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To those who struggle with PTSD;

Even though fiction is a twist of reality, 

life does give us options. Never hold back. 

Take that step forward, however tiny it might be, because there will be someone 

who will reach out and be there for you.
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***Chopper***

“Stop fucking touching me,” I bellow at the top of my lungs but it’s no use. 

I need to get out of here, and yet I damn well know I can’t because they have to stitch me back up. I fucking hate hospitals. Hence the reason Lochlan is holding me down. I am determined to throw everything to the wind and crawl out of here if needed. Screw stitches. I always take them out myself anyway, so I can put them in just as easy.

“Can you nurses maybe find a doc who can knock him out? Would make your job easier because he’s not going to cooperate,” Lochlan grunts.

The nurse that was poking me scurries out of the room and I turn my fury on my brother. “You need to get me the fuck out of here.”

“Chopper, you know I can’t, man. Your leg has all kinds of lacerations. As soon as a doc has seen you and tells me there isn’t any permanent damage, then I’ll carry you out myself if I have to...you know I’d do it again.” He adds that fucking last part to remind me he always has my back.

I don’t need the fucking reminder. Lying here brings it all back. I’m sweating like a pig, out of breath, and nauseous as fuck. None of that has to do with the injuries I have except for the scars called memories that flare up in my head. I hate it. Hate feeling weak, like a lesser person with a truckload of damage that I’ll never shake.

“I’m not the guy I was back then, asshole. These injuries I have now don’t even compare. This shit is minor, my legs were fucking shattered when you had to carry me to get me the help I needed. We were so far off the...fuck.” I close my eyes and try to contain the string of curses that wants to burst out of my mouth. “Why in the hell am I talking about this? Get me the fuck out of here.” 

“Ah, I hear we have a grumpy customer. Let’s see if we can patch him up and push him out. Nora, can you give me a hand in a bit?” Great. Another damn nurse. And if you ask me, they dragged this one straight off a horse she was riding in the middle of Texas. Or so the thick accent tells me. And I damn well know because I grew up there. I can’t see what she looks like because Lochlan is still holding me down. 

“Ivy? When the hell did you start working here?” Lochlan quips and finally lets go of me.

“Jesus, Lochlan, is that you? You got big.” The woman chuckles but I couldn’t care less, because I’m outta here and this is my fucking chance.


“Not so fast, asshole,” Lochlan grunts when he pushes me back on the bed.

“Mind telling me what’s wrong with the runner I have on my hands? Is he a buddy of yours?” the woman Lochlan called Ivy says.

And then I fucking see dark green hair, like a fucking emerald. Thick, dark, shiny, pulled back in a tight braid. Damn stunning, and with that it makes her the biggest fucking gem I’ve ever seen in my life. Her eyes are on my leg. They’ve cut open my jeans to see the injury from when I crashed my bike. I already had the rundown with the nurses and X-rays and shit. Nothing broken, just lacerations. Or so they’ve told me but it seems like another doctor needs to double-check.

When she connects her gaze with mine, I notice her bright gray eyes. Fuck. They’re like the sky when it’s threatening to rain. A dark rim around her iris emphasizes the gray. Those eyes. I know them...they look familiar but for the life of me, I can’t remember shit.

“Who the fuck are you?” I growl because she’s hot and it pisses me off. I want out of here, in my own damn bed, and I want to know who the hell she is.

“Can it, idiot. This is Arthur’s twin sister, Ivy. Don’t you remember?” Lochlan growls at me.

Arthur’s twin? Fuck. Ivy. That’s why I recognized her eyes. “You were bald the last time I saw you...about ten years ago.” 

Yeah, that’s the first thing I tell her because that’s how I remember the last time I saw her. Maybe it was because she didn’t have hair, or the fact that I thought it might be the last time I saw her, that I indefinitely branded her exquisite eyes into my memory. She’s the one woman who made quite an impression on me, even if she was Arthur’s sister and therefore off-limits, she still ruled every wet dream I had since then.

Who am I kidding...even when I was seventeen and Arthur and Ivy were sixteen, I couldn’t keep my eyes off her. She was a stunner even then, and she was considered one of the guys because Arthur kept everyone at arm’s length when it came to his twin sister. We all signed up for our first tour and I didn’t see her for years. Not until I ran into her at the funeral where she was bald. Holy hell. Ten fucking years and what a world of difference.

“Yeah, the good ol’days. Less fuss in the morning, that’s for sure.” Ivy blows a puff of air up so a strand of that amazing dark green hair that escaped her braid falls away from her face. “Now keep still because I’m gonna take a look.”

It’s not that I listen to her, I’m simply frozen to the bed because my mind flashes back to her brother, Arthur, the reason why I saw her ten years ago...at his funeral. He’s one of three we lost. “What the fuck, woman? Why don’t you stick your head in there for a better view instead of just your fingers, huh?”

“I’m glad your mouth still works perfectly.” Ivy chuckles. “Doesn’t look too bad. I’ll fix you up and have you on your way soon...what’s your name, again? Because the information I had was all,”

“None of your damn business,” I snap, although I feel shitty about doing so. 

“Dammit, Chopper. Can you at least try to talk normal instead of ripping her head off? Ivy is only doing her job.” Lochlan hits me with a disapproving look.

Why the fuck is he taking her side? I already felt shitty for snapping because I don’t easily trust people and fucking hate hospitals. I was kinda opening up to letting her stitch me back up because I know her, might still have the hots for her, but fuck...I’m the one in pain and want to get the hell out of here while she’s poking the shit out of me instead of fixing my leg so I can leave. And not to mention I’m fucking annoyed by the fact that she doesn’t remember my fucking name or who I am.

I reach out and grab Lochlan’s cut before I growl, “Why don’t you go fuck her in the corner so I can sneak out of here. Show her some kindness and appreciation for the both of us.”

Lochlan looks like I just punched him one in the face before he tells me in utter exasperation. “She’s got no pussy, or tits, man.”

Ivy chuckles. 

What the hell? Why is he throwing the ‘she’s got no pussy, or tits’ statement out there? What are we? Teenagers? We’re grownups for fuck’s sake, and we haven’t seen each other in years, drifted a-fucking-part. “The way that white coat is stretching her front tells me there’s some sinful pillow action hiding behind it,” I growl at Lochlan before I lunge up and wrap my fingers around her throat. “Stop. Fucking. Touching. Me.”

Her hand is gripping my wrist and she’s leaning into my face, giving me some of her weight. Those bright gray, stormy eyes are locked on mine. “I’m going to touch you whether you like it or not. Now if you just suck in your personality for a few more minutes, then I’ll be able to get my work done so you can let Lochlan get you the hell out of here. Deal?”

The sweet smell of jasmine wrapped with...pineapple? “Did you shove some pineapple down your throat before you,”

“Came to take care of your sorry ass? Yes. I had a slice of pineapple a moment ago. I kinda earned a little sweetness after my ten-hour shift. Like I said, calm down and let me take care of you so we can both get the hell out of here, because I need to get some sleep.” Those gray orbs are mesmerizing, the dark ring around them seems to flare up when she’s agitated. As if she’s reaching out and smacking me on the back of my head to prove what an asshole I’m being in this moment.

“Fine,” I snap and regretfully let go of her delicate neck because I could feel her pulse pick up underneath my touch from our banter.
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Chapter 02


[image: image]


***Ivy***

I should have left over an hour ago. Dammit, why is Tuck always late or a no-show when he has to take over my shift? He should have been here already so he would have been the one to deal with this idiot. And I hate the fact that I’m reminded by Arthur’s military buddies. It brings up so many hurtful memories. Arthur...my twin brother. My other half, the one I lost, still makes pain slice through my chest, even after all these years.

My patient wasn’t lying when he said I was bald the last time he saw me. When Arthur signed up for his second tour, I shaved my head as a show of support. Or maybe I was just insane and it was easier going through med school not having to deal with my thick hair, with the long shifts and keeping it wrapped up to do my job.

Shit. I’m having a hard time focusing as it is because I remember this guy very vividly. He was the first one who made me aware of my own body when I was a teenager. Not that we ever did anything, because Arthur made it very clear to his friends that I was off-limits and just ‘one of the guys.’ But when I saw Chopper again at the funeral? Weeks after he was still on my mind. So much that I went out and bought my first vibrator. Okay, those thoughts need to leave my brain because like I said...focus on the job at hand.

“Nora, can you grab me a new set of gloves and then check why Tuck isn’t here yet?” I stand up and throw my gloves in the trash. The idiot made me grab his wrist when he wrapped his fingers around my neck.

Though fear wasn’t flowing through my veins. It was the thought of how huge his hand was and how strong his grip felt perfectly wrapped around my neck. Ugh. See? I need to get home and enjoy a long hot shower with my waterproof vibrator, have some food, and relax on my balcony while I sip on a nice cold beer.

Right when I’ve got a new pair of gloves on, the door swings open and a guy in a suit is standing in the doorway. Nora tries to pass but the guy holds his hand up, showing his badge. He talks softly and hands Nora some papers. Ignoring this, I get busy with sticking a needle with a sedative in Mr. Annoying so I can sew his leg back together. 

It’s nothing major, he was very lucky. Yet I saw his old scars and the X-rays of his legs and recognized the damage he has. Well, it’s fixed but the bones show an old injury that’s similar to an impact from a great height where bones shatter...jumpers. 

Arthur was a SEAL. All of them go through a series of jump progressions, and seeing these guys worked together for years...a team...yeah. Needless to say, something went bad for this one. I mean, I can read it in his eyes. The bright bluish-green that flares when he speaks. He doesn’t like hospitals and one look at his x-rays explains why. 

Focus. Work, then get the hell out of here and suck in a week of relaxation. That’s right, I’ve got seven days of nonstop doing nothing other than enjoying some peace and quiet. That is unless the hospital calls because that jerk Tuck is failing and the other ER doctors are packed. 

I’m halfway with closing a wound when an idiot comes to stand next to me. “Ma’am, I need you to sign this first.” 

Is this guy for real? “And I need you to get the hell out of my space. Anything gets handled through administration or can be handled when I’m not standing over an open wound. Move you idiot, can’t you see I’m busy trying to help this patient?”

The guy whose leg I’m talking about chuckles.

“You misheard me, ma’am. I need for you to sign this first. This patient of yours is a top security matter that demands a special kind of disclosure. If you don’t sign right this second, I will have to take other actions,” the suit says with a firm voice.

Since everything seemed to get screwed up the second I stepped foot inside this room, I snap off my gloves and smack the guy in the chest with a flat hand. Either he’s caught off guard, or I’ve put every inch of strength into that one single push, making him stumble back.

“Go. Away. This patient is my first, and only, priority and you’re endangering his health,” I snap and step around him to grab my third pair of gloves.

“Drop the gloves, ma’am. I need for you to come with me. There are legal matters to settle first,” the suit says.

I’m getting so annoyed in this moment that I might have reached my point of insanity. I’ve finally got my gloves on and snatch up the scalpel and point it in his direction. “You misheard me, asshole. I’m not leaving my patient, as I’ve said...this man here is my first, and only, priority. Legal matters or not, it can wait till I’ve closed every wound. See the scalpel in my hand? Not only did I make a vow, but I know how to handle this flawlessly.” 

The suit drops his papers and is now pointing a gun at me. Clearly the asswipe thinks I’ve lost my mind.

“Cool it, Stanley. She’s an ol’lady.” I risk a glance at the guy who said that. The one who’s lying on the bed with his leg open and his eyes closed.

When I lock my gaze with Lochlan, I see his reaction matches mine. Surprise. Shock. There’s only one woman in this room and she’s most definitely not an ol’lady. She’s the one holding a scalpel...me. I’ve never dated, never had a boyfriend, never had sex, so most definitely never been, am, or will be, an ol’lady.

“Stand down, Stanley. You heard Chopper. Put that gun away and let this ol’lady do her job,” a guy with a leather cut and inked up forearms tells Stanley from the doorway.

Stanley only gives a tight nod before he tucks away his gun and takes his papers with him while he scurries out of the room.

The guy with the inked-up forearms closes the door and steps toward the bed. His leather cut says President. Awesome. This just keeps getting better. I know Lochlan is with an MC. He told me so at my brother’s funeral, explaining how they would always be there for me if I needed anything. I never called though. I’m not one to reach out. I can take care of myself, always have, always will. 

“Mind telling me whose ol’lady this is, Chopper? Yours or Lochlan’s?” inked forearm dude says while I place my scalpel back down and sit to keep my hands busy with stitches. I’m actually thankful for the long-lasting period of silence that follows. And yes, I just carry on like nothing happened because the sooner his leg is taken care of, the faster I can leave for seven days of well-earned vacation time.

“He’s delirious,” I mutter when I put in the final few stitches. “He’s been flipping out ever since they brought him in. No worries, though. I’m almost done, then you two can get him home.”

“I just vouched for your ass, bitch.” The President leans into my space. “I don’t fucking know you.”  

I release an internal, very deep sigh while keeping an eye on what I’m doing. “They sure ripped open a can of assholes today,” I mutter to myself.

Chopper chuckles. “Relax, Prez. She’s not an ol’lady, she doesn’t have any tits or pussy. Lochlan said so.”

“No tits, or...what the fuck you idiot?” the President growls.

Okay, that’s it. “I do have a pussy and stellar breasts that don’t even need a damn push up bra to glance over the edge of my shirt, thank you very much. Now if you idiots would just mention that I’m off-limits because you were buddies with my brother instead of the ridiculous thing Arthur thought up when we were kids; buddies don’t have dicks, sisters of buddies don’t have tits or pussy. Arthur is dead, this idiot’s leg is fixed. I’m going home and for the love of all that is holy or living in hell...stay out of my ER next time.”


