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Winter Travers

Chapter 1

Gambler

“I swear, woman, you need to get your ass back in that house, now!”

“And I swear, man, I don’t know how many times I need to tell you, but you are not the God damn boss of me!”

That was it. I’d had enough. I had never met a woman more infuriating than Gwen. No matter what I told her, she threw it back at me, telling me to shove it up my ass.

“The damn cat will come back. There’s no fucking point in traipsing all around the woods looking for it. It’s two fucking o’clock in the morning.” I continued following Gwen, pushing branches and brush out of the way.

“It’s not just a cat, he’s Mr. Tuna,” she shot back at me. Like that made perfect sense. Don’t even get me started on the ridiculous name she had given the cat. Half the time she called it Mr. T. Ridiculous.

“For Christ sake, Gwen, stop!” I yelled, grabbing her arm and ducked as a branch she had been holding back swung back, hitting me in the face.

She whirled around and stumbled into my arms and grabbed onto my shoulders. “I can’t stop until I find Mr. Tuna. There is nothing you can say that will make me stop looking for him.” She looked up at me, her eyes huge and doe-eyed. “That cat is all I have,” she whispered, a lone tear sliding down her cheek. Gwen looked entirely different than when she is all dolled up at the salon. She still had a rock-a-billy look to her but softened. I was shocked when she had opened the door to me tonight. The tight white shorts that barely covered her ass and tight white tank top gave me a half chubby instantly. 

Of course, as soon as she had opened her mouth and started bitching at me, my chubby friend deflated. Now with her soft, warm body pressed against me it had my chubby friend taking notice. Gwen was half a foot shorter than me, and I was always looking down into her doe eyes. Her eyes were something wet dreams were made of. She could convey so much with just her eyes. 

Right now they were leaking tears and begging me to help her.

Son of a bitch, not tears. I could handle anything but tears. “He’ll come back, doll.”

“You don’t know that. He could be lost and wandering around hurt. We need to find him,” she pleaded.

“All right, we’ll look for the damn cat, but can we please go back to the house for five minutes and put warmer clothes on?”

“Fine, but only for a minute, that’s it.” She pulled out of my arms and headed back towards the house.

Her firm ass taunted me the whole way, wagging in my face. She still had the tight shorts and tank on and managed to slip a pair of sandals on her feet as she dashed out the door after her damn cat. My boots were haphazardly pulled on my feet, the laces whipping around. Thankfully I hadn’t gotten ready for bed yet and still had jeans and a tee on.

Just as we stepped onto the porch of her house, a motorcycle pulled into her driveway and killed the engine.

“Stay here,” I grunted. I knew the only reason for Hammer to be here was not a good one.

“You lose your phone or something?” Ham called.

I patted my pocket where I usually kept my phone and felt nothing. “Shit, I left it in the house. I didn’t have time to grab it.” Just as I was getting ready for bed, Gwen had screamed bloody murder, and I hightailed it down the hall to see what the hell was going on. My only thought was to get to her and see if she needed help.

“Shits going down. You and Gwen need to get to the clubhouse now.”

“What the hell do you mean?” 

“Someone tried to fucking blow up Meg’s house tonight.”

“Holy shit,” I groaned, running my fingers through my hair. There was only one person who would try to blow up Meg’s house. The Assassins.

“Someone tried to hurt Meg?” Gwen called, panic in her voice.

“They tried, but they’re all ok. King wants everyone at the clubhouse. Lockdown.”

I nodded my head, knowing exactly what Ham meant. He cranked his bike back and headed back to town.

“We need to pack up and get to the clubhouse. Pack for at least a week, if not more,” I ordered, marching up the steps, standing one step below Gwen.

“What? Why the hell for? I don’t have anyone chasing after me. I can stay here. Plus, I’m not leaving until I find Mr. Tuna.” She propped her hands on her hips, pure attitude.

“This isn’t a fucking option, Gwen. Pack and we leave. The cat will be fine. It’s an animal; it can survive outside.”

“No way, no how. The only way I leave is if Mr. Tuna is with me.” She glared at me.

“For fucks sake, we find the cat and then we leave, deal?”

She held her hand out to me, and we shook on it. “Deal.”

“Get a can of cat food or tuna and let’s find the little shit,” I ordered. She ran into the house, the screen door slamming shut behind her.

I turned around, looking over her front yard and groaned. Of course, Gwen had to live out in the country. There wasn’t a neighbor in sight, and she was surrounded by cornfields on one side and woods on the other. This was going to take all night.

I listened, trying to hear the little shit. Gwen came banging out of the front door, and I held my hand up, telling her to stop. She covered her mouth with her hand and whispered, “Do you hear him?”

“Quiet,” I grunted. I heard the wind rushing around me, but I could also hear a soft meow. I kept listening, trying to figure out which way to go. I slowly walked around the back of the house, the meowing getting louder and louder.

Gwen was pressed to my back, one hand holding a can of tuna and the other gripping my arm. “I hear him,” she whispered.

I looked around, trying to figure out where the hell he was. Thankfully the little shit was bright white and was easy to see in the dark. He was sitting at the back door, meowing to be let in.

“Mr. Tuna!” Gwen shouted, running around me and up the short steps to the back door. “I thought we’d never find you,” she cooed, picking the cat up and cradled it to her chest. They both acted like they hadn’t seen each other in days when it had only been twenty minutes.

“You think we could continue this happy little reunion in the house while you pack a bag?”

“Don’t mind him, Mr. Tuna. He’s just a crab ass. He did help find you, though,” Gwen cooed, rubbing her forehead against the cat’s fur.

“We don’t have time for this, Gwen. We found the cat, now pack.”

“Dick,” Gwen hissed as she whizzed by me, her precious cat tucked in her arms.

I followed behind, wondering what the hell I had done to deserve the sick and twisted punishment of Gwen Lawson. Lord help me.

‘*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*

Chapter 2

Gwen

“What an ass,” I vented to Mr. T, who laid on my bed, sprawled out on the pillow licking his paws. 

I tossed my black crinoline skirt at the suitcase I had on the bed and walked back into my closet. Trying to pack when you had no idea how long you were going to be gone was hard. I needed to pack enough clothes for work and for whatever else we might do. Hopefully, Gambler would let me come back to my house to get more clothes if I needed them.

I grabbed three more skirts and four pairs of jeans and started folding everything to fit. I was going to need to bring two suitcases.

Mr. T pounced on my poofy skirt and rolled around, batting at it. I reached over, pulling him out of the tulle and cradled him to my chest. He meowed his protest of leaving the tulle cave and batted at my hand. “Don’t you be an ass, too, Mr. T,” I scolded, scratching him behind his ears. He purred, leaning into my hand, the tulle cave forgotten.

If only I could scratch Gambler behind his ear and do whatever I wanted. Right now, no matter what I said, he fought me tooth and nail about it. The same could be said of him, though. Ninety percent of the time I wanted to pop him in the nose and tell him to shove it where the sun doesn't shine.

I had never met a man that infuriated me so much. It had to do with the fact that the first time I had met him, he sauntered into my salon like he owned the place and told me what was going to happen and gave no room for argument. Ass.

“Doll, you about done? You’ve been packing for twenty minutes!” Gambler shouted through the door.

“I’ll take another twenty minutes if I damn well feel like,” I shouted back, flipping off the door. He couldn’t see me, but it was satisfying none the less. Mr. T jumped from my arms and laid back down on my pillow.

I shut the first suitcase, tossed it on the floor and pulled another one out from under my bed. Now came the hard decision, shoes. I didn’t want to leave any of my babies behind. I, Gwen Lawson, had a major shoe fetish. Heels were my utter weakness, but a cute pair of tennis shoes had been known to make me swoon a time or two.

“You got ten minutes, and we are leaving with or without all the shit you’re packing,” Gambler yelled. I heard him retreat down the hall, probably grabbing a beer from the fridge.

“Oh, hey!” I yelled, opening the door and peeked my head out. “Can you go down to the basement and grab Mr. T’s carrier? He gets a little anxious on car rides if he’s not in his carrier.”

Gambler stopped walking and shook his head. He kept his back turned to me and mumbled under his breath. All I made out of it was a six pack of beer and General Tso’s Chicken as he ran his fingers through his hair and headed in the direction of the basement.

I ducked back into my room, wondering if I should ever leave Mr. T. with Gambler. I’d be afraid I’d come home to a homemade Chinese dinner and no more Mr. T.

“You are not eating my cat!” I yelled, opening the door and dashed down the hall to the basement door that was wide open. “Did you hear me?”

The light down in the basement was dim, and all I could see was Gambler’s shadow wandering around looking for Mr. T’s pet carrier. Just as I was about to tell him where to look for it, he walked over to the stairs, the carrier in hand.

“You done packing?” he gruffed, walking up the stairs.

“No, I still need to pick out shoes.” I backed up as he neared the top of the stairs and bumped against the door.

“Easy, doll.” Gambler grabbed my arm and steadied me. My eyes connected with his and I couldn’t look away. This wasn’t the first time this had happened to me. There was something about his deep, dark brown eyes that held me captive. I had never seen a brown so hypnotizing before.

“I should go pack my shoes,” I mumbled but didn’t move.

“Put some pants on too, doll. I don’t want you going to the clubhouse looking like that.”

“What?” I asked. Looking like what? I was in my freakin’ pajamas which were just shorts and a tank top. Nothing scandalous.

“Trust me when I say this, doll. You walk into that clubhouse looking like that, I’m going to have to protect you from more than the Assassins. Every man in there who doesn’t have an ol’ lady will be all over you like white on rice.”

“I’m in my pajamas, and I don’t even have any makeup on. You’re crazy.”

Gambler moved closer, his face inches away from mine. “You think because you ain’t got makeup on that none of those guys will look at you?”

I nodded my head yes, unable to speak. Gambler’s eyes were even more captivating up close. I was speechless. Speechlessness and I did not go together. There was always something to be said. Except now.

“When those guys lay their eyes on your plump, lush ass and perfect tits hanging out of that tank top, they aren’t even going to make it to your face before they pin you against a wall and have their way with you.”

“But...what...how would you know?” I whispered. 

“Because I’ve been fighting the urge since I walked through that door tonight. You’re lucky I’m a God damn gentleman. Otherwise, I’d have you bent over that kitchen table right now.” He dropped the pet carrier at our feet and cupped my chin in his hand. “I need to know what you taste like,” he growled.

“But you hate me,” I breathed out, his lips hovering over mine.

“You got a smart mouth, doll, and I’d like to bend you over my knee for it, but I sure as hell don’t hate you.”

“Oh,” I repeat. I was speechless.

His hand caressed my cheek, his other hand loosening his grip, not forcing me to stay, but I didn’t want to move. 

He brushed his lips against mine and, as much as I’d like to deny it, I moaned as his hand delved into my hair, his lips assaulting me. He wrapped his arm around my waist and pulled me to him, our bodies flush. I wrapped my arms around his neck and held on.

I heard him growl low in his throat as he deepened the kiss, his tongue taking over my mouth, taking everything and making me want more. I was so into the kiss, I swear I could hear AC/DC playing “Highway to Hell.” Wait, “Highway to Hell” was not the song I would imagine when kissing Gambler.

I backed away, pulling my lips away from Gambler and shook my head. I didn’t hear it anymore and thought I must be going crazy. 

“Get back here, doll,” he growled, grabbing me by the neck, his lips claiming mine again. Just as I was about to get lost in Gambler again, “Highway to Hell” started playing again. “Stop,” I said, pulling away. “Your phone is going off.” 

“Ignore it.” He grabbed me by the waist, but I leaned back and pushed on his chest.

“No, that’s, at least, the second time it’s gone off. It might be important.”

Gambler stopped pulling me to him and his eyes cleared of the lust that had turned them almost black. He shook his head and let me go. I stumbled back into the kitchen, somehow missing the feel of Gambler’s arms wrapped around me. “Uh, sorry, doll. I shouldn’t have done that,” he mumbled, running his fingers through his jet black hair.

“Oh, ok,” I whispered. I reached up, my fingertips brushing against my lips. I agree it probably wasn’t the best time for Gambler to kiss me, but I definitely wouldn’t fight him if he did it again.

His phone started blaring again from the table, and we both stared at it.

“Go finish packing, we leave in ten minutes,” he ordered, the first one snapping out of the daze our kiss had put us in. 

I slowly walked back to my room, Gambler rumbling into his phone. I was almost to my room when he yelled, “Make sure you change. You’re not leaving this house looking like that.”

