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CHAPTER ONE

Hawk

 

 

 

 

 

The last person I expected to hear from was my little brother. So when I got the call that I was needed back home in Stillwater, Oklahoma, I knew that it meant one thing, something was going on with my mom. I left that crappy town for a reason. There wasn’t anything left for me there. It had been fifteen years since I’d been back there, except for the last couple of years just to help out my brother or fuck that tight piece of ass who understood my kinky side. My only escape from that shit town was the day I enlisted in the military. My dad, the son of a bitch, said I would never amount to anything. God, how I hated that man. What he did to my brother and me, no child should ever have to go through. 

 

Taking a swig of my brew, I knew I needed to tame down my hatred for the man. Sliding the empty mug to the bartender, I needed something stronger. “Give me a shot of Patron, Kyle,” I said, watching him sanitize the used glasses. I knew my problems weren’t going to disappear with a couple of beers and a few shots. This was about the only way I could deal with what the call from my brother brought. I knew that one day my mom wasn’t going to be able to hold on any longer. That one day was now staring me in the face.

 

So many times, we had pleaded with her to leave him. Joseph Scott Talbott, yeah, major fucking douche bag. Now she was fighting for her life in a nursing home where she had spent the last fifteen years. The last blow almost cost her her life. She should have died that day, but instead, she lives a life with no hope of ever being normal. No hope of ever being able to see, feed herself, dress herself. Just a shell of a woman lying in a bed waiting for the good Lord to take her. 

 

Downing my shot, I twisted in my chair to relieve a few beers. Maybe if I played my cards right, I would get lucky. Getting laid was about the only thing that could suppress my desire to punch someone or something. So when I saw that tight little ass bending over the 20-year-old jukebox, I was all too ready to get me some of that. I only hoped her looks were as nice as her ass.

 

Putting on my irresistible charm, I walked up behind her and leaned over and casually said, “You know, ‘B14’ is ‘bout the only song worth a shit listening to.”

 

When her eyes met mine, I could tell her interest was more than I wanted to give her. I didn’t have time for a long relationship, I was the one-night stand kind of guy. ‘Fuck ‘em and forget ‘em’ was my motto. 

 

Taking in her smile, I knew it wasn’t meant for me. Following the gaze of her eyes, I could see a pretty good-sized guy heading our way. My potential one-night stand just turned into a potential fight that I didn’t want any part of. Backing away, I headed down the short hallway and slipped into the men’s bathroom. As luck would have it, I was the only one in the small room that could have used a cleaning crew. Getting rid of a few brews, I thought about all the shit that would be waiting for me in Oklahoma. I hated dealing with that shit, it was one of the reasons I didn’t argue when Drew requested to be the executor of my mom’s estate. That bullshit wasn’t for me. My little bro was better at handling that stuff. He was the one with the business degree. 

 

As I left the bathroom, I could see that my little angel was sitting by herself at the bar. I thought it odd since her shadow made it perfectly clear that she was taken. Pulling a chair up beside her, I flagged Kyle to get me another Patron and a cold one. I thought now was as good a time as any to find out what the deal was with this chick. “So your boyfriend left you alone?”

 

Looking over my way with those baby blues, she said, “He isn’t my boyfriend, even though he would like to think he is.”

 

That little tidbit of information sent a rush of hope to the tip of my cock. “Seemed pretty attached to you.”

 

“Yeah, well, he’s not,” she confirmed, taking a sip of her fruity something or another.

 

“Can I buy you a drink?” I asked, knowing it was the oldest pick-up line, but still worked like a charm.

 

“Sure,” she nodded, “Tequila Sunrise, please.”

 

Looking over to her with a smile, I realized that I could no more fuck this creature than I could my own sister if I had one. There was something about her that was innocent. Running my hand through my hair. I downed the rest of my drink and said, “Catch you later, doll.”

 

“Yeah, sure. Thanks for the drink,” she said, holding up her Sunrise.

