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        When a simple assignment becomes a whole lot more...

      

        

      
        For Hunter, what should be an easy job of finding another veteran’s long-lost brother has turned up nothing but dead ends. Even worse, it uncovered problems his team thought had long since been buried. Down to his last lead, he tracks down a woman who has his protective instincts kicking in for reasons he can’t fully understand. While her expressive dark eyes and generous curves catch his attention, it’s her fiery temper that holds it.

      

        

      
        Back in her hometown, hiding from a man who almost destroyed her life, Frankie’s thrown off guard when a bossy bearded stranger shows up looking for information on the biker she’d rather forget. And he’s not taking no for an answer. With more to protect than herself now, she knows firsthand what can happen when you place your trust in the wrong person, but something about the former Green Beret has her not only letting him into her home but also her heart.

      

        

      
        Hunter’s determined to complete his mission and keep Frankie safe—no matter the cost. Though he didn’t expect that cost to also involve his heart.
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      Hunter stared at the older man on the other side of the thick, shatter-proof glass.

      Orange wasn’t his color.

      He had deep lines on his face, especially around his grayish-blue eyes, and the bottom half was covered in a long salt-and-pepper beard that matched his shaggy hair.

      Rocky.

      Jewel, Diamond and Jag’s father. Diesel and Slade’s “father-in-law.”

      Doing life without parole in SCI Greene for a couple counts of murder. One of those “victims” being Slade’s father, Buzz.

      And Buzz was the reason Hunter was here, sitting on the other side of that fucking glass. Because Slade asked Hunter’s boss, Diesel, to track down a possible sibling. One no one knew about, but Rocky might have info on.

      Maybe.

      But maybe not.

      The man giving him the eyeball might not know shit. All this could’ve been a play to see his grandchildren. Because that had been the “payment” to get Rocky to talk. He wanted Diamond and Slade to bring their son, Hudson, and Diesel and a currently pregnant Jewel to bring their girls, Violet and Indigo, to a max security prison to meet their granddaddy.

      They all agreed to it, though reluctantly, since a state correctional institution wasn’t any place young children should be.

      Now, Rocky sat back in his bolted down metal chair, his heavily tattooed arms crossed over his chest, looking like the cat who ate the goddamn canary.

      And still, Hunter had shit to go on.

      Good thing a thick glass partition and a cinder block wall separated them. Because, at this very moment, Hunter felt like gutting Rocky from dick to throat just like the man did to Buzz.

      Not that Buzz hadn’t deserved it. He most certainly fucking had.

      But Hunter was weary of this wild goose chase that began because of a few words Rocky had uttered to Crow many months ago. And then Crow had mentioned it to his Dirty Angels MC brother, Slade.

      Who let that info fester.

      Now the DAMC member wanted to see if what Buzz had uttered in his last few moments of life was true. That Slade had another brother out there somewhere, another product from Buzz’s sperm.

      And if he existed, Slade wanted to find him.

      Why? Hunter couldn’t care less. He was getting paid to find this long-lost brother, so that was what he would do.

      If it didn’t kill him first.

      He was good at what he did, which was finding people. But this case, this job, was enough for him to throw in the towel and go get a fucking job cleaning toilets.

      And he hated cleaning toilets.

      That’s why he hired a cleaning lady to come in twice a month to do just that.

      But here he sat—again—in a small, enclosed room trying to get Rocky to shake some memory loose that might help him with this “case.”

      Because what he had to go on was basically bullshit.

      No fucking name.

      No fucking birthdate.

      Fucking nothing.

      All Rocky said to Crow was Buzz mentioned a son during his last moments of breathing and he didn’t think that son was Slade. Why Rocky thought that, Hunter didn’t fucking know.

      But one thing Hunter wasn’t, was a quitter.

      He was going to do his fucking best to find this possible second offspring Buzz put on this Earth.

      Unfortunately, the only thing Hunter had was Buzz’s real name and the fact that Buzz knew he had a son. Buzz didn’t know Slade existed. At least, Slade didn’t think so.

      Hunter scrubbed a hand over his hair, surprised he had any left to do so. Which really pissed him off, because he wanted to keep it. Especially since there was nothing better than a woman pulling on his hair when he was eating her pussy and making her come.

      Something Rocky hadn’t gotten to do in decades.

      Poor bastard.

      That was one good reason Hunter needed to stay on this side of the glass instead of being on Rocky’s side. The other was, he hated tight spaces. And prison was full of them.

      “Let me just say, I’m fucking glad I’m on this side instead of that one,” Hunter muttered.

      “An’ lemme just say, with the shit you probably done in your life, you should be sittin’ on this fuckin’ side. You probably done more than I ever fuckin’ did. Just got fuckin’ lucky, boy.”

      True fucking that.

      But that’s where he and Rocky were different. While, yes, he would have fucking trussed Buzz up like a freshly killed deer and gutted him, Hunter would’ve gotten rid of all the evidence and not gotten caught.

      Rocky and Doc had been out of their fucking minds when they wreaked havoc on the rival MC, the Shadow Warriors, so they weren’t careful when they did it.

      “You talk to Doc?” Hunter asked him.

