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      TO THE FAIRCLOTHS … may your happily ever after be better than anything written in a book before. I love you both so much! Thank you for letting me give a fictional twist to your amazing love story. I love you both!
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      Two people, one night, and a ride full of chaos, adventure, and steam.

      The attraction is undeniable, the desire indescribable, and a connection that is unbreakable.

      Clay “Country Boy” Faircloth is the President of the Salemburg Hellions MC. His life is his club. Brothers before everything, especially broads. Single in a small town, he lives his life from one ride to the next without a care.

      A simple stop at a coffee shop turns his world upside down when he bumps into her.

      All spark and spunk, Sara Sweeting is living her best life all on her own. She is little miss independent. Working hard and taking care of everyone around her, she’s in for the ride of her life after a chance encounter with a bearded biker.

      She gets trapped in his world when she’s taken by a rival club as leverage. Too bad for them, the one line you don’t cross with the Hellions is involving women. Country Boy will move mountains to bring Sara home safely.

      Their ride fueled in desire laced with danger. This time it’s the Salemburg Hellions on a ride out for love.
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      Dear Reader,

      Thank you for taking a ride with the Salemburg Hellions. A couple of things to note as you head out on this ride with the Hellions MC.

      
        	This book is written as a crossover with Author Liberty Parker and her DreamCatcher MC series. Please make sure to check out all her amazing books!

        	In order to understand the full story (at least what prompts the crossover with the DreamCatcher MC) you will need to read Dynamic Intentions by Liberty Parker!

        	Country Boy and Sara’s book can be read as a stand-alone story, however, I highly recommend getting Dynamic Intentions as the books are meant to be read together. Liberty’s book explains the point of view of the DreamCatcher MC that follows alongside the first ten chapters of this book.

        	The original print publication of this book will be in the Riled Up Collection that is meant to be read after the Revved Up Collection. These special editions are for the TNTNC signing March 9, 2024.

        	There are characters that crossover from the original Hellions series, Hellions Ride and Hellions Ride On along with cameo appearances from the Devil’s Due MC series.

      

      If you are reading the e-book version of this book only then you are reading the extended version which gives all of Country Boy and Sara’s story. If you are reading the Riled Up Collection paperback only, then be sure to grab Ride Out (Salemburg Hellions Book 1) to get the entire story.

      However you decide to read these works and whichever format you choose, I hope you enjoy this ride. I have had so much fun working with Liberty Parker and Author Janine Infante Brosco (she coordinated the entire collection – check out her work too).

      

      Thanks,

      Chelsea Camaron
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          SARA

        

      

    

    
      “This is beautiful, Sara,” my sister, Carrie states with the widest smile.

      Her enthusiasm makes this whole charade worth it. She is into all things beauty and elegance. Like today with the frills, soft textures, and a special touch at every turn, this is one-hundred percent her style. As for me, this is absolutely everything I am not. Carrie is the polar opposite of me. I’m all denim and dirt, while she’s pearls and proper. We balance each other in the best way possible.

      I don’t remember a time where we weren’t so absolutely different, yet, still so connected. The saying that ‘no one can know you the way a sister does’ fits us perfectly. She’s my best friend, even if we aren’t going to be at the same concerts or shopping in the same stores at the mall, we are always in touch. I know her every secret and there isn’t anything I don’t share with her.

      Carrington Paige Sweeting is my little sister who is set to marry her Prince Charming in a fairytale wedding two months from now. The last year has been an epic level of tulle, flowers, fittings, and photos all in the name of love. From the moment she got engaged, this is all she’s dreamed of. I’m beyond elated for her. Although, I must admit, I never knew there were this many shades of blush.

      Seriously, when did pink turn into dusty rose, blush, and dare there be a hint of mauve. Don’t forget the other side of the spectrum, flamingo, taffy, or magenta pink. We don’t want to leave out middle of the road coral either. It’s insanity if anyone cares to have my opinion on the matter. Why can’t pink be pink?

