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BETRAYED

	


Chapter 1

	Veronica

	 

	Tony heaved one more time before collapsing on top of me, his sweaty body sticking uncomfortably to mine. I forced myself to think of another place than this, that I wasn’t lying on a cheap comforter under the heavy biker but instead somewhere warm, like Florida. I would be enjoying the sun as it soaked into my skin, cushioned by sugary white sand, without a care in the world.

	 

	But that was just a silly dream, a way for me to escape what was the reality of my life. 

	 

	“Fuck,” Tony breathed by my ear, his sweat pooling against my chest. There was going to come a day when the overweight biker keeled over from a heart attack, but I could only hope and pray it wasn’t while I was under him. “You never fail to disappoint.”

	 

	“Just doing my job,” I muttered. “Can you get off of me? I can’t breathe.”

	 

	He grunted but complied, pushing off of me and standing, his dark eyes raking down my naked body. I rolled my eyes as his hand went to his cock, sitting up on the bed. 

	 

	“Your time is over Tony.”

	 

	“I could go again.”

	 

	I ignored him, pushing myself off the bed and brushing past him. I didn’t like to linger with any of them. That wasn’t my job. My job was to fuck them and leave them, moving on to the next one without so much as a thought to what I was doing. After four years, I had programmed myself to do just that. 

	 

	“Hey, come on Veronica,” he said, grabbing my arm and pulling me against him, his fetid breath causing my stomach to roll. While Tony wasn’t my favorite, he didn’t leave bruises like the rest, and if he wasn’t so big, I might have actually enjoyed the act. “We’ve got time for another round.”

	 

	I pushed at his chest. 

	 

	“You can’t afford another round. Now let me go.”

	 

	His cell vibrated on the table and he pushed me away with a growl, grabbing at it. 

	 

	“Go get cleaned up and get the hell out, then. I got work to do.”

	 

	“Gladly,” I said, making my way to the bathroom where I had left my bag. 

	 

	Grabbing a wet cloth, I cleaned myself up, wiping down my body to get rid of Tony’s smell. I was a few hours from being able to shower the day’s stench, but the wet cloths I kept in my bag did enough of a trick to help me forget. 

	 

	Throwing the cloth in the trash, I stared at the woman in the mirror. The same freckled face stared back at me, with a riot of red curls that were thrown over my shoulder. I hated my long hair. It was thick and impossible to tame even on a good day, but the request – no, the demand – was that the guys liked it long, so I was unable to cut it the way I wanted to. Wide green eyes fringed by strawberry lashes seemed tired, impossibly tired, but there was nothing I could do about that now. 

	 

	I had a job to do.

	 

	I gathered my clothes and slipped into them, before stepping into my boots. Today’s outfit: a pair of tight leather pants that hung low on my hips, complimented by a halter top that showed the expanse of my back. Some days I wore heels, but not today. My left ankle was killing me from a fall the night before and the boots seemed to protect it better. 

	 

	I fluffed out my curls and, after a few swipes of gloss, I grabbed my bag and stepped out, stopping short of the doorway as I heard my brother’s voice fill the air. Damn Tony. He couldn’t hear worth a damn, so he was forever putting his calls on speaker. 

	 

	“I told you to be ready tomorrow,” my brother said angrily as Tony wiped his face with his hand. “Screw this shipment up and I will gut you.”

	 

	“I won’t screw it up,” Tony said, his hand shaking as he held the phone. “I know how important this is.”

	 

	“Important?” my brother repeated. “This heroin shipment will bring millions to the club.”

	 

	“I know, I know,” Tony reiterated. 

	 

	I edged along the doorway, mentally filing away everything I was hearing. Another heroin shipment. The Blood Eagles would be itching to get their hands on that kind of money. 

	 

	Tony swung his gaze over to me. 

	 

	“I got to go,” he said before ending the call. 

	 

	I straightened my shoulders and held out my hand. 

	 

	“My money, now.”

	 

	His eyes grew hard as he threw the phone on the bed, but I refused to cower. The retaliation on his end would be ten times worse if he didn’t pay the club whore. 

	 

	“Yeah, whatever,” he finally said, reaching for his pants. “Next time I want double.”

	 

	I laughed as he handed me a wad of bills, not bothering to count them. 

	 

	“Yeah, me too.”

	 

	“Get out,” he said, turning his back on me. 

	 

	I shouldered my bag and walked out of the room, stuffing the bills into my pocket. Tony would get over it and next week I would be back in his little hovel of a room, doing the same thing. Despite the fact I hated having sex with him, Tony was a regular customer, and he paid exactly what he was supposed to pay without giving any lip. 

	 

	I couldn’t say the same thing for the rest.

	 

	The sun was shining as I stepped outside, pulling my sunglasses over my eyes as I started down the street. I fucking hated my life. The dreams about being on a beach… that was all crap. For four years I had been servicing the members of the Blood Eagles, passed around from member to member until they all became a blur. I had done things I wasn’t proud of, but now taking the money didn’t even bother me. I needed the money.

	 

	Not that it was helping. 

	 

	Clearing my throat, I thought about my brother, Roger. He was the reason I was in this mess to begin with, selling his only sister to the club to settle his own debts. I had gone from a high school graduate with college on her mind to a prostitute. I had fought – oh, I had fought – the first few months. The bruises, the broken bones… they had taught me a valuable lesson quickly. I wasn’t going anywhere.

	 

	So, I’d taken matters into my own hands. I’d started charging for my services, haggling with Hector Blackwood and the others on a price to buy my freedom and working on that goal. The problem was, they enjoyed changing their minds constantly. Just when I thought I was close on getting out, they would raise the price and I was stuck once more. I hated it. I hated them. I hated my brother. 

	 

	I turned down the alley, feeling some of the tension ease from my shoulders as I walked toward the small crappy apartment they let me have on the backside of the clubhouse. It was the only place I could get away for a while, forget who I was and how my life had ended up. 

	 

	But they were underestimating me as well. They might see me as a whore who did nothing but spread her legs, but I had been gathering their secrets for years.

	 

	And now I was ready to sell them to their enemy in my own bid of freedom.

	 


Chapter 2

	Colby

	 

	I adjusted the collar of my shirt, looking in the mirror to make sure it was laying flat. I wasn’t keen on wearing the dress shirt, but today was a special day, and the last thing I wanted was to ruin it for Branden and Laura. 

	 

	The collar looked fine, so I reached for my vest, sliding the leather on over the dress shirt, and ran a hand through my hair. Of course, today wasn’t a normal wedding for the couple, not when they were surrounded by a large group of bikers, myself included. My brother was the president of the Frontier Reapers, a clubhouse that all of us had been members of, my younger brother included, for years. We were a family, a brotherhood that would only be separated by death, and I was proud to wear this vest today. 

	 

	A hand clapped me on the shoulder, and I turned to see a grinning Jaxon standing behind me. Jaxon was the youngest of the three brothers and by far the most aggravating. 

	 

	“I can’t believe that Brandon is biting the bullet today.”

	 

	I grinned. 

	 

	“What? You don’t like Laura?”

	 

	Jaxon shook his head. 

	 

	“I like her just fine. Don’t go spreading rumors that I don’t. She will cut off my balls.”

	 

	Laughing, I gripped his shoulder with my own hand. 

	 

	“Don’t worry, you’re safe. I’m just glad Branden is happy.”’ 

	 

	And he was. The grin he’d had on his face since the day she agreed to marry him couldn’t be wiped off. 

	 

	“Me too,” Jaxon admitted, dropping his hand from my shoulder. “I just always thought you would be first to get hitched.”

	 

	His words hit me square in the chest, a turbulence of emotions running through my body. It wasn’t because of his words, but of the meaning behind them. 

	 

	“I’m going to check on Branden,” Jaxon was saying, oblivious to my inner struggle. “We got ten minutes.”

	 

	“Yeah, sure,” I said, swallowing past the lump in my throat. “I’ll be right there.”

	 

	Jaxon walked out of the small room we were getting dressed in, and I blew out a breath, staring hard at my reflection in the mirror. The man staring back didn’t look ruffled on the inside, freezing up every time he thought about what could have been. 

	 

	No, the man staring back was a hard-ass, a man that loved the women and tattooing, riding his bike with very little cause for concern for his own life. 

	 

	But inside, I didn’t feel like that. I woke up this morning knowing that at some point during the day I would think about her, think about the life I was supposed to have. 

	 

	“Shit,” I muttered, running a hand roughly through my hair. 

	 

	Wild horses couldn’t drag me away from participating in this wedding, but it wasn’t the place I really wanted to be. Hell, I wanted to get rip-roaring drunk, which I planned to at the reception. I wanted to forget the pain, like my heart had been ripped from my chest.

	 

	All because I had dared to think I could have a normal fucking life. 

	 

	Finding a chair, I sank into it. I had to get myself together before I stood next to Branden, or he would know what was up. He knew the entire story, one that had spilled out after a shit ton of alcohol and a few damn tears I didn’t like to remember. It was easy to hide the inward pain, pain that hadn’t been caused just by her.

	 

	I wanted to push the people in the gateway in front of me, eager to get off the damn plane and into the arms of the one person that could give me the comfort I needed. Tonight, I would spend some much-needed time with Amelia, my fiancée, and tomorrow we would drive to Washington for Paul’s funeral. My heart ached, but I pushed it aside. Now wasn’t the time to dwell on his death. He was gone and if he knew the tears I had cried for his ass, he would laugh in my face. 

	 

	Still, it didn’t seem right that Paul was really gone. We had met in boot camp and had become fast friends over our love for fast bikes and loose women. When he had found out that we would be stationed in Iraq together, the fucker had brought enough posters of both to decorate our tent. I had confided in him about my entire life, my brothers, Amelia, everything. In turn, he had told me about the woman he was going to propose to when we got back. 

	 

	And now he was arriving in a damn wooden box.

	 

	My throat closed up as I finally made it through the gate and down the escalator, searching for a familiar redhead that I could hold in my arms. Amelia and I had been together since high school, and before this tour I had put a ring on her finger, promising her the damn white picket fence and shit once I returned. While I still had a year left on this tour, they had allowed me to come home for Paul’s funeral for a few days, three days that I planned to spend with her.

	 

	The baggage claim came into view and I spotted Amelia near the entrance, my heart nearly beating out of my chest. I could almost smell her perfume, I was so fucking close. 

	 

	She turned, and I grinned, shouldering the duffel bag as I approached her. 

	 

	“Aren’t you a sight for sore eyes babe.”

	 

	“Colby,” she said, her smile not reaching her eyes. “I-I’m glad you made it.”

	 

	I frowned. Hell, this was not how I planned for this to go. I fully expected to be kissing her before we made it out of the airport, potentially fucking her in the car before we got on the highway. 

	 

	“What’s wrong?”

	 

	She looked away and I felt my chest cave in. 

	 

	“Maybe we should get in the car.”

	 

	I dropped my bag, reaching for her arm. 

	 

	“What is it? Is it my family?” 

	 

	God, I couldn’t take any more bad news today.

	 

	Amelia shook her head, drawing in a deep breath before she looked at me. It was then I saw the tears in her eyes, the same eyes that I dreamed about at night. 

	 

	“I-I didn’t want to do this here, but I can’t lie to you. I… there’s someone else, Colby. I’m so sorry.”

	 

	“What the hell?” I asked, my voice surprisingly calm and nothing like the rage that was building. 

	 

	I couldn’t have heard her right. I had been protecting my ass, keeping it alive overseas, and she had been fucking someone else? Oh hell, no!

	 

	She took a step back, covering her stomach with her arm. I noticed that the ring was missing from her finger, the one that she had picked out herself. 

	 

	“I’m pregnant, Colby. I-I love him.”

	 

	I didn’t want to ask who. Hell, it didn’t matter at this point. Guilt was written all over her face and she was carrying his bastard. 

	 

	“Fuck you,” I bit out, picking up my bag. “I hope you are fucking happy.”

	 

	She colored as people started to stare. 

	 

	“Colby, I don’t want it to be like this between us.”

	 

	I gave her a harsh laugh. 

	 

	“Babe, there is no us anymore.”

	 

	I jolted out of the memory, swearing that I’d let it sneak up on me once again. 

	 

	Fuck Amelia. I had gone to Paul’s funeral and pushed Amelia out of my mind…

	 

	Out of my heart had taken a lot longer, and I had nearly killed myself in an attempt to do so. 

	 

	Standing, I forced myself to walk toward the door. I was going to get my big brother married then find some random chick for hot reception sex later on. Fuck that white picket life and ex-fiancées who knew how to kick a man when he’s down.

	 

	 


Chapter 3

	Veronica

	 

	I shouldn’t be here.

	 

	The thought ran through my mind more than once as I stood in the corner of the room, watching the rest of the party-goers enjoy the reception. The funny thing was, not many of them had even given me a second glance, and I had stayed largely away from those that would know my face, just in case. 

	 

	Truthfully, I didn’t want to ruin the president of the Frontier Reapers wedding day. No, that was the last thing I wanted to do, and he had looked so damn happy with his new bride that I had thought about leaving just so I wouldn’t. I wasn’t one to make a big scene, more comfortable in private than I was in the limelight. If the wrong person recognized me, they would make some sort of scene about my being there and ruin all my plans of getting away from the Blood Eagles.

	 

	Hell, I even brought a gift for the happy couple, acting like I had been invited all along. 

	 

	Taking a sip of my champagne, I watched as Branden and his bride danced to their first song, my heart twisting just a little at their smiling faces. He was lucky to find love in the lives we led, and I sincerely hoped that it would be forever. While I had sex so casually that most would think I had hardened myself against any sort of feelings, I was still human. I still dreamt of the day I could walk away from that life and forget it had ever happened, move to Florida where no one would know me and start over. 

	 

	I didn’t, however, dream of the white picket fence and the two-point-five kids in the yard. That would mean I would have to trust someone completely, much like the couple I was watching. I couldn’t. That dream had left the first week I had been beaten into submission by the leaders of the Blood Eagles, doing things to me that I never wanted to experience again. I had pressed on, knowing that I had to survive to one day get to this moment in my life, and I was not going to ruin it by trusting in another human being. The one person I should have been able to trust had sold me out, put me in this life, and had no qualms about letting me suffer all these years. 

	 

	I hated my brother for it. 

	 

	No, the one thing I wanted was just to be free, to make my own way in life and forget that this part of it had ever existed. 

	 

	But first, I would have to sell out the information I was privy to, sell out an entire club and my brother as well. I could very well get killed for what I was going to do, but at the very least I would be free. 

	 

	Reaching into my purse, my hands ran across the small leather notebook I had stuffed in there earlier. I knew that no person was going to believe just my word, so I had taken it upon myself to write it down, all the conversations about the heroin shipment I had heard about, including the names of the people involved. I had phone numbers, drop points, everything about those shipments that Tony and others had spilled. Even my own brother had let it slide about where the shipments were coming from, which was a bonafide win for whomever got this little book. They could take over the sales or turn it all over to the cops; either one would be strong enough to cripple the Blood Eagles. 

	 

	Me, I didn’t care. 

	 

	Why should I? The Blood Eagles had done nothing to help me out, only upping the ante every time I thought I could get even remotely close to leaving that life behind. I secretly wished that all of them, including my brother, burned in hell for what they had put me through. 

	 

	But jail or death would be good enough for me. Once I’d found someone to help me out from the Frontier Reapers, the Blood Eagles’ nemesis, I could start to think of a future that didn’t require me to be on my back.

	 

	Or knees.

	 

	Or somewhere in between. 

	 

	“Well, well. Who let you in here?”

	 

	I swallowed hard, knowing I had been found out, before turning to face that deep voice. Of all people, I hadn’t wanted to get caught by one of the Morrison brothers. Putting on my mask, I curved my mouth into a smile. 

	 

	“Colby Morrison. Aren’t you a sight for sore eyes?”

