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Bar – Rowdy Shot

Tattoo Shop – Rebellion Ink
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Hartley Kincaid

I didn’t get to finish college or go out as a teen. My time was spent raising my sister and helping my dad. Things change when I lose my rock; my dad. Enter Eric, my ex. He stole from me and beats on me no matter where we are. That’s when fate strikes again. Enter my Knight in leather on a chrome steed. Can I put my trust in someone else?

Tyler ‘Lash’ Winston

Growing up in the Knight’s Rebellion MC, I saw a lot. It made me realize I didn’t want a family of my own. I already have one in the club. Enter Hartley. I save her from getting beat outside the strip club we own. My entire world changed, and I don’t know what to do with it. Will an outside threat break us up before I tell her how I feel?



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Dedication

[image: image]




Lash’s Claim is dedicated to the readers. Thank you for your support! 
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Dear Readers,

Thank you for taking a chance on a new series by me. The Knight’s Rebellion have been seen before in Knight’s Unforeseen Change. At least some of them have made an appearance in the first book of my Wicked Angels series. You will see the guys from Wicked Angels in this book and possible other ones depending on what happens. Characters from the Rossi Familia will also be seen in the Knight’s Rebellion MC. 

I would like to take a second to let you know there are parts of this story that will be continuing on into the next book in the series. If something wasn’t answered, you will get closure then. There is a reason for this, and I don’t want anyone to feel as if I left anything open.

Thank you so much for all the support!

Thank You,

Erin 
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MY NAME IS Tyler Winston, but I’m better known around Braedon as Lash. I’m the president of the Knight’s Rebellion MC. As the oldest son of my parents, the club is my birthright; my dad groomed me to take over one day from the time I was born. I don’t know of a time in my life where I wasn’t learning the ins and outs of the MC.

We live in a small town called Braedon. Braedon is the only place I’ve ever lived; it’s home and always will be. It’s a farming community and there’s not much else to the town. Mom and Pop shops line the main street and there’s one bank, a grocery store, and the rest of the town is different sized farms. Our town is so small you literally blink and miss going through it. I wouldn’t change where I live for anything in the world though. This is my town, and the members of Braedon are the people I know and love. Well, maybe not all of them but you get my point.

Sarge was my father. He started the club with some friends after they came home from their careers in the military. When they were in the service, they had a brotherhood, a sense of purpose, responsibility, and a code they lived by. Once they left the service the group of friends were lost, out of control, and had no purpose in their lives. So, the Knight’s Rebellion MC was started.

The old timers, as we call the founding members of the club, started running drugs and guns for other clubs and eventually the Rossi mafia. They protected our small town, kept the pimps out when they tried to bring their filth into our community, and made sure no one got their hands on drugs being sold in town. I’m not going to say they didn’t do drugs because they did. Cocaine, weed, and heroin were among the favorites of the old timers. However, if anyone tried to sell in Braedon, they soon learned it didn’t happen and went on their way. Or were forced to go on their way by any means necessary. It caused quite a stir and the club had many enemies because we wouldn’t let them in our town. 

When my dad and the other guys decided to start the club, they found an abandoned farm and bought it for pennies on the dollar. The property came with a hundred acres, a dilapidated house, a barn with an underground storage area, and enough property in front to ensure privacy. Members of the club voted to tear down the house because it would cost more to repair than to just get rid of it. In it’s place they built what is now the compound.

Our compound looks like a huge warehouse. The outside is gun metal gray and nondescript other than the club’s colors painted on the front to let everyone know who lives here. Inside there’s a large common room filled with tables and chairs, a long bar taking up the entire right wall, two pool tables, a few couches, and TVs mounted to the wall. Behind the common room is a kitchen large enough to feed the entire club. My mom had industrial sized appliances put in it so she could make food for an army instead of the guys in the club. Our meeting room for church is across the hall from the kitchen. There’s two bathrooms on the lower level and then a door leading out back. I also have a small office close by the door leading out back. 

Upstairs hold the rooms of the members who choose to stay here. Each officer has a room, there’s a few rooms for the rebels of the club, and any other member who wants a room. Even the prospects have a room if they need it. Not many prospects choose to stay here though. They’re still young enough they can go home for the most part. Or to an apartment they’ve managed to rent for themselves. The only time they don’t is if they have an early morning or get back from a run too late to bother leaving. Or if they get too drunk. If it’s not their time to stay here for a week, they usually leave though.

Our prospects, the young guys who are hoping to patch into the club, stay here for a week before they switch out with one of the other prospects. Right now, we have three of them. Evan, Austin, and Cal are our current prospects. They help out around the clubhouse and do whatever else we task them with doing. Sabotage and Death push them when they need to and try them out in different scenarios when they can since they’re the enforcer and sergeant at arms respectively. When we go on a run, Sab and Death are constantly watching over the prospects to see what they do in any given situation we may come across. I’ve been known to take them out with me on occasion and test them as well. Not recently since I’ve been so damn busy. 