      But, I have to be honest, the shades matter. I do know that much. Always get samples, this is what hosting her bridal shower taught me. Before this, pink was pink to me. Now, I’ll never see colors the same again.

      Every Disney princess ever created has been adored by Carrie. Maybe it’s birth order, me being the oldest and all, but I’m more of a make my own path even if I fall on my ass person. Carrie is one tough cookie, don’t get me wrong, but she’s always daydreamed about being swept off her feet. Her soon to be mister, Caleb, does that for her. Every freaking day practically. Whatever Carrie wants he’s willing to put in the work to make sure she has it. She has kissed her fair share of frogs to find this prince. He is good to my sister and she’s never been this happy. I’m excited to celebrate their love. This is going to be the most beautiful day in her life and I’m here to celebrate it all, including today’s bridal shower.

      Not going to lie, I asked to host the bachelorette party, but Carrie didn’t think plastic penises hanging from the ceiling fan of a hotel room would be much fun. She wants to get dressed up and have pictures with her favorite people instead of drinking and dancing the night away. Her loss, I throw an epic party when it’s just booze, babes, and no work the next day. She asked me to give her the bridal shower of her dreams over any bachelorette shenanigans. Well, this is definitely her dream and not mine. As her older sister, though, I aim to please.

      My mother approaches with her cheeks flushed, no doubt from some kind of worry, “Sara, thank you, this is just gorgeous.” I smile all the while I want to laugh and call her out for not trusting me to pull it off.

      I love our mother to the ends of the Earth, but she is a bit of a control freak about hosting things. She likes things her way. Don’t get me wrong, she’s very good at putting together anything from a casual dinner, a birthday party, a soiree of any sort, and yes, she is amazing at planning weddings. Which is why my sister is being able to enjoy being the bride without all the stress because our mom has it all under control.

      Except this bridal shower. I did my best to not hand it over to her. Sure, she would have gladly taken charge, but this celebration is something special for my sister from me.

      Mom didn’t hold back in giving her input all along the way, but I am proud of sticking to my plans this time around. Most parties, events, those things, my mom takes care of everything from beginning to end. This time, I did it having my sister in mind with every detail, maybe that’s why it came pretty easy overall. I’ll never admit it to my mom, but it was actually sometimes fun, the planning, I mean. Can’t have her thinking this can be our thing together because no one can do it like she can.

      My mom, this is her absolutely favorite thing. Maybe it’s growing up in the south or maybe because we live a laid back beach life here on the coast, so when it’s time for fancy it’s a big deal. I don’t know. Mom, though, she loves to host everything for everyone.

      And I mean everyone.

      Even cousins get parties done up by mom. This though, I was honestly surprised that Carrie asked me to host it and not our mother. They are close too and mom loves any reason to pick out new glassware or dinner plates. I don’t think she has a China cabinet big enough for all of her stuff. It didn’t surprise me to find out she has had to get a storage unit for it all. She has the best of the best stuff though and I absolutely used some for the table settings here.

      Sure, this isn’t my thing normally, but I know my sister and for her I’ll move mountains… or in this case, wear a damn dress and host her bridal shower. From the sheer fabric chair tie-backs in soft blushes to the champagne silverware, I have made sure every last detail is as precious as my sister. Custom backdrop for photos with fluffy pale pink roses in the softest paper give the perfect space for her to have pictures with every person near and dear. The guest list has everyone near, dear, and even neighbors from when we were in diapers got invited.

      Aunts, childhood friends, work friends, friends of friends, my sister and mother have seriously invited everyone they know. Carrie keeps telling me, ‘I’m only doing this once, Sara, I can’t leave anyone out.’ Well baby sister, thank fuck to all of us this is a one-time thing because I don’t know how we could make it better if we did it again.

