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CHAPTER ONE



I Never Would


Millie


I SHOULD GET a salad.


I should have gone to Whole Foods and hit their salad bar (and thus been able to get a cookie from their bakery, a treat for being so good about getting a salad).


I didn’t go to Whole Foods.


I went to Chipotle.


So, since I was at Chipotle, I should get a bowl, not a burrito.


I had no intention of getting a bowl.


I was going to get a burrito.


Therefore, I was standing in line at Chipotle, trying to decide on pinto or black beans for my burrito, telling myself I was going to have salad for dinner (this would not happen but I was telling myself that it would, something I did a lot).


And in the coming weeks, I would wish with all my heart that I’d gone to Whole Foods for the salad (and the cookie).


It was lunchtime. It was busy. There was noise.


But I heard it.


The deep, manly voice coming from ahead of me.


A voice that had matured. It was coarser, near to abrasive, but I knew that voice.


I’d never forget that voice.


“Yeah, I signed the papers. Sent ’em. Not a problem. That’s done,” the voice said.


I stood in line having trouble breathing, my body wanting to move, lean to the side, look forward, see the man attached to the voice, needing that, but I couldn’t seem to make my body do what it was told.


“Not set up yet with a place, don’t matter,” the voice went on. “Got a condo in the mountains for the weekend. Takin’ the girls up there. So I’ll come get ’em like I said, four o’clock, Friday. I’ll have ’em at school on Monday. I’ll sort a place soon’s I can.”


I still couldn’t move and now there was an even bigger reason why.


Takin’ the girls up there.


I’ll have ’em at school on Monday.


He had children.


Logan had kids.


Plural.


I felt a prickle in my nose as my breaths went unsteady, my heart hammering, my fingers tingling in a painful way, like they’d gone to sleep and were just now waking up.


The voice kept going.


“Right. You’d do that, it’d be cool. Tell ’em their dad loves ’em. I’ll call ’em tonight and see them Friday.” Pause, then, “Okay. Thanks. Later.”


The line moved and I forced myself to move with it, and just then, Logan turned and became visible in front of the food counter at Chipotle.


I saw him and my world imploded.


“Burrito. Beef,” he grated out. “Pinto. To go.”


I stared, unmoving.


He looked good.


God, God, he looked so damned good.


I knew it. I knew he’d mature like that. Go from the cute but rough young man with that edge—that dangerous edge that drew you to him no matter how badly you wanted to pull away—but you couldn’t stop it, that pull was too strong.


I knew he’d go from that to the man who was standing in front of the tortilla lady at Chipotle wearing his leather Chaos jacket.


Tall. His dark hair silvered, too long and unkempt. Shoulders broad. Jaw squared. I could see even in profile the skin of his face was no longer smooth but craggy in a way that every line told a story that you knew was interesting. Strong nose. High cheekbones. Whiskers (also silvered) that said he hadn’t shaved in days, or perhaps weeks.


Beautiful.


So beautiful.


And he once was mine.


Then I’d let him go.


No, I’d pushed him away.


I turned and moved swiftly back through the line, not making a sound, not saying a word.


I didn’t want him to hear me.


Out, I needed out.


I got out. Practically ran to my car. Got in and slammed the door.


I sat there, hands hovering over the steering wheel, shaking.


Takin’ the girls up there.


I’ll have ’em at school on Monday.


He had kids.


Plural.


Girls.


That made me happy. Ecstatic. Beside myself with glee.


I signed the papers. Sent ’em.


What did that mean?


So I’ll come get ’em… I’ll sort a place soon’s I can.


Come and get them?


He didn’t have them.


Signed the papers.


Oh God, he was getting a divorce.


No. Maybe he’d just gotten one.


I’ll come and get ’em…


He was a father.


But was he free?


I shook out my hands, taking a deep breath.


It didn’t matter. It wasn’t my business. Logan Judd was no longer my business. He’d stopped being my business twenty years ago. My choice. I’d let him go.


And clearly it didn’t happen—where he was heading, where that Club was heading, what I expected would happen didn’t.


He was in line at Chipotle, not incarcerated.


I didn’t see him top to toe from all sides but from what I saw, he didn’t have any scars. He had that scratchy voice, so obviously he hadn’t quit smoking when he should have (or not at all). But he seemed strong, tall, fit.


Maybe he had a beer gut.


But with what he’d been getting into then, what Chaos was into back in the day, I expected twenty years later Logan would be a lot different and not just having-a-scratchy-voice, having-a-craggy-but-still-immensely-attractive-face, maybe-having-a-beer-gut different.


Worst case, I expected he’d be dead.


Almost as worst case, I expected he’d be in prison.


Still almost as worst case, I expected him to be committing felonies that would eventually land him either of those two. Not in a Chipotle getting a burrito, talking on the phone with someone about picking up his kids, taking them to a condo in the mountains and getting them to school on Monday.


What I’d expected was one thing.


What I saw was what I’d hoped.


I’d hoped he’d find his way to happiness.


It struck me on that thought that he’d said his order was to go.


Oh God, I needed to get out of there. It wouldn’t do for me to escape him inside only for him to see me outside in my car, freaked out so bad I was shaking.


I pushed the button to start my car, carefully looked in all mirrors and checked my blind spots, reversed out, and headed home.


I had no food at home except for a bin of wilting baby spinach and some shredded carrots.


This was because I thought grocery shopping was akin to torture. I did it only when absolutely necessary, which was infrequently considering the number of options available for food in my neighborhood.


Conversely, I loved to cook.


I just didn’t do it frequently because I hated to shop for food, and anyway, cooking for one always reminded me I was just that.


One.


Singular. I had good intentions. Practically daily I thought I’d change in a variety of ways.


Say, go to the grocery store. Be one of those women who concocted delicious meals (even if they were only for me), doing this sipping wine in my fabulous kitchen while listening to Beethoven or something. There would be candles burning, of course. And I’d serve my meal on gorgeous china, treating myself like a princess (since there was no one else to do it).


After, I’d sip some fancy herbal tea, tucked up in my cuddle chair (candles still burning) reading Dostoyevsky. Or, if I was in the mood, watching something classy on TV, like Downton Abbey.


Not what I normally did, got fast food or nuked a ready-made meal, my expensive candles gathering dust because they’d been unlit for months and not bothering even to dirty a plate. I’d do this while I sat eating in front of Sister Wives or True Tori or some such, immersing myself in someone else’s life because they were all a hell of a lot more interesting than mine.


Then I’d go to bed.


Alone.


To wake up the next morning.


Alone.


And spend the day thinking of all the ways I would change.


Like I’d start taking those walks I told myself I would take. Going to those Pilates classes at that studio just down the street that looked really cool and opened up two years ago (and yet, I had not stepped foot in it once). Driving up to the mountains and hiking a trail. Hitting the trendy shops on Broadway or in Highlands Square and spending a day roaming. Using that foot tub I bought but never took out of the box and giving myself a luxurious pedicure. Calling my friends to set up a girls’ night out and putting on a little black dress (after I bought one, of course) and hitting the town to drink martinis or cosmopolitans or mojitos or whatever the cool drink was now.


Seeing a man looking at me and instead of looking away, smiling at him. Perhaps talking to him. Definitely speaking back if he spoke to me. Accepting a date if he asked. Going on that date.


Maybe not going to bed alone.


Every day I thought about it. I even journaled about it (on days when I’d talked myself into making a change and was together enough to journal).


But I never did it.


None of it.


I thought all this as I drove home, then into my driveway, down the side of my house, parked in the courtyard at the back, got out and went inside, stopping in my kitchen, realizing from all these thoughts something frightening in the extreme.


I was stuck in a rut.


Stuck in a rut that began twenty years ago on the front stoop of the row house I shared with Logan, watching him walk away because I’d sent him away.


Walk through fire.


The words assaulted me and the pain was too intense to bear. I had to move to my marble countertop, bend to it to rest my elbows on it and hold my head in my hands.


Then it all came and blasted through me in a way it felt my head was going to explode.


You love a man, Millie, you believe in him, you take him as he is. You go on his journey with him no matter what happens, even if that means you have to walk through fire.


His voice was not coarse back then. No abrasion to it. It was deep. It was manly. But it was smooth.


Except when he said those words to me. When he said them, they were rough. They were incredulous. They were infuriated.


They were hurt.


Walk through fire.


The tears came and damn it, damn it, they should have stopped years ago.


They didn’t.


They came and came and came until I was choking on them.


I didn’t make a salad with wilting spinach and the dregs of shredded carrots. I didn’t hit my desk and get back to work.


I pulled my phone out of my bag, struggled to my couch, collapsed on it, and called my sister.


I couldn’t even speak when she picked up.


But she heard the sobs.


“Millie, what on earth is happening?” she asked, sounding frantic.


“Dah-dah-Dottie,” I stuttered between blubbers. “I sah-sah-sah-saw Logan at fu-fu-fucking Chipotle.”


Not even a second elapsed before she replied, “I’ll be over. Ten minutes.”


Then she was over in ten minutes.


She took care of me, Dottie did.


Then again, my big sister always took care of me in a way I knew she always would.


The bad part about that was that I never did any of those things I said I was going to do.


I never pulled myself out of my rut.


I never fought my way to strong.


When I lost Logan, I lost any strength I might have had.


That being him.


He was my foundation. He was my backbone. He made me safe. He made life right.


Hell, he made life worth living.


Then he was gone, so I really had no life and commenced living half of one.


Or maybe a third.


Possibly a quarter.


Likely an eighth.


In other words, I was the kind of sister who would always need to be taken care of.


I knew I should wake up one day and change that.


I knew that just as I knew I never would.


At a party, in a house, twenty-three years earlier…


“Hey.”


“Hey.”


He started it. He’d been checking me out since he got there ten minutes ago and not hiding it. Then he’d come right to me and started it.


I liked that.


I also liked that he’d approached, not wasting a lot of time.


But mostly, I liked how incredibly cute he was.


Cute and edgy.


Holding my cup of beer in hand, I stared up at him.


God yes, he was cute. So cute.


But cute in a way that my mother would not curl up at night, safe in the knowledge her daughter had excellent taste in men. In other words, I wasn’t talking to a well-dressed guy who I would soon learn had a life mission he’d decided on when he was a boy, this being astronaut or curer of cancer.


He was cute in a way my mother would despair, pray, live in terror and my father would consider committing murder (one of the various reasons my mother would be living in terror).


But looking into his warm, brown eyes, for once in my life, I didn’t care what my mother and father thought.


