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Here is a list of possible triggers.

●  Abuse (past)

●  Kidnapping

●  Bombs

●  Murder

●  Death

●  Graphic sex

●  Trafficking

●  Talk of child death by parents (briefly mentioned)

●  Panic attacks
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This is not a very dark book. Please be mindful of the listed trigger warnings. Your mental health is important. All readers should be 18+.
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This book is dedicated to my fabulous readers. You guys have been waiting on Bliss’s story for two years now. I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I did writing it. Without all of you, I wouldn’t be able to do what I love. Thank you 🖤
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​

I never claimed to make smart decisions. In fact, most of the time, I would call myself... ditzy. If you asked my dad, he would even claim I was stupid. If you asked my mom, she would tell you I’m just unlucky. God rest her soul.

I’m more inclined to agree with my mother. Contrary to popular belief, I’m actually incredibly smart. Top of my class, full ride scholarship, and genius level I.Q. Yeah, I’m S.M.A.R.T.

However it’s hard for people to know that since I also happen to view the world very differently. My brain and my actions don’t always compute together and translate in a positive way.

For example, I once walked into a CVS pharmacy for a flu shot and didn’t realize until I got home it was actually a Walgreens I went to. Or the time I put my thumb on a display car’s lighter to see if it was hot after I pressed it (In my defense I was twelve), or the time I accidentally walked outside my house to check the mail completely naked because I forgot to get dressed after my shower.

I’m forgetful and scatterbrained and oftentimes get lost in my head before realizing important things. Therefore most people assume I’m a complete moron. However, out of all the ditzy things I’ve done in my life, none of them could ever compare to this moment right now, with a bitchy bird on my shoulder and a group of pissed off bikers chasing after me.

Let me back up a bit. My name is Bliss Caddel, twenty five, and I recently moved to the good state of Oregon a week ago from Arizona. I also have a pet rescue parrot that likes to run, er, fly away from home when he gets pissed off at me. Which is exactly why I have a tracker attached to his little ankle.

Remember how I told you my mother said I’m just unlucky? Well this would be one of those times she was correct. You see, I woke up late resulting in being behind schedule in feeding Ass, that’s my pet bird’s name, so he threw a tantrum and flew out the front door when I opened it to grab a package off the porch. Of course I just got out of the shower so all I had on was a towel.

So after quickly throwing on whatever I could find, I opened the tracking app on my phone and hopped in my car to chase Ass.

I was fortunate enough to find him after only thirty minutes, unfortunately he just so happened to fly onto a biker gang's compound.

Now, I’m not a violent person, I would even call myself a passive people pleaser most often, a result from my previous hellish life with an abusive father. But when the scrawny kid at the gate told me to get lost before calling me a cunt... I lost it. I made a vow to myself that I would finally grow a backbone when I left Arizona. 

So, I remembered to keep my thumb untucked from my fist and punched him right in the face. The hit wasn’t very hard, but he did lose his footing causing him to trip and fall, hitting his head on the wall and knocked himself clean out.

I took advantage of the opportunity and slipped through the unmanned gate to grab my bird. The jerk of a pet, that I’m seriously considering rehoming at this point, decided it would be an awesome idea to hang out in the garage where a group of very large and very scary leather wearing bikers happened to be.

Then the asshole apparently thought it would be a great idea to show off his talking talent by screaming out expletives at them. After calling them pussies, motherfuckers, and little bitches, I tiptoed in and snatched him up.

Even more unfortunate, every head in the building turned right then and locked eyes on me. Extra unfortunate, the kid from the gate ran in right after with a bloody nose and angry eyes.

So I did the smart thing and ran like hell.

Which leads me to now. Out of breath with a stitch in my side as I basically play ring around the rosy with a group of very angry bikers on my tail. I would have ran straight for the gate to slip out towards my car, except there’s a very mean looking biker standing right in front of it. So the next best bet was to just run around their house until a better opportunity to give them the slip came along.

“Bitches. Bitches. Bitches.” The chant makes my anxiety grow.