      I’m proud to pull this all off. The internet has been my closest friend the last few months planning this. At times, I wasn’t so sure I didn’t need to pass on the job to someone more qualified, but somehow I’ve managed. Thankfully, I’m not afraid to ask questions, search the web, and enlist my friends like Josie from work to help me.

      “Always the bridesmaid, never the bride,” my Aunt Nelda says coming up and giving me a hug, “but you’ll forever be the prettiest cat lady I know.”

      Yes, this is the on-going joke because at thirty-three-years-old I have an amazing career, own my home, and have a retirement account. Bonus, I have started my own side hustle business with gourmet pecans. Truly, I am living my best life. The only thing missing is a significant other. Except, I don’t feel like I’m missing anything.

      Single and sassy, I love my life. Don’t let me deny it either, I do indeed have cats, two of them, along with two dogs, twelve chickens, and a goat. Judge me, joke about me, I don’t care. I have this one life and I’m living it my way, animals and all!

      Carrie being exactly how she always is, taking my back in her own way, pipes up, “Sara will have her happily ever after. Some man is going to come in and grow on her. Like a carrot growing it might take a little longer, but it’s going to happen. When it does we are all going to love him as much as she does. She’ll be ready to give up the chickens and live in a suburb. She just hasn’t found him quite yet.”

      Inside, I laugh. They all think I need some man to take care of me. I’m seriously good… me and my chickens. No man needed here.

      “I know what she needs to do,” Aunt Nelda chimes in looking to my mother, “remember when we were teens sharing a room Elizabeth,” her enthusiasm is almost too much to take. “We wrote out our list of wants for our eventual husband.”

      Momma smiles, “tall, dark, and handsome. I remember we both wrote that and he couldn’t be bald!”

      Same story, different day. They love reliving this. Both women laugh at themselves because they happen to have bald husbands. I don’t remember if my dad ever had hair as I was growing up. I’m sure if I looked through old pictures I could find one. He’s shaved his head for so long now, if he had hair I might think he lost his mind and was ready for a retirement home. My dad, though, he’s far from hot. How he snagged my mom I don’t know because even in her fifties now she’s still absolutely beautiful. My Uncle, Aunt Nelda’s husband doesn’t make bald hot either, but they have been married like forever so they have love even if they don’t have looks.

      Personally, a bald man with a beard is hot as it gets, but I’m not going to tell them that. I like my men a little rough around the edges. A beard, some ink, and a man who isn’t afraid to work up a sweat, sign me up for that dating app.

      My uncle and father are not my version of hot. They are just regular old men whose hair is no more. I’m sure in their day they were attractive, at least to my aunt and my mother. And for women who love a clean cut man, they were probably total knockouts in their day.

      For me, I’ve never been into the preppy type.

      Give me a man with a solid beard and a smooth head, well, yes sir, what are we getting into today? I need tall, dangerous, and commanding. Normal is boring and I can be boring all on my own.

      “Tall, dark, and handsome, pppfffff,” I scoff to them, “give me gruff, rough, and tattooed up.” And the more ink the better, if you ask me. I probably shouldn’t have said any of that out loud. I’m only giving them more fodder for their conversations about me being the weird one. I don’t care though. I am who I am and I refuse to apologize for it.

      Momma shakes her head, “you have been my wild child since your very first breath.”

      Yes, I have and I’m damn proud of it!

      “There goes Connie,” Aunt Nelda points out, “already messin’ up the table settings. Which, Sara, you got it right this time. See your Aunt Nelda has taught you some things. Good southern etiquette is a must.”

      Aunt Nelda rushes over to correct the minor movement of the salad fork by a guest leaving me thankful for the escape. Between my mom and my two aunts, southern charm and etiquette is engrained in all of us girls. Funny, my Aunt Nelda only has boys, my Aunt Willa never had kids, and my mom, well she has three girls. This means that all their childhood practice on dolls became real life dress up on me and my two sisters. Both of my aunts have been involved in everything each of us has done from childhood to now. They are supportive and I truly have the best family a girl could ask for.

