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      Dear Reader,

      

      Thanks for picking up the Lonestar Riders MC collection. I can’t wait for you to meet these hardened bikers and the curvy girls who jumpstart their hearts. If you want to read more of my books, sign up for my newsletter here. You’ll get a free instalove story when you do!

      

      SWAK!

      

      Eve
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          LONESTAR RIDERS MC - BOOK 1

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
        One Hot Ride

      

      

      Forget the bike - it's Bison's heart that's taking Pris for the hottest ride.

      
        
        Pris

        My move to Broken Bend was supposed to be the start of a new life... a life free from the demands and threats of an evil man. Then Bison barges into my house on a dark, stormy night, and everything changes. He’s gruff and grumbly and gorgeous, and as much as I try to fight the heat between us, I’m helpless against it.

      

        

      
        Bison

        I’ve got a plan. Keep my head down and work my butt off until I have enough cash to open my own motorcycle garage. Then I meet Priscilla. Not only is the curvy goddess my new neighbor, she’s my new co-worker too. The more time we spend together, the more convinced I am that she’s hiding something. But now that I’ve found her, I won’t let anything come between us. She's mine. Mine to protect, mine to claim, and mine to love.

      

        

      
        The men of the Lonestar Riders MC might be wild and rough around the edges, but their hearts will be tamed when they meet the curvy girl of their dreams. Each book features one couple, is a complete story, and can be read alone.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            BISON

          

        

      

    

    
      A flash of lightning zipped across the sky, lighting up the interior of my small family room. I looked up as the mutt I’d been sharing my place with for the past three months jumped off the couch and pranced toward the door.

      “Come on, DJ. You don’t want to go outside now. I promise.”

      He scratched at the door with his tiny paw and whimpered. Damn dog had a bladder the size of a peanut. It was almost midnight. Probably time for me to head to bed, anyway. Not that it mattered. It didn’t make a difference what time I went to bed. I never managed to fall asleep without tossing and turning for a few hours.

      DJ hopped up on his hind legs and danced around in a circle. The little fucker would be better off with someone who could give him the unconditional love he deserved. Instead, he’d ended up with me. I might not be the best option, but he was all I had left of the family I’d finally found. Whether he liked it or not, we were stuck with each other.

      I pulled the door open, and he ran out into the darkness. While I waited for him to come back, I scanned the night sky. Thunder rolled, promising a hell of a springtime storm. I could smell the rain on the air. Hopefully, it would pass by morning. I didn’t like riding my motorcycle to work in the rain, and I’d sold the sad four-door sedan my grandmother had left me to raise money for the chop shop I wanted to start. If my realtor could find a buyer for the house I’d inherited, I’d have enough to get my business up and running.

      Another bolt of lightning flashed. I looked out to where the dog liked to do his business but couldn’t see a damn thing. Before my grandma died, she made me promise to take care of him. I didn’t regret giving her my word, but sometimes wondered why the hell she’d picked me. We’d only found each other a year before she passed, though she said she’d been looking for me for decades.

      I stuck my fingers between my teeth and let out a loud whistle. “Come inside, DJ. You’re about to get dumped on, dude.”

      Usually, I could hear the tinkle of the tiny bell on his collar, but except for the rumble of thunder, the night was silent. Dammit. I shoved my feet into my motorcycle boots and pulled the front door closed behind me. There was only one place the little fucker could have gone. Hopefully, I could get ahold of him before we both got soaked.

      The skies opened up as I took long strides toward the house at the end of the block—the house my grandmother had lived in for sixty-five years. The house I’d inherited and was currently trying to sell. The house my realtor had rented out for me on a short-term lease while we waited for the market to pick up. It wasn’t the first time the dog had tried to go home, but it was the first time he’d run out on me during a thunderstorm.

      The only light came from a streetlamp at the other end of the block. Most of my neighbors were retirees who’d been in bed for hours or worked the swing shift. I tried to keep my voice down as I stood at the curb and called out to the dog.

      “Dizzy, come. Let’s go home.” I’d been working on training him to answer to DJ or just Dizzy instead of the name my grandmother had given him. The guys at the garage took immense pleasure in giving me shit over it. Still, it was the only name the damn dog answered to, and desperate times called for desperate measures. “Come here, Dizzy Jizzy. Here boy.”

