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      For Riley, my reason for everything I do.

      

      For every reader who found me on Inkitt and decided to follow me on my publishing journey.

      

      For every reader who adores a man who loves their woman exactly as she is.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Note from the Author:

          

        

      

    

    
      This book contains elements, themes, and situations that some readers may not find enjoyable. These include fear of weight gain, starvation, anorexia nervosa, anxiety, panic attacks, loss of reproductive organs due to injury, graphic violence, murder, attempted murder, child abuse, and bullying.

      The MMC in this book is overbearing, controlling, and over the top.

      If any of this is triggering for you, I advise against reading.

      If you have any questions before diving in, please do not hesitate to reach out to me on social media or my email: authortosmith@gmail.com

      With all of that being said, happy reading!
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      The barstool was uncomfortable beneath my ass as I waited impatiently for the girl behind the bar to make her way down to my end of the counter. There had just been a shift change, which meant things were going a bit insane at the moment. But damn, all a man wanted was a beer. She could even just put it on my tab, and Trixie, the bar owner and our vice president’s wife, would pay it off at the end of the night for me.

      “I’m so sorry for your wait,” someone said from in front of me when I stared back down at the bar. “How can I help you?”

      I jerked my head up to stare at the beautiful woman in front of me. She was young—probably twenty-one or twenty-two. She was a bit of a plain Jane—probably didn’t really catch attention from many men—but those eyes—fuck, those beautiful, green eyes struck a goddamn cord in me that I didn’t even know existed.

      And that long black hair—Jesus Christ, I just wanted to wrap that hair around my hand as I fucked that pretty little mouth of hers. And I had no doubt that mouth of hers would be absolutely sinful—all full, pouty lips stained a gorgeous shade of pink.

      “What’s your name?” I asked, completely forgetting the reason I was at the bar to begin with.

      She arched an eyebrow at me as she silently pointed to the name tag on her right breast. I only arched an eyebrow right back at her, amused. If she thought her surly little attitude would deter me, she had better think again. “If I wanted to read your name tag, sweetheart, I would have. What’s your name?” I asked again.

      “Lex,” she informed me a bit snappily, her lips screwing in distaste before she could stop herself. Fuck, I was already a goner.

      My balls tightened as I thought about groaning her name while I pounded in and out of her from behind, that inky black hair wrapped around my fist.

      Goddamn.

      “Never seen you around before, sweetheart,” I commented. I sensually ran my eyes over her. She was so small compared to me—both build and height-wise. Sure, she was curvy as fuck, but I was almost like a fucking tank. Curves for days or not, she was still a tiny little thing when she stood near me.

      And that struck a protective chord in me.

      She shrugged. “I’m new to town,” she informed me. “Do you want something to drink or nah? Cause if not—” she threw her thumb over her shoulder— “I have other customers I need to serve.”

      I tilted my head the slightest bit as I studied her. Those beautiful, green eyes were darkened—guarded, hiding secrets.

      “I want you,” I bluntly stated. I wasn’t the kind of man to beat around the bush. When I wanted something or someone, I went after it full-speed ahead. Nothing stood in my way.

      Her eyes widened, and her breath hitched in her throat. I guessed she didn’t get that much, but I was a sucker for eyes. And hers drew me in like a moth to the flame.

      “I’m not looking for anything,” she finally uttered once she composed herself again.

      I smirked at her and stood from my stool, getting ready to head back to my table where Grave, Scorpion, and Alex were sitting. “Tough, sweetheart. I want you, and I always get what I want,” I warned her.

      Those beautiful eyes narrowed at me in suspicion, and those fuckable lips flattened in distaste. I leaned across the bar and ran the pad of my thumb over her bottom lip, unable to keep myself from touching her. She smacked my hand away with a scowl, and I chuckled, stepping back and giving her space.

      “Until we meet again, sweetheart,” I promised, then turned and walked back to my table—drinkless. Fuck.

      But that was okay because I had something else to keep me occupied tonight, and her name was Lex.

      “That looked interesting,” Alex said, smirking. I dropped back into my chair across from him with a groan.

      “Shut it,” I snapped, scowling at him.

      Alex barked out a laugh. “That was some aggressive flirting, brother,” he teased, full-on grinning now. My scowl deepened. He looked over at Grave. “Place twenty she’s going to become Thor’s old lady.”

      “Don’t want or need an old lady,” I grunted, suddenly wishing I had remembered to grab that fucking drink. Old ladies weren’t my thing. They came with drama and neediness, and I just wasn’t about all that. I liked to fuck women out my system, then shove them aside. A regular ol’ man whore—that was me.