      “Sara, when does the mimosa bar open?” Cara-Ann rushes over asking, “there is already a line.”

      I let out a laugh, “Meredith will start serving soon, but you aren’t getting any of that, missy.”

      “I know!” She states with her hand on her hip. “I want the juice and hello, we have a crowd, so go to that microphone and get this shower going. We have games and gifts.”

      Cara-Ann is my teenage baby sister. We are close, but the bond is different from Carrie. My parents gave birth to Cara-Ann when I was in college. She’s fun, but I didn’t share a room with her and live through all the teen girl drama like Carrie. Cara-Ann is the perfect blend of Carrie and me. She looks like me but acts like Carrie. They both love makeup and dressing up, but Cara-Ann will get dirty too, don’t let the heels fool you. She spends every second of free time she has either competitive swimming or at the barn. Yes, my baby sister loves animals, especially the equine variety. She is outdoors in barn boots, cleaning up horse shit as much as she’s dolled up like today. Like her name, Cara-Ann is a blend of me and Carrie. Mom thought having such an age difference the best way to give us a bond from the beginning was joining Sara and Carrie into Cara for her name. It has never mattered her name; we love her for the sassy and sweet person she is.

      Carrie leans into me, “I’m ready whenever you are, Sara.” She grabs my hand and gives it a squeeze. “I can’t wait to do this for you one day.”

      Oh, lord have mercy, we don’t need to even think about my one day. This time I let the laugh out. “Honey don’t hold your breath. I’m waiting on mister dangerous, not mister dreamy.”
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        “Raise Hell, Praise Dale!”

      

      

      The open road, damn, there is nothing better. The steady rumble of my steel horse in unison with the brothers behind me is music to my ears. Growing up in a small town, I didn’t think ahead. It’s kind of a bubble, small-town life. Everyone knows everyone, shit runs a little slower paced than city life. When I went to college, I saw life outside of Salemburg, North Carolina. It wasn’t bad, but it wasn’t for me. The older I get the more I have learned to think ahead.

      As a man, this brotherhood I’ve found in the Hellions it’s everything to me. This loyalty runs deeper than my past, it’s my present and my future. I live, eat, and breathe for this club. Life can be rough, but the Hellions family is always at my back to pick me up.

      Grinder rides to my left slightly ahead of me. As Road Captain, he heads up these things. All of the logistics are sorted by him and I trust wherever he leads. We ride two by two down highway twenty-four east in the great state of North Carolina.

      Born here, raised here, and I’ll fucking die here, I’m Carolina through and through. Raff rides behind me slightly and to the left in line behind Grinder but enough of a gap that I sit between them to the right. It’s a zigzag pattern that is safer on these roads. He’s always directly at my back, as my Vice President it’s where he belongs.

      Shit, we go back to being in diapers, no one knows me like Raff. Back to the days of playground fights Raff is always at my side. All the brothers have my back and I have theirs. That’s Hellions life.

      Yes, I am the President of the Salemburg Hellions, and we are currently riding out to the Haywood’s Landing annual barbecue. Established in the early nineties by Stud, who rides hard as a Salemburg original, we have been a solid chapter for the Hellions MC. We all know and respect what Roundman, Danza, Rocky, and Frisco built in the first charter of the club in Haywood’s Landing. Every single one of us is tied together to stand behind what they created two decades ago.

      Ride until we die, this is a homecoming we look forward to.

      All the chapters in North and South Carolina ride in, families in tow. Tripp is now the Haywood’s Landing Hellions charter president, but not a single tradition from Roundman is ever missed. Especially this annual barbecue. From early on, Roundman’s place as our overall club president was never challenged. Knowing Tripp’s history with Roundman, there isn’t another man to be our overall president better than him. I didn’t get to ride under Roundman like Stud did or Tripp, but Roundman’s legacy lives on. And Tripp, well, Talon “Tripp” Crews is the kind of man not to be fucked with. He’s an asshole on a good day and a nightmare on a bad one. The thing about it, though, there is nothing and I mean nothing he won’t do for any Hellion at any time.