I tear off my gloves and walk out of the room.
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***Chopper***

“Dibs,” Lochlan shouts as he watches the doctor leave the room.

What the fuck. Dibs? “You can’t call dibs, she’s Arthur’s sister.”

“Why not, you heard her, right?” Lochlan crosses his arms in front of his chest. “Arthur is dead, she’s hot, and clearly wants it out there that the tits, pussy, and dick for that matter, are back in place.”

Again, all my mind thinks is, “What the actual fuck?”

“Okay, let me spell it out for you then, because clearly the hot chick forgot to check that head of yours.” Lochlan points into the direction of the door Ivy just left through. “I’ve called it. First dibs so I get to nail her first.”

I stumble off the bed and grab the fucker by his cut. “Didn’t you hear me say she’s an ol’lady?”

“I heard that, loud and clear,” Deeds quips, way too fucking cheerful if you ask me.

“You telling me that’s yours?” Lochlan’s eyes are as wide as when I voiced the words the first time.

“Yeah. If that gets you to back the fuck off, then yes, she’s my ol’lady.” I can easily claim her so Ivy is safe from any other brothers that want to fuck or go near her, because I have no intention of opening myself up, or committing myself, to a woman. Ever. I’m just not cut out for that shit because once you’ve seen what humans are capable of...let’s just say I lack the ability to unsee shit. 

Yet this one...this woman...she was branded in my head when I first saw her, sixteen fucking years old, and she even crawled deeper underneath my skin the last time we met...even if she was fucking bald. Then again today...how she handles herself and her actions just now? She fucking threatened a guy with a scalpel, defending me while the fucker pulled a gun on her and yet, she still didn’t back down. 

I’ve never met any other woman like her and that’s the only reason I claimed her on the spot. I’m a fucking moron who had a brain fart because with my background and mindset, I’m clearly not cut out for that shit. I’m not able to let a woman, or any human being for that matter, get close to me. A chick for a quick fuck, sure, but when the cum has left my body, said body will leave the room. 

I just simply can’t, not with the nightmares that haunt me, my fucking legs, and the damn scars inside and out. And surely because I flat-out can’t communicate, or connect for that matter. Women want all the right words and the actions that relate to the foundation of what they deserve and need. I tend to block and steer clear. Less disappointment, less chance to breach trust. I’m a cold-hearted asshole for a reason, so let’s keep it that way.

But all of this sentimental, complicated life shit apart...deep down I have an unexpected urge to protect this little gem, to tie her to me. Or maybe deep down it’s some form of guilt that flares up. I wasn’t there for her brother, so I damn well am going to be there for her.

“You do realize that a claim made in front of two brothers stands, right? Not to mention the fact that the ol’lady in question needs to get fucking inked.” Lochlan chuckles.

Shit. That might have slipped my mind. But I caught a glimpse of some ink peeking out from underneath the white sleeves of her coat so I know she’s not a Virgin Mary when it comes to ink. Maybe she wouldn’t mind getting another one, because that will give her protection for life. Kinda like a political immunity status that’ll come in handy at some point in life. Holy fuck, I’m screwed. No woman in her right mind would do that. I mentioned my lack of communication skills, right? 

“Ooooh, we have a new ol’lady, and I get to ink her? I need a name and I have time tomorrow. Is she a badass? She’s gotta be a badass. Although Roan was a little timid, but she’s fitting in so anything would work. Does she have a piercing? If not...I can,” 

“What the fuck, Prez? Why the hell did you call Lips and put her on fucking speaker?” Dammit, my Prez’s ol’lady is nosy as fuck. “Why don’t you run a nationwide commercial while you’re at it? Dammit man, the woman herself has no clue.”

“Meh, we just went through some bad shit, this whole MC needs something to keep our minds occupied.” Deeds shrugs and says goodbye to his ol’lady before he hangs up and tucks his phone away.

“At my, and mainly at this innocent woman’s, expense? Just get me the fuck out of here,” I growl and grab his cut for support.

Deeds shakes his head. “Want me to get a wheelchair for you?”

“One of the fucking perks we have of slipping in and out of shit is not to stick by the fucking rules. Fuck the wheelchair. I’m sure Stanley cleared the path for us, so shut up and get me home.” I wince at the pain that shoots through my leg when I put some weight on it. I’m gonna be sore as fuck come morning, that’s for sure.

“Come on, fucker. We’ve got you.” Deeds throws his arm around me so I’m hanging in between my brothers as they gracefully drag me out of the hospital.

My fucking leg is throbbing and is tainting my sanity when I finally have my ass on the bed. I’m lying here with my leg up and my laptop on my lap. Before I know what I’m doing, I’ve got all the information in different windows open on my screen. Ivy Demoroll. Every single digital piece of information about her just entered my brain. Oh, yeah...I’ve got the world at my fingertips with just a few hits on the keyboard.

I didn’t start off a computer nerd. Sit behind a damn screen? Fuck no. I was the epitome of adventure and action. A SEAL, fly a fucking chopper, or fuck...jumping out of one. I could handle any type of situation I was thrown into or got myself into. That all changed eleven years ago during a standard jump. 

It wasn’t even a combat jump in a warzone. Nope, during training. Getting your air stolen, that’s what it’s called. It’s something that deep down you know and fear. Something that could happen. It did, and I should have pulled and slipped away. You’re trained for these things, know you have to glide apart by somewhat steering. It didn’t help one fucking bit because, yeah...I live to tell about it, but my legs were shattered and it took me months and months to be able to walk again. At first, they thought I wouldn’t be able to. 

The shit I saw and went through in Afghanistan...and then something like that happens during a fucking training and that’s it. Lying in a bed for months with no future, only the now you’re wrapped in and the vivid memories that haunt you day and night. It’s like your brain is set on a loop of all the bad stuff you went through and saw in life.

And here I am a-fucking-gain...on a bed with my leg up and a damn computer on my lap. I know very well I can get up and go to the bathroom myself or do a fucking happy dance, but fuck...it triggers memories I thought I’d buried deep enough to walk the road they called living. Not balance on the edge just waiting to tip over.

My fingers run mindlessly over the keyboard until I’m staring at a black and white blurry video. Guess just looking up all the digital information I could find about Ivy wasn’t enough. It’s not like I know her through and through from when we were teenagers. But because she was the sister of one of my friends, I saw her a lot during that time. 

Although it was just some teenage crush back then that I had to keep to myself because she was off-limits, that doesn’t mean I never thought about her only as one of the guys. Hell no. I vigorously jerked off to her enough that I can’t even give you a rough number of how many times I did so. 

Seems like I’m right back down to where I was back then...because I found the location of her apartment. Across from her is a parking lot with cameras that have an angle that gives me the perfect view of her balcony. Stalker level, that’s what it’s come to. Again...hands off and just admire from a distance without anyone knowing.

Zooming in, I see she’s sitting in a large chair that looks comfy with a book in one hand, a beer in the other. There are a lot of flowers and plants and shit crowding that small balcony. It looks like a tiny living room with a table and a candle, all romantic and girly. From the things I’ve found out about the past decade, it screams she’s career driven and has been very successful. 

She doesn’t have any loans and her apartment is fully paid for. Her parents come from old money and probably paid for her education. Although it’s none of my concern, I do think it’s amazing how she’s managed to climb up to being a highly respected ER doctor. From what I’ve discovered there is no history with a boyfriend. Like I said...career driven, hence the lack of information or anything about her private life.

I watch how she stands up and places her book on the chair she was sitting in and walks inside her house. Damn. From what I can tell, she’s got the longest, finest legs I’ve seen in all my life. And that says a lot coming from a fucking black and white, blurry video stream. Seems like she’s only wearing a large t-shirt. After a moment, she strolls out again holding a beer.

Movement at the bottom of my screen catches my gaze. There’s a guy in a truck. That’s not so special, except this one is leaning out the window holding a cup and his head is clearly staring in Ivy’s direction. Can’t blame the guy...if he’s on a coffee break and a stunning woman is standing on her balcony...dudes appreciate the view, simple as that.

She grabs her book and sits her ass down before she places her feet up on the railing. Allowing me, and the fucker in the truck who’s staring at her, a straight damn open view of her goddamned pussy. Fuck. I grab my cell and tap in her phone number. I watch as she leans to her right and places the book and beer on the table before she grabs, and answers, her phone.
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***Ivy***

“Ivy,” I answer the phone and wait for the person to say something because it was an unknown number.

“Put your fucking feet on the ground,” a voice barks.

I’m actually shocked by the tone of anger in his voice and don’t even process the words until I’m standing with the phone still plastered to my ear.

“Better,” the voice now tells me with a fragment less anger. 

“Who is this?” I demand while glancing around me.

“Chopper,” the voice snaps.

I’m still stunned, processing the whole phone call thing when it suddenly clicks. “Ah. Still the same grumpy one, huh? Thought you’d add a rude phone call and stalker issues to the pile now too? Where are you?”

“I’m rude?” And he’s back to barking out his words. “You’re all legs up, cunt on goddamned show for all to see.” 

Legs up? For all to...see? Wait, back the hell up...he can see me? I hang up, grab my book and beer and speed walk into my house. Closing the door to the balcony, I make fast work to close all the curtains before AC-DC’s ‘Thunderstruck’ fills the room, indicating someone is calling me. I’m sooooo not going to answer that. Besides freaking out over the fact that he’s observing me, called to tell me...

I glance down and check what I’m wearing. I’m not naked, but maybe it seems like it. When I got home I just took a long shower and put on a big t-shirt along with pink boy shorts. I’m not naked. Well, I’m not wearing a bra and maybe from his point of view...

What the hell am I thinking? I’m in my own freaking house, not naked, and he needs to leave me the hell alone. My phone stops ringing and shortly after dings, indicating I have an incoming message. I’m actually growling in anger at my phone at this point when I open the message.

Unknown: Answer the damn phone.

I stalk over to my window and shove my hand behind the curtains and flip him off. If he’s watching, then that’s all he’s getting. Not only is Chopper grumpy and rude, he’s also lacking some major social skills. Totally not the boy I used to know. 

Taking a breath to calm myself, I think of a way to annoy him, or better yet...treat him as a child that needs to learn some manners. The corner of my mouth twitches as I add his number to my phone along with his name so I know it’s him if he calls next time, and I reply to his message.

Me: You didn’t say please; so, no.

Chopper: Rude.

What the? Is he dicking me? Remembering what he said earlier on the phone about me having my cunt on show...I click the camera app and hold the hem of my t-shirt between my teeth as I turn to the side and snap a picture of myself.

Me: Between me and you, I’m the nice one and you’re the sociopath. And for the record, my cunt wasn’t on show. See?!

I add the picture and when I hit sent and see the image again, my face flushes because I clearly didn’t think this through. It does however make the texting stop, so that’s a win, right? Nervously, I grab my beer and chug it down in one go. I’m about to grab a new one when my phone starts to ring.

Checking the caller, I see it’s Chopper so this time I do pick up, trying to keep my voice steady because this guy is seriously making me nervous among a few other things. “Yes?”

“Please tell me you don’t send pictures like that to guys on a regular basis, Ivy.” I think this guy isn’t capable of speaking normally because every word comes out like a stray dog who’s barking at everything he sees and doesn’t know. 

“I most definitely do not,” I gasp.

“Thank fuck.” He sighs and with that, his voice changes into what I’m guessing is his normal one. “Just so we’re clear, you can send them to me, any time day or night.”

I roll my eyes and realize he can’t see me so I add, “You wish.”

“Actually, that isn’t far from the truth.” He chuckles.

And dammit, that sound is so sexy I have to swallow and plant my ass on the couch. Pulling my knees up, I try to change the subject. “So...did you work out that ol’lady thing with the others?”

“Nothing to work out,” he gruffly says.

“Okay,” I reply, unsure what to say next.

That is until he surprises me when he tells me, “Because you’re still considered to be my ol’lady.” 

I’m standing back on my feet with my next breath. Pushing the end call button, I throw my phone on the couch and stalk to the windows to shove my hands in between the curtains and flip him off again, both hands this time, before I go the fridge to grab and chug down another beer. I hope he was still watching, well...not so much, and even if he wasn’t, it soothes my anger in this moment.

This is so not happening. The one who was annoyingly dominating like this was my brother, and my father too, for that matter. Come to think of it...Arthur’s friends were all like that when we used to hang out as teenagers. Even Chopper, although back then I used to know him as Rigby. Ugh. All of them were protective and fierce, placing my needs above theirs but acting like Neanderthals in the process. Basically, they were the reason why I was never asked out on a date or even thought about making a move toward a guy. It’s been awhile since anyone acted like that on my behalf and I’m not sure what I think about all of this.


My phone starts to ring again but all I do is watch the thing vibrate while AC-DC’s ‘Thunderstruck’ yet again fills the room. Taking a deep breath, I decide to focus on my vacation days. Meaning beer, a good book, and total relaxation. That certainly doesn’t include annoying issues with guys who think they can claim to be in some sort of a relationship with me before even asking or going on a date first.

Grabbing my iPad, I order a pizza online before I snatch another beer from the fridge. With my phone on silent, book in hand, I plant my ass on the couch. Vacation mode: on.
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Chapter 05
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***Chopper***

My leg is throbbing like crazy and the painkillers I took do shit to mute the pain that is flaring up. I know...I should be in bed, leg up. Instead I’m knocking on this door with a bag slung over my shoulder. The door opens and the dark green haired beauty is standing in front of me. Her head is down while she fumbles with something and holds out her arm.