Sarge and the guys made sure to repair the barn. It sits about fifty feet from the clubhouse and is now a garage for us instead of a barn. We use the underground storage area when we have to hold transports for any length of time. The barn has been turned into a three-bay garage where we work on our bikes, store them for the winter, and make sure our cages are ready for winter when it hits, and we can no longer ride our bikes. We house the ATVs in there for our private use around the compound and a few dirt bikes too. There’s also room for about four guys to stay up in the top of the barn if there’s a lockdown and no room in the clubhouse.

We built two other buildings out behind the clubhouse. It’s for when we have a large party with other clubs or if we go on lockdown. The buildings are like two row houses, with apartments connected to one another in each building. They’re big enough to hold about twenty families during lockdowns and more single guys who got too drunk at a party. 

Each officer of the club has a home built on the property as well. Our homes are built back from the other four buildings and not easily visible when other clubs are at our compound. We mainly use them for privacy and peace when we need it. Running a club can get to you and it’s our sanctuary. It allows us to remain close to the club in case something happens, but still lets us maintain a sense of being away from it all. 

The land filling our compound is filled with lush green grass. Trees surround our homes to keep them private. A twelve-foot-high fence with barbed wire at the top now surrounds the entire property to keep unwanted visitors out as well. I put in a track to race the dirt bikes on a few years ago. It’s back farther in the property so not many people know about it. There’s also a pond at the very back of the compound. We built a pavilion out there to complete it with two huge grills, picnic tables, and a ramp in case we ever decide to stock it with fish. Usually we just hang out and swim when it gets too hot to avoid.

Growing up was an unusual experience because most of my time was spent at the clubhouse. If I wasn’t at school, playing football, or helping my mom out with something, I was there. It was the same for my two younger brothers and the Whittaker boys. Along with my dad, John ‘Snipe’ Whittaker started the club. So, the six of us boys were always at the clubhouse to learn as much as we could. 

Nothing was hidden from us when we were at the clubhouse. We saw more sex before we hit double digits than anyone else. I had my first drink when I was thirteen years old because I snuck some beer from the bar and ran outside with it. To say I was sick as hell from it would be an understatement. Plus, I got an ass whoopin’ from my dad when he found me out behind the clubhouse. Not because I drank, but because I took it without permission, and he didn’t want to deal with my mom about it. Drugs were never hidden from us either. Any of us who were at the clubhouse on a regular basis knew more about sex and drugs than we should have, but it’s the life we grew up in.

I had sex for the first time when I was fourteen. A friendly club came up for a summer party my dad always hosted, and I had sex with one of the daughters of a member. After that, I never saw her again. But, it wasn’t like I wanted to. She was sixteen and trying to rebel against her own father. Thankfully he didn’t find out because things between the clubs could’ve gone south really quick. That’s not what my intention was. I was a horny teenager and wanted to have sex. That’s all that was on my mind at the time.

Instead of getting a car or truck like most kids in town, I got my first bike when I got my license. I’d been riding for longer than that though. that’s why we built the dirt track and used the dirt paths that litter the compound from when it was a farm. All of us boys got taught to ride dirt bikes and motorcycles from an early age. Our mothers all hated it, but we loved the sense of freedom and time spent with our fathers, uncles, and cousins in the club.

My father was killed when I was twenty-four by a rival club. They wanted to bring drugs into Braedon and my dad refused to let them. The club, Bastards Revivals MC, decided they were going to force our hand and came in anyway. We didn’t back down and my father paid the ultimate price because of it. needless to say, Bastards Revivals MC no longer exists because we hunted down every last member and made sure they paid for the lives we lost.

By the time I was twenty-four, I found myself running the club in my father’s place. I sure as hell wasn’t ready, but the old timers voted me in instead of Sniper taking over. It wasn’t long after that each of us took our spot among the officers positions and the originals retired, stepped down from their positions, or died for one reason or another. I’ve been to way too many funerals for the men of our club because of the past and I don’t want to attend another one for a long, long time. 

The biggest change I’ve made so far is no member, rebel, or ol’ lady is allowed to use any drug. Period. My dad didn’t give a shit and the members were always fucked up on one drug or another. I don’t tolerate it and if there’s even a hint of drug use, the person is out bad, and members are lucky if they only get a beat down from the rest of us before stripping him of his colors. All of his colors. Including the tattoos referencing the club on his body. My thought is if your senses are dulled from whatever your drug of choice is, then you don’t have my back or the back of anyone else in the club. That’s not acceptable in any circumstance. Plus, I’ve seen men get so greedy and be willing to do absolutely anything to get their hands on what they want. A lot of problems I don’t want to deal with have been eliminated because of the bylaw I added.

