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        Scenes depicted in this fictional work all involve consenting, non-blood-related adults over the age of thirty.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT BIKER’S BABE

          

        

      

    

    
      Amber Haimon has the perfect life – almost. She has good friends and a thriving bookstore. The one thing that’s eluded her is her very own happily after ever.

      But when her seventh-grade crush rolls into town all grown up and hotter than ever, Amber realizes that hidden behind his tough tattooed exterior lies a loyal and loving heart.
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          (TWO YEARS EARLIER)

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Amber

      

      

      Two months.

      It had been eight weeks of tense weirdness between us, and I wasn’t sure how to even begin to fix it.

      Brad’s been acting strange ever since he got back from that author’s convention in Vegas, my brain supplied. Guarding his phone like it’s Fort Knox, taking calls in the other room. Classic cheater behavior, girl. You already know in your heart what’s happening here. The question is, what are you going to do about it?

      The suspicions I’d tried so hard to tamp down flared to life again as I scrubbed the next plate before rinsing it and setting it in the draining rack.

      I heard the steady, sure footsteps behind me and tensed. He was standing in the doorway between the kitchen and living room.

      "I just can’t do this anymore," Brad blurted.

      I straightened my shoulders and slowly turned to face him.

      "It’s not fair to me," he continued, arms folded across his chest, those formerly warm and loving blue eyes filled with a glittering coldness.

      That snapped me out of my shock.

      "Fair to you? Fair to you? Are you kidding me right now?"

      "What do you want me to say, Amber? I want kids. I’ve always wanted kids. And you can’t give me that, so why should I waste any more time with someone who is sterile?"

      "How are you so damn sure the problem is on my side?" I shot back. "I’ve been thoroughly checked out, remember? No issues. Zero. So how the hell is this my fault when you won’t even consider getting any testing done on you?"

      "My equipment works just fine and no one in my family has ever had fertility issues at all, so your doctor must be wrong."

      "So, you’re walking away."

      "I should have months ago."

      Anger flashed in my blue eyes. "Let me guess. You found someone while you were in Vegas that you think can give you children."

      I watched as his arrogant demeanor deflated ever so slightly before he recovered.

      "Or maybe it’s someone you already know, and you were just waiting for the right opportunity. And I’m guessing you’ve fucked her at least once already, based on the way you’ve been acting since you got back," I snapped.

      He blanched but didn’t even have the decency to look ashamed. He just held my gaze with a victorious gleam in his eyes.

      "Excellent guess on my part, it seems. Well, then. I guess there’s only one thing left to say."

      He arched his eyebrow, and I raised my right arm and pointed toward the front hallway of the home I’d grown up in.

      "Go let her support your deadbeat ass, then. And don’t let the door hit you on your way out, Brad."

      I stood, aloof and proud, as he packed and left with his two suitcases. I waited until I’d thrown the deadbolt behind his retreating form before I allowed the tears to come.

      An eternity seemed to pass before my sobs subsided, replaced little by little with a white-hot anger that enveloped my whole body and sharpened my focus to a razor point.

      I gave up everything for him. My condo, most of my friends, everything to move back to this sleepy little town because that’s what Brad wanted. Said he ‘needed the mountain air to wake his muse’ for his books. Said that working a job would detract from his ‘gift.’

      What a crock.

      What a pretentious, freeloading, no-good asshole.

      I’m done living for someone else. It’s my turn.

      I grabbed a tissue to wipe off my face, then picked up my cell phone and dialed the one person in my life besides my parents who had always had my back.

      "Hey, girl," Julia said when she picked up. "What’s up?"

      "When you said I should follow my passion and open my own business, did you mean that?"

      "A thousand percent. Why?"

      I sniffled.

      "Because Brad and I are done, and it’s time to put myself first for a change, and I need your help. Can you come to Lone Ridge this weekend?"

      

      
        
        Ace

      

      

      I eased open the front door after a long day wrenching on cars at the garage, exhaustion dragging at every limb. I stepped across the threshold and paused, listening.

      There it was. The unmistakable strains of betrayal drifting through the stillness like poison, a siren call I didn’t want to follow.

      You’ve got to be kidding me…

      I crossed the living room quickly, quietly, bracing myself. The bedroom door was open partway. I sucked in a quiet breath, then peeked around the edge, and just like that, my heart turned to stone and dropped straight to my boots. My vision edged crimson.

      I slapped the door as hard as I could. It slammed back and banged against the wall.

      Beth shrieked, clutching at the man buried balls deep in her.

      Paul. My best friend.

      Panicked, he scrambled out of her and turned to look at me. His face went pale.

      "Dude, it’s not what⁠—"

      "Not what? Not what it looks like?" I snarled. "You trying to say you’re not fucking my fiancée, Paul? Because that’s damn sure what it looked like from here."

      "F-f-fiancée?" Beth squeaked.

      "Yeah," I said, my voice tight. "At least, that was the plan. Until now."

      "I…I didn’t know," she stammered. "You started working so much. I thought you didn’t want to spend time with me anymore."

      "And instead of talking to me about it, you decide to hook up with my best friend? Classy, Beth. Real classy. Luckily for me, you’re both not my problem anymore."

      I stalked to the closet, grabbed my duffel, and started packing. Shirts. Pants. Yanking clothes from hangers. Drawer open. Socks and underwear scooped up by the handful.

      Laptop. Toothbrush. Razor. Charger. Everything went in.

      I zipped the bag, slung its strap across my chest, and looked one last time at the two people who betrayed me.

      "I guess I’ll use the engagement ring money to start over instead," I said. "And I hope you two have the kind of life you deserve."

      Beth’s tearful pleas followed me down the hall, but I didn’t turn back. I pulled her apartment key off my keychain and set it on the kitchen counter. Then I walked out.

      Twenty minutes later, I killed the engine in a rundown motel parking lot on the outskirts of town.

      Not the first time I’ve had to start over from scratch, I reminded myself. Army brat life trained me for this.

      I put down the kickstand and climbed off my Harley, everything I owned in the duffel still slung across my back. Inside the tiny motel office, I paid cash for a few days. No questions asked.

      I made my way to room twelve, tossed my bag onto the bed and pulled out my phone.

      Twenty-eight missed calls between Beth and Paul.

      More texts than I cared to count.

      I didn’t read any of them. I didn’t listen to any of their voicemails, either.

      I sat on the edge of the bed and deleted every message, every voicemail. Then I blocked both their numbers. I turned my phone off, tossed it on the nightstand, and stretched out on the bed to stare at the ceiling.

      Okay. Clean break. Now what?
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