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“What are y’all doing standing around, holding each other’s dicks?” I asked when I passed the piss poor crew of prospects supposed to be rebuilding our arena. Our new men in their orange hardhats and plain motorcycle vests stood in a circle watching one man work. 

“Yeah, so they don’t drag on the ground,” one quipped before he turned his head and saw he was speaking to me. 

His eyes widened when he saw the Road Captain of the Royal Bastards MC. Hell, not too long ago when I recruited them all, I was acting Vice President. 

The men scurried off to at least look busy after that. Good thing too. Pagan stomped my way. 

“Riff, what the fuck are you doing? Just standing around watchin’ this bunch jerk off?” Pagan, our actual Vice President, asked. 

The biker looked like a wild man from the mountains. A burly fucker, he towered over most folk with his massive frame. His bushy beard stood out. As did the bags under his eyes. He looked like he hadn’t slept for days. Brother was suffering a heartbreak. His deep and gravelly voice had more than a hint of the southern drawl that all us Tennessee boys had. 

His eyes turned into slits at the sight of me. He hated me.

I had been a thorn in Pagan’s side ever since I came to Nashville from Sevierville, way before I joined this club. I dated his cousin, Lisa Green, back then. Way back in high school. Lisa was a cousin to Pagan and his sister, Cece, who were orphans like me. Though everyone seemed to be kin in Nashville, they were first cousins, raised close. Pagan, having some savior complex, hated me back then. Hated I was boning his cousin. I told everyone Pagan must have wanted to fuck his cousin, since he didn’t want anyone else to. 

None of that mattered too much anymore since Lisa discovered she liked fish more than sausage and left me for a fucking woman. And not just any woman, Tori Getty of the goddamn mob. The same mob who had killed my father. But it just so happened when Lisa left me, I buried my sausage in Pagan’s blind sister when she first came to Royal Road to stay. Fucking Cece didn’t win me any points with the savage biker. But that was three fucking years ago. Cece and I didn’t last. It had everything to do with her brother forbidding it. 

And after this very arena burned to the ground, our President, Kingpin, stripped Pagan of his position. Grounded him. Having gotten burned to a crisp in the fire, the biker couldn’t ride, anyhow. Prez gave his job to me. That certainly pissed the big guy off. During the couple of months, I acted as Vice President, I had gotten a lot of shit done around Royal Road, including bringing in a bunch of prospects to rebuild the arena for fucking free. 

Kingpin thought I was a genius for that one. But then Prez gave Pagan his title back at the end of the summer. That was when my Prez threw me in the barn and left me there with mean ol’ Goliath. God rest his soul. 

It didn’t take long to convince Kingpin I had nothing to do with my girlfriend, Penelope, helping his whore kidnap his Ol’ Lady Sky. The fact that I wasn’t bothered at the news Kingpin shot and killed the nurse I was fucking helped my case. My apathy about Penny’s death was genuine. I had no real love for the woman. Cece had taken a lover, my brother Irish, so I tried on a redhead, too. Her new nurse fit the bill, was all. And besides, my loyalty to the club always came first. Then Betty, my motorcycle. 

Hogs before hoes, I always said. 

I flicked my cigarette toward the pile of rubble the men were clearing before I answered Pagan. 

“Cleaning up your fucking mess, as usual,” I said, my tone full of pride. 

Pagan knew I was gunning for his job. I wasn’t just any biker. I was the only one at Royal Road who understood how a motorcycle club should run. I was the only officer who had grown up in the life. Hell, if my dad hadn’t been murdered and the Smokey Rollers MC in Sevierville disbanded, I would have a real chance of ruling an MC of my own right now. But as it was, even at twenty-five I was a hop, skip and a jump from the presidency. Or rather, a Villain, Pagan and Kingpin anyway. 

It was debatable who was higher in the ranks, the Sergeant at Arms, Villain, or me. Nashville’s chapter’s rules had our positions as equals meant to fight it out if there was ever a question, but Kingpin had given acting VP to me when the opportunity presented itself. 

But for the time being, Pagan was the boss of me again. 

“Get over to Cece’s and get your shit out of Penny’s old room,” he barked. 

“Why should I? Maybe your sis is growing tired of Irish’s pale dick,” I said, implying I could be with his sister again. 