“Shut up, Ass!” I hissed at him. “You’re making it worse.”

Out of nowhere, I feel large arms wrap around my torso, swinging me off my feet and causing my mismatched shoes to fly off. I’m pulled back against a very hard chest and the scent of leather and musk invades my nostrils.

“Calm down, darlin’” The deep southern drawl rasps in my ear.

He’s strong, strong enough to squash me like a melon, but he isn’t using more force than necessary to restrain me. I take a deep breath to calm myself down and let my body go lax.

“Good girl.” He whispers in my ear, causing my panties to disintigrate. I may have a slight praise kink, don’t judge me. “Mind telling me why you came onto our property and knocked our prospect out before calling us a bunch of names, Darlin’?”

I’m about to answer him when the rest of the group comes running over with snarls on their faces and murder in their eyes. Especially the kid with the bloody nose. I cringe into the biker holding me as I see certain death aimed at me in the kid’s eyes.

“What the hell is going on out here?” A deep, growly voice interrupts whatever was about to happen.

“This cunt snuck up on me and hit me in the head with a bat, knocking me clean out, and snuck through the gate, Prez.” The skinny kid tells the newcomer. I let out an indigent gasp before narrowing my eyes on him.

“You're a lying liar! I did no such thing.” I try to get loose from the man holding me but he just wraps his arm tighter around my waist. The one thing I hate more than anything is being accused of lying when I’m not. “I barely tapped you in the nose. You tripped over your own feet and knocked yourself out when your head hit the wall.” I sniff and lift my chin. “I simply walked through the gate while you were taking a nap.” The guy behind me snorts.

“That true, prospect? You knock yourself out?” The now amused voice asks.

“What? Prez, look at her.” He motions to my attire. “She’s clearly crazy! She’s lying, not me.” Rude.

I look down to see what I’m wearing since I just threw on whatever I could get my hands on the quickest to go after my runaway bird. I’m wearing pink shorts with white polka dots, a blue shirt with yellow stripes, and one house slipper and flip flop combo that’s sitting a few feet away. Okay, maybe the kid has a point, but still.

“Bring her inside and we’ll review the tape to see who’s lying.” The guy who is called Prez orders. I see the kid stiffen and can’t keep the smug smile off my face.

The guy holding me puts his hand on my lower back to encourage me forward. Honestly, I’m a little excited to be proved right, so I follow without argument.

We walk to the front of their house, compound, building... whatever they call it, and walk through the front door. I look around to take in my surroundings.

Straight ahead is a long bar taking up the entire wall with a mirrored background and enough liquor to keep a frat house supplied for eons. There’s a freaking stripper pole to the far right with a stereo system next to it and chairs scattered all around the makeshift stage. Doesn’t take a genius to figure out what happens there. There's a pool table and pinball machine to the far left making the space resemble an arcade.

Once everyone is inside, the President, a silver fox of a man if it wasn’t for the scowl on his face, stands in front of me with his arms crossed. I swallow the lump in my throat and feel myself start to shake on instinct. His eyes track the movement and his features gentle out to a degree. The biker who has yet to let me go rubs his hand down my back in a soothing motion.

“Shh, Darlin’, everything will be okay.” He tries to calm me. It seems to work since the shakes disappear, but I still feel freaking terrified.

My attention moves to the stairs as a beautiful woman with long dark hair comes down followed by three gorgeous men. She locks eyes with me and tilts her head in curiosity before making her way over. We take each other in and that’s when I notice the small baby bump.

“Who is this?” She asks, looking at the President. I look at him and notice the affection in his eyes as he looks at her. They have similar features so I’m guessing this must be his daughter.

“This is our local trespasser...” He trails off and looks to me for me to fill in the blanks.

“Bliss. Bliss Caddel. And I’m not a trespasser, I was just catching Ass.” I answer.

The biker behind me makes a choking sound and the girl’s eyes widen as she laughs. The President looks at me like I lost my mind and that’s when I realize how that sounds.

