
  
    [image: One Last Ride]
  


  
    
      ONE LAST RIDE

      
        LONESTAR RIDERS MC

      

    

    
      
        EVE LONDON

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright ©2023 by Eve London.

      All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any means, or stored in any storage or retrieval system without written permission of the author. Violating these rights is forbidden and punishable by the fullest extent of the law.

      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, person living or dead, locales, or other status is entirely coincidental.

      All brand names and product names used in this book are trademarks, registered trademarks, or trade names of their respective holders. The author is not associated with any product or vendor in this book.

      Cover Design: Kelly Lambert-Greer

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      Dear Reader,

      

      Thanks for picking up a copy of One Last Ride, book five in the Lonestar Riders MC series. I can’t wait for you to meet Hawk and Kiki. If you love their story and want to read more of my books, sign up for my newsletter here. You’ll get a free instalove story when you do! And if you love chatting about books and book boyfriends, I hope you’ll join my reader group on Facebook here!

      

      SWAK!

      

      Eve

    

  


  
    
      
        
        One Last Ride

      

      

      

      Guarding her heart might take him on the ultimate one last ride to love.

      

      Kiki

      
        
        All I want is a simple life - finish school, teach yoga, and figure out what I want to do after graduation. But my dreams are shattered when a relentless stalker targets me and won’t take no for an answer.

      

        

      
        My older brothers send Hawk—a big, inked-up, MC Club guy—to babysit me in my tiny apartment. I don't need or want his protection, but he refuses to budge.

      

        

      
        The more time we spend together, the safer I feel. Until I fall for him and put both of us in danger.

      

      

      
        
        Hawk

      

      

      
        
        I never thought I'd find myself in a yoga class, let alone babysitting my MC brothers’ little sister. But when my brothers ask for a favor, I can’t say no.

      

        

      
        Now I’m wondering how to keep my hands off the curvy brunette when I’m supposed to follow her everywhere. All I know is that I'll do whatever it takes to keep her safe, even if it means I might be taking my last ride as a member of the Lonestar Riders MC.

      

        

      
        The men of the Lonestar Riders MC might be wild and rough around the edges, but their hearts will be tamed when they meet the curvy girl of their dreams. Each book features one couple, is a complete story, and can be read alone.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            HAWK

          

        

      

    

    
      The neon lights behind the bar at the Lonestar Riders MC clubhouse flickered. Damn beer sign was going to give me a migraine soon. I finished my beer and tossed the empty can into the recycling bin on the other side of the counter.

      “Nice shot.” My buddy Ryker came up behind me with his girlfriend Talia by his side. The two of them had been inseparable since they got together.

      I was happy for him. Happy for the rest of my MC brothers, who’d found the love of their life recently as well. Seemed like commitment was contagious in Broken Bend lately. I’d been doing my best to stay immune.

      “You two have big plans for the weekend?” I spun around on my stool and faced Ryker. He looked different since he’d started dating Talia. The deep creases that formed a permanent “v” between his eyebrows had faded. And the ever-present scowl he usually wore had been replaced with what I’d almost consider a smile.

      Ryker handed Talia a can of one of those fruity boozy beverages before helping himself to a beer. “We’re headed up to Dallas.”

      “What’s the occasion?” I didn’t know of any organized rides taking place this weekend. Usually, we had some sort of charity ride or other event.

      “Nothing special. Just a weekend away with my girl.” He slipped his arm around Talia’s shoulder and the two of them shared a syrupy look that was sweet enough to make me feel like I’d just down half a sheet cake.

      “Sounds like a good time. I hope y’all enjoy yourselves.” I made a move to get up and give them some privacy.

      “If you’re around this weekend, I need a favor,” Ryker said. “Remember, I told you about the guy who’s been harassing my sister?”

      I nodded. A few weeks ago, Ryker mentioned something about his sister being bothered by someone at the college where she attended classes. Some of our MC brothers had gone down to give him a bit of a warning, but I hadn’t been able to get away since I was working on a rush repair at the time. “Yeah, is he back in the picture?”

      “Unfortunately, the prick can’t take a hint. Kiki said he’s been coming to her weekly yoga class, and I need somebody to go down and make sure he doesn’t cause any trouble.“

      “Yoga class?” I’d be more than happy to scare off whoever was bothering Ryker’s little sister, but there was no way in hell I was going to attend some hippie yoga class.