I just cared about the fact that he was standing close to me at Kellie’s party, he’d come right up to me and he’d said, “Hey.”


“Name’s Logan,” he told me.


God, he even had a cool name.


“Millie,” I replied.


I watched his eyes widen a bit before he burst out laughing.


That wasn’t very nice.


I swayed a little away from him, feeling hurt.


He kept chuckling but he noticed my movement and focused intently on me, asking, “Where you goin’?”


“I need a fresh beer,” I lied.


He looked into my full cup.


Then he looked at me, smiling.


Oh God, yes. He was so cute.


But he was kinda mean.


I mean, my name wasn’t funny. It was old-fashioned but it was my great-grandmother’s name. My mother had adored her and Granny had lived long enough for me to adore her too.


I liked my name.


“You got Millie written all over you,” he stated.


What a weird thing to say.


And more weird, it was like he knew what I was thinking.


“What?” I asked.


“Darlin’, all that hair that doesn’t know whether it wants to be red or blonde. Those big brown eyes.” His smooth, deep voice dipped in a way that I felt in my belly. “That.” He lifted his beer cup with one finger extended and pointed close to my mouth so I knew he was indicating the little mole that was just in from the right corner of my top lip. “Cute. Sweet. No better name for a girl that’s all that but Millie.”


Okay, that was nice.


“Well, thanks, I think,” I mumbled.


“Trust me, it’s a compliment,” he assured.


I nodded.


“What’re you doin’ tomorrow night?”


I felt my head give a small jerk.


Holy crap, was he asking me out on a date?


“I… nothing,” I answered.


“Good, then we’re goin’ out. You got a number?”


He was!


He was asking me out on a date!


My heartbeat quickened and my legs started to feel all tingly.


“I… yes,” I replied, then went on stupidly, “I have a number.”


“Give it to me.”


I stared at him, then looked down his wide chest to his trim waist, then to his hands. One hand was holding his beer, the other one had the thumb hooked in his cool-as-heck, beaten up, black leather belt.


I looked back to his face. “Do you have something to write it down?”


He gave a slight shake of his head and an even slighter (but definitely hot) lip twitch before he stated, “Millie, you give me your number, do you think I’m gonna forget a single digit?”


Okay, wow. That was really nice.


I gave him my number.


He repeated it instantly and accurately.


“That’s it,” I confirmed.


He didn’t reply.


I started to feel uncomfortable.


And nervous.


I’d just made a date with a guy I didn’t know at all except I knew my parents wouldn’t approve of him and then I gave him my number.


Now what did we do?


“You come with someone?” he asked.


It was weird that he asked that now, after he’d asked me out.


After I thought it was weird, I thought that maybe he thought I was on a date and then made a date with him while I was on a date and then he’d think I was a bitch!


“No, just some girlfriends,” I told him quickly.


He gave me another smile. “That’s comin’ with someone, darlin’.”


Oh.


Right.


I bit my lip.


“Who?” he asked.


“Justine,” I answered, tipping my head toward the kitchen table where there were four guys and two girls sitting. When he turned his head to look, I expanded my answer, “The brunette.”


And right then, Justine, my friend the pretty brunette, drunkenly bounced a quarter on the table toward a shot glass, missed, and grinned. Two of the guys and one of the girls immediately shouted, “Shot!” Thus, she unsteadily grabbed the glass and threw it back, some of the vodka in it dribbling down her chin.


She finished this still grinning.


“You ain’t ridin’ back with her,” Logan growled, and my gaze shot back to him. “Fact, she ain’t drivin’ anywhere.”


Oh man, I could love this guy.


Oh man!


That was crazy!


How could I possibly think I could love this guy just from him saying that?


“She isn’t and I’m not,” I shared. “We’re staying the night here.”


“Good,” he muttered right before he got bumped by someone precariously making their way to the keg.


“You wanna get out of here?” I found myself asking, and got his swift attention. “I don’t know. Sit out on the back deck or something?” I finished quickly so he didn’t get any ideas.


“Fuck yeah,” he whispered, his brown eyes locked to mine, and the way he said that, the way he was looking at me, I felt a shiver trail down my spine.


“Okay,” I whispered back.


He leaned in and grabbed my hand. His was big and rough and felt warm and strong wrapped around mine.


Okay.


Oh God.


Seriously.


Seriously.


It was true. It was crazy and totally freaking true.


I could fall in love with this guy.


And I knew that just from him wanting me to be safe and the feel of his hand around mine.


Oh man.


He led me out to the deck, straight to the steps that led to the yard and we sat on the top one.


I was nervous in a way I’d never felt before but it felt good as I stared out into Kellie’s parents’ dark yard.


“So, Millie, tell me what we’re doin’ tomorrow night,” he ordered.


I turned my head to look at him. “What?”


“Whatever you wanna do, we’re doin’ it,” he stated. “So tell me what you wanna do.”


I tipped my head to the side, intrigued with this offer.


“How about we fly to Paris?” I suggested on an attempt at a joke.


“You got a passport?” he asked immediately, not smiling, sounding serious.


My heart skipped a beat.


Though, he couldn’t be serious.


I mean, Paris?


“Do you?” I returned.


“Nope, but that’s what you wanna do, I’ll get one.”


I grinned at him. “Not sure you can get a passport in a day, Logan.”


“You wanna go to Paris, I’ll find a way.”


I shook my head, looking away.


He was good at this. A master at delivering lines.


I liked it. It showed confidence.


But they were still just lines.


“And he says all the right things,” I told the yard.


“Babe, I’m not jokin’.”


My eyes flew back to him because he still sounded serious.


And when they flew back to him, the lights from the house illuminating his handsome face, he looked serious.


“I don’t wanna go to Paris,” I whispered. “Well, I do,” I hastened to add. “Just not tomorrow night. I don’t think I have the right thing to wear on a date in Paris.”


He grinned at me. “Well, that’s a relief. Coulda swung it by the skin of my teeth but it’d set me up for a fail on our second date. Not sure how I’d top Paris.”


He was already thinking of a second date.


I liked that too.


But I liked his words better because it was cool to know he could be funny.


I couldn’t help it and didn’t know why I would try.


I laughed.


He kept grinning while I did it and scooted closer to me so our knees were touching.


“So tell me, Millie, what d’you wanna do?” he asked when I quit laughing.


“I wanna see what you wanna do,” I told him.


“Then that’s what we’ll do.”


I looked into his eyes through the dark and felt something strange. Not a bad strange. A happy one.


Comfortable. Safe.


Yes, both of those just looking into his eyes.


“So, do you wanna go to Paris?” I asked. “I mean, one day.”


“Sure,” he told me. “Though, not top on my list.”


“What’s top on your list?”


“Ridin’ ’cross Australia.”


“Riding?” I asked.


“On my bike.”


I felt my eyes get big. “You mean, the motorcycle kind?”


He put pressure on my knee as he gave me another grin. “I’m the kinda guy, Millie, who doesn’t acknowledge there is another kind of bike.”


Absolutely for sure, my parents would not approve of this guy.


And absolutely for sure, I so totally did.


“So you have a bike?” I pushed.


“Harley,” he told me.


“Do I get to ride on it tomorrow?” I went on, not bothering to filter the excitement out of my question.


He stared into my eyes.


“Absolutely,” he answered.


I smiled at him and I knew it was big.


His gaze dropped to my mouth and when it did, my legs started tingling again. But this time, the tingles emanated from the insides of my thighs, out.


I looked away and took a sip of beer.


“Millie,” he called.


I kept my gaze to the yard and replied with a, “Hmm?”


“Safe with me.”


My attention cut back to him.


“Never won’t be, babe,” he went on softly. “Not ever. Hear?”


Again, it was like he read my thoughts.


And he knew. He knew he was exactly what he was. That guy parents would freak if their daughter ever said yes to a date with him.


But I knew something else, looking at him.


My parents were wrong.


“Hear?” he pushed when I just stared at him, not feeling tingly.


Feeling warm.


“Yeah,” I answered.


He pressed his knee into mine again and looked to the yard.


“So, you wanna go to Paris,” he noted. “What else you wanna do?”


I looked to the yard, too, and told him.


We stayed out there, sitting on the steps of the deck, our knees brushing, for what felt like minutes at the same time it felt like hours, talking about nothing that felt like everything before the guy he came to the party with stuck his head out the back door and called, “Low, ridin’ out.”


To that, he told me he had to go and we both got up.


He didn’t kiss me.


He walked me into the house straight through to the front door.


There, he ordered somewhat severely, “Your girl is totally shitfaced, so you go nowhere with her and you let her go nowhere. Hear?”


I nodded. “Staying here, Logan.”


He nodded.


Then he lifted a finger as his eyes dipped to my mouth and he touched my mole.


More thigh tingles.


He looked back at me. “Tomorrow, babe. Call you.”


“Okay, Logan.”


He grinned and walked away.


I watched him, feeling a crazy-giddy that had nothing to do with beer, strangely not disappointed he didn’t kiss me.


He’d touched me in a way that felt way sweeter than a kiss.


And the next day, he called me.














CHAPTER TWO


Every Breath He Took


Millie


Present day…


WHAT I WAS about to do was ridiculous.


And possibly insane.


But there I was, about to do it.


It had been a week since I saw Logan at Chipotle.


I still had that bin of spinach and bag of shriveled carrots in my fridge and they were still the only things there. Except that bin of spinach was now not wilted but instead spoiled.


I should throw them out.


I didn’t throw them out.


I worked.


I got fast food (or ready-mades, though no salads).


I slept.


I watched TV.


And I thought about Logan.


I couldn’t get him out of my head. I even dreamed about him.


And these were not good dreams. They were dreams of him walking away. They were dreams of him shouting at me that I was a coward. That I’d thrown my life away. They were dreams where he was pushing a faceless little girl on a swing, smiling at a faceless woman who, even if faceless, I knew she was beautiful and she was definitely not me.


In other words, bad dreams.


Dreams that haunted me even when I was awake.


So now I was here and it was ridiculous, stupid, insane.


Dottie would be pissed if she knew I was here. Twenty years she’d been struggling to pull me out of Logan’s snare, a snare I was caught in even if he didn’t want me there and wasn’t even in my life.


She wanted me to move on. She’d even begged me to move on. At first she’d wanted me to go back to Logan (and she’d begged me to do that too). When she realized that wasn’t going to happen, she’d wanted me to go on a date, to go see a shrink, to go get a life, any life without Logan.


None of this had worked.


Now I couldn’t get him out of my head.


So I was there.