I halted in my tracks, and I felt my blood boil. I stomped my foot and stormed into my room, slamming the door behind me. Childish yes, but dammit did Gambler piss me off.

One minute ago I was putty in his hands, and now I was ready to rip his dick off and feed it to Mr. T. 

He wanted me to change? I’ll give him change.

*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*

Chapter 3

Gambler

One hour. 

It took her one fucking hour until she walked out of her bedroom and when she did my jaw hit the floor.

She walked out of her room looking like a nineteen fifties pin-up model. She had a low-cut black dress on that her tits were about to fall out of and swayed around her perfectly toned legs. Her hair was curled and pinned up to her head, and her makeup was perfectly applied. Don’t even get me started on her shoes. I never knew a pair of shoes could scream ‘fuck me’ like her’s did. She looked like she was ready to go out, not go to the clubhouse and go to sleep.

“I’m ready,” she murmured, smoothing her skirt down.

“The question is what exactly are you ready for?”

She puffed her chest out, and my eyes stayed glued to her chest, hopeful to get a glimpse at her tits if they popped out. “You’re a dick.”

“I’ve been called worse. Now tell me where the hell you think you are going looking like that?”

“To the clubhouse.”

I shook my head and couldn’t believe this woman. I knew she had done this just to spite me because I told her to change, but my reason for her changing was a damn good one. “This isn’t a game, Gwen. I didn’t tell you to change just to piss you off.”

She rolled her eyes at me and walked back into her room. She walked back out with a coat thrown over her shoulders and two suitcases trailing behind her. “What the fuck did you pack? We’re going to the clubhouse, not the damn jungle. You’ve probably got enough packed for a month.”

“Doubtful. The small one is just shoes.”

One of her suitcases was just shoes? Who the hell has that many shoes, let alone insists packing them. “How many pairs of shoes did you bring?”

“5 pairs of heels, 3 pairs of boots, 3 pairs of tennis shoes, and 6 pairs of flats. Oh, and three pairs of house shoes.”

Gwen had just packed twenty pairs of shoes. Motherfucking twenty. “What the hell are house shoes?”

She rolled her eyes at me again, and I was ready to lay her over my knee and let her know what I thought of her attitude. “Slippers, Gambler.” 

“Then say fucking slippers.” I grabbed the suitcases out of her hands and made my way down the hall. “You’re gonna have to drive your car. I’ll follow behind you. Just take it easy and everything should be fine.”

“This is utterly ridiculous, Gambler. I don’t even know why I’m being included in this lockdown business. No one is after me,” she sassed, walking back into her room.

“Gwen, for fucks sake, can we get the hell out of here? I’m God damn tired!” I hollered, opening the door.

“Don’t get your panties in a bunch, I just had to grab Mr. T. and my purse.” She tossed her bag at my chest, knocking the wind out of me with how heavy the fucking thing was.

“You got fucking rocks in here?” I picked her purse up off the floor and weighed it in my hand. The damn thing had to at least weigh ten pounds.

“No, dick. I have makeup and other important things in there.”


“Like what?”



“None of your damn business is what.” She crammed Mr. T. into the carrier and picked it up, the damn cat meowing in protest. “I got Mr. T., you grab the rest.”

“Leave the cat and I’ll grab him after I put this stuff in your car.” 

“I can carry something,” she insisted.

“I never said you couldn’t. Drop the cat and get your ass in the car.” I was losing all patience.

“Do you think I’m some helpless girl who can’t carry anything?” She popped her hip out and rested her hand on it. Pure fucking attitude.

“No, Gwen, I’m pretty sure you are anything but helpless, I was just trying to be God damn nice.” 

“I didn’t ask you to be nice to me!” Why the fuck was she yelling at me? I was trying to be a gentleman, and this is what it got me?

I wasn’t going to take her fucking attitude anymore. “Get your ass in that car right now. You have five seconds before I throw you over my shoulder, and we leave with what’s only on your back. No clothes, shoes, or fucking cat. You got me?”

Gwen took a step back, her face paling. I didn’t mean to yell at her but fuck me. No matter what I did, she fought me. “Four seconds,” I warned, taking a step towards her.

She squeaked as I took another step and set the cat down. She side stepped around me and dashed out the door.

I ran my fingers through my hair, wondering how the hell I was going to make it through sharing a room with this woman. 

I heard her car door slam and knew she was waiting for me. I turned off all the lights and grabbed the cat carrier. I swung the door shut behind me, flipping the lock up before it shut.

I tucked the carrier under my arm and pulled the two suitcases behind me. “Pop the trunk,” I hollered when I got to the front of her car. She drove a little Beetle that matched her to a T. It was pitch black, with blacked out wheels and tint. It wasn’t a Beetle you saw every day. Just like everything else in Gwen’s life, there was a definite edge to it.

She swung out of the car, walked around to the front and opened the trunk for me. “So you’ll let me open the trunk for you, I see.” She propped her hands on her hips and watched me toss the suitcases into the car.

“You want the cat in the front or back seat?” I asked, slamming the lid shut.

“I’m surprised you didn’t try to shove him into the trunk.”

“Front or back, doll?”

“Front,” she huffed out as she slid back into the driver’s seat and slammed the door shut.

I opened the passenger side door and set the cat down who had been meowing protests the whole time. Thank God I didn’t have to be in the same car as the little shit. I probably would have thrown it out the window halfway to town.

“All right, take it slow and drive straight to the clubhouse. I’ll be right behind you the whole time.” Gwen stared straight ahead and didn’t look at me. “You hear me?”

“Loud and clear, Gambler.”

I slammed her door shut and shook my head. She started up her car and peeled out of the driveway, kicking up dust and gravel. Her taillights disappeared down the road as I jogged over to my bike and swung a leg over it. I cranked it up, thankful I had packed up my bag and put it in my saddlebags before.

I gunned it out of her driveway and drove like a bat out of hell trying to catch up with her. I caught up with her, the glow of her red taillights ten car lengths ahead of me. I honestly had no idea what the hell I was going to do with her. I knew I wanted to know what her heavenly body felt like underneath mine, but I didn’t know if I would live through all the sass and attitude she threw at me all the time. I wasn’t lying when I said I wanted to put her over my knee and spank the sass right out of her.

She rolled through the stop sign at the end of the road and squealed her tires, heading into town. Never mind me telling her to take it slow and make sure I’m behind her. I pulled through the stop sign, too, making sure no one was coming and rocketed after Gwen. 

Gwen had just made up my mind what I was going to do with her. I had never met a woman before who could resist me. Be it a friend or lover, I could always win them over. After the kiss we had shared, I knew there was more to Gwen than what she showed. She came off as kick ass and tough, but I knew underneath all the rockabilly attitude, there was a woman I wanted to get to know.

And whether Gwen liked it or not, I was going to see what she was trying too hard to keep away from me.

*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*

Chapter 4

Gwen

I was tired. Like, drained. 

When we had finally made it to the clubhouse, only King, Troy, and Rigid were awake. Gambler had dropped my bags by the door and had told me he would be right back. That was forty-five minutes ago, and my eyelids were heavy and my eyes scratchy. I was edging past tried, falling into exhaustion.

I was sprawled out on the couch with the T.V. muted, a late night infomercial playing. My whole plan of getting all dressed up and strutting into the clubhouse had been foiled by the fact the only guys who had seen my entrance were all in a relationship and had eyes only for their women. 

“Let’s go, doll. I’m dead on my feet.”

I looked over the back of the couch and saw Gambler standing at the edge of the living room. “It’s about time.”

“Save the sass for the morning, doll. I don’t have it in me to deal with it right now. I’ve been going since five o’clock yesterday morning.”

“Ew, what an ungodly time to wake up,” I groaned, standing up and pulling my two suitcases behind me.

Gambler grabbed one out of my hand and headed down the hall. “I had a bunch of shit to deal with over at the body shop.”

We came to the end of the hall and took a left, passing three doors before he pulled his keys out of his pocket and opened the fourth door.

“It ain’t much but it’s mine,” Gambler mumbled, pushing the door open.

I walked in, as he reached in and flicked the light switch on. He wasn’t kidding when he said it wasn’t much. There was a bed directly in front of me with a huge T.V. hanging on the wall to the left of the door. There was a dresser and a desk to the right and a closed door next to the bed. “Simplistic.”

“Is that the nice way of saying boring?” Gambler laughed, pulling my suitcases in and setting Mr. T’s cage on the bed. I pushed the door shut and walked over to Mr. T, who was meowing like crazy. He had dozed in his cage while I waited for Gambler, but he was wide awake now.

“It’s not boring, just simple.” I pulled Mr. T out of his cage and set him on the bed. He cautiously walked around the bed, his eyes round and big, wondering where the hell we were.

“Call it whatever you want, doll. I’m gonna hit the head, I’m ready for bed.” 

I looked around wondering where the hell Gambler was going to sleep. “Um, where exactly are you sleeping?” I asked as he opened the bathroom door.

He turned around and looked at me, a grin spreading across his lips. “Right there, doll.” He pointed to the bed, and my stomach dropped. Shit.

“OK, so where am I going to sleep?”

“Well,” he grabbed the hem of his shirt and pulled it over his head and tossed it on the floor. “Right now your only options are the bed or the floor.”

“This place is huge, there has to be another bed that I can sleep in.”

“They’re all full, doll. That is unless you want to share a bed with Hammer. I’m sure he won’t mind you sneaking into his bed with him.”

“I don’t want to sleep with anyone, especially not Hammer. Can’t you sleep on the floor, I thought you were a gentleman.” I crossed my arms over my chest, unwilling to sleep with anyone. “Or, you can go and sleep with Hammer.”

“Dream on, doll. My ass is going to be in that bed in less than two minutes. So you need to decide where the hell your head is going to lay tonight.” He turned around, walked into the bathroom and swung the door shut behind him.

Shit. Fuck. Shit. I didn’t want to sleep with Gambler tonight. Gah, why were the gods against me tonight? First, I couldn’t control myself when Gambler kissed me, and now I was being forced to sleep with him. Not at all how I had planned my night going. I heard the toilet flush and the water turn on. I only had probably thirty seconds before Gambler walked in shirtless and possibly with no pants on.

I grabbed the empty pet carrier and set it next to the desk. I pulled my suitcase onto the bed and rummaged through it, trying to find my pajamas. I was going to have to sleep with Gambler. There was really no way around it. As much as I wanted to make him sleep on the floor, I knew I couldn’t do that to him.

With my pajamas and makeup bag in hand, I stood at the bathroom door waiting for him to come out. I bent over, tucking my clothes under my arm and slid my heels off. Just as I got the second one off, Gambler walked out of the bathroom, my head level with his crotch. Just lovely.

“That’s one way to greet someone when they walk out of the bathroom,” he chuckled.

I stood up, almost smashing my head into his leg, and stood face to face with him. Well, it wasn’t exactly face to face. It was more face to chest. Without my heels on I was much shorter than Gambler. “I was taking my shoes off.”

“Sure,” Gambler said, walking around me, “keep telling yourself that, doll.”

I stormed into the bathroom and slammed the door shut behind me. Fuck he was an infuriating man. I dropped my makeup bag on the side of the sink and looked in the mirror. My hair was still perfectly pinned and my makeup perfect, but I felt like I had been run over by a Mac truck. I grabbed a makeup wipe out of my bag and started erasing my hour worth of hard work.

After all my makeup was off, I unpinned my hair, dropping the discarded bobby pins into my makeup, a couple missing their target when I threw them, but I didn’t pick up. Hopefully Gambler steps on them and wonders where the hell they came from.

I brushed out my hair, feeling the sleek smoothness under my fingers and grabbed my clothes off the back of the toilet.

I didn’t really have conventional pajamas. Most of the time it was an old vintage tee and booty shorts. When Gambler had unexpectedly come over tonight, I was already dressed for bed, and he got a glimpse of my shortest booty shorts. Hell, he saw me in them the whole time. His eyes flared when his gaze ran up and down my body. I knew what I was working with and how to flaunt it. I had a nice rack, thick thighs, and a nice ass. I had to say I think Gambler agreed. I had just recently dyed my hair a deep midnight blue that every time the sun or light hit it just right the dark blue shined.

I stepped out of my dress and hung it over the shower rod, deciding I would hang it up in the morning. As I slipped on my tee and shorts, my long day really hit me, and I felt like I was ready to fall over. After tossing my hair up in a messy knot on the top of my head, I turned off the light and opened the door to pitch dark.