      The ride to the coast is calm for us. Roughly two hours of pavement beneath us as a unit with solid weather is nice, especially for the families to come along with us. I can take a deep breath knowing we aren’t doing much business this weekend. While my homebase is and always will be Salemburg, North Carolina, Haywood’s Landing is the Hellions home and it’s a ride I always enjoy.

      We are celebrating the past, the present, and the future.

      Family is the core of the weekend ahead.

      Before I can think too deeply about the term family and what it means to me, Grinder signals we are pulling off ahead. With only around twenty miles to go, I wonder why the sudden stop. I throw up my hand with two fingers to keep the signal going down the line as each brother behind me follows suit and then we all turn off behind Grinder. I’m not sure if something is wrong with his bike or what the reason for the exit is. We’re about twenty minutes from Haywood’s Landing at one of those popular chain coffee shops.

      Grinder half jumps off his bike, yelling out, “gotta take a shit, brother.” I laugh as we all roll into different spots to park. Well, that makes sense. Usually, he would have signaled that he needed to pull off alone, but given our destination, the goal is to arrive together as one unit.

      Raff parking to my right looks at me as I’m taking off my lid leaving my backwards baseball hat in place, “what the fuck? Why we here?”

      That’s Raff, straight to the point and always following his schedule. He doesn’t like unplanned stops. Sometimes, I’ll change course just to fuck with him. It pisses him off to no end, but it keeps him on his toes. Isn’t that part of being brothers?

      “Grinder’s gonna get him one of them drinks with eighteen steps so he can flirt with the barista and be hopped up all fucking day,” I mutter as I climb off my Harley to stretch.

      I scan the area making sure every brother makes it safely into the parking lot. As president, every member’s safety is always at the top of my priority lists. I won’t relax until each and every part of my club, my family, is securely in the lot.

      “Bullshit,” Raff counters knowing Grinder doesn’t drink anything that isn’t beer, liquor, or water. I laugh because he’s right to call me out on that line. Raff also is the attention to details man. He notices every word that is said and every little thing going on around him. I swear he people watches as a past time just to study up on how to read a situation better.

      “Nah, he had to drop a deuce.” I explain stepping up on the concrete deciding I’ll make my way inside for a black coffee just to give this place some business for using their restroom. Grinder has a reputation for massive shits with a stench. It’s a favorite pastime to send the prospects in to clean the bathrooms behind him.

      These people here don’t need to be left with no sales and no tips after what they are going to deal with behind him. Grinder, he doesn’t get how toxic his ass is. Whoever is left to go in after him will be gagging, there isn’t a doubt in my mind.

      Every prospect to ever go in after Grinder has come out looking green and ready to toss their cookies, I don’t want to subject strangers to it. We love to nail the prospects with it after he’s drank too much and given himself the beer shits.

      Strangers though, we don’t want any civilian casualties.

      Yeah, I definitely need to buy coffee and tip extra today. They are going to earn every dollar this morning trying survive after he’s done.

      Turning to the door, I collide with softness and a wave of long, dark hair. Inhaling she smells of coconut and coffee as I instinctively put my arms around her to stabilize her. Warmth hits my chest as the coffee sloshes from her cup against my t-shirt and cut.

      “Fuck,” I mutter as I look down to meet the deepest crystal blue eyes of my life.

      I can’t breathe. I’m stuck in place as her eyes lock to mine. She opens and closes her mouth with no words coming out. It takes a minute, and she seems to roll her shoulders back trying to get space between us. She quickly gathers her shit while I’m still stunned at the contact in a way I can’t explain.