      Dark windows stared out at me like blank eyes. I had no interest in meeting the renter my realtor had found, especially after midnight during a thunderstorm. So, I hopped the short fence and walked around to the back door, hoping I’d find DJ standing by the doggy door like I had the last time he’d gotten spooked and tried to run home.

      Fuck. The only thing by the back door was a pot of flowers. Dizzy couldn’t have gone inside. Last time I was over here, the doggy door had been locked. Needing to know for sure, I tapped the toe of my boot against the flap covering the cut out. The door swung inward.

      Rain pelted my head as I leaned down to take a closer look. I fired up my flashlight app and pushed the doggy door open. A trail of small muddy footprints covered the mustard-yellow linoleum floor. Fuck, fuck, fuck. I was going to wring the little asshole’s neck. But first, I needed to get him back.

      I could stand up, knock on the door, and introduce myself to the new renter. Or, hoping I could get both Dizzy and me out of an impossible situation with minimal collateral damage, I stuck my head through the flap in the door, wincing as I scraped my cheek against the side.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            PRIS

          

        

      

    

    
      Something cold nudged my neck. I ignored it, clinging to the dream I’d been having, not willing to let go of my fantasy yet. I was at the beach, sipping on something boozy and fruity while a tall, dark-haired man with a body made for sin rubbed my feet and told me what kind of naughty things he was going to do to me. Mmm. I pulled the covers up to my chin and sank back into my dream.

      Cold spray from the ocean grazed my side. Groaning, I rolled over. A sharp yip jerked me out of my fantasy. There was something in my bed. Something small and wet and cold and… alive! I flung the covers away and jumped off the bed.

      “Hippolyta, where are you?” I called for the massive beast of a dog I’d rescued from the local shelter as I flipped on the light.

      She cracked an eyelid and stared up at me from her spot at the foot of the bed. Then she let out a snort and closed her eye. My lack of skill at picking dogs seemed to rival my lack of talent for picking men. I’d always failed on both counts. Looked like it was up to me to find out what kind of invader had snuck into my bed.

      I reached toward the nightstand, grappling for something I could use as a weapon. My fingers closed around the brand-new wand vibrator I’d ordered. Damn thing had crapped out on me during our first time together. I may as well brandish it as a weapon. It sure wasn’t much use to me as anything else.

      With my heart pounding in my chest like a bass drum on steroids, I lifted the covers. A tiny creature dashed out from underneath, jumped off the bed, and scurried down the hall.

      I screamed and plastered my body against the wall. “Hippolyta, get up. Go get it, girl.”

      The dog yawned and shifted her massive head to face the other way. She was so going back to the shelter in the morning. What kind of watchdog let her owner get attacked by a wild animal during the middle of the night?

      With the magic wand clutched tightly in my hand, I tiptoed down the hall. As I got closer to the kitchen, a scuffling sound sent every nerve in my body on high alert.

      “Psst. DJ, come.” A deep, gruff whisper drifted from somewhere by the door leading to the patio.

      I rounded the breakfast bar and froze. A dark round shape poked through the dog door. While I held my breath, a beam of white light appeared on the floor in front of me. Someone was trying to break into my house.

      Cold fear wrapped its icy hand around my heart, and I reached for whatever I could grab on the counter. I’d just moved in two days ago and hadn’t put away the purchases from the big box wholesale club I’d visited. My fingers closed around a roll of the super soft toilet paper I’d splurged on. My ex had been such a tightwad he’d never let me get more than the industrial one-ply. Taking aim at the dark shadow, I tossed the roll.

      “Get out!” My voice came out in some inhuman kind of shriek as I grabbed another roll.

      “Ooof.” The shadow grunted as I pelted it with my stash of tp. “I’m sorry. I’m just trying to get my dog.”

      His what? Had Hippolyta’s owner somehow tracked her down and decided to stake his claim in the middle of the night?

      “Nice try, asshole. I’m calling the police.” I started to retrace my steps to the bedroom, where I’d left my phone on the nightstand. Before I got out of the kitchen, something wet and slimy brushed against my leg. I screamed and tried to hoist myself up onto the counter.