“Here you, go. No anchovies on there, right? Because...” Her head rears back when her gaze hits mine. “You’re not the pizza guy.”

“No,” I snap. “I’m not.” Stepping forward, she has no other choice but to step back so I can get inside.

Closing the door, she walks over to the table and clears away two beer bottles. “What are you doing here, Rigby? I don’t remember inviting you.”

I need to take a few breaths before I can get over the weird reaction of hearing my name falling from her lips. It’s been a long fucking time since I’ve heard my given name. I decide to ignore her words and hold out a shot I printed from the video surveillance. “Any idea who this guy is?”

She glances at the shot for a microsecond and narrows her eyes at me. “Also, not the pizza guy.”

What the hell? “Look closer, Doc,” I snap.

Ivy glares at me. I don’t fucking care, I’m still holding the paper up. She leans forward and snatches it away from me. 

Her head tilts to the left. “Huh. That might look like Tuck. Except he should be at work right now.” 

She holds on to the paper and grabs up her phone, tapping it before she puts it close to her ear and stares at the paper again. “Yeah, hey, Ivy here...is Nora around? Good, can you put her on for me?”

It takes a moment because Ivy strolls over to the window and peeks through the curtains.

“The fucker isn’t out there anymore. I just came from there.” I sigh and drape myself over her couch, putting my leg up. It feels like someone is pounding on the thing with a hammer.

Ivy keeps staring out the window until she starts to talk. “Hey, it’s me. Yes, I know it’s vacation time, just listen, okay? Tuck...he was supposed to be at work but he wasn’t there when I left. Did he show up?” 

Now her eyes meet mine and she just shakes her head when she notices I’m lying comfortable on her couch.

“He’s not sick, Nora...the idiot was in front of my house...no, I’m not kidding. I’m staring at a picture that puts him right there...yes, he’s moved up to stalker classification...where did I get the picture? Well, to be honest, my other stalker gave it to me.” She bursts out laughing. “Nah, I’m just kidding. He’s a guy who’s going to handle it for me. I’ve known him since I was sixteen, he was one of Arthur’s friends...yes, I will...bye.”

“Tuck was supposed to be at work, but he clearly wasn’t...dodging shifts as usual.” Ivy stalks over to the couch and looks down at me. 

“What?” I question.

“Are you comfy? Because...dammit, your leg. If you ripped the stitches I’m going to be really pissed, mister,” she says in a low, harsh voice before she bends over me and starts to pull on my sweatpants.

I can’t help the laughter in my voice when I tell her, “Didn’t expect you’d be stripping off my pants that fast.”

Fuck. The way she’s looking at me right now might be close to a death threat, and here comes my cock rising to get her attention as if he’s willingly surrendering to his last seconds on this fucking earth.

I give her a cocky grin. “Looks like he wants a formal introduction.”

Ivy rolls her eyes. “As an ER doctor, how many penises do you think I see in a normal week’s work? I’ll tell you...more than you think. But the bigger,” she fucking winks before she continues, “question here is...how many were still functional? Because one time there was this girl holding her boyfriend’s penis...and with this I don’t mean palming it. Nope. Holding the guy’s pride and joy in her hand because she accidentally bit it off while she was mid orgasm while giving him a blow job.”

Yeah, my boner just left the fucking building with that little too much oversharing work shit. Her eyes slide down and she fucking chuckles.

“Hey, don’t blame him. You’re the one with the horror story. Any cock would fucking sympathize. Damn.” I shudder at the thought. “I’m fine. Lemme up already, no need for you to check my damn leg.”

She grips my cut and I’m surprised by her strength when she pulls me halfway up with one arm. “Shut up and let me look at it. I swear to God, if you made your leg worse I’ll tie you to the bed and treat you Stephen King's Misery novel style. Get me?”

“You’re gonna break my ankles if I leave. Gotcha. But for the record, Doc...I brought a bag, see,” I point in the direction of the door where I left it, “I wasn’t going to leave any time soon anyway.”

“Shut up,” she thunders before she checks out my leg and I swear she’s doing it to inflict pain. No. That’s a lie but she’s not going all gentle on me, that’s for damn sure. Ivy pins me with a fierce look. “Don’t freaking move from this couch.” 

She grabs a few pillows to shove underneath my leg and covers me with a quilt that looks more like a spider web. She stalks off to the kitchen and returns with a bottle of beer in her hands.

“Are you gonna offer me one of those?” I question.

“Hell no,” Ivy says with determination. “You need to take some pain meds and mixing them with alcohol won’t be happening underneath my roof.” She glares at me before she adds, “Now start talking about why you’re here and why you have a picture of Tuck in front of my house.”

I lean up on one elbow. “I was checking a camera feed that had a straight view of your house. There was this car parked with a dude in it leaning out of the window. He had a cup of coffee in his hand, so I thought he was just on a break from work or something. Then you flashed your cunt and,”

“I did not,” she seethes before she adds, “And who’s the creepy stalker in the first place? That’s right...the one that’s draped over my couch.”

“Hey,” I snap. “I resent that. I was just checking up on you. It’s not like I was jerking off or something. It’s what I do...I’m the intel guy of Broken Deeds MC. The computer guy who can get his hands on almost any type of information, no matter how deep it’s hidden. That’s why I hacked into the camera feed; because I was curious, that’s all.” I wait to see her reaction to my confession.

Ivy takes a few sips of her beer before she signals with her hand and adds, “Go on.”

“Remember when you flipped me off the first time?” I watch as Ivy’s mouth twitches. 

Yeah, she remembers alright. “Well, that’s when he threw down his coffee and almost got out of his truck. It spiked my attention that he wasn’t just taking a break and enjoying the view while sipping his fucking coffee. Then you flipped me off again and he got out of his car and walked right up to the porch...but he stopped himself and the look he had on his face...yeah...I’ve seen that on lots of people. Built up anger that’s been there for a while and threatening to blow any damn second. Even though the fucker got in his car and left...I couldn’t ignore the situation. That’s the reason I had Lochlan drop me off here. I’m not leaving until I’ve researched this fucker and know you’re safe.”

She’s just staring at me; no fucking emotion on her face. I swallow that visual for a few minutes before I snap, “Well? Say something, dammit.”

One eyebrow shoots for the ceiling before she raises her empty bottle. “I need another beer.”

Chapter 06

***Ivy***

“You fucking what?” Chopper barks, clearly annoyed and I can tell he’s about to get up from the couch.

Yes, I’ve decided to stick with the name he uses now because I saw a weird expression come over him when I used Rigby earlier. Kinda suits him though, Chopper. Because clearly Rigby, the teenager I knew, is far too different, in size and attitude, from the guy that’s now lying on my couch.

I point at him while walking backwards into the kitchen. “Stay there. I said I needed another beer. I’ve got a few days of vacation time. I work shifts where I can’t even count how many hours, or at what hour it is, for that matter. I’m allowed to drink beer right now...because I’ve looked forward to these days off ever since I asked for them months ago. Besides...all of what you just mentioned? Weird. Weird and most definitely insane enough that I need a little more liquid courage to talk more about this insanity.”

Turning, I open the fridge and stroll back into the living room with a bottle of water for Chopper and a beer for me. “Tuck has the annoying habit of dodging shifts when he’s supposed to work when I’m not. At first, I thought it was a coincidence. I mean the guy just started working at the hospital three months ago, but the last few weeks it’s been getting more than annoying and now this.” 

I plunk down in an easy chair and put my feet on the table just as the doorbell rings, making me dash up. Except in the next instant Chopper is blocking my way to the door. 

I see him palming a gun signaling at me without a sound. I need to back up and let him handle this.

I roll my eyes and whisper, “It’s the pizza guy, doofus.”

He narrows his eyes and clearly waits for me to step back. I take a deep breath and finally do so as he checks the peephole before tucking away his piece because I’m right; it is the pizza dude. When he opens the door, I lean in, plastering myself against Chopper’s back to hand the guy some money after Chopper takes the pizza.

Closing the door, he turns toward me and eyes the two boxes. “Two pizzas for a tiny woman like you...or did you have something planned?” I see him grit his teeth before he adds. “Some other dick I’m not aware of?”

I release a very unfeminine snort before taking the pizza boxes and mindlessly add, “The only dicks I’ve had, and own, are the jelly kind that come in all different colors, sizes, and speeds.”

Oops. I manage to stalk away into the bedroom. Eating in bed while watching a movie sounds like a perfect way to start my night. 

Chopper walks around the bed and plants his ass on the mattress and the second he does, I watch...horrified and gasp, “What are you doing?”

“We’re having pizza in bed, apparently.” Chopper shrugs. Shrugs!

“You’re half right. I am having pizza in bed. You on the other hand can crash on the couch. I would say ‘leave’ but that nut, Tuck, was just brought to my attention and I can’t do anything about it right now, so I’m going to get through this night and take action tomorrow.” I open one pizza box and take out a slice.

Chopper eyes my pizza and asks, “What’s in the other box?”

“Only cheese on that one.” I make sure to put some steel in my voice before I add, “I’m not sharing the one with pineapple, but you can have a slice of the other one if you leave my bedroom.”

“Hey, the pineapple shit is all yours. No way would I ever even try that combination.” The man fake gags while he takes a slice of the other pizza.

“Why aren’t you moving?” I mumble with a mouth filled with heavenly food.

Dammit. The smile he’s now sporting almost makes me choke. It’s absolutely stunning. His normally hard features, short hair, scruff, and strong jaw are now radiant, a warm welcome. 

“Fine. Stay,” I mutter and grab another slice.

Within minutes we’ve devoured the food, leaving me to stroll to the kitchen to grab us something else to drink. Soda for the both of us. I hand him one while I take a huge gulp from mine.

“Mind showing me your dick collection now?” Chopper asks me without one hint of humor, making me slap a hand over my mouth to keep the contents inside.

Swallowing to regain the function of drawing air into my lungs, I manage to free up my mouth and cough. “Excuse me?”

“Why? You didn’t do anything wrong. Now show me.” He crosses his thick arms in front of his chest...waiting.

I’m not easily embarrassed...but dammit...when I was sixteen he made me uncomfortable with the way my body reacted and he’s this rough, huge, sexy biker that’s just barged back into my life and demands that I just show him my stuff? The things I’ve collected over the years because I have no time to... “No.”

He raises one eyebrow that he manages to evolve into a very hot action and repeats, “No?”

“That’s right,” I snap. “Be glad I’m not grabbing you by,”

“My dick?” He cuts me off mid-sentence, laughter and disbelief in his voice. “Because you only have rubber ones?” 

I’m on my feet with my next breath and grab my lime colored vintage train case from underneath the bed where I keep my ‘stash.’ Screw shame, I don’t owe this man anything, but I do want to show him how a girl has many more options than needing a man because only he can give her pleasure. Slipping my finger over the numbers, I take care of the lock and hold it upside down over the bed, making dick after colorful dick tumble out in a pile.

Did I not mention I have a huge collection? Some girls have lots of makeup. I’m the not so much virgin who likes to try stuff I order online...vibrators, dildos, plugs, beads, you name it, I’ve tried it...well, except for the real-life thing.

“Holy shit,” Chopper mutters. “That’s even more goddamned sexy than hearing a chick voice she watches porn every now and then.” His eyes find mine. “Did you try every single one of them? Maybe two at a time?”

“Yes, but...” I lean over to the bedside table and grab my tiny clit vibrator and hold it up. “This one works best though. I think it’s the fourth one I’ve bought. But that’s only because I accidentally washed it along with the sheets. It’s not water-resistant.”

‘Not...” He swallows before he croaks, “water-resistant.” He rubs a hand over his face. “Dammit woman, do you have some kind of sex addiction or something?”

“No,” I gasp. But I swallow my next words and think for a moment because this does look bad. I mean my bed is littered with all kinds of colorful sex toys. “That’s all I have,” I add in confession.

“Geez, that’s comforting.” Chopper chuckles. “So, no other cases filled with more dicks then?”

“I mean, I haven’t shoved a real live one into my vagina, you idiot,” I snap.

His eyes darken and it’s then he realizes what I’m saying. “You mean, except for the fake stuff...you’re telling me you’re a virgin?”
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Chapter 07
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***Chopper***

“Put the fucking dicks away.” My voice is filled with anger. Why? Maybe because I claimed a woman who no one has had before me. Un-fucking-touched and I’ve tied her to me.

To a broken person who can never be fully functional. I mean it’s not due to my legs that were shattered and took months to heal, and still have a limp every now and then when I’m having a bad day. Some scars can fade but they will remain and I’m not talking about just the ones carved in my skin. There’s more than that. The stuff I’ve seen and the guilt I have to live with, it’s every-fucking-thing. 

What the hell did I do, claiming her? I rip the case from her hand and start throwing those things she shoved in her cunt in there. Dammit. Now I’ve got that visual on a loop in my head.

“Get out.” Ivy rips the bag out of my hands and shoves my shoulder. I’m caught by surprise and my leg fucking hurts. All of this makes me twist and turn, making me fall on my ass.

Every fucking ol’lady I know would have dropped down beside me to help. This lady doc here? She’s glaring right at me while locking up her precious dicks and shoving them back underneath the bed. “Get up, and get out, Chopper.” Her voice is as hard as stone.

Wincing at the pain, I manage to pull myself up by leaning on the bed. “By all means,” I sneer, “don’t raise a finger to help.”

“Help? Help who? You?” She snorts and steps closer into my personal space. “You’re beyond help because for one...you need to allow yourself to be of any value. That’s something you couldn’t do at the hospital when I tried to help you, so why would I give you a hand now? I’ve done enough already.”