	 

	He grinned, his eyes dulled from the alcohol, and I steeled myself against the warmth that was spreading through my body by his closeness. 

	 

	Colby Morrison was a woman’s gift from God himself, with his piercing blue eyes and dark blond hair that never seemed to lay down right but still looked sexy. His body was built so divinely that I practically had to keep the drool from running out of my mouth. Everyone knew the Morrison brothers, but it was Colby that was discussed amongst the women, despite the warring between the clubhouses. 

	 

	But he had been off limits, due to me wanting to keep my head on my shoulders, knowing that if I co-mingled with the enemy, the Blood Eagles would kill me. I was taking a huge risk, being here right now. 

	 

	Colby relaxed against the wall that I was presently holding up, crossing his arms over his chest. With his sleeves rolled up to his elbows, I was getting a great look at his massive forearms, striped with the intricate tats that he was known for. 

	 

	“Veronica. I think you have wandered into the wrong wedding.”

	 

	“Are you so sure about that?” I asked huskily, raking my eyes down his body suggestively.  

	 

	Maybe running into Colby wasn’t such a bad thing. His reputation was that of a playboy, but never had I heard of him harming a woman intentionally. He was known as the nice brother, the one who had a haunted past but didn’t quite fit in with the whole biker demeanor. He had the look, definitely, but there was something soft in his eyes, something you usually didn’t see with the men I dealt with.

	 

	He laughed, the smile reaching his eyes. Lord he was lovely. 

	 

	“Depends on what you are wanting, I guess, then. I know you didn’t just come to see my big brother get hitched.”

	 

	I smiled for real this time, unable to help it. He was that infectious. Moving closer to him, I saw his eyes briefly widen as he got a hint of my cleavage with the subtle shift. He wasn’t the only one that knew how to play the opposite sex. 

	 

	“I do need something, and you are just the man I think I’m looking for.”

	 

	“Oh really?” he asked huskily, his deep baritone sending shivers down my spine. “And what would a Blood Eagle want from a Frontier Reaper?”

	 

	I ran a finger down the front of his shirt, his spicy cologne mixed with the beer he was drinking playing tricks on my own mind. 

	 

	“I’m not a damn Blood Eagle, make sure you remember that. I want a trade.”

	 

	Colby arched his brow, surprise filtering his handsome features. 

	 

	“A trade? Now that’s not what I had in mind at all.”

	 

	Despite my years of practice in the seduction of men, I found myself blushing. I shouldn’t get Colby to help me. I was putting more than just my life on the line with him. Placing my hand on my hip, I cleared my throat. 

	 

	“Are you interested or not, Colby Morrison?”

	 

	 


Chapter 4

	Colby

	 

	Hell, yes, I was interested.

	 

	My cock throbbed to life as I took in her pouty red lips, the way her mouth quirked up in a sultry smile as she roamed her eyes over my body. I shouldn’t be. I should be escorting Veronica out of the reception before her presence caused a scene and ruined Brendan’s big day. 

	 

	But I couldn’t make myself do so. It was something about the way she had been standing, all alone in a room full of people, that had caught my eye first. Well, that and the flaming red hair she had. I was a sucker for redheads, and, even before I knew who she was, I wanted her badly. I shouldn’t, due to the fact that redheads had nearly ruined my life years ago. I should move on, go for a blonde or brunette to protect my damn heart, but I couldn’t stay away. 

	 

	And now, since I learned the identity of this particular redhead, I could not walk away. She had some balls coming here, taking a chance with her damn life. Something close to desperation must have brought her here. Even in my alcohol fueled haze, I could see how uncomfortable she looked. 

	 

	Hell, I would be too if I was in a room full of my enemies. Veronica was well known in these parts between both clubhouses, though I hadn’t heard of her hawking her wares to any Frontiers. She was, well, a whore for the Blood Eagles, taking her cash in exchange for sex and, from what I had heard, pretty damn good at her job. 

	 

	It still, though, didn’t explain why the hell she had come to this wedding. 

	 

	I crossed my arms over my chest and kept my grin, finding her the most intriguing thing in the room right this moment. She had thrown out a challenge, and, as much as I would have hated to admit it to her, I was very interested in what she might be offering. 

	 

	“That’s a loaded question,” I finally said. “What kind of trade are you proposing?”

	 

	She pushed her hair back from her face, and I was momentarily mesmerized by her hair. Damn! It was a glossy red, reminding me of Amelia’s hair and how it used to thread through my fingers like strands of a fiery sun. My breath stuttered in my chest, and I tried to fight around it, tamping down all the feelings I had harbored for years deep in its own lockbox. It was this damn wedding that had my feelings all up in arms. That, and my conversation with Jax earlier. Shit, I wanted out of here and soon, before I lost it. 

	 

	“Is this really a good place to discuss this?” 

	 

	I looked around, catching my brother and his new wife dancing. Jaxon was on the sidelines, his stance just as uneven as mine was, fueled by the shots before the wedding and the guzzling of beer afterward. I had a million things to do tonight, including getting the hell away from here and finding a woman to fuck.

	 

	But Veronica… hell, I hadn’t considered her until just then. She could easily be the woman that could make me forget the onslaught of memories. She was exactly the type that had the no-strings-attached motto. I didn’t care if she had serviced the entire Eagles club for years, either. She wouldn’t have stars in her eyes and likely could teach me a thing or two in the same breath. My cock jumped against my pants, and I shifted my stance. My mind wasn’t the only thing that wanted her.

	 

	And she wanted something from me. 

	 

	“You’re right,” I finally said, pushing away from the wall. “Shall we go somewhere a bit more private to discuss?”

	 

	She smiled, and I resisted the urge to place a kiss on the side of her mouth, the crease where her lips met.  No, I would lick that spot, to see if she tasted like strawberries. 

	 

	“I would like that.”

	 

	I placed my hand on her lower back and could have sworn she sucked in a breath in return as I guided her through the crowd. I stayed well away from Jaxon and the newlyweds, keeping to the fringe of the majority of attendees. Veronica’s presence would bring about questions and potentially end this interesting connection before it got good and started. That, and my brothers would rake me over the coals for taking her up on her challenge. Despite being a woman, Veronica was not the person to get entangled with, and I hoped that her trade wasn’t something too deep. Still, I had to give it to her: she had lasted this long in a room full of Blood Eagles. 

	 

	Was she a spy for the Frontiers? I wouldn’t put it past Hector. After all, he had nearly killed Laura before escaping our clutches just when we had him trapped. He knew that Brendan wanted revenge as well as everyone else in this damn reception hall. Veronica’s presence would bring about a thought or two about what Hector was using her for. 

	 

	After all, she could have no other reason to be here. 

	 

	I stopped her as we made it into the hallway, spinning her around until she was pressed up against the wall, my hands on her upper arms. I felt the softness of her flesh under my fingers and did my damndest to ignore it. I had to find out why Veronica was truly here. 

	 

	“Why are you here?”

	 

	Her eyes went wide, and her lips parted, my cock twitching in response as I thought about what she probably could do with those lips. Damn it was way too long since I’d had a woman in my bed. 

	 

	“W-what do you mean?”

	 

	I leaned close, until I could smell nothing but her heady perfume filling my senses. 

	 

	“Are you spying on my brother or the clubhouse?”

	 

	She seemed surprised by my question. 

	 

	“S-spying? For who?”

	 

	As soon as the words were out of her mouth, her expression changed, and she looked angry. 

	 

	“Hell, no! I’m not spying for those bastards! I-I’m here for me and me only. I swear it.”

	 

	I believed her, but she still needed to know I wasn’t going to let her off the hook that quick. Slowly, I slid my hands up her bare arms until they were barely cupping her neck. I could feel the rapid beat of her pulse under my hand, the softness of her skin as my thumb skimmed over it. 

	 

	“If I find out otherwise, I will not hesitate to kill you. Do you understand?”

	 

	To my surprise, she didn’t bat an eye. 

	 

	“I would expect no less. Now, can we go?”

	 

	I released her neck and offered her my arm. 

	 

	“Come on then. We have some things to discuss.”

	 

	 


Chapter 5

	Veronica

	 

	I fidgeted with my purse as I rode in the passenger seat of Colby’s truck, somewhat rattled from what had just happened.

	 

	That, and how easily he had agreed to help me. 

	 

	“So,” I said as he turned off the main road. “Do you want to know what I want?”

	 

	“No,” he said softly. “I’d rather we get to know each other first.”

	 

	My lips curved into a smile as I understood what he meant, wondering if I’d had the same impact on him as he’d had on me. My heartbeats tripled; the tingling in my body was something I hadn’t felt in a long time. This was different than me just going to a client. I wasn’t going to get paid for this sex. 

	 

	No, this was all about me and Colby and nothing else. 

	 

	He pulled into a drive, and I looked up, spying a small brick house with a neat front yard. 

	 

	“Is this your place?”

	 

	He shut off the engine before looking over at me, his eyes boring into mine. 

	 

	“It is my home-sweet-home. Care to see the inside?”

	 

	I reached for the door handle, giving him a healthy look at my cleavage before opening the door. 

	 

	“Sure.”

	 

	His chuckles followed me as I climbed out of the truck and followed him up the concrete sidewalk, noting the two motorcycles under the carport. There was very little I knew about Colby Morrison. An ex-marine, he was known for his playboy demeanor but could be a hard-ass biker when need be. 

	 

	That, and he was a very private person. 

	 

	He opened the door and I stepped inside, taking in the tidy space in the moonlight. Everything was neat and orderly, a massive TV entertainment system along the wall causing me to smile. 

	 

	“Have problems seeing the TV?”

	 

	His arm went around my waist and he spun me around, chuckling. 

	 

	“Don’t all men?”

	 

	I placed my hands on his shoulders, feeling his muscles flex against my touch. 

	 

	“Or are you making up for something else that is lacking?”

	 

	He pressed against me until our bodies were flush with one another, and I felt wet heat pool between my legs. No, he was definitely not lacking in that area. 

	 

	“You tell me Veronica.”

	 

	I swallowed hard as I slid my hands up his neck to his face, his skin warm under my touch. His breath hitched slightly as I leaned forward and took his lower lip between my teeth, sucking on it lightly. Colby’s arm tightened around my waist, his other hand roaming down my back, cupping my ass. 

	 

	I couldn’t remember the last time I had been so aroused.

	 

	Releasing his lip, I reached inside his vest, sliding my hand into his dress shirt to touch his chest underneath. 

	 

	“Why don’t you show me, Colby?” I whispered.

	 

	“Gladly,” he responded, crushing his lips to mine. 

	 

	I moaned low in my throat and threw my arms around his neck, pulling him closer to get a taste of Colby Morrison. Warning bells went off in my head, but I ignored them. If this was how I got him on my side, then so be it. 

	 

	It wasn’t going to be the same with him as it was with the others.

	 

	His hands made quick work of the zipper on my dress, pulling it down so that he could touch my bare skin. I sighed against his lips before removing my arms from around his neck, working the straps of my dress over my shoulders so that it would pool to the floor. Underneath, I was wearing a pair of lacy panties and nothing else, something I hadn’t truly thought about until now. 

	 

	“Shit,” he said as his eyes roamed my curves appreciatively. “You’re fucking gorgeous.”

	 

	I blushed, more so from his honest words than because I was naked before him. Why did he have this weird affect on me? 

	 

	“Time to show me what you got, Morrison?”

	 

	He grinned, and my insides quivered, watching as he stripped off his vest and shirt in rapid succession. Colby was exactly what I had pictured, his tats running up his arms and onto his chest in a myriad of colors. 

	 

	What I hadn’t expected was the large section of scar tissue on his abdomen, wrapping around his sides. 

	 

	“What happened?”

	 

	He reached for the belt on his jeans. 

	 

	“Later.”

	 

	The tone was enough to make me drop it for now, my own mouth going dry as he stripped his jeans off, his cock springing forward heavy with need. 

	 

	“You’re gorgeous too,” I said, meaning it. 

	 

	Even the scars seemed to add to his gorgeousness. 

	 

	Colby didn’t say anything. Instead, he reached for me. 

	 

	“Enough talking, come here.”

	 

	I couldn’t help but agree. His hands found my breasts as his mouth covered mine, causing me to melt against him and enjoy his touch. My own hands roamed his chest, down to his abdomen where I caressed the puckered skin there, making sure I didn’t stay too long. His lips travelled down my jaw and onto my neck, teasing the sensitive area above my collarbone and causing me to gasp aloud. 

	 

	“You like that,” he said, not a question but a statement.

	 

	I squeaked out a ‘yes’, my hands blindly reaching for his cock. I didn’t need any foreplay with Colby. I was already soaking wet. 

	 

	Colby chuckled, then groaned as I found what I was looking for. He was hot and heavy in my hand and I stroked him lightly, enjoying the feel. He was going to feel damn good once we got to doing this thing.

	 

	Colby’s mouth found my erect nipple and I gasped as he sucked it, a white-hot heat shooting through my body. I couldn’t hold on much longer, and he hadn’t even touched me yet. 

	 

	“God, you are hot,” he mumbled against my breast, his hands skimming my hips and tugging on my panties. “I want you so badly.”

	 

	I couldn’t agree more. I stepped out of my panties, and he lifted me up in his arms, swinging me around until my bare back was pressed against the wall. 

	 

	“Are we good?” he asked roughly, his eyes on mine. 

	 

	I nodded, breathless with anticipation. My legs went around his waist and he drove into me hard, filling every crevice unlike anyone else had done before. All of my years of experience flew out the window, and I could only focus on one thing and one thing only: the feel of him driving into me, shaking me to the core. 

	 

	“Fuck,” Colby breathed into my ear, his teeth grazing my lobe. “You are so wet.”

	 

	I sobbed as the orgasm hit me, causing me to see stars. Damn, that felt good. Colby continued to pound into me and roared to his own orgasm a moment later, his powerful body going limp with exhaustion and the force. I laid my head back on the wall as my body pulsated around his, feeling the nice flush of afterglow take over. While our coupling had been short and sweet, it had been everything I had expected – and more. 

	 

	I had just fucked Colby Morrison, a sworn enemy to the clubhouse I was supposed to be loyal to. If anyone found out, I would die for this indiscretion.

	 

	Especially since I wouldn’t be collecting any money on the Blood Eagles’ behalf.

	 

	Colby slid out of my body and lowered me to the floor, my knees shaking as he did so. 

	 

	“I…” he started, taking a step back. “I shouldn’t have done that.”

	 

	I let out a bark of laughter. 

	 

	“As if I tried to stop you.” 

	 

	He looked a bit put out that he had indeed taken me up against the wall, and I felt my heart lurch sideways at the thought of him actually caring about me and my comfort. 

	 

	When was the last time someone had given two shits about me? Clearing my throat, I threw on my smile, my one shining piece of myself that I often hid behind. 

	 

	“Hey, don’t worry about it, really. I prefer the wall versus the rug anyway. Less rug burns.”

	 

	Colby chuckled and stole my breath with his twinkling eyes. Dammit! 

	 

	“You are a piece of work, Veronica.”

	 

	I gave a little laugh as I walked over and swiped my dress off the floor. 

	 

	“I try.”

	 

	He stopped me before I could put it back on. 

	 

	“I can get you a shirt or something if you prefer. The bathroom is right down the hall.”

	 

	I hesitated. We still had the thing I needed from him to talk about, and, until we did so, I couldn’t leave. Hell, I didn’t want to leave. I wanted his luscious body pressed up against mine once more, doing things to me that no one had done in years. He didn’t treat me like a vessel for his cock, more like… well, someone he gave a damn about. Did I really want to get away from him so soon? 

	 

	“I… okay, that will be great.”

	 

	Colby nodded, and I watched his bare ass disappear down the hall before I followed, finding the small bathroom off from the living room. I closed the door before slumping against it, my body and my heart going one way while my good common sense went in a completely different route. This was nothing more than two adults getting caught up in a moment of passion. We weren’t even going to do this again, yet my body was craving more from Colby. 