Pagan might be my boss, but I never let him forget I fucked Cece. Hell, I never went easy on my brothers or Kingpin. I meant to rule this bunch of outlaws one day and showed no weakness. A dog who showed his belly was bound to get disemboweled by these blood hungry bikers.

The big guy laughed at my words. “Cece wouldn’t have you. She’s asking to marry that foreigner.”

I shrugged. It didn’t bother me none, actually. 

“So, go get your shit.”

“What’s the hurry?” 

I had hardly moved back into my old place that I shared with Opry. It was right next to Cece’s house, across an open lot. I was sleeping in the room over the casino most nights when I found a sweetbutt to entertain me.

Pagan inclined his head as he spoke. “Finally hired Cece a new nurse,” he said, his voice careful. 

He thought it would bother me, the reminder that she needed one. 

“Can’t have only Irish caring for her,” he went on.

I understood. His sister was talking about marrying her new boyfriend, who happened to be the only person looking after her. Pagan wanted that to change. 

“Yeah, I bet he’s caring for her all night long, too. Like I used to.”

Pagan grabbed me by the shirt. “I don’t have time for you.”

I punched his shoulder to get out of his hold. 

“Fresh meat? I’ve got to see this,” I said, speaking of the new nurse. 

There were new women at Royal Road all the time, but they weren’t usually any count. By the time they ended up at the MC clubhouse, they were all used up. The whores who came here had so much baggage. That was the reason I had gravitated to Cece’s nurse in the first place. But come to find out, Penny had been a piece of work herself. I didn’t find out until she was dead and gone.

“No. You don’t,” Pagan said, his hand landing on my shoulder to stop me.

“Why not? Is she replacing Jassica?” 

Cece’s nurse, Jassica, and Pagan had been an item before she ran off. That’s why he had hired Penny. 

“No. She’s not even here yet. I’m heading to get her. Get your shit and get gone. I don’t need you scaring her off. She’s perfect for the job.”

“How so?” I asked, imagining another hot nurse.

“Girl’s a runaway. Got nowhere to go. You remember how that feels?”

I ignored him speaking about our shared experience of becoming a stray. I chose not to think about how I was uprooted from my life and planted in Nashville. Pagan carried a chip on his shoulder that I had long since brushed off.

I focused on his other words. “Girl?” I asked.

“She’s twenty-one, she says. But don’t get any ideas,” Pagan said, his voice conveying his warning.

“Fucking cockblocker,” I said under my breath as he walked off. 

He had no right to warn me off another woman. 

Fuck. I needed a drink. 

At the bar in the clubhouse, I took a swig of my beer and leaned back in my chair, laughing as my brothers and I joked around. 

“Where’ve you been, Riff? You get lost in Cherry’s pussy last night?” Opry asked. 

“I would go home, but it’s practically a daycare,” I said. 

My roommate, Opry, who was much older than me, was dating a nineteen-year-old stripper named Leo. It was none of my business, but we liked to rip on each other.

“You know, Riff,” Cousin said, nudging me in the ribs. “You’re a real pain in the ass sometimes.” 

Cousin was so nice that was his version of an insult. 

I grinned. “You love me, anyway, don’t you?”

Cousin shook his head.

“A royal pain in the ass,” our Prez interrupted us. He always called me a Royal Pain.

With a big stack of files, he was sitting a few seats down from us, nursing a bourbon. He was watching us with a wry smile as he thumbed through the books. Opry had just cooked them.

Opry snorted. “We tolerate you, at best, Riff.” He tilted his cowboy hat. “Like you tolerate crabs.”

“You would know, Opry.” I laughed. “Tolerate me all you want. You’ll bow to me someday.”

“Careful there, Riff. You get too big for your britches. I might forget you’re in the barn again,” Kingpin said. 

My brothers laughed. Everyone thought it was hilarious that no one thought to check on me the night they rescued Sky from the cabin. They could laugh about it now, at my expense, but saving the girl had been more important than dealing with a potential trader at the time. That didn’t bother me none. No matter how much they liked to joke about it now. 

“Was mighty peaceful around here,” Kingpin added.

“Mighty peaceful while you were gone,” I said under my breath. 

He had been gone while his Ol’ Lady healed in the hospital.

Kingpin heard me. “Riff, I know you think being President is so easy even you could do it.”

I rolled my eyes. “Please. I could do your job with one hand tied behind my back.”

Kingpin just twirled his ice. “Is that so? Maybe I should start looking for a new gig, then.”

