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​Chapter One

[image: ]




​Pike

Rawley really wanted to call Wendy and Mariella to come over. With his parents gone for the weekend, it would be the perfect time to work that last bit of magic on Wendy. Xander would be busy with Mariella since they had finally taken that leap. He could take his time and really savor every last curve Wendy brought to the table. But no, Xander invited his twin sister, Alyssa, to come over with him.

It wasn’t that Rawley didn’t like Alyssa, or as he called her Lyssa. He did. He was as close to Lyssa as he was to Xander. They were his best friends. And he understood why Xander invited her. Their parents were elderly, and their home was always dull. Normally, he had no problem with Lyssa being around, but it put a damper on his plans. He wouldn’t invite Wendy and Mariella over with Lyssa being there because he didn’t want Lyssa to feel left out.

With a resigned sigh, he worked on throwing together the egg salad sandwiches for everyone. When he was done, he grabbed three bags of chips, making sure one was the nasty salt and vinegar flavor Lyssa liked, and a jug of iced tea. He brought the lunch out to the table on the three-season porch at the back of his parents’ home, then headed back in to grab glasses and napkins. When he stepped back out onto the porch, he almost dropped what was in his hands.

Lyssa was coming across the backyard from the gate next to the garage, headed for the three-season porch. As she walked, she removed the tee she had on, leaving herself in a tiny pair of cut-off shorts and a bright purple bikini top. He knew she had breasts, but holy fuck. Never had he seen her look like that. The top was only a couple of triangles with two strings. Her breasts weren’t large, but they looked large on her petite frame. He wanted so badly to cup them in his palms and find out how soft they felt.

“Sweet! Love your mom’s egg salad,” Xander said as he stepped through the screen door and onto the porch.

It was the first moment Rawley noticed he was there. Shit. He was so focused on Lyssa’s sexy self, he hadn’t even noticed Xander. If he didn’t pull his shit together, Xander would beat his ass for the thoughts running through his mind. Like how he wanted to pull those triangles aside and sip on those nipples. Or how he would love to slip her shorts off to see what the bottom of that bikini looked like.

“You got my chips,” she said with a smile, walked over and leaned up on her tiptoes to kiss his cheek. “Thanks, Rawls.”

It was an innocent gesture, one she had done a thousand times over their years of friendship, but never had it felt so sensual as it did in that moment.

He cleared his throat and forced his body to head for the table. “Of course I did,” he told her. “Since when have I ever forgotten your nasty ass chips?”

Lyssa rolled her eyes and tossed one of the offensive chips at him. “You just don’t know good when you taste it.”

Oh yeah, I do, he thought as he stared across the table at her. Fuck. He was in deep shit.

“I told Mariella to swing by with Wendy. And I told Lyssa she could invite someone to hang out with,” Xander told him as he got to work on his sandwich. “I didn’t think you’d mind. Wendy’s been asking when we were all going to get together again.”

Rawley nodded, uncomfortable but resigned. “That’s fine. Who did you invite Lyssa?” He sat down and took a bite out of his sandwich.

“Lance keeps asking me out, but I don’t know if I want to go out with him, so I figured it would be a good idea to hang out with him with you guys around. Then, I’ll decide.”

Both Rawley and Xander stared at her with annoyance. “Lance?” they asked in unison.

Lyssa glanced back and forth between them, before she huffed out a sigh and replied, “You two would act this way no matter who it was. I don’t know why. It’s not like you two aren’t bagging every chick you can. I bet Rawley already had a plan in his head about how to get Wendy to sleep with him this weekend. And you, Xander, are already screwing Mariella every chance you get. All I’m talking about is hanging out with and possibly dating Lance. I said nothing about sex. Geez! Double fucking standards much?!”

Xander sighed. “You’re my sister, Lyssa. I know what guys our age are thinking. That’s why I act this way. I don’t want some jackass looking at you like that.”

