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      To the Match of the Month supporters on Ream, especially…

      

      Jackie Ziegler

      

      Thank you so much for your support. We couldn’t do what we love without you!

      

      (To learn more about supporting the Mustang Mountain Riders on Ream, visit https://reamstories.com/matchofthemonthbooks)

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            ARROW

          

        

      

    

    
      Normally, every year I'm excited for the Sturgis Motorcycle Rally. The Club has visited many times, but this year feels different. This year, I only have a few of my MC Brothers with me, and we're not here for fun.

      We're here to meet with as many clubs as possible to see if any can offer us some help. At this point, we’re in a bind and don't know what else to do. If we have any chance of defeating the Savage Bones, we need more manpower.

      This is our best shot to get help. Meeting clubs in their hometowns can take weeks or months, whereas here we can connect with over twenty clubs in just a matter of days.

      I brought Crank, Motor Mouth, Thunder, his girl Ashley, Lightning, and his girl Piper with me. While we're here, we each have a list of who we want to talk to. My assignment is to talk with a few of the clubs that have done charity runs with us in the past—the Lonestar Riders and the Whiskey River Riders.

      Lightning's girl, Piper, is coming with me when I talk to the Whiskey River Riders because she just found out her family on her dad's side used to be part of the club. If nothing else, we’re hoping that maybe her connection will be enough for them to agree to help us.

      Before we even head to the house we rented, we want to go to one of our favorite biker bars on Lazelle Street. We decided against a hotel, so we had a place to meet with other clubs without drawing too much attention. We don’t know who is on Savage Bones’ side or who will be watching us here.

      Thunder and Lightning didn't want to bring their girls, but Atlas said it would be suspicious if we only sent single guys. It would draw more attention, and I agree. We need to look like we are here for the fun.

      When we park our bikes, and I pull off my helmet, I get a few looks. I’m used to it. The big scar down the side of my face looks a bit like an arrow. At least, that was the guy's intention when he carved into me. Then he told me my heart was next if I didn’t give him what he wanted.

      Shaking my head, I pull my mind from the past. Once my helmet is off, the scar isn’t easy to hide, but I’ve gotten used to the stares. It used to bother me because I could tell people were gawking at me and wondering how I got it. But if they even bothered to ask, it was the same question.

      It’s a big part of why I’m still a virgin at almost forty years old, though not many know that. It wasn’t until I joined the Mustang Mountain Riders that I realized there were people who didn’t really care about my scar and actually cared about me. But it’s still hard to accept sometimes.

      “Let’s grab a drink and scout the place out,” Thunder says.

      As the Vice President, he’s basically in charge while we’re here. Atlas didn’t feel comfortable leaving Mustang Mountain, or he’d have been here himself.

      When we step inside, the loud music and smell of beer and nachos greet us. On the far side, a few pool tables are set up, and some guys are concentrating on a serious game. There’s a group of girls in the far corner, and guys scattered everywhere, talking and having a good time.

      We walk straight to the bar and place our drink orders before we all take a look around.

      “That guy over by the pool table is in the North Carolina club Atlas said we should talk to.” I point him out to the others.

      “I know the guys he’s playing pool with. We all hung out last year. Piper and I will go over and say hi and shoot the shit,” Lightning says.

      “Remember, no shop talk or Savage Bones talk tonight. Let’s just see who we know and can make connections with,” Thunder says as Lightning heads over.

      “Hey, I know that guy over there,” Crank says as he goes over to meet with him.

      “Why don’t you talk to some guys here at the bar, and we’ll move around the rest of the room?” Thunder asks. He’s giving me the bar task because he knows I’d rather not draw attention to myself in the room, which makes me grateful.

      After grabbing my beer, I sit at the end of the bar. I scan the guys there, but I don’t recognize anyone. Before I even decide what to say, a woman slides up next to me and orders a drink.

      “So, where’s Mustang Mountain?” she asks while she waits.

