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DARE TO TAKE THE RIDE
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Buckle in and get ready to dive into the underworld where MC and organized crime rule the streets...

Get your KJ book at

WWW.KJDAHLENBOOKS.COM

FREE books, 99 Cents Sales, Flash Sales and 106 Print Books for $6.99 & Print Sets 9.99 shipped all over the world.

Join K.J. Dahlen’s Reader Group

Newsletter
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For all the readers who have followed Satan’s Spawn MC Series & Sin’s Bastards MC Series.... Here is the Next Generation BOXE SET #2 for the Sin’s Bastards MC. 

Thank you for reading my stories

K.J. Dahlen
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THE SERIES
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SET #2

Book 7: Hound

Book 8: Dante

Book 9: Iceman

Book 10: The KIDS

Special Edition Wiley

Special Edition Zipper
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THE SIN’S FAMILY
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THANK YOU BESTSY FOR THE COLLAGES!
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Chapter One
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Hound groaned...Long and low. His head hurt, his body hurt. He tried to open his eyes, but they drooped badly. He finally managed one eye. Fuzzy... everything was fuzzy.

A low moan sounded from close by. He listened and heard it again. Then something landed on his chest. Both of his eyes popped open.

A ceiling above him, white and not familiar. Ok, he wasn’t at home.

The moan sounded again from next to him. He turned his sore head toward the sound with a wince. Fuck, his head was pounding.

A person was in bed with him with an arm slung over his chest. He blinked. He now tried to remember last night.

A blank.

“Ohhh...” the person sighed.

He stared at this stranger as her long hair covered her face.

“What the hell?” she asked in a pained voice.

Yeah, same thought for him. He was trying hard to think of what he remembered last.

“Oh, god...My head!” she exclaimed as she tried to sit up.

He turned his gaze back up to the ceiling. Well, she was doing better than he was. He hadn’t tried to move at all really. Not until he figured this shit out.

“What...” Her words fell away. “Why am I nude?”

His head turned toward her again as he stared. Yes, she was nude. Beautiful creamy breasts with the pinkest nipples he had ever seen.

“OH!” she yelled then grabbed her head. “Why am I here with you?”

“Good question,” Hound finally spoke.

She tugged the sheet up and over her breasts.

Well, it was nice while it lasted. He turned his gaze up at the ceiling again. He felt like shit. Like he might puk—

“Oh, no!” she yelled and scrambled out of bed to grab a small trashcan and she did just that.... Puked.

Hound finally sat up. The room spun. “What the fuck did I drink last night?”

No answer.

Of course not... she whoever she was... had been too busy with the trashcan.

She sighed and stood up to face him. “Duggan Moore?” she asked while looking pale and stunned.

He focused on her now...on her face that is. “Sara?” he asked in an equally shocked tone.

“WHY?” They both started at the same time.

“What...”Again, they spoke.

Hound let out a long breath as he swung his legs over the side. He slowly gazed around. Bottles of champagne littered the carpeted floors. He spotted lace underwear...then his boxer briefs. He paused and peeked under the sheet that he held onto. Yep, he was also bare ass naked. “We must have had one fuck of a party.”

“NO!” she yelled then grabbed her head in pain. “I-I don’t p-party.”

He stared around. “Looks like there was a party, woman. And it looks like we had it at the Motel 6 to me.”

Sara raised her head then looked over at the bed. Her eyes rounded.

Hound followed her gaze.

There were blood smears on the white sheets.

His eyes widened as he swung his stunned gaze up to her face.

She had paled two more shades at least, as her body swayed. “I-I was a virgin... and you— YOU!”

Confused, Hound shook his head and opened his mouth to deny being the one to—he halted and then took another peek down at himself. He flinched when he spotted the crimson on his.... Yep, he did it. 

He heard a thump.

Slowly looking down, he saw Sara sprawled out on the carpet. She seemed to have fainted dead away. He would’ve went to catch her but he felt so sluggish that everything around him seemed to happen in slow motion. Yeah, a hangover from hell.

Scooting off the bed, he went around the mattress to see if she was okay.

Sara seemed to be coming to as she again grabbed her head and moaned.

He tucked the sheet around himself and looked down at her. “Are you okay?”

She blinked up at him. “No. no...I am not.”

He pushed his fingers through his hair. “God, even my scalp hurts.”

“Oh well, poor baby. You have a hangover, apparently.”

He blinked and again, peered down at her. “No need to be rude. Looks like it’s a contagious hangover to me.”

She sat up and then gasped again in pain again. “Rude? You are a monster!”

He pulled his head back. “Now listen lady, I—”

Huffing in anger, she stood up and planted her hands on her hips.

Hound’s eyes widened and now, he was finally awake. This woman had curves on top of curves, large full tits, a great pair of hips and beautiful long legs. If he did do this, he had great taste.

Sara batted her eyes at his staring. Then she peered down. Her head shot up as she gasped then reached out and grabbed the sheet he was holding.

“Hey!” he said as she ripped it away from his nude form.

She wrapped it around herself then stared at him. Her mouth popped open. “Y-you—are...”

Hound sighed then peered down at himself. Yep, at full mast. He raised his gaze “Morning wood...sorry.”

Her mouth shut and made a grim line. “And the blood?”

Again, he let out a sigh. “Look Lady... I do not remember a thing.”

She stared at his face. “Neither do I.”

Shaking his head, he then took a few steps to pick up his underwear.

Sara remained silent then when he bent over, she gasped.

Hound smiled. He did have a nice ass. 

“How can you just act like all this is...” Again, she faltered. “Tell me how we got here!”

He put on his underwear. “No... no I can’t.”

“You’re a man. You probably have done this a hundred times.”

Hound chuckled as he finally found his jeans. “Maybe fifty?”

“This is NOT funny. Mr. Moore.”

He tugged his jeans on, though he almost stumbled as he did. “My dad is Mr. Moore.”

“Well, I am not talking to your dad. I am speaking to you!”

He looked up at her. “Look...I get that you’re upset but shit like this happens.”

“Not to me!” she insisted as she now started looking for her clothes.

“I have no memory of ...” He paused. “No, wait. I do remember the bar. But I had one drink and was about to head home.”

“Well, I do not go to bars,” she snapped as she placed her hands on her sheet clad hips.

He stared at her. “How do I know you again?’

Her hands dropped from her hips, as she looked stunned again. “I run the local bakery. You knew my name a few minutes ago!” She looked flustered as her eyes welled up with tears. “I had sex with you— you took my...” She balled her hands into fists. “And you don’t even know who I am?” Her voice rose to a shout.

Wincing in pain, he put his hands up. “Don’t yell!”

“I was saving myself for...” Tears rolled down her cheeks as she choked with a sob.

He let lout a long breath. “Well, I do not even remember us... um doing it? Sorry.” He shrugged.

“Oh...you are not sorry! You got what you wanted! You must have—”

“Oh, no!” He cut her off. “Do not accuse me of rape or some shit like that! I don’t have to do that. I can get any woman I set my mind to.”

She shook her head. “Yeah, well bully for you. But somehow, you got me, a woman you did not even remember!”

He shook his head and looked anywhere but at her. It appeared he had. The evidence was so overwhelming, but dammit. He sure wished he remembered having her. She was hot as hell. As his mind whirled over everything and no memory of anything came to him, his eyes narrowed as he spotted a piece of paper on the floor by the door.

“Are you even listening to me?” she asked as she had stopped crying.

Hound walked over and picked up the paper. He stared at it. His brain did not comprehend what he was looking at. “So, your name is Sara Beth Bassette?”

“Oh, so now you know my name?”

He shook his head. “It says it right here. Along with my name and...”

Sara rushed across the room and took it from his hands. She peered down at it. “No...no... Oh, no!”

This could not be happening. It just couldn’t. He stared at her. “And Fuck no.” He gritted his teeth.

She glanced up at him.

He balled his hands into fists.

“Well, now you are finally taking this seriously.” She looked back down at the paper. “I-it looks like my signature.” Her brow wrinkled up.

He grabbed it back from her and spotted his. “It looks like mine too.” He was so confused and angry. “This says we are fucking married!”

Sara simply stared at him. “Finally, you care about all this!”

Hound glared at her. “Why did you do this?”

With a gasp, she took a step back from him her face full of shock. “Me?”

Nodding, Hound looked around while still trying to figure all this out. “You needed a husband or something?”

Her face turned a bright red. “Oh, my god! You sonofa...” She let out a breath and bent to get her dress. She marched into the bathroom and slammed the door almost off the hinges.

Hound again, looked down to study the paper he held. It looked official. Was signed and stamped by a Justice of the Peace. Dated yesterday. It had her signature and his. Then a witness signature. He peered at the name. He didn’t know this person. Who was it? “How did she mange this?”

“I didn’t! You idiot!” She marched out of the bathroom and stopped to angrily put her sandals on. 

Hound watched her. Damn. In that dress, she was... Her curves fit it perfectly. It was above the knees, low-cut in the front and those beautiful breasts barely fit in it.