“My pet bird!” I rush out. “His name is Ass.” I correct. “I was catching my runaway bird whose name is Ass, not trying to get butt.” I feel my cheeks heat and look down at my bare feet in embarrassment.

“You named your bird Ass?” The girl asks. “That’s fucking awesome.” I look at her and give her a slight smile.

“Technically, I didn’t name him. He’s a rescue and already had the name. It’s the only one he answers to.” I explain so these people don’t think I’m some kind of psycho.

“Where is this bird?” The president asks while looking around.

“He’s around here somewhere. He flew off my shoulder when this guy grabbed me.” I point my thumb behind me towards the biker at my back.

“There was a white bird on her shoulder. She’s telling the truth.” Biker dude responds when the President looks at him. The President’s eyebrows go up when he notices the guy’s hand splayed out over my stomach. The hand that is currently making soothing circles on said stomach. He looks back towards the biker guy's face and a silent communication ensues before the President nods with a small smirk. Before I can ask what that was all about, the door swings open and two hulking men walk through it.

One guy is so damn pretty that I can feel my eyes start to water because he’s clearly a dark angel. He has black hair that’s buzzed on the sides and longer on top with a messy look like he just doesn’t care. He has a dangle cross earring in his right ear, and a short close cropped beard that frames his sculpted jawline. He’s wearing large rings on every finger and has tattoos for days covering his arms. When I trail my wide eyes back up to his face his deep dark eyes are locked right on me.

I quickly look away and take in the other guy. This guy is built. As in B.U.I.L.T. He looks like a freaking giant. He’s shirtless except for his leather vest, showing off his very defined eight pack and adonis belt. I can feel my tongue water to trace those lines. He has long blonde hair with shaved sides, reminding me of a viking, and a short beard around plump down-turned lips. His ice blue eyes look completely void of life until they lock onto me. Then they’re filled with curiosity and something else that causes heat to swirl in my stomach. He turns his attention to the biker that’s still holding me and the three of them do that annoying silent communication thing.

I finally angle my head around to get a look at the man who’s attached me to his side and nearly choke on my tongue. This one has dark brown hair that’s short and messy underneath a freaking cowboy hat, with a full and trimmed close cropped beard. He has a gorgeous face that makes him look all boy next door until you notice the arms full of colorful tattoos.

“Fucking cunts. Fucking cunts. Fucking cunts.” Ass chants as he flies through the open door and lands on the viking guy’s shoulder.

“Ass!” I yell. “Stop that, you crazy bird. You’ve gotten me into enough trouble as it is.” I give him my best evil eye but he completely ignores it, as usual, as he continues to holler out expletives.

I feel my cheeks grow increasingly warm as every pair of eyes in the room looks at me. I try to give a small smile but I’m sure it’s more of a grimace.

I’m definitely re-homing that damn bird.
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"All right, everyone settle down." The President grabs everyone's attention. "Spider, pull the gate footage up on your phone so we can see the video and find out who's telling the truth." A guy, Spider I assume, pulls out his phone and begins typing. I look over to the lying liar with a bloody nose and narrow my eyes at him with a smirk on my lips. He squirms in place, already knowing the cats out of the bag.

"Here you go, Prez." Spider hands his phone over and watches the video. The sound is turned up so we can all hear it.

"The fuck do you want?" You can hear the kid's voice snarl out through the speaker.

"Uh..um... this sounds crazy, but my pet bird is on your property. He's white and cusses like a sailor. I just came to bring him home. I don't have to go onto your property if it's not allowed, but could you please grab him for me?" You can clearly hear the nerves in my voice, making me realize how freaking timid I must sound to other people.

"Fuck off, stupid cunt. Blow my dick and I'll consider it." He snarls. I feel the cowboy biker's hand tense against my stomach where he has it resting. Next, you hear a pained yelp and a hard thud. "Oh, my Jesus!" I hear the past me gasp out. "Sorry!" I yelled out before taking the opportunity to get my damn bird.

Once the video ends, the room is silent before everyone breaks out into loud laughter.