 

~****~

 

Getting to my place, I threw the keys to my Mustang on the counter and headed to the fridge to see what I could find to eat. The only thing that looked even remotely edible was a slice of pizza from two nights ago. Forgoing heating it up, I grabbed a napkin and took a seat on the leather couch. Even though my place wasn’t big, it suited me just fine. I had a great view of the city, it was in the nicer part of Manhattan, and it had all the amenities that I needed. Couch, plasma TV, one bedroom with a connecting bathroom, and an office to do all my business stuff. Perfect. Bachelor pad at its finest.

 

Pushing from the couch, I grabbed a glass of water and headed to bed. If I wanted to get to Oklahoma at a reasonable time, I would need to get some sleep. It was a drive I wasn’t looking forward to making. Just as I was ready to settle in my cold king-sized bed, my cell began to ring.

 

Looking down at the screen, I answered in annoyance, “I was just about ready to turn in. Do you know what time it is?”

“Sorry, bro. I thought I’d let you know they don’t expect Ma to make it past tomorrow night. Just thought you might want to know,” Drew said.

 

“Fuck, I’ll be there as soon as I can,” I said between gritted teeth.

 

Grabbing my duffel bag from my closet, I began throwing everything I could think of inside. These were not the plans I had for tonight. It was late, and I wasn’t exactly in the right frame of mind to be traveling the twenty-two hours it was going to take me to get to Stillwater. With everything in hand, I left my cozy home and headed to the street where my car was parked. Getting to my car, I threw my stuff in the trunk and got in. As I started the engine, I could see there was something placed on the windshield under the wiper. “God, are you fucking serious?” I said out loud as I opened the door and leaned over to grab the yellow ticket. What the hell, don’t those damn meter maids ever sleep?

 

Shoving the ticket in my glove box, I put the car in drive and pulled away from the curb. Even though it was still light out, I could feel the difference in the air. The days were getting shorter, and the nights were getting colder. Fall was right around the corner. As I pulled out of the city onto I-80, my phone began to vibrate. Pressing the ‘hands-free’ on the steering wheel, I listened for Peter to say something.

 

“Hey, Hawk, have you left the city yet?” Peter asked.

 

“Just heading out now. What’s up?” I asked.

 

“Just wanted to wish you the best and to have a safe trip,” Peter paused. “I almost forgot to tell you, Cop and Brie announced their wedding plans. They are looking at an October 25th wedding. Make sure you mark your calendar.”

 

“Thanks for the info. I’ll call you when I get to Stillwater.” As I hung up the phone, all I could think about was how happy Cop was. How he managed to find the woman of his dreams, and how fucked up it was for me to even think about finding that. Peter, Cop, and the rest of the guys at Jagged Edge Security were the closest thing I had to a family other than my brother Drew. The day that Peter asked me to be a part of his team, I was all in.

 

~****~

 

I had been driving for about four hours, and I needed to get some fuel and stretch my legs. Maybe even grab something to eat. Pulling into the gas station, I filled my tank and watched as the cars passed by on the street. Returning the gas nozzle in its cradle, I noticed an attractive, brown-haired, blue-eyed babe getting harassed by a couple of punks. Locking my car, I stepped over to where she was having a hard time getting gas in her little beat-up Honda Civic.

 

Getting between her and the two guys, I took the gas nozzle from her and looked her in the eye. “Hey, doll, these guys giving you trouble?”

 

 “I’m good,” she said, taking hold of the nozzle and continuing to pump the gas into her car.

 

Turning to the two guys standing on the other side of the gas island, I watched them walk away from the truck they were driving and head to the small store. Looking back over my shoulder, I could see that my blue-eyed babe was rounding the car and getting in. Jogging to her side, I held her door open and asked with a smile, “So, what is your name, doll?”

 

“It is definitely not ‘doll,’” she said.

 

“Okay, then what?” I replied.

 

“See you around,” she stated as she turned the key in her ignition and grabbed for the door handle. 

 

What a surprise, I had never been brushed off by a woman before in my life. They were either begging me to fuck them or to at least give me head, but there was something different about that girl. She made the chase that much more worthwhile.


