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Chapter 1 - Raine




“Ican’t believe you’re making me do this,” I say, my phone pressed between my ear and shoulder as I finish getting my massage table ready for my first client of the day. 

“I’m not making you do anything,” my best friend, Patricia replies. “You took the booking. You need the work. Just because he rides a motorcycle doesn’t make him your dad or any of your dad’s friends.”

I snort. “Easy for you to say. You didn’t grow up around those assholes.”

I’d met Tricia in college. She and I started in kinesiology studies together. She’d gone on to become a physiotherapist while I became a registered massage therapist. 

When she’d told me about her new boyfriend’s best friend needing an RMT, I told her it was fine and he could book an appointment. What I hadn’t known is that both the boyfriend and best friend are in a motorcycle club together. The one type of man I refuse to have anything to do with.

“You’re giving Doug a chance. Give Mace one, too.”

I roll my eyes. “Mace is a ridiculous name.”

“Says Raine Summers, the woman who hates her name. Besides, it’s short for Mason.”

I sigh. She has a point. I hate Raine Summers. It’s way too cliché. But I hate Lorraine more, so I deal with it.

“He’s just a client, Raine,” Tricia continues. “What if some random guy came in off the street and he rode a motorcycle? Would you turn him away because you don’t like him?”

I huff out a breath and plop down on the chair behind my desk in the corner of the room. “Of course not. But I don’t expect many motorcycle club guys to come to a female RMT. They’re all misogynistic assholes.”

“The ones you’ve met are all misogynistic assholes. Doug and Mace and their friends are not.”

I’m not going to argue with her anymore. She’s got rose-coloured glasses on when it comes to these guys. I can admit that Doug seems okay. But he’s probably just the exception to the rule. My dad’s motorcycle club was made up of exclusively men who were awful to women. They cheated on their wives and girlfriends, put them down, and were overall controlling dickheads. When I turned eighteen, I left and never looked back. I have no interest in motorcycle guys in general and motorcycle club guys in particular.

The bell over the front door of the building chimes and I look up.

“I think he’s here,” I tell Tricia. “I gotta go.”

“Have fun,” she says in a sing-song voice. I roll my eyes again and hang up.

Then I go out to the front to find the sexiest motherfucker I’ve ever seen. Fuck my life. He has short dark hair and darker eyes, just enough of a beard to be a little dangerous. His shoulders fill out his leather jacket in a way that should be illegal. He’s got that rugged, confident thing going on—the swagger that makes smart women do stupid things. Including me. 

“Hi,” I say. “Mace Steele? I’m Raine.”

He sets his motorcycle helmet down on a chair, then shrugs out of his jacket and hangs it on the coat rack next to the receptionist desk which is currently empty. Piper doesn’t start for about half an hour, but will be here when the massage is over. 

“Hey,” he replies, his voice deep and sexy. “Thanks for fitting me in.”

He reaches out and we shake hands, my much smaller one completely engulfed in his. It’s warm and the skin is a little rough. Not as calloused as I would have expected, but enough that it sends a shiver along my arm.

“No problem,” I say, trying hard not to notice the way his broad chest tapers to a trim waist. “Take your boots off and follow me.”

He sits to remove his riding boots, setting them neatly on the mat with the other shoes. The clinic is pretty small with one other RMT and three chiropractors. Thankfully the chiros aren’t in until later so it’s quiet. I lead Mace back to my room where I gesture for him to sit on a chair and I take my place at my desk, opening a file for him on my laptop.

“Tell me about why you’re here,” I say.

He lifts a dark brow. “You didn’t hear from Patricia?”

“I did. But I’d like to hear it from you.”

He shrugs. “Okay. I was in an accident a couple months ago. A guy cut me off. It was a little wet and I had to lay the bike down. Ended up with a…” He pauses and I can see him thinking about what he’s going to say. “An anterior shoulder dislocation with capillary ligament damage.”

“Capsular?” I say.

He nods. “Right. That. And a mild rotator cuff strain.”

“And you’ve been doing physio? With Patricia?”

“No. With a guy named Sam. My doctor sent me to him.” He chuckles and the sound makes me want to smile in response. I don’t. “I didn’t even know Patricia was a physiotherapist until two weeks ago.”

I look at my screen and type some notes, attempting to contain my eye roll. Like he’d go see Patricia. Men like him—like my father—would never see a woman for anything. He probably hasn’t been listening to his doctor’s orders, either. It’s only been two months and he’s already riding his motorcycle again?

I make a few more notes. “Okay, Mr. Steele.”

He laughs. “Mace. Not even my dad is called Mr. Steele.”

