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      Walker walked outside, passing me a fresh beer before he dropped down onto the other picnic table. “Fucking ride was long as hell. I’m getting too old for this shit,” he grumbled.

      I snorted. “Says the man who volunteered for it,” I retorted, giving him a pointed look. The last ride he’d just gone on with Grim had been completely voluntary. He needed extra hands at the exchange.

      “Remind me of this shit when I volunteer again,” Walker told me. He knew as well as I did that he would be up for a run the moment it was offered to him. Being ex-military, he missed the thrill he got while in danger. He missed having his life hanging in the balance.

      Some of us got better with age. Others got worse.

      Walker was one of those that got worse. I prayed for the woman he ever settled down with. She was going to have a hell of a man on her hands, that was for sure.

      “Stop bitching,” Vincent said as he walked outside, sitting next to Walker on the bench. “That ride was good for you. Helps keep all of us from bashing your head through a table when you get too pissy.”

      I barked out a laugh as Walker sent a kick against Vincent’s shin with his steel-toed boot. The two of them were best friends—had served together overseas. And when Vincent came back home, he brought Walker with him, giving him a home here.

      The sound of screeching tires suddenly reached my ears. Instantly, I dropped my beer, reaching for the gun in my cut. An old, beat-up, red Toyota slammed into the reinforced gates. Smoke billowed from the engine. The three of us waited for some kind of movement, but there was nothing.

      “Cover me,” I told the two men with me.

      I stalked towards the car, my Glock in front of me as I made my way over to the wreck. A girl was drunkenly mumbling something, trying to get herself out of her seatbelt.

      “You’ve got to be fucking shitting me,” I swore. I didn’t have the patience for bratty, drunk women. I liked my women to be obedient, and with one look at her fuming to herself, I knew she was going to be mouthy as fuck.

      I wrenched the door open right as she got her seatbelt undone. She barely cast me a glance as she drunkenly pushed me aside and stumbled out of the car, her movements sloppy. I wrapped my hand around her upper arm before she face-planted on the ground.

      She blinked a couple of times before running her eyes over me. “Are you going to call the cops?”

      Walker barked out a laugh at that. I shook my head, steering her towards the side gate we’d come out of. “Vincent, Walker, deal with that piece of shit,” I ordered.

      “I’ll get in touch with Copper,” I heard Vincent say. I ignored him, working on trying to keep the drunk woman in my hold upright. She was piss drunk—way over the fucking legal limit. Hell, I didn’t even think she was old enough to drink. She couldn’t be a day over eighteen or nineteen. If she was, I’d be fucking surprised.

      She stumbled, and I officially lost my patience. With a grunt, I swept her tiny body into my arms and strode towards the clubhouse, walking through the open door, heading towards the stairs off to the right.

      “You got a name, little girl?” I asked her.

      “Willow,” she mumbled. She sloppily ran her hand over my cheek. “You’re pretty.”

      I rolled my eyes. Childish. She was such a fucking child.

      One I had zero fucking patience for.

      “Got a last name, Willow?” I asked her, trying again.

      “Jefferson,” she mumbled, the single word heavily slurred. “But I am nothing like him.”

      Her last name meant trouble. There was only one family in this town with the last name Jefferson, and that was the mayor’s family. We kept our distance from the mayor, did our best to stay off his radar.

      That was going to go to shit now that his daughter had bashed her car into our fucking clubhouse gate—drunk, at that.

      I placed her on my bed. She looked around her and fanned her face, her face scrunching up in displeasure. I looked at the ceiling, silently praying for someone to grant me some fucking patience. She was pushing every button she could.

      “It’s hot,” she whined, her voice grating on my nerves. “Why is it so hot?”

      “Because you’re drunk,” I told her. I looked back down at her. “Woman, what the fuck are you doing?!” I exploded, watching as she flung her top to the floor. She began yanking at her leggings. I threw my arms in the air in disbelief.

      This shit wasn’t seriously happening right now.

      “I’m trying to cool down,” she slurred. “It’s hot.”

      Dear God, I needed help. For someone so small, she was curvy as fuck. But she was off-limits; she was the mayor’s daughter. Not to mention, I didn’t touch drunk women. It felt too much like rape, even if they consented.

