. Doll’s friend with the freckled face and the red hair. The woman woke up feelings inside me that I didn’t think my body was capable of anymore. 

She thought she saw through me, poking a hole in the sneer I use to throw people off. The bracelets I wear. Three beaded, green bracelets. I always tell people my kid made them for me if they make a remark about how hideous they are. Then they feel shitty that they insulted a kid. 

I’ve told my brothers that story so many times. They think they know me, they all think they know me. My brothers think I don’t have kids. That might be true now...but I had one once. I remember when she made me those bracelets and how proud she was...how proud I was. But I don’t have kids, right? Not anymore...

I shut off the water and towel off before I get dressed and head out. I don’t care if it’s the middle of the damn night. I need a drink and I need it now. It’s not like I can get any sleep anyway. Once the nightmares start, they will continue for nights on end. I can’t even stay in my room, I feel too damn crowded with the walls closing in on me.

The first two bars I drive by are already closed. Fuck, even this is damn pointless. I take a left and decide to go home. Maybe I can sneak into my Prez’s house and snatch a bottle of whiskey. I rarely drink, sometimes a beer here or there, but that’s it. I only need more when the nightmares haunt me or when it’s my daughter’s birthday—which happens to be tomorrow—or the day this fucking world took her away from me.

Right now, I need the booze to take away my demons. Demons that woman fired up inside me. One day earlier than normal for me to start drinking, but I need to shove them the fuck away. What I don’t need in my life is a woman. Not now, not ever; I ain’t letting anyone in, ever again.

My eye catches movement up ahead and the name of the bar flashes in neon; Abel’s. I guide my bike to a stop and I’m standing in front of the bar and strolling to the door before I know it. Damn, I really shouldn’t, but my throat is dry and it’s not like Xena would be at her brother’s bar. Not at this time of night anyway. 

Yeah, Abel is the name of Xena’s brother, and it’s as if life is taunting me...with her brother’s bar seeming to be the only one still open at this time of night. Shit. Hell of a way to get her off my mind, huh? Booze. I need booze to drown her out.

Who is Xena? She’s the best friend of Doll whom is my brother, Ramrod’s ol’lady. And just her name as a reminder flashes a picture of her through my mind, making my cock hard. She’s the main reason I need a drink today; to forget all about her. No kids, no women. 

Women always want babies and lovey-dovey shit. I will never, ever, have what my heart can’t handle. My heart was filled with the love I gave Harmony, and what she gave back...five fucking years. That’s how long I loved being a father, that’s how long I had her in my life until she was ripped away. I don’t even glance around me but stalk straight up to the bar and plant my ass on a barstool. 

“Whiskey,” I grunt, and it doesn’t take long for it to magically appear in front of me.

Picking it up, I throw it back with my eyes closed and smack the empty glass on the counter. “Another one, and keep ‘em coming,” I tell the bartender, my throat still raw from the burn of the whiskey.

Loud music is the only thing that enters my head, that, and the generous flow of whiskey. The bartender...fuck knows if it’s a dude or a chick—I don’t care enough to check—keeps serving me while I keep my head down and sulk in my own misery.

Enough time, and whiskey, passes for my brain to fog up in a comfortable zone of ‘who the fuck cares about anything.’ I try to get another whiskey, well...I think my demand for another came out somewhat slurred but clear enough to indicate I need another whiskey, but there’s a negative response this time.

“’Nother,” I grumble a little louder.

A hand smacks the counter in front of me. “I said, no.”

“No need to be grouchy about it,” I mutter to myself but the snort coming from the bartender makes me raise my head.

No. Damn. Way. Freckles and red hair bundled up in a messy...bird nest? “What’s with the...bundle?” I ask and point at her head.

Her eyes go up as if she can check her damn hair herself as she fucking shakes her tits and adds, “Roaring twenties theme night.”

My mind autocorrects and all that enters my brain is ‘roaring titties night,’ and it makes me wonder, “So why are your tits covered when it’s roaring titties night?”

“And that, drunky-bear, is the very reason you’re not getting any more drinks from me,” she snorts and shakes her head.

I’m still stunned at her whole appearance and the words she threw at me, not making any sense and yet still sexy as fuck. And what the hell? I can’t seem to escape her even if I tried to drown myself with booze, so I might as well give in, right?

“How about we do something else besides drinking?” There, I managed one complete sentence without slurring.

She kills the music and flips off some of the lights. This makes me glance around and now I notice we’re the only ones left.

“Where did everybody go?” I question while I still glance around the empty bar.

“You’ve been my only customer for the last hour and a half. And you’re lucky I let you come inside since I was closing when you strolled past me.”

“Why the fuck are you running the bar alone? Where’s your damn brother?” I growl angrily at the fact she’s alone and something seriously bad could have happened.

“I’m not running the bar alone, Lochlan. Did you not notice the three guys you passed when you entered the bar? One bouncer, two bartenders. I did mention I was closing up when you stalked inside, right? I know you, it’s the only reason I let you in and told the guys to go home. I’m bar-sitting for my brother who’s taking a two-week vacation.”

“You don’t fucking know me and you shouldn’t have let me in. I could rape you right the fuck now and you couldn’t do anything to prevent it from happening. What the hell were you thinking?” I seethe and step off the barstool, grabbing the counter to maintain balance. Fuck. I shouldn’t have had those last few drinks.


“I’d like to see you try.” She narrows her eyes at me as she rounds the bar.

Hot. Fucking. Damn.

Short dress with fringe brushing her legs from stalking her way toward me. This woman’s got the longest, leanest, hot-damn-legs I’ve ever seen. And did I mention she’s tall? I’m damn tall and always tower over women but with her? We’re at eye level and I know it’s from the sexy heels she’s wearing but I bet if she were barefoot, she’d still come up to my nose. Red fiery hair and those mass of freckles painting her face a unique way, making my blood pressure rise and huddle in my groin.

“Okay, drunky-bear, eyes up here.” Her voice carries a tight snap in every word.

Pointing at the fringe—while I’m still staring at her long legs—I add more words, letting the anger take over. “That’s what you’re wearing in a bar filled with horny fuckers? I need to have a fucking talk with your brother.”

She grabs my cut, and I have to say...facing off with this woman is making me...

“You’re the only horny fucker in this establishment. As I mentioned earlier, I’d like to see you try. Even if I’m wearing heels, I’ll have you facedown licking the floor before you can so much as touch me.” Her eyes flame with the same ferocity she put in her words and all it does is make me harder for her. But she completely ignores or oversees my desire and continues. “And I know for sure you won’t hurt me, which is the only reason you’re in here while I served you booze. I could have been upstairs watching a movie in bed while playing with my vibrator but no...you needed a drink. But it ends now, you’ve clearly had enough and you need to leave. I’m gonna call you a cab.”

“Why the fuck do you think I wouldn’t hurt you? You don’t even fucking know me,” I growl, becoming frustrated about her careless behavior when it comes to her safety.

“My bestie is your bestie’s girl. You won’t risk hurting me, therefore your ass is in my bar guzzling whiskey,” she simply states.

Bestie? “I don’t have a fucking bestie, he’s my brother.”

“Whatevs’.” She rolls her eyes.

My mind apparently plays catch-up with all the things we said back and forth because I suddenly remember her mentioning something crucial and it makes me wonder, and somehow sobers me up some. “Would you be watching a normal movie or porn while playing with your vibrator?”

The corner of her mouth twitches. “Doesn’t matter, most times I have my eyes closed anyway.”

Aaaaand I’m drunk again, mostly on lust instead of the whiskey that’s taken root in my bloodstream.

“Yeah,” she pats my cheek, “drunky-bear, your time is up. What will it be? A cab or do I need to call your...bestie?” 

“I ain’t got no bestie, and I’m not taking a cab.” I take a step closer and try to tower over her, keeping my hand on the counter while doing so because I might sway a little on my damn feet. “Now go and get me another drink.”

She takes a step back and pats my chest. “Nope, I’m cutting you off, time to go home and get some sleep.” The woman turns on her sexy heels and moves her ass so damn gracefully, the fringe on the hem of her dress is complimenting her every move.

This sight—not her words—make me growl.

Xena glances over her shoulder and sticks out her tongue...I’ll be damned. Instead of a barbell, or the tiny skull she had the last time I saw her piercing, there’s a silver hand in place, flipping me off.

Words pour out of my mouth without thinking. “Give it to my cock, see if he cares.”

Her head tips back and laughter fills the air. It sounds like fucking bells and my cock is twitching to the tune. I push away from the counter and sway a little on my feet. I’ll be damned if I remember this night tomorrow. I should care, I should, and shouldn’t do a lot of things. 

Yet the only thing that consumes my thoughts is spending the night with this chick’s legs wrapped around my neck while my face is resting on her pussy. Or, better plan, my face resting on her tits while my cock is warmed by the tight grip of her slick pussy. Yeah, sounds like a plan.

Dammit, why the hell did I gulp down so much whiskey? I need for the room to stop moving so I can get up the damn stairs, the ones where Xena disappeared...fuck, it’s dark. Not dark enough to not see the whiskey bottle on the counter and snatch it up.

I feel someone grab my cut and help me up the stairs as I stumble into a small...studio? TV, couch, bed, kitchen, all rolled into one. “You live here?”

“My brother, remember? I’m house, slash, bar-sitting,” Xena tells me as she closes the door and leans on it to slip off her heels.

I stumble backwards in the direction of the bed, placing the whiskey bottle on the table along the way. I take off my cut, shirt, and unzip my jeans all while fighting to get out of my boots. “Take off the dress,” I croak and fall back—fully naked—on the mattress.
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***Xena***

Sweet bananas, this man is sculpted to perfection. Inked up perfection, I must say. Not to mention the scruff on his hard jaw adds to the intense sexiness this man oozes. The first time I met him, his hair was somewhat longer and he had a full beard, more like a true Viking with the redness shining through. As if the years of sun and erosion made his hair seem more red or lighter, yet now...the shortness of both his hair and the beard, the color seems somewhat darker, and so is the sexiness.

I get a glimpse of some writing inked on his side, something about a saint and a sinner, past and future before his arm goes down, taking it from my vision. His chest is inked too, appearing as the back of a little girl holding a balloon. His arm is heavily inked and even one of his hands is covered with it. 

Fully naked. The man is lying fully naked and sprawled out on the mattress in front of me. I need a breath or two to get my heartbeat to slow down and my brain cleared of the fog of lust Lochlan brings out inside me.  

I try to keep a straight face, but it’s not like I have to since Lochlan has had enough to drink to not even notice. “Wow, it doesn’t take much to get you naked, does it?”

“Nope.” The man pops the P and sighs as if he’s been tired for days before he adds, “You gave me nightmares so I figured you owe me.”

What is he talking about? I carefully stalk toward him. “Let me get this straight. I give you nightmares, so this gives you the right to get naked in front of me? If you think it’s some kind of payment so I’ll get nightmares too...you’re sadly mistaken, drunky-bear.” I shake my head and mutter to myself, “Quite the opposite. I’ll either stay up all night fantasizing or sleep like a goddess riding orgasm dreams till morning.”

“You trigger nightmares, make my head start to spin, and my fucking heart gallops in a different pattern. All because of you. I’ve tried to avoid you but it seems there’s a reason we keep running into each other so I might as well drown myself in you.”

“My bestie is your brother’s girl,” I mutter nervously. “We’re bound to run into each other all the time.”

I stop at a safe distance from this very tipsy, naked hotness, or at least I think I did until he surges up and in one smooth move, he manages to take off my dress over my head. Okay, I wiggled and held my arms up...you know, all because I need to keep the dress in one piece. Lies, I tell ya! 

Ever since I laid eyes on this hot, huge, biker my pussy and heart squeezed with joy and glee. Except this man either goes growly or hightails out when I’m in the same room as him. Not now, though, now he’s all hands on.

His eyes are following his hands, burning with lust while his face looks like he’s in awe. As if he’s not quite realizing this moment is reality. It’s the main reason I didn’t want to let him go home without knowing he’d be safe. 

He’s had too much to drink too fast. Something is bugging him for sure, and the way he mentioned nightmares and how he wants to drown in me and forget, should make alarm bells ring loud enough to bring the both of us out of the desire we’re both wrapped in.

“Okay, you.” I clear my throat in an effort to gain his attention. Not working. I grab his face in both hands and bring mine closer. “No sex. We’re going to sleep, got me?”

“I got you,” he states and shit, I’m flying through the air with my next breath.

“No sex. Skin to skin is a must, you owe me,” he grumbles.

Again, with his problems being my fault. This man has some serious issues. And, oh, wow, a serious hard-on to go with it. I’m already regretting the no sex rule I set in place, even more when his mouth closes around my nipple.

I used to be self-aware of every detail of my body. The confetti spray of freckles marking my face, my red hair, thin body, no huge breasts, and my height...I could go on but Lochlan is distracting me. 

Besides, I’ve come to terms with every inch of my body that makes me unique and who I am...yet this man makes me aware on a whole other level. Shit. Why do we have to be somewhat the same height? With him pushing up, his dick is now flawlessly lined up with my...

“Awwwww, fuck, that feels good, all tucked in. Now I can finally,” His whole body goes limp and a tiny snore start to rumble.

Holy bananas. Stretched, full, and not able to move because this mountain of a man has me pinned underneath his body. Correction, his very massive, sleeping body. Shifting slightly, I manage to slide to the side so his weight is mostly on his side. Still pinned, still connected in the most intimate of ways.

This night is not how I pictured it to be. I wanted to have a quiet night, watch a movie, have some ice cream, and sleep. The last few days have been long since I’m not used to the dragging hours of working in a bar. I’m not complaining, just stating a fact. This job is certainly not something for me, but my brother deserved a vacation and I had some free time. 

Another thing I didn’t anticipate is Lochlan stalking into the bar. His mood changes when I’m around or he usually just leaves when he’s in the clubhouse or in Ramrod’s house when I come to visit my friend, Doll. 

Never in my wildest dreams would I have thought I’d end up with his dick shoved inside me with him snoring on top of me. Shit. I’m beat too, and with this hot man covering me, I let myself drift off to a comfortable sleep.

Stumbling wakes me up. I’m cold and when I scan the room, I notice Lochlan’s gone. Muffled sounds are coming from downstairs. Dammit. Did he leave and left the door open? I quickly throw on my robe and grab my phone as I slowly descend the stairs. Halfway down I notice Lochlan is sitting on the floor against the bar drinking straight out of a new bottle of whiskey.

What the hell is wrong with him? Carefully—without making a sound—I manage to go upstairs where I call the clubhouse. Glancing at the clock on the wall I notice it’s almost six in the morning. 

“Kray,” a dark voice grunts on the other side.

“Hey. I have Ramrod’s bestie, drunk off his ass, in my bar and I need for one of you to come get him because I seriously think something’s wrong with him,” I ramble.

“Address,” the voice simply grunts.

How odd. “Don’t you need to know who I am or who Ramrod’s bestie is?” 

“Lady, you called the clubhouse, you mentioned one of my brother’s names and how—I can imagine bestie is the female version of best friends—one of our own needs a ride ‘cause he’s drunk. And not to mention you said you think something’s wrong. I’d rather not waste time, now give me the address so I can bring him home.” All righty then. At least he stopped grunting and used normal words.

I rattle off the address and as soon as I do, the line disconnects. I repeat, how odd. Then again, these guys are always there for one another. I’ve seen with my own eyes how my best friend is treasured by her ol’man and it’s the same way with all of them, like one big happy family. I hear a loud bang and glass shattering downstairs. I slide my phone into the pocket of my robe and head downstairs.

Shit, it would have been smart to put on some shoes. It seems Lochlan threw the whiskey bottle against the wall where it shattered on impact. Lochlan is still sitting in the same spot except he’s holding his head in his hands. It pains me to see him like this. Clearly, he’s hurting and I have no idea why. To be honest, I don’t even know him other than the few glimpses I’ve seen over the past few weeks since he always leaves as soon as he sees me. 

I tiptoe to the storage room and grab the broom. I’m halfway done cleaning up the mess when there’s a knock on the window. Luckily these guys all wear the same leather cut so I can open the door without worrying they’re going to harm me or rob me blind. Two guys stroll inside, and holy wow. Talk about a double tag team.

“What happened?” one guy questions as the other one trails his eyes all over me.

Suddenly I don’t feel as comfortable as I was with only having a robe covering me. I take a step back and, “Ouch, dammit,” I snap and hold my foot up. Before I know it, I’m swooped off my feet and carefully placed on a barstool. 

One biker is crouched down, holding me by the ankle while inspecting my wound as the other rushes behind the bar and comes back with the first aid kit. Jeez, these guys work well together without words. The guy’s eyes trail up—the one who’s holding my foot—and a sly smile spreads his face. Suddenly I’m aware my leg is slightly raised, the dude is crouched down, and I’m only wearing a freaking robe. I’m totally flashing my goods here.

“Let go you pervert,” I snap and kick him in the shoulder while I shove the robe along with my hand between my legs.


Lochlan gives a war growl, jumps up and takes the guy down to the floor, his fist starts to fly through the air, landing punches on the guy I flashed.

“Fuck,” the other guy grunts while he tries to drag Lochlan off his buddy.

I’m seriously annoyed I don’t know these guys’ names. 

“Stop!” I snap. “All of you stop. Lochlan, please.” 

Lochlan stops midswing and let’s himself fall back on his ass. He points at the guy he was pounding on and grunts, “Touch her again, and die.” Then he just crumbles to the floor completely and passes out.

The guy—the one who’s still standing—is laughing his ass off. 

“Hey!” I snap. “Stop it. And tell me your name so I can remember who I need to call and ask how he’s doing later today.”

“Kray,” the one who stops laughing tells me and stretches out his hand to pull his buddy up. “And this here is North.”

“Come on, ma’am, enough with the formal introductions. We need to wrap this up and get you to the ER. You need stitches. Kray, get Lochlan in the car and I’ll carry her.”

Kray grabs some bandages and quickly wraps up my foot.

“Wait! I’m not wearing any underwear!” I gasp as North scoops me up and starts to stalk to the door. “Keys! I need to have my keys to lock up.”

Ugh, all the yelling makes me feel less like myself. What a crazy night. No, wait, it’s early morning so last night was insane and now this new day is starting out even worse.

“Be careful with him,” I tell Kray in a stern voice that earns me a raised eyebrow from him in return.

When Kray finally parks in front of the ER, they both jump out and North scoops me up. They start to walk away but clearly, they’re insane.

“You can’t leave him, one of you needs to stay here with him.” I try to wiggle free, I can’t leave Lochlan. “What if he wakes up again? He did when he slept on top of me and went downstairs to drink more and we all saw how that ended.”

“He slept on top of you?” North glances at Kray and they share a look. “We’ll be right back,” North tells Kray, and leaves him to stay with the car.

“He’ll be right back! I can get a cab home,” I tell Kray over North’s shoulder.

“Not happening, pretty one. We picked Lochlan up from your place. He fought a brother to stop him from touching you, and you stood up for him three times now. We need to make sure you’re taken care of,” North simply states.

These two guys are very annoying. Even after a few hours—and lots of stitches and bandages later—we finally get to the clubhouse. This time Kray is dead set on carrying me inside because North explained to Kray how the doctor told me not to put pressure on the wound for the next couple of days to let it heal. 

I hate the stitches and hate even more I can’t stand on it and have to give it time to let it heal. I had an audition scheduled the day after tomorrow for a huge part in a musical. One I can now kiss goodbye for sure. Not to mention I am bar-sitting for my brother. But I still had my phone in my robe pocket so I texted Faith. 

Shit, Doll. Still getting used to calling her Doll instead of her given name, but ever since she met Ramrod, he’s called her Doll and with it everyone else is sticking with Doll. Anyway...I’m happy to see her standing in front of the clubhouse.

“What the hell, Xena?” she scolds and it actually makes me cringe. 

“Help me out here, Doll.” I sigh. “I need you to tell these overgrown muscles I can handle myself perfectly fine and then give me a ride to my brother’s house so I can make a few calls to have the bar covered tonight.”

Ramrod is giving North a hand with dragging Lochlan, who’s still out cold from all the booze he consumed, out of the car.

Doll’s eyes widen. “What did you do to him?”

“Great,” I mutter, “good to know you’re on my side of things, being my bestie and all...me being the one with the stitches.”

Doll’s head tips back and she laughs, dammit. 

“Oh, shut up, we both know you’re the one in the center when something happens,” Doll snickers.

“I really didn’t do anything,” I mutter again and suddenly the events of the last few hours—and lack of sleep—come crushing in, making me snap at her. “Just get me to my brother’s place, okay? These bozos won’t let me leave their sight.”

“Don’t snap at my ol’lady,” Ramrod growls. “I’ll drive you home when I’ve dragged Lochlan to his room.” 

“She can’t go, look at her foot.” Doll points at the thing attached to me as it is starting to painfully throb. Dammit, they weren’t kidding when they said I needed to keep it raised.

“I’m going. The only thing I’m wearing is the bandage around my foot and a freaking robe. I. Am. Going. The hell. H. O. M. E.”

“Correction, to your brother’s home. You know, because you don’t have one of those home thingies.” Leave it to my best friend to shoot me an all-knowing smile, showing how she isn’t affected at all by my little outburst and instead rubs my current situation back in my face for her own amusement.

“Whatever,” I grumble. 

I want to be by myself and catch up on some sleep after I’ve made sure I can actually keep my foot up the next few days. I don’t want to call my brother—no need to cut his vacation short—he needs and mostly deserves a break from work. Dammit. 

And she’s also right about me not having a house. I tend to move from time to time, just grab my personal stuff and move on, fresh start and all. I’m not tied to anything and only have myself to care for; just the way I like it.

“Come on, put her in the car, I’ll drive.” Ramrod walks out of the clubhouse and addresses Kray who’s still holding me. Me. As if I weigh nothing. Well, I might be tall but I’m thin so it balances it out some. I’m not used to being carried around—not like the swift lifts during dancing on the stage anyway—and it all adds to the screwed-up day I’m having.

Kray helps me get inside their car and I can’t help but snap, “You’d better keep an eye on him.” I don’t need to add Lochlan’s name for Kray to know who I’m talking about. 

Kray gives a nod and grabs his phone to hold it out to me. “Put your number in there and I’ll send you a text when he wakes up.”

I quickly do as he says before we finally head to my brother’s house. I can’t help but wonder what went on in Lochlan’s head. Something’s up, that’s for sure...and not even his brothers seem to have an idea. This makes worry flare up inside me even more. I have to let it go, though. He’s not mine. We’re not even friends. Besides, I have bigger things to deal with right now...taking care of my foot being one of those.
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***Lochlan***

If my head wasn’t bound to explode any damn second, I’d rush to the bathroom and try to puke my guts out. But I hate puking. And I hate booze even more. I never fucking drink more than a beer or two. Twice a year more than a bottle of stronger shit to drown myself in the misery my life will always be wrapped up in. 

Today is Harmony’s birthday—my usual drinking day—and now I fucking can’t because of the way I feel. Dammit, this hangover is kicking my ass; I’ll never fucking drink ever again. 

Harmony. Not the name I’d pick for my daughter but it wasn’t like I had a choice. Her mother didn’t even allow me to have a say in any of it. She just needed my sperm—without me knowing—because she wanted a kid.

I never wanted kids. I actually threw up when Melody told me she was pregnant. Melody. Harmony. I mentioned I didn’t have any say in anything, right? Yeah. A meaningless one-night stand turned into a connection for life. Young and stupid, not prepared for tricks desperate woman do to obtain something for their own stinking self-benefit.

But Harmony did turn out to be my fucking everything...until I lost everything. The memory makes bile rise up into my throat and I stride into the bathroom to empty my stomach. Fucking memories...a love hate thing. A never-ending loop of heart pull.

It’s the reason I don’t date—I might flirt and keep up appearances around my brothers—but I don’t want an ol’lady and for fucking sure never shove my...fuck. The mere thought of sliding my cock inside a woman’s pussy brings out an overwhelming feeling of comfort. Almost realistic, a memory. I fall back on my ass and wipe my mouth with the back of my hand, closing my eyes for a brief instant.

The vision of Xena stretched out underneath me, naked, flashes before my eyes and again my cock tingles with the reminder of being wrapped in the tightest, and hottest, pussy. Impossible. I’d never do something that stupid. It didn’t happen, my mind is playing tricks on me. It’s Xena, she’s got me all in fucking knots. The first damn woman who rises shit inside me I not only repel, but don’t fucking need or will ever give into.

Not normally. But shit...the fucking whiskey. I groan and hold on to my head and again a vivid image appears where I take one of her breasts in my hand. In my mouth, my cock shoving deep...then nothing. Fuck. 


No memory of wrapping up, I don’t even carry fucking condoms and I’m pretty sure the feeling of entering her body isn’t a fragment of my imagination. I went to her brother’s bar. I remember her being there...dammit, the whiskey is making shit blurry. 

Today of all days, fucking hell. I gotta head over to her and make sure she takes a morning after pill, even if she tells me we used a condom. One can never trust women; I learned that the hard way with Melody. Hence the reason I made sure it won’t ever happen again. 

Though I’m pretty sure I didn’t use a condom. Even if the chance is very fucking tiny—more like one in a billion—since nothing is ever a hundred percent safe. Because if the unthinkable happens...again...that’s on me, I’ll take full responsibility. But I can’t even remember having sex. This is bad. Again, I groan at my own stupidity. I knew this woman would be trouble, I fucking knew it.

From the moment I laid eyes on Xena when she came to check on her best friend, Doll, I knew she’d be the kind of trouble I don’t need in my fucked-up life. Doll’s a nice person though, and even when she had all the odds against her, there was something about her that made me step up and give her some of my trust. 

Turns out, I was right and Doll could be trusted. Like all the other ol’ladies in this club. These are the only women who have my complete respect and trust. Something I don’t give easily. I stepped up for Doll because my gut told me she could be trusted. Like how my gut is telling me now Xena will be a woman who can shake my heart on its foundation. Not something I’ll ever fucking need.

I’ve slept like the dead for hours. I check the time and notice it’s ten at night. Great, a whole day wasted. I take a quick shower, some painkillers, and leave my room fully dressed and head for my bike. 

Once I’m on the road and heading for Xena, I notice in the rearview mirror both Kray and North are following me. Nothing I can do about it right now, and maybe it’s just a coincidence. Meanwhile my mind is racing about what to say when I get there. Going to be one hell of a weird conversation, that’s for damn sure.

I manage to park my bike and enter the bar before Kray and North get off their bikes. Not a coincidence...they were following me. Damn, makes me wonder what the hell went on last night since I also had a flashback of punching North and my knuckles show they had some action. Not something I want to go into, I have more important shit to deal with right now.