“About time,” I heard grumbled from the darkness.

“I was in there for ten minutes.” If Gambler was grumbling about ten minutes, he was going to shit a brick when he saw how long it took me to get ready in the morning. “Why did you turn off the lights? I can’t even see my hand in front of my face.”

“Jesus,” he mumbled. I heard him reach around, and then his phone lit up the room. “Get your ass in bed, doll.”

“Where’s Mr. T.?” I asked, looking around the floor for him.

“His fluffy ass is under the covers, purring like there’s no tomorrow.” 

“You let him under the covers?” I was utterly shocked. From what I had seen of Gambler and Mr. T together, they weren’t fans of each other

“He didn’t really give me much choice. As soon as I pulled the covers back, he sprang up on the bed and burrowed to the bottom of the bed.”

I walked to the bed and pulled the covers back, Mr. T staring back at me. “Hey pretty man,” I cooed.

“Jesus Christ, you did not just call the cat pretty man.”

My eyes snapped to Gambler, “He’s my cat, I’ll call him whatever I want.”

“You know what, I think we just need to stop talking to each other altogether. Although I’m sure you’d get pissed at me for breathing too loud then.”

He was probably right. “You do breathe too loud.”

Gambler rolled his eyes and shut the light off on his phone. “Sleep, now,” he ordered.

I slipped under the warm comforter, laying on my side and Mr. T crawled to my bent knees and cuddled into me. I was facing Gambler but couldn’t see him. “Why is it so dark in here?”

“Because it’s night time, doll. That’s what happens.”

“I know that, dick. I meant why don’t you have a night light on?”

“Do I look like a fucking five-year-old who needs a night light, doll?”

“No, it’s just that I typically need some kind of light on to sleep.” I always left a light on in my living room, plus I had a night light in the hallway and my bedroom. I may come off as a badass, but I still had stupid, irrational fears. Darkness was one of them.

“I know, whenever I slept at your house after you feel asleep I had to turn off all the God damn lights just to get some rest.”

“Hey! You can’t turn off my lights.” 

“Gwen.”

“What?”

“Can we finish this argument in the morning? When I said I was exhausted, I meant it.” I could hear how tired he was, and I felt bad that I was keeping him awake.

“Yeah, I’m sorry,” I whispered.

“Nothing to be sorry for, doll. I just need some sleep. I’m sure you do, too.”

I opened my mouth to argue with him that I wasn’t tired, but I stopped and realized I was tired too. What the hell was wrong with me? He was right, every time he said something to me I had to disagree with him, even if I was wrong. “Night, Gambler,” I whispered.

“Night, doll.” He rolled over, his back to me and his breathing evens out within minutes, and I knew he was asleep.

Mr. T was purring contently cuddled up to me, and I closed my eyes. Maybe I was ridiculous with Gambler. He never really did anything to me to warrant the attitude I threw at him all the time. He just drove me crazy. He was always telling me what to do. I think what really drove me crazy was he only told me what to do because he was trying to be nice.

I never had anyone who told me what to do who had my best interest at heart. I sighed, wondering what the hell was wrong with me. I finally had a guy who tried to be nice and treat me right and what did I do? Call him a dick all the time. 

“Do I have to turn on the goddamn bathroom light so you will stop huffing and puffing over there?” Gambler growled.

“I thought you were sleeping?” I whispered. I didn’t mean to wake him up. 

“I’m not.” Jeez, he sounded annoyed. “You want the light on or not?”

Um, I totally wanted the light on, but I didn’t want Gambler to go out of his way to make me happy. I decided not to say anything and prayed he would go back to sleep, and I would try to get a handle on my sighing.

Gambler whipped the cover back, scaring both Mr. T. and me, got out of bed and stalked over to the bathroom. The light flicked on, illuminating half the room. I turned over, catching a glimpse of his back that was heavily tattooed, as he pulled the door almost shut, leaving it open a crack. It was perfect. It didn’t light up the whole room, but it helped to make the room not so dark.

He stomped back over to his side of the bed and slid back under the covers, tossing them over us. “Sleep,” he growled.

Mr. T cuddled back up to me and was purring within seconds. I tucked my hands under my cheek and closed my eyes. I was out in minutes.

*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*

Gambler

I heard light snoring and thanked God she was finally asleep. Gwen was always going a mile a minute, even while lying in bed trying to go to sleep. I could hear all the thoughts swirling around in her head before I turned on the bathroom light. 

I was amazed she didn’t put up more of a fight when I told her that she would have to sleep with me. I’m sure if she actually would have put up a fuss I could have found somewhere else to sleep, but I wasn’t going to let her know that.

Turning over, I saw her beautiful face that was always throwing sass at me, finally relaxed and looked peaceful. Two weeks ago she had dyed her hair dark blue and somehow pulled it off. I had never met someone like her before that was always changing something about the way they look. Whether it was her hair, nails, makeup or clothes, you never knew what Gwen was going to look like every morning. 

The only time I saw her not all gussied up was right before she went to bed or right when she woke up. She didn’t stay relaxed and casual for long. Her clothes were some kind of armor for her. What she was protecting herself from I had no clue.

She talked about her aunt often, telling me she was the whole reason she had moved to Rockton. I didn’t know much except her aunt had raised Gwen and her sister, and she felt it was her job to take care of her now. The aunt had a stroke two months ago and was just recently getting back to normal. I had yet to meet her, but I knew it was only a matter of time that I would be able to.

Gwen went to see her, at least, three times a week, and I would be going with her this week since King wanted someone with each of the girls at all times. 

She rolled over in her sleep, cuddling into me, resting her head on my shoulder. She sighed contently and continued to snore. I wrapped my arm around her, pulling her to me and kissed her on the top of her head.

I know I had told her after our kiss that it was a mistake, but I was wrong. Kissing her was probably one of the best choices I had made in a while.

She tossed her arm over my stomach, and I wondered what the tough chick who fought me at every turn would think about the sleepy, sweet Gwen, who was curled to me, sleeping peacefully.

I closed my eyes, willing sleep to come and pushing all thoughts of Gwen’s soft, sexy body pressed against me out of my mind.

It took a long fucking time to fall asleep.

*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*

Chapter 5

Gwen

“Holy shit, did you have to drug her to sleep in the same bed as you?”

“No, I just knocked her over the head and had my way with her.”

“Ah, nice.”

What the hell was I listening to? I cracked one eye open and looked right into Mr. T’s eyes. He let out an ‘I’m hungry’ meow and batted his paw at me.

“I got some shit to take care of. You think you can hang out with Gwen for an hour or so?” Gambler asked, his footsteps sounding like they were headed out the door.

“Yeah, Troy and I were going to grab some lunch. I’m sure Gwen will want to come with us.” My brain unfogged a bit and realized Gambler was talking to Marley.

“Thanks. Just stay with Troy and don’t let her out of your sight.” The door slammed shut, and there was quiet.

“I know you’re awake, bitch.”

Shit, I didn’t think I moved at all. How the hell did she know I was awake? I had every intention of faking sleep so Marley would go away, and then I could actually go back to sleep. “It’s all a figment of your imagination,” I chanted, waving my arm back and forth.

“Hmm, so you sleeping with Gambler last night is also part of this figment of my imagination, too?” Marley grabbed the covers and pulled them off and tossed them on the floor.

“Yes, you’re sleep walking. Go back to sleep, Marley, you’re drunk.”

Marley tossed her head back giggling and jumped on the bed. “How did I go from sleep walking to drunk?”

“Drunk sleepwalking. That explains it all. Now leave me, I need my beauty sleep.” I grabbed Mr. T and cuddled him to me, burying my face in his fur.

“It’s almost noon. You need to get your ass up and go to lunch with Troy and me. Plus, I need to fill you in on everything that happened with Troy last night.”

“From the sounds of it, I would say things went well with Troy last night if that silly smile on your face is any indication.”

“Oh, things went way more than well.” Marley laid down next to me, grabbing Gambler’s pillow and crammed it under her head. “Hmm, Gambler smells good,” she said, burying her face in the soft pillow.

“I wouldn’t know,” I mumbled, lying. I totally knew how good Gambler smelled. I had woken up a couple of hours ago, surprised that I was wrapped around Gambler, my head resting on his bare chest.

“I bet you don’t know,” Marley laughed, tossing the pillow at me. “Up. Now.” Marley rolled off the bed and stood up, straightening her clothes.

“You are such a bitch.”

“No, I’m not. You’re just pissed I walked in on you sleeping with Gambler.”

“Whatever. You think we can swing by the shop after lunch?” I asked, running my fingers through my hair.

“Oh, I know that look!” Marley exclaimed, pointing her finger at me.

“What? What look?” What the hell was she talking about? 

“The same look you got the last time you changed your hair. What are we going to do this time?” Marley clapped her hands, a smile lighting up her face.

“Um, maybe highlights?”

“Blonde?”

“Eh, been there.”

“Blood red?” I could tell Marley was getting more and more excited with each guess.

“Nope.”

“Purple? I don’t know how well that will show up with the midnight blue you have right now.” Marley bit her lip, studying my hair.

“I’ve done purple so many times. No purple.”

“I give. Tell me,” she ordered, propping her hands on her hips.

I grabbed a strand of hair and twirled it around my finger. I knew as soon as I say it, Marley was going to flip. I had been needing a change but didn’t know what I wanted to do. It had just popped into my head, and I knew it was exactly what I needed. “Orange.”

Marley’s jaw dropped, and I knew I had shocked her. “Wow. Like all over?”

“Kind of like peek-a-boo. Here and there, mostly underneath.” I ran my fingers through my hair, feathering it out.

“Holy shit, I’m excited! Get up, let’s go! I’d say let’s skip lunch, but I know Troy is starving. You get dressed, I’m gonna go check on Meg.” Marley dashed from the room, not waiting for a response.

I stretched out, Mr. T meowing in protest. I stood up, pulling my hair up into a messy knot on the top of my head and looked around the room.

It was just as plain as I thought it was last night, you couldn’t even tell whose room it was. Right now it looked like I lived here, not Gambler. All of my crap was spread out on the bathroom sink, and my top suitcase was open, clothes hanging out of it.

Gambler really was a mystery to me. All I knew about him was the little he had told me and what I had picked up from being around him.

I grabbed my suitcase and threw it on the bed and unzipped it, clothes busting out of it. I really did have a shoe and clothing addiction. I couldn’t help it. It was unbelievable what a fabulous pair of shoes paired with the perfect skirt could do to boost your mood.

I grabbed my cropped jeans, white button down shirt and a red bandana to tie my hair back with. 

As I slipped on the jeans and shirt, I felt like I was channeling Rosie the Riveter from those magazine ads from the fifties. I grabbed a black pair of flats and slid my feet into them.

After fifteen minutes of quick swiping on eyeshadow and lip gloss, I tied my hair back with the bandana and grimaced. I had puffy bags under my eyes, and I just looked tired. I may have gotten seven hours of sleep, but you sure couldn’t tell by looking at me.

I flipped the bathroom light off and grabbed my purse as I walked past Mr. T, who was sprawled out on top of the bed and gave him a quick pat on the head.

I quick set up his kitty litter, cursing myself for not doing it earlier. I’m surprised Mr. T wasn’t crossing his legs, giving me the evil eye.

“Hey, you ready?” Marley asked, sticking her head in the room.

“Yeah, I just had to get Mr. T. all set up.” I grabbed my purse, hitching it up on my shoulder and slipped out the door, making sure it was shut behind me.

“Troy’s waiting in the truck. I told him after lunch we were headed to the salon.”

“I’m sure he was excited about that,” I laughed, following Marley down the long hall and into the common room.

“Ha, you’re right. I told him I would make it up to him later.” Marley glanced back at me, winking.

No one was in the large common room, only the TV playing quietly, as we walked past. I had never seen this part of the clubhouse without someone in it. “Where is everyone?”

“The guys are in church, and Meg and Cyn are in Lo’s room watching TV. I think Ethel is in the kitchen.”

“Did you want to see if Cyn and Meg wanted to come?’ 

“I did. They said next time. They were in the middle of Dirty Dancing and said they weren’t moving until the end.”

We walked out the front door, straight into Troy’s truck that he had idling smack dab in front of the front door.

“Door to door service, ladies,” Troy smirked as Marley climbed in, placing a kiss on Troy’s cheek.

“Well, aren’t you just a gentleman.” I hoisted myself up into the jacked up truck and slammed the door shut. “Think your truck is high enough?” I asked, buckling my seat belt.