I shook my head. “Nah, I think I’ll stick to being a soldier. Too much paperwork in your line of work.”

We all laughed again, and I finished my beer. It felt good to let loose and shooting the shit with the guys, even if our Prez was always lurking. 

As long as I didn’t forget my place, things would be fine. But Kingpin knew I was after his job. He kept me close for that reason only.

“Don’t you have some shit to do?” Kingpin said, reminding me he was near godlike. 

He knew everything that was happening around the club and sometimes what was going to happen. My brothers didn’t realize it, but Prez had his hands in everything. They didn’t watch him as closely as I did. I was always watching my back. Kingpin played them all like a fiddle.

I huffed as I stalked off to Cece’s. 
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I didn’t even know what I still had at Cece’s place. Jogging up her steps, I thought of how my life might be different if Pagan had given me the chance with his sister that he gave Irish. I guess Irish had to fight him for it. And Irish had Kingpin’s help. Prez didn’t want to do anything to help me. The biker knew my life’s goal was to replace him one day. 

I imagined him as a skeleton sitting on that goddamn throne of his. I doubted he would give it up, even in death. And now his Ol’ Lady was pregnant with twins. I had even less of a chance that he would step down. He would want to keep the throne warm for his heir. I wouldn’t take my President down, but I would be ready when he went down in flames.

All the officers and Cece lived at the biker complex. Her house at Royal Road sat beside Kingpin’s huge place. The single-story house with barely any yard had just gotten a white picket fence around it, courtesy of Irish. Her biker boyfriend even painted her house a soft shade of blue with white trim at her request. Though she would never see it. 

I knocked, and Cece opened the door. She had her seeing-eye dog with her. Her new one, since the last one was murdered by Irish’s ex-girlfriend. Lucky, a golden retriever, replaced Waldo easily like a good little soldier. Lucky was working, so I didn’t acknowledge her.

“Riff,” Cece said as a greeting. 

Her eyes open, Cece didn’t look blind at all. I knew she could smell me even though I didn’t wear cologne normally. Cece was good at that. 

She crossed her arms. “What do we owe the displeasure?” she asked, fighting a smile. 

Tough and independent, Cece was not afraid to speak her mind. But she pretended to dislike me more than anything. Her sharp wit and fierce determination made her a force to be reckoned with around Royal Road. Not to mention her powerful brother’s position behind her. Despite her blindness, she held her head high and never backed down from a challenge. I had loved that about her. Those feelings still lingered even three years later. 

Cece usually pulled her mousey hair back into a ponytail, but now it was down and damp like she just washed it. Looking behind her I saw her man, Irish, coming out of her room, drying the red tuff on top of his head with a towel. Looked like they were bathing together. No wonder Pagan wanted her to have another nurse. 

“Your damn brother wants me to collect something,” I said, feeling odd all the sudden. 

Did jealousy rear its ugly head?

Speaking of ugly heads, Irish’s red head appeared above her. He smiled big, showing his crooked teeth. Fucker was always smiling. The fiery-haired Irishman could take on anyone in a fight, despite his small size. His thick accent was impossible to decipher, and he talked pure bullshit when he was drunk. He drank like a damn fish, too. Could drink us all under the table. But when it came to being a biker, a brother, he was one of the best. Loyal and tough as nails, Irish always had a brother’s back, no matter what. 

“Got to get the room ready for the new lass, Mary,” Irish said cheerfully. His eyebrows danced as he talked. 

I could never be so cheerful. I pushed past them. Irish and Cece followed me. 

“A new nurse?” I asked as my stomach lurched. 

“Aye,” Irish said. “She’s no nurse, though she has experience. She does... We heard.”

Knowing this house like the back of her hand, Cece pointed toward the room I shared with Penny for months. “She’ll be here any minute. Better get to it.”

I hadn’t been in that room since Kingpin told me Penny met her end. Hell, I hadn’t even been over at Cece’s at all. 

I remembered it like it was yesterday. I hung out in the barn between two chains. They shackled my wrists. The weight of my body caused sharp metal to dig into my flesh. Blood trickled down my arms. Kingpin had my brothers drag me there when he found out my girlfriend, Penny, had taken his Ol’ Lady from Royal Road. Penny led Prez on a wild goose chase while Junebug cut poor Sky to pieces. 

Kingpin finally came to the barn and told me the news. In no uncertain terms, he shot Penny multiple times. She was cold.

