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        She needed someone to save her, but trust wasn’t a luxury she couldn’t afford.

        He vowed to keep her safe, even if it meant he had to let her go.

      

        

      
        MICA:

        A price was put on my head when I testified against the person who assaulted my best friend

        The only person I knew could protect me was also the one man I didn’t trust with my heart.

      

        

      
        CRUSHER:

        She needed my club and the protection we could give her.

        Mica didn’t realize that once we started down that road, her fate was sealed. She had to be claimed and that meant she would be mine, like she should have been years ago.
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        Other Woman Drama
      

      	
        Sexual Situations written on page
      

      

      

      There are probably other triggers not mentioned here. Please, be advised that this is a trigger-heavy book. If you need a safe read, this will not be the book for you!
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1 SECOND THOUGHTS


          MICA

        

      

    

    
      Heavy breathing and squeals of delight stopped us in our tracks outside the door. The biker, Court, who escorted me there informed me he got the name because he’d been to court so many times. He rambled the information as we moved through the clubhouse to where the man I had come to see was apparently fucking someone just beyond that closed door.

      I focused on Court’s name for a minute, to take my mind off of the overwhelming disappointment I felt. If the origins of the biker’s name didn’t instill confidence in my mission, I supposed nothing else would. I rolled my eyes at my own sarcastic thought. The sounds in the next room brought our attention back to the door that stood between us and being present for what sounded like a cheesy porno.

      “Fuck me! Harder, baby. Yeah, right there. Ooooo.”

      The woman behind the door hummed out a lengthy noise that let us know she thoroughly enjoyed whatever was happening to her in that room.

      “Yes! You know how to do it, Crusher. Fuuuuuuuccckk Yeeeesss!”

      That was my confirmation that the man I came to speak with was indeed the one having sex with whoever that woman was. I assumed she was one of the infamous club girls, or club whores if you didn’t want to be nice about it. Her high pitched, somewhat theatrical squeals of delight once again left little to the imagination as I stood there with Court.

      The man in question glanced at me guiltily and hitched his thumb in the direction we’d just come from. “Maybe we should go wait in the bar, or you could come back another time.”

      I smirked and shook my head. “Crusher told me to stop by and see him. He said, and I quote, ‘Anytime, baby!’ So, I’m here, and if we need to wait, it will be right here until he’s done.”

      At first, Court tried to hide his smile but then coughed out a laugh as he spoke. “You know it might be awhile, though?”

      “You have something better to do than babysit me while we listen to this lovely porn soundtrack?” I asked him, eyebrows raised for effect.

      “No ma’am, I surely do not.”

      Court looked me up and down. I was well aware of what he saw as he did so. There was no doubt that I looked completely out of place in a motorcycle club’s party pad, since I had just come from court myself. The irony of that as I stood next to a man named for the place wasn’t lost on me either.

      I wore a gray and black striped pencil skirt that hugged my shapely ass perfectly. It was complimented by a black, curve-hugging cami tank that was only partially hidden under the summer-weight blazer I’d worn. My four inch heels gave my 5 feet, four inch height that added boost that made it so I didn’t have to tip my head back to look up as far at the six foot plus man beside me. My reddish brown hair was pulled back into a sharp, professional ponytail and I had opted for glasses rather than contacts, so my bright blue eyes were no doubt downplayed behind them. It was all part of the package I had been trying to sell to the jackasses downtown when I gave my witness statement. They needed to take me seriously so that they’d take my best friend, Cara, seriously as well.

      “You don’t seem like the type that would come hang out with Crusher, or any of us, for that matter.”

      “Looks can be deceiving, sweetheart. I was in court today. I had to look the part.”

      “Well, fuck me! A girl after my own heart,” he offered with a cheeky grin.

      “I was only there to give witness testimony,” I started to explain when his eyebrows crunched down in a hard, unforgiving line.

      “You a rat?” he asked angrily.

      “I gave testimony about how a man drugged me and my best friend and then raped her. If you consider me a rat for doing so, then fuck yes I am, and I’d do it again.”

      “Oh shit! Sorry, honey, I thought…” He looked away. “Never mind. It’s good that you spoke up for your friend. I’m sorry you both went through that.”

      “Me too,” I added more sedately. I should have been able to stop what happened to her, but I had been incapacitated as well. Luckily, I hadn’t ingested as much of the date rape drug as Cara had, which is why I knew what had happened to her. I shivered at the memory and Court reached a hand over to place it on my shoulder.

      “You okay?”

      “Yeah, sorry. I was just remembering things I wish I could forget.”

      “FUUUUUCKKKK!” A loud male growl boomed out of the closed door to change the mood of the moment.

      “Seems like you might want to forget being witness to something else today,” Court teased as he tipped his head to indicate what we heard through the door.

      I laughed, louder than I meant to because the quip from the biker who stood next me took me by surprise and brought me back from those awful memories. My laugh had tipped the people beyond the door off to the fact that they had an audience. It got really quiet in there for a moment before a fist pounded the other side of the door and the deep baritone voice that belonged to Crusher called out from the other side.

      “What the fuck’s going on out there?”

      “Sorry, Crush, someone’s here to see you. You left word we were to bring her straight to you if she ever showed up.”