Because there’s only one member with an ol’ lady, a few of the older women come around to cook and make sure the rebels are keeping the clubhouse clean. My mom is here on a regular basis still to make sure nothing needs to be done. She’s also been known to put a rebel in her place a time or two for not doing what’s expected of them. We give them free room and board while they provide the members with entertainment, cook, and clean the place up.

I don’t ever want an ol’ lady. The things I saw growing up soured me on the entire concept of settling down with one woman for the rest of my life. Plus, I like variety in my pussy. Like some of the other men, I don’t always use the rebels when I need to find release, there’s plenty of places in the surrounding towns to find a piece of strange when I want it. I also don’t ever want to have kids. There’s nothing wrong with kids, but I don’t want them subjected to the life we lead. The same with any woman who would be with me. My only concern is the club and taking us in a direction to ensure we stay in the black, none of us end up behind bars, and no one else in my family leaves in a body bag.

It’s the same way most of the guys in the club think. We only live for the club and love the freedom we have to do who, and what, we want. There’s pussy on tap when we have an itch to scratch, we party when we want to, and don’t have to answer to a single person. Well, other than when the cops come calling. But, we try to avoid those fuckers at all costs.
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WALKING IN THE clubhouse after being on the road for the last two days, I’m assaulted with the aftermath of a party. It’s the middle of the fucking day and apparently the club has been living it up while I’ve been gone conducting business trying to ensure the Rossi mafia aren’t going to skin us alive. I want to stop working for them and the only way to do so is to make moves to replace what we do for them with other clubs and men we trust not to fuck them over. Men I’ve personally done other business with over the years since taking over the club. It’s not going to be easy, but I’m slowly trying to make things work. 

I’ve been trying to sever ties with the family since taking over the club three years ago. About the only thing I’ve accomplished is ensuring we aren’t at their beck and call anymore. We’ll only be called in when Sal can’t get the job done by the members of the family or their soldiers. He’s not even the head of the damn family; he’s the underboss and handles more business than the actual boss lately for some reason. 

“What the fuck is goin’ on here?” I bellow, looking around the destroyed common room.

People jump up from the floor, off the pool table, one of the rebels falls from the top of the bar, and what furniture we have in here. There’s empty bottles of beer and alcohol littering every surface and broken on the floor. Empty food containers are strewn about, some with food still in them. It’s an absolute pig sty and it’s never looked this bad before. I mean, we party, but it looks like fights and a giant orgy took place in here. The whole place smells of sex, stale cigarettes, alcohol, and greasy food. Absolutely disgusting.

“Lash, baby, you’re back,” Mona, one of the rebels, purrs getting off the couch and Talon’s naked body.

“The fuck you did. You missed me so much, you fell on Talon’s cock and passed out on him?” I question her, my voice not breaking through whatever fog she’s still in. “It doesn’t even matter because you’re not my ol’ lady and you never will be. Get this fuckin’ place cleaned up or get the fuck out. All of you!”

Mona is in her early twenties, but she looks as if she’s reaching almost forty. Or her late thirties at the very least. The saying rode hard and put away wet definitely applies to this woman. Her hair is dyed red and in desperate need of another appointment at the salon to get it touched up; her roots are more than showing at this point. Mona’s tits are fake as fuck and give me no pleasure because I like a woman to be all natural. She’s desperate to become an ol’ lady for some reason and is always hanging around trying to hear things that don’t concern her. I’ve been keeping an eye on her for a while now.

I’m not going to say I haven’t fucked Mona on more than one occasion because I have. It’s been a while since I have, and she’s been trying to get me to fuck her again. It’s not because of the size of my cock, which is bigger than average. Mona only cares about getting a patch and tat to declare her someone’s property. She’s too desperate though and it’s raised my suspicions for obvious reasons. Especially considering she only wants an officer and not just a regular patched member.

Talon, my best friend and vice president, sits up from the couch and rubs the sleep from his half-closed eyes. When he sees me, he looks at the clubhouse and I can tell he’s pissed at himself for it’s current state. 

“Enjoy your time here without me?” I ask him, walking further into the pit that used to be the common room.

“We had a party last night. Things got a little out of control,” he answers me, standing up and pulling his jeans up around his hips. “What happened on your end?”

“I can fuckin’ see you had a party!” I yell out, making Talon wince with a hangover and the rest of the people jump up to scatter from the room. “I’m bustin’ my ass tryin’ to get us further away from things and the rest of you assholes are fuckin’ partyin’ without a care in the damn world. Talon, you’re supposed to be in fuckin’ charge when I’m gone and you’re more concerned with gettin’ your fuckin’ cock wet.”