      Sometimes, what a drunk mind wanted, a sober one detested, and I wouldn’t take a fucking chance.

      I snatched a shirt out of my dresser and tossed it at her. “Put the shirt on,” I ordered.

      She huffed, glaring up at me. Her dark, curly hair was a mess and spread over my pillow. She looked too fucking enticing for her own damn good, and I needed her covered. Already, my cock was hard just looking at her.

      “It’s hot. What don’t you get?” she barked at me.

      My patience snapped. I stormed over to the bed and snatched the shirt up before I leaned over her. I tightly gripped her chin in my hand, twisting her face back to look up at me when she looked away.

      “I’m not in the habit of repeating myself,” I growled at her. She swallowed thickly, sobering up a bit. “Put the fucking shirt on like I said, little one. Don’t make me fucking have to tell you again.”

      I shoved the shirt at her chest and stood back up to my full height, watching as she obediently shrugged the shirt over her head.

      Fucking finally.

      “Get some rest,” I ordered.

      “Please don’t leave me alone in here,” she begged me, pouting her bottom lip. I closed my eyes and drew in a deep breath. “Pretty please?” she pleaded.

      With a disgruntled sigh, I dropped into the chair in the corner of the room, lighting up a cigarette. She laid back down and pulled the blankets over her. She was silent for a while, but then, she started talking again, breaking the blissful peace I’d been enjoying.

      I grunted. This girl was damn annoying.

      “I had to drop out of college. It wasn’t for me.” I did not care. “Dad wanted me to pursue a degree in politics, go on to do great things, but I couldn’t focus. All of my classes were so boring and dull, and without anyone to keep me in line like I had here at home, I kind of flunked,” she confessed.

      So, she was the kind of girl who needed someone to keep her in line. That was interesting.

      I just kept my eyes steady on her. Her eyes were shut, her voice slowly going quieter the more she spoke. It wouldn’t be long before she passed out.

      “Dad flipped his shit when I came back home,” she mumbled. “Got nowhere to go, now. Kicked me out. Said . . . worthless,” she said, her voice going extremely soft as sleep tugged at her.

      I continued watching her as her breathing evened out, soft snores leaving her lips. I shook my head and lit up another cigarette, unable to rip my eyes off her. Her makeup was smeared on her face, her hair a mess, and she looked troubled as hell.

      But she was fucking beautiful. I’d give her that.

      I leaned my head back, blowing smoke up at the ceiling. If there was one thing about men like me—we loved damsels in distress, and it was a plus when they needed someone to help keep them in line, keep them focused.

      But Willow was untouchable—forbidden. The mayor’s daughter and the outlaw biker could never have anything, not even a quick fuck.

      I shook my head and stood up from the chair I’d been sitting in, going to find out what Vincent and Walker did with the car. She would be sleeping for a while. I had a good few hours before Willow would need anything.

      And I needed to clear my head, and more importantly, drain my dick that was still hard. Looks like I was going on the search for a club girl first.
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      My head was pounding when I woke up. My mouth felt like I’d chewed on cotton balls for hours. I hadn’t drunk that heavily since I was fifteen and went to my first party, not knowing anything about alcohol and placing limits on how much I drank.

      But last night, I’d been on a mission to forget my fucking miserable life and the mess I’d made of it.

      And boy, had I made a fucking mess.

      I peeked my eyes open, instantly spotting the bottle of water and container of aspirin on the bedside table. With a groan, I sat up and grabbed the items off the table, quickly swallowing down two tablets, praying they would kick in quickly. I didn’t care who had set them there. Didn’t even really give a fuck about where I was at either.

      I rubbed my head as I got off the bed, vaguely remembering a guy with blonde hair and tattoos carrying me into the room. How the hell I had ended up here, though, I had no fucking clue.

      I found my clothes on the floor and quickly pulled them on before going into the bathroom I spotted off to the side of the room. I grimaced at the sight of my face. I was a damn mess. I looked like a rabid raccoon.

      I quickly cleaned my face and patted it dry before I walked out of the room, saying to hell with my hair. Who the hell did I have to impress anyway? Besides, I wasn’t going to snoop through some random man’s drawers to find a hairbrush. That was rude, and not to mention, an invasion of privacy.