“I do not and did not want a husband,” Sara went on. “And I certainly would not choose an asshole like you!” 

Hound’s head rose up and his admiring stopped cold. “Asshole?”

“Yes. That is what you are!” She stopped to look around then stomped across the room and grabbed a small clutch purse. She paused and stared down at it. “I have never used this...it was in my closet but...I was never going to use it until...” She glanced up at him.

He shrugged. “So? It’s a damn purse. What is the huge deal?”

Sara stomped over to the door clutching the clutch. “It was for a special occasion that hasn’t happened... yet.”

Hound didn’t get it. “What the fuck does it have to do with us being married?”

“Oh, no! We are not married! Or...we won’t be. We need to annul this!” She tapped the paper in his hands. “Cause I do not need you as a husband. A biker that thinks he’s god’s gift? I would almost laugh if this weren’t so horrible. You didn’t care when I was deflowered by you, but NOW you do when you see that you are hitched, don’t you?! Then you accuse me of setting this up?” She took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Hound right? That’s what they call you?”

He stared at her, angry as he’d ever remembered feeling. He gave no answer, he was afraid he might do something... more of something he would regret if that were possible

“Yeah, a hound all right. You would make a horrible husband.” She went to the door, opened it and slammed it behind her.

“Fffuuuckkk!” Hound shouted and punched a hole in the wall.
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Chapter Two
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Sara had to walk all the way home. It was about a mile and a half. Her anger simmered. How dare he? Accusing her of setting him up? Acting like he didn’t care about her losing the one thing she had been saving for the right man. And he was sooo not that! Acting like it happened every day to him, waking up with a woman he just... oooh, the man was worse than all men. 

Then as she got closer to her house, her anger wavered to confusion again, as her mind centered in on how it all happened. She did not drink for one. Ever. Her grandfather was an alcoholic and he literally drank himself to death after her grandma died. He parents were killed by a hit and run drunk driver who was never found. She was just a baby. From the age of 14, she swore to never drink.

Then another thing, how did she get from being at home in her house to that motel room with no memory of in between. She slowed as she finally came closer to her little house. She looked down at the clutch gripped too tightly in her hand. It wasn’t new but it was entirely unused. Her grandmother had given it to her when she was a teen and said to use it when she finally got engaged. Only then could she use it on a date with her fiancé. It was a sort of tradition thing. Her own mother had given her a shawl for the same thing. Grandma Selma still had that shawl till the day she died.

Sara remembered what she had said, “Little Sassy, it will be a special day and as old as I am, I probably will be in heaven by then. So, I want you to use it when you get engaged and a little part of me will be there when it happens.”

Sara halted at the walkway to her home. Sassy. Only her and her family ever called her that. It was dubbed on her by her grandpa as she was mouthy from the get go he had said. He always laughed about it though, saying, just like your grandma. 

Well...now she was married and in her hand was that purse. It was all so bewildering. Then that Duggan-Hound...he was a piece of work. Ok, ok...So when he would come into the shop, she would pause and admire him, but from afar and she would barely look him in the eyes. Wow, he had these like dark blue eyes. Mesmerizing. And that was why she never looked into those eyes too. Afraid she would fall under his spell too easily. She would watch him walk out after he purchased her muffins. Admiring his confident walk, his behind in those jeans, his cut that said Sin’s Bastards MC. All kind of cool really. He would get on that large roaring bike and ride away with her muffins. Five days a week, every morning. The only thing he ever bought was those sweet French muffins. He never bought bread, donuts or a Danish. Always the briar muffins as she called them. A recipe from her Grandmother.

She let out a sigh. Well, he may be hot man on a bike, but after today, she did not think of him as anything but a pain in the—

A honk cut off her anxious thoughts. She turned to see Corey Black. Oh, man, not now.

He slowed down and rolled down his window.

Corey drove a freakin’ corvette. He was not cool nor good looking. Well, not to her. Some women might think so, but she hated his ever lovin’ guts. The car made him think it would make him what? More attractive, seen as a success? She rolled her eyes.

“Hey Sara,” he called.

She turned to face him. “What do you want?”

He raised his brows. “Why you always gotta be like that?”

“Why?” she asked as anger rose up in her all over again. “You have been causing me all sorts of troubles Corey and you damn well know it!” He had waylaid her deliveries, stolen customers from right in front of her shop. Messed with the health department license she almost could not renew and a host of other bothersome problems. Spreading rumors about her baked goods, and about her family.

He shook his head. “Troubles? Nah. You cannot prove anything. So, is business slow? Is that why you look like you had a tough day? Or did you have a tough night?” he snickered.

Sara’s anger floated away at his remark as her eyes narrowed at him. “What do you mean by that?”

He shrugged. “Nothin.’ But if you are ready to sell?”

She stomped over to his car. She really wanted to kick it, chip that red paint, see his face go red too. But she wouldn’t, instead she would just repeat the same thing, “I will tell you again. I do not want to sell my bakery. End. Of. It.” She pivoted and stalked up to her door.

“You will sell. You will!” he yelled then peeled out with burning rubber.

Heaving a heavy breath, she dug in her clutch for her keys. Like I needed a visit from Mr. Fluffy. He owned a chain of bakeries, called Fluffy’s. Why would he care about her one tiny bakery? She never could figure that out.

No keys. So where are my keys? Just a matchbook. She didn’t smoke so why did she have this? She flipped it over. Bennigans. Mmm, the local Irish bar? Was this the bar where they supposedly... She never went to that bar. Her gramps went there a lot in the old days. None of it made any sense.

Shaking her head she wondered...Now what do I do? I can’t even get into my own house! She tried the doorknob even while knowing it would be locked. She always locked it whenever she left and her keys would be in her jean’s pocket. She peered down at herself. No jeans either, just this dress.

Shaking her head, she went around the back to the laundry room window. Raising it, she climbed through. Her bottom hit the laundry table with a thump. “Good thing I installed this or I woulda landed on my butt. But I already did that enough for one damn day.” She jumped down and closed the window.

She again looked down at the clutch still tucked under her arm. It had one item in it, the matchbook. No lip gloss, no perfume, no cell. Why was it in that motel room? Hound didn’t get it when she’d brought it up. But she would never had taken it with her. Then another thing. This dress. She bit at her lip as she peered down at it. 

It was flimsy, sexy, black and not hers!

How did she end up in the local Motel Six with a biker that she barely knew, dressed like a slut in a dress she did not own with her clutch and a marriage certificate stating she had married that biker?

She stepped from the laundry room and stopped dead in her tracks.

Her house was destroyed. He couch had been slashed open and the stuffings were everywhere. Her lamps were broken. Glass was scattered across the carpet. Her eyes rounded as she took in all the massive destruction. There were holes in every wall. She wandered from room to room to find all her belongings, pictures, nick knacks, dishes—everything smashed to bits.

She plopped down hard on her kitchen chair.... The one that wasn’t broken to pieces of kindling wood. 

Who would do this?

She gazed around. She needed her cell phone. She saw it under a broken plate on the kitchen floor and reached under the pile to pull it out. Screen smashed, no light up. It was destroyed like everything else. A lone tear rolled down one cheek as she sat and wondered what was happening to her life.

Sighing, she stood up. She went to the front door and unlocked it. then walked down her steps and went to the house next door. She knocked.

Mrs. Delvy opened the door. “Oh, hello sweet Sara.” Then her smile dropped. “What’s wrong?”

Sniffling, Sara replied, “Someone broke...” Her voice faltered. “...into my house and wrecked it.”

Mrs. Delvy gasped. “Oh dearie, come on in!”

“I-I just need a phone, to- to call the police. M-mine was destroyed.”

Mrs. Delvy grabbed her elbow and tugged her inside. “Come on and I will make you a cup of tea while you wait for them.”

[image: Image result for a hound tat illustration]

Hound rolled into the company parking lot on his Harley. His mood had not improved and he had to bandage his knuckles too. Dumb move, punching that wall and he’d had to leave an extra two hundred at the desk for the damage. It would not be good for a part owner in a construction company well known in Troy like Moore Construction ‒ to have one of the Moore brothers punching out a wall ‒ and leaving without paying for the damage.

Besides, his mom and dad would skin his hide. Or rather, make him wish they had after the lectures. Black Jack and Molly Moore always did what was right and had taught their sons to do the same in life. Only one of them turned out bad and that was Bulldog. The man had been an adult when Hound was still a child so he hardly remembered him. But no one spoke of him much. He wasn’t a good man, or what good was in him, drugs and greed took. 

Kicking the stand down, he swung his leg off the cycle. His head still throbbed but at least it was bearable now after all the aspirin he took. But he still had a huge pain and that was the certificate in his vest pocket. What the hell was he gonna do? He knew he needed to go to his parents but damn...He did not want his brothers knowing about this.

Hound, their brother had gotten drunk, gotten married while blasted and deflowered a—his train of thought halted. Oh, shit. If his mother heard that, he would stay married. Crap. Now what to do?

“Hey, Hound!”

He looked up.

“Are ya gonna stand there all day?” Black Jack asked.