There are a few people sitting at the bar and some more at the tables alongside the walls. It’s quite busy. I give a nod to the bouncer who’s eying me with his arms crossed in front of his chest. I bet many guys would be intimidated, for damn sure I ain’t one of them.

A glimpse of fiery red hair catches my attention and I notice Xena serving some dude a beer. She gives the man a smile, one that doesn’t reach her eyes and when I get closer, I can tell she’s hiding pain. Don’t ask me how I know, I just do. It’s one of my many talents to notice people’s emotions through the tiny tells in a face or how one holds their body. 

And she’s been around the clubhouse many times visiting her friend. I’d always stay in the background with my eyes pinned on her. Until she’d notice me, then I’d hightail out, avoiding any contact.

Xena stumbles but catches herself. More fucking pain laces her face and it makes anger take root inside my veins. I slam my hand on top of the counter, catching her attention. “What the hell is wrong with you?”

Okay, wrong of me to throw it out like this, but cutting right to the bullshit and into the ‘get to the bottom of it’ is something we both need.

“I could ask you the same question,” she spits back.

“Lochlan, come on, man...take it easy,” Kray says from behind me.

“Yes, listen to Kray, take it easy.” Her gaze slides to Kray. “Why didn’t you keep him at the clubhouse? And why didn’t you text me?” 

Text her? Kray’s got her number? What the hell? Dismissing this tiny piece of information for now, I growl, “Hey, I’m talking to you, answer the damn question. Why the fuck are you in pain?”

“It’s none of your business, now leave. I have customers waiting,” she snaps and is about to step away.

I can’t let her and wrap my fingers around her wrist. “I’m not done talking to you.” I lean over the bar and lower my voice. “Did we fuck? Did we use a condom? Either way, you need to get the morning after pill, just to be sure.”

“To answer your questions—and be done with this discussion—no, not exactly. No, and no. Trust me, there’s no need for me to take a morning after pill. Now I’m telling you nicely for the last damn time...Get. The. Motherfucking hell. Out of here.”

“Not before I see you take...wait, what do you mean not exactly?”

She groans and shakes her head.  “You don’t remember,” her voice drops to a whisper, “you shoved it in there and fell asleep.”

Great. Not counting I failed my ego stroking reputation that links with my damn appearance—guaranteed and able to prevail—I can’t even vividly remember shoving my cock inside the woman who knocks me off my damn rocker.

Nonetheless. “We need to make sure you’re not pregnant,” I growl somewhat louder than I intend it to come out.

Anger and hurt wash over her face and yet her voice is as sweet as dripping honey when she says, “Why don’t you get out of here, buy a nice juicy ribeye, and choke on it.” 

Okay, the choke on it part is where she’s seething and I feel a hand gripping my shoulder, pulling me back while spinning me around, right before a fist hits my eye.

A guy with red hair gets in my face and snaps in a low voice for my ears only, “It’s medically impossible for her to get pregnant, asshole. You heard her, and now I’m telling you...get the fuck out of my bar.”

What? That can’t be...it’s medically impossible for me too. After what happened in my past, I had myself fixed. I mean, if you don’t want something, never asked for it, and get it anyway, only to realize you fucking love the shit out of it, and then have it ripped away from you in the worst of ways...let’s just say I never want a repeat ever again.

But I know there might also be a few percent risk with how life finds a way and your body healing...I never want to take a risk ever again, so I needed to make a hundred percent sure no swimmers ever take a dive into a pussy, one percent risk with me fixed or none, my head can’t deal with it.

Yet now? My heart drops and it’s not only shame that overtakes me but confusion and anger. Anger at myself for deflecting my own fears on someone else who deals with fucked up personal things. Personal shit I don’t know a damn about because I don’t even know her well enough. Fuck. I watch how Xena is rounding the bar, half limping and trying not to put too much weight on one foot. 

“What the hell happened to you? You can barely walk,” I ask again, trying to ignore her brother who’s still in my face, but turns to check on his sister.

She narrows her eyes. “It’s nothing.” 

“When we got here to pick you up, she was barefoot and sweeping the floor, glass was everywhere and she stepped in some. It looked like a broken whiskey bottle,” Kray easily supplies and it’s like I’m being stabbed by a shard of glass because my memory doesn’t fail me when I clearly remember throwing a whiskey bottle against the wall. 

Fuck. 

“It’s my fault,” I mutter to myself. “I threw the bottle, didn’t I?” I ask her, emotions taking over and making my fucking voice crack.

“It’s nothing, I’m fine. You obviously had personal things to deal with.” She directs her attention to Kray, “Which is why I asked you to keep an eye on him.”

She asked Kray to keep an eye on me? There’s the reason why he has her number. This also makes me realize—along with her brother’s words and his fist to my eye—she wasn’t lying when she told me about not needing the morning after pill.

Fuck life for making me doubt all women because of one rotten apple and I know it’s not an excuse but come the hell on, it’s making my head spin even more because it crushes my damn heart to know she’s hurting because of me. I made a dick out of myself and lashed out at her while all she does is make sure I’m okay.

Wait. “If you cut your foot, why the hell are you standing on it?” I growl.

“That’s what I would like to know,” her brother adds in an angry and concerned voice.

“Because Bill called in sick, and everyone else is working and it’s kinda busy as you can see. And why in the hell are you here while your ass should still be in a hotel, sucking up vacation time?” I’m actually glad her anger is directed at her brother and not at me.

Great, my cock is hard by her lashing out with that pierced tongue while those fiery red locks of hair wave around from pointing an accusing finger at her brother.

“I don’t like vacation,” her brother grumbles. “I had enough of doing nothing and was itching to get back to work, even before I got the call I was needed back. I’m here now, you’re going upstairs to rest. I’ll take the couch, and you can still crash in my bed while you’re apartment hunting, okay?”

“She can’t go up and down the stairs. And what’s up with apartment hunting?” I ask her brother while Xena grumbles something that sounds like “None of your business.”

“My sister here, in case you didn’t know yet, is a ‘dive in head first, ask questions later’ girl and once again gave up her apartment before finding a new one. Hence the reason she asked me if she could crash on my couch but you just heard me offer her my bed instead because she’s hurt.” He eyes me a moment before glancing at his sister and back to me when he adds, “Or do you have a better option? Seeing you owe her with this shit being your fault and all.” The fucker crosses his arms in front of his chest and narrows his eyes at me.

I offer him my hand. “Lochlan. And yeah, I do have a better offer. A space without stairs and someone who will keep an eye on her to keep her foot elevated.”

“I’m standing right here, you idiots, and a hotel is right around the corner. I won’t be needing the couch or your damn bed, Abel. And who the hell called you? You know what? Never mind,” Xena seethes and spins on her heels—or fucking tries to.

I manage to grab hold of her elbow, giving her support while she finds her balance. She growls at me and rips away from my grip.

“I called him,” North quips. “Your worries for Lochlan, and the way you put them above your own...add the way Lochlan reacts around you but was sleeping off his hangover, we took it upon ourselves to take his place and look out for you. Hence the reason we informed your brother of the fact he was needed back at the bar.”

“Cool, it’s settled then,” her brother, Abel, states.


I give him a nod in return, taking the opportunity to take care of his sister with his blessing. I damn well owe her with me being the reason she sliced her foot open in the first place. Not to mention I need to make up for the fact I acted like a jerk and I get the feeling I don’t even know half of it.

Bad idea, fucked up timing with it being Harmony’s birthday today out of all days, but I have to put my own shit aside to step up for Xena. She did the same for me, and like I said...I feel like I owe her even more than that by the sound of what went down last night and mere minutes ago.

“Nothing is settled, bozos,” Xena snaps. “I don’t need jack shit from any of you. And seeing you’re back from vacation, you can run your damn bar yourself. And you two, Kray and North, keep an eye on your bestie so he doesn’t cause any more destruction, mainly to himself. I’m going to grab my bag and head for some peace and quiet since I’m not able to audition anyway so I’m the one with vacation time now.”

“Stop calling a brother a fucking bestie. The term bestie is reserved for women, not dudes.” I sigh, and know damn well she uses the word bestie to taunt and annoy because the way she pronounces it...it leaves little room for confusion.

“Whatevs’,” she snaps in the same tone and stomps her foot, the injured one, making her curse and scream, “Ouch.” As she closes her eyes I can tell she’s bracing herself to wait for the pain to fade.

Pain which slices straight through my chest. This damn woman. The first woman who shakes my life in a way where I want to ride every wave. Crazy. And even though it scared the shit out of me at first...I’m now intrigued with every new detail I get, every chance to learn more about her and her damn unselfish ways, looking out for me instead of taking care of herself first. 

And I do need more, for now at least to figure her out or hell...to keep it to her terms; become besties. This realization makes my decision even more final than it already was.


Killing two birds with one stone, I pick her up in one swoop to get her off her feet. “Kray, go get her bag from upstairs. She’s coming with me.” She starts to wiggle and I tighten my grip. “Stop wiggling. I don’t want to drop you and that foot of yours needs to be taken care of. You’re spending the next few days in my company, and hey...look at it this way, you don’t have to ask Kray and North to keep an eye on me. You can do it yourself while I make sure your foot heals. And you kinda owe me since I’m the one who smashed the bottle that caused you to step on glass. Soothe the guilty ache I have in the pit of my stomach, Xena.”

All she does is glare at me, but at least she stopped wiggling. I can see her thinking and like I mentioned, she’s unselfish and lets me talk her into giving me a chance to fix the guilt I have by throwing a guilt trip back on her. No fucking way she’s gonna reject me, I damn well know it deep down.

“Got it,” Kray states as he holds out a large duffel bag. “Or I assume it is since it was the only bag in plain sight.”

The woman in my arms keeps her lips sealed but her brother answers for her. “It’s hers. And I’ll be expecting daily updates, Lochlan. And if I so much as hear she’s being mistreated.”

“I know how to fucking respect a woman, no damn way I’ll disrespect her.” I should add ‘again’ to my statement. I did a piss-poor job of respecting her when I came barging into the bar earlier.

As I glance down, I’m caught by Xena’s glare and she even manages to raise one of her perfectly groomed eyebrows as if she’s heard what just went through my mind.

Fuck it. “Tough luck, rusty fox. You and I are gonna be fucking besties.”

“Fine,” she growls in defeat. “Minus the fucking, though. Because I’m not going to do anything that might involve intimacy. No touching either. Not even with a ten-foot pole. Besties or not, I consider you a straight A-asshole.”

“I can live with that.” I chuckle, shoot her a wink, and lower my voice to a seductive caress near her ear. “For now, ‘cause I’m always up for a challenge and I consider you, a straight A-adorable woman, a little hothead at times too. One this asshole will keep in check while helping your adorable, yet hot, ass get back on your feet. Or so to say.”

Fuck. Where the hell did that came from? She’s dangerous. I already knew, it’s the reason I always kept my distance...but I guess we’re about to find out to what extent.
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***Xena***

He set me on top of the mattress then the straight A-asshole walked across the room, grabbed some files and plunked down in a chair. Oh, not before he handed me some painkillers and told me to rest. He said he could tell by my face how my foot was giving me trouble and I could take a shower later when the painkillers kicked in.

Well, yes, a kind gesture, but come on...as if all the men around me have gone berserk and team up while trying to run my life. My life. I never hand over any decision. I always take my own, hence it being my own damn life.

Like now. My fingers dance over the screen of my phone to text my best friend. Doll will come and get me out of here. Or at least let me spend a day or two at her place. It would be nice, knowing these bikers stick together. It’s not like Lochlan owns me. Nobody owns me. And I for sure don’t owe him any loyalty. 

“Asshole,” I mutter, frustration boiling over.

The way he threw out how I needed to get the morning after pill. Not to mention the utter look of panic in his eyes. I remember when I first met him, how I mentioned the beaded bracelet around his wrist, he said his kid made it. I was about to apologize for my snarky remark, but the way he said it? It was a defense mechanism kicking in, loud and clear. I called him out on it but there was something in his eyes that caught my attention.

I didn’t say anything then...but his outburst in the bar? Demanding me to take a morning after pill...shit. There’s something going on with him alright. I’m fairly sure he keeps it all inside and even his brothers don’t know what he’s struggling with. What it is? I have no clue, and yet deep down I know it’s got something to do with a kid. Maybe he lost one or an ex is preventing him from seeing his kid? Maybe he was the one unwanted...something about his parents maybe?

Ugh, shit. See? I don’t need a mess of things to clean up. I have my own stuff to deal with. An injury that will take time to heal and prevents me from doing my job. It’s not like I need the income, I’ve saved up enough to keep me floating for a few years, but I happen to love what I do. But I had the bright idea of moving again so now I don’t have a nice place of my own to put my feet up without bothering anyone else. Talk about shitty timing.

Every once in a while, I switch apartments. And this time the reason for doing so was because I wanted to live closer to my best friend, Doll. I’m always one who lives in the moment, my brother wasn’t kidding when he mentioned it to Lochlan. I always do and maybe along the way my head will kick in, but the rush of the moment is where adrenaline spikes, making the unexpected so much more fun.

Muttering to myself doesn’t have any impact on Lochlan who’s got his nose in some papers. He’s reading and checking photographs. I have no clue why but when my phone dings with an incoming message, his head flashes up and his eyes lock on mine.

I ignore him and check the message Doll sent me. Dammit. How can Ramrod tell her she can’t interfere? She’s my best-freaking-friend. Ugh. I glance at Lochlan who flat-out smirks at me. Asshole. He probably knew I’d reach out to Doll and made sure his buddy backed him up.

Change of plans. Annoy the asshole until he’s fed up with my presence. “What are you reading? Anything interesting?”

His eyes leave mine and slide down to focus on the papers he’s holding. “Work,” he grumbles.

“Ah, can I help?” I offer. 

Doll told me a little about how this MC works. They solve cold cases or cases where law enforcement’s backs are against the wall. Then these guys take over and handle it accordingly. 

“No,” he snaps without looking up.

“Oh, come on. I’m smart, good with solving puzzles, watch the news and lots of crime series and such. And it’s not like I have anything else to do. I could give you my highly valuable input. Maybe even solve the case for you guys.”

Okay, I meant to snag his attention by stating this but I didn’t expect him to rise up—papers and photographs littering the floor—as he stalks toward me with some serious fury painting his face.

“Doll spilled club information?” he growls.

Well, damn. “She’s my best friend...and I might have twisted her arm a bit. I swear I never told a soul, I’d never betray her secrets. I mean, I only told you because you’re a part of this MC and obviously know how things work. I only wanted to help you out. Never mind. It’s nothing. My lips are sealed. Consider the last few minutes nonexistent and we’ll be all dandy. Besides, you and I are supposed to be besties too. Best friends keep secrets and don’t go all explosive and killer eyes on each other when someone knows something about someone and this someone,”

“Stop talking, you’re rambling,” the asshole grumbles and sits down on the bed, making the mattress dip. “You can’t ever mention, or even hint about, this stuff to strangers. Also, be sure to keep your lips sealed when my Prez or any of my brothers are around for that matter. Only ol’ladies have the honor of knowing some club business. My Prez’s ol’lady helps from time to time with some of the cases. I’ll allow you to help, if you will stay here until you find a place of your own. Allowing your foot to heal in the process. And just so we’re clear...all of this stays between us,” he groans before adding, “between besties. Got it?”

The corner of my mouth twitches as my heart skips a beat. He said besties. Yup, immature, but I like to tease others with it and I got him to say it too. It just makes me all giddy inside. “Got it. And yes, deal.”

Have a roof over my head and get to know if this asshole has more sides to him than the inked up muscled and the flip of a coin attitude? Sign me up. 

Wait. “There’s only one bed.”

“Noticed that, huh?” Lochlan chuckles. “You’re right, you are smart.”

“Well?” I question while scooting away from him. 

His huge frame suddenly takes up too much space around me, even if he’s only sitting on the side of the bed, I can’t imagine sleeping together in it.

“We’re sharing the bed, Xena. We’re both adults here,” he snaps and stands to make himself busy with snatching up the papers littering the floor.

“Right. No touchy feels with you being allergic to having sexual contact, making you lash and freak the fuck out. Come to think of it...I’m pretty damn safe sleeping next to you without a single worry of you pulling another stunt like filling me up in one stroke and falling asleep right after. Oh, no, wait...even that’s safe enough.” I roll my eyes and feel some of my anger rising again.

He’s such an asshole with his whole attitude merged like a rubber band, stretching with the threat of snapping on every turn. 

“What do you think you’re doing?’ he growls. A lot, growling seems to be his thing.

I don’t give him a glance but start to undress. “The painkillers should have kicked in already but my foot is throbbing like crazy. I need to get the tape off. I’m going to take a shower after I’ve pulled it off and cover the stitches so they won’t get wet. See? I can take care of myself pretty damn well.”

“No. What I meant was, what do you think you’re doing walking out while we’re having a discussion.” Surprise, surprise, the annoying man growls.

“Well, excuse me, asshole. I was under the assumption you didn’t want to discuss your highly sensitive reaction to last night and a few hours ago. But by all means,” I let myself drop forward on the mattress and place my elbows on it, taking my head in my hands, I add, “I’m all ears.”

“I have issues.” He sighs and scrubs a hand over his face. “Women tend to lie, and in some situations, have all the power to twist your balls.”

“Wow,” I breathe, suddenly it clicks. “Your ex really did pull a number on you.”

His gaze hits mine and I actually have to do a double take at the emotions swirling in there. Fear, anger, loss, pain...so much pain my heart squeezes for this man. Understanding dawns. The bracelets. My eyes travel to them and back up, he catches the movement and winces. 

“Okay,” I softly tell him and shrug. “Don’t worry about it. All is forgiven and besides, I’m the one coming out on the winner’s side with a warm bed at night right near my bestie. Oh, and gaining a bestie. Let’s not forget about that little fact, huh? Yeah, lucky me. Except for the cut on my foot. I’m not able to audition and you telling me to let it heal...I’d like some chocolate. You know, extra compensation. If you don’t have it, tough luck, go get on that bike of yours and get some for me.”

I push up and try to glare, hoping to guide us out of the heavy discussion he clearly never wants to have. My heart squeezes again because all of the signs and from what my gut tells me...I’m almost sure Lochlan did have a kid once. The pain I saw on his face? I don’t even want to think about what might have happened. Therefore I gave him an out, hoping he gets the hint.

He narrows his eyes. “I’m not giving you all of my chocolate.” 

Must. Not. Laugh. “Then we don’t have a deal. Maybe I’ll see if I can snuggle in between Kray and North, I get the idea those pretty boys don’t have a problem with sharing. And I’m not talking about chocolate.”

“You’ll be staying with me and no one else. None of my brothers touch what’s mine,” he snaps and I'm taken aback.

“Yours? Where the hell did that come from? We’re discussing your asshole ways, then chocolate, then you blabber about me being yours? No one ever mention to you about your highly sensitive reactions to anything and everything? Jeez, talk about overreacting. You, my friend, are a weirdo.” I groan and try to think why he would lash out at me. I try to reason, “I could be besties with,”

“Cut it the fuck out with besties. I hate that fucking word and it’s annoying as fuck. What I meant to say was; you’re my responsibility. I’ll share my fucking chocolate and in return you’ll not get cozy with any one of my brothers. If you need anything, I’ll provide it, no one else. Clear?”

“Sir, yes, sir,” I snap. 

Wow. Talk about complication on a higher level. I don’t think I’ll ever understand his bouncing ball of an attitude. He’s like a beaten dog you try to pet and all he wants to do is snap at every turn.

He closes his eyes and takes a deep breath, as if he heard my inner thoughts. When his gaze locks on mine again, there’s vulnerability peeking through. “You throw me off balance. Not a single woman on this fucking earth has managed to do that. There are things in my past you...trigger. I can’t...it’s not,” His hand rubs over his short hair. “Just fucking know I’d never hurt you, not intentionally. You screw with my head and yet it’s not you, it’s...never mind, it all comes out wrong.” The last part is growled in frustration.

His admission means more to me than he might think. I stalk over and wrap my arms around him and hug him tight. “No worries,” I tell him. “Besides...I got what I wanted—you sharing your chocolate—I don’t need anything else. Just know, if you ever want to talk, about anything, I’m your,”

“Do not say fucking bestie,” he grumbles, making the both of us laugh.
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***Lochlan***

I want to ask her so bad what her brother meant when he said it’s medically impossible for her to get pregnant. If only I had the fucking nerve to pry, but I can’t. Not with me shutting down my own personal shit. I can hardly demand for her to spill when I won’t ever tell anyone about the reasons my heart is shattered to a point where it only functions to keep my body alive.

But the way the thought keeps crawling through my mind...what if it’s the truth? And I know it almost has to be, because why else would he punch me in the eye and tell it to me in anger? Xena’s words before it. What if...

I could breathe. I could have the woman I crave with every inch of me. Without dealing with the after effects, the worry, the guilt, the pain, without anything...I could just...breathe. Yet now my chest tightens at every turn. 

Fuck. What’s wrong with me? I survived years without shit boiling up inside me. Only letting myself go when those hurtful two days a year approach—her birthday and the day she died—when I rip open my chest and let every single ounce of good and bad flow out and I allow myself to embrace the memories. It’s all I have left of her. 

Today of all days; Harmony’s birthday. I’m sober instead of drunk, I’m thinking of new possibilities in my life instead of not allowing me to think at all on this day. My throat starts to close up and I hug Xena tighter. For the first time since Harmony died, I feel different, as if my lungs could expand a fragment more, allowing me to fill my lungs with a boost of oxygen my heart needed to beat stronger. 

She feels so damn good in my arms. The way she’s hugging me makes me feel grounded. As if I could lean on her and all will be right in this world. I bury my face in the crook of her neck and let my nose trail up her skin, making my cock stand to attention.

“Okay, things are getting pointy. Hug time is over,” she chuckles and her arms fall away from my body.

“Dammit, I was enjoying that,” I mutter, making her giggle.

“I noticed. Maybe a little too much.” She winks and points at cock level. “As you said, we’re both adults. And don’t start with the no sex, only skin to skin while being in this bed. Clothes at all times. Because when you said no sex the last time, you ended up shoving yourself deep and,”

“Don’t remind me of things I can’t remember,” I state. I still seriously regret drinking so much damn whiskey. I swallow and muster enough courage to whisper, “Your brother meant what he said about you before he punched me?”

Her eyes narrow some. “What did he say to you? I heard him mutter something but couldn’t hear what he said.”

I swallow before connecting our gaze. “That it’s medically impossible for you to get pregnant.”

She freezes but throws her shoulders back and gives me a tight nod and shrugs as if it’s nothing. “Shower time.” She easily switches topics and I damn well understand and respect her for it. 

I got my fucking answer and it’s as if my reasons for not spending time with her all fall away. Insane, I know. Because every woman deserves to have everything she wishes. For me to be relieved this woman can’t bear children is the most fucked up thing. But it’s the fucking truth. Because to me, this fact makes her even more attractive than she already was. 

There’s no risk, no nagging feeling taking over my thoughts and be on my toes every damn second. I could enjoy myself—enjoy her—without having her come back and pull strings to control my future.

“Are we sharing the shower too? Kinda like saving the planet by taking a shower together instead of separate.” Dammit. Even the head on my shoulders stands to attention and makes me blabber stuff without thinking.

Her eyes widen before they narrow as she jabs a finger against my pecs. “Let’s get things clear between us. What was just mentioned, and most definitely the stuff we didn’t discuss around it, doesn’t mean we’re suddenly the perfect match because we both don’t want to have something in life. That right there, bozo, is not the way to jump back inside me.”

I clear my throat. “And the right way would be?”

She rolls her eyes and grumbles, “There’s no talking sense into you right now. At least start with giving me chocolate, that’ll get you on my good side.”

She’s right. When I’m about to say something, she steps back and winces, reminding me I’m the reason she’s hurting.

“Come on, sit your ass down, and I’ll help you re-bandage your foot. I’ll even add something to keep the stitches dry so you can shower. Alone.”

Without one word she plants her ass on the bed and holds up her foot. Gently I remove her sock and notice she taped in her whole foot.

“Why the hell use so much tape?”

She shrugs. “Whenever I had something with my feet and still have to work, I’d tape it up, dance, and handle the disaster afterwards. Not that I ever had stitches on my feet, but I needed to be able to tend bar tonight so I did the same.”

While she’s talking, I cut and gently peel away the tape to see the aftermath. “Fucking hell, woman. You ripped one or two by putting too much pressure on your foot.”

Blood soaked tape and the way three cuts with stitches taint her foot makes me feel even more guilty.

“Oh, shush, and wipe the guilt from your face. Just make sure you cover it all back up. I’m going to use the crutches Kray and North made sure to bring along. No more putting pressure on it from now on, okay? Stop looking guilty, it makes me feel uncomfortable. Instead you should start to pamper me by getting me chocolate. Dark chocolate. Milk chocolate. All the chocolate. I’m going to freshen up and then I could help you work, right? Another way to make up for the guilt, and we already agreed not to tell anyone I know about club business and all. Soooo, pretty please?”

She flutters her eyelashes in an overly seductive way and it makes me snort. All women I came across—with the exception of the ol’ladies—try to force you into doing shit their way. They make you feel like shit and don’t hold back to rub it in your face. Not to mention act helpless. 

I know, I know, not all women are the same but with my experience, it’s common sense to think twice about this shit. But this woman, though? She makes everything obvious. So obvious I consider it fucking adorable. 

Pampering. I give an internal snort. As if this strong and independent woman would ever let anybody pamper her. Fuck. My chest tightens and somehow it doesn’t sit right and I decide to take on this task. 

“I’m going to take care of this first.” I give her toes a squeeze to make her aware I’m talking about her foot. “Then you’ll let me carry you into the bathroom, and while you’re taking a shower, I’ll get you some chocolates. Everything will be set when you’re done so we can talk about the case I’m working on, okay?”

One hell of a beaming smile is the response I get. 

“Stay put,” I tell her and head for the bathroom to get the first aid kit.

With care, I clean her foot and make sure to bandage everything securely and wrap a plastic bag around it so she won’t get it wet by taking a shower.

I step back and grab a clean shirt from a box in the corner. “Get naked, I’m gonna carry you into the bathroom and then you can wear my clean shirt.”

She tilts her head. “Clean shirt? Are you sure about that? I just saw you pull it out of a freaking box instead of a closet.”

“I’m renovating an old house at the edge of the Broken Deeds MC property. Most of my brothers have a house here. I’m taking my time to knock down walls and think about shit as I go.” I shrug, reminding myself I need to decide on the tiles for the new bathroom.

I have narrowed it down to three and have three tiles in this bathroom to look at while I shower. Sounds weird but I thought it would speed things up and it turns out, I still can’t decide shit.

