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The MC Next Door








   The rain slammed against the shop’s windows like fists, each thunderclap shaking the antique teacups trembling on their shelves. 


Elara gripped the edge of her cash register, knuckles white as lightning split the sky and illuminated the silhouette of Knox filling her doorway—soaked leather jacket clinging to shoulders broad enough to block out the storm.


“Place is closed,” she snapped, the lie sour on her tongue. 


The clock above her read 7:03 PM. Her heartbeat punched the back of her throat as he stepped inside anyway, boots tracking mud over her freshly mopped floors.


He peeled off his gloves with agonizing slowness, water sluicing down his forearms. 


“You really think that Closed sign’s gonna stop me, sweetheart?” His voice scraped low, gravel grinding against the whine of rain.


She didn’t flinch when he stalked closer, didn’t blink as he braced his palms on the counter, leaning in until she caught the smoky tang of whiskey on his breath. “Get out.”


“Or what?” His grin flickered, all teeth. “You’ll call the cops? They don’t come this far after dark.”


A shiver cut through her, sharp as the cold draft leaking through the doorframe. His eyes—hazel flecked with gold—dropped to her mouth. Lingered. Her lips tingled, phantom pressure blooming where his gaze touched. She spun away, fabric of her skirt hissing against her thighs. “Don’t fucking touch anything.”


But he was already circling the shop, fingertips trailing over stacked romance novels, oil-painted spines catching the dim light. Leather creaked as he crouched, examining the antique desk she’d sanded raw last weekend. “You do this yourself?”


“Yes.” The word felt like a confession. She crossed her arms, nails digging into her sleeves.


He ran his thumb along the edge, calloused skin snagging on splinters she’d missed. “Sloppy.”


“Fuck you.”


Lightning flashed. His laugh rumbled—dark, jagged. “That an invitation?”


Heat flooded her cheeks. She opened her mouth, retort ready, but he was moving again, rain-soaked jeans clinging to thighs thicker than her forearms. He paused by the velvet armchair in the corner, the one she’d curled up in every night this week pretending she wasn’t listening for the growl of motorcycle engines.


His hand closed around the blanket she’d left crumpled there. “You sleep here, princess?”


“None of your business.”


“Seems lonely.” He lifted the fabric to his face, inhaled deep, nostrils flaring. Her breath caught. Last night’s vanilla lotion lingered in the fibers. The air thickened, her pulse thudding in places that had no right throbbing for him.


Thunder roared. The lights flickered. Died.


Darkness swallowed the shop, broken only by the faint glow of streetlamps bleeding through rain-streaked glass. Elara’s fingers found the counter’s edge, wood biting into her palm. “Generator’s in the back.”


“You scared?” Boots scuffed closer.


“Of you?” She forced a scoff. “Please.”


“Of the dark, then.” His breath warmed the shell of her ear. She hadn’t heard him move. “I can smell it on you.”


She jerked back, skull cracking against shelves. Paperbacks rained down. His hand shot out, catching her waist before she fell. Heat seared through her cotton blouse, branding her skin.


“Let go.” She shoved at his chest. Leather creaked. He didn’t budge.


“Make me.”


Her fingers tangled in his wet shirt, twisting. They stumbled into the armchair, knees colliding. His grip tightened, hauling her against him. Chest to chest, his heartbeat a wild counterpoint to hers. Rain and leather and something feral filled her lungs.


His mouth crashed into hers.


She gasped—lips parting in shock—and he stole the sound, tongue sweeping in to taste her fury. Her teeth sank into his lower lip. Copper bloomed. He growled, the vibration ripping through her as he pinned her wrists above her head, chair groaning under their weight.


“Fight me harder,” he rasped against her jaw, stubble scraping. “I fucking dare you.”


Her hips arched, seeking friction. Denim ground against silk. A moan clawed free, raw and desperate. She hated him. Hated how his fingers tightened on her wrists. Hated the ache between her legs that sharpened with every twisted thrust.


His free hand slid under her skirt. Cotton ripped. Cool air kissed her thighs.


“You’ve been waiting for this.” His palm cupped her, heat radiating through damp lace. “Haven’t you?”


She spit in his face. Of course, she’d wanted it. But never would she admit it. Never would she breathe that confession out loud. 


He laughed, thumb circling her clit through soaked fabric. Her back bowed, head slamming into the chair. Stars burst behind her eyelids.


“Say it.” His teeth closed on her earlobe. Sharp. Sweet. “Say you’ve been dripping for me every time you heard my bike. I saw you looking out those windows; looking at me.”


“Go to hell.”


He yanked her panties aside. Two fingers plunged into her. She groaned, thighs clamping around his wrist. He twisted, knuckles grinding. Her vision whited out.


“Soaked.” He pulled his fingers free, glistening in the storm light. Sucked them clean. “Fuck. Knew you’d taste like rage.”


She lunged, teeth bared. He caught her hair, wrenching her head back. Their mouths collided again—messy, brutal. His belt buckle clattered to the floor.


Cold leather hit her thighs as he flipped her onto the desk. Paperweights scattered, shattering glass. She scrambled for purchase, fingernails carving crescents into wood.


“Look at me.” He gripped her hips, yanking her back. His cock slapped her ass—thick, veined, glistening at the tip. “Eyes open when I ruin you.”


He sheathed himself in one brutal thrust.


She cried out, back arching. Her body betrayed her.  He filled her like a blade, carving her open. “Tighter than I imagined.” His laugh came ragged. “Gonna milk me dry, Elara?”


Her fingers clawed at the desk. He pulled out slow, dragging over every ridge, then slammed back in. Her inner walls fluttered, too-full ache sparking bright. He set a ruthless pace, each snap of his hips driving her higher. She bit her arm to muffle the noises shredding her throat. She didn’t want him having the satisfaction of knowing how wild he was driving her. 


“None of that.” He dragged her upright, chest to back, hand fisting in her hair. “Let me hear you break.”


She thrashed, elbows flying. He trapped her arms, teeth sinking into her shoulder. Pain-pleasure spiked. Her pussy clenched, greedy.


“There she is.” He rasped, tongue lapping the sting. “Feral little thing. Bet you come harder when you hate me.”


“Fuck you,” she choked.


“You are.” His thumb found her clit, callouses catching. Her moans bounced off the rafters. “Louder.”


Lightning flashed. The windows rattled. He pistoned into her, desk creaking like a dying animal. Her heels hooked around his thighs, dragging him deeper. Sweat stung her eyes. She’d needed this so badly; day dreamed about it. 


“Gonna come,” he grit out, hips stuttering. “Take it all.”


“No—”


His palm smacked her ass. Fire bloomed. Her pussy walls spasmed, orgasm ripping through her like a live wire. He roared, sinking his teeth into her neck as he emptied himself inside her.


They collapsed in a heap of limbs and shattered glass. Rain lashed the roof. His heart pounded against her spine, fingers absently tracing the bite mark on her shoulder.






