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Poison Pen

Book 1

Baratta’s Darkness

Prologue
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Baratta

The club is packed as I make my way to the balcony hoping to get some air. Finding a quiet spot on the far side, I sit and drink my scotch slowly while the boss finishes up his meeting inside. A few minutes goes by when a young woman walks out, stopping to look over the balcony to the street below. New Orleans is always a party town, especially on Saturday night.

She doesn’t seem to notice me in the corner, but I happen to be good at blending into the shadows. My eyes are drawn to her, not just by her beauty but by the gorgeous tattoo that goes up one leg disappearing under her short skirt.

“Hey, we all are going to another bar. Want to come with us?” I hear as another woman walks up next to her.

“Nah, I think I’ll call it a night soon and go back to the hotel. My flight leaves pretty early.” She responds in a sultry husky voice that immediately has me wondering what she would sound like with her legs wrapped around my head.

She stays in the exact same spot for several more minutes after the other girl leaves. As she turns around, she finally notices me as she jumps a little bit and her hand goes to her chest.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t see you there.” She smiles in my direction.

“I wasn’t really trying to be seen.” I respond as I take another sip of my scotch.

“Well, sorry.” She says as she turns to leave.

“Where are you running off to?” I ask, not really wanting her to leave which is completely out of character for me.

“Back to my hotel. I have an early flight.” She smiles again and I catch my breath at her beauty yet again.

What the fuck is wrong with me? I think to myself. I am never impulsive. I calculate everything.

“So you are not from around here then?” I grin back at her as I lean forward, more into the light. I watch as her smile becomes even bigger.

Maybe I won’t have to go very far for a fuck tonight after all. Something about this woman has my dick harder than a nail and I don’t even know her name.

I convince her to hang out a bit longer. I can’t leave until my boss is done with his meeting but I don’t tell her that. I offer to buy her a drink instead. I know Uncle Tony won’t mind if I slip away after he gets out of here.

Yeah, my boss is also my Uncle. He runs the Italian mob in Louisiana. When my mom died, Uncle Tony and Aunt Morgania took me in. My twin brother went to live with our Grandparents in Italy. 

It isn’t more than a few minutes later when I see Uncle’s bodyguards pushing their way out the front door. He looks up, nodding at me before slipping into his waiting car. The rest of the night is mine. I know exactly where I am going to spend it, or maybe I should say who I am going to spend it in.

Fiona

Today was a huge success for my business. Accepting the invitation to the Inkers Expo they were holding this year in New Orleans was the best decision I could have made. There were so many big names in the business here that would be able to get my name out there. There were several reporters that stopped to take pictures and ask questions about my work.

My dreams were coming true and I had my brother to thank for that. He and his club, The Wolfsbane Ridge MC, gave me my first loan to open up shop after they realized how much I loved to draw and eventually do tattoos. I don’t use stencils to do my work, everything is by hand.

Finished with cleanup at my station, I begin packing all of my supplies back into my duffle bags when a couple of the girls I met here walk up asking if I want to go to the after party with them. I think it would be fun, plus hopefully another chance to meet some more people in the business with connections.

“Whew! They are so packed tonight!” Lilyanna comments as we scan for an area to sit.

“Look, there’s Clint with some of the others. Let’s go up there.” Ashley points to the balcony above where there are less people but more of the crowd from the Inkers Expo.

A couple hours later, I decide to get some air as I excuse myself from my friends and head outside. I look out over the street below at all the people walking around and having fun. Some I know are tourists as they stop every so often to take pictures.

I haven’t taken a single moment to do the tourist thing. I’m out of time now since I leave tomorrow. Hopefully I can come again just to visit and look around without worrying about work. I think to myself as I watch everyone below.

“Hey, we all are going to another bar. Want to come with us?” asks Ashley as she comes up behind me.

“Nah, I think I’ll call it a night soon and go back to the hotel. My flight leaves pretty early.”

“Have a safe trip and don’t forget about all your new friends now.” She says with a smile.

I hug her as we say goodbye. Looking back out over the street below I think about all the new connections this week has brought me. I am truly excited to get back home and get started on all the new bookings I have for next week.

As I turn around a guy in the corner catches my eye and I jump a little not expecting to see anyone. Has he been there the whole time? I ask myself.