      On a good day, I might have made it. But holding a vibrator with a death grip in one hand and a roll of super plush tp in the other, I missed the counter and tumbled into a crumpled heap onto the floor. “Ow, oh hell.”

      “Are you okay?” the head sticking through the dog door asked.

      “No, I’m not okay.” Pain shot through my elbow. I must have banged it against the cabinet on my way down.

      A flash of lightning lit up the kitchen. I caught a glimpse of a dark beard and head of jet-black hair. I gulped in a deep breath. Whoever he was, he wasn’t the man I’d been running from. Blake hadn’t found me. At least not yet.

      “I’m not here to hurt you,” the dark-haired stranger said. “My dog ran through the dog door. I was just trying to get him to come home without waking up the whole goddamn neighborhood.”

      I wanted to believe him. Wanted to think he wasn’t one of Blake’s goons who’d been sent to bring me back. “What’s your name?”

      “Bison. I live down the street. This was my grandmother’s house and when she died, she gave me her dog. He must have gotten scared during the storm and come through the dog door.”

      His voice was deep and a little rough around the edges. For some reason, it soothed my rattled nerves. Still, he was a stranger. And why was his head still sticking through my doggy door?

      I pushed myself to my feet. “Get out of my house, and I’ll find your dog for you.”

      “Trust me, I would if I could. Seems like my brothers were right when they used to call me Meathead. I appear to be stuck.”

      “Stuck?”

      “That’s what I said. Maybe you could help me by turning on the light and seeing if we can get my head out of this fucking dog door?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 3


          

          
            BISON

          

        

      

    

    
      Light assaulted my eyes. I blinked, trying to focus while rain dripped from my hair to splatter on the kitchen floor.

      “Is that better?”

      I twisted my head and looked out to find the source of the soft voice. Holy fucking shit. A woman stood a few feet away. My gaze started at her hot-pink painted toes and drifted up from there. She had on a short white nightie with a ruffled hem that barely covered her ass. Despite my awkward predicament, my cock rallied. Especially when I took in the deep V-neck and curve of her tits through the semi-sheer fabric.

      “Who the hell are you?” I asked, in awe of the goddess in front of me.

      She squinted at me, her dark brown eyes peering out between long, full lashes. “Shouldn’t I be the one asking questions?”

      Her arm lifted over her head, and she clutched something in her hand. Something pink. Something rubbery. Something that looked a lot like a sex toy. “Hey, I’m just here for my dog...”

      Dizzy chose that moment to prance by. The brown-haired beauty startled.

      “See? I told you my dog got into your place. Do you think you could help me get my head out of the damn dog door now?” The rough edge of the cutout scraped my neck as I made another unsuccessful attempt to get free. My chain had caught on something sticking out from the edge and there was no way I could free myself without breaking it.

      She came closer, an angel in white. “Are you sure that’s a dog?”

      “He’s a Chinese Crested. His hair’s supposed to look like that.” I hadn’t been too impressed when I’d first set eyes on the scrappy little shit, but he’d grown on me. “Do you mind unhooking my chain?”

      She set down the pink nub rubber, knelt down in front of me, and lifted her arms. The scent of cinnamon drifted off her skin. As she reached around my neck, I bent my head, practically nestling my nose between her full breasts. For fuck’s sake, this woman was going to be the death of me, and I didn’t even know her name.

      “I’m Priscilla, and I’m not used to catching strange men in my kitchen. Well, partly in anyway.” She rocked back on her heels with the gold chain dangling from her fingers. “There you go.”

      I hadn’t taken it off since my dad gave it to me when I was a kid. I pulled my head out of the dog door and stood by the back door.

      The outdoor light switched on and her hand appeared through the dog door flap. “Here’s your chain.”

      I bent to grab it from her. “Thanks. Any chance you’ll let me come in and get my dog? Then we can leave you in peace so you can get back to bed?”

      The door opened a crack. “I don’t think that thing’s a dog.”

      There wasn’t a lot of love between me and Dizzy Jizzy, but my hackles rose at the insult. “Hey, he’s a retired show dog. Won Best in Show a couple of times.”

      She crossed her arms over her chest like she’d just realized her nightie left nothing to the imagination. The door opened a little wider. “Think you could speed it up a little?”