      “You’ve got to be fuckin’ kidding me?”I heard the man hiss.

      I shook my head as I chuckled lightly. He had some nerve to sound angry that I was there just because he got caught doing something he swore he wouldn’t do.

      “Of all the fuckin’ times…” It sounded as though Crusher moved away from the door because his voice became somewhat muffled when I heard him state rather coldly, “Get dressed and get gone.”

      “W-what? But we were…” A female voice started to whine.

      “What the fuck did I just say?” He bellowed. Not two minutes went by before Court and I were confronted by a very angry, buxom blonde who stormed out of Crusher’s room half dressed as we both stood propped against the opposite wall in the hallway.

      “You could have waited somewhere else, Court!” The woman snapped. Then she shot a glare my way that might have made a lesser secure woman tremble in her heels. I slowly slid my eyes back to the doorway as if she didn’t exist while Court addressed her.

      “I had strict orders and your opinion doesn’t really fucking matter. Now, get outta here, Shar.” The woman stomped off in a bigger huff than when she came flying out of the room. Court stepped closer to the still-open door where I could see Crusher as he sat on the edge of the rumpled bed with his elbows on his knees and head in his hands. He didn’t appear to be wearing any clothing. That wasn’t really a shock, considering what we’d just listened to. “Yo, man, you want me to send Mica in?”

      “No, I don’t fuckin’ want her in here after that. Jesus fucking Christ, Court. You couldn’t send a call or text to warn me?” I wondered if he knew I was still standing there and could hear him?

      “I did, brother. Guessing you were too busy fuckin’ Shar to hear it.” Court told him in a not so friendly manner.

      “I’ll meet you both out at the bar in a few minutes. You and I are gonna have a talk about how to handle this shit properly in the future.”

      “Just followed orders as they were given, boss man,” Court replied with derision as he stepped free of the doorway. Just as he went to close it, my eyes locked on the deep brown of Crusher’s and held there for a moment. I wasn’t sure what he read in my face, but his features screamed disgust and impatience. Whether it was because I’d ruined his good time, or because he got caught fucking some bitch when he had spent the better part of three weeks trying to convince me to give him a chance, I didn’t know. Hopefully, after this, he’d give up on me considering he’d just proved I was right about why I didn’t want to start a relationship with him. I couldn’t trust him when there were naked skanks available at his beck and call any time of day or night.

      “Come on, Mica, let’s go snag a drink.” Court’s hand wrapped around my upper arm gently. He guided me back the way we’d come when he first escorted me to see Crusher. “We have some out of town guests here right now, and I’m not one hundred percent sure that they’ll behave, so stick close to me until Crusher comes out to talk.”

      “Okay,” I agreed without hesitation. The last thing I needed was unwanted attention. I knew I should have gone home to change first, but to be honest, I’d been afraid to do it. When we were leaving the courthouse, we were approached by a man who threatened our lives for testifying against Donny Albertson.

      Cara’s brother had been there and whisked her away immediately afterward. He was an NHL hockey player for the Canadians, and I had no doubt that’s where the siblings were headed. Meanwhile, I’d been left behind to fend for myself after testifying for her and then being threatened for doing so. It made me second-guess doing the right thing.

      When we got to the bar, the woman who had been kicked out of Crusher’s room was there as well. If looks could kill, her glare would have fulfilled the threats the Albertsons had made against me.

      “There’s the cunt now. She thinks she’s so fancy these boys will do whatever she wants. I see Crusher sent her away, too.” The woman laughed with her friend who looked equally like a hooker on her smoke break.

      “She only got turned away from my room because I didn’t want her smelling the remnants of your nasty cunt, Shar. Get the fuck out of here with your disrespect of my guests!” Crusher angrily pointed to the front door of his clubhouse.

      “We just fucked, and you’re going to kick me out?”

      “That’s all you’re here for, Shar. You’ve been used, and now you can go.”

      Holy shit!

      I didn’t trust him enough to fall for his charms before, and I was thankful for that after seeing the way he treated the woman he had just fucked a few minutes ago. I might not have liked her because she was a bitch to me for no reason, but that didn’t mean I was okay with him speaking to any woman that way, especially one who literally just left his bed. I had to assume he would have treated me the same way and was thankful that I had dodged that bullet. Though, there were other, real bullets, outside the clubhouse waiting on me to make a target of myself. Even knowing that, Crusher’s behavior made me think coming to him and his club for help might have been the wrong move.

      “Don’t worry, there’s no need for her to go anywhere. I made a mistake by coming here,” I said as I stood from the barstool where I had been sitting next to Court. Crusher’s head snapped around so quickly that it looked like it should have hurt. He shook off whatever he’d been about to say and instead tipped his head toward the back of the room as if I should know what that meant.

      “Come on, he wants to speak to you in the office,” Court stated as he stood and, once again, took hold of my upper arm. Even though his hold was gentle, I didn’t like having my freedom of movement suppressed and that was what it felt like when he tried to pull me along to the office with him.

      “No offense, but after seeing that display, I’ve changed my mind. I don’t think this will be a good fit after all.”