      “Yep.”

      Hunter sighed when Rocky didn’t continue. “And?”

      “Doc’s got old timer’s. Doesn’t remember shit.”

      Hunter knew about the diagnosis. Diesel had visited his grandfather hoping to get some details about Buzz from him. Unfortunately, D had no luck and said Doc had no memory of even what he ate for breakfast. Even so, Hunter was hoping the old man would have an occasional sliver of clarity. Apparently not.

      “Got nothing to go on,” Hunter grumbled.

      “An’ why the fuck should I care?” Rocky asked, frowning. “Why the fuck do you want to dig up a spawn of a fuckin’ animal, who not only raped Crow’s momma but slit her throat an’ her ol’ man’s, too?”

      “’Cause Slade wants to find this spawn.”

      “Bad enough that my baby’s fuckin’ the other one an’ havin’ his babies.”

      Hunter fought the roll of his eyes. “Your baby is happy.”

      “Yeah?”

      “Yeah. And you ever think if you’d been smarter about what you did, you never would’ve been in here and you could’ve protected your baby from what that motherfucker Pierce did to her?”

      Hunter’s jaw flexed. Fuck. He hadn’t meant for that last part to slip out. But his patience with this whole thing was down to nil. He needed to get his temper in check. And it wasn’t helping that the walls were closing in within the room he was sitting.

      “What the fuck you talkin’ ‘bout?”

      Damn. Rocky didn’t know. That made his mistake even worse.

      Now the man was leaning forward in his chair, both palms pressed to the glass, his jaw hard, and his gray-blue eyes intense. “What’d Pierce do to Diamond?”

      Hunter pressed his lips flat. It wasn’t his story to tell. And, fuck him, his slip of the tongue was pulling them off track.

      “You would know if your ass wasn’t in the joint.”

      Rocky slammed his hands against the glass and growled, “So, you’re gonna tell me, asshole.”

      “I’ll think about it if you answer some of my questions you’ve been avoiding.”

      “Shit I’ve been avoidin’ ’cause there are fuckin’ ears in here.” His eyes flipped to the speaker and back.

      “Yeah, so? It’s not like you’re ever gonna see the light of fucking day again, Rocky. That ship has sailed. You won’t even get that chance with good behavior because since you’ve been in here, you’ve been in the hole more often than not.”

      Rocky sat back and shrugged. “I can fuckin’ meditate in the hole.”

      Hunter snorted. “Yeah, I bet.”

      Rocky studied him for a long moment. “You gonna tell me if I answer your fuckin’ questions?”

      “You were supposed to answer my questions because you got to see your fucking grandbabies.”

      Rocky shrugged again. “Payment terms have changed.”

      Fucking motherfucker.

      “You don’t answer my fucking questions, I will make sure you never see your fucking grandkids again. You got me? All I gotta do is tell Diesel how you’re fucking over one of his club brothers by going back on your word. And don’t forget, that brother you’re fucking over is your baby’s ol’ man. Think Diamond’s gonna be happy about that?”

      Rocky scowled but Hunter could see his wheels turning.

      And turning.

      Finally, the older man gave a single sharp nod.

      Right. Time to get to business. “Where’d you kill Buzz?”

      “In an abandoned building right outside of Shadow Valley.”

      “Where’d you find his ass?”

      “Outside of Uniontown.”

      “That where he was living?”

      “Yeah. Some dumpy trailer park.”

      “You know who he was living with?”

      Rocky shrugged. “Nope.”

      “He mentioned a son, you sure he didn’t say a name?”

      “That shit was like thirty years ago. You expect me to remember somethin’ like that?”

      “Yes.”

      Rocky tilted his head and scratched at his beard. “Well, I fuckin’ don’t.”

      “You kill him because he butchered Coyote and his ol’ lady?”

      “Yeah.”

      “He didn’t kill Bear, though, right?” Bear was one of the founders of the Dirty Angels MC, along with Doc. Bear had also been Rocky’s pop.

      “No. When those fuckin’ Warriors killed Bear, that’s when the war started.”

      “So, you went back and forth killing each other like the wild fucking west.”

      “Sounds ‘bout right.”

      Hunter blew out a breath. “As you know, Diesel tasked me with finding this possible son. You ain’t making it easy, Rocky.”

      Even with Rocky’s thick mustache covering his upper lip, Hunter could see the fucker smirk. “Life ain’t easy, boy.”

      “Betcha doing life ain’t easy, either. Hope it was worth it.”

      “Would do it again.”

      “I’m sure your fucking wife and kids appreciate that.”

      “Was doin’ it for them.”

      Sure he was.

      “Tell Diesel I cooperated an’ to bring his girls back for a visit. An’ also Jag’s little girl, too. Alexis didn’t come last time.”

      That’s because Rocky hadn’t mentioned Jag or his baby girl, so Jag wasn’t volunteering to bring Lexi to this hole.

      “When’s the last time you saw Jag?”

      Something flashed across Rocky’s face before he hid it. “When he was still livin’ with Ruby.”

      So the man hadn’t seen his only son since Jag was probably a teen. And once Rocky’s kids got out on their own, they probably never visited. Or rarely.