I glance up, startled by the warmth in his tone and his laugh. “Mace.” I clear my throat and stand. “I’m going to step out. You go ahead and get undressed. You can undress to your underwear or leave your pants on—whatever you’re comfortable with. I’ll need access to your shoulder, upper back, and arm, so at minimum your shirt needs to come off. When you’re done, lay face-down on the table. I’ll knock before I come back.”

He stands as well. “Don’t worry about leaving. I’ll just take off my shirt.”

He whips it over his head before I can say anything and lies on my massage table, face down like I asked. Most of the time, when a man takes his shirt off before I can leave the room, they do it to show off. But Mace hadn’t even looked at me before lying down. I barely had time to notice the solid chest and abs before I couldn’t see them anymore.

Not that I want to.

I’m left staring at a muscular back and arms covered in ink. His shirt is long-sleeved, so I hadn’t noticed before. He has one full sleeve on his right arm, a partially finished sleeve on his left, and more tattoos on his back. Standing on his left side, I see some kind of rocket ship on his forearm, and on his shoulder blade, the Big Dipper. 

It’s an incredibly detailed tattoo, with the constellation and a galaxy of colour around it. It’s one of the few tattoos that has any colour. The stars are connected with lines and are different sizes based on the actual constellation. 

I consider it for a long moment. I’ve always been drawn to the stars, fascinated by them, studying them and counting them, hanging a wish on each one. 

Then I shrug it off. He’s not into space or stars. Rocket ships and the Big Dipper are pretty standard space-themed images. He’s probably exactly the man I think he is.








  
  
Chapter 2 - Mace




Well this appointment is absolute torture. 

Despite the fact that the massage has been somewhat uncomfortable and actually painful now and then, I’ve been half-hard since the moment she told me to get undressed. As soon as I laid down and thought of this woman’s hands on my skin, I knew I was in trouble. Thank fuck she said I could keep my pants on because otherwise, this would be embarrassing. 

When I walked in, I nearly tripped over my own feet when I saw her. She’s absolutely stunning, with serious blue eyes, and long dark hair that’s swept back in a loose ponytail. Every once in a while, when the light catches it, I see some other colours in it, purple, blue, and green. She’s wearing a loose top over yoga pants, and if anyone asks if I checked out her ass as she led me to the room, I would deny it to my last breath. 

She’s a complete professional who has no interest in me, whatsoever. It’s probably for the best that I can’t look at her anymore.

She’s been working in complete silence for a while now. I don’t know how long, since I’m staring at the floor through the hole in the headrest. The room isn’t silent as gentle music surrounds us. But I’m used to lots of talking and noise, and with nothing else to think about, my dick keeps telling me how much it likes the idea of Raine’s hands touching more of me.

“So Patricia tells me you went to school together?” I ask when I can’t take the silence anymore.

“Yes.”

Well that didn’t go anywhere. She hits a particularly tight spot and I suck in a breath as she works out the tension. I release it slowly, focused on breathing through the discomfort. When she moves on, I try again.

“You like being an RMT?”

“I do.”

Two words is better than one, so I’m going to count that as progress.

“Am I not supposed to talk?”

She lets out a breath, but doesn’t stop where she’s massaging closer to my neck. The feeling of her fingers there sends a shivery sensation down my spine, and my cock has some things to say about the matter.

“It’s fine, I guess. Not everyone does.”

“It’s just, I come from a pretty big, loud family. I’m not used to the quiet.”

“What about at work? It can’t be loud all the time.”

I laugh. “Oh, yes, it can. I work with my dad and two of my siblings at a tattoo parlour. And we’ve got another five employees. Any number of them can be working at any time. It’s pretty noisy there.”

She pauses for half a second and I know I’ve surprised her. Most people are surprised when I tell them what I do and who I work for. 

“Is that where you got this?” she asks, tapping my constellation tattoo before her hands slide a little lower to massage around the base of my shoulder blade.

“Yeah. Dad did that one.” I laugh again. “You want to see some shaky line work, you should see the one Zach put on my thigh. Though I’d have to take off more clothes. I made him put it in a spot most people won’t get to see.”

“Why did you let him tattoo you, if you knew it would be bad?”

“It’s not exactly bad. Zach’s an amazing artist, but it was his second ever tattoo. And he’s my brother, so…”

I shrug, which is difficult with the way I’m lying down.

“Try not to move your shoulders,” Raine says.

“Sorry. Anyway. He just needed practice on live skin. Dad was first. Then me. Then Ev. Syn got one last, but Zach started his apprenticeship when he turned eighteen and Syn’s two years younger than him, so she couldn’t get one until later anyway.”

“Syn?”

“Our little sister. Synthia, with an S instead of a C. Her mom was a bit of a hippie.”