Somehow, that’s a punch to my gut and I must have a look on my face because she shakes her head.

“Shit. Me and my big mouth,” she mutters before she clears her throat and adds, “You’re too damn annoying, you idiot.” Ivy pokes her finger against my chest but this time I’m prepared for her hands-on tactics.

My fingers wrap around her wrist and in one smooth move I’ve got her turned and her back is plastered against my front. I’ve got a tight grip on her neck and my other arm around her waist preventing her from moving.

“Don’t fucking judge me. You know nothing,” I snarl.

Ivy struggles in my grip but it’s useless. She just barely manages to draw in oxygen with my fingers wrapped tight around her neck. “I wonder how many times people threw a punch in your face,” she mutters.

Stunned, I let her go and step back, planting my ass on the bed to remove the weight off my damn legs.

“Well? Go on, tell me. I shared my dick collection, so it’s only fair you share something in return.” She’s toying with her necklace. There’s a maple seed hanging from it.

Shit. I reach out and hold it. “Helicopter seed,” I croak. What are the chances? “Why do you have this?”

“Quid pro quo,” she tells me softly.

Share something. She’s asking me to open up? I don’t fucking know how to do that. So instead I just grunt the first thing that comes to mind...the last time I got punched. “I screwed up a while ago. Got slumped into a state where I was zoning out into the comfort of my brothers having my back. Didn’t do my job, didn’t protect an ol’lady and...let’s just say I got my ass handed to me. That was a serious wakeup call.”

“We all need a kick in the ass sometimes, keeps things real.” Ivy gives me a tiny smile. “When I was little, me and my brother used to love throwing them in the air and watch how they...”

“Chopper down.” I mirror her smile and release a deep sigh. “Can we just lie down and watch a movie?”

Ivy gives me a tiny nod before she whispers, “I’m sorry.”

I shrug my shoulders.

“No, I mean it. I shouldn’t have snapped at you, but you’re very annoying, and when you indicated that I didn’t jump to your rescue...let’s just say you seem to be a guy who doesn’t appreciate being pampered. I saw your X-rays. I know you were with Arthur when...I just...I can imagine, okay? My comment about you being beyond help was poorly stated. What I meant to say was you don’t accept it in a kind matter. If I would have run to your side, you would have pushed me away. And dammit it’s coming out all wrong and I can see by the way your jaw is ticking that I’m screwing it up even more. So yes, let’s shut up and watch a movie.” She sighs and slides underneath the covers.

Funny. I thought I was the communication nut. I supply information, it’s part of my task in Broken Deeds MC, and yet keep my mouth shut most of the time, to anyone for that matter. Opening up isn’t an option. You internalize the pain and you learn to embrace the flames that lash out at every angle. With everything I’ve been through, the shit I’ve seen...the human part of me has forgotten to live. Just a robot functioning on autopilot to get through the days. 

I still have ghosts shattered in pieces running through my head and I need to set her straight. “I wasn’t with Arthur when he died. I didn’t sign up for a second tour. Medical discharge.” Guilt swamps me because I should, and would have fucking been there, if it wasn’t for that fucked up training incident.

“Right. Bone shattering matter, well duh.” She rubs her eyes. “Clearly I forgot about that detail. Although you could have died too you know, from the accident you had or if you did sign up and...right. No need to tell you more details. I’m sure many options are branded in your brain as it is.”

See? This woman doesn’t tiptoe around me. She’s a spark that could reboot my whole being...if I let her. Except after all these years, there might not be anything to reboot at all. I know damn well that denying a possibility is similar to standing in front of a door, being told it’s locked. Do you try to find out for yourself? Or walk away without making sure? Right. That’s why my ass, only covered with boxers, is sliding underneath the covers beside her.

Ivy grabs the remote and puts on a movie without asking for my opinion. Honestly, I couldn’t care less because my mind is still processing the whole day. From giving chase on my bike, trying to save Ramrod from being gun downed by one of our own, to getting shot at that made my bike crash. Hence the reason I ended up in Ivy’s hands.

And what are the chances? I mean they could have taken me to another hospital, could have been another doctor, but no...it had to be her. Arthur was one of the casualties that were killed during subsequent fighting on the ground. Lochlan was part of the team, he saw Arthur die. I should have been there too. Would have been there...if only...shit. I rub at the ache in my chest while vivid memories and guilt wash over me.

To my surprise, Ivy snuggles close, as if she can feel the turmoil running through me. Hell, maybe she can because I’m stiff as a board and yet soft lingering touches from her fingers sliding over my inked pecs makes the tension fade. 

“So...” Ivy whispers before she clears her throat and adds in a firmer voice, “Do you slide into the beds of women often after coming to their rescue to chase off stalkers...while being a stalker yourself?”

Fuck. She’s too damn much. Stunning, smart, witty, single, and lying in bed next to me. “Nah, Doc. That honor only belongs to you.”

“Hmm,” she hums. “So no secret girlfriends then?”

Placing two fingers underneath her chin, I lock our gaze so she can see the truth in my eyes. “I’ve never claimed an ol’lady, or had a girlfriend for that matter. You’re the first and even that wasn’t supposed to happen. Stanley harassing you, Lochlan calling dibs and wanting your pussy. Dammit, I’m not cut out for that shit but I couldn’t just let those fuckers have you.”

Ivy narrows her eyes. “Not cut out for that shit? What’s that supposed to mean? And I didn’t agree to be your...ol’lady thing because I’m not cut out for that boyfriend, man thing.” 
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Chapter 08

[image: image]


***Ivy***

“No shit? I wonder what gave that away...lemme think...your bag of fake dicks?” He starts to laugh but I curl my fingers around his jaw and tighten my grip.

“We will never mention that ever again. I might have had a few too many beers but the pizza sobered me up some. I might lack in bedroom stuff but there’s no reason at all to make fun of me, or make me uncomfortable, got it?” I let go and push myself away from him.

Or at least try because his arm is around my waist and pulling me back against him. “One question, if you give me an honest answer...I’ll drop the fake dicks...fuck that sounds weird.”

“What’s the question?” I ask and glare at the annoying man.

“When and why did you buy the first one?” There’s no smile or humor on his face. 

Is he freaking serious? “What’s it to you? And should I mention that’s two questions instead of just one?”

I need to shut this conversation down. There’s no way I’m going to answer why I bought the first one. With him being the reason I started craving a release that involved filling me up and...dammit. “I’m sleepy, the beer and food are,”

“Oh, no you don’t. I need a name of the guy that got you addicted to dick shopping.” Now he freaking chuckles.

“What would you like to hear? Right after I saw you the last time? Hmmm, that would stroke your...ego, right?” Ha, honesty and denial, perfect answer.

His breathing seems to stop when he takes his time watching me. I’m getting way uncomfortable with his staring.

“Fuck.” Chopper rubs a hand over his head. “Why the hell did you say that? For fuck’s sake woman, I know you’re not lying, I can tell.”

Shit, shit, and double shit. “What do you mean ‘I can tell’? That’s impossible.” 

“Don’t gimme that,” he growls. “Your eyes give me a step by step walk through. They light up, dim, bounce around, and fucking pierce straight through me. I might be lacking communication skills but I’ve been known to read people better than their own thought process. And you, Ivy...you might shield a lot from others, and it might be the beers you drank, but you’re allowing me to read you thoroughly.”

When did I lie down on my back and when did he cover his body with mine? Towering over me...shit, mental note...no more beers when I’m around this guy.

“What am I thinking now?” I breathe and watch his eyes dilate as if he’s opening up to swallow me.

The corner of his mouth twitches. “That you’re considering trading your fake stuff for the real thing.”

“Geez, you make it sound so tempting.” I roll my eyes and gasp when he grinds his hips against me.

“Nothing’s more tempting than you,” he mutters before he slams his mouth over mine.

My eyes close involuntarily and a moan escapes me, allowing him to swirl his tongue inside my mouth. There’s so much raw intensity flowing around us that it’s somehow overriding my brain and there’s only animalistic instincts left. Hands roam, bodies grind, tongues dance, and it’s not enough...we both need more. 

Chopper pulls back, disconnecting our lips while his eyes stays locked on my mouth. “I need to bury myself inside you so bad right now. Tell me you want it too or else I’ll,”

My hands slide up to cup his head. “Oh, yes,” I mumble while I pull him down and move my leg in an effort to give him more room. Chopper hisses and it’s then I realize I kicked his leg.

He leans his forehead against my shoulder. “Fuck. Gimme a second here.”

I tighten my grip and pull his head up. “Roll over.”

“Roll over?” Chopper snorts. “I think you’ve had a bit too much control, I’m not one of your...”


“We weren’t going to mention them again.” I glare but suddenly I realize what he said earlier about my eyes and how he can read me...because I can clearly read him.

His mouth is tight and his eyes carry a hint of pain and yet they are overflowing with desire. My chest aches to soothe this beast who’s shielding way too much. 

“I’m not trying to take control.” Swallowing my nerves, I add, “I’ve never done this, remember...can I just set the pace here?”

Okay, that might not have come out quite right but it’s way better than ‘you’re hurt so lay down and let me do the work.’ Right? Hell if I know how to seduce a guy in bed, but I do know the basics. In theory. Shit. My breath whooshes out when he rolls us over, making me straddle him in the process. 

“How about we keep it to; it’s the first time for us? But I advise you to embrace this moment because when my leg heals I won’t give up much control again.” There’s a vow in his tone that makes me shiver.

The thought of letting him take full control over my body is an empowering thought. Although I have no clue where this is going, I’m embracing this moment as he said. Even if it’s just to make a dusty lust filled dream from my past become reality. To have sex with the guy who made me crave sexual interaction. 

I might have fantasized it was him every time I played with one of my toys...yet the one I’m seeing now as I pull down his boxer shorts is nothing compared to the rubber ones. I wasn’t kidding when I told Chopper the number of dicks I’ve seen in my lifetime. Seen, handled, as a doctor...but now that I’m seeing his, it’s through a whole different set of eyes.

Curious, I lean down and let my tongue trail over the tip. His curses flow through the air at the same time his fingers dive into my hair to keep my head locked in position. Opening, I take his dick into my mouth and move down until he hits the back of my throat. I’m barely halfway down because my hand is curled around his thick, hard length. Working in sync, I move up and down with my hand and mouth in slow strokes. 

Chopper pulls my hair back and I watch how he replaces my hand with his, gripping his own dick and guiding it over my lips. “Fuck. Look at that...you have no idea how much strength it takes for me to hold back. I want to pin you in place while I jerk off and shoot my load all over your face. See how I boil over with that thought, sweetheart? It’s already leaking out. Show me your tongue so I can give you a little taste...but beware, Ivy...you’re not allowed to rip more cum from my body. Not until I’ve buried myself deep inside your sweet and tight cunt that you’ve saved especially, and only, for me. Understood?”

Breathe. I have to remember to breathe. How can anyone focus during sex? This man is taking away all my bodily functions and replacing them with blind lust.

“Understood, Ivy?” he grinds out through his teeth.

“Yes,” I breathe and lick my lips before I stick my tongue out like he just asked me to.
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Chapter 09
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***Chopper***

My pre-cum painting her tongue is enough to tighten the grip I have on my cock. I’m basically trying to block the sucker from blowing my load. Damn. I want her. Badly enough to find the strength to make her crawl up my body. She’s hovering that tight cunt above me. And it will be tight because the fake dicks won’t be something to compare my cock with, but she’ll find that out soon enough. 

My fingertip brushes over her clit. “You’re not going to sink down and swallow my cock with your slick cunt, Ivy. Not yet. Now take off your shirt and hold one of your tits up for me because my hands are busy and I want your nipple between my teeth while I finger-fuck you.”

Her indrawn breaths are as raw as my voice. Feelings. How open and consuming they are...such a massive contrast. I’m unable to talk about shit but the language and voicing my thoughts, my feelings in this moment are endless. All because there’s a need. 

I knew she wasn’t wearing a fucking bra but knowing and seeing are two very different things. Shamelessly she does as she’s told, cupping that fine set of tits as she leans forward so I can let my tongue slide over a very hard peak.

“Damn,” I hiss with my mouth filled with boob. “You’re so wet for me but even then, it’s hard for me to push a finger inside, sweetheart. No matter how slow we’ll go, or how much I prepare this cunt, that now belongs to me, even with those rubber things you used...doesn’t matter, taking my cock is going to burn. But I swear I’ll make it good.”

With one hand on her hip, the other palming my cock, I slowly guide her down. Just a few inches in and she starts to whimper. With a firm grip on her hip, I cup her face and drag her down for a kiss, one where I let her feel what she does to me. The longing to take care of her and cherish the essence of what life has to offer the both of us. Fuck. How can she do this to me? I’m thankful that these thoughts flow freely inside my head and yet there’s no way I’ll ever be able to voice them.

I feel her weight pressing down on me and her kiss turns hungry, greedy, as if she’s craving something more. How I hate that my leg is stitched up and throbbing and yet I manage to shift the pain and let lust fill my veins. In this moment I feel invincible with my body fully charged to stake my claim. Brand her with my seed and show her cunt to whose cock she belongs to. She feels so damn good, it’s never felt so good.

Fuck.

Condom. I’m bare inside of her and even if it’s just a few inches it feels fucking magical. But how could I skip that fucking part and she’s a doctor for Christ’s sake. Guiding herself up on her knees, she sinks back down and I lose it. I don’t fucking care about wrapping up to prevent pregnancy. I’m clean and this being her first time...