“Shit, damn, damn,” I whispered, looking at the façade of the roadhouse.


It was run-down, near to ramshackle. The paint peeling on the outside. The sign up top that said SCRUFF’S was barely discernable considering it was night and only the neon u and the apostrophe worked.


Strangely, Scruff’s looked much the same as it had twenty years ago when Logan and I used to come here all the time.


Except back then the c also worked, though it had flickered.


There were bikes outside, less of them now than back when this was Logan and my place because it was Chaos’s place, but it was still clearly a biker bar.


I just had no idea if one of those bikes was Logan’s.


I hoped one was.


And I was terrified of the same thing.


“You should go home,” I told myself.


I should.


But home was where I’d been nearly every night since I’d bought my house and moved in eleven years ago. It had changed since I’d renovated every inch of it (I had not done this myself—I’d paid people to do it—but it was all my vision).


I loved home. I never got sick of looking at what I’d created (or someone else had, obviously, through my vision).


But I was there nearly every night. And the only times I wasn’t were when I was at Dottie’s or babysitting a friend’s kid or at one of the events I’d planned.


The last, being my work, didn’t count.


Now I was not at home. I was back at Scruff’s. A place I hadn’t been in twenty years.


I was there because Logan might be in there.


And I couldn’t stop thinking about him.


“God, this is crazy,” I muttered, pushing open the car door and throwing out a leg.


I got out, slammed the door, and beeped the locks, keeping keys in hand and purse clamped securely under my arm.


I walked toward the building, worried about my car. I had a red Mazda CX-5 that was only a year old. I loved it. I hadn’t upgraded cars in five years, so it was my baby. And not only was this bar not the safest spot in Denver, it was located in a neighborhood that also wasn’t the safest in Denver.


I had to brave it. I was there. I was out of the car.


There was no going back.


Before I got to the door, a biker fell out of it, shouting behind him, “Fuck you too!” and I nearly turned back.


He stumbled the other way, so my path was clear.


I knew I should retreat.


I didn’t.


I went in.


When my eyes adjusted to the dim, I saw the inside hadn’t changed much either, except to get seedier. In fact, even the neon beer signs looked the same and on my second eye sweep after the quick, frantic one I did to see if Logan was there, I saw four of the plethora of them no longer worked at all. The vinyl on the barstools was worn, the furniture scattering the space was more mismatched. Even the felt on the pool table was more faded.


And there was no Logan.


Actually, there wasn’t much of anybody. It wasn’t vacant but back in the day the place was nearly always hopping. Logan and I would go on a Wednesday to find fun with the dozen people who were also there that we knew and partied with. Or we’d go on a Saturday and find mayhem with three dozen people we knew and partied with.


It was Chaos’s place. It was where the boys went when they wanted to tie one on, tag fresh meat to bang, find trouble, or if none was to be found, make it.


However, looking around, I didn’t see a member I knew from back in the day. I didn’t even see a Chaos patch on any jacket.


This was a surprise. Chaos had been a fixture there in a way that there wasn’t a night when at least a couple of brothers were at Scruff’s.


This was also an excuse to leave.


I didn’t go.


I walked to the bar and slid onto a stool, doing this with my eyes still scanning the space like Logan could materialize out of thin air.


“Well, fuck me. Millie freakin’ Cross. Blast from the past and not a good one.”


I turned my head and stared in shock at Reb.


Reb had been a bartender back then. One I would have suspected would have been long gone by now.


This was because she’d been sleeping with Scruff’s son who was set to inherit the place since Scruff was on his deathbed. Though, Scruff had been on that deathbed the entire three years I’d gone there (two of which I’d drank with a fake ID, not that Reb or any of the other bartenders cared).


Wade, her man and the next in line to own the establishment, was rarely there (or rarely there working). He was usually there drinking or alternately out cheating on Reb or fighting or drying out in a jailhouse or on his bike wandering and leaving her behind to bitch about him and swear she was going to leave him.


Reb was tough. She was so unfriendly she was mean. And she didn’t take a lot of shit (except from Wade).


I was sure she’d get fed up and go.


But she wasn’t gone. She was behind the bar, looking as faded and worn as the rest of the joint, like she’d aged forty years in the last twenty.


I barely recognized her.


The life-is-shit-and-then-you-die look in her eyes was unforgettable, still there and even sharper, so I knew it was her.


“You’re like a mullet,” she stated, glaring at me from her side of the bar. “’Cept haven’t seen you in forever and I see too many a’ those every week. Though, you’re here so just sayin’, coulda used a longer forever when it comes to you.”


That wasn’t a warm welcome.


Reb wasn’t big on handing those out. She never had been.


But this was more than her usual nasty.


I decided to ignore it.


“Hey, Reb,” I greeted.


“Fuck off, Millie, and I mean that as in, you can get your ass off my stool and get the fuck outta my joint,” she replied.


I stared.


Way nastier than her usual nasty.


“Like,” she leaned in to me, “now.”


Because apparently I’d gone insane, I decided to ignore that too.


“Your stool? This is your place?” I asked.


She straightened and held my gaze like a threat as she stated, “Yeah. Was suckin’ the wrong dick. Wade didn’t own the place, don’t know what I was thinkin’, takin’ his shit. The old man might not’a gotten around real good but he still had a dick and any man’s got one of those, they like it sucked. Sucked my way to him changin’ his will. Now Wade’s gotta eat my pussy to get on my schedule to get his tips and actually work to get ’em. Like it better that way.”


I knew she was sharing all of this information to shock me and she succeeded.


I tried not to let it show and replied, “Well, good for you, Reb. Glad you got what you wanted.”


“Didn’t get it,” she returned. “Worked for it. Worked my ass off behind this bar for ten years. Sucked old man dick for two. Now it’s mine, shit hole that it is, so not exactly doin’ cartwheels ’cause it cost a fuckuva lot more than it’s worth.”


I couldn’t agree more.


I didn’t share that.


Instead, I asked, “Can I have a beer?”


“No.”


This time, I held her eyes and started softly, “Reb—”


She leaned in again.


“This here’s a biker bar, Millie,” she snapped. “Chaos quit comin’ years ago but it’s still a biker bar and there aren’t many people wanna show here but I’ll pour a drink for any a’ them, ’specially if they’re a biker ’cause that’s the way it is; that’s the way it’s always been. Who I will not pour a drink for is some up-her-own-ass bitch who don’t like bikers. I think you get I can use every dollar my boys spend on the rotgut that goes here. That don’t mean I’m willin’ to take yours.”


“Reb, what happened was a long time—”


“What happened was you told one of my kind,” she jabbed a thumb to her chest, “you’re too fuckin’ good for him. You’re too fuckin’ good for High, you’re two fuckin’ good to sit your ass on my stool. Now, Millie, not gonna say it again, get the fuck out.”


High.


That was right. I’d forgotten. Logan had become High when he’d officially become Chaos. The joke was his name had been shortened by his parents to the nickname Low. But he liked to smoke back then and not only cigarettes, so he’d become High.


I’d hated that name mostly because I really wasn’t that fond of how often he smoked pot. I’d hated that name enough I’d never used it.


I had to admit (just to myself) I still hated it.


“There are things that I—” I tried again.


“Don’t give a fuck.”


“I’m looking for Logan,” I blurted.


Her face twisted in a way that scared the absolute shit out of me as she moved closer to the bar, put her hand on it, and leaned deep.


“And I hope like fuck you don’t find him,” she hissed. “He moved on but before he found it in him to do that, you obliterated him.”


My heart constricted in a way I actually felt pain.


Excruciating pain.


“Christ, he was so into you, he was you,” Reb spat. “He lived for you. Every breath he took, it was for you. Then you sunk the blade in and slashed it straight through, gutting him. Honest to fuck, Pete, Tack, Arlo, Brick, Boz, none a’ us thought he’d survive. Ride off a cliff. Set himself swingin’ in the Compound. Get himself in a fight he knew he couldn’t win. He searched for it. It never came and you could smell the goddamned disappointment on him when he woke up to face another day without you in it. Every woman on this goddamned earth wants a man like that to feel like that about them and you had it and you fuckin’ tossed it away like it was garbage.”


I nearly fell off the barstool in my need to flee because I could take no more. The pain was so immense it was a wonder blood wasn’t oozing from every pore.


“Yeah, bitch,” she kept at me as she watched me move. “Get gone. Get the fuck gone. Don’t ever come back.” She lifted a hand and jabbed a finger at me. “And don’t you go lookin’ for High. He don’t need your shit in his life. Not again.”


I backed away two steps, unable to tear my eyes off her simply because I had no thoughts. It was actually a wonder I was moving.


All I could feel was the pain.


Eventually my body took flight and I got out of the bar. Into my car. I hit the button and reversed out of my spot without even looking to check if it was clear.


And I drove home.


It was late and even though I needed her, I wasn’t going to call Dottie again. I wasn’t going to call any of my other friends who knew about Logan and my inability to get over him. I wasn’t going to go home and burst into uncontrollable tears that felt like they’d choke me and keep crying until I hoped they would so it would finally be over.


I got into my house and flipped the switch illuminating the kitchen.


I locked the farm door behind me.


I walked to my marble countertop that was white with gray veins and dropped my purse on it.


And then I stood still and stared unseeing into the living room.


Reb was right. I knew it. I knew I’d destroyed Logan.


We’d met when I was eighteen, nine weeks after I graduated high school.


He’d asked me out within minutes of the first words we spoke to each other.


I’d slept with him on our first date.


Not because I was easy.


Because I knew he was everything.


And he was.


He was a dream come true. A fantasy come to life. Every clichéd hope of every girl on the planet walking, talking, touching, kissing.


Except, perhaps, rougher and owning his own bike.


He’d treated me like gold.


No, like a princess.


No, both.


I was precious. Beloved. Treasured.


He looked at me and every single time he did it, I knew he thought what he saw was so beautiful he couldn’t believe his luck.


The sex wasn’t great.


It was explosive.


And we slept entwined and woke the same way, like we needed to be connected to each other to recharge in the night so we could take on the day. Like without that, we wouldn’t be able to function.


To my parents’ dismay and his parents’ delight, we’d moved in with each other within six weeks of meeting.


We fought and every single time we did it, we ended it laughing like what we were fighting about was ridiculous because, mostly, it was.


We were together for three years that felt like fifty-three, all of them blissfully happy.


Then that time felt like three days the minute he walked away from me because I made him do it.