"Well, there we have it. Prospect," The President looks to the now embarrassed kid, "you're on probation for lying to me. One more infraction and your ass is being tossed out. You get me?" He snarls out.

"Yes, Sir." The kid answers, his face heated in embarrassment and his fist clenched at his sides in anger. Serves him right.

I smile to myself at being proven as not a liar, but the smile quickly slides off my face when the President's penetrating gaze lands on me.

"As for you," I gulp. "You are to remain here until your debt is paid off." I gasp in shock, because what the fuck?

"Excuse me?" I feel that new and unfamiliar fire ignite in my insides. "What debt? I didn't do anything wrong!" He crosses his arms and quirks a brow at me. I feel two new sets of warm bodies stand behind me next to the cowboy biker guy. The President looks at the three of them and raises both brows in question.

"Are you three sure about this?" He asks them. Sure about what?

"Abso-fucking-lutely, Prez." The cowboy answers. The other two give an affirmative grunt, sounding more like cavemen than bikers. I'm completely lost about what is happening right now, and I quickly get the conversation back on track.

"Sorry to interrupt whatever is more important than my fate right now." I say sarcastically, gaining the President's attention again. "But as I was saying, I did nothing wrong. I don't have a debt."

"Young lady, you walked up to our gate, punched a member of my club, then broke onto our property." His tone brooks no room for argument. "If you were a man you would be shot." I gasp loudly.

"That's a little dramatic, don't you think?" I question. "It's not like I came here with the intention to murder anyone. I just wanted my bird back!"

"Motherfuckers. Motherfuckers." Ass helpfully squawks out. I turn to peer at him behind me on the Viking's shoulder and smile sweetly at my baby.

"Good boy." I tell him, before turning back around and facing an amused President.

"Doesn't matter what your intentions were, sweet cheeks." He says. "Did the prospect put his hands on you?" He asks.

"Well, no. But—"

"Then you had no justifiable right to put yours on him." I shut up at that, because he's not wrong. The kid just hurt my feelings and pissed me off and I lashed out. "And this is private property. For all we know this could have all been a ruse for you to come onto our property to spy on us." My eyes widen at that.

"What?! Spy? What am I, Kim Possible?" I choke out. "What is there to even spy on? Stripper moves and hot naked bikers?" I'm frantic at this point. I just wanted my freaking bird!

"Hot naked bikers?" A low steely voice asks behind me, causing my skin to break out in goosebumps. I turn around and see the dark angel watching me with heat and amusement. I blush and look at my feet to avoid his penetrating gaze.

"You've looked in a mirror before, I'm sure." I mumble out.

"What about me, Pixie? Do I fit the hot naked guy list?" The guy with Ice blue eyes asks without a sign of emotion on his face. I swallow before nodding. One side of his mouth barely quirks up at my answer.

"And me? What about me, Darlin', am I hot too?" The cowboy asks, sounding like an over eager puppy. I suppress a laugh at how adorable he seems and purse my lips like I'm in deep thought as I trail my eyes over him.

"I suppose." He's hot and he knows it.

"I can get a whole lot hotter, Darlin', just say the word." He teases, causing my breath to hitch and my pussy to clench. Holy turn on Batman. I quickly turn back around with my cheeks flaming and pretend none of that just happened. The guys chuckle but I ignore them.

"Anyway." The President clears his throat with a small smile that he quickly loses as a stern expression takes over. "Your choices are to stay here and work around the club until your debt is paid off, or you can become enemy number one to the Hell's Gate MC and your life in this city can become very difficult." My mouth drops open at his assholery.

"So my choices are to become a servant or a victim?" I squeak out because my throat is so tight.

"Pretty much." He just shrugs like it doesn't matter either way.

"I'm not becoming some sex toy for a group of bikers!" I yell. His eyebrows raise and the three behind me growl like dogs.

"Didn't say anything about sex, sweet cheeks. We have plenty pussy around here to suit our needs." He says, and the girl that I assume is his daughter scrunches up her nose with a low 'eww', making me almost laugh.