I roll us over and ignore the throbbing in my leg because my cock is overriding the pulsation. Catching both her wrists, I pin them above her head and keep them there. Her eyes are shut and her whole face is lighting up in ecstasy. I tweak her left nipple and start to thrust deep inside, pushing my body slightly up so I can watch how my cock is slamming back and forth into her tight heat.

Ivy struggles to get her arms free. Not a chance in hell, sweetheart. “Take it, Ivory. Take me.” As I am. I mentally add. 

Her eyes flash open and I know the very reason she’s shocked. I voiced her full name, one I found buried in documents because even as a sixteen-year-old she was using Ivy already.

“Mine,” I snarl and hover above her face.

Before she can spill words from her fuckable mouth, I slam my lips down over hers and find her clit with my fingers in the limited space between our bodies. All it takes is a mere touch before I’m allowed to swallow her screams as she strangles my cock in a vice grip. 

My eyes roll back inside my skull when my balls draw up tight and cum fires off to brand the cunt that’s got me hooked. How can I blow my load and with every pulse my cock gives it intensifies the need to do this again? As in right now, every pose, for an unforeseeable amount of time.

But my body has other thoughts. It’s as if the orgasm drained all the energy straight out of me. I crash down but manage to twist and fall on the mattress beside Ivy. My hand lingers between her legs, my fingers sliding through her folds, and I swear my cock twitches from the feel of our mixed juices.

“I want to fuck you again so bad, but I can’t.” My voice sounds like a whine and I damn well know I’m acting like a kid who wants his next favorite toy.

Ivy chuckles and lifts herself up on her elbows. Her eyes slide down and remain on my cock before something else catches her attention, making her jump off the bed and curse.

“What?” I snap, annoyed by the way she jumped off the bed. Fuck, doesn’t she realize? “I know we didn’t use protection. Don’t freak the fuck out on me. We’ll handle what life throws in our path.”

Her eyes widen and I get the impression that...

“Dammit, how stupid am I?” she mutters and shakes her head. “I didn’t even think...but that’s not why I freaked out, look.” Ivy points at my leg and suddenly the throbbing makes sense when I see my leg is bleeding.

Without saying much more, she stalks into the bathroom and comes out with a first aid kit. “Just so you know, I’m on the pill. Have been for years. Oh, and clean. You?”

“I’d never would have fucked you bare if I wasn’t clean.” I manage to keep some of my anger back.

“Right,” she mutters.

Ivy’s eyes are down and I’m not liking it one fucking bit. “I mean it, Ivory. I’ve never dipped my cock into another body without a fucking condom.” And again, I’m snapping at her. Christ, how fucked up am I?

Her gaze locks on mine. “No one calls me Ivory.”

“I do,” I state and don’t add anything else.

She releases a deep breath and grabs my leg causing me to grunt and look at what the fuck she’s doing.

“Dammit,” we both snap.

My leg is obviously bleeding and I guess...


“You ripped a few stitches. Lay back down, let me close them with some strips. And don’t you dare move that leg from now on.” She’s back to ordering me around and I’m feeling drained as it is, so I just close my eyes, lie back, and let her take care of me.
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Chapter 10
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***Ivy***

This time when I open my eyes, I see sunlight bursting through my bedroom. There were a few times during the night when Chopper was restless. Nightmares. His jerky movements and mumbling caused me to wake up. He only settled back to sleep when I would curl myself around him, stroking his chest with my cheek to snuggle as close as I could. Then he would wrap his arm around my waist and hold me tight. I’m not an idiot. I know very well the accident he had with his bike and hurting his leg brought back memories he must have buried deep. 

Reaching out, I come up empty. Glancing to my left, I see Chopper left the bed at some point during the night because the left side of the bed is cold. The thought is unsettling and yet I hear noise coming from my kitchen. It would be worse if he left me here alone, right? At least he’s still in the house.

Getting out of bed brings a smile to my face. My body aches in places I never knew was possible. Amazing sex. Most definitely on my to do list today. But first, coffee. And see what the morning brings because everything is new to me. Sex. A guy in my house...hell, a guy in my life because I asked him again about it and he won’t budge...I’m his ol’lady. Would that make him my boyfriend? Okay, one day at a time. Grabbing some underwear, sweatpants, and a shirt, I make fast work to freshen up in the bathroom.

When I stroll into the kitchen I come to an abrupt stop. The guy standing in the kitchen isn’t Chopper. “What are you doing here?” I gasp in shock.

“Making coffee,” he says and adds, “we need to talk.” 

“No, we don’t. I have no freaking clue what you think you’re doing here, but you need to leave.” I swing my arm in the direction of the door. “Right now, please.” I can tell he’s ready to argue so I continue, “Listen, Lochlan...I get it, your friend is an idiot. He was supposed to be here if he wanted a shot at me being his ol’lady. Clearly, he changed his mind because you’re here instead. I’m not into the whole ‘let’s share’ thing so I don’t even care what you have to say, I just want you to leave.”

“Tough shit,” Lochlan tells me before he turns and pours himself a cup of coffee.

“Tough...tough shit? What the hell? Get out. Now, dammit,” I snap and smack him on the back of his head. 

Yeah, I grew up with a twin brother who was about the same size as Lochlan. And I’ve known this guy from my teenage years. No way I’m scared. And even more? I know how to handle myself in a fight. Well...I can put up a good fight, let’s stick to that.

“No, Ivy. I said we need to talk. I’m here because Chopper gave me the task of keeping an eye on you. The way he gave me a warning that was about twenty minutes long, clearly stated you’re the one for him. You know why?” Lochlan steps closer and his face hardens. “Ever since his medical discharge he’s been moving along on autopilot. Broken Deeds MC is somewhat of a safe zone where we watch out for each other, and yet, he’s never spoken about something so fierce as he did this morning. Or at the hospital for that matter. You matter. That little fact alone is a huge change. A long time ago he had some interest in a girl but that wasn’t real. None of it. He just gave a little chase to piss someone off and I could see right through it. But you on the other hand...he mentioned that he would castrate me three times and one way was shoving my balls through my ass and out of my mouth. And that was just about getting in your personal space. He made more threats and some visual aspects of what would happen if I touched you.” 

The man chuckles while none of this is funny. “Okay, this might be all funny and special for you, but he left. Just jumped out of my bed and hauled his buddy over here to save face, so he didn’t have to talk or be here with me. Yeah...like I said...get out.”

His gaze is still locked on mine when he pulls his phone out of his pocket, taps it and pushes it against his ear. “What would happen if she would put her hands on me?”

Holy crap, I can hear Chopper curse his friend off the face of the Earth from way over here.

“I mean, what would happen if she pushes me out her fucking house, man...because you fucked up, like I explained to you two times. You left, man...shouldn’t have done that.” Lochlan holds up his phone and offers it to me.

I glance around. Chopper’s bag is gone, just like the man himself. Good riddance. My lip curls up in disgust as I shake my head.

The corner of Lochlan’s mouth twitches as he puts the phone back to his ear. “Nope, like I said...screwed up...right. No worries, I will.” He puts the phone back into his pocket and gives me a genuine smile. “Mind if I finish my coffee before I leave?”

I shrug. “Whatever, just move so I can get a cup myself.”

“Since when did you start drinking coffee? I remember a time when you would never even taste the stuff,” Lochlan says.

I have to bite my lip because the memory of me telling him I didn’t drink coffee is still very vivid. He practically made it look as if I just confessed to the greatest crime ever.

“A few years ago. A friend of mine, Nora, screwed up our drinks and instead of giving me an iced tea, I got her caramel macchiato iced coffee and it was amazing. I gently grew accustomed to drinking it until I turned into the addict I currently am. Happy?” I quip.

“Very.” He beams.

I can’t help but smack his pecs. “Shut it. Oh, this tastes amazing. You can come over and make coffee anytime.” I give him a wink and take another sip of my coffee.

Geez, I didn’t realize how much I missed casual conversation in my home. I don’t have any guy friends and this makes me miss my brother even more.

Lochlan steps closer. “Just for coffee, or maybe something more?”

Is he hitting on me? “Clearly, no more coffee for you. Feel free to leave now.” I shake my head and step away. “Weirdo,” I mutter. “Here for his buddy...talks in his defense and tries to get into my panties like it’s freaking normal.”


I grip the doorknob and swing it open. “Out you go, asshole. Be sure to never return and keep that idiot, so called friend of yours, away from me too.”

“What the fuck did you do?” Chopper’s harsh words hit me by surprise, making me slam the door shut. 

Except he’s standing in the door opening so it bounces off his shoe, making it slam right into my face where my nose takes the brunt of it. Excruciating pain explodes and makes me grip my face with both hands. 

“Get the fuck out, the both of you!” I seethe while I peek through my fingers and head for the bathroom.

I feel wetness trickling down my face and just know I’m bleeding. Fuckers. Yes, both of them. I’m supposed to have luxury time to myself. Relaxing vacation time with my feet up, watching Netflix, eating ice cream, and not having to deal with drama. Let alone guy drama I’ve never even faced in all my life.

“Dammit!” I snap while I look at myself in the mirror. Blood rushing out, tears in my eyes, while I gently...well, not so freaking gently because I need to know it’s not broken, assess the damage.

When I’m sure nothing is broken, I firmly pinch the soft part of my nose shut and stalk into the kitchen where I grab an icepack before I head back into the living room. I need to know for sure that these assholes have left. And no, they haven’t. They’re standing toe to toe right next to the couch. There’s some kind of silent discussion going on but I’m so freaking furious that I don’t care one bit that they are massive males with some serious muscle.

“I said, out!” And dammit, is that my annoying, weird as hell voice coming from my mouth?

They’re not moving. Not one single inch. Nope, they’re staring right at me. The both of them. Tears sting my eyes and before I make an even bigger fool out of myself, I turn to head for the bedroom. Locking myself up in there sounds pretty damn good to me.
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Chapter 11
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***Chopper***

“Hang on a minute.” I try to soften my tone but it comes out raw anyway. I throw an arm around her waist and drag her against me.

She tried to retreat into her bedroom when she saw Lochlan and me still standing in her living room where she caught us in the middle of a stare down. Lochlan said a few words when Ivy rushed off toward the bathroom to take care of her nose and those words hit me just as hard as the door that slammed into Ivy’s face.

I knew I fucked up the moment I got up and out of the comfort of her bed and arms. I just couldn’t handle it. Her. Me. This whole opening up thing. How can this wonderful, bright spirited woman take me into her home, her life, her fucking body? Comforting me when those haunting nightmares flare up again? The everlasting guilt and question of why Arthur and not me with the train of events that followed and impacted our lives and those around us. 

I mean...I’m doing okay until life kicks my feet out from under me again and brings it all back. I feel like an oil leak that’s spreading and covering her up so in the end it will suffocate the life right out of her.

If I didn’t realize it a moment ago, I do now...I blew my shot with her because she doesn’t even fight me, but just sags and basically gives up. Fuck. My chest feels so tight I feel the need to claw it right open and let her in...but I can’t. I don’t know how. So instead I swoop her up in my arms and carry her to the bed.

The way she slides into a fetal position when she hits the mattress makes me forget that I don’t date and don’t need a relationship, a damn ol’lady and sharing personal shit. Hell, she’s the most positive influence my life has stumbled across since it all went to shit. Yet here I am looking down to the sunshine that I’ve ripped the purity right out of. That’s on me.

I feel the need to reach out but Ivy catches my wrist. “Don’t Chopper. Just leave, okay?”

My eyes trail over the bracelet she’s wearing. The inscription states ‘Trust me, I’m the doctor’ and it makes me snort. Ivy takes the sound in a completely different interpretation and flashes up, her whole demeanor radiates anger.

“Now just wait,” I tell her with my palms up. “I saw your bracelet, it just struck a nerve, that’s it.”

Ivy glances down as if she needs to check what bracelet she’s wearing. She turns her attention back to me and it’s clear she’s going to stand by her words.

“I fucked up, I damn well know I did, but you didn’t give me a choice.” I rub my palm against my forehead. Fuck. That came out so wrong. “It’s not you, okay?”

Ivy snorts. “It’s not you, it’s me. Oh, that’s a classic. Can we just not do this? I mean, we had sex, a first for me. I had no clue what to expect but I did assume you’d be here when I woke up and not sneak off like that. Clearly, I was wrong. Oh, and let’s not forget you planted a replacement in my kitchen who thought it was normal to see if he could get into my pants for some of your sloppy seconds. So yeah, it is you. Now leave.”

Get into my pants...

Lochlan. That motherfucker. 

I damn well know my brothers are allowed, and will, test an ol’lady that’s been claimed but doesn’t have her patch ink yet. But come the fuck on...I trusted him, if there’s one person on this earth that knows what I’ve been through and what I struggle with, it’s that guy.

Pure and utter rage fills me and I spin on my heels. I hear Ivy curse behind me but it fades when I reach the living room where Lochlan is standing. He sees me coming and yet there’s only a fraction of time where he fails to react when my fist hits his jaw.

He stumbles back and I get ready to kick his ass when there’s a touch as soft as a feather brushing my arm. A tiny dot starts to clear in my red haze when I glance back and lock with Ivy’s eyes that are filled with concern. For me. She tightens her delicate hands that are now gripping my biceps. “Don’t. It doesn’t matter, Chopper. I was throwing him out but you were in the way when I opened the door.” She takes a deep breath and steps back. 

Somehow, with the loss of her touch on my skin, coldness washes over me. As if I know I’ve fucked up again in this moment.

“Listen. I’m tired and I don’t have much free time. I really would like for the both of you to leave.” Her voice is soft and there’s a hint of defeat and sadness in her words that hits me harder than the punch I threw in Lochlan’s face.