I looked around my kitchen with its marble countertops and butcher block island that had a vegetable sink. Its heavy, white ceramic farm sink under the window and white cupboards, the top ones with windows. Other cupboards specially designed for wine, cookbooks, spice racks. I took in the kitchen’s stainless steel appliances and six-burner, two-oven stove, the wine fridge.


Then I moved.


My boots struck against my hardwood floors that had been refinished four years ago and they still gleamed perfectly. I went to my living room with its multipaned windows at the front and on either side of the fireplace at the side.


I looked around the white walls and the brick of the fireplace (also painted white).


The sheers on the windows were white, too, and they were diaphanous. The furniture was slouchy and comfortable and all in soft taupe. The accents of toss pillows on couch, love seat, and cuddle chair as well as the vases spotted around surfaces were in muted pastels. The frames of pictures dotted on surfaces were all whitewashed or engraved mirror or intricate silver. And the pièce de résistance was a large circular peacock mirror over the fireplace.


The effect was cool and stylish, but not cold. Pretty and welcoming.


I walked down the hall with its walls filled with perfectly placed frames, all black with cream matting, holding black-and-white pictures of Dottie and her family. My parents. Grandparents. Cousins. Aunts and uncles. Friends.


I moved past the guestroom and guest bath into the extra bedroom that was a junk room. I flipped on the light, which set the ceiling fan to giving the room a gentle breeze it did not need in September.


I went right to the closet, slid the door open, and struggled through the wrapping paper, luggage, boxes, then hefted out the plastic crates that were stacked in the corner.


Four of them.


I wanted the bottom one.


I got to it and pulled it into the room. I fell to my behind on the floor and flipped down the latches on the sides of the crate, lifting the top away.


In there were albums, three of which I’d happily, but painstakingly, filled with photos.


One album for each year.


The rest of the crate was filled with those envelopes pictures came in with the front holding the film.


And last, there were loose photos tossed in in a frenzy to hide painful memories.


In the beginning, I’d pulled that crate out often.


But it had been years since I’d opened that box.


I grabbed an album, put it on my lap and opened it randomly.


My throat closed against the burn consuming my insides as I stared down at a photo of me standing by Logan, who was sitting on his bike.


We were outside Ride, the auto supply store with attached custom build garage that Chaos owned.


Logan was off to do something, I didn’t remember what. I was saying good-bye to the man I loved, who I would see again within hours. He had one of his hands on the bike grip, the other on my hip. I was facing him but looking over my shoulder at Naomi, the wife of one of Logan’s Chaos brothers.


My hair was long, down to my waist and unencumbered, like Logan liked it. Unrestrained and wild. A way I hadn’t worn it in years.


Logan had on sunglasses that made him look cool and badass, jeans, a tee, and his Chaos cut.


We were close, like we were always close whenever we were together, touching, like we were always touching, and smiling.


Like we were always smiling.


The picture below that was of us stretched out on a couch in the common room of the Chaos Compound. I was mostly on top of Logan, partly tucked into the back of the couch. I had a hand on his chest and my head thrown back, the picture captured my profile and I was laughing.


Logan was on his back, head to the armrest, arm wrapped around my waist, holding me to him even though he didn’t need to since I was lying on top of him. He was looking right at the camera, also laughing.


On the opposite page there was a picture of us at Scruff’s. I had my booty up on the edge of the pool table (something I did a lot to be goofy because being goofy made Logan smile, but something that annoyed the hell out of Reb). Logan was leaning over the table with cue in hand, lined up ready to take a shot.


But his head was tilted back, his eyes were on me and mine were on him.


We weren’t smiling. I was saying something to him and I had his full attention.


Like I always had his full attention.


I pressed my hands on the pages, palms flat, like I could soak in those times, like I could be thrown back years to relive them, like I could absorb the feelings I’d had back then of being safe and loved and living the life that was just right for me.


It didn’t work.


I turned the page.


Then I turned another page.


And another.


I did it reliving memories I’d relived countless times. They were burned in my brain in a way they were always there, even when I wasn’t calling them up. They were scars that tormented me in a way that changed the course of my life.


It wasn’t simply that I was in a rut.


My life had been interrupted and I’d never restarted it.


Since Logan Judd, I had not had a boyfriend.


I had not had a lover.


Not in twenty years.


He was it for me and those pictures showed why.


I met my perfect man at age eighteen and I had him for three years.


Then I sent him away.


Could I right those wrongs?


Should I?


You obliterated him.


I had.


And I’d done the same to myself.


Every woman on this goddamned earth wants a man like that to feel like that about them and you had it and you fuckin’ tossed it away like it was garbage.


I hadn’t tossed him away.


Reb didn’t know.


She’d never know.


But I hadn’t done that.


I’d never do that.


Not to Logan.


Every breath he took, it was for you.


I turned the page and went still.


On the two pages before me were six pictures taken at what was known among the biker world as Wild Bill’s Field.


What it was was a biker rally that happened on Bill McIntosh’s farm every year.


I remembered those rallies, all three of them I went to.


The pictures on the page were from the second one.


Top left, Logan sitting on a log, me on a blanket in front of him on the ground between his legs. He was bent forward, arms around me, chin on my shoulder, the firelight was illuminating our faces as we laughed toward someone that, if memory serves, was Boz being his usual lovable idiot.


Center left picture, same, except my head was turned and tipped back and Logan’s chin was off my shoulder and he was looking down at me.


Bottom left, my hand was up and curled around Logan’s forearm and my head was still tipped back.


But Logan wasn’t looking at me.


He was kissing me.


I shut the book.


The Field.


Wild Bill’s biker rally.


Every biker from every club in the entire state of Colorado went to that rally every year. It was mayhem, bikes, tents, campers, RVs, sleeping bags, bonfires, a makeshift stage set up for local and not-so-local bands who played loud and deep into the night.


It was bring what you want or hit Wild Bill’s kitchen that he set up in a massive tent at the edge of the makeshift campgrounds. He bragged that the proceeds sent him to Miami for Christmas and supported him throughout the year, except we all knew we hit his field just after he harvested the hay or corn he always grew in it, which was the way he really made his living.


First weekend of October.


Which was two and a half weeks away.


Every breath he took, it was for you.


You obliterated him.


I needed to right that wrong.


He needed to know.


And I was the only one who could tell him.


It was good now. It was safe. He was alive and well, ordering burritos and raising kids and not a fugitive from the law or worse.


And he needed to know.


So I was going to find him.


Then I was going to tell him.


On a blanket by a lake, twenty-three years earlier…


He was on me and in me.


He was done.


So was I.


Logan Judd had just given me my first orgasm.


And it was crazy-great.


We were on our date.


He’d picked me up on his bike.


I had been right. My parents had freaked.


But they did what they always did. They trusted me and didn’t make a big deal of it.


They didn’t like me hanging with Kellie either. She was considered a hood. Her dad had taken off when she was a little kid and never came back. Now her mom and stepdad partied more than Kellie did and didn’t mind it when Kellie had all her many friends over (this was because, I suspected, Kellie, Justine, and I cleaned up afterward and they didn’t have much worth anything to break).


But anyway, I got excellent grades. I was going to college in a few weeks. I’d gotten into a good one. University of Denver. This meant I was going to stay close to home, something my sister didn’t do (she went to Purdue), so this was something my parents liked. I did my chores. I got along with my big sister. We were thick as thieves and I missed her like crazy since she’d gone to Indiana. I loved my family and showed it. I’d never been one of those bitchy, pain-in-the-ass kids who got in their parents’ faces all the time.


Even so, I was a bit of a rebel. I drank and it was illegal. Kellie and Justine and I’d go joyriding. I’d lost my virginity at age seventeen (but it was to my boyfriend of two years, who had broken up with me in his first few months at University of Colorado).


I wasn’t disrespectful. I loved my family.


I was just… me.


And the me I was wasn’t stupid and totally irresponsible.


And the me I was put me on the back of Logan Judd’s bike.


He’d driven us into the mountains and I’d loved the ride. Dad had a friend who had a bike, Dottie and I had been out on it and we’d both loved it.


This was better.


A whole lot better.


Riding wrapped around Logan.


The best.


He’d pulled off the highway and drove to a lake. We’d gotten off the bike and he hefted a backpack out of one of his saddlebags, a blanket out of the other. He’d then taken my hand and walked us down a trail that led to the lake. The sun was just getting ready to set, so we had plenty of light to see the beauty around us and I saw it.


But I felt the beauty of walking with Logan, his fingers around mine, the backpack slung over one of his shoulders, the blanket tucked under his arm, knowing this was already the best date ever and feeling in my heart it was only going to get better.


I’d been right.


He moved us to the edge of the lake and threw out the blanket. We got on it and he pulled stuff from the backpack.


It was nothing fancy. He had four bottles of beer in there. Homemade sandwiches (turkey and Swiss). Bags of chips (that were a bit crushed). A package of Oreos (similarly crushed).


But sitting by a beautiful lake up in the foothills of the Rocky Mountains with Logan, eating and watching the sun set, it was the most delicious meal I’d ever had.


We’d talked.


From our conversation on the steps of Kellie’s deck, he knew my full name, my age, that I had a sister, what high school I’d gone to, that I was heading to DU for the fall semester, and that Kellie and Justine were my best friends. I’d learned his full name, that he was three years older than me, he was a recruit for a motorcycle club called Chaos, and he was close with his parents and younger sister, even if he’d left them in Durango, where he’d grown up.


On the blanket, we’d talked more and it was cool because it was like a rite of passage. The first real grown-up conversation I’d ever had.


I wasn’t some eighteen-year-old just-ex-high-schooler that he’d met.


I wasn’t a girl.


I was a woman.


A woman he liked.


We talked about the work he did at Ride, the garage and shop that was owned by the motorcycle club he belonged to. We talked about how, when he was finished being a recruit and he was a full member, he’d get a bigger cut of the money made there. We talked about his brothers and how he liked them. We talked about his brothers’ “old ladies,” or the wives and girlfriends, and which of them he liked… or didn’t.


We also talked about how I was kind of worried that Justine was partying too much and getting blasted out of her mind when she did. We talked about the fact that I was worried about this because she’d screwed up on her SATs, refused to take them again, and she’d had a really bad couple of semesters, so her GPA was shot. Then, when the first two colleges she applied to didn’t take her, she’d quit applying. And I’d told him I thought she was lost and freaked about her future and instead of finding her way, she was getting drunk a lot.


“One thing I know, darlin’,” he’d said gently when we were talking about Justine. “You ain’t ever gonna change a person. Stand by their side or be at their back. But do not push change or expect it. Just be there for them while they sort their shit out. But do it knowin’ you might have to cut ties if their shit starts leakin’ and becomin’ yours.”