“Well, too late,” she said with a sassy little toss of her hair, the dirty blonde waves framing her pretty face and tickling her breasts. “And just because they think like that or look at me like that, doesn’t mean I’m going to fall into bed with them. I would hope anyone I date finds me attractive. He’s supposed to want me.”

Rawley had to keep himself in check. He really wanted to tell her she couldn’t date anyone. He wanted to beat the hell out of any guy that even looked at her, but she was right. It was a double standard. If he did those things, not only would it be a double standard, but Xander would know that his thoughts about her were not as pure as they should have been.

“If I see him touch you, Lyssa, I can’t promise I won’t react,” Xander told her and went back to eating his sandwich, ignoring Lyssa as she went on a tirade about obnoxious, pig-headed brothers.

[image: A logo with a black background

Description automatically generated]

***

[image: ]


TWO HOURS LATER, RAWLEY was in hell. Sitting on the edge of the in-ground pool, he had Wendy standing between his thighs with her arms around his waist. Down in the deep end, Lyssa and Lance were splashing each other and laughing, Lance sneaking in touches here and there. Rawley wanted to dunk the motherfucker and never let him up. Xander snuck Mariella off to the guest room he always used when he stayed over about an hour ago. That’s when Lance started getting grabby.

“I need something to drink,” Lyssa said as she swam toward the ladder on the edge of the pool. “Want anything, Lance?”

“Are you on the menu?” Lance asked, making Lyssa smile, as he watched her climb the ladder.

Rawley felt his cock swell when he saw how the suit was clinging to her skin. Her nipples were hard and poking through the wet fabric of her top. Water droplets covered her body. He wanted to lick away each and every drop. Forcing himself to look away from the temptation that was Lyssa, he looked down at Wendy. She had her head resting on his lap, with her eyes closed. When his cock was fully hard, her head popped up in surprise. She looked down at the tent in his swim trunks, then she looked up at him.

“Rawley?”

He forced a grin. “He likes your mouth being that close, baby.”

“I’m not... I’ve never...”

He reached down and pulled her out of the water, setting her on his lap, so she was straddling his hips. “I’m not asking you to suck me off, Wendy.” He kissed her lips, softly, lingering. They had made out many times. She even let his hands wander wherever they wanted. He’d gotten her off with his fingers, but they hadn’t gone beyond that point. “I’m just telling you he likes you being that close.” With his arms around her, he pulled her closer.

“Yeah?” Her whispered word sounded shy but also turned on.

“Yeah,” he quietly said and kissed her long and deep, liking how she clung to him. When he pulled back, he let his hands wander down to her ass. “You’ve been working him up for months. Poor thing can’t control himself.” He pressed her more firmly against his erection. He had to press his lip together to stop the grin from forming on his face from the gasp she gave as his cock hit her in a sensitive spot.

“I didn’t try to.”

“You don’t have to try, baby. Just the sight of you is enough.” He kissed down her neck to her shoulder. As he pulled back, his eyes dropped to the red bikini she had on. It covered more than Lyssa’s little number, but Wendy had more to cover. Her curves made her bikini look scandalous. “I want these in my mouth.” After moving one hand up to her breasts, he circled each nipple with his fingertip. “Let me taste them. Please?”

“Here?”

He shook his head. “We can go in my room. You want to?”

“I don’t know,” she replied, even though her body was arching back, pressing her breast against his hand.

“We don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do. I just want to be alone with you.” He let his hand travel from her breast down to her core. He slid his finger underneath the fabric and inside of her. As she gasped, he put his mouth by her ear. “Even if you only let me get you off with my fingers again, go inside with me. You won’t regret it, baby.” He fucked her with his finger and pressed his thumb to her clit.

She bit her bottom lip and closed her eyes. Nodding, she uttered, “Okay.”

“First, don’t move,” he told her, his voice gritty with arousal. He loved seeing her get off, loved making her get off. Not wanting to stop just yet, he added another finger inside her tight core and put a little more pressure on her clit as his thumb circled it. “If you don’t want anyone to know, you gotta be quiet.”