She’s already holding the door open. Lochlan gives me a sympathetic pat on the shoulder and mutters low, “Come on, man. Regroup. Let’s give her some space to breathe, huh?”

I don’t want to do that. I want to throw Lochlan out and crawl back into bed with Ivy. Not to seek the comfort of her sweet cunt but to revel in the calm she pours into my body with a mere touch. Why the hell did I leave her bed this morning? Dammit. Why can’t I just say the right things at the right time or make her see how things are? 

Fuck this world where there’s a constant need to communicate. And how the fuck can I, when everything is screwed up in my head or there’s a filter in place that alters the shit that enters and goes out of my brain? The process, the trust, the reality that there’s nothing out there so fucking screwed up as the human race.

I mean, when you try to protect people, work with them to keep them safe...then they turn around and throw a grenade. Killing best friends. Hell, it could have very well been me standing there if it wasn’t for my medical discharge. Or hell, maybe I could have made a difference if I was there. Why him and not me? 

That’s what got me out of bed...because the incident that shattered my legs? Getting your air stolen? That was between me and Arthur. What if he would have been the one with his legs shattered? What if that would have given him the medical discharge...a fucked up ‘trade places’ my mind has been given me on a loop. The fucking reason I had to get out of bed and get some miles with the wind hitting my face.

Yeah, that’s reality. 

Add that to the other long fucking list of haunting shit my mind allows me to process time and time again...how the fuck can a person open up ever again to another human being? The fact that I’m standing in front of her while her brother is in the ground. Does she know how in my mind me and her brother could have traded places? Would she want it to be the other way around? 

I’m struggling with these things and it’s eating me up. How can I pass that burden on to her, because in the end it doesn’t make one lick of difference. Because I’m here and he’s fucking not. How? Just...how? Tell me that and I might be able to take my next step forward in life and won’t doubt things will literally blow up in my face.

Lochlan’s almost out the door when I spin on my heels and head for the bedroom. It’s a spur of the moment thing, I need to make some kind of statement; I’m taking the fake dicks and her vibrator. Her eyes are wide when I stroll past her with a smirk on my face.

“Gimme that,” she snaps in a whisper. Probably to hide this incident from Lochlan who’s standing nearby.

I shake my head. “No more dicks for you.”

Fuck. My heartbeat picks up when I see her clenching her jaw. What a magnificent woman she is when she’s angry and provoked. Even with dried up blood on her face. Yet she stays in full control.

“Keep ‘em.” She tries to shrug but the anger makes her body too tight, making it seem forced before she adds, “Shove them up that tight ass of yours. I’ll just use my fingers to get myself off.” 

I have to refrain myself from the fury that’s this time caused by jealousy. Of her own damn fingers might I add.

“Alright you two, cooling off period starts now.” Lochlan grabs my cut and drags me out of her house but stops and addresses Ivy. “Just so you know, there will be a prospect standing guard. We need to check into this Tuck guy. Yeah?”

I watch how she gives Lochlan a tight nod before her eyes find mine again. Damn if there’s longing and sadness swirling in her gray eyes. Fuck. I’m such a damn asshole. Automatically I step forward, wanting to take her into my arms instead of the stash of fake dicks I’m holding but she slowly closes the door, making my whole being seem even emptier than I was before she walked back into my life.
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***Ivy***

It’s been over two weeks since Chopper was in this bed with me. That’s what’s going through my mind when my body crashes down. I’m so damn tired from my long shift that I can’t even find it in me to strip and shower. No. I just want to close my eyes and get at least six hours of nonstop sleep.

But apparently my mind has other ideas. Like reminding me of the man I had in my bed. Every damn second of the day I’m somehow reminded of him. The way he made me feel...and the way he bruised those feelings the morning after. Yeah. Hello shower, I’m ready for you now. Crap. And I was in a bad mood already. 

Ever since that day that Chopper pointed out that Tuck was sitting right in front of my building, he’s been MIA. So we’re one doctor short. I’m also worried why he’s missing and if Chopper had anything to do with it. 

I could ask the guy across the street, because it seems I still have a stalker. Or is it considered a guard or something else when he’s sitting there for my protection? Dammit. See? I don’t need these worries after a long shift. 

My clothes hit the floor and I pick them up and throw them in the hamper. It doesn’t take long for the water to heat up and my whole body starts to relax while I’m surrounded by the warmth and comfort of the shower. For a person who didn’t even have the energy to take a shower, I take a long freaking time before I stroll back into my bedroom. A towel is wrapped around my torso while I have another one in my hands to dry my hair.

I scream, like the girl I am, at the top of my lungs when I see Lochlan standing in my bedroom. “What the hell are you doing here?” The towel I was using to rub my head is now in front of me. Not that I needed it because I had all my good parts covered, but still. Wait... “How the hell did you get into my house?”

He freaking shrugs and says, “I picked the lock, no biggie.” 

No biggie? “Get out! And why the hell are those the only two words I have on repeat when it comes to guys in my own home?”

“Yeah, I have no answer to that one, Doc.” Lochlan gives me a sheepish smile. “And no need to double layer the towel. You’ve got no pussy or tits. You’re Chopper’s ol’lady.”

“Oh, cut it out with the tits and pussy statement. You already made a pass at me, remember?” I snap and stalk over to my closet to grab some sweatpants and a large sweater. I manage to put both on without flashing Lochlan and throw both towels in the bathroom.

“I know, but that was just a test.” His face grows serious. “But that’s not why I’m here.”

“No.” I step forward and poke him in the chest. “Hang on...what kind of test?” 

Lochlan glances down at my finger before he meets my eyes. “One where we get to test a claimed ol’lady for her loyalty toward her ol’man and the club. He’s laid a claim, you’re his ol’lady and that means you have to get inked with the patch within two weeks. If you don’t, then it shows you’re not fully committed, so we get to run tests to see where your loyalty lies. If you don’t get your ink within that time, you lose the right to pick the spot and we will make it happen.”

My mind is reeling from the sound of the last word that falls out of his screwed-up head. “There’s no way that’s ever going to happen. You guys need to get the hell out of my life as easy as you stumbled into it.”

“No can do. Well, maybe...let me ask you one question.” Lochlan pierces me with his gaze.

“Lemme guess, another test?” I take a deep breath and shake my head. “Fine, get it over with. I’m tired and need sleep.”

“If your answer is no, I’ll leave this room and take the fuckers who are waiting outside along with me.” The man tells me and makes me wonder who the hell is standing outside. The prospect who’s keeping an eye out for me?

“Like I said, fine. Ask and I’ll give you an honest answer.” I rub my eyes in an effort to take away some of the burning from the lack of sleep.

“Chopper. He hasn’t been on your mind in a longing matter?” Lochlan quirks an eyebrow. “I don’t mean ‘I need to find him and give the fucker a piece of my mind.’ I’m talking about ‘I miss and wish how things went different, give him a shot’ kinda longing.”

There’s a lump as big as Mount Everest in my throat that prevents me from answering his question. 

I must have a panicked expression on my face because his face softens and he steps forward. “Just be honest, Ivy. I’m not going to haul you over my shoulder and lock you up in his room.”

“No,” I squeak. And with that, it’s Lochlan’s face who shows slight panic.

“No, no...I was referring to the lock me up thing. I did think about him. Every damn day, it’s so frustrating. I’ve had a crush on him ever since we were teenagers and then it came back again when I saw him at Arthur’s funeral. Then we end up in bed together and it’s amazing and the idiot leaves and you...you idiot, standing in my kitchen and it’s all complicated and weird because I miss him so much and I don’t need it with my line of work and the long hours and I can’t sleep and it’s making me itch and he took away all my dicks and,” I’m stopped from mouth diarrhea when Lochlan slams his hand over my mouth.

“For the love of all that is holy and dipped in hell, please woman...shut the fuck up. You’re just as off balance as Chopper.” Lochlan sighs and steps back. “He’s been off balance ever since that shit happened with your brother. That shook us all up, don’t get me wrong, but I’m betting the fucker is loaded with guilt. The two involved in the jump incident where Chopper got his legs shattered were your brother and him. It doesn’t take Einstein to figure out it could have easily been your brother who could have been medically discharged and him being killed. Add you in the fucking mix of things...and the shit he’s seen during his time as a SEAL...yeah, the PTSD hit hard for him over the years. But you have to be in it, Ivy...I’m giving you an out because he’s not all roses and sunshine, but you get the load of luggage he’s carrying too.”

“Post-traumatic stress disorder is real. Don’t you think I know that?” Anger fills my veins. Who does he think he is throwing that at? Like I’m an idiot who doesn’t know a thing about Chopper. Okay, I might not know him through and through, but from what I have seen about him, lusted after him...hell, he’s been the reason I bought my first fake dick. And to throw up a discussion about his PTSD like I’m a kid who needs instructions. Freaking idiot. “It’s a serious medical condition. But he needs to reach out, he needs to develop new skills to handle it, to overcome and move on...to cope. I’m not walking away because he has PTSD. Hell, no.” 

“So, you’re walking away?” His voice rumbles in my face as if he’s trying to scare me off some more. 

Tough luck, I’ve had a hell of a shift and this feels like an awesome way to blow off some steam. “No, you overblown, insensitive asshole of a man. I’m not afraid to walk away, but I’m not going to run after him either. Any relationship needs to be built. Either from scratch with a solid foundation, or eased into. As for PTSD...it’s a gradual, ongoing process. I know damn well it doesn’t magically disappear overnight, and will flare up like they did with triggers. Hell, the memories will never disappear completely.”

“Dandy,” he cuts me off. “Seeing as we’re on the same side...let’s get you inked and then you need to come to the clubhouse because he’s locked himself in his room. He won’t go out and he needs,”

“That idiot,” I seethe. “Let me guess...he’s still got the stitches in, right? Or did he remove them himself?”


“I have no clue. That’s why I’m here. Because he might open up when you knock on his door. Yeah, I could break down his door but that might not go so well because he’s got a temper. Let’s just say that the last time I tried to get him to go outside ended with him throwing stuff at my head.” Lochlan cringes.

“Fine. I sigh. Let’s do this. I’m already past my need for sleep so let’s get that tattoo over with and then I can get to slap Chopper around. Right?” I’ve already got my arms tattooed with different flower vines. What’s another tiny one added to the mix? Besides...all my ink has meaning and I’ve known Chopper for a long period of time. I have no problem with adding something personal that resembles him. I can just squeeze it in somewhere.

Lochlan steps to the door and lets a woman inside that’s got a case with her and is followed by two other guys. One of them is the guy, Deeds, with the inked arms I met at the hospital two weeks ago.

“Hi, I’m Lips. Come on, let’s chat.” The woman with the dirty blonde hair gives me a warm smile, making me feel like I just gained a new friend.

I meet a lot of people in my line of work, and most times at the worst moment in their lives. So, you might say I have some angle in knowing people. This feels right. I know it’s fast and some may judge me, but I’ve known Chopper and Lochlan for many years in the past and I’ve heard a lot of stories from Arthur about those two. I can honestly say I think they are good people. So yes...let’s do this.
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Chapter 13
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***Chopper***

Finally. For the last two weeks I’ve been tracking down that Tuck fucker. He’s been MIA ever since he drove off when he was watching Ivy’s apartment. Not that I have him right now, but I have a solid lead. All I could do was lay down and let my leg heal. Well, that and retreat into my safety zone, shutting out all outer influences and keeping to myself. I took that time to retrace his steps, view every angle of video there was until it led me to a nameless town where he just disappeared.

So that’s where I’m heading, to that town to check it out. Or maybe I need to hack into the system and check on some police or hospital reports first so I can...Fuck. Who the hell is knocking on my door? I’ve told Lochlan to keep everyone away, I don’t need anything. What I do need is to solve this Tuck, stalker thing for Ivy so I can, or maybe, nah...I screwed that up.

“Stop fucking knocking. I’m not going to open anyway,” I grumble.

“Chopper.” My damn heart skips a beat from the sound of Ivy’s voice saying my name. She’s here? “Don’t be a dick and open this door right now. Did you rip those stitches out yourself? Because then I’ll really kick your ass, you thick headed, annoying, ignorant man.”

My hands curl around the handle automatically and open the door. “If you’re only here to take out those stitches, then feel free to leave.”

“Oh?” She’s got surprise and mischief bouncing off her gorgeous face.

And for fuck’s sake, why did I say something like that? I mean, did I expect her to come here and throw herself at me to ask me to marry her or something? I could hit myself in the damn face. I want her and yet I’m absolutely selfish because she deserves a person who’s whole and not...

“Hey, we were talking, so focus on me and don’t drift off in your head.” Ivy pokes an accusing finger in my chest and strolls past me.

I close the door behind her and glance around my room, cringing at the lousy state.

“If we’re going to have this thing where you call me your ol’lady...we clearly need to have a heart to heart about a few things.” Ivy grabs the pizza boxes off the bed and places them on the table.

Yeah, I’ve been in bed since I’ve left her house and did nothing but kill time tracking Tuck and tearing his life to pieces, letting my leg heal in the process. 

“I’m not normally like that,” I grumble in my own defense.


“Well that’s good to know. Now get your ass on the bed and let me look at your leg. Then we’re going to have a long talk.” She puts her tiny fists on her hips as if she’s going to drag my massive ass on there if I deny her wishes.

The corner of my mouth twitches. I hate hospitals, hate doctors, all because the reminders and what I’ve been through and yet this woman is a doctor. She broke through my fucked-up brain when I was in the hospital last time and somehow, she’s the only one I’m willing to have a look at my leg. Because she wasn’t wrong when she asked if I already took out the stitches myself.