“I did it myself, so it wouldn’t cause any bad blood between you and your brothers,” Kingpin had explained, showing his softer side. 

“Not for revenge?” I had asked, trying to keep my cool.

“That too. Blood for blood. Sky’s likely to die. Now, beg for your life.”

Staring down the barrel of Kingpin’s gun, I went numb, trying to convince him I wasn’t involved in Junebug’s plan to kill his wife. I hadn’t been. The man could always sniff out a lie, and he believed me. At least Prez hadn’t made me dispose of Penny’s body. Actually, I hadn’t known what was done with her body. 

Suddenly, my chest got tight. I couldn’t breathe. Putting my hand up, I leaned on the door frame. I couldn’t go into the room.

“Fuck,” I said, talking to myself. 

Placing my hand on my forehead, I tried to stop the room from spinning.

Irish took a hold of me and got me to their couch. Hanging my head, I took a couple of deep breaths. Cece sat beside me and touched my arm. The girl always touched because she couldn’t see. 

Later, I found out Penny was not only an accomplice. She was involved with the mob that killed my father. I reminded myself of that as I fought the uncontrollable reaction.

“Irish will get your stuff out of there,” Cece said, as if she could tell what I was going through. 

As soon as I realized I wouldn’t have to go into the room, I felt even better. At least Irish didn’t say a word, as he went to do just that. 

“Fuck,” I repeated myself. “Damn. I didn’t eat breakfast. Fuck. I probably ain’t eaten since my bender last night. I’m hungover.”

Cece patted my arm. “Penelope got Sky hurt and almost killed. I don’t blame Kingpin for kicking her out. But I’m sorry, Riff. I thought you two were good together.”

I forgot Cece didn’t even know Penny was dead. That was club business. 

“Right. I can’t believe she didn’t even take her things,” I said, keeping up the lie.

“Irish packed what he could, and Memphis took it to her. Maybe you can ask Memphis where she is.”

“Nah, I’m good,” I lied.

“I have bad luck when it comes to nurses.”

“Yeah, you do,” I said, agreeing with Cece. 

I was still breathing hard. But I felt better every second as she comforted me. Hearing nothing of Penny’s was in the room was even better. 

“Jassica, I ain’t even heard from her. It hurts. Am I nothing to these women? Am I really just a paycheck? At least my brother wasn’t screwing the last nurse. Seems you’ve taken over for him in that department,” Cece said and laughed. “Maybe you can get over Penny with my new nurse. I actually enjoyed having you over.” She cleared her throat. “Irish and I liked the company.”

I placed my hand on Cece’s. I liked hanging with them as well. Even Irish’s corny ass was growing on me. We were all close to the same age. I grew tired of hanging out with the old men like Opry and Levi who were almost in their forties. They were almost as old as our Prez. 

The truth was, I had grown closer to Penny than I had led on. After what just happened when I tried to go into the room we shared, probably closer than I realized. Practically living here with Irish and Cece wasn’t bad either. Like the motorcycle club, we were an instant family. It was a whole lot better than living with Opry, who was a bachelor, always banging a new stripper. It was no good being afraid you’d catch some STD in your own home. 

Penny had made Cece’s place a home. That was sort of her job, taking care of the girl and all. But she kept us in line on account of Cece’s shortcomings. A little discipline went a long way. I had loved Penny for it since that was what I longed for in the Royal Bastards MC. Kingpin was erratic, to say the least. I craved the stability I grew up with.

And maybe I would like this new nurse of Cece’s. Since Kingpin demoted me back to Road Captain, I spent too many nights drunk and over Royal Road with the sweetbutts. Therefore, I expelled Penny from my mind and wondered if this new nurse would be as hot as they normally were.

Cece patted my back and stood up. Her dog in tow, she started walking toward the door. The blind girl knew before I did someone was coming up the steps. Cece opened the door. 

“Is it Halloween already?” I remarked when the girl stepped into the living room.

In a long, royal blue dress with a white apron on top that damn near hid every part of her, and a black bonnet on her head, the girl looked out of place, to say the least. Her face reddened and her eyes blinked fast, like she realized that much. After all, Cece wasn’t wearing much at all. Irish had dressed her in what he enjoyed, evidently, the tiniest shorts imaginable and a tank top that left little to the imagination. And Irish, Pagan and I wore our cuts, white tees, jeans, and black boots as if it were a uniform. 

