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      Thank you, Nichole Rose, for being my partner-in-crime, my Pea #2. Putting this series together with you has been so much fun and I can’t wait to see where it leads!

      Love,

      Pea Pod
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      These wealthy Texans have it all—Money, looks, power, their MC and brothers. The only thing missing is someone to share it all with. There’s a shortage of eligible ladies in town but these determined men won’t let that slow them down. These MC brothers are going to turn the town of Silver Spoon Falls, Texas, on its ear looking for their curvy, soulmates.

    

  


  
    
      "Blood is thicker than water but the bonds this MC brotherhood has forged is stronger than steel."
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      “Son-of-a-bitch.” I rub the back of my neck while Dr. Tate “Hands” Grimes, my Vice President, explains the shit show going down at the Silver Spoon MC compound. We’ve been dealing with a moron Prospect who doesn’t seem able to find his own ass with both hands. Every time my phone rings, I expect another “Brady” fuck-up. Today’s problem is going to push me over the edge. Evidently, the little shit neglected to tell us about his outstanding arrest warrant, and our standard investigation didn’t pick it up since the small-town judge only listed it locally. Brady got into a bar fight two years ago and was sentenced to a few days in jail and restitution. When the dumbass moved away still owing the bar owner twenty thousand dollars, the judge issued a warrant for his arrest. The county recently updated its computer system, reissuing all outstanding warrants nationally. Today, Sheriff Armstrong showed up at the compound looking for the Prospect. Bringing the law to our front door is fucking stupid. We aren’t an outlaw MC, and we keep our noses clean.

      We chose Brady as a favor to his brother, the mayor of Silver Spoon Falls. Trying to keep our friendship with Chris Branson is going to cost me my sanity. When the Branson family got tired of dealing with the black sheep’s fuck-ups, they decided to share their pain with us.

      “When you find the little shit, let him know this was the last straw,” I roar. I’ve hit my limit with the dumbass.

      “When did I become your flunky?” Hands wants to know.

      “You’re my VP,” I remind him.

      “I’m also the busiest pediatric surgeon in town.” My arrogant best friend laughs.

      “I’m fucking up to my eyeballs in alligators.” I sigh.

      Hands takes a deep breath and releases it slowly. “I know, man. But I have the surgery schedule from hell right now.”

      “Is Cowboy around?” Landon Cowboy Rickman is the club Enforcer. He’s also the owner of the Silver Spoon Ranch, which has been in his family for several generations. When we started the club, all the brothers chipped in and bought the land next to the ranch for our compound.

      “He left for Houston earlier this morning,” Hands informs me. “I’ll ask him to keep a look-out for dipshit when he gets back.”

      “Thanks. I’ll head out to the compound when I can break away.”

      “I’ll meet you there,” Tate agrees and hangs up.

      Fuck me. One more issue added to my long list of shit. I grab the silver motorcycle paperweight sitting on the edge of my desk and fling it across the room before I’m able to control the anger coursing through my blood.

      Rulie, my PA, sticks his head in the door and grumbles, “What crawled up your ass?”

      “I’ll give you one guess.”

      The middle-aged, tattooed biker steps into my office and walks over to pick up the dented paperweight. “This thing gets more miles than your real bike.” He smirks and shakes his head. “What did dumbass do this time?”

      “He went above and beyond this time.” I take a deep breath and explain the situation to my friend. “I feel a fucking aneurysm coming on,”  I growl.

      He calmly shrugs. “Can I have your ride and man cave when you croak?” He drops into the chair in front of my desk and stares at me. Not many CEOs are burly bikers, but I’ve always been a little different. My celebrity parents raised me and my two siblings to choose our own paths in the world. When my grandfather founded Montoya Investments fifty years ago, he thought his son would take over the business when he retired. Too bad, my dad had other plans. He bucked convention and his own father’s expectations and followed my mom to Hollywood.

      After my mom’s career took off, Granddad lost all hope of them returning to Silver Spoon Falls. A string of nannies raised us while my parents basked in the spotlight. Growing up with famous parents taught me to long for peace and quiet. I attended a small, private college near my grandfather, then moved to Silver Spoon Falls after graduation to work at Montoya Investments. When my granddad retired three years ago, I was a shoo-in for the CEO position. He died two years later, happy with my plans for the company he’d spent his life building.