She clung to his shoulders and opened her brown eyes. Staring into his eyes, she subtly rode his fingers. When it was obvious she was getting close, he took her mouth in a deep kiss, swallowing her moan as her orgasm hit her.

In the blink of an eye, he was climbing to his feet, scooping her up into his arms, and heading for the house. He had been turned on since the first moment he saw Lyssa in that bikini and Wendy’s curves only made it worse. If she didn’t let him fuck her, he was at least going to try for a hand job. He needed to release some tension, or his balls were going to explode.

Thirty minutes later, he tied off the used condom and tossed it in the trashcan in his bathroom. Wendy was everything he thought she’d be and more. She was shy and tentative, but in a sexy way, eager to please him, and so damn responsive to everything he did. Wendy wasn’t a virgin, but he knew she did things with him that she never did with the first guy she slept with. And the way she smiled up at him after he fucked her, he knew he did his job and satisfied her, which was important to him.

He returned to his bedroom and collapsed on the bed next to her naked body. When she moved against his side and laid her head on his chest, he wrapped his arms around her. “You okay?” he asked her and kissed the top of her head.

“Yeah.” She giggled and lifted her head. She rested her chin on his chest and smiled up at him. “Better than okay. The first time was nothing like that.”

“Carl is a jackass,” he told her. “Probably didn’t think about your pleasure at all.”

She blushed, but she admitted, “I never had an orgasm until you.”

Feeling a little cocky, he grinned at her. “Anytime you want one, you just let me know, baby.” He let one hand wander down her back to her bare ass. He gave it a squeeze. “I love making you come.”

She blushed further and pressed her body more firmly against him. “Are we... together, now?”

“Do you want to be?” He kept one hand on her ass, but he caressed her hair with the other. “I’m good with that. But baby, I like sex. I’m not saying you have to sleep with me. I’m just saying... if you’re just looking for dates and sweet kisses, I’m not the guy for you.”

She bit her bottom lip and swung her leg over his thighs. She pushed herself up until she was straddling him. While his hands moved to her breasts, she bent down and kissed his lips. “I like sex with you, Rawley. I want dates and kisses,” she wrapped her hand around his already awakening cock, “but I want this, too.”

Rawley about shot his load at the visual of her scooting down and eyeing his cock. Shyly, she opened her lips and wrapped them around the head of his erection. It took her a minute, but she found her rhythm and had him gripping the sheets to keep from grabbing her head to force her down on his cock further. He knew most girls didn’t like that, not at their age, anyway.

“Fuck! Yeah, Wendy, a little faster.”

Her head bobbed faster, and her hand stroked his base in sync with her lips.

“Fuck. I’m gonna.... Wendy, if you don’t want to taste it, you better stop.”

She pulled off his cock with a pop of her lips and looked up at him. “I... I don’t think I’m... ready for that.”

“That’s okay.”

She wiped her lips with her fingertips. “Will you... I want to see...”

“What, baby?” He caressed her cheek with the fingertips of one hand. “What?”

She blushed and looked down at his throbbing erection. “I want to see... will you finish?”

He smiled and wrapped his hand around his erection. “You want me to finish myself off? You want to watch me jack off?” He began a slow stroke. “Only if you play with those tits for me.” After a second, still straddling his legs, she reached up and cupped her breasts in her tiny hands. “Yeah, baby, turn yourself on for me. When I’m done, I’m going to taste you.”

When she let out a quiet moan, he began jacking himself faster and faster. He closed his eyes as his orgasm gathered in his balls. It wasn’t Wendy’s sexy body he saw behind his eyelids, though. It was Lyssa in that damn bikini, all wet and fuckable. He shot his load all over his hand, careful not to call out Lyssa’s name.

Fuck. This wasn’t good.
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Chapter Two
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Pike

Six months later, Rawley and Xander were getting dressed in the locker room after their gym class, when Lance strolled in and stopped in front of his own locker down at the other end of the row. He began changing out of his gym clothes, chatting with the guy next to him.