      “Mica, get in my goddamn office!” Crusher called out before he turned and walked toward the office ahead of us. While I knew asking the club for help was no longer going to work, I decided to go to the office and tell him that in private. Maybe, if he could save face in front of all the men, he would simply let it go - and let me go. Then, I would have to figure out how to hide from Donny Albertson’s men all on my own.

      Once I was in the room, Court started to back out until I put my hand on his arm to stop him. “Stay, please?” I asked and he nodded his head before he closed the door and sealed the three of us in the tiny room together. Crusher did not seem at all happy about my demand that Court stay.

      “You suddenly afraid to be in the same room with me, Mica?” Crusher and I had gone to school together once upon a time ago. We had never been more than friends of friends, but we’d known each other long enough that I had always trusted him with my safety. I never once thought he’d hurt me, and I knew it was a hard thing for him to swallow that I might have changed my stance.

      “I’m not afraid of you, normally. After your little display of dominance out there it will make me more comfortable to have someone else in here with us.”

      “So, you trust Court to be that person even though he’s one of my club brothers?”

      My eyes shifted to Court who was trying very hard to keep his face neutral, but a small smirk snuck through, anyway.

      “Yes, I trust him to make sure that nothing gets out of hand in here.”

      A growl pulled my attention back to the other side of the office where Crusher stood with his brown eyes narrowed on me, even as his shoulders slumped a bit under the weight of my words. Despite the man’s deflated posture, his expansive height and stature took up what felt like most of the room. His long, dirty blond hair hung in limp, semi-wet stringy-strands that ended just past his shoulders. Sadly, I knew the reason it looked like he was in desperate need of a shower. He’d clearly worked up a bit of a sweat with his earlier activities.

      I cocked my head to the side and waited while taking in the fact that he hadn’t bothered covering his chest with a shirt. While he’d attempted to put on pants and shoes, the pants were still unbuttoned, and the trail of golden-brown hair, slightly darker than the shade on his head, traveled down invitingly into his pants. The V-shape his abdominal muscles created pulled taught from his sides and pointed down to his center. They acted as an arrow that directed interested parties to the promised land hidden behind the unbuttoned pants he wore.

      Crusher was something to behold, and I’d often gone back and forth on giving in to him. The one thing that had held me back from trying things with him was my fear of him having easy access to the women who hung around the clubhouse. I didn’t trust the man to turn away the free pussy that was in his face when I couldn’t be there to satisfy his needs. It sucked to realize I had been right. Part of me felt vindicated in the decision I’d made. The other part of me was hurt that he proved me right. I’d wanted to believe his intentions toward me were as pure as the words that dripped off that silver tongue of his.

      “What brought you out here today, Mica?” he finally broke his stare to ask.

      “You’ve been telling me for weeks to come to you if I changed my mind, and now you ask why I’m here?” I asked, not wanting to tell him the truth. It would make my escape from his clubhouse too complicated if he knew what really made me come see him.

      His eyes snapped up as the color in his face bled out. “You changed your mind about us?” His voice was low as he spoke, as though he couldn’t believe what he was hearing.

      “Until I stood outside your door and had to listen to the porn soundtrack you were making with that woman.” I tapped my chin in a sarcastic gesture that was meant to look like I was thinking it over. “That was about the time I realized it was smart that I’d been cautious where you were concerned. I figured I’d stick around and tell you to your face, so you won’t waste any further effort on chasing after me. I guess it was fortuitous that I relented and came to see you when I did.” I shrugged my shoulders while tossing my hands in the air in a ‘what was I supposed to do?’ gesture.

      “Fuckin’ hell woman!” Crusher yelled while his hand slung out to rake across the papers and odds and ends that skittered off the desk in the wake of his temper tantrum. “For three weeks, I tried to convince you to take a shot on us. I haven’t heard from you in four days, and you decided to show up out of the blue today? I thought you fucking decided I wasn’t worth it, so the one fucking day I’ve had enough of the torment, the bullshit unknown, and enough of fucking my own hand…” He scoffed at the end of that, but wasn’t done. “And you finally decided to show up on the day that I was done waiting for you to get back to me.” He laughed, completely without humor, and glared over at the man who stood at my back. It was obvious that Crusher wasn’t thrilled for his club brother to hear all his dirty laundry being aired.

      “I’ve been busy the past couple days and my phone was taken, so I had no way to contact you until today. I can’t help it that when I was finally able to show up, you were balls deep in getting busy with someone else. Let’s be honest though, that was the main reason I didn’t want to get together with you. I was afraid of what I’d have to deal with if I walked in this place and found you with one of the easily accessible club girls.”

      “I wouldn’t be with anyone else if we were together. I waited-” he started to say before I cut him off.

      “You waited three whole weeks before fucking someone else? Was it even three whole weeks? How the hell am I to know if that’s the truth, Adam? Maybe this is something you do daily. I travel for my second job. Once a year, I have to leave for a few weeks, and you’re telling me I have nothing to worry about after proving you couldn’t even make it three weeks to see if things could work between us?”

      He angrily slapped his hands down on the desk and a bunch of the pens, that had perched themselves precariously on the edge of the desk in his first fit, exploded in a cacophonous noise against the concrete floor as they fell.