I don’t let Talon say a word in response. We grew up in the club and have navigated our paths in life, sex, and the club together. This is the first time in our lives, and since taking over the club from our fathers that I’ve ever been disappointed and pissed off at him. It’s not a feeling I ever want to have again.

Instead of heading to my office, I make my way up to my room. The only thing I want to do right now is take a shower to get the grime of the road off my body and then fall into bed. Later I can figure out what the hell to do. Sleep is the only thing on my mind right now. 

My entire body feels as if it’s being weighed down with a million bricks on top of everything I have to take care of regarding the club. At this point, I don’t see a way to rid myself of the weight. Instead it just seems to get heavier. After sleeping, I need to find a piece of strange so I can find my release. It’s been way too long since I’ve been with a woman and I’m feeling it now. Business has been my entire focus and I haven’t made time for anything other than work. 

Walking into my room, I strip out of my soiled clothes and leave them where they fall in a path to the bathroom. The only thing I put up is my cut; never let that hit the floor. The second I’m naked, I turn the shower on and turn to look in the mirror over my sink. I look haggard and as worn out as I feel. My beard is in dire need of a trim too. Shaking my head, I climb into the shower and let the hot water soothe my aching muscles. I feel as if I’m older than my twenty-seven years after being on the road for two days.

Once my muscles are relaxed, I quickly wash my hair and body. I never take my time in the shower because there’s always something else that needs my attention. Something always calls my attention away from taking any time for myself. The second I’m done, I hop out and grab a towel to dry off. Tossing the towel in the hamper, I make my way to my bed. 

I don’t bother putting on clothes because I don’t wear anything when I go to bed anyway. Flopping down on my bed, my eyes shut and I’m almost instantly asleep. 
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Waking up, I stretch and let my body slowly pop and crack as my eyes slowly slide open. Instead of worrying about picking up my previously discarded clothes littering the floor, I get up and dress in fresh ones. Tonight I’ll be going to Jaded Outlaw, our strip club. It’s my place away from the clubhouse when I don’t want to deal with the rebels. They get old real fast because the only thing on their mind is becoming an ol’ lady. Even if I wanted one, it wouldn’t be with a woman who’s fucked every other member of the club. 

As soon as I’m dressed in my standard attired of jeans and a tee-shirt, I grab my cut and slide it over my shoulders. My rings and chain are already on; they never come off. Bending down, I grab my filthy jeans from the floor to dig everything out of the pockets. I have my wallet, spare change, a pack of cigarettes, and my lighter. In the other pocket, I find my keys. Now, I can get the fuck outta here and find my piece of strange for the night. On my way out the door of my room, I snag my black hat off the dresser and pull it down low over my eyes.

I’m in desperate need of finding someone to lose myself in for a few hours. Then maybe I can relax enough to get the work done I’ve been neglecting for far too long. The next few days are going to be dedicated to nothing but catching up on paperwork and checking on all the businesses we have. I need to make sure they’re on track and nothing has been going on we don’t already know about.

Mona is the first person I see when I walk down into the common room. I inwardly groan as she jumps up and practically runs to me on her stripper heels. I’m surprised she doesn’t topple over and end up flat on her ass she’s moving so fast to stop me from getting out the door.

“Where are we going baby?” she asks, running her hand down my chest and trying to wrap her arms around me.

“Get the fuck off me,” I growl out through clenched teeth.

“Lash, you really need to stop this game you’ve been playing,” she says, pissing me off. 

“Look, you know your place here, Mona. You’re here for the entertainment of the brothers to cook, and clean. I’ve already given you plenty of chances and now I’m tellin’ you to back the fuck off. You’re not my ol’ lady and you never will be,’ I tell her, grabbing her hand from my chest. “I don’t want an ol’ lady and I sure as fuck wouldn’t take one who’s been with everyone in the club. One more time and you’re done here.”

“You won’t kick me out,’ she informs me, as if she has some sort of claim on the club or me. 

“The fuck I won’t. But, I’ll do it properly and follow the bylaws regardin’ rebels. Next time I have to talk to you, you’re on probation and won’t be allowed to fuck anyone.”

Without another word, I finally make my way outside and pause to take a deep breath of the fresh, crisp air. It’s autumn and pretty soon we won’t be able to ride our bikes. For now, I’ll get out every chance I can to enjoy the freedom and feel the air rushing by me. There are some guys, mainly the old timers, who ride as long as there isn’t snow on the ground. They don’t give a fuck how cold it is or what the weather is as long as ice and snow aren’t on the roadways, they’re on their bikes bundled up as much as they have to.