      I jerked to a stop when I got downstairs. Numerous men wearing leather vests were in the large room I stepped into. I licked my lips, suddenly extremely nervous and completely out of my element.

      “How are you feeling?” a large guy with lots of tattoos and muscles asked as he walked up to me, a kind smile on his face. He had a hat on his head that was turned to the side just slightly, giving him a younger look, taking some of the edge off of how scary he looked.

      “Um, fine,” I squeaked, wincing afterward at the sound of my voice. “I, um,” my eyes widened in horror when I suddenly remembered his face. He was standing there with another guy when I’d gotten out of the car I rammed into their gate.

      “Oh, no,” I whispered in horror.

      The guy in front of me cracked a grin and held his hand out to me. “Vincent,” he introduced himself. “Willow, right?”

      Weakly, I nodded my head, suddenly speechless. I had driven my fucking car into the local motorcycle gang’s gates!

      “I, um, I’m looking for the guy that brought me in here,” I meekly told him.

      “Logan?” I shrugged. I didn’t know his name. All I knew was that I’d spilled my entire fucking life story to him before I passed out in his bed. “He’s outside, fixing the damage you caused,” he teased.

      Guilt swamped me. Avoiding everyone else’s gazes, I followed Vincent outside, my eyes locking on the fucked-up gate on the edge of the lot, near the road. “Oh, God,” I whispered in horror. “I did that?”

      “Full speed ahead, girly,” Vincent confirmed. “By the time Walker got in touch with the president, he’d already gotten a call from our security guy.”

      Nerves swirled in my gut. I knew enough about Copper, their president, to know that he was a terrifying son of a bitch. Even my dad did his best to avoid the man. He had the majority of the cops in his pockets. He wasn’t a man to be crossed.

      I looked up as we neared the sound of something banging against metal, and instantly, my throat dried up.

      Logan, the guy that had carried me to his room yesterday, was standing in front of me, wiping sweat from his brow with a towel. He was shirtless, sweat running down his muscular, toned, tattooed body in rivulets. A tool belt was slung around his waist, and his hair was a mess, slicked back from his forehead.

      “Oh, jeez,” I whispered, unable to help myself.

      From next to me, Vincent snickered. My cheeks flamed red.

      Logan turned to face us, his eyes running over me. “Glad to see you put your clothes back on,” he commented.

      My cheeks burned redder in mortification. Vincent howled with laughter. Logan rolled his eyes, ignoring his friend. “You had anything to eat yet?” Logan asked me when I opened my mouth to apologize for yesterday.

      I frowned, shaking my head. I’d come directly to find him. He ran his eyes over me again. “Vince, take her inside. Get some clothes from Penny. Have her take a shower and then make sure she eats,” he ordered before he turned on his heel and strode back towards the gate.

      I gaped after him. “Did he just . . .”

      “That’s Logan for you,” Vincent said as he slung his arm around my shoulder. “Now, come on. He’s right. You need a shower. You smell like liquor, and it doesn’t smell pleasant.”

      “Sorry,” I mumbled, looking down at the ground.

      Vincent squeezed my shoulder. “We’ll get you right here soon, girly. Don’t worry about that.”

      When we got back inside the clubhouse, he took me straight over to a very beautiful, blonde woman. She kissed Vincent’s cheek before she looked down at me. “Willow, right?” she asked.

      I nodded my head. She grabbed a bag from the counter and handed it to me. “Go on back to Logan’s room and get a shower. Everything you’ll need is in that bag. Then, come see me to get some food in you. You look like you’re starving to death, girl.”

      Probably wasn’t far from it, actually.

      I hadn’t had a decent meal since I left home before college.

      I nodded my head and strode for the stairs, going back to Logan’s room. As soon as the smell of his cologne wrapped around me, images of his shirtless body filled my mind, and I imagined those muscles flexing as he fucked me.

      Dear, God.

      I needed to get a fucking grip.

      I quickly stripped and stepped into the shower, turning the water to cold to cool down my suddenly overheated body. But that didn’t help, especially when I kept seeing Logan in my mind’s eye.

      Biting my lip, I slid my hand between my legs, circling my clit, imagining him hooking my leg over his broad shoulder before he sucked at my clit, tasting me, drinking me in.

      Oh, fuck.
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