      “We aren’t together! You never agreed to be with me. Was I supposed to be a fucking monk in order to get with you?”

      “If I knew I had something to prove to someone, I would do whatever it took, for as long as necessary, to win them over. I’d only do it if I was serious about them, though.”

      His responding growl made me wince, and wish I wasn’t hurting him like this. Though, hearing him fucking another woman had definitely done something to my self-esteem earlier. I hadn’t been worth the wait, and that shit hurt, especially since I had been ready to cave and try a relationship with him before I was sequestered and my phone was confiscated by the courts. I glanced down at my phone with a sad half-smile before I lifted it in the air and wiggled it back-and-forth to get his attention.

      “I tried to send you a text warning you they’d be taking my phone for a few days, but I guess you didn’t get it.” I held out my phone to show him the message that was flagged red because it hadn’t properly sent before it was confiscated.

      “Who the fuck had your phone for days on end?”

      “The bailiff, I guess” I offered with another shrug.

      “The what-the-fuck, now?”

      “She was testifying against a rapist in court,” Court offered in my defense.

      “A rapist?” Crusher bellowed out. “What in the actual fuck, Mica? Who fucking touched you?” His voice had gone into angry-yell mode again and I held my hands out to calm him down.

      “Not me. My best friend was the one who was raped. They drugged us, and I didn’t get as heavy a dose. I was able to pull myself together before they got to me, but it meant I had to watch what they did to my friend while there wasn’t a damn thing I could do to stop it.” Tears ran unchecked down my cheeks as I remembered vividly what they’d done while I had to watch. “They taunted me that I would be next as he abused Cara. The only saving grace, for my friend, was that she got a heavier dose of whatever they drugged us with. She still doesn’t have any memories of what was done to her, but she did have to hear about it in court.”

      Crusher’s voice was deadly calm when he spoke again. “Wait, was that the girl I saw you with at the restaurant that morning?” I nodded. “And you were there when it happened? Who the fuck drugged you?”

      I groaned because the minute I told him, he would know exactly why I’d come to see him at the clubhouse after I left the courthouse. “Donny Albertson,” I told him as I glanced down at my feet.

      I felt Court stiffen behind me. Donny Albertson and his family ran Tallahassee. His Uncle, Jeremy Albertson, was the mayor. He had a brother and cousin on the police force, and all of them turned a blind eye to the things Donny and his father, Walter Albertson, did. It was well known that the Albertson boys ran women, drugs, and pretty much any other vice you could imagine through the city. If it was criminal, dirty, or hard to get, they were the ones to go to.

      “You testified against Donny Albertson, and you never came to me for help?” He asked incredulously.

      “I didn’t want to get anyone else involved. It’s bad enough my best friend took off with her brother to Canada as soon as the hearing was over.”

      “Did he get convicted?”

      I nodded. “There was too much evidence against him, and the assholes in his family didn’t get there to tamper with it in time. Plus, I had a camera on me when they drugged us. I was recording different drinks we were trying for one of my features on my blog. While it didn’t record everything, it showed enough to corroborate my testimony.”

      Shrewd eyes narrowed on me then. “You weren’t here to take me up on my offer, were you?” Ah hell, the cat was out of the bag now.

      “Yes, no, I don’t know. When I walked through those doors, I was honestly still on the fence about us. I had decided to give it a try before I was sequestered, but… I still had concerns that I wanted to talk to you about. The type of thing I ended up hearing when I showed up here today being one of them. I came to see if I could hire your guys for protection, but after all that drama,” I waved my hands in the general direction of the bar and his bedroom. “I figured it would be best to try my luck on my own. I don’t need to be treated like a third-rate citizen by the people who are supposed to protect me.”

      “Why the fuck would you think I’d treat you like a third-rate citizen, whatever the fuck that is?”

      Court snickered behind me. When Crusher gave him a puzzled look, he explained his reaction. “Dude, the way you dismissed Shar from your room after fucking her, and then the way you threw her out of the clubhouse...” Court sighed when his friend stared blankly at him, as if he didn’t understand what those things had to do with my situation. “She probably thinks that’s how you’re going to treat her, too. Judging from the little bit of shit I picked up about your situation, your girl here is not familiar with the club lifestyle outside of what she might have seen on television. We both know bikers aren’t painted in the best light when it comes to how they treat women.”

      I nodded my head in agreement. At least one of them understood where I was coming from.

      “Fucking hell! Shar is a goddamn club whore and she broke the rules.”

      “She is at least affiliated with your club. I am not. I’m just here looking for protection. I’m not fucking anyone for my place here, so I guess that makes me lower on the totem pole than that woman.” He scoffed, and Court’s hand came up to rub against my arm in a gesture of support. “I just, um, after seeing that, I think it’s obvious this isn’t a good call. So, I’m going to go, and we’ll forget all about this visit.”

      “Like hell we will!” He growled out as he eyeballed his friend’s hand that was still running up and down my arm. “Get your fucking hand off her, right the fuck now, Court.” The biker’s hand jerked back from me like I was suddenly on fire.

      Holy hell.

      “Sorry, she’s shaking,” he stated and glanced down to direct Crusher’s eyes that way. My body shook with a mixture of fear and the aftermath of too many hits of adrenaline throughout the day. There was nothing I could do to stop it, so I didn’t bother to try.