All of our bikes are parked in a line against the front of the clubhouse where they usually are while it’s nice enough out for them. I walk toward my bike and see Talon, Sabotage, Zeus, and Death waiting at their own bikes. They’re talking about something and immediately shut up when I approach. As I climb on my bike, they all straddle theirs. 

My bike is the only woman I’ll ever have in my life. Without questioning where I’m going, these men will follow me knowing I’m either going to head to Jaded Outlaw or Rowdy Shot, our bar. Tonight is one of the nights for fucking someone who understands they won’t get another shot in my bed. If they do, it won’t be because I want them as my ol’ lady.

I don’t want to have to work my piece of strange tonight. Or try to explain to anyone I’m a one and done type of guy. Hell, even the rebels don’t get more than a time or two in my bed. For the most part. I fucked up with Mona and will no longer be making it again. For a while I would only go to her and that’s why she feels there’s something more between us than what it really is; nothing.

It takes us ten minutes to get to Jaded Outlaw. I’m pleased to see the parking lot is filled to capacity as it usually is on a Friday night. We ride out back and line our bikes up against the back of the club. They’re our reserved parking spots and we don’t have to fight to find a spot up front or have someone chance hitting our bikes out there. Plus, it lets us go in the back door and not wait in any lines there might be at the front door. Easier for all of us.

Shutting our bikes off, I relish the deafening silence filling the air for a minute. At least until there’s a feminine scream piercing the air. I’m instantly off my bike and rounding the side of the building to find out what’s goin on in my parking lot. 

The side of the building is shrouded in darkness. We don’t want to encourage anyone to loiter out here, so we keep it dark. This way none of the customers can stay and wait for their favorite dancer to leave the club each night. At least that’s our hope even though it gives them a dark place to hide out. Our bouncers tend to take their breaks out here to further discourage anyone standing around. 

Our front and back parking lots are lit up brightly with the number of lights we have in the lot. It’s because of these lights shining bright that I can make out a man holding a woman against the side of the building by her throat. My vision instantly fills with a red haze as I narrow my gaze and sprint over to the couple.

“You stupid bitch!” the man yells. “Do you really think I would give you any money? You owe me for putting up with your shit for so long.”

The woman whimpers and tries to make her body as small as possible against the stucco wall behind her. Before I can get to them, the man punches her in the stomach before landing two more hits in rapid succession in her face. I yank the man back by his collar, tearing his grip from the woman’s throat, while she collapses to the ground in an instant. She curls up in a fetal position and I can just barely make out the whimpers escaping her.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doin’?” I ask the man as he struggles to break free from my grasp.

“This doesn’t concern you. The free pussy is inside,” the man slurs out.

“The fuck it doesn’t concern me. You’re standin’ on our property,” I growl out, knowing the other men are standing behind me. “You don’t ever come back here. I see your fuckin’ face and I’ll beat you to death.”

“You don’t fucking scare me,” he tells me, trying to stand to his full height which is still about five inches shorter than me. 

Suddenly he’s surrounded by all of us. Now, his eyes open wide, and I let my brothers have their fun with him while I check on the woman still lying on the ground at our feet. I hear their grunts and moaning filling the night air as they take their anger out on the man who thought he could put his hands on a woman while at Jaded Outlaw. I don’t care where we are, if I see something like this going on, I step in. None of us will ever stand by while a so-called man puts hands on a woman.

Crouching down next to the woman, I slowly put my hand out to her. She cowers back against the building and tries to make herself even smaller. It’s not possible, but it tells me how truly scared she is right now. 

“My name is Lash. Are you okay?” I ask her, trying to keep my voice gentle and quiet so I don’t scare her even more.

The woman looks up at me as her body is wracked with sobs. I can’t see anything with the light being blocked by my huge body. So I look behind me. The guys are standing around the man lying on the ground. Talon’s got his phone to his ear, and I know he’s calling in a prospect to ensure this man isn’t’ here for too long. They’ve already warned him what will happen if he talks about tonight. 

“Need a flashlight over here,” I call out, still trying to keep my voice low.

My brother, Sabotage, is at my side and holding up a flashlight so I can take in the woman before us. She’s small as hell. I can see red stains on her shirt from blood coming from some wound she has. What I can see of her hair is coated in blood. I can’t see her face because it’s buried in her body still. Her hair is a brown color that’s streaked with blood and blonde. It’s matted from being slammed against the building and then sliding down it. I’m sure the asshole’s hand had a grip in it too based on the looks of things.

“What’s your name, sweetheart?” I ask her, trying to get her to look at me so I can further assess the damage that’s been done to her.