      But then, Hunter had never visited his father, either. And his mother never forced him to. She wanted nothing to do with Danny Delgado, Sr. once he plowed the tractor trailer he was driving full speed into a crowd of people while drunk. And in doing so, killed six children and two teachers on an elementary school field trip. Not to mention, the many others who were injured.

      After a couple of years in the joint, his father fucking hung himself in his cell because he was too much of a pussy to do his time like a man.

      Hunter ground his teeth.

      So, yeah, he wasn’t going to judge Jag, or even Diamond and Jewel, for not wanting to visit their old man in prison.

      A loud buzz filled the small room Rocky was in and the metal door swung open.

      “Let’s go, Jamison. Time’s up,” a guard yelled into the room.

      Rocky stood and leaned toward the speaker, saying, “You tell Diesel. Yeah?”

      Hunter pushed to his feet, too, relieved at the thought of getting the hell out of there. “Yeah. I’ll tell him.”

      “An’ I wanna know the truth about Diamond.”

      “I’ll tell him that, too.”

      With a last nod, Rocky turned and headed toward the door and the waiting guard. Hunter waited until the heavy door slammed shut behind them before spinning on his heels and heading toward freedom.

      Today was a good reminder that he always needed to be careful and cover his tracks. He did not want to end up like Rocky or his own father.

      It was time to head to Uniontown to do a little hunting.
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      Hunter discovered a few things when he went to Uniontown. One, he’d never want to live there and was glad Diesel’s granddaddy settled in Shadow Valley instead. Two, a trailer park, when managed properly, could be nice. But the one Slade’s brother had been supposedly born in was far from that. Unless it had seen its better days since Brandon Bussard emerged from his mother’s baby baker over thirty years ago.

      Frankly, Hunter doubted the park had ever been nice.

      And three, while he now had a name for Slade’s possible brother, he didn’t have a body. Nor was anyone in that park very helpful. Most of the residents who lived there for any length of time slammed their trailer doors in his face. Which was quite fucking rude.

      Most, except for one.

      A lady who had to be a hundred years old and not a day younger. But, even though she had lost all her teeth decades ago, she was still as sharp as a tack.

      Thank fuck.

      Because if it wasn’t for this elderly lady, who was desperate for company and needed someone to ramble to, Hunter still would be spinning his dick in the wind.

      His dick that was now tucked safely in his cargo pants and his ass back in Shadow Valley with some interesting info.

      “From what Mabel told me⁠—”

      “Mabel your new bitch?” Steel interrupted with a smirk.

      “Just tell us what you fucking know,” Mercy growled, frowning at Steel.

      They were gathered in “Badass Central,” what their boss’s ol’ lady called the room where they kept their electronics. It even had a crude sign with that name nailed crookedly above the door.

      Hunter had his ass planted in front of one computer with three oversized monitors, while Walker was tapping furiously at the keyboard of another. Steel had propped himself against a wall, working a toothpick around his yapper. Brick was leaning against another, but the former Navy SEAL sniper was busy on his smart phone. Probably on Tinder trying to get laid. Or, hell, maybe Grindr instead. Who knew with Brick.

      Not that there was anything wrong with that.

      Ryder was absent because he was finishing up a case he volunteered for in Chicago to get away from a certain someone who’d been fucking with his sanity. And Mercy filled up the remaining space with his bulk and grumpy expression.

      “Here’s what we...” Hunter lifted a hand, “I know. Gavin Bussard, aka Buzz, shot the load that created Slade, whose last name is Stone, which turns out to be his late mother’s last name. Buzz also shot the load that pegged an egg in a woman who lived in East End Estates, two trailers down from Buzz’s single-wide. While we assume Buzz didn’t know anything about Slade, he did know about his son Brandon since it’s hard to ignore your offspring a couple trailer lots away.”

      “That what your girlfriend told you?” Steel asked.

      Hunter ignored him, running a hand down his whiskers. “As we all know, Buzz was a Shadow Warrior. Little Brandon, though he had a shitty father who didn’t contribute one fucking nickel to his upbringing, looked up to said sperm donor, even though Buzz constantly beat the fuck outta his mother right in front of him. Great role model, right?”

      “Was Mabel’s mouth as good on your cock as it was telling stories?” Steel asked.

      Again, Hunter ignored him. “So what do you do when you think your pop is the shit? You follow in his fucking footsteps. Because nothing says success more than an outlaw biker who’s a total fucking psychopath.”

      “Slade’s brother was a Warrior?” Mercy asked, his brows furrowed, making the thick scar across his face wrinkle.

      “That I’m not sure of yet. Mabel only knew so much. She only knew he ended up patching in with some MC, but she didn’t know which one. My assumption is the Warriors, but if so⁠—”

      “If so, we would’ve taken the fucker out,” Walker said next to him.

      “Right. Does that mean I’m searching for a man we’ve already dispatched?” Hunter asked.

      “Do we know his road name?” Mercy asked.

      “Mabel couldn’t remember, it could be Spaz, Kaz, Taz, or something like that. It was a name he started using when he rode his stolen Mongoose around the park at like eight years old.”