"Then what am I supposed to do?" I ask in confusion.

"You got any talents?"

"I'm an engineer." I tell him, clearly surprising him. "And I'm really smart." I shrug my shoulders. That's all I've got.

He looks at me doubtfully at the smart comment. Yeah, I get it. Not much evidence points to that being accurate.

"I'm sure we can figure something out." He mumbles. "In the meantime, Texas, Ice, and Skull will show you where you'll be staying. They're in charge of you."

I turn around and look at the three men behind me that he indicated. Texas is clearly the cowboy, Ice has to be the one with ice blue eyes, so that leaves the dark angel as Skull.

They look at me like they can't wait to devour me, and I gulp in response. What the hell have I gotten myself into this time?

"Shit. Shit. Shit." Very accurate Ass.
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If I die here, it will not be because I punched a biker prospect. It will be because I followed three extremely attractive men down a hallway like a lost duckling without once questioning my life choices.

Texas walks in front of me, big boots thudding confidently against the worn wood floor. Ice is to my left, close enough that I can feel the chill of his presence even though I’m pretty sure that’s just intimidation mixed with sexual tension that I’m pretending doesn’t exist. Skull brings up the rear, silent as a shadow, and somehow that makes him the scariest of all.

No one is touching me. Which, honestly, is confusing.

I kind of expected, based on movies, my anxiety, and several true crime podcasts, that I’d already be chained to something by now. Instead, I’m being escorted like a mildly troublesome guest.

“Do you walk this quiet all the time?” I ask, trying to fill the silence before my brain spirals into you’re about to be murdered territory.

Texas glances over his shoulder with a grin. “Only when we’re tryin’ not to spook the pixie.”

Pixie? I guess that’s going to stick.

“I’m not easily spooked,” I say automatically, even though that is objectively a lie. I get spooked by loud noises, sudden movements, and unexpected emotional intimacy. I blame my ‘daddy issues’.

Ice hums, low and amused. “You ran like hell when Skull grabbed you.”

“That was different,” I argue. “I thought I was about to die.” Which isn’t a lie. After the asshole Prez made his kingly announcement about my fate, Skull grabbed my arm, gently, to grab my attention. I was too lost in my head at that moment and took off like a rocket. Then I promptly tripped over my own bare foot and landed in a heap by the door. Not my proudest moment.

Skull’s voice rumbles from behind me. “Could’ve.”

I squeak. Texas laughs. Ice shoots Skull a look that clearly says behave, and Skull... actually listens. Okay, that’s interesting.

We stop in front of a door at the end of the hall. Texas pushes it open with his boot and gestures grandly. “Home sweet home, Darlin’.”

I step inside cautiously. The room is... surprisingly normal. A full sized bed with a black comforter, a dresser, a nightstand, and a small window overlooking the property. No chains. No cages. No creepy red lighting. It even has its own bathroom.

I blink. “This is... nice.”

“Don’t sound so shocked,” Texas says, leaning against the doorframe. “We’re criminals, not savages.” 

Ice clears his throat. “You’ll be safe here.”

Something about the way he says it, low, certain, makes my chest loosen in a way I wasn’t expecting.

Skull steps past me and sets Ass’s travel cage he got out of my car for me on the dresser. My jerk of a bird immediately starts pacing. He was not happy about being wrestled into it earlier. 

“Fuckers. Fuckers. Fuckers.” Of course, he starts his shit up right away.

“I’m so sorry,” I blurt out. “He’s... vocal.”

Texas crouches in front of the cage, resting his forearms on his knees. “I kinda like him.”

Ass tilts his head. “Cowboy.” He chirps out.

Texas beams. “See? We’re already friends.”

I stare at them, baffled. Why are they being... nice?

Ice turns to me, his gaze sharp but not unkind. “Listen carefully, Bliss.” I straighten instinctively.

“You are not a prisoner,” he says. “You are not property. No one here will touch you unless you want them to.”

My brain screeches to a halt. “Oh.” I blink. “Well. That’s... good.”