      I’m sure she just read my cut and is striking up a conversation. I turn to look at her while giving her a full view of my scar, figuring it will scare her off like it always does. Instead, she just stands there looking into my eyes, waiting for an answer.

      “Western Montana up by Whitefish and Glacier National Park,” I tell her.

      “Oh, Glacier has been on my bucket list for years.” She smiles, and her gaze flits to my scar. I know this is where she’ll give me her pity look, grab her drink, and walk off. But that’s the last thing I want her to do. I want her to stay and talk to me and keep smiling at me. Before she opens her mouth again, I’m already feeling the loss.

      “Your scar looks like an arrow. That’s really cool. How did you get it?” she asks, taking a sip of her drink and shocking the shit out of me.

      “My time in the military. The story isn’t pretty, though,” I tell her. But I know if she asks, I’ll talk all night just to make her stay. This feeling makes me wonder if this is what Lightning felt the first time he saw Piper. I’ve got an overwhelming sense that she’s meant to be mine, and that I need to protect her.

      “Maybe you can take me for a ride on your bike and tell me,” she says.

      It’s obvious that she’s trying to flirt, but she’s shy and awkward like she doesn’t normally do this. I fucking love it because she better not do this with anyone else.

      “What’s your name?” I’m dying to know.

      “Katherine, but everyone calls me Kat. What’s yours?”

      “Well, they call me Arrow, and once your pussy touches my seat, Kitty Kat, it belongs to me,” I say.

      She lets out a gasp.

      Where the hell that came from, I have no idea. But I mean every word. I just hope she doesn’t run scared now.
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      I don't know how I let my friends talk me into coming to Sturgis. Sitting here in this bar, looking at all the bikers, is intimidating. They are so much more outgoing than I am, and would think nothing of it to walk up to the bar and talk to one of them, but the thought of doing it to any of these guys here doesn't appeal to me.

      Two guys walk in the door, covered in tattoos from their forehead to their fingertips.

      “What about one of them? A night with a bad boy?” My friend Bridget jokes.

      “There is not one thing about them that is attractive to me.” I shake my head.

      “You're going to have to stop being so picky, or you're going to die a virgin,” my friend Penny says.

      “Then so be it. A girl has to have some standards,” I say, taking another swig of my drink.

      We just graduated college, and they have it in their heads that I have to lose my virginity here in Sturgis. They are shocked that I graduated from college with it intact.

      Going to college was a big deal for me, so I kept my head down and worked my butt off to make sure I kept my scholarship. By the time I looked up, we were graduating, so it really doesn't surprise me as much as it surprises them.

      Still, I let them entertain the idea. I enjoy hanging out with them, and even though they might tease me about still having my virginity, I know that they have my back no matter what.

      “Look at this group coming in. Holy shit,” Penny says, and her jaw drops.

      Five guys walk in. Two of them have their arms around a girl, and the other three look as single as can be. While they all are pretty good-looking, it's the last one who walks in with the scar on his face that does something funny to my insides.

      “See one that catches your eye?” Bridget asks.

      I know I should respond, but I can't help but stare at the man with the scar as he makes his way to the bar with his buddies.

      “Hmm, I think that's a yes.” Penny giggles. “Which one is it?”

      “The one with the scar,” I say as I finally tear my gaze away from him.

      When I look back at my friends, they're both staring at me with wide eyes.

      “This almost became a running joke. We never thought that you would really find someone that you were interested in. But now that you have, you really should go up and talk to him,” Penny says, gently placing her hand on my arm.

      “There's no way I can walk up to him with all his friends there. I’d die of embarrassment,” I tell them honestly.

      “Well, let's sit here. Maybe you can find a moment that would be authentic to go up to him,” Bridget says, just as one of the couples he came in with walks off across the room.

      We sit there, and I finish my drink, which is mostly water at this point. I watch as the second couple walks across the room, too.

      “And then there were three,” Bridget says.

      “The side next to him at the end of the bar is open. You could always walk up to get another drink and see if it's possible to strike up a conversation,” Penny says, and Bridget agrees.