I was planning to do so today. I’m not a total idiot and know these things need to come out or else they’re gonna get infected. But no way in hell was I gonna go to the clinic, or hospital, for that matter.

“Fine,” I grumble and shove my pants down before I sit on the mattress.

Ivy grabs a chair and drags it closer to the bed. She takes her medical kit and lays shit down before she stalks off to the bathroom. When she returns I feel the need to say something and yet I have no clue where to start. So instead I close my eyes and try to relax.

The antiseptic enters my nose and the sound of gloves, all of it a recollection of getting ready to do medical stuff. My breathing picks up and my stomach rolls. Sweat starts to build like the nausea that overtakes me. I need to leave. I can’t, it’s...

“Hey,” Ivy snaps and her breath strokes my face. Her scent reminds me of a flowery embrace, and yet not overwhelmingly thick. My eyes fly open the moment it hits me. It’s just her, nothing or nobody else. I’m in my own fucking room. I have the use of my legs and no fucking pain. Well...not in my legs anyway.

“I’m right here, Chopper. Are you?” She gives me a stunning smile that has an amazingly relaxing effect more than any medicine I know of. “Can you let me near your body with some surgical scissors and some tweezers?”

“That depends,” I croak. “Are you sure that’s what you need?”

She snorts adorably and rolls her eyes. “Trust me, I’m the doctor,” Ivy states and realization washes over her. I can tell by the look on her face and the way she’s biting her lip that she regrets telling me those words.

Because I don’t...trust anyone for that matter. Some on a high level, like Lochlan and my other brothers, others? Her?

My fingers wrap around her wrist where her bracelet is with that same line ‘Trust me, I’m the doctor.’ “I do,” I tell her, shocking myself and yet deep down I know it’s the truth. “Or at least my body does. Back at the hospital I let you, and I wouldn’t have stepped up like that. Or hell...fucked up like that.” Dammit I’m not making any sense.

I was sweating, heartbeat haywire and out of breath a moment ago where nausea ruled my body and yet there’s anger rolling through my body because I have no fucking clue what to do and it’s all so fucking frustrating.

“Have you been through therapy, or had help in any way when you were medically discharged, or in the years after?” Ivy gently takes my leg in her glove covered hand. “Oh, and lie still, I’m going to get those stitches out but we’re going to talk while I’m doing it, okay?” 

Her voice is soothing and I surprise myself yet again when I say, “I did. As all of us had at some point. It’s just that...” I sigh and shut down the door that’s called; opening up to people. 

“Right. That’s good. And I’m assuming Lochlan and those other guys who wear those leather vests are your support team. You’re all there for each other, right?” Ivy doesn’t look at me but is purely focused on doing her job.

It’s not like she’s prying or demanding I rip out my heart or brain and dissect it for her. “Yeah. Pumping iron is also something I use to blow off steam, it’s...” 

“Now that’s something that shows.” Her magnificent eyes hit mine and she fucking wiggles her eyebrows, making my mouth dry and I have to cough to mask a chuckle.

This reminds me yet again that I want her. I’ve been holding off with getting inked because I’m a selfish bastard and she deserves so much more. Something inside me wanted to let her off the hook and yet even the mere thought makes all the air rush out of my lungs. I need her. Her personality, her background, her connection. It’s fucking everything, and if I let her go, there’s no chance in hell I could ever find someone that will come even close to a person who can make me whole or make me feel worthy.

“You’re fucking gorgeous.” Wait, was that my voice? I’m a damn idiot. I can’t even get my brain to function when I decide to take a step forward and seduce her, grovel, make her see I’m an asshole and then ask her to give me a shot...give us a shot.

She falls into a fit of full blown laughter. 

Great. Can I fuck up even more?

Ivy catches her breath and rolls up her sleeve. Glancing toward her arm I see her new ink. As if I’m being hit full-frontal, something inside me shatters. An utter feeling of relief and a truckload of other feelings wash over me.

Her hands are cupping my face the next instant. “Hey.” Her voice is filled with concern. “Shit. Don’t cry.” 

Don’t cry? What the fuck is she talking about? My eyes are burning but there’s no way...I never cry. But I’ve also never...fuck...she’s got...I glance down again. Ivy’s hands fall from my face and I rub my own eyes because my sight is blurry. Wetness. I am fucking crying. It’s her. She’s managed to pierce through everything and hit me straight in the heart, allowing my feelings for her the room to flow and reach out. She’s mine.

“When did you get it? How? This...it’s...” Fucking words, when can they ever get in line when they need to?

“I’ve had a talk with Lochlan a few hours ago and he brought Lips over too. And if I had to get inked, it had to merge it with my other ink but also...” Now she’s the one filling up with tears. Fuck we’re a pair.

“Your brother...” I murmur and gently stroke her arm. “In Flanders Fields...the war poem he had on a piece of paper...always carrying it with him...fuck.”

She’s got the Broken Deeds patch with my name inked. But the round, red, distorted patch is the shape of a poppy. There are green vines around so it merges with her other ink and yet it stands out.

“Magnificent,” I say in awe. And it is.
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Chapter 14
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***Ivy***

Unbelievable. That’s what it is. When I finished my shift this morning I would have never believed I would end up in Chopper’s bed hours later. Yet I am. I’ve dozed off twice already. 

After I removed his stitches and he saw my new tattoo, we crawled into bed and just cuddled without saying anything. When I saw the Broken Deeds patch I asked Lips if she could ink it in the shape of a poppy. Chopper was right, my brother loved that poem and I wanted the double reminder. Chopper and Arthur were friends since an early age, so if it wasn’t for Arthur, I never would have known Chopper. 

In the last few weeks, both Chopper and Arthur have been on my mind. Memories and moments of both of them flow through my head, but it was one thing Arthur mentioned to me years back that hit me the hardest. Because I didn’t know back then who it was about...Arthur told me an accident happened during a training jump and that he blamed himself. Guilt ate at him, but he never gave me anything more than ‘it should have been me, he could have died and yet it damaged his legs and he might never walk again.’ 

He never said it was Chopper but I put it together and it suddenly made sense. I bet Chopper feels the same guilt. Hell, it made me understand even more why he needed the space and left that morning. Even if he left Lochlan behind. Although all of that is in the past now. I mentioned it to Chopper and that lead to heavy conversation that ripped open both of our hearts and bared our feelings. 

I could tell how hard it was for him to discuss it and hear Arthur’s side...well, from the things my brother shared with me. After that Chopper pulled me down on the bed, putting us in a comfortable position, snuggled close to each other. Just the intense comfort of two people giving, without any expectations, dilemmas, or obligations in return.

We have a strong connection that was founded years ago where we each walked a path that crossed at the right time in our lives. I have no clue where it all will go but when it feels like you’re bound in some way and life keeps throwing you at each other...it’s enough to take the hint. This feels right. 

We’re far from perfect and maybe we never will be, but that’s okay. Nobody is perfect and we all have flaws and scars. It’s just what you’re willing to accept and work with. The love you build together can have cracks and yet be strong enough to mend and heal to grow stronger over time. 

“Are you hungry?” Chopper asks.

“Why? Do you have some leftover pizza from a few days ago you’re gonna offer me if I say yes?” I mutter.

His laughter rumbles inside his chest and makes my insides go weak. My head is resting on his pecs where the sound and vibrations make it much more intense.

“I wouldn’t dare.” He places his finger underneath my chin and angles my head so our gazes lock. “I would order new ones.”

“You know as a doctor I would advise to have more variety of food,” I tell him with a stern voice.

“Let’s just agree that when I have you in my bed, I’m the one who’s always right. You might be the doctor,” he taps on my bracelet I bought for myself as a mental boost a few months ago, “but I’m the one you can trust.” His face turns serious before he adds, “I’ve screwed up, I know. It’s hard for me to open up and trust people.”

I can tell he’s struggling with words and opening up, yet we have oceans of time ahead of us. And he opened up a hell of a lot a moment ago. That right there shoots straight to my heart. “I’m thankful you’re giving me a shot. Well, I didn’t actually have a choice to start with.” I roll my eyes in an effort to lighten the mood.

He pushes me on my back and looms over me. His face still has the seriousness engraved in it and yet his eyes twinkle in a way I haven’t noticed before. “My body and my brain didn’t give me a choice when you walked back into my life. You caught me off guard and wormed yourself in without the both of us knowing. So, Doc...is my leg cleared? Full use and all? Do I have the ability to fuck my woman against the wall and support both our weights, or would that be too much to start with?”

My heart bounces around in my chest and tingles spread through my body at the mere thought of him...

“See? That right there, Doc. That’s why I’m the one in charge in the bedroom.” He has the nerve to chuckle but he’s right.


I grab the bracelet I bought myself as a reminder when I lost a patient. A woman with a history of heart surgery that had a DNR in place. I didn’t know about her history when they brought her in...she was in a bad car accident and I was trying to save her life when her heart gave up. I was right in the middle of CPR when a nurse rushed in with her medical history. I had to stop. DNR...I bought the bracelet as a reminder that even though I’m the doctor, the one they have to trust with their life...in the end, it’s still their life.

I feel Chopper’s lips nipping my neck, bringing me back to what I was going to do. Placing the bracelet on his wrist, I trace it with my finger for a moment before I add, “There. Now we have a reminder of our agreement in place.”

Chopper looks at it before his eyes slide to mine, desire and something else swirling in his eyes. “You really are something,” he mutters before his lips crash down over mine.

Our kiss is hungry as if we both need more. It’s not just the emotional side to devouring each other. We had the soft cuddle, relax and enjoy the other person’s company. This moment shifted into the longing of connecting our bodies. To possess and to claim. 

His hand slides underneath my shirt where he pulls down my bra. A frustrated groan flows against my lips before he adds, “The clothes need to go.”

Chopper grabs the hem of his own shirt and throws it down to the floor before he climbs off the bed. He unbuckles his jeans and raises his eyebrow at me expectantly. I shoot off the bed and remove my clothing before jumping back on.

“Someone is anxious,” he mutters with satisfaction written all over his face. “Have you been missing me, or your substitutes that I took with me?”

“I don’t need them anymore now that I got myself the real thing,” I tell him while I’ve got my eyes set on that magnificent piece.

Thick, long, and so very hard. My fingers wrap around his dick that feels like velvet wrapped around steel and just the thought of him in my hand makes my body tremble in anticipation. I tug gently and watch how his head falls back. A groan of appreciation what I’m doing to him rumbles from his lips.

I lean forward and take him into my mouth. Sliding back, I try to take him deeper the second time, except I’m prevented from doing so when he wraps his fist in my hair and pulls me back.

“Not a chance, sweetheart.” His voice thickens. “We have time later to put that mouth to good use. I need to bury my cock deep inside of your cunt, that’s where my cum belongs. Because if you suck me off I won’t last and it’ll all be over in a blink of an eye and...fuck. I need to...”

“Shut up and jump into action?” I offer.

Chopper shakes his head but pushes me back on the bed as he looms over me. He hooks my leg over his shoulder, opening me up even more while he palms his dick and slides through my folds.

“I’ve dreamed about this cunt that’s only seen and felt my cock. Being inside you feels so damn good.” He gently slides in with short thrusts, letting me accommodate to his size.

My nails scrape down his back, urging him on. 

“So impatient.” Chopper chuckles and picks up his pace, surging deeper inside me.

Both our breathing picks up, the air between us thin and our bodies burning while sweat is building in an effort to soothe overheating. But it’s a lost cause, it’s undeniable, we literally burn for one another. The way our bodies move in sync, the building need in his gaze. Chopper bites down on my collarbone while he’s tightening his grip on my hip to pin me in place. 

I’m holding him close with both hands but he rips lose when he leans back and glances around him. Why did he stop? What’s he doing? 

“I need...” He leans to the left and grabs something off the bedside table. “Ah, that’ll do.” 

Before I can voice my questions, I feel how he grabs my wrists and pins me to the headboard while fabric wraps around my wrists and he locks my arms above my head. There’s a hint of panic filling my veins before it flows into desire when his gaze meets mine. 

“Absolutely gorgeous.” His finger trails from my arm down to my breast where he rolls my nipple between his fingers. “I have to take my time with you. When I have your nails in my back urging me on, I lose control and will fuck you so hard that I’ll blow my load way too fast. So, this,” he taps my bound wrists, “is keeping the both of us in line. Just relax and enjoy, Ivory. I’m going to eat your cunt and when I’ve had my fill, and only then, I will slowly make both of us orgasm because I can’t wait to have your cunt clench around my cock while I fill you up.”

He trails a path of kisses down my body until he’s hovering above my pussy. Chopper nips the skin of my inner thigh, making my ass shoot off the mattress. With one hand he pushes on my belly while I feel fingers sliding through my pussy.

There’s a groan of contentment that vibrates against my folds when I feel his tongue slide through. Fingers pump slowly as he focuses his mouth on my clit. All of it is overwhelming. I want to slide my fingers in his hair, to pull him off, to bring him closer...anything to release the pressure of my orgasm that’s being brought to the surface.

“Please,” I beg and struggle against the restraints.

“All in good time, sweetheart. Trust me,” he tells me in a husky voice with so many emotions that my body starts to tremble to surrender completely, for whatever he has in mind.
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Chapter 15
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***Chopper***

The way she clamps down on my fingers, her body shaking in anticipation, and her taste that’s sweetening...all of this tells me she’s close. 

I pin my eyes on her face because I intend to watch her closely. “Ivory,” I whisper against her sweet cunt before I have to add a little more volume and snap to my voice. “Ivy, eyes here.” She responds beautifully. 

Well, maybe with a hint of frustration because her eyes practically scream ‘how dare you rip me out of my moment of surrendering to pleasure.’