“Spill the details, Man,” Lance’s friend said. “I know you took her out last Friday, again. I heard you two were seen up at The Place. You two never got out of your car. What happened?”

Rawley and Xander both stopped, standing there in their jeans, with their shirts in their hands. They knew Lance took Lyssa out the Friday before. Lyssa told them he took her out to dinner and to a movie, but she got home thirty minutes after curfew and was currently grounded. The Place was where all the teenagers went to fuck around when they didn’t have anywhere to sneak off to for privacy. If Lance brought Lyssa there, he was a dead man.

Lance shrugged and grinned. “You know what the fuck happened.”

Once Lance and his buddy were dressed, they pulled on their shoes and started out of the locker room, while Rawley and Xander stood there staring at each other. Using his advanced hearing abilities, Rawley heard Lance say, “Got that damn cherry and it tasted so fucking sweet.”

Just like that, Rawley pulled his tee over his head, grabbed his bag and shoes, and went after the motherfucker. Rawley was pissed. The lion inside of him was roaring and prowling. Lyssa was better than The Place. She was better than Lance. She deserved someone to take her virginity with care and sweetness. She deserved someone to worship her and be gentle and love her. Someone like him. Motherfucker. He was jealous. He was pissed and protective, but he was also jealous of Lance for taking Lyssa’s virginity. He wanted to be the one who got that honor, he realized, but it was too damn late.

He couldn’t find Lance in the hallway. When the bell rang, he stopped looking and put his shoes on. Xander approached him as he tied his last shoe.

“What the fuck was that?”

“You didn’t hear him?” Rawley straightened and pulled his backpack onto his shoulder.

“I heard him say he took her to The Place.” Xander looked pissed. “I’m going to ask her about it. If he did what I think he did, I’m gonna fucking kill him.”

Not if I get to him first. Rawley contemplated telling Xander what he heard Lance say as he left the locker room, but then Xander would track Lance down before Rawley got a chance. No, Rawley would keep that information to himself.

“Gotta get to class. Still on for dinner at your place? Your mom still making that noodle stuff?”

Rawley nodded. “Yeah. Said to be there at seven. See if your parents will let Lyssa come with.”

“They probably will. Your place is our second home.”

Rawley nodded again and headed for class. Thoughts of torturing Lance on his mind.

***
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IT WAS COMMON KNOWLEDGE that Lance and his two sidekicks hung out at the bowling alley after school on Mondays. Rawley told Xander he’d meet him there at four o’clock. They talked in the parking lot after school and decided they would confront Lance. Xander had decided it didn’t matter if Lance had taken Lyssa’s virginity, taking her to The Place was enough of a reason to kick Lance’s ass, virginity or no virginity. Xander wanted Rawley there to handle the sidekicks, in case they decided to jump in. That’s when they agreed to meet up at the bowling alley at four. It gave Xander a chance to make an appearance at home and see if Lyssa could go to dinner.

At 3:45, Rawley parked his old pickup in the far corner of the lot and headed inside, not waiting for Xander. No, he wanted to be the one to fuck Lance up. Sure, Xander could get some shots in when he arrived, but Rawley’s pride needed to do it. His lion was prowling again, ready to fight for Lyssa.

He found Lance and his cronies just inside the door, waiting on shoes. He walked right up to Lance, ignoring the long ass line of teenagers bitching because they thought he was cutting. He glared into the face of the prick. “Out-fucking-side.”

Surprised, Lance stared back at him. Lance was about two inches shorter than Rawley and a little skinnier, but he wasn’t a lightweight. Lance wasn’t going down without a fight. He was on the wrestling team and the football team. He’d put up a good fight, but Rawley had a secret on his side.

He may not shift yet, but he was a lion-shifter. That gave him extra strength. Not even Xander and Lyssa knew of his lion shifter roots. It wasn’t something he told anyone. Sure, he’d tell Xander and Lyssa someday. They were as close as family to him, but that would wait until they were all older and more mature. He’d start to shift soon, maybe he’d tell them after that.