      “Oh, hell yeah.” Grave barked out a laugh. “Twenty that it happens in two months.”

      Alex rolled his eyes and scoffed. “I give it two weeks.”

      Scorpion snickered. “Give the girl more credit,” he said, grinning as he joined in on the teasing. I swear, I hated these men sometimes. “I give it a month.”

      “I’ll place a hundred that it never fucking happens,” I snapped. Alex roared with laughter at my annoyance. I narrowed my eyes at him. “Old ladies are nothing but trouble and drama. I just want a mindless fuck for a night, and I’ll get only that.”

      Alex smirked at me. “You say that now, brother, but once you hit that—” he nodded his head in the direction of the bar— “you’ll be begging for more. Before you know it, you’ll be claiming her as yours.”

      Trixie walked up with her purse on her shoulder. Alex instantly stood and wrapped his arms around her waist, pulling her into him as he kissed her.

      Honestly, Alex and Trixie were the only couple in the club that I never gave shit to. Trixie was sweet, and she loved everyone, even if they did her wrong at some point. And Alex was fantastic with her despite how hard it could be sometimes. It was sickening to watch in the sweetest way.

      But it was hard to give shit to a couple when you witnessed him save her from herself so many times.

      Trixie smiled down at me. “Hi, Thor.”

      I smiled up at her. “Hey, Trixie. Done for the night?” I’d thought she’d be working until closing, but the pinched look around her eyes warned me she’d reached her limit for the day. Alex would no doubt spend the rest of the night soothing her and taking care of everything so she could just relax.

      She nodded as Alex pressed a kiss to her temple. “Saw you talking to Lex,” she commented.

      “Yeah… when did you hire her?” I asked.

      Trixie was now the owner of the bar the club opened a couple of months back. It was a success, and Trixie wanted something to keep her busy while Alex was at work in the garage, so Grim and Alex brought the idea of Trixie being the bar’s owner to the table, and we all also voted on it being called Trixie’s. It was a quick, unanimous vote.

      “Couple of days ago,” she informed me. “Came in here looking like she had seen better days, but she really wanted a job. She couldn’t promise me she would be working for me for long, but she needed help, so I gave it to her. Taught her how to mix some drinks, and she’s pretty much been a natural at it.”

      “What’s her story?” I asked, curious. A knowing smirk tilted Scorpion’s lips. I kicked his leg under the table. He muttered a curse. Asshole.

      “Jesus, brother,” Scorpion snapped at me.

      Trixie shrugged at me, shooting Scorpion a confused look before focusing back on me. “I don’t know. I don’t ask any of my employees for their backstories. They confide in me if they want to.” She narrowed her eyes at me in a warning. “And even if I did, Thor, it’s not any of your business.” I scowled at that answer. Alex gave her a proud smile and pressed his lips to her temple again.

      Sickening, yet sweet. To him, Trixie held the world in the palm of her hands.

      Alex tugged her tighter against him. “Come on, baby. Grim said Storm is having a rough night.” Storm was their youngest daughter, and Grim was normally the babysitter for their two little girls—Alexandra and Storm. It was strange, considering Grim didn’t get close to anyone, but I didn’t question it. The grumpy asshole had a soft spot for Trixie, though no one would ever say it out loud. And through Trixie, he had a soft spot for those girls, too.

      Trixie smiled at all of us before Alex grabbed her hand and led her out of the bar to go pick up Alexandra and Storm from Grim’s.

      I looked back over at the bar, where Lex was looking down at her phone, her expression drawn tight with worry and stress.

      That protectiveness pulled at me again as I watched her.

      Almost as if she felt my eyes on her, she looked up, those green eyes locking on my dark ones again.

      My gut clenched.

      Fucking hell, I wanted her.
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        Lex

      

      

      I watched as Trixie stepped into the bar with her husband, who was the VP to the local motorcycle club. The big, burly man that had flirted with me the night before was behind them, his eyes running around the room, silently taking everything in.

      Then, his eyes landed on me.

      “Damn, Trixie. Already gave the girl keys?” the guy teased, his eyes not once leaving mine. I swallowed thickly, ripping my gaze from his. This man was something else entirely. I’d never had a man come on to me before—not until this one—and he came on strong. I wasn’t used to the attention, and I had no idea how to handle a man like him, who seemed hellbent on getting something from me.

      “Thor, leave Lex alone,” Trixie scolded.

      So, that was his name.

      Honestly, I could see why he had gotten the name. It fit him. He had blonde hair that fell to his shoulders, and his eyes were a gorgeous blue. He was big—extremely muscular. Tattoos covered his exposed skin.

      It should be illegal for men to look as good as he did.