      “Okay, so Slade does have a brother, whose name we now know, who could be nicknamed Spaz and was raised in Uniontown. What else?” Brick asked.

      “Got your Grindr date all lined up?” Hunter asked him, since the man was now paying attention.

      Brick’s brows knitted together. “I got my hook in a piece of pussy who would make all you fuckers haters.”

      “’Cept Mercy,” Walker reminded him.

      “Does this pussy have a dick?” Steel asked.

      “If she did, you’d still be a hater ‘cause I’d be getting double the action.”

      Steel laughed. “Anytime you want double penetration, Brick, just ask.”

      “For fuck’s sake,” Mercy barked. “I got shit to do, let’s keep on track.”

      “You got Rissa to do,” Brick murmured.

      “Rissa’s in Vegas,” Mercy grumbled.

      “No wonder why you’re so fucking cranky,” Walker exclaimed. “Fist ain’t cutting it, huh?”

      “Maybe I should use yours,” Mercy responded, his eyebrow with the scar running through it raised.

      “Mine’s pretty tight and experienced.”

      “Figured that,” Mercy said, shaking his head.

      Hunter clapped his hands together sharply once to get everyone’s undivided attention. “We need to figure out who he patched in with and what his road name was. His cut could’ve already been hanging on the wall in Mercy’s little shop of horrors.”

      “He got rid of those,” Steel said matter-of-factly.

      “When?” Hunter asked, surprised.

      “Once the Warriors were all gone,” Mercy admitted. “Told Jazz I’d burn them and I did.”

      “But are they all gone?” Walker asked, typing even faster, if that was possible.

      Hunter assumed he meant the Warriors and not their cuts, a biker’s leather vest which displayed their club colors.

      “Sure as fuck hope so. If not, we still got fucking work to do,” Mercy said.

      “We don’t know if he patched in with the Warriors. There are plenty of other MCs in the surrounding area, if he even stayed local. Or he could’ve ended up a nomad.”

      “If he did, it means we could’ve taken out Slade’s brother. How’s he going to react to that?” Walker asked.

      “Well, now that we have a name, an approximate birthdate and place of birth, we can do some digital digging,” Hunter said, ready to do just that. “He might have a bank account, a driver’s license, a social security card, something I can dig up and begin to hunt him.”

      “If you need my help, I can trail him,” Walker said, his eyes lighting up with a possible challenge.

      “I thought you might be heading to Chicago to take over for Ryder?”

      Walker shrugged. “He’s wrapping that shit up and heading home soon, so I’m available.”

      “I’ll let you know,” Hunter mumbled, staring at the screen. He hacked into two law enforcement programs, J-Net and CLEAN, and had already begun running the name Brandon Bussard. Luckily, it wasn’t too common of a last name. “Well, looks like ol’ Spazzy boy has a long record and not just in Pennsylvania.”

      “That surprise you?” Mercy asked Hunter.

      “Nope. Guess Slade’s lucky he never met his pop. He clearly wasn’t a good influence.”

      “A-fucking-men,” Steel murmured.

      “Got a couple mug shots here, a list of his tattoos... and surprise, surprise, he’s got club colors inked onto his back.”

      “Does the description say who the rockers belong to?” Mercy asked.

      “Yep. Spaz-Matazz’s road name is actually Taz, short for Tasmanian Devil. And his colors belong to none other than,” Hunter paused for dramatic effect, “the Warriors.”

      Steel whistled. “No shit.”

      Hunter stared between the slight gap of two monitors at Mercy. “You remember any of those cuts with the name Taz?”

      “No.”

      “I don’t remember a Warrior named Taz, either,” Brick mentioned, his head tipped down and he was back to typing on his phone.

      “You sexting this chick with a dick?” Hunter asked.

      Brick didn’t bother to look up when he grumbled, “The only dick she’s gonna have is mine.”

      Steel snorted.

      “Any-fucking-way, he’s done short stints for domestic violence, agg assault, burglary, armed robbery, distribution of multiple classes of narcotics, DUI, and on and on, ad nauseam, starting at the ripe ol’ age of fourteen. Sounds like a productive member of society.”

      “Weren’t they all?” Walker asked dryly.

      “The million-dollar question is, if he’s still breathing, why didn’t we find him?” Mercy asked.

      Mercy was in no way sloppy. None of them were, so how this asshole slipped through their fingers... Hunter shrugged and sat back in the chair, scratching at his beard, which always helped him think.

      “’Cause he went underground,” Walker murmured. “Had to have. Otherwise, we would’ve sniffed him out. Especially a dirty fucker like that.”

      Mercy stepped closer to where Walker and Hunter were sitting, jerking his chin up. “Who was the victim of his domestic assault?”

      “I’ll have to dig up the court dockets and check, but there’s not just one charge, there’s multiple,” Hunter said. “Even so, that’s a good starting point. Maybe go through each of his charges, even summaries and traffic citations, see when and where they occurred and track that fucker’s ass from age fourteen until now.” But curiously, the charges abruptly stopped about three years ago. The man could very well be incarcerated or dead.

      “You ever think now we have that info, Slade won’t give a fuck about finding his brother?” Steel asked.