Texas snorts. Skull’s mouth twitches. Jerks.

Ice steps closer, not invading my space, but close enough that I can smell leather and something spicy underneath. “Your punishment is simple. You work. You help where you can. You follow the rules.” Right.

“What are the rules?” I ask.

Texas raises a finger. “Rule one: don’t punch prospects.”

“That feels personal.” I grumble.

“Rule two,” Ice continues, “don’t wander off alone.”

Skull adds quietly, “Rule three: if you’re scared, say so.”

My throat tightens unexpectedly. “I’m not scared,” I say, even though my voice wobbles.

Skull’s eyes soften. “You don’t gotta be brave here.”

My panties absolutely do not survive that sentence mixed with that look. Why... why are these men like this?

“Cool,” I say weakly. “Great. Awesome rules. Love that for me.”

Ice’s lips quirk. “Get some rest. I'll bring you food later.”

“Food?” My stomach growls loudly, betraying me.

Texas grins. “See? Fate.”

They start to leave, but I blurt, “Wait!” All three turn back instantly. “Um,” I hesitate, feeling stupid. “I’m not... I mean, I won’t be expected to, like...”

Texas raises both brows in question. “To what, Darlin’?”

“... do sex stuff?” Wow, I could have worded that a little better.

Silence.

Then Ice chuckles. Actually chuckles. Texas looks offended. Skull looks like he might laugh himself unconscious.

“Bliss,” Ice says gently, “no one is using you for sex.”

Texas leans in conspiratorially. “Though if you ever wanted to–” Ice clears his throat sharply, cutting him off. Texas smirks. “Kidding. Mostly.”

My face is on fire. “Right,” I squeak. “Cool. Great. Fantastic.”

They leave, shutting the door softly behind them. I collapse onto the soft bed, staring at the ceiling. “What have I done?” I whisper.

Ass hops closer to the bars. “Want you.” He squawks.

I groan. “You don’t know that.”

“Climb you,” he adds unhelpfully. “Rut you.” Jesus. I’m positive his previous owner had a porn addiction.

I bury my face in the pillow. 

I am definitely re-homing this bird.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​Chapter 4

[image: ]






	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​Ice


[image: ]




I’ve buried bodies with less complications than Bliss Caddel. That’s my first thought as I close the door to her room after bringing her some food and stand there for half a second longer than necessary, listening. She moves around inside with soft footsteps and a muttered curse. The bird is squawking like it’s already been here its whole life.

Texas catches my eye from down the hall, one brow cocked. “She good?” He asks quietly.

“She’s breathin’,” I answer. “So yes.”

Skull huffs out something that might be a laugh and turns towards the stairs. “Prez is waitin’.” Of course he is.

We head back down to the main floor, the noise of the clubhouse rolling back in. Laughter, music, and the clinking of glass. The moment Sever, our President, sees the three of us together, his mouth quirks like he already knows.

He leans back against the bar, arms crossed, as Pepper, a club girl, fixes him some disgusting looking purple drink. “Well?”

Texas doesn’t even pretend. “We want her.” Straight to the point. 

Prez’s brows lift slowly. “All three of you.” It’s not a question because he knows the three of us are a package deal.

“Yes, sir,” Skull says, voice calm and certain.

I nod once. “From the second she opened her mouth.”

“And punched a prospect,” Texas adds cheerfully.

Prez studies us for a long moment. He’s been around long enough to read men. He sees the alignment immediately. No posturing, no competition, just fact.

Of course this isn’t the first time something similar has happened around here, so he’s also got that to go off of. When his long lost daughter, Tuesday, came waltzing into the club and hit a patched brother, she was immediately claimed by three club brothers too. Steel, Spider, and Slash made her their Old Lady right away. We didn’t learn until after the fact that she’s Sever’s daughter. It was quite the shock to him and us. 