“You know, I might be impulsive, but I’m pretty sure with knocking down walls before you think about shit isn’t a very smart thing to do.” The sound of her laughter does crazy things to my head.

“I checked the blueprints first, smartass,” I tell her. “Besides, I like thinking as I go. One should never narrow down their plans to the last dot. Better to leave things open to faith and last-minute brilliant ideas.”

“Yes!” she squeaks. “I’ve been trying to tell this to my parents, my brother, everyone, my whole life. I don’t want the white picket fence, kids, a dog, all lovey-dovey written in paint. Maybe I want a purple fence, most definitely no kids, and instead of a dog...maybe an iguana. Those are awesome. Never had one though. Hey, do you know they can hit with their tail? Like, really hard.”

Most definitely no kids. Most definitely. She said most...fuck. We have the same mindset future wise, crucial things two people need to decide on together to have a long-lasting relationship. My throat closes up and I need to give my head a little shake to get back into the discussion. Wait, did she want a reptile as a pet?

“I don’t know about keeping a large lizard as a pet,” I start, but she cuts me right off.

“It’s not about the non-furry pet, it’s about jumping out of the standards, the chain society likes to pin people with to raise them with a mindset of what should be the picture of a perfect and happy life. I strongly believe every human was placed on this earth to live it to the fullest, no matter what vision you have in mind. Well, within reason of course. Everybody wants to be a millionaire, but only some turn those kinds of dreams into reality. But maybe the dollar signs for some could be replaced by something with more value...like freedom to jump off a cliff parasailing, or get a pet lizard, it’s all about personal standards, goals, things in life you need, or don’t need, to make your life complete and meaningful.”

“Of course.” The corner of my mouth twitches. 

Our eyes lock and no more words are spoken. The room temperature seems to spike and I find myself inching closer. The pull we have makes her draw closer until my heart leaps and the hunger inside me takes over. I wrap my fingers around her neck and pull her close enough to slam my mouth down over hers.

She parts her lips, allowing me to swipe my tongue right inside and swirl around hers. We both groan and I damn well know one taste won’t be enough. If I deepen the kiss, I’ll have her legs thrown over my shoulders and my cock shoved deep inside her with my next breath. With the turn of events I need to pace myself. From ‘no woman ever’ to ‘I need this woman right fucking now’ within a day is making my head spin as it is.

Or maybe the spinning is caused by the intensity of our kiss. The way she makes my whole body light up is a feeling I’ve never encountered. The shocking part is I’m not afraid of finding out where it might take us. Yeah, I really need to stop kissing her and yet her nails running through my short hair are making my cock painfully hard.

Her hands cup my face as she pulls me back, I reluctantly let her. My gaze is set on her lips. Lips I just tasted and made all puffy with a look stating they’ve been used well. A rumble goes through my chest to make my hunger clear.

“I know,” she sighs dreamily and lets her pierced tongue lick a path over her bottom lip. 

Fuck. I’m such a goner when it comes to her. Screw pacing myself, screw the reasons for not taking an ol’lady, I need to nail her, right here...and most definitely right fucking now. We share more than the few crucial parts I never want to have in my future. To say she’s perfect for me is an understatement.

“Even if you taste better than any chocolate known to mankind...you promised me some and I really need a shower. Not to mention my foot is killing me with the throbbing and I don’t think the painkillers are any help. And dammit, I really want the kissing and sex. Oh, hell, yes...I really want sex, because you absolutely teased the hell out of me last night with only giving me your dick without any further action.” She groans in frustration.

A slight chuckle escapes me. “You’re right. Come on, let’s get you naked.”

Her eyes widen and pure lust rushes in to fill her magnificent eyes.

“Shower, woman.” I remind her of the pause button I’m thankful she hit. “You need to undress to take a shower. Besides, the both of us need a timeout and the need to make things clear between us.”

She huffs and mutters, “Here I thought we were getting things very clear between us a freaking moment ago.”

“Yeah, hence the reason you’re taking a cold shower while I’m going out to get you something for your cravings.”

Her eyes dance mischievously and before she can say something, I place my finger against her perfect lips. “Food, baby. I damn well know I have what you crave right here. I’m talking about food, not my damn cock.”

I can feel her lips turning into a pout underneath my touch. I quickly step away and clear my throat. “Get naked, I’ll turn on the shower for you and get a towel and my shirt in there so you can manage while I’m out.”

I don’t wait for her answer but get the hell into the bathroom to get things started. Talk about fucking temptation. The good kind, though, that’s for damn sure.
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Chapter 06
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***Xena***

I watch as Lochlan comes stalking out of the bathroom. He places the crutches on the bed and without another word, he stalks right out the door. I guess carrying me into the bathroom—naked I might add—is out of the question now. 

Figures. I mean, we went from a no sex agreement to a full-blown kiss. One where the both of us wanted to devour the other. If I hadn’t taken a moment to breathe and pulled him back, we’d be having hot-out-of-our-mind-blowing-monkey-sex. 

And yes, I know with certainty it would be exactly that. This man is a walking hunk of sexual attraction. One who makes my nipples tingle with a foreboding of something huge. Gosh, they need to be pinched by this man. Would he? Or maybe he’d use his teeth instead? Hmmm, whatever works. 

Yes, I might need to switch the water to cold once I get into the bathroom. I’m getting all these vivid pictures of Lochlan’s hands, mouth, muscles, dick...dammit, cold shower. I reach for the crutches and manage to get myself into the bathroom. I take my time and I’m finally all clean and dressed in Lochlan’s shirt to relax while lying in his bed. And yet there’s still no trace of Lochlan.

I debate watching some TV and when my eyes land on the remote, I also notice the file Lochlan was looking over earlier. He did mention I could help him, and with him being gone for so long, I’m too curious not to look. Scooting over, I balance myself and reach out to snag the file.

I get comfortable against the pillows and start to glance through all the papers. Interesting. Pictures of injuries, details about what looks like a few different cases where a person has been assaulted, a person being shot. All of these cases all happened in the last two years. Strange how all of them seem to have nothing in common, except...

“Starting without me, huh?” Lochlan’s voice makes my head swing his way. Shit. I feel my cheeks heat up as I’ve been caught red-handed. 

I clear my throat. “You were gone a long time, I was getting bored. Oh, something smells really good. What did you bring?”

“Chicken wings,” the lovely man—who brought comfort food for us—states. 

I pat the spot next to me and place all the papers I was holding in front of me. “Well, don’t just stand there, hurry up and get your ass into bed.”

Lochlan chuckles and toes off his boots and joins me along with two bags. We both devour some of the chicken wings and when most of my cravings have faded, I start to wonder about the things I’ve read about the case he’s been working on. I haven’t seen a name of the suspect so there’s my first question.

“All these cases are linked through one perp? I’m guessing here because every case is different and yet they are all stuffed into one big file.” I manage to get the words out before stuffing another piece of food inside my mouth.

“Bugsy Speck,” Lochlan states and grabs a napkin to wipe his mouth and fingers.

The name makes me choke on my food. I start to cough and jump to hop on one foot into the bathroom to spit out the piece in the trash before I put my mouth underneath the tap to swallow down some water. Holy shit.

“Are you okay?” Lochlan sticks his head around the corner, concern lacing his voice.

I grab a towel and scrub it over my face. “Yeah. You just caught me off guard, throwing the name out like that.”

“Fuck. I thought you choked or something. Don’t tell me you know this piece of shit.”

“Not exactly,” I croak, my throat still raw. “I was introduced to him along with a friend of mine during one of the parties after a show. I’ve seen him attend a few more after that. He’s one of the rich ones, daddy’s money, the kind who doesn’t give a shit about anyone or anything. The ones who like playing games to benefit their own pleasure. My friend was at the party with her boyfriend and when we were introduced, the boyfriend tightened his arm around her and it was as if it drove Bugsy to flirt more with my friend to aggravate them. Like I said, playing games for his own benefit. I hate those kinds of people. You caught me off guard with the name and the stuff I read in the files. Yikes. I’m guessing nothing can be linked to him because he covers his tracks with daddy’s money, huh?”

“Something like that,” Lochlan muses and steps back into the bedroom to grab the papers and look over the information again.

I follow him and when he pierces me with his gaze, he questions, “Are you sure about what you just mentioned with the boyfriend setting him off to flirt with your friend? Something he does as a game or such?”

“Positive,” I say with determination. “You see, I have to attend these after parties a lot. I’m not much of a people person but not shy or socially disturbed either. I just like to watch and assess, you know...figure out how people work. It’s a guessing game I play with myself in my head.” Lochlan’s eyes glaze over with laughter with this last little piece of information. “Oh, shut it. I know it’s weird but I get bored way too soon with these parties and it’s not like I can leave after fifteen minutes. When you’re one of the leads in a play you have to be there for hours.”

Lochlan’s eyes shift from amusement to appreciation to regret and guilt. Dammit, how can this man’s eyes be a clear and straight path to his emotions?

“Don’t start.” I roll my eyes. “You know, this is the first time I have to take a break. I’ve been working nonstop for years with only a week or two between jobs. Look at it this way; now I have to take some quality me time. It also means I’ll be all fresh and itching to get back to work in a few weeks. All is good, so stop feeling guilty or I’m gonna pinch your balls every time your eyes fill with guilt.”

His eyes now widen slightly at my admission before a sly smile appears. “Observant little devil, are you now?”

I shrug. “Hours and hours of parties with lots of people to experiment with, remember?”

“Noted,” he says and I get a feeling this will put him on alert around me.

“You know...I get very competitive with myself if people try to hide shit from me. Understand what I’m sayin’ here, Viking?” Oops. Calling him Viking wasn’t my intention.

It’s his fault actually. When I first met him, he had a full, well-groomed beard. Even if he’s only got scruff covering his jaw these days, he still reminds me of one with his whole vibe and appearances. 

The way he barged into my life earlier today and just swooped in and took me with him. Even the ink on his arms with the map, and a freaking Viking shield on his elbow. Ugh, and let’s not forget the fierce look on his face that adds to it. A true Viking. One who makes me shiver in all the right places.

He reaches out and grabs a handful of my hair, the bite on my scalp making me heat up with desire. A gasp leaves my mouth as he tightens his hold. Gosh, if I thought his eyes were gorgeous a breath ago, they are even more stunning now. Glazed over with the same lust he taints my veins with. He eyes me with the intent to raid and plunder my body true Viking style. 

Truth is, I’d be more than happy to surrender. Who cares about personal shit, backgrounds, or responsibilities when the here and now is for the grabbing. I want to run my hands over his body, strip away his cut and shirt to get him naked. Yet, I get the feeling I need to let him take the lead; complete surrender. He reacted way too intense at the thought of us having sex the last time.

Slowly he closes the distance and slams his mouth over mine. Nothing is sweet and gentle about the way his tongue is taking over, swirling in a demanding way inside me. There’s a raw need feeding the both of us. His hand reaches out to my hip, pulling me closer to him as he turns us so he’s hovering over me. A moan slips out and in return his chest rumbles with a growl.

Damn, this guy knows how to dominate and has me surrendering without a single thought. Well, other than the plea to make him follow through because it would seriously suck if he would pull back now...getting me all riled up and my body flaming with lust. I wasn’t kidding when I told him about the way he left me last night. So, I’m expecting more than one push inside, if you get my drift.

He gives me some of his weight and it makes me groan in delight. The kissing stops and he pulls back, piercing me with a look I can’t decipher, dammit. I’m about to start scolding...well, more like threaten his life if he dares to stop, when a sly smile appears on his face.

“I’m itching to find out what sounds you make when you come, baby,” he tells me, his voice raw with lust.

Can I get that in black and white? My mind offers. Because it’s a loud and clear statement he’s going to have sex with me, right? Uh huh, all righty then. My fingers slide up to his face, my thumb sliding over his bottom lip. Damn, this man is gorgeous. 

“I’m itching to come,” I purr, before I challenge, “So get to work, and find out.”

His eyes flare and he pushes away from the bed. For a split second I think he’s going to leave again but then his hands go to the hem of his shirt and pulls it over his head, flashing me with yummy abs. I do the exact same thing and lose my undies in the process.


Lochlan grabs the file and places it on the chair in the corner. One of the bags with the leftover food goes to the floor. He reaches for the other bag and pulls out a box of condoms, opens it and throws a silver foil package on the bed right next to me. Sneaky man, coming prepared. Something I wasn’t expecting at all. But hey, I’m sure not gonna complain.

The next thing he grabs is my ankle to pull me toward him. I’ve never been one to become shy at any moment. I’ve embraced my tall, too slender body for a long time now. Even my scars—the ones covering my abdomen—never bothered me or even made me think twice when I had sex with a guy. Yet now? It’s all too intense. My breathing halts and I have to look away, I don’t want to see his reaction. He will notice them, even if they’re faded because my accident happened when I was a teenager.

I got hit by a car while I was crossing the street as my brother watched it happen. He was already on the other side but because I had stopped to tie my shoes, I crossed the street later than him. I never saw the car coming. I was told later it was a speeding car involved in a high-speed car chase.

Many abdominal surgeries followed, and in the process my fallopian tubes were damaged. Adhesions have altered my tubes in a way that prevents eggs to travel through. There isn’t a chance in hell I could ever get pregnant. Hence the reason my brother threw the little piece of information out in anger at Lochlan. I think my family has had a hard time dealing with this, more than I do.

I never was one to dream about having kids, I didn’t even play with dolls growing up. I had a skateboard and my dancing. Yeah, my mom made me go through years of ballet. Not that I hated it, hell no. Ballet was a great addition for my flexibility, posture, and balance, not to mention a positive influence to mix with street dance. Everything gave me confidence and strength. Though it’s lacking now. Jeez, Xena, hell of a moment to become self-aware. 

“Eyes on me, Xena,” he tells me in a demanding tone I can’t ignore.

Slowly, I let my eyes connect with his and wait, practically holding my heart in my hands and hoping he won’t rip it apart. Shit, why did I bring my feelings into this bed when it’s just sex and lust, that’s all there is between us, right? A craving. A connection waiting to combust. The months I’ve known him as a friend of my best friend’s ol’man. A glimpse here and there, a few exchanged words tops, before he hightails out of the room.

There’s no judgement on his face. No repulsion. Maybe he didn’t notice the scars. I do get the feeling he doesn’t mind the shape of my body.

Fingertips gently slide over my stomach. “You gave me nightmares, baby. Brought back all kinds of feelings. Feelings I shoved deep and ignored for years and years. Nothing was able to awaken something inside me, shit that throws me way the fuck off balance. You did. So, don’t fucking hide your gorgeous face from me, Xena. Is it because of these?” His eyes go to his fingers that are still stroking my scars. “Everyone has a story. Yours happens to have left highlights on your stomach while my scars are carved on the inside of my heart. Don’t shy away from me now when I’ve never seen you shy away from anything. I’ll make you a deal, rusty fox...I’ll let you see a side of me—when I’m ready—if you let me see all of you.”

I have to swallow at his words. My first thought is to remind him how off balance his last line is. Only letting me see a side of him while he wants to see all of me. Not to mention the ‘when I’m ready.’ But everything that happened in the last day makes me very much aware this man is willing to offer something he hasn’t offered anyone. Besides...I’m naked, he’s naked, I’ve felt his thick dick inside me and crave to have him inside me again. What’s there to think about?

“Double naked with the truth on top. Gotcha.” I smirk, in an effort to lighten the mood before I turn serious. “I’m clean, haven’t had sex in a long damn time. I just wanted to let you know before...” I take a breath to calm my nerves. “I was almost sixteen, the cops were chasing a guy who just robbed a convenience store. I never saw the car coming. I woke up in the hospital the next day. Surgery after surgery followed. My,” I catch my bottom lip between my teeth before letting go. “My tubes were destroyed. No egg of mine will ever reach my cervix. The doctors kept telling me and my family how I was a fighter...the injuries, the infections that followed...recovery sucked ass. Anyway, I’m thankful to be alive and enjoy every second of it doing it my own damn way.” I feel a smile spreading my face. One that comes from deep inside my core. “When I was laying in the hospital bed without any ability to move, I vowed to myself to get back on my feet and dance...to live for me and try everything once and do shit backwards just because I could. And I have been doing everything...living my life to the fullest.”

Like now. I add inside my head. In this moment with this amazing man, I want to grab hold, and let go all at the same time and just...enjoy life as it connects the two of us.
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***Lochlan***

The hand I was using to trace the scars on her belly is now cupping her face. “This fucking smile is priceless. It carries so much meaning and value it becomes a trademark of living life to the fullest. I envy you for holding such strength in this gorgeous body.”

Leaning in, I can’t hold back and let my lips find hers. Where I kissed her frantically and raw before, I now take my time to explore her mouth and relish in her taste. My cock hardens even more, almost painfully but I need to hold back and take it slow, savor every waking second and every inch of her.

When I went out to get some food and chocolate, I took a detour and bought condoms. I already made up my mind and wanted to bury myself in her completely. The way she stands in life; with both feet on steady soil, hair waving to the wind of the course she lets her life flow. Her way. She takes charge...takes life and makes it the best for her. Every. Single. Part.

As I said, I fucking envy her. I just went on without a steady course. The only thought was to shut down emotions and take one breath after another; keep functioning. Drown myself in booze on the days when it was too hard to think, to remember. I can’t believe I haven’t had one fucking drop today. Hell, I don’t even seem to fucking need to go numb.

All because of her; I’m taking a page from her book and taking instead of just letting it ride. I’m taking her. It’s fucked up to still want to use condoms after what her brother mentioned, and even what she just shared with me. Not to mention I’m fixed. Nothing matters...my mind still can’t live up to it, I just can’t fuck bare.

I regretfully disconnect our lips and place my forehead against hers. “I’m clean, yet my mind still demands I use a condom,” I shamefully admit on a whisper.

Again, she gives me a blinding smile, one that makes me feel as if I’m being placed on a fucking mountain ready to roar out my victory.

“As long as we’re having sex and no regrets after, I’m all for it.” Her eyes go down to my mouth as her tongue sneaks out and traces her bottom lip.

“No regrets whatsoever,” I vow. “We’re both gonna ride this wave here and now.”

“I most definitely want to ride you,” she groans and I’m fucking glad her gaze is set on my mouth because her words make me cringe. A flashback of my ugly past rears its head and I shut that shit down real fast.

“Not going to happen, baby. I need to have you, and I’m taking you,” I tell her and the way the words fall out of my mouth it sounds like a raw promise. One that’s meant for more than a quick fuck.

I quickly dismiss my own words—because they feel so fucking right—and reach for the condom. I grab my cock and give it a tight squeeze before I rip open the foil package and make sure to get the condom on perfectly. My gaze locks on her pussy. Open and glistening, beckoning me to come inside.

I want to taste her so damn bad but the urge to bury myself deep is even greater. Reminding myself of the fact we’ll have more time further down the road, I settle myself between her legs.

“Wrap your legs around me,” I croak as I take my cock in hand and nudge her entrance. “Ready for me, baby?”

“I was ready yesterday. Take me, Lochlan,” she groans and tilts her hips in a smooth move, making me slide inside a few inches.

Fuck. Hot. Wet. And very fucking phenomenal. The way I’m pushing into the tightest pussy I’ve ever had makes my breath halt until my balls smash against her ass. She feels so right. I have the overflowing need to see my cock getting swallowed by her. Lifting her slightly, I grab her upper thigh and shove her leg toward her and to the side, opening her up for me to see.

My condom covered cock sliding in and out, covered by her wetness, is one damn perfect visual. Just the mere sight is enough to get my balls to draw up—ready to burst—add the feeling of her pussy clamping down and I can guarantee this won’t last long. I cover my thumb with some of her wetness and find her bundle of nerves.

She gasps and with it my eyes lock on her face. Pure pleasure. An even better vision than my cock taking her. I draw small circles over her clit and press down when I feel her starting to come. She lights up in a burst of pure euphoria. My chest tightens and the way her pussy is milking my cock...all I can do is follow her in the bliss she’s giving me.


I’ve had orgasms in my life and yet I think this doesn’t classify as such. Getting off is easy to give into pleasure. Hell, my right hand can do the trick real quick, but this? Fuuuuuuuck. I found myself an addiction, one I need to indulge in a few times a day at least. If I can that is, because I feel as if I just ran a marathon. My heart might give out any damn second now and I can’t stand it. I need to fire up my cock and do a rerun. 

Condom. Dammit. I need a fresh condom first. This thought makes an electrical current go through my body that jolts me with awareness. I stumble back and my cock slides out. Panic floods me until I see the condom is still very much intact. Thank fuck.

“Hey.” Xena cups my face, making me drag my eyes away from my cock. Her gaze goes down and back up to me, her face morphs into fury. “That fucking ex of yours tricked you, didn’t she?”

My damn breathing is still out of control and so is my fucking heart, racing around as if it’s going to burst out of my chest any damn minute. Xena hit the nail on the head; my ex did trick me. Taking my kid. Harmony. The one person I’ve loved, who kept me tied to this world, and cut me right the fuck off when I lost her. I stumble off the bed and head into the bathroom. Splashing cold water on my face helps to bring me down to the here and now.

Fucking hell, it’s as if I’m being ripped from the past and thrown into the future and back on my ass again. One moment I’m in total ecstasy and the next I’m shoved into a black hole so deep I have no clue how to crawl out.

I finally get a grip on myself and rip off the condom and throw it into the trash. What the hell am I going to say once I get into the bedroom? She read me like a fucking open book without having me say one damn word. I don’t want to talk about any of it. It’s shoved deep in the past and it should stay that way.

My hands tighten to fists, getting angry isn’t going to help me, and it’s not Xena’s fault. I need to face the consequences head on. I’ve always done so in the past and yet with Xena it hits me straight in the chest. She gave me honesty by telling me what happened to her. I saw it in her eyes and the way her mouth pinched. It wasn’t easy for her to tell me her story and yet here I am wondering why I can’t give her any in return. Fucking pansy ass, that’s me.

Life was easier before Xena stumbled into it. Yet it was all gray without any highlights. None. The last few minutes—being inside her—it gave me more pleasure than fucking years living my life. Here I stand wondering how it would be to embrace the time I could have with her...or turn the upcoming years into the same dragging time I’ve had.

I fill my lungs with enough air to clear my head when I hear a moan of pure ecstasy. What the hell? I step inside my bedroom and see Xena sitting on the bed butt naked and cross legged with her eyes closed while eating chocolate. Every single worry leaves my body as laughter rips from my throat.

Her eyes fly open and her cheeks turn red. “Sorry,” she mumbles while chewing. “I couldn’t help myself. This right here makes angels dance on your tongue. Want some?”

I slowly shake my head. “Nah, all for you, baby.”


“Oh, thank fuck. I was mentally holding my tits and would have to fight you for it, because no way I was going to give it up. But...you know, I had to offer...not wanting to be rude and all.”

Again, she makes me laugh. This woman has such an open and honest character, while being strong headed, I would be an idiot to pass up spending time with her. I have no fucking clue if I could ever give her any kind of commitment. Hell, we had sex and I flipped out right after. Something I told her wasn’t going to happen and yet it did. 

“Where on earth did you find these? I need the address and name or I’m going to hold you hostage until you spill every damn detail.” She gives me a fierce look but it falls apart when she shoves another white chocolate blueberry truffle in her mouth.

I didn’t get her normal chocolate. Hell no. I went to a special store where they sell all kinds of treats. I got her all the favorites my little girl, Harmony, used to swoon over. I used to get them for special occasions...like her birthday. Today of all days, I bought them for someone else and did it without thinking. I just wanted to give Xena something special. Because for me, I now realize, Xena is special.

“Did you try the caramel marshmallow one? It used to be my daughter’s favorite.” Fuck. Why the hell did I say that?

“Oh, you mean these?” Xena holds out a little piece before popping it into her mouth again, not caring one bit she’s talking to me with her mouth full. “Divine. Seriously. She had good taste. And thank you. Now I will be adding pounds and pounds of fat and will have to dance my ass off. Like literally. But, yeah...worth it.”

She talks over it. Not completely, but again...no restrictions, not one damn question she throws my way. She’s such a contradiction and surprising the fuck out of me at every turn. She lets me set the pace without judgement or demands. Unselfish, caring, honest. Xena. Fuck. The redhead will make me go down in flames, making me burn so damn good, and I’m going to enjoy every fucking second of it.

“Gimme one of those,” I tell her, suddenly wanting a bite of sweetness.

I’ve never seen anybody move that fast. She’s got the whole bag huddled against her chest while shaking her head. “Nuh uh, hell, no. Go get your own.”

“Go get your...what the hell woman, those are mine. I went out and fucking bought them myself.” I charge toward the bed, making her crawl backwards until her back hits the headboard.

A growl rumbles through my chest and it makes her clutch the bag of chocolates even tighter. I launch myself at her and she turns just in time to shove the bag underneath her body, making me grab her by the waist as I start to tickle her. Xena wiggles and tries to break free from my punishing tickle-grip, but I intend to obtain the damn bag of chocolates.

Her breasts bounce and a nipple is near my mouth. I don’t even think twice and snatch the sucker between my teeth, making sure to have a snug hold before I hollow my cheeks. Suddenly her fingers aren’t holding anything other than my head, making sure I stay in place.

I should grab the bag of chocolates but the way whimpers fall over her delightful lips while her nails trace my scalp is making my cock hard. I let my hand trail down from her waist to her pussy and let my fingers play. So. Damn. Wet. All for me to enjoy.

I slide one finger inside. She clamps down and I retreat and give her two, making her moan. Yeah, no way I’m passing this up. This woman makes hard moments turn into careless in a blink of a damn eye. She’s mine. I don’t care, and have no idea what it all will entail, but I ain’t letting her walk out the fucking door once her foot is healed. Thank fuck that’ll be days away so the both of us have time to deal with coming together at some point.

I switch to the other breast and glance up to see Xena’s eyes are closed, completely enthralled by the pleasure I give her. My gaze slides down and I see the bag of chocolates. I shouldn’t be so fucking mean but this woman is making me so damn crazy and only a moment ago she was taunting me. But before I can get my fingers out of her pussy and around the bag of chocolates, she has the fucking thing in her hand while her other one is holding onto my jaw.

“Naughty,” she fucking scolds.

Her whole demeanor makes me smirk. “Baby, naughty was me shoving my fingers into your pussy.” 

She gives the same kind of moan I heard when she shoved a piece of chocolate in her mouth, only this time it’s because she’s reminded of my fingers working her pussy.

“Okay, you can have one.” She checks the bag and closes it with the same speed. “Just not the chocolate fudge ones, those are mine. Deal?”

“Deal,” I tell her and palm her perfect breast for no reason whatsoever.

She reaches into the bag and gently tells me, “Close your eyes and open your mouth.” 