And she wasn’t a girl. Clearly matured, her dress couldn’t completely hide her big bosom. The woman carried a small black bag but turned for a moment to set it down on the table by the entrance. I checked out her ass as best I could. Plain, her dress had no adornments or frills but she seemed anything but. Dazzling, her eyes were as blue as the dress and as clear as a beautiful sunny day. They twinkled and her lip twitched before she smiled softly and about knocked me over. 

I clutched the edge of the couch. Fuck. The girl was heavenly. With the sunlight glimmering behind her, she was practically divine. 

“Riff,” Cece barked at me about my comment about a costume. 

But Cece couldn’t see her. She took her outreached hand. 

Pagan stepped in behind the girl and gave me a dirty look. 

“Mary, this is my sister, Cece,” he started. 

So, it wasn’t dress up? Cece’s new nurse was Amish?

Are you fucking kidding me?
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They said their hellos as I continued to study the creature from my seat. Her fair complexion was touched with pink as she wore a hint of makeup. Odd, because she dressed like she had stepped out of the past. That more than confused me. As I ran my eyes over her, I noticed her nails were painted that same blue as the dress. 

I had seen women dressed like her before in Tennessee, Mennonites, usually wearing white bonnets. The women would have a slew of kids with them and drove large vans. They shopped at the Costco nearby like I did back when I was a lackey, having to do the shopping for the clubhouse. Those women certainly didn’t wear makeup. 

Then there were the yellow and black horse and buggy signs out about an hour from here in Amish country. When we boys spotted a carriage while on a run, we would zip by them on our Harleys, nearly scaring their horses to death. We had more than a few jokes about the Amish. We always passed a sign advertising Amish milk. I always said, I didn’t know you could milk the Amish. 

I never believed I would encounter one here at Royal Road. Whatever she was.

But hell, Mary was strikingly beautiful with a willowy frame. I couldn’t see enough of her, and the fact did something to me. Adjusting myself, I wondered what was under the modest fabric. I imagined the silky white skin that hadn’t seen the light of day. Then she took off her bonnet and shook down her chestnut hair. What the fuck? It was like an old-timey strip show. Were they supposed to take those off? My dick stood at attention.

Fuck. 

Her hair came down in a thick braid that hung way past her ass. A pink strip ran down the length of it. Another oddity. 

Mary’s eyes met mine. “Sorry, I didn’t have anything else to wear,” she said as a way of explaining her appearance as she took off the apron. 

The girl had the hint of an accent.

Pagan spoke. “You can borrow something of Cece’s, and you’ll have an advance on your pay to get anything you need.”

Mary nodded and flattened her lips. Looking right at me, she asked, “How am I going to get around?”

I stood up immediately and approached her. Holding out my hand, I offered it to her so I could introduce myself. She only stared at it. When I realized she wouldn’t be touching me, I put my hand away, tucking it into the pocket of my ripped jeans. 

“I’m Riff, and I can take you anywhere,” I said, full of the cocky energy everyone knew me for. “Anywhere you need to go.”

Pagan huffed in a disapproving manner. 

“I know where to find the best deals,” I said, stumbling over my words.

Cece spoke up. “Or Pagan can take her.”

“Really?” Mary asked, surprised.

“I don’t think so,” Pagan said, automatically. 

“Then Riff can take you shopping. He’ll be a perfect gentleman,” Cece said.

Pagan disagreed. “Riff’s leaving.”

“I’ll make my own choice, thank you,” Mary said, shutting Pagan down. Then she asked, “Are you my employer or my father?”

Pagan shut up. Irish laughed and said something unintelligible in Irish, no doubt.

“Thank you, Riff. I would like someone to show me around,” Mary said, her voice too pleasant.

I greedily rubbed my hands together. “Then it’s settled.”

“Cece, I’m sure you can show her the ropes,” Pagan said.

“Yes, I’m an expert on training folks to look after me,” Cece said to her brother sarcastically. “Mary, I won’t be too much trouble. I spend most of my time with Irish, here.”

The redheaded biker hugged Cece from behind. 

Mary’s eyes got wide as she watched the biker’s hands roam her body. 

Cece giggled.

“Irish has other duties,” I said, reminding them he was a member of the club. 

The club had given Irish a pass while Cece was left on her own. Someone needed to watch over her. But if the arena was actually rebuilt anytime soon, Irish would be back in the ring where he belonged. And I needed him on our runs as well. Too many bikers around here weren’t available for club business and only paid dues. A club couldn’t run that way. We had more money than manpower.