Turning around, he stalked outside, knowing Lance was following him. The sidekicks probably were, too. He didn’t give a damn. He’d take them all on if he had to. Once he was outside, he turned and waited.

Lance stepped outside, still looking surprised. “Rawley, man, what’s up? What’s this about?”

“You fucking know.” Rawley swung his fist and connected with Lance’s jaw. Lance stumbled back a few feet but didn’t go down. “Lyssa is too damn good for you.”

Lance chuckled as he spit out blood. “She tasted too damn good, that’s for sure,” he goaded and smirked at Rawley. “Ripe. Wet. Begging for my cock.”

Rawley saw red. He swung again, this time connecting with Lance’s left eye, following it with a hit to Lance’s gut. The whole time, he kept repeating, “You’ll never touch her again. You’ll never touch her again.”

His sidekicks were smart and didn’t jump in, until Xander pulled up and jumped out of his piece of shit Taurus, leaving it running. He rushed up and stopped one of the cronies from attacking Rawley’s back. The other slowly backed away, knowing a stupid idea when he saw one.

As Xander beat the hell out of the idiot, Rawley kept hitting Lance until Lance fell on the ground and started moaning. Then, Rawley gave him a kick to the side and growled, “You ever touch her again and I’ll find you. I won’t fucking stop, next time. That’s a goddamn promise.”

Rawley heard the sirens from a few blocks away. He pulled Xander off the idiot and pushed him toward his car. “Go!” Then, he took off at a run toward his truck. He was able to get out of the parking lot and around the corner before the cops got anywhere near the bowling alley. But he wouldn’t be surprised if Lance told them who beat him up. He had to go home and warn his parents. They’d be pissed, but he didn’t regret it. Nope. He enjoyed every second of beating the hell out of Lance.

***
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LYSSA WAS SPITTING mad. As she sat across the table from Xander and Rawley, she was pissed. Rawley told his parents what happened and begged them not to tell Lyssa the details. She didn’t need to know all of that or that Lance was talking about screwing her in the locker room. It would hurt her to know he talked about her like that. His parents reluctantly agreed, but they took his truck keys from him for two weeks and told him he was cleaning out the garage as punishment. Still worth it.

“You want to tell me what happened?”

Xander shrugged and finished chewing his bite of Chicken Noodle Casserole. “He deserved it, Lyssa.”

“Well, I hope you’re happy. He called and sounded so upset, Mom and Dad actually let me talk to him, even though I’m grounded. When I got on the phone, he told me we were done because my brother and his buddy are lunatics.” She glared at Xander. “What did you do?”

“What needed to be done,” Xander told her, calmly, and took another bite.

“Why?”

Rawley’s mother reached over and covered Lyssa’s hand with hers. “Sweetheart, they were protecting you. I don’t like how they handled it, but they did it to protect you. Lance is not a very nice boy. He was playing you, Sweetheart. And the sooner you realize it, the sooner you can move on to someone who treats you like the prize that you are, honey.”

“Damn straight,” Rawley’s father said and nodded. He took a drink of his beer. He wasn’t pissed at all about how Rawley handled it. It was Rawley’s mother who punished him. “You’re one of the good ones, Lyssa Loo. You deserve roses and sweet words and respect. Period. You leave that punk to some other girl. You’ll find you a nice boy who knows what he’s got in you.”

Rawley fucking loved his parents to death in that moment. When Lyssa blushed at his father’s words and gave a little smile, he wanted to throw his parents a damn party and tell the world how amazing they were.

“They were doing what any good brother and best friend would do,” his father added. “The punk’s only lucky I’m not seventeen, anymore.”

“What did he do?” she asked, not pissed off anymore.

“You don’t want to know the details,” Rawley told her. “Just know it’s handled. Okay?”

After a moment of staring, she nodded. “Okay. And I won’t see him anymore.”

Rawley’s mother patted her hand. “That’s good, honey. Now, eat up. I made Strawberry Cheesecake for dessert, your favorite.”