	 

	“Oh god, Veronica, get a grip!” I muttered as I walked over to the sink, splashing some water on my face. 

	 

	I was going to sell him the intel I had on the Blood Eagles and strike a bargain for my freedom. That was what I was here to do, nothing more. 

	 

	 


Chapter 6

	Colby

	 

	I pulled the t-shirt over my head before reaching in the closet for another, wanting nothing more to do than to crash in my big bed and sleep for a few hours. 

	 

	Well, maybe with Veronica at my side. 

	 

	Scrounging in my drawer for a pair of sweatpants, I carried the load of clothes back to the living room, my breath stuttering as I saw the naked woman in question standing near the couch. Damn, her body was fine, lush and ripe with that red hair spilling down her back. She clearly wasn’t ashamed to show it off, not even bothering to cover herself as I approached her. 

	 

	“Here,” I said, handing her the clothes. “They might be a bit big, but they should be comfortable at least.”

	 

	She gave me a smile. 

	 

	“Thanks. I will just go put them on, then.”

	 

	I nodded and watched as she walked into the bathroom, her pert ass causing my cock to twitch in response. Well, I had wanted to fuck a woman tonight, and tonight I had succeeded in doing so. The bad part about it was that she was a sworn enemy with some sort of deal she wanted to make with me. 

	 

	I’m sure sex against my wall hadn’t been part of her original plans. 

	 

	Running a hand through my hair, I sat down on the couch, my head still swimming partly from the beer, partly from the euphoria of the sex. What the hell was I thinking, bringing her here? What if it was something that put my family’s lives in danger. While we lived on the edge, Brendan now had a wife and kid to think about protecting. Anything and everything we did as a club put them in danger. I had to be more careful. My family always came first, the only people who had stood by me during the rough patches in my life. 

	 

	I would do anything to protect them. Anything.

	 

	The door opened, and she stepped out in my clothes, my head swelling as I saw how fucking great she looked in them. There had been a time when Amelia would forever swipe my clothes to wear, but Amelia and Veronica were the complete opposites. Amelia would never have walked around the house with nothing on, never have allowed me to fuck her against the wall without complaint. Amelia would never pick me up at a reception and give me mind-blowing sex in the matter of a few minutes.

	 

	Amelia had been the perfect woman, dependent and easily read… or, at least, I thought I’d known what she wanted.

	 

	Boy, had I been seriously wrong.

	 

	“Did you really have to give me a Seattle Seahawks shirt?”

	 

	I looked up to see Veronica holding the shirt away from her body in fake disgust. 

	 

	“What do you have against the hawks?” 

	 

	They were my team.

	 

	“They suck, for one,” she answered, her nose wrinkling as she looked at me. “And I’m more of a Raiders fan myself.”

	 

	“Then you are keeping that shirt on,” I grumbled as she sat beside me on the couch. “I will sway you over to the winning side.”

	 

	She smacked me with the pillow on the couch. 

	 

	“Maybe the other way around.”

	 

	I chuckled and nearly tackled her on the couch, before I remembered who she was and what we were doing here. This wasn’t fun-after-sex conversation, but, hell, it would be easy to have some fun with her. She was surprising me at every turn, which was an immediate concern for me. If I was smart, I would remember that she wasn’t just a girl and I wasn’t just a guy.  

	 

	“So, this great big favor you have.”

	 

	Her smile died, and she placed the pillow back on the couch. 

	 

	“Yeah, so I have some information that I want to barter. On the Blood Eagles and their movements.”

	 

	“Information?” I asked, my curiosity piqued. 

	 

	Ever since Hector had attacked Laura and nearly killed her, we had been looking for a way to get back at him, something that would hurt far deeper than just killing the bastard.

	 

	Veronica nodded. 

	 

	“Good information but I want something in return.”

	 

	I stretched my hand along the back of the couch, relaxing a bit. 

	 

	“Go on. I’m listening.”

	 

	Surprisingly, some of the bravado left her face, and for the first time Veronica showed me true emotion. 

	 

	She’s scared, I realized as she started to fidget with the sleeve of my t-shirt. 

	 

	“I-I want out. I want to be able to leave the club without retribution. I want to start fresh.”

	 

	I stared at her, anger sputtering in my body. What? What the hell did she mean by that? She couldn’t leave? 

	 

	“I don’t understand.”

	 

	She refused to meet my eye, taking a shuddering breath. 

	 

	“I’m trapped. I… well, you know what I do for the club. Hector told me that, if I made them some money, he would release me, but every time I approach him about it, they raise the stakes.” 

	 

	Then she looked at me, emotions swirling in her gorgeous eyes. 

	 

	“They will never let me go.”

	 

	I carefully schooled my emotions, though inside I wanted to find the bastard and beat him to a bloody pulp. Her reasoning was honest, and, despite what my common sense was telling me, I believed her. All this time we had spent together she had been this confident chick who could dish it out and take it, but now I was seeing a desperate woman, a broken woman, and I couldn’t fucking stand it. 

	 

	“What do you have in return?” I forced out.

	 

	She hesitated for a moment. 

	 

	“I have some inside on when they are going to drop the heroin shipments. It’s a hell of a lot of money they stand to lose if someone was to intersect it.”

	 

	I sucked in a breath. Everyone in the Frontier Reapers knew that the Blood Eagles were pumping the community with drugs. While we were no angels, the thought of heroin getting peddled in the community that I grew up in made me sick to my stomach. For months we had tried to trace the shipments, coming up empty every time.

	 

	But now, this could be our big break. 

	 

	“I would have to verify the information.”

	 

	Veronica nodded, a veil of red obscuring her face. 

	 

	“Yeah, sure, I don’t blame you. But once you do see I’m not lying, I will want an escort out of this place.”

	 

	Smuggling her out of Alaska wasn’t going to be a problem. 

	 

	“What about money?”

	 

	She looked over at me. 

	 

	“I’ve got enough of that to get me where I want to go. I just need the means to get by those bastards.”

	 

	I sat up, my hands on my knees. 

	 

	“Alright then. I will verify the information, and then we can hammer out the details.”

	 

	“Great,” she answered, standing. “I guess I need to get back before someone notices me gone.”

	 

	I stood as well. 

	 

	“Hell no. You have to stay here.”

	 

	 


Chapter 7

	Veronica

	 

	A laugh escaped me as I stared at Colby, not understanding his words. I had told him what I wanted him to know and thrown down my challenge, one that, as long as the information was correct, would be accepted. The elation and relief in my chest was something I couldn’t describe, the freedom I had longed for so long just outside my grasp. 

	 

	But stay here? I couldn’t do that. That would mean this would become more than just the one-time fuck against the wall. This could, unfortunately, become something more, something I could not handle right now. 

	 

	“You’re kidding right?” I asked, crossing my arms over my chest. 

	 

	The softness of his clothes hugged my entire body, and all I wanted to do was crawl into a bed that smelled like him and never let this budding warmth go. 

	 

	“No,” he forced out, picking up his clothes from the floor. “You can take my bed, and I will take the couch, but I can’t let you go yet. Not until I verify this information and ensure that you haven’t compromised your own safety.”

	 

	“Compromised my safety?” I forced out, my lungs seizing. “Of course, I’ve done that!” 

	 

	I had, after all, come home with him. If anyone got word or saw us together, I was royally screwed. 

	 

	“But I have to go back.”

	 

	He shook his head, his jaw clenched tightly. 

	 

	“Tell them you are sick or something. Give me a few days at least, and then we will figure out the rest.”

	 

	I looked at Colby hard, waiting to see him cave in, but there was no softness in his expression, his eyes murderous. I wasn’t going to win this fight, no matter how hard I pushed him. 

	 

	“Fine,” I bit out, my words coming out harsh. “I will stay two days.”

	 

	“Three.”

	 

	“Two-and-a-half, including tonight,” I countered back. It was going to be hard enough to stay that long with him just a few feet away. “Then you have to let me go back.”

	 

	He looked as if he was going to argue but finally dropped his stance. 

	 

	“Fine, but you can’t attempt to run away during that time period either. I can’t protect you if you do.”

	 

	I nearly laughed aloud as I thought about him protecting me. If Hector decided that he wanted to come after me, there was going to be nothing that Colby could do without the entire club behind him. 

	 

	And there was no doubt in my mind that they would wash their hands of me just as fast. 

	 

	No, Colby was my only chance at anything right now, and I would have to play by his rules. 

	 

	“Fine.”

	 

	“Fine,” he repeated. “Listen it’s late. Take the bedroom. I will camp out here on the couch tonight.”

	 

	“I can’t take your bed,” I protested as he gathered his clothes and headed to the bathroom.

	 

	“You are, and you will,” he called back, shutting the door behind him. 

	 

	I stood there for a moment, wondering where the hell I had lost the fight with him. I was going to stay with Colby Morrison, the man who had rocked my world just an hour before, and attempt to keep my hands to myself. 

	 

	Snorting, I ran my hands through my hair. Yeah right, that would be like me attempting to join a nunnery. 

	 

	This was going to turn out all kinds of wrong.

	 

	***

	 

	Hours later, I was tossing and turning in the massive bed, groaning as I looked at the clock. 

	 

	Three am. 

	 

	Great, just great. The chances of me going to sleep now were slim to none, and it had nothing to do with my energy and everything to do with Colby’s smell embedded in the covers. 

	 

	Sitting up, I threw the comforter aside and climbed out of the bed, looking around the bedroom. If I wasn’t going to sleep, I might as well snoop a bit, try to learn about the man who was potentially going to be my saving grace. 

	 

	The bedroom itself was pretty bare bones, with a basic bed and set of drawers. A bedside table held the alarm clock and now my phone, stuck on the borrowed charger. I crossed over to the closet and opened it carefully, not knowing how well Colby’s hearing was through the door. After he had grabbed a few things from the bedroom, he had told me good night and closed the door, leaving me to suffer through the hours with his smell on my skin, all around me. If I wanted to forget him, I was never going to in this place. 

	 

	The closet was neatly organized, most of his clothing dark and comfortable. I rooted around for anything particular, finding a garment bag in the far back. I flipped on the light and unzipped the bag. The blue, brown and reds of a marine uniform exposed itself in the dim lighting. So, the ex-marine rumors were true. I bet he was a handsome man in this uniform, and I had always been a sucker for a man in uniform.

	 

	Not club attire, but a god-honest uniform like this. 

	 

	Careful not to mess it up, I zipped the bag back up and backed out of the closet, feeling a bit guilty as to what I was doing. Colby, while a playboy with a quick smile, was not an open book. I wanted to learn something about him, to see that he had weaknesses like the rest of us, but to never use it against him. 

	 

	Such as the scars on his abdomen… Part of me was dying to know what had happened, but, based on his demeanor, he didn’t trust me enough to tell me the story. 

	 

	And I wanted him to trust me. 

	 

	The thought hit me square in the face, and I took in a shuddering breath. I didn’t trust anyone, knowing they would turn around and pawn me off for anything, like Roger had done all those years ago. 

	 

	But Colby… he was dangerous. I could find myself easily trusting him, that is, if he didn’t turn me in to the Blood Eagles for ratting them out. There was just something about him, something that made me go all gooey on the inside. 

	 

	Shaking him out of my thoughts, I walked over to the set of drawers and pulled the top one open. It looked like a junk drawer, with old phones, documents, and pocketknives strewn everywhere. I didn’t move anything, my eyes just glazing over the top before coming to rest on a small box that looked suspiciously like a jewelry box. Without so much as a thought, I reached in and pulled it out, my hands shaking as I opened the lid. 

	 

	It was a diamond ring.

	 

	My heart hammered against my chest as I looked at the twinkling diamond nestled on the black velvet bed, wondering why it was still in the box and not on some lucky lady’s finger. It was a gorgeous ring.

	 

	Sighing, I touched the diamond lightly. Had he broken some poor girl’s heart, or had someone done it to him? Where was she now? Was she the cause of the scars on his torso? My hands closed the box and put it back in the drawer, shutting it before I could do anything else. 

	 

	This was ridiculous. I didn’t want to feel these things for him. I didn’t want to have any rush of tenderness by thinking that he might have been dumped in his past. He was literally holding me prisoner right now, and all I could think about was going out there and wrapping my arms around him.

	 

	I was in this for one reason: to get out of this life I hated, to get away from bikers like him, and I wasn’t going to stop until I did.

	 

	 


Chapter 8

	Colby

	 

	I walked into the club, nodding to the few guys that were lounging around near the TV. The sky was dark and heavy with the threat of rain, which had driven me to drive the truck versus the bike today. The last thing I liked to do was get caught in a downpour and ride home with my ass cold and wet. 

	 

	“Colby. Glad to see you,” one of the members, Luke, said as I walked past the bar. “Need a beer?”

	 

	I needed much more than just a beer. I needed a feisty redhead to relieve the throb in my lower half. I had woken up this morning with a raging hard on, my dreams filled with Veronica’s sure hands and ruby red lips that had done nothing but torture me all night long. I had fully expected to see her gone this morning, but, instead, she was still holed up in the bedroom, likely avoiding me. 

	 

	I had hung around until lunchtime, finally leaving her a note that I had to go out but would be back before dark. The small thrill in knowing she would be there when I got back was making me desperate to return and quickly. 

	 

	“Yeah,” I finally said, realizing Luke was still waiting on me to respond. “I’ll take one.”

	 

	Luke reached into the fridge and grabbed me one, popping off the top before handing it to me. Luke was a resident bartender, making sure the fridges were stocked and the drinks never ceased to stop. 

	 

	“Here, you look like you need one.”

	 

	“Thanks,” I said before taking a healthy swallow. “Where’s my brother?”

	 

	Luke arched a brow. 

	 

	“I assume you mean Jaxon. You should know where the other one is.”

	 

	I chuckled. 

	 

	“Living it up on his honeymoon I hope.” 

	 

	Laura had talked Brendan into leaving for two weeks for their honeymoon down the coast, wanting to do some sightseeing before she was too big to travel. 

	 

	“They should have made it to Washington by now.”

	 

	Luke nodded. 

	 

	“They both deserve a break from this hell hole. Jax is in the back.”

	 

	I tipped my beer toward him before taking a series of halls to the back, where Brendan’s personal office was located. Brendan had asked us both who wanted to cover in his absence, and I had offered up Jaxon, not really wanting the responsibility. While the club was my family, it wasn’t my life and my brothers knew it. I was there when they needed me, but they both spent the majority of their time here, at the clubhouse. 

	 

	I suspected some of that would change now that Laura and the future kid were in the picture. 

	 

	Jaxon was seated at Brendan’s desk as I entered the office, his feet kicked back on the desktop as he talked on the phone. 

	 

	“Yes, I understand that, but I don’t think you fucking understand me. You screw this up, and I will come after you with guns blazing, you understand?”

	 

	I snorted with laughter as he mouthed ‘contractor’, knowing that Jax was in a war with one of the contractors renovating one of our rental properties. Unlike the Blood Eagles, we chose to dabble in real estate and retail businesses, the money behind the day-to-day operations. Our businesses were pretty lucrative, keeping Brendan, Jax and I from having to get real fucking jobs at least. 

	 

	Jax threw the phone on the desk and groaned, grinding at his eyes with the heels of his hands. 

	 

	“I don’t know how Brendan puts up with that ass wipe. Now he wants ten grand before he renovates the rest of the damn place.”

	 

	“Shit,” I said, sinking into the chair before the desk. “Ten grand? Really? Hadn’t we already paid him a hundred?”

	 

	“Yeah,” Jax answered darkly. “We have. I reminded him of that, but I think I’m going to have to pay him a visit before it’s all over with.” My brother blew out a breath before looking at me, a slow grin spreading across his face. “So, what happened to you last night?”

	 

	I took a swallow of my beer, sorting out what I was going to actually tell him. If I told him I had slept with the enemy, he would want details, tons of details, that I wasn’t ready to provide. 