      My two younger siblings took their own paths. Zane went to law school in New York and works for a fancy Manhattan law firm, while my little sister, London, is a fashion editor at Curvy Cuties Magazine. Reaching into my desk drawer, I pull out the roll of antacids and pop two in my mouth. “Thanks for your concern,” I grouse after chewing. “At least I know where I stand with you.”

      “No problem.” He shrugs and I glare at him. “Seriously, you let this shit work you up too much. You’re the prime age for a heart attack to sneak up on you.”

      “Fuck you.” I flip my friend off. “I’m only thirty-seven.”

      “I rest my case.” Shaking his head, Rulie sighs before raising his thumb. “Between the MC and Brady’s shit,” he raises another finger, “trying to run Zane and London’s lives long distance,” he stares at his three fingers before glancing over to raise an eyebrow, “and the fear that Vincent Romano’s screw-up is going to come back and bite you in the ass, you’re stretched too thin.”

      I blow out a deep breath, realizing Rulie is right. As the oldest, I’ve always watched out for my two younger siblings. It’s difficult to step back and let them lead their own lives, but my plate is overflowing with bullshit.

      My granddad agreed to help his good friend, Vincent Romano, dig his floundering corporation out of trouble. When environmental groups investigated Romano International, they found the company’s barely legal dumping is causing a ton of global pollution. The onslaught of negative publicity that followed the discovery tanked their stock as public confidence fell. With the stockholders up in arms, Vincent panicked and begged Granddad for help. I urged my grandfather to keep his distance from the disaster, but he refused to turn his back on his lifelong friend. The old men came up with a plan that has caused me countless headaches. Vincent kicked the bucket leaving his son, Playboy, step in as CEO. I butt heads with the stubborn asshole, who happens to be one of my MC brothers, but he managed to pull off a miracle and bring Romano International back from the brink. Which opened a whole new can of worms, but I’m letting Playboy deal with those. As long as they don’t affect Montoya Investments, he can worry about his ex-business partners and pain in the ass little sisters.

      My cellphone rings, and I see Gloria’s picture pop up on the screen as I answer it. “Where is that pain in the ass of mine?” she grumbles over the line.

      “Right here.” I smirk and hand the phone to Rulie. “Your boss is calling,” I tease. We all know who wears the pants in that family. Gloria takes care of all my MC brothers and keeps us in line while giving her husband a run for his money.

      “No,” he grumbles and stands to pace my office. Glancing down at my computer screen, I ignore his groveling and scan my emails. “I’m sorry, Pookie Poo.” I make gagging noises in the background while my PA begs for his life.

      After he hangs up, Rulie turns to me. “Man, I screwed the pooch.” He runs his hand across the back of his neck and grips his long, graying ponytail. “It was my fucking anniversary yesterday, and Gloria neglected to remind me.” Shit. He’s dead meat. I foresee him sleeping on the sofa and bringing hot dogs and beans for lunch the rest of the week. “She wanted me to remember on my own.” He grimaces.

      “That’s Karma for giving me shit about my age,” I tell him. I’m a huge believer in Karma.

      “Don’t I fucking know it. I better order flowers, chocolates,” he rambles on as he rushes from my office.

      Resting my head against the chair, I stare at the ceiling wondering how my life got this crazy. Oh, that’s right. I moved to Silver Spoon Falls, took a stressful job, then co-founded a motorcycle club.
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      “Love Bug, Mommy might have made a mistake.” I glance into the rearview mirror and sigh. My tiny, tan Pekingese raises her eyebrow before lifting her paw to her mouth. As she slowly licks her foot pad, I turn my attention back to the road ahead wondering how I managed to screw up Mr. Davis’ instructions. Surely, the Silver Spoon MC clubhouse isn’t too far away.

      Rain pelts my windshield, and I shiver. It’s been a typical Monday. The shop I co-own with my sister, Petal Pushers, was busy all morning, and I was looking forward to a long soak and a little television to relax. Right before close, we had an emergency order come in from a frantic man begging me to make a last-minute delivery to save his life. He explained that he forgot his anniversary and needed us to deliver a groveling apology flower arrangement asap. Because the afternoon had been so slow, Kyra sent Rachel, one of our part-time employees, home early and told the delivery guy to take the evening off. Wanting to show my overprotective twin sister that I can hold up my end of our business, I ignored her offer to handle the delivery and decided to do it myself. After grabbing the flowers and Luv Bug, I set out in the blinding storm.
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