CHAPTER TWO

Paige

 

 

 

 

 

I wasn’t sure who that guy thought he was, but I was in no mood for his alpha-male shit. Why is it that every guy who is drop-dead gorgeous thinks they can get any woman they want? Even though he was gorgeous and he had a body made of steel, there was no way I was about to give him the time of day. Besides, who uses the word ‘doll’ as a come-on anymore?

 

As I drove down the highway, I knew I needed to speed it up a little if I planned on making it to Stillwater, Oklahoma, in time. It wasn’t one of my top choices of places I wanted to live, but I knew small towns tended to go unnoticed, and right now, I really needed to stay that way. The only thing left to do was make sure that I got the job at the only hopping bar in the little town. When my only friend in New York told me about ‘Hell’s Gate’ and that they were looking for a bartender, I knew it was the only opportunity I had to get out of New York and have a job lined up for me somewhere else. Constantly being on the run was beginning to take a toll on me. Over the past twelve months, I had lived in eight different cities and had just as many jobs.

 

Putting my old beater in drive, I pulled away from the gas pump and made my way back onto I-80. “Here we come, Stillwater,” I said to myself as I placed my ten-dollar sunglasses over my eyes. Lost in my thoughts, I kept considering how things could have turned out differently had my uncle just agreed to let me stay in the States and continue my Masters at NYU. But he didn’t, he said that I had an obligation to Kierabali and its people.

 

The thing was, I didn’t want to go back. I knew what was waiting for me. A man I had never met, a wedding of the century, and a life filled with only sadness and loneliness. At least here in the States, I got to make my own choices. I got to choose where I lived, where I worked, who my friends were, and most of all, I got to choose who I would be marrying. So the minute the opportunity came, I escaped. Even though it was my birthright, I had nothing more there. My parents were gone, and the only person left was my uncle Maxwell, who I couldn’t care less about.  As far as I was concerned, he could run the tiny country himself.

 

Trying to focus on the road, I heard a loud pop, which sounded like it was coming from the back of the car. Pulling to the side of the road, I turned off the car and opened the door. There it was, as plain as day, a flat tire. “Shit! Shit! Shit!” I yelled out, knowing that no one would be able to hear me. Popping open the trunk, I grabbed what looked to be some sort of wrench and a small jack. I knew that there had to be a spare tire somewhere in there. It was then I saw the hidden compartment on the bottom of the trunk. Sure enough, there it was. Only the tire was about half the size of a standard tire. The problem was, I wasn’t sure how to put it on and take the other one off. Certainly, there had to be instructions on how to change a tire.

 

Walking to the front passenger side of the car, I fumbled through the glove box to see if I could find the owner’s manual. I bought this car at one of those mom and pop car dealers. It was the only car that I was able to pay cash for—having no luck finding the owner’s manual, I closed the door to find that a black Mustang pulled in behind me. The guy driving was the last person that I wanted to see. Heading to my trunk to get the tire out, I was met with the hard build of Mr. Alpha-Male Gorgeousness.

 

“Let me help you with that,” he said as he took hold of the tire and pulled it out of the trunk like it was nothing. 

 

“Um… I can get this myself. It’s not like I don’t know what I’m doing,” I said, hoping he didn’t see right through my lie.

 

“By all means, go ahead,” he commanded, leaning his body against the side of the car.

 

Taking hold of the X-shaped wrench, I walked over to the flat tire and stared at it. I wasn’t sure what to do with the wrench. There were no bolts to loosen. I had no idea where even to start. Hot-to-Trot must have seen my reluctance because he placed his hand on my shoulder, which sent a fire through my body, and took the wrench from me. With expertise, he lowered his body to a squatting position and took the flat end of the wrench, and slid it between the rim and the hub cap. With a flick of his wrist, the cap was off, exposing five bolts. 

 

I felt like a total idiot. It took him less than fifteen minutes to change the tire, throw the flat in the trunk, and shut the lid, handing me my keys that I left in the lock. He smiled down on me and said, “Here you go, doll. You will need to get a real tire on that. It should hold you for about fifty miles.”