      I know she's right, but I still hesitate. Thankfully, they don't push me as another one of his friends walks away to join another group in the bar.

      Something in my gut tells me if I don't take this chance, I will regret it, and it's not just about losing my V-card.

      “I'm going to do it,” I say, taking a deep breath. Standing, I grab my empty drink glass. No sooner do I take my first step towards him than his other friend leaves to talk to some other people, so now he’s alone at the bar.

      I can't believe my luck.

      As I walk up, I get a good look at the patch on the back of his cut.

      Mustang Mountain Riders.

      When I stand at the bar, the bartender walks over, and I order another drink. That's when he turns to look at me, so I offer a smile and ask the first thing that comes to mind.

      “So, where is Mustang Mountain?” I nod towards his back where I saw the patch.

      Before answering me, he turns and fully faces me, and that's when I get a clear view of the scar on his face. It looks like an arrow, and I let my eyes trace over it. I shift my weight, trying to ease the tingling at my core at just the sight of it. Knowing that there's quite a story behind it, I wait for him to answer me.

      “Western Montana, up by Whitefish and Glacier National Park,” he says in his rough voice. His tone sends a shiver down my spine.

      I've never been happier that Penny and Bridget insisted on each of us having our own hotel room on this trip, because I am definitely going to have to relieve some tension once we get back.

      “Oh, Glacier has been on my bucket list for years,” I smile, and my eyes go to his scar again, wanting desperately to know the story behind it.

      “Your scar looks like an arrow. That's really cool. How did you get it?” I ask before thinking. I swear it must be the alcohol making me this outgoing. Right away, I see a trace of shock on his face before he hides it.

      “My time in the military. The story isn't pretty, though,” he says, his gorgeous grey eyes with flicks of silver study me.

      I like having his eyes on me, which is something I’ve never experienced before.

      “Maybe you can take me for a ride on your bike and tell me.” I try to channel Penny and her flirting, which I've watched her do for years.

      “What's your name?” he asks as his body turns towards me. He faces me full on now.

      “Katherine, but everyone calls me Kat. What's yours?” Butterflies erupt in my stomach because it seems my flirting is working. At least he's not running scared.

      “Well, they call me Arrow, and once your pussy touches my seat, Kitty Kat, it belongs to me,” he says brazenly.

      There’s more than a hint of desire in his gravelly voice.

      I let out a gasp because I'm shocked my flirting worked, and I'm even more stunned that he wants me. My brain races, and I want nothing more than to hit pause and run over to Penny and Bridget and ask them what I should do, but I can't do that.

      While my mind is frantically trying to come up with something that one of them would say at this moment, I suddenly blurt out the one thing comes to mind. “Which one of those is your bike?” I ask with more confidence than I feel as I nod towards the bar door.

      Without moving, he looks at me and studies me carefully. It’s as if he's trying to decide if I'm serious. Then, standing, he pays for his unfinished drink, and places his hand on my lower back.

      “Do you need to let your friends know you're leaving?” he asks.

      When I look over at them, both of them have wide eyes and big smiles on their faces. They give me a thumbs up, and Bridget holds up her phone and points to it.

      I know what she means. If I need anything, I’ll call her. Before we got here, just in case something like this happened, we shared our locations.

      “I think they're okay with me leaving with you,” I say and give them what I hope is a reassuring smile as Arrow guides me out the door.

      The South Dakota heat hits me once outside, making me shade my eyes. Leading me over to his bike, he picks up the helmet and hands it to me.

      “It'll be big. I hadn't planned on having anyone else on my bike while I’m here,” he says, placing the helmet over my head. Then he helps me tighten it as best he can.

      I’m a little surprised when something possessive pops up in me, knowing that he didn’t plan to have anyone else on his bike. Then I remind myself I have no right to feel that way. He swings his leg over his bike before he turns to me and holds out his hand.







This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/aug-arrow-2.jpg
AUGUST'S RIDE &

WITH