      “I’m just teasing, Trixie,” Thor told her. He pressed a kiss to the top of her head, making Alex scowl at him. A blush stained my cheeks. I had never witnessed a woman receive so much brotherly affection until Trixie hired me here.

      And that affection spread out to her employees. Everyone loved her and worshiped the ground she walked on.

      When Trixie found out that I didn’t have anywhere to stay yet and that I was completely out of money, she had given me the keys to the bar and told me that I could stay on the couch in the office until I got enough money to get myself my own place. Just like that, I had a roof over my head and food in my stomach every night, all while still making money.

      Trixie really was too nice for her own good, but I was extremely grateful for her. She was honestly saving my life. I’d no doubt be on the street somewhere… or my ex would have already found me.

      A chill raced down my spine.

      Thor sauntered over to the bar where I was working, and he took a seat on one of the barstools, sensually running his eyes over me. Every nerve ending in my body curled. I had to catch myself from swaying toward him.

      Was this kind of reaction to someone even normal?

      “Don’t you have somewhere else to be?” I bluntly asked, narrowing my eyes at him. With Thor, I was way out of my field of expertise. I was used to being unnoticed, but this man had a way of finding me and looking at me that was slightly unnerving. He made me feel seen, and I didn’t know what to do about that.

      I didn’t need attention drawn to me, no matter how nice it was. One, I was trying to stay low—to not draw anyone’s attention. My fucking life depended on it right then, considering my ex and his club were on the hunt for me. Two, Thor wore a cut. I wasn’t stupid. I knew what that meant, and I refused to even give anything with Thor a thought, even if it was just a mindless fuck.

      Clubs were trouble—trouble that I really didn’t fucking want anymore. My ex had ruined me, and all of his club members treated the club women like shit.

      My skin crawled just thinking about belonging to another man who wore one of those leather vests.

      “Nope,” Thor answered, his lips tilting up into an amused smile. My heart flipped in my chest. Christ, why was he so fucking hot? “I’m here until Trixie closes the bar for the night,” he informed me. I sighed. I wasn’t sure if I could keep pushing away his advances for that long. He really was alluring. “You’re stuck dealing with me tonight, sweetheart.”

      “All it’ll take is one word to Trixie, and she’ll boot you out of here and instruct someone else from the club to come,” I reminded him, though I wasn’t sure if I had the guts to admit defeat like that.

      He smirked, his eyes flashing with amusement, and he shrugged. “Oh, I know, but you’re not that kind of a coward, are you, sweetheart?” he asked, though judging by the tone of his voice, he already knew the answer. Fuck, how could he already tell so much about me from so little time? He studied me for a moment. “You seem pretty bothered by the fact that a man might be attracted to you and interested in you, Lex,” he finally commented.

      My breath hitched in my throat, and my eyes widened. He had hit the nail right on the head. Jesus Christ. Was he some kind of weird-ass psychic?

      I was plain. I wasn’t oblivious to that fact, and my ex had made sure that I never forgot it. How many times I had caught him fucking random club whores, not even bothering to apologize for it, instead turning it back around on me, making it all my fault because I didn’t have the pretty features or the sexy, model-worthy body to turn him on all the time?

      “Come out of your head, sweetheart,” Thor coaxed, bringing me back to the present. I drew in a deep breath, focusing back on the man in front of me. “You good?”

      I nodded my head, though it was a bit too jerky to be believable, while I desperately tried to bring my mask back up against him. “You need to leave me alone,” I finally managed to snap at him.

      He wasn’t even bothered by my tone, nor by how badly I wanted him to just go away. “Tell me, sweetheart. Have you ever had a man truly make you feel good—like the fucking goddess you look like?” he asked. I choked on my spit, and my jaw dropped in shock at his bluntness. Jesus Christ, I had never met a man like Thor before in my life, and his bluntness was throwing me for a damn loop. I couldn’t keep up with everything he threw my way.

      “I’ll take that as a no,” Thor said with a slight shake of his head, disappointment flashing in his eyes. My hands shook. “Damn shame, Lex.” He gripped my wrist lightly, tugging me closer to the bar, making me stumble. His dark eyes bored into my green ones with so much intensity that it left me breathless and made my knees weak.

      “You give me the opportunity, Lex, and I’ll make you come over and over.” My eyes widened once more, and my lips parted as a shocked breath escaped me. “I want those beautiful, green eyes of yours to look like moss on a cool, summer morning deep in the woods.” I licked my lips, completely transfixed by him, incapable of coherent thought. “All you have to do is tell me that you want this, sweetheart, and I’ll make every single dream of yours come true.”