	 

	“I don’t know what you mean.”

	 

	“Oh, come on,” Jax said, lacing his fingers over his stomach. “I saw you leave with a redhead. I didn’t catch her face, though, but… hell, I wish I’d seen her first.”

	 

	Inwardly I sighed in relief, glad that he hadn’t caught who it really was. 

	 

	“I got fucking laid, alright? It’s more than you are getting.”

	 

	Jax shot me the middle finger, laughing as he did so. 

	 

	“Well I’m glad to see it. I… hell, I shouldn’t have said what I said yesterday, Colby.” 

	 

	I cocked my head to the side, surprised. 

	 

	“What was that?”

	 

	He cleared his throat, his expression growing mournful. 

	 

	“About you being first to get married. I was fucking drunk, and I shouldn’t have brought it up to you. I know… well, I know it’s a sore spot.”

	 

	I shifted in my seat, half grateful that he was willing to apologize, but half pissed off that he thought he had to. Even after all this time, I couldn’t get her scrubbed from my mind or my damn heart. 

	 

	“It’s fine, really. I’m good.”

	 

	Jax nodded. 

	 

	“Good. You’re my brother. I don’t like to see you hurting.”

	 

	“Thanks,” I said before draining the rest of my beer. We really weren’t good at this mushy shit. “I came to tell you something I think you will be interested in.”

	 

	“Really, now?” Jax said, sitting up. “What’s that?”

	 

	Quickly, I told him what Veronica had told me about the heroin shipments last night, the details she had given me right before we had gone our separate ways. Jax’s eyes grew rounder as I laid out my plan and how we could confirm all this and not get caught. When I’d finished, Jax raised a hand to his hair, running through it slowly. 

	 

	“Shit, man, where did you get that kind of information? This is what we have been waiting for!”

	 

	“I know,” I said smugly, relaxing in the chair. “I can’t reveal my source, but it’s a damn good one Jax. I think this is it.”

	 

	Jax let out a low whistle, excitement in his expression. 

	 

	“We got to jump on this. I will round up some guys, and we can go within the hour. Damn, this is great.”

	 

	“I’m ready whenever you are,” I said as he stood. 

	 

	I was ready to finally find the information we needed to take down the Blood Eagles a few notches and make them suffer for a while. 

	 

	Jax clapped my shoulder with his hand before leaving the office, no doubt to see who was in the clubhouse that was readily available for some decon. I blew out a breath and looked up at the ceiling, my heart pounding against my chest. There was not a shred of doubt that Veronica was telling me the truth. I could feel it in my bones. 

	 

	I just hoped it came out to help us in the end and not get us killed.

	 

	***

	 

	Three hours later, I climbed out of the truck and shut the door, weary to the bone. We had carried out the surveillance of the spot where we would set up to catch them in a few days’ time. The area turned out to be bigger than we had expected, but not too difficult. 

	 

	Now I was glad to be home and eager to see what Veronica had been doing in my absence. I wouldn’t put it past her to have snooped through my things, but she wasn’t going to find much. I was a simple sort of guy, so I didn’t hide my secrets anywhere in my house. 

	 

	They were all in my head.

	 

	Pushing open the front door, I was immediately met with the smell of spaghetti sauce. 

	 

	She cooked?  Shit, now I was going to have to keep her if she cooked. I was a sucker for a home cooked meal.

	 

	 


Chapter 9

	Veronica

	 

	I smoothed the hair behind my ear as I heard Colby enter the house, feeling jittery and nervous all at once. What if he didn’t like spaghetti? What if I was being totally retarded, by even fixing him dinner? I hadn’t cooked in a long time but could still remember my mom’s spaghetti sauce recipe by heart, and, luckily, Colby had a decently stocked kitchen. 

	 

	I didn’t know what had possessed me to cook.

	 

	As Colby’s footsteps grew louder, I found myself eager to see his handsome face. Damn him, he had wormed his way past my defenses, and I was looking forward to seeing him. It was the only place I wanted to be and not tell him ‘goodbye’ as soon as I bought my freedom. 

	 

	Colby appeared in the doorway and leaned against it, crossing his arms over his chest. I found myself breathless over his grin, as his eyes roamed over my body encased in yet another set of his clothes. 

	 

	“Something smells damn good in here.”

	 

	I smiled a true smile, gesturing toward the stove. 

	 

	“I, uh, I thought you might like to have a home-cooked meal.”

	 

	“You thought right,” he answered, looking over my shoulder. “Should I put poison control on speed dial?”

	 

	The look on my face must have told him what I was thinking, because he laughed, holding up his hands. 

	 

	“Kidding, kidding. Thanks for thinking of me. I don’t expect you to do this sort of stuff.”

	 

	Neither did I, which was way more stressful than the comment about the poisoning. 

	 

	“Well it’s ready whenever you are. Can I get you a beer?”

	 

	“Only if you will have one.” 

	 

	Swallowing the nervousness, I walked over the fridge and pulled out two beers, removing their tops as he joined me. 

	 

	“Here,” I said, thrusting his toward him. “Cold and crisp.”

	 

	He took the beer and bent down, brushing his lips over mine. 

	 

	“Thank you.”

	 

	I made an awkward sound as he drew back, stepping away from him as I busied myself with piling the spaghetti on two plates. I wasn’t used to this kind of attention, this budding desire that was threatening to take me over completely. 

	 

	I shouldn’t want him this much, crave his attention, his smile…

	 

	Drawing in a breath, I pasted on a smile and walked to the table, setting the plates on the scarred top. Colby took a swig of his beer as he sat down in one of the chairs, gesturing for me to join him. 

	 

	“Come on, let’s eat. I’m starved.”

	 

	I took my seat and watched as he took a bite of the food, his eyes closing. 

	 

	“Oh god, this is good.”

	 

	A tiny thrill shot through me, and I found myself pleased that he found it so enjoyable. 

	 

	“Thanks. It was my mother’s recipe.”

	 

	“Thank your mother for me,” he answered between bites. 

	 

	I picked up my own fork and tasted the meal, glad that it did taste pretty good. At least he wasn’t having to lie about that. We ate in comfortable silence for a few moments, the only sound the distant thunder. 

	 

	“Sounds like we are going to get a storm tonight,” I remarked, twirling a noodle around with my fork.

	 

	“Yeah, the sky is pretty ugly,” Colby answered. “I like a good rainstorm.”

	 

	“Me too,” I admitted, giving him a slight smile. “My brother hates the thunder.” 

	 

	As soon as the words were out of my mouth, I wanted to force them back in. Sometimes random pieces of my childhood – when Roger and I were still on good terms – surfaced, and I forgot that I hated his guts. 

	 

	“Can I ask you a question?”

	 

	I looked up to see Colby watching me intently, his beer in his hand. 

	 

	“Um, sure.”

	 

	He cleared his throat. 

	 

	“How does a girl like you get into a mess like the Blood Eagles?”

	 

	I continued to stare at him, wondering if I could trust him with the truth. Not many people outside of the club knew the real reason why I was with the ruthless biker gang, and I didn’t like to air my family’s dirty laundry to everyone and their brother either. 

	 

	But Colby… I just felt this pull toward him, a pull that I could spill out my secrets and he would take them one by one. Could I trust him? Could I believe that he and I could be… well, friends?

	 

	“Hey, forget it,” he said suddenly, taking a draw of his beer. “I’m getting too personal.”

	 

	That’s when I knew he was different. 

	 

	“I… no, I don’t mind,” I said quickly, settling back in my chair. “My brother sold me to the club.”

	 

	Colby’s eyes widened. 

	 

	“What the hell?”

	 

	I shrugged, pretending like the ache wasn’t still there. 

	 

	“I was eighteen, about to start college, and Roger got into some trouble with the Eagles. He… he couldn’t pay them back for the drugs he was shooting up, so I was the bargaining chip.” 

	 

	I could still feel the roughness of the biker who had taken me off the street that day, tying me up for days until I understood I couldn’t go home. The first couple of ‘experiences’ had been rough, but, after a while, things had gotten just about as good as they could. Roger had forced me to write a letter to our mom, stating that I wasn’t coming home, and then beat me when I refused to do so.

	 

	She had died two years ago, thinking I had just abandoned her.

	 

	Colby lowered his beer to the table and I could see the anger flaring in his eyes. 

	 

	“He sold you for drugs?”

	 

	I nodded, feeling a bit embarrassed by his words. 

	 

	“Yeah, well, that’s why I can’t just walk away.” 

	 

	I was still repaying his debt after four years, though everyone that knew the story knew I had paid off the drugs a long time ago. 

	 

	“Hell,” Colby muttered, thrusting a hand through his hair. “Remind me next time to punch his ugly mug into next century.”

	 

	I stood up quickly, grabbing my plate. 

	 

	“I don’t need a hero for me. I just, I want to get out.”

	 

	He looked at me and I couldn’t stand the pity in his eyes. I didn’t want him to pity me. I was over the whole situation, cried my tears out long ago. I just, I wanted to feel normal. Tears clouded my eyes, and I angrily blinked them away as I turned toward the sink, the spaghetti now souring in my stomach. He had asked, I had told. Next time, I wouldn’t be so forthcoming with the information if I knew I would get a look like Colby was giving me now. 

	 

	When his hands landed on my shoulders, I trembled, nearly dropping the plate in the sink. 

	 

	“Hey,” he said, caressing my skin through his t-shirt. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to upset you.”

	 

	I drew in a shuddering breath and forced myself to turn to face him, as I had with everyone before in my life, and gave a little laugh, brushing it off. 

	 

	“It’s fine. You didn’t upset me. I’m over it.”

	 

	Colby’s eyes narrowed, and his hand moved to my cheek, the simple caress nearly causing my eyes to tear up once more. I couldn’t take this tenderness from him. Oh, he was ruining all my carefully laid plans! 

	 

	“No, you’re not. That whole situation… hell, you are a strong person Veronica.”

	 

	I tried to move out of his touch, but he held fast, rubbing a thumb over my cheek. 

	 

	“Don’t shut me out. I will protect you.”

	 

	“You can’t,” I cried out. “The only thing you can do is let me go to start over.”

	 

	“I can do this,” he said softly, leaning down. 

	 

	The first touch of his lips nearly sent me over the edge, so gentle that I wanted to lean into his touch. This was a far different man from the one that had stood before me the previous night.

	 

	But then my reality came crashing down, and I jerked away from him, putting a good distance between us. 

	 

	“Please don’t go back on your promise,” I begged, holding my emotions at bay. “I-I just want to leave.”

	 

	Colby opened his mouth, but then shook his head. 

	 

	“I won’t. Fuck, I won’t.”

	 

	I nodded tightly and fled the room before the tears started to fall.

	 

	 


Chapter 10

	Colby

	 

	I watched as lightning danced across the sky in a jagged pattern, wondering if anyone had ever been struck by lightning while holding a beer. If not, I could be the first. The air was thick with the storm, threatening to crash down at any moment, but the house was too confining for me right now.

	 

	Especially knowing that Veronica was mere feet away.

	 

	“Fuck,” I said to no one in particular. 

	 

	The raw emotion she had shown an hour before had nearly torn my heart out of my chest, an emotion I hadn’t felt since the day Amelia had walked away from me in that fucking airport. Since then, I hadn’t allowed anyone that was of the female form to get close to me, but Veronica was rapidly closing that gap. 

	 

	I wanted to beat her brother into a bloody pulp for what he had done to her.

	 

	I flexed my hand and took another long sip of my beer. It was clear to me that Veronica was not used to men being kind to her. I imagined she had been used more times than I probably could count, the sex she had endured only sex, with no tenderness involved. Hell, she was stronger than most men I could name for what she had been through. 

	 

	The door to the carport opened, but I didn’t turn around. 

	 

	“If you want a beer, they are in the cooler.”

	 

	“Thanks,” she said softly, the sound of ice shifting as she grabbed one before joining me at the edge of the carport. “I’m sorry.”

	 

	“No,” I said roughly, cutting her off. “Don’t apologize. Hell, I don’t know how you keep it together some days. Don’t ever think you have to apologize to me for that.”

	 

	She drew in a breath, and I caught a whiff of her shampoo in the breeze, hardening my cock painfully. 

	 

	“I don’t know what to say.”

	 

	A bolt of lightning shot across the sky, and she took one step closer to me, eliciting a chuckle. 

	 

	“Scared?”

	 

	She gave a nervous laugh. 

	 

	“A bit. I don’t fancy getting myself struck by lightning.”

	 

	I reached down and grabbed her free hand in mine, lacing our fingers together. 

	 

	“Me neither. Now we can get struck together.”

	 

	She squeezed my hand, and I let out a sigh of relief, returning the squeeze. So, she hadn’t written this off, this heavy tension between us. Hell, I wanted her now more than ever, even with her past, but I didn’t want to scare her off either.

	 

	“How did you get your scars?”

	 

	Well, hell, I wasn’t expecting that to come out of her pert mouth. I could refuse to open that painful door, but she had obviously shared her painful experience with me. It was only right for me to do the same with her. 

	 

	“I was engaged one time before, when I was in the marines. My best friend had been killed in action, and I was coming home for his funeral.”

	 

	The pain flared in my chest, but Veronica tightened her hand on mine, giving me the strength to fight through it. 

	 

	“She dumped me in the airport, pregnant with another man’s kid. I kind of lost it then and, after the funeral, took my bike on a joyride.” 

	 

	I had been lit with liquor and beer, driving too fast on the back-country roads to care, actually wanting to end my life. I had lost everything: my girl, my best friend, my future. There was nothing else to live for then, nothing else to come home to. 

	 

	“I lost control of the bike and slid a good while on my stomach on the asphalt. Like meat through a grinder, they said.”  

	 

	The police had said I must have blacked out. When I woke in the hospital, I’d been bandaged up, handcuffed to the bed, and told I was going to be dishonorably discharged from the marines. It had been the worst fucking time in my life. 

	 

	“I was lucky they didn’t throw me in jail or I hadn’t killed someone.”

	 

	“She’s a bitch,” Veronica said after a moment. “She didn’t know what she lost in you.”

	 

	Her words were like a balm to me. I had long ago forgiven Amelia, in the sense that I wasn’t going to hold a grudge against her. She had chosen her own path, and, in light of what had happened, I couldn’t hate her. She had been my entire life, but I hadn’t been hers. 

	 

	“I’m just glad she figured it out before we got married,” I finally said, thinking of being stuck in a loveless marriage with kids. 

	 

	“Do you know where she’s at now?” she asked as thunder boomed close by.

	 

	I chuckled at her tone, unable to help it. 

	 

	“She’s moved out of town. Happily married with kids and shit.” 

	 

	I had run into her mom a few months ago, and, despite what her daughter had done, her mom actually liked me. Of course, the subject of Amelia had come up, and she happily showed me pictures of her grandkids, the happiness evident in her words. My feelings weren’t what I had expected them to be. I felt… well, relieved.

	 

	Veronica let out a husky laugh. 

	 

	“We are quite the pair, aren’t we?”

	 

	That I could agree on. She had suffered greatly because of her own flesh and blood, and I had nearly lost everything because of a woman that was supposed to have been the love of my life. We both knew pain on different levels and, somehow, we had found each other for the unlikeliest of reasons. 

	 

	The problem was, I didn’t know what the result was going to be. What if this turned into something else? What would my brothers say? What would the club say? I knew that, if this whole thing went down, Veronica couldn’t stay. She’d have a target on her back a mile wide, and I was going to have to get her out of Paradise. 

	 

	I drained my beer and threw it in the trash before turning toward Veronica, finding her staring at me with those luminous eyes of hers. 

	 

	“What?”

	 

	She shook her head, a small smile playing on her lips. 

	 

	“I was just thinking. Of all the people that could have come up to me that day, I’m glad it was you.”

