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 Chapter 1 
 
    Blade 
 
      
 
    In this world there is nothing to fear. Death is the ultimate goal. We move through our lives searching for something more but that isn’t what we find. What we get is the harsh reality of our pasts. The inevitable pain and anguish that lingers around us. They say we are what we make this life. I suppose I made it hell then.  
 
    “Stop fuckin’ lookin’ like your favorite aunt died,” Snake snaps, passing me a beer.  
 
    “I don’t have an aunt.” 
 
    “Well, your favorite gold fish then.” 
 
    “Motherfucker, do you have a fish?” I ask him, cocking my head to the side to glare at his dumb ass. He shakes his head and looks at me like I’m the crazy one.  
 
    “Had a pig once.” 
 
    “A pig?” Why does that not surprise me? 
 
    “Yeah, bitch, a pig. You know, oink oink.”  
 
    God please tell me why the fuck this motherfucker was voted in? Because right now I’m not so goddamn sure! 
 
    “Have you lost your mind?” 
 
    “No. Pigs make good house pets. You should get one, maybe your shitty ass attitude would change a little. Always sittin’ around with your dick in a bunch,” he mumbles under his breath. Sick of hearing his shit, I stand from my stool and wrap my hand around his neck, jerking him from his. His eyes widen slightly before that damn smirk crosses his ugly face.  
 
    “See what I mean?” he asks, wiggling his eyebrows.  
 
    “I’m not gonna tell you again to shut the fuck up, Snake. I don’t know how many times your momma dropped your ass when you were little but you ain’t all there fucker.” Snake just laughs as I grit my teeth in irritation. 
 
    “Hey, Prez. Why you wranglin’ that Snake?” Glancing over my shoulder at my VP, Ransom, I see him standing there with a stupid grin.   
 
    “This snake won’t shut his goddamn mouth for five minutes. Why we vote him in?” I ask, cocking my head to the side.  
 
    “Cause the motherfucker is like a snake. He can slither his little ass into places we can’t,” Ransom laughs out.  
 
    I release the grip on Snake and turn my attention to Ransom. I’m hoping he has come bearing good news today. We have a shipment of meth that we have been working to get for the last few months. Every time we thought we had it set something else happened to slow it down. Frankly, I was at the end of my rope the last time.  
 
    “Tell me good news Ransom or walk the fuck away,” I warn him before sitting back on my stool.  
 
    “Damn, you’re as cranky as a baby without a nipple to suck. What the hell is wrong with you?” Ransom asks when Snake decides to chime in again. “That’s what I told the motherfucker. He needs his cock sucked or somethin’ nice to stick it in. Maybe we should head down to Fifth Street and pick him up one of those new girls Whisper has.”  
 
    For whatever reason, they were right. My attitude has been off lately. I can’t place the reason why, and honestly, I don’t give a shit.  
 
    “You got news or not? I’ve got work to do,” I snap at Ransom.  
 
    He shakes his head, plucks his cigarette from his lips, and glares at me. “Yeah, the shipment is good to go. It’ll be in on Friday. Mighty Mac is in charge of the warehouse, and I’m sendin’ Axle that way to pick up. Shouldn’t have any problems this time.”  
 
    I blow out a breath and run my fingers through my hair, nodding my head. Thank fuck. 
 
    “Good. I’m headin’ out. I need to finish that house over on Kenner before the end of the week. Neo and Rebel are already over there rippin’ up the carpet.” Walking away from the bar, I head toward the door when Ransom jogs up next to me.  
 
    “You been off. What’s goin’ on, brother? It ain’t like you to not talk to us.”  
 
    Fuck! I know it’s not. They’re my boys and have been for years. Neo, Rebel and I started a construction business about ten years ago when I first came out of the Navy. It was a job that I needed with guys I trusted. Ransom has been my VP since the day I took over this club ten years ago. When I came back, this club was at its lowest. Nothing was going right and too many guys were ending up in jail. It was being run the wrong way. It was all about the money, guns, and drugs. Yeah, we still dabble in that shit, but we all have legit jobs too.  
 
    “I don’t know, Ransom. My head’s just off. I can feel it but can’t pinpoint it. The PTSD is fuckin’ with my sleep.” I blow out a breath and shake my head.  “I’ll get my shit together.”  
 
    Ransom watches me for a long second before nodding his head. “Don’t shut us out, Blade. We’ve been there, remember? I don’t forget for a fuckin’ day what that war was like.” Slapping a hand on my shoulder he quicklyturns and walks away.  
 
    If he was anyone else, I would have told him to fuck off, but I can’t, not them. They know what it was like, they know the dreams that haunt us. That’s part of what pulls us together. I turn on my heel and step out into the warm Florida sun and take a deep breath. I just need to get this job over with and move on to the next. I head toward my bike, grab my helmet, and climb on as I see Angela walking toward me, a pissed off scowl on her face. I almost want to laugh at the look itself but I’m not that much of a bastard.  
 
    “Who pissed in your corn flakes?” I ask when she gets closer. She shoots me a look that could kill as I chuckle. 
 
    “That piece of shit here?” she asks, her hip cocked out and one hand resting on it. Angela is a sight to see. Her dyed blonde hair hangs around her shoulders, her huge fake tits popping out of the top of her shirt. She stands as tall as a man at nearly six feet which makes me laugh when her and Snake stand together. It isn’t much about him being shorter than her; it’s more that the fire in that girl is a stark contrast to the dumbness of Snake.  
 
    “He’s always in there. What’d he do this time?” I ask, hoping to get a laugh before I leave.  
 
    “What did he do? The idiot either, a) dumped oil while he was cooking this morning and didn’t realize it; or b) he did it on purpose thinking he was funny! Either way, it wasn’t,” she snaps, pulling the leg of her already short shorts up revealing a huge bruise. I wince a little looking at that shit.  
 
    “Damn, babe! That’s bad!” 
 
    “It’s beyond bad! How the hell am I supposed to work with this on my leg and ass?” she snaps, pointing at the giant purple spot.  
 
    “Cover that shit with makeup. Ain’t that what you strippers do?” 
 
    “I’m a dancer! Not a stripper, Blade!”  
 
    Sure, let’s make is sound better. A stripper is a goddamn stripper no matter how you look at it.  
 
    “Well, dance your ass on down to Walmart and cover that fucker with makeup,” I tease her. She rolls her eyes, flips me off and stomps into the clubhouse. I watch the door close to the Pit of Hell and laugh to myself. Pit of Hell. That is about right for us. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
    Lola 
 
      
 
    “First of all, I’m not lying! You are a complete asshole, do you know that?” I scream louder as my asshole boyfriend fiddles with his lighter. I’d like to shove it straight up his ass.  
 
    “I know that and you’re a complete whore, Lola! Working down at that strip club and you want me to believe you haven’t fucked at least half your clients?” He glances up at me from under the bill of his Red Sox hat, those brown eyes penetrating right through me. I’d like to say that he’s ugly but that would be a straight up lie. He’s hot as fuck but his mind is something else. I guess it’s true what they sat about being ugly on the inside.  
 
    “I dance! I sure as hell don’t fuck for money, Ryan!”  
 
    “Well, I don’t want it,” he says firmly.  
 
    My heart slowly falls to the floor. I thought he’d be my happy ever after as long as we’d been together. Six years is a long time considering I’m only twenty-two.  
 
    “A little late for that!” I yell louder. His dark eyes lock with mine and that monster I know all too well rears its ugly head. My insides quiver as he stands slowly from the chair that he’d been sitting in. He stalks toward me like I’m his prey, and in a sense, I am. His eyes seem to darken the closer he gets.  
 
    “You understand what the fuck I just said?” he asks, his tone deadly.  
 
    “I heard you but I’m keepi-”  
 
    The words don’t even get out when his fist slams into my stomach. I double over, wrapping my arms around myself. I was naive. I suppose I still am. I thought that a baby would make him stop, make the violence stop. I didn’t plan on it, we used protection, but one stupid fucking night the condom broke and this is the end result.  
 
    “I warned you, Lola! I don’t want kids. Never did!” Grabbing me by the hair, he pulls me upright so that he can look in my eyes. The evil that seeps from his pores makes my whole body shudder.  
 
    “I’m sick of this, of you! You do shit behind my back, fuck other guys. Shake your ass at that club then come home and tell me you’re pregnant. What kind of fool do you think I am?”  
 
    Me being me, I can’t control my mouth. I word vomit more than I should and it always lands me in hot water. “You really want me to answer that?” I ask as tears slide down my cheeks. Another fist to my ribs knocks the air from my lungs.  
 
    “The dumbest kind of fool! You are a worthless…piece of…shit!” I pant between words trying to catch my breath. My body screams in pain but I won’t let him win this.  
 
    “I’m a piece of shit?” He jerks my hair back so he can see my face.  “I’m a piece of shit?” His fist collides with my eye and the room begins to spin.  
 
    “Tell me again how I’m a piece of shit!” he roars loudly.  
 
    “Piece of shit,” I grumble as the room spins out of control. Everything after that just sort of becomes a blur. I am numb to the pain, which isn’t unusual for me. I have become an expert at locking myself away when he turns into this monster. No, this isn’t the first time he’s hit me and I’m sure it won’t be the last. I’m caught in his web. I’m caught in this shit. I’m stuck.  What’s the alternative? Life on the streets again? I don’t think I can do that.  
 
    When I first met Ryan, his good looks drew me in. He was gorgeous, and when I saw him standing outside the club next to that hot ass sports car, I thought he was perfect. We hooked up after that more than once and each time just got better and better. I didn’t see just how off he was until he asked me to move in with him. Of course, I jumped at the opportunity. I’d lived on the streets since I was fourteen and started at Triple D’s, the strip club when I was sixteen. Yes, Barnie, the owner is as shady as they come.  
 
    Meeting Ryan changed me in ways that I wasn’t sure I liked. Everything was great in the beginning. He was working at his dad’s company and had his own place. I loved it here. Top notch everything. I never wanted for a thing because Ryan provided it all. That was until I stopped agreeing to his fucked-up rules. At first it was little things. No showers until he got home. That was fine by me since he usually joined me for them. Wait for him to get home to eat before I went to the club on days I worked. Okay, again I didn’t mind it. Then the weird shit started coming. He wanted to tie me up and fuck me. Kinky? Sure, I could get into that, but he wanted me afraid. He wanted me to fight him. He kept saying that it was role play but the more he did it, the more I started to think something was off. When the news flashed across the screen one night that there was a killer on the loose in Florida that was raping women and tying them to the bed, I started to wonder about him. Of course, I don’t think it was Ryan who did that, but at the end of the day, I was still a little unsure.  
 
    “Wake up!” His voice rips through my subconscious.  
 
    My eyes slowly flutter open and that’s when I realize the position I’m in. My face hurts like hell, my whole body aches. I pull at my arms only to realize that he has me tied to the bed. I jerk at the ropes trying to get them to give just a little but Ryan is a master at this. There is no give and no way to get out. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I ask as I watch him. He stands next to the bed, nearly naked with a condom in his hand.  
 
    “I’m taking what’s mine, Lola. Are you going to fight me like a good girl?” His question makes my skin crawl.  I jerk at the ropes again and try to wiggle my way free but it’s no use. Tears stream down my cheeks as Ryan smirks at me.  
 
    “You never wanted to play this game, did you? Maybe now that you see how serious I am, you will play along,” he sneers. My heart beats faster as I watch him slide the condom on and climb onto the bed. I try to bring my legs together but with each ankle tied to the bedpost, it’s not happening. Ryan has done a lot of things to me but rape has never been one of them.  
 
    “I don’t want this, Ryan,” I cry, trying to reason with him. He chuckles and kneels between my spread legs, nudging his cock at my entrance. I close my eyes when his fingers dig into my skin.  
 
    “Open your fucking eyes, Lola. Watch me take what I want from you or I will fucking kill you.” The way he said it has me opening my eyes quickly. He stares down at me just as he shoves his cock in all the way. My body tries to protest, knowing this is all wrong, but Ryan doesn’t stop, nor does he care. Thrust after painful thrust, I clench my eyes closed and try to endure the pain until I feel his fist hit my mouth. With a cry, I open my eyes and look up at him. He nods his head and grins as he violates me. Slap after slap to my face makes my vision slowly blur and everything fades. Soon I’m lost in the darkness that comforts me and swaddles me in its fog. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
    Blade 
 
      
 
    Sweat drips down my temples as I work on this flooring. We do all kinds of shit in our business. We pride ourselves on being able to handle most jobs that are brought our way.  
 
    “How’s it lookin’?” Neo asks leaning against the counter and nodding toward the trim he’s been working on. A beer bottle dangles from the tips of his fingers, a cigarette from his lips.  
 
    “Lookin’ good, brother. You sure as hell know what you’re doin’,” I tell him. He pulls the cigarette from his lips, nods his head and looks back at me. 
 
    “Goddamn right I do! It’s like fuckin’ a bitch. Once you get into a groove, you just let it flow,” he says. Shaking my head, I wipe the sweat from my forehead on the back of my hand and climb off the floor. Reaching for his beer, I grab it, take a long pull, and pass it back.  
 
    “Shit’s gonna look fuckin’ good when we get done with it. Rebel should have that upstairs about done,” I say when I hear boots stomping down the steps.  
 
    “Rebel already has that shit done!” he announces before we see him come around the corner. He walks over and grabs a beer off the counter, popping the top quickly.  
 
    “As soon as you get done down here, I can get the last of this shit painted. Upstairs looks sweet as fuck though. Asshole is gonna be happy with how it looks,” Rebel says, bringing the bottle to his lips. I nod my head knowing that Rebel knows what he’s doing just as much as the rest of us do. He takes great pride in his work, and I respect him for that.  
 
    “Few more days and we should have this one ready. We got that deal on the one in Coconut Grove. Big fuckin’ job over there. We should be set for at least six months on that one. The guy wants all three bathrooms redone, as well as four bedrooms and the basement finished.” 
 
    “Three bathrooms? What the fuck people need with three bathrooms?” Rebel asks, shaking his head. Neo chuckles and adds, “You know when you eat those bad tacos and it’s a literal shit race. You’re all runnin’ for the same thing and there’s only one.”  
 
    I shake my head. “You would know, wouldn’t you, half-breed?” Rebel says just to fuck with Neo. Neo is half-white, half-Mexican. Not that I give a shit about what he is, he’s a damn good person and that’s all I give a fuck about. Unfortunately, Neo’s always had a hard time fitting in though.  
 
    “I got your half breed right here, Gringo,” Neo fires back grabbing his dick in his hand.  
 
    “Keep your taquito in your pants, brother. I don’t wanna embarrass you,” Rebel responds.  The next thing I know, Neo has his pants around his ankles, shaking his cock at Rebel. Rebel moves to lower his pants next, getting into a sort of pissing match with each other.  
 
    “If you two girls are about done, we can wrap up for the day,” I inform them. Rebel leaves his pants on and I can’t thank fuck enough for that. I’ve seen more cock from these two in my lifetime than I probably have pussy. Neo drags his pants back up his legs and buttons them before looking over at me.  
 
    “You headed home tonight?”  
 
    Shrugging my shoulders, I sigh. “Haven’t decided yet. Probably. Can’t sleep at the clubhouse worth a damn most nights. Too much noise. Besides, I need to go check on Diablo.”  Diablo is my dog that I’ve had for years.  
 
    It’s true. Our clubhouse isn’t out on the middle of nowhere like some are. We’re right in the heart of Daytona, and I wouldn’t have it any other way. Other clubs know their places and where the fuck we run. They stay out of our way we stay out theirs. It works for us.  
 
    “Bring him to the club. The bitches love him,” Rebel says as he cleans up the beer bottles tossing them into a bag.  
 
    “Yeah, might do that,” I say.  
 
    We finish cleaning up when we hear tires squealing out front. Neo and I share a glance but Rebel already has his gun drawn and heading toward the front door. 
 
    “Just can’t wait can, you fucker?” I hiss as we follow along behind him. Rebel steps out and glances around when his head falls to the side.  
 
    “What the fuck?” I step up next to him and look down at what he’s looking at. A girl lies there in the grass, blood and bruises littering her exposed skin.  
 
    “What the hell is that?” Neo asks, pointing to her with his gun.  
 
    “Well, sometimes when a boy meets a girl and they fuck, they have kids, dumbass. That is a person in case you didn’t notice,” Rebel smarts off. 
 
    “Fuck off, Rebel. I’ll kick your ass all over this yard and you know it.”  
 
    While those two bitches argue, I kneel down in front of the girl and check for a pulse. When I feel it, I sigh in relief. “She ain’t dead,” I grumble, shoving myself back up to stand.  
 
    “That’s good, right?” Rebel asks. I turn my head and glare at the son of a bitch for a long second.  
 
    “You really are some kind of fucked up, yeah?” 
 
    “What the hell are we gonna do with that?” Rebel asks, pointing at the girl. I shake my head and turn to Neo.  
 
    “Call Ransom. Tell him to get Snake over here with a cage. We don’t need anyone callin’ this shit in.” Neo nods his head and slides his phone of out his pocket.  
 
    “You takin’ her with?” 
 
    “No, fuckwad, I’m leavin’ here at the house we are responsible for so the cops can come find her. Yeah, I’m fuckin’ takin’ her!” I can’t help but snap at Rebel. Fucker just raises his hands and walks out toward the street. Thankfully no one has come out to see what the noise was.  
 
    “Snake’s on the way. What are we gonna do with her?” Neo asks. We both stand over her, watching her like she might jump the fuck up.  
 
    “Fuck if I know. Can’t leave her here, though, and with that drop we don’t need the cops sniffin’ around.” 
 
    “Some kind of sports car,” Rebel calls out as he looks at the burn marks in the road. He wandered out there mumbling to himself about looking for clues like he’s fucking Sherlock Holmes.  
 
    I run my hand over my face and lean down to check the girl once more. Her face is a mangled mess. Whoever did this to her really wanted her to be fucked over. They did a nice job at that.  
 
    “I could take her home but I’d end up fuckin’ her,” Rebel announces when he walks back over to stand between the two of us. He gazes down at the girl with wide eyes as if really taking her in for the first time. I jab my elbow into his ribs, his eyes jerking to meet mine. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You are a sick fucker. Stay the fuck away from that girl. We’ll get her to the clubhouse, and after I run home to get Diablo, I’ll deal with her.”  
 
    “Oh, Prez is into some kinky type shit, yeah?” Rebel keeps pushing me and I’m going to have to kick his ass.  
 
    “Do you ever shut the fuck up?” 
 
    “Not when it’s about pussy, I don’t. I love it.” Neo and I share a glance before I pull a cigarette out and light it up. 
 
    “Think we should move her inside?”
 Neo asks. I glance around the neighborhood quickly before I nod.  
 
    “Yeah, get her inside in case any nosey fucks are lookin’ out the windows. That’s all we fuckin’ need,” I say before blowing the smoke from my lips. Neo moves to lift her when we hear her moans. It’s like a knife to the chest hearing her moan in pain from whatever happened to her. I may be a prick but I don’t put my hands on a woman, not in that way. To me, that’s being a fucking coward. You can have the balls to hit a female but not a man. Those kinds of people are the ones I take joy in killing. Neo walks past me, the girls long brown hair hanging over his arm, matted with her own blood and my chest tightens.  
 
    “Fuck, brother. That’s not a good sign, all that blood.”  
 
    “Thanks for the goddamn observation asshole.” Flicking my cigarette to the ground, I snuff it out with the toe of my boot before heading inside to see what the fuck I’ve gotten myself into now. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
    Lola 
 
      
 
    I shift my body as my muscles scream in pain as I slowly return to consciousness. My face throbs, and as I bring my hand up to touch it, something stops me. I pry my eyes open and look down at my right arm to see an IV stick in my hand.  
 
    “Oh, like hell!” I snap reaching for it. I jerk it free, not caring about the pain that races through me as the needle pulls from my skin. Shoving myself up, I notice that I’m not in a hospital. Raising my eyebrows, I glance around the room, taking in dark red walls with a half-naked devil girl painted on the far side. The room is fairly clean aside from some clothing on the floor in a pile and a few beer bottles sitting around. Where the hell am I? When I move to pull the blanket off myself, I see the comforter is the same dark color with the devil chick on it. 
 
    “Oh, God. I’m in hell,” I say out loud. A low chuckle comes from the corner of the room, my eyes jerking in that direction. 
 
    “Pit of Hell.” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “The clubhouse, it’s called the Pit of Hell,” the guy says shoving out of his chair.  
 
    “And who are you? The gatekeeper?” I ask in a pissy tone. I don’t know who the hell he is or where I am, but I have no desire to find out.  
 
    “Nah. I’m just Rebel. Prez will be back soon. I was told to watch you until then.” He crosses his arms over his chest, his stance firm. Fuck him! I don’t have to stay here. I’m a grown woman. I shove off the bed but as soon as I stand the room spins and I’m falling on my ass on the floor. Rebel doesn’t move to help, just stands there and watches in amusement.  
 
    “Should have left that fucker in your hand and stayed in bed. Had pain meds ready to run when you woke up,” he says, nodding toward the IV stand.  
 
    “Who the hell are you? I don’t know what kind of shit you were pumping me full of!” I scream as I try to pull myself to my feet.  
 
    Rebel lets out a huff and stomps toward me, dragging me off the floor and dropping me not so nicely back onto the bed. He moves to the other side messing with IV wires before grabbing a pair of gloves from the box next to the bed.  
 
    “Took me three tries to get that vein. You know you’re dehydrated? Fuckin’ women and their diet fads. Don’t drink this, don’t eat that. You’re a little undernourished too, just so you know,” he grumbles as he slides his large hands into the gloves and turns toward me. He motions to my hand, and when I don’t move, he leans over the bed.  
 
    “We can do this the easy way or the hard way. Frankly, I’m a kinky bastard so the hard way would be perfect for me. Gimme your damn hand,” he hisses.  
 