Speaking of which, Pagan handed Mary a wad of cash and the girl tucked it away in her bag. 

Cece spoke up as Irish kissed her neck. “Mary, help yourself to my closet and you and Riff can run out now, if you wish.” 

She was trying to get rid of us, by the looks of how Irish and her were going at it.

“Aye, we have church later. Be back in time for that,” Irish said. 

“Church?” Mary asked, looking to Pagan. 

“It’s not that kind of church,” Pagan said. 

He clearly wanted nothing to do with Mary. Still heartbroken over Jassica, Pagan was grumpier than usual. 

Looking at me, Pagan gave me a job. “Riff, bring Mary up to speed and get her settled. And keep an eye on her.” My vice president gave me a look that let me know that was an order. To keep her safe. 

I inclined my head and Pagan left. 

Irish showed Mary to Cece’s room. 

“What’s going on?” Cece asked when they were out of earshot. 

“She’s dressed like she’s Amish or something,” I said.

“Oh. Yeah. That makes sense. Pagan said she ran away from her super religious household. Our cousin Hadley runs a women’s shelter now. She knew we were looking for a new nurse. Mary doesn’t have a degree, but apparently, she’s been delivering babies and worked as a nanny.”

Irish returned. “What are we talking about?” he asked, whispering. 

“Nothing,” Cece remarked. 

Mary came out of Cece’s room in another dress that went down to the floor. It was sleeveless. The girl rubbed her bare arms. My eyes took her in. Damn, she was even more beautiful. This dress hugged her subtle curves and large breasts, making her look like a wholly different woman. Her sweet appearance morphed to seductress. Though it was more modern, the dress with bright flowers all over wouldn’t work on the rear of my Harley. 

Cece couldn’t see her. 

“Beautiful,” I remarked outright. Mary blushed at my words. “Might want to put on some pants, though,” I said. “Something you can ride on a motorcycle in.” 

Nodding her head, Mary disappeared again. 

“She could have hiked it up,” Irish remarked. 

Cece hit him. “I don’t think she’d want to do that.” She turned to me. “You better not scare her off, Riff. I don’t want to lose another nurse.”

Mary came out of Cece’s room in a shorter blue dress that matched the one she had worn here. She paired it with black leggings that covered her. She had on the tennis shoes she wore before, saying Cece’s shoes were too big. 

“I do have abnormally enormous feet,” Cece said. 

Mary’s dress was sleeveless again, and I longed to touch her bare skin. I shook my head to get it on straight. 

“You ready?” I asked her, my voice flat.

Mary said her goodbyes to Cece and Irish, and then I guided her through the compound to my Harley. 

“I’ll introduce you to Betty,” I said on the way.

“Betty?” Mary asked, trailing behind me. 

“My motorcycle,” I explained.

As we approached my beloved Harley, pride coursed through me. I painted Betty a custom metallic blue. She gleamed in the sunlight, matching Mary’s dress. I realized the girl must like the color, having picked it again. Betty’s chrome highlights added a touch of style to her raw power. I had adorned her tank with skulls, a warning to anyone who dared crossed me. I spent countless hours tinkering with her, tailoring every detail to make her my own. Riding her felt like flying in the sky. Betty was my freedom, my escape from the world. And as I looked at Mary, timid and unsure, staring at Betty like she was a literal beast, I couldn’t help but feel grateful for the freedom my Harley gave me.

I ran my hand over her leather seat, feeling the velvetiness under my fingertips. I thought about Mary’s skin again. I would feel it against me soon enough. Swinging a leg over, I mounted the bike and started the engine, relishing the deep rumble that echoed through the Autumn air. Betty was a fine machine. A 2018 Road Glide Special, she had a powerful Milwaukee-Eight engine that thundered to life the second I hit the ignition. The tremors under me made me feel alive and free. 

I couldn’t wait to hit the open road, especially with Mary at my back.

But Mary stood frozen. I could see the fear in her eyes. I would usually ask a woman to be my bitch as I invited her onto Betty’s bitch seat, but I thought better of saying such things to Mary. 

“Are you sure you’re ready for this?” I asked loudly so she could hear me over the noise.

“I’ve never been on a motorcycle before,” Mary replied just as loud.

“It’s like riding a horse.”

“I’ve never ridden a horse.”
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