I smile to be polite at the handsome stranger but when he steps out into the light. Oh My God! my panties drop and I let loose a real smile. This man could probably rock my world. I want!

I’ve never had a one night stand before but I think that is about to change, there is no way I am letting this guy get away without revealing that impressive bulge I can see straining against his pants.

“Hi, I am Fiona, but my friends all call me Fee.” I tell him as I extend my hand for a shake.

“Baratta” he says and when he reaches out to shake my hand I check for a wedding ring. No ring, my clit is doing a happy dance. Good thing we are standing, my panties are so wet now, sitting would be uncomfortable. 
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Fiona

I grew up in White Summer Montana but I had big dreams, I was going to see the world. First chance I got I was out of here. Turns out the world isn’t that wonderful without your family at your side. So after a messy relationship ended I decided it was time to come home.

I made a name for myself. People from all around the globe came to me for tattoos. They would come to me in White Summer just like they did in Seattle. 

I knew my brother’s club had been having some issues but I was an outsider and always would be, it didn’t bother me. He had his life and I had mine. Just being close gave me the security and comfort I need. 

I know that if I ever need them the Timberwolves MC would be here for me. They even loaned me the start-up to help transfer my shop here. 

On my first trip home to get the ball rolling, the club was in chaos. They had visitors from out of town. That’s when I saw HIM.

It’s been two years since New Orleans but I’ll never forget the man that rocked my world then disappeared into thin air. After going back to my hotel we spent the night wrapped up in each other. Finally falling asleep in the early hours of dawn. I only slept a couple hours and when I woke up he was gone.

It was a good thing I had packed before going out with the girls. I barely had time to grab my stuff and get to the airport before my flight back to Seattle. I slept the entire way. I daydreamed about him often but never thought I would actually see him again. Especially not here.

He didn’t even try to talk to me. I actually think he went out of his way to avoid me. Then he was gone again, like a ghost. Appearing and disappearing from my life.

Baratta

When Uncle Tony informed me that we were headed back to White Summer Montana to attend the grand opening of the Poison Pen, I felt as if I were punched in the gut.

Very similar to the way I felt when our eyes connected that day several months ago when she came strolling into the Wolfsbane Ridge club house. 

Finding out that her brother was the sergeant at arms for the club whose girls had been kidnapped and sold into trafficking by Joey, surprised the hell out of me. And I don’t like fucking surprises! 

I tried to make excuses as to why I should stay in New Orleans but none of them worked. Uncle Tony was going to relent but Aunt Morgania got that little shit eating grin on her face right before she told Uncle that she would only feel completely safe if I were there with them. 

So here I am at the airport loading our bags into the rental car as Uncle calls to check on our reservations at Wolf’s Ridge which is owned by the club.

“Our cabins are ready for us. After we drop off our luggage you can leave me at the clubhouse. I have a meeting scheduled with Timber. I think your Aunt is wanting you to take her into town.” Uncle Tony looks over at my Aunt with raised brows.

“Yes please. If it’s not too much trouble for you Baratta. All the girls are at Bella’s Brew.”

“It’s not a problem Aunty.” I say while looking at her through the rearview mirror which makes her smile.

Calling her Aunty in private has always put a smile on her face. No one outside our family knows the truth of who I am. I prefer it that way so that those I love can not be used against me. 

The kind of work that I am in comes with hazards that can get my family killed. Hell, it can get me killed. I don’t worry about any of that though. I have zero guilt when it comes to putting a bullet into someone. I actually never think of them again.

While I don’t feel shit when it comes to others, I know my rage would take over if anything happened to my Aunt and Uncle. My cousin too. 

I’m really fond of Markayla. She was always really sweet to me when we were younger. The other kids and even the teachers treated me like shit. They said something was wrong with me. 

Especially after the day I hit another kid in the head with a rock busting his head open. He had pushed Markayla down on the playground making her knee bleed. I refused to say I was sorry for what I did to him because hell, I wasn’t sorry at all.

All these years later and I’m still not sorry.

Fiona

I didn’t sleep at all last night, today is opening day at Poison Pen. It’s still early so I am sitting at the counter at Bella’s coffee shop. I thought it would calm me down but it’s just adding to my already frazzled nerves.

Bella and Mina are sitting on either side of me, for moral support. Bella is sucking down coffee like it’s going out of style. I suppose having two babies at home, she needs the caffeine. Victory is a newborn and Justice is teething.