      DJ’s bell tinkled from the bedroom. I kicked off my boots and headed down the hall. As I turned the corner to pass through the doorway, a giant beast of an animal lifted its head and stared at me through bloodshot eyes.

      “Some watchdog she is, huh?” Priscilla hmmpfd behind me. “I probably ought to take her back to the rescue place in the morning.”

      The huge dog groaned and rolled onto her side. There, snuggled between her paws, the traitorous canine who’d started this whole shitshow lifted his head and yawned.

      “Get over here, DJ,” I hissed out between my clenched teeth. The dog didn’t move.

      “Dizzy Jizzy, come.” Even with my voice raised, the damn dog still ignored me.

      “Dizzy Jizzy?” Priscilla’s nose wrinkled as her brows arched. “Isn’t that slang for⁠—”

      “He belonged to my grandmother. She thought it was a cute name because it rhymed.” Biting down on my lip, I snapped my fingers and tried to will the dog to come to my side.

      He lifted a leg and licked his balls.

      “Fine. Stay here, you little bastard.” I’d had it. Yes, I’d promised my grandmother I’d take care of her dog, but that was before I’d gotten stuck in a dog door, been pelted by rolls of toilet paper, and almost beaten over the head with a stranger’s self-pleasure stick.

      “Oh, no you don’t. You’re not leaving without that vile creature who attacked me in bed.” Her cheeks flushed bright red, and she grabbed hold of my arm.

      I cursed under my breath as my cock responded to the contact. “Fine. I’ll get him.”

      Before he had a chance to react, I snagged the little shit from between the big dog’s paws. She lifted her head and let out a low growl. I tucked Dizzy under my arm and hightailed it to the back door. The sooner I got back to my own place, the better off we’d all be.

      “You might want to keep that dog door locked.” I shoved my feet into my boots and stepped onto the back porch.

      “You might want to keep your dog on a leash,” she snapped.

      “Oh yeah? Well, you might want to keep your opinions to yourself.” I didn’t know where the attitude came from, but this woman got me more riled up than a Longhorns’ fan during the Texas-Oklahoma game. The rain hadn’t let up while I’d been inside, so I tucked DJ under my arm and braced myself for the wet walk home.

      She slammed the door behind me and turned off the light before I’d made it through the back gate. As my boots splashed through muddy puddles and rain rolled down my back, I promised myself I’d call my realtor in the morning and find out how to shorten her lease. If I ever saw her again, it would be way too soon.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 4


          

          
            PRIS

          

        

      

    

    
      I pulled the hem of my dress down as I got out of my car and eyed the open garage door. Taking a job as a bookkeeper at a motorcycle shop was a big step down from my last position, but I didn’t have the luxury of being picky. Thanks to a connection through one of my aunt’s friends, I could earn some cash while I tried to stay under the radar.

      “You must be Priscilla.” A tall guy strolled out of the open garage door. “Mama Mae said you’d be coming by this morning. I’m Kane, and I’m the reason our books are such a mess.”

      “It’s nice to meet you.” Despite his gruff appearance, the kindness in his eyes immediately set me at ease. I held out my hand to shake his.

      “You don’t want to shake my hand. I’ve already taken an engine apart this morning. Let me show you around and introduce you to the rest of the guys.” He gestured for me to follow him, so I adjusted the strap of my purse on my shoulder and entered the garage.

      The smell of gas and grease hit my nose. I’d never spent much time in a commercial garage, so I wasn’t sure what to expect. Huge fans battled the heat and despite the flurry of activity around us, everything seemed to have a purpose and place. We stopped by two guys working on a huge motorcycle between them.

      “This is Fuse and Brick.” Kane nodded toward the two men. “Meet Priscilla, the new bookkeeper.”

      They each lifted a hand to wave and shot me a smile. My heels clicked on the concrete floor as I tried to keep up with Kane.

      “And over here is my brother, Bison.” Kane pointed to a man bent over a workbench. The guy lifted his head, and my stomach torpedoed straight to the floor.

      I squinted, wishing I hadn’t been so focused on making a good impression and had worn my glasses this morning. From where I was standing, the guy called Bison looked a heck of a lot like the man who’d broken into my house last night.

      “Aw, shit.” He shook his head and set down whatever he’d been working on.