“Oh hey, dad.” He strolled over to where his father stood by the double doors to Moore Construction.

“What were you daydreamin’ about?” his dad asked with a raised brow.

More like having a daymare not a daydream. “Umm, just tired.”

His father glanced down at his hand. “Been fighting?”

Dammit, he couldn’t hide anything. “I um... well, I punched a wall.” He knew to tell the truth, it had been hammered into him and his brothers since they’d been born. Besides, it always came back to bite you in the ass later if you tried it.

“And can I ask why?”

Hound shook his head. “It’s sorta personal.”

His father raised his brows. “Oh, so a girl eh?”

If you only knew pops, if you only knew. A girl I married and did not remember doing it.

“Alright then,” his dad replied. “When you’re ready to talk about it.”

He smiled at his father. “You know I’ll come to you first.”

“For what?” Gambler came out through the office door. “You’re late, punk.”

Hound sighed. “I was on time. Just talking to Dad.”

“You can’t use a hammer with that hand.” Judge came out too.

“Yeah, well, I do the PC work mostly.” Hound looked at him then at Gambler.

“Yeah well, one handed at that today too,” Judge remarked.

“I punched a wall ok?” he exclaimed. “That’s what you both are after. What happened to my hand.”

Gambler chuckled. “You are too easy to tease, kid.”

“Kid?” Hound snorted as he pulled up his shoulders on his 6 foot four, two hundred pound frame. “I think it is safe to say I am an adult now, brother.”

“Yeah well, adults don’t punch walls,” Judge supplied.

Hound glared at him. “I had a rough...” His voice fell away. “...Night.”

“Doing what?” Gambler wanted to know.

“Yeah, you have the same damn routine every day,” Judge broke in again. “Get on the Harley, go downtown, grab some of those muffins you and Dad love so much, work 9 to 5. Have one drink and some pool at Bennigans, home by nine. In bed with your jammies and lights off by 10.”

Gambler busted up laughing. “Oh shit, Judge! Dammit, that is exactly it!”

Hound shook his head. “So you are saying I do the same damn thing over and over?”

“Yeah.” Judge nodded. “That’s what I’m saying.”

“Ok, boys. Stop teasin’ him. He don’t look so good today,” Black Jack advised.

And sure enough, both men did what he said and turned around to go in. Didn’t matter how big a Moore brother got, they knew better than to sass dad or refuse.

His dad looked over at him and smiled. “So where’s the muffins?”

Muffins? Yeah, those. Made by the girl he was married to. He winced at the thought. Married? Fuck a duck and fuck everything else too. He’d better do something and quick. “Umm, damn, I forgot em. Am I needed in the next hour?” he asked. “I can go grab them and maybe some salve at Walgreens for my knuckles.”

His dad stared at him narrowly. “Somethin’ is up with you boy.”

“There is yes...” Hound sighed. “But I can’t talk about it just yet.”

Nodding, Black Jack motioned toward his cycle. “Yeah, go.”

Hound turned and got back on his bike. What was he thinking? He had to go get her, go to the courthouse, and ask how the hell this could be undone. Plus, he forgot the damn muffins? His dad and brothers all knew something was wrong and before long, he would have to fess up. But he had to omit the deflowering a virgin part, cause the look in his mom’s eyes when one of her sons did something wrong? Nah. None of them ever wanted to see that. It was considered a fate worse than frying in hell.

He started his bike up. Then glancing up, he caught Gambler looking at him from the double doorway. He looked down at his wrist and tapped his imaginary watch, then looked up at Hound.

Hound raised his hand and flipped him off.

Gambler busted up laughing and closed the door.

Fucking brothers, he had too many. Hound cracked a smile.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Three
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When Hound got to the shop, he was entirely baffled. It was closed and customers were standing on the sidewalk. Some were even peeking in through the windows. So, did she even get home last night? Fuck, what kind of bastard was he? So caught up in the anger of being unexpectedly married that he just let her get herself home? He sat on his bike at the curb and wondered what to do next. He got an idea and he hoped he could get it going without too many questions. He tapped his phone.

“Yeah?” came the reply.

“Hey Zipper.”

“Hound?” Zipper asked.

“Yeah man, I need a huge favor.”

“Well, you got it if I can do it. You bailed me out a time or two. So whaz up?”

Hound breathed a sigh of relief. “I need an address on the QT. It’s personal, not MC business.”

There was a pause.

Hound wondered if Zipper ‒ who was the Sin’s bustards IT guy ‒ would even do this for him.

“Ok, shoot.”

Hound let out a breath of relief. “It is for a Sara Beth Bassette.”

“Just a sec,” Zipper said.

Hound heard the typing of his keyboard.

“Ok, 556 Desmond. Anything else?”

Hound paused. Should he get the entire life of Sara? No, he could do that on his own when he got to his laptop. He did need to find out all he could if he had just got hitched to this woman while not even knowing why. “Nah, man. Just worried about her and needed to find her.”

“All is good. Hey, isn’t she the one that makes those heavenly donuts the club gets by the dozens?”

Hound winced, he had forgotten the Sin’s had a standing order for donuts every damn day with her shop. “Um, yeah the Bassette Bakery. Her shop is closed today.”

“What? Wow, it is always open till what? Four every day?”

“Yeah, so I kind of know her and I wanted to check on her.”

“Good man, good man. Ok, laters.” Zipper ended the call.

Hound put his cell away and shook his head. Good man? Right now that was in fucking doubt. He revved his bike and headed two streets over. This part of town wasn’t the best but her shop had such great goods that it drew people from even the best parts of town. He turned on Desmond which had many older houses. 

Then he saw them. Cops. Three cars all lined up in front of a small house. Fuck. His chest tightened a bit. If something happened to her, he would feel like shit for a long ass time.

He rode to a stop, 2 houses down. Then shut his bike off and sat there watching. He wanted to see if she was around. God dammit, let her be around. 

Hound sat and waited. No Sara and the cops looked serious like something major had occurred. It was driving him crazy. He saw cops go in and out but he never saw her. Finally, he started his bike up and moved closer. Shutting it down, he kicked the stand and got off.

“Hey, Duggan!” Officer Barnes Copeland called from the cop car he stood next to.

Hound waved and walked over. “Hey, Barnes.”

“What are you doing here?” Officer Copeland asked.

Hound knew him from a couple times when cops got involved with the Bastards. Mostly, when they were fighting off some criminal or syndicate...the man was friendly toward the MC.

He shrugged. “Her bakery was closed. And in the 2 years it has been there, it has never been closed except on Sundays. I wondered, got concerned and came over.” Yeah, way over the top explanation but Hound himself did not know what the hell he was doing here anyway.

“Oh, you know Sara?”

Yeah really well, considering. He thought but aloud he replied, “Yes I do.”

“Well, it was pretty bad in there.” Barnes  motioned to the house.

Hound’s gut tightened. “Bad? Is-is Sara—?”

“Am I what?” a voice came from the backside of the car.

He turned to see Sara, still in that hot ass dress but she wore a long sweater to cover most of it. “I was worried. Your shop was closed and customers were lining the street.”

Her eyes widened. “Oh, my god! The shop! I-I forgot all about it!”

He stared at her. She’d been crying. Her eyes looked red and swollen. Well, yeah she was crying this morning. He winced, mostly because of his actions. But dammit, he didn’t know what had happened either. “So, are you okay?”

She didn’t seem to hear him as she turned and rushed back into her house.

“So, she seems a bit off. But considering everything, its shock, I will bet,” Barnes commented from next to him.

“Yeah,” was all Hound was gonna add. She had reason to be before she even got home to whatever this was. “So what happened here?”

Now the officer part of Barnes kicked in as he eyed Hound. “We can’t say Duggan. You know that.”

Yeah, he figured. He then walked around the car and up the walk.

Another officer stepped in front of him. “Sir, this is a closed crime scene.”

“Let him through. He is a friend of the victim,” Barnes spoke from behind Hound.

Hound felt surprised by this help, but he would take it. He turned n smiled at Barnes. “Thanks man. I just want to see if I can help.”

“Yeah, thought so. You Sin’s are that sort and have done wonders for this town. So I figured it was that.”

Hound didn’t look him in the eye. Yeah, the sort to deflower a virgin while stinking drunk, then get hitched, accuse her of doing it all, then let her get home across town on her own. That sort. He thought with disgust. He needed to do something. It was like his family had taught him. Be decent, help when you can, keep your honor. Hound now knew he hadn’t done even one of those things when it came to this woman.

He walked in and halted.

The place was entirely wrecked.

“What the fuck?”

“Yeah,” Barnes muttered. “Someone did this with malice and hate. Man, they even soaked all her clothes in bleach.”

Hound blinked. He had seen places ripped apart before. Someone hunting for something. Or when a fight had occurred. But this? What the hell had this girl gotten herself into?

He nodded at Barnes and continued into the small house. There were holes in the walls, her furniture ruined, glass everywhere. It was as if pure hate had made a visit with the devil by its side and they both turned the dwelling into a hole in the ground, pretty much.