“You’re going to burn into the direction I’ll guide you in. It’s time, sweetheart.” Gaze locked with mine, I show her body what I demand. I curl my finger slightly, find the right spot and rub on the inside while I hold her clit ransom in a way where she has to instantly surrender.

Her cum flows into my mouth as I watch how pure, intense pleasure washes over her face. Her eyes roll back and her struggling arms fall slack. I don’t give her time to get her breathing under control when I crawl up her body. I’m balancing myself on my hands that are beside her breasts. Waiting. Yes, now I take my time to study how she comes down from the rush I gave her.

Ivy’s bright gray eyes now flare with a darker ring around them. I fucking love I’m the one responsible for that change. She gives me a sheepish, post orgasm smile that I intend to see many times more before morning comes.

“You come beautifully,” I tell her and with that, I bury myself to the hilt inside her.

She gasps and tugs on her arms. Suddenly I feel the need to have her nails dig into my skin. Leaning forward, I fumble for a moment to untie her before her arms go down. I curl one of my hands underneath her to grip her shoulder and pin her in place. This way I can pound into her with force, and I intend to because with her...I lose all sense of holding back.

Her cunt is slick, puffy, and so very welcoming. Every now and then my ears pick up a moan when she clenches in sync around me. So fucking enchanting. I manage to swallow the next one and yet I can’t focus enough to continue the kiss when my balls start to draw up. 

“Yes,” Ivy breathes hot against my ear. “I need to feel you.” Another sexy fucking moan before she adds between pants, “When you come inside me, I feel every pulse. Sooooo good.” She moans again before she bites down on my shoulder as she starts to come.

Her words, her teeth and nails in my skin, the way her cunt strangles my cock in a way that rips the cum straight out of it...my whole body locks down to extract one task; claim my ol’lady with my cum.

That’s taken every last bit of energy straight out of me. I manage to drop myself next to Ivy when I ease out of my orgasm fog. She turns, snuggles close and presses a kiss on my pecs. I feel how her breathing slows down and an instant later I notice she’s out cold. A huge smile spreads my face. The knowledge that I fucked her into oblivion is fucking awesome.

Okay, I damn well know it’s because she had a rough and long shift because I’ve been keeping tabs on her. Totally didn’t wander from my stalker status. Well, not anymore because she’s officially mine. She’s wearing my fucking patch.

That reminds me. I need to handle two things to ease my mind. One is getting that ink on my body too; the other is finding Tuck. I also need to explain that one to Ivy but it’s best that I find the fucker first. 

Glancing at my ol’lady, I take a while to suck up this moment, enjoy the feel of her body against me before I slide out of bed. I know how exhausted she is and that she will be asleep for hours. That gives me enough time to wrap things up and slide right back against her body without her knowing I’m gone.
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Chapter 16
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***Ivy***

Slowly I stretch and wake up realizing I’m not in my own bed. The memory of Chopper doing crazy things with my body rushes back and makes me feel special. That is until I reach to my left, then right, and come up empty.

“That asshole, motherfucker,” I mutter and push myself upright.

There’s a chuckle before I hear his voice. “Would that be me?”

I have to swallow when I catch a glimpse of him. Chopper is standing in the doorway of the bathroom, rubbing a towel over his head, his hard body on display that’s still got water drops sliding downwards...oh, God. Shit...he asked a question, right.

“Yes, you...for taking a shower without me.” That wasn’t why I was cursing, obviously I thought he left...again.

“You have every right to be angry. Because I did leave for a few hours. But I was sure you’d stay sleep and I hurried the hell back.” His face shows concern and he’s waiting for me to flip out, I can tell.

Instead I just let myself fall back on the bed. “Okay,” I mutter.

It doesn’t take long for him to loom over me. “Okay? Not one fucking extra curse or question why?”

“Nope,” I tell him and manage to pop the P to add to the effect.

“I don’t fuck and leave.” He growls at me. “And I had Lips keep an eye on my room in case you came out. So she could have told you where I went and what I was doing. Well most of it because,”

“You got your ink,” I squeak and jump upright again. He’s got my name inked in the patch on his forearm.

“Yeah,” he croaks, “that too.”

His words make me think what else he was doing. “And...” I ask.

“And I was following up on Tuck. That’s what kept my mind distracted from stalking you these two weeks,” Chopper confesses.

There’s pain written all over his face and yet there’s no need because, “Hey, we’re past that. So...” I try to hold in my laughter when I tease, “You didn’t stalk me for those two weeks? Just Tuck?”

The guilt that washes over his face and makes his cheeks pink reminds me of a schoolboy who’s been caught.

“I take that as a yes.” I give him a smug smile before I realize he’s serious about Tuck. “Wait...Tuck hasn’t been to work in the last two weeks. Do you know where he is or why he’s not at work?”

“Yeah.” Chopper rubs a hand over his mouth and sits down on the bed. “I recently tracked him down to Arlington before he disappeared completely. I needed to check it out and I would have done so myself, but I hacked into the police records and then the hospital records...there was an accident. His car crashed, he died instantly. But Ivy...”

“He died?” I squeak. Tuck is dead?

Chopper walks over to a desk where he grabs a file and holds it out to me. I take it but keep my gaze locked on him, waiting for something...answers...instead he points at the file in my hands.

When I open it and glance at the first page, turn it and see pictures, another form with...oh, God. My signature. This is...no...it can’t be...how’s that even possible for me, or the hospital, not to know about this? “A few months ago...that woman I tried to save...she was his girlfriend? I...that...”

“Yeah, that right there explains a lot, huh? Well, not so much...except it explains why he was focused on you.” Chopper takes the file out of my hands and places it on the bedside table before he crawls back in bed with me and pulls me into his arms.

“I tried so hard to save her.” I can’t help the tears that fall. “She was in a car accident and had internal bleeding. She had cardiac arrest when I was trying to...she...I couldn’t.” I sob against Chopper’s chest while he just strokes my hair and murmurs soft words in comfort.

When I’ve finally got my breathing under control, I sit up and explain the rest. “When she was brought in we didn’t have her medical records, so I tried like hell to save her life. I was right in the middle of CPR when a nurse rushed in with her medical history. I had to stop. I didn’t have a choice...she had a DNR. I had to respect her wishes.”

“I know,” Chopper tells me with a stern voice. “It wasn’t your fault. Nothing makes sense because he was a doctor himself and would damn well know you did everything you could. Yet in some twisted way Tuck felt the need to...I don’t know, stalk you for some reason. Hell, we will never find out the exact reason why he applied to the hospital and focused on you because he crashed his car.”

“Why didn’t he tell me? We could have gone over her file together, or talked things through...anything...I wish I would have known.” I sigh.

“Yeah.” He brushes his knuckles over my cheek. “But isn’t that always the way of life? To know everything up front might make you do things differently, but in the end, it can still lead to fucked-up matters.”

He’s right. Yet it feels sometimes that life screws with every one of us no matter what the consequences. Everyone struggles with their own mess of things. Just how everyone in the end makes their own choices, like Tuck’s girlfriend did with her DNR. The hard reality in all of this also shows that life can be over in a blink of an eye.

I launch myself at Chopper who gets knocked back into the mattress. I snuggle close and vow to myself and to him, “Let’s agree to enjoy every minute life gives us for the very reason to be there for each other in a way that suits our needs.”

“Hmmm,” Chopper hums. “That sounds like a life motto.” The man adds a groan. “And I do have...needs.”

Crap. How can he make a joke of something so serious? Wait. He’s right. “Good. Because I vow to tend to your needs, but Chopper...”

“Yeah, sweetheart,” he croaks, his eyes filled with desire that’s fully focused on me.

“You have obligations toward me too now,” I carefully tell him. 

I’m about to lighten the load because I meant it as a warning that it’s not like he has to open up fully or rip open his head and chest and lay it all on me...but he does need to realize he doesn’t have to do anything alone. That I’m right here for whatever he needs, and that I hope he will come to me when he needs...me. When he needs help.

“I know.” The desire in his eyes shifts into determination when he adds, “I’m bound to fuck up but that shit falls under our needs. For you to tell me when I do, for me to make amends when needed. It’s a road filled with uncertainties and it’s bound to get some obstructions, but we’re riding toward the sunset, right?”

Oh, wow.

“Right,” I croak and kiss him fiercely. 
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Epilogue
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Two years later

***Chopper***

I’m staring at my wife who is leaning in the doorway of the hospital room. Okay, I’m lying...it’s the donation center but my mind always puts it in the same box. It’s the smell, the needles, the poking and people in white coats. I’m donating blood. Ivy set this up for me two years ago and we’ve been doing it ever since. 

It took a while before I started to feel at ease with the poking routine and the smell. I mean, when your wife works in a hospital...I needed to not freak out every time I picked her up or...fuck, when she gave birth to our babies...twins. So, this has been a tiny part in overcoming my hate for hospitals. Helping others while helping myself. And I’ve kept it going ever since.

“All done?” Ivy asks me as I stand up.

“Yeah,” I croak and swoop her into my arms.

My fingers automatically slide to her ass. She’s wearing jean shorts and they’ve been driving me crazy. I can practically slide my fingers between her legs, push them aside and...

Ivy giggles and smacks my hand away. “Okay, you can let me go now.”

I’ve got my face buried into the crook of her neck and I don’t want to let go. She’s so fucking amazing. These two years we’ve been together have been a damn roller-coaster. I’m not going to say it’s all roses and sunshine, fuck no. Life is filled with some kind of wicked balance in between the hard times and the times where you kiss the ground you’re able to walk on. 

I remember Ivy’s face when I asked her to marry her. I surprised her when I showed up at her work with a sandwich in hand, sweating like a pig, and white as a fucking sheet but I did it because I love her. Overcoming fears and working on who we are and where we want to go, together. 

I will never forget the moment we saw the lines appear on the pregnancy test confirming our assumptions. I remember when we heard the heartbeats and found out we were having twins. Every doctor’s appointment since then, their birth...creating new memories together that makes life worth the effort we put in it. It might still be a fucked-up place but the good memories quiet your mind.

There will always be a part of me that’s left behind and yet it’s that very part that Ivy picks up and carries with her. For that reason alone, I could stare at her forever. She’s magnificent in every way.

“What do you want?” she mumbles.

“You,” I reply honestly.

Another giggle flows around us as she replies, “Silly man. Let’s go home.” 

“Are the kids still good for another hour with Lips and Deeds?” I question.

We dropped them off before we got on my bike and came here. They’re six months old. Although Leontine is one minute older that Asher.

Ivy steps back and laces her fingers with mine before she drags me along into the hallway. “Yes, why? Do you have something in mind?” She glances up at me with heated eyes.

“I don’t care where, or what, as long as it involves you and me naked,” I tell her and squeeze her hand. 

She picks up speed and every step has a bounce to it. See what I mean? Enjoying life and each other. Moving forward and taking every possibility and turning it into something valuable for the both of us. 

The cool breeze of a summer’s day hits us as I straddle my bike and feel how Ivy slides on behind me. Every time she gets on the back of my bike the same heated flare of righteousness flows through my veins. She belongs there as my ol’lady, but there’s more to it than that. She has my back. Literally.

It’s in the little things where she understands or gives me space when I need it.

I know where I’m taking her and it doesn’t take long to get there. It’s a backroad where it’s quiet but it holds the beauty of the raw nature that surrounds it. Parking my bike, I take her hand and stroll to a large tree. It’s not like I planned every move but I did have one thing in mind...make out like fucking teenagers against a tree.

And I do just that, caging her against the tree while my mouth covers hers. My tongue slides between her lips to gather access and when she opens, allowing me to swirl inside, we both groan while I start to dry hump. See? We’re parents who just dodged adulting and skipped straight into teenager mode. Fucking perfect if you asked me.

I slip my hand between our bodies and manage to push her shorts and thong to the side, allowing me access to that magnificent cunt. It’s all and everything my cock wants and craves.

“Feel that, Ivory? You’re practically drooling for me to give it to you, ain’t ya, sweetheart?” The way my finger slides back and forth makes my cock thicken even more with the thought of being breaths away from doing the exact same. “I fucking love you,” I add on a whisper. 

Ivy grabs my cut in her fists and drags me even closer to her. “I damn well love you too, now give it to me, Chopper.” She breathes as her cunt clenches around my fingers.

That’s it. That’s all it takes for me to unzip, unleash, and bring myself one step closer to unload.

With short thrusts we both revel in the sensation that gets us to a point we’re it’s hard to breathe as sweat is starting to build. Her legs curl around my waist and I gladly palm that tight ass of hers so I can fuck her harder. I should keep in mind that the bark of the tree I’m pinning her against could be imprinted on her back but somehow we both couldn’t care less.

It’s a damn teenager thing to come the next instant when I feel her cunt ripple as she starts to orgasm. Her head falls forward against my neck where she digs her teeth into my skin, muffling the sound of my name tumbling from her lips. My balls draw up and the cum flows with such force it seems like an endless supply that only Ivy can unleash from my body.

I’m shaking on my feet when I finally get some blood back into my brain. “Fuck. How does it keep getting better?”

“Because it’s us,” Ivy simply breathes out.

“Fuck yeah, it’s us.” And it is that simple...it’s us. That’s the bottom-line in the struggle that’s called living. And I’m fucking thankful I risked a shot, opened up and let her in. Rooted in my past, present, and future.

Thank you for reading Chopper’s story. Gaining exposure as an independent author relies mostly on word-of-mouth, so if you have the time and inclination, please consider leaving a short review wherever you can. Even a short message on social media would be greatly appreciated.
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