      “What’s going on?” Kane asked. “Do you two know each other or something?”

      “It’s a long story.” Bison held my gaze as he came closer.

      I had to tilt my head back to look at him. When he’d had his head stuck in my dog door, I guess I hadn’t realized just how big of a man he was. Dark eyes, more black than blue, stared down at me. My toes curled inside my impractical heels. He didn’t look like a man who took kindly to people telling him what to do.

      Kane crossed his arms over his chest and leaned against the counter. “We’ve got time.”

      “We met last night when he got his head stuck in my dog door.” I cocked a hip and tried to summon some bravado from somewhere deep down inside.

      Bison rolled his eyes and turned toward Kane. “She’s renting my grandmother’s house, and DJ got scared during the storm. He made a beeline for the dog door, and I was trying to get him to come out.”

      Kane shook his head and didn’t bother to hide a chuckle. “Why don’t you finish giving Priscilla the tour? And make sure you fill her in on the charity ride we’ve got coming up in a couple of weeks. I’ve got to go make a few calls, so I’ll catch up with you later.”

      He shot me a grin as he passed by. I almost reached out to stop him from leaving me alone with the brute of a man who clearly didn’t want anything to do with me. Before I had the chance, Kane disappeared through a door to what I assumed was the office.

      “Maybe we should start over.” Bison held out his hand. A smear of grease covered his thumb. He grabbed a rag from his pocket and wiped the smudge away. “Never mind. Shaking hands with a mechanic probably isn’t a good idea. Come on, I’ll show you around.”

      With no other option, I teetered along behind him as he gave me a high-level tour of the space. We finished outside a small office. Someone had scrawled my name on a lined piece of paper and taped it next to the door.

      “This is you.” Bison turned the doorknob and pushed the door open. “You need anything else, be sure to let Kane know.”

      “What do you do around here?” Making small talk didn’t seem like a good idea, but I couldn’t reconcile the guy in front of me with the man who’d been stuck in my dog door last night.

      “I’m just another mechanic.”

      “Don’t sell yourself short, man.” Kane came out of nowhere and clapped his brother on the back. “He’s the best mechanic I’ve ever worked with and is opening up his own shop soon, isn’t that right?”

      “If everything works out.” Bison’s big shoulders shrugged, but I got the sense Kane had hit on something important to him.

      “What’s holding you back?” I tilted my head and stared at him.

      “Money. Doesn’t everything always seem to come down to money?” He gave me a defeated smile and turned to go.

      “We’ll figure it out, bro,” Kane called after him. Then he turned back to me. “Thanks for pitching in on such short notice. You don’t know how relieved I was when Mama Mae told me she’d found us a bookkeeper.”

      “It’s my pleasure. I’ve been trying to figure out a way to move closer to family, so it all worked out.” That wasn’t exactly true, but I planned on holding my cards close to my chest and doling out personal information on a need-to-know basis.

      “Let’s get you settled in and see how long it takes for you to sort out the mess our last bookkeeper left. You’re going to love it here in Broken Bend. Once you have a chance to get settled, I hope you’ll come over for dinner. My fiancée Abilene is dying to meet you.”

      I slid into the office chair and tucked my purse under my new desk. All of that sounded really good, but I knew better than to get comfortable. It was only a matter of time before my past would catch up with me. I only hoped I could do what needed to be done before it did.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 5


          

          
            BISON

          

        

      

    

    
      It had been two weeks since Priscilla had joined us at the garage. Fourteen days of avoiding the curvy brunette with the bright smile and killer rack. I’d gone home almost every night with a pair of blue balls from watching her sashay around the office in the ruffly short dresses she favored. Thank fuck the club was taking off on the charity ride this afternoon. A few days away from her might give my right hand a chance to rest.

      “Got a sec?” Kane caught me on my way into the garage.

      “Yeah, what’s up?”

      He rubbed the back of his neck—his telltale sign that he was about to ask me to do something he knew I wouldn’t want to do.

      “Just spit it out, bro,” I said.

      “I need a favor.”

      “You got it.” We’d always been there for each other. Not only were we brothers through the Lonestar Riders MC, we’d also been raised together. “You know all you have to do is ask, right?”

      Kane nodded. “Priscilla’s coming with us, and I want her to ride with you.”