I am just about to ask where Miranda and Hayden are, when they come walking in the door. “Speak of the devil.” I say instead. 

“Huh?” They both look at me.

“I was just about to ask about the two of you.” I reply as they join us. 

Hayden orders a coffee from Bella’s mom but Miranda just asks for water. We all turn to look at her, she immediately gives us a shy grin.

“Well you know how me and Blood decided to try for a baby? My doctor said caffeine is bad for him or her.” She says with a sly grin. It takes a minute for her meaning to sink into my already frazzled nerves but then I understand. 

“OH MY GOD!” I scream, “I am going to be an Aunt!”

We all jump up surrounding Miranda, all of us giving her congratulations and hugs. When it’s my turn I wrap my arms around my new sister and burst into tears. Now everybody is hugging me instead.

The words, “don’t cry” make it through my sobbing but I explain they are happy tears. 

“I am just so happy. Today I open my new shop and find  out I have a new niece or nephew on the way. There is nothing that can ruin my day now.” 

Maybe I spoke too soon.

Baratta

I drop off my Uncle at the Wolfsbane clubhouse so he can meet with Timber and the guys. They still have some things to work out. Uncle Tony asked me to drive Aunt Morgania to Bella’s Brew where the girls are supposed to be hanging out today.

Through the window I watch as Morgania joins the women. Delilah, Bella’s mom, is serving customers and refilling coffee cups.  I’m about to go sit in the car where I can watch them without being in the way when Fiona turns to look out the window.

I immediately notice her red eyes and tear streaked face. Something about her, kicks my protective instincts into overdrive and I storm into the shop ready to kill whatever has caused such distress to her. Before I even think about what I am doing I grab her chin so she can’t look away.

“What’s wrong! Why are you crying? Did someone hurt you?” The questions just fly out of my mouth and then she starts laughing. 

My hands drop and I step back. A minute ago she was balling her eyes out and now she is laughing? She is laughing ... at me. Dear Lord, she is insane. Going from one extreme to the other, what the hell have I walked into? I look around at Bella, Mina, Miranda and that Hayden chick that runs the local gym and they are all laughing. 

My Aunt pushes me to the side and hugs Fiona. “What’s wrong, Dear?” 

“Nothing is wrong. These are happy tears. I am going to be an Aunt.” she says as she wipes her eyes one more time. 

Aunt Morgania looks at each of the women one at a time, and they all shake their heads. Until she gets to Miranda, who nods.

I feel a weight lift off my chest. When did I care so much about this woman’s tears? I barely know her yet I was ready to kill whoever made her cry. I start to back out of the store but Morgania stops me to ask if I’ll go with Fiona over to her shop so she can prepare for opening.

I try to convince Aunt Morgania that I need to stay and protect her but she looks at the women and says, “Who is packing.” every hand in the group goes up. I know when I am outnumbered. So I concede by asking Fiona if she is ready to go.

Fiona

Why the fuck is he here? I think to myself as he holds the passenger side door open for me. I knew the club had extended the invitation to Mr. Marcus and we girls have stayed in touch with Morgania so naturally we expected them. But did they honestly have to bring him along?

I know that I am being a little petty. He seems to be their body guard or something. I’ve never really asked what exactly he does. I do know one thing for sure. The Marcus family is a well known Mob organization.

“Pull around to the back please.” I point to the driveway leading to the back parking lot as we come up to the shop.

When he stops, I don’t wait for him to get out and open my door. I quickly jump out and head for the building. The less time I am in his company the better.

Reaching the landing of the stairs that lead up to the attached apartment that I moved into, I hear him get out and walk across the gravel behind me.

“You don’t have to come up. Thank you for the ride though.” I look back at him and think that maybe I shouldn’t have. My eyes are glued to his just as they were that very first night and I feel as though I can’t get enough air into my lungs.

“I am sure Blood would appreciate me checking everything out before I just leave you all alone.” The corner of his mouth lifts as he walks around me going up the stairs to my door.

Instead of saying anything else to the stubborn ass, I follow him up the stairs. Reaching the door I notice there is a package with my name on it. Picking it up, I take it inside with me.

“Did you really not lock the door while you were gone?” Baratta asks as he walks into the kitchen.