      “Even if he decides he now doesn’t, it still means we failed by leaving one breathing. And we have to fix that fuck up,” Mercy said, his silver eyes turning to ice.

      “I’m up for a little target practice. Last melon I exploded was that douchebag who had snagged Rissa.”

      “We need to get a twenty on him first,” Hunter said, reminding Brick they needed a location before they could do anything.

      “And that’s your specialty,” Brick responded, lifting his head to look at Hunter. “Once you do that, I don’t mind introducing a little metal to brain matter. Just say the word.”

      Walker slammed his hand on the table that held the computer he was working on. “For fuck’s sake, I can imagine this conversation with one of our veteran brothers, ‘Hey, Slade, found your long-lost brother, you want to have a touching reunion before we dispatch his ass?’”

      Steel shrugged. “Or we don’t tell him at all. Say it was a dead end and Rocky was talking out of his ass. Slade might believe that. He has no love for his ol’ lady’s pop.”

      “We can decide that once I locate him,” Hunter said. “Yeah?”

      “Yeah,” was the resounding answer around the room.

      “Or maybe let D decide, once we do,” Brick suggested. “That takes the pressure off our backs.”

      “Not sure he needs something else on his shoulders with baby number three on the way,” Hunter murmured. Hard to believe the man who never wanted children was cranking them out faster than anyone. But then, he and Jewel were always fucking. And that was usually required to make babies. Unfortunately, the Shadows had learned to listen carefully before entering any room that had a closed door, otherwise they got a view of their boss none of them wanted.

      “The boss man’s got the biggest fucking shoulders I’ve ever seen, I’m sure he can handle it,” Walker said.

      Hunter turned to him. “Wanna help me map all of this fucker’s crimes and follow the path he’s taken? Maybe we can get an approximate twenty on him. It’ll be better than what I got now.”

      “You got it, brother. You know I eat that shit up.”

      Thank fuck for that. Brandon Bussard aka Taz had a conviction list longer than his arm and he wasn’t looking forward to piecing it all together on his own.

      He just knew by the time they were done, there wasn’t going to be a happy reunion between two brothers.

      Good thing the biker had Diamond and his son, because Slade deserved some happy in his life.

      They all did.

      It was just a matter of finding it.
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      Hunter edged his blacked-out Range Rover to the curb and shut the engine down as he stared at the unassuming house.

      He could be in Anywhere, Any State, USA and see the same house. Lower middle class—barely—fixer-upper that needed a good paint job or vinyl siding to cover the peeling paint.

      Who the fuck still had wood siding beside a house with cedar shakes in New England?

      Why the fuck did he even care?

      He didn’t.

      But he wasn’t in Anywhere, USA. His vehicle—which was out of place in this neighborhood—and he were smack-fucking-dab in the center of a small town named Manning Grove, PA, about an hour north of Williamsport.

      This town wasn’t occupied by the Shadow Warriors but used to be by the Blood Fury MC, a now defunct motorcycle club that had died a tragic death. Because of that, he doubted that Taz aka Brandon Bussard was now wearing BFMC colors.

      Manning Grove was a sleepy little town burrowed in a valley surrounded by mountains occupied by, from what he found, some white supremacist “militia” that cooked meth to make ends meet and finance their plot against the government. They probably had as many teeth as the occupants of East End Estates.

      Hunter sighed, the sound filling the silent cabin of his Rover.

      He had visited every victim of Taz’s domestic violence cases, trying to uncover the missing Warrior’s ass.

      Without luck.

      And the long list of women he talked to weren’t cooperative, either.

      Taz had left his mark on a lot of fucking women in his thirty-five years. And none of them appreciated it. Which was to be expected.

      Because of that, none of them were harboring his ass. Which meant Hunter had come up empty-handed.

      There were two women left on his list he hadn’t visited yet. And he would skip the one who was buried under a headstone in Ohio. That meant, in reality, he had one living, breathing victim left of Mr. Bussard who he hadn’t talked to.

      A Ms. Sucely Hernandez. A thirty-two-year-old single woman, from what little he could dig up.

      She had been last on his list, because, unfortunately, Ms. Hernandez made herself difficult to find. Almost as tough as good ol’ Taz. He and Walker had to spend way too much time digging around to find her.

      Curiously, it was almost as if she didn’t want to be found.

      Which he couldn’t blame her since she might have wanted to shrug off a loser named Taz. Especially since he did time in the joint after knocking her around and breaking a few of her bones. Not just any bones. Her right cheekbone, her left wrist and a few ribs. And that was only one ER admittance. He didn’t bother to check if there had been more. That one had been more than enough for him.

      After reading the medical records of that episode, he spent two hours at Shadow Valley Fitness with a heavy bag, while having Steel hurl insults at him so he’d hit harder.

      He did.

      And almost broke some bones in his own hand.

      He stared out of his dark-tinted driver’s side window. The small house across the street had a covered porch, also in need of a good painting, and a single car detached garage with no vehicle in the short driveway, which in itself needed a fresh coat of sealer. He had no idea if anyone was home.

      He would shortly.

      And by shortly, it turned out to be right then and there when the garage door lifted, and a woman rolled out a push mower.