Thus I’d learned on our date that Logan Judd was wise.


Conversation had while eating changed into conversation had while cuddling and talking and staring at the moon on the water.


Cuddling had gone from just talking to talking with some kissing.


My first kiss from Logan Judd had been a revelation. It, too, was my first adult kiss. No fumbling around. No inexperience. No desperation. None of that feel you’d get from a guy like he knew he was lucky he managed to get his mouth on you and the second he did, he was thinking about what else he could get.


Logan knew what he was doing. Logan took his time doing it. Logan liked what he was getting and Logan knew how to guide me to giving that back.


It was dreamy from beginning to end.


And then the talking stopped and it was just kissing until it turned into Logan making love to me on that blanket by a lake in the Rocky Mountains.


It was slow and sweet and exploratory until it got faster and more urgent and finished on totally explosive.


It was not only my first orgasm.


It was also the first time a man had made love to me.


And I lay under him, feeling his weight, smelling his hair, my body sluggish in a way I liked, at the same time I was crazy-giddy like the night before, except in a quieter way I liked better. All this because I was connected to Logan, feeling complete when I didn’t know I was incomplete and it was crazy, totally nutso, but I knew it to be true.


I was complete with Logan.


And I also knew it was no longer that I could fall in love with Logan Judd.


It was that I’d started doing it at his first “hey.”


No, when I first saw him walk into Kellie’s house.


And I was still doing it and knew I’d keep doing it until the deed was done.


Which, with the rate I was going, would take another date.


This, for some reason, didn’t freak me.


No.


It should. It should freak me. It should feel wrong.


But it only felt right—oh so right…


I… could not… wait.


He pulled his face from out of my neck and I instantly missed his heavy breaths there.


But when his eyes caught mine in the moonlight, I suddenly declared, “I’m not easy. You’re my second. And if you think I am and this isn’t about the fact that we’re good together… if you’ve missed what’s going on with us… if you take this, what just happened, and don’t call again… all I can say is… your loss, Logan Judd.”


I said this and I did it with attitude.


But I also did it completely terrified by the very idea that he might not call again.


He grinned and his body started shaking on mine.


“That it?” he asked, his words also shaking with humor.


“Yes,” I answered, deciding from his amusement not to be freaked that I’d just blurted all that out.


“Just sayin’, already got our second date scoped out,” he replied.


I relaxed under him and did it biting back a whoop of glee.


“And the third,” he continued.


I slid my hand up his spine.


“All the way to the sixth,” he kept going. “And then it’s your turn to decide what we do, so best start thinkin’, Millie, ’cause that’s gonna happen next week.”


Man, oh man, he had our first six dates planned.


He was going to call me again.


And again.


And again.


And this made me unbelievably happy.


“I like you.”


God, still blurting!


The grin he was still wearing got bigger.


“That’s good seein’ as you just let me have you as in all a’ you. I liked it a fuckuva lot but even if you hadn’t given me that, I also liked shootin’ the shit with you so think it’s safe to say I like you too.”


I turned my head to the side, suddenly scared at how relieved I was that he liked all he’d gotten from me and wanted more.


“Millie,” he called.


“Hmm?” I asked the tall grass at the side of the blanket.


“Beautiful, look at me.”


At the “beautiful,” my fingers clenched into his skin and my eyes went to his.


“No bullshit, baby,” he whispered the second he got my gaze. “I am absolutely, one hundred percent not missin’ what’s goin’ on.”


It was then I suddenly wanted to cry because I’d just been made love to, had my first orgasm, and was still connected to a man I liked a lot, a lot, a lot in a way I knew I was falling in love.


“This is kinda crazy,” I whispered back.


“This is all kinds of crazy,” he agreed. “Crazy good. And we’d both be fools, we don’t roll with it.”


He was right. I knew it down deep.


I slid my hands up so they were both cupped, one over the other, at the back of his neck.


“I really liked that,” I told him softly. “What we just did.”


He dipped his face closer and gave me a hint more of his weight, replying quietly, “Got that when you came for me, darlin’.”


“Does our second date involve more of that?” I asked, and watched his eyes begin to shine.


“Definitely.”


“Good,” I whispered.


More shining from his eyes before I lost that shine because I closed mine, seeing as he was kissing me.


In the end, our first date involved more of that.


I got home late.


I knew my parents worried even though they didn’t say a word.


But Logan and I had plans to go out the next night.


So I was walking on air.















CHAPTER THREE



Thank You


Millie


Present day, two and a half weeks later…


I STOOD IN front of my bathroom mirror wearing my undies and bra and holding the handle of a large hand mirror.


I turned and lifted my free hand to my neck. Sweeping aside my hair and holding it at my opposite shoulder, I raised the mirror and looked.


I forced my eyes to stay open even when I wanted to squeeze them shut.


Unless I looked, I didn’t see. And my hair was long enough that it was rare I caught a glimpse.


And if by chance I caught a glimpse, I’d pretend I didn’t.


Now I was looking.


And there it was, as it would be since it was a tattoo.


Well done, the artist a master, not faded at all.


Then again, it was all in black.


Squat words that scrolled long in a beautiful, flowing script: Only him…


And I knew the second part of that tat started on Logan’s hip bone and ran across his hip, in bold scripted black underlined with a flourish of barbed wire:… only her.


The words and memories burned through me as I dropped my hair, turned, set the mirror on the counter, and moved toward the walk-in closet in the bathroom.


It was time to get dressed and go.


It was time to find Logan.


It was time for him to know.


*    *    *


I stood removed, watching and feeling shock at all the changes I saw.


There was a blazing campfire like days gone by. Also as in years past, one of the brothers had hauled logs in his truck to the field so they were positioned around the fire. And there were tents dotted around with the requisite bikes.


But the tents were bigger, more expensive.


And there was not one but three tricked out RVs parked facing the campfire and two deluxe travel trailers set up as well.


When I knew Chaos, they did well and this well didn’t entirely come from their custom car and bike garage and the automotive supply shop they ran but other not-as-legal enterprises.


Clearly, things had gotten even better and I knew part of that was Ride becoming outlandishly successful, something you couldn’t miss even if you tried since everyone in Denver knew about it.


I just wondered if the other part also kept going.


We’d never had RVs.


Or, I should say, they never had.


I was no longer someone who could refer to Chaos as “we” and they were sticklers about that kind of thing, so I knew I shouldn’t even think that way.


I stayed removed and watching, seeing brothers I knew. Even though they’d aged, I recognized them immediately. Boz, Hound, Big Petey. There were brothers missing, including Arlo, Dog, Brick, Hop, Black, Chew, Crank, and, most surprisingly, Tack, who was one of the more intense members of Chaos, but he seemed more Chaos than the average brother and considering they were all in—blood, guts, and glory—that was saying something.


Logan had been wary of Tack, telling me when I’d asked, “Good man, good brother. But Tack’s got ideas and the way shit is, my best bet is to lay low, see if he decides to play ’em out, and if he does, how.”


Logan had not shared these “ideas” with me. That was brother business and he’d gently but definitely firmly shared that brother business was not my business.


I was okay with that. My man was far from stupid and I knew the brothers that made up the brotherhood by then, so I knew why he was in it.


And I trusted him.


The last was the bottom line, really.


In the end, I’d needed a lot of trust.


But it had never wavered.


Not once.


Though, he didn’t know that because I didn’t share that.


I’d shared the opposite.


I set those thoughts aside and studied the rest of the Chaos crew. There were more than a few younger guys I didn’t know, some of them with women I also (obviously) didn’t know.


This shouldn’t have been surprising, even though it was. The Club recruited and did it regularly. When I was with Logan, they were looking into opening another auto supply shop in Fort Collins and only brothers were involved in that (or anything to do with Chaos).


However, the sheer number of new, younger men shocked me. They outnumbered the members I knew and that made Chaos—something that was so familiar to me, once a part of my life with me being a part of their family—unfamiliar and that caused a pang of hurt I knew was not my right to feel.


Though, one of the girls I suspected I knew except when I knew her she was a whole lot younger.


Tabitha Allen. Tack’s daughter.


Like she had back then, she looked just like her dad, except female. She was just as beautiful as he had been handsome. And she was clearly with one of the brothers, a tall, lanky, good-looking one who was also very with her.


But no Tack.


And no Logan.


This meant I had to go in search of him.


This was a daunting prospect. The rally had grown over the years. It appeared triple the size it used to be. And I knew by some of the flags flying or pinned to the sides of RVs that the clubs there were not just from around Colorado but from other states as well.


Wild Bill was likely raking it in.


But I had all weekend. Wild Bill opened it up for setup Thursday at noon with the rally officially beginning with a concert on Friday evening.


It was now Friday night, nearly ten o’clock, when all the brothers should have arrived and started kicking back and letting loose.


However, watching them around the campfire, although there were beer bottles, smoking of two kinds, whisky being passed around, this was not the Chaos letting loose I’d been used to way back when.


Chiefly, there wasn’t a single outsider approaching them to buy weed.


On this thought, I moved away knowing from the prime location of their camp that they’d either sent a recruit in the early hours Thursday morning to camp out on the road and then move in to stake claim to their space or the recruit had actually camped out by the side of the road Wednesday night to do it.


And their spot was prime. They were far enough away from the music they could hear it but it didn’t drown out conversation and you could bed down and it not bother you much, or perhaps in those RVs it was drowned out completely. Also, they were on the other side from Wild Bill’s kitchen tent (which I’d noted when driving in was now four big tents), so the smells of cooking—no matter how good they were, they were also constant—didn’t permeate the air.


However, the Chaos camp wasn’t too far you couldn’t wander to what was known as the Trench.


The Trench was the area in the middle of the activity close to the stage where you went only if you didn’t know better, were too drunk to care, you were so badass you could handle whatever was thrown at you, or you had your man with you who was so badass he could take care of whatever was thrown at you.


I’d loved being in the Trench. It was heaving. It was out of control. It was loud and crazy. And to be in it, you had to let go, give in to the flow or you’d panic and be lost because you didn’t get out until the ripples of the Trench naturally spewed you out.


You could make instant friends with a look or instant enemies with the same.


But usually, it was friends. Although fights could (and did, regularly) break out, they never got (too) out of hand.


This was because everyone loved Wild Bill, so it was rare they disrespected him by doing something problematic that could mean the cops would show up.


In fact, in all the years since he’d been hosting the rally, which by now had to be at least thirty, the cops had only shown twice (that I knew of and even not going anymore, come early October, I paid attention to the news just in case).