“This is White Summer, not Seattle or New Orleans. If anything happens here, my brother takes care of it.” I shrug my shoulders as I reach to open the box that was left for me on the porch.

As it opens up, I remove the tissue paper that is on top to reveal what looks to be a cut out of me from a picture that was taken. But the picture is clearly from when I was in the shower as you can see the water running down my back. In bold black ink down my back someone has written MINE. 

“What the fuck?” I breathe out as all I can do is look at it. Baratta’s hand comes from beside me grabbing the cutout and examining it.

“I am going to assume that you did not willingly pose for this picture?” Baratta says through gritted teeth. I am unsure if he is pissed about the picture or the thought that I would actually willingly pose for it.

“Of course not!” As I reach out to grab the picture from him hoping to hide it, I see more writing on the back. In angry red letters it says, “Did you think you could leave me behind?”

I sink down into a chair as a cold chill seems to start at my toes and move up my body. Burrata is so busy looking at the picture and ignoring me that he doesn’t even notice when I put my head between my knees and struggle to breath.

“So, it’s a threat then.” He states matter of factly. 

“We don’t know if it’s a threat. There isn’t a note in the box.” I snap back. I don’t know if it’s his attitude, his presence or what it is but just seconds ago I was on the verge of a panic attack. Now I just want to hit him and make him leave.

“You are not naive Fi, so don’t act like it. We need to let your brother and his club know about this.”

“Absolutely not! There is no need to get them involved just yet. We don’t even know what this is anyway.” 

I know I should do what he says and tell my family. However; I’m still hurt by the way he left me in New Orleans and especially pissed about him just disappearing the last time he was here without so much as a word. 

“Okay. If you don’t want to tell them then the only thing left to do is for me to stay here with you. I will let Uncle know and we can go pick up my suitcase from the cabin.” He talks so calmly as if it is all settled.

“No. You are not staying here with me. And did you just say Uncle? I didn’t know you brought your Uncle with you.”

Baratta

Oh fuck, I have never slipped and called Tony, Uncle in front of anyone before. It’s not like I can pretend I didn’t say it. She clearly heard me. I run my hands over my face and through my hair in frustration. What is it about this woman that lowers all my carefully built walls?

“Listen to me and listen closely,” I growl as I grab her shoulders. “Tony and Morgania are my Uncle and Aunt. You can’t tell anyone! Not your brother! Not his club! Not your girl club! Nobody can know this! Not ever!”

For the first time ever Fiona looks frightened of me, but I can’t let this closely guarded secret get out. Now I have to stay not just for her protection but the safety of my family as well. 

I will kill to keep my family safe and for some reason my heart is including her. I’m not willing to examine that just yet. At least not out loud. She’d fight me on it. On that thought maybe I would like to voice it out loud in front of her.

I step back and look into her eyes. The fire that was missing a few minutes ago is back. She thinks I didn’t notice her on the edge, I see everything. It is the way I was trained. I knew if I gave in and showed compassion she would be a sobbing mess. 

I prefer when my woman fights with me and next to me. I don’t want her to be a delicate little flower. She doesn’t know it yet but this little gift just sealed the deal. She is mine and I am not leaving her again.
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[image: ]




Fiona

I glance at the wall clock and notice the time. “Shit I’ve gotta go! I need to let the caterers and my employees in downstairs.”

Grabbing my bags and keys, I am ready to dash for the door until Baratta grabs my hand to stop me.

“Don’t forget what I said.”

“Yeah, Yeah I gotta go.”

“I am not leaving you alone until someone else gets here.” He tells me.

“I don’t care if you glue yourself to my ass, I have a business to run. DO NOT get in my way!”

He releases my hand and steps back. “Lead the way.”

I’m half way down the steps when he asks me if I have a key for the apartment, I don’t answer just dangle the keys over my shoulder. He must understand my meaning because he finally catches up to say he locked the door.

I’m unlocking the shop door when I hear a vehicle pull into the backlot, I know it has to be the caterer. For my grand opening tonight I have finger foods and alcohol available. I was going to just do drinks but Mina insisted on there being food, and nobody says no to Mina. 

After showing them where to set up, I go get my work space ready. I’m in the zone almost forgetting that Baratta is even here. Dancing to the music while setting up my work station, I jump out of my skin when there is a tap on my shoulder. Shit, I drop the bottle of ink in my hand and spin around.