“Women like big hair, men like big trucks.” Troy winked at me over Marley’s head and laughed.

“I think big hair went out in the eighties,” Marley snickered. 

“Yeah, well, big trucks sure as hell didn’t.” Troy pulled out of the parking lot and headed to the diner across town.

By the time we had pulled into the parking lot of the restaurant, my stomach was growling with hunger, and I was ready to eat an elephant. 

First, on my to-do list was to order the biggest stack of pancakes ever, devour them, and then head to the salon to give into the change I needed so badly. I was feeling restless and had no idea why. 

Hopefully, it only had to do with my hair and not about a tall, handsome man who was taking up too much of my time. 

*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*

Chapter 6

Gambler

I hated the way it smelled here. It felt like death was hanging overhead, the stench of lives lost surrounding me.

The grave was overgrown when I had shown up, and I immediately trimmed away the grass and brushed off the loose leaves and debris that always seemed to gather around the headstone.

I hated coming here, but it also was something I had to do. It had been almost a month since I had come here and it was eating me alive that I had waited so long.

My fingertips grazed over the name engraved on the cold stone, tracing the name of one of the first women I had ever loved.

Evelyn Margret Holmes

1984-2009

She was only twenty-five when she had left too soon. I still remember that day like it was yesterday. 

“Sorry, I haven’t been by in a while, Evie. Things have been crazy at the clubhouse.” I paused, expecting an answer, knowing I wouldn’t get one. “I talked to mom the other day. She said she came out to see you last week. From the looks of the grass, it must have been a quick stop to see you.”

I glanced around, seeing the undertaker’s blue truck enter the far gate and slowly pass by. He raised his hand in hello but didn’t stop. “I’ll have to talk to Bernie and let him know he needs to take better care when he mows. Although the snow will be flying soon.”

I ran my fingers through my hair, trying to find more to say. “I told you King met someone, right? Well, now Rigid fell in love with Meg’s best friend, Cyn. Gravel finally hooked up with Ethel and Gravel’s daughter moved back into town. She works at a salon and started dating Meg’s other best friend. Somehow her boss got mixed up in all the shit swirling around the club, and now I’m supposed to keep an eye on her. Her name is Gwen. You’d really like her. She’s got a style all her own just like you did.”

Maybe that was why I was so drawn to Gwen but pushed her away at the same time. She reminded me so much of Evie when she was alive. Evie was always the life of the party, making friends with everyone. She always wore the craziest clothes, but always made them look good. I never thought I would meet someone like Evie again, and then I met Gwen.

The wind picked up, sending a chill with it that made me pull my coat tight around me. It was definitely fall now. The leaves were changing colors and the days were getting shorter. “I hope you’re happy wherever you are, Evie. I miss you every day.” My words floated away, silence the only response.

I grabbed the shears I always brought with me and headed back to my bike, sticking them into my saddlebag. I didn’t know the next time I would find time to come out and talk to Evie, but I knew it would be soon. I never could stay away from her for too long.

As I swung my leg over the bike, my phone dinged, a message coming through.

I swiped the screen and brought up the text Troy had just sent me. At the salon. You might want to get here when you can.

Why the hell would I need to get to the salon? I had asked Troy to keep an eye on Gwen for me while I went to church and then headed out here. I had already been gone three hours and wouldn’t be back for another hour. 

Be back in an hour. I’ll meet you at the salon. I pocketed my phone, not waiting for a response and cranked up my bike. I glanced one last time at Evie’s grave, wishing things could be different but knew things had happened the way they did for a reason.

Evie was meant to be in my life for only a short time, but it was some of the best moments of my life.

I roared out of the cemetery, leaving Evie behind, headed for the woman who was so much like Evie, but not. When I had lost Evie, I had almost died. I had never known a loss like that before, and her death had left a gaping hole in my heart. I hoped I never felt that again. I knew the only way to never feel that again was to never love again. I had been doing a pretty damn good job of it these past seven years, but I had a feeling Gwen was going to have something different to say about my heart being closed off. She might be the one person who could make me love again. Hopefully, I would make it out alive this time again. With only knowing Gwen a short time, I knew she could be the one thing to bring me to my knees and make me beg for mercy.

*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’

Chapter 7

Gwen

“Holy shit, you look hot. I wanna do that. Can I do that?” Marley rambled to Troy.

“Do whatever you want, sunshine. Although you and Gwen might look like twins if you do orange like her.”

“I’m down with that. Gwen is a sexy Rosie the Riveter.”

I busted out laughing, assuming my attempt to look like Rosie had been accomplished this morning. “I’m gonna run to the bathroom quickly and then we can head out.”

“Okay. I’m gonna grab the color book and figure out what color I want to go with,” Marley mumbled, walking over to the front desk and started digging through the pile of binders I had stacked on the bottom shelf.

I slipped into the bathroom, lightly shutting the door behind me and looked in the mirror.

I had done it. I had put peek-a-boo orange in my hair, and it looked sick. After Marley had dyed it, she had blown it out and curled it, making the orange strands stand out.

She had put it half up and then folded my bandana, knotting it, on the top of my head, to hold my hair back. The orange popped out against the black of my hair, and I freakin’ loved it. It was exactly what I needed.

I fluffed my hair, glancing one last time in the mirror and headed back out to Marley and Troy. “Do you think we could swing by the store and pick up some-” I stopped mid-sentence when I saw Gambler standing where Marley and Troy were. When the hell did he get here?

“We can go wherever you want, doll. You’re on the back of my bike now.” Gambler was leaning against the front desk, his arms crossed over his chest as his eyes roamed up my body.

Thank goodness I had taken the time to get ready today and not just slap on some yoga pants and call it good. “Marley and Troy can take me where I need to go. They were the ones who brought me here.”

“I know who brought you here, doll. I’ve known where you’ve been all day.”

“How the hell have you known that? I haven’t seen you all day.” I crossed my arms over my chest, annoyance rolling off of me.

“Text.” Son of a bitch. Troy had probably been sending Gambler messages all day about what we were doing.

“Hmph, whatever. So you get to know where I am at all times, but you can disappear for hours without anyone knowing where you are?”

“The people who needed to know knew where I was.”

“Apparently, I was not one of the ones who needed to know where you were.” I have no idea why that bothered me so much, but it did.

“No, doll. I had some things to take care of. That’s all you need to know.”

“Hardly seems fair.”

“Not much in life is fair. You done playing with your hair?”

Playing with my hair? What an ass. What I did with hair was way more than playing. I doubt Gambler could even do a simple braid. I turned hair into works of art. “Is that what you think I do, play with hair?”

Gambler held his hands up, knowing he was treading on delicate ground. “I didn’t mean anything by it.”

“Yeah, well, my playing with my hair pays the bills and keeps the lights on.”

Gambler walked towards me, the tip of his boots touching the tips of my flats. He reached up, grabbing a strand of orange hair and twirled it around his finger. “Orange?”

Gah, why did he have to get so close? I could smell his cologne float around me, distracting me from the fact I was mad at him five seconds ago. “Yes, orange.”

“You know you picked my favorite color, doll?”

I did? Oh shit. I had seen the tank on his bike a week ago and noticed how it was a burnt orange that I loved, but I didn’t know it was his favorite color. “It’s just a color I picked out.” Lie, lie, lie, Gwen. I felt my face heat, hoping Gambler wouldn’t see through my lie.

“Hmm, I guess I’ll give you that one for right now.” He leaned down as I looked up and our eyes locked. “My favorite color or not, doll, you look like a smokin’ hot fifties pin-up model.”

“Rockabilly,” I whispered.

“What, doll?”

“The way I dress, it’s called Rockabilly.” Not a lot of people knew what that was, especially people in Rockton. When I had moved here to live by my aunt, I had shocked the town. I loved the era of the fifties and the way I dressed reflected that. I wasn’t a true rockabilly because I just couldn’t get into the music from the forties and fifties. I liked it, but I tended to lean more toward more modern music.

“Well, whatever the fuck it’s called, I like it. Especially on you.” 

“Thank you,” I whimpered as his arms snaked around me. This was not good. Not good at all. Being wrapped up in Gambler’s arms made me forget my own name, let alone the fact this man drove me crazy with every word that came out of his mouth.

He stroked my back, and I relaxed into his arms and held onto his biceps. “You hungry, doll?”

Hungry? Was I hungry? I had no freakin’ clue. All I knew was I wanted to feel Gambler’s lips on mine again. “Um, I don’t know.”

“You don’t know if you’re hungry?” Gambler smirked. 

Sweet Jesus, I needed to pull it together. I had been in the arms of men before and able to keep it together. What the hell was it about Gambler that made me lose it? “Yes, I’m hungry,” I said, clearing my throat and tried to step back from Gambler.

His arms tightened around me, and he pulled me closer. “Not so fast, doll.” He leaned down, his lips a breath away.

“What are we doing, Gambler?”

“Right now?”

I nodded my head yes, unable to form another sentence.

His eyes searched my face, and I saw something change. “Nothing, we’re doing nothing.” Gambler pulled away and turned his back to me. He hung his head down and ran his fingers through his hair.

I stumbled backward, not expecting the change in him. I brushed my fingertips against my lips, wishing he would have let go and kissed me.

This was for the best. Getting tangled up with Gambler was a dead end street that was only going to end up in heartache.

“I’ll just grab my purse and then we can go get something to eat,” I mumbled, walking into the small back room, not waiting for Gambler to answer.

I grabbed my purse and leaned against the small counter, tilting my head back. What the hell was I doing? Was I really wishing for Gambler to kiss me? 

The last time I had given in to what my body had wanted, it had started out fantastic, but then crashed and burned. I couldn’t go through what I had gone through before. I had told myself after Matt that I would never fall for another man who would just break my heart.

I couldn’t let Gambler in. I was still broken from the last time.

*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*

Chapter 8

Gambler

Son of a bitch. 

God dammit that woman got under my skin in a second and made me forget everything I had been telling myself.

As soon as I had seen her, all I wanted to do was pin her to the wall and take everything she had to offer. Her soft, warm body in my arms almost tipped me over the edge.

She mumbled something about grabbing her purse, but I couldn’t even turn around to look at her. I needed to get control. I didn’t want to need Gwen the way I did. I didn’t want the attraction that made me search her out in a crowded room. I just wanted my life to go back to the way it was before Gwen had barged in and started throwing her sass all over and making my body beg for her.

I’d take her to get something to eat and then head back to the clubhouse where there was always someone around, and it would keep me from putting my hands on her.

“I’m ready,” she chirped from behind me, apparently not as affected as I was.

I rubbed my hands down my face and tried to pull my head out of my ass and get it together. “Where do you feel like eating?” I asked, turning around to look at her. She really did look like a fifties pin-up goddess.

“Why don’t we get pizza and take it back to the clubhouse. I’m sure everyone else is hungry.”

“Sounds like a plan, doll, but we’re going to have to get it delivered. I don’t think we can carry ten pizzas on my bike,” I laughed.

“Oh, that’s right. Well, then we might as well head back to the clubhouse, and then we can see what everyone wants.” She walked towards the front door, making sure everything was turned off and stood by the door waiting for me. “You coming?” she asked, cocking her head to the side, smiling at me.

I shook my head, trying to get the image of her swinging hips as she walked out of my head and grabbed my keys out of my pocket as I walked by her. I slipped out the door, waiting for her to shut and lock it and then walked over to my bike.

“Ever been on a motorcycle?” I grabbed the helmet I had in the saddlebag and handed it to her.

“This is going to give me helmet hair,” she complained, handing it back to me.

“I don’t give a shit about the fact it’s going to wreck your hair. All I care about is that it’s going to protect your head in case we crash.” I grabbed it from her and set it on her head, snapping the strap shut.

“You don’t have to be such a dick,” she sassed at me as she adjusted the helmet, trying to fix her hair.

“I’m keeping you safe. If that means I'm a dick, I'm okay with that.” I swung my leg over the motorcycle and waited for her to climb on.

“Um,” she said, tapping me on the shoulder, “I haven’t been on a motorcycle in a long time.”

“Swing your leg over and hold on,” I smirked, looking over my shoulder at her.

“I’m sure there’s more to it than that. If we crash, it’s your fault, not mine. I told you it’s been awhile.” She swung her leg over, kicking me in the side and finally sat down behind me.

“Next time try it without kicking me,” I laughed, cranking up the bike.