The Trench was just a big, crazy party and it used to be every night for three nights Logan would guide me in and stick close to my side as we had the time of our lives until the undulations spat us out. Then we’d go back to Chaos, sit around the fire, shoot the breeze, drink, neck, and end up in our tent, where we’d fuck.


It had been awesome.


And being there again after all those years, it occurred to me just how narrow my life had become.


There was a day I was up for anything and with Logan at my side, safe to do it.


So I did.


Now I didn’t.


I wandered away from the Chaos camp and edged the Trench, thinking I was glad that Logan hadn’t been with them. I didn’t want to make an approach with the guys around.


It wouldn’t be awkward, making that approach to Chaos. It would be dangerous. Not to my body, to my mental health.


I knew the guys who’d been around back then would know and feel the same way about me that Reb did. I figured the younger ones had heard the history, perhaps without names, but a whisper would tell them who I was and they wouldn’t be any more welcoming.


So it was find him elsewhere.


Which was good.


I scanned for Logan as I moved, skirting the edges of the Trench, careful not to get sucked in. As many good memories as I had in there, I couldn’t go in. Not without being three sheets, not without someone to take my back, and not in the clothes I was wearing.


I didn’t own biker chick attire anymore. I didn’t live in jeans and cutoffs and tees and tanks and halters. Dripping with silver. Wrapping kickass beaded headbands around my forehead or covering my hair in a bandana and being able to get away with it. Wearing a tee of Logan’s and belting it to make it a dress that was precariously close to showing ass cheek and not giving a damn.


I’d been all in. I’d embraced the biker life like I’d been born to it. I’d done it so thoroughly, at first my parents and Dottie were terrified, utterly, completely, so much they’d eventually broken down and shared it.


Then the weeks had passed into months and they got to know Logan.


Honestly it hadn’t taken him much time to win them around.


He loved me. Was besotted with me. Treated me like porcelain. And he showed all that.


But it was more.


He was respectful. He didn’t curse around them, smoke or drink (too much), or maul me when they were near. He called Dad “sir” and Mom “Mrs. Cross” until she sat him down and begged him not to do it because, “You’re a part of our family now, Logan. It’s time to call me ‘Mom.’”


In the beginning, they’d hated me with Logan.


In the end, they’d been devastated when I’d sent him away.


They didn’t understand. They’d both talked to me about it then, asking why I’d ever let go of a man who loved me that completely and wanted the things they wanted for me, a safe home, marriage, and a big family.


They didn’t know.


Only Dottie knew.


Still, to this day, no one knew but Dottie.


And if I could find him, now Logan would know.


I just hoped I didn’t have to brave the Trench to find him.


I moved around the Trench, watching the revelers, taking in their attire, and thinking about how I wore different clothes back then. I was in jeans, boots, a sweater, and a leather jacket but my whole ensemble didn’t cost me fifty bucks because I’d scored kickass threads from some vintage shop or bought my tee at a concert or from a roaming vendor at a rally.


My ensemble cost over a thousand dollars (not including jewelry), and I might be among bikers, but they’d know it.


So I kept to myself, scanning faces, peering into the outskirts of the Trench, weaving around bodies and bonfires and tents and bikes.


I was nervous, most definitely. But I’d had two and a half weeks of practicing what I was going to say. Not only that, but also practicing how I was going to get Logan to listen to me.


I had the words down pat.


So I had that part covered.


What wasn’t covered was the fact that I had no idea what his reaction would be (or what my reaction would be to his reaction, though, I’d run a few of those around in my head as well, about seven thousand of them).


I just hoped that when it was done, when I’d explained, some of the scars would heal. At least enough that I could move on. Know he understood and finally—way too late but not never—close the book on that chapter of my life, give Logan that closure, and let us both go forward without that wound damaging our souls.


On a mission, I kept looking and did it for hours. Sometimes finding a safe spot to stop and watch just in case being on the move was why I was missing him. I even hung close to Wild Bill’s kitchen, thinking Logan might come to get a brat or a paper basket of late-night, drunken-eating gravy fries (Wild Bill’s specialty).


I saw Wild Bill. He was now old as dirt and looked it, but even though it was past midnight, he was serving up fries to bikers and their babes, doing it smiling.


Finally, I realized it was time to give up. At least for that night. I was getting tired, things were getting rowdier (the Trench) or quieter (the outskirts), so people were settling in for the night one way or another, and if Logan was there, he’d be doing the same.


Therefore I needed to pack it in, go home, get some rest, and come back the next night.


I didn’t think of finding Logan with a woman (which could be possible).


From the conversation I overheard at Chipotle, it seemed he was getting divorced or was finalizing but he could have moved on (though whatever ended that relationship was not him straying—he’d never do that, not in a million years, I knew that for certain).


But I’d deal with that if it happened and when I told myself I’d deal, I also told myself that it might even be good. He’d have someone and I wanted him to be happy.


And if he had someone, it might free me to find someone. Knowing Logan was with someone (and hopefully happy this time, as a possible divorce stated he hadn’t been the last time—but I tried not to think about that) might release me from his snare and finally allow me to move on.


I thought this even knowing there would be consequences from seeing him with another woman.


But I’d deal with them if they happened too.


What I hoped was that in the next two days, I’d actually find him.


If I didn’t, I’d have to go to Chaos. I’d have to go to Ride, the store or the garage, and look for him, ask after him.


Or, God I hoped not, the Compound.


But if that happened, it would.


And that, too, I’d deal with when it did.


Night one was a bust but I wouldn’t give up.


I’d come back for night two.


This thought made me sigh as I made my way through the bikes, trucks, and other vehicles parked outside the camp areas. Apparently, going to Wild Bill’s was like riding a bike since I remembered to make note of landmarks that would lead me back to my SUV in that sea of vehicles.


Back then, Logan had taught me to have that care.


Therefore, twenty years later, I had that care and walked right to my car.


I beeped the locks and had a hand to the handle when I heard, “Lookin’ for me?”


When that deep, coarse voice came at me through the dark, my body became paralyzed, my eyes glued to my hand on the handle.


Then it kept coming at me.


“Bitch, followed you the last forty-five minutes. Reb got in touch. Told me you hit Scruff’s.” On the next, the voice was nearer. “You’re lookin’ for me. So tell me what the fuck you want so you can quit lookin’ and I can quit lookin’ at you.”


Slowly, I turned, my head going back automatically because I felt him close and I knew what close to Logan meant.


I was five-seven.


He was six-one.


He towered over me, or at least that’s what it always felt like because he wasn’t only tall, he was also a big guy with a big presence.


And right then, it felt like that, especially since his big presence was an angry one.


His face was in shadows, I could barely see it.


But I could feel him.


And I could smell him.


God, I could smell him.


He didn’t wear cologne or aftershave. His scent was all his. And I remembered lying in our bed holding his pillow to me, my face shoved into the sheets, taking him in after I’d made him walk away.


His scent hadn’t changed. Not even a nuance.


Smelling it without warning felt like walking unsuspecting into the street and having a truck slam into you. And that feeling was so strong it was a wonder my body didn’t go careening through the trucks and bikes, slamming into them, shattering every bone.


He moved forward so he was in my space, the smell strengthened and my body tightened to guard against it.


“Woman, after all this time, whatever shit you gotta hand me, fuckin’ do it,” he ordered irately. “You got two seconds to spit it the fuck out. You don’t, you won’t get another chance, and you know I’ll make it that way. So this is your only shot. Take it or get in your fuckin’ car and get your ass outta my world.”


I stared into the shadows of his face, wishing with everything that I could see it.


Apparently, I did this for two seconds because Logan bit out, “Right. See nothin’s changed. Weak. Now get your ass…” he dipped his face to mine, “gone.”


And when he did, I got up on my toes and kissed him.


It was totally crazy.


But I also totally couldn’t help it.


He smelled so fucking good.


And he was Logan.


Close. Right there. His face in mine.


He jerked away, muttering a disgusted, “What the fuck?”


But the words or their tone didn’t penetrate.


I smelled him and I’d had a taste.


I was gone.


I lifted both hands to either side of his head, yanked him down to me, and went back in, going for it, giving it my all. Even when his fingers clenched painfully into my hips pushing them back to set me away, I held on tighter and shoved my tongue between his lips.


It touched his, just that, just a touch, and then I cried out into his mouth when I found my back slammed into my SUV.


But it wasn’t his way to get me to let him go.


No.


His head slanted and he forced my tongue out of his mouth when his invaded mine.


And that was when I was gone.


I was already gone but right then there was nothing to me.


Nothing at all.


Except my hands on Logan’s head, his body pressing mine into my car, his smell all around us, his tongue plundering my mouth, all this exploding fire everywhere.


He drove a hand into my hair, twisting it, the pain bristling over my scalp and I cried out into his mouth again even as I arched deeper, pressed closer, willing, like it had always been, to give it all because he was Logan, he got it all.


But also because I knew I’d get it back a hundredfold.


He swayed us forward so his other arm could lock across my back and he kept at my mouth as I rolled way up on my toes, pushing deep, wrapping my arms around his neck, consumed by the kiss and not giving that first fuck.


I was ready to ride it out.


No, I needed to ride it out.


No matter where it went.


He broke away and that was when my hand went into his hair, fisting tight in protest.


“That what you want?” he growled, his voice lower, the abrasion physical, and I shivered with delight.


I wasn’t entirely certain of the question but I answered a breathy, “Yes.”


“That’s what you want,” he repeated, a statement this time, seeking confirmation.


“Yes, Logan.”


He let me go but took my hand, his skin rough against my fingers. The feel of it back after all these years washed through me and I fancied I remembered every time, in quick succession, from the first night we met to the night before I broke it off when he’d taken my hand and guided me somewhere.


Lost in it like I’d always been lost in it, I followed blindly.


Attached to Logan, I’d go anywhere.


Even if we were walking through fire.


He wended his way through the vehicles, quickly, strides long, and I rushed to keep up, my fingers curled tight around his just in case he got any ideas of letting me go.


Finally, he pulled me down the side of an RV I knew was part of the Chaos zone, stopped at the side door, and didn’t let me go as he dug some keys out of his pocket.


He inserted one, unlocked the door, yanked it open, and tugged me up the steps as he shoved the keys back in his pocket.


I had the barest moment to look around and be stunned at the utter opulence of the place as he stopped us inside and locked the door.


Total mega-platinum-rock-star-on-the-road-mobile, including manly mess, like he didn’t give a shit about the opulence to the point it was in your face just how much he didn’t care that this thing likely cost more than many people’s homes.