      “Sorry, sugar, didn’t mean to run into ya. Haven’t had enough caffeine yet to be around people. I shouldn’t have taken the little stopper out of the lid either. I’m not winning yet today.” She lifts her left hand up to me, “here, take this one. I shouldn’t be double fisting anyway. Plus, I made that awesome leather smell you got going on all sweet with this brown sugar shaken espresso. Wouldn’t want anyone to wonder why, so you take this one here, and enjoy it.”

      I let out a deep laugh. She isn’t fazed by me, my cut, or the presence of my club. She’s making jokes when most people tend to walk the other way when they see us coming. I like the laid back way she’s handling this. It’s refreshing in a way I haven’t ever cared about before. Honestly, I find it funny the way people will sometimes literally cross the street or go down a different aisle at a grocery store to avoid us. We don’t fuck with people who don’t fuck with us. Live and let live world is how I like to remain.

      “Cute one, sweets.” I release my hold on her to take the drink in my left hand. Mission to spend money inside is forgotten as she steps back and immediately, I want to pull her close again. Damn, she’s beautiful.

      To my six-feet-four-inch body, she’s a solid five-feet-ten-maybe-eleven-inches with long dark hair that goes down to a plump ass in a pair of jeans that should be criminal to fit so good. The Metallica t-shirt fits tight across her tits and loose at her waist leaving me to wonder about all the curves of her body. Damn, I’m getting a chub imagining it.

      “Sorry again about the little bump. Hope you have a great day and good ride.” She smiles and fuck, I might just faint.

      I’ve been around a lot of women and not one has ever been this chill at a first meeting, especially after literally bumping into me. I’m a fucking brick wall. This woman is dangerous. I’ve never been shy about wanting pussy, but something tells me her pussy is the kind a man like me could crave. My mind goes wild with the ways I could fuck her. Watching her hair fall onto my chest as she rides me, or better yet, putting her face down, ass up, and yanking her by those luscious locks back to look at me while I take her from behind.

      Oh yeah, this one here, she’s got a fire that will burn a man with a single touch. I might want to play with fire this time.

      As she walks away, I follow because why not? I don’t mind some pain with my pleasure because this one is sure to burn deep. I fucking love a chase too.

      She doesn’t seem to notice or if she does, she isn’t giving me any indication as she makes her way to an old red Ford Focus. Cute for a first car or college ride, but for this woman who is clearly all woman, what the hell?

      Now, I find myself more curious. The car is clean from what I can see. An NC State Wolfpack sticker on the back window and an advertisement for some nut company leaving me wondering if this is actually her car or maybe a younger sister’s? She doesn’t strike me as one to drive something basic. She’s rock-n-roll, fire, with a side of sweet, she needs a car with flare. Simply put, she doesn’t strike me as a normal sedan driving chick.

      More than that, this thing can’t be reliable. At first glance, the body style, this is an early two-thousands model. Pushing twenty years on these cars isn’t smart like those classics. If this was a car from the sixties to eighties, I would stand behind the build and longevity. The time frame of this hunk of machine is when computers kick in and everything is plastic as fuck. Not only is reliability something to question, but the safety isn’t there. This car is clearly ready for retirement.

      The laughs and whistles behind me get my attention.

      “Damn, Country Boy chasin’ tail before we even get to the party,” I recognize Stud’s voice yell out behind me followed by a whistle. “That’s what I like to see, brother.” Yeah, he would. After his wife died, Stud is as wild as any of the young guys in the club when it comes to women.

      “Fancy coffee means fancy pussy, Country Boy, better be careful there, Pres,” calls out Miles. I throw my head back laughing as the sweet thing in front of me stops at her door turning to face me once again. Uh-oh, did he hit a nerve?

      My expectation of sass, anger, or embarrassment is met with a sly smirk instead. I study her waiting for some sort of display of embarrassment at the brashness of my brothers. That’s not at all what I find. The mischief dancing in her eyes has me alert as I step into her personal space again. “Just wanted to help you get your coffee safely to your car.” I hold up the cup she gave me.