      Ryker chuckled. “She’s pissed that Brick and I want to get involved. I need someone she won’t recognize as being part of the Lonestar riders. When’s the last time you saw my little sister?”

      I could remember the last time fairly well. It had been several years ago when Kiki was still in high school. Even then, she caught my eye, but I wasn’t about to tangle with jailbait. Besides her being way too young for me, there was also a rule at the club. Guys weren’t allowed to hook up with each other’s immediate family members. No one had challenged that rule, and I wasn’t about to be the first.

      “I’d be more than happy to check in, but this body isn’t made for yoga.” I didn’t even think I could touch my toes, much less contort my lanky limbs into some of the poses I imagined Kiki would be teaching.

      Ryker nudged me in the ribs with a sharp elbow. “Don’t knock it until you’ve tried. Talia has done a few of her classes. It’s not as hard as it looks right?”

      “Some of those poses are actually pretty challenging.” Talia slid onto a stool at the bar, a teasing smile turning the corners of her lips upward. “I don’t remember seeing you do any of those poses.”

      “The only time I want to twist my body around, baby girl, is when I’m in bed with you.” Ryker slung his arm around Talia’s shoulders and pulled her close.

      I felt like I was watching an intimate moment. They held each other’s gazes for several beats too long and I was about to walk away when Ryker reached out and grabbed my arm.

      “I wouldn’t ask if I didn’t need the help.” He held my gaze, and I knew him well enough to be confident he was speaking the truth.

      I didn’t have plans this weekend, so I didn’t have an excuse as to why I wouldn’t be able to head to Austin, except for the fact that I wanted to go to a yoga class just about as much as I wanted to shave a heart into my chest hair.

      “What if I just stop by her apartment to check in?“ I gave a half shrug, hoping that would be enough to satisfy him.

      He shook his head. “I don’t think that’s going to cut it. She called me last night and said he left a note on her apartment door, which means he knows where she lives. If I didn’t have plans this weekend, you can bet your ass I’d be over there myself. You’re one of the few guys I can trust. Do me a solid, and I’ll owe you one.“

      “Fine. One yoga class. That’s it, right?“ I rubbed the back of my neck, already regretting being so agreeable. I should’ve held out for something better than an IOU, like maybe him covering one of my shifts at the garage next week.

      Ryker let go of my arm and thrust his hand out to seal the deal. “I can’t tell you how much I appreciate this. Brick was going to cancel his plans with Josie. Knowing you’ll be there to keep an eye on things will put his mind at ease too.”

      Not only were Brick and Ryker MC brothers, they were also brothers in blood. I envied the bond they shared. Even though I had dozens of foster brothers, plus the guys in the Lonestar Riders MC, the only blood relative I have left was a junkie mom who couldn’t seem to stay out of jail. Maybe things would have been different if my dad hadn’t passed away, but I never allowed myself to think about that.

      “What time do I need to be there tomorrow?” I’d been looking forward to a relaxing night at home, but I’d better do some research on yoga poses so I didn’t make a complete ass out of myself in the morning.

      “Starts at nine. Oh, you might wanna bring a mat so you don’t have to borrow one from the studio. I’ll drop one by your place tonight on our way out of town.“

      “You’ve got your own yoga mat?“ If I had to pick any of the Lonestar Riders I thought would be into yoga, Ryker would be the last one on the list. Fuse would probably be at the top, especially if he thought it would give him an edge with women. But ever since he hooked up with Quinn, he’d taken himself off the market.

      Talia flipped her hair over her shoulder and smiled. “Not only does he have his own mat, ask him about his yoga brick.“

      Ryker rolled his eyes and tapped his forehead against Talia‘s. “You keep giving away my secrets, and you’ll ruin my reputation.”

      “And what reputation is that?” I joked. Ryker might look the part of the grumpy, gruff biker, but he was just as much a softie as I was deep down inside.

      “I trust you can figure it all out.” Ryker finished his beer and set the empty back on the coaster.

      “Yeah. I’ll check in with you after I get a sense of what’s going on.” I’d have to leave my place extra early tomorrow if I wanted to make it to Austin by nine. “I’m gonna head out. Y’all have a safe trip to Dallas, and don’t worry about things here.”

      Ryker gripped my hand and pulled me in to clap me on the shoulder. “I really appreciate you, man.”

      “Anything for you, brother.” I released my grip and nodded toward Talia. “Keep an eye on this guy in Dallas. I think he might still have an active warrant out in Dallas County.”