	 

	My chest swelled. She was trusting me. I couldn’t ask for anything better at the moment. I was going to get her freedom, one way or another. But, if I did that, I would likely lose her. This brave, smart woman, who had suffered so much, was intriguing me in more ways than I could have imagined, and I didn’t want her to leave me. 

	 

	The thunder clapped close by and I pulled out of my thoughts, squeezing her hand. 

	 

	“Let’s go inside before we get fried out here.”

	 

	She laughed and released my hand. 

	 

	“Can you bring the beer?”

	 

	I grinned, resisting the urge to slap her ass as she waltzed by. 

	 

	“Yes, ma’am. I can do that.”

	 

	Veronica gave me a saucy smile before disappearing back into the house, and I walked over to the cooler, picking up what was to be the rest of my night. 

	 

	Hell, I was damn near in love with her.

	 

	 


Chapter 11

	Veronica

	 

	Nervous energy raced through my veins as I entered the house, desire drumming just under the surface. It was too late to deny it. I was falling for Colby. After the story he’d just told, any girl out there would. I couldn’t believe that a woman would let a man like him go. 

	 

	Amelia was an idiot, no doubt about that. 

	 

	Colby came in behind me and shut the door as the first raindrops started to fall on the window. 

	 

	“Looks like we made it just in the nick of time.”

	 

	I turned and gave him a smile. 

	 

	“I don’t mind a little rain.” 

	 

	As soon as the words were out of my mouth, the boom hit and the house went dark. 

	 

	Colby chuckled as he sat the cooler on the table. 

	 

	“Well, I do mind getting fried to a crisp by lightning. Hang on, I’ve got some candles around here somewhere.”

	 

	Reaching into the cooler, I pulled out another can of beer, popping the top. I was feeling… well, happy for the first time in quite some time, partly because of Colby, but mostly because I was no longer worried about the future that lay ahead of me. 

	 

	“Got them,” Colby said, nudging toward the living room. “Want to go in there?”

	 

	I grabbed the cooler and followed him into the living room, where he sat the candles on the coffee table, the lightning providing enough light to make out the furniture in the room. I settled on the couch as Colby lit the candles with his lighter and grabbed a beer before falling back onto the couch. The rain pounded on the windows, nearly as loud as my heart was pounding in my chest. I wanted to comfort Colby, to show him that not all women were out to break hearts. 

	 

	I wanted to be that woman who helped him move on, but not with others. I wanted to be his woman. 

	 

	Sucking in a breath, I shook my head. I couldn’t be. I was leaving. I was going to get out. I couldn’t be his woman forever.

	 

	But I could be for the night. 

	 

	I sat my beer on the table and pushed off the couch, well aware of his eyes following my every move as I stood before him. Reaching for the hem of the t-shirt, I pulled it over my head, hearing Colby suck in a breath as my breasts came into view. 

	 

	“Come here,” he said roughly, reaching for my hips.

	 

	I gave him a sly smile and shook my head, my fingers playing with the waistband of the sweats. 

	 

	“Not yet.”

	 

	“You’re fucking killing me.”

	 

	“Good,” I said, sliding the pants down my legs. 

	 

	I wasn’t wearing anything underneath and knew that, if I was going to stay here much longer, I would need to get some of my things from my apartment. 

	 

	But right now, it paid not to have any underwear. Kicking the pants aside, I bent over until I could brush my lips against his, feeling bold. 

	 

	“Does this turn you on?” I whispered against his lips.

	 

	His fingers reached up and tucked my hair behind my ear, trailing them down the side of my face. 

	 

	“More than you will ever know.”

	 

	I stood back, wet with anticipation. I was going to make Colby feel good. I was going to make him feel wanted tonight. 

	 

	I wanted him so badly I could taste it. 

	 

	His hands were gripping my waist, and I tried to wiggle out of his grasp, but his hands held firm. 

	 

	“No,” he said, scooting forward until he was kneeling in front of me. “This is not about me. This is about you.”

	 

	“But I…” I started.

	 

	His fingers trailed along my stomach. I wasn’t used to this. I wasn’t used to someone caring about me.

	 

	“Shh,” Colby said, pressing a kiss above my belly button. “Just enjoy it, Veronica.”

	 

	I bit my lip as his own lips wandered down the crest of my stomach, gliding over my mound like a hushed whisper. My hands found his hair as his tongue licked my aching wet slit, causing me to gasp as he delved in, teasing my clit. God, it had been so long since someone had done this!

	 

	Colby growled against my skin, his hands gripping my ass as he pulled me closer to his face, licking and nibbling until my knees started to weaken. I could feel the passion building within, attempting to not think about anything else but his lips on the place that ached for him the most. He was taking every lonely moment away, every moment of despair, and turning it into something wonderful.

	 

	Crying out, my body bucked against him as I let it all go, feeling the warmth wash over me like a balm. I was giving myself to him, and the hell with everything and everyone else. 

	 

	He pressed a light kiss on my trembling mound before rising, his lips shiny with my orgasm. I drew in a breath before launching myself at him, knocking us both onto the couch. My lips skimmed the side of his neck while my hands pushed at the waistband of his jeans, desperate to get my hands on him. Finally, we succeeded, and I wrapped my hand around his hard member, tracing over his bulging head. 

	 

	“So ready,” I murmured as I pressed my lips to his chest. “Can I ride you?”

	 

	“Love, you can do whatever you want,” he chuckled, his lips pressing into my hair. 

	 

	I ignored the sentiment, not wanting to think about how happy that made me feel, and straddled him, lowering myself until he was fully sheathed inside me. 

	 

	“Fuck,” he groaned, resting his head on the couch. “You feel good.”

	 

	I whimpered as I rotated my hips, feeling the pressure build once more. It was a different feeling, having him bareback inside of me, knowing that this was more than just sex between us. Colby’s hands gripped my breasts, and I moved them closer to his mouth, grinding my hips expertly against his hard cock. 

	 

	“Yes,” he said, grabbing my nipple with his teeth lightly. “Like that.”

	 

	I grinned and did it again, crying out in the midst of the thunder, as my body shook from another orgasm. Colby gripped my hips hard and guided me to an easy rhythm, his fingers digging into my skin. I closed my eyes and allowed myself to be taken away by the sounds, the feel of his body moving against mine, and mine responding. Never had I felt like this before. 

	 

	“Shit,” he whispered, slamming his hips up to meet mine, increasing in frequency. 

	 

	I knew he was close, so I leaned down and kissed him hard, swallowing his own roar as he came inside me. For a moment we were suspended in our own little world, the sounds of our heavy breathing loud over the thunderstorm. 

	 

	I relaxed against Colby, enjoying the feel of his hands stroking my back and tried to remember the last time I was this happy. It was all him, the reason I was even considering myself to be happy.

	 

	“I could get used to this,” he said, his words rumbling under my ear. “You feel… I can’t describe it.”

	 

	I froze inwardly as I thought about what had just happened, trying to remember the last time I had allowed a man to bareback. Hell, I never did, but he had already done it twice and I wasn’t a great steward of my birth control pills, preferring my clients to wear condoms. 

	 

	A tiny thread of fear ran through me, but I pushed it away. It would be fine. I was overreacting to something that wasn’t going to amount to anything. 

	 

	There was nothing to worry about, I was sure of it.

	 

	 


Chapter 12

	Colby

	 

	“I don’t know where you got your information, or what you sold to get it, but – damn, man! – this is exactly what we have been waiting for.”

	 

	I nodded as I watched the exchange through the binoculars, glad that we were a good distance away. Veronica had been right. There were massive pallets of heroin being exchanged outside of the warehouse, loaded into a truck that would likely make its way to the streets of Paradise and beyond. Some of the drug would make it as far as Yukon, which would bring in even more money for the Blood Eagles and destroy a lot of people’s lives in the process. 

	 

	“Do you want to attack the convoy?” Luke asked, not to me but to Jax on the other side of him. 

	 

	Jax was acting president, since Brendan was gone, and all the shots were being called by him and him only. Any step outside of what Jax said was an act of mutiny and subject to banishment from the clubhouse itself. Most men in the club respected my younger brother, and it was rare that any man defied him to begin with. 

	 

	“No,” Jax said, his jaw clenched. “I don’t want to bring any bloodshed to our club. Not now at least. I don’t think they will move the shipment until tonight at the latest. It will be too risky to do it during the day.” He looked over at me. “Good work, Colby. Seems your contact pulled through.”

	 

	I grinned, unable to help it. My contact was pulling through with more than this; she was pulling everything I had, including my damn heart. A week in the company of Veronica had been quite the surprise. She was gorgeous, fucking hot in bed, but also a good conversationalist and a hell of a cook. I was getting used to her stuff laying around my house, the way she smelled after her showers. Hell, it was like she had moved in, and I didn’t care. 

	 

	That, and I was glad she was out of the life that she had been forced to live with the Blood Eagles. She was safe in my care, nowhere that they could find her without having a fight on their hands. I fucking hated the fact that she had to be cooped up in the house. But once we had this heroin deal wrapped up, she could be released to Florida. 

	 

	The problem was, I didn’t want her to go. 

	 

	“Come on,” Jax said, motioning for us to leave. 

	 

	I followed behind him, and soon we were riding in my truck back to the clubhouse. I was itching for a beer and a curvy redheaded woman who had turned my world upside down. 

	 

	Well, that and a good meal. Every night, I came home to a house that smelled like heaven, something I was rapidly growing used to. How much longer did I have? Would she stay? 

	 

	Or would I go?

	 

	It had been on my mind more than once over the past week, the thought of leaving Alaska and my brothers behind for a warmer climate with Veronica. The only way I was going to let her go was if I followed. Jax and Brendan probably wouldn’t be happy about it at first, but I didn’t fit in like they did. I never had. The club had been the only option for me after my discharge from the marines, a place where I could lick my wounds in private, surrounded by my family. 

	 

	But now I was looking at Veronica for my future.

	 

	We arrived at the clubhouse and climbed out of the truck, nodding to a few of the guys gathered at the house, awaiting orders. 

	 

	“I could use a drink,” Luke said as we entered the clubhouse. “Anyone else?”

	 

	“Jax! You got a phone call.”

	 

	“Business calls,” Jax said with a sigh. “Go on. I will be with you in a minute.”

	 

	I followed Luke to the bar and accepted the beer from him, taking a healthy swallow. 

	 

	“Have you ever wanted to leave here, Luke?”

	 

	Luke chuckled as he pulled out a beer, selecting it like he was selecting a bottle of wine. 

	 

	“A certain redheaded beauty got you thinking about the white picket fence?”

	 

	I rolled my eyes. The club was worse than a houseful of women when it came to gossip. 

	 

	“I just… I’m ready for a change, I guess.”

	 

	Luke sat in front of me, cradling his beer. 

	 

	“I think we all itch to leave at some point. Take my old lady, for instance; she is always on me to leave the biker life for good and retire somewhere warm. Hell, I know I have enough from the bar to do so, but I can’t make that move. The club is my family, just as she is.”

	 

	I nodded, understanding what he was saying. Luke ran a local bar in Paradise beside this one and probably had more money than anyone in the room, including me. I had my nest egg from my time overseas, the smartest thing I had done during my time with Amelia. I wasn’t rich by any means, but I had enough to support myself. The house, the truck, and the bikes I owned outright.

	 

	“Colby.”

	 

	I turned to see Jax standing in the doorway, his expression one of concern and anger. 

	 

	“I need to talk to you.”

	 

	I tipped my beer to Luke and walked back with Jax to the office, shutting the door behind me. 

	 

	“What’s up? What’s wrong?”

	 

	He took a breath. 

	 

	“I know you are sleeping with Veronica Fisher.”

	 

	I frowned. 

	 

	“Yeah, so what? She came to me for help, and I’m helping her.” 

	 

	Jax fell into the chair. 

	 

	“I was afraid you were going to say that. Did she tell you that she was running from her brother and the Blood Eagles?”

	 

	I squirmed in my chair, a peculiar pain blooming in my chest. 

	 

	“Yeah.”

	 

	“I’m sorry,” Jax said with a heavy sigh. “I really am Colby. I know what Amelia did to you.”

	 

	“Fucking shut up,” I growled at my brother. “Just tell me what’s going on.”

	 

	“I just got intel,” Jax answered, his eyes dark. “The heroin shipment is going to be moved by Roger. Roger is Veronica’s brother. He’s been talking to everyone how his baby sister is going to be the one to push the deals for the Blood Eagles.”

	 

	All the breath left my chest as I heard my brother’s words. Veronica, pushing the drugs? I couldn’t believe that. She hated her brother and the club. She wouldn’t.

	 

	“She’s been playing you,” Jax said softly, pain laced in his voice. “Keeping you busy so you wouldn’t see her plans. I think she wanted you to get killed spying on the exchange. Same as me.”

	 

	I slammed a fist on the desk, rattling everything on the surface. 

	 

	“It’s not true. She…” Before the words left my mouth, I shoved them back in. 

	 

	I didn’t know what her feelings were for me. I didn’t even know if she cared about me. All she had done was feed me and fuck me, and, since the thunderstorm over a week ago, we hadn’t talked about ourselves. 

	 

	I didn’t know her from the next chick on the street.

	 

	“Fuck,” I said, wiping my hand over my face. 

	 

	Could it be true? There was only one way for me to find out.

	 

	 


Chapter 13

	Veronica

	 

	I slumped against the door, staring at the small stick on the sink. It couldn’t be, I couldn’t be. We had only had sex… well, never mind that. I couldn’t count how many times Colby and I had had sex over the past week, unprotected at that. It seemed like, every time I was around him, my body wanted him. 

	 

	But now…? Crapolla, I could not be pregnant!

	 

	Nausea rose up in my throat, and I barely made it to the toilet before I upended my lunch into the bowl, my stomach lurching painfully in my body. It was the second time that day I had thrown up, the first being right after a conversation with Roger this morning. I shouldn’t have answered the phone, but for some reason, I had and had regretted ever since.

	 

	“Where the fuck are you?”

	 

	I swallowed my retort, steeling my nerves against his angry voice. “I told you. I’ve got the flu. I-I’m in no shape to work, much less do anything else.”

	 

	“Hector is on my ass,” Roger grumbled. “You get one more day, then I better hear that you are making money Veronica. You owe me.”

	 

	“I given you everything I owe,” I shot back, unable to help it. “Why can’t you just let me go.”

	 

	“Where?” Roger said, laughing. “You only know one thing, and that’s how to lie on your back, Veronica. Face it, this is where you belong.”

	 

	I sighed, knowing he was partly right. I hadn’t gotten to fulfill my dreams after high school, to go to college and get a degree that would carry me into a career. I had no skillset to support me, but that was the only place he was right. I could take care of myself and would as soon as Colby got me out of Alaska.

	 

	The mere thought of my handsome biker sent chills through my body. I didn’t want to leave him behind. More than once I had thought about my freedom, but he was always in the picture, lounging on the beach beside me with those laughing eyes of his, holding me at night as we swayed in the ocean breeze. 

	 

	Heck, I was in love with him. 

	 

	“I’m not giving up, Roger.”

	 

	“Fine, whatever,” he said, dismissing the conversation. “You know two bikers tried to jump me the other night? I just escaped with my life. Damn fuckers! They think they are better than us, but we are all the same.”

	 

	My knees weakened and my stomach rolled as I thought about the phone call Colby got the other night, one that had him leaving the house unexpectedly. He had been gone for hours, and when he returned he hadn’t wanted to talk about it. Could he be the one that had jumped Roger? He knew the story and had said that night that he wanted to bash his head in. 

	 

	Despite what my brother had done to me, I didn’t wish his death. I only wanted him to suffer just a little bit, thinking that, if he did so, he might understand my own pain. 

	 

	“I… did you see who it was?”

	 

	“No,” Roger bit out, clearly upset about the whole situation. “But they will get theirs, don’t worry, sister. They will get theirs. Remember, you get back to work tomorrow or the consequences won’t be good for either of us.”