“You know what, I can totally call Marley to come and pick me up.” Gwen sat back from me. I looked over my shoulder and saw her with her arms crossed over her chest glaring at me.

“You’re my responsibility, doll. Not Troy’s. Where I go, you go. End of story.” I yelled over the roar of the engine. I reached back, grabbing her arms and wrapped them around my waist. “Hold on!” I grabbed the handlebars and pulled onto the street. Gwen’s arms tightened around me, and I knew she wasn’t going to let go until the bike stopped, no matter how pissed off at me she was.

“You’re still a dick,” she yelled in my ear. I gunned the throttle making Gwen yelp in surprise and wrap her arms around me even tighter.

Good, maybe if she thought I was a dick she would swing those hips at someone else, and I could go back to the way things were before I walked into her salon and she tipped my world on its side. 

*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*

Gwen

Hold on. Jesus Christ. I was holding on alright. I had the strangest feeling that I was seconds away from death and having the best time of my life. I glanced down, the pavement speeding past underneath us, the white line a blur.

I had never been on a motorcycle before, but not for a lack of trying. I begged my aunt for two years to get a motorcycle when I was sixteen, but she had solidly refused. She told me when I was eighteen I could get a motorcycle with my own money. Well, eighteen hit and as much as I wanted a bike, the money was never there to get one. Plus, living in Illinois meant I would still have to buy a car for the winter months, so it just made sense to only have a car since I couldn’t afford both. Holding on for my life was either curing the need for a motorcycle or feeding the urge. The jury was still out.

Gambler drove like the bike was an extension of his body. He maneuvered the curves with ease, rolling to stops and then rocketing off. We were only five minutes away from the clubhouse, but Gambler took the long way, basically driving to the other side of town and then to the clubhouse.

“Um, I think there might be a quicker way to get to the clubhouse than the one you just took,” I said, clambering off the bike and unsnapping the helmet. I took it off, shoving it into Gambler’s hands.

“Eh, felt like going for a ride, doll.” He shrugged, hanging the helmet from the handlebars.

“No, you wanted to see how many times you could make me shriek.” 

Gambler leaned in, his lips inches away from mine. “I admit nothing, doll. Just felt like going for a ride.”

“You’re a dick,” I spat back.

“So you keep saying, but I doubt you have anything to back that up.”

“Dick.”

“Doll.”

“I hate you.” Ugh, this man was turning me into a pissed off five-year-old. 

“No, you don’t. You just hate the fact that I was right, and I was only trying to keep you safe. You’re on the back of my bike, you wear a helmet. King, Rigid, and Gravel have the same rule for when their ol’ ladies are on the back of their bikes.”

“I’m not you’re ol’ lady. Ever.”

“I never said you were.”

“Ahh, I fucking hate you!” I stomped off, pissed that Gambler could evoke such a strong response out of me. I could barely remember the reason I was so pissed at him. I ripped open the door to the clubhouse and walked over to the couch where Cyn and Meg were sitting.

“Love the hair!” Meg gushed, pulling me out of my pissed off mood.

“Thanks, I needed a change.” I fluffed my hair, running my fingers through it.  

“Told you it was killer,” Marley said, walking out of the kitchen.

“Thanks for leaving me with dickhead, Marley.” I crossed my arms over my chest.

“Hey,” Marley held her hands up, “I tried to stay, but Troy told me we had to go. Plus, it’s Gambler. Not like I left you with the some stranger.” 

“No, not a stranger, but definitely a dick.”

“Look, I’m sorry. I figured things were cool with you two since I found you in his bed this morning.” Marley plopped down in the recliner and popped open the footrest.

“What? What the hell did I miss?” Cyn asked, looking between Marley and me.

“Shit, I totally forgot to tell you guys. I caught Gwen and Gambler in bed this morning.”

“Damn girl, you work fast. Not as fast as Marley though,” Meg laughed.

“Bitch,” Marley yelled, throwing a pillow at Meg.

“First and last one-night stand, night, sunshine?” Troy bragged, walking out of the kitchen, his mouth full.

“Damn straight,” Marley laughed. Troy fell into the recliner next to Marley, tossing his arm around her.

“Look, I need help. Meg, do you think that you could talk to King and try to see if there is someone else who can watch me until this, this ... whatever the hell is going on is over.” I waved my arms around, not knowing what the hell to call what all this going on was. I knew the bare facts; that the Assassins were after the Knights for some bullshit reason, and now everyone was in danger until they figured out what the hell to do.

“I can ask, but I don’t think it’s going to help. Lo likes to keep club business away from me. Although the club business tried to blow up my house last night, so maybe he might listen to me.”

“Please, Meg. You can make that man do anything you want. Flash him some boob and he’ll be putty in your hands. I’m begging you. If I have to spend any more time with Gambler, I will not be held responsible for my actions.” 

“All right. I’ll see what I can do tonight. You’ll have to deal with him till I talk to Lo.”

I glanced over my shoulder at Gambler, who had just walked in the front door. God dammit, why the hell did the man have to look so good? His jeans were molded to his legs, and his t-shirt was just tight enough to remind me what he looked like shirtless, it made me want to walk over and rip it off. This man was fucking with my head, and it was driving me crazy. 

One more day. I could totally handle being around him for one more day without throwing myself at him.

He crooked his finger for me to come over and I rolled my eyes. What the hell did the man want now?

“What?” I asked, walking over to him.

He reached into his back pocket and grabbed his wallet. “Find out what everyone wants and order pizza.” I glanced down as he opened his wallet and my eyes bugged out at the wad of cash he thumbed through. He handed me five twenties and shoved his wallet back in his pocket.

“I need one hundred dollars for pizza?” I asked, shocked, grabbing the money.

“You need more, come find me before the guy gets here and let me know.”

“Um, I don’t think I’ll need any more money.” I folded the money up and put it in my pocket. “Can’t I just order a bunch of different pizzas and let them go at it?”

“Whatever you want, doll. Just make sure you get one with everything on it and make sure I get a piece.” Gambler winked at me and headed down the hall to the bedrooms.

“Did I hear pizza?” Marley asked, walking up to me.

“Um, yeah,” I mumbled watching Gambler’s retreating back.

“Yes!” Marley pumped her fist in the air. “You want me to order? I’m tight with the owner.” Marley pulled her phone out of her pocket and started pushing buttons.

“How the hell are you tight with the pizza guy?”

“I order like three times a week.” Marley held her finger up, silencing me. “Mike! It’s Marley! How are you?” Marley walked away talking to whoever the hell Mike was like they were best friends.

I looked around seeing people milling around, most of them I knew, but there were a couple that I had never seen before. I glanced at the clock on the wall seeing it was almost five and wondered where the day went. There was a guy behind the bar handing out drinks, and I decided a drink was just exactly what I needed. 

Gambler had told me to make myself at home, and if I were at home, I would definitely be getting the bottle of vodka out of the cabinet tonight.

“What’ll it be, darlin’?” the guy behind the bar asked.

“Gin and tonic. Make it a double.” He moved behind the bar grabbing the bottles he needed and started making my drink. “So, what’s your name?”

“Demon. I’m the V.P.”

I was taken back by the fact that the vice president of the club was making me a drink. I really didn’t know a lot about MC’s, but I kind of figured the vice president making you a drink was not the norm. “You often sling drinks for the club?”

“Ha. No, not really. It’s Turtle’s night to be behind the bar, but he’s over in the shop finishing up an El Camino, and I told him I would cover for him until he finishes up.” He set my drink down in front of me, and I took a sip. Pure heaven.

“Well, if it’s any consolation, the next time I see you behind the bar I’m going to have you make me five drinks because that is the best gin and tonic I have ever had.” 

“Gotcha. If all else fails, I can be a bartender.” Demon winked at me, his eyes sparkling with humor.

Demon walked away, taking drink orders from other club members, each of them ribbing him about being behind the bar.

I turned around, leaning against the bar, propping my elbows up. Marley and Troy were toe to toe, wrapped in each other’s arms. They both had their heads thrown back laughing. I was happy for Marley. She deserved to find her happy ending. Lord knew she had gone through enough to finally find Troy.

My phone buzzed, letting me know I had a text message and pulled it out of my pocket. I turned back to the bar, setting my drink down and opened the message.

I put my two-week notice in today.

Yes! It was about time Paige got up here. Paige was my older sister who still lived in Rhyton. I had been pestering her for the past year that she needed to move to Rockton. 

Hell yes! When will you be here? You’re moving in with me, right?

LOL. We’ll see. I’m not sure I can live with your neat freakiness. We barely made it through childhood without killing each other.

I hated to admit it, but Paige was right. It really was a miracle we had lived to see adulthood. While I was a neat freak and wanted everything in its place, Paige was the complete opposite and seemed to thrive in messy chaos.

OK. If anything, I’ll help you find a place to live.

“What put that smile on your face, doll?”

I whirled around, scared by Gambler sneaking up on me. “Jesus, you scared the bejeebus out of me.” 

Gambler smirked at me and signaled to Demon. Demon grabbed a bottle of whiskey and poured it into a glass full of ice and set it in front of Gambler.

“Sorry, doll. Didn’t mean to scare you.” He took a sip of his drink and set it down next to mine. “What’s got you smiling at your phone like a loon?”

“Oh, um, just my sister. I think she might actually be moving up here in a couple of weeks.”

“No shit?” I nodded my head yes and grabbed my drink. “She gonna live with you?”

“Um, I’m trying to convince her to move in with me, but she says we’d clash. She does have a point. Growing up, it’s amazing we didn’t kill each other.” I took a sip of my drink and swirled the liquid in the glass around.

“What made her decide to finally move here?”

“I’ve been trying to convince her to move here since I did. Ever since our aunt got sick, I’ve been slowly wearing her down. She put her two-week notice in at work today, so now it’s official.” I knew I was smiling like a crazy person, but I was so damn excited that Paige was moving here.

“I’m happy for you, doll.” He took a sip of his drink and looked me up and down. “You order that pizza?”

“Um,” I glanced over his shoulder and saw Marley walking back into the main room. “Marley said she was going to order it. Something about being tight with the owner. Although I really doubt it’s going to cost as much as you gave me.” I dug into my pocket and handed the money back to him.

He shook his head and drained his glass empty. “Wanna bet?”

“What? No. Just take the money back. You can pay the guy.” He set his glass on the bar, signaling to Demon he needed a refill and grabbed the money out of my hand. “Let’s make a bet, doll. They don’t call me Gambler for nothing.” He grabbed a stool, pulling it out for me and motioned for me to sit down.

I hoisted myself up on the stool and set my drink on the bar. “All right, what kind of bet? What happens when I win?”

“Ha. You mean if you win. I bet you that the pizza will be more than what I gave you.”

“I’ll take that bet because I know you are wrong. Now, I repeat, what do I get when I win?”

“You pick, doll. Just like I’ll pick what I want when I win.”

“Huh,” I folded my arms over my chest and rolled my eyes at him. “Well, I wouldn’t waste too much time thinking about what you want because you are so going to lose.”

“We’ll see, doll.” He held his hand out for me to shake, a smirk playing on his lips. 

I grabbed his hand, shaking it firmly and couldn’t wait to see his face when he lost. There was no way this was a bet he was going to win. “You do this often? Make poor bets?”

“You’ll see. I never make a bet I know I can’t win.” He released my hand and grabbed the drink Demon had refilled.

“Oh shit. I know that look. You just made a bet with him, didn’t you?” Demon asked, leaning against the bar.

“Hell yeah, I did. Plus, it’s a bet he’s going to lose. I better think of what I want.” I propped my head up on my arm I had rested on the bar.

“You’re gonna learn real quick, darlin’, that Gambler is not a person you want to make a bet against unless you know for a fact you’ll win. He’s brutal with what he wants when he wins,” Demon warned, shaking his head.

“I’m sure I’ll be okay. He handed me over one hundred dollars for pizza and told me I’ll probably need more.”

Demon just shook his head and walked away. I started doubting my decision when Demon didn’t stay to reassure me that I was right. Oh shit.

“Oh my God. Marley told me about your hair, but it looks even more incredible than I pictured.” I spun around on my stool and saw Meg and Cyn standing there.

“Oh, you like? It’s a bit different, but I like it.” I fluffed up my hair, forgetting I had even colored it today.

“It’s amazing. Do you think you could put bright purple in mine? Remy told me I was too old to do crazy colors anymore, but I don’t care. I’ll be the eighty-year-old in the nursing home rocking pink hair and pushing my life alert button to see if any hot firemen show up.” 