“Just thought you would want to know your girls are pounding on the front door. You really should be more aware of your surroundings Fi.” 

“You really should wear a freaking bell.” I mutter sarcastically under my breath as I walk to the door and let the girls in. 

Morgania is the only one that hasn’t been here before, so I leave her to wander exploring the shop while I grab for the book in Mina’s hand. Mina pulls away, “Uh uh, you don’t get to see it yet.”

“But Mina, it's my appointment book. I need to know what I’m in for tonight.” I whine playfully. She’s been taking my calls and setting my appointments while I prepared the shop. 

I was going to do it myself but she begged saying she was bored since she has time off for a little while. Her most recent book was released a few weeks ago and she hasn’t started a new one yet.

Baratta

The caterers are loading tables with food trays, and Mina is playing keep away with Fiona’s appointment book when I hear the back door open. I do a quick look and see that everyone that is supposed to be here is already here, so I go on alert.

There is a doorway in the back that leads to a short hallway before reaching the backdoor.I quickly make my way there to block whoever is trying to sneak in the back. The two people are so busy talking to each other they don’t even notice me until one of the women bounces off my chest.

“Ummm Fi!” she calls out.”Did you hire a bouncer?”

I just stand there staring down at her. The other woman she is with clears her throat. “Uh Um Fi” she shouts. Then I feel Fiona’s small hands on my hips trying to move me out of the way.

I can’t help but laugh, she thinks she can make me move. It’s short lived though because her hands on my body are making me think of other things we could be doing.

“Dammit Baratta, get out of the way and let my employees in.” Fi says

Reluctantly, I move to the side. If Fi keeps touching me I might throw her over my shoulder and carry her back upstairs, her grand opening be damned. 

“Introduce me to your employees” I say when I step to the side.

“This itty bitty woman in front of you is LilyAnna, you might remember her from New Orleans. She is the second best tattoo artist in the world.” She says dramatically like this is all a game. “And the lady behind her is our apprentice Arin. Now move, we still have work to do before we open in less than an hour.”

Fiona

That man is so infuriating, I want to stomp my feet while screaming but I am not a child so instead I choose to ignore him. Grabbing Lily and Arin by the hand, I drag them to the front of the shop where my other friends are waiting.

“Ladies, please meet my employees. This is LilyAnna, I call her Lily and she is the second best tattoo artist in the world.” Then I nudge Arin forward. “This is Arin, our apprentice.”

Bella is the only one that takes my bait, “Who is the first best tattoo artist in the world?” 

“Me. of course.” I answer as we all break out in laughter.

“Stepped right in that one didn’t I?” Bella says.

“O.K Ladies we have thirty minutes to finish our prep before I unlock the doors.” Lily goes to her station and Arin follows to watch as she sets out her inks, making sure all her equipment is in working order.

“Mina, no more playing I need my appointment book and notes so I know what I am doing tonight.”

“Nope.” she says. “Tonight you are tattooing Timber, Blade and Blood.” Then she slips a piece of paper out of her pocket. I look at it in shock. It is the Wolfsbane Ridge logo.

“For the next two weeks, you are doing the club members. I have a few randos scheduled for Lily and Arin but the club trust nobody but you.”

––––––––
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I'M SO OVERWHELMED with happiness and gratitude. I feel like my heart will burst. This has been such a drastic move for me and I've been hiding my anxiety. But; I know I won’t fail. I have my family around me again and nothing is going to get in the way of my success.

I step into the bathroom to fix my makeup and take a few deep breaths. This day has gone by in the blink of an eye but now this last fifteen minutes seems to have slowed to a snail's pace. I can hear all the activity happening in the shop through the thin walls. 

I just stand there for a few minutes pulling myself together. Suddenly all the sounds in the shop go quiet and there is a knock at the door. “Fi” Mina’s voice calls out. “Fi, it’s time.” I take one more deep breath, as I steady my shaking hands and then open the door.

As I walk out into the shop, every eye in the room is on me. This is my moment, my dream and my reality. 

“OK bitches open those doors!” I call out. Hayden is standing just inside the door. She gives me a wink then turns flipping the lock.

As the door opens, I can see there are only about ten people standing out there. I'm confused as to why there aren’t more but then I hear it. The roar of motorcycles coming into town. 