Finally, after what seems like hours but is really only a matter of minutes, the woman looks up at me. Her eyes are wild, huge, and glassy as she takes in my appearance. They’re the most intriguing set of eyes I’ve ever seen. This tiny slip of a woman has hazel eyes with golden flecks in them. I’m captivated and want to find out if they change colors depending on her mood. I let her take her time looking from me to my brother Sabotage to the rest of the men standing between us and the man who was hurting her. If possible, her eyes seem to get even larger as she takes in how big we all are compared to her.

As she’s trying to figure out what to do, I take in her face and neck. She’s got a bruise already surrounding her eye and it’s beginning to swell almost closed. Dried blood is caked onto her skin where something cut her cheek open and more blood coats her chin from her lip being split open. Looking down further, I can see bruises in the shapes of fingers ringing around her delicate looking neck. My anger rushes back and I have to tamp it down as I wait for her to finally speak.

“I-I-It’s H-H-Hartley,” she manages to get out, her voice broken and weak.

“Can you tell me where you hurt?” I question her, not wanting to get her to talk but needing her to at the same time.

“My head, throat, back, and my side. I don’t think my ribs are broken, but I know they’re hurting me right now,” she answers, her voice scratchy now with the amount of her talking.

“Do you think you can ride my bike?” I ask.

“W-W-Where?” she returns hesitantly.

“I want to take you to my clubhouse so I can make sure you’re not hurt to the point you need a hospital,’ I say as the gaze of my brothers penetrate my back.

“I’ve never been on a bike before,” she murmurs.

I’ve never willingly taken a woman back to the clubhouse with me knowing I wasn’t going to get laid. Hartley is pulling at something in my chest, and I feel this overwhelming need to protect and watch over her. For once, I’m not thinking with my cock when it comes to a female and the guys surrounding me are confused. Hell, I’m confused myself.

Hartley slightly nods her head at me as she begins to try to stand up. I bend down and don’t take my eyes off her as I slide one arm under her legs and then cradle her back in my other arm. She whimpers slightly at the pressure of her back resting against my arm. Standing up, it doesn’t even feel like I have a woman in my arms she’s so small compared to me. there’s an electric current that seems to travel from her tiny body straight into mine.

When she bites her already damaged lip and sucks it into her mouth, I bite back the groan wanting to escape. Every single drop of blood in my body travels south and there’s no way I can hide the erection I have hiding in my jeans, begging to be let free and ravage the pixie I’m holding close to my body. Images of her mouth wrapped around my cock fill my head. Shaking it, I clear the pictures away because there’s no way in hell, I can go there with her.

This woman is the type of woman a man makes his wife. She’s not the type of girl you use for a bit of fun or take to bed once. I can already tell that about her, and I don’t know a single detail about this woman. Hartley is the kind of woman who deserves everything and I’m not the man who can give her that. I don’t have anything to give her.

At my bike, I set Hartley down on her feet. She sways slightly and I keep a hand on her to ensure she doesn’t fall to the ground at my feet. The first thing I notice is even though she’s short, the woman has more than a few curves on her lean body and my eyes zero in on her chest as her breath heaves in and out of her small body. I’m a man and tits attract my attention. I’m not going to apologize for it.

“I’m goin’ to get on. I want you to get on behind me. Place your feet on the pegs and keep your legs away from the pipes. I don’t want you to get burned,” I tell her, straddling my baby once again.

Hartley carefully gets on behind me and I realize she’s only got on a small pair of shorts. It’s going to be a freezing cold ride back to the clubhouse for her. Even though we don’t necessarily get a lot of snow in Braedon, the temperatures drop significantly in late autumn. I’ll have to make sure my Henley shirts are ready to use on a daily basis because if there isn’t snow on the ground, I’ll be on my bike.

Blood is spattered on Hartley’s legs as I pull her closer to my body. Rage fills my vision once more and I want to put my fucking hands on the asshole who dared to put his hands on this angelic woman behind me. Pushing the thoughts from my mind, I know there’s going to be time for me to get my hands dirty and give him the same treatment he put Hartley through.

I wrap the bandana around my face once more and turn in my seat to place my helmet on her head. Sabotage is standing next to me in case she needs help and I hand him my hat to store in my saddle bag for now. She’s the first woman who’s ever gotten on the back of my bike and I don’t have a spare helmet. So, I’ll have to go without one for the short journey back to the clubhouse. After making sure the helmet is on her head correctly, I turn around and start my bike. While letting it run and as Hartley gets used to the vibrations of it, I reach behind me and pull her arms tight around me. 

“Hang on tight,” I yell over the rumbling engine.