	 

	I swallowed as I reached for the washcloth on the tub, wiping my face with it. Not only did I have to worry about Roger coming to find me, I had other issues that would affect my future. I was carrying Colby’s child.

	 

	Oh god, how was I going to tell him? What would he say? I wasn’t worthy to be a mom, not after everything I had done in my life. And Colby…? He had dreams himself, I was sure of it.

	 

	Footsteps sounded in the house, and I scrambled off the floor, smoothing my hair back before exiting the bathroom, my stomach in turmoil. I had to tell him. I wasn’t that kind of person, to hold a secret such as this that would impact us forever. We would be tied together through this child, and, while there was a tiny piece of me that was thrilled about it, I was also scared as to what Colby would say.

	 

	I found him in the kitchen, draining a beer. 

	 

	“Hey.”

	 

	He turned, and I could see the turmoil in his expression. 

	 

	“Why did you do it?”

	 

	“D-do what?” I asked, surprised by his cool tone. 

	 

	There was no smile in his eyes, none of the happiness that I was used to seeing. Something had happened, and it was not going to have a good outcome.

	 

	He let out a hollow laugh. 

	 

	“You know it was a good run. Send the girl in to worm herself under my skin, make me believe that I could finally be happy, and then have me killed.” He lifted his beer in my direction. “Well played Veronica.”

	 

	His words washed over me and I stood there, stunned at his accusation. Have him killed? Make him happy? Hadn’t I told him everything about me, why I wanted out of this place? 

	 

	“I-I don’t know what you are talking about Colby, but whatever it is, I had nothing to do with it.”

	 

	Colby shook his head. 

	 

	“You can drop the innocent act Veronica. I know you are working with your brother and that you are surprised to see me alive. We didn’t attack the convoy. We didn’t get killed, but – by God – I am going to make sure you don’t get away with this.”

	 

	Tears sprang to my eyes as I realized what he was thinking about me. In his eyes, I was nothing but trash, nothing but another traitor attempting to infiltrate his ranks and get one over on the Frontiers. 

	 

	“Wow,” I started, keeping the emotion out of my voice. 

	 

	I had thought he would be different. I thought he could be the man I had been looking for, the savior that I needed to get out of this life, as well as what my future could hold. 

	 

	“After all this, you think I’m working with my brother.”

	 

	He shrugged nonchalantly, his expression telling me that he had already made up his mind. 

	 

	“I guess you can never really trust anyone.”

	 

	I swallowed the lump in my throat. 

	 

	“I guess not. You guys are all alike, apparently.”

	 

	Colby’s gaze narrowed. 

	 

	“What are you talking about?”

	 

	I gave my best fake smile, hiding the hurt that was flaring in my chest. 

	 

	“Oh, nothing. I just thought you might be different. Why don’t you just not worry about any deals we made, then? I would hate for you to think that I’m out to kill you in the end.”

	 

	Surprise flared in his eyes. 

	 

	“Wait.”

	 

	But I was done listening. I left the room, angry at myself that I had put my faith in him. My heart was aching, my mind racing on what I was going to do now that I was pregnant and on the run. I found my purse and rummaged through it, pulling out that little leather book I had carried around for ages. He thought I was double-crossing him? Well, let him think whatever he wanted to. This was over, this one slice of paradise I’d thought I had, only to watch it slip through my fingers. 

	 

	Stomping back to the kitchen, I hurled the book at him, satisfied when it hit Colby square in the chest. 

	 

	“Here, I don’t need this anymore.”

	 

	He growled, but I didn’t stick around to see what he was going to say or do. A moment later, I had locked myself in the bedroom. It didn’t matter. I was going to get through this just like I had gotten through everything else in my life. 

	 

	I didn’t need him.

	 

	 


Chapter 14

	Colby

	 

	I stared at the empty doorway for the longest time, one half of me wanting to go after her while the other half was telling me to let her go. There had been something in her eyes, something that made me wish I hadn’t been so rash in jumping down her damn throat about her brother. What if I was wrong?

	 

	Kicking at the thing she’d chucked at me, to get it out of my way, I drained the beer and walked to the door, forcing myself to forget Veronica and the hole in my damn heart for now. Fuck Jax! I wanted a piece of that asshole who had put both her and me in this mess to begin with. I wanted to smash my fist in his face and give him a taste of his own medicine.

	 

	Despite the fact that Veronica might have been setting me up, I still wanted to protect her. 

	 

	“Fuck!” I swore as I grabbed my bike keys from the peg and walked out, slamming the door behind me. 

	 

	The bike purred like a kitten when I started it up, vibrating under my legs as I peeled out of the driveway and headed toward the highway. 

	 

	The right answer would have been to tell my brother what I was going to do and get him to stop me. But I wasn’t feeling the need for a lecture. Jax wasn’t stupid. He knew how much I was hurting from Veronica’s deceit and likely was having someone tail me right now to ensure I stayed out of trouble. 

	 

	Well, I wasn’t going to.

	 

	It didn’t take me long to get to the desolate road where the warehouse was located, tucked out in the middle of nowhere where it wouldn’t draw any attention to a passerby. I was taking a risk going out here by myself, but the gun tucked in my waistband was some comfort that I could defend myself if need be. 

	 

	I didn’t intend to use it. 

	 

	Shutting off the engine, I walked the rest of the way to the warehouse, staying close to the tree-line for cover. I could feel the anticipation in my bones, reminding me of the years overseas when I would sneak up on the enemy and disarm them before they could attack us. While there were things I missed about the military, I didn’t miss the long nights of watch, the detachment from civilian life every time we came home. I was a lucky one, not struggling through PTSD like many of my fellow soldiers had, but there were still the nightmares, even after all this time. 

	 

	Pausing behind a tree, I saw the semi that we had captured earlier, the running lights telling me that someone was getting it ready for the haul. Well, I wasn’t going to let that happen. 

	 

	A hand grabbed my arm and I spun around, right into the angry eyes of my brother. 

	 

	“What the hell are you doing?” he hissed, anger radiating out of him. 

	 

	“I’m taking them down,” I growled, shaking off his grip. “Don’t try to stop me.”

	 

	Jax looked at me, no emotions on his face. 

	 

	“You’re fucking hurting Colby. Hell man, I understand but you can’t go in there guns blazing and die because of it! This is suicide.”

	 

	I drew in a deep breath, ignoring the pang in my chest. Hell, yes, I was hurting. I thought I had found the woman for me, only to have her double-cross me in the long run. I wanted to stop the pain. I wanted to not feel for once. 

	 

	“It might be, but we can’t let that semi get out of here.”

	 

	Jax blew out a breath, rubbing his face with his hand. He looked exhausted. Being president was not all it was cracked up to be, especially when he had rogues like me hell-bent on their own agenda. 

	 

	“Fine, but you aren’t doing it alone. I got your back.”

	 

	I nodded tightly, pointing to the truck. 

	 

	“We can take out the tires with our knives, but if anyone comes out, I can’t promise I won’t kill them.” 

	 

	Especially if it was Veronica’s brother. I wanted him dead so badly I could feel it in my bones. 

	 

	Jax grabbed my shoulder, squeezing it. 

	 

	“No, we aren’t going to kill anyone. Not tonight.”

	 

	“Jax,” I began, but he shook his head, his gaze angry. 

	 

	“No, and I mean it Colby. You might be my brother, but I will take you out if you fuck this up.”

	 

	“Fine,” I bit out, “but I’m not giving up my gun.”

	 

	Jax let out a sharp laugh, releasing my shoulder. 

	 

	“I’m not asking you to. If they shoot at us, then it’s game on.”

	 

	I reached into my boot and pulled out my knife. 

	 

	“Let’s do this.”

	 

	Jax did the same, and together we snuck through the field to the truck, our eyes peeled for any movement while we made quick work of the tires. It wouldn’t stop them from changing the tires, but it sure as hell was going to slow them down and give us time to plan to get rid of the drugs for good. 

	 

	The shuffling of boots caught my attention, and I crouched down, seeing them on the other side of the trailer. It would be easy for me to raise my gun and shoot at their feet, drop them where they stood and then put a bullet in their head. My fingers were itching to pull the trigger, to release some of this pent-up rage and hurt. 

	 

	Jax signaled that he was done, and I followed him to the front of the truck, my heart pounding in my chest as we got back to the field unnoticed. Suddenly, Jax pulled on my shirt and forced me down into the dirt with only the weeds to hide us. I did as he wanted, my eyes searching the source of potential danger. Roger came into my vision and I raised my gun, wanting nothing more than to blow his scrawny head off. I could see him in my sight, my finger caressing the trigger lightly like a lover’s caress. 

	 

	“Don’t do it,” Jax whispered beside me, as Roger walked around the truck, stopping at the engine. 

	 

	I blew out a breath and lowered the gun, watching as he moved on unaware that his life had been in my hands. As much as Roger deserved it and so much more, Jax was right. He was going to get his eventually, and I just hoped I was there to add a bruise or two myself.

	 

	“Come on,” Jax said tugging on my sleeve. 

	 

	I pulled myself out of the dirt, and together we walked back to our bikes. My mind was in turmoil, my heart ten times worse, and I didn’t know what was going to happen over the next few hours. Would Veronica still be waiting for me at the house? Something in the back of my mind nagged me for the way I had treated her, not allowing her to even speak and tell her side of things. 

	 

	“Thinking about her?”

	 

	I paused at my bike, tucking my gun into my bags. 

	 

	“I don’t want to hear it.”

	 

	“I’m not going to say anything,” Jax said slowly, swinging his leg over the bike. “I just… well, damn man! It’s strange she came to you. She could have come to any of us.”

	 

	I chuckled through the pain, remembering the day at the wedding. She hadn’t been looking for me either, but somehow we had gotten together, and it had stuck. 

	 

	“It was supposed to be a quick hook-up.”

	 

	“Like I said,” Jax began as he started the engine. “I’m sorry it had to be this way. I will see you at the club.”

	 

	I nodded and swung over the bike, gunning my engine as well. 

	 

	I should have followed him to the clubhouse, so that we could decide on what to do next, but my conscience was nagging me to go home first, to see if Veronica had hung around for round two of our fight. 

	 

	I just didn’t know what I was going to say or do.

	 

	 


Chapter 15

	Veronica

	 

	I hadn’t imagined a broken heart would hurt as much.

	 

	I grabbed my bag and looked around the room one more time, hoping I had gotten everything that I would need for the days ahead. Through blinding tears, I had packed up my meager belongings, the ones that had become at home in Colby’s house. But this fairy-tale ride was over, and the princess didn’t get her prince at the end. 

	 

	With a sigh, I walked out of the bedroom, knowing I had to leave soon. I didn’t know where Colby had gone, but he would come back, and I did not want to be here when he did. Screw telling him that he was going to be a father! It was obvious he didn’t care about me, and I would imagine it would be the same about the baby. Hell, he probably would say it wasn’t his.

	 

	My heart squeezed painfully as I made my way to the kitchen, grabbing a couple of water bottles from the fridge and some non-perishable items from the cabinets. I didn’t know where I was going or how long I was going to be on the road, but, now that I was pregnant, I had to keep up my strength. Once I left Paradise, I would be leaving behind the old Veronica Fisher. 

	 

	The new Veronica Fisher was going to be independent and make her own decisions about her future as she travelled across country, using the money tucked in my duffel bag to do so. While I had given my fair share to the Blood Eagles, I had been fleecing them for years, asking for more money from my clients so that I could keep a nice cut. I knew with whom I could get away with it and with whom I couldn’t; I had kept tabs on everyone and the things they were saying so that I would have something to hold against them if need be.

	 

	But this was the first time I had gone outside of the Eagles, and it had been a complete bust. 

	 

	Shouldering the heavy bag, I walked outside and found Colby’s truck sitting in the driveway. While I didn’t want to take anything of his, I did need a vehicle to make my getaway. I would abandon it the first chance I got, and surely he would understand. After all, he had driven me to do this, to run while the opening was there. 

	 

	I just hoped he’d eventually learn the truth and feel like an ass for letting me go. I could have made him happy.

	 

	Tugging on the door, I opened it and was happy to see the keys still in the ignition. Apparently the ‘news’ he had learned to come blast me about had made him forget even the smallest of things. 

	 

	I threw the duffel bag in the passenger seat and climbed in, ignoring the smell that filled the cab. It would be a long, long time until I got over this heartache. The truck’s engine turned over beautifully, and I pulled out of the driveway, saying goodbye to what I had thought would be my future. As I turned onto the highway, I felt some of the tension ease from my shoulders the further I got away from the house, the chances of Colby finding me now starting to diminish. I doubted he would be the type of person to report his truck stolen. With his family’s connections to the clubhouse, that would bring the cops down on them and could cause them some trouble. 

	 

	No, he wouldn’t even come after me, I was almost sure of it. 

	 

	The sound of a motorcycle caught my attention, and I looked in the rearview mirror, seeing one coming up fast on my tail. At first, I thought it was Colby, having already found me out and coming to get his truck back. 

	 

	But the closer they got, the more I realized it was my own brother chasing me down. My heart lurched into my throat as I pressed on the gas, urging the truck to go faster. I couldn’t stop now. I didn’t know what my brother might do, and, while my life wasn’t that important, the child growing in my stomach was. 

	 

	He gunned it around me, and I clutched the wheel tightly as he pushed the bike to come up to my driver’s side window, the flash of a gun in his hand as he pointed at me. 

	 

	“Pull over!”

	 

	I debated on making a run for it, knowing that, if I sideswiped him, I could get away. 

	 

	But not from my conscience. With a sob, I pulled the truck over on the side of the road, tears trailing down my cheeks. I had almost done it.  I had almost gotten away.

	 

	Roger yanked the door opened and pressed the gun against my cheek. 

	 

	“You were not who I was expecting in this truck, Veronica.”

	 

	“Just let me go,” I sobbed, feeling the steel pressing into my skin. “I just want to leave.”

	 

	“It was you, wasn’t it?” he asked, his voice full of anger. “It was you that spilled the beans about the drugs.”

	 

	I didn’t say anything, waiting for the pain of the bullet as it ripped through my cheek. I wouldn’t survive, and the baby would die with me. I would be destroying an innocent life. 

	 

	“Nothing to say?” Roger asked with a chuckle. “Well you driving his truck is all that I need. Move over.”

	 

	I did as he said, moving all the way against the passenger side door as he climbed into the driver seat and shut his door. Roger threw the truck in drive and pulled back out on the highway, leaving his bike on the side of the road. 

	 

	“You know, sister, I didn’t give you enough credit, apparently.”

	 

	I clutched my stomach, feeling the nausea rise in my throat. 

	 

	“You sold me into this life. I never wanted any of this.”

	 

	“I might have done so, but you fucking loved it. You loved the attention, the money.”

	 

	“I did not!” I exploded. “You are crazy to think that I would like fucking all those men just to bail your ass out of getting killed!” 

	 

	Roger leaned over and hit me hard in the mouth, pain exploding as my teeth jarred together. 

	 

	“Shut the fuck up. You loved it no matter what you said. Well, when I tell them what you did, how you nearly fucked up a shipment by telling your boyfriend where we were located, they will kill you slowly, Veronica. You will wish that you never opened your damn mouth to anyone.” 

	 

	He laughed. 

	 

	“Are you sleeping with one of the Morrison bastards? You are, aren’t you?”

	 

	I swallowed and looked away from Roger. I wasn’t going to tell him about my failed relationship with Colby. The hurt was too great, the need to stay, but also the need to go, tearing me up inside. If Roger found out I was pregnant… well, he would tell the Blood Eagles and they would use it against me and Colby somehow. No, I had to take that secret to the grave if need be. 

	 

	Roger grabbed my arm and forced me to look at him, the crazed look in his eyes scaring me. 