I was unable to get over this because Logan finished with the door and was pulling me through the space to the back.


And the bed.


He hauled me in and around so I was back to the bed, facing him.


Then he tugged my jacket down my shoulders.


“Logan—” I began, my voice holding a tremor, saner thoughts seeping in and forcing themselves to be noticed.


I had no choice but to cry out yet again when his hand shot up and in my hair, cupping the base of my skull and jerking me to him so powerfully, I collided with him, unable even to get up a hand to cushion the impact.


“We do this, you don’t talk except to say ‘fuck me harder,’” he ordered roughly.


Those never-forgotten tingles shot out from my inner thighs.


I opened my mouth, my hand drifting up in order to force it between us when he bent his head slightly, his eyes—those brown eyes I loved so damned much—not warm but severe and piercing.


“And you do not fuckin’ ever say my name again,” he whispered sinisterly.


Yes, saner thoughts were prevailing.


And the biggest one of those was that this was not right.


His mouth crashed down on mine and his scent assaulted me and it again was right.


Absolutely.


I tore at his Chaos cut, forcing it down his arms.


He broke free of my mouth to yank off his thermal, then put a hand in my belly and shoved me onto the bed.


I took in the wall of his chest, its dark hair dusting across his pecs and down his six-pack, his upper body wide, his abs cut, his arms big and defined, all of it powerful, and I went for my belt.


He yanked off my boots.


Since I’d undone my belt and fly, he went after my jeans next and they were gone. My sweater went up as he put his hands to the hem at the same moment he put his knee to the bed beside me, joined me, and the sweater was gone.


I felt a moment of joy when the weight of his body hit mine and then felt something else that was still joy but a lot more of it when his mouth hit mine.


The years melted away and we went at each other like we always used to go at each other. Every day, sometimes more than once, sometimes if we had the time all day.


But there was a difference.


This was frantic.


Hungry.


No.


Starved.


Everything I could take I did with hands and mouth and teeth and tongue, rabid for it, pushing him to his back for better access and going all in. Eventually separating from him only enough to yank at his belt so urgently, his hips left the bed.


“Jesus, fuck,” he muttered, but I knew that tone. I’d heard it before.


He was gone too.


And I was going to obliterate him a different way.


I tugged his jeans down until his hard, thick cock bounded free and God, God.


There were a lot of beautiful things about Logan Judd and one of them was the perfection of his dick.


I missed everything about Logan Judd.


Including that.


But there it was, inches away, so I wasted no further time.


I bent low and glided the tip of my tongue along the underside, hearing his groan, looking up and seeing nothing but the underside of his jaw, his head digging back into the pillow.


He liked that.


I quit fucking around and took him in.


All in.


“Jesus… fuck,” he groaned.


I blew him, just like he liked it, exactly like he liked it—definitely like riding a bike, I remembered it all and gave it to him.


I took him there, in woefully little time, and he communicated this to me by shifting away and taking over. Coming up on his knees, catching my eyes, his still severe and piercing but also fired and glorious, shoving a hand in my back and pushing me face-first into the pillows.


He moved and I felt my panties yanked down to my thighs. The tingles gone, my whole body was quivering in anticipation, my moans muffled against his soft sheets.


I moaned again when he shoved my legs apart and I felt my panties stretched tight, biting into my flesh.


Then he drove in and he was mine again.


Mine.


“Yes, baby,” I whimpered, overwhelmed, undone, simultaneously feeling joy while burning with desire, my fingers clenched into the pillow and I reared back in welcome and demand.


His fingers grasped my hips and kept me stationary as he pounded in.


“Oh God, yes. Fuck me. Fuck me harder,” I begged, fighting against his hold at my hips so I could participate as he rammed hard, fast, God… God…


Deep.


My chest stayed down but my head jerked back and I tipped my ass as high as I could, took it and kept taking it until I came apart, the pieces of me flying as I exploded with a succession of sharp cries that led to panting moans.


And he kept at me.


The pieces drifted back and I smelled him on the sheets, felt him thrusting inside, gloried in having him back, and tried to push up to my hands to help take him there.


“Down,” he growled.


“But—” I started.


One of his hands left my hip and moved to my back, shoving in to keep me where I was.


“Stay the fuck down,” he bit out.


I stayed down and stilled, the pieces of me drifting started shooting together as I took his thrusts and finally felt his thrusts.


A different burn assailed me as his noises came and I knew he was close.


Then he came, pouring himself inside me, holding me still and in position to be able to do nothing but take it.


He jerked into me as his orgasm had hold over him, then he buried himself to the root, staying there.


I remained still.


As I was beginning to fear, he wasted no time pulling out.


But even in my wildest imaginings, my worst nightmares, what he did next was not something I’d ever expect.


Not from Logan.


Not from the man who had my heart.


Not from the man who’d vowed to me the first time we met that there was never a time I wouldn’t be safe with him.


Not even after what I’d done.


I felt him leave the bed and was dropping to my side, reaching blindly for the covers, listening to the sounds of his buckle being done up.


I just got the covers over my lower half, my torso up on my elbow, my head turned to him, when I felt the heavy weight of my jeans slap against my body.


My eyes shot to his.


“You got what you wanted, bitch. Now get the fuck out.”


I stilled completely as horror and agony slashed through me.


Logan did not still.


He bent to snatch up his thermal, turned, and prowled out into the hall.


I stared at the space he’d occupied as it belatedly came to me what just happened.


He’d fucked available pussy.


I threw it at him.


He took it.


Now he was done.


This came with the territory for a biker. Groupies hanging around for that sole purpose. They didn’t care who or where or how. They got off on it.


I’d known a few of them, hung with them, shot the shit with them, and it was my considered opinion that they enjoyed it more than the guys, the notches they earned on their proverbial belts. They didn’t want commitment. They wanted fun and someone to let loose with and a fabulous orgasm (if they could get it).


I was not a biker groupie. I was an old lady. I wanted what the groupies had but I also wanted the whole package.


Though, I had to admit, I’d admired them. They didn’t care what anyone thought. They lived their lives in the pursuit of what they wanted and anyone who looked down on that could go fuck themselves.


But, again, I was not a biker groupie.


Yet Logan had just fucked me like one.


No.


Worse.


And it was worse because he didn’t even show me the respect of a cuddle or a kiss or offering me a shot after he’d done it.


What just happened was a revenge fuck.


And I’d walked right into it.


Mortified, shocked, wounded, I yanked up my panties and slid out of his bed slowly but I didn’t take my time dressing.


I hurried.


I did this thinking the Logan Judd I knew didn’t have that in him.


Men needed to earn his respect.


Women, that was another matter.


My mom, my sister, old ladies, biker groupies, whoever—he gave them respect. It wasn’t earned. It was given. He did not judge. He was never a dick, much less a complete asshole.


As Reb said, I’d obliterated him.


And I knew I had.


But I didn’t deserve that.


No woman deserved that.


But he’d treated me like that.


I pulled on my jacket and headed down the hall, moving swiftly, completely forgetting why I even came to the rally, needing to get out of there before the wound opened any further and I bled out on the floor of Logan’s tricked out RV.


I knew he was still there when I made it to the front. I felt him but I also saw him out of the corner of my eye.


But I went right to the door.


“I don’t see you again,” he stated when I was lifting my hand to open the door. “Ever again. Hear?”


Hear?


Agony.


I turned to him and it felt like I was moving in slow motion, that simple movement taking years.


And then I saw him.


Yes, craggy.


No scars.


No beer gut.


Just beauty.


An older version of my Logan but with cold eyes and a curl of distaste on his full lips.


“You’ll never see me again,” I whispered.


His eyes stayed locked to mine as he clipped, “Good.”


I felt my eyes brim with tears but I didn’t move. I stood there staring at the man I’d loved and lost and mourned for twenty years but I did it knowing I hadn’t even begun to mourn him.


Because my love for him had never died.


Now the mourning would start.


Because he’d just killed it.


“Thank you,” I said.


“For what?” he bit out.


“For killing it,” I replied.


I saw his heavy, dark brows shoot together but that’s all I saw before I turned to the door, unlocked it, yanked it open, and raced down the steps, the tears flowing, the pain growing and spreading.


Blindly I ran in the direction of the Trench, turned the corner that would take me out of the Chaos zone and ran straight into something solid.


I stepped back, looked up, and stared in horror at Tack Allen.


He also stared at me before his face went hard and he growled, “Fuck me.”


He hated me and even in those two seconds I knew it because he didn’t hide it.


Not again.


I couldn’t take this again.


I turned, nearly ran into the redhead at his side who I distractedly saw was not Naomi but was looking at me curiously right before her head jerked visibly, her eyes got wide, and her mouth opened.


I darted by her and raced into the night.


Tyra


“Do you know her?” I asked.


My husband didn’t answer.


He started stalking (stalking, not walking) quickly toward High’s RV.


“Tack!” I snapped, dashing after him. “Do you know that woman?”


Tack didn’t get to the RV before the door was thrown open and High prowled out.


“Brother,” Tack called.


High didn’t even look at Tack. He marched right to his bike that was parked by his RV and threw his leg over.


“Brother!” Tack shouted over the roar of High’s Harley that he’d fired up, my man quickening his steps, which meant I quickened my steps, now running behind my husband.


High revved his bike, his head turned to look behind him as he began to back it out.


“Brother!” Tack bellowed just as he stopped close to High’s bike, and I skidded to a halt at his side.


Then I didn’t move a muscle as High turned his head and looked to my man.


I also didn’t breathe.


I was close with all of the brothers. Over the years, and there had now been many, through ups and downs, births and deaths, breakups, makeups, fuckups, we were tight.


But if I was forced to list which brother I was least close to, it would be High.


He was a good guy. He was a good brother. He was nice to me. He respected me truly and did this in word and deed and not because I was the president of the Chaos MC’s old lady but because he felt that for me.


But we weren’t that tight.


And I’d noticed he wasn’t close to any woman attached to the Club, not even, when he’d had her (which now he did not), his own wife.


I knew he’d bleed and die for his brothers. If it came down to it, he’d even do it for the old ladies.


That didn’t mean he’d shoot the shit with us at a Chaos hog roast.


Thus he didn’t.


And I had an idea that I’d just found out why.


Because that beautiful woman with tears streaming down her face who looked like she’d just been told the man she loved with every fiber of her being had been shot dead on the street had just come from High’s RV.


A High who looked like he was off to wrestle the devil himself to take over hell and had enough fury in his belly to win.