We all step outside to watch as they pull in and I can see a line of cars behind them. In just a matter of minutes my parking lot is overflowing and both sides of the street are lined with vehicles.

Timber steps off his bike, quickly joined by Blood and Blade on either side of him. It’s almost as if Timber is the pied piper, leading the group to my door. I notice that Blood isn’t looking at me but over my shoulder and he doesn’t look very happy.

A quick glance tells me why. Baratta is standing right behind me with his arms crossed looking like an intimidating statue. I spin around with a glare.

“I told you I am not leaving your side.”

“You are going to scare my customers away!” I hiss. 

When I turn around my brother, Blood is right there. He lifts me off my feet in a big hug, spinning me around. I'm giggling like a schoolgirl when he sets me back down. 

“Welcome to Poison Pen.” I call out to everyone before stepping back through the door, followed by what seems to be a hundred people.

The first hour is spent meeting and greeting everyone. I was a little worried about how they would react to a tattoo shop because of the bad rep some shops have brought into a community. But, I'm warmly welcomed. Most of these people know me,  we grew up together and they are happy for my success.

I'm talking to Tony and Morgania when there's a tap at my shoulder. 

“It’s time.” Lily says. So I excuse myself as I go look for Timber because he is up first.

Baratta

I have been sticking to the shadows, like the ghost some people call me, watching Fi mingle in the crowd. I haven’t seen anything suspicious yet but this is a big group so I'm not sure if I've seen everyone. I need more eyes, only Fiona won’t tell her brother about the so-called gift. Therefore I have to be vigilant.

I'm about to approach her, when Lily says something in her ear. She looks around zeroing in on Timber. Excusing herself from the conversation she was having with my Aunt and Uncle, she motions to him to follow her to her work station.

With her occupied in one area, I can concentrate a little easier on the guests that’s milling around. There seems to be so many that it is virtually impossible.

“Why are you watching my baby sister so closely?” Blood growls from behind me. I knew he was there before he even spoke. He’s been watching me since he got here with the others.

“No particular reason. I’m watching all the guests. After all, I’m here to protect Mr. and Mrs. Marcus. You never know where there will be a potential threat.”

“Yet, I know that you were already here before they even got here. So tell me, why exactly are you staying so close to Fi.” I can hear anger bubbling up although he keeps a tight grip on himself. I admire that.

“I need to check out the layout ahead of time. Fiona was generous enough to allow me to do that in the hours before the opening.” Shrugging my shoulders as if it were not a big deal.

“You just keep your eyes and your hands to yourself where she is concerned.”

“I get this overwhelming feeling that you do not like me, Blood. What exactly have I done to offend you?” I ask as I turn my full attention on him.

“Just stay away from her.” He demands through gritted teeth before walking away.

“You sure know how to piss that one off.” My Uncle says from my other side.

“He’s protective of his sister. An admirable trait. I can respect that.”

“Does that mean you will stay away from the girl?”

“No.” Is the only answer I give before I head toward Fiona’s workstation. I can hear Uncle Tony laugh as I stride away. I’m sure he is dying to ask me more but he won’t. He knows me well enough to know that when I am ready to let him know anything, I will do so without any prodding.

Fiona

Half way done with Timber’s tat, I feel uneasy as if I am being watched. I know that it is a stupid feeling. Because of course I’m being watched. There are guests everywhere coming and going, sometimes looking over my shoulder as I work. It’s never bothered me before though.

I know the second Baratta’s eyes land on me. My skin prickles and I feel my nipples tighten up. The way that man makes my body react is just insane. I have never met another who has ever made me feel like he does. It pisses me the fuck off too.

Although it would not piss me off if we finally got a round two. I think to myself as I raise my eyes looking directly into his. The corner of his mouth lifts as if he can read my thoughts. I just smile back before lowering my head back to my work.

“You might want to stop smiling at him like that. Your brother looks ready to slit his damn throat as it is.” Timber whispers on a chuckle.

“My brother should mind his own damn business.”

“So it’s like that is it?”

I look up at Timber and I know his meaning so I give him a slight nod. I like Baratta even though I would never admit it to him. He’s infuriating as hell and a pain in my ass. But my brother has no say in who I sleep with or have a relationship with. 