      “I need you to go find out what you can, man,” Crusher finally said after taking a few calming breaths.

      “What about,” he tipped his head in my direction and Crusher glanced up, annoyed all over again.

      “She’ll be just fine waiting in here until you come back with details. Have a prospect grab a shirt for me while you’re out there, too.”

      Court left the room and closed the door behind himself. I was left there to deal with a very angry Crusher all on my own. “Might as well get comfortable honey, this is going to take a little while.”
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2 UNDER THE BUS


          MICA

        

      

    

    
      It was daunting to sit with an incredibly sexy man who I’d had a crush on since my teen years. Considering I’d caught him fucking some motorcycle club whore before we were shoved into his tiny office together, it ramped my anxiety up even more. He refused to take his eyes off me while he waited on a shirt, and word of what happened in court. The last bit was less frustrating and more insulting. It meant he was checking up on my story, to see if I told them the truth. Between the added anxiety, adrenaline crash, and fear of the unknown that still hung over my head, I was a shaking mess as I sat in one of the only chairs that fit in the small space.

      “While we wait, I’m going to ask you some questions.” His words were a demand, and his tone meant I should take them very seriously.

      “Shoot,” I said and inwardly cursed the way my voice shook.

      “You were never interested in us, were you?”

      I turned my head and narrowed my eyes on the man. “I’ve had a thing for you ever since I first saw you that time in high school.” When he seemed puzzled about when that was, I grinned. Maybe, if I shed light on how I’d seen him over the years, he would understand my hesitation better.

      “It was when Blair Davis was giving you a blowjob in the hallway. I was on my way to my locker and didn’t realize anyone was around until I turned the corner and saw her with your cock shoved in her mouth. Maybe it will make me sound crazy to admit this, but I thought you were hot then. I was embarrassed as hell to have witnessed what you two were doing, but it was something I thought about a lot afterward. You were someone I couldn’t get off my mind. After actually meeting you a few weeks later, I liked you even more, despite the display I saw when you first caught my eye.”

      Crusher seemed stunned by my admission, but I wasn’t done. He deserved the truth and he would get it, since he’d made it obvious that I wasn’t going anywhere until he had his precious answers.

      “These past few weeks since we bumped into one another again, I’ve wanted nothing more than to give in to you and see where this takes us.” I blew out a frustrated breath when he seemed confused.

      “So what was the fuckin’ problem then?” he asked incredulously.

      “The problem is the same thing I’ve been telling you all along. The first time I saw you, you were getting a blowjob from a random girl you weren’t even dating. Hell, Blair had been dating Tristan Michaels at the time. The first time we met officially, it was just after you had finished fucking a friend of mine.”

      At his questioning look, I realized I couldn’t get away with downplaying that particular piece of our history. Truth be told, giving him the details would probably hammer home my hesitation more than any of the others.

      “Sarah Anderson,” I stated. I didn’t see a hint of recognition in his eyes. Of course he wouldn’t have realized how much our lives overlapped back then. I supposed that was for me to know since I was the one who had a crush on him.

      “Even though Sarah was older than me, we were friends because she was dating my brother. I lost a friend after that and my brother lost his girlfriend. She knew that I saw the two of you under the bleachers during the football game. The same game where she was supposed to be cheering my brother on, by the way. Sarah felt guilty enough to come clean to him so she wouldn’t put me in an unfortunate situation where I had to choose between telling my brother or keeping her secret.”

      He still seemed confused. “You and I officially met for the first time after the two of you crawled your way back out from under the bleachers that night. I waited nearby to have that uncomfortable conversation with my brother’s girlfriend about her cheating on him. She is the one who introduced us. A few minutes later someone called your name and you ran off to go talk to them.”

      I watched as Crusher swallowed thickly and gave a quick nod of his head indicating he remembered that much. “I didn’t know she was your brother’s girlfriend.” I rolled my eyes at that because everyone knew who my brother was and that he had been dating Sarah. “She told me they broke up,” he added when he realized I didn’t believe him. I decided to leave that memory where it was. There was no use exploring what happened back then because it was all in the distant past. Beyond enlightening Crusher about how my worries about him were formed, there was no need to dwell there.

      “When we met again this last time, you had a scantily clad woman on your lap, and your hand wasn’t exactly in view since her skirt hid it, but the motion of your arm muscles, and the look on her face indicated pretty plainly what was going on.”

      He winced as I continued to speak.

      “You’re not known for monogamy, discretion, or caring one bit about a person’s relationship status. Your club isn’t known as a wholesome place to find your next date, let alone your future spouse. You literally have whores at your beck and call, and clearly YOU have zero qualms about using them, as I just saw when I stopped by out of the blue.

      “That last thing was something that I actually wasn’t sure about until today. So, when you ask if I was ever interested? It’s not about whether I wanted to be with you or not. When you take away all those things that I know about you, you’re a decent guy, you’re incredibly sexy, and I would normally jump at the chance to be with you. But then, when I have to factor in the rest of what I know, I can’t do that to myself.