      The mower had seen better days and was old and ugly. The woman was not.

      Fuck no.

      She wore white denim shorts with the bottom hems frayed. A pair of pull-on white sneakers and a turquoise blue bikini top. That was it.

      He pursed his lips and forgot to breathe when the woman, with long, very dark brown hair in some kind of messy knot at the top of her head, leaned over and gave Hunter a view he took a mental picture of and would use later.

      This woman had hips and an ass that wouldn’t quit. Her waist was tucked, though she was not what he would call skinny, but instead, curvy in all the right places. Hips, ass, tits. Something a man could hold onto. Her thighs were also thick enough to cushion a man’s hips when he was pumping hard and fast into her.

      He watched in total fascination as she grabbed the pull cord and yanked.

      How her tits remained in that top while she did so, only the good Lord knew.

      And, thank fuck, it didn’t start the first time.

      Or the second.

      Or the third.

      Hunter should be ashamed of himself for hoping the fucking mower never started. But if that happened, she might go back inside, and he wasn’t done observing yet.

      He may never be done observing.

      On the fourth pull, the old mower sputtered, and the engine finally caught.

      She straightened up and then looked directly at him.

      Fuck.

      Her eyes narrowed and they stared at each other for a few seconds before her expression got hard and she began to push the mower back and forth in rows along the driveway and in front of the porch. The lot was tiny and mowing it shouldn’t take long.

      Though Hunter knew he was made, he couldn’t just drive away like he should.

      No. Because fool that he was, he and his dick were enjoying the scenery way too much.

      Those bright white shorts that clung perfectly to her generous ass, hips and thighs, made her skin tone appear a bit darker than his and he was half Puerto Rican. Maybe she just liked to worship the sun. Suddenly he was very jealous of the sun.

      Of suntan lotion. And that bikini top.

      She disappeared around back for about five minutes, then came around the corner of the detached garage, the mower now quiet.

      She was done. Even though it hadn’t taken long to mow what little lawn there was, her skin glistened with perspiration.

      Maybe she’d get out the hose next to cool off.

      With a grin, Hunter shifted in his driver’s seat at that imagery.

      He was watching her push the mower back into the dark interior of the garage when his cell phone pinged.

      Grabbing it out of the console, he hit the power button to read the message from Diesel.

      However, as he was reading, something caught his attention out of the corner of his eye. And that something was moving fast.

      His spine snapped straight as he began to turn his head, but he was too late.

      Whatever she was carrying shattered his driver’s side window.

      Before he could open his door, he realized it might not be smart to do so since she was swinging a wooden bat like a Major League baller and now taking it to his windshield and hood.

      “What the fuck!” he shouted.

      She, of course, didn’t hear him because she was doing some yelling of her own. She was screaming at the top of her lungs as the end of her bat made dents in his hood.

      “Fuck!” He would just have to take a risk and get the fuck out of his Rover since she was now smashing out his headlights, her hair partially falling out of her top knot and strands of it were flying everywhere, reminding him of Medusa.

      Her eyes were wide and wild, and she still screamed nothing that made any fucking sense.

      This woman was bat-shit crazy.

      Literally. Bat. Shit. Crazy.

      But then most hot ones were. “Great in bed, crazy in the head,” was a saying that he’d heard all too often in the Army and, fuck him, he found that to be true.

      Especially right now.

      He kicked open his door and unfolded himself out, making sure to keep his eyes on her. She was now on the other side of his Rover, decorating his right front fender.

      Fuck me.

      But as soon as he moved, she hesitated with her arms raised, double-fisting and white-knuckling the bat as her eyes came to him.

      Dark eyes like her hair. A dark, dark brown surrounded by very thick, black eyelashes. The strands of hair that had escaped were long, like he suspected. They swept over her chest, which was heaving.

      Somebody was pissed.

      As he looked at the damage to his vehicle, it was starting to be him.

      No, not starting. He was already there.

      She was the kind of woman who was difficult to deal with because they acted first, asked questions later.

      He had a couple of those in his past. But that’s why they had remained in his past. Because who the fuck wanted to walk in the door only to duck flying objects not even knowing why.

      No one that he knew of.

      He hadn’t been fond of ambushes during his tours in the Army, and he definitely wasn’t fond of them from pussy who should be greeting him with a kiss, a beer and a fucking blow job.

      She blinked. He blinked.

      And then it was on.

      With a warrior yell, she came at him, bat raised over her head and her tits bouncing dangerously in the scraps of fabric that could barely contain them.

      Bat, Hunter, not tits. Eyes on what will kill you. The rest is just attached to the one that will kill you.

      He caught the widening of her eyes as he moved forward instead of retreating like she expected him to do. Because the normal thought process would be get the fuck out of range of a long, heavy item made of wood with a crazy woman swinging it.

      But then, he was tired of this already. That meant he was going to end it.

      Her step stuttered as he met her halfway and snagged the bat with one hand as she swung it down and clotheslined her with his other arm.

      He heard a gurgle and watched her collapse on the pavement at his feet, hands to her throat.

      He whipped the bat across the street with all his fury and it thumped unsatisfactorily onto the grass of her yard.