 

Taking the keys, I felt a tingling in my inner thighs, making its way to my soaked panties. It was only when I saw those magnificent hazel eyes that the words left my head. While I stood there like a fool drooling all over him, he placed his hand on my shoulder and turned my body towards the front of the car. With a little slap to my ass, he leaned over and whispered, “Off you go,” before he walked back to his car.

 

~****~

 

Seeing a gas station about ten miles from where I had my encounter with Mr. Hot Stuff, I pulled into the station and headed towards the service garage. Most of the guys inside were working on motors and wearing grease-covered overalls. I could smell the gas and oil odor as I walked to the door that said ‘Office.’ Knocking lightly, I heard a gruff voice on the other side say, “Enter.”

 

I wasn’t sure what to expect, but when an old bald-headed gentleman looked up at me, I thought I was going to die right then and there. Not only was his head as bald as could be, but a long scar ran from the top of his left brow, down the side of his face, and curved just before it disappeared under his chin. Holding my composure, I said in a stern tone, “I have a tire that I need to get replaced.”

 

When he looked up at me like I was out of my mind, I knew that my tire wasn’t going to be getting fixed anytime soon. “Ma’am, we are kinda busy here. It could be awhile. There’s a diner up the street if you want to wait.”

 

“How long are we talking? I need to get on the road,” I said, frustrated.

 

“At least a couple of hours. You take your pretty little self to the diner. I’ll have one of my guys come getcha when it’s done,” he said as he picked his teeth with a toothpick.

 

After I left the service station, I did as the mechanic suggested and headed to the small diner. It didn’t look like much on the outside, but sometimes looks could be deceiving. Walking up the wooden steps, I swung open the door and met the scent of cinnamon and coffee. Whatever it was, I knew that was what I wanted.

 

Sitting at the counter, which reminded me of a 1950’s burger joint, I watched a younger waitress take an order from a customer sitting on the other end. One thing that I had to say, the little pink uniform was kind of cute on her, especially with the yellow silk daisy pinned to her lapel. Looking down at the menu, I looked for anything made with cinnamon. As I skimmed over the dessert section, there it was, ‘Grandma’s Old-Fashioned Cinnamon Rolls.’  Placing the menu on the counter, I waited for the waitress to finish up with her customer.

 

As I waited, I took in my surroundings. The little diner was definitely like something out of the fifties. The booths were red with white tables. Even the barstool I was sitting on was red. There was also an old jukebox in the corner, which was playing ‘Johnny Angel.’ I also noticed that the curtains were red-checkered, and the floor was black and white tiled—nothing like being sent back in time. 

 

“Are you ready to order?” the waitress asked as she poured me a glass of water.

 

“Yeah,” I said, picking up the menu.

 

Once my order was placed, I pulled out my phone and began looking at the pictures I had taken of my friend in New York. God, how much I missed her. I wished I didn’t have to leave my job and my friend. But when the strange calls began to happen, I knew that they had found me. My only option was to find a different place to live and dump my phone and get a new one. Knowing my uncle, he would be tracking my every move. I couldn’t risk him finding me.

 

While I was lost looking at my pictures, the young waitress came back with my order. Placing my phone on the counter, I looked down at the cinnamon roll and licked my lips in delight. It was a gooey, ooey, mess of perfection with caramel running over the edge and walnuts following its trail. When the first bite hit my mouth, I knew I was in heaven. Little old grandma really outdid herself with this recipe. It didn’t take long before the last bite was down. Picking up my phone to check the time, I heard the little bell above the door chime. Looking over my shoulder, I saw one of the men from the garage. Throwing a ten on the counter, I twisted in my chair and walked over to the man in greasy overalls.

 

“Hey, Dex, can I get you anything?” the waitress asked as she picked up my empty plate.

 

“I’m good, Abby,” he said.

 

The waitress smiled at him and headed to the kitchen. Turning my attention back to the mechanic, I asked, “Is my tire fixed?”

 

“All done and ready to go,” he said.

 

As he held the door open, I stepped in front of him and headed back to the garage. I was so glad that it didn’t take the two hours the other mechanic thought it would. As much as I enjoyed this quaint little town, I needed to get going. The last thing I wanted was to be late for my first day on the job.