I wait for the next question that almost always comes when I say something like that, but Raine doesn’t ask why Syn has a different mom from me. Instead, she asks, “Are you also a tattoo artist?”

“Oh, no. I don’t have an artistic bone in my body. Dad and Zach are the tattoo artists. Syn and Ev are artistic, too. Ev actually has a pretty popular online comic. I guess I didn’t inherit the artist gene.” It’s a joke I tell myself is immensely funny because I didn’t inherit any genes from Mom or Dad. But Raine doesn’t know that, and there’s maybe a secret part of me that wishes I was more like my dad and siblings. “I run the shop.”

She doesn’t respond and we fall into silence again. I’m about to try to ask her another question when she says, “That’s it. Take your time sitting up. When you’re done getting dressed, open the door.”

She’s gone before I can say anything. I look at the door where she’s closed it behind her. It really isn’t a big deal for me to put my shirt on with her in the room. But maybe it’s a big deal to her? Maybe I fucked up when I took my shirt off. I’ve never had a massage before so I don’t know the rules. Fuck. 

I heave a breath and climb off the table, grabbing my shirt and pulling it on. Then I open the door and sit down. 

Obviously, she doesn’t like me. Which sucks, but whatever. It’s not like I can come back here. Not with my dick reminding me every five seconds that it would like to get to know Raine a lot better. Which also sucks because my shoulder feels better than it has since before the accident. I roll it back and stretch my arm out the way Sam, my physiotherapist, showed me.

Raine takes her time coming back in. Then she sits at her desk again and turns on her computer.

“How does your shoulder feel?” she asks, staring at her screen as she types some notes.

“Amazing. Thank you.”

She lifts a shoulder in half a shrug. “You have some significant compensation patterns in your upper back from favouring that shoulder. Be careful you don’t favour it too much. Make sure you’re keeping up with your stretches, as well.”

“Absolutely. I do the stretches every day.”

She glances at me, those sharp eyes narrowing for a moment before she returns to her screen.

“I guess that’s it for today. Do you have any questions?”

She types one more thing, then meets my eyes.

I think about it for a moment. I want to ask her about more appointments. If an RMT can help as much as she did today, I want to keep going to one. But I can’t see her anymore. Not in this capacity. I don’t want to make her feel uncomfortable if she ever discovers my attraction to her. Instead, I shake my head.

“I don’t think so. Thanks for everything.” I stand. “It was nice to meet you, Raine. I guess I’ll see you around.”

She blinks, apparently confused.

“Since Patricia is dating Doug. I’m sure I’ll see you from time-to-time.”

“Don’t count on it.”

My eyebrows raise. Maybe she did notice my attraction and is already upset. 

“Okay. Bye.”

I leave her room and go back to the front where a receptionist is now sitting. I chat with her for a few minutes as we sort out my insurance.

“Did you want to book your next appointment?” she asks me when we’re done.

I glance back the way I came where Raine’s room is. I wish I could say yes. She did a phenomenal job. But if I make her uneasy, it’s better if I find a new RMT. 

“That won’t be necessary.”

I put on my boots and jacket, pick up my helmet, and leave the clinic.








  
  
Chapter 3 - Mace




One Year Later… 

When I arrive at Hops Scotch Brewing, I see Doug’s motorcycle already parked outside, so I park my Harley Davidson Breakout next to his Street Bob and cut the engine, the sound dying away quickly to be replaced by the traffic driving past the brewery. On the far side of Doug’s bike is one more, our friend Taylor’s leaner BMW R 1250R. He and his brother Nate own this place and take turns manning the bar on Tuesday nights since it’s too slow to have more than one person, but too busy to be closed.

The tables on the patio outside are empty. Though it was a nice day today, it’s still a little cold at the beginning of June, so I head inside where I know my best friend will be waiting.

He’s standing at a table instead of sitting, as though he needs to intercept me, and when I see who’s sitting at the table with him, I understand why.

“What is she doing here?” I ask.

Raine is with Doug, looking as annoyed and as beautiful as ever.

“I need both of your help,” Doug says, his arms folded over his chest. “So you two are going to get over whatever the fuck is going on between you and deal with each other. It’s Patricia’s thirtieth birthday and I want to plan a surprise party for her.”

Ever since the massage about a year ago, Raine has been cold at best and openly hostile at worst. I’ve never asked why, too afraid she noticed my attraction to her that day. 

Or maybe she’s noticed my continuing attraction, which has been unreasonable since she seems to hate me. It hasn’t been too much of a problem—we rarely see each other, so I’ve just left it, hoping if I act like a gentleman, maybe she’ll understand that I’m not going to act on anything she obviously doesn’t want.

She tilts her head to one side, staring me down with that open hostility she always shines my way. “You think he can handle something of this magnitude?”