“Y’all don’t usually move this fast,” he says. No, we don’t. Before the incident with Tuesday, none of us even considered tying ourselves to a woman permanently. Now we see how fucking happy Steel, Spider, and Slash are and almost every brother here craves that shit. The three of us have been talking about it for a while, we just haven’t found the right woman for all of us.

Ready and available club pussy with no strings attached was fun and just the right amount of wild... for a while. That shit gets real old real fuckin’ quick though. We want somethin’ real. Somethin’ special. This hot as fuck Bliss chick may be just what we need. It’s too soon to tell, but somethin’ in my chest is screamin’ at me that she’s it. Only time will tell.

“She’s different,” I reply. That’s an understatement.

I’ve spent my entire adult life keeping control over myself, over this club, over the chaos that comes with both. Ever since my life took a drastically dark turn from where it started out from anyway. But Bliss is chaos wrapped in polka dots and bad decisions, with a mind sharp enough to dismantle a city block if she felt like it. And she doesn’t even know it. She’s an enigma. I can see her mind workin’ overtime in her eyes. She’s real fuckin’ smart, and she knows it, but she’s clueless on a lot of basic shit too.

“She’s oblivious,” Skull says, confirming my thoughts. “Didn’t clock a single look.”

Texas grins. “Thought we were just bein’ friendly.”

Prez snorts. “That poor girl.”

“She’s not weak,” I say immediately, sharper than intended. “She just doesn’t see herself clearly.” That gets his attention.

“Explain,” he orders.

“She asked permission before stepping onto the property,” I continue. “Apologized when she thought she hurt someone. Panicked, but didn’t freeze. And when she was scared, she still didn’t lie.”

Texas nods. “And she’s funny as hell.”

“And smart,” Skull adds. “Real smart.” 

Prez exhales slowly, eyes narrowing in thought. “And the bird?”

Texas laughs. “A menace.”

“A liability,” I correct. That fucking bird put her in danger. It’s just a happy coincidence she ended up here.

“A fuckin’ delight,” Texas argues.

Prez rubs his jaw, then looks at me. “You given her the choice?”

“Yes,” I answer without hesitation. “No pressure. No claiming. She stays because she wants to.” We may have to use a little manipulation and coercion, but the choice will ultimately be up to her. We’ve learned from the mistakes the others made with Tuesday. She might have been okay with being claimed without a choice, but Tuesday is... different. Bliss is softer, a bit naive, and flighty. She’ll run if she gets spooked. I want her to feel safe, secure, and treasured.

“And if she leaves?” 

My jaw tightens, but I keep my voice even. “Then we let her.” Silence stretches.

Finally, Prez nods once. “All right.”

Texas blinks. “That’s it?”

“That’s it,” Prez says. “But if you fuck this up–”

“We won’t,” Skull cuts in.

Prez’s gaze sharpens. “I’m not worried about her getting hurt.” That lands. “I’m worried about what happens to anyone who tries.” He’s not wrong. Especially considering who was here earlier and had their beady eyes on her. Fuckin’ chaos, but we’ll handle it.

A slow smile spreads across Texas’s face. Skull’s eyes darken. I feel the familiar cold settle into my bones. Understood. 

Back in the day, before Tuesday came into the picture, Prez wouldn’t have given a fuck. He was a brutal psychotic bastard. She’s turned his fatherly instinct on and now he’s protective of women. He’s never hurt women, but if they disrespected the club he didn’t give a fuck what happened to them. The only people he gave a damn about were club members. Everyone else was expendable. Not his fuckin’ problem. Thank fuck for Tuesday’s influence.

Prez straightens, grabbing his drink and taking a swig. “She works, she eats, and she sleeps safe. And she’s off limits to anyone else.”

“Already is,” Texas says easily.

Prez pauses, then smirks. “She know that?”

“No,” I say.

“You gonna let her figure it out on her own?” He asks. I shrug a shoulder. We told her she’s safe but I don’t think she believes us. I’ll use it to my advantage. She’ll see the three of us as her safety net and we’ll use the opportunity to get closer to her.