Yup, his parents were the best.
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Chapter Three
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Four years later... Pike

Sitting in a chair in Bobby’s Bar, Rawley watched as Lyssa danced and laughed with her friends. He hated that Xander couldn’t be there, but he was making a life for himself out in California. Lyssa had been sad that they couldn’t spend their twenty-first birthday together. She had never spent a birthday away from her twin. When she started crying in his arms, Rawley’s heart started to break. He decided he had to make sure she had a good birthday.

That’s why he paid for the party bus and dinner for her and four of her friends. He didn’t make it to dinner, since he was busy doing something for his club, The Howlers MC. As a prospect, he was required to be on call for anything and everything the members asked him to do. So, while Lyssa and her friends had dinner and toured the town on the bus, he was scrubbing toilets at the clubhouse. But he made it to the bar.

She was plastered, but she was having a blast. He took a few pictures of her on his phone and sent them to Xander, so Xander knew she was having a good time and not wallowing on their birthday. The reply made Rawley feel better.

Xander: Glad she’s actually living. Thanks, Rawls. I owe you, man.

He texted back.

Pike: You don’t owe me shit. Would’ve done it for her, anyway. Happy bday, brother.

“Rawley!” He glanced up from his phone and looked over at Lyssa shimmying and shaking on the dance floor in a pair of tight jeans and a loose blouse. “Rawley! Come dance!”

He chuckled and shook his head. No way in hell she was getting him on the dance floor. If his club saw that shit, they’d never let him live it down. “You don’t need me. You look like you’re having a fine time.”

She pouted at him, along with her friends. One of them, who coincidentally happened to be Wendy, strolled over, and straddled his lap. “Come on, Rawls. Have fun with us.”

He gripped her hips and pushed her down on his erection. “Oh, I’m having fun just watching you shake your ass, baby. We can have fun, later, in my bed.”

“You gonna give me a ride?” She bit her lip and wrapped her arms around his neck. “Been a long time since I’ve gotten a ride from you.”

He grinned at her. “I told you... just let me know, baby.” He leaned forward and nipped her bottom lip. “After I make sure Lyssa gets home okay, I’m bringing you home and fucking your brains out.”

“Promises. Promises,” she cooed and climbed off his lap. She gave him a wink and made her way back to the dance floor.

“Rawley,” one of the other prospects, Wes called out as he approached.

Rawley climbed to his feet and did the hand-slap, man-hug thing. “What you doing here?”

“Grabbing a beer. Just got done detailing Joker’s truck. Gotta do Thrash’s, tomorrow.”

Joker, their president, and Thrash, the VP, were good guys, but they liked to give the prospects hell. Rawley didn’t take it personally. It was part of club life. They would do their time as grunts, earn the club’s respect, and prove they were loyal and could be trusted. Then, they would patch in and truly be members.

“I got bathroom duty,” Rawley told him and sat back down. Crossing his arms over his chest, he watched the girls on the dance floor. Every once in a while, Wendy would wink at him and shake something in his direction. Lyssa just kept smiling at him.

“Which one you taking home?”

Rawley didn’t look away from the girls. “Little Miss Curves,” he told Wes. “She was my girlfriend in high school. Gonna take a trip down memory lane.”

Wes chuckled. “You know all of them?”

“Yeah. Went to high school with them.” He pointed at Lyssa. “Been close friends with her and her twin brother since kindergarten. He’s in California and couldn’t come home, so I made sure she had a good birthday.”

Wes took a drink of his beer. “Is that your way of saying it’s a no-go for her with me?”

Rawley looked over at Wes and stared. He didn’t speak. He just let his eyes tell Wes all he needed to know.

After a minute, Wes gave a nod. “I’ll stay away from her.”

“Smart man,” Rawley commented. “The others are ripe for the picking. Don’t know if they’re married or whatever, though. Thought you had something going on with Lace.”

“It’s casual, right now.” Wes took another drink. “Been trying to lock that shit down, but she’s not into serious. Said maybe after we both patch in.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
IS TSRS
F -—





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