      I took a step back. “You’re fucking with me, right?”

      “Not this time.” His lips stretched into a tight grimace. “You’re the only one I trust.”

      “What about Fuse or Brick?” They were the only other two members of the MC who worked at the garage. I could see why Kane wouldn’t want her to ride with someone she didn’t know, but either one of them could haul her.

      “Fuse takes too many chances on his bike, and Brick caught some pavement last night and won’t be going with us. Besides, I can’t imagine you’d be okay with her riding with anyone but you.” Kane looked past me. “Here she comes now.”

      He was right. The thought of her riding with one of my brothers made me see red. I turned to catch Priscilla enter the garage. She had on a pair of tight jeans with tall black boots that came up to her knees. A white t-shirt with the Lonestar MC logo clung to her chest and her dark hair piled on top of her head, leaving her long neck exposed. Fuck, I wanted to drag my tongue over her creamy skin and taste her for the first time.

      She stopped next to Kane. “Hey, I think I got everything you told me to pick up for the trip.”

      “Great. I’m going to have you ride with Bison today. I’ll leave the two of you to stow your gear, and we’ll take off in about a half hour.” Kane arched a brow like he was waiting for me to argue.

      I didn’t want to put myself through the torture of spending the next few days nestled between Priscilla’s thighs, but I didn’t have a choice. A quick glance at her face made me think she wasn’t too excited about being paired up with me, either. Her lips pulled into a tight line, and she crossed her arms under her chest.

      Kane left, and I tried to find a way to break the awkward silence. “Just so you know, I’m not thrilled about this arrangement, either.”

      “Good to see we’re on the same page.” Priscilla shoved her bag at me. “Can you tuck this into one of your saddle pouches or something?”

      “Bags,” I grunted.

      “What?”

      “They’re saddle bags.” I carried her stuff to my bike and stowed it.

      “What’s that?” Priscilla rubbed a strap of DJ’s harness between her fingers.

      “That’s where the dog sits.” The only time DJ and I got along was when we were on the open road. The little bastard liked riding almost as much as I did.

      “You’re bringing that dog with you on a charity ride?” She flipped her sunglasses up and stared at me like I’d just sprouted another head. “Wouldn’t he be better off at a boarding kennel? That’s where I left Hippolyta.”

      “He loves it. You’ll see.” I needed to put a little distance between the two of us to give myself time to get used to the idea of spending the weekend with Priscilla. “I need to go grab the rest of my gear.”

      “Okay. I need to check on a couple of things in my office. Don’t leave without me, okay?”

      Kane would try to kick my ass if I left her behind. He’d gotten soft since he’d settled down with Abilene so I could probably take him, but it wouldn’t be worth the bad blood an argument would cause.

      “You know you’re going to have to take down your hair to fit it inside a helmet.”

      She reached up and tugged her hair free. Dark curls cascaded around her shoulders as she forced a smile, then turned toward the garage.

      I watched her go, my hands itching to run along the curve of her hips, to fist in that long hair and pull her close so I could finally taste those full pink lips. Fuuuuuuuuck.

      The next few days were going to challenge me on several levels. I’d never let a woman get the best of me, and I was hell bent on making sure the minx with a body like a backroad wouldn’t be the first.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 6
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      When Kane suggested I join the guys for the charity ride, I’d resisted. Then I saw a dark sedan cruise by my house a few times. It was probably nothing, but my overactive imagination couldn’t let it go. Even though Bison and I had gotten off on the wrong foot, knowing he was just down the street eased my mind. So, I found myself agreeing to go on a three-hundred-mile ride. It was a ridiculous way to set my mind at ease, but I’d given up trying to figure out the inner workings of my own brain a while ago.

      We’d been riding for a couple of hours, and I’d finally relaxed my grip on Bison’s shoulders. There was something about the hum of the engine under my ass and the way the wind rushed past my ears that lulled me into a relaxed state. Bison handled the bike like a pro. I’d always assumed riding a motorcycle was like riding a bicycle except you didn’t have to pedal.

      Sitting behind him, my chest pressed against his back, I realized there was so much more to it than that. He became one with the bike. It responded to every little movement he made. His confidence and control were even a little bit of a turn on. Okay, a lot of a turn on.