We turn to leave. “Oh,” Prez adds. “Ice?” I stop. “She break your control yet?” I think of the way her voice shook. The way she relaxed when Skull spoke gently. The way she asked about sex, terrified and brave all at once.

“Yes,” I admit.

His smile turns knowing. “Good luck, son. Seems like all my men here are starting to drop like flies for women.” He mutters that last part.

As we head back upstairs, Texas nudges my shoulder. “Think she’ll figure it out soon?” That she’s ours already? I glance toward the hallway leading to her room.

“No,” I say. “But she’ll fall before she does.” Skull grunts in agreement.

And God help me, I’ll make damn sure she never regrets it.
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​Chapter 5
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​Bliss
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I wake up to the unsettling realization that I am not dead, kidnapped, or chained to anything. Which honestly feels suspicious.

For a solid minute, I lie there staring at the ceiling, waiting for the other shoe to drop. When it doesn’t, I sit up and immediately smack my head on something hard.

“Son of a–” A cowboy hat slides off my face and lands in my lap. I blink down at it. “Oh.” Right. Texas’s hat.

Memory comes back in an awkward rush. Last night, I’d apparently used it as a pillow to cover my face because it smelled like leather and something warm and comforting and my brain had decided that was acceptable.

He brought me dinner last night since I wasn’t ready to leave the comfort I found in the room. He must have seen how out of my depth I was feeling, so he placed his hat on my head and winked at me before leaving me in peace.

I groan and flop back onto the mattress. This is how it starts, Bliss. First the hat, then the man. Before I can spiral further, there’s a knock on the door.

“Darlin’?” Texas calls. “You alive in there?”

“I think so,” I answer, scrambling up and yanking the door open.

Texas stands there holding a tray of food like he’s auditioning to be my husband. He’s wearing a black T-shirt today, stretched deliciously across his chest, and my traitorous eyes take a second too long to look away. The leather vest just adds to his charm.

“Damn, Pixie.” He groans as his eyes trail up from my toes to my head. “Thanks for the view.” He licks his lips.

I look down at myself and want to disappear. I’m only in a T-shirt I found in one of the drawers and nothing else. After my shower last night, I didn’t want to put my dirty clothes back on to sleep in, so this is what I had to work with. I don’t even have panties on, since I wasn’t wearing any to begin with. 

I release a sound from my throat that's somewhere between a squeak and a death gurgle. Texas just laughs.

“Breakfast,” he says proudly. “And coffee is on the way. Strong, like your personality.”

“I have a strong personality?” I ask. No one has ever thought that about me before.

He grins. “Like a firecracker.” That feels... nice.

“Come in,” I say, stepping aside.

Texas sets the tray on the dresser, then notices his hat in my hands, that I’m currently using to cover my crotch since the shirt isn’t all that long.. His smile turns slow and dangerous. “You sleep with that?”

My face goes nuclear. “I didn’t mean to! I just... it smelled nice!” What. The. Hell? Why did my big mouth blurt that out?

He chuckles. “Careful, Darlin’. Sayin’ things like that’ll give a man ideas.” I swallow. Hard. I want to ask him about these ideas. “Plus the thought of you in nothing but a T-shirt and my hat?” He groans. “Real fuckin’ fantasy.”

Before I can embarrass myself further, Ice appears in the doorway with two mugs in hand. He takes in the scene, Texas, me, the hat, my lack of attire, my red face, and the bed rumpled. One corner of his mouth lifts. “Everythin’ decent in here?” He asks.

“Yes!” I squeak too fast. Texas laughs and Ice hands me a mug with a smirk on his handsome face.

“Eat,” Ice says in his bossy tone. “You’ve got work today.” Work. Right, normal things. Focus.

“What kind of work?” I ask, cautiously.

Ice’s eyes gleam. “We’ll start easy. 

That should have been my first warning. Nothing in my life is ever easy.

––––––––
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The clubhouse in the daylight is worse. Not worse as in scary, worse as in distracting. There are bikers everywhere. Music is playing, someone is laughing loudly, and every single person seems interested in me. I just keep my head down.
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