Hartley’s body is pressed tight against mine and I can feel her hard nipples poking into my back as I leave Jaded Outlaw followed by everyone except for Death and Talon. Death will stand guard over the asshole and makes sure he doesn’t make a getaway. Talon is going inside to watch a show and get fucked. A shiver runs through my body as more deliciously nasty thoughts run through my head about the woman sitting behind me. This is one woman I may give more than a night or two to. Never make her my ol’ lady, but she could definitely take up space in my bed for a while.

Without riding too fast, I manage to get us back to the clubhouse in one piece. Hartley is shivering her ass off and I know I need to get her in my room, into a shower to warm up, and then make sure she’s not in shock or injured more than I think she is. As soon as I back into my spot, I tap Hartley on her leg so she can get off. Knowing she hasn’t been on a bike before, I reach out and hang onto her arm while she struggles to get the helmet from her head. Her trembling hands are making it difficult to work the strap. Making sure she’s not going to fall to the ground from shaky legs, I help her get the helmet off and place it on my bike. I wrap my arms around her body and give her some of my body heat to start warming her up.

We make our way through the common room of the clubhouse, and I can feel eyes on us. Everyone is shocked I’m bringing a woman back here who’s clearly in no position to fuck. With that thought in mind, and feeling Mona’s glare on me, I turn to face the men and women in the common room. 

“Baby, who the fuck is this?” Mona yells out, standing up and walking over to us.

“None of your concern,” I respond as Hartley shrinks behind me.

“Don’t be like that just because you want to test out the new rebel. I don’t mind sharing you for a little bit, but you’re my man,” Mona says, trying to push her way between us.

“I’m not your damn man. I don’t know what the fuck you’re talkin’ about,” I warn her.

“Lash, baby,” she starts, trying to run her hands down my body.

“Put the word out, Mona is on probation until further notice. You all know what that means and if I find someone breakin’ it, you’re goin’ to suffer my wrath. Is that understood?” I ask the room before I take Hartley up to my room.

“Got it, Pres,” Dagger says to me.

Dagger has been around since my dad was president. When we got in trouble with a club a few years ago, he’s the one who made it possible for us to stay alive. Well, those of us who wanted to stop the shit the rotten assholes were doing. I look to Dagger as another father figure and have no problem calling him Uncle because that’s what he is to all of us here. 

“I’m not to be disturbed for the rest of the night unless it’s an emergency. Talon’s at Jaded Outlaw still and he can handle whatever shit comes up,’ I declare to the room at large. “Well, I take it back. I want Doc here immediately. Tell her I’ll pay the normal amount and keep it off the books.”

Wrapping my arm around Hartley again, I finish leading her up the stairs to my room. the second the door is closed behind us, I twist the lock before leading her to my bathroom. 

“Take a shower and get warm. I’m sorry the ride was so cold. I’ve got sweats and a tee-shirt I can let you sleep in tonight. They’ll both be big as fuck on you though,” I say apologetically. “You hop in the shower and once I hear the shower runnin’, I’ll put the clothes on the counter.”

“Thank you,” Hartley says, her words almost a whisper.

“You’re welcome, Pixie,” I answer her.

Hartley shuts the door on me, and I don’t hear the lock twist. Not that it would keep me out if I truly wanted to get in there with her. I don’t force myself on woman and I never will. The woman currently in my bathroom has been through enough tonight and I’m not going to add to her shit pile. So, I keep my dirty as fuck thoughts to myself and get the clothes, I promised her out.

It’s not long before Hartley is reemerging from the bathroom. She doesn’t look any better as I take in her appearance from head to toe. The only difference is the blood isn’t coating her face and hair any longer. To me, that’s a good sign her head has stopped bleeding. But, I’m not a doctor and can’t be sure of anything right now. I watch as she walks to the bed and looks at me as if waiting for me to tell her where I want her to sit. 

“Sit in front of me so I can look at your head. Where else does it hurt?” I ask her as she carefully sits on my rumpled bed.

“My side is sore, but my ribs aren’t broken. I know what that feels like. Ribs might be bruised, but the punches really had no power to them. He’s high as hell on something,” she answers me. 

“How did you cut your head open?” 

“When he slammed me against the wall. I may have scratches from it on my back because the water burned it as it rolled down my skin.”

Moving her hair around, my rage level rises again. This woman shouldn’t be getting beat on by a man to the point she knows whether certain body parts are broken or not. As I breathe in deep and hold my breath to calm my rage, I see a small gash on her head surrounded by a goose egg. She’ll have a headache for a day or two but I don’t think it needs stitches or she has a concussion. As I relay the information to her, she nods in understanding.

“I’m goin’ to jump in the shower. You’ll be in my bed tonight so I can keep an eye on you. Get comfortable while I’m in there and try to get some sleep,” I tell her. “If you fall asleep, I’ll make sure to wake you up when Doc gets here.”

