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      If I could go back, I wouldn’t change a thing.

      

      Mac

      My pretentious family hates what I’ve done with my life. But I give zero fucks. When I was 18, I was young and reckless and needed a place to belong. I found that place in Las Vegas, with the Desert Aces MC. When I needed acceptance, they gave it. If I could go back, I wouldn’t change a thing. Years later, I’m now VP and it’s my job to keep everything running smoothly. And I’m damn good at it. But that all changes the day Sienna is dropped into my life without a moment’s notice, in need of protection. Sent to us by her father, the Prez of the Desert Aces in Los Angeles, Sienna is nothing but a pain in my arse. She’s sassy and defies me at every turn. I told myself that I shouldn’t want her, but that’s a problem because I love the chase and Sienna is a sexy siren luring me in.

      

      Mac is the explosive third book in the Desert Aces MC Series.

      

      CW/TW: Please check the author’s website

    

  


  
    
      
        
        This is dedicated to my husband.

        Thanks for everything babe.
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      While Mac’s story can be read as a standalone it is recommended, but not required, that you read Jamie and Jax before reading Mac.

      

      Trigger Warning: Blood and violence.
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      Mac/Dice

      It’s the middle of the day and I’m sitting at my desk at one of our night clubs when my phone vibrates. It’s Jax, our club Prez.

      “Jax,” I say in greeting.

      “Got a job for you.”

      I don’t reply. Jax will spit it out, eventually.

      “Aren’