      Talia’s eyes grew wide. She pressed her palm to Ryker’s chest. “You told me you didn’t have any active warrants.”

      Ryker took her hand and tangled their fingers together. Shooting me a fuck-you look over the top of her head, he said, “Hawk is just messing with you. I’ve got a clean record, baby.”

      As the two of them locked lips, I sauntered out of the club, wondering how the hell I was going to survive seeing my best friend’s little sister.
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        * * *

      

      It was a great day to get my bike out on the open road. Unfortunately, the drive to Austin hadn’t taken nearly long enough, and I stood in front of a set of glass doors leading into the Serenity yoga studio. I’d been pacing back-and-forth for the past fifteen minutes, unable to summon the nerve to head inside.

      At least I hadn’t seen anyone go in who met the description Ryker had given me of Kiki’s stalker. The majority were women, nimble and lithe, and wearing the kind of pants that clung to their asses and left little to my already overactive imagination.

      With five minutes left before class was supposed to start, I pulled open the glass door and slid inside. The scent of something earthy, musky, and not entirely unpleasant surrounded me.

      “Are you here for the hot Vinyasa yoga class?” A voice from the other side of the room had me turning around.

      Kiki leaned against a doorway that led into the studio. Damn, she looked even better than I remembered. Her long brown hair was pulled back from her face and hung in a thick braid that rested over her shoulder. My pulse quickened and my mouth immediately went bone dry.

      Light danced through her eyes as she evaluated me. “I’m Kiki, the instructor. I haven’t seen you here before. Is this your first time?“

      That would have been the perfect time to tell her that I was friends with her brothers and part of the MC, but Ryker wanted me to keep a low profile, so I just nodded. “Yeah, I’ve heard good things about your class, so I thought I’d check it out.”

      “Have you been practicing yoga for very long?“

      I wasn’t sure how to answer. If I said I had, she’d expect me to execute all those fucking moves with some sort of grace. But if I said no, she might assume I wasn’t advanced enough to take part.

      “Long enough to know I enjoy it.” That ought to satisfy her. “Is class about to start?”

      She pushed off the doorway and motioned me inside. “Come on in. There’s plenty of room in the back, unless you think you’ll need more instruction.”

      Like hell I’d take a spot in the front where everyone could see me mangle the moves. I entered the room and headed toward the opposite wall in the back. The class was fairly crowded, but there was only one other guy in attendance. He appeared to be about eighty, with a long, scraggly, gray beard and a nose ring. Even if Kiki’s stalker had gone to the trouble of disguising himself, I didn’t think he could pull off a look like that.

      I slid the yoga mat Ryker had dropped off out of the bag, grimacing when I saw the hot pink color. Of course, his yoga mat was pink. He probably gave me Talia’s on purpose.

      The woman on my left appeared to be in her mid-forties and gave me an appreciative once over as I unrolled my mat. I gave her a slight nod, not wanting to offer any encouragement. Then I turned to check out the woman on my right. She couldn’t be more than twenty-five.

      She gave me a wide grin as she bent in half to touch her fingers to her toes. “First time?”

      I winced at the thought of how painful a move like that would be for someone like me who considered kettle fried potato chips a vegetable and hadn’t touched his toes in over a decade. “First time in this class, but not my first time doing yoga.”

      “You’re in for a real treat. Kiki’s like a Boot Camp instructor running drills when she gets on a roll. I’m her roommate, Marisol.”

      “Nice to meet you, I’m…” I hesitated, wondering if I should give a fake name. Kiki might recognize the name Hawk as someone her brothers talked about from time to time.

      She tilted her head, probably wondering what the hell was wrong with me that I didn’t know my own name.

      “Hank,” I finally said.

      “Nice to meet you, Hank. I hope you’re ready to sweat your butt off.“ Marisol sat up straight and stretched her arms over her head. “We start in a seated position, so feel free to stretch out before we get going.”

      I half tumbled, half lowered myself onto the mat and tried to cross my legs like we used to do when we sat in a circle in elementary school. My calves silently screamed in protest. Soft instrumental music came from the speakers in the four corners of the room.

      Kiki sat down on her mat and spread her arms wide. “Welcome to class. I’m so glad you’re able to join me this morning to engage in your practice. For those of you who are new,”—her gaze flickered to mine for a moment—“go at your own pace. The only one you’re competing with is yourself.”

      I copied Marisol’s movements. With my arms stretched high overhead, I took in a few deep breaths and got ready to make a complete ass out of myself.
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