      I won’t apologize for what any of the club members say for a couple of reasons. One, I’m not the kind of man to apologize unless I feel like I did someone wrong. It’s clear cut. My word is solid and if I fuck up, I’ll own it. Second, this is my lifestyle. These guys behind me matter more than any woman I’ve ever encountered so even when they are wrong, I’ll back them. Third, her embarrassment or lack thereof in this case is on her. I don’t control anyone’s emotions but my own. I don’t and won’t control anyone, her feelings about anything are her own to deal with.

      She smiles proudly, “told you keep that one. Don’t want your club to give you shit for smelling sweet.” She reaches up and pats my chest as electricity shoots through my body at her touch. “Can’t let that bad boy biker stuff be a façade.”

      Nope, this broad isn’t shaken at all by any of us.

      It’s a fucking turn on.

      The challenge laid; I accept. “Oh Sweets, this is not a façade. I’ll give you the bad boy and the ride of your life.”

      She lets out a small laugh not backing down, “I’m sure you would.” She shrugs. “Another time maybe, but for now, Sugar, I gotta go. You’re cute, keep that shit up.” She rolls up on her tiptoes, with her lips against my ear, she whispers, “Just so you know, I’m far from fancy pussy, but I do think with you it could be a wet pussy. Alas, we don’t have time for this little game of cat and mouse, but to be clear, I can be rough, dirty, flirty, lots of fun, but I’m not fancy, Sugar. I’m all things sweet and spicy. Now, I gotta get to work and you gotta do what you do, so have a good day.”

      She rolls back down to flat feet, and I swear to fuck my jeans are going to bust from the rock hard erection she gives me with just her words.

      Women typically want to be the damsel in distress or somehow be weaker than me. This woman in front of me, she’s not afraid to be at my level. She’s not afraid to see what she likes and make it known. My heart races and my body feels hot. Calm me is long gone as my body comes alive by her presence alone.

      Yeah, she’s a wild one. The level of confidence oozing from her only makes me crave the feel and taste of her. This is a dangerous thing, the level of intoxication I get from her tease.

      Fuck!

      She opens her door and climbs in her car leaving me utterly speechless. The noise behind me seems to quiet as she winks from the driver’s window, “you ride safe, now, ya hear.”

      I shake my head to brush off the fog of lust between us. Did she really give me the old school television show, the Beverly Hillbillies, ‘y’all come back now, ya hear,’ reference? I full out laugh because it’s cute. She seems to get more attractive and alluring by the minute.

      Handing her the coffee, I have to keep this going for at least a moment more, “think you’re gonna need this one today too, sweets. You be sure to have a good one yourself.”

      “I think this little cat and mouse we’ve played will keep me awake and on my toes all day, but seein’ as I don’t know that you got a cup holder on that bike of yours, I suppose I’ll keep it. But only ‘cuz you insist, Sugar.” She takes it and places it in the cupholder.

      “Oh darlin’ this cat and mouse will definitely keep my dick hard for a while,” I wink thinking surely this brashness will have her running away.

      Instead, she bites her bottom lip, “impressive.”

      Stepping back I watch as she starts her car. It sounds rough and the plume of purple smoke coming out of the exhaust tells me it feels just as bad to the car to simply run while parked. Reaching up, I pull off my baseball cap and extend it out like an invitation to her to leave. She gives me one last hard smoldering look before pulling ahead. I put the cap back on, backwards as usual, and watch her drive away.

      Well, if this is how this weekend is going to start, it’s going to be a damn good one.

      I make my way back to my bike just as Grinder comes out of the coffee shop with a proud smirk. That dirty fuck.

      “I feel much better, Pres.” He tells me what is already written on his face.

      I laugh as I put my half-shell helmet back on. “Well, I imagine being as full of shit as you are, it does feel good every single time you drop them rocks in the toilet.”

      We both mount and crank our bikes as Grinder smacks his cut playfully on his chest before yelling out, “Raise hell, praise dale! Time to ride out, Hellions.”
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