Before I head into the bathroom, I grab a pair of shorts to sleep in and hand Hartley the remote. She gives me a tentative smile before turning her attention toward the TV mounted to my wall at the end of the bed. Walking in the bathroom, I close the door behind me and turn the water on hot so I can wash the blood from my body. I may not have touched the man other than to pull him away, but there’s still blood on me from Hartley.

By the time I’m done in the bathroom, Hartley’s passed out on my bed with the blankets pulled up to her chin. My humungous bed makes her look even smaller. Keeping an eye on her, I slide into bed next to her and take a breath. Hartley smelling like my body wash and shampoo fill my senses and it smells a hell of a lot better on her than it does on me.

I stay awake until Doc gets here. She does most of her exam while Hartley sleeps. She doesn’t want to wake her up if she doesn’t have to. Unfortunately, she does wake up when Doc is examining her side. Hartley’s in pain and can’t hide the wincing and whimpers from either one of us. Before she leaves, Doc gives me some pain medicine and antibiotics because the skin is broken in several spots, and she doesn’t want her to get an infection. She’s already given her a dose of each, so I won’t have to worry about anymore until she wakes up or in the morning.

Once she’s gone, I slide back into bed and close my eyes. I let myself drift off to sleep. I’m still tired from being on the road and it’s not long before I’m being pulled under. Just before I’m completely asleep, Hartley moves over and wraps her body around mine. My heart races for a minute as I put my arms around her and hold her close. I’ve never held another woman before. I fuck and they get out of my bed.

What the hell is happening to me?
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WAKING UP, I realize a few things. The first thing is I’m so sore it feels as if I was hit by a Mack truck. It hurts to take a breath to drag much needed air into my lungs. Secondly, I’m hot as hell and there’s a huge, hard body wrapped around me. Thirdly, opening my eyes I realize I don’t know where the hell I am. My heart starts to race, and I feel a panic attack coming on as I take in the room around me.

I take in the huge, comfortable bed beneath me. It feels as if I’m floating on air it’s so cozy. There’s a huge TV mounted on the wall opposite of the bed with a dresser underneath it. A pair of black curtains hang in front of the window preventing the light from coming in and letting me know what time of day it is. There is a pile of clothes littering the floor from the door to the bathroom. Turning my head, I see my own clothes on the nightstand next to me.

The events from last night come back to haunt me while I’m awake. Demons don’t only appear in nightmares; sometimes they make themselves known when you’re awake too. I got a call from Eric, my ex. He asked me to meet him because he had some of the money he owes me. While we were together, he stole a large sum of money from the insurance I got when my dad died. Anyway, he asked me to meet him at Jaded Outlaw, a strip club on the outskirts of town. Everyone in town knows where it is and what it is. There are so many rumors about the place it’s hard not to be curious about it. After last night, I don’t want to think about the place ever again.

After finding a parking spot there that was close to the road, I got out of my car and saw Eric waiting by the corner of the building. I knew I was in trouble when I realize how dark it was there immediately. I wanted to turn around as the hair on my arms and neck stood on end and my entire body began to tremble in the fear quickly filling me. I could hear the bass of the music pounding from inside out into the quiet night air. Between the darkness and the music filling the air, no one would be able to witness, or hear me, when Eric put his plan into motion.

I was two steps from him when he tangled his fist into my hair and dragged me around the building and further into the darkness. It was actually fitting considering I was filled with terror for my safety and what the outcome of this meeting would be. Eric slammed me up against the building and began screaming in my face about me giving him money instead of getting some of what he owes me. I vaguely heard what sounds like motorcycles rumbling past us which only added to the fact no one could hear me if I try to scream. The vibrations of the machines riding past went through the ground and straight into my shaking body. They blocked out some of what Eric was yelling at me too.

When Eric slammed my head into the building again, I couldn’t stop the scream from bursting from my mouth. Pain immediately exploded in my head, and I could see stars in front of my eyes as my vision blurred from the hit. After some more yelling I could barely understand, Eric punched me in the stomach before landing two more jabs in my face. More pain burst in my eye even though the hit wasn’t one of his harder ones. It was actually pretty weak considering how hard he’s hit me in the past.

The only thing registering in my muddled brain was the fact Eric wanted me to give him money. When we were together, he found out my bank information and somehow stole a large sum of money from me. the total he took was almost fifty thousand dollars; money I actually need to pay bills and live on. He never apologized and beat me until I was admitted to the hospital when I threatened to go to the cops about it. Now, he actually thinks I’ll give him money to feed his addictions. See, my ex isn’t just a drug addict, he also gambles and usually loses more money than he wins.
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