      The man was built. As far as I could tell, there wasn’t an ounce of anything but lean muscle clinging to his giant frame. Though I’d sworn off men for the time being, a girl could still use her imagination. So, I did.

      As I sat behind him, my thighs straddling his rock-hard ass, I let my mind wander into naughty territory. By the time we stopped for the day, my panties were damp from thinking about how capable Bison’s hands might be wrapped around something besides a socket wrench.

      He brought the bike to a stop under a giant shade tree and killed the engine. “We’re stopping here for the night.”

      “Mmm, okay.” My cheeks flushed as he pulled off his helmet and flung his leg over the bike. It was one thing to fantasize about the man while pressed against his back, but quite another to have to see him face to face while naughty daydreams still played through my head.

      “You all right?” His forehead creased. “Why don’t you take off that helmet and get some fresh air?”

      I climbed off the bike while he held it steady. “Good idea. I’m going to go freshen up a bit and get something cold to drink.”

      He secured our helmets to the back of the bike and unclipped Dizzy from his harness. “I’m going to walk DJ around and get settled.”

      Nodding, I staggered toward the only building I could see. That had to be where the bathrooms were. My legs felt like noodles after riding for so long. All I needed was a splash of cool water on my face and something cold to drink. That ought to be enough to prepare me for spending the rest of the evening surrounded by the guys and the biker babes they’d brought with them.

      Twenty minutes later, I found Bison sitting by the edge of the creek. He’d unpacked the bike, pitched his tent, and was skipping rocks across the water.

      “That was some ride.” I lowered myself onto a big rock a couple of feet away. Dizzy Jizzy came over and covered me with kisses. Despite his strange appearance, the dog was growing on me, and he and my worthless watchdog had become good friends.

      “How do you feel?” Bison glanced over, his attention immediately sending heat racing up my chest.

      There was no way for him to know I’d spent the past few hours wondering what he’d look like without a stitch of clothing on, but the question still made my pulse race. “I’m fine.”

      “Can I ask you something?” I couldn’t see his eyes behind the dark shades, but I could feel him looking at me just as strongly as if he’d reached out and touched me.

      “Of course.”

      “Why did you want to come on this ride?” He pulled his sunglasses off and hooked them on the neck of his shirt.

      The question caught me off guard. We hadn’t shared more than a few pleasantries since the night we met, but there was something about him that touched me on a deep level. Away from the garage, away from the house, I was drawn to him and wanted to give him an honest answer. Or at least as honest as I could.

      “I liked the idea of getting away for a couple of days.”

      He narrowed his eyes. “Straddling my bike and sleeping on the ground is your idea of a fun getaway?”

      When he put it like that, it didn’t sound like a good time at all. I glanced at the small tent he’d pitched, and, for the first time, I wondered where I’d be sleeping tonight. “Sleeping on the ground?”

      “Did you bring a tent? A sleeping bag?” His brows arched. I didn’t like the teasing tone in his voice or the way his lips curved up at the edges.

      “I thought we had a place to stay both nights.”

      “Yeah, you’re looking at it.” Bison’s arms stretched wide. “It’s called camping.”

      “But…” Kane said we had accommodations booked. I’d assumed he meant rooms at a hotel or at least cabins.

      “You’ll sleep with me, Princess.” He got up and held out a hand to help me to my feet.

      “What if I don’t want to sleep with you?” The idea sent a surge of heat through my veins, followed by an icy chill as reality sank in.

      “You can always bunk up with one of the other guys. Or try to sleep on the bike.” He rolled his big shoulders like he didn’t care, but I could feel the attraction between us.

      “You wouldn’t mind if I shared a tent with Fuse?”

      His jaw clenched as he shrugged. “Not at all.”

      “What about one of the guys from another club?” I eyed the long line of bikers pulling into the campground. There had to be at least fifty gathered by the building, with more pouring in every second.

      Bison turned toward me and planted his hands on my hips. My momentary shock gave way to a deep ache that pulsed between my legs. “Look, Princess, we both know this is going to happen between us. It’s just a matter of how long you want the foreplay to last.”
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      She could have pushed me away, but she didn’t. I had a feeling my curvy princess liked the feeling of my cock pressed against her belly. From the first time I’d set eyes on her, I knew she was meant to be mine. I also knew she had no business trying to satisfy herself with some pink rubbery toy. Not when I was willing to give her exactly what she needed.