He wandered through seeing all the damage. Whoever had done it, had wanted her to have nothing left that was useable.

Wandering down a small hallway where every wall had holes whacked into them, he stopped at a smashed door. The door hung off its hinges.

“Oohhh,” a voice cried from inside the room.

He peeked in.

Sara stood by the closet and had tears running down her face. “Why?” she sobbed.

Looking down at her feet, Hound saw her clothes in several mish mash piles with the white stains of bleach soaking all of them. It had to be like 3 gallons worth that they’d used to do this.

He took a deep breath and stepped in.

Sara turned to see him. “Why?”

Hound stared at her tear streaked face. “Do you have any enemies?”

She blinked as though she couldn’t understand the question. “That’s what the cops asked. But...”

Hound saw in her eyes that she had someone in mind.

“But no... I live here alone. I run my bakery...”

With another breath intake, he stepped further into the room. So, she knew something and wasn’t saying. Why? Was she unsure or was there really someone out to hurt her? He intended to find that out later. “You have any friends who can help like... clean this up?”

Her gaze swung up to him and finally that dazed look left her eyes. Those green orbs filled with a hard glint now. “Why are you here?” Her voice was hard too.

Hound knew he deserved that look and that tone. “Like I said, your shop was closed. And after...” he paused to try to form words and a sentence that did not make him out to be the asshole he had been. But no go on that. “After I failed to make sure you got home ok, I found out your address and came over.”

She kept staring as if he didn’t just explain himself. “So you need muffins that badly?”

Hound blinked hard. Yeah, he deserved that too. He had to smile though, at the remark. Yeah, he was hooked on those for sure as was Black Jack. “Look, I wasn’t in great shape earlier. I...”Apologizing had never been something he did often or well. “I was out of it... then when your shop was closed, I realized...” Again, his voice fell away.

“Realized what?”

Yeah, she wasn’t gonna make this easy was she? “That I had allowed you to get home on your own.”

“Oh.” She nodded and seemed to dismiss his near apology altogether. She moved over to a dresser that had lingerie hanging out of it and gasped.

Hound walked over to see what was in the drawer, besides sexy underthings.

Her panties and bras were soaked in something. He sniffed at it. “Lighter fluid?”

Almost stumbling, she stepped back. “I-I—don’t know what to do. I have no clothes to wear, except this strange dress. How can I open up? I can’t even get there unless I walk.”

“Why? Don’t you have a car?”

Her bewildered gaze swung up. “You should see the garage.”

Hound shook his head.

“They—they slashed all my tires and keyed the paint. And the hood was up, so I don’t even know if it runs at all.”

“Well, fuck.” Hound was still at a loss. “The only thing I can say is... that is was good that you weren’t home last night.”

Sara stared at him. “What?”

“If you’d been home...” He gazed around at the pure hatred in all the destruction. “This person or persons might have killed you.”

“W-why would anyone w-want to kill me” she asked in a whisper more to herself than to him.

“I don’t know the answer. But Sara, you aren’t safe here. You also need help getting your house back in order. You need help to get the shop up and running.”

Tears rolled down her cheeks. “Well, Mr. Obvious. There isn’t anyone.”

Hound felt surprised. “No family?”

She shook her head. “A brother that left town several years ago and never came back. My grandparents are dead. My parents died when I was like 2.”

Hound just stood there utterly floored. He had a huge family and the brothers at the MC. He could not imagine... “Well, you have help now,” it just slipped out of his mouth and into the air. He was going to help this girl. He had to. After what he’d done—he now needed to.

Her eyes rounded and she peered up at him. “What?”

He squared his shoulders. “I have family and an MC family.”

“So? That’s awesome for you, Mr. Moore.”

He winced again. Yes, he had been an ass before but no more. “We own Moore Construction and we can set this house to rights.”

Looking stunned again, Sara stepped back a little. “Oh, no. I can’t afford that!”

He stepped closer. “You don’t have to pay for—“

“Oh, hell no!” she snapped. “I always pay my bills and I have been on my own for three years. I don’t like owing anyone.”

“Listen, Sara.” He gentled his voice. “I was an asshole before, just like you said. I...”

“Oh, pity?” She raised her shoulders making those breasts pop up even from the sweater she wore. “I do not take charity. I do not ask for help that I cannot pay for!”

Wow... Hound was just shocked at her entire turnaround from a weeping mess to this spitfire woman. “Look it’s not charity.”

“Oh, it is! Pity too!” she shouted.

Hound looked around, as he wasn’t sure if one or more of those cops were within earshot then he said it, “You are my wife.” His lungs expelled all his breath as he actually stated this. He went on before he chickened out, “And as a Moore, you have family, resources and backup.”

Sara batted her eyes in utter confusion. “You must be out of your everlovin’ mind!”

Hound agreed with her but now he was in it and the Moore in him rose up to replace the non-committal man he’d become. “Maybe so. But no woman of mine is gonna—“

“Woman of yours?” she now shouted.

He intended to stand his ground on this, despite part of him wanting to agree with her, turn around and leave. He never wanted to be married or shackled like his brothers. He never saw the point but he would play on this to help her. “Yes, we had sex and were married. You know this as a fact. So, you are mine.”

She shook her head, eyes wide. “You are insane! That wasn’t real. We don’t even remember—”

Hound stepped close and took her hand, attempting the gentle approach again. “None of that matters. The facts matter.” Yes and the fact was still in his vest pocket. The certificate with both of their signatures. “It is even official on paper, Sara.” He would not tell her he was here because he was tracking her down to drag her to the courthouse to get this ended. Nope. She would never know that.

She was utterly silent but she stared at him with huge eyes as if she were shocked to muteness.

He reached into his vest and pulled his cell out.

Sara kept staring at him like he had grown two heads.

He tapped the screen then got an answer. “Dad?”

“Yeah son...got the goodies yet?” Black Jack joked.

“Umm, no. We got a situation”

“We do? What is it?’

“You know the bakery where I get those muffins?”

“Yeah?”

“Well, the owner...” He caught the wild look of disbelief on Sara’s face as he spoke, “She needs our help.”

“Okay,” Black Jack answered.

“I will be bringing her to the house.”

“Ok, son. Anything else?”

“Yeah, lots more but in person.”

“We’ll meet you,” his dad replied and hung up.

Yeah, that was Black Jack Moore. No questions. Just if it is... it is. He swiped his phone and looked at Sara. “So let’s go. Bring...” He looked around. “Fuck that. Let’s go.”

Now, she finally blinked and her mouth popped open.

At her expression, the tears, those expressive green eyes, Hound felt something odd inside. He could not fathom what but he reached out and gently shut her mouth with two fingers under her chin. 

Shaking her head, she backed up. “No. Just no. I will not be going anywhere!”

Hound stepped closer again. “You will or this whole town will see me, with you over my shoulder as I forcibly take you home.”

If she could have fainted, he figured she might right this second, as she looked entirely lost. “You wouldn’t dare,” she whispered.

He stood closer... lips to lips with her. “I would.”

“Oh, my god! I am not your responsibility!”

“Well, babe. I got a piece of paper in my vest here...” He patted his pocket. “...that says different.”

Her gasping continued. “That—that is not legitimate and you know it!”

He shrugged and then took her hand. “As far as the law of the land is concerned, it is.” He tugged her forward. “You need a plan Sara. And you know this. How are you going to do all of this? Come on.” He pulled her out and down the destroyed hallway.

“Hey,” Barnes greeted as he was taking pictures in the living room.

Hound nodded at him. “I’m taking Sara to my family’s house.”

Barnes pulled his camera from his eyes and looked between them. “Oh?”

“Yes,” Hound told him.

“Good man.” Barnes smiled. Then turned to finish the picture taking.

“My brothers will be arriving this afternoon too, so heads up.”

Barnes halted now and looked up. “All the brothers?”

Hound shrugged. “Maybe.”

His eyes rounded. “Well, shit.” He looked over at a bewildered Sara. “This will all be set right pretty damn quick then, Miss Bassette.”

Sara said nothing. She just shook her head as if she didn’t know what the hell to say.

“It’s Mrs. Moore,” Hound blurted out before he even thought about it. Fuck. This guy didn’t need to know that. Dammit, maybe she was right. He was crazy, or the hangover had made him loopy or some shit.

Barnes stared at him in shock. “Oh, really?”

“Yes, really.” Hound wrapped an arm around her shoulder. He might as well come clean now, as he knew he would have to later to his family in any case. “So she has the Moores and the Sin’s.”

“Well, hot damn there, Duggan!” Barnes chuckled. “Congrats, man.” He looked over at a still mute Sara. “And to you too, Mrs. Moore.”

Sara finally opened her mouth to speak, “It’s not—not what you think.”

Hound shook his head. “You need sleep babe and a shower. Have you eaten anything?”

Her mouth shut into a firm line and her glittering eyes told him she wanted to yell at him, maybe punch him in the face too.

Hound laughed, as he couldn’t help it. This was all insane, but strangely, he found himself almost looking forward to her argument in fact. His brothers said he was a boring man of routine. Every day the same damn thing. Now instead of dreading it, he couldn’t wait to see their faces when all the Moores gathered.