I’ve no idea if Baratta or even myself is interested in a relationship, but I’m for damn sure interested in getting that man back into my bed for a few hours. It’s been too long since I’ve felt as good as he made me feel in New Orleans. I’m still pissed though that he left me before I even woke up. I very nearly missed my plane that morning.

“I’ll try to keep your brother in check but you will need to talk to him eventually Fi. He’s your brother and you two are all each other has, besides the club.”

“I know and I will. He also needs to remember that I am grown. I moved away last time because I needed a life of my own without interference from him. Hell, I went to prom alone because all the guys in my class were afraid of the club. I won’t let any of you keep me from having a social life now that I am older.”

“I’ll promise to try to keep all the brothers in line if you stop digging that needle in so hard.” He grits out.

“Sorry.” I scrunch my face up and he just shakes his head at me.

I finish the rest of the shading before I scoot back to look over my work. It still amazes me to see my own art on another person. I don’t think I will ever get completely used to it.

“That looks awesome half-pint!” Blade says as he walks over to the table.

“I think she gets even better each time she works.” Timber comments looking over it himself.

“Can’t wait to get mine too.” Wrench walks in with a smile. He’s been a little quieter since coming back home from the armed forces. I’m just glad he came home just like the rest of the club.

Around two in the morning I am at the door, saying goodnight to all of my guests as they begin to leave. It was a really great night but now I am tired and ready to call it a night.

“Don’t forget the family BBQ. Some of the other clubs that are here will have their families with them. So you’ll get a chance to see some of the people that didn’t come tonight.” My brother says, standing in the doorway. Apparently he’s the last one out although his eyes keep scanning the area behind me.

“Are you looking for something?” I cross my arms over my chest as I glare at him.

“No. Everything looks as it should. Just don’t forget to lock up. I know how forgetful you are about that.” I roll my eyes even though I know he is right.

“Yes sir, I will as soon as you walk out.” I sweetly droll out.

He shakes his head at me, closes the door behind him but I see him stop to watch me until I turn the lock. A few minutes later he drives off on his bike following Timber back to the clubhouse.

“Did you have a good night?” I hear whispered next to my ear causing me to jump with a gasp.

“Fuck. I thought you left. You scared the hell out of me!” I shove at his shoulder although it doesn’t move him at all.

Baratta

“I told you I wasn’t leaving Fi.” I murmur looking into her eyes.

The look she gave me earlier had my balls tightening up in my pants. I swear the woman is a witch. No other has ever captured my attention like she has.

“Well if you are staying, I guess we will eat some leftovers and watch a movie.” She walks away leaving me to follow her. Which I do of course. I will follow her to the ends of the Earth, she just doesn’t know it yet.

I watch as she locks the back door before we head up the stairs to her apartment. I really do try to not watch her ass as she walks in front of me but I can’t seem to help myself where she is concerned. 

When she stops to unlock the door, I crowd close to her back and it’s pure torture feeling her ass so close to my cock even with clothes on. I know that I affect her just as much as she affects me if her breathing is any indication.

Light spills out of her apartment door when she finally gets it opened and that is when we notice the box sitting to the right of the door outside. Her back stiffens when she notices it.

“Just go inside Fi. I’ll look it over first.” I murmur as I lean down to look at it carefully before touching it. 

Surprisingly, she doesn’t argue which is so unlike her but she’s probably tired. I can hear her in the kitchen as she starts opening up the fridge. Taking my knife from my boot, I flip it open, slicing the tape that is holding the box closed.

Inside there is a picture. Only this one is not just of Fiona. In this picture I’m standing next to her looking off into the crowd as she looks up at me with a thoughtful expression. They took a black sharpie trying to scratch out my image and wrote MINE in bold letters all around her.

“So another one then?” Fiona asks as I walk in shutting the door. She walks over, taking the box from me and looking inside.

“Who the hell could be doing this?” She whispers as if to herself. Shaking her head, she drops it back into the box before grabbing a bowl of popcorn.

“Thought you were going to eat some real food instead of junk? And where are you going?” I ask, watching her walk down the hall.

“My bedroom is the only room with a TV if you haven’t noticed. So if you are going to watch a movie with me, it’ll have to be in there. And popcorn is real food.” She smiles before disappearing into the bedroom on the left.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
POISON PEN
" ©ERIES

B OOURSA N

MARISSA ANN
MRAE GOLDMAN





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