CHAPTER THREE

Hawk

 

 

 

 

 

How can a woman I hardly know have such an effect on me? My dick had never been so hard. I never thought the day would come where a woman would be immune to my charm. But that woman, she was like no one I had ever met. Not only was she beautiful, she had a cheeky side that I found sexy as hell. Normally it would have been a turn-off for me, but holy hell, wow.

 

Pulling into Stillwater, I could see that nothing had changed since the last time I was here. Just a lot of bad memories that I chose to forget. Even the ‘Welcome to Stillwater’ sign didn’t change. The old bell tower that was built when I was a kid still had the same pewter statue of some historical founder of the town or some shit like that. Even though I had never been to the nursing home that my mom was in, I knew exactly where it was. Driving up the street, I noticed another thing that never changed. It was the old men sitting in front of the only diner that was worth a shit, rocking on the wooden chairs that were older than dirt. 

 

Turning off the main street, the nursing home came into view. Even though I had never been here, something about the place gave me a somber feeling. It was the last place most of the people went to until the good Lord took them. I think I would kill myself first before I lived in a place like this. Depending on someone to wipe my ass was not what I envisioned, my older age would consist of. I hoped that when the time came for me to go, I would die quickly and painlessly.

 

Pulling the Mustang into the parking lot, I turned off the engine and headed to the front entrance. As I walked up the sidewalk, several residents were sitting in wheelchairs with their heads hung low. Yeah, this was definitely not the life I want for myself.  Passing the path of the sleeping, I swung open the entrance door. 

 

Scoping out the area, I spotted a nurse’s station to the right of the entrance. Two women were dressed in colorful scrub tops sitting behind the counter, one older and one much younger. Leaning against the countertop, I asked, “Can you let me know which room Nadine Talbott is in?”

 

The older one looked up and asked, “And you are?”

 

“My name is Jayce Talbott. I’m her older son,” I replied with a smile.

 

My smile must have warmed her cold heart because I could see a hint of a smile cross her face. “Mrs. Talbott is in room 102. Straight down the hall and to the left.”

 

As I headed that way, I wondered what I would find once I entered her room. By the way, my brother spoke, she didn’t have too much time left. Just as I was getting ready to enter her room, a man dressed in a black shirt with a white collar exited. When I looked at him, I knew that I was too late. Stepping past him, I entered the room to find that Drew was leaning over my mother's body, with his hand placed on her.

 

Stepping closer, I placed my hand on his shoulder, letting him know that I was here. He didn’t even look at me as he choked, “She didn’t make it, Jayce. She held on as long as she could.”

 

I could tell by the sound of his voice that it really affected him. I stepped beside him and looked down at the woman that used to be my mother. Her body was gray and lifeless. Going by the way she looked, she had been struggling for some time. Her cheeks were sunk in, and her hands were paper thin. When Drew told me that she would be spending the rest of her life under the care of a nursing facility, I had no idea how bad she really was. God, what a stupid woman she was. If she had just listened to me when I told her to get away from my father, she might still be alive. But, at least now she will be at peace. No one will ever hurt her again. 

 

~****~

 

By the time we filled out the necessary paperwork, it was close to eight o’clock. Drew and I decided to meet up in the morning to work out the details of the funeral arrangements. This was the part where I had no problem with Drew planning the whole damn thing. For one thing, I wasn’t much on funerals, and for another, planning them was one thing I knew nothing about.

 

The one thing I did know was where the bar was. Getting in my car, I turned on the engine and headed to a brew that had my name on it. I would have invited my brother to go with me, but I knew he wanted to get home to his perfect family. I never quite understood why he married a woman he barely knew, only because he felt it was his obligation as a gentleman, seeing as he knocked her up.

 

Hell’s Gate was already in full swing when I pulled up to the best bar in this little town. I will never forget the first time I came here. I was only seventeen, with a fake ID, my friend Jimmy managed to get his hands on. It was supposed to be the last hurrah before I went off into the service. Only my last hurrah ended up being my first fight over a damn girl who was four years older than me. That was the day I decided to ward off women completely. Well, not completely. A man still had needs.