      “I’m not a club whore. I’m not one-night stand material. I’m not the girl who will be okay with a half-ass commitment that calls you my man, boyfriend, whatever, and has you fucking women when I’m not around. None of those scenarios are okay with me. Not a damn one of them, so in order to protect myself and my heart, I had to tell you no. I have even explained, though in slightly less detail, what my concerns were. You promised it would never be like that and offered to prove it to me. Today, I walked in on just how you proved yourself. It wasn’t the kind of proof that would make me choose to have a relationship with you.”

      I almost felt bad for expressing myself so candidly when I took in his ashen appearance. Clearly, me laying it all out for him put things into a perspective he hadn’t taken into account before.

      “I get it,” he murmured, sounding more defeated than I’d ever dreamed he could in this lifetime. Before anything more could be said, there was a knock on the office door.

      Court pushed the door open and had a black t-shirt dangling from his fingertips as he approached. Crusher snatched it from the other man and pulled it over his head in one violent motion. Court winced. It was obvious that whatever had been going on while he was off running his president’s errands had put the man in a far worse mood.

      “What news do you have?”

      “Looks like she was tailed from the courthouse. According to the prospect on the fence, a black Mercedes has been sitting just down the road a ways, watching the place. It pulled up just after they let her through the front gate.”

      A spike of fear ran down my spine. I hadn’t expected their retaliation to come so soon. “Oh my God. I need to call Cara and make sure they weren’t followed, too.”

      With shaking hands I pulled out my phone and dialed my friend. I was sent to voicemail after two rings. I didn’t bother to try again, because I didn’t want her to hang up and not get my message. I decided to send a text instead.

      
        
          
            
              
        Mica: I was followed after court. Make sure you weren’t as well. Be safe. I don’t blame you for leaving me behind.

      

      

      

      

      

      The last part was a lie. I did blame her, and her brother, for leaving me to fend for myself with the threats after I stood up for her. It was a shitty thing for them to do.

      My phone rang almost immediately, and I picked it up to a crying Cara. “I’m so sorry,” she blubbered. “Damien said we had to go. I didn’t think about them going after you.”

      “Really? You were there when they threatened both of us after the verdict. Did you think they were just blowing smoke up our asses? There’s a Mercedes parked right outside waiting for me to come back out.”

      “Where are you?” She finally asked.

      “I’m at the Aces High clubhouse.”

      “That’s good. You should stay there, if you can. They’ll protect you. Their president has a thing for you, right? So, just use that.”

      “Seriously, Cara?”

      “What do you want me to say? Damien and I are at the airport. We’re catching a flight to Canada. I can’t come back for you now.” Her crying pissed me off more than anything at that point.

      “Yeah, I kind of got that impression when you left me here to deal with the fallout all alone, Cara.”

      “I’m so sorry, Mica. Really, I am. I um, I have to go. We’re here.”

      “I hope you stay safe.” The words tumbled from me on reflex before I hung up on her. I couldn’t listen to my best friend tell me again how sorry she was for leaving me behind.

      “What was that about?” Crusher asked.

      “Cara, the one who was raped, she left the courthouse with her brother earlier. They left me there, and took off for the airport. He’s taking her to Canada. He plays in the NHL up there.”

      “Hockey?”

      “Yeah, he’s a defenseman for a team up there and really popular from what I understand. I don’t really follow hockey much, but when I’ve watched with Cara the crowd always has signs up for him.”

      “That’s good. His popularity will probably keep the Albertsons’ men at bay for a while.” He glanced at Court then and something passed between them silently.

      “What?” I was almost afraid to ask, but knew I needed to.

      “If they can’t get to her, they’ll direct all their efforts your way. You’re the easier target now,” Crusher answered without even glancing in my direction.

      It was my turn to hide my head in my hands. I had nowhere to go and no one to turn to. That’s what hurt so much about Cara running without me. She knew. I have no family to speak of anymore. I have no friends that I would put in harms way to hide me.

      “I have nowhere to go,” I murmured.

      “What about your dad?” Crusher asked.

      A dark laugh burst free of me at the mention of my absent father.

      “When my mom was sick with cancer during my senior year, she had a hospice nurse who came to the house to care for her. That whore seduced my father while my mother was dying. She also failed to give Mom her meds when she was tired of my dad not giving in to her out of guilt that his wife was still alive.” I chuckled again, though there was still no humor laced in the sound.

      “She swooped in to pluck my dad up long before Mom’s body was even cold.”

      “That’s fucked up,” Court said.

      “It was blatant enough that I had her brought up before an ethics committee. My mom died alone downstairs while the bitch was up in my parent’s bedroom with my dad trying to get him to fuck her.”

      “Shit!” Crusher hissed that time.

      “Mom was terminal, and we all knew that, but I didn’t even get to say goodbye. What the whore didn’t know was that I had been on the phone with my dad, a call that he failed to hang up on when she barged into his bedroom and told him she was tired of waiting. If I had been smart enough to record that call, she might have gone to jail.”

      “So nothing happened to her?” Court asked.

      “The bitch lost her nursing license, and skated away without being brought up on charges because there was no solid proof of a crime. She claimed it was a simple mistake, that she had written down that my mom got her meds, but then she had been distracted before administering them. By the time she got back to Mom, she thought she had given them to her already.”