Cyn leaned against the bar and crossed her arms over her chest. “That seems like a pretty accurate guess at what you’ll be like.”

“I know. I can’t wait.” Meg rubbed her hands together and laughed like a crazy villain from a cartoon.

“What do you two ladies want to drink?” Demon asked, filling a beer glass for one of the guys.

“Two Old Fashions, extra cherries,” Meg called out.

“Sour or sweet?” Demon reached under the bar and grabbed two empty glasses.

“Um, just make it one. And Meg always drinks sweet. I’ll have a Sprite or something.” Cyn grabbed a barstool behind her and plopped down on it. “I’m so friggin tired, I’m afraid after a drink I’ll pass out.”

“You’re going to make me drink alone, aren’t you?” Meg complained.

“Just for tonight. Plus, Gwen is drinking, and I’m sure Marley will be, too. You can relive the bathroom incident the last time you drank with her. Just tell Demon to start brewing a pot of coffee.” Cyn laughed, grabbing the Sprite Demon set in front of her.

“Um, do I want to know?” I asked.

“You’re going to learn real quick, doll, that when Meg and Cyn are around, craziness is almost guaranteed to ensue. It’s best just to stand back and watch.” I looked over my shoulder at Gambler, and he threw a wink at me. I turned back to Cyn and Meg and felt him move behind me, putting his arm on the back of my chair.

“Good, sounds like fun.” I know Gambler was trying to warn me, but Cyn and Meg look like a hell of a good time that I wanted in on. “Oh, I never got to ask. Are you ok? How bad is your house?”

Meg waved her hand at me and took a drink. “Eh, it’s kind of messed up. They tossed it onto the front porch so of course, the porch is toast, but thankfully it didn’t really hurt the house and we were all safe. I’m more pissed at the fact my favorite chair is now smithereens. It was the perfect chair to sit in, sipping cocktails and watch Lo work on his bike.”

“She’s going on and on about the damn chair again, isn’t she?” King walked up behind Meg and wrapped his arms around her, kissing her on the side of the head.

“Eh, he knows me so well.” She shrugged her shoulders and drained half of her glass in one drink.

“Well, thank God you were all okay, and I’m sure you can find another chair. It’s the perfect reason to go shopping,” I laughed. I tried to take a sip of my drink but was surprised that all that was left was ice cubes. Gambler grabbed it out of my hand and set it on the bar, shaking his head at me.

“Going down like water, doll.”

“It was a long day,” I said, shrugging my shoulders at him.

“Pizza will be here in probably ten minutes. Mike said he’ll put a rush on it. I told him we had twenty hungry bikers.” Marley walked up to our group, a wine cooler dangling from her fingertips.

“How much was it?” I asked.

“One-.” 

“Eh!” Gambler threw his hand up, silencing Marley. “We’ll wait till the guy gets here.”

Marley looked at Gambler like he was crazy but didn’t finish her sentence. “Okay.”

“Is that really all you are going to drink tonight? I almost got blew up. We need to celebrate. Shots!” Meg yelled, raising her hand in the air. She stood on the ring of her bar stool and leaned over the bar, grabbing the first bottle she touched.

“Hey, hey, hey. My bar, my rules.” Demon grabbed the bottle out of her hand, setting it back down.

“Okay, whatever,” she said, sitting back down. “We need shots. Buttery Nipples, four of them,” Meg ordered.

“I swear to Christ, she doesn’t hear a word I say,” Cyn mumbled, standing up. “Make it three, Demon. I’m headed back to Rigid’s room. I’ll be out for some pizza later.” Cyn shuffled down the hall, not waiting for a response.

“She okay?” King asked, watching Cyn disappear down the hall.

“She’s been a crab ass lately. I think she’s coming down with something. She was fine this morning when we were watching movies.” Meg’s eyes also watched Cyn walk away.

“Maybe someone should check on her,” Marley said.

“I’m sure Rigid won’t be far behind. He had some shit to finish in the shop. Once he gets his ass in here, we’ll let him know about Cyn.” King pulled his phone out of his pocket, glancing at it and shoved it into his pocket.

“You waiting for an important call?” Meg asked, grabbing the three shots Demon poured and handed them to Marley and me.

“Just checking to make sure I didn’t miss any calls, babe.”

“Okay! Let’s toast!” Meg raised her glass. “To the fact that my ass is not a toasty human marshmallow right now.” Meg clinked her glass against ours and tossed her shot back. Marley and I followed suit, the shot going down smoothly.

Marley started coughing the instant she drank it, and Gambler patted her on the back.

“Yo, pizza is here!” a guy by the door yelled.

“Oh hell yes, time for me to win a bet.” I set my drink down and beelined to the door, dodging people and trying to not to spill their drinks. “How much is it?” I asked, pushing the guy who had opened the door out of the way.

The delivery boy’s eyes were bugged out, and he looked at me in shock, “Ugh, that’ll be one ninety-nine and fifty-four cents,” he mumbled, thrusting the receipt at me.

“What the fuck.” I scanned the receipt, counting 15 pizzas were ordered. “Holy shit.”

“Why do you look so shocked, doll?” Gambler asked, coming up behind me, resting his hand on my hip.    

“Because you were fucking right! Who the hell orders fifteen pizzas?”

“I do. Have you seen how many people are here? I doubt this will even be enough. I plan on devouring half of one by myself.” Marley walked up, rubbing her hands together.

“Uh, you think I could get some help carrying these in?” The delivery boy looked around, his eyes huge saucers of awe as he looked at all the bikers.

“Roam, Ham, Turtle. Help bring the pizzas in,” King yelled. The three guys filed out the door with Marley following behind, hot on the heels of the delivery guy.

“I do believe this means I won,” Gambler said, pulling out the money he had handed me before. He opened his wallet and pulled out an extra twenty.

“It really wasn’t a fair bet because I’m sure you’ve ordered pizza for this many people before. The most I’ve ever ordered for is four people. The bet is off,” I huffed, crossing my arms over my chest. I knew Gambler wasn’t going to let it go, but I had to try. I was terrified of what he was going to want for winning.

“Another thing you don’t know about me, doll,” he leaned in his face an inch away from mine. “I collect on every bet. Every time.” 

“This wasn’t fair.”

“Demon tried to warn you, doll. He knows I’m ruthless. I guess you just figured that out, too. I’ll let you know what I want when I think of it.” He winked at me and walked out the door.

Son of a bitch. I had no idea what Gambler was going to want from me. The possibilities were endless of the things he could want.

“Lost that bet, didn’t you darlin’?” Demon asked, walking up to me.

“Hell yes. You could have warned me a little better. I didn’t get a danger Will Robinson vibe from you at all. I thought you were just joking. Now I have to wait and see what Gambler is going to want since he won.” I crossed my arms over my chest, pouting.

“I wouldn’t worry too much about it. Gambler’s a good guy most of the time.” Demon winked at me, a smirk plastered on his face.

“It’s the ‘most of the time’ I’m worried about.” Gambler and guys walked passed us, there arms full of pizza boxes and set them down on the pool table. Marley walked in the door, one pizza box in her hands, the lid open.

“Couldn’t wait?” I asked.

“I can never wait for pizza. Roam wanted me to grab a couple. I told him I was only out there for my dinner.” She took a bite of a slice, cheese stringing from her face. “So fucking good,” she mumbled her mouth full.

I reached into her box to grab a slice, but she slammed the lid shut on my hand. “No touchy.” She waved her finger at me and walked away. Jesus, remember not to get between Marley and her pizza.

“Doll, come eat before these fuckers eat it all,” Gambler called, a slice raised to his mouth.

Oh, Jesus. Why the hell did he have to look so sexy? Why did he have to make me want things I promised myself I would never want again? Gambler had trouble and heartbreaker written all over him. I needed to remember that.

Gambler was a one-way street to heartbreak. Time to find a detour around him.

But first, I needed a drink.

*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*

Chapter 9

Gambler

“I’ve only had four drinks,” Gwen said holding five fingers up in my face.

“That’s five, doll.”

“No, it’s five.” All I could do is shake my head and laugh.

After the pizza had come, Gwen had polished off half a pizza all by herself and slammed two gin and tonics in a matter of minutes. Throw in Meg yelling shots every ten minutes, Gwen was hammered.

“Let’s get you to bed, doll. I really don’t think you want to sleep on a pool table tonight.” I had been trying to wrangle Gwen down the hall to my room, but she had veered over to the pool table and was now sprawled out on top of it. People had slept on the pool table before, but never in the middle of Roam and Demon’s game.

“I think I can get it around her arm if she doesn’t move,” Roam said, closing one eye, squinting, and lined up his shot.

“Son of a bitch,” I grabbed Gwen off the table seconds before Roam’s pool stick connected with the ball. I tossed her over my shoulder and headed down the hall.

“Wait, wait, I didn’t say byeeee to Meg. Or Marley.” She pounded on my back, trying to make me stop.

I detoured over to Meg and Marley, who were sitting on top of the bar and swung Gwen around to see them.

“Gambler says I have to go to bed. He’s a pooper. A party. I mean, aw fuck. I don’t know,” she rattled on, not able to put two sentences together.

“King is trying to get me into bed, too.” Meg reached out, petting Gwen’s head. “He’s bossy but sooo hot. Like a taco, hot.”

Marley burst out laughing, tossing her head back, falling off the bar. Thankfully Turtle was walking by, and he broke her fall. “Oh no, I broke the turtle,” Marley laughed, shakily getting up off the floor.

“I think it’s everyone’s time for bed,” Troy said, walking around the bar, helping Turtle off the floor.

“What the hell just happened?” he asked, watching Marley lean heavily against the bar.

“I think we should have cut them off two drinks ago.” Troy patted Turtle on the back and walked over to Marley to help steady her.

“Okay, doll, time for bed.” I nodded at Troy and King, knowing they were going to have as much fun as I was about to have hauling Gwen to bed.

“Bye, Ladies! You all kick ass!” Gwen called as we walked down the hall. We turned the corner to my room, and she fell silent.

“You okay, doll?”

She patted my leg but didn’t say anything.

I grabbed my keys out of my pocket and opened the door, pushing it open with my foot. I flipped the light switch on and saw Mr. T sitting in the middle of the bed, waiting for us.

I slid Gwen down till her feet touched the floor, but I didn’t let go of her. “Why were you so nice tonight,” she mumbled into my neck.

“Did you want me to be an ass, doll?”

“Hmm, most guys would have.”

“I’m not most guys. You had fun, nothing to get mad at.” She leaned back, her hair all over the place, covering her face. I brushed it aside, her eyes closed, and she hummed under her breath.

“You’re smooookin’ hot. Tall, hot, and nice. Stop it.” She reached up and punched me in the shoulder.

“You said hot twice,” I laughed.

“That’s because it needs to be said twice. Better make it three. You’re hot.” She ran her fingers through her hair, cascading it all around her face again and tried blowing the piece that had fallen on her face out of the way.

“You’re hot, too, doll.” I brushed her hair out of her face again, and she smiled up at me. “Let’s get you ready for bed. You wanna use the bathroom first?” It would have been the perfect time to kiss Gwen again, but I knew she was totally tanked, and I didn’t want to take advantage of her.

“Pee then cuddles.” She pushed out of my arms and stumbled to the bathroom, thankfully making it without falling.

Cuddles? Gwen must really be drunk. Most of the times it felt like she was seconds away from scratching my eyes out.

“Gambler?” My head whipped to the door, and I listened closely. “Gambler?” I heard her quietly mumble.

“You need me, doll?”

“I shouldn’t want you, but I do.”

What the hell? Drunk Gwen was confusing as fuck. “So you want me to come in, or you’re good?”

“Come in, I need help,” she whined. I heard a thump against the wall, and I bolted to the door, throwing it open.

Gwen was slumped over on the floor, her cheek pressed against the cold tile of the floor. I knelt down next to her and gently shook her shoulder. Her eyes fluttered open, and she moaned. “Tell me what you need, doll.”

“To go back five hours and not drink so much,” she complained, shutting her eyes again.

“I can’t help you with that, but I can help you get undressed and into bed. I’ll get you some water and Tylenol too.”

“Hmm, let’s just stay here. I’m hot.”

“Not happening. You’ll end up with a sore neck and smelling like pine sol in the morning. Come on, babe.” I gently helped her sit up and rested her against the wall. “You okay there for a second?” I asked, standing up and looked down at her.