      Before she could get up, he dropped to his knee and planted it on her chest to pin her down. The only problem was, her legs were flailing. She was trying to kick him, knee him, scratch him, all the while screaming again. But this time it included words. “Who are you? What the fuck are you doing here? What do you want with me?”

      He snagged both of her wrists and held onto them tightly. She jerked and struggled, but he was a lot stronger than her.

      Then he shifted his weight until he straddled her thighs so she couldn’t kick him. But even so, she did her best to try to buck him off.

      Only her best wasn’t good enough.

      Thank fuck.

      Because if she was any stronger than she was, he’d have two eyes scratched out, his jugular ripped out by her teeth and his nuts drop-kicked into the cavity of his body.

      He kind of liked all his body parts where they were.

      Her teeth were bared, and she was practically snapping at him like an annoyed leopard seal.

      “Calm the fuck down.”

      “Fuck you!” she screamed, her face flushed.

      Yep, her eyes were dark brown, almost black. And in her fight, her bikini top had shifted enough that he noticed she didn’t have tan lines. Which meant she either sunbathed topless or that was her natural skin tone.

      He was guessing with her hair and eye color, and, her name—if she was Sucely Hernandez—that she was of some sort of Hispanic descent.

      Her temper was another good indicator. While Latinas could be feisty, they could also be dangerous if you simply looked at them the wrong way.

      And stupid him had been ogling her as she mowed the fucking grass.

      His mistake.

      “You done?” he asked as he felt her weaken. She was running out of steam and probably going to crash after that burst of adrenaline.

      “I want to know who you are!”

      “All you had to do was ask instead of fucking up my SUV.”

      “Self-defense.”

      He raised his brows. “Of what?”

      “Of whatever you’re here to do to me.”

      “I’m not here to do anything to you.”

      “Let me up!”

      “Not until you calm the fuck down.” His head tilted as the sound of sirens infiltrated his brain. He gritted his teeth. Someone had called the fucking cops.

      Great.

      One black and white cruiser came to a screeching halt, diagonally blocking the street in front of the Rover. While another came from the opposite direction and did the same behind. He was now boxed in.

      The driver’s doors both opened and the cop to his right, who was taking cover behind his door, had a semi-automatic pointed straight at him. The uniformed officer started barking commands.

      He glanced down at the woman trapped beneath him. “Now look what you’ve done.”

      She sneered and spat at him, luckily missing. “Good, asshole. You’re going to jail.”

      “Doubt that,” he grumbled. “And if you spit at me again, you’ll regret it.”

      The cop barked out more commands, which they tended to do as a habit, and Hunter sighed. Releasing her wrists, he lifted his hands in the air and pushed himself to his feet. As soon as he did that, the woman scrambled to hers and rushed him.

      He heard “Oh, shit,” in stereo from both cops, at the same time he heard it in his own head. They holstered their weapons quickly and rushed toward him, too.

      He just had enough time to protect his balls as her knee came up and smashed into his fingers. He heard a loud groan, also in stereo from both cops.

      Before he could react, one of them had her hooked around the waist and was dragging her away, though she wasn’t going willingly. No surprise there.

      “What the fuck’s wrong with you?” he heard the tall, dark-haired cop ask.

      He glanced at the other one who now stood in front of him, hands planted on his duty belt, shaking his head. Actually, both cops kind of looked alike.

      “She do that damage?” the officer with the name tag BRYSON asked him.

      “I sure as fuck didn’t do it.”

      The cop’s lips almost twitched as he pulled a worn notepad out of his back pocket and a pen from the front shirt pocket of his uniform. He clicked the pen and then tilted his head as he studied Hunter with intense blue eyes.

      Then he dropped that gaze. Which was a farce, cause that cop had a way of watching Hunter without appearing to do so. Hunter knew that game. He also knew how to play it.

      With pen to paper, Bryson asked, “Name?”

      “Hunter.”

      “Hunter what?”

      “Just Hunter.”

      The cop glanced up with a frown. “ID.”

      Hunter pulled his wallet from his back pocket, flipped it open and snagged his license, holding it out to the cop between his index and middle fingers. The officer seized his ID and studied it. “Funny how the name Hunter isn’t on your license anywhere,” he grumbled as he scribbled down the info.

      Hunter’s gaze slid toward the woman’s driveway, where the other officer was questioning her. He looked irritated and she looked equally annoyed with her hands on her hips, throwing attitude. Hunter also noticed that the man had remarkable self-control because he was actually looking at her face as they talked and no lower. Yep, willpower of steel because it was hard to miss those tits in those two turquoise triangles. Hunter brought his attention back to the man before him, who was now tapping the end of his pen on the notepad with impatience.

      “Name I earned in the Army.”

      The officer stared at him for a moment before his body visibly relaxed, and he muttered, “Marines.”

      Hunter guessed they were now comparing dick sizes. He lifted a brow. “Special forces?”

      “No. You?”

      “Green Beret.”

      “Honorable discharge?”

      That shouldn’t matter but the man was a cop, maybe he thought he could trust a fellow veteran who was honorably discharged over one who wasn’t. “Depends what you consider honorable. The Army and I had two different definitions.”