I do as she says and she places a piece of chocolate in my mouth. With the first chew, an explosion of taste and emotions rush through me. Caramel marshmallow, Harmony’s favorite. For the first time in fucking years, tears sting my eyes and overflow, burning a raw path along my cheeks.
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Chapter 08
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***Xena***

My heart breaks for this strong man. I shouldn’t have done it but deep down I knew he wanted this piece. Why else would he unconsciously slip out it was his daughter’s favorite? I just know he didn’t mean to let me know because it was clearly written all over his face after the words slipped out.

I try to lighten the mood since he doesn’t strike me as a man who would easily let his emotions out. Hell, if I had to guess...I don’t think he ever has. It’s all built up inside him, tucked away and shoved so deep the grief is carved into his soul.

I let my hands slide around him to hug him tight. “It’s okay,” I tell him. “You can have some of the others. Not all, though, some.” I clench my teeth and try to make it hard for me to admit, “Okay, maybe just one more. One, uh huh, only one.”

Lochlan snorts and my heart lightens from the fact his hands go around me as he pulls me tighter against him, burying his head in the crook of my neck. Minutes pass and how emotions were running high a moment ago, our bodies are now merged and start to slow into the kind of calmness that’s comforting for the both of us. As our emotions calm, so does my body, and my eyes drift shut.

Lochlan shifts in my arms, waking me up, and I notice the rays of sun shining through the curtains. We fell asleep holding each other. The whole turn of events drained the both of us. Even if this man carries truckloads of excessive damage, I’m not letting it stop me from getting to know him better.

Well, if he will let me. Even if he shared glimpses yesterday, it’s not enough for me to even get an idea of what he went through. Even if it all carved him into the man he is today. Strong. Determined. Loyal. Damn protective and isn’t afraid to voice his point of view.

“I need to get up...but I don’t want to,” Lochlan states against the skin of my neck.

“I don’t have to.” Even if the pain in my foot is reduced to a soft throbbing as a reminder I can’t use it today, it doesn’t stop me from enjoying some days off.

If all of this didn’t happen yesterday, I would have to work tonight and have to do auditions and all other things involving responsibilities the rest of the week. Yet now...nothing, my whole schedule is cleared and it feels damn magnificent.

“I don’t have to adult today because of you. Sweet revenge, seeing you have to,” I tell him and pat his back as he groans, making me chuckle, but also curious. “What do you have to do today?”

He rolls to his back and throws his arms across his eyes to block out the light. “Church for a quick meeting. Then I have to tail the fucker I’m investigating to get a better feel of the dude. I’ll be here later tonight. I’ll call Ramrod and have Doll check up on you.”

My phone dings with a message. Scrambling up, I grab it and check. “Oh, no need,” I tell him. “I just got a text from Doll telling me Lips and her are waiting for me at the clubhouse to have lunch together and chat. You know, girl time.”

Lochlan groans, “You can’t.”

I plunk back down on the bed beside him. “And why is that?”

“Because Lips is the Prez’s ol’lady and will ask questions and shit.” Lochlan sits up and pierces me with his gaze. “I’m fucking serious, you can’t.”

I keep staring at him, dumbfounded, until it hits me. “Are you saying she’s gonna try some matchmaking tricks on us?”

“Fuck, yeah,” Lochlan growls. “And don’t let her ink you either.”

Now this catches my attention. “Don’t let her ink me? Believe me, when I get a tattoo it will be one with meaning. Something I’ve thought about thoroughly before putting on my skin permanently.” I roll my eyes at his concern. That is until I remember the matching ink I’ve seen on a few couples around here, Doll explained it to me. “Oh, you mean the patch, don’t you? The one for an ol’lady and their ol’man?”

He gives a tight nod. “Lips can be quite persuasive.”

“Meh,” I shrug, “don’t worry about it. I’m not a bitch in heat who will bind you to me.” Shit. I see him flinch and know it was the wrong thing to say. I give him a mischievous smile in an effort to lighten the mood. “I will tell her up front what the deal is between us. We’re,”

I don’t get to say besties to taunt him, because Lochlan flashes up, grabs me, pins me underneath him and crashes his mouth over mine.

Okay, if this man applies this technique every time I’m about to say besties...I will use it loads of times, it’ll be his own damn fault. I don’t even like the cliché term much, it’s just funny to use at times when I feel overly dramatic. But now it might jump to being my favorite word if it draws out this reaction.

My hands roam over his back and I let my foot trail...white hot pain flashes through me, making me break the scorching kiss. Dammit.

Lochlan takes the opportunity to get off the bed. “This proves my point. You need to take it slow and keep your foot elevated.”

I bite my lip before I let something slip like ‘no shit, Sherlock.’ I’m most definitely not a happy camper like I was a moment ago where I was enjoying the kissing and feeling up. Now he’s off the bed and it makes my injury feel more like punishment.

“I hate when chicks pout, but dammit, woman...how can you make that shit sexy?” Lochlan chuckles.

“Being naked helps, I guess,” I mutter in frustration, making him laugh harder.

“Like I said, I need to get some work done. I have to be in church in fifteen minutes,” Lochlan states and the regret in his voice is kinda soothing, knowing he wished we had time to enjoy ourselves in bed some more. “Gimme your phone and I’ll put my number in there. I know Doll, Lips, or any of my brothers can get a hold of me, but,”

“Here.” I hold it out for him to take. There’s no need for him to give any other reason. I wait for him to hand it back and say, “But fair warning though...I might text inappropriate messages for my own pleasure.”

A huge grin spreads on his face. “Well then, be prepared to get some back in return.”

“You know I’ll be having a harder time than you, right? With Lips being near and the stuff you just said about her, she’s very perceptive. And if you reply with inappropriate things, making me blush and all.”

“The woman needs to mind her own fucking business,” Lochlan states and starts to dress. “Don’t ever act different. I hate when people adjust for others or hide their true selves. I like how you don’t back off and say how it is.”

Okay, then. Now I’m the one wearing a huge smile. I manage to slide off the bed and grab the crutches. I can handle a few steps without them but I promised not to put any pressure on it for a few days so crutches it is. 

Lochlan leans in and spreads kisses along my neck, leaving a trail of fiery lust in its path. Dammit. I have no clue what it is between us, and I’m all for seeing where this will go, but I’m fairly sure we’ve past the point of friends and I hope Lochlan is aware too. 

“Be back late,” he mumbles against my skin. 

“Bring food home, like a good husband, or don’t bother coming home at all,” I tell him in an overdramatic whiny voice.

I feel him smile against me while his chuckle warms my whole body. “You really are something, you know that, right?”

“Meh,” I shrug, “just promise you’ll love me the same way when I get fat and have bad skin from all the food and chocolate you’re gonna spoil me with.”

“Fucking hell.” Lochlan’s laughter now bounces off the walls.

I can hardly keep my own laughter inside because his laugh is infectious. “You know I’m kidding, right? I can never have bad skin. I’m extraordinary and will maintain this high-quality perfection.”


He leans in and kisses my nose with such tenderness it makes my breath hitch. “Damn perfect all right.”

Lochlan spins on his heels and leaves the room. I’m glad because I can finally breathe normal to get my heartbeat under control. Dammit. It’s going to be a struggle getting through this next little bit while staying with him and not falling hard for this man. I think it’s already too late.

All too soon I hear a knock on the door and I’m glad I managed to get dressed in time. By the sound of the muted mumbling, I’m pretty sure it’s Doll. I slowly manage to get to it and open the door for her. She barges inside, Lips too, along with a few kids stumbling around behind them.

I’ve been coming around the clubhouse for a while now when I visit Doll and since her ol’man babysits...yeah, let’s just say I know these kids better than some of the bikers who walk around here. Just because I—and life—decide kids won’t be a part of my life, doesn’t mean I hate them. In fact, I enjoy their company from time to time. Those little humans are honest and have a special outlook on life that gives me joy.

“Hey, you guys. No school?” I ask Hadley, who’s deaf, so I make sure she’s looking right at me. She reads lips and I’m very thankful because other than knowing a few words I suck at sign language. 

These bikers though? Doll told me how everyone embraced her when Depay found out he had a daughter he hadn’t even known about for years. And for her to be deaf didn’t stop him from being her father in every way. The little girl’s mother died, but she gained a big family to give her all the support she needs.

Hadley smiles and shakes her head. Lips answers for her, “Nope, no school today so we’re having a party, right kids?”

Wyatt, the adopted son of Roan and Broke, is almost two and starts to clap his hands. Arrow, Depay and Diamond’s son, joins in and so does Esmee, Deeds and Lips’ daughter. 

“Let’s build ourselves a teepee,” I state, knowing very well I always loved to sit underneath a table when my mom threw a sheet over it when I was a kid. It doesn’t take much to entertain the little ones.

Lips shoots me a grin while the kids start to cheer. “I like the way you think.” 

“Oh, I have more brilliant ideas to keep them busy for hours, no worries.” I smile back as the kids start to run toward the main clubhouse.

“Do you need any help?” Doll eyes me as I slowly follow the kids down the hall.

“Don’t start with me, I’m not a little helpless woman. You out of all people know better than anyone else around me. The only one I’ll let pamper me is Lochlan. That man is made to bring me comfort food.” I shoot Doll a grin and over her shoulder I catch Lips’ interest written plainly on her face. 

Shit. Wrong words to mention. I shouldn’t plant ideas in her head, especially ones that will lead to annoying questions or get her to butt in on playing cupid.

“I’m all about food,” I add, and swing back to focus on the kids. “I need one of you to make me soup.”

“Sooooouuuppppp,” Esmee squeaks, making me laugh.

The last time I saw her we made soup too. Meaning we had a big bowl of water and threw in every tiny, plastic, animal toy she had. Add a huge soup spoon and we played for hours. I never was one for the ordinary, I mentioned that, right? Even with imaginary stuff. So, no drinking tea with stuffed animals. Slurping crazy soup is more my style.

Hours later Lips, Doll, and I are sitting peacefully at the table while the kids are playing underneath another table we threw a sheet over. We have the perfect view of them playing with the imaginary soup and their giggles fill the room inside the clubhouse.

I’ve been grilled a few times by Lips, but have managed to dodge some questions that became too personal. When she started with ‘what’s Lochlan’s deal’ I got pissed and told her to mind her own business. I’m not even poking his shit, she needs to leave him be. It earned me an appreciated grin and with it I realized I walked straight into that one going all defensive on his behalf.  

The door to the clubhouse opens and Deeds strolls inside along with Depay, with Lochlan following right behind. I need to get my girly parts under control. I swear they start to sing the moment this man so much as walks in my line of sight. His eyes land on mine and I try to keep a straight face but I might swoon a bit when he shoots me a wink. 

“I knew it,” Lips squeaks, making all eyes land on her. “Oh, don’t mind me.” She dashes up and jumps in her ol’man’s arms.

The annoying woman whispers something in Deeds’ ear and he gives me an appreciative smile. Fuck. Why do I get the idea these two will plan something both me and Lochlan won’t be happy about?

I need to have a little chat with Lochlan as soon as we’re alone. All of this is his fault anyway, looking edible and gazing at me as if he wants to have sex on this table, not caring at all if people are around. Oh, yikes, there are kids in the room.

Lochlan breaks me from my train of thoughts as he holds out a bag. “Hungry?”

“Even if I wasn’t, I can always eat.” Sad, but true.

I dash up on one leg, grab my crutches and start to go in the direction of Lochlan’s room. Hell, yeah, I’m taking this opportunity to hightail it out of here. Once I’m inside his room and hear him close the door, I spin around and though I have my words ready, I’m completely left speechless as he throws the bag on his bed and captures me in a hard kiss.

Okay, kisses from this man trumps food any time of day and yet I have to pull back because no matter if we’re living in the moment—which I’m all for—there are other people involved now.

“Wait, wait, wait,” I manage, making him groan. “Yeah, back to the kissing in a sec, but you have to know your Prez’s ol’lady is a sneaky bitch who is gonna cause trouble. You were right, and she shot so many questions I managed to dodge but then she asked what your deal was and I flipped because that’s personal and so none of her or my business and then you come in and we go all ‘need sex now’ looks on each other and she’s over there preparing her bow to shoot fucking arrows in our asses so we’ll fall in love!” I seethe.

“You’re rambling again. All I heard was the ‘need sex now’ so I’m gonna agree to all of it.” The smug smile on his face needs to be wiped off.

I grab his head with both hands. “Focus.”

But his eyes travel to my lips and I completely forget why it’s important we handle Lips and...my mouth meets his and as soon as our tongues connect, not even a fire alarm would draw my attention. Anything other than this man doesn’t matter, the only need burning through me is to get closer and gaining the pleasure we’re both after by giving our bodies to each other. We’re living in the now, and if Lochlan isn’t bothered by what I just said...why the hell should I care either?
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Chapter 09
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***Lochlan***

Five weeks. It’s been well over a month since I carried Xena into my room here in the clubhouse and I’ve been inside her almost every day since. It’s a compulsion. I need to have her and it seems we’re both on the same level when it comes to consuming each other. She’s not clingy or dramatic or anything else. Fuck, no. She’s open, light, fucking easy to be around, and fun sharing every spare minute with.

“Can we get your attention back here with us instead of dreaming about the red-hot pussy you’ve been eating?” Muffler says, making my eyes hit him. “Unless you want to spill some details, then I’m all in for spicing up this boring meeting.” 

I’d like to shove the ninja star—the one he’s using to clean his nails with—down his fucking throat, but Deeds’ voice snaps through the air. “Boring, Muffler? Is nailing down scumbags who molest, assault, and put fucking bullets into other human beings too boring for you? If so, scratch an itch along your neckline with your damn ninja star or I will do it for you. You no-good fucking idiot.”

Muffler shoves the sharp thing away and mutters, “Sorry, Prez. You have my undivided attention. I’m all for annihilating scumbags.”

“Pansy,” Kray snorts, earning him a glare from Muffler.

Deeds ignores them and glances at me. “How is the case coming along? Find anything to incriminate him? Did you talk to the witnesses who backed out? Are they still not saying shit? Did you change their mind? Talk to me.”

“He’s like a fucking eel, slippery and slithering away at every turn. It’s no wonder local law enforcement can’t do shit. Nothing seems to stick, it’s like he’s making shit disappear with money. I’ve looked through his background to see if there’s any link or motive to be found. Did you see the first reported incident happened at the exact date his mother died twenty years ago? There weren’t many details in the report but it stated it was a car accident and Bugsy was present, six years old at the time. He’s still living with his dear old dad; did I mention this? A damn grownup but refuses to leave the nest. I’m sure his father knows what kind of asshole he put on this earth because I’m fairly sure his wallet is keeping his son out of trouble,” I sneer in discontent. 

“Wesley Speck’s his father, right? I guess we’ll have to see how long dear old dad is willing to open up his wallet when he realizes the money flow has run dry. Make sure to freeze all Wesley’s accounts. Cut him off and let him soak for a few days before paying him a visit to let the fucker know we’re on to his son. I don’t care if Wesley or his lawyers get up our asses about it, let’s fire up the heat. Oh, and Lochlan, my ol’lady mentioned something about a party tomorrow night Xena is attending. I’m fairly sure Bugsy Speck will show his face seeing it’s a high roller event. Make sure you’re going with her as her date. Better hold off a day with closing daddy’s money tap so Bugsy will still think no one is on to him. It will give you a chance to observe without interfering first.”

Anger rises for two reasons, one being the fact I didn’t even fucking know Xena was invited to a party tomorrow, the other being, “You know this fucker chases couples, right? I ain’t putting my,” I swallow my next damn words and clear my throat, “her. I ain’t gonna put Xena at risk.”

“She won’t be,” North states. “Kray and I will tag along. There will be eyes on her at all times. And you know Bugsy attacks the dudes, right? Making the women witness so they won’t say a word ‘cause they’re scared shitless. Meaning he’d go for you, not your girl. She won’t be harmed and I, for one, know she can handle herself pretty well.”

The fuck? “What the hell do you mean you know she can handle herself?” If he harms her, he’ll regret ever being born.

Fucking hell, in the amount of time I got to spend with her my heart has felt less heavy. I didn’t think it was even slightly possible to lighten up a heart that’s been turned to stone. Even if I’m not ready to admit any damn feelings, I can’t, I won’t ever be able to. But this shit North is stating? I won’t ever risk Xena. I won’t drag her into my work, she has nothing to do with this dangerous asshole who’s escalating before our eyes.

“Sit down, Lochlan,” my Prez snaps and I didn’t even realize I left my chair and am ready to lunge over the damn table to grab North.

“Anything you would like to say to us there, Lochlan?” Broke, my VP, raises his eyebrow. “Admit you have an ol’lady? Stake claim? Because it sure looked like you were protecting what’s yours a moment ago.”

The whole room falls silent and I can feel the blood pounding inside my ears. 

I bite the inside of my cheek until I can taste blood before I snap, “I don’t have an ol’lady.”

“Sure looks like you’re in loooooove,” North swoons overdramatically.

I point right at the fucker. “I don’t love anyone. My fucking heart is dysfunctional and isn’t capable of that fucking emotion anymore.”

“Nice, no claim. Free. Fucking. Range. I’m eating some red-hot pussy tonight,” North states and it’s the last thing the fucker says before I pull him over the table and punch him in the jaw.

There’s shouting but all I have eyes for is North. I slam the fucker against the door and the thing opens, making us tumble to the floor. He scrambles back to create enough space between us to get to his feet. We’re standing in the middle of the clubhouse. I brace myself, clenching my hands to plant my fists in his face again, but I don’t get a chance. 

All I see is a wave of red hair dashing in between us as North drops back onto the floor. Xena jumps on top of him, her arm goes back, and her tiny fist swings through the air as she lands a hit on his jaw. A grunt leaves her before she plants another one in his face.

“Kick his aaaaaassssss,” Lips screams and jumps up and down, cheering my woman on while Deeds gives her a stern look, making her swallow her cheers in a shrug.

Kray snatches Xena around the waist, pulling her off North and again I lose my shit. I roar at the top of my lungs but Xena is elbowing Kray in the face. He loses his grip on her and she rushes toward me as I open my arms and welcome her, holding on tight. Out of breath and filled with fury I look down at my brothers while all of them fucking smirk at me.

“Wanna adjust your statement there, buddy?” Broke chuckles as he offers North a hand to pull him off the floor.

“No,” I snap.

I don’t have to acknowledge he’s hinting at Xena being my ol’lady. I can’t. I’m not capable of giving her what she needs. Even if we both live in the now, don’t want kids, and have many more similar life-fitting shit. Point is; she deserves more. But when push comes to shove, I don’t want to give up the time we spent these last few weeks enjoying each other. 

“And don’t even think of testing her either,” I growl, making sure they don’t team up on me, or her for that matter.

Once a brother states a claim, both get inked with the Broken Deeds MC patch with a name added to it. But until they do, my brothers are allowed to test the loyalty of the woman. Loyalty toward me, toward the club, she needs to be proven worthy. I don’t want this shit landing on her shoulders. I ain’t stating a claim and if my brothers get it in their thick heads they want to play cupid and set us up...they’ll have more ass-whooping coming.

“She doesn’t need to be tested,” North states with his hand rubbing his jaw. “Four fucking times she defended you. Though I liked the first two times when she made sure your drunk ass was taken care off, and now this time though...fuck, woman, you have a mean streak inside you.”

A growl rumbles through my chest in warning. Xena turns in my arms and now I’m holding her for a different reason as she tries to go for North. 

“Then you’d better not piss him off again, asswipe,” she snaps.

“How’d you even know I’d piss him off, huh? Maybe I pissed off Kray and Lochlan here volunteered to kick my ass,” North challenges.

Xena snorts. “Not a chance in your life, asswipe. Lochlan wouldn’t care if you pissed off your other best bud...Kray would kick your ass himself.”

North looks at Deeds before his eyes land on mine. “Like I said, no need for testing, man. She’s got a clean pass.”

“What the hell are you guys talking about?” Xena puts her fists on her hips and is now glaring at everyone. “Somebody better get to talking because I get a feeling you guys have been discussing me or something else involving me.”

Fuck, this is a damn mess. Why can’t we just keep shit as it is? No difficulties, just live. Have sex, no strings, no damn words or discussions but just...live.

“Come on.” I try to grab her by the elbow to guide her into church but she rips her arm away from me. “Start talking. I mean it, Lochlan. I don’t like bullshit or damn hints, speaking in codes like your brothers just did while I have no damn clue what all of this is about except for the fact it involves me. Now’s the time, dude. Spill.”

I lean down in her face, getting more agitated by the damn minute. “I will, just not here, get the fuck inside church and I’ll give it to you straight.” 

Her eyes narrow and fire swirls inside. I know I should have controlled my temper but I feel as if I’m losing my damn grip here on every-fucking-thing.

“You know what? Don’t fucking bother. I’m out of here,” she states and her shoulder collides against mine as she stalks down the hall toward my room.

I wanted privacy for our chat so my room works just fine. Ignoring the glares of all the damn people in the clubhouse, I follow Xena, who tries to slam the door in my face. She grabs her bag and starts to shove the stuff in there she placed on the bedside table and in the bathroom.

“What the hell are you doing?” I question.

She spins around to face me. “What does it look like? I’m going. My foot is all healed—has been for a while now—and I’ve clearly overused my stay,” she sighs and lets the bag fall to the floor. “Sorry, I shouldn’t overreact. But it’s nothing, okay? Besides, we both know it was only for a few days and it turned into a few weeks. I’m going to my brother, help him out with the bar and check out a few apartments while I’m at it. We’re friends, right? Friends don’t live in the same room and have sex almost every night. It’s confusing and I get the idea your buddies in there complained about it to you and again, it’s okay. I have things I need to do anyway so I might get shit started and get on with it.”

She gives me a sweet smile and grabs her bag again to shove the remaining things in there. I don’t even know what the fuck to say. Seriously. What. The. Fuck. Do. I. Say?

“It’s the party you’re going to tomorrow night, right? You’re leaving to have a clear conscience, to go on and fuck someone else.” Brain fart. That’s it, I’m sure. 

I feel like everyone is provoking me at every turn and I need for her to know she pisses me off by leaving. Even if it’s for the wrong fucking reasons, I don’t care. My chest hurts and I want to hurt her too.

She gapes at me for a breath or two before fury overtakes her and she shoves me against my shoulder. “Asshole. You don’t have any reason to say shit like that. I don’t.” She closes her eyes and sucks in a breath to calm down. When we lock eyes again, she gives me a tight smile. “Goodbye, Lochlan.”

And just like that...she walks out the fucking door.
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Chapter 10
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***Xena***

“You look hot, Xena, be sure to enjoy yourself tonight,” Frank, the bouncer—who’s holding the door open for me—states as I walk out of my brother’s bar. “Want me to call you a cab?”

“No worries,” I point to the car slowing down and parking at the curb, “I got a ride. But thanks, Frank.”

Frank has been with my brother since he opened the bar. He’s an okay dude with a big heart, also looking out for me like my brother does.

“Good. Then be sure to take a cab home, otherwise call.” See? That’s Frank.

“Will do.” I give him a thankful smile before I get in the back of my friend Sophie’s car. 

I’m surprised to see Gavin, Sophie’s boyfriend, is driving. He gives me a nod and a smile in the rearview mirror and I turn to Sophie. “Hey, you look amazing.” 

And she does. She’s wearing a silver cocktail dress, and with her blonde hair in wavy curls flowing around her round face, she looks very classy and gorgeous. Gavin is wearing a light gray suit and they look quite the impressive couple.

You know why I’m surprised Gavin is behind the wheel? Sophie considers her car her sweetest pet. Once she even canceled on me when we were supposed to go out for lunch because it was raining and she didn’t want to take the car out of the garage. That’s taking it a little too far in my opinion but I guess everyone has their own things in life they value.

“Thanks for picking me up and letting me drive with you guys. And in your car no less, Sophie...are you sure about letting Gavin drive?” I tease. 

She gives me a smile and her eyes land on Gavin for a blink of a second, adoration shining in her eyes before they land on mine. “Gavin can handle her flawlessly. And besides...what’s mine is his, well, almost,” she beams and shows me her hand where an engagement ring sparkles on her finger.

“Oh, my gosh, it’s gorgeous!” I gush and take her hand to get it closer to my face to take a closer look.

Sophie called me earlier today to ask if I was going to the party tonight. Now I know why, she wanted to tell me in person about her engagement instead of over the phone. I wasn’t planning on going tonight. Mainly because of Lochlan. I walked out of the clubhouse yesterday and haven’t heard anything from him since. Not that I expected to, but it still stings though. 

I thought we were friends but the way he acted, it’s all twisted. And yes, I’m sure I overreacted too, it’s all confusing. I’m confused. Maybe it’s because I now realize we might have passed the point of friendship, even friends with benefits doesn’t add up to what we were, or did it? Because I’m pretty sure I fell for him, and it most definitely wasn’t part of my plan. Hell, I’ve never had a freaking plan in all my life, let alone this one. 

And it’s all too fast, even if we did spend almost every second of the day for weeks together. We have electricity between us and are very compatible on every level. The kind of connection that’s more than you can ask or freaking wish for. It’s overwhelming and makes chills run down my spine, both from wanting him and the confusion of it all. 

But seeing I didn’t hear a peep from him since, it’s clear what we had is a book I don’t have to open and start exploring. And with me not being a needy, whiny woman who worships the ground he walks on...he can go screw himself. 

Hence the reason I said yes to going tonight. It’s time to get back to business. These kind of parties are like marketing. There are producers, managers, casting agencies, top management, and high-class folks who are people who made a name for themselves or know someone; connections.

It’s all about showing face and talking to the right people. So here I am, in the back of my friend’s car with sexy pumps, thankful I’m able to wear a small heel with my foot healed. I’m wearing a dark green cocktail dress with an open back and a slight V-neck to show off some cleavage. I don’t need to mention I couldn’t wear any panties because of the low cut and the silk fabric. 

Not that anyone would notice, and for sure I’m not looking for a hookup of any kind. Hell, the weeks I’ve been staying with Lochlan, we’ve been going at it like bunnies so I’m locked and loaded for the next few years or so; I don’t need sex with anyone else any time soon. 

Shit, I’m pretty sure no other man can set my soul on fire because Lochlan already managed to fully scorch it...dammit, he might even have branded his name on there. I’m pretty damn sure no other man can live up to his standards so, celibacy it is.

It’s a twenty-minute drive to the party so Sophie and I talk about how Gavin proposed to her and then she goes on about an audition she and Gavin had this week. The both of them have worked together before and they do so flawlessly. I hope they get the job and it kinda makes the feeling itch for myself to get back to work since at this point in my life I have nothing else but my career left. 