      “Someone’s pretty sure of himself.”

      I moved my hands around to cup her incredible ass and pulled her hips even closer. “Someone’s pretty horny.”

      She bit down on her lip. “I’m not in a position to get involved. There’s stuff you don’t know about me.”

      “Then tell me.” I reached up and brushed a few stray strands of hair away from her face. A deep need pulsed between us, but I wanted to hear what she had to tell me before I gave in.

      “It’s complicated.” Priscilla took a step back, breaking contact with my cock.

      Fuck, I wanted to feel her up against me. But first, I needed her to know that whatever was bugging her, she had me in her corner now.

      “I can handle complicated, Princess.” Twining my fingers with hers, I tugged her back down to the rock. Her legs stretched out in front of her, and I straddled her thighs with mine, pulling her back until she leaned against my chest. “Tell me what’s going on.”

      She sighed, like the weight of the world rested on her fragile shoulders. “I don’t even know where to start.”

      “Start at the beginning, sweetheart.” I ran my fingers up and down her arm and waited.

      “It’s my ex. I started working in the accounting department at his company a few years out of college. We got… um… close… and started seeing each other.”

      The thought of her with another man made my pulse spike, but I pressed a kiss against her neck and let her sweet, sweet scent calm me. “Go on.”

      “He started trusting me with more responsibility until I was the only one he’d let handle his accounts. Then he got more possessive, more controlling. I wanted out, but I was in too deep.”

      “Did he hurt you, Priscilla?” Rage boiled inside me, looking for an excuse to unleash on anyone who’d mistreated her.

      “Not physically. But he started telling me what to wear, who I could hang out with, wanted to know where I was at all times. He told me if I left him, he’d hurt himself. As much as I wanted to get away, I was trapped.” She tucked her chin against her chest.

      “It’s okay, Princess. I’m here now. I won’t let anyone hurt you.”

      Her hand tightened on my arm. “I found out he was laundering money. He doesn’t know I was the one who turned him in, but it’s only a matter of time before he figures it out.”

      “How did you get away from him?”

      “I told him my grandma was sick, and I needed to go take care of her. She’s in a state home near Broken Bend, but he thinks she’s in California. I know he’s looking for me and he’s got some powerful friends. The Feds offered to put me in a witness protection program, but I wouldn’t have been able to visit my grandma. I’m the only family she has left.”

      “Is that where you’ve been going at lunchtime every day?” Pieces of the puzzle started to click into place. I’d spent the last couple of weeks feeling like Priscilla thought she was better than all of us. She’d only been keeping her distance to protect herself. I wrapped my arms tight around her and rested my chin on her shoulder.

      “Yes. I’m waiting for the investigator to take him into custody so I can collect the reward. Once I get that, I can move my grandma somewhere nicer.”

      My heart—at least what was left of it—cracked open at the hurt in her voice. “I’ve got you now, Princess. We’ll figure this out.”

      “I can’t pull you into the crap going on in my life.” She twisted around in my arms. “I appreciate the offer, but I don’t know how long I’ll be here. If he finds me before they have enough evidence to lock him up…”

      “Then he’ll have to deal with me.” I shifted, pulling her onto my lap, then cupping her cheeks with my palms. “Let me take care of you, Pris.”

      She didn’t say yes, but she didn’t say no. The look in her eyes told me more than any words ever could. I leaned in, slid my nose against hers, and breathed in her scent. Then I tilted my head and brushed my lips over hers. I didn’t believe in love, but I had no other way to describe the kind of feelings that raced through my veins. The need to protect this woman, to put a smile on her gorgeous lips, to be the reason for the light in her eyes, overwhelmed me.

      Her fingers dug into my shoulders, and she moved her legs so she straddled my lap. Taking that as encouragement, I stopped trying to hold back. My lips pressed against hers, and my tongue swept into her mouth. Her fingers slid up the back of my neck and sent shivers racing over my skin.

      Having her thick thighs wrapped around me all day had been enough foreplay. I picked her up in my arms without breaking our kiss and carried her over to the tent.
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