With a grin, he never thought he would be wearing today...Hound tugged her hand again, leading her outside to his cycle.
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[image: ]




Sara stood in front of his large Harley. “You want me to get on... that huge thing?”

Hound gave her a crooked smile. “You could have asked that same thing last night.”

Her eyes swung up to his face. This man was insane. That was already a done deal in her mind. Funny, how he seemed sane all this time when he came into the shop, but he surely was not normal. 

This morning, he was enraged that he was married to her and accusing her of orchestrating it. Now, he was going around announcing their so called nuptials to strangers. Well, Barnes wasn’t that as he and all the Troy police came into her shop, but really to just act like they’d agreed to be married and like it was natural. When they both knew it was not at all.

“Very funny,” she finally replied. “But I’m in this stupid dress.” She motioned down at herself.

Hound swung those dark blues over her so called dress. “Stupid? I like it.”

She tossed her hands up. “Of course you do, only floozies on a street corner would wear it!”

He blinked in confusion. “But you’re wearing it.”

“It isn’t mine!”

He now looked even more lost. “What?”

“It is not my dress. See, that is the odd part...” She paused and let out another exasperated breath. “Just one of many, mind you. I did not buy this dress nor was it ever in my closet.”

Hound shook his head. “So you had this dress on when we...or when—”

“Never mind!” The man was going to make her lose it all over again. “That is not my point right now. I can’t ride on that bike in a damn dress.”

“Why not? It’s only across town.” He stared at her.

“Because... well, I’m not wearing any...” Dammit, why was he even here and she was having to explain this?

“Any?”

She leaned close. “There were no panties in that motel room,” she whispered.

He tucked his head back. Then looked lost. Then he grinned.

“Oh, my god, I am so gonna slap that stupid grin from your face!”

Hound stepped back as if he believed her. “Ok, ok. Well...” He motioned to his bike, then got on while swinging a powerful thigh over the frame. “Get on, I don’t mind, your um...sweet parts on my bare seat.”

Her eyes again rounded. “Are you flirting with me or insulting me? I mean I can’t tell which.”

He started his bike up without answering but kept that smirk.

The cycle had such a loud roar that she wouldn’t be able to hear him anyway, even if he did answer, but the smirk said it all. Where was the mean asshole from this morning? The one who didn’t even remember who she was and then had accused her of lying. 

Disgusted, she took a step forward and then got on behind him. The seat did meet her... bare skin. Oh, I cannot believe the depths I have sunk to. First waking up hungover in a motel room with this biker, then finding out she married him and never knew about it. Then coming home to... She closed her eyes and leaned her head onto his wide shoulder as she held onto his waist while he turned bike around.

Hound drove through the side streets, all the way across town.

Sara was feeling highly...well, uncomfortable. The rumbling of the bike was shimmying across her... bare sweet parts and she wanted to squirm at the sensation that felt a bit too good. It was like riding a vibrator. Yes, she had one of those, she wasn’t a nun, though she had been celibate to the point of virginity. She shook the thought of that ugly loss away and tried to readjust herself so it wouldn’t rub her like that. Oh, my god! The seat is now wet! Oh, no... if he sees that? She bit at her lip.

Fighting panic yet again today, she looked up to see where they were now. This part of town was better built, newer and just cleaner than where she lived.

Finally, they barreled up a long street then he slowed in front of a huge house with a very large triple wide driveway. This place made her small dwelling look like an outhouse or something.

Pulling into a long driveway, he shut the engine off.

Sitting up straighter, her gaze rose up to the 3 story house. “Wow.”

“Yeah, we built it for our parents. They deserved it.”

She paused at the reverence in his voice. “Deserved it?”

“Yeah.” He said nothing more.

‘Ok, so what am I doing here at your parent’s house?”

He turned to look over his shoulder at her. “I told you already.”

“No, no you really didn’t.”

He let out a sigh.

Suddenly, a rumbling noise sounded from down the street.

Suddenly, Sara realized she was still sitting on his bike bare butted, so she hopped off. Then she saw the wet spot and her face flamed. Jerking her gaze away so he wouldn’t see her staring at it, she instead stared across the large lawn to the street as she moved up closer and rubbed the damp spot from the leather seat with the bottom of her sweater.

Hound kicked his stand down and got off too, so she had to stop and step back.

The rumble turned into a roar and Sara looked down the street again. At least 8 cycles all rode in pairs of two. 

“My brothers and my dad,” Hound told her.

“You have this many brothers?” she asked.

“Yeah, well...” He leaned out to look, as the bikes got closer. “Three of them are, then my dad. Then yeah, our president, the president’s dad and the VP then oh yeah, our enforcer.”

Sara stared at him. “So why are they all coming here?”

Hound turned around to look at her. “Well, they all need to know what happened.”

Sara placed her hands on her hips, and asked, “What?”

“To us, to you.”

She opened her mouth to tell him no way would she be telling a bunch of strangers her business, but the load roaring cut off anything she wanted to say.

The bikes all pulled into the lengthy driveway that could in fact hold all of them plus maybe 10 other vehicles. She realized it was built that way on purpose.

The cycles all powered down, one by one.

The huge men sitting on those bikes, all paused to stare at her.

Sara gasped and closed the long sweater. Talk about daunting. These guys were that. Most were handsome like in the roughest way and even the older ones were good looking men. But she sure did not want to be seen in the street walker dress.

They all kicked their stands and got off the bikes.

“Ok, here we go,” Hound stated.

Sara glanced over at him. “Go? What do you mea—?”

“Hey kid!” one of the men who walked up, called to Hound. Very large, older man with a skull and cross bones tat on his upper arm strolled toward them.

“Bones,” Hound greeted with a nod.

Then a younger man with dark hair and intense eyes came up to stand next to ‘Bones.’ “Hound.” He nodded then swung his gaze over. “Ms. Bassette.”

Oh, Sara knew him now. One of the best paying clients her bakery ever had. Six dozen a day, five days a week. “Oh gosh, Hello Mr. Tory.”

“Deke,” he said.

“Ok, hello Deke.”

An older man that was even large than either of these men came up now. “So, Miss Sara of the heavenly muffins. How can we help you?”

She blinked. “I umm...”

“This is Black Jack Moore, my dad. Sara,” Hound said.

“Oh, ok. Nice to meet you.” She nodded politely.

The other men were standing there too, as Hound introduced them, “This is Gambler, Judge and Raine. My brothers.” Then he referred to the rest, “This is Deke, as you know, his dad Bones and Gator the Sin’s VP. And Wiley our...well, enforcer.”

Wiley shook his dark head. “Don’t believe a word he says.” He chuckled.

Sara glanced over at Hound. “Believe me. I don’t.”

The men all looked curious or confused by her statement.

“Ok, let’s take it into the house brothers,” Black Jack piped in. “Molly has coffee and those donuts you all love so much.”

“Great!” Bones looked happy as he headed in.

They all moved ahead to the huge front door.

Sara stood where she was as she stared at the impressive if somewhat scary group of men.

Hound cleared his throat. “Sara?”

She swung her gaze over.

He swept his arm in front of him. “Let’s go in now, ok?”

Se pouted. “But why? I don’t understand any of this.”

“You will. Now come on.” He grabbed her hand and tugged her along.

Her anger flared now. “You are bossy and I do not even know you. Where do you get off—”

He tugged harder to get her to move faster. “Husband, remember?”

Sara halted and fought his tugging. “You are sooo not going to tell them!”

He nodded. “I sooo am.” He tugged her harder.

Well, she lost the tug o war as he was stronger and had a grip of real power, so she unwillingly followed.

The interior was beautiful, yet simple. Not mansion like but country home like. All wood, brick and glass. God, it was a beautiful home. “Y-you guys built this?”

“Sure, we did!” one of his brother replied. “Gambler,” he added as he caught her confused look.

“Well, it is stunning,” she replied.

His gaze moved over to his brother Hound then down at the handholding. He raised a brow.

“Later,” Hound grouched. “You will know all of it... later.”

Gambler shrugged.

One of his other brothers smiled at her. “Just like to say your baked good are the best in the world.”

She smiled back. “Thank you um...”

“Judge.” He nodded, as he too, glanced at the handholding.

Sara finally tugged her hand out of Hound’s loosened grip.

Judge and Gambler glanced at each other.

“Stop gawking you two! It’s god dammed rude.” Black Jack stepped up. “Molly has everything ready. Come on and let’s get this dealt with.”

Gambler and Judge looked over at Hound.

Hound glared back. “You heard him.”

They both just smirked and went on into the other room.

Sara was trying to keep up, but she had no idea what was happening. 

They stepped through a huge living room that had more couches and oversized stuffed chairs than she had ever seen in one room except a furniture showroom floor. She could not help but to stare at it all.

“It’s comfortable and seats all the family in one room,” Hound told her.

“Well, not all of the MC, but close enough,” a woman said as she made her way closer to Sara. She had long red hair with sketches of gray at her temples and the prettiest blue eyes Sara had ever seen. She looked from the woman to Hound and knew this was where he got those eyes of his.