	 

	“Ah, you fell in love with him, didn’t you? Well sister, no man would want you for anything other than a good fuck. You’re ruined for life.”

	 

	“Because of you,” I said dully, wrenching my arm for him. “Leave me alone Roger.” 

	 

	I was more angry than scared about what was going to happen. He would say whatever he wanted, but I had not chosen nor enjoyed the last four years of my life. Death would be a welcome relief for me, just to get out of the suffering. I hated it for the baby growing inside of me, never knowing life and not being able to choose who its parents were. It would be, of course, my fault that it died along with me. 

	 

	But it would be worth it. The pain I had experienced, the lives that had been ruined by the things that the Blood Eagles did, it was all worth it. I was glad that Colby had been the one to talk to me that day at the wedding, the one to take me up on my offer and attempt to help me before it all went south. I had ruined something for my brother, something important for him to be so mad. 

	 

	“Nothing to say?” Roger goaded. “Well you better start thinking about how you are going to keep your miserable head on your shoulders in front of Hector. Maybe they will forget how this whole deal has gone to shit.”

	 

	I looked over at my brother. 

	 

	“What happened?”

	 

	“They fucking slit the tires on the truck,” he grumbled, looking annoyed. “Now I’m gonna be behind a day or two on the shipment.”

	 

	I laughed, not caring if he hit me again or not. Colby had, after all, stopped him temporarily. My information had won out in the end, as Roger knew Hector would give him hell for delaying the drug shipment. He would be lucky to keep his own head as well. 

	 

	“I hope he kills you for it.”

	 

	Roger looked over, a gleam in his eye. 

	 

	“Not before you, sister.”

	 

	 


Chapter 16

	Colby

	 

	The first thing I noticed when I pulled up to my house was that my truck was gone. A cold wash of fear fell over me as I cut the engine and climbed off the bike, moving to the back door immediately. I shouldn’t have been so rash. I shouldn’t have yelled at her the way I had. 

	 

	I should have let her explain. 

	 

	Throwing open the door, I strode into the silent house. She was gone, I already knew that. After the cold shoulder I had given her, I would be gone as well. 

	 

	“Hell!” I muttered, moving to the bedroom just to check. Veronica’s things were gone from her side of the bed, her faint scent lingering in the air. She had left me. 

	 

	Walking out of the bedroom, I headed back to the kitchen, spying the small book she had thrown at me before I had left the house. Picking it up, I thumbed through it, reading some of the small, neat lines of script that had been recorded on the small pages. It was a gold mine of the accounts from the Blood Eagles shipments. As I read the lines, I realized what Veronica had given me. 

	 

	She had given me the golden ticket to taking down the Blood Eagles. 

	 

	Shit!

	 

	I tucked the book into my vest, realizing that she couldn’t be working with Roger now. This had been her ticket out. Veronica could have held onto it and gone to anyone else in the club to get out of Paradise and out of Alaska. 

	 

	But she had given it to me instead, even after I had accused her of attempting to kill me in the process. 

	 

	I was a fucking idiot. 

	 

	Thank God I had put a GPS tracker on my truck years ago, just in case it was ever stolen. Now, all I needed was my battery bank for my phone and I would be able to find her. When I did, I didn’t know what I would say, but some groveling would probably be part of the discussion. I had let my fucking pride get in the way of my common sense, thinking that she was just as bad as Amelia, when in reality she was the best damn thing that had ever happened to me. 

	 

	Walking by the bathroom, I noticed something balanced on the sink. I pushed open the door and walked in, my heart stuttering in my chest as I realized what I was looking at. A pregnancy test. Veronica had taken a damn pregnancy test. 

	 

	Looking closer, I felt the floor drop out from under me as I saw the word ‘pregnant’ where the results were displayed. It couldn’t be. 

	 

	But the truth was staring me in the face. I tried to think of any protection we had taken during our sex sessions, finding none. I had thought she would be on birth control, though it had been a while since I’d asked her, probably not since the first night against the wall. Considering the stress she had been under and the events over the past week, she probably hadn’t thought about it.

	 

	And neither had I. I had wanted her, taken her, and not thought about any of the consequences of my actions. 

	 

	I was going to be a father. 

	 

	I stumbled against the tub, wearily rubbing a hand over my face. Veronica was pregnant with my kid. A small thrill shot through me as I thought about her stomach swelling with my child, the loving way she would look at our kid once we held it in our arms.

	 

	But I had screwed that fantasy up. Veronica was my white picket fence, the woman that I was destined to spend the rest of my life with, and I had fucked it up, throwing out accusations without following through on the investigation. I had thought she was out to get me, but she hadn’t been.

	 

	Not even close. 

	 

	And I didn’t deserve her or the kid. Veronica wanted to get out of Paradise, and I was going to help her like I had told her in the beginning, close this deal and get her out of this mess. That was the best thing I could do for her now. 

	 

	Turning on my phone, I hooked it to the battery bank and pulled up my GPS tracker, relief washing over me as I saw that the truck was still in the county. 

	 

	It didn’t take me long to locate the truck, though I was surprised to find it going the opposite way I would have expected her to go. When I passed it on the highway, my blood froze in my veins as I realized that she was not driving, but her damn brother was. Shit. Roger had gotten to her.

	 

	Veronica was in danger and I had put her there. 

	 

	I did a quick U-turn and stayed a good distance away from the truck, dialing Jax’s number. 

	 

	“You were wrong.”

	 

	“I was?” he asked with a chuckle. “About what?”

	 

	“Veronica,” I forced out. “She’s pregnant, man, with my kid, and now her brother has her.”

	 

	“Shit!” Jax swore. “I’m sorry, I thought…”

	 

	I cut him off. 

	 

	“Well you thought wrong. Get the club. They are heading to the Eagles clubhouse, and we have a fight on our hands.”

	 

	I hung up before he could answer, tucking the phone back into my vest pocket next to the book. I had to stop Roger before he got there, or Veronica would be in serious danger. 

	 

	A thought came to me and I gritted my teeth. I would be putting Veronica in danger by doing so, but it was the only way I could stop them before they reached the clubhouse. It was the only shot we had.

	 

	Pulling out my gun, I gunned the bike to catch up with the truck, aiming the gun at the back tire. The recoil stopped my heart as the bullet hit the tire and the truck overcorrected, weaving in and out of its lane before coming to a stop near a copse of trees. I dropped my bike, not caring about the crunch of metal against the ground, and held my gun level with the truck, as I approached and crouched down behind the tailgate. 

	 

	“Roger!” I yelled. “Give it up, man!”

	 

	


Chapter 17

	Veronica

	 

	I caught my breath as the truck rolled to a stop. My heart was in my throat. We had a flat tire, buying me some time to figure out what I was going to do to get away from Roger and away from Paradise. I was going to run, make a break for it, and, if he put a bullet in my back, then so be it.

	 

	“Roger! Give it up, man!”

	 

	No, it couldn’t be.

	 

	“What the hell?” Roger asked, slamming his hands on the wheel. “Are you shitting me? This cannot be happening!”

	 

	It was Colby. I would know that voice anywhere. He had come after me. 

	 

	But why? Had he come after the truck and then seen Roger driving? Was this just an attempt to get Roger, or something else.

	 

	I quickly shook my head, divesting myself of any tender feelings that threatened to bubble to the surface. Colby was after either the truck or Roger, not me. 

	 

	Either way, this was going to be my chance at escaping. 

	 

	“You need to let me go,” I started, pleading with my brother. “He will go away if you let me go.”

	 

	Roger let out a harsh laugh as he looked over at me, the gun back in his hand. 

	 

	“He’s going to kill me either way.”

	 

	“No,” I tried again, using a soothing voice. “He won’t. I will go talk to him. I will tell him to let you go, and everything will be back the way you want it to be.”

	 

	Roger’s expression changed and for a moment, I caught a glimpse of my brother from my past, the one who had taken care of me when we were little, before the drugs. 

	 

	“Please Roger,” I said, reaching out for him. “Don’t do this.”

	 

	His expression hardened, and he grabbed my wrist, twisting it painfully. 

	 

	“I’m going to get out of this and you are going to help me.”

	 

	With a yelp, I was dragged across the seat and out the door, pushed up against my brother with the gun to my temple. The sunlight was bright, and I squinted against it, stumbling as Roger pushed me forward. 

	 

	“Come on out Morrison!” Roger yelled. “I got something you might want!”

	 

	I watched with bated breath as Colby emerged from behind the truck, his gun trained on Roger. With the sunshine in my eyes, I couldn’t see Colby’s expression. 

	 

	“I’m here, you bastard,” Colby said. “Let her go and face me like a man.”

	 

	“Oh no,” Roger laughed nervously, the gun pressing hard against my temple. “I’m not that stupid Morrison. You will shoot me dead the moment I let her go.”

	 

	“We can talk about this,” Colby said evenly, while the anxiety raged inside me. “I’ll put my gun down if you put yours down.”

	 

	“You first,” Roger insisted. I tried not to move, knowing my brother was unstable. If he even flinched, I was dead. 

	 

	Colby hesitated, and I willed him not to relinquish his gun. I didn’t care about me, but the last thing I wanted to see was him to be shot dead before me. 

	 

	“Don’t do it!”

	 

	“Shut up,” Roger growled, his eyes trained on Colby. “I will shoot you, Veronica, I will.”

	 

	“Alright,” Colby announced, holding up his hands. “I’m going to put the gun down on the ground.

	 

	“No,” I sobbed as I watched Colby kneel close to the ground, his gun lowering into the grass. 

	 

	“Goodbye, asshole,” Roger whispered, leveling his gun to Colby’s bowed head. 

	 

	I stamped on his foot and the gun roared beside my ear, the sound deafening. I gasped as I pushed away from Roger, only to see a blur move past me and tackle Roger around the mid-section. 

	 

	Colby. It had to be Colby.

	 

	Someone grabbed my arm and I screamed, turning around to wreak havoc on my captor. “Fuck! Stop. I’m here to help!”

	 

	I paused, finding Jaxon Morrison staring back at me, a thunderous expression on his face. 

	 

	“I’m here to help,” he repeated, pulling me away from the truck. “Come on.”

	 

	“Colby,” I breathed as we walked back to the group of bikes gathered on the side of the road. “Oh, god!”

	 

	“He’s fine,” Jax grumbled, handing me off to another gruff looking biker. “We are going to let him pummel your brother a few more minutes, unless you object.”

	 

	I shook my head, feeling the tears well up in my eyes. He had come, no matter the reason. 

	 

	But my presence in his life was ruining him slowly. I didn’t know what his brothers would think, and the last thing I wanted to do was drive a wedge between them. They likely would have a few words to say if they found out I was pregnant too. 

	 

	That, and once the Blood Eagles found out about this, they would all be in danger, attempting to keep me safe. I couldn’t allow that to happen. 

	 

	“I need to leave,” I told the guy, wrenching my arm from his grip. “I-I need to get out of here.”

	 

	“Now, wait a minute,” he started as I walked toward the bikes. “You can’t just leave.”

	 

	“Please,” I begged, feeling the emotions of the day starting to compound on top of each other. 

	 

	He hesitated before nudging his head toward an empty bike. 

	 

	“Get on. I’ll get you out of here.”

	 

	I turned back toward the truck, seeing a crowd of bikers watching Colby take out his frustrations on my brother, before climbing on. 

	 

	I had to leave, and I hoped that he would understand. This was for him, not me. This was so that his life would return to normal.

	 

	I, on the other hand, would never be the same. 

	 

	“Where to?” my biker stated as he climbed on the bike, handing me a helmet. 

	 

	“The bus station,” I answered as they first tears fell. 

	 

	I was leaving Paradise. And Colby. 

	 

	And the happiness that might have been between us.

	 

	 


Chapter 18

	Colby

	 

	Two weeks later, I entered the clubhouse, shaking off the rain that was raging outside. While normally I took the truck when it rained, I had taken my bike instead, unable to deal with the truck and its contents for now. Veronica’s bag still sat in the floorboard, the seats still faint with her smell. 

	 

	But the truck wasn’t the only thing that reminded me of her. No, my entire damn house reminded me of her, from the kitchen to the bedroom where we had enjoyed each other. 

	 

	I was surrounded by her ghost.

	 

	Clearing my throat, I walked back to the office where Jax was, sliding off my wet vest in the process. I welcomed the numbing effect the rain had on me, washing away the pain and hurt for a short while. What the alcohol couldn’t touch, the cold rain did. 

	 

	“You look like hell,” Jax remarked as I fell into the chair. 

	 

	“Fuck you,” I answered darkly, running a hand through my hair. “What do you want?”

	 

	Jax relaxed in his chair, templing his fingers together. 

	 

	“Can I ask what’s going on?”

	 

	I let out a breath. 

	 

	“I can’t think, I can’t eat… hell, I can’t even sleep without thinking about her.”

	 

	Jax chuckled. 

	 

	“Man, I hope it’s a long, long time until I get that kind of desperate for a woman.”

	 

	“You better hope so,” I answered. 

	 

	In the two weeks since Veronica had hopped on that bike and rode out of my life, I had thought that the pain would never end. This was worse than Amelia, and not just because I knew she was carrying my kid. 

	 

	I had wanted to go after her so much, knowing where she was probably headed, but I had held back for a few reasons. One, I needed to get my head on straight about my future with her and what I wanted to do with my own life. Two, I’d needed to beat her brother up so badly that neither he nor the rest of the Blood Eagles would ever think about coming after us once I did leave. Roger had been left with a multitude of broken bones when I had walked away from him, and later on that night we had taken the heroin shipment from the semi and dumped it into the lake.

	 

	It had been a declaration of war between the two clubs, and every man on our end had felt it. Security had been beefed up around the clubhouse, and anyone that had a family had made other arrangements for their loved ones. 

	 

	Unable to sleep at the house, I had taken some of the watches at the club instead, giving me time to think about what had happened between me and Veronica. Armed with her small notebook, Jax and I had plotted out a strategy to hit the Blood Eagles where it would hurt them the most. Her meticulous information had given us an upper hand, and we were waiting for the hammer to drop. 

	 

	And when it did, there would be a blood bath. 

	 

	“What do you want to do, Colby?” Jax was asking, his eyes on me. “What is your plan?”

	 

	“Fuck,” I breathed, tilting my head back. “I want to go after her.” 

	 

	Veronica was like a fire that raged in my veins, seeking acceptance and release. Without her in my life, it felt meaningless.

	 

	“That’s what I thought you would say,” Jax said, pulling open a drawer. 

	 

	I watched as he took out a cell phone, one that we used often for burner phones, and threw it at me. 

	 

	“Here. Here’s your girl if you so choose to go after her.”

	 

	I stared at the phone. 

	 

	“You tracked her?”

	 

	Jax looked quite pleased with himself. 

	 

	“I did. Marvin wasn’t stupid enough to let her go without dropping the tracker on her.”

	 

	I frowned. Marvin was the asshole who had taken her to the bus station, stating in his defense that she was teary-eyed and he hated for women to cry. He hadn’t hung around to see her purchase her ticket but had pressed a wad of hundred-dollar bills in her hand before she had gotten off the bike. I both was grateful and hated him at the same time. 

	 

	“About time he did something right.”

	 

	Jax chuckled. 

	 

	“She’s in Florida. I checked this morning. Somewhere around Key Largo. She got as far as she could away from this dump.”

	 

	I felt a thread of hope snap tight inside me. I knew exactly where she was. 

	 

	“I won’t come back.”

	 

	My brother sighed. 

	 

	“I know. I don’t want you to leave, but I understand man. You gotta do what’s right for you, and if she makes you happy, then go after her. You deserve it.”

	 

	A huge weight lifted off my chest as I stood and walked around the desk, embracing Jax as he stood as well. 

	 

	“I don’t know what to say.”

	 

	He hugged me back. 

	 

	“Just go be happy, man. We will hold down the fort here, and if you want to come home, you can, anytime.”