      With that, he released my wrist and slid off the barstool, striding off to the table Alex was sitting at without another word. I clutched the counter with a death grip and sucked in a shaky breath, doing my best to regain my composure.

      Holy. Shit.

      “You good?” Trixie quietly asked as she rested her hand on my shoulder. My entire body was trembling. Maybe Thor really was a god because how the fuck did he affect me so damn deeply?

      I blew out a harsh breath. “Jesus Christ,” I finally choked out. “How do you do it?” I asked, referring to her being with Alex. I’d seen how sweet he could be with her, but her husband was intense as hell, too. But she took it in stride so easily.

      She smiled at me. “They’re intense men, Lex, but they’re good men. They won’t hurt you, hun. I don’t know what kind of hell you came from, but you can put your life in the hands of any man in the Savage Crows MC, and they will protect it with their lives,” she assured me.

      That sounded like Heaven, but I wasn’t sure I could handle anything with Thor. The man was so into everything he did and said.

      “Are they all as intense as him?” I asked. “Alex seems so mellow most of the time, but Thor is very in your face.”

      Trixie scoffed. “Every member wearing a cut can be intense in their own way, hun. You’ll see that later tonight. The men have something to celebrate tonight, so they’ll all be coming in.”

      Nausea swirled in my gut. My heart pounded erratically in my chest—with fear or anticipation though, I wasn’t sure. “All of them?” I squeaked. I wasn’t sure if I could handle being around an entire club—not after all the hell that I had gone through with the last one I was around.

      Trixie laughed softly, not understanding my fear, but she couldn’t since I never told her that I was running. “Just remember what I said, Lex. They’re good guys. Whatever you’re running from, they’re people that you want on your side.”

      My heart pounded even harder in my chest as I stared at her. She knew. I had barely started working here, and she knew. How in the hell did she know?

      “I need air,” I gasped out, shoving past her. I headed for the kitchen, pushing past two of the cooks and almost knocking them down in my rush to get outside.

      I clutched at my chest as I dropped onto my ass on the ground, desperately trying to drag some air into my oxygen-deprived lungs. Tears sprung to my eyes, my head going to a dark place. I whined, my hands clawing at my shirt. Why couldn’t I fucking breathe?

      “Hey, hey—don’t leave,” Thor softly spoke as his massive frame knelt in front of me. I squeezed my eyes shut, my head beginning to hurt. Where the fuck was I going to go? “Stay with me, sweetheart. Look at me. Focus on me, yeah? It’s just a panic attack. It’ll pass,” he soothed.

      I snapped my teary eyes up to his, hating that hot tears were sliding down my cheeks. Hating that he was seeing me so vulnerable and weak. But for the first time ever, I wasn’t alone during one of my anxiety attacks.

      Thor was here with me—strong and steady.

      “Breathe,” he coaxed. “It’ll pass. I know it hurts, but just breathe.”

      He reached out and pressed his hand to my upper back right where it hurt, applying gentle pressure. I sobbed as I sucked air into my lungs. “Keep breathing, Lex. You’re doing so good, sweetheart.”

      Once the pain eased and I could breathe normally, I swiped at my cheeks. “Sorry,” I croaked.

      Thor shook his head. “Nothing to apologize for, sweetheart. Everyone goes through their own shit. If I came on too strong, I’m sorry,” he apologized, appearing genuinely remorseful for his actions. “I didn’t mean to cause this.”

      I grabbed his hand in mine when he got ready to stand back up. I wasn’t ready to go back into that bar, and after what had just happened, I didn’t want to be alone.

      My head tended to go to really dark places after an anxiety attack. I couldn’t stand the thought of being alone right then.

      I was desperate for company, even if it was his.

      “Thor, can you, um—can you please see if Trixie will let me off for the night, and then get me out of here?” I begged him. Fuck it all. I was taking him up on his offer. I just had to do something—fucking anything—to distract me.

      “Your place?” he asked, his eyes meeting mine. He was no longer playful, not like he’d been earlier. He was downright serious, ready to give me whatever I wanted.

      My heart clenched in my chest.

      I shook my head. “This is my place,” I whispered. His blue eyes flashed with surprise at that news. “Wherever you live is fine.”

      He leaned forward and pressed a kiss to my forehead. I closed my eyes, my heart thumping erratically in my chest at the tender gesture. “Wait here for me,” he ordered. “I’ll be back.” He tapped my chin with his knuckle, forcing me to look back up at him. “And keep those eyes open—name things that you see if it helps—but don’t go into your head.”

      With that, he squeezed my hand before dropping it, striding back into the bar to go talk to Trixie.
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