“I’m Molly Moore,” the smiling woman told her. “Welcome to our home and have a sit, ok?” She then took Sara’s hand and led her across the very large room into another room.

There sat maybe the largest and probably longest dining table ever made in America for just an average family of 25 or 30. It sat at least thirty, she guessed. Above it hung a chandelier that was all gold and glass.

“Wow!” Sara gasped.

“Yeah, our sons did all this last year. It was a surprise that almost made me faint dead away when they showed me what they’d been up to for six months.” She moved Sara along to a chair. “Have a sit. Do you drink coffee?”

Nodding, Sara stared around.

“And do you eat your own donuts?” Hound asked as he took a seat next to her.

She shook her head. “Not too much. They’re very fattening and sweet.”

“Damn right they are,” Bones took a bite of one.

The guys all did the same, chewing the pastries as they nodded in agreement.

Black Jack moaned as he swallowed. “I am telling you Miss Bassette, you are some kind of magician with treats.”

Sara could feel her cheeks heating up. She got the same compliments daily at the shop, but here in close quarters with Hound’s entire family, it was embarrassing.

“So, did you learn how to bake in school?” one of the other brothers asked.

“I’m sorry, did I get your name?”

“Raine.”

She nodded. “Um... no, family recipes.”

“So you just up and started your own bakery, eh?” Black Jack asked.

Sara picked up the coffee mug. “Um, yeah after... well after my granddad passed, he left me an inheritance. Then well, I figured it would be smart to employ myself and use my skills.”

“Smart choice,” Black Jack said. “And talented you are.”

“Thank you.” She dipped her head.

“You were closed today, I hear,” Bones said. “That’s unusual. I was there at 9 and people were impatient. They gotta have them sweets.” He smiled at her.

Her hand shook as she lowered the mug. “Um, yeah, I...”

“Ok,” Hound spoke up.

Sara swung her gaze over. 

“This is why I called you all here,” he announced.

Sara sat up straighter in her chair. “Now, Mr. Moore...”

Black Jack laughed.

So did all the men at the table.

“Why young lady, I do not know anyone who calls him Mister.” Black Jack kept chuckling.

“She’s just shy, is all,” Hound said. “But never mind that. We have a real issue on our hands.”

“Our hands?” Gambler asked.

“Yes, well. See, it happened like this—”

Sara stood up from her chair. “Look. You all are kind people, but I do not belong here and I will just be going now.”

Hound stood up too. “The hell you will!”

“Duggan Moore,” his mother said as she stood up. “That is no way to talk to a woman.”

Gambler and Judge started to chuckle.

“Like he would know how to do that!” Judge stated with a laugh.

“Will all of you just shut the hell up!” Hound yelled.

They all swiveled their startled gazes over to him.

Sara lowered her head. Dammit, he was going to tell them. He was.
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Chapter Five
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Hound looked around. “This morning, I woke up hungover.”

His brothers chuckled.

“Shut it clowns,” he snapped.

“Duggan?” Molly asked. “What has gotten into you?”

“I’m sorry Ma. I just need to get this out, and without the peanut gallery interrupting.”

Molly looked over at her sons.

They ducked their heads.

Black Jack nodded. “Well, go on son. I need to hear this.” He raised a brow.

“Well, dad you know when I said it was personal earlier today and you said a woman?”

His dad nodded.

“Well it was, but see...” he faltered where did he start with this?

“Well, spit it out kid,” Bones urged.

“Dad...” Deke stared at him.

Bones shrugged. 

Hound went on, “We were both hungover and out of sorts and in a room at the Motel Six.”

Molly gasped and looked over at Sara.

“No, Ma. She’s a good girl,” Hound said before anyone could think she wasn’t.

“Well, sure she is,” Black Jack added. “It doesn’t mean she isn’t.”

“I-I...” Sara looked flustered. “I don’t drink, I do not party. I work and go home.” She lowered her head.

“So let me get this straight. You both woke up there and didn’t know how you got there?” Gambler asked.

“Well, that isn’t a stretch. I mean used to happen to me all the time,” Bones piped in.

“Dad!” Deke now slapped his arm.

“So? I still don’t get what the issue is,” Sam grumbled. “They’re young and shit happens.”

“Yeah, that’s what I thought too. The issue is...” Hound started, “We um...You know.”

Black Jack, Bones and even Deke chuckled.

Gambler interjected over the chuckling, “Well, great for you little bro but I still don’t see why—”

“We got married!” Hound exclaimed.

The chuckling, guffaws and snickers halted.

Molly stood from her chair. “What?”

Hound nodded. He knew already that this would be the really hard part. “We found the certificate on the floor.”

“Signed?” Gator asked.

Nodding, Hound said, “Looks like our signatures, but we have no memory of it.”

“Not any?” Black Jack asked.

“Nothing.”

They all looked over at Sara.

The silence caused her to raise her head. She looked around at them. “I have no memory either and there are some very odd parts that make no sense.”

“Odd?” Judge asked. “Like having sex with the Hound?”

Gambler snickered.

Hound glared at them both. “If you both don’t quit, you are gonna leave this meeting.”

“He’s right,” Molly chimed in, “Will you all just let him finish?”

“Finish?” Bones stared at the young couple. “That’s all there is to it, right?”

“NO!” Sara stood up. “There’s more. First of all this...” She opened her sweater.

The men all leaned in to look at the skimpy little black dress.

Wiley let out a whistle, then raised his hands up in defense.

Hound growled and reached over to close her sweater.

“This dress is not mine. It was in the hotel room. I wore it home. I would never buy a dress like this.”

“Well, too bad,” Bones added.

Deke glared at him.

“Then my clutch....” Tears rolled down her cheeks. “It is a special item that my grandmother gave me to use— to...” She swallowed heavily. “...wear on my date with the man I was to marry. When we got engaged. It was a tradition for the women of my family. Her mother gave her a shawl. Her mother before her, earrings. So, I never would have been wearing this dress or that clutch.”

Hound realized now what she’d been going on about over that purse.

“So you ae saying some one set this up?” Deke wanted to know.

Sara turned her glare to Hound.

“Oh, no son! You did not accuse her of this did you?” Molly gasped.

Hound’s shoulders slumped.

“Well god dammit, Duggan. You woke to this news, then accused this poor innocent girl of doing it?” Black Jack asked.

A sob left Sara’s throat.

Molly rose up and came around the table, pushing Hound out of the way she grabbed her up. “You poor girl!”

Hound shook his head.

Black Jack stared hard at him.

All the men did.

He slowly nodded.

Black Jack stood. “You didn’t!”

“I am afraid I did, but I don’t remember the marrying or anything at all!”

“Holy shit!” Judge exclaimed.

“Yeah, what he said,” Gambler added with a scowl.

“So you are married and you took...you...” Wiley’s voice trailed away.

“I guess?” Hound said. “I mean I remember being at Bennigans and having one drink, then I was about to head home. That’s it.”

“Oh come on, there has to be more you remember?” Raine finally spoke up.

Hound shook his head and took a peek over at his mother.

Yep, she was glaring at him. Those blue eyes were now a really a deep blue, so he knew she was mad.

“I was out of it Ma. I was, I looked for any explanation...” Yeah, it sounded lame now even to him.

“Well, a least you stayed with her, that’s what counts,” Black Jack attempted to ease Molly’s anger.

Hound looked down at his hands.

“Boy?” Black Jack asked.

“I was confused and messed up, she was angry and—”

“Oh, I wonder why she was?” Moly finally spoke up in a sarcastic tone. “You deflowered her then accused her of setting it up?”

“Ma...” Hound whined a bit.

“Don’t ma, me. Then you drove her home right?”

“I stormed out,” Sara mumbled from Molly’s’ shoulder.

Molly released her.

“I never asked for a ride, or anything,” Sara went on. “I was mad too. Confused and... sorry about it all. So don’t blame that on him. I mean he did come to my house this morning to check on me.”

Hound groaned and kept his head down.

“What?” his father asked.

Hound sighed. “Nothing...”

“Wait...” Black Jack now stood up. “Why did you go to her house?”

“Ok...I went to the shop to get her and go to the courthouse to get this annulled.” Hound fessed up to the rest. It had all been painful, but at least it was out in the open. The fact that he had acted like an ass in a bad situation.

The men in the room all groaned.

“Oh, man,” Wiley spoke in a low tone.

“Well? I never remembered consenting and neither did she,” Hound defended. “She had brought the idea up when we argued even.”

“Boy!” Black Jack looked furious.

Hound stood up. “Alright. Ok. It is true. I was a real asshole about this when it first happened. I fucking admit it. Then when the shop was closed I worried about her wellbeing.”

“Bout time,” Gator muttered.

Hound knew they were all judging him and actually, he fucking deserved it. “Well, when I found her house, the cops were there.”

“What?” Deke asked. “Why?”