We get out of the car and when I’m about to say something to Gavin, my heart freezes in place because waiting off to the side of the entrance is Lochlan. The man is wearing a black suit, black shirt, black tie...all black as if he burst up in flames and left a hot sculpture of coal in its trace. Uh huh. That. Smoldering. Hot. 

It should be illegal the way he makes my pussy throb with the reminder this man was inside me. It’s like a ‘Lochlan was here’ beacon. Also, the reminder of me walking out of the door and now suddenly he’s standing here...why?

“Go on inside, I’ll find you guys later.” Sophie nods at my words, but Gavin is giving me a questionable look. “I’m fine, I see a friend I need to talk to before I go in. I’ll be right behind you guys, no worries.” Gavin gives me a nod now too and places his hand at Sophie’s lower back to guide her inside.

“What do you want, Lochlan?” I sigh when I reach him.

His eyes slide over my dress and it makes me grab hold of my clutch tighter out of pure frustration. Or to prevent myself from reaching out and sliding my fingers over his jacket with him looking so smooth. Dammit.

“I’m your date for tonight,” Lochlan simply states.

“What?” I squeak, totally not expecting his weird answer.

“Keep it down, Xena.” I hear Kray from behind me, making me spin around.

“Oh, great,” I mutter. “You brought Team Tag along.”

“Team Tag?” Lochlan chuckles.

“Tag, you’re it. These two always play together...you know, one tags a girl and they both play. Or so I’ve heard, no judgement there.” I glance back at Kray and North and give them a wink before I connect my gaze with Lochlan. “Hence Team Tag.”

Suddenly I’m curious about not seeing these two apart from each other, and I direct my question at either one. “How did you two get together in the first place, because I know your brothers and all...but not by blood. So, how did you meet?”

Kray and North glance at each other before North speaks up. “We shared the same annoying ex.”

I manage to keep a straight face and only give them a smile with a slight nod as a thank you for answering my question. But for real...since then they make sure to have each other’s backs? To prevent it from ever happening again? Test the hardware together? 

I snort at my own train of thought but drag my attention back to the annoying man I need to deal with. Not to mention the fact I have no choice since he’s turning me and steps closer, demanding my full attention by dragging me away from North and Kray.

Screw this, if he thinks we’re going back to whatever it was we were, he’s dead wrong. “I’m not your date, but I’m sure Team Tag doesn’t mind entertaining you. Now if you don’t mind, I have a party to attend.”

Lochlan grinds his teeth but tries to give me a smile. “You are my date, and they’re backup,” he simply states. Again.

But then it clicks, and with it anger rises again. I lean in close. “I walk out of your room—your life—and you walk straight back because of work? Fat chance I play along, asshole. Go find yourself someone else to extort. I’m done.”

I can’t even make a quick exit because he snatches my arm and pulls me against him. I’m sure to outsiders it seems as if two lovers are in an intimate embrace. And dammit, I have no legroom to knee him in the balls.

“Bugsy Speck is here tonight, Xena. I need your help. Besties fight and besties help each other out, even when they’re pissed at each other,” Lochlan whispers in a way too hot breath beside my ear, deliberately using the word besties with a roll of his tongue in an effort to tease and lighten my mood.

I push him away, not being able to trust my own body with having him this close, and I’m thankful he lets me. “You don’t have besties status anymore,” I hiss. “I don’t even have you listed as a friend.” Yes, I’m butthurt. He’s an ass showing up like this. But then I suddenly remember the facts from the file—the case Lochlan is working on—and this scumbag Bugsy needs to be brought to justice. “Fine. You can tag along for tonight to do your job.” 

His smile is blinding and I feel the need to remind him, “Just work, and leave when your job is done here. And with it, we’ll be done.”

He doesn’t say another word but places his hand at my lower back. I bite my bottom lip to prevent the gasp from slipping out. Shit. I can’t help the goose bumps from spreading to show what a mere touch from him does to me.

Lochlan leans in. “You look stunning.” His fingers slide a little lower and I hear a growl rumble through his chest. “You’re not wearing any fucking underwear?”

“Keep it down, will ya?” I mutter and smack my clutch against his chest. “And it’s none of your damn business.” Oh, but how I wish it was, my pussy rings out. 

Shit. I need to keep him at a distance, most definitely on a no touching term if I want to keep my sanity intact.

“Are you meeting someone? Ready for a quick fuck?” Lochlan spits, making me smack him again. Okay, keeping him at a distance is no problem at all when he acts like the asshole he is.

“Ah, isn’t that sweet...a lover’s quarrel,” a voice from our left states, making the both of us turn.

“Makes the make-up-sex one of the hottest things, wouldn’t you say?” Lochlan smiles at Bugsy, sliding right into job mode.

A truckload of shit shoved in a bucket. He’s the reason Lochlan is here and now it’s all gone to hell. Instinct takes over in an effort to save the situation at hand. “Not before you grovel, dear. Instead of kissing my ass I think you need to slip to the front and spend some time there.” I easily supply my statement at Lochlan.

Bugsy’s head falls back and laughter rips out. He shakes his head and addresses Lochlan. “It’s true what they say about redheads then?”

“I don’t know about all of them, but mine is feisty as hell and well worth the groveling,” Lochlan states, making me freaking blush even though I know it’s all for show on his account.

“Nice.” Bugsy’s eyes travel over me and it makes me feel dirty. 

Involuntarily I step closer to Lochlan and he slides his arm around me, pulling me flush against him.

Bugsy gives us a nod. “Have a nice evening.”

I mutter something I hope comes out nice at the same time Lochlan says, “I know I will, you have a nice night too.”

“Perfect, kids,” North says. “Way to show off the two of you are a normal couple.” He grins and Kray smacks Lochlan on the back in agreement, both Kray and North look like freaking hyenas.

I don’t have time to glare because Lochlan is guiding me toward the entrance. To my surprise Lochlan gives my name and he’s even mentioned as my plus one. Even Team Tag seem to be on the guest list too.

“How did you add your name? Or theirs for that matter?” I hiss.

“We can do everything we want and need, Xena. You best remember Broken Deeds MC is above the law and doesn’t back down for anything or anyone,” Lochlan simply states.

Asshole. No one’s above the freaking law.

“Stop glaring at your man,” North says as he walks past me, making me direct my glare at him. And for real, how can he even see if I’m glaring at Lochlan when he’s coming up from behind me?

“Your shoulders are tight and you’re leaning away from Lochlan. Relax, Xena, it’s a fucking party. Enjoy yourself,” Kray adds. 

Shit, did I wonder about that out loud? “Don’t dictate what I should or shouldn’t do, Kray. You won’t like my fist up your ass to see how far I can push it to make you a freaking puppet for my own personal enjoyment,” I hiss at a low volume.

Kray spins around and I can see actual flames dancing in his eyes. Oops.

“Tone it down, Kray. You know my woman has a sharp tongue. I’ll handle it,” Lochlan says in an effort to talk Kray down.

“See that you do,” Kray states, and I can’t help showing him my sharp tongue and piercing along with it, flipping him off all at once.

He just shakes his head and steps away, leaving me alone with Lochlan. Most definitely not what I need right now. Putting up a show so Lochlan can do his job? I’m still pissed at him and this night for me was to get back into my part of the job, not his, dammit. Not to mention how easily these two guys discuss how I need to be handled. Fat chance.

I grab my phone out of my clutch and shoot a message to Lips, letting her know what just happened and what asshole level these guys have taken shit. My last line is to let her know I’m all for helping them catch these guys, but for real...what it all comes down to? I want nothing to do with Lochlan when this night is over.

Screw it. I get the feeling all Lochlan will ever prioritize is himself without letting anyone else in. To each his own but my own priority is myself too, and I sure as hell don’t need another person ‘handling me.’ 

It’s my damn life and while we had fun, and how I was very willing to carry the load of his heavy burden with him...it’s now clear to me he won’t let me. Otherwise he would have done something to contact me. He’s had over a full damn day to do so, a text, a phone call, show up, anything. And not pop back into my life just because it suits him to do his job. It’s freaking rude.

“Relax,” Lochlan says.

Yes, that’s the perfect thing to say to me right now. Throw oil on the fire, that’ll take away the flames of my anger for sure. 

“How about, no. I’ll muster through this evening my way. And let’s get one thing very clear, Lochlan. You and me? The moment has passed. It was fun. You butting in on my evening where I was planning on mingling for my job opportunities just got cut off by you. Even the lowest of friendships aren’t based on egocentric levels. Consider yourself unfriended. Now, you’re going over to the bar and will get me some sweetass drink with lots of alcohol, and keep them coming. I’ll be over there...with my friends.” I spin on my heels and head for Sophie and Gavin who are talking to a producer I recognize. 

Mingle. Smile. Move forward, and make the most of this evening. Words I chant in my head while I try to plaster a smile on my face...one I feel has already died because sadness and regret about losing Lochlan takes root in my chest. 

As if I just lost my best friend all over again. Which is ridiculous. I should let it go, knowing the way I feel about him most definitely won’t ever be reciprocated by Lochlan. And it’s better to cut free—lose him now—then to let him drag me further down and lose myself in the process. 
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Chapter 11
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***Lochlan***

Cold. Distant. Pissed-off. But so fucking gorgeous. I could see it in her eyes the moment she closed the door on me. She’s right. She has every right to push me away. I know damn well I shouldn’t have let her walk out on me. I should have said something. Hell, the reason we fought was a tiny discussion to begin with. 

A fucking discussion. We should have talked instead of both being highly sensitive and overreacting. And I’m aware I’m the fucker who is failing at opening up enough to have a fucking discussion. I could have easily explained why I acted the way I did and why my brothers were throwing around things that implied her. She deserved as much. But I didn’t.

The way my heart beats with a twinge of sadness because of the way she acts around me now is making my whole body long to make shit right between us. Hell, she made it clear I don’t even have friend status anymore. What the fuck? I hate the word bestie but now I crave to hear her say that’s the connection between me and her. 

This little fact shocks the hell out of me and I’m glad she makes me step away from her for a moment to get myself under control. Drinks. Get her a drink and get myself one too. I’m making mine a double since I need to calm myself enough to do my damn job. Something I came here to do in the first place.

Deeds fucking ordered me to go. Or I’ll have your cut. Those were his words. I doubt he’d ever take my cut and ban me from the MC over something like this, but I did lock myself in my room the second Xena walked out of it. Sulk in misery. It’s what I do best, right? But he did take my cut and gave me a damn suit to wear instead.

“Who’s the dude Xena is talking to?” Kray says from my left.

“Big shot producer,” North answers before I can glance back to see who Kray is talking about.

“I know, shithead. I was trying to get him back on track,” Kray scolds North.

“I’ve never had my life on track, fucker,” I mutter. “Never. But I do realize I have to step up and do something.”

“That’s our boy.” Kray slaps my back. “Go get your girl. But remember, business before pleasure. Go find Bugsy Speck and snag his attention some more. We need him focused on you, get what we need so we can nail the fucker for every crime he committed.”

“I fucking know.” I gulp my drink in one go and grab the cocktail I ordered for Xena.

Go get your girl. Fuck. My girl. I had a whole different girl once upon a time. I still can’t see myself opening up to ever let Xena in and yet not letting her in is causing my chest to ache even more. Fucking twisted. It’s tearing me apart and making my head hurt to think of what to do and I still come up blank.

Xena is still talking to the producer who has stepped closer to her and is now touching her hip as he leans in to say something. Her head tips back and sweet laughter flows from her throat as she takes a step back. Hell of a way to handle the hands-on guy, I’ll give her that. Doesn’t hold back the fury spiking my veins though. The fucker needs to keep his hands to himself, even if the touch is meant to be innocent. 

“Here you go.” I hold out the cocktail in front of her, creating a block between the two in the process.

Her eyes meet mine and I can tell she’s anything but pleased with my interruption. I don’t fucking care. Nor do I care if I can’t give her all that she deserves. I fucking deserve something too, even if it’s selfish, so be it. 

I want her stupid rants, weird discussions, insane obsession for food, comfort from her body in my bed, and her sweet character around me all damn day. I have no damn clue how I’m going to handle it, handle her. Hell...if it’s even possible or if she would let me give us a shot, but I’m going to do it. Starting now.

“And you are?” the annoying producer asks me in a non-caring way.

I don’t blink twice and say, “Her bestie.” And give the fucker a wide grin.

Beside me Xena chokes on her cocktail and starts to cough, tapping her chest while holding her clutch. I turn to her and take the glass from her hand and give it to a waiter so she can wipe her eyes and calm down. She’s actually fighting a smile and it shoots a spark of hope through my veins.

“Hi, I’m Sophie.” A tiny blonde woman is holding out her hand. I take it and she continues on, “And this here is my fiancé, Gavin.”

I take the guy’s firm hand and know these two are friends with Xena and that she got a ride with them to the party.

“Lochlan,” I state and turn to Xena. “You okay?”

“Yeah.” She clears her throat. “I need a quick break to the ladies’ room to check my makeup. Mind walking with me?” 

I give her a nod and place my hand at the small of her back, guiding her through the room filled with high class people with fancy clothes. There’s music, lots of talking and fake laughter, and I’m missing my jeans and leather cut, feeling way too strung up in this fucking suit.

“Stop looking like you’re holding in farts,” Xena says with a smile in her voice and I damn well feel somewhat relaxed with her not sounding pissed.

“I can’t help it. It feels like it too in this suit. I’m missing casual clothes where I don’t have to worry about how I fucking look,” I sigh.

“Just so you know, you look hot in a suit. Come to think of it...I don’t think anything won’t look good on you, so relax.” She gives me a smile while we’re standing in front of the ladies’ room. 

“You need to go in?” I question.

“Does my makeup look off?” She looks straight at me and widens her eyes that go from left to right, fucking comical.

It feels like she wraps her fingers around my heart and tugs. The carefree vibe she always radiates and her open and honest actions. Nothing fake or presumptuous; what you see is what you get. Nothing like my ex at all. My ex—if you can call a one-night stand who set you up an ex—suffocated me in all ways while Xena is a breath of fresh air. I need to kiss her and I’m damn well gonna. 

“Your lipstick is off,” I croak, and slowly inch forward to give her a chance to back away.

She doesn’t. Her pupils dilate and her whole face washes with the kind of longing similar to what’s coursing through my veins. My mouth covers hers, my tongue tracing her lips as she opens for me, allowing me to swoop inside and taste her. 

Fuck. I didn’t realize how damn much I missed her until this moment. I back her up against the wall and I feel her fists grab my jacket to pull me closer. We’re totally consumed with one another until an annoying voice rings out.

“Great, make out in the hallway. Real mature, kids. The party is inside. Work too. Save that shit for later and get your asses inside,” North sighs.

I pull back and let my forehead touch hers and two words automatically fall out of my mouth. “Missed you.”

Her eyes light up as if I just gave her the fucking world. “I missed you too, mostly the chocolates, though. You should text me the address where you get them.”

“I won’t ever tell, you will only get them through me.” Bullshit, I know, but if I can bind her to me with chocolate, I damn well will.

“Okay,” she sighs while her eyes go to my lips and I can tell her mind is working as a frown appears. “I’m still mad at you though.”

“I know, baby, I know.” I feather my lips over hers. “And I’m bound to fuck up lots of times because I can’t promise you anything. I don’t even know what I want or how this will work. I just...need you to feel somewhat alive.” 

“That’s a claim,” North snaps.

“Heard it too, loud and clear,” Kray states.

Fucking hell. I turn my head and growl, “Get lost you idiots.”

“Yeah,” Xena says. “Or we’re gonna kick your asses.”

“Not an empty threat, gotcha. We’re gone, but for fuck’s sake, get back inside and work the room instead of each other.”

I don’t even care who’s saying it. I know we have to go back inside, and we will, but I need another taste first. She moans against my lips as my mouth takes hers in a gentle kiss lasting way too damn short for my liking.

“We’ll talk when we get back to my place, yeah?” I know it’s a question but the way my voice flows it’s more as a statement without room to deny me.

“Mmmmhmmm,” she hums, and steps away from me but grabs my hand to lace our fingers and drag me back into the room.

She comes to an abrupt stop and I manage to sidestep just in time so I don’t run into her. Fuck, my head needs to function more clearly instead of watching her damn ass sway knowing she doesn’t have any underwear underneath.

“We need to do something,” Xena says and I follow her line of sight.

“Shit, let’s go,” I tell her and stride over to Xena’s friends who are now talking to Bugsy.

Not good. This fucker targets couples for some fucked up reason and I need his attention on us so I can take him out.

“Quite a party, huh?” I chuckle and try to break into their discussion.

Gavin has his arm wrapped tight around Sophie’s waist and it’s as if he’s turning her away from Bugsy. “Yes. But we’re heading home soon.”

Sophia touches Xena’s arm. “Do you need a ride with us?”

“She’s going home with me,” I state.

Bugsy eyes all of us, as if we’re fucking lab rats or something, putting us underneath a microscope and monitoring every fucking move. The fucker is creepy, that’s for damn sure.

Xena hugs Sophie and she whispers in her ear that she’ll call her in the morning. Both Gavin and Bugsy aren’t paying attention to the girls anymore but seem to be stuck in a sizing each other up stare.

Shit. I have a bad feeling about this. I clear my throat. “So, Bugsy, what do you do for a living?” Nothing. Living off daddy’s money, flashing it around while assaulting random people and getting away with it. I mentally answer my own question because the fucker won’t ever tell the fucking truth.

The fucker’s upper lip twitches and I swear he’s swallowing a snarl. “Working is something I leave to the middleman. I’m more of a born leader who doesn’t need to work and instead can spend all the money I like with all the millions I have.”

What a fucking joke. He’s never done shit his entire life and swims in daddy’s money, not his own. “Ah, right. That’s what they call an investor. Sounds like you’ve got it made, man.”

The fake compliment almost makes me gag but I manage a fake smile to go with it and I’m damn happy Xena wraps her arms around me and glances up, catching my attention to make my smile genuine.

“Looks like you and the redhead are getting along better than at the beginning of the party. How long have you two been together?” Bugsy raises his eyebrow expectantly.

With this I can’t lie and say, “It’s fairly new.”

“Better end it now, before it ends you or her. The way you two bounce back and forth it won’t last long anyway. Look at these two.” Bugsy motions to Gavin and Sophie. “Now those two have a solid foundation, takes more than an argument to rip them apart.”

Xena freezes up beside me and I wonder if it’s for the same reason ice is flowing through mine. Gavin and Sophie are oblivious to this fucker’s twisted mind shit. What he just casually stated? Partial motive in my damn ears.

“I wouldn’t say that.” I try to steer away the discussion from Xena’s friends as I add, “Xena and I just spent weeks without a day apart. Except for yesterday. One damn day apart felt like I was missing the whole meaning of life.” I glance down at Xena and realize the words flowed naturally and she’s beaming at me as if I just won a dance contest with two left feet.

“That’s right, sugar bear.” Xena feathers a kiss on my cheek before she adds, “And you forgot to mention we share the whole white picket fence dream.”

We fucking don’t. It’s the exact opposite of that what we share opinions about. And this shows she’s playing along with me; helping me do my job.

And it works because Bugsy’s eyes are gleaming with interest and even his body slightly turns toward us.

Gavin nods to me and Sophie gives a finger wave to Xena as they merge into the crowd, heading home. Now I need to keep this fucker here entertained so I’m sure he won’t go after Xena’s friends. 

And we do for at least another ten minutes or so due to Xena’s charms but it seems to be the limit when Bugsy thanks us for a lovely conversation. My eyes find Kray and he gives a nod, letting me know he and North will take over like we discussed. I need time with Xena and they will tail Bugsy to make sure that fucker keeps his nose clean tonight.

Here comes the important part of the night, and fuck...by the feel of the pressure on my chest it might just classify as an important part of the next step in my life.
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Chapter 12
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***Xena***

We’ve been in Lochlan’s room for the last twenty minutes or so. We took a cab from the party to the clubhouse and even during the drive Lochlan had been silent. Now he might still not say a word but he’s pacing back and forth. Do I dare say he changed his clothes when we got here and is now only wearing jeans? 

Jeans riding low with nothing but a naked, well-toned hard body of ink above it. And bare feet. I would love nothing more than to run my fingers or tongue over his inked skin but this moment right here isn’t about lust. It’s intimate on a different level.

He clearly wants to reach out and open up some to me but he’s struggling. From the tiny hints I’ve managed to tie together...the grief he’s been holding inside is what has been keeping him together. He doesn’t know how to cope or let go. As if opening up would make him crack and fall apart.

Honestly? I can’t imagine what he’s been through. Losing a child? Because that’s what I’m fairly sure happened to him. The why, how, when, is not clear. Hell, the only other thing I’m also pretty sure of is the thought that struck me how maybe his ex tricked him into having a kid. But all of it is a wild guess at this point.

So here I sit, on his bed, waiting patiently for Lochlan to be ready for whatever it is he wants to share. And really, I’m not the kind of person who needs all the details or wants him to get it off his chest, but he’s struggling with it and it means he needs to get it off his chest in order to take the next breath and move forward. The pain is keeping him back, an obstruction to live his life fully.

Lochlan stops midstride and locks eyes with me. The haunting look, the pain, panic, despair...holy hell, he’s showing me all and it makes me want to hug him and tell him everything will be okay...but that would be a lie because it isn’t, and clearly it never will be for him.

But dammit, he should know. “Whatever you had in mind when you said you couldn’t give me what I needed? What I see in front of me is a man whose heart is overflowing with love and raw grief. Something that’s been merged together and has bonded so strongly you need to open up and share the load. Give me some, Lochlan. No matter where we stand or go in life, the level of trust between you and me is solid and everything you say in this room...and I damn well swear on my soul...will stay in this room. It’s clearly been a heavy weight, give it to me, Viking. I’m right here for you and will still be here even if you don’t say a word but crawl into this bed and let me hold you. Words are overrated anyway. So, no damn way do I want you to feel obligated or forced to tell me something. I’ll stay. I am staying no matter what, get me?”

Relief starts to fill his eyes and he spins around to sink down on the bed. He takes his head in his hands and stares at the floor. Again, I fall into silence and let him take his time. I meant what I said, if he shares...good for him, he really needs it. If not? Also, good because it means he’s not ready yet. 

And I know it’s probably been years but emotions, feelings, and mental stuff isn’t about cracking a code or a deadline. It’s not that simple, it’s a process as complex as the human mind. It’s got wires, triggers, locked up rooms with stuff no one wants to go through or endure ever again. 

Some can block things out until they see an image, smell something that reminds them, or have an unwilling flashback that throws them back. Literally. It throws their life back and they have to deal with shit that happened years ago because at that point in life—when it happened—it was all about survival. That’s what kept them going...until their life was tackled again by the memories.

I respect the shit out of this man. So yes, here I sit, because I made up my mind. I want him. Broken, hurt, powerful, stubborn, asshole ways and all. No one’s perfect but Lochlan just does it for me, and that’s good enough for the here and now yes, but I’m more comfortable with knowing he would be there for me further down the road. 

And for the first time, I might want a purple fence and a pet lizard. Or not. I’m doubting the lizard, and the purple fence, but you get my idea, right? Because it clicked in my head and it’s what matters the most.

“It was my weekend to spend time with her.” Lochlan’s raw voice breaks the silence in the room. “When I was almost at their house, I got a text telling me they headed out to her ma’s house for the weekend. She always did that fucking shit. Leaving when it was my weekend. Bring her over when she knew I had plans. I always changed them, you know.” He glances at me and I give him a nod in understanding. “It was time with my kid, and it was scarce as it was, so I never turned it down. And normally I would back off when she was in a mood to take her from me on my weekend. But I hadn’t seen her in three damn weeks and it was my fucking weekend. I went to court to get a settlement, so she would stop with taking her from me and it went through, so it was my fucking weekend.”

Lochlan growls and anger visibly overtakes his body, making it shake. Reaching forward, I let my hand gently slide up and down his back without saying a word.

Lochlan takes a deep breath. “I drove out of state for six hours to get to her ma’s house. By the time I got there it was late at night. I...the moment...when...fuck. I turned the corner, flashing lights, police, firefighters, people standing on the streets and I felt it in my gut. I knew it was bad. I jumped out of my truck and rushed toward the house. A guy tried to stop me but I pushed through until I saw her. They...CPR on the fucking lawn. She...carbon monoxide. All three of them. My ex, her mother, my little girl. Gone. Just like that. The time it fucking took me to get there...” Lochlan dashes off the bed. “It was my fucking weekend!” he roars, and my heart breaks for this man.

He places his palms over his eyes and shakes his head as if he’s reliving the images all over again. I feel tears burn tracks along my cheeks as I carefully walk to him and wrap my arms around him in an effort to give him comfort. Comfort I know won’t ever be enough to soothe the ache of a child ripped away from their father. Even more so if it’s tangled with guilt. Guilt that has no place in his heart because in no way was this his fault.

I have to brace myself for the fast way his arm circles my body, and he hugs me so hard it leaves little room to breathe. I’m not complaining, it’s what he needs right now; to feel grounded and feel the weight of life in his arms. I’d give him my last damn breath if it would take away the world of hurt this man carries with him on his shoulders.

“She was so damn cute and fearless,” he croaks. “I didn’t even want her, you know. Her mother...we were so young and she got pregnant as if it was next year’s fashion. Two of her friends were teenage moms and she wanted a kid. I never fucking knew. I picked her up at a damn bar for a one-night stand. I never had sex without a condom and it was one damn time she crawled on top of me, she got the condom on but months after Harmony was born—during one of our many arguments—she threw at me how she only needed me for the sperm. She popped the condom with her nails on purpose without me knowing...I didn’t fucking see her do it but only felt her throw the condom on. Too damn young to fucking know shit. Even if she tied me to her for her own damn benefits, I worked hard to give her money to support her and the kid while she could go around town showing off. I didn’t care. She didn’t want my involvement other than the paycheck. Didn’t let me see her until she was nine weeks old and needed a babysitter so she could go out dancing. When I was holding her...Harmony...so fucking tiny...even if I never even wanted kids in the first place, I knew she was mine to take care of. And I did. The money was nothing. I made sure I became a dad to her, and not just a sperm donor who walks this fucking earth alongside of her. I did it for the twinkle in her eyes, for those rosy cheeks, and toothless grin.”

His voice cracks and with it my heart as I feel wetness on my skin. This strong man is breaking all over again for the daughter he fought for and lost. I feel him freeze up for a second before he clears his throat and steps away fast, heading for his dresser with his back turned to me.

Through movement I see how he must be rubbing his eyes while opening one of the drawers. I hate I have to stand in place and let him get his bearings, it’s damn hard, but I need to give him space. He’s leaning against the dresser and his shoulders rise and fall with the deep breaths he’s taking. Lochlan turns and holds out a tiny book for me to take.


I don’t risk a glance to look him in the eyes because I’m already a blubbering mess and he’s sharing so damn much, I don’t want to make him feel as if I can’t handle more. I take the photobook and sit down on the bed. 

I feel the mattress dip as Lochlan’s warmth spreads along the right side of my body.    I open the dusty pink book and the first picture I see is a tiny bundle of human wrapped in a blanket with the cutest little beany on her head. Heart melting. 

“Gorgeous,” I croak, and let my finger trail over the picture.

I hear Lochlan swallow and a strangled, “Yeah” tumbles over his lips.

He reaches out and turns the page. One by one there are pictures of a little girl growing up into such a joyful girl. If I’ve counted the birthday pictures correct, she was five years old on the last page where she’s clearly putting beads on a string and showing it off to whomever is taking the picture. Her grin full of pure pride and devotion is making my heart fill with love for this girl and being shattered into a million pieces knowing I won’t ever have a chance to meet her.

The dashing, long, curly golden blonde hair with a hint of red gives her cute round face the perfect bouncy attitude. Her grayish blue eyes sparkle. Even from a mere photograph you can see the joy this kid must have had in this moment in time when the image was taken. 

“I remember taking this one. It was one of the last few I took. I never even fucking checked them until a year later.” His eyes are locked on the picture and I’m thankful because it gives me time to really look at this magnificent man.


A man who was forced into something another person wanted for her own benefit and yet embraced it only to have the most precious of gifts ripped away from him.

“I’m so sorry,” I whisper. “It clearly shows she was a wonderful bundle of joy. Harmony, that was her name, right?”

“Yeah...her mother named her, she didn’t even allow me to have any say in it.” Lochlan’s voice doesn’t have a hint of anger in it, only defeat.

“It fits her perfectly, you know...the meaning it holds, how perfect and peaceful, all blending into something that’s the perfect pleasing combination of joy she radiates. I can see it in her eyes, even a frozen moment of a photograph can’t take the light away.”

“Yeah,” he croaks again and I can tell he wants to say something else but his head drops as well as his shoulders.


I place the book next to me and reach out to let my fingers slide over Lochlan’s bracelets. Remembering how a few months ago I teased him about them and his reply was how his kid made them. He threw it out as if it was a line he used in everyday life to put someone in place if they dared to make fun of something. Yet, in reality...they were made by his daughter.

He captures my hand in his and gives my fingers a gentle squeeze. “Thank you,” he whispers.

Astonished, I ask, “What for?”

He leans his shoulder against mine and in this moment I’m glad we’re almost the same height since he gives me some of his weight, connecting us even more.

“For not giving up, even if you walked away and I didn’t come after you,” he mutters.

His words make me snort. “I can’t even remember what we argued about. And you have this sexy smile that makes me melt, and chocolate you won’t share where you get it. Now that...that’s probably the reason why I’m sitting here next to you.” 

His head turns and though his eyes are cracked red, there’s a hint of a smile on his face. “I knew it was the chocolate.”

“Yup,” I give his shoulder a tiny push, “it’s delish.”

“So are you,” he murmurs in an honest tone, making my skin spark with awareness.

“You’re just making me feel good so I’ll share with you,” I tease.

He gives me a full grin this time. “Yeah.”

Somehow, I feel tired. It’s not because of the long night with the dragging party that’s hitting me, so I can’t imagine how Lochlan must be feeling with everything he shared today.

“Come on, let’s take a quick shower and get into bed.” I stand up but bend over to take the photo book and hold it out to Lochlan. “Thank you for letting me get to know her a bit, and more of you along with it. Grief is a heavy weight and so is love. You’re filled to the brim with both. I’m right here if you need me, the two of us can carry all of it, and can hold on to her memory forever without letting you drown in it.”

“Fuck,” he croaks, and feathers his lips against mine in silent agreement.

He stands up to take the book and place it into the drawer of his dresser, then takes my hand and guides me into the bathroom.
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Chapter 13
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***Lochlan***

I’ve been awake for the last ten minutes or so. My arm is still draped over Xena’s waist as I’m spooning her. Serenity. I can’t even wrap my mind around the fact of how damn perfect she feels against me. I thought I’d royally screwed up with not going after her and not knowing what to do. Not to mention barging in and crashing her damn work party to give my job priority.

Her first reaction when she saw me last night? My gut twisted and I don’t want to think about where my mind would be if she refused to even so much as talk to me. It’s in the past now. Fuck...the past. I didn’t mean to rip open my heart and pour it all out. I thought if I just mentioned I had a daughter once—one I lost—I didn’t have to say anything more.

I never shared any of it with anyone. Somehow, she inspired me to spill it all, let myself hear what I’ve been keeping inside. With doing so my heart feels lighter somehow. Insane when I think about it, but maybe the reason is like she mentioned, how the both of us can carry the load. She’s so unselfish in many ways with her patience and warmth. 

How we showered together and there was nothing erotic about it...fucking comfort as if it was the most normal and mundane thing we have done for years on end. Right after, we snuggled close on the bed and fell asleep in each other’s arms. The day Xena left, the nightmares were back, last night...with her in my arms...she drove them away.

I have to talk to my Prez. I’m not ready to claim her as my ol’lady but I know for damn sure I don’t want to live without her. Even if this feels perfect, I’m not ready to bind her to me. I’ve realized yesterday with ripping open my heart that everything is still so very raw. All these fucking uncertainties aren’t fair for her and yet...I don’t fucking know. 

Like I said, I need to talk to Deeds. He’s been leading a bunch of nutcases who all carry a truckload of scars and he might have advice. But first and foremost...I don’t want any pressure from the club. I know damn well rules apply, and I’m all for following them. Hell, I fucking live by them. But I need an exception. Feeling restless with my thoughts, I slip out of bed and grab my jeans and phone. 

Xena turns and a groan slips from her lips. I lean in and place a kiss on her temple. “Get some more sleep, I need to have a little chat with my Prez. Be back soon, baby.”

She snuggles into my pillow and I feel a smile spread my face. That’s what she does to me; the fucking sun who drives the darkest of nights away, handing me a new day to brighten a fucking future. I gently close the door behind me and grab my phone to shoot Deeds a message while I head for his house.

He’s waiting on the front porch when I get there. “Hey, man.”

“Hey, Esmee woke you up early?” I question.

My Prez shoots me a grin. “Nah. I woke my wife early. Didn’t hear her complain though. She even had a three-minute window to come down from her orgasm high before Esmee tested her vocal cords.”

I shake my head at the information the man threw at me, most definitely something I could have gone without knowing.

“I recon you didn’t ask to meet me to talk about me and my ol’lady, huh?” Deeds questions.

“Fuck, no,” I agree, and then words fail me.

“Come on, let’s head to church, we need a little privacy, right?” Deeds starts to walk in the direction of the clubhouse and I fall in step next to him.

Kray and North step off their bikes and walk toward us. “Mornin’, Prez.”

“Kray, North,” Deeds acknowledges. We all follow Deeds inside the clubhouse and into church. 

“Toast took over?” Deeds questions.

Toast is one of our prospects. We named him Toast after his second fuck-up. Doesn’t matter if the dude is as smart as they come, every now and then he manages to screw up and...then he’s toast. Hence the nickname.

“Yeah, told him to follow at long distance if Bugsy’s ass left the house. He won’t screw up, he’s young and he means well,” North states. 

“Bugsy didn’t do shit all night,” Kray says. “Shame we can’t monitor the fucker twenty-four seven, waiting for him to leave evidence or catch him red-handed.”

“Maybe we should,” I muse. “He seems to follow a pattern. It’s only a few months between cases I could almost link to him. And it’s been awhile since the last one.”

“Keep Toast on him for today and have two other prospects take shifts for the next few days,” Deeds orders. “It’s worth a shot, we might get lucky to prevent the fucker from hurting others while catching him in the act.” 

Muffler strolls inside church. “Early meeting I didn’t know about?”

“Nah,” Deeds replies. “Lochlan here needed a word but Kray and North just got back, so we were discussing the case Lochlan is working on. We just decided it needs some surveillance.” 

“Cool, if you need me, holler. I just wrapped up the abuse case I was working on. File is on your desk, Prez,” Muffler says.

“You need him?” Deeds directs the question at me.

“Yeah, Prez. I think that would be best seeing my head is all over the place. It’s also the reason I wanted to have a word with you,” I tell him honestly.

“Okay, Lochlan, take a seat, the rest of you...out,” Deeds states.

I clear my throat. “Actually, Prez, maybe it’s good if they stayed.”

Deeds raises his eyebrow. “You sure?”

“Yeah.” I rub a hand over my mouth and stalk over to the door to close it.

Everybody takes a seat at the table and so do I. Leaning forward, I put my elbows on the table as my gaze goes to my hands, clenching them to fists. None of my brothers say anything but wait in silence for me to begin. Except the truth is...I don’t even fucking know where to start.

I take a deep breath. “I can’t fucking claim her. I want to...but I can’t. And I can’t fucking not, and it’s driving me insane.”

“Prez,” Kray’s voice rings out. “May I?”

“Sure,” Deeds rumbles.

“I’ve mentioned his lady already passed tests before any other ol’lady went through testing. Xena has been here—around all of us—enough to know when someone is fake, a bitch, or evil people. But she’s good people. She even teaches the kids to dance, she’s got a big heart. And,” Kray locks eyes with me, “Don’t flip out on me, fucker.” I give him a nod and wait expectantly as he goes on. “Her background checks out.”

They checked out my woman? “What the fuck?”

“He told you to calm down, Lochlan. Besides, it was me who asked for the thorough background check instead of the first normal one we did when she came here as a friend of Doll’s. It’s something else when she hangs around the clubhouse and is there with all our kids for hours.”

“Have you seen her fucking dance?” Muffler whistles low before he almost chokes in it with the death glare I’m aiming at him. “Hey, I didn’t mean it that way,” the fucker says with his hands palms up. “I mean she’s really patient with the kids and then she gives them a show where I seriously wonder how a person can bend that way.”

“Shut the fuck up,” I growl.

“Okay, fine. Though I don’t think I was disrespectful in any way, I was just stating a fact.” Muffler shrugs. “Anyone good with kids is good enough for me. Bet she’d be a great mom someday.”

“She can’t ever have fucking kids.” The words are out of my mouth before I realize it.

“Aw, fuck,” Muffler croaks. “Sorry man.”

My hands go to my face. I can’t stand the fucking looks of pity over something I’m actually happy about. My damn woman isn’t broken. She lived to tell about a horrible accident and choses to live her life the way she wants it. 

“A little over ten years ago I had a daughter who died at the age of five. Xena and I both don’t see kids of our own in our future. She’s fucking perfect and I can’t tie her down to me because many beautiful fucking dreams died for me along with my daughter. Don’t you fucking get it? One damn day without Xena and I felt as if the damn universe let my happiness slip from my fingers again. I got her back in my bed right now and I feel as if my world is going to crash down if I let her go, but at the same time I will drag her down with me anyway if I make her stay.” My hands fall away and I glance around the table, finding all my brothers with a stunned look.

North shakes his head. “Fuck...I didn’t see that one comin’.”

“Me neither,” Kray agrees, and points a finger right at me. “I’m going to kick your fucking ass if you let her go. She fights for you, like literally. Hearing you mention the little girl who was ripped away from you, man? It’s like the universe carved the perfect woman from the same wood he created you from and handed her to you on a silver platter.” Kray connects his gaze with Deeds. “I don’t fucking care about the patch ink or if he claims her or not, I vote he doesn’t need this shit until he’s got all his damn ducks in a row. I’m fucking sure he will have it all clear when the time comes. His heart is there, it’s his mind that needs to process.”

“Agreed,” North states.

“What he said,” Muffler grunts.

“You heard them, take your time, brother. And I’m fucking sorry about your loss...fuck, I can’t even begin to imagine. Fucking hell.” Deeds rubs a hand over his mouth as if he needs to shut himself up but his eyes burning into mine leave the unsaid words flowing between us.

“Thanks,” I croak.

Having my brothers support me in this is something I need. Even more when they just told me how even they see what a damn fine heart Xena possesses. Though that shit Muffler mentioned? I haven’t seen her fucking dance, yet. When she teaches the kids, it must have been when I wasn’t around. I do know all about her flexibility though, but I want to see her fucking dance.

The time she spent with me, more than half she needed to let her foot heal. Good thing we now have time to get to know each other without having my brothers interfere. Even if the rules of the club are there for a reason; to protect ourselves, each other, and the club. My brothers gave me the space I needed to get my shit together. And with last night, and right now, I finally feel as if I’m able to breathe.

“Does she know about your kid?” Deeds asks.

“Yeah,” I breathe and remember how everything poured out. “I told her everything. I was planning on mentioning it like how I told you guys but the words just kept coming until I spilled all. I even showed her photographs. Shots I’ve never even showed anyone else.”

“I’d love to see them sometime if you’d allow me,” Deeds’ voice comes out raw.

“Same here,” Muffler croaks and needs to clear his throat.

“Dude, we all would appreciate to see who your little girl was. What was her name?” Kray says.

“Harmony.” I smile, somehow making it easier to talk about her with my brothers knowing and even asking in all sincerity.

We spend the next twenty minutes talking and when I finally get back to my room, Xena is still sleeping. I fire up my laptop and start a special program that allows me to check Xena’s medical files. The information I’m looking for hits my screen and another wave of insecurities and fear wash away, letting longing and warmth spread my veins. A dick move to still not trust her word but my mind is twisted and needs confirmation to be able to let shit go. 

I shrug out of my clothes and slide right back into bed, relishing in the weight that was lifted from my chest. And it’s all because of the magnificent woman beside be, making me comfortable enough to even share with my brothers. Something I never imagined I would bother anyone with because they are my scars to bear.
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Chapter 14
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***Xena***

Oh, what a difference compared to an hour ago. Sixty freaking minutes ago I was in bed and snuggled close to Lochlan. Soft kisses, special attention between my legs, the promise of coffee...we got dressed and now we’re in the clubhouse surrounded by ol’ladies and bikers.

And...I have kids jumping up and down in front of me, asking me to dance. Normally I wouldn’t have a problem with putting some music on and letting the little rascals shake some booty to lose some energy. But now? I get a feeling I’m being set up. Lochlan is leaning against the bar, arms crossed and the look in his eyes tells me he’s the one who told the kids to ask me to dance for them.

“The guy adores you,” Lips whispers from my left.

My heart skips a beat or two and I let my gaze travel to her, deliberately talking over her statement because it’s really not something I want to discuss with anyone. “I have a feeling that guy set me up, even used the kids to do so.”

“Stupid from adoration.” Lips smirks. “The stupid part being asking you through the kids to dance for them, while he could totally ask for a lap dance and I’m sure you could give it to him soooooo good. Yup, stupid.”

Now it’s my turn to smirk. “Oh, yeah.”

“Maybe we should organize a ladies’ night and you could teach all of us some moves.” Lips taps Diamond, Depay’s ol’lady, on her knee. “Sounds fun, right?” 

“More than fun,” Diamond agrees.

“But first,” I say as I stand up and shrug out of my flannel shirt to tie it around my waist. “I have to entertain y’alls’ kids.”

“You go girl, I’m gonna watch your moves and pay attention. I need some of those moves to lose some weight and get me some flexibility. Even if Deeds loves every inch of me.” Lips looks down at herself and back at me. “Oh, who am I kidding...it’s the flexibility, I want it...when you do the whole street dance, salsa, ballet, whatever, thing with flipping your body backwards on one hand, shaking booty and tits...hawt. You know how to handle every freaking inch of your body, and the rhythm and the vibe you radiate? Girl, you have more options than any vibrator on high speed. I want that.” 

I can’t help but laugh. “No worries, I can show you some moves to taunt your ol’man some more.” I wiggle my eyebrows.

Lips shoots me a wink in return. “I knew you were my new favorite person.”  

I’m wearing jeans shorts, a white, tight, crop top with a rose embroidered on each breast, and biker boots. Oh, and I have my flannel shirt wrapped around my waist. Not really the perfect dance apparel but I guess I can work in anything. Sometimes when I have a part in a play, I need to wear the weirdest things so it’s not a problem. 

Only Lips did make me itch to spice up my dancing moves as much as I can with all the kids present. I really want to show off because the idiot man didn’t ask me straight up to dance, nope. See how I want to rub it in? Better yet, I’m going to tell him exactly how it is and what a big mistake he just made.

Stalking over to Lochlan, I lean in. “Could you put some music on for me so I can show the kids some moves? Shame you didn’t ask me directly because now I have to entertain kids while I could have given you a private lap dance to show off my...moves.” I’ll make sure to moan the word moves before I spin around just in time to prevent him from grabbing my arm.

Pretty sure he wants to drag me off to his room. Not going to happen, can’t disappoint bouncing kids.

“Music, music, music.” I clap as I get to the kids, they join in and start to clap and chant along before the speakers fill the clubhouse with some upbeat music.

I grab the heel of my boot and do a standing split, lighting up Esmee’s eyes with adoration. The little girl’s grin is worth the same amount of joy that goes through me when I’m standing on a stage performing for a large crowd. I spin myself and move backwards to gain some space around me. 

Reaching for my hair tie, I free my long hair out of the ponytail and let it bounce around freely. This is what I really love. Freestyle. Do what I like without a care in the world. It’s satisfying. Normally I would rehearse moves every day with a big wall of mirrors. But I’ve recently moved and I have to find myself a new space to practice.

With the injury of my foot, this is actually the first time I really let go and just surrender to the music and let my body speak the language the tunes carry. Dropping to my knees one moment while swinging my arms to gain speed to lift myself back up. Spinning, jumping, every inch, every muscle, I give everything I got until the music ends.

I wipe my face and push my hair back to find everyone staring at me in awe. Except for Doll, she’s clapping with a proud look on her face. She’s seen me dance many times and has been to several plays and rehearsals.

My vision is blocked when I’m staring into Lochlan’s eyes. Pure lust is overflowing, his pupils wide and black. “Why haven’t I seen you move like this until now?” he croaks.

I’m trying to get my breathing under control and it’s got nothing to do with the way I pushed my body with dancing but everything with the man standing in front of me. And it’s not like I want to ruin the moment by saying, “Hey, you shattered a whiskey bottle and I stepped in the glass by accident so I couldn’t dance for weeks.” So, I say nothing and just keep my gaze locked with his.

“Dude, drag her off to your room before your zipper explodes,” Lips chuckles from beside us.

Lochlan doesn’t think twice but hoists me up over his shoulder and stalks away, making me laugh as I wave to the kids who all enthusiastically wave back. I don’t think I’ve ever been thrown over a shoulder like this. I mean, yeah, during dancing we have moments with lifting and jumping but this? Nope. Besides, it’s not like I’m the tiny woman who’s easy to lift. But Lochlan doesn’t have any issues other than getting me to his room fast.

When he slides me down his body and locks the door behind him, he growls, “I won’t ever make the mistake of asking the kids to get you to dance. From now on you only dance for me.”

I can feel my eyes widen in shock. Did he really just say that? “Sorry to disappoint you there, Viking...dancing is what I do for a living. You know, the kind on stage in front of a wide audience and hey...sometimes I sing too, did anybody mention that? Are you going to put me in a cage like a canary? Have me only sing and dance to your tunes?”

These past weeks, before I walked out of the clubhouse, we’d spend lots of times talking, we discussed normal, everyday things. Not my work, mainly because I didn’t want to think about it at first, taking the injury to my foot an easy out to have some time off.

“I can’t handle it,” Lochlan simply states with clenched teeth and hands.

Wait, he’s jealous? Ugh, if I didn’t adore this man, I would have slapped him silly. “You have nothing to worry about, I’m not going to run off or drool after anyone.”

“Why?” he growls angrily.

He’s really going to make this hard for the both of us. Maybe I should slap him silly, beating around the bush like this. Well, he might not be there yet, but when I look into his eyes, I can embrace the feelings running though me. And after sharing his past with me, I’ve come to realize he’s most definitely it for me.

“Because there’s only one dude who gets my panties wet, but it’s also the one who can get my panties in a twist. And if you need a freaking hint who, the name starts with an L and ends with an N. Any idea who I only have eyes for?”

I don’t get an answer with words but instead I get a growl and his mouth covering mine. I know most woman want the extra words, they want to hear their man tell them explicitly who they belong to. Though, for me it’s different, even more when it comes to Lochlan. 

He’s closed himself off for a lot of things and with the loss of the one person in life who managed to claim his heart? He won’t ever set himself up to give himself fully. Yet even if he doesn’t admit it or have the words to translate for him...he shows it to me in many ways. And that’s what matters.

I don’t need words, I don’t need a ring, I don’t need the ink these bikers have when they’ve claimed an ol’lady, and I certainly don’t need a marriage certificate to show the world in black and white what we have. Our connection is more than an outer statement for others, it’s in the way he kisses me, holds me, buys me all the damn chocolate he handpicks. 

It’s the little things where you know it’s the thought that counts; it’s how you show you care. And it’s all I need; him and the way he gives himself to me. The whole action means more than words and in the long run you might actually want to hear the words...but when a person like Lochlan would actually say it...those words would carry the weight of the world. Yet the way his eyes travel over my skin is a visual storytelling of his cravings, one he doesn’t want to share with anyone other than me.

“You,” he croaks.

“Me,” I breathe and cup his face.

“You and me...us.” His eyes are locked with mine and by the way his lips part, I can see he wants to say more but there’s so much pain sinking into his eyes and the struggle to say anything else becomes real.

It’s exactly what went through my head just now; he wants this just as much as I do. Yet voicing it out loud, makes it real enough for the risk to let it shatter. The connection we have is between me and him, screw the rest of the world, screw the freaking words people use to make a path for clear statements. It’s the connection that counts, feelings, how right something is when I feel it in my gut and how it mirrors back through his eyes.

“Us,” I say and make sure he sees the promise in my eyes. “You and me, Lochlan, okay?”

“Yeah,” he says with a load of thankfulness. “You and me, Xena, you and me.”

He drags me flush against his body and holds me in his arms. His fingers go to my crop top and I raise my arms to help him undress me. Our mouths connect in between pauses long enough to shed pieces of clothing until we’re naked and on the bed.

His strong arms are wrapped around me, leaving less than no room in between us as he pushes himself inside me. Inch by delicious inch as if he’s savoring our connection. The gasp that escapes me is swallowed by Lochlan as he gives me a scorching kiss. The way he’s thrusting inside me, his tongue swirling against mine, his strong hold; he’s not allowing anything to come between us.

My body is flaming up, itching for release. Lochlan’s hand travels down my hip to hold me in place while his hips are picking up speed. The angle of his thrusts adjusts, allowing him to rub against my clit and it’s the kind of pressure I was searching for to let my orgasm overtake me.

His name falls from my lips as curses leave his. He pushes up to watch where we’re connected. Pulling out he palms his dick and tugs. Jets of cum land on my pussy in thick ropes. His face is masked in pure pleasure as he takes in the visual. The tip of his dick is now tracing the cum as he pushes slightly inside me.

I was so caught up in the moment that I didn’t even think about a condom. No matter how damn sexy it is to be covered with his cum, his eyes solely focused on my pussy while his dick is sliding over my sensitive skin...it also puts me on edge.

I remember very clearly how he freaked out and how we also had sex many times in the past weeks, but always with a condom. Even if it’s medically impossible for me to get pregnant and therefore unnecessary to use condoms since we’re both clean and in this thing together.

“Lochlan,” I croak, unable to think of a less panicked way to address this.

He slowly shakes his head. “I had myself fixed right after Melody told me she was pregnant. I swore to myself it wasn’t going to happen ever again. But you know shit never is one hundred percent safe. I never leave anything to chance.” His eyes meet mine. “I checked your medical files.”

If he thinks I’ll get angry at his admittance, he’s dead wrong. It happened a long time ago and when a person is tricked and left to look like a fool for someone else’s benefits, they want to see and have proof for themselves. To be their own judge when they have all the facts in black and white.

So, I give him a warming smile and let him know. “Okay.”

“There’s no chance in hell,” he starts and the magnificent man winces slightly.

Ugh, doesn’t he know by now that I’m right where he is in this? “No chance in hell, and it’s exactly how I see my future because it’s my life.”

“So.” Lochlan gives me a cheeky smile. “Me and you...we don’t need condoms.”

I bite my bottom lip before letting go. “Does this mean you’re going to make a mess every time?”

His head tips back and laughter fills the room, making my heart flush with warmth for this man.

“Never in my damn life was I able to do this...come all over a perfect pussy and yeah, I will create a mess from time to time but later today I want to come inside you if that’s okay.”

“More than okay,” I croak, overwhelmed by his admittance and yet another piece of himself he just gave me.

Our road to a shared future must be dragging by some mindsets, but this is our life and no one sets rules one should live by. No relationship is the same as others because each individual is their own person with their own flaws and even if you live your life with your partner you get to be yourself and evolve on your own and together. And this is our together.
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Chapter 15
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***Lochlan***

Kray is pounding on the door. “Lochlan, better get out here, brother.”

I groan in frustration. Yes, we’ve been in bed all day, taking turns with enjoying each other’s body while catching our breath before going at it again. I check the clock and it’s six.

“Is dinner ready?” I bark at the annoying man.

Kray lets his fist hit the door again. “Toast just got back to the clubhouse, fucker. We need you out here, he’s got some new intel you would wanna hear and see.”

Now that catches my damn attention. I jump off the mattress and when I get dressed, I see Xena’s doing the same thing. We both head toward the main clubhouse and see Deeds, Muffler, Broke, Depay, Kray, and North sitting at a table. Toast is standing in front of it, his leather jacket looks torn on his left arm and so does his jeans on that side.

“What the fuck happened?” I growl.

Knowing Toast fucks up regularly and I’m very much aware he was the one who should have his eyes on Bugsy Speck instead of standing here.

“I was following the fucker but a motherfucking car went through a red light and cut me off, making me lose him in traffic,” Toast growls back. “But you gotta see what I caught on camera earlier. Get this...the fucker walked out of his house with a long metal rod, popped the car door of his father’s ’69 black corvette and hotwired the fucker.” Toast holds out his phone and a video starts to play where Bugsy is working on getting the car door open.

“The fuck?” I snap. “What the hell is this shit about? The idiot could get the keys to his father’s car out of the house, right? We checked his fucking bank accounts, he could afford one, hell...one every other month if he wants to.”

“You got me.” Toast shrugs. “I thought it was weird when he walked toward the car with the metal rod so I recorded the whole thing. Then I followed him, he was heading toward the east side when I got hit.”

“Send the video to me, Toast,” Deeds says. “You did good. Now go clean those wounds on your leg and arm before they get infected.”

Toast looks unsure, the fucker’s full of self-doubt after fucking up at every turn. “Go on, prospect.” I slap his back. “You did good with filming his weird shit. Now go grab a shower and put some antiseptic on those wounds, yeah?”

Toast sighs and gives me a nod before he heads to his room.

“You thinking what I’m thinking? Maybe this Bugsy fucker’s got some grudge against his father? I mean, the idiot is an adult, who’s still living with his dear old dad but ruins his property like that? It’s fucked up,” Kray says.

“The only thing that stands out in his father’s background is the death of his first wife, and the long list of ex-wives after that. Nothing unusual other than the big paycheck they got as a fuck off bonus. It’s as if the fucker takes a new wife every other year or so,” Depay says, making all eyes land on him. “Muffler, why don’t you make a list and go talk to a few of those, see if there’s a pattern as to why this fucker kicks them out.”

Muffler stands and heads for his room. Xena grabs my arm. “Did you notice how Bugsy eyed us at the party and mostly my friends? It’s as if he observes or something.”

“Getting inside some of these idiot’s minds is nasty while it doesn’t make sense to us, they have a twisted sense of reality. For all we know Bugsy is a rebellious child who never grew up, has daddy issues, and is acting out. Dragging innocent lives down the drain while he’s at it. I’m sure his fucking father must know on some level because this carjacking shit probably isn’t the first time. Daddy is either ignoring or accepting his son’s immature asshole ways. One who needs to be stopped sooner rather than later. We can get him on carjacking if the father files but I don’t think daddio will do us any favors. See how it’s a fucking loop?” Broke says.

“That’s where we come in.” Deeds smiles one of his vindictive smiles. “We need to set this fucker up, maybe even have it all play out in front of his father so the fucker knows he can’t hide this shit, he’s just as responsible as his fucked-up son if he’s ignoring and or hiding it. Time to draw the fucker out and end Bugsy Speck.”

Deeds’ eyes are on me as he says those words. Xena is standing right beside me when he voiced words no outsiders are allowed to hear. My Prez has my back and respects my girl even if I didn’t place a claim, he accepts. My damn chest feels tight at the same moment I feel Xena lace her fingers with mine, giving my hand a tiny squeeze. 

She gives a kiss on my cheek and whispers, “I’m gonna dive my nose into a book and let you guys work for a while. Come find me when you’re finished?”

“Will do, baby,” I tell her and watch her damn fine ass disappear into the direction of my room.

I face my brothers again and ask, “What’s the plan?” 

“I’ve put Chopper on watch and he’ll let us know if the fucker returns home. For now he’s in the wind so let’s hope he won’t do anything that leads to another case landing in our laps, right?” Deeds’ upper lip twitches in anger.

I go over his words and it makes me wonder. “The other cases, the ones where the witnesses pulled back their statement, there wasn’t any money involved. I mean, he didn’t buy them off, right? Well, I don’t think so since I checked their bank accounts and I don’t think they got a stash of cash. What if it’s a threat? An invisible demand. It’s couples who, after the incident, aren’t together anymore. Xena even noticed how Bugsy observes and how he easily strayed from Xena and me bickering to the lovey-dovey couple Xena is friends with. They just got engaged, how fucking challenging is that? Fuck. Do we have eyes on them? We need,”

“Give Depay their address,” Deeds interrupts and directs his attention to Depay. “Make sure everything is okay but don’t knock on their door if everything seems normal, we don’t want to alarm anyone, or scare off Bugsy. Not that we would use them as guinea pigs, but keep an eye on their house until we know Bugsy is back at his own house, you know what I’m sayin’ right?”

“Got it, Prez,” Depay states and stands as his eyes land on mine. “Text me the address.”

I give him a nod. “On it.”

“All of you, keep your eyes and ears open. I want more information tomorrow morning, church at ten, got it?”

Everyone grumbles in agreement as I make my way to my room to get the address from Xena so I can text it to Depay. She’s on the bed, holding her phone. Pretty sure she’s reading a book like she mentioned. She’s got over eight hundred of those fuckers on her app, mostly paranormal. She’s got this thing for Hellhounds, Vampires, Demons, and all of that kind of stuff.

“Get your nose out of your book world and into this one, baby. I need Sophie and Gavin’s address.” 

Her eyes find mine and they are filled with worry. “Why? Is something wrong? Did something happen?”

“Nah, Depay is heading over to make sure everything is fine.” I can’t help but to reach out and cup the side of her face, letting my thumb trail over her freckled covered cheek. “We don’t know where Bugsy is, it’s just a precaution, okay?”

“Okay,” she says and gives me a grateful smile.

This woman makes everything in my damn life seem so easy with the way she accepts me and reacts in ways she surprises the fuck out of me. Where some might act out or have you jump through hoops, she supplies comfort, hits the nail on the head or fully accepts without uttering a negative word or creating a struggle.

I want to kiss the fuck out of her but she pulls back and rattles off the address. I shake my head realizing I need to text said address to Depay instead of letting my mind drift off. After I’ve texted Depay, I decide to order some takeout. 

“Italian good for you?” I reach over to my desk and grab the menu, holding it out for her. “We could watch a movie after or we could play some games.” 

“Hmmmm,” she hums, “or have some sex.” She fucking winks and hands me the menu back. “Lasagna for me, please. I have a feeling I’m gonna need all the extra calories.”

Shit. I did mention she makes my life easy, right? And fucking perfect if you ask me. I make sure to order two lasagnas and by the time they get here, I’ve managed to get her off twice with my mouth and once with my cock. She’s right...we did need the extra calories.

Even though we were up late last night, I regret nothing, because I would like to start my morning each and every day like this. I just woke my girl up with my cock buried inside her tight pussy mere minutes ago. I’d love nothing more than to spend the rest of my day with Xena but I have to be in church in an hour. Hence the reason I’m up, showered and got dressed and went inside the clubhouse to get some coffee and ran into Depay who gave me some details and told me we’d discuss it at ten when we need to be in church.

Xena took a shower after me. When we were lying in bed earlier I asked if she wanted to take one with me but she replied with “We’d only get dirty all over again.” Somehow I didn’t have a problem with it, but yeah...like I mentioned, I have work to do so she’s right. Taking separate showers it was.

“Did you hear from Depay yet? I wanted to go over to Sophie’s and have some lunch with her,” Xena says and the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end.

“No, you’re not,” I state.

She narrows her eyes and crosses her arms underneath her tits. “You mind expanding on that a little bit so I get your reasoning?”

I did mention she makes my life easy, right? Accepting how I am, what I need, and even when I can’t say shit, she automatically knows how to handle any situation. Well, I guess she feels comfortable enough to stand up to me when she can, and right now I ain’t afraid to let her know exactly why I need for her to stay put.

“Bugsy came home late last night in a rented limo with some fancy date on his arm. It happened shortly after we caught him carjacking his father’s car and lost track of him. Fuck knows where the car is now or what the fucker did in between the hours we lost track of him. Depay said everything seemed normal over at Sophie’s. Her car was in the driveway and he saw her walking through the house. Since Bugsy showed up at his father’s house there was no need for Depay to watch over them. We have eyes on Bugsy, it’s enough for now, but I don’t want you involved in this.”


Great. Instead of expecting her to calm down, she now has her fists perched on her hips. “Says the person who barged back into my life to crash a party I needed to go to just so he could do his job. And do I need to tell you Sophie is my friend? And you just said even Depay left her house because all seemed fine.”

She’s right. Of-fucking-course she is because I want her safe even if we have eyes on Bugsy. An idea comes to mind. “Meet her later today. I have a meeting and after that I’ll take a shift to watch Bugsy myself.”

“You’re overreacting,” she mutters and shakes her head. “But fine, I’ll indulge, I’ll go see her later today.”

“I wouldn’t normally interfere with your life or friends,” I grumble, feeling like a jerk.

She steps closer to me and brushes her lips against mine. “It’s okay, I understand the reasons behind your protectiveness. And it’s charming, makes me feel all warm and fluffy inside to know you care about little ol’me.”

Before I say something stupid, I bury my fist in her hair and slam my mouth over hers to give her a decent kiss. Not the light as a feather shit she gave me, but one that shows she’s the kind of woman I respect and am thankful for.

I can’t say shit as easy as she said just now...that I care. Or hell, the last fucking words I spoke to my daughter while she was still living. I love you. As easy as saying goodbye. A damn routine because you never know what might happen, right?

“I love you, daddy.” A brilliant smile right after, bouncing curls as she skips back to her mother and gets in the back of Melody’s car. “I love you, little munchkin.” Then she died. I can’t bear to say those fucking words again. I ain’t a fool and I sure as fuck won’t lie to myself. My feelings for Xena are deep and I want her with me, now, next week, next fucking year...

Xena groans and pulls back. “Okay, we have to leave this room because there’s a bed and if you keep this up, you’ll miss your meeting and I’ll go to Sophie some other day. One where we won’t be in bed together.”

She makes me fucking chuckle, but she’s right, we both have other stuff to do no matter how bad we want each other. “Okay, baby, let’s get this day started so we can be in bed together later today when you’re back from your visit and I’ve got some work done.”

I smack her ass and she squeaks adorably and then starts to rub her cheek while glaring at me. Fuck. I forgot I spanked her fine ass while I was fucking her from behind last night, she’s probably still sore. Yeah, it’s best we do some normal shit before we lock ourselves inside my room again.
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Chapter 16
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***Xena***

“I really have to go, I’m ten minutes late as it is. Catch you later, baby,” Lochlan says as he leans into the car and presses a kiss on my temple.

“Later,” I croak. 

The way he calls me baby makes my damn stomach flip every damn time. I watch as he climbs in his truck before I roll up the window and head for Sophie’s place. I didn’t text her I was coming by but I’m sure she’s home, and if not...I’ll text her and do some shopping until she’s home or maybe she wants to meet somewhere else.

If—and that’s a big if because she never ignores me—by chance she can’t meet me today, I’ll just get a haircut instead or a manicure. Would be nice to pamper myself. Either way, I’m set to enjoy myself today. But I would like to have some quiet time with Sophie and ask her about a job I was offered this morning.

I had an email from my manager, Jake. He’s a fifty plus guy who’s always been nice enough to find me great opportunities. But this particular job is across the country. Normally I wouldn’t think twice and already be on my way, except now I really don’t want to.

Yes, it has everything to do with Lochlan but when I was out of the running—letting my foot heal—I realized I actually loved spending time in one place surrounded with friends and doing other things than solely focusing on work besides the occasional party on weekends. Therefore, I need to have a good girl to girl talk with Sophie.

I would want nothing more than to have it with Doll, but Sophie is also a dancer, and she’s now engaged. Besides, I don’t want Doll to get all excited when I tell her my feelings for Lochlan are very intense and then mention I have a job opening. She will run her mouth—not intentionally since she’s the sweetest and most honest person I know—but Ramrod will know, and then Lochlan, and I don’t want him worrying about things I’m not even sure of.

Hence the reason I need to have a heart to heart with a friend who can give me an open and honest opinion. Because yes, I did make up my mind, but it’s also scary...even more since it involves Lochlan.

The man is layered with complications. There won’t be any whispered words of love and feelings, and no tomorrow or next year is granted. And yes, I know very damn well I don’t need the actual words or black and white statements, I’ve kept telling myself this all over, but...you know...doubt is a funny thing.

I park my car along the road and notice Sophie’s car in the driveway. Weird. I now remember Lochlan mentioning her car was in the driveway last night too and it looks like it’s been sitting there since. She loves that car in a weird way, she won’t ever leave it outside because she has a big garage for the thing.

I grab my purse and walk to her door, ringing the bell and rapping my knuckles on the door right after. Yes, I’m impatient. Like I said, it’s weird and I’ve got a gut feeling something is wrong. I catch movement through the curtains on my right. She’s home but not opening the door for me?

I rasp my knuckles against the wood again. “Come on, Sophie, I know you’re there, I can see you.”

I hear her unlocking the door before her face appears through a tiny crack. “I’m not feeling well, could we meet another time?”

“What’s wrong?” Something is up, it seems like she has a black eye and my anger spikes.

I take a step forward and push myself through the door. “Did Gavin do something? Where is he? Gavin!” 

If he so much as touched her I’m gonna rip him a new asshole. Stepping inside the house, I come up empty. When I turn to look at Sophia, I can see her tearstained face.

“Aw, what is it sweetie? What happened?” I ask and take her into my arms.

She sags against me and starts to sob. It takes her a few minutes to stop shaking. I grab her shoulders and pull back to look into her eyes. “Come on, settle down. Let’s talk.”

We stumble over to the couch and I slightly turn so I can look at her. She starts to fiddle with her hands and whispers, “There was an accident.”

I wait for her to mention more, but she starts to cry again, so I press, “What accident, sweetie?”

“The car, it came out of nowhere...Gavin...Oh, God...it was horrible, I couldn’t do anything...it flew right past me. The car...I just stood there...then he grabbed my arm and said if I told anyone he would say it was me who was driving. That I stole the car and was driving and ran over my own fiancé. No one would believe me and he would make sure Gavin died. If I’d stay home and out of the garage he would take Gavin to the hospital, but only if I followed his orders. I don’t know what to do, Xena. I don’t know...the car...he said something about evidence incriminating me...I didn’t do it...oh, God, oh, God...you can’t stay, you have to leave. He told me I wasn’t supposed to talk to anyone, wasn’t allowed to leave or so much as open the door, that he would know. I only listened so he would get Gavin to the hospital, if I didn’t listen, he would kill Gavin. He would come back today...promised to...” Her words turn into sobs but I’m pretty sure she mentions something about not knowing how Gavin is doing but the man would come back for her and if she followed his rules he would take her to see Gavin.

Nothing makes sense. I reach for my phone, the first thought that comes to mind is to call Lochlan. Even if he’s working, he’ll know what to do or can give me advice on what to do because I for sure as shit can’t think of anything. There was an accident, a car accident. Gavin was run over by someone who wants to put the blame on Sophie? Made her stay home and he’d handle Gavin and come back the next day? Wait a damn second. 

“Sophie, why is your car in the driveway and not in your garage?” I question and watch as all the blood runs out of her face.

I stand and leave Sophie sitting on the couch as I instinctively stalk through the kitchen and into the garage to check, because why the hell would her car be in the driveway if her garage is empty, right? 

My fingers slide over the screen of my phone as I put it on video conference so I don’t have to hold it to my ear. Lochlan’s voice fills the garage as my eyes meet a black sports car.

“Baby, can’t talk now. I’m chasing Bugsy. Well, I fucking hope so since the gardener told me which direction he went. I was late and it seems Toast already fucking left and Bugsy slipped out.”

“Sophie...he’s got, there’s...something’s very wrong, Lochlan,” I whisper as I hear soft pounding coming from the car. I glance around and manage to find how to pop the trunk and I gasp when I see Gavin filling up the small trunk space.

So much blood. His eyes meet mine as I hear Lochlan call my name in distress. I can’t answer him or Gavin because I’m trying to keep myself from puking by the way bone is sticking out of Gavin’s leg. Oh shit, how does he even fill the tiny space? Who would do that? He needs a hospital and he needs it now. Why didn’t Sophie freaking check the garage?

“Lochlan,” I croak. “I gotta go, I need to call an ambulance...Gavin is...fuck. Police. Sophie!” I scream and look back at Gavin whose eyes are pleading me to help him. “I need lots of help here, dammit.”

I try to fumble with my phone, accidentally hitting the mute button instead of the end call but a voice coming from the garage door makes my heart freeze in place.

“I can help,” Bugsy states with a bright smile as he fires two rounds into the trunk of the car.

Sophie screams and puts her hands over her ears. Everything slows down, my heartbeat, the sound of blood pumping in my ears, my breathing. My mind is running overtime, thinking of a way out of this.

I’m still holding my phone and lift it slightly to make sure Lochlan sees Bugsy. I don’t even know if he’s still getting the video feed because it’s awfully quiet. Oh, right...mute button, ugh, that’s why I can’t hear Lochlan’s voice yet he can still hear and see what’s going on here. Knowing this gives me some fragment of hope. If he can get here fast enough.

“Step away from the car, pretty redhead,” Bugsy says as he swings his free arm out to grab Sophie around the waist while keeping the gun pointed at me.

I can see the terror in her eyes as he drags Sophie against his body. I want to tell her it’ll all be all right, but in this moment...I’m not even sure we’re going to survive this. A moment ago, I wanted to discuss my future with my friend. Then I found her fiancé fighting for his life in the trunk of a car, the car I saw in a video Toast made where Bugsy was hotwiring it. The one who belonged to Bugsy’s father, the one he stole. Bugsy ran Gavin over, trying to put the blame on Sophie.

Sophie who’s petite, sweet, caring, scared as shit and would do anything to save Gavin. Yet Bugsy didn’t take him to a hospital as he told Sophie. He left him to die...no. He killed him just now. Oh, fuck. Yeah, it’s not going to be all right ever again. 

I watch how Bugsy raises his gloved hand around Sophie’s delicate one as he makes her hold the gun. My heart fully stops and I’m too slow and too far away to stop what’s happening right in front of me as a bullet rips from the gun, straight through Sophie’s head.

Bugsy releases his hold, making her body crash to the ground. I can only stare at the blank look in her eyes. Nothing is left. No twinkle in her eyes, not the full of life friend I’ve had for years, she’s gone. Dead. Killed by the man I’m now staring at while his gun is pointing right at me.

“We’re going to have a little fun, you and I. Seeing I made this look like an accident turned to murder, and suicide...I can’t have an extra body piled up in here. It would complicate matters. Now, come on, we’re taking a little drive. I have something utterly perfect for you in mind.”

I slowly take a few steps forward while I keep my eyes pinned on Bugsy. Without a single word or excessive move, I manage to slide my phone unseen into my pocket. Because I have a sinking feeling Bugsy would kill me just as easily right here, right now, if he knew I have him on video.

My only hope is Lochlan. I know he’s on his way and though there’s a gun pointing at me, it’s my only comfort knowing Lochlan will make sure this guy won’t live to see another day. I just hope he manages to save me in the process.
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Chapter 17
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***Lochlan***

“I don’t care. I want all of them there, now, dammit,” I growl into the burner.

My own fucking phone is on the passenger seat, streaming the video connection between me and my damn woman. What a fucking mess. I was running late from my meeting in church and I knew Toast had to get his mother to chemo, hence the reason I fucking told him to go...that I’ll be right there to take over. 

A few damn minutes and the fucker slipped away from us. It’s my own damn fault and if something happened to Xena, I’m pretty damn sure I don’t want to spend another second in this fucked up world either.  

To think I didn’t want to accept Xena’s call since I was chasing Bugsy and can’t talk while driving and searching. I only had directions from the gardener. I asked him if Bugsy left and the man was kind enough to point me in the direction Bugsy headed. I tried to see if I could catch up. I took the call because I didn’t want to ignore her, I simply couldn’t.

Her voice. Those fucking words. I reached over to the glovebox and pulled out the burner I have in there in case of emergencies. I called Deeds and ordered him to track my phone and tap into it to get the video stream. Fucking gunshots. I heard them. Two and then one more.

Fucking hell, I’m almost at Sophie’s house when I hear my Prez say, “Five brothers are almost there, others are coming. We got enough on video to hang the fucker. Kill on sight, Lochlan. Don’t take fucking chances with your ol’lady.”

My throat clogs up at his words. Don’t take fucking chances with your ol’lady. She fucking is. And I fucking won’t ever risk her. Everyone silently knows she’s mine and deep in my damn heart I know there won’t ever be anyone else. My own fucked-up head can’t deal with the solid link to voice anything because of my past.

Screwed up and yet now it all spins back to the woman I care so fucking deeply for. Fucking gunshots. I opened myself up and a world of hurt gets thrown back in my face again. But I’m not giving up, not yet.

I hit the brakes and jump out of my truck. Xena’s car is still at the curb, the door to the house is open and I rush inside. I have my gun drawn and check the living room. Nothing. Going through the kitchen, I find the door leading to the garage wide open. Stepping closer I see a body sprawled out on the floor. Sophie. Oh, fuck.

Pushing my emotions back, I step over her body and see Speck Sr.’s car, the ’69 black corvette with the trunk popped. My eyes quickly scan the space, making sure it’s all clear as I inch closer. Gavin’s dead too. 

Ice fills my veins as I tuck away my gun. I have to step over Sophie’s body again to get out of here as I grab both the burner and my own phone I’ve got stashed into my pocket. My own phone’s still showing black though the connection is still open. I can’t hear her voice. I can’t hear or see shit. 

I hear the rumble of bikes but I still make the call to my Prez. “Track her phone, she’s not here.”

“On it,” he replies as I hear him order Chopper to locate Xena’s phone.

“Two bodies, Prez. Two bodies at Sophie’s address,” I tell him and back out of the house.

Depay, Broke, Ramrod, Kray, and North round the corner as I stalk to my truck. 

“Fuck,” Deeds mutters into my ear through the burner. “Chopper got her location...it’s Bugsy’s fucking address, man. The rest of us are on our way too, wait for us if,”

I don’t let the man finish and break the connection and I bark to my brothers, “Head over to Bugsy’s house, the fucker’s got my ol’lady. I fucking need her back in one piece, and alive.” I croak out the last part, more to myself than to my brothers who are already burning rubber as I jump into my truck and hit the gas.

My hands are shaking on the wheel and my heart is racing as if it’s running the last few laps of my life. And fuck...maybe it is because I know for damn sure I won’t survive living without her. Bugsy just escalated this from assault to murder. Two lives he already took, that means he won’t even think twice before killing Xena too.

He also broke profile, going from couples to Xena because she was there. Every single detail about this fucking case is running through my mind just so I don’t have to think about the outcome. Some of my brothers are already jumping off their bikes, guns drawn as I honk the horn. Fuck waiting for someone to open the gate. My brothers jump to the side as I hit the gas and crash my truck through the closed gates, making them rip open. I hit the brakes and jump out of the truck.

The gardener who I asked for directions a while ago has his eyes wide and his arm raised toward the house. “Mister Speck, inside. Inside the house, sir. He drove straight into the garage.”

I pick up speed and head for the house, my brothers in step behind me. Two damn kicks is all it takes to break open the door. 

Speck Sr. comes rushing down the stairs. “What in the hell is going on here?”

“Your fucked-up son is going to face his fucking sins and take his motherfucking last breath. And if he so much as touched a hair on my woman’s head I’ll grab a peeler and won’t stop until he’s a pile of shreds,” I growl and stalk up to the man staring down on me from the stairs.

“He’s...he’s in his room. Has been all morning,” Speck Sr. says with a tremor of fear running through his lying voice.

“Spread the fuck out and search the place,” Deeds’ voice rings out, I didn’t even hear the man come in. A few of my brothers trot up the stairs and start to search every bedroom while a few others search downstairs.

A door opens upstairs and Bugsy comes into my view. “Well, well, well, did you invite a motorcycle gang over for dinner, dad? Feeling overly kinky this time, huh? Looks like they’re ready to spank you instead of you handling the whip this time.” Bugsy chuckles, as if he doesn’t have over fourteen guns aimed at his head.

“Not a fucking gang, fucker.” I hear Broke snap as he cocks his gun.

“I’m sure it’s all a misunderstanding,” Speck Sr. tries, but the way his gaze is flipping between us and his son, he knows shit is about to be blown wide open.

The only one who doesn’t seem nervous is Bugsy and it’s starting to creep me out. “Where the fuck is she?” I snap, making Bugsy’s gaze land on mine.

“She? Who are you talking about? I’ve been here all day, alone. I had a date last night and she left this morning. Wait, I know you...didn’t I meet you at a party along with a redhead? Ah, you were fighting back then, trouble in paradise again? Did you drive her into the arms of a rich man perhaps? Father,” Bugsy turns slightly, “didn’t I see you with a little redheaded pet?”

What. The. Fuck?

Speck Sr.’s eyes widen as he shakes his head, clearly trying to understand where Bugsy is going with this. I might as well give the father some details before the fucker thinks he can clean up after his son again. Time to hide is over, the fucking murderer has gone too far; this ends now.

“I have enough evidence to tie you to two murders, Bugsy,” I bark, hoping to fuck my woman is still alive.

“You got nothing,” Bugsy snaps. “You’re lying your ass off, idiot.” His eyes go to his father. “He’s bluffing, there’s no evidence linking to me.”

That’s his fucking reply? Not even denying the two murders because he feels fucking safe enough to know he didn’t fuck up? Ice fills my veins because Xena is a loose end. Did he silence her? Is she still breathing? Dizziness threatens to overcome me as I hear voices from upstairs and to my left.

“All clear,” Ramrod states.

“Couldn’t find her, Prez,” Depay grumbles.

“Mind leaving the house? Obviously, none of you were invited and I’ll make sure my father’s lawyer contacts you for all the damage,” Bugsy smirks.

“I have you on video,” I growl, making his and his father’s gaze land on mine. “All the fucking money in the world ain’t going to save you this time, fucker. No matter how many times your father has washed your hands clean for you. It all ends here, you’re done. Now tell me where the fuck my woman is or I swear to God, I’ll start slicing skin to make you talk.”

“Call the cops, they have no right, they’re outlaws,” Bugsy sneers at his father.

Now it’s my time to smirk. “You go on and call the cops, asshole. They will be happy to in-fucking-form you Broken Deeds MC has more authority than any other person wearing a damn badge in this fucking country.”

There. Fear in his eyes. Finally, the fucker realizes his end is near.

“I might have an idea where he could have put the woman,” Speck Sr. says, making all eyes land on him.

“I told you he had a redheaded pet, it was him, not me!” Bugsy points an accusing finger at his father.

Guilt washes over his father’s face. Fucking hell, what’s going on?

“Talk and do it damn fast,” Deeds snaps, stalking over to Speck Sr. and grabbing him by the arm to get him to move.

He rushes over to a closet in the hallway, opening it and then the fucker punches a button, making part of the wall slide to the side, showing stairs leading to a hidden basement.

“Don’t fucking move.” I hear Ramrod behind me as I turn to see him push Bugsy to his knees. Ramrod gives me a nod. “I got him brother.”

I follow Deeds and Speck Sr. down a flight of stairs and into a damn BDSM basement. Then I see her and the mechanism of a pendulum swinging a sharp object, almost done with cutting through a rope. A rope strapped to a large knife threatening to kill Xena any damn second.

“Fuck.” Deeds locks eyes with me. “Fast, and careful, brother.”

In this moment, time is irrelevant, how Xena is displayed is irrelevant, if I die saving her is irrelevant; what matters is keeping my woman alive. Deeds and I both rush forward at the same time the rope breaks and the large knife swings forward aimed straight at my woman’s heart.

Mid swing, I manage to grab the knife and rip it away from its path. 

“Failsafe,” Deeds grunts and jumps forward in time to hold out his hand, spearing himself with a second knife.

“For fuck’s sake, what the hell is this fucking shit?” Deeds growls. “And this fucking hurts.”

“Thanks,” I manage before I glance over my shoulder and see Speck Sr. staring at Deeds with wide eyes.

“My son...he did this, didn’t he? How could he? He’s...no.” The idiot looks as if he can’t believe his son went from petty crime to assault to fucking murder.

I cut the rope connected to the knife still lodged in Deeds’ hand and grab his shirt to rip it with the knife too. This way I have a piece of fabric to wrap around his hand. I give him a pat on the shoulder, mainly to get him to move and go upstairs, but he’s still eying me.

“You know you need to keep it in there, right? It’s keeping shit it cut through in place so don’t fucking remove it, the paramedics will get here and let them deal with it. Go upstairs, and get this fucker the hell out of here,” I tell him as Deeds nods and starts to push Speck Sr. up the stairs.

I hear my woman’s whimpers and though it’s music to my ears to realize she’s still alive, I can’t start to imagine what she’s going through right now. I rush over to the St. Andrew’s Cross where my woman is spread wide. Naked. Gagged. And fucking blindfolded.

Twisted, but I’m damn happy she’s blindfolded and didn’t witness the two knives coming at her. Fucking hell, knives set up to kill her and almost fucking succeeded too. I can’t imagine coming a few minutes later down those damn stairs, to have seen...to have found her, lifeless, unable to help...memories of my daughter’s lifeless body swarm my head and I push them back. Not now. I didn’t lose Xena. She’s still breathing. Xena is alive. 

“I got you, baby, I’m right here,” I murmur as I untie her wrists and ankles. She sags into my arms and I make fast work of removing the gag and blindfold.

She’s shaking and I notice a blanket on the floor but I can’t stand to wrap her in anything that doesn’t belong to me so I shrug out of my cut and shirt and shove my shirt over her head and add my leather cut before I take her into my arms again.

Tears are streaming down her face. “He killed Sophie...Gavin...he shot them.”

“I know, baby. You’re so fucking strong. You got it all on video, he won’t get away with it. I’m so fucking sorry about your friends. So, so sorry,” I croak.

“I was so scared I wasn’t ever going to see you again.” She buries her face into my chest. “I thought he was going to kill me before you got to me. I knew you were coming...I just...I’m so glad you’re here.”

“I’ve got you, I won’t let anything happen to you ever again,” I vow and kiss the top of her head relishing in the fact I’m holding her, alive and well, wrapped in my Broken Deeds MC cut.

I fucking know there are risks in life and one can’t ever take all the precautions, but this woman is mine and I fucking protect what’s mine. The vow I took for the club is the same way where all my brothers have my back as I have theirs. The patch to claim holds the same loyalty and respect, the exchange to show your partner and every-fucking-one who you belong to.

I changed my mind. I need it. My woman needs it. Even though my brothers and even I called her my ol’lady without the patch. Like I said...I need it now. I almost fucking lost her without fully claiming her.

I hoist her up in my arms and carry her up the stairs. Once there, I stalk to my VP, Prez is standing right next to him. “Broke, can you put my ol’lady in my truck? Wait for me, I’ll be right there.”

Broke doesn’t think twice but takes Xena out of my arms. Xena’s eyes find mine and I give her a slight nod. “Right behind you, baby.”

I turn to Deeds. “Text your ol’lady. I need her to ink me as soon as I’m at the clubhouse.”

He grabs his phone and shoots off a text. I wait for his eyes to land on mine again.

“You told me ‘Don’t take fucking chances with your ol’lady,’ and I won’t ever again. Still valid what you said before that?” I question.

“Always, brother.” Deeds nods, giving me his blessing.

I spin around and palm my gun as I take aim right between Bugsy’s eyes. Ramrod steps away from him. Bugsy doesn’t have the chance to process what happens next because the bullet plows through his brain, making him fall back and hit the floor the next instant.

“Noooooo.” Speck Sr. is holding his head, sobbing over the death of his son.

I point my gun at the man. “Don’t waste your damn tears. He stole your car and was set to incriminate you with a hit and run, fucking murder, whatever might have been easier. And let’s not forget my woman in your damn basement. Because I’m fucking sure your finger prints would be all over that fucking basement, not Bugsy’s.”

“Bugsy was right...it was me. It’s all my fault,” the man sobs. “My...my fault. He still blames me and he’s right...I should have never asked him to take my place in the car when I hit my wife with my car. We had an argument, she was going to leave us. It was an accident, I didn’t mean it! My foot slipped.”

“Cray-cray runs in the family,” Ramrod mutters. “I did it, it’s my fault, it was an accident, my foot slipped...man the fuck up and tell it like it is fucker. Did you really let a six-year-old take the fall for you killing his fucking mother? Fucking hell.” Ramrod shakes his head and more hatred slides through my veins.

I don’t need this fucking shit. What I need is my woman. 

“Can I head out?” I ask Deeds and he gives me a nod in return, allowing me to jog after Xena who’s waiting for me in my truck.
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Chapter 18
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***Xena***

“Oh, Xena, are you okay?” Lips says as she cups my face and pierces me with an intense gaze to see if I will answer her honestly.

“I’m not, but I will be,” I tell her as I feel Lochlan coming up behind me.

“Do you have everything set?” Lochlan asks Lips, making me turn to see what he means by this.

Lips steps back and points to a chair near a table in the corner. “All set, let me know what spot, and I’ll make it happen.”

“Make what happen?” I question in confusion.

Lochlan’s arms circle my waist from behind, his mouth going to my ear as he whispers, “I’m claiming you the right way, baby. We’re getting inked.”

“What?” I squeak, turning in his arms to look him in the eyes.

“Fuck,” he mutters. “I’m an ass. A fucking selfish ass. I didn’t think. You must be exhausted and the last thing you want is to get inked. The way I found you, what you went through...I...I’m sorry, I didn’t think this shit through.”

Is he insane? “Okay, did you hit your head in any way? Why do you want to get inked now? You need to calm down and think this through. Clearly, you’re on an adrenaline high. It’s okay, you’re okay, I’m okay. We’re still together, it’s all good, we don’t have to do this.”

Don’t get me wrong, I’d absolutely feel honored he wants to get a patch inked together and for him to fully claim me, but to do it right now? He might regret it when the adrenaline fades. Besides, I’ve always felt I never have to do anything for others, it’s what I feel deep inside what counts. So, I’m in no rush to get inked together. 

What I’m one hundred percent sure of is my feelings for Lochlan. Not only did I fall for this man, but I fell hard. I love him. And what he just said and wants to do tells me he feels the same way.

And he’s right. I went to hell in the last few hours. Finding Gavin in the back of a car, Bugsy shooting him, killing Sophie in front of my eyes too. Then he dragged me with him, knocked me out with a blow to the head with his gun. I saw it coming, felt the pain until the world faded to black. I woke up strapped, gagged, blindfolded, and cold. 

Luckily it didn’t last long and the first thing I saw and heard was Lochlan, saving me. I slipped from hell and fell straight into my own piece of heaven on earth where I’m cherished, openly claimed, and where he gives more of himself to me. He manages to warm me even more than the shirt and his cut he wrapped me in when I was naked.

Moments ago, I thought I had nothing left, I thought I was going to die. It puts things in perspective and all of this is pulling its weight on Lochlan even more. With his background I need to make sure it’s not a spur of the moment thing where things come crashing down when the adrenaline rush fades.

“I know we don’t have to...I just...really want to,” he swallows and looks...shy? “but you don’t have to, if you don’t want to.”

“Are you kidding?” I launch myself at him and hug him tight. “I just wanted to make sure it’s not a heat of the moment thing for you. It’s kinda big, you know...a tattoo will remain forever.”

“First,” Lochlan chuckles, “you don’t have to get a big one, it can be tiny.” A grunt leaves his lips when I punch him in his shoulder. How can he be making jokes about something so freaking serious?

His smile slides from his face and a fierce look settles in place. “And like the ink, baby...we will remain forever. Now, next week, next year, decades, in death, you and me...us, forever, yeah?” 

“Yeah.” I totally swoon over this man and his words, for the first time stating and showing openly we’re going forward together from now on.

“Awwww, how cute. Now, who do I get to ink first?” Lips snaps, turning on the tattoo gun, making it hum.

“Me,” Lochlan croaks. “Right here.” He points at the left side of his ribs. “Close to my heart and right next to,” he clears his throat but no words follow.

“Right next to his other girl,” I whisper while my throat clogs up too. The place where he wants the ink is special to him, right next to the tattoo of the little girl holding the balloon.

Without any words this man shows me how much I mean to him. Even more than actually getting inked. I have to blink to keep the tears at bay that are stinging my eyes. This man gives me so much, creating an us where the both of us live by our own rules, not caring what the outer world would think or say.

Lochlan reaches out and I place my hand in his giving it a tiny squeeze. Lips only nods and gives us a bright smile. She reaches out and grabs two sheets of paper, showing the designs she made. The red Broken Deeds MC patch with one holding my name and the other has Lochlan’s name written in the patch.

“Perfect,” Lochlan states and holds his other arm up to give Lips the room she needs to work with.

I hear a scream from behind me and I turn just in time to open my arms and catch Doll who launches herself at me to hug tight. “Ramrod called me to say you were okay, though he told me to stay away from the clubhouse but I couldn’t. I needed to see with my own eyes you were okay. You’re okay, right?” 

“I’m okay,” I tell her, and myself.

My eyes find Lochlan’s and he shuts his eyes and gives a slight nod as if to say ‘you are, baby.’ My heart overflows for this man.

“Can we talk?” I ask Doll.

“Sure, do you want to go to my house?” Doll questions.

I give her a grateful smile. “No, thanks. Here is fine by me.”

I don’t want to leave Lochlan, and though I was planning on having this conversation in private with Sophie, so much has changed in the last few hours. This has caused me to see things in a whole different perspective. Doll drags two chairs closer and pushes one toward me. I drag it near Lochlan while facing Doll.

“I was going to visit Sophie to talk things through about a job opportunity. But with everything that has happened the last few hours, I know for damn sure I don’t want to take opportunities that drag me across the country anymore. Maybe someday, not any time soon. Right now, I want the comfort of my bestie, my friends, my brother, Lochlan...my ol’man.” I risk glancing at Lochlan to see his reaction about what I just said. There’s nothing other than adoration radiating from his gaze. 

I take a deep breath and continue. “I need to visit Sophie’s sister, the funeral...funerals...everything is so,”

“Sweetheart,” Doll croaks. “You will. These are all things you need to let go for now. It’s okay to feel overwhelmed, sad, even happy you have an ol’man or feel mixed about everything. Because your whole life has been rattled on its foundation. Of course you shouldn’t jump to a next job like you’ve always done, and I’m damn proud of you to make that choice for you. And you know I’ll always have your back, and so will Lochlan.”


“I know,” I whisper, and feel Lochlan’s hand on my knee, giving it a tiny squeeze. “For now, I’m torn by the loss of two friends...yet I’m surrounded by friends, new family and I’m thankful to be alive and just...feel. Even if I want to cry and don’t think things will be right for a while. Mainly because my mind keeps racing with the thought that maybe if I wouldn’t have gone over to see Sophie, she’d still be alive. And Gavin...oh, Gavin...”

“Fuck, no,” Lips snaps. “My ol’man said Bugsy had two traps set for you, and if you weren’t strapped to that cross, Sophie would have been because he wanted his father to pay for something he put in his shoes when the man was still a kid. Seriously, don’t throw a bucket of guilt on yourself. Deeds called me before you guys came here to make sure you wouldn’t. Speck Sr. confessed he killed his first wife by running her over with his car while his son was sitting next to him. Then he forced his son to take the blame, said it was an unfortunate accident, so he wouldn’t go to jail. Clear to say Bugsy never forgave his father and he wanted him to take the fall for murder. That’s why you were in their house, strapped into a trap that would have,”


“Enough,” Lochlan snaps. “She’s hurt and has been through enough.” 

Lips and Lochlan share a look and I’m not sure I want to know what it’s about. Lips sighs and gives him a slight nod before telling him, “Glad my ol’man lent you a hand.”

“She wouldn’t be here with me if he didn’t,” Lochlan says with so much emotion lacing his face, it makes a sob rip from my throat.

“It’s okay, baby.” Lochlan takes my chin in his hand and lets his thumb trail over my bottom lip. “We’ll get through it. Together.”

“We will.” I swallow and let the tears fall freely, feeling overwhelmed by everything.

“Take a break, Lips,” Lochlan says as he stands from his chair and towers over me. “Xena, why don’t you take Doll to our room and grab a shower? Leave the door open so Doll can hear you from the bedroom if you need help. I don’t want you alone right now. Lips will finish up my ink and I’ll be right there, okay? Then Lips will have things set if you want to get inked or we’ll do yours next week or next month, it doesn’t matter. It’s you who matters and right now you have to take a few breaths and get warm, you’re shaking, baby.”

“I’m okay,” I sob and try to smile.

Lochlan slowly shakes his head. “Nah, rusty fox, you ain’t okay at all...but you will be. I’ll make fucking sure.”

“Come on.” Doll holds out her hand. “Give me access to my bestie, Lochlan. Like you said, we need some quiet girl time.”

“Then I get my tattoo,” I say with determination. “Today.”

“Yes!” Lips snaps. “Don’t worry, I got you, girl.”

After a hot shower, some more talking with Doll and a long tattoo session with Lips, Lochlan and I find ourselves in bed watching a movie. Well, not so much watching a movie because I seriously have no damn clue what movie or what it’s about. But I’m lying in Lochlan’s arms while the skin over my heart is burning like crazy.

Yes, I’ve had Lips ink the patch on my left breast, over my heart. For me there was no other spot that would be more perfect. The way Lochlan was looking at me was all telling; I made the right choice. Not only for the best spot to have a tattoo, but the tattoo itself, embracing Lochlan’s people, their life as ours while I fully choose him.

Scars, flaws, grief, and shattered dreams, it’s everything that makes him the person he is today and I love him even more for it. He respects me in every way I respect him back. We have the same mindset, the same goals, and it puts us on a path we both enjoy the hell out of; together as one. 
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***Lochlan***

The last three weeks have been hard for Xena. The funerals, the guilt, sadness, grief, and overload of emotions have taken their toll. But for the first time since, I’ve seen her light up the last few days when she was teaching the other ol’ladies some moves.

Dancing really allows her to give a piece of herself to the music she lets her body ride on. She gains energy from it and it clears her head. Even when she dances with the kids who need her attention a hundred times more, she enjoys it in many ways.

I’m also very much aware of the fact she hadn’t auditioned for any jobs and her brother called me yesterday to let me know she fired her manager. The one who picks out the jobs and lets her know what opportunities are open for her to take.

Her brother is worried about her and if yesterday with the other ol’ladies didn’t happen, I would be too. It seems the ol’ladies managed to give her back her vibe by getting her to do what she loves again.

“Are you going out?” Xena asks in a groggy voice.

I grab my cut and turn to face her. “Yeah, me and Deeds are going to meet with a few people to talk about a new case. I’ll be back later.”

“Okay,” she replies with a hint of sadness in her voice, then her eyes start to sparkle. “I promised the girls some dancing time later today, but I could help you out too if you want my help.”

I give her a smile. “Probably not with this case, it’s classified, otherwise I’d welcome your help. But, Xena?”

“Hmm?” she mumbles as she stretches and walks off to the bathroom but turns to hear why I called her name.

“Your brother called me about your manager.” 

She rolls her eyes. “It’s nothing. I wasn’t accepting auditions and paying him for stuff I didn’t need. It’s business, not self-destruction. I want something else but I don’t know what. I have enough money saved to give me lots of time to really think what I would like to do career wise.”

A thought comes to mind. “How much money?”


She raises her eyebrow in question, as if to say “Really, you’re gonna ride my ass about this too.”

A chuckle slips over my lips. “I don’t care about the money, and I think it’s wise to step back and think about what you want to do first. You’re mine and I have your back.” Again I have to hold up my hands palms up. “Still not talking about the money, baby. Though I have enough and make enough to support the two of us. But you clearly need something for yourself but have you ever thought about starting something for yourself?”

“For myself? What do you mean?” Xena says as she steps closer to me.

Fuck. I should have waited for this discussion until she was dressed. I drag my gaze away from her magnificent toned body. “Dance for you, teach others, rent a space to do just that. Give back what you enjoy the most in your own time and terms.”

Her eyes widen before they start to twinkle. “That’s the best idea ever!” she squeaks and launches herself at me, making me catch her bare ass.

A scorching kiss is my reward and a damn hard on I don’t need since I’m already five minutes late for my meeting with Deeds. But the way I’m holding my woman who’s filled with joy is a moment I’ll be sure to treasure every damn second. 

One thing I’ve learned the hard way; respect, treasure, and enjoy the little things that lighten your soul on any level. And Xena brightens my soul to the max and makes sure it stays that way.

She’s the one who catches the tears that fall inside my heart from the loss I carry with me. Fucking sunshine. She’s the one who lifts me up and is there when I need her the most. Thank fuck I came to my senses in time and didn’t let her go, because I can’t imagine a life without her.

She pulls away and shimmies out of my grip. “I need to get dressed and start to look around...wait. I need a plan. Write things down, things I need to...oh, this is so freaking exciting,” she rambles without making any sense, but the excitement she’s drowning in makes everything more than perfect.

“I need to head out but you go and write things down or talk to the other ol’ladies, I’m sure they can help out. I’ll be home later and we’ll get things set. If you want my help.” 

“Yes, duh. Abso-freaking-lutely I’m going to need your help. It was your plan, and there’s so much to do and think of and I don’t want to screw up. Oh, Lochlan...it’s gonna be perfect. Having different groups to teach...I need to advertise. Maybe not at first, shit. See? I need to write a business plan, right?”

“Right, baby. Tiny steps, we’ve got our whole future ahead and no damn rush. But it’s good to see you this excited about something.” The moment the last sentence leaves my mouth, I regret it instantly.

The sadness that clouds her vision was something I wanted to avoid, yet the smile she gives me is one that caresses my heart. “I know.”

“It’s time to move forward,” I gently tell her.

And fuck. I’m one to say such shit when I’ve had my head stuck in the past and tied to loss and grief my whole damn life. Until her.

She steps closer and cups the side of my face, gently letting her fingers trail my scruff. “It’s time to move forward,” she agrees with a fierce determination in her voice.

“You and me,” I tell her instead of the three other words I want but can’t say. I love you. The last words I told my daughter before I lost her forever.

She gives me a smile, one that makes her eyes shine with all the love in the world, openly radiating for me and me alone, before she replies with the same words and amount of emotion radiating from them, “You and me.”

She gets me. She knows me as I know her. Souls bared, love unsaid, but burning just as fierce between the both of us; moving forward together. The future might be filled with uncertainties, danger, and the unknown. Yet the bond we have between us is unbreakable and as solid as the future we’ll spend together.
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Epilogue
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Twelve years later

“Baby, I’m home,” I bellow into the empty hallway. Fuck, I’ll never grow tired of saying it.

Ever since I met this woman it’s been a wild and unpredictable ride. Like the little shit that comes running to me right now instead of my woman. Tiny feet on the hardwood floor let me know she’s getting closer. I squat down and reach out, letting my finger trail over her head as she closes her eyes.

“Walter, why aren’t you in your room?” You heard me, I said she while her name is Walter. This because we didn’t know it was a boy or a girl when my woman ‘saved’ the little shit from the pet store.

A red iguana, measuring almost five feet from head to tail, and over twenty pounds. To be honest, we didn’t really know what we were getting into when Xena brought her home. Xena went with Lips to get Esmee a bunny and she started sending me pictures of how this tiny iguana was all thin and scared.

I gave in—because I would move the fucking world for her if I could—and now, after nine years, the huge as fuck lizard is still with us. She’s got her own room with a bath, large trees, everything she wants and needs and during the day she can walk around in the rest of the house. But like I said, she should be in her room, sleeping.

See? We never did fall into the classic white picket fence with one point five kids and a dog. Fuck, no. We have our own four walls of crazy where we determine how we live our life the way we enjoy the hell out of it. 

“Xena,” I yell out again and this time my woman does come rushing around the corner, wearing sexy as fuck clothing in my eyes— sweatpants and one of my old shirts—as she scoops Walter up.

“Sorry, I was busy and lost track of time. And you, young lady, should be in your room.” Xena gives me a quick kiss on the lips, eyes my stained clothes and scrunches her nose adorably before she starts to stroll into the direction of Walter’s room. “Go grab a shower and meet me in the living room right after,” she throws at me over her shoulder.

Shower, right. I rode three hours to get back here along with five of my brothers. We were called in to assist with hunting down a drug lord. They tracked the fucker down and knew he was sitting in a bar filled with people. He sure as shit didn’t expect a bunch of bikers giving the cops a hand. It did get messy though, he had a few friends in the bar so we had to kick ass. Doesn’t matter in the end. One less criminal to worry about and I’m now home safe with my woman.

Almost every night for the last twelve years we’ve been together. Like I said, I’ll never grow tired of saying, “Baby, I’m home.” This house, somewhere across the state if Xena is doing some kind of dance workshop. I don’t fucking care; home is where she opens her arms and welcomes me.

I rush up the stairs and take a quick shower before pulling on some sweats and heading downstairs. Xena isn’t in the living room. She did make a fire and dimmed the lights, even managed to shove the large couch back so there’s a larger open space in front of the fireplace. She sometimes does this when she’s practicing new moves or plays around with the kids of my brothers. Xena calls out from the kitchen, asking if I need something to eat.

“I’m fine, we ate a few hours ago,” I reply.

“Okay, could you grab a chair and place it in the center of the living room?” Her voice is pure seduction, lighting my cock on fire.

Because whenever she asks me to put a chair in the living room? Lap dance. Either her giving me a lap dance or I get a show where she dances in less than nothing. Yeah, damn lucky I threw on sweatpants without underwear so my cock has enough space to swell. Damn, just imagining what’s to come has me almost coming in my pants.

I place a chair in the middle of the living room, leaving her enough space to move around it. And I hear footsteps coming closer before she turns the music on. Shit. When she welcomed me at the door, she was wearing sweatpants and one of my old and faded Broken Deeds MC shirts.

Now? Bare legs, black lace thong and a black crop top without a damn bra because I can see her nipples saluting me from way over here. This woman doesn’t need anything special to get me hard. She’s wearing her studio wrap shoes which are a mix of open toe ballerina flats with laces going around her ankles and up her legs, to give her enough grip to move around.

“Ready?” she purrs, making me groan in response.

“Every damn second from the first time I laid eyes on you,” I tell her honestly.

Her giggle makes my damn balls tingle and she raises her leg back and spins around, giving me a straight view of her pussy. Fuck. Me. This is going to be a long night. I was dead tired riding back all those hours, but knowing what I was getting back to—not counting the sexy dancing time—was all worth it. She’s worth it.

She starts to shake her ass and as much as I love the whole ‘I’m gonna make him hotter than hot, and dance my sexiest shit’ vibe, I can’t hold myself back any longer and reach out to snatch her around the waist and drag her down on my lap.

“I need your mouth on mine,” I growl in explanation.

She doesn’t object but instead wraps her arms around my neck and tries the sex dance with her tongue, stroking and swirling around mine. Fuck this shit. I lift her up to make sure my cock is freed from my sweatpants, making them pool around my ankles. Lifting Xena up, I slide her thong to the side and impale her on my cock.

“Fuuuuuuuuuck,” I breathe and hiss when she lifts herself up and slides back down, only to rotate her hips and repeat the whole action.

I crave her in many ways, but to see her come apart by me is the most overwhelming feeling. To have her heartbeat speed up, sweat trickling down our bodies, breathing picking up where every gasp for your next breath is one we take to hunt down pleasure, pleasure we give each other.

Her legs go up on my shoulders, I knead her ass in my hands, using my strength to bounce her off and on, helping her ride my cock. I let one finger slide down to gather the wetness I need and start to stroke her tight ring. Fuck. The way she clenches around me gives me the knowledge she wants my finger pumping in and out the same way my cock is treating her pussy.

One of her legs slide down to balance herself, our fucking becoming rougher. One of my hands leaves her ass to slide up and around her throat. My thumb pushes her chin up to connect our gaze at the same time I let my finger slide into her ass. Lust overflows her eyes and a sexy whimper escapes her. She doesn’t falter but keeps riding my cock and finger.

A long moan slides over her lips as she lets herself fall down and starts to grind her hips, fully absorbing every ripple her pussy can squeeze out of my hard cock as it begins to pulse. I lose all my senses and slide my finger out of her ass when my own pleasure starts to shoot out as freely as the emotions this woman brings out inside me. I use both hands to drag her against my chest and hold her close as each of us tries to catch our breath. 

Heartbeat against heartbeat between our heated bodies. “I love you.” I give her the words freely and no, it didn’t take me twelve damn years to say it. 

Yeah, maybe it took me months to know she wouldn’t leave this world if I said them to the one person I love with every inch of me. And I can’t even explain what went through my body when she gave me those exact same words in return.

Even if we had our special meaning, the ‘you and me’ we used instead...saying the actual words in a special moment holds all the magic one needs to tell the very person who makes life worth living.

Even if our fence is purple—not fucking kidding about that shit either—or if we have a huge ass lizard instead of a dog. It’s our normal to the standards society pushes in front of our noses. It’s the way a person makes you feel and crave, the full understanding that makes you tick as she falls in rhythm along with you. 

That’s the shit you need to cherish and crave in life. And I’m damn thankful I got my head straightened out in time to allow myself to open up to this magnificent woman I share my life with.

“I love you,” she breathes and sinks her teeth into my earlobe, “but I had this whole dance routine I wanted to show off.”

“Well, sometimes you’ve got to grab what’s in front of you, enjoy it to the fullest, knowing how good it is so you can sit back and savor every second with the extended version. Now move that ass, baby, because I’m going to savor you in a way I’ve been doing for the last twelve years, and will still do so until my last breath, and in eternity ever after.”

“In eternity ever after, huh?” Another bite to my earlobe makes my cock twitch that’s still inside her. 


“After sharing over twelve years of my life with you, I damn well claim first dibs on eternity with you, woman,” I growl and wrap her hair around my fist to claim her mouth, preventing her from throwing words of love to me because the way she kisses me is giving me all the love we need to forget about dance moves or anything around us. 

Consumed with one another, living in the now, together; living, loving, to do the things your heart says and follow into the love that makes life complete.

Thank you for reading Lochlan’s story. Gaining exposure as an independent author relies mostly on word-of-mouth, so if you have the time and inclination, please consider leaving a short review wherever you can. Even a short message on social media would be greatly appreciated.
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