 

As I opened the door, I could smell the scent of liquor and cigarette smoke in the air. Stepping up to the bar, I asked what they had on draft and scanned the room while waiting for my beer. My eyes were glued to the vision at the end of the bar. There she was, Ms. Sassy Pants herself. It should be illegal, the way she bent over to pick up the case of beer. I had never been so turned on by looking at a sweet little ass like the one she had. All I could imagine was how it would feel to press that tight ass against my hard cock. 

 

Taking a swig of my beer, I watched as she maneuvered between a couple of guys standing at the end of the bar. One thing I had to say, she sure did know how to carry a case of beer bottles. I just about lost it when she pushed the swinging door at the end of the bar with her butt. Man, oh man, did I ever need relief, but there was no way I was going to move and miss out on the show I was watching. Even the way she was stacking the bottles in the cooler had me turned on. Her sizable breasts peeking out under her tank top had me wanting to put my hands over them and caress them to no end.

 

When she looked up, her eyes met mine like a lightning bolt. I had never seen anything like it. The way the dim lights caught them, I swore they were made of glass, like a shimmering light bouncing off of the blue sea. But what got me most was the look she was giving me. I wasn’t sure if it was a look of delight or disgust. Whatever it was, she had me, hook, line, and sinker. With her hands on her hips, she walked over to where I was sitting. I knew then that the look she was giving me was a look of anger, but I had no clue as to why.

 

“Are you some kind of stalker or something?” she asked as she crossed her arms in front of her chest.

 

“Don’t get your lacy panties in a wad, doll. I grew up here, and my mom just passed, so give a guy a little break,” I replied.

 

“Oh, God, I’m so sorry. I thought… never mind what I thought. My name is Paige,” she said, holding out her hand.

 

“It’s okay. My mom and I weren’t close. I’m Hawk, by the way.”

 

“Well, it’s nice to meet you, Hawk. Can I buy you another beer?”

 

“Yeah, but only if you promise to have one with me.”

 

“I can’t drink on the job, but I get a break in about fifteen minutes, we could maybe talk then.”

 

With all the shit that happened today, it was beginning to look up. The girl who had me all hot and bothered for the last 24 hours finally had a name. The best part being, I might actually get the chance to get to know her better. Downing the rest of my beer, I headed to the men’s room to drain the beast. As I was going in, a dude was coming out. He had no regard for me as he bumped right into me. I knew that he might have had a little too much to drink by the way he was staggering to get past me. It wasn’t until I looked him straight in the eye that I recognized him. He didn’t change a bit over the last fifteen years. The only difference was that he was a little taller and a little stockier. He must not have recognized me, though, because no sooner than his eyes met mine, they were focused on Paige, who was pouring drinks.

 

As I grabbed his arm, I said, “If it isn’t Bobby Brennan. How the hell are you?”

 

“Who the hell are you, fucker?” he asked, glaring at me with bloodshot eyes.

 

“Jayce Talbott. I take it you don’t recognize me. Remember, I’m the one who planted a fist in your gut before we got kicked out of here some fifteen years ago,” I reminded him.

 

There must have been something in what I said because in an instant, he suddenly became sober. “Yeah, I remember you,” he paused, looking me over. “You ruined my fucking life that day.”

 

Bobby pulled his arm from my grasp. I thought he was going to explain to me how the hell I managed to ruin his life all those years ago when he clearly was well on his way to doing that all by himself. Bobby was the biggest bully in Stillwater. Everyone did what he asked in fear that they would be getting their ass kicked if they didn’t. The day me and my friend Jimmy got in Hell’s Gate was the day that I finally got enough nerve to stand up to him. It only took that one punch to the gut, and he was down. I must have hit him just right because it took him a long time to get off the floor. By the time he finally did, Jimmy and I were already escorted out of the bar and on our way. We never knew what happened to him after that. I left the next day for the military, and Jimmy later moved upstate to help his uncle with his landscaping business. I never heard from either of them again.

 

“How the hell did I ruin your life? If I recall, you were an asshole back then,” I clarified.

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