“Someone had broken into her house and destroyed everything. And I mean they absolutely fucking gutted it. So I stepped up.” He looked around and met each pair of eyes, even his mother’s. “I told her we would fix it. That we are married and she is now a Moore. That the Sin’s would probably help too. She needs her house cleaned up then remodeled and she needs her car running as they slashed her tires and messed with the engine she thinks.”

“Wow,” Gator spoke up. “Someone really went after you then?” He stared at Sara.

“Well, stealing a boyfriend is out right?” Bones asked.

Deke rolled his eyes. “Dad.”

“Well, if she never... I mean so that kind of thing wouldn’t be it.”

“Yes, they did go after her and no, she has no idea who would. Do you?” Hound looked directly at her as he made a point to say this, to see if she reacted. Before, when he’d asked, she did seem to have a thought of someone.

Sara shrugged. “I have no family really. I have one enemy though.”

Hound turned fully to stare at her. “But you said that—”

“I know but I cannot go around accusing him of this. I mean there is no evidence... yet.”

“Who?” Hound asked.

“Corey Black.”

He paused. “Where do I know that name from?”

“He owns the Fluffy Bakeries,” Wiley answered this.

“So, he’s your competitor?” Deke wanted to know.

“Yes, but why would he hate me that much? I mean we do not like each other and he has messed with my business, but this?” She shook her head. “It seemed a lot more personal than that.”

“Messed with your business?” Hound asked. “How?”

“Messing with things that made it harder on me and my business.” 

“Well, he damn well won’t be doing that anymore!” Hound found himself shouting.

Everyone in the room stared at him.

“She’s my wife, so I will protect her,” he stated to the room in general.

“Now, wait a damn minute here.” Sara turned to face him.

He now grinned at her. “Husband, remember?”

Sara stomped her foot. “OH! You know that isn’t real! We never said I do!”

“How do you know we didn’t? We must have?”

Sara looked so angry. She stepped closer and poked his hard chest with her finger. “You are not my boss!”

The room full of people now said nothing as they watched this play out like theater.

“Maybe not, but I seem to recall marriage vows now that I think of it. Something about to honor and obey?”

“Oh no son, you did not just say that!” Molly exclaimed.

“I honor you and you obey me. You are under my protection and my family’s and...” He looked over at Deke and Gator. “My MC’s protection.”

Deke leaned back in his chair, crossed his arms over his chest and nodded at him, though he looked rather amused.

Bones chuckled and shook his head. “I never remembered it being quite that way, kid. You honor and she obeys? Nope, not familiar with that.”

Several of them chuckled as they all nodded.

“I can do it on my own!” Sara yelled.

“Well, maybe so, but you aren’t going to.” Hound moved closer. “Once I decided to embrace this, there is no going back.”

“Well hot damn, Molly. You seeing this?”

Molly nodded. “I see it but he needs to learn some tact and manners.”

Everyone in the room laughed.

Except for Sara and Hound as they still stood, facing each other off.

“Welcome to our world, brother!” Gambler laughed.
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The men went on to discuss what would be needed at her house. Then they all stood after getting the address and left. Hound stayed and his father stayed.

Molly was there to comfort Sara. “Ok, honey. I got clothes you can wear, as some of the girls of the MC have stayed here a few times. You know, Gambler, Judge and even Raine’s wife. We must have something that will fit you. They won’t mind. Come-on, let’s get you showered, dressed and maybe a nap.”

“But, my—my shop?”

“Well it’s already 1, so I called a friend and he went to put up a sign about a family emergency. Then you can open tomorrow,” Hound said.

Sara sighed. 

Molly patted her hand. “Come on upstairs with me. Then we will leave you be, to rest.”

Sara looked over at Hound.

He shrugged. “I will be along later to talk.”

“No... we don’t need to talk.” Sara turned and marched up the stairs.

“We will see about that,” Hound muttered.

“Son.” Black Jack came over and slapped him on the back. “We need to talk about this.”

Hound was pushed forward by the slap and groaned, as he really wanted to give his dad the same answer Sara had given to him. But he’d known all along the lecture would come. He was ready to take his lumps. “Ok, Dad.”

Black Jack went into the very large kitchen and motioned for Hound to sit on a stool at the huge island they’d all built together.

Sighing, Hound sat.

Black Jack went to the cabinet and brought down his good whiskey.

Hound shook his head. So, it was gonna be like that huh?

Bringing two shot glasses over, his father sat them down and poured the amber liquid into the glasses. “It ain’t every day when a son gets married. Well, we weren’t there like for our other sons...” he paused and raised the shot. “But neither were you!” He titled his large head back and laughed.

“Ha-ha, dad.” Hound grabbed his shot.

“Here’s to you being a good husband and learning when to keep your big rap shut!” Black Jack raised his glass.

Hound had raised his shot then paused. “What?”

“Son, you have made a mess of this from the get go. That poor girl has literally had her world turned upside down. You do need to learn tact, like my Molly said. But not only that, you need to learn how to handle a female.”

Hound almost regretted agreeing to this talk and the dammed toast.

Black Jack nodded. “Drink!”

Hound did like always, he did what his dad told him to do. It was just easier. He downed the shot.

“Ahh...” Black Jack smacked his lips, as he seemed to pause and enjoy the drink. “Listen good now. First, an old saying you know... honey versus vinegar.”

Hound shook his head. “Come on, Dad.”

“Now, just listen to me and your life might just get easier.”

“Ok.”

“First off, this obey stuff and you bossing her around. Can’t you see this is a strong woman you got here?”

Hound cocked his head. Yeah, he’d noticed this several times already.

“And she did all she has on her own. She’s got pride and backbone. This ain’t a woman that takes orders, son.”

“Ok. But I cannot allow her to—”

“See? There!” His dad pointed at him. “You cannot allow and you are her lord and master bullshit.”

Huffing out air, Hound played with the shot glass.

“What you do is learn to use that Moore charm. Ease her into it. If there’s things needs to be done, take care of it. Let her know first and that you are just helping.”

“Well, she says it is pity and charity.”

“Yeah, she’s a proud one. If you hadn’t fallen drunk and in bed with her, I woulda wanted a daughter n law like her. All the ones I got are great women. This one is no different. It may have happened differently.” He narrowed his eyes at his son. “You got any real feelings for her, boy?”

Hound let out a sigh. “It was all thrown on me, out of the dammed blue Dad. But yes, I have had flashes of something when I look at her.”

“And she is sure might easy to look at.” Black Jack nodded. “I heard ya growling when they were all looking at her in that dress. So, there is jealousy and that’s a good sign.”

“A sign of what Dad?”

Black Jack patted his hand. “You’ll see. It’s a bit early. But remember, try to be more gentle, persuasive, romance her.”

“Romance her?” Hound could not believe he was hearing this from Black Jack Moore.

“Hell yeah, even if you just have a couple of candles and some...” His dad shook his head. “Just try to go easier without seeming to boss her. But then when in bed... You can be a bit bossier.” He sat back. “Well, I suppose you already know that part.” He laughed.

“God dammit, Dad. Did you have to go there? I mean I’m not fourteen and need to have the talk. Come on.”

“Yeah, maybe so. But you do need to know where to use that alpha male and when not to use it.”

Hound had to agree. His dad was a bit eccentric but most of the time he was right. “I’ll try.”

“I see and everyone could see that you wanna protect her and you openly claimed her. So all that was good moves. But if you aren’t careful, you are going to push her away by being and asshole.”

“Well damn Dad, don’t hold back on anything.” Hound sighed. Asshole seemed to be what everyone had been calling him since the first time Sara said it at the Motel Six. “I did not do this. At least I don’t think I did. I’m just trying to do what is right. Yeah, I was slow to get at it, but I did own up.”

Black Jack looked proud as he slapped his son’s back. “You manned up finally. Yes, you did.”

Hound winced, as his dad’s slaps were powerhouse hits, only he never seemed to realize it.

“So, go on and see her. I know you want to.” Black Jack gave him a wink.

Hound shook his head and got up to head upstairs, his dad’s bellowing laughter following him.
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Molly had finally left.

Sara was lying on the big bed that had one of the prettiest quilts that she had ever seen. She did feel better now after the shower. She wondered though how the woman could think she would be able to sleep after all that had happened today.

Then again, she was still a mess. Like she’d been drugged, so she was tired.

She sat upright. “That’s it!” She rubbed at her sore temples. “Drugged.”

“What?”

Sara jumped and looked over at the far end of the room. “Where... How did you get in here?”

Hound shrugged. “We built this house with some extras.” He strolled over.

Sara watched him and again admired his stride. Then she shook her head to get rid of this admiration. “We must have been drugged.”

He sat on the bed. “Maybe.” He seemed to ponder on it. “Yeah, I never had a hangover like that before in my life.”

“So-so you drink?”

He looked over at her. “Not much. Dad just poured me a shot of his whiskey to have a ‘talk’ with me. But I really didn’t want it.” Shrugging, he went on, “Then one beer at Bennigan’s after my shift. That’s pretty much the extent of my drinking.”

Oh...” Sara felt relieved because he if he drank a lot, she was outta here. She scoffed at her thought. They weren’t staying together anyway, so why care?