He didn’t address Tack. He backed out and roared away.


I stood next to my husband and looked into the darkness where High had last been.


When Tack moved, I shifted quickly, turning to face him.


“Who was that woman?” I asked.


He looked down at me and said the wrong thing.


“Do not get into this, Red.”


There it was.


This was big.


This was why High was High.


So this was something that I needed to know.


“Who was that woman?” I repeated.


Tack turned fully to me, got close, and bent his neck to capture my gaze through the dark.


“Do not get into this, Tyra,” he also repeated.


“Who… was… that woman?” I demanded.


I watched my husband’s jaw grow tight as he studied me.


We’d had a decade together.


He knew me.


So it wasn’t a surprise when he stated, “You know men got dream women, just like women got dream men, you bein’ mine.”


That was a good way to start, buttering me up, because I did know that.


He was my dream man.


I was his dream woman.


We didn’t just wear each other’s rings.


That was the truth of it.


And we’d shared that with each other in a myriad of ways over the years.


“Yeah,” I answered.


“Her name is Millie Cross,” he went on. “And ’bout twenty years ago, she used to be High’s woman.”


“I think I got that part,” I informed him.


“No, Red,” he said, getting closer, lifting a hand to curl it around the side of my neck. “She was his and she was his. As in, his dream woman.”


Uh-oh.


“Crap,” I muttered.


“Yep,” he agreed. “And you know how High got himself addicted to the rush of doin’ stupid shit that was also felonious in order to make a shitload of money for the Club?”


Uh-oh!


Now ancient history, the Club doing felonious shit, my man had seen to that, dragging his brothers along for the ride.


Though, truth be told, most of them were willing and invested every step of the way to the point they bled for the Club to be clean.


And one died for it.


High had been harder to convince that the Club needed a new direction.


“Yes,” I replied slowly.


“When she gutted him, gettin’ shot of his ass, tellin’ him he had no ambition and she had graduated from college and had a golden life ahead of her so, since he was tainted with Chaos so deep, she knew he’d never get a real life. This meant he had to fuck off. Which he did. And that was when he went so deep into that shit, it took what happened to you years later to pull him out.”


What happened to me was that I’d been kidnapped, and stabbed repeatedly, by an enemy that used to be an ally of Chaos. An enemy that High had wanted to reaffiliate with.


Until that enemy nearly killed me.


“Shit,” I whispered.


“Yeah,” Tack agreed. “That bitch is not a bitch. That bitch is a biker-hating cunt and I have no clue why the fuck she’s here except to fuck with High’s head ’cause she spent three years doin’ that and got way the fuck off on it.” He looked beyond me and muttered, “Probably got herself dumped. Maybe has kids to take care of. Lookin’ for some fuckwad who’s stupid enough to take on her shit and thinkin’ wrongly with the way he fell for her that’d be High.”


I stared up at my husband, the sharpest man I knew, wondering how, at least with one thing, he could be so dumb.


“Uh, I don’t think so.”


His gaze cut back to me. “Come again?”


“The woman we just saw was the female adult equivalent of a six-year-old who just learned there’s no Santa Claus, no Easter Bunny, and she was adopted.”


He looked to the heavens and muttered, “Fuck.”


“Seriously,” I snapped.


He looked back to me. “Red, I’m tellin’ you,” his fingers on my neck squeezed, “do not get involved.”


I shook my head in disbelief. “As his brother, seeing him, seeing her, how could you not get involved?”


He dipped his face close to mine. “’Cause she was runnin’ away, which means I hope like fuck she stays away. And if she doesn’t, I’ll do everything in my power to set her away in a way she gets my goddamned message and stays… the fuck… away.”


“Tack—”


“Tyra, do not get involved,” he ground out.


“Whatever happened between them, she was devastated,” I hissed.


“Good,” he clipped. “She rained that shit on High, she deserves it and a fuckuva lot more.”


Loved my man.


But I was right.


Like any man blinded by loyalty to a brother, about this shit he was so dumb.


“Has it occurred to you that a biker-hating woman would be nowhere near Wild Bill’s field no matter what she might need unless what she needs is what she needs?” I asked.


“Nothin’ occurs to me except takin’ my brother’s back, Tyra,” he returned. “And you need to listen to this, baby, and let it sink way the fuck in. Every brother is gonna do the same and you do not wanna go against Chaos on shit like this. The ones who didn’t live that with him will hear about it and we’ll be all in in a way you’ve experienced once. When we all put our asses on the line to save your life.”


I drew in a sharp breath.


He heard me do that and muttered, “You get me.”


“Tack—”


“Let it go.”


“Tack!”


“Red.” He got super close. “Let… it… go.”


He stared into my eyes.


I stared into his.


Neither of us said a word.


Tack broke the silence.


“You gonna let it go?”


“I haven’t decided yet,” I snapped.


He drew back a bit and grinned.


“Take your mind off it.”


I rolled my eyes.


He came back in and brushed my mouth with his. “Still riding the high of the Trench, baby. Now wantin’ to ride something else.”


It sucked but even after a decade with this man, I knew he was a very good rider, so even ticked at him, that did it for me.


I reached out and grabbed his hand, declaring, “We’ll talk more about it later.”


“No, we won’t.”


“We so will.”


He shook his head, turned, and tugging my hand, grinning again, he led me to our tent.


We got in it and my husband took my mind off High and a woman called Millie Cross.


He did it thoroughly.


But even so, I was me.


So it was only temporarily.


Millie


Twenty-three years earlier…


“Five?” I asked incredulously.


“Five,” he answered, grinning up at me.


I was naked on top of Logan in his bed in the two-bedroom apartment he shared with some guy who was not Chaos.


But, since Logan figured his time as a recruit was coming to an end, and his pay at work would increase, this meant he was planning to move into a different place that was only his.


He’d just made love to me after taking me to a fancy steak dinner at the Buckhorn Exchange.


It was fantastic. I got to dress up. I got to see Logan’s version of dressed up (nice shirt, not-too-faded jeans, the ever-present leather cut declaring he was a motorcycle club recruit).


He’d not blinked an eye when I got carded after I ordered a beer and showed my fake ID (though he’d teased me about getting away with it when the waiter was gone).


He’d talked me into trying Rocky Mountain oysters (not my favorite) and elk (delicious).


We’d laughed, talked, held hands over the table, and played footsie under it.


In other words, this, our fourth date, was just as good as all three preceding it.


Now we were in his bed and Logan had just told me he wanted five kids.


Five.


My “Seriously?” was again incredulous.


He shrugged against the mattress, still grinning up at me, and explained, “Only got a sister and we’re close. All a’ us. Don’t know why my parents didn’t have more. They didn’t share. Maybe by the time they made their own, they were worn out from the ones their folks had made. Though I think in the beginning it was money and not bein’ able to afford havin’ more. But my folks both came from big families. My dad’s got two brothers and a sister. Ma’s got two brothers and two sisters.”


His arms wrapped tighter and he kept talking.


“Love my family, Millie. Love spendin’ time with them. And I got a lot of that growin’ up. The best times were holidays. Nearly all Dad and Ma’s kin still lived around Durango and we’d get together all the time. Easter, Thanksgiving, Christmas. Lots of food. Loud. Wild. All the kids would go trick-or-treatin’ together, big brood, terrorizin’ the neighborhoods. Huge graduation parties. Big sweet-sixteen parties. We were tight and it was a blast.”


I was no longer incredulous.


I was deeper in love.


“You miss it,” I said softly.


“Yeah,” he replied. “Think, later, my folks wished they didn’t stop. All except for two of their brothers, the rest went whole hog with makin’ babies and not many have moved away, so they still got that in Durango. Same goodness, gettin’ bigger all the time. Fuck, my uncle had to put up a tent last Thanksgiving and heat it so he could put tables out there ’cause there was no room in the house. Which meant, all a’ us out there got to be even louder and rowdier and he didn’t give a fuck. Loved it. We all do.”


I smiled at him. “Sounds like fun.”


His arms around me gave me a squeeze. “Take you there next Thanksgiving.”


That was a future date I was very much looking forward to.


Then again, four days, four dates, and I looked forward more and more to every one.


“I just have a sister,” I told him, changing the subject because I didn’t want to scare him with showing just how much that was true. “Always wanted a brother too.”


He lifted a hand and touched his finger to my temple, trailing it down and back, over my ear until he cupped his hand around the back of my neck.


“You’re young, baby, but you think about kids?” he asked.


“My sister is the absolute best and no way in hell I’m gonna live a life where I don’t have two girls who can share a room and have bunk beds and giggle every night so much me and my man have to shout threats at them to shut up,” I declared, and watched in wonder as his face got soft.


Seeing that, I decided I wasn’t done.


“If this means I have to have three boys before I get my two girls, or five boys, I don’t care. I’m going until I get two girls.”


He started chuckling, his brown eyes lit with humor and warmth, but that soft look never left his face.


“So, you’re prepared to push out seven kids,” he remarked.


“That would not be the optimal scenario,” I replied. “But, yes. To get what I want I’m prepared.”


“Well, I want boys. I’ve got a sister, good friends back in Durango. Havin’ that, not losin’ it even leavin’ town and leavin’ them behind when I headed out to see what was up next in life meant I looked for it here in Denver. And that led me to Chaos. So I know what havin’ a brother is but wish I had it all my life. Want my boys to have that.”


“So, best case, two boys, two girls. Worst case, two boys, two girls, and various wildcards,” I replied, and Logan chuckled again.


“Yeah, though, worst case don’t sound too bad either.”


He was right and I didn’t care that we only had four dates and it was early.


Four dates had done it for me.


This was my guy.


So the thought of giving him as many babies as he wanted thrilled me to pieces.


I didn’t want it the next day or week or month.


But when I got close to graduating from college, I wanted to start thinking about it because I wanted it early so I could be young and enjoy my kids and then be young and enjoy my grandkids.


“Start early,” I whispered hesitantly.


“Oh yeah,” he agreed instantly.


See?


This was my guy.


We agreed on everything. Not just everything that meant something, everything as in everything.


His gaze grew intense on me right before he rolled us so he was on top.


“Gotta get you home soon but want a little more of you before I hafta let you go,” he told me.


Oh yes.


We agreed on everything.


I melted under him.


“Okay,” I agreed.


His eyes warmed a different way before he slanted his head and kissed me.


Logan got a little more of me and I got a lot more of him.


Then he took me home.


I hated to say good-bye at my parents’ front door.


But it wasn’t that bad.


Because we had plans the next night.
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