      I shook my head as I remembered the way she managed to shed a tear when the police questioned her. The glare she sent my way as I stood there and listened, told me everything I needed to know. Not that I wasn’t already certain that she had intentionally failed to give meds to my mom.

      “Her hooks were already firmly implanted in my father by that point, despite their claims that nothing improper happened before my mom’s death. Dad was horrified that I made everything public with the criminal and ethics committee investigations. He packed his whore up and left for California as soon as she was free to leave the state. I’ve been without family ever since.”

      “Your mom died when you were 17,” Crusher stated.

      “Yep. My brother died a few months later from an overdose. My dad had already abandoned me in favor of his whore, since I was the embarrassment for dragging the family through the mud by trying to get justice for my mom. He didn’t even come back for his own son’s funeral. He told me to handle it, since I was the reason my brother was dead. He blamed the stress of Mom’s death and the subsequent investigations that I caused as the reason for my brother’s OD. In his eyes, that meant it was my fault.

      “Luckily, I had a scholarship to FSU anyway, so I couch surfed until graduation, and made my way to school.” That had been eight years ago. I was now a nurse myself, but I worked with children, like my mom had before me. I wasn’t about to go into all that with the men who were stunned by my story.

      “I don’t know what I’m going to do about work. I can’t let anything happen to the kids,” the words slipped out in a mumbled train of thought, but they heard me.

      “You work at a school or something?” Court asked.

      “No, I work at the Children’s Center Pediatric Intensive Care Unit at Tallahassee Memorial,” I explained.

      “You a doctor?”

      “Nurse,” I told him.

      “You became a nurse after what that bitch did to your mom?” Court’s incredulous voice rang out.

      “My mom was a PICU nurse too before she got sick.”

      “Sorry, I didn’t realize,” Court quickly apologized.

      Crusher had been mostly silent during our exchange. Every once in a while, I could hear the tapping of his fingers on his phone. I assumed he was texting with someone, but honestly, I wasn’t ready to ask what he was doing. I had enough going on inside my own head and didn’t need to push to get into his as well. There was someone waiting for me outside of the MC’s property and that was the more pressing concern I had to work through.

      “You’re going to call work, tell them you need some emergency leave. Make up a sick relative, or whatever you need to keep them off your back. Then, you’re going to give Court the keys to your place along with your address. He and a couple guys are going to head over there and grab some of your shit. If you have specific needs, let him know what they are. While they’re doing that, I’m going to get you set up with a room of your own. You’ll be staying here for the time being.”

      When I was about to argue, Crusher shook his head and laid out the facts for me.

      “The minute you leave the compound, they’re going to be on you like stink on shit.”

      “I can’t stay here,” I told him, while trying to contain my panic.

      “You’d rather leave and die?”

      “I didn’t mean to be a burden on your club, I just wanted advice on how to get away, and an escort to do so.”

      “We still may send you away, but it’ll be to one of our other clubs if that happens. I don’t think we’ll need to go that far, but it’s an option.” Crusher was intent on what he was telling me, even as he continued typing away on his phone.

      “I can’t believe this is happening,” I whimpered. That was the end of me being the strong, brave girl my mom was always so proud of. I lost it. There was no way to hold the tears back any longer, and my shoulders shook under the weight of my emotion.

      “Didn’t they take enough when they took my ability to sleep peacefully? Now, they have to take everything else from me, too? I didn’t do anything wrong. I didn’t want any of this.”

      Crusher stopped what he was doing and stared at me. I only noticed because he was in my peripheral field of vision as I sat there trying to hide the tears that streamed down my face. When he didn’t move to comfort me, his friend did. Court sat down, pulled me over to him, and ran his hand up and down my back.

      “We’ll make sure you’re safe, and hopefully we’ll have it all squared away before you miss too much work.”

      “Don’t feed her a line of shit, Court. This may end up costing her job. She should have come to us before she testified and sent one of the golden Albertson boys off to Wakula Prison. If we’d known before, we could have enacted some revenge and been done with it. Now, she probably has a price on her head.”

      His words were delivered in such a cold manner that, when I looked up, I expected to see him glaring at me. Instead, he was still looking down at his phone while Court, a man I’d only just met today, was the one to comfort me.

      My gut instinct about Crusher had been right all along. If catching him fucking another woman wasn’t enough proof, his aloof attitude about someone putting a price on my head certainly put the last nail in the coffin. It became clearer as I was forced to spend time with him that he was definitely not the man I thought he was underneath the hardcore edge of his biker persona. No, he was exactly how he presented himself.

      “I have to go see to your things, darlin’. You wanna hand over your keys, address, and list of shit you can’t live without?”

      I asked for a piece of paper and wrote my address at the top, while also providing him with the alarm code, and the list of things he asked for. Birth control pills in medicine cabinet, toothbrush, toothpaste, hairbrush, shampoo and conditioner, clothing from dresser and closet, shoes. Safe in bedroom – get papers out along with all the meds that are stashed in there.

      “Meds?” Court asked while reading over the list.

      “Yeah, make sure you get all of them.”

      “Is there any specific reason that you take a bunch of meds you only keep in a safe?” He eyed me curiously as he waited for my response.