I sit across from her, glaring. “You realize I run a fucking tattoo parlour. That’s six different artists, two piercers, plus the piercings we sell and the artwork. I am incredibly organized and very well-versed in making shit happen.”

She scoffs and rolls her eyes.

I take a breath and turn to Doug. “How do you expect me to work with someone who hates me? I’m happy to help you, man, but she needs to get over herself if she’s going to help me.”

“Help you?” she screeches, leaning forward. “This is my best friend’s birthday we’re talking about. You are going to be helping me.”

“Stop it,” Doug says, pulling his chair away from the table with a loud scrape. “You two back off each other. Jesus fucking Christ. I knew this was a bad idea. But you’re the only two I trust with this.” He sighs and rubs a hand over his face, then he reaches into his pocket and pulls out a small, black velvet box, setting it in the middle of the table.

Raine gasps, her hands flying to her mouth, her eyes going wide, as she stares at it. 

I lean back in my chair and grin. “No way.”

“Yes, way,” Doug responds as Raine reaches for the box, but he snatches it away. “We’ve been talking about it for the past couple months and I’m going to ask her at the party. And you’re not going to see the ring before she does.”

Raine has the grace to look abashed.

“Not a fucking word to anyone about this, you understand?” He glares at us both in turn and I hold up my hand and cross my finger over my chest.

“Not a soul,” I swear.

Raine nods, her mouth pressed to a thin line as she mimes turning a key and throwing it away in a gesture that reminds me strongly of my sister, except on Syn it’s cute. On Raine, it just makes me focus on her lips.

Doug glances over his shoulder to where Taylor is at the bar, staring at our table. “I’m not part of this conversation,” he says. “I didn’t see anything.”

Doug stashes the box away in his pocket again. “As I was saying, you’re the only two people I trust with this. I need you to have my back. The party will be in one month. I have the venue booked already. Here’s the guest list.” 

He takes a folded piece of paper from his pocket and flattens it on the table. It’s in my nature to want to be in charge, but Raine grabs it before I have a chance. I let her have it. I would have figured we could just work together, but Raine has never wanted anything from me, so I can’t exactly say I’m surprised.

“I need you to invite everyone, organize the drinks, food, and decorations with the venue. It’s all paid for, but maybe you could organize a couple activities? This is your budget for anything the venue doesn’t provide.”

He passes me an envelope full of cash. 

“I’ve been putting some aside for the last several weeks. If you need more, let me know and I’ll see what I can do.”

“It shouldn’t be a problem,” I say, doing a quick count of the money before I pass it to Raine, since I already know she wants to be in charge. “I can ask Nate and Taylor about beer. They’ll be able to give us a deal, I’m sure.” I glance over to our friend who is being very obvious about eavesdropping. He gives me a thumbs up. “Do you want anything else in particular?”

“A few non-alcoholic drinks. Maybe a signature cocktail or something. Maybe her favourite martini? You two know us best—which is why I want you to work together—so organize something you think she’ll like.”

“If it’s what Tricia is going to like, what do I need him for?” Raine asks, sending me a look of disdain. She’s so full of snark, but dammit if she isn’t hot when she’s sassing me. If only it didn’t turn me on, we probably wouldn’t be in this mess.

“Because. It’s not just Patricia and her friends. It’s both of our friends. And Mace knows my side.”

I hold my hand out and Raine reluctantly passes me the guest list. I scan it, noting all of our riding club and a bunch of our hockey team is included. Patricia has come out to a lot of our meet ups and has become friends with many of us, so it makes sense to invite them. 

“Plus, I don’t want Patricia getting wind of this. And if she sees you texting me, she’s going to want to know why. If Mace texts me about something, it’ll be just another Tuesday. Any questions for me should come from him.”

Raine narrows her eyes, and I know she doesn’t like that one, but from the way she nods begrudgingly, she can obviously see the wisdom in it. 

“If we’re doing all this work, what’ll you be doing?” I ask, refolding the guest list and handing it back to Raine.

“I have the hardest job,” Doug says, standing. “I am going to be keeping Patricia busy so she doesn’t guess what’s going on. I’ll leave you two to discuss everything. Remember, behave yourselves and work together. Or else.”

Raine huffs a sigh and nods. 

Doug looks at me, waiting. 

I shrug. “Don’t look at me, man. She’s the one who hates me, not the other way around.”

He claps my shoulder before pointing toward Taylor at the bar. “Drinks are on me tonight. I’ll swing by tomorrow to pay the tab. Make sure they don’t go overboard.”

Taylor sends him a salute and Doug turns back to us. “See you later.”

I’m about to get up and ask Raine what she wants when her voice stops me.

“What did you mean not the other way around? You hate me as much as I hate you.”
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