“So, look. I’m going to do this right.” He scooted closer to her.

Sara stared at him. “Do what?” she asked suspiciously.

He laughed and shook his head. “Ok, yeah I deserve that. But I just want to apologize for the way I acted this morning and the way I treated you.”

Sara tilted her head at him. Where was this coming from? Then it dawned on her. “Your dad and mom are making you apologize, right?”

He narrowed his eyes at her.

Ok so there was the Hound she had seen before. She felt vindicated.

“No, they did not.”

She stared at his face.

“I know you have this impression of me that...well, that I am—”

“Overbearing?” she asked.

“Yeah and that I act like an—

“Ass?” she again interrupted.

Hound stilled and stared at her. Then he busted out laughing.

His laughter startled her. She hadn’t expect him to be amused.

Shaking his head he went on, “You sure are mouthy. But the fact is, we are married, we did consummate the marriage. We maybe were hoodwinked into it, but we can make the best of it.”

Her eyes got rounder and rounder as he spoke. “You can’t be serious.”

He stopped and looked at her. “I am.”

“But you don’t even know me!”

He nodded. “But I would like to.”

She couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “But this morning, you—“

He placed his fingers to her lips. “I was apparently drugged and mean. I’m sorry for that.”

Sara felt like she had just fallen into the twilight zone. “So, let me get this right...You want to stay married?”

He shrugged. “Maybe? I mean we have to wait and see.”

“Wait for what?” She tossed her hands up.

“Let’s just get you through this mess at your house and get all your things to rights. Then there’s the matter of protecting you.”

She blinked several times. “What?”

Hound shook his head and took her hands into his. He stared into her eyes. “Someone wants to hurt you badly, Sara. Don’t you know that?”

She stared right into that sea of blue and lost all thought for a few seconds. She shook her head, yeah a bad idea. “But the cops—“

“Are gonna be where if someone breaks into that little house while you are there?”

Sara never thought of it all this way. “So, are you saying I can’t live there?”

“No, I’m not saying that but you can’t anyway for at least a week.”

“Ok, then what?”

“We wait and see.”

“So I’m going to stay here?”

He nodded. “For now, as it is safer. We built this house with extra features as I said.”

“What does that mean?”

He leaned closer while still holding her hands. “We are MC, Sara. We live lives that may bring danger. Oh, we all have legitimate businesses but MCs tend to draw a bad sort somehow.”

“What are you trying to tell me?” She was utterly lost.

“Just that here you will be protected.”

“Then at work?”

“I will be there all day.”

“What?” she scooted back.

“Yep.” Hound nodded. “Until we find out who is after you, I will be taking you to work. Then taking you home.”

Sara sat up straighter. “Now wait just a damn minute, you can’t just take over my life!”

Without warning, he grabbed her up.

Sara gasped as her soft chest met his hard one.

“We are together. Someone wants to hurt you. You are carrying the Moore name.” He then crushed her mouth with his.

Sara fought him for a few seconds then heat coursed through her. Her body trembled as the kiss deepened and she kissed him back. Wow, the man could kiss!

He finally moved his mouth from hers and he looked just as startled as she felt. “Damn...” He then smiled “I sure wish I could remember having you. I bet it was the sweetest thing ever.”

Sara blinked. “You did not just say that.”

He paused. “Yeah... I thought it, so I did say it.” 

Shaking her head, she asked, “So you often just blurt things out like that?”

He cocked his head. “Yeah, I guess I do.” He patted her hand. “So you best get used to it.”

Again, she stared. “Are you for real?”

Hound chuckled and pinched his cheek pulling the skin out a little. “Do I look real?”

All Sara could do was to stare.

Shaking his head, he got up and pulled his shirt off.

Sara stared some more. Yeah, he had all those tats and all those hard muscles she remembered from this morning, so she was speechless. He was just so built, a girl couldn’t help it if she got a little bothered, could she?

He then sat and began tugging his boot off.

Finally, the words came out of her mouth, “What are you doing?” she asked with a gasp.

He tugged the last boot off. “Getting ready for some sleep.”

“H-here?” she asked.

“Yes, here.”

“Um, no not here.”

He turned his head to look at her. “Listen, I will be with you 24/7.”

Her eyes widened. “No way!”

“Yes, way. Until we know who is after you. I will be your constant companion.”

“Oh, really?”

“Yes, how many ways do you need to hear this?”

“Ok so now the asshole is back,” she stated in frustration.

He stared at her but instead of anger he raised his hand and smoothed his strong fingers down her cheek. “Husband, remember?” He then stood up and shucked his jeans off. He was now only wearing his boxer briefs.

Sara looked the other way.

He started to laugh. Then it got louder.

Sara felt her cheeks heat up.

“Come on, you saw all of me already!” He chuckled then sat on the bed. Next, he grabbed her up and scooted her up toward the headboard. Then he laid down pulled the quilt up over them both and spooned his hard warm body up against her.

Sara lay there wide eyed and confused. He is crazy! But wow, is he warm. She did feel herself getting moist between her thighs. And why is it so dammed hot in here? Her eyes drooped. Still, she had always had a thing for this guy, even with circumstances like they were, she still could not believe she was here in bed with Hound. Her life had turned 180 degrees and her body was heating up by many degrees. How was she going to sleep with this man every night and not want to...? 

She let out a sigh, feeling too exhausted to ponder it. Yet, when she closed her eyes, all she saw was those blue eyes of his and she remembered how it felt to be kissed by him.
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Chapter Seven
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Hound felt it. It was soft and wet on his neck. He was so damn sleepy. He wondered why he would dream ... someone was kissing him. His eyes remained closed. If this was a dream, he wanted it to last, the sweetest mouth ever, the sweetest flavor too. Her lips were so plump, her velvety tongue matching his thrust for thrust as he kissed her. His hands roamed down and he felt those fantastic tits. 

Sara, yes, had to be. Maybe this was a memory of when he had her. He wanted her there was no doubt, but it all seemed so real. He went with it and reached down into her panties to stroke her clit with his fingers.

She was kissing him wildly now, so he knew it was a dream. Sara wouldn’t do that, not the one he fell asleep with, she seemed to hate his guts at the moment. But dream Sara was bold as she reached into his briefs and grasped him.

Yeah, he was hard, so hard. Just the scent of her arousal made him crazy.

They both rolled around in the bed and before he realized it, he was between her thighs with his mouth wrapped around the most luscious nipple he ever sucked on. This woman was the woman of his dreams. He just wished Sara would do this with him for real.

“Oh... Duggan...” she moaned aloud.

His eyes snapped open and he was gazing down at Sara. He blinked several times. “Sara?”

She opened her eyes. “Give me more, please?”

He paused but she grabbed his head and kissed him again. He wondered if she was still asleep and dreaming. He kissed her back and once she grabbed his cock again, he knew there would be no stopping himself.

She arched her hips. “Please?”

He didn’t know if this was right but damn, he wanted it to be. “Are you sure?”

“Yes, I just want it to be real. Not something we forgot.”

He lowered his mouth to her nipple again and slipped his fingers inside her. Damn, she was so wet and so tight. His cock throbbed.

He wondered no more as she kept begging.

He parted her thighs and aimed his cock then pushed all the way in. She was so tight. It felt like heaven then he felt something odd, like he’d just broke through her—

Sara screamed.

His eyes widened. He raised his head up and looked down at her.

“It hurt?” she stated in a mere whisper.

He stared at her tears. “Oh, Sara I did not mean to hurt you. Fuck!” He went to pull back.

“No, no please don’t... stay there, go all the way now.” She tugged him closer.

Hound knew this had been all wrong, but it was too late. He found that despite the shock, he was still hard. Of course he was, with a tight pussy like hers gripping him, he would be.

So he plunged in again and she wrapped her legs around his waist.

It felt so good to be inside her, like nothing he’d ever felt. Though he had to admit he had never...deflowered a virgin before. His mind spun with this realization even as he couldn’t seem to stop his body from delving into her again and again.

Sara was panting, “Oh, ohhh.” Her body tightened as he reached down and stroked her clit.

She climaxed hard as her body arched and she seemed to lose her breath.

The gripping now became extreme and he came with her.

They were both breathless as she hung onto him.

His body nearly collapsed he had come so hard. He rested his cheek against hers. “So fucking sweet.”

Sara was crying now.

Hound rose up. “I’m—I...” He sighed and wiped her tears away. What could he say?

“I-I thought...” She hiccupped. ‘That...”

“I know. Me too. I never would have...I mean I thought I already did.”

She put her arms around his neck. “I’m the one to blame not you. I was dreaming about you, I could see your eyes and that kiss and suddenly, I was kissing you.”

He pulled out, her pussy was still so tight. Then he looked down and in the low light, and saw the blood.

“I-I was still a virgin,” she stated the obvious.

Hound rose up and grabbed the tissue box then went to clean between her legs. “Well, we’ve done it now.”

She sighed.

“Hey,” he said. “We already thought so.”

“But, now it is consummated....” She cried.
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