      “When your only remaining family ditches you without money or medical insurance before you turn 18, you learn to become a planner. There are antibiotics, pain meds, and a slew of other things that might be helpful if this mess with Donny’s family gets violent at any point. I’d rather have them and not need them than have someone go toss my apartment and take my supplies.”

      “Okay, good enough for me.” Court smiled reassuringly and then grinned widely at Crusher who had turned his complete attention to us as we discussed my prepper tendencies. Crusher nodded his head and, with a small pat on my shoulder, Court took off to gather my things.

      “I need your phone,” Crusher announced.

      “What? Why?”

      “Someone else had access to your phone while you were testifying. It’s a fair bet that it’s been compromised, considering who you testified against, and the reach the Albertson family has.

      “Shit!” I hissed out as I handed him my phone. “I didn’t even think. I am so far out of my league with all of this,” I bemoaned as he took my phone and proceeded to crush tiny little components that he plucked out before sinking the rest of it into a glass of water.

      “We’ll hook you up with a burner phone a little later so that you can call into work and get whatever you need straightened out.”

      “It’s not that easy. We have to fill out paper requests for time off, and…”

      “You’re telling me there’s no protocol for emergency situations?”

      “Of course there is, but you have to actually be able to prove your emergency, Adam,” I explained, using Crusher’s given name, in the hopes that he would understand the impossible task he put before me.

      “It’s Crusher here. Always. And, just so you’re aware,” he held up his phone and shook it back and forth as if to make a point. “There is a legitimate bounty on your head right now. I think that qualifies as emergent.”

      “Oh my God!” I gulped. “There’s really a hit out on me?” I shuddered, not believing what I had gotten myself into. “I didn’t even want to go to that stupid party with Cara. She guilted me into it since we had a pact never to let each other go it alone. Safety in numbers and all that jazz. I can’t believe this shit.”

      “Come on,” Crusher called out to me as he stood from his chair and offered his hand to help me up from where I’d been perched on a small armchair. “Let me show you to the room where you’ll be staying.”

      I didn’t say a word as he led me through the main room again, what could only be considered a bar area, and then down the hallway that Court had taken me to. The same hallway where we stood outside the room listening to Crusher having sex with that woman. When we got close to the room he’d been in, he slowed somewhat and I cringed, hoping like hell that wasn’t where he planned to put me. When we passed the room, I let out an audible breath and felt Crusher flinch beneath my hand that he still had a hold of. He moved just beyond the door of the infamous room and opened the one next to it.

      I know the phrase ‘beggars can’t be choosers’ probably applied, but surely there had to be a room further from his.

      “Is this where I’m to stay?” I asked. Instead of answering me, Crusher held his hand out to indicate that I should enter the room before him. “Um, no offense, but I think I got enough of a glimpse into your sex life earlier. Is there something further away?”

      “Why? Would you rather hear the other guys fucking instead of me? Because I promise sweetheart, you’ll be hearing someone fucking regardless of where I put you in this place. It’s pretty much the only reason the men stay here at night, aside from being drunk and unable to drive home.”

      “So, you all live in other places, and just use these rooms like a hotel?” I asked, cringing as I eyed the bed speculatively.

      “That about sums it up, honey.” Crusher must have noticed that my attention was directed at the bed across the room from the open doorway. In response, he offered up a mean-sounding chuckle before his snide commentary slithered across my last damn nerves.

      “Don’t worry, Princess, the sheets are clean.”

      I could hear the clear derision in his voice, as if he thought I was judging everything in his clubhouse. In a way, I supposed I was, but only in so much as I didn’t want to sleep in someone else’s bodily fluids. I also wasn’t sure how I would feel about listening to Adam’s extracurricular activities. I’d heard enough earlier, and while I’d played it off in front of Court, I can’t say that it didn’t both disappoint and bother me.

      “I’m no one’s princess, but I don’t want to be rolling around in other people’s bodily fluids,” I finally mentioned out loud to make sure he understood that I wasn’t just being a picky, prissy bitch.

      “I have a feeling you’ll lower your standards about a lot of things while you’re trying to stay alive. The clean sheets are the least of your worries.” With that little barb, I snatched my hand away from the man who had presented himself so much differently when he tried to get into my good graces and my pants.

      “I have to go see to some things. Stay in your room for now, keep your door locked, and Court will be back with your things before long. Do not answer the door for anyone other than myself or Court. Understand?”

      When I stared at him wide-eyed, wondering why answering the door for anyone might be a problem, he sighed, and then offered up a quick explanation.

      “We have some members of another club here for a couple days, and while we’re working on allying our interests, I’m still not completely sure of how they’ll behave around women, so be safe.”

      I nodded my agreement and went to sit on the edge of the bed until he left. The minute the door shut, I stood and made sure the thing had locked behind him. What in the hell had I gotten myself into?

      I sat on the edge of the bed, shaking once again, as I thought of the fact that there was a for-real price on my head. Someone wanted me dead and was willing to pay for the privilege. How was I supposed to live with that knowledge? Hell, how was I going to manage to live in a clubhouse full of bikers who really wouldn’t care for a woman hanging around who they couldn’t violate in some way or other? A shiver rolled through my body with the thought.
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