“Oh yeah. Totally good,” she said, holding her fingers up in a peace sign. I laughed because honestly, this was one of the funniest things I had seen in a while. I opened the medicine cabinet, glancing over my shoulder, making sure Gwen hadn’t slumped over again and grabbed the bottle of Tylenol down and filled a glass with water. “Be right back,” I mumbled as I stepped out the door and set the pills and water next to the bed.

“Gambler,” she called, panic in her voice

“I’m coming, doll.”

“Oh, I thought you left,” she mumbled, closing her eyes again.

“I told ya I was going to the other room, doll. Did you fall asleep for fifteen seconds?” I laughed, bending down, gathering her in my arms and lifted her up. 

“Whoa, who knew you were hot and strong,” she whispered, resting her head on my shoulder.

“You weigh nothing, doll. I’m pretty sure I could pick two of you up.”

“Hardly, my butt is big, and I got pudge.”

“Pudge?” I asked, not knowing what the hell she was talking about. I set her down on the bed, and she fell back, sprawling out on the bed.

She lifted her shirt up and pointed at her stomach. “This is pudge.” She put her hand on her stomach and giggled it. “Jiggly pudge,” she laughed.

“You’re crazy. Give me a foot.” She held her leg up, and I quickly slid off her shoe and repeated the same with the other foot. “We need to get you out of these clothes. You OK with me undressing you?”

“Whatever, it’s not like it’s something you haven’t seen before,” she said, waving her hand around.  

I just shook my head, not wanting to get into a fight with Gwen when she was drunk. “Sit up for one second, doll.” She held her hands up for me to grab but didn’t make any moves. I grabbed her arms that were limp like wet spaghetti and pulled her up. “Hold on to my neck,” I ordered, lacing her fingers behind my neck.

She held on as I pulled the hem of her t-shirt up and lifted her arms from my neck as I pulled the shirt up. I tossed her shirt behind my back and pushed her back to lay down. I tried my hardest not to focus on her pale orange bra that pushed her breasts up, putting them on display. I popped the button of her jeans and slid the zipper down. Fuck me. Matching panties. I gritted my teeth and tried to focus on the task at hand. Get Gwen undressed and in bed.

“Who would have thought I’d be letting you into my pants this soon,” she giggled, smothering her mouth with her hand. Her eyes danced with laughter, and I had never seen a more beautiful woman in my life. Wasn’t it some shit that she was too far gone to even know what she was saying and doing right now.

She propped herself up on her elbows and watched as I slid her pants down her legs and over her feet. I threw them in the same direction as her shirt and pulled back the covers of the bed. “Slide in,” I ordered, holding my hand out to her.

She grabbed my hand and shimmied up to the top of the bed, and I pulled the covers over her. “You need to take some Tylenol, doll. It’ll help with the headache you’re probably going to have in the morning.”

She sat up and took the three pills I shook out of the bottle and shakily grabbed the glass of water. She popped the pills into her mouth and drained the glass of water. After she had handed it back to me, she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and fell back into the mound of pillows.

I set the glass of water back down and headed back into the bathroom.

“Do you like me, Gambler?” Gwen called.

Shit, I thought for sure she was going to pass out again. I bent over and unlaced my boots and tried to figure out what to say. “Um, of course, I do.” I did, I just didn’t need her to know how much I liked her. I had been fighting my attraction to her all night. Every time she would laugh, she would run her fingers through her hair, cascading it all down her back making my fingers itch wanting to feel how soft her hair was.

“I wish you had some food in here, I’m starving.” I was coming to find out that when Gwen was drunk, she was very random. I pulled my shirt over my head and kicked off my boots next to the shower.

“I can run and get you something from the kitchen if you’re hungry,” I called, running the water in the sink and splashed my face.

“There he goes being nice again,” she mumbled. “Do you think there’s ice cream?”

“I’m sure there is. Ever since Meg and Cyn have been hanging around, there’s always food. I’m sure one of them bought ice cream.” Gwen didn’t answer, but I left my pants on figuring I was going to head to the kitchen. I grabbed my toothbrush, squirting toothpaste on it and gave my teeth a quick brush. I looked in the mirror and wondered what the hell I was doing. Didn’t I say to myself this morning that I couldn’t be with Gwen, and now I had her in my bed and was going to get her ice cream because she was craving it? 

This woman was getting under my skin, and I had no idea how to stop it. All night I had stayed close to her, not wanting to leave her side. Her laugh was contagious, and she had the brothers eating out of her hand with her crazy stories from the salon and her smile that lit up the room. 

I flipped the light off, not having a clue about what I was going to do about Gwen. The damn woman made me happy, and I couldn’t tell you the last time that had happened. “You want me to get ice cream?” I asked, but Gwen didn’t answer. 

Her eyes were closed, and she was lightly snoring. Her mouth was hanging open, and she had never looked more adorable. Her hair was fanned out on the pillow, and the blanket was pulled down to her waist. 

She was right when she had said that her being undressed was something I hadn’t seen before, but with Gwen it was different. She wasn’t some woman in my bed for a couple hours of fun and then be on her way, probably never to be seen again. Gwen made me feel things I never thought I could feel about someone. 

When Evie had died, a part of me died with her. She was my only sister and was amazing. There were still days I would forget she was gone, and I’d get the urge to call her. She wasn’t supposed to be taken away that soon. She was only twenty-five. She had her whole life in front of her when a semi had plowed into her on that icy morning. She was a bakery manager and she always worked early mornings. She was always out on the road it seemed before the plows could get out there. 

She was driving on the highway, probably listening to that shitty pop music she always made me listen to when her life was over in a second. When I had gotten the call, I lost it. King had to drive me to the accident and hold me back when I saw her. 

Her beautiful, bright, smiling face was pale and bloodied with pieces of glass scattered around her. Gwen’s smile and laughter reminded me so much of Evie. Maybe that was why I needed to be around her. She brought back a part of me that I had thought died.

Gwen rolled over, turning her back to me and hugged my pillow to her. Mr. T hopped up on the bed and burrowed under the covers with his human. 

Enough standing over Gwen, watching her like a stalker. I took my jeans off, throwing them over the back of the chair and turned the light off. Just as I was about to slide under the covers, I remember that Gwen needs the light on. I padded over to the bathroom, flipped the light on and shut the door, leaving a sliver of light shining into the room.

As I slid under the covers, she curled into me, her head resting on my shoulder and she hummed quietly under her breath. She settled, resting her hand on my chest, and I breathed a sigh of relief when she didn’t wake up. 

I shut my eyes, willing myself to fall asleep. It didn’t work. All I could think about was Gwen’s warm, soft body pressed against mine and how much I wanted to make her mine and never let anything happen to her. 

I was falling for her, and there was nothing I could do to stop it.

*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*

Chapter 10

Gwen

I cracked on eye open, and it felt like the whole world was spinning around me. What the hell had I done last night? I thought back, trying to remember, and all I could remember was Meg yelling shots all the time.

Oh Lord, shots had done this to me. I closed my eye, hoping that would make the world stop tilting back and forth. I moved my arm and felt my pillow move underneath me. I froze, realizing I wasn’t in bed by myself.

“How bad do you feel?” Gambler rumbled.

“Like death,” I croaked.

“I guess you’ll have that after drinking a bottle of Southern Comfort between the three of you. I’m sure Meg and Marley are feeling the same this morning.”

“I blame Meg,” I groaned.

Gambler laughed and rolled towards me, his arm staying under my head. God dammit, this man even looked good right away in the morning. His hair was ruffled and sticking up, but his gorgeous eyes were shining brightly at me, a grin spread across his lips. “You want me to run and get you coffee?”

I blinked, surprised. Did he just offer to get me coffee? The almighty beverage of the gods. “Hell yes, three.”

Gambler chuckled, his arm wrapping around my neck and he pulled me close. “How about you start with one and we’ll see how your stomach handles that.” He threw the covers back and rolled out of bed.

I glanced down and saw I was only in my bra and panties. How the hell did that happen? “Holy shit.” I grabbed the covers and pulled them up to my chin. “Where the hell are my clothes?”

“Somewhere on the floor. I was more concerned with getting you into bed, not where your clothes fell.”

“We didn’t,” I pointed between Gambler and myself, terrified I had made a terrible decision last night.

Gambler grabbed a black t-shirt out of the dresser and pulled it over his head. “No, doll. All you did was talk, a lot. Scouts honor.”

“I really doubt that you were a cub scout,” I scoffed. 

“I plead the fifth,” he turned around and winked at me. “I’ll be back with your coffee. You should probably take some more Tylenol, doll, it’ll help with that freight train that is running through your head right now.” Gambler walked out the door, closing it tight behind him.

Okay, so we didn’t have sex. I think. But what the hell did happen last night? I remember having a hell of a time with Marley and Meg and the never ending bottle of Southern Comfort, but that’s it. 

At one point Meg and Marley had tried to do chicken fights on King and Troy’s shoulders, but both had ended up on the floor laughing their asses off when they couldn’t even get on the guy’s shoulders. Gambler had stayed close to my side the whole night, attentive and quiet. I figured he was staying close so I didn’t embarrass myself or him. I’m sure Marley, Meg, and I were quite a sight last night.

Now, I needed to remember how the hell my clothes came off. Mr. T hopped up on the bed, stretching as he walked, his tail wagging rhythmically.  “Hello, pretty man,” I cooed as he bumped my hand I held out to him, rubbing against it. “Did you see how my clothes came off, pretty man?” T just purred as I rubbed his neck, ignoring my question.

“I didn’t know how you like it. I drink mine black, so I just made yours that way, too.” Gambler walked through the door, holding both cups in front of him.

“Black’s good.”

He walked over to the side of the bed and held my cup out to me. “Thank God you don’t drink it with all that sissy shit like Meg and Cyn do. I swear there are fifty different kinds of creamer in the fridge.” Gambler curled his lip in disgust and took a sip of coffee. He stared down at me, his eyes scanning me. “You still trying to figure out how your clothes came off?” He smirked.

“I’m hoping I was the one who took them off, but from what I remember, it would have been amazing if I had.”

“You gonna drink that coffee, or wait till it turns cold?”

I had stuck one arm out from the blanket to grab the coffee but was afraid the blanket would fall if I made one wrong move. I know Gambler had seen me last night, but now it was different. I was sober and would remember everything. “Um, of course.” I hesitantly raised my arm, and leaned forward, my chin pressed down on the blanket, praying it wouldn’t fall. 

“That’s an interesting way to drink coffee,” he laughed, walking toward the bathroom. He shut the door behind him, and I breathed a sigh of relief. I set my coffee on the bedside table and tossed the covers back and jumped from the bed. I grabbed my suitcase from under the bed and tossed it open, frantically trying to get dressed before Gambler came out of the bathroom.

I grabbed my favorite faded Def Leppard shirt and a pair of black leggings. I pulled them on quickly, thankful the shirt was baggy and covered my ass. I grabbed a hair tie, finger combing my hair and pulled it back. “I see you found some clothes.”

I whirled around at Gambler’s words, my arms over my head, tightening my ponytail. “Um, yeah. I plan to remember how these come off, too.”

“Then I would stay away from Meg and her bottle of Southern Comfort.”

“Truer words have never been spoken,” I moaned as I lowered my arms.

“You got any plans today?”

“None that I know of. I normally do laundry and read on my days off.”

“Well, Meg and Cyn got this crazy fucking idea that they need to go to the pumpkin patch today and wanted me to ask you if you wanted to come with.”

“Are you going to come?” I wanted him to come, but I didn’t.

“I think we were all going to ride out there on our bikes. Make the day of it before Meg and Cyn need to go to work.”

“Isn’t it too cold?”

“Just make sure you put on a coat and you’ll be fine, doll. Riding in the fall is one of the best times to go.” Gambler walked over to the end of the bed where he had kicked his boots off and picked them up and grabbed a pair of socks out of his dresser. “You’ll be behind me so the wind shouldn’t be too bad.”

“Okay, I guess that sounds like fun. Are Marley and Troy coming along?” I grabbed a pair of socks out of my bag and pulled my other suitcase out from under the bed that had all my shoes in it. Thankfully I had packed a black pair of boots and had second thoughts on my decision to wear leggings. “I’m gonna change my pants,” I mumbled, walking back over to my other suitcase and pulled out a pair of jeans.

“Whatever you say, doll. I’m gonna grab another cup of coffee before we take off. You want anything to eat?” He stood up, his boots already laced.