	 

	I stepped back and looked down at the phone in my hand. Now I would have to go and beg Veronica’s forgiveness. She was my future, the woman I had been waiting on. I didn’t give a shit about her past or what she had done with those other men. None of that mattered to me. We all had pasts that we weren’t proud of.

	 

	I only wanted to be her future. 

	 

	 


Chapter 19

	Veronica

	 

	I watched as the waves rolled in, bringing in the tide and the end of another perfect day in paradise. The weather was warm as the sun started to sink low on the horizon, but I was feeling a bit sad that it was another day gone without anything good happening to me. 

	 

	It wasn’t that I was being selfish. No, I had secured a monthly rental not far from the beach, high enough that I could see the ocean from my balcony. Every morning I opened the door and listened to the waves crash along the shore, starting my day off with a smile on my face.

	 

	Well, that was when I wasn’t puking up my guts. 

	 

	Resting a hand on my stomach, I looked out over the ocean, my feet in the warm sand. I was as far away as I could be from Alaska and, unless I started doing something to draw attention to me, away from the Blood Eagles and my brother. I was on my own, allowed my freedom after four years of hell.

	 

	The problem was, I wasn’t happy. I had tried these past three weeks to find some happiness in where I was at, having moments where I would enjoy the salt air and the sun on my face.

	 

	But then the nights would come, and I would lapse into tears as I cried over losing Colby, feeling the loneliness well-up inside until I could barely stand it. Many nights I cried on the balcony at what could have been, wondering if I had made the right decision to run instead of sticking around to talk to him. That day, my heart was so heavy with sadness and fear that the only thing I could think to do was get away. Marvin, the biker, had taken me to the bus station and, in a rare moment, awkwardly gave me a hug before pressing a wad of cash in my hands. 

	 

	“Go on, get out of here,” he had said. “I won’t say a word.”

	 

	What I didn’t realize was that he had given me five grand, enough to get all the way to Florida and find this place. Already, I had searched the local places for a job, finding a nice receptionist job in a dental office. The pay was going to be enough to keep me good for a while, but, when this baby came, I would have to do something more. 

	 

	But for now, I could sit back and watch the tide roll in. 

	 

	With a sigh, I stood and brushed the sand off my shorts. Every evening I came here to watch the sun set, hoping for a better day the next day. I wanted to get rid of this hurt inside. I wanted to feel the happiness I thought I would feel by escaping here. 

	 

	I wanted peace. 

	 

	Turning back toward the condo, I crossed the street and up the stairs of the building, my flip flops slapping on the concrete stairs. While I had some money, I was being frugal with it until I could get replacement cards from Alaska and get a hold of my money in the bank. It was a nice nest egg, and I was glad that I hadn’t pulled it all out, or it would have been in the bag I had left in Colby’s truck. 

	 

	I pushed open the door from the stairwell and stepped out into the hallway, stopping short as I saw the person lounging against my door. It couldn’t be. 

	 

	His eyes met mine and I saw the hesitation in his gaze, holding up his hand in a sort of wave. 

	 

	“I’m sure you have a lot of questions.”

	 

	I stood there in the hall, my heart pounding against my chest. 

	 

	“What… how are you here?”

	 

	Colby looked sheepish. 

	 

	“I… it’s a long story. God, you look good.”

	 

	I blushed, feeling that warmth spread through my limbs. One look, that was all it took for him to melt me into a puddle in that hallway. 

	 

	Oh, how I had missed him! 

	 

	“You don’t look so good.” 

	 

	And he didn’t. His clothes hung off his frame as if he hadn’t been eating, the dark circles under his eyes were hard to miss. There was at least a day or two worth’s growth on his face, and his eyes looked haunted. 

	 

	He chuckled, running a hand over his hair. 

	 

	“Yeah, well, it’s been a rough couple of weeks for me.”

	 

	I swallowed the lump in my throat. He was suffering, just like I was. That had to mean something. 

	 

	“Me too.”

	 

	He pushed away from the door, and I spotted three bags beside the threshold, one that looked just like mine. 

	 

	“You come for a visit?” 

	 

	He shook his head. 

	 

	“I’m hoping to stay for good. I’ve sold my house, so I don’t have anything to go back to. The trucks and the bikes are gone as well.”

	 

	“But you love those bikes,” I said as he started toward me. “Why did you do that?”

	 

	“Because,” he said as he stood before me, his eyes full of tenderness, “I love you more.”

	 

	My heart melted, and I felt the tears prick at my eyes. This could not be reality. This had to be a dream. 

	 

	“W-what?”

	 

	His hand cupped my cheek, and I forgot to breathe. 

	 

	“I love you, Veronica Fisher, and I never, ever want to go through what I have gone through these past three weeks again. I want to live with you here, watch our kid grow up and run down the beach with us close behind. I want to kiss you every morning and fall asleep with you in my arms every night. I want you and nothing else.”

	 

	A tear escaped my eye and he brushed it away with his thumb before leaning down, brushing his lips over mine. 

	 

	“Marry me,” he whispered. 

	 

	I sobbed and threw myself into his arms, pressing my body against his. 

	 

	“Yes, yes! I will marry you.”

	 

	“Thank god,” he murmured as he cradled me close. “I’d have hated to sleep in the sand until you’d said ‘yes’.”

	 

	 

	 

	 


Chapter 20

	Colby

	 

	I listened to Veronica finish in the bathroom, a damn grin on my face the size of Florida. The breeze from the ocean drifted across my skin as I lounged in her – no our – bed, and I felt at peace with myself for the first time in a long, long time. I couldn’t believe she had taken me back as quickly as she had, but for that I was grateful. It had taken me a week to sell all my shit and pack up the things I wanted to take before buying a one-way plane ticket to Key Largo. I figured if Veronica didn’t take me back, I would find a place down here and beg her until she gave in. I had no intentions of ever letting her go.

	 

	Veronica cut off the light and stepped out of the bathroom, her milky white skin glowing in the dark as she made her way to me. My cock twitched in anticipation as I took in her curvy figure, the red cascade of curls that covered one of her breasts. Her body already looked ripe for the picking, and I could only imagine what it would do in the months ahead. 

	 

	Rising off the bed, I crossed the room, already naked myself. 

	 

	“It’s been a long time.”

	 

	She laughed, her hands drifting down my chest. 

	 

	“You are correct on that one, Morrison. Don’t make me wait any longer.”

	 

	“Yes ma’am,” I chuckled reaching for her. 

	 

	She sighed as my hands covered her breasts, pinching her nipples, as I pressed my lips to her neck. I wanted to take my time, but I was barely hanging on by a thread as it was. I wanted to be buried in her warmth, to pull us back together as we would be forever. 

	 

	When my hand travelled over her stomach, I pressed it against her skin. 

	 

	“My kid is in there,” I whispered against her collarbone.

	 

	Her hand covered mine. 

	 

	“Our child is in there.”

	 

	“Touché,” I laughed, caressing her skin before moving south with my hand. 

	 

	Her sigh grew deeper as I delved into her folds with my finger, finding that hard nub that would drive her over the edge. When she came, I held her through the waves, watching with rapt attention as she fell apart in my arms. 

	 

	It was a beautiful sight. 

	 

	She pressed a kiss to my chest before stepping out of my arms, splaying her body on the bed. 

	 

	“Come on,” she said huskily, warmth in her voice. “I’m ready to have you, Colby Morrison.”

	 

	“Your wish is my command, Mrs. Future Morrison,” I said, covering my body with hers. 

	 

	I slid myself home, and she wrapped her legs around my waist, urging me on. She was so tight and wet that I nearly lost it right then and there.

	 

	“Give it to me, Colby,” she urged, grabbing at my shoulders. 

	 

	So, I did.


Epilogue

	Jax

	 

	“Everyone here has a duty to this clubhouse. Hide your family but know that any deserter will be dealt with after this mess is over with.”

	 

	I sat back and watched Brendan as he spoke to the large group that had assembled, hating that the man had to come straight from his honeymoon into this. 

	 

	But there was no rest to be had. With Colby gone, we needed all the help we could get, and the called club meeting was just that, a reminder to everyone who wore the vest for the Frontiers that they were part of this fight too.

	 

	And now, in my new role, I was in charge of ensuring that every club member got out of it alive. Earlier, the group had voted for me to take Colby’s place as Vice President until a true election could take place at a later date. I was Brendan’s right hand now, responsible for my brother’s life as well as that of the club and all its members. 

	 

	And we were about to have a monumental task before us. After the damage that Veronica’s book had allowed us to do, the Blood Eagles were coming for revenge. We just didn’t know the time or the place, but they would be coming and coming hard. Our intel told us they were planning something; what that would be, we weren’t sure either. 

	 

	Suddenly, the air was filled with the sounds of pings against the building, my mind not registering at first what it could be. 

	 

	“Everybody down!” Brendan shouted, pushing me to the floor. 

	 

	I froze as I realized that it was gunfire we were hearing, a barrage of bullets hitting the building and shattering the windows in the next room. The room we were in was in the middle of the building, meaning there were no windows or doors to the immediate outside, so unless the bullets started ripping through the walls, we were safe for the moment. 

	 

	Finally, the bullets stopped and the sound of bikes speeding away filled the air. I was on my feet instantly, running with the rest of the club toward the door. There was no fucking doubt who had done this, the brazen attempt to kill us sending one clear word. 

	 

	“Shit!” Brendan said beside me as we walked outside. “They mean business.”

	 

	“We will just have to do the same,” I answered darkly, finding no remaining bikers on the property. “This is what we thought was coming, Brendan.”

	 

	“I know,” he said, blowing out a breath. “But I hadn’t thought about an all-out assault on the club itself. How the hell did we not see them coming?”

	 

	“Boss,” one of the men said, pointing to the ground. “You should see this.”

	 

	We both walked over, my blood running cold as I saw what he was pointing toward. It was one of our vests, easily identified by the emblem but by little else. The damn thing looked like it had gone through the shredder. 

	 

	But that wasn’t the most disturbing thing. No, it was the knife that held a Blood Eagles emblem on the ruined leather. 

	 

	A declaration of war.
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	FAYE

	 

	I drew in a breath and gripped the steering wheel, feeling a rush of emotion flood my body. I was here. I had done it. 

	 

	I had finally made it to my father. 

	 

	There was very little elation that could even remotely push past the nervousness I was feeling right now. What if he kicked me out? What if he took one look at me and decided that I wasn’t worthy to be with him? I had nowhere to go, no money to get myself there. The little money I had from the waitressing jobs had been used on the gas to get here, and now I was stranded. 

	 

	I had no one to turn to other than my father, the man who had been absent for most of my life. My mother was dead, and the belongings sold off so that I would not remember the hell she put me through the last ten years of my life. I wanted nothing to remind me of the nights I had kept her from choking on her own vomit, the men she had brought around that had me locking myself in my bedroom to escape their leering eyes. 

	 

	No, she hadn’t been a mother to me in a long, long time, and I was glad she was dead, more so that she had finally escaped her demons from the alcohol abuse than anything else. 

	 

	But now, I had to focus on this meeting with my father. If I botched this up, I was looking at no future. A girl like me would be forced to do things that I wasn’t planning on doing, and no amount of throwing around my father’s name was going to do any good if he didn’t back up the claim. He would likely disown me if he didn’t accept me today, and I would be shunned by this biker community. 

	 

	That could not happen. 

	 

	Blowing out that breath, I opened the door and climbed out, the cold cutting through my thin layer of clothing. Winter was coming, and it would mean misery for months on end. I was looking forward to it like one would look forward to a root canal. I hated the snow and the cold.

	 

	The clubhouse sat on a hill, with the yard littered with bikes of all kinds. Bikers with the emblazoned crest of the club on their vests milled about in the yard and music drifted out of the open door, along with the occasional spill of laughter. Having grown up around an alcoholic mother, the scene was somewhat comforting and not at all scary. 

	 

	I had been ten when my mom told me who my father really was, showing me pictures of her and him back in the day before ‘the mistake’ was made. Yeah, you heard me right. I was the mistake that had ruined her relationship with the Blood Eagles’ president, Hector Blackwood. It seems that it was unpopular to have a kid in a biker gang, and he had all but kicked her out when he had found out she was pregnant with me. On more than one occasion she had ranted against him while drunk off her ass, yelling to the sky as if he could hear her giving him hell on the other side of the state. I suspected she had loved the limelight that had come with being his whore, and I had ruined it all for her. 

	 

	But being the naive kid I had been, I had asked to go see my father. I had wanted to see the man that was supposed to be there in my life, see if he really was the bad guy he was touted to be. Mom had said no immediately, but I had worn her down and eventually she had called him.

	 

	The next day, some gruff biker had shown up on her doorstep, and while I thought he was there to collect me it turned out he wasn’t. The shred of decency my father did have was that I was his kid and he didn’t want his enemies to use me in a pawn game. So, Moose (yes that was his name), moved in to our house. For years, he kept me sane when my mom was losing it, providing for me as a father would. 

	 

	I started to love the scruffy man, and the night my mom died I begged him to take me to my father. 

	 

	“Please,” I cried, grabbing the front of his vest, a piece of him that he never took off. “Please take me to him! I need him!”

	 

	Moose grabbed my arms and pulled me away, sorrow written all over his face. 

	 

	“Baby girl, you don’t want no part of what your father is doing. You’re too good for that place and for him.”

	 

	I balled up my fists, my nails biting into my skin. 

	 

	“You promised I could see him one day. You promised you would take me to him.”

	 

	He shook his head, his eyes mournful. 

	 

	“You need to bury your mamma and move on. Your daddy… things are bad back home, and if you go there, you will get killed. Faye. Leave him be.”

	 

	I hadn’t listened and disappeared for a week until I was sure he had gone back to my father to report my mom’s death. Then I had sold all I could, cremated my mom, and drove here, to this moment that was going to forever change my life. 

	 

	Squaring my shoulders, I started up the path, ignoring the looks I got as I did so. My short brown hair and freckles made me seem innocent, but any smart fucker could look into my eyes and see the hardness there. 

	 

	I was far from innocent. 

	 

	But I had come dressed to impress, my jeans molding to my body like a second skin, the halter top allowing my breasts to move freely under the scrap of clothing. I wasn’t small by any means and often used my assets, including my boobs, to get what I wanted. Sometimes I gave more if I had an inkling to do so. My body was a weapon, a valuable one. 

	 

	“Hey darling. Where are you going?”

	 

	I turned to see a short biker walking my way, his bald head glistening in the sun. 

	 

	“Hi there, sunshine. Are you talking to me?”

	 

	He smiled, his eyes roaming down my body with a hungry gaze.  “I sure am. Haven’t seen you around these parts before. Let me show you around.”

	 

	“That’s very sweet of you.” I walked toward him, keeping my smile on my face and attempting not to show my irritation. 

	 

	The biker’s eyes dilated as I drifted my hand up his arm, sliding it down the front of his vest. I could feel the bulge of his gun just inside his vest, my breath hitching as I formulated my plan. I wanted to give my father a welcome he would never forget, and this biker was going to help me.

	 

	His hand reached for my hip, and I reacted, sliding my hand inside his vest and grabbing his gun quickly, leveling it at his chest. 

	 

	“What the hell?” He demanded as I cocked back the hammer.

	 

	“I’m not your darling,” I said, my pulse roaring in my ears. “Nor did I tell you could touch me.”

	 

	“I’m going to kill you,” he sneered, looking at the gun. “No one touches my gun.”

	 

	I smirked. “Go on, try. You’ll be dead before you can take your first step.”

	 

	“Faye.” The voice reverberated through me and I almost lost control of the gun. 

	 

	“Moose.”

	 

	“This man bothering you?” He asked.

	 

	“Nothing I can’t handle,” I answered with a laugh as the bulky biker came into view. “Should I shoot him?”

	 

	Moose gave the man a critical eye. “I don’t wanna clean up blood today. Come on, I know what you are here for.”
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