    “What are you trying to do to me?” I ask keeping my hands tucked in my lap. 
 
    “I’m tryin’ to give you some fluids and some medicine but you’re bein’ a bitch about my handiwork!” Just as I’m about to reply, the door opens and a huge dog walks in followed by a huge man.  
 
    “I’m tired as fuck. I need a shower and whatever you two are fightin’ over needs to stop. Give the man your goddamn hand before I really get pissed,” the man snaps, holding the leash tightly in his hand. For whatever stupid reason I don’t think pushing my luck with him is the best idea. I shove my hand toward Rebel and watch the dog with wide eyes.  
 
    “He only bites if I command him to,” the man says. I don’t take my eyes off that dog though. He’s massive. I feel the prick in my hand and turn my head back to Rebel as he hooks the IV back up.  
 
    “Pull this one out and I’ll fuck you up,” he warns before hanging another bag from the stand. 
 
    “Need anything else, Prez?” he askslooking toward the man.  
 
    “No. Get some rest and thanks for watchin’ her.”  
 
    Rebel nods his head at him and throws me a smile and a wink before walking from the room closing the door behind him.  
 
    “I’m takin’ a shower. Don’t do anything stupid.” I watch as he unhooks the leash from the dog and lays it on the dresser. 
 
    “Down, Diablo.” The dog drops to the floor, resting his head on his paws as the man walks into the bathroom, closing the door.  
 
    This is just great. What the hell did Ryan do to me? I glance at the IV in my hand then back to the dog. He doesn’t seem to be going anywhere so I lay back down as the dizziness becomes too much. I close my eyes, wishing I could just fall asleep and hide from all this when I feel a big wet nose on my arm. I open my eyes to see the big black Pitbull resting his head on the edge of the bed. I don’t know if I should scream and run or pet the beast. He stares at me with dark eyes that could be evil if they wanted to be.  
 
    “Hey, buddy.” I slowly move my hand toward his head hoping like hell he doesn’t try to bite my arm off. I inch closer until my hand rests on his head. Just as I’m about to pet him, he jolts and leaps onto the bed with me. A slight scream rips from my throat but when he settles, he lays down next to me, cuddling up to me. I reach over and scratch his head.  
 
    “You aren’t so bad, are you?” I ask him like he can reply. He can’t obviously but I think he can understand me. I scratch behind his ears and little soft grunts escape me as his eyes slowly close, making me giggle. We lay like this for a little while until I hear the shower turn off. The bathroom door opens but I don’t bother to look over and see the dick that came out. I choose to focus on Diablo instead.  
 
    “What the fuck?” the man growls. He walks around the bed and stares down at me and his dog.  
 
    “What are you doin’?” he asks.  
 
    “Laying here like I was told, Boss,” I say sarcastically. 
 
    “Not you! Him! Diablo!” The dog slowly drags his head around to look at his owner but makes no attempt to move. 
 
    “You broke my fuckin’ dog. In less than ten fuckin’ minutes, you broke him,” he snaps, his eyes coming to meet mine.  
 
    “I didn’t do anything! He came over here. What the hell was I supposed to do? Tell him no?” 
 
    “Yeah, tell him no!” 
 
    “He’s at least a hundred pounds and has huge teeth. I’m not telling him no.” 
 
    “He’s a hundred thirty pounds, and yeah you should,” he snaps again. His eyes move over Diablo, his hands landing on his hips as he shakes his head. He reaches forward and grabs the dogs collar, giving it a hard yank. 
 
    “Down!” The dog jumps off the bed and walks around to my side, lying on the floor. The next thing I know the man is climbing in the bed where the dog was.  
 
    “What the hell are you doing?” I ask,  nearly scramblingoff the bed in a panic.  
 
    “Goin’ to sleep. I’m dead tired, sweetheart. I’m Blade by the way.”  
 
    I’m Blade by the way? What the hell? 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry I didn’t know we were introducing ourselves. I’m Lola, I’m twenty-two and a Capricorn.”  
 
    “That explains the attitude. Go to sleep, Lola the Capricorn.” 
 
    “I don’t know you! I’m not sleeping with you,” I snap at him. He sighs and rolls his head to look at me.  
 
    “I’m the President of this chapter of Soulless Bastards MC. Someone dumped your ass on one of my jobs. Now you are here, receivin’ medical care and goin’ to fuckin’ sleep because I have to be up early as fuck tomorrow. Can you fuckin’ do that, please?” His roar rips through the room and even the dog stands to see what the problem is. I scoot to the far edge of the bed as whatever medicine Rebel put into the IV begins to work. My eyes become fuzzy and my limbs heavy. I let my hand dangle slightly off the bed and the dog nudges it with his nose.   
 
    “Sleep, Lola. No one will hurt you here,” Blade says softly or at least it sounds softer than it was. I close my eyes and slowly drift to sleep. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
    Blade 
 
      
 
    “Why the hell your dog always lookin’ at me like I’m a piece of steak?” Rebel asks, walking cautiously past D. I chuckle and walk to the bar grabbing a beer.  
 
    “Cause you look like a big ass piece of meat. You get that floorin’ in?” I ask.  
 
    Rebel nods, taking a drink of his own beer. “Yeah. It’ll look good in that kitchen, matches the backsplash. I don’t think the fucker will have a problem with it,” Rebel states.  
 
    “Good. I gotta go look at that job in Coconut Grove next week,” I tell him when I hear screaming.  
 
    “Get your fucking filthy hands off me!”  
 
    We all turn to look when we see Neo heading our way with his hands up in defeat. I spin around on my stool so I can get a better view.  
 
    “Well look at that shit,” Ransom mumbles coming up next to me. “Think we should help him?” 
 
    “Fuck no! Let him get himself outta this,” I laugh. Lola has a knife in her hand pointing it right at Neo’s chest. Any other woman and I’d probably get up and help, but this girl has been hell on earth since the day we brought her in here a week ago. Rebel’s done a good job keeping her in check with the pain medicine, but now that she’s healing, she’s on fire.  
 
    “If you ever put your hand anywhere near me again, I will cut that fucker off! How are you going to ride with a nub? Huh?” she screams at him, walking him backwards with the knife held out at him. The guys all chuckle but my eyes stay locked on hers. She’s completely pissed.  
 
    “I didn’t fuckin’ do shit! I was tryin’ to help!” Neo keeps stepping back until Lola has him against the wall. It’s an amusing sight. I shove off my stool and head toward the two of them with my beer still in hand. When I step up next to them, I take a drink and look between them.  
 
    “What the hell are you two love birds goin’ on about?”  
 
    Neo chuckles but quickly shuts up when the knife inches closer.  
 
    “I was in there trying to get dressed when this pig walked in on me. I slipped and fell on the bed when he scared the shit out of me,” Lola says, never lowering the knife.  
 
    “And that was a problem why?” 
 
    “Oh it wasn’t until he thought he would help me up and his hand just happened to skim my tit!”  
 
    The chuckle that escapes me wasn’t intentional but it came out anyway. As serious as her face is, I can’t stop. With the bottle dangling between my fingers I point at her, “You need to put that shit down, darlin’. You are a guest here and swingin’ blades around is my gig not yours.” Lola turns her head slowly, her eyes locking with mine.  
 
    “Then you need to tell this pig to keep his hands off me. Why was he in your room anyway? You gay? He your fudge packer?” She narrows her eyes and I almost lose control of myself. Anger erupts out of me before I toss the beer to the floor, the unmistakable sound of it shattering to a million pieces filling the room. I step in front of Neo, pressing the tip of the knife into my chest as I close in on her. She watches me silently following my every move.  
 
    “Take a walk, Neo,” I tell him, never taking my eyes off her. Neo walks away when I reach quickly for her wrist. She never saw it coming. I twist it to the side until she drops the blade to the floor then spin her around, pulling her arm up and around her back.  
 
    “Stop!” Lola screams as I pull her body back into mine. I can’t deny that I love feeling her pressed against me. My cock hardens a little but I suppose it could be from her spunk.  
 
    “You don’t come into my clubhouse and pull a knife on my boys. We were doin’ you a common curtesy lettin’ you stay here. I suggest you watch that fuckin’ ass of yours,” I whisper in her ear. Her breathing is harsh, and before I can think about anything else, I release her and give her a little shove away.  
 
    “I never asked you for help, just so we’re clear.” When she spins around to face me, I can see the anger in her eyes. There’s also a story in them that I shouldn’t give a shit about but somehow I find myself intrigued.  
 
    “Let’s do this again. You were dumped on my job. I didn’t have much choice. You feelin’ better? There’s the fuckin’ door, sweetheart. If not, I’d suggest watchin’ your ass. I don’t let just anyone stay here, you should think that over.” I turn and head toward the door, needing to get my ass to work but something nags at the back of my mind. I suppose she wouldn’t have known that none of us would hurt her here considering the way we found her. Beaten and bloody. I can’t believe someone would even do that. I’m not one for harming women and just by the look in her eyes, I decided to let her stay. I’m not sure what it is about her. Maybe it’s the fact that whoever did this is still out there and I didn’t want to be responsible for sending her back to be beaten again.  
 
    “Hey, Ransom. Jersey around?” I ask when I’m nearly to the door.  
 
    “Yeah, she’s out back.”  
 
    Nodding my head, I turn and head in the other direction. I stalk through the clubhouse, taking it in as I go. This is my place. A place that I hold close to my heart and dear to my soul. Shoving through the back door, I step out into the hot sun. Our clubhouse may be in the heart of Daytona but our double lot allows for the back of our place to be fenced and barb wired.  
 
    “Hey, Jersey. Come here,” I call out to her where she stands with a few of the other girls hanging around here. Jersey’s a nice girl. She’s in college but finds herself here more often than not. I think she likes the feeling of being needed or wanted. I can’t say for sure but I like her.  
 
    “Hey, Blade.” She leans up and presses a kiss to my cheek.  
 
    “Need a favor. Brought a girl in the other day. She was pretty banged up. Her attitude is shit. Think you can talk to her while I’m out today? See if you can get any information from her. I need to know if we have anything to worry about as far as what happened to her,” I tell her. Jersey smiles and nods her head rapidly.  
 
    “Of course! I’d love to help out,” she replies quickly.  
 
    “Thanks, babe. Her name’s Lola. She’s inside right now, don’t know for how long though.” I start to turn to walk away when Jersey calls out to me.  
 
    “Hey, Blade!” I look at her over my shoulder, “Thank you for thinking of me.” Nodding my head, I walk over to my bike, grab my helmet, and climb on. Revving up my bike, I head out of the back lot and stop at the gate for the prospect to open it. Once he does, I glance up at down the street as people mill about and mingle in the crowds. The weekend is always fun. There are typically so many people there is nowhere to park. Rebel usually hangs out front unless we’re having our own party trying to pick up college bitches looking for a good time. Right down the block are some of the hottest night clubs this town has to offer, one also directly next door, and of course the beach offers its own fun if we decide to head out to Tampa. We have a bonfire planned out there this weekend. I roll my shoulders and pull out onto the road, heading toward my job. Unlike some MC’s, we all work day jobs. It’s what sets us apart from others. I work my ass off doing something that I truly love to do.  Since I was a kid, I’ve loved to do things with my hands. I guess that’s what makes me good at what I do. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
    Lola 
 
      
 
    I don’t know what to do. I don’t know where to go. I have nothing and no one left. I suppose I could let this play out for a little while until I can find a job and then get the hell out of here.  
 
    “Are you Lola?”  
 
    I turn my head to see a pretty girl smiling at me. She might not look like much but that doesn’t mean I trust her. I don’t know her and she doesn’t know me. “Maybe. Who are you?”  
 
    “I’m Jersey. I hang out here a lot. Blade asked me to make sure you have everything you need.” She seems polite but that never truly means anything. She could be a bitch.  
 
    “I’m fine.” 
 
    “Your wounds seem to be healing up well. Is there anything I can get you? Clothes? Food?” 
 
    “Why do you care? I mean, why are you worrying about what I need?” I ask, clearly annoyed with her shit. I mean, seriously, I don’t know this chick. I don’t want to know her, but I do want her to leave me the fuck alone. 
 
    “I told you, Blade wants you to be comfortable,” she says, sounding a little timid now.  
 
    
“You’re joking, right?” She shakes her head slowly, tears filling her eyes. Well shit! Now I made the girl feel bad.  
 
    “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be a bitch. Why does Blade care?” 
 
    “He’s a good guy. He just wants to make sure you have whatever you need.” 
 
    “He wants to know what happened to me, doesn’t he?”  
 
    She lowers her head before peeking up at me through her lashes. “Yeah.” 
 
    “He could ask.” 
 
    “He said you had a bad attitude,” she says with a giggle. I shrug and smile at her.  
 
    “My ex. He was a complete asshole. I knew he had a mean streak, but I never thought he would go this far. Piece of shit.” The more I mumble, the more she scoots closer to me. I suppose she isn’t as bad as I thought. I find myself relaxing a little more.   
 
    “Was he a biker too?” she asks seemingly concerned. Shaking my head, I fiddle with the hem of my shirt.  
 
    “Hell no. He’s an asshole. He works for his daddy at a million dollar company. He drives a fancy sports car and wears these stupid suits. He’s just a big bully.” None of that was a lie so I don’t feel bad about leaving out the pregnant part. Although I do still worry that some of the medicine they gave me could have hurt the baby, I still can’t tell them about it. I don’t think it’s any of her business – I don’t even know her. None of it is, but I suppose if I’m going to be living here for the time being, I have to admit to some of it.  
 
    “God! That’s horrible! I’m so sorry you had to deal with that. The guys here aren’t like that. They are good guys, they all work. Of course, there are some illegal things that happen but they would never drag the women into it. How long are you staying?” she asks enthusiastically.  
 
    “I’m not really sure. I need to find a job.” 
 
    “Who needs a job?” another girl hollers from behind Jersey.  
 
    “The new girl,” Jersey responds before I can say a thing.  
 
    The woman walks over, looking me over from head to toe. I eye her back just the same. Her hair is blonde but doesn’t look real. Her tits are as big as my head - those can’t be real ,but when she’s done inspecting me, she grins.  
 
    “Can you dance?”  
 
    “I used to work at Triple D’,” I say with pride. I shouldn’t be proud of being a stripper but I made good money although it was all spent on shit I didn’t need. I should have been saving but I wasn’t that smart. Hindsight, and all that bullshit. 
 
    “Are you serious? That shit hole? I bet they made you give blowies for free too, didn’t they?” she asks cocking her hip out and resting her hand on it.  
 
    “I never gave a damn thing for free,” I retort. The girl smiles and moves to throw her arm around my shoulder.  
 
    “I like you! I’m Angela. I can get you a job down the street at High Heels.” 
 
    “That fancy place?” I ask in surprise. Angela giggles and pulls her arm away from my shoulder.  
 
    “I really like you. For real. I know the owner. When can you start?” she asks, clapping her hands together.  
 
    “This weekend?” 
 
    “You’re on! I’ll let Bart know that you’re coming in. Now, where the fuck is Snake?” she asks, stomping her way past me.  
 
    “Thank you,” I holler over my shoulder at her. She wiggles her fingers over her shoulder as she continues on her mission.  
 
    “She seems nice.”  
 
    “She is. Funny as hell when she’s pissed.” 
 
    “Where do you work?” I ask Jersey. She smiles and shrugs.  
 
    “I don’t. I go to college. I just hang out around here a lot.”  
 
    I’m about to ask her more when the unmistakable sound of motorcycles rumbles through the air. You can hear them approach before the sound slowly calms.  
 
    “The guys are here. I wonder what’s going on.” 
 
    “Don’t they usually come here?” 
 
    “Yeah but they all have days jobs. So, if they’re here at this hour, something’s usually wrong. Just stay clear of them if they look pissy,” she says before turning and walking away.  
 
    I head toward the kitchen to find something to eat. There isn’t a whole lot here, but I already know that most of the guys don’t live here. I’ve wandered the clubhouse while Blade is out, looking at anything and everything. The rooms are set up like a hotel, each one having its own bathroom. There’s a meeting room, or at least that’s what it looks like to me. There are a few offices aside from the kitchen and main room where the bar is.  
 
    “Are you hungry?”  
 
    The voice startles me. I jolt and spin around to see Blade standing in the doorway. His face is a mask that gives away nothing as far as his attitude is concerned.  
 
    “I…uhmm… I was just looking for something.” 
 
    “I see that. Which means you’re hungry. Let’s go eat, I need a goddamn break.”  
 
    I don’t see the point in arguing with him, and I figure that over lunch I could tell him that I’ll be working with Angela. We’ve talked a little since I’ve been here but there was usually someone else around. Plus Diablo although he doesn’t count. He nudges my leg to let me know he’s still there causing me to smile.  
 
    “Okay.” He nods his head and offers me his hand, which is unusual since he’s never done it before, but I take it. He leads me through the clubhouse where men stand around watching his every move.  
 
    “You’re just gonna walk out?” the guy I know as Ransom asks.  
 
    “Goddamn right I am. I’m takin’ Lola to lunch. I need some fuckin’ air and it’s not gonna happen here! Diablo, stay!”  
 
    “Come on, Prez! We need to discuss this shit!” Ransom snaps again.  
 
    Blade’s hand that’s wrapped around mine tightens before he turns his head to face him. “I’m tired, Ransom. I’m fuckin’ hungry and I don’t want to discuss it right now! Call church in the mornin’.”  
 
    With that, he holds my hand a little tighter and drags me out the back door toward his bike. Reaching for a helmet from another bike, he hands it to me before pulling his on. I do the same before he turns and checks it. I don’t know why I’m not smartassing him, but as tense as he seems, I am going to keep my mouth shut on this once. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
    Blade 
 
      
 
    I bite into my burger like it offended my ass. I can’t keep my anger in check. Of all the shit things to happen it had to be this. The fucking shipment was stolen. How the hell does the shipment of drugs get stolen? Out of one of our warehouses? With a goddamn guard on duty?  
 
    “Are you okay?” Lola asks, looking at my hand that squeezes the glass.  
 
    “Fine.” Shoving the glass to the side I wipe my hands on a napkin. 
 
    “So, Angela offered me a job with her at High Heels. I can start soon.” Her little voice sounds unsure and that pisses me off. No woman should ever have to do something she isn’t sure of.  
 
    “You don’t sound like you want the job,” I tell her, popping another fry into my mouth. I watch her as she chews, her lips moist and sexy as fuck. I’ve imagined them wrapped around my cock more than once over this past week. As much as I didn’t want to, I have been checking her out. How could I not? She’s gorgeous for one thing and the fact that my dog follows her around everywhere like she’s his new owner has certainly caught my attention.  
 
    “Can I be honest with you?” 
 
    “That’s all I ask for,” I tell her in return. 
 
    “I don’t have any money and I don’t have anywhere to go. I need that job. I used to work at Triple D’s. I don’t really want to work therebecause my ex is the one who beat me up – he didn’t like me working there either. If he wanted to find me it wouldn’t be hard,” she says, her voice sounding concerned. I take another bite of my burger before resting my arms on the table around my plate.  
 
    “Look, if you don’t want the job, don’t take it. There’s other shit you can do. Clubs all around. Maybe bartend or serve drinks instead. You are welcome to stay at the clubhouse for as long as you need.”  
 
    Her eyes well with tears before she grabs the napkin and wipes at them. “Why would you be nice to me?” Her question surprises me. After all this and she asks me that? 
 
    “Haven’t I been nice? Given you a place to stay, food? What the fuck, Lola?” My anger isn’t directed at her, but I’m sure it feels that way. I close my eyes and try to take a deep breath to calm myself down, but when I open them again, my chest tightens. Her face is pale and her eyes are so damn sad it tears at my heart.  
 
    “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to say you weren’t. You have been amazing to me and I can’t thank you enough.” 
 
    “I shouldn’t have snapped like that. I’m pissed at another situation that has nothin’ to do with you.” We sit in silence for a long few minutes until I break it. “You ever been campin’?” Her head tilts to the side, taking me in.  
 
    “Never.” 
 
    “Never?”  
 
    “No. I’ve never been camping before. Never thought about it.” The little sparkle in her eye intrigues me more than anything. She’s different. She’s a smartass that doesn’t back down from a challenge and that is something that I find rare in women these days. Most of them take what’s thrown their way like it’s the only way but not Lola. 
 
    “This weekend there’s a big rally. You probably heard the guys talkin’ about it. It’s a chance for us to get out and have a little fun and let loose. We go every year. A lot of clubs will be there - parties, drinkin’, you name it. You in?” Lola’s head snaps up, her eyes locking with mine. Her lips are parted as she stares at me in disbelief. I almost laugh at the lost look on her face but those yellow tinged bruises around her eyes stop me. The thought of someone hurting her pisses me off more than I care to admit. 
 
    “It’s okay to say no. Some of the girls will be stayin’ at the club while we’re gone. You won’t be alone,” I tell her. She shakes her head slowly before she finally speaks.  
 
    “I’d love to go but I already told Angela I could start working.” 
 
    “You really wanna go?”  
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I’ll handle Bart. You want that job, it’ll be yours, but I have connections at a few clubs if you don’t want to dance.” Her eyes fill with tears once more as her hard shell slowly begins to crack. A little at a time when I talk to her and show her there are guys who are not like ex, I see it slowly begin to crumble. I don’t doubt that if she wanted to she could throw it back up in the matter of seconds, but for now, she’s lowering it and giving me a peek of her true self and I’m taking it.  
 
    “I don’t know what to say,” she mumbles softly, making me laugh.  
 
    “First time since you’ve been around that you’re speechless,” I laugh. Lola picks up a fry and tosses at me, only making me laugh a little harder.  
 
    “Thank you for all of this, Blade. You don’t know who much this means to me.”  
 
    She doesn’t need to tell me. I can see it in the look in her eyes. She hasn’t had someone that cared about her in a while, that much I can be sure of.  
 
    “No need for thanks. I kinda like havin’ you around givin’ the guys hell. They all seem to like you despite the ball breaking.” 
 
    “They aren’t so bad either. I’ve just learned to protect myself as much as I can over the years. I’m sorry if I was being disrespectful,” she says, lowering her eyes. I reach across the table, lift her chin with my thumb and look in her eyes.  
 
    “It was a little disrespectful to do that to a member. We don’t tolerate that shit, but at the same time, none of my guys will hurt you. Whatever happened to you won’t happen when you’re with us. Understand?” She nods her head with those perfect lips parted just slightly. The thought of leaning over this table and taking them with mine almost becomes more than I can handle. I want to know this girl and I have no fucking idea why.  
 
    Without overthinking it, I lift from my seat, lean over, and press my lips to hers. Lola’s eyes are wide but she doesn’t push me away. My lips linger on hers before I feel her respond. She parts her lips and kisses me with a passion. I shove my tongue into her mouth and fuck if it isn’t all that I thought it would be. My tongue sweeps over hers, tasting her in a way that I’ve thought about ever since she’s been in my bed. I know that may make me a bad person but watching her sleep for a week next to me did something to my head. It fucked with me in ways I never felt before. When I break our kiss and pull away, her eyes remain wide before a soft smile crosses her face.  
 
    “I’ve wondered what that would feel like,” she says, catching me off guard. 
 
    “You did?” 
 
    “Since the first day I saw you, woke up in your room. You were different than any man I’ve met, and I wondered what that was like.” 
 
    “What were you used to?” I ask, sitting back in my seat.  
 
    “Pretty boys with fast cars.” I grunt under my breath making Lola smile. That smile is infectious.  
 
    “Typically pretty boys with fast cars overcompensate. You know what I mean?” I say jokingly. Lola laughs and it’s the most beautiful sound in the fucking world.  
 
    “I do know what you mean. I also know you asked Jersey to talk to me. Blade, I’m not hiding anything from you, just so you know.”  
 
    I nod my head slowly before I take a deep breath. As much as I shouldn’t I do believe her. I don’t think she is hiding anything from me.  
 
    “Then would you tell me yourself what happened to you?” I know it’s a risk asking her. I know I could watch those walls slam back into place but I want to hear it from her own lips. I want to know what the hell happened and why, and who better than to hear that from than her. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
    Lola 
 
      
 
    I told Blade what happened. Needless to say, he was pissed when I told him. He made sure to reassure me that no one would lay a hand on me like that, belongs to the club. He said that if anyone did, tell him and it would be handled. I saw the look in his eyes and had no doubt that he meant every word he said. Of course, I left out the pregnant part because that isn’t something I want to openly discuss with a guy I’ve known for a week. It isn’t his concern and for the time being I’d like to keep that information to myself. But all of his reassurances made me feel safe. Maybe a false sense of safety but never the less I felt it. It’s been a few weeks since I’ve been here and no one has so much as bothered me. The thought of the baby still lingers though. As much as it scares me that that asshole might find me and find out about the baby, I do want it. I wasn’t sure at first but now that it’s growing inside of me, I think this baby will be a good thing for me.  
 
    “You’re going to the rally?” Jersey asks as she passes me a bottle of water. I nod my head with a slight smile.  
 
    “Are you?” 
 
    “No. I have class. I heard they are really fun but can get rowdy sometimes.” I reach down and scratch Diablo’s ears.  
 
    “Can I ask you something?” Jersey nods her head and waits. 
 
    “What are you to this club?” 
 
    “Nobody. I used to hang around here for the parties. A friend brought me years ago to one and I loved watching the guys and girls interact. I guess I was so intrigued I kept coming back. Blade always made me feel welcome and we talk all the time,” she says with a huge smile.  
 
    My insides churn, wondering if there is something more going on between the two of them. He had kissed me in the restaurant but now I feel like I need to know if there is more to them. I’m not the type of person to get in the way of a relationship and if that’s what’s going on I need to make it known to Blade that he can’t kiss me again.  
 
    “Are you…have you…” God I can’t even find the right words to say without sounding like a complete asshole. 
 
    “Have I ever been with one of the guys? The answer is no. They respect that, too. They are different from most men. Tough, alpha, and cocky? Yes, but they aren’t going to push themselves on you. They’re really good guys.”  
 
    I smile now, relieved to know there is nothing between her and Blade. I don’t know if that should matter to me because I doubt that Blade is looking for any kind of commitment, and frankly, I don’t think I am either. After Ryan, I don’t see the point and knowing that I’m pregnant makes a huge difference. Not all men would want to take care of another man’s child. But I also won’t deny that he makes me feel something. 
 
    “You should stop worrying. I can see it all over your face, Lola. If Blade asked you to go, there was a reason for it.”  
 
    My eyes shoot back to hers and the smile that crosses her face softens my insides. I like Jersey, I really do. “Thank you, Jersey. I think I was so lost in my past that I didn’t want to think about right now.” 
 
    “The past is just that.”  
 
    His voice startles me, but when I turn to look over my shoulder Blade stands there with the biggest smile on his face. I can’t stop myself from smiling back at him. He’s gorgeous with that dark hair cut close but with just enough to tug on. His eyes are deep and soulful, telling stories that his lips never could. Even the crinkles around his eyes say how much wisdom he holds within him. I’m captivated by those eyes. Blade clears his throat, ripping me out of fantasy land. I shake my head quickly trying to see what I missed. 
 
    “Are you?” he asks with that smile still in place. 
 
    “What? Am I what?” I ask confused and embarrassed that I missed the question. I can feel my cheeks heat as he chuckles.  
 
    “Doc need to check your head again?” 
 
    “Nope. I just got lost a second.” 
 
    “I said are you about ready to ride?” I nod my head excitedly before the smile on my face slowly fades.  
 
    “What? Are you okay?” Blade steps in closer wrapping his hands around my shoulders, concern dancing over his features.  
 
    “What about Diablo? Who is going to watch him?”  Blade chuckles but doesn’t let go of my shoulders.  
 
    “You’re worried about my dog?” 
 
    “He’s attached to you. Doesn’t he go with you?” I ask on the verge of tears as Blade looks at me funny. I can’t tell him about the reasons why I hate leaving Diablo just yet. That’s far too many secrets to share in such a short amount of time.  
 
    “No, darlin’. He doesn’t go on to the rallies with me. He’ll be fine. Angela and one of the prospects are gonna keep him while we’re gone.”  
 
    A tremor shakes my body as those words leave his mouth. He’ll be fine. He told me that me, too. Over and over he said the same words, knowing it was a complete lie. A tear slips down my cheek when Blade pulls me from the stool. Wrapping me in his arms, he lifts me, wrapping one arm under my legs, leaving them dangling, the other around my back and walks out of the main room and down the hallway. He walks us in his room and kicks the door closed behind him before sitting on the edge of the bed, me still in his arms.  
 
    “Whatever is botherin’ you? You can tell me, Lola. I don’t want you hurtin’. If I did somethin’, please just tell me. I didn’t mean to hurt you or make you cry.” 
 
    “You didn’t. You said it earlier, the past is that. I’m sorry. There’s just things that I can’t tell you right now, not yet.” Blade shifts, lifting my face in his powerful hands. His gaze is heated and my heart races just from the look in his eyes.  
 
    “I’d never push you to give me somethin’ you didn’t want to offer. That goes for all things, Lola. I’m not him. I’m not the bad guy. If you wanna talk, I will listen. If you wanna cry, I will offer that shoulder, but I promise you, I will never take what doesn’t belong to me.”  
 
    The sincerity in his voice breaks me. The tears spill over sliding down my face rapidly, but Blade’s thumbs brush them all away. His lips inch closer to mine, his eyes never leaving my own as if he needs that reassurance that I will let him kiss me. I nod slightly, a little smirk curling the edge of his lips before they meet mine. He’s slow and patient. He gives me a chance to adjust and respond to him. The feeling of his soft lips on mine is nothing I’ve felt before. For someone so rough and rugged he’s soft and perfect. I melt into his kiss, a heat rising inside of me. One I used to feel with Ryan before it faded into hatred. Blade’s lips move over mine in just the right way, a moan slipping past my lips into his mouth. His hands tighten on my face as he presses himself closer to me. I push him back onto the bed, climbing on top of him, our lips never leaving each other’s. From where I straddle him, I can feel just how hard he is and fuck does that turn me on.  
 
    Blade doesn’t stop kissing me. I grind against his cock, loving the feeling that it sends through me but I’m hesitant. I’m pregnant. I’m a mess, and as soon as the thoughts dart through my head, I start to pull away from him. Blade moves his hands quickly, wrapping them around my waist to hold me in place.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” I say through a hiccup of sobs. 
 
    “Don’t stop, Lola. Take what you need. I have no problem keepin’ my dick in my pants. Fuck, you can dry hump me any day,” he says teasingly, but there’s a hint of truth behind his eyes.  
 
    I look down at him when he slowly starts to drag my body over his cock once more. I can’t deny that it feels like fucking heaven. Especially with all of these hormones coursing through me. I don’t want all the clothes between us but at the same time I don’t want to tell Blade that I’m pregnant and ruin what we started. Blade moves one hand from my waist, gently pushing at my shoulder until I sit all the way up on him. His cock is raging beneath me, and the thin shorts I have on aren’t helping the situation. When his hand returns, he slowly guides me along his length, his eyes burning into me. My eyes close slowly letting him take control of my movements as heat slips through my body, tangling in the most delicious way in my stomach. I start to push back into him, my body begging for the impending release that it wants.  
 
    “That’s right, baby. Take me. Take whatever you want from me. Use me.” His words do little more than heat my core. I press my hands to his chest, fisting his shirt as I move my hips faster. The ache inside of me builds. The heat turns to a fire as I let myself just feel him against me.  
 
    “Fuck, babe. This is so fuckin’ hot watchin’ you like this,” he grumbles. My eyes open and when I look at him the pure look of satisfaction adorns his face.  
 
    “Blade,” I whine until his hands press me further into his cock.  
 
    “Lola,” he whispers my name breathlessly as my body explodes. A huge wave of pleasure crashes over me as my pussy convulses.  
 
    “Oh fuck! Blade!” I say his name as ecstasy pulls me into its sweet embrace. My chest heaves for breaths and Blade’s jaw clenches. He looks so goddamn sexy right now that I want to rip his clothes off and let him have me, but I can’t. Instead I collapse on his chest, his fingers moving to run through my hair. His heart is pounding through his ribs.  
 
    “I’ve never seen anything so fuckin’ perfect in my life.” His words hit me in the heart and when I sit up to look at him, his lips crash into mine once more. His kiss is heated and needy, but he doesn’t push me…just like he said he wouldn’t. Instead he kisses me once more and moves me to the side. I watch as he gets off the bed and looks over his shoulder with a grin.  
 
    “Gotta fix this or we won’t be ridin’ anywhere.” He winks at me and walks into the bathroom closing the door behind him.  
 
    I lay on the bed in my own little world perfectly content with what just happened. My body tingles and my heart races, but in the back of my mind I know this could never work between us. As sweet as Blade is, I know he wouldn’t want to take care of Ryan’s baby. My heart is heavy with all that knowledge, but at least for the moment, I can enjoy just being with him. I’ll give myself this little space of time, and once we come back I’ll start working and be out of here before I even begin to show. He will never have to know. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
    Blade 
 
      
 
    The rally in Daytona is packed like they always are. Being here is second to Sturgis, but it’s a hell of a time too. We roam around just drinking and shooting the shit with the other MC’s that have come out. We never show up where there are rivals and that’s what makes these things fun. We can all hang out and just be who we are with no other worries hovering around us. Except for me, there are far too many worries. I’m on edge after the meth went missing. I’ve been on edge even before that, but for whatever unknown reason having Lola around has settled me a little. Maybe it’s her cocky ass attitude that I like. Or the fact that she doesn’t hold back with her thoughts. I don’t know for sure what it is, but there is something there that I want to explore.  
 
    Putting all these thoughts to the side, I kick back with a beer in my hand as we sit around the fire talking with the Sons of Sinners MC president, Wicked, and a few of his boys while the others mingle and have a good time.  
 
    “How is business runnin’ your way, brother?” Wicked asks, taking a drink from his whiskey bottle before passing it to me.  
 
    “Not bad. Work’s keepin’ me busy.” 
 
    “You still runnin’ that construction company?” 
 
    “Yeah, still up and runnin’. Got a big job out in Coconut Grove comin’ up,” I tell him. His eyes widen and a smile crosses his face.  
 
    “No shit? That’s one hell of an area, yeah?”  
 
    Nodding my head, I take a long pull from the Whiskey and pass it on. “Yeah. It’s somethin’ else over there. Outta my league but I’m the best at what I do,” I say with a smirk.  
 
    “Heard that. We’ve been talkin’ about rebuildin’ the clubhouse. That motherfucker is so old it’s grown mold and shit. Maybe when you get a chance you can run down and shoot me some prices,” Wicked says, his face serious. 
 
    “Hell yeah, I can do that. Can’t have your old lady livin’ in shit now that she’s pregnant,” I tell him. He nods his head. 
 
    “Yeah, doc said it ain’t good for her to be breathin’ that shit so she stays at home a lot. Hate that part when I want her close by, ya know? You got an old lady, Blade?”  
 
    Shaking my head my mind drifts to Lola. She would make a great old lady but I don’t know that much about her. The parts I do know intrigue the fuck out of me though.  
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    “You want a family at some point?” Wicked asks curiously. I know how much his family means to him. They are his world.  
 
    “Someday, yeah. I’d always wanted a few kids runnin’ around. Come home from work and just see them smilin’ at me. Somethin’ like what I used to have when I was kid.” Wicked grins and nods his head.  
 
    “It’s a lot to handle. With the boys and Gin bein’ pregnant, it can get overwhelmin’ at times ,but like you said, seein’ their faces light up when you walk in the door, that’s all that matters.”  
 
    I hear a small gasp behind me and Wicked’s eyes move over my shoulder. Turning my head I find Lola standing with her mouth open, her eyes wide. I give her a soft smile that she doesn’t return before she spins on her heel and walks away.  
 
    “That one with you?”  
 
    I turn back to Wicked and nod. “Found her beat to shit outside one of my jobs and brought her back to the clubhouse. Been around about a while now,” I say when the bottle of Whiskey comes back to me. I take a long pull before handing it to Wicked and shoving out of my chair.  
 
    “Thanks for that, brother. Let me go check on her.” Wicked smile and nods his head as I walk past the fire and towards the water. I find her sitting there, staring out at the sea, the Florida sand sifting through her fingers.  
 
    “You took off pretty quick, you okay?” She doesn’t answer so I walk closer and drop into the sand next to her.  
 
    “Did you know that not all rivers flow into the sea? Some of them dry out and disappear, never once touching another body of water,” she says, her eyes distant.  
 
    “What’s this about?”  
 
    Lola continues sifting the sand between her fingers never once looking over at me.  
 
    “Did you know there were four kinds of lies?”  
 
    “No, I didn’t.” 
 
    “White lies are the little lies that we tell to protect people. Grey lies are the ones that are harder to clarify. We tell them to protect others and ourselves but they aren’t so bad. Black lies are about simple and callous selfishness. Something we want and desire and red lies are about spite and revenge that may even end in blood.” She still doesn’t look over at me and I find myself wondering which one of those is her. Which lie belongs to her.  
 
    “We all do things for a reason. The lies might not be that bad, but if it’s a way to protect yourself, who is someone else to judge you?” With that she turns toward me, hurt and confusion dancing in those beautiful eyes.  
 
    “Have you ever been lied to, Blade?”  
 
    “More than I care to admit. I pride myself on bein’ truthful, though. It’s the one thing that I have the utmost integrity in. Lies can break down walls but they can also build them. We all have secrets, Lola.”  
 
    She shakes her head and blows out a breath. “How do you tell the difference? What’s a lie and what’s a secret when they all seem to mold together?” She asks, making my heart kick up its pace. She’s a mystery to me. She’s something else and that is what keeps pulling me into her.  
 
    “A lie is manufacturin’ somethin’ that isn’t true or concealin’ it. A secret is merely an omission. At least to me, that’s how I see it,” I tell her as her eyes fill with tears. She quickly reaches up and wipes them away before grabbing another handful of sand and watching it run between her fingers.  
 
    “How can they feel so much the same then?” 
 
    “It’s a matter of opinion.” 
 
    “Lola?”  
 
    I jerk my head around when I hear a man’s voice coming from behind us. I turn and look over my shoulder the same time Lola does to see another man in a cut staring at her. I bring my eyes to meet hers and my heart constricts.  
 
    “You aren’t bound to me, Lola. You wanna fuck some guy, be my guest. No need to lie or keep secrets, yeah?” Anger rushes through my veins as I shove myself off the ground. I don’t give her a chance to respond as I stomp toward the cabins. Brushing past the guy I don’t recognize and have no fucking urge to now, I give him an evil stare. He just chuckles but I keep walking keeping my head up. I fucked up. I thought I saw more in that girl, but I was her way out of a situation. I made the mistake of thinking she could be more and maybe, just fucking maybe I had finally found something to look forward to in my life.  
 
    “Blade!”  
 
    Her voice sounds so small as she calls out to me but I don’t turn to look at her. I don’t need to hear what the fuck she has to say. She can keep her secret or lie – whatever it is – because I don’t want to know now. I keep walking until the cabin we’re staying in comes into view. Shoving through the door, I pull my cut down my arms, tossing it on the couch and ripping my shirt over my head. Anger that shouldn’t even exist rushes me as I drop to the floor and begin doing pushups, trying to rid the fucking hatred from my system. I thought there was something more going on between us. I thought she felt that spark like I did but maybe I was fucking wrong. I should have known better. I should have known not to get attached to her. Not even in the Navy did I feel this much hate. I was killing people that deserved to die but this, this is something I’m unfamiliar with and I hate it.  
 
    Sweat trickles down my temple and covers my skin when I hear the door close. I don’t look up, knowing it could be one of the guys looking for me, but at this point I don’t need to see any of them either. Huffing for breath, I keep going, keep pushing myself until I can feel something that isn’t ripping me apart when I hear her.  
 
    “He asked me to hang out earlier and I told him no. He’s nobody. Just some guy from another club.”  
 
    Fuck her. I don’t give a damn what she does. She isn’t mine. She isn’t anyone’s for that matter.  
 
    “Do whatever you want,” I huff as I keep going.  
 
    “Can you just stop!” she screams louder. I shove off the floor heaving for air as I look at her.  
 
    “You’re here. You’re not mine. You can do whatever you want, Lola. I’m not holdin’ you hostage, babe.”  
 
    Her eyes slowly sadden but there’s a spark in them. She walks closer to me, resting her hands on my sweat slickened chest before brushing her lips over mine. Still trying to suck in enough oxygen, she invades my space. Her hands roam over my skin, the wetness only adding to the pleasure that rips through me. Her kiss becomes wild and heated. When I don’t respond to her, she takes a step back and sighs.  
 
    “I’m sorry.”



 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
    Lola 
 
      
 
    I’ve never had the urge to fuck someone so bad in my life. Not even Ryan, but the way Blade looks at me, the way he felt under my palms when I touched him, it was all so consuming. He felt real and to be honest, he felt like home. He felt safe and that’s something I haven’t had in my life. Ever. It was a strange sensation that slammed into me, but when he didn’t even kiss me back, I knew it was all in my head. It was something I was wishing for, hoping for but wasn’t real. Now, now I feel like a complete fool.  
 
    “You don’t owe me anything.” His words are soft but the meaning is hard.  
 
    “I didn’t think I did either,” I tell him truthfully, keeping my head high. His face lights up in amusement, his hands landing on his hips, his sweaty chest gleaming.  
 
    “You know what I like about you, Lola?” his question catches me by surprise and I shake my head no.  
 
    “I like that you speak your mind and stand up for yourself. I like that even though you are vulnerable, you hold your head high. I like that you speak before you think because the truth comes out. What I really like is how I feel when you’re near me. I like that I can be myself around you and I don’t have to pretend to be anything else. I can be me.” His words warm my heart but also break it. He doesn’t know me well enough to know what he likes about me. If he knew what I was hiding he wouldn’t want anything to do with me. He would throw me back to Ryan without a second thought.  
 
    “I like that you didn’t care who I was, you helped me anyway. I liked that you took care of me even when you knew nothing about me, and much like you, I like when you’re near me,” I say softly, his eyes never leaving mine. 
 
    “I don’t take what I’m not givin’ when it comes to women. When it comes to you…” he says huskily. My heart races and heat pools inside of me.  
 
    “I’m offering.”  
 
    Those are the only two words he needed to hear. He moves toward me quickly, lifting me in his arms before pinning me against the wall. His lips devour mine in a kiss unlike any other I’ve ever experienced. He lets my feet slide to the floor but his lips stay attached to mine. When he pulls back, it’s only long enough to yank my shirt over my head and toss it to the floor. He drops to his knees, taking my shorts and thong with him. He hisses between his teeth before pressing his warm lips to my thighs. My insides quiver as he slowly drags his tongue up my leg, stopping to press kisses to my stomach until standing in front of me. Blade reaches around behind me, unclasping my bra and slipping it down my arms before it disappears too. I grab his jeans and he groans, our eyes locking.  
 
    “It’s only fair we’re both naked,” I tease him. He smirks and waits for me to slide his jeans down his legs. I watch as he toes off his boots and socks, kicking his jeans to the side.  
 
    “Is it normal for men to go commando?” I giggle a little when I notice he isn’t wearing anything under his jeans.  
 
    “I don’t like anything in between me and what I want,” he growls before kissing me once more.  
 
    His lips take control of me, slowly moving down my neck and to my shoulder. Bumps erupt over my skin when he leans down and sucks my nipple into his mouth. A gasp escapes me, my head tipping back as I let the sensation of him run wild within me.  
 