I needed to hurry the hell up. “Um, just some toast or something.”

Gambler nodded his head at me and walked out the door. I pulled off my leggings, tossing them towards my open suitcase and pulled my jeans on. I traded my t-shirt for a long sleeve Henley I had packed. I took my hair down from the messy ponytail I had thrown it up and walked into the bathroom. 

“Holy fuck,” I moaned when I looked in the mirror. I couldn’t believe that I was actually going to leave the room looking like this. I grabbed my makeup bag off the tank of the toilet and rummaged through it looking for all the necessary tools to make me look presentable.

I wiped off the makeup that was still smudged all over my face and started fresh. I forgo foundation and moved on to the heavy bags under my eyes. I smeared on concealer praying the make-up gods were on my side and topped it off with powder. 

By the time I was done, I had been in the bathroom for twenty minutes and looked like I was ready to join the human world again. I grabbed my jean jacket out of my bag, shaking it out, and threw it on. 

I scratched Mr. T behind his ears, checked to make sure his food bowl was full and jetted out the door, down the hall to the main room.

“It’s about time you got your ass out here,” Meg called as she walked out of the kitchen.

“I woke up looking like ass. It’s a miracle how I look now.”

“I doubt you could ever look like ass. Come on. Gambler said you needed to eat, but we all decided to stop at the diner on the way out of town and eat there.” Meg threaded her arm through mine, and we walked over to the group that was gathered around the bar.

“Bout time you came out, doll.” Gambler walked over to me, his eyes scanning me up and down. “Although, it was worth every second,” he mumbled. I blushed under his gaze and clasped my hands in front of me.

“Um, thanks,” I mumbled, unsure of what else to say.

“All right, let’s hit it. Meg and Cyn need to be back by three to get to work,” King called and headed to the door, Meg tucked under his arm. I didn’t have a chance to ask her if she was hung over, but it didn’t appear that she was. How the hell did she manage that?

“Are Marley and Troy coming with us?” I asked, glancing around trying to get a glimpse of them.

“Marley isn't used to how people from Wisconsin drink. She’s nursing one hell of a hangover right now. She and Troy are staying behind,” Cyn laughed as she walked past, hand in hand with Rigid.

“Oh, that sucks. Although it is true. I don’t know how ya’ll drink so much and still function as a human being the next day.” Gambler grabbed my hand and led me out the door following Cyn and Rigid.

“That’s how we keep warm on cold nights. Well, that and something else,” Rigid laughed, handing a helmet to Cyn. She strapped it on, and I looked over at Meg, who was doing the same thing. Gambler gave me the helmet he always made me wear, and I looked at King and Rigid. 

“How come ya’ll don’t wear helmets?” I asked as I strapped it on.

“I’ve never worn one. Stupid, I know. I think King and Rigid are the same. The reason you ladies need to wear one is because we need to keep y’all safe.” Gambler threw his leg over the bike and climbed on.

“You know how stupid that sounds when you say that, right?” I slid on behind him and wrapped my arms around his middle and held on.

“You’ll get used to it,” Cyn called. “I’ve been arguing with Rigid for months to wear one, but he refuses. I’ll wear him down one day.”

All the men fire up their bikes, Gambler’s bike coming to life under me, and we all headed to the edge of town where the diner was.

I was again amazed at how well Gambler handled the bike, driving it with ease and practice. When we pulled up to the restaurant, my stomach growled in protest just as Gambler killed the bike. His body shook under mine, his laughter ringing out. 

“You hungry, doll?” Gambler asked.

“Damn near starved,” I grumbled, sliding off the bike. “Hey, didn’t I ask you to get me ice cream last night?” I asked as I watched Gambler stand up.

“Yeah, and I was almost out the door, but you passed out before I could even step foot out the door.”

“Oh, well. That would explain why I’m so hungry.” I pouted, sticking my lip out.

“Come on, doll, I’ll feed ya,” Gambler held his hand out to me, and I hesitated. It felt like he was asking for a whole lot more than just walking me to the door of the diner. I looked up from his hand, his eyes studying me. This was a test, and I didn’t want to fail. “Come on, Gwen,” he whispered.

I reached out, his fingers threading through mine and tugged me towards the diner. His warm hand gripped mine, and I felt something I hadn’t felt in a long time. I trusted him. He held the door open for me. I walked past him, but he stopped me midway.

“You look beautiful today, doll,” he whispered, pressing a kiss to the side of my head. 

I looked up at him, unable to read his eyes and smiled. “Somethings are worth waiting for, I guess, right?”

“I think you’re more than worth waiting for, doll. Just don’t make me wait too long.” He leaned down, his lips inches away. “I promise to make it worth it.” He pressed his lips to mine, the sweetest kiss I had ever felt. That kiss held the promise that there was more to come, and I was damn near ready to find out just what kind of promise that was.

*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’* 

Chapter 11

Gambler

“Three eggs, scrambled, toast, three sausage links, not the patties, two pancakes, and half a grapefruit.” Gwen shut her menu and looked up at the waitress. Her pen was going a mile a minute trying to write down everything Gwen wanted.

“Um, is that it?” she asked, her pen poised to write down more.

“Can you add strawberries and whipped cream to the pancakes?”

“Sure thing, hun.” The waitress turned her attention to take Cyn’s order, but my eyes stayed glued to Gwen.

“You hungry, doll?”

“Beyond starved. I’m still pissed you didn’t get me ice cream last night. You should have woke my ass up.”

I grabbed a straw, stripping off the wrapper and stuck it in my glass of water. “I thought sleeping was more important than ice cream.”

“Nothing is more important than ice cream. Ever.”

“I’ll remember that the next time you are drunk off your ass and demand ice cream.”

“You better.”

I tossed my arm over the back of the booth, pulling her to me. “What happens if I don’t? Although you do have a losing bet you need to honor yet.” 

She turned her head towards me, a snarl on her lips. “I didn’t lose. The bet was off because you lied.”

“No way, doll. We shook on it. A bet is a bet.” I lowered my voice, not wanting anyone to hear.

“We’ll see about that,” she whispered back.

“Are we going to bet on the fact of whether or not you fulfill your end of the last bet?” Stubborn as a mule. I was going to cash in her debt. Guaranteed.

“Yes.”

“You do know how ridiculous this is,” she just shook her head at me, not giving up. “Well, I’m assuming the terms of this bet are, you win, you don’t have to fulfill the old bet. If I win, you have to do two things for me.”

“Deal, because you are not going to win.” She grabbed my hand, shaking it and pulled away from me. “You’re going down, Gambler.”

I leaned towards her, nose to nose. “Oh, I plan on it, doll, and I’m going to enjoy it just as much as you are.” Her jaw dropped at my words, and she reared back.

I sat back, smug, knowing that I was going to get Gwen right where I wanted her whether she liked it or not.

*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’*’

Gwen

“Oh shit, things are getting interesting over there,” Meg called, smirking at me as she emptied two packets of sugar into her coffee.

“Y’all want coffee?” The waitress asked the pot lifted, waiting.

I looked around seeing everyone else had their cups filled and were staring at Gambler and me, “Black,” we said at the same time. Cyn and Meg broke down into a fit of giggles while King and Rigid just shook their heads.

After the waitress had filled our cups, I had to make an escape and get my wits about me. “I’m gonna run to the restroom before the food comes.” I bumped Gambler, urging him to get his ass out of my way.

“Running away, doll?” he whispered as he slid out of the booth.

“You wish,” I hissed back. I hightailed it to the bathroom, shutting the door behind me. I leaned against the door, resting my head back and screamed when there was a knock on the door. “Someone’s in here,” I hollered when they knocked again.

“We know, now let us the hell in.” Wait, was that Meg? We, who the hell was we?

I turned the handle on the door, and before I could pull it open, it was being pushed into, and I took a step back before I got plowed over.

“Scoot in, woman. This bathroom is tiny,” Meg ordered as she shut the door behind her as Cyn and her crowded in.

“Because it’s only meant for one person,” I said, standing in the corner between the sink and the wall.

“Would you squish over, I’m gonna have to straddle the toilet,” Cyn complained.

“Just sit on the damn toilet. That’ll give us more room.” Meg ordered, lowering the seat and Cyn sat down.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” I said, running my fingers through my hair. All I wanted to do was go to the bathroom to get away from Gambler for a second, and now I was crowded into a four by four bathroom with Mutt and Jeff.

“Believe it. It’s easier that way,” Cyn advised, crossing her legs.

“So what’s the deal with you and Gambler?” Meg said, crossing her arms over her chest, except she knocked Cyn in the head as she did it.

“Would you watch what the hell you are doing?” Cyn rubbed the side of her head, scowling at Meg.

“You’ve got a hard head, you’ll be fine,” Meg said, waving Cyn off. “Now, back to you and Gambler.” Her eyes bore into me, almost like she was trying to read my mind.

“Oh Jesus, Meg. Stop trying to read her mind,” Cyn said, punching Meg in the leg.

“Hey, you never know if you can read minds unless you try.” Meg flipped off Cyn and stuck her tongue out at her. 

I was in the twilight zone. I had to be in another dimension, because in my normal life, I never would be trapped in a tiny bathroom with Cyn and Meg. “Um, nothing is going on with Gambler and me,” I mumbled, hoping Cyn and Meg would leave.

“I’m not buying it. I saw the way that man was looking at you earlier.” Meg tried moving closer but stepped on Cyn’s foot.

“For all that is holy, would you stop moving?! There’s nowhere to fucking go, Meg!” Cyn cursed, grabbing her foot and rubbed it.

“Sorry, but you know you have snow skis for feet. It was inevitable I would step on them.”

“You did not just go there. You have the same size feet as I do!”

“Details,” Meg mumbled.

“I swear to God it’s a good thing I love you, or I would definitely rethink you being Godmother to my baby.” Cyn glared at Meg and put both of her feet on the ground.

“I’ve got time before that. At least a year.”

“More like eight months,” Cyn muttered.

“Plenty of time,” Meg looked back at me, ready to pounce on the whole Gambler issue. Except, she didn’t, because it finally sunk in what Cyn had just said. Holy shit, Cyn was pregnant. That explained her mood swings and weird eating habits lately. Not to mention the wanting to sleep all the time. She had a baby Rigid in the oven.

Meg’s jaw dropped open, and she made a weird baaing sound. Not exactly the reaction I expected from her.

“Are you gonna say anything or just act like a sheep until I pop this baby out?”

“You... You have a...” Meg rocked her arms, pretending to hold a baby and pointed at Cyn. 

“Jesus Christ, she’s resorted to charades now,” Cyn said, rolling her eyes.

Meg slapped her hand over her mouth and screamed. “At least, she’s making a different noise now,” I laughed as Cyn slapped her leg again.

“Knock it off, you didn’t act like this the first time I was pregnant.” I didn’t know all the details, but I knew Cyn had been pregnant by her asshole of an ex before she met Rigid. 

“That’s because this time, you’re having a baby with someone you love. I was over the moon excited the last time, too, but now I get to be excited for Rigid, too. Oh, my God, you are going to have the cutest babies!” Meg clapped her hands together and bounced on the balls of her feet. “This is the most fantastic thing ever.”

“It does feel different now. Rigid is so careful with me he’s driving me insane. He told me today is my last ride on his bike until the baby comes. I swear he’s going to wrap me in bubble wrap.” Cyn put her hand on her stomach, rubbing it.

“Congratulations,” I said, leaning down, wrapping her up in a hug. Cyn’s pregnancy was way more exciting than whatever the hell was going on with Gambler and me.

Meg wrapped her arms around Cyn and I and squeezed the hell out us. “I’m gonna be an auntie. I can spoil the shit out of him and then give him back when he’s naughty. Win, win.”

“Oh Lord, it’s already starting,” Cyn wheezed out.

“Babe,” King called out as he pounded on the door.

“Shit,” Meg stepped back and wiped the tears from her eyes. “You made me cry, bitch,” she laughed.

“I’m always on the verge of tears lately. Welcome to the club.” Cyn stood up, bumping into Meg and I and reached for a paper towel. She wiped her eyes and tossed it in the garbage. “We never did hear about you and Gambler.”

I backed up, my back against the wall, and shrunk down under their stares. “Don’t look at me like that. I have no freakin’ clue.”

“Well, do you like him?” Meg asked, crossing her arms over her chest.

“The man drives me insane.”

“Do you think he’s hot?”

Ugh, that was an understatement. I thought he was the most gorgeous man I had ever seen. “He’s okay.” 
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