      The cop relaxed even more. “Had that problem myself.”

      Interesting. “So now that we’re best buds, need to be a bit transparent here so there are no misunderstandings.”

      Bryson’s spine straightened and he dropped the notepad to his side and jerked his chin up.

      Hunter took that as a “go.” “Got a Sig .40 in a holster. Small of my back.”

      The cop’s eyes narrowed as he assessed Hunter’s person as if he had X-ray eyes. “Got a permit?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Anything else since you’re being transparent?”

      “Tactical knife. Right calf.”

      “Size?”

      “Four.”

      “You planning on pulling it?”

      “Not if I don’t have a reason to.”

      Bryson pursed his lips and nodded again. “Why are you here?”

      “Looking for someone.”

      Every muscle in that cop’s body tensed once again and his gaze became laser focused. “Who?”

      “A biker by the name of Brandon Bussard. Goes by Taz.”

      Bryson’s nostrils flared. Only slightly, but Hunter caught it. “Tasmanian Devil.”

      Hunter managed to hide his surprise, but barely. “Yeah.”

      His eyes slid back to the woman speaking with the other officer when Bryson said, “She’s got a protection order against Mr. Bussard.”

      So, she was who he was looking for. “She Sucely Hernandez?”

      Bryson contemplated the question for longer than Hunter liked. “Was. Little advice, don’t call her that. He knew her by that name, so she had it changed. She’s buried that name and doesn’t like when it resurfaces.”

      No wonder why it had been hard to find her. He had been searching for a woman with a different name. Smart on her part. A pain in the ass on his. “He been around?”

      “We haven’t run into him, but he’s bad news.”

      “No shit.”

      “Why are you looking for him? You a bounty hunter?”

      “Something like that.”

      “Licensed?”

      “Just doing a favor for a friend. One of your fellow Marines.” He figured he’d throw that in to make the cop a little more friendly and agreeable. Sometimes shit like that worked, sometimes it didn’t.

      In this case, it did.

      “He’s got a warrant. Hasn’t met with his parole officer since his release.”

      Hunter wasn’t going to admit he already knew that. “Maybe he’s doing time somewhere other than PA,” Hunter suggested, wondering how much these local cops knew. Though, Hunter knew no one by Taz’s real name was incarcerated.

      “Could be.” Bryson scratched his chin. “So, again, why are you here since Bussard isn’t?”

      “She’s one of his victims.”

      “Of?”

      “You know what of. You know she’s got a PFA. You guys probably have his mugshot hanging up in your patrol room. You know her real name. I’m not stupid and neither are you,” he finished.

      “Okay then, why are you visiting one of his victims?”

      “I’m visiting all of them.”

      “Pattern and path,” came the murmur.

      Hunter didn’t answer.

      Bryson tilted his head. “Think she’s going to talk to you after what happened?”

      “She’s not going to have a choice.”

      “How’s that?”

      “You haven’t asked me the most important question yet. Whether I’m going to press charges against her for the destruction of my property.”

      Something behind the cop’s eyes changed. “I’m going to assume no, as long as she pays restitution. And making amends might not be in the form of money.”

      “Said you weren’t stupid, and I was right.”

      Bryson’s gaze slid over Hunter’s Range Rover. “That’s a lot of restitution.”

      “Sure is.”

      “She might not be happy about that.”

      “Better than handcuffs and a record.” Unless those handcuffs were hooked to his headboard.

      “Got that right. She can’t afford to fight a charge.”

      “Then she can’t afford to fix my SUV.”

      Bryson snorted. “Hell, I can’t afford to fix your SUV.” He sobered. “She’ll have to agree with that kind of restitution.”

      “She doesn’t seem the agreeable type.”

      “She’s got a temper,” Bryson murmured.

      “She sting you with it?” Did this cop have something for Hernandez?

      “Nope, got my own woman at home. She helps keep me on an even keel.”

      “Best kind to have.”

      Bryson’s eyes slid to the dark-haired woman, who’d most likely make a man’s psyche choppy as fuck. “Damn straight.” The cop held out his hand and Hunter took it, giving it a firm shake. “Matt Bryson.” He lifted his chin to the other officer. “Adam Bryson.”

      “Brothers?”

      “Cousins. He’s also a jarhead.”

      “Runs in the family?”

      Bryson snorted. “You have no fucking idea. Grandfather, father, my other two older brothers. All did their time in the Marines, then Manning Grove PD.”

      “Served your country, then your community.”

      “It’s in our blood.”

      “Either deeply dedicated or fucking foolish.”

      “A little of both.”

      Hunter grinned. He liked this cop. And he couldn’t say that about many who’d crossed his path. This one wasn’t easily offended.

      “How long will you be in town?” Matt Bryson asked.

      “Guess as long as I need to be until I can get her to cooperate and at least fix the headlights on my Rover. Don’t want a country bumpkin cop giving me a citation for them.” Finding replacement headlights in this area for a Range Rover probably wasn’t going to be easy.

      Again, Bryson didn’t take offense to the tease. “Good fucking luck with both of those.”

      Hunter was going to need it.
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