    “Blade, please. Please fuck me,” I beg. I don’t care that I’m begging either. His hands roam my body and it feels way too fucking good to not have him inside of me. In a frantic move, he rises up, lifts me in his arms and plunges deeply into me. He feels so good but in the back of my mind I wonder if this will hurt the baby at all. I mean, common sense says it’s fine to have sex while pregnant but after what Ryan did to me I have to wonder. Everything feels heightened with Blade and I wonder if it’s all him or because I’m pregnant.  
 
    “Oh God!” I cry out at the intrusion of him. With my back against the wall, he thrusts into me like a madman and I love every second of it. His lips find my neck, sucking and biting at my sensitive skin. Euphoria rushes through my system. His fingers bite into my skin as his hips pound into me.  
 
    “You feel so good, Lola. So fuckin’ good.”  
 
    My lips part, my back arches. The feelings I have inside of me are out of this world. He has my mind and body in his grasp and he doesn’t even realize it. The faster he plunges the higher I become.  
 
    “Blade. Come on, make me come! I need to come,” I beg him.  
 
    He chuckles against my neck before biting down roughly. Sparks fly through the air, electrocuting me. My body shakes and shudders and my muscles tense. My pussy clenches as I explode around Blade. He comes at the same time, his seed hitting me deeply. Blade grunts and groans as he fills me so full. His head drops into the space between my shoulder and neck, his warm breath caressing my skin.  
 
    “Fuck, Lola. That was amazin’, babe.” I giggle a little until he pulls out of me, his cum leaking down my inner thighs.  
 
    “Shit! I’m clean, Lola. I swear to fuck I’ve never been this careless before. I can get you the day after pill.”  
 
    Blade rambles on, and to be honest, it’s kind of cute to see him so worked up. I should tell him I’m pregnant and that it doesn’t matter now but I don’t.  
 
    “I can’t get pregnant, Blade,” I tell him, watching the relief roll off him as he runs his hand through his hair. Yeah, I can’t get pregnant because I already am! Blade reaches for me, pulling me against his hard body. His hand runs through my hair as I listen to the rapid beat of his heart.  
 
    “I won’t fuck up again. I’m sorry, Lola.” 
 
    “Stop. It wasn’t just you. I could have stopped you but I didn’t. Let’s take a shower,” I tell him. Blade pulls back, his rippling muscles calling out to me. I want to lick every single one of them. I want to run my fingers over them, trace all the tattoos. Even though I just had him, I want him again right now. 
 
    “Shower’s in there, ya know?” he says teasingly.  
 
    “I can’t help that you look that sexy,” I tell him with a smirk.  
 
    “You think I’m sexy?” he asks, his tone lowering until it makes me shiver. My mouth goes dry when he steps toward me, wrapping his hand around the back of my neck. He jerks me into him and kisses me.  
 
    “I think you’re far more than sexy. You are fuckin’ hot as hell, Lola. You are original and I want to fuck you all over this cabin.”  
 
    I wouldn’t mind that at all. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
    Blade 
 
      
 
    I sit in the sand with a beer dangling between my fingers as I watch Lola out in the water with a few other girls. She smiles and seems genuinely happy. It strikes a match in my heart, setting it on fire seeing her that way. When I first brought her to the club, she looked so lost and alone. She wasn’t herself, that much was obvious, but the longer she’s around the more I see her true self coming out. The one she has kept hidden and under wraps. 
 
    “You got a thing for that girl, yeah?” Ransom asks, dropping down next to me. I shrug my shoulders but keep my eyes on her.  
 
    “She’s different. She don’t give a shit what she says or who she says it to. I like havin’ her around.” Ransom chuckles under his breath before I glance over at him. “What?” 
 
    “You fucked her, didn’t you?” he asks with a shit eating grin.  
 
    “What the fuck difference does that make?” I hiss. 
 
    “Yeah, you fucked her. Was it good?” Driving my elbow into his ribs he laughs harder. “I’m only fuckin’ with you, Blade. You talk to her? About what happened?” 
 
    “Yeah. Was her boyfriend. Ex now. Some uptight pencil pusher that drives fancy cars.” Ransom huffs, knowing all too well what that type is like.  
 
    “She seems like a good girl aside from that mouth of hers. She work?”  
 
    “Stripper,” I huff out a breath.  
 
    “Damn. You know the old sayin’, Blade. Can’t turn a hoe into a housewife.”  
 
    Before he can say anything further, my anger rushes over me. I lean into Ransom, grab him by the throat, and slam him into the sand. His eyes are wide but not with fear; it’s amusement. He knew he would get a fucking rise out of me.  
 
    “Watch your fuckin’ mouth, VP. I have no problem strippin’ your rank!” I grit my teeth. Ransom just smiles back at me knowing I wouldn’t do that shit to him of all people but at least he knows I’m serious.  
 
    “Damn, brother. You whipped already,” he says, making me squeeze harder. His face reddens when I hear Lola.  
 
    “Blade!”  
 
    I stare into Ransom’s eyes, wondering what the fuck I’m doing with this girl. Why I’m letting her make me feel like this and I just can’t explain it. Her warm hand lands on my shoulder and only then do I release Ransom’s throat. Pointing in his face I warn him, “Watch your mouth.” I stand up from the sand and turn to look at Lola. Her sun kissed skin glows as water drips between her perky tits. Fuck, I want her right here and now.  
 
    “Come out in the water with me,” she says sweetly.  
 
    I nod my head and she reaches out to grab my hand. I let her take it and lead me out in the water. The warm ocean hits my skin and there’s nothing more I can do but stare at her. She splashes in the water, but when her eyes meet mine, it all changes. Electricity sparks between us and my heart leaps in my chest.  
 
    Her frown slowly turns to a smile when she parts her lips, “What? What are you staring at?”  
 
    I move toward her slowly, trying to figure out this strange feeling that works its way through me but I can’t. I’ve never felt it. Raising my hand to her cheek, her smile stays in place as she watches me intently.  
 
    “I don’t know what it is I’m feelin’, Lola. You make me feel different and I don’t know how to handle that.” Admitting it to her was easy. She’s always so open with me and that’s something I will give her in return.  
 
    “I know what you mean. I feel it too,” she whispers before her lips collide with mine. Our kiss is heated much like all of them have been but this one is different. It’s softer, it’s sensual and it damn sure feels deeper. A wave rushes up, crashing into us and knocking us both off our feet. I duck under the water and quickly raise back up to see Lola laughing and pushing her hair out of her face.  
 
    “That was a first for me!” She giggles as I make my way toward her.  
 
    “More than enough ocean for me. I need to talk with guys. You good?” I ask her. She smiles up at me and nods her head when I see Phantom and a few others walking toward Ransom.  
 
    “Who is he? I don’t remember seeing him,” Lola asks, pulling my attention back to her.  
 
    “That’s Phantom. He’s been out on a few runs lately.” 
 
    “Phantom?” 
 
    “Yeah, first day I met that motherfucker he was listenin’ to Phantom of the Opera.” 
 
    “Are you kidding me?” she asks with her eyes wide. I laugh. I can’t help it, the look on her face is priceless.  
 
    “No shit. He’s into that shit. Hard to believe just lookin’ at him,” I tell her before leaning in and pressing my lips to hers. “I’ll be right there if you need me.” She grins and nods her head before swimming off towards the other girls. I trudge out of the water and through the sand, grabbing my towel up and drying off.  
 
    “What’s goin’ on?” I ask, looking at Phantom.  
 
    “Got some news on the meth. I think when we head back we need to pay that little Asian fuck, Akeno, a visit. Heard he knew a few things and has been keepin’ a few secrets,” he informs me. I scratch the back of my neck before looking to Ransom and Neo. They both look as pissed as I feel right now.  
 
    “Akeno doesn’t usually fuck around in MC business, yeah?” Phantom shakes his head no before he says, “Not usually but that means shit and we all know it. You see an opportunity and you take it. If he thought he could get away with it, makin’ us look at other clubs, why the fuck wouldn’t he?”  
 
    He has a good point there. It would make sense to throw us off him seeing how he never messes with us anyway. If it was him, he’s going to wish to God that he wasn’t here in Daytona, let alone Florida, when we get done with him. 
 
    “We ride back tomorrow. We’ll have church and set up a plan to get with him. Until then, none of this shit leaves this group, yeah? We want to surprise that little rice eater.” 
 
    Neo chuckles but they all nod their heads in agreement. My skin itches but not from the sand. It itches because it wants to feel the warm blood of someone leaking over it. I want to feel that blade in my hand doing what I do best. Cutting and carving until they are no longer recognizable by their own families. I wasn’t given the name Blade for nothing. I know what I’m doing with all kinds of blades. Switchblades, throwing knives…you name it, I can handle it. My favorite piece that I always keep on me is my SOG Forge. I got it when I came back from the Navy, had it customized to my liking. It’s six-inch blade that easily cuts through flesh like a piece of fucking paper is always my go to.  
 
    “You thinkin’ about it, ain’t you?” Snake asks from next to me. I glance over at him and narrow my eyebrows trying to figure out what the fuck he’s talking about.  
 
    “About what?”  
 
    “Guttin’ some motherfucker like a fish.” 
 
    “You got a thing for fish, Snake?” He chuckles but I’m not laughing.  
 
    “Hell no. Well, I thought about it once but then I remembered them fuckers have teeth. Fuck that shit.”  
 
    I don’t know how to respond to that shit. The man is one sick fuck if you ask me. Shaking my head, I look toward Neo as he laughs his ass off at this fucker.  
 
    “You ever wonder what it’d be like to slit his throat?” I point over my shoulder at Snake. Neo laughs harder and nods. 
 
    “More than I should admit, man. Some days I wonder if he developed past the second grade,” Neo chuckles.  
 
    “I can hear you, and I went all the way to tenth, you bastards,” Snake snaps and stomps away. Running my hand over my face, I look back at the other guys.  
 
    “You think it’s Akeno?” Neo shrugs and Ransom just huffs out a breath.  
 
    “Hard to say. Meth’s gone, that’s about all we know at this point. I think it’s worth checkin’ into. You can have a little fun with him and we’ll see what happens,” Ransom says before shoving up out of the sand. 
 
    “Been a good rally, yeah?” 
 
    “Fuck yeah. Nice to get away and just breathe,” Neo says.  
 
    “Damn right about that.”  
 
    “I’m goin’ to get some pussy and beer. I’ll catch you boys later,” Phantom says with a quick nod.  
 
    “I bet he’s gonna fuck that girl to classical music,” I mumble under my breath.  
 
    “Don’t fuckin’ doubt that one bit!”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
    Lola 
 
      
 
    The rally was fun but now that we’re back, I’m a little unsettled. Blade has been busy with club stuff and there have been a few nights that he didn’t come to bed. It makes me wonder if what we had at the rally really mattered to him or if I was just an easy piece of ass. Because let’s be honest, I didn’t push him away. I was easy but I thought what I was feeling he was too. I stroll through the club after working a long shift at the club down the road that Blade got me into. I didn’t realize prancing around in those fucking hooker heels all night would hurt so much. Serving drinks is better than dancing any day of the week but the shoes they want me to wear are fucking killers. Holding onto the bar, I reach down and remove my heels and let out a sigh. My feet are killing me! I notice the changes in my body and those don’t help either. My breasts are heavier, fuller and my senses just seem off. 
 
    As I walk through the mostly silent clubhouse heading toward Blade’s room, I hear noise coming from the office to the left. I tiptoe over there and listen quietly at the door.  
 
    “Goddamn it, Shimmer! That fuckin’ hurt!” That’s Blade’s voice but who the fuck is Shimmer? Sounds like a hooker. 
 
    “Stop being a baby. You know you like the pain,” she purrs, making my stomach roll. He wouldn’t do that. He wouldn’t fuck someone behind my back. Would he? Is this why he hasn’t been coming to bed? He’s been with some other girl? Bile races up my throat but I force it back down and listen.  
 
    “Fuck! Goddamn, Shimmer,” he growls and I gasp.  
 
    “Take it like a fucking man, Blade. Let me finish!” The girl’s voice snaps back at him. I can’t do this. Tears prickle my eyes and my heart races. I turn and run toward the room, but slam into someone on the way. Large hands come up to my shoulders, steadying me. I look up through the tears and see Neo staring back at me, wonder in his eyes. 
 
    “You okay?”  
 
    I open my mouth but words don’t form. Am I okay? I don’t know what I feel. I don’t know anything anymore. This pregnancy has me overly emotional and I don’t like it. Neo must see the hurt in my eyes as he pulls me into his chest. His hand runs down my back soothingly as he whispers, “Whatever it is, it will be okay. You’re safe here.”  
 
    Am I? Physically yes, but emotionally Blade just ripped my fucking heart out of my chest. I didn’t realize how much I was growing to count on him and how emotionally invested in him I had become. Rather than answer, I shove out of Neo’s arms and push past him, running toward Blade’s room with Diablo right behind me. Throwing the door closed behind me, I drop onto the bed and cry. How have I let my life get fucked up this way? Why can I never find something good to hold onto? Staying here was a mistake, but I have nowhere else to go. What the hell do I do now? I sit up and pull my shirt off and toss it to the floor before moving to my skirt next. When I’m in only a bra and panties, I climb under the blanket and curl up. Diablo climbs up next to me, snuggling closely. Tears keep falling as I slowly slip into sleep.  
 
    I don’t know how long I’ve been sleeping when I feel the bed dip and Blade climb in behind me. I pretend to be asleep not wanting to talk to him right now.  
 
    “Babe, you awake?”  
 
    His fingers move over the skin on my back. The way he touches me ignites a fire that I have to suppress. I can’t give into him, not anymore. Not after hearing him in that office with some other girl. I have to have some kind of dignity and respect for myself. I press my eyes closed tighter as his fingers keep moving. I will my body to not respond. Blade moves, shifting closer to me. He wraps his strong arm around my body and tugs me against him. His warmth swallows me, creating a false sense of security, and I find myself holding back more tears.  
 
    “I don’t know what you’re doin’ to me. I don’t know why I like havin’ you so close to me, but I do. I don’t know that I can let you go when you decide to walk away from me.”  
 
    As he whispers the words into my hair, my heart breaks a little more. I thought I felt the same way. I thought what we had was special, but I should have known better than to fall for him. I was nothing more than a warm place for him to stick his cock, and as much as I’d like to roll over and tell him that, I don’t. I keep it inside, and I know when I do explode, I’ll feel sorry for him. 
 
    Restlessness eats away at me long into the night after Blade falls asleep. I watch the numbers on the clock as they tick by one by one. I know I can’t stay here forever but where can I go?  Maybe just until I get enough money to find a place of my own and figure out what to do with my life and the one growing inside of me. I could avoid Blade. I could work extra hours and come in late - hell I could even sleep on the couch out in the main room if it meant not having to be this close to him. As he pulls me in closer, I shift a little, trying to get out from under his grasp.  
 
    “Mine,” he mumbles in his sleep, his grasp not relenting.  
 
    Resigned, I sigh and let him hold me if only for tonight. It’ll be the last night, I can assure you of that. I’m not his, and after what I heard happening in that office, I most certainly don’t want to be. The thought alone hurts but I know deep down that this would never work. I don’t know him at all, if we’re being truthful. Hell I don’t even know myself most days. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
    Blade 
 
      
 
    I watched Lola sleep this morning before I had to go to work. She’s avoided me the last few days. I don’t know what the hell is happening in that pretty little head of hers, and frankly I want to know. It’s driving me insane that she isn’t talking to me. I take down my fourth glass of whiskey, trying to drown out the hatred that keeps repeating in my head. The one telling me I’m not good enough to keep her and that this shit was only temporary.  
 
    “You gonna be drunk as fuck goin’ to talk with Akeno,” Neo says, sitting on the step next to me. We finished up our job today and I can’t thank fuck enough for that. Our next one starts in a few weeks, leaving us with some down time in between.  
 
    “Who fuckin’ cares? I can still handle my shit and I ain’t fuckin’ drunk,” I snap back at him, grabbing the bottle and filling my glass once more.  
 
    “You sure as shit look it, Prez,” Rebel adds pissing me off further. 
 
    “Why don’t you motherfuckers mind your own business, yeah? I remember bein’ well over twenty-one so I can drink what the fuck I want when I want!” Snapping at them, I down my drink before tossing the glass into the bush next to me. Grabbing the bottle, I figure it’d be best like this – more direct and less time wasted on the pouring bullshit. That is until someone grabs it out of my hand. Rebel’s eyes pin me in place as he stares me down.  
 
    “We’re all walkin’ on eggshells with you, Blade. Talk, motherfucker!” he roars, drawing attention from the people next door. Neo flips them off before turning back to look at me.  
 
    “Fuck. I don’t even know man. Lola has been blowin’ me off for the last few days. I don’t know what the fuck is goin’ on. I try to talk to her, she turns away. I wait up for her to get back from work, and she always says she’s tired,” I say with a shake of my head. I blow out a breath and wonder what I did to make her mad. How I managed to piss her off. 
 
    “She was cryin’ a few nights ago. Ran into me in the hallway. She didn’t say what was goin’ on though,” Neo says as I jerk my head up to look at him.  
 
    “She wasn’t hurt, was she? If someone at that fuckin’ club hurt her, I will kill them all!”  
 
    “She didn’t look hurt, Blade, just upset.” He shrugs as I run my hand through my hair. The rough sides are strange for me but I had Neo shave that shit off. I needed a change. I needed it to fill the hole where Lola used to be. My stomach cramps at the thought of her leaving me, but maybe that’s what she’s trying to do; push me away so that it’s easier for her to go. I knew she had a life outside of me but I suppose I didn’t want to admit to that. Granted we really didn’t know each other well or that long, but something in her connected with me. And all I know is that I wanted more. The thought that she doesn’t want to be with kind of sets my nerves on edge.  
 
    “You didn’t claim her, Blade,” Rebel reminds me. Heat courses through me and my blood boils.  
 
    “Did I fuckin’ ask you? I’m about sick of you chimin’ the fuck in all the time, Rebel!” He shakes his head and smirks at me. I’m about to stand and go after him when Neo puts his hand on my shoulder trying to calm me.  
 
    “Look, I get why you’re mad, Blade, but if she doesn’t want to talk about it what can you do? You can’t force her to say what the problem is.”  
 
    Neo’s words ring true in my head. I know she isn’t mine to keep and I guess that’s just something I have to fucking deal with…whether I want to or not. But I don’t have to fucking like it. 
 
    “Let’s go meet up with Akeno. I’m over all this shit anyway,” I mumble and shove myself up off the steps. I ignore the rest of them and walk toward my bike ready to get this shit handled. My head’s a mess and I want nothing more than to take my anger out on someone. Who better than the asshole that has information I need? 
 
    “You sure you wanna ride like that?” 
 
     I swear to God if Rebel says one more thing to me, I will run his ass off the road. I ignore his fucking comments, grab my helmet, and climb on my bike. Revving the engine, I glare at him over my shoulder, daring him to say something else - anything else to give me a reason to kick his ass. When no one says another word, I pull out onto the road and head toward our destination.  
 
    There are very few things in this life that I actually give a shit about. My club and my brothers being the main ones, but Lola is quickly taking up the second place and that is fucking with my head. I’ve never had a woman like her, one who I could see myself with in the long run. I fucked, yeah, but none of those girls meant shit to me. I don’t know if it’s because I’m the one who found her or that she looks at me like a savior, but I love the feeling I have with her. She makes me feel calm and controlled, although when it comes to her body, I can’t seem to get a handle on myself. She drives me insane and the thought of some other guy putting his hands anywhere near her piss me off.  
 
    With all the thoughts running wild inside of my head I almost missed our turn. I take the left and pull up in front of the house that Akeno lives in. Killing the engine, I climb off and strut toward the door not bothering to wait on the others. I don’t knock either, instead I kick the door open, pull my trusty SOG out and head inside.  
 
    “Take a seat!” I roar when I see the woman I assume to be his wife standing in shock in the living room. I wave my blade through the air when she looks like she wants to scream. 
 
    “Fuck man! You could have waited!” Ransom roars as he steps up behind me. The woman drops to the couch, sitting still with her mouth gapping open.  
 
    “Where is Akeno?” I ask her knowing damn well that she speaks English. She shakes her head and tries to pretend that she doesn’t understand me when I reach for her. Holding her by the throat, I spin her so her body is pressed against mine, her back to my front. I bring the blade up to her neck slowly sliding my hand down until I hold her around the waist instead.  
 
    “I’ll ask you one more time. Where is he?” She shakes in my arms but she doesn’t try to fight me, she doesn’t speak either and that pisses me off further. Pressing the tip of the knife into her flesh, she screams. I love that sound. The sound of fear.  
 
    “Akia!” I hear a man scream and I know its him. As soon as he rounds the corner, Rebel, Ransom and Neo pull their guns and aim directly at him.  
 
    “How nice of you to join us,” I sneer.  
 
    “Let her go. She doesn’t know anything,” he says quickly taking us all in.  
 
    “I don’t give a shit what she knows. You’re gonna tell me where my meth is or I’m gonna carve up your pretty wife. Maybe cute off a tit.” The guys chuckle behind me but I’m dead serious.  
 
    “I don’t know shit about meth!” Akeno growls watching the knife that now slips a little deeper into his wife. Her cries are annoying as hell and I’d like nothing more than to finish her ass off.  
 
    “Tell them, Akeno!” She cries. So, now she speaks English. Stupid bitch.  
 
    “I don’t know anything!” he protests. It’s getting a little annoying with the back and forth bullshit.  
 
    “He knows,” Neo sounds bored behind us.  
 
    “Yeah, he does. You know don’t you?” Rebel asks walking a little closer to him. I nod my head as Rebel grabs a hold of him, jerking his pants and briefs to the ground.  
 
    “Here,” I say passing the bitch off to Ransom and walking toward her man. I see the fear in his eyes and I love every second of it. Twirling my knife in my fingers I reach for his dick and tug.  
 
    “Please! Don’t do this,” he cries louder now. I bring the knife down slicing right through his dick. Blood sprays everywhere and gets on everything. I chuckle as I toss the part that’s in my hand at his hysterical wife.  
 
    “Shoot her,” I tell Rebel. He raises his eyebrows as if he’s challenging me. Rage dances behind my eyes. My head throbs, an impending headache coming on. I want to go home. I want to lay in my bed and fuck this whole day but not until I finish what I came here for.  
 
    “Are you challengin’ me right now?” I eye him with anger in my gaze.  
 
    “I think you’re drunk and not thinkin’ straight, brother,” Rebel replies. I flip my knife in my hand once more before I throw it from across the room. The bitches body slowly falls from Rebel’s grip and drops to the floor. The room is silent. Akeno passed out a minute ago from the loss of blood. I walk over, kick the bitch onto her back and pull my blade free of her chest. Wiping the blood on the sleeve of her shirt, I slip it back into the holster.  
 
    “Check the fuckin’ house. Get whatever you can and then get someone to clean this shit up,” I growl as I keep my eyes on Rebel. He doesn’t change his stance. He stands there stoically watching me for any sign that I may go after him next.  
 
    “You will be dealt with when we get back. Fight night, motherfucker,” I tell him as I walk past and head outside. Neo comes out behind me slapping a hand on my shoulder. 
 
    “You okay?” 
 
    “Why the fuck do you assholes keep askin’ me that? I’m fine. If you don’t wanna find your ass in that ring with me next, I’d suggest you watch your ass,” I warn him. Neo gives my shoulder a light squeeze before walking back into the house. I reach in my pocket and pull out a cigarette lighting it up as I walk to my bike. Sliding my helmet on, I sit and let this day sink in. It’s been shit and I can’t say that I’m happy about it. I took my anger out on Akeno and his wife before getting any fucking information from either of them. It was hasty and out of character. My reaction to the shit with Lola is starting to affect the club and I can’t let that happen. I need to see where the hell her head is at and what she’s planning on doing. If she wants to leave, I’ll let her. Hell I’ll even drive her ass where she wants to go but I have got to get that girl out of my head somehow. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
    Lola 
 
      
 
    The club is packed tonight and I’ve been getting amazing tips. Maybe it’s this mini skirt that shows half my ass. I walk back to the bar and lean onto the counter my tits spilling over the top my shirt.  
 
    “Can you refill me?” I ask sweetly fluttering my lashes at Ray, the bartender as I tell him what I need. He flashes me a sexy smirk and turns to get the drinks I asked for.  
 
    “You have a table asking for you,” Shelly, the other server says with a smile.  
 
    “Are they hot?” I ask hollering over the music.  
 
    “Oh yeah. Has money to burn too. Table thirteen.” Taking my tray of drinks, I spin on my heel and head back into the crowd. I make my way to drop off the drinks before heading over to the table that requested me. As soon as I step up my heart stops.  
 
    “What are you doing here?” I ask my voice shaking. He turns his head, his brown eyes burning holes through me.  
 
    “Nice to see you too,” Ryan says a full smile on his face. My heart beats rapidly and my chest tightens. He can’t hurt me here. He can’t, not in front of all these people. I straighten my back and hold my head high as I look at him. I refuse to let him see the fear he instills in me. 
 
    “What do you want, Ryan? Don’t make me call security. You will get your ass kicked and thrown out of he-” The words don’t even finish falling from my lips when he stands, his hand around my throat. Flashbacks of what he did to me flicker behind my lids. His warm breath hits my skin and I shudder as he whispers in my ear.  
 
    “You forgot how much money I have, didn’t you, Lola? I paid off the fucking security guards, which is exactly why you are going to walk along with me now.”  
 
    My insides seize and I can’t move. Ryan jerks me, my tray falling to the floor. In the midst of all the commotion, no one notices me. Just like always, I am invisible. Ryan drags me through the crowd, his hand tight around the back of my neck.  
 
    “Stop, please.” I beg him but he doesn’t stop. He keeps moving until I can see the back entrance. He’s going to kill me this time. I can feel it. I came so close last time that I won’t be able to bounce back again. Last time was more than I could already handle; my body can’t handle any more. As he pushes through the back entrance and into the alley, I make the decision to fight. I won’t just accept his pain and punishment like last time. I try to scratch and claw at his hand but Ryan shoves me into the brick of the building knocking the air from my lungs. I double over and gasp for air.  
 
    “You are still a pain in my ass. I’ve heard about the little friends you’ve shacked up with. It was amusing at first. I thought you were dead but then you turn up at fucking biker’s clubhouse. Imagine my surprise when it was the same one I stole from,” he speaks as he paces in front of me.  
 
    What the hell did he steal from them? Blade will kill him. I have no doubts about that.  
 
    “You’re so stupid. Do you know what they will do to you?”  
 
    He spins around quickly narrowing his gaze at me. “They know nothing about me. That’s the beauty of it and you won’t tell them a damn thing, now will you?” The hatred in his eyes is all I need to see. He moves toward me quickly, his fist slamming into my stomach over and over. Pain radiates through my body when another blow steals my breath away. I fall to the ground in pain when he pulls me back to my feet. He holds me by the hair, his face inches from mine.  
 
    “You were a means to an end. You fucked that up by getting yourself pregnant.  I was supposed to be married before I had a kid. You ruined that for me. My father was all but ready to hand over the reins of everything when you opened your pretty little cock sucker. You messed up my life and I hope to God that baby doesn’t still live inside of you. I will find out, Lola.”  
 
    “I had a miscarriage!” I yell trying to protect myself and my unborn child. Ryan chuckles like it’s funny before another fist lands in my stomach. I cry harder. I cry for a life that I never knew. I cry for a love that I never had but most of all I cry for the way my life has turned out, the choices I’ve made that got me here. This baby, I want this baby. It doesn’t matter that I thought I wasn’t good enough or that I wasn’t truly sure that I wanted this child, I do now.  
 
    “I never hated you, Lola. In fact, I almost loved you. You were everything that I wanted. A nice body, a pretty face. You could take a cock like a porn star. But you were rebellious and I hated that part of you.” I can feel the blood trickling down the inside of my thighs as he keeps talking. “You wouldn’t listen and you became a little too cocky for your own good. You tried to be the man in the relationship and that failed you. We could have had it all or at least I could have.”  
 
    My heart aches. For the child that I never got to know and never got the chance to protect. For me and everything that was ripped away from me. Ryan has ruined everything. Every part of me.  
 
    “You are worthless and I will make sure I take you down right along with those disgusting bastards you have shacked up with. Every single one of them can thank you for showing up at their clubhouse. Now run along and make sure you don’t say a goddamn word to any of them,” he sneers before shoving me against the building one more time.  
 
    I fall to the ground in a puddle of my own tears with my arm wrapped around my stomach. The tears don’t stop and I can’t force myself to even try. Taking a few deep breaths, I shove myself up the wall until I’m standing. Sucking back all the tears and hurt, I slowly begin to make my way back to Blade. Back to a man who cheated on me but still cared for me. He’s my safe place regardless of what he did. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
    Blade 
 
      
 
    My fist slams into Rebel’s face, blood splattering all over the half-ass ring we have set up out back. No outsiders can see in and that’s the way we want it. Handling our own in-house issues this way is how it’s been done for years. Rebel disrespected me at Akeno’s place, and for that he has to stand in this ring and face my wrath. He’s gotten a few good punches in but that’s about it. I’m stronger and always have been. His eye swells from the past few hits; I take in all the damage I’ve inflicted as lick the blood from my lip. With an evil grin, I raise my fists and go after him again. I can’t say that this physical release doesn’t feel good either. The guys all cheer as they stand around the ring, enjoying the primitive nature of the beatdown. We even have some of the other clubs we’re good with, out here tonight watching. Details of what happened weren’t shared because that’s our business. They know how we operate. Another jab to Rebel’s jaw and his head snaps back. I relish in the sound it makes when my fist collided with his bone.  
 
    “You don’t ever disrespect me!” I growl as Rebel comes back at me. I block the best I can but Rebel moves quickly, a fist hitting me in my stomach. It knocks the air out of me but that doesn’t stop me from moving back in on him. He keeps his guard up until I hear Neo. He’s calling out to me but I am way too into this to listen to his shit right now. I throw another jab when Neo leaps into the ring and straight in between us.  
 
    “What the fuck?” I roar, shoving him back a step. He leans in and whispers words I never thought I’d hear again. My heart pounds in my chest as I pull back and look at him, watching him carefully.  
 
    “You’re full of shit.” 
 
    “No. You need to go in, Prez.”  
 
    Before anyone else can say a word, I leap out of the ring and run toward the back door. Shoving the door open, I run down the hall and stop dead in my tracks when I see her standing there with Jersey’s arm around her. Snake stands behind her, his arms under her armpits. Her face is puffy from tears her lower half covered in blood to match her face. Her eyes find mine and the tears start to flow. I drag my gaze up and down her body as tension slowly collects in my muscles. I shouldn’t care. I shouldn’t give two shits after the way she treated me but I do. She looks like she’s been raped. Whoever fucking touched her is going to die. Slowly and painfully. I will cut the motherfucker piece by piece. I move toward her slowly as her pale face slowly falls. All the strength she had left in her is gone. I reach in and lift her into my arms, shoving Snake away from her. Jersey doesn’t move though, and when I look over at her, tears slide down her cheeks too.  
 
    “She’s gonna be fine, Jersey. Call the Doc and get him over here.”  
 
    Jersey nods her head and pulls her phone out of her pocket as I head towards the room. Lola wraps her arms around my neck as she cries into my sweat-drenched skin. My knuckles scream from fighting Rebel but nothing compares to the ache in my chest when she cries like this.  
 
    “Whoever did this to you, I will kill them. Every one of them. You tell me who it was and I will take care of it.” I kick the door closed behind me and head into the bathroom. I set Lola on the edge of the tub while I turn the shower on. Her body trembles and my shoulders tighten.  
 
    “I heard you with her,” she says softly as I reach for her shirt and pull it over her head.  
 
    “With who?” 
 
    “Shimmer.” Her voice sounds disgusted. I lift her so I can pull her skirt down her body and notice just how much blood she’s lost.  
 
    “I was never with Shimmer. Are you hurtin’ anywhere?” I ask her. Lola starts laughing hysterically while shaking her head before pulling out of my grasp. 
 
    “I heard you with her! In that fucking office, Blade. Don’t lie to me!” Her laughter quickly fades and her anger seeps in. That makes two of us.  
 
    “You heard me and Shimmer in the office when she was stitchin’ up my arm, Lola. What the fuck did you think I was doin’?” I roar as I spin my arm for her to see where the stitches have since been popped apart thanks to my fight with Rebel. Her eyes widen and her fingers come up to trace over the gash.  
 
    “Stitches,” she says softly, her face paling even more.  
 
    “You thought I fucked her? You really thought I fucked her?” I ask softly keeping my tone even. Something clicks into place right then. “You were jealous.” Her eyes snap to mine and those little rivers that run down her cheeks rip my apart inside.  
 
    “I came in from a shitty night and I heard you in there. I thought…”  
 
    Shaking my head, I kick my boots off and pull my jeans and socks off before grabbing her around the waist and lifting her into the shower.  
 
    “I told you how I felt about you, Lola. I’m not a cheater. Some guys might be but I’m not one of them.” 
 
    “I was pregnant,” she spits out quickly taking me by surprise. The water rains down over the two of us as I step back and look at her face.  
 
    “Were? What the hell does that mean?”  
 
    Lola drops her gaze to the pink tinged water that washes off her body and I gasp.  
 
    “I don’t think I am anymore.” 
 
    “Was it mine?” Her sad eyes come to meet mine and I know it wasn’t. I can see the look in her gorgeous eyes but damn it what I wouldn’t have done for her to say yes. My heart falls a little in my chest.   
 
    “I’ll leave as soon as I get dressed. I’m sorry, Blade.” 
 
    “You lied to me. You fuckin’ lied straight to my face! What was all that shit about you couldn’t get pregnant?” I yell louder than I need to, but my mind is trying to catch up to my heart and I can’t seem to stop myself. I’m rocked by disbelief, betrayal, hurt, and anger. What the actual fuck is going on? Granted we hadn’t known each other that long, but I still felt as though we had connected. How had I been so wrong. And I fuckin’ hate liars! 
 
    “I couldn’t because I was already pregnant.”  
 
    I run my hand through my hair and take another step away from her. She watches me but doesn’t say a word. I feel like I’m drowning in her words. She was pregnant. And it wasn’t mine. And she never said a word. 
 
    “I need a drink,” I grumble under my breath.  
 
    “I’m sorry. You don’t understand what it was like, Blade!” 
 
    “Tell me,” I say truly wanting to know. I need to know.  
 
    Lola takes a breath and opens her mouth, swiping at tears that keep falling.  
 
    “No one ever wanted me when I was little. My mom never really wanted me. She did what she had to do until I met Ryan. I went to live with him. He made me feel special. He made me feel loved and that’s all I’ve ever wanted! You don’t know what it’s like to have someone hate you all the time and then have someone else show you so much compassion and love. I thought I found my forever, my heart.” 
 
    “But you found a fuckin’ monster instead.” 
 
    “Not at first. He was good to me, took care of me. He didn’t care that I worked at the club because I wanted to have my own money and he seemed to understand that. When I told him I was pregnant, he lost it. He said I was a whore and that he didn’t want it. When I called him a piece of shit and told him I was keeping it…well you know the rest.”  
 
    “And this time? He find you? Send someone after you?”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
    Lola 
 
      
 
    This is so fucking hard. I hate seeing the look in Blade’s eyes as I tell him all of this. It kills me a little more inside.  
 
    “I went to work as always and one of the other girls said a table requested me. I went over there and it was him. He dragged me out of the club and kept punching me.” New tears roll down my cheeks as his assault hits me again. Blade doesn’t make a move to come near me; he just stands there watching me.  
 
    “I know the goddamn security at that club! It’s the only reason I set you up there!” he roars, scaring the hell out of me.  
 
    “He paid them off,” I say softly.  
 
    “I’ll fuckin’ kill them all.” Blade pauses and looks me in the eye. “You still lied to me, Lola.” 
 
    “You kill people! So what if I kept my pregnancy from you! I had every right to. I figured you would have thrown me out on my ass by now and it wouldn’t matter!” The water begins to turn cold as Blade stands still, his muscular arms hanging at his sides.  
 
    “You lied.” 
 
    “You drink away your problems,” I tell him in anger.  
 
    Blade chuckles and steps out of the shower, grabbing a towel and wrapping it around his waist. “I guess that makes us even then, yeah? Little black lies and a bottle of whiskey. Come find me when you get out,” he turns and walks out of the bathroom leaving me with all the hurt I can handle. He didn’t tell me to leave. He didn’t tell me to stay. I’m stuck in the middle of a war that I don’t know how to win. As my heart aches from the loss I’m experiencing, I know the bigger hurt is yet to come. Blade pushing me away or telling me to leave is going to devastate me. The one thing that I’ve clung to over the last month has been him. His strength, his courage, and his caring side. It’s everything I’ve ever wanted and more. Now because of my shitty fucked-up past, I’m losing that, too.  
 
    I wash quickly and climb out of the shower,dry and dress. The bleeding has stopped and I hope that’s a good thing. Slipping my feet into my fuzzy slippers that Blade got for me, I head into the silent room. His towel lays on the floor right next to Diablo. As soon as he sees me, he jumps up and runs to my side. I run my fingers over his head and smile.  
 
    “You still like me, huh?” He turns his head and licks my hand making me giggle. “Let’s go find your dad.” I walk toward the door with Diablo right behind me. I don’t know why but having him near me makes me feel safe. Maybe it’s his size or the fact that he has been the sweetest thing to me. I know that he would follow any order that Blade gave him but for now he’s my comfort.  
 
    As I step into the main room, I spot Ransom leaning against the bar next to Rebel. He’s holding a rag to his face but I can’t see why or figure out what happened. Glancing around a little more, I find Jersey sitting on the couch chatting with Angela. Diablo stands next to me looking up at me waiting for me to move. When I see Blade at the table with a bottle of whiskey in his hand and an unknown girl smiling at him my stomach drops. The girl nods her head in my direction, and Blade turns toward me. The look in his eyes is unrecognizable.  
 
    “You should go over. He was pretty freaked out when I told him about you,” Neo says. I turn to glance at him over my shoulder and smile at the soft look in his eyes.  
 
    “I don’t know that he wants me around anymore, Neo.” It hurts to say those words. It hurts worse to imagine that they are true.  
 
    Neo rests a hand on my shoulder and says, “We’ve talked about you, Lola. We all see how he feels. All of us accept you. He isn’t a bad guy. Give him a chance.” 
 
    “I wish it was that easy after what I told him.”  
 
    “Doesn’t matter what you told him. It matters what you feel, darlin’. If you’re feelin’ anything like he is, you’ll go to him.”  
 
    Neo walks past me and heads toward the bar. When I pull my gaze back to Blade, I find his eyes are still on me. A shiver races over my body the way his eyes are hooded and sexy. His lashes brush softly across his cheek each time he blinks but that stare stays in place. I tell my feet that this is a good time to move but my heart doesn’t know if that’s true. I force myself to take the steps toward him, and when I’m close enough, he reaches up and pulls me into his lap. I gasp when my ass hits his hardened cock and wonder what he’s thinking about. It doesn’t take long for him to lean in and tell me.  
 
    “No bra? You’re a bad little girl, Lola. You lettin’ all the guys see what’s for me?”  
 
    I suck in a breath at his words and look down seeing my hardened nipples showing through the flimsy tank top I put on. When I make a move to get off his lap, thoroughly embarrassed, he chuckles and holds me tighter.  
 
    “Shimmer, take a walk, yeah?”  
 
    I glance over at the pretty red head that I thought he was fucking in the office. She offers me a smile before getting up and walking off. Blade grabs his glass, pours some more whiskey into, and hands it to me.  
 
    “Might as well have a drink with me if we’re gonna have this conversation.” His voice is husky and sexy as hell. If I wasn’t in the mess I’m in, I would turn around and ride his cock right here in front of the whole room. Instead I take the glass bring it to my lips and down it in one gulp. Setting the glass on the table, Blade drinks straight from the bottle.  
 
    “I was in the Navy a long time ago. A lot of things I saw there were things no one should have to see. I suffer from PTSD although it hasn’t been as bad lately. I’d like to think you had somethin’ to do with that but who the fuck knows. I got Diablo not long after I came back. He’s been my best friend since then,” he says before taking another long pull from the bottle. I watch the contents of it slosh around as he sets it back on the table and continues. “Some days I wonder what the fuck I’m doin’ with my life, ya know? I love my job. I love my place in this club, but what else is there for me? I’ve never loved anything but my momma, and when she died, that was that. I never looked for an old lady simply because I didn’t have to. My life isn’t flowers and sunshine, Lola. I do shit. Illegal shit.” He’s silent for a long second after that.  
 
    “Is that what happened to your hands?” His chuckle vibrates through his chest and slams into my back. 
 
    “No. That was a little fight we were havin’ earlier when one of my brothers disrespected me. I’ve had my head a mess since the day you fuckin’ showed up, Lola.” The growl that leaves him scares me. It was loud enough that Diablo popped his head up to check on the situation. I want to climb right off his lap, but the way he holds onto my thigh, I don’t dare try it.  
 
    “I never meant to cause problems, Blade. In fact, I never asked to be brought here,” I snap.  
 
    Blade grabs the bottle taking another long pull before he laughs. “That shit right there? That’s what I fuckin’ like about you. You are goin’ through some shit and you still have that goddamn fire about you.” I don’t know how to respond to that so I don’t. I sit with my mouth shut and hands in my lap.  
 
    “These guys are my brothers, my family. You might not get what they mean to me but it doesn’t matter. They are what they are. They asked me the other day if I’d ever thought of havin’ kids and settlin’ down with someone.”  He shifts in his seat looking a little uncomfortable.  
 
    The way he says it makes my heart clench. I never thought I’d want a family. When I found out I was pregnant, I was almost excited about it. Had it not been Ryan’s baby, I’m sure I would have been ecstatic to find out.  Now it’s been taken from me, another piece of me has slowly been taken away.  
 
    “What did you say?” My nerves are firing off. I want to jump and run as far and as fast as I can but where would I go? 
 
    “I said I wouldn’t mind havin’ a few kids. Somethin’ about lookin’ at a woman I love with my baby in her… I don’t know it just makes everything else in life seem worth it.”  
 
    Tears slip down my cheeks at his admission. I wish I could have been that for him. I wish that we were different people. I wish I was a different person. I’m physically and emotionally drained. That baby wasn’t his and now that he knows I doubt he’d want anything more with me. Losing the baby has killed a part of me. I’ve kept it all in, not showing how hard this is on me because I don’t want to be a burden on Blade or anyone else for that matter. I want to cry. I want to break down but I can’t. This isn’t my place, it’s his and I have no right to break down here in front of him but inside? I’m falling apart.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
    Blade 
 
      
 
    I can feel her heart thudding in her chest with her back pressed to my chest. I’ve never felt something beat so wildly.  
 
    “I’m sorry for who I am,” she whispers and I almost didn’t hear her. I’m not even sure I was supposed to.  
 
    “I’m not,” I whisper back. I grab the bottle and take another drink before setting it back in its place.  
 
    “I’m okay now, Blade. I can go.”  
 
    Fuck! Why in the hell does she think she has to go? Besides, if there’s anything I’ve figured out in the past few days, it’s that I don’t think I can let her – even if there is a part of me warring with her deception. She isn’t going anywhere.  
 
    “Is that what you want?” 
 
    “Isn’t that what you want?” she questions me back.  
 
    To be honest, I’m pretty torn. Part of me says to let her go and live her life. She lied to me and that’s something I can’t live with. I hate lies but then the other part of me says that she had her reasons and to a point, I understand that. She never expected to like me. She never expected me to have feelings for her. Hell, I didn’t see it coming either, but she’s a spitfire that keeps me guessing and I like that. The more I look at her the more I can see us becoming something more. I can see a future with her, us together. It’s not something I had planned on, but I can still see it and that fact far outweighs her lying to me. It means more, I can feel it. 
 
    “If I’m bein’ honest, no. I don’t want you to go.” 
 
    “I can’t be the one to give you that family, Blade. It would be a mistake to keep me around,” she says, sounding like her heart’s breaking with her words.  
 
    “Oh yeah? Why is that?” I ask slipping my hand up her thigh to her stomach. I pull her back gently, getting her as close to me as I can.  
 
    “I’m a nobody. You need somebody. You don’t need a stripper who can’t even keep her own shit together. I’m a leech of the worst kind.”  
 
    I can’t help but chuckle at that one. She is far from those things. My fingers move over her stomach slowly, tracing small circles that cause her wiggle on my lap. I don’t agree with her assessment, but I do need to know her better and understand her thought process. I want to know her. 
 
    “Can we talk about the baby?” I ask, wanting to know her feelings on everything.  
 
    “There isn’t anything to talk about.” 
 
    “Were you happy about it?” 
 
    “Not at first. After I thought about it, I was a little excited. I knew I wouldn’t have anything to offer a child so maybe this was all God’s way of telling me that.”  
 
    It’s killing me. It kills me that she thinks so little of herself. She has more to offer than she thinks. What in the world has happened to her that she can’t see herself? That motherfucker Ryan and her mom must have been prime pieces of shit to have ruined her self-image to such a degree. 
 
    “Stop talkin’ like that,” I snap at her.  
 
    “Why? Truth hurts sometimes, Blade.”  
 
    “You know what? I’m sick of you talkin’ down about yourself!” I roar, drawing attention from everyone in the room. Lola grabs my wrist, flinging my hand away from her body and climbs out of my lap. Her hands on her hips look sexy as fuck with that pissed off glint in her eyes.  
 
    There she is. 
 
    “You know what? I’m sick of you acting all caveman telling me what the fuck to do! You don’t own me!” Shoving my drunk ass off the chair, I stand unsteadily in front of her and smirk.  
 
    “Wanna bet?” I challenge her. Her nostrils flare, her face reddens, and fuck does that make me horny as hell. My cock hardens in my jeans but after what she’s been through tonight, I have to try and calm that fucker down. I may be drunk, but I have enough presence of mind to remember that. 
 
    “Don’t you dare challenge me!” she snaps back at me. That fire right there is exactly what I fucking want. I want to touch it, hold it, and watch it turn my ass into ash.  
 
    “You’re mine, Lola! Mine!” I throw my hands out to the sides and turn to face the guys.  
 
    “I’m claimin’ her ass right here, right now! She’s mine,” I growl as all the guys begin to cheer. I turn to face Lola again and her eyes are wide.  
 
    “I’m not some property you can claim. Who the fuck do you think you are?”  
 
    She turns to storm away but that isn’t happening. Not today, not ever. I go after her catching her right as she reaches the door. Grabbing her around the waist, I jerk her back against me, my lips finger her ear. Sucking the lobe into my mouth, she moans lightly.  
 
    “When I say you belong to me that means you don’t walk away from me.” Lola shivers under my touch. I spin her around and push her back against the wall and devour her lips with mine. Her tongue is just as eager as mine is, snaking into my mouth and dancing with mine. I cup one hand around her throat feeling the vibrations of her moans as they slip into my mouth. Resting my forehead on hers, I break our kiss dizzy and breathless.  
 
    “You can’t own me,” she says so softly that I doubt she even believes the words coming out of her own mouth.  
 
    “I can and I do. I claimed you, Lola. That’s not somethin’ I ever planned on doin’ with anyone.”  
 
    “Then why do it? What’s that mean? Like, we have to get married?” She sounds like she’s going to panic but I just shake my head and smile. I like watching her when I make her nervous. She’s sexy as fuck.  
 
    “I did it because I want you. And as far as married? Not anytime soon, babe but one day maybe. Claimin’ you as mine is more than marriage. It means that you belong to me like I belong to you. We laugh, we laugh together. We cry, we cry together, and we love, we love together.” Her eyes fill with tears again and I lean in and kiss them away.  
 
    “Why me? I’m ruined.”  
 
    “No you’re not. You’re a little broken but together we can fix you. I can help fix you. Just let me,” I breathe.  
 
    “Are you sure this is what you want? You barely know me.”  
 
    I already know that part too but from what I do know, I like. I can’t say that I love her because I don’t, but I have a good feeling that is coming.  
 
    “If I wasn’t sure I wouldn’t have done it. You bring out a better side of me, one I hadn’t seen in a very long time. Besides, you ruined my goddamn dog for any other woman. Look at him,” I tell her with a laugh when she looks down and sees Diablo sitting at her feet.  
 
    “He does love me, doesn’t he?” She giggles and runs her fingers over the fur on his head. He sits right there like the goddamn king and lets her, too.  
 
    “Yeah, he does. Look, I’m gonna make things right for us, Lola. I’m gonna take care of you and I’m gonna kill that bastard who hurt you. I just need information.” As soon as the words leave my mouth, she pulls away. She curls her arms around herself and a shadow crosses her face.  
 
    “There’s something I need to tell you, Blade.”  
 
    I watch her and wait hoping to hell that there isn’t another lie lost in there somewhere. I don’t know how much more I can take.  
 
    “Hey, Blade! Doc’s here!” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
    Lola 
 
      
 
    I feel like I’m going to throw up as he pushes on my stomach. The pain is enough to have me shooting him some looks.  
 
    “You said you were pregnant. Know about how far along?”  
 
    I shake my head as my heart drops. My chest feels heavy knowing that I no longer carry my child inside of me. Even if Ryan was the sperm donor, this was my child. I didn’t realize I felt this way until my baby was viciously taken from me. I watch as the doctor pulls out some kind of little machine from his bag along with a bottle.  
 
    “What the hell is that?” I ask, nearly leaping off the bed.  
 
    “It’ll detect the baby’s heartbeat,” he says as if there’s still one in there. 
 
    “I don’t think it will. I bled a lot after…”  
 
    “No need to rehash, sweetheart. I just want to take a listen if that’s alright with you. It would best to get an ultrasound, but for now let’s try this, okay?” I nod my head and lay back as he squirts the cold goo on my stomach. He moves the machine and turns it on placing the probe on my stomach. He moves it around as I watch his face for any signs. When I don’t hear anything but static, tears fill my eyes. Then his eyes meet mine and another sound fills the room. Tiny thuds. I swipe at the tears and stare at him for confirmation that what I’m hearing is right and it’s not just wishful thinking.  
 
    “The little peanut was hiding from me. Heartbeat sounds strong. I’ll want you in for an ultrasound as soon as possible since you were bleeding.” 
 
    “But how can I still be pregnant. It was a lot of blood,” I ask him confused.  
 
    “Bleeding happens from time to time in pregnancy. It can be a normal thing or indicate a problem which is why I want you to be seen by an OB/GYN as soon as possible. You can resume regular activities as long as no bleeding is present. If there is, I want you to rest until you are seen. That baby has been through a lot but clearly it’s a tough little thing.” He smiles as he wipes the goo from my stomach and collects his things to leave. I sit up and cross my legs, wondering what this all means for me and Blade. He claimed me when he thought I lost the baby. What is he going to say now that I know I didn’t? Is he going to hate me? Make me leave? Oh God, I don’t know what to do now. When I feel the tears prickle my eyes, Diablo leaps onto the bed and lays his head in my lap. 
 
    “You could be a good big brother, couldn’t you?” He looks up at me with those big dark eyes and I laugh. I have to remain strong now. I have a child to think about. I rub D’s ears and watch his eyes fall closed when the door opens and Blade walks in. His gorgeous eyes dance over me waiting for me to say something.  
 
    “You should sit down,” I tell him. He nods his head and walks to the bed, sitting on the edge and scooting back against the headboard. I shift so that I can look over at him.  
 
    “The doctor wants me to be seen at an OB/GYN as soon as possible. I haven’t worked at the club long enough to get a check so I’m going to look for something else tomorrow.”  
 
    Blade shakes his head no before crossing his arms over his chest. “I got it covered. We’ll get you in tomorrow. Are you okay?” His soft tone takes me by surprise.  
 
    “I am now. Blade, the doctor…well he said that…” 
 
    “What? He said what?” Worry dances across his features, instantly warming my heart. 
 
    “He said that the baby didn’t die. I didn’t have a miscarriage.” His arms fall and his brows furrow. He scoots closer to me, clearly confused by what I just said.  
 
    “What does that mean exactly?” 
 
    “It means that I’m… shit. I can’t do this.” Pushing Diablo’s head gently from my lap, I start to climb off the bed when Blade grabs me and pulls me back.  
 
    “We said no secrets, Lola. Come on.” 
 
    “I’m still pregnant, Blade. I heard its little heartbeat. A little person is growing inside of me and his dad is a monster.” Now the tears fall. Blade looks at me confused before he speaks.  
 
    “But you were bleedin’. A lot. I saw it.”  
 
    “The doctor said that sometimes that’s normal but that’s why he wants me to go in to see someone.” I can’t look up at him. I can’t see the hurt look in his eyes. He probably hates me now.  
 
    “You can tell me you changed your mind, Blade. I wouldn’t expect you to want to be with me now.” The silence is eerie and makes my heart thump louder in my chest.  
 
    “I said I claimed you, didn’t I?” Shit now he sounds pissed.  
 
    “Yeah, when you thought I lost the baby!” I snap trying to wiggle my way out of his arms. He doesn’t let go; in fact, his grip tightens and moves me to his side, dropping me on the bed next to him. In one swift move he’s on top of me and pinning me to the bed with his strong body.  
 
    “Look at me, Lola.”  
 
    I shake my head clenching my eyes closed. I don’t want to look him in the eye; it’s too hard for me to see the pain.  
 
    “Now. Open your goddamn eyes and look at me.”  
 
    I take a deep breath and open them, looking up at the man that has saved me more times than I care to admit.  
 
    “I claimed you. You’re mine. Maybe this isn’t the way other people do things. They meet and fuck, have kids, and move on. We ain’t other people, though. We both found somethin’ we wanted and we took it. You get what I mean?” His eyes look so sincere but I’m lost.  
 
    “Nope. Not one fucking word.” Blade laughs and it’s the best sound in the world.  
 
    “I mean that we didn’t meet and fall in love. We met under shitty circumstances but that doesn’t mean we can’t make this work. You, me, the baby. Why can’t we make it work?”  His voice is soft and full of emotion like he really wants this.  
 
    I stare into his eyes at a loss for words. I don’t know what to say. He wants this baby with me? Is that what he’s saying? I can’t imagine why he would.  
 
    “Stop fuckin’ thinkin’ and just listen. You want this baby?” he asks me and my insides clench. I hate to say yes and him say no. I hate the idea that he may reject me but if I’m being honest with myself, I do want my baby. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Then we have a baby. End of story.” He leans down to kiss me but I pull my head away. His eyes burn with desire as he looks at me but what he just said guts me. 
 
    “We?” I ask confused. Blade doesn’t smile or speak. He runs his hand down my side over my stomach and stops there. 
 
    “Do you want me, Lola?” 
 
    “It’s not that simple.” 
 
    “Do you want me? Do you want to be with me?” 
 
    “Yes, Blade. Yes I want you.” The words came out of my mouth easier than I thought they would.  
 
    “And I want you. I wanted kids.” He shrugs.  
 
    “But it’s not yours.” I almost regret saying the words even as they left my mouth.  
 
    “You are mine. That baby is mine. End of it, Lola. I don’t wanna hear you fuckin’ call that baby anything other than ours, do you hear me?” he growls.  
 
    I’m almost shocked speechless. Never in a million years would I have thought this is how my life got flipped upside down. So I do the only thing I can; I nod my head slowly before he kisses me roughly. My insides explode feeling him pressed against me.  
 
    “Fuck, Lola. I want you so goddamn bad but not today. You need to rest and I’m fuckin’ drunk. Wait until that doctor says you’re fine and then I’m fuckin’ you until you can’t walk,” he says, his words laced with sexual need. My pussy quivers needing him inside of me but he’s right. I don’t want to do any more harm than what has already been done. Blade rolls off me and pulls me against his body.  
 
    “I’m so fuckin’ drunk, babe,” he grumbles, making me giggle.  
 
    “You smell like whiskey.” 
 
    “Sorry. I’ll do better. I won’t drink as much. I promise.”  
 
    My heart soars hearing him say that. He’s promising me things that no one else ever has. We lay in silence for a little while until I can feel his breaths even out behind me, the rise and fall of his chest as he keeps me close. D climbs up on the other side of me, snuggling into the blanket too. I sigh and nudge Blade with my elbow. 
 
    “Blade?” 
 
    “Hmm?”  
 
    “I think I’m falling in love with you,” I whisper not knowing if he heard me or not. Not until the words leave his sleepy lips.  
 
    “I think I’m fallin’ for you too.” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19 
 
    Blade 
 
      
 
    How can life be perfect? How does it feel perfect? I watch her walk around looking like a fucking goddess with Diablo at her side. I never thought I’d see the day anyone, especially a fucking woman, would take over my dog. But that’s the new reality and he’s protective of her.  
 
    “Fuckin’ dog is worthless now,” Neo says with a chuckle. I nod my head and take a pull from my beer as I watch her and Jersey talk.  
 
    “Ruined. By a fuckin’ woman, brother.” Neo laughs before slapping a hand on my shoulder. 
 
    I don’t take my eyes off her when suddenly her smile fades. Her head jerks in my direction, her pretty brows furrowing. Something’s wrong, I can feel it from here. I stand from my stool as she walks toward me, confusion written all over her face. I meet her in the middle in a few short strides when my hands land her cheeks, cupping her face. 
 
    “What is it? What’s wrong?” 
 
    “You said you lost a shipment. I heard that before, right?” What the hell is she talking about now? How does she even know about that? 
 
    “None of your concern.”  
 
    “Oh, bite me, you asshole!” she snaps but I don’t take my hands off her. I just chuckle and say, “Glad to.” 
 
    “I mean it; Ryan said something that night, Blade.” 
 
    “What? What did he say?” 
 
    “He said he stole something from you. He said that he would take me down with all of you.” The words leave her mouth and I drop my hands, taking a step back. Anger rushes my system much like the alcohol I’ve consumed. I reach for the nearest bottle of whiskey and take a long pull. Lola eyes me but doesn’t say a word. 
 
    “And you just now find the time to tell me that?” I roar, causing everyone’s eyes to follow the drama as it unfolds.  
 
    “I was a little worried about myself and my child, in case you forgot!” She puts her hands on her hips and stares at me with hatred of her own.  
 
    “Your child? Is that how we’re playin’ this darlin’?” I take a step closer, taking another pull of the whiskey, letting it run wild through me.  
 
    “Fuck right the fuck off, Blade. You’re being an asshole when I’m only trying to help,” she hisses between her gritted teeth.  
 
    “Say it again. And this time say it right,” I demand. She raises an eyebrow and looks at the bottle in my hand. I know I made her a promise I’d calm that shit down, but here she is dropping yet another goddamn bomb on me. The guys are all moving in around us and this situation is quickly becoming heated. Her eyes dart around before coming back to meet mine. 
 
    “Our child. Okay? Happy now, asshole?” she screams so the whole club can hear. I can hear them all mumbling to themselves as I take another pull.  
 
    “Goddamn right I am! Fuck with me one more time, Lola. Just one more time,” I warn her. Her eyes blaze with that fire that gets me hard every fucking time. Everything is hitting me at once. Her timing is bullshit. This information would have been helpful earlier. I’m also fucking drunk off my ass and the fact she was called the baby hers and not ours pissed me off too. 
 
    “What the hell is this pissin’ match about?” Ransom asks stepping up next to both of us.  
 
    “Little Miss Lola seems to have forgotten an important conversation she had with her ex,” I say, cocking my head to the side to stare at her. She narrows her eyes, her brows pulling together. Fire dancing in her veins.  
 
    “I was in the middle of being beat to hell so please forgive me, Mr. Badass, if I wasn’t thinking clearly. He was trying to beat my own child out of me!” Damn I love her fucking anger. I love watching her unravel and fall apart right in front of my fucking eyes.  
 
    “Wait, what? A child? Who does that child belong to?” Ransom asks, crossing his arms over his chest and looking between us.  
 
    I refuse to answer. This is her time to shine. If she truly wants me, wants us, she will make that choice right here and now. We stare at each other heat simmering between us. The higher it boils the more it could burn, and I’m fucking ready to feel it. Her eyes hold so much anger and regret that I don’t know how to separate the two anymore. I don’t know which parts are which.  
 
    “Him.” The word leaves her mouth but her eyes never leave mine. That vague answer isn’t going to suffice for anyone here.  
 
    “Him who? Him, Blade? Or him your ex?” Ransom asks, looking at me one more time. A little smirk curls my lips before she rolls her eyes and her body relaxes. 
 
    “Blade’s. It’s Blade’s.” The room explodes in screams and congratulations. Lola is swept up in all of it but what she said still lingers in my mind. He said he stole something from us and I wonder what the hell that was.  
 
    “A dad? Finally, brother! I’m so goddamn happy for you,” Ransom says, pulling me into a hug. I hug him back but my mind is somewhere else.  
 
    “It’s not really mine, Ransom.” He’s the best friend I have here and we’ve always been close. Close enough to talk about anything. 
 
    “You okay with that?” Nodding my head I look over at him. 
 
    “Wished it was mine.” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter. You’re the dad, yeah? You can have more later. Takes a real man to be a dad, you know?” Nodding my head I know that Ransom grew up with a stepdad that was more of a father than his real one was. He’s right. It takes a real man and that is something I am. Pushing my way through the crowd, I grab Lola and drag her along toward the corner. 
 
    “You said he stole something. What did that mean?”  
 
    She shrugs her shoulders. “He didn’t say. He just said that he knew I was here and that you are the same guys that he stole from.”  
 
    My mind goes wild with ideas when it hits me. The fucking meth. That little sneaky bastard stole the meth. And my fiery Lola unknowingly solved the puzzle for us. God, this woman. She’s incredible and has no idea.  
 
    “I wanna fuck you so bad right now.” 
 
    “Do it.” Her challenge has my dick rock-fucking-hard and ready to take her, but there is still some doubt in the back of mind about hurting her. 
 
    “No. As much as I want to, I won’t until the doc says I can.” 
 
    “I’ll get myself off, Blade. I’m horny as fuck,” she states slipping her hand into the top of her sweat pants. I watch her hooded eyes as a gasp rips from her lips. I reach forward, pulling her hand out of her pants as I listen to her whine in protest before slipping mine in.  
 
    “You wanna come? You only come for me. You got that?” Slipping a finger inside of her she moans. Pressing the palm of my hand against her clit, I slowly press down and move it up and down. Lola’s hips rock into my touch, taking what she so desperately wants from me.  
 
    “Fuck, you’re so wet.” 
 
    “For you, Blade. I’m wet for you.” Her moans sound so perfect as they reach my ears. I move my hand faster, fucking her with the pressure she needs. Her hips jerk, her body tenses. Her pussy grabs hold of my finger and holds on for dear life as waves of pleasure crash over her. My hand is soaked by the time I pull it out of her pants. I grin and run my tongue over all the juices she leaked and groan. Fuck! 
 
    “Feel better?” I ask her teasingly. Her cheeks are pink and so fucking perfect. She nods her head, a smile crossing her face. “Good. Go get cleaned up. I need to talk with the guys then we’re takin’ you to the doctor. I don’t know how long I can keep my dick out of you.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
    Lola 
 
      
 
    The doctor’s office makes me nervous. I don’t know why but it does. My knee bounces up and down as we wait for them to call my name. Blade seems as calm and collected as always. Nothing seems to faze him and that kind of annoys me too. My hormones are throwing me off. I’m irritated to no end about being here.  I chew my thumb nail, knee still bouncing when his hand slips over and clasps my knee tightly. I jerk my eyes to his and his smile calms everything in me.  
 
    “You gonna do that the whole time?” His smile is perfect much like the rest of the man. 
 
    “I don’t like it here.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I don’t know! It smells all office-y and shit.” Blade chuckles and leans in pressing a kiss to my cheek.  
 
    “It’s fine. Everything is fine. Calm down.” 
 
    “Lola Patterson?” the nurse at the door calls.  
 
    Blade’s eyes find mine once more before we both stand. He grabs my hand and walk toward her, my heart thundering in my chest. What if something is wrong with the baby? What if all the hits I took from Ryan messed something up? I don’t know how to handle the thoughts rushing through me, and before I realize it, I’m stopped in my tracks. Blade moves to stand in front of me, his hands cupping my face. 
 
    “Everything’s fine, Lola. We’re here to make sure it’s growin’ well and all that shit. The baby is fine,” he reminds me over and over. I appreciate and need his support, but what if it’s not. My eyes are wild as I look into his. He can see what I’m thinking. 
 
    “Always worryin’ about nothin’. Come on.” He drops his hands, grabbing mine and tugging me toward the room.  
 
    Once inside the room, the nurse advises me to climb on the bed and pull up my shirt. I do what I’m told and she dims the lights. Blade sits in the chair across the room not sure of what he should be doing. She squirts the same goo the other doctor did onto my stomach and places the probe on me, moving it around. When she stops, she looks at the screen but doesn’t say a word. She clicks buttons, moves the wand but still nothing. I look to Blade but his eyes are wild. He shoves out of the chair and stalks to my side, looking at the grainy image in front of his.  
 
    “Fuck me,” he whispers softly but we all heard him. His eyes remain glued to the screen when the nurse laughs.  
 
    “That’s your baby,” she says cheerfully.  
 
    I look at the screen and make out the entire thing. A head, legs and arms. I’ve never been so happy to see something in my entire life. That tiny person is alive and kicking and moving inside of me. Blade’s hand finds mine and squeezes but his eyes never leave that screen.  
 
    “That’s his head,” he says quietly.  
 
    “The baby looks great. Heartbeat is strong. According to this, you are approximately sixteen weeks.” She presses buttons and prints pictures. Before leaving, she hands me the string of photos and lets us know the doctor will be in soon.  
 
    I stare in disbelief at the photos. My child, my baby. This is something I made. I look up at Blade but his eyes are still on the now blank screen.  
 
    “Blade?”  
 
    He clears his throat and shakes his head looking back down at me. “Did you see that? A little head. Little arms.” Still shaking his head as if he can’t believe what he saw, I laugh a little.  
 
    “It was perfect.” 
 
    “You’re perfect,” he says leaning down and pressing his lips to mine. “I’m gonna take care of you both. I’m gonna protect you both.” 
 
    “I lied to Ryan. I told him I had a miscarriage. He said he didn’t want this baby alive.” A single tear slides down my cheek as anger morphs Blade’s face. 
 
    “Fuck him. This baby is mine and I will kill him if he ever comes near you or him.” 
 
    “You keep saying him.” I giggle. Blade moves his hand over my stomach, his eyes still lit in amusement.  
 
    “Well, I need a son. If this one’s a girl, I guess we try again.” His words shock me. I glare up at him as he stares at my stomach.  
 
    “You want more kids? With me?” 
 
    “Who the fuck else would I want them with?” Bringing his eyes to meet mine, I sigh in relief as I take in the evidence of his sincerity. He leans down and kisses my forehead when the door opens and the doctor comes in.  
 
    “Good to see you again, Lola. Blade.” The doctor nods at Blade before he grabs his clipboard.  
 
    “So, about sixteen weeks. You are a little underweight so I want you to watch your diet. I want examine you to make sure you’re progressing well, but aside from that, everything else looks great. The baby is healthy and growing as it should be. Have you had any morning sickness?” Blade looks at him and then back to me. 
 
    “No. Not really.” 
 
    “You might not. Every pregnancy is different. Some would say that’s a blessing. I will want you back in again in around four weeks for another checkup and ultrasound. We should be able to tell you the sex of the baby at that time if you’d like to know.” Blade’s eyebrows rise and it makes me laugh. Blade’s phone rings and he pulls it out checking to see who it is. “Gotta take this,” he says. 
 
    He leans down and presses his lips to mine as a nurse walks in.  
 
    “I’ll be right outside.” Nodding my head, he walks out the door. My heart is full of so many emotions I can’t think straight. I can hear Blade on the phone out in the hallway but I can’t hear what he’s saying. When the doctor is finished, he hands my paperwork and a prescription for vitamins that he wants me to take. The smile on Blade’s face when I step into the hallway melts me. He looks so happy and a part of me hurts that this baby isn’t really his.  
 
    “You ready? I got a surprise for you.”  
 
    His happiness is almost overwhelming but I smile and nod my head as he leads me out of the office. We climb in the truck and Blade takes off. He doesn’t go toward the clubhouse, which makes me wonder what the hell he’s doing.  
 
    “Where are we going?”  
 
    “Told you I got a surprise for you.” He glances over with a smile on his face before looking back at the road. We drive for only a few minutes when he pulls into a small neighborhood. I watch as the houses pass by and wonder what it would be like to live in one of them and have a normal life. Something I want for my child that I never had the chance to have. It leaves a dull ache in my chest when Blade pulls into a driveway. I see the guys all standing outside watching as we climb out.  
 
    “What is this?” I ask stopping at the front of the truck. Blade walks up and stands in front of me, his head held high. Confidence oozes off him and it all seeps into me.  
 
    “This is my house. It’s now our house.” His hand comes to rest on my stomach, pride shinning in his eyes. “I need some time, Lola. I’m not askin’ for years but I need some time.” 
 
    “Time for what?” 
 
    “I’m gettin’ out. This club has been everything to me for a very long time, but now, now things are different. I’d always known that the day would come that I would walk away. I just needed the right reason to do that. You and this baby are that reason. I don’t want any illegal shit goin’ on around either of you. I can’t say that I will leave tomorrow because it’s not that simple but I will. I will for you.”  
 
    Tears well up in my eyes but I shake my head. “You can’t walk away from your life because of me, Blade.” 
 
    “I’m not. Listen, I always told myself that if I found somethin’ worth havin’ that I could leave the club. I know what comes with bein’ in it and I’ve lived it. Steppin’ down is a part of my life. I need to be a good dad. I want to be a good dad. I need you to understand that this is about more than just you and that baby. This is about me bein’ a man and takin’ responsibility for what I want.”  
 
    His words ring true and it all makes sense to me. So I give Blade what he needs; I nod, happily accepting his explanation. Blade grins, grabs my hand, and leads me toward the front door. The guys all smile and slap a hand on his shoulder as he walks me in. I take in the house, the furniture, the walls. It’s a home. It’s a place I’d never had. 
 
    “This is perfect,” I whisper. Blade chuckles and leads me down the hallway, pushing open the last door on the end and ushering me inside. The room is bare aside for a shit ton of boxes. I read the words printed on each one and my heart leaps in my chest. Crib, changing table, wardrobe.  
 
    “You did this.”  
 
    “I did this. When you told me you were still pregnant, I knew what I wanted, Lola. I had the guys get it and bring it here.”  
 
    “What about the clubhouse?” I glance over at him.  
 
    “What about it?” 
 
    “Don’t you need to be there?” 
 
    “I will be. We will be. I told you that I need some time. I can’t walk away just yet.” 
 
    “I’m not asking you to.” 
 
    “I know that and I appreciate that more than you know, but this is about me. This is about bein’ the man I’m supposed to be. We’re gonna stay at both places for right now, but when the baby is born, we’re livin’ here. We’re gonna be a family.”  
 
    Pulling me into his arms, I sigh with a happiness I never knew was possible into his chest. A family. I like the sounds of that.  
 
    “Well Dad, you think you can handle putting all this together?” I giggle.  
 
    “Say it again,” he begs. 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “Dad. Say it again.” 
 
    “Dad. You’re going to be a great dad, Blade. I know it.” He holds me tighter to his chest and sighs.  
 
    “I’m gonna be the best I can be. For both of you.” 
 
    “You already are.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21 
 
    Blade 
 
      
 
    They say there are few things that can bring a man to his knees but the sight of this woman in front of me naked is one of them. In fact, I’ve been on my knees for an hour worshipping her body like no one else has. She’s perfection and I love every second of being with her.  
 
    “Is it weird fucking me with a belly?” she asks nodding toward the bump on her stomach.  
 
    “Hell no. It’s sexy as fuck. You look amazin’ like this. In fact, I like it so much I think you should stay like this all the time.” Lola giggles as I slip in and out of her. The last month and a half the woman has been insatiable. Every chance she gets she riding my dick like a rodeo.  
 
    “You feel so good,” she moans as I thrust into her a little harder. Her back arches, her belly rising.  
 
    God I never thought I’d be one of those men that liked to fuck a pregnant woman but damn this is hot. I don’t think about that baby as Ryan’s. I think about it as mine. My seed, my child. It’s mine regardless, although the idea of actually having one of my own has crossed my mind. I thrust a little harder, hitting her deeper. Lola claws at my chest trying to pull me closer.  
 
    “You want me, Lola?” I growl before biting her nipple between my teeth.  
 
    “Oh, God! Yes, Blade. Just like that,” she cries out for me. I love hearing her say my name like that. All throaty and hot.  
 
    Gripping her hips in my hands, I plunge into her roughly. Her tits bounce with each thrust of my hips and my dick hardens just watching them. I slip a hand between us and circle her clit, applying just the right amount of pressure to make her wiggle beneath me.  
 
    “I’m gonna…”  
 
    The words don’t even finish leaving her mouth when she explodes around me. I pump her full of my seed, loving the sated look on her face. I pull out of her and drop to her side, pulling her into me.  
 
    “Goddamn you fuck me so good,” I mumble, pulling her as close as I can get her. Lola doesn’t say a word, just lies here in my arms. Contentment washes over me. This is what I was born to do. I was born to be a family man. I was born to love. I can feel it in my bones no matter how hard I try to deny it.  
 
    “You think I’m gonna be a good dad?”  
 
    Lola shifts and looks up at me. “Of course I do. You are an amazing person, Blade. You fought for your country, you fought for me. Why would even ask me that?” 
 
    “I’m just worried that I’ve been in this life too long. Ten years of this is a long time, babe. I know I can be a good man. I know I can provide for you. I just don’t want to get mixed up in anything illegal once I’m out. I can’t imagine leavin’ you on your own with our baby.” The worry is there. It sits in my chest like a weight. I’m not a horrible person, but I see this club taking a different direction once I step down. The guys aren’t wired like me. Sure, they will follow me into the depths of hell, but I know that when I leave, this club is going to go further. I kept us in the light for the most part. The reason we weren’t into more than we are now is because of the respect the guys all have for me. We’ve talked about illegal ventures and hell, we even do some illegal shit, but a majority of what we do is straight by the books.  
 
    “You have nothing to worry about. You’re perfect, Blade. You’re going to be great, I know it.” 
 
    “The club’s gonna be different when I’m gone.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Ransom and Neo always leaned more toward the illegal way of life, it’s just who they are and what they lived. That wasn’t me. I didn’t want it like that. When I became President, I made sure we didn’t completely fall into the dark side. We stayed in the grey area and that has worked for us. Without me at the helm, it won’t be the same. Ransom and Neo, they are street smart. They know the streets like the back of their hands. They always threw a vote on the table to take us further over that line but they never went against me.”  
 
    “They respect you. Does it bother you that they will probably change when you leave?”  
 
    It’s an honest question. One I’ve given a lot of thought to since deciding that this was the right path for me and my family. 
 
    “Truthfully, yeah. I mean, I know they can handle whatever comes their way. I don’t have any doubts about that, but they are still my family. I worry about them.” If I’m being honest, they will always be family and that isn’t something I’m willing to let go of. Knowing the route that they will take makes me nervous but just because I care so much about them.  
 
    “You know I’d never make you choose between this club and me, Blade.” 
 
    “Never said you would. I’m makin’ that choice on my own.” I roll her over and pull her lips to mine, kissing her like she’s the most important thing in the world and she is. She is something I’ve wanted for a long time but never found. When she stumbled into my life, I didn’t expect to fall for her let alone want to keep her but here we are and I know I’m not letting her go. Ever. 
 
    “Are you happy, Lola?” I ask, needing to hear her say to words. I think she is but again, we don’t know each other well although that is changing quickly.  
 
    “Very happy. I don’t think I’ve ever felt so much joy in my life.”  
 
    As the words leave her mouth, Diablo jumps up on the bed and lays his head across her stomach. I reach over and rub his head, wondering what the hell she did to my guard dog. He’s gone soft and it makes me laugh. 
 
    “Fuckin’ dog. Do you know I trained this fucker for three years? Three years and it takes you ten minutes to fuck that all up,” I tease her.  
 
    “I didn’t fuck it up! I can’t help it that I’m fucking amazing and Diablo knows it. Don’t you, boy?” She scratches behind his ear and his eyes slowly close. I shake my head and chuckle.  
 
    “You think he’s going to like having the baby around?” she asks.  
 
    “Look at him! Are you fuckin’ kiddin’ me? He already stands guard over your stomach.” 
 
    “You think he knows?” She looks at me, her brows pinched together.  
 
    “Yeah, he knows. D’s an observant dog. He senses shit no one else can, that’s why I love his broken ass,” I grumble the words.  
 
    “He isn’t broken. He’s perfect, just like his dad.” 
 
    “You keep sayin’ that and I’m gonna have to fuck you again.” 
 
    My little vixen’s eyes light up at those words. “Promise?”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 22 
 
    Lola 
 
      
 
    I sit on the stool trying not to eavesdrop on Blade’s conversation with the guys, but they are so damn loud and it isn’t my fault that I overhear. Hell, Jersey is right there with me. I sip my Kool-Aid through the straw like I always did when I was a little girl and listen.  
 
    “The meth’s been distributed. Got a call about two hours ago that it’s been sittin’ idle wherever the fuck it was and now it’s on the streets,”
 Ransom says. The others grumble, cursing under their breath. Jersey and I share a glance but neither say a word.  
 
    “Fuck. It’s been missin’ for two months. Two motherfuckin’ months! What were they doin’ with it?” Blade snaps as the baby kicks. I giggle and place my hand on the bump motioning for Jersey to do the same. We both laugh, pulling the attention of the guys. I mouth a sorry and go back to smiling at Jersey. The baby seems to like Blade’s voice.  
 
    “Uptight much?” she says, making me laugh again.  
 
    The past two months have been pretty quiet. No one has heard from Ryan, which is always good news to me but not so much for Blade. He doesn’t like that he’s out there somewhere. They raided our old place once, but Ryan had disappeared from there. He didn’t leave a trace behind. I can see Blade out of the corner of my eye downing the whiskey like its water. I don’t make an attempt to say anything because that is just who he is. Blade drinks when he’s upset but I do understand it. He’s under a lot of pressure with the club and me right now so I don’t judge him 
 
    “So, the little fuck pays off our guard, steals our shit, and sits on it for two months before sellin’ out? What the fuck kind of sense does that make?” Blade asks as he looks around the table at the guys.  
 
    “I can’t believe they are even talking out here. They have never done that,” Jersey whispers. I shrug my shoulder and take another drink. 
 
    “Blade’s been clingy lately. Maybe that’s why, who the hell knows.”  
 
    Jersey nods and puts her hand back on my stomach waiting to see if the baby kicks.  
 
    “This is bullshit!” Blade roars and Jersey giggles. 
 
    “I think that baby likes when its dad’s all mouthy. It kicks up a storm when it hears him,” she says, keeping her hand in place. 
 
    “It is weird. The doctor said the baby can hear though and that it knows our voices.” 
 
    “I want his ass dead before she delivers. Do I make that fuckin’ clear?” Blade’s words slam into my chest. It isn’t as if I didn’t know what kind of life Blade has led and the things he’s done, but to hear him say it the way he did without so much as an ounce of emotion jarred me slightly. Jersey moves her hand to mine, squeezing it tightly.  
 
    “We took out Akeno. We fucked that end of things up and that’s on me. I let my anger do the talkin’. We lost out on the meth because I was too wrapped up in pussy,” he hisses. His words are like a slap to the face. I shove off the stool and head toward the bathroom with tears in my eyes when his voice stops me.  
 
    “Stop right the fuck there, Lola. Walk your pretty little ass back over here.”  
 
    I debate ignoring him and keep walking but I know he’ll just come after me. I slowly turn on my heel quickly wiping the tears from my eyes before making my way back over to him. He reaches up and grabs me, pulling me into his lap. 
 
    “You’re a nosey little shit, you know that?” he asks, making the guys all laugh.  
 
    “You have a big fucking mouth, did you know that?” Like I’m going to listen to him spew bullshit. I know he’s angry, but I don’t need to take it. The guys laugh again and this time so does, Blade.  
 
    “If you’re gonna listen in, at least stay for the whole show. I wasn’t done. Yeah, I was wrapped up in your sweet pussy when the meth went missin’ but I don’t regret that shit. Look what I got in the end?” he says, moving his hand over my stomach.  
 
    “You’re going to kill him, aren’t you?” The words weren’t meant to come out as weak as they did. There’s a part of me that wonders why I even care about what they do to Ryan after what he did to me, but in the back of my mind, our time together lingers. It wasn’t always bad. There were good times but I know that they were all fake. Nothing with him was real because he was using me to get what he wanted from his dad but that doesn’t stop the ache in my chest.  
 
    “You really want that answer?” Ransom asks, pulling my attention to his. I can see the anger in his eyes that I even brought it up but I can’t stop myself.  
 
    “Yes and no. You might not get it. Any of you, but I spent a long time with him. He was my safe place for many years until shit changed.” 
 
    “Don’t you dare sit there in my brother’s lap and tell me you still love that piece of shit!” Neo snaps, shoving out of his chair. I raise my eyebrow as I feel Blade tense. He’s going to lose his shit and I can feel it but before he can, I shove out of his lap.  
 
    “Don’t you dare stand there and tell me what to feel! Who the fuck do you think you are? I was nothing, no one when Ryan found me and took me in. Yeah, it was for his own sick fucking reasons, but I had a roof over my head and a bed to sleep in. When I grew up, I wasn’t wanted. No one wanted me. My mom left me with my dad and he didn’t want me. Do you know that the only thing I ever loved was my puppy? You know what he did? He killed it! He snapped his neck and tossed him back in the room with me. The room I was kept in all the time. I hugged that puppy and talked to him as if he was alive until the smell was so overwhelming that he came back and took him away. I ran away after that. Ryan took me in. I was sixteen years old! So, yeah, there is a part of me that is grateful to him! There’s a part of me that thanks him for what he did but the bigger part of me? The bigger part of me hates him. I never said I loved him! I’ve loved one man in my life and he’s sitting at this fucking table. Now you can take that however you want and fuck off!”  
 
    They all stare silently at me as my chest heaves from yelling. I step away from the table but I don’t make it far as if I thought I would. Blade’s hand wraps around my wrist and pulls me toward the exit. His steps are hurried and I jog trying to keep up with him. I’ve probably crossed a line that I wasn’t allowed to cross not being a member of this club. As soon as we step outside he drops my hand and rests his on his hips. His head hangs forward, his silence killing me little by little. 
 
    “I shouldn’t have yelled at them. I’m sorry,” I say smugly. I wasn’t really trying to apologize because fuck them! Ransom started that shit. Blade’s head slowly comes up to look at me.  
 
    “You think I want you to apologize for what you said? For bein’ you?” I shrug my shoulders unsure of what the hell I should be doing in this moment. “I don’t want you to, Lola. You shocked me. I didn’t expect to hear you say that you loved me.”  
 
    That’s what this is about? I shouldn’t have said that either but deep down in my heart I know I love him. I can feel it like nothing I’ve ever felt before. “I’m sorry,” I say once more unsure of what else to say to him.  
 
    Blade chuckles and walks closer, wrapping his hand around the back of my neck and pulling my lips to his. He devours my mouth with his and I melt into his touch as always. I kiss him back, and when he pulls away, I groan at the loss of contact.  
 
    “Are you sure?” he asks huskily his eyes demanding answers. 
 
    “Sure about what?” 
 
    “That you love me?” 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious?” 
 
    “I need to hear it, Lola. Please,” he begs. 
 
    “I love you, Blade. I don’t know how it happened or when, but I can feel it deep in my chest. My heart beats for you. It calls out to you.” His eyes are wild as he presses his forehead against mine. I want nothing more than to stay in this moment, lost in his eyes forever but I know I can’t. 
 
    “I love you too, Lola. More than I probably should, but fuck, I do.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 23 
 
    Blade 
 
      
 
    Her breathing is shallow as I watch her sleep, her round belly propped on a pillow. I can see the baby moving inside of her. It amazes me that someone can carry a child inside of them. A living thing created by two people just growing and thriving. I rest my hand on her belly and feel the little thing kicking and moving around inside of his mom and I can’t stop the smile that crosses my face.  
 
    Knowing I don’t want to wake her from her nap, I stand and walk into the room right next door that I plan to turn into a nursery. I begin to open boxes and lay out all the parts on the floor before reading the directions. Something about putting together my child’s furniture gives me a thrill. There were times in my life when I didn’t think I’d make it to this day. When I was in the Navy I didn’t know if I’d make if back home, let alone have a family.  
 
    As I put the crib together many emotions race through me. I want to get my hands on Ryan for hurting her more than I do for stealing from the club. That’s how I know that my time in the club is over. When someone else is your number one priority, you know. I let myself get lost in the moment assembling the crib as I allow all of these thoughts to float in my mind. As I put the sheet on the small mattress and lay it in the crib, I hear her come in the room behind me.  
 
    “You did all this while I was asleep?” she asks, not sounding sure that I could do it. I chuckle and turn to face her, her smile bright and her eyes full of tears. 
 
    “Did you doubt my mad carpentry skills?” I tease her, making her laugh. Lola shakes her head, wiping at her eyes. “Don’t cry, babe. This is a happy time, yeah?” She nods her head and sniffs back her tears.  
 
    “It’s all happening so fast, Blade.” 
 
    “Are you scared?” 
 
    “More than I want to admit. I don’t know how to be a mother. I never had a good one, no good example.”  
 
    I watch the unease as it dances over her face before I move in to hold her. Pulling her into my chest, this is where she belongs. Right here with me.  
 
    “I had a good family growin’ up, Lola. You have a heart that not many do. You can do this. You know right from wrong and you know what it felt like to be fucked over. You won’t do that to our child,” I whisper into her hair. She sighs and holds me closer to her. I let our silence linger, just content to be in her presence. It’s a strange feeling to know that you love someone this much that no words are needed. Lola’s lips press into my bare chest, sending shocks through my body. I groan as my cock hardens. 
 
    “You tryin’ to get me all worked up before work?” I groan when she doesn’t stop. I ache for her. Deep down inside I ache for every touch of her soft hands on my body. 
 
    “I need you inside of me, Blade.”  
 
    I don’t need to hear anything else. Grabbing the hem of her sleep shirt, I yank it over her head to reveal her naked body to me. My eyes travel the length of her, taking in every soft spot of skin that I can.  
 
    “I’m getting so huge. I feel gross,” she mumbles.  
 
    Gross was the last thing I was thinking and I think it’s time I show her just how fucking sexy she is like this. Her body has become more voluptuous since she’s been pregnant, not that I didn’t love her before, but doc was right, she was underweight. My hands move to cup her hips, jerking her into me.  
 
    “Every fuckin’ part of you is so soft and pliable. You mold to me, Lola. Your body was built for me.”  
 
    Leaning down and sucking the skin on her neck into my mouth, she moans. I knew she’d like that. I work my way down her body, sucking her nipple into mouth before biting gently, just enough to make her squirm for me. Lola’s fingers find their way into my hair, tugging me to her. I know she wants me as much as I want her and she’s about to get what she wants. Reaching down, I lift her in my arms as she squeals, carrying her into our bedroom and laying her gently on the bed.  
 
    “You are going to hurt your back lifting me like that,” she says playfully as she grins at me.  
 
    “You think I’m that old?” I ask raising an eyebrow at her. Lola giggles and it sends electricity straight to my cock.  
 
    “No. Although you are older than me,” she counters.  
 
    “So, you like older men, huh?” I strip out of my sweatpants and climb between her legs, positioning myself where I want to be.  
 
    “There’s something hot about that salt and pepper look.” 
 
    “I don’t have grey hair yet, babe!” I warn her, pressing the tip of my cock into her entrance. Her lips part as I push in further.  
 
    “Got somethin’ to say?” I tease, barely moving inside of her. Her eyes find mine and pull me in as always.  
 
    “Are you on Viagra, old man?” Her words make me chuckle before I sink myself into her. 
 
    “Does that feel like Viagra?” Thrusting harder, I let her feel me as deeply as I can get inside of her and that still isn’t enough. This woman consumes me in ways I’d never seen coming. Lola’s hands wrap around my neck, her nails digging into my skin as I welcome the burn.  
 
    “Fuck me hard, Blade,” she begs.  
 
    “Your wish is my command, baby.” Plunging inside of her sends me into a state of euphoria. There is nothing better than being buried deep inside the person you love. Our hearts mingle as one and that drives me higher.  
 
    “Love you,” I murmur against her throat, licking at every bit of exposed skin I can.  
 
    “Oh, fuck! Love you too, Blade. Fuck!” she screams, arching her back so that I can get deeper inside of her.  
 
    I’d die a happy man buried in this woman. Rolling my hips, I hit her in the spot she loves so much sending her reeling out of control. Her pussy spasms, locking me in her grip as I come inside of her. My body tingles and tightens with each spurt of my seed I release. Lola clamps around me as she finds her release, holding my cock hostage inside of her and I gladly let her do it. When she can’t possibly come any more, I slowly slide out of her and fall onto the bed next to her. Lola rolls on her side, running her fingers through my hair.  
 
    “We don’t have baby names yet, Blade.” She almost sounds upset by that and that’s the last thing I want for her.  
 
    “Let’s hear ‘em. What do you got?” I ask, turning my head to look at her.  
 
    “My parents were never a big part of my life but yours were.” Even before she speaks the next words, my heart soars. “If we have a boy we could name him after your dad or if we have a girl, your mom. I understand if you want to wait until it’s actually blood related though.” Closing my eyes I take a deep breath and blow it out before reaching for her cheek. Cupping it in my hand, I run my thumb along it. 
 
    “You are testin’ my patience with that shit, Lola. I want to spank your ass until it’s fuckin’ raw for that shit even bein’ in your head still but I get it. This baby is mine and I’d be fuckin’ honored to name it after my parents.” Lola lets out a breath that she must have been holding before she smiles. 
 
    “What were their names?” 
 
    “My dad’s name was Elliot and my mom was Annabel.” Her smile brightens as the names leave my lips.  
 
    “At least they are beautiful names.” Laughing a little I nod. 
 
    “Could have been Mortimus,” I tease her. She scoots closer, pressing her lips to mine.  
 
    “Thank you, Blade. Thank you for always being you and being exactly who I need.” 
 
    “You’ve exposed every nerve in my body. You’ve ripped apart every wall I had built and exposed my heart. You get the real me, Lola, and not many can do that. I love you for that. For seein’ me and still givin’ me that piece of your heart.”  
 
    Kissing me hard, she lets her tongue dip into my mouth, taking what she needs from me. My world is complete when I have her in my arms. I can’t wait until I have our baby curled up in the middle of us as a family. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 24 
 
    Lola 
 
      
 
    “Go fuck yourself!” I snarl as Blade grips my hand. If he laughs just one more time I will climb out of this bed and fuck his world up.  
 
    “Calm the fuck down,” he says in a low gruff tone.  
 
    “You calm the fuck down! You shove a watermelon out of your vagina you fucker and then you can tell me that!” The nurses giggle as I snap at him.  
 
    “Is this normal?” he asks, pissing me off a little further. 
 
    “It is,” I hiss at him when the door opens. The man who walks in is pretty fucking hot to be a doctor but neither Blade nor do the pain stop me from checking him out.  
 
    “You’re shittin’ me, right?” Blade asks when I cut my eyes back to him.  
 
    “What? He’s hot and didn’t put me in here!” Blade raises his eyebrows before looking over at the hot doc.  
 
    “Who the fuck are you?” 
 
    “I’m here to administer her epidural.”  
 
    “Will that make her nicer?”  
 
    Seriously, this fucker is full of laughs. Pinching his arm, Blade yelps as everyone else laughs.  
 
    “It will make her more comfortable, yes,” the doc adds. Thank fuck! If anyone told me contractions would feel like this, I would have stitched my vagina closed. 
 
    “No dick is worth this amount of pain!” I inform the room. Blade raises his eyebrow again and has an amused smirk on his face. Idiot! “Not even yours!”  
 
    “I never heard any complaints,” he smarts off. If I could get out of this bed, I would kick his ass but I can’t.  
 
    The room got quite after that. The doctor popped the epidural in my back in no time and I slowly drifted into a pain-free sleep. My dreams haunted me though. They were harsh and full of pain. Ryan was there and that was enough to cause me to wake up in a startled state.  
 
    “You okay?” Blade asks, having stayed at my side while I slept. I gaze up at him with tears in my eyes. “Are you in pain?” His concern hits me in the heart and knocks the air from my lungs. He’s perfect. So, goddamn perfect. 
 
    “It was just a dream. Will you lay with me?” I almost plead with him, which isn’t necessary. Blade would give me the world if only I’d ask for it. Nodding his head, I shift over and make room for him, watching as he climbs into the bed next to me. Blade slips his arm under my head and pulls me close to him.  
 
    “I won’t let him hurt you, Lola. I’d rather die than see you in pain again.” His words are soothing yet scary at the same time.  
 
    “I know. I’m just afraid of what he might do when he finds out about the baby,” I tell him my concern.  
 
    “Not a damn thing since it’s mine,” he growls.  
 
    I giggle a little and lean into his touch. The warmth I feel coming from him soothes me to the core. I know that Blade would take on the world for me and this baby without a second thought.  
 
    “Are you happy?” I ask, glancing up at him.  
 
    “More than you could possibly know. Everything I knew I wanted at some point in my life is right here in this bed, in you. There were times that I wondered if I’d ever get this far in my life. If I’d be dead before I ever got to experience the joys of havin’ a family like my parents did. I found that in you, Lola. I found the family I wanted.”  
 
    “I never thought I would want a family before. My life wasn’t a happy one growing up and to bring a child into that, I was so scared, Blade. I still am. What if I’m not good enough?” His strong arms tighten around me, his lips pressing into the side of my head.  
 
    “You broke my dog in the matter of minutes. You love me despite my faults. You aren’t them, Lola. You are gonna be an amazin’ mom. We are gonna watch that baby grow and become somethin’ that we never got to be. We got this, babe. I promise.”  
 
    When the doctor comes back in breaking our moment, I’m slightly pissed. After checking me, he tells me it’s time to push. Instantly the panic from before overtakes me. I’m afraid. I can feel it deep inside of me. I can feel that hatred my parents had toward me and I never want that for my child. 
 
    “Grab my hand,” Blade urges as I thread my fingers with his after he helps me get into position to push. He smiles at me but focuses on the doctor.  
 
    “I need you to push, Lola. Bear down and push, okay?” Nodding my head, I do just what he says, feeling the pressure building. I can barely stand it but I keep pushing. I push to get past all of the bullshit holding me back. I push until I hear the cry. I gasp and drop my head back, listening to nurses and doctor as they say how good I did but that underlying feeling of doom lingers in the back of my mind. It’s so overwhelming that I barely feel Blade’s lips my forehead, kissing me. 
 
    “You did so good. Fuck, babe. I couldn’t have done that,” he says through tears, forcing a chuckle out of me.  
 
    “You want to know what you have?” the doctor asks when the nurse takes the baby to the small bed. My eyes follow their movements remembering that they said they would put it on my chest when we took the prenatal classes. That was the plan. They would put the baby on my chest after I had it and now they are taking it.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” I ask, panic lacing my voice. Blade moves quickly, obviously noticing the same thing.  
 
    “Your daughter just needs to have a little oxygen. She looks good, though,” the nurses says when I hear her little cries again.  
 
    Tears spill down my cheeks when Blade looks between me and the baby. The look on his face is priceless.  
 
    “Go see her.” 
 
    “We have daughter, Lola. A baby girl,” he says a tear slipping down his cheek. It makes my heart leap that he’s this emotional about having her. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 25 
 
    Blade 
 
      
 
    I’m hypnotized by her beauty. I get lost in her breathing and the scent of her. I never thought I could love something so much, but seeing her lying here in my arms is the most precious thing in the world. She’s nearly bald except for a tiny bit of fuzz on the top of her little head. Annabel Marie Hopkins. She couldn’t be any more perfect. Of course, I gave her my last name, she’s mine.  
 
    “Her looks haven’t changed in the last thirty minutes,” Lola teases me through her yawn.  
 
    We’ve been home a little over a week and I just can’t stop looking at her. The guys all came by and saw her but it was Diablo that shocked the shit out of me. If I thought he was protective of Lola, I was dead wrong. Annabel is his. Where she goes, he goes. He follows me from room to room when I take her to get a bottle or just to sit out on the porch. I never knew a dog could sense these things but he is for sure her big brother. 
 
    “I just can’t believe she’s finally here in my arms. You know, it’s the best feelin’ in the goddamn world, Lola. Just look at how perfect she is,” I tell her, feeling my eyes tearing up again. I’m not much of a crier but for this little girl, I will be.  
 
    “She loves you too.”  
 
    Looking up at Lola as she lies on the bed, I can’t stop smiling. Life is perfect. This is everything I could have wanted and more. I now have a family that I have to provide for and care for. My time as the president of the Satan’s Flame MC is coming to an end and a new chapter in my life is opening. I can’t say that I didn’t see it coming because I did. I always knew it deep down but having them here with me, that makes it all the more real and I couldn’t be any happier. 
 
    “I knew I loved her when she was inside of you but damn. Holdin’ her and feedin’ her, it’s everything, babe.” Lola giggles and lays her head back on the pillow. I stand and walk over to the bed, climbing on with Diablo right next to me. I lay Annabel down in the middle and watch as D climbs up laying his head near her feet before I lay on the other side.  
 
    “I was a little worried about him,” Lola says, nodding toward D.  
 
    “You know, I was too but he is the best big brother. I don’t think any boys will be gettin’ near her anytime soon.” Lola smiles as she reaches down and pets his head. He lays there like the well-trained dog that he is. 
 
    “How are you feelin’?” I ask getting the attention back on me.  
 
    “Good. A little tired but I feel good.” Leaning over Annabel I press my lips to her mom’s lips.  
 
    “I love you,” I tell her. 
 
    “I love you too. Thank you for being everything to me, Blade. I don’t think you know what that means to me.” Just as she finishes speaking, my cell rings. I pull it from my pocket and bring it to my ear. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “We got a situation,” Ransom’s voice comes over the line and I don’t like the tone.  
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Ryan has made an appearance. He’s tryin’ to run out all our incomin’ jobs. When he took that coke shipment, he had plans. From what I’m hearin’ he is down at John’s right now tryin’ to fuck over the next gun shipment.” Anger races through my veins knowing that he’s this close to us. What the hell is his end game? What is he trying to prove by fucking with us? 
 
    “You got guys on it?” 
 
    “You know I do. Prospects are on their way to your place as we speak,” he adds. I blow out a breath and thank fuck that he has all this taken care of.  
 
    “Appreciate it, Ransom. I’ll leave as soon as they show up.” Hanging the phone up, I look over at Lola and the sad look in her eyes.  
 
    “Gotta go handle some things. Prospects will be here in a few and will stay until I get back.” 
 
    “Is it him?” She asks hesitantly. I run my hand over my face and sigh as I nod.  
 
    “Yeah. He’s fuckin’ with some of our shipments and we know his location. I wanna get him handled before he moves again and we can’t find him,” I inform her.  
 
    “I know you have to do this. I get it but I still don’t know what to feel, Blade.” I reach over and rest my hand on her cheek trying to assure her as best I can. 
 
    “I know that and I hate that this is how it has to be, but I promised to protect you and our daughter and that’s exactly what I’m gonna do, Lola. I don’t need you to understand or accept it. This is just somethin’ that has to be done.” I watch the tear as it slides down her cheek before I wipe it away.  
 
    “I know. Just come back to me, please.” 
 
    “Always babe. I’ll always come back to you. Both of you.” I kiss her once more before climbing off the bed and heading out the front door to gather my thoughts. As I sit here and contemplate my life, I realize that this is what’s been missing from it. This is how my life was supposed to play out and I’d like to think that my parents played a big part of Lola and I coming together the way we did. I believe in fate and it was no coincidence that Lola was dumped off at one of my jobs. It was something more than that and I thank God every day that I get to have her in my life. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 26 
 
    Blade 
 
      
 
    Neo already had Ryan tied to a chair by the time I got here. I’ve taken my time looking the bastard over as I stand leaning against the wall with my arms crossed over my chest. I’ve waited for this day to come for a while now, but now that it’s here, I don’t think there is anything I can to do to him to make him feel the amount of pain that Lola had to.  
 
    “So, you’re the piece of shit she’s using now, huh? How’s it feel to have her used up pussy wrapped around you?” The bastard chuckles from his place zip tied to the chair.  
 
    “Can’t say for another six weeks,” I tell him gauging his reaction. I know he thought the baby died but I want to watch the look in his eyes when he finds out that little girl is in fact alive and well sleeping in my house under my roof. 
 
    “She’s worthless. Nothing but a quick fuck.” 
 
    “We’ll see later on when the doc releases her.” This bastard must be a little slow to catch on. 
 
    “What did you do? Knock her up?” he laughs, tipping his head back. I smirk and keep my gaze on him until it all sinks in and he figures it out. His laughter stops, his head coming back to look at me.  
 
    “Figure it out?” I ask, keeping that smirk in place. I’d love to slit his throat and walk away but that wouldn’t be fair to Lola to let him die that quickly.  
 
    “It was dead! She told me it was!” he screams making me laugh.  
 
    “She lied to you, pretty boy. She protected that baby from the piece of shit you are,” I growl.  
 
    “My family will come after it! You have to know that.”  
 
    Shaking my head, I shove off the wall and walk toward him. My nerves are on edge but I know that there isn’t a person on this earth that I wouldn’t kill to keep that little girl safe.  
 
    “Thing about that is, she’s mine. Birth certificate says so. Her momma says so. Even that bullshit of a blood test I had to pay the doc to forge for me says so. You and your worthless family have nothin’ on me or her. Lucky for us all she looks just like her mom,” I tell him, leaning down closely to his face. I can practically taste the anger on the tip of my tongue as his eyes follow me.  
 
    “You put your hands on my woman. You stole from my club and now you make empty threats. I don’t know what we should do with you,” I taunt before looking to Neo. He grins like a damn fool when I nod my head. He reaches into the back of his jeans, pulling a knife and a pair of pliers free. Pretty boy’s eyes move from mine to Neo’s and hold there as they widen. It’s an amusing sight to see. Neo walks toward him slowly, opening and closing the pliers in his hand before stopping in front of him.  
 
    “How much pain you want him in, Prez?” Neo asks glancing over at me. Reaching over I grab the asshole by the back of the neck, jerking his head so that he’s facing me.  
 
    “How much did she scream? Huh? How much pain did you inflict on my girl?” His eyes are wild with fear which is exactly what he should be feeling right now. I want him to hurt before he dies. Prying his mouth open, I smile at Neo.  
 
    “Make it painful.”  
 
    Neo chuckles, taking the pliers to one of Ryan’s teeth. He wiggles and tugs all while Ryan screams in agony until blood fills his mouth. When Neo stands with a single tooth in his pliers, I let Ryan’s head go. He gasps and spits before looking up at me. 
 
    “What do you want? Money? I can pay you!”  
 
    Laughter erupts out of me. I take a step back and cross my arms once more. “You almost killed her and her child. I want your death.”  
 
    His eyes widen when I nod to Neo. He pulls his knife free and I watch as he cuts and carves the son of a bitch. Ryan screams but no one can hear him out here and I love that fact. I watch Ryan pass out when the pain becomes too much just to have Neo wake him up again and keep going. There’s something about watching the bastard in pain that gives me a high. I want to see his blood drain from his body for what he did to Lola. I want him to understand that he caused her more pain than any blade could cause him. Some of her internal wounds will never heal and I blame all of that on this asshole. When he barely clings to life, I walk over and grab his hair in my hand. I lean in closely to his face and take in his eyes. 
 
    “I’ll meet you in hell one day,” I whisper before stepping back and letting Neo get to work. I stand against the wall and watch as he finishes him off and the other guys come strolling in. They all chuckle as they take in the scene. Ransom saunters over to stand next to me, a smirk on his face. 
 
    “What the hell are you so happy about?” I ask him. 
 
    “This the end of it? Takin’ this fucker out fix it all?”  
 
    Nodding my head, I blow out a breath and sigh. “I can fix this for her, yeah, but the emotional shit? I can’t take that away. Never will be able to.” Ransom slaps a hand on my shoulder until Neo walks over huffing for air.  
 
    “You tired?” I ask, turning around to look at him.  
 
    “It’s over. He’s dead.” 
 
    “Hey, brothers!” I call out to the rest of the guys. “Come over here!” I wait until they all stand around me, waiting to hear what I have to say, knowing this might be the hardest thing I ever have to say to them.  
 
    “This wasn’t an easy choice for me to make. You know I love you all like family, because that’s what we are. We’re family and nothin’ will ever change that, but now I have Lola and the baby. I have to work them into my life much like I used to this club. I know where my head’s at and I know what I’m doin’ right now. I’m steppin’ down as president of this club. My heart was always in it and you all know that. Family was always important to me and now that I have that, I need to move forward. They need me and my heart needs them.” 
 
    “We’ve been through hell and back as a club. We’ve made a difference in the lives all around us. I for one respect your choice and understand your decision,” Ransom says, extending his hand to me. I reach out and take it in mine when he pulls me into a hug. “I mean it, brother. Much fuckin’ respect.” Pulling away the others do much the same. Once I’ve had a minute with all of them, I pull away. 
 
    “I need to get home to my family. As my last duty, I wanna say this. Get the prospects to clean that shit up!” I roar pointing at the dead body with a grin on my face. The guys all laugh as I head out the door ready to get on with my life. We found out that Ryan took the drugs to try and peddle them himself to make some more cash. That didn’t work out the way he planned. We also learned that he had friends in the area we were working when we found Lola dumped outside of our jobsite. But all that is in the past now. It’s time to move forward. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 27 
 
    Lola 
 
      
 
    I sit on the porch swing with Annabel in my arms and Diablo lying close by my feet. As I watch my daughter sleep, I wonder to myself if I’ve made the right decision keeping her. I never had much of parental presence on my life and deep down I’m afraid that I will somehow mess this up. I know I love her and that she’s part of me but the fear of failure is still there nagging at the back of my mind.  
 
    “You are so precious, Annabel. I hope mommy doesn’t ruin you the way she was ruined. You are far too perfect for that.” Nuzzling her cheek with my nose, I press a kiss to her cheek when I hear the bike pulling in. My head snaps up and so does D.’s. We both watch as Blade pulls in and parks. He climbs off the bike with ease, setting his helmet on the seat before sauntering up the steps. His eyes find mine and the world melts around us.  
 
    “You okay?” he asks, looking from me to the dog and back. 
 
    “Just apologizing to our daughter in advance.”  
 
    Blade sighs and walks closer, sitting on the swing next to me. He reaches over and pulls Annabel from my arms and into his. He watches her face in amazement. 
 
    “She’s beautiful, yeah?” 
 
    “She is. I’m still scared, Blade. I don’t want to mess her up. What if I ruin her? What if I can’t be the kind of mom that she needs?”  
 
    Blade shifts Annabel into his other arm before wrapping his free arm around my shoulder and pulling me into his side. “Nothin’ in life is easy, Lola. You of all people know that first hand but we can’t look at the future the same way we did the past. We have to move forward, and as we do, new things will come into focus. You won’t ruin her because you love her. We both do and that’s what we need to focus on.” His words warm my heart and steal my breath away.  
 
    “Do you always have to know exactly what to say?” I ask as I reach up and wipe a tear from my eye. Blade leans in and presses a kiss to the top of my head.  
 
    “I know because it’s true. We messed up a lot before we were thrown together, Lola. We can figure everything else out along the way. I just need to know somethin’,” he says softly, his arm tightening around me. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Do you love me?” he asks sweetly.  
 
    Of all the things I thought I would have been doing right now in my life, sitting on a porch swing with Blade, Annabel, and Diablo professing my love wasn’t one of them.  
 
    “You brought me back to life more than once. You showed me what it was to live and love, and I can say with all honesty that I love you more than life.” Blade moves so that he’s facing me before leaning in and kissing me roughly. Resting his forehead against mine, the world slowly fades and all that’s left is us. His breath mingles with mine as love races through me.  
 
    “I want everything with you, Lola. You’ve crushed every wall I had around my heart and let yourself in. There is nothin’ more I want than you and this baby.” Hearing him say the words cause tears to spring to my eyes.  
 
    “Marry me!” I blurt out without thinking about it. Oh my God. I didn’t! 
 
    “Are you askin’ me to marry you?” Blade chuckles under his breath.  
 
    “Blade…I…” 
 
    “Yes. I’d marry you a million times.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Thank you for reading Blade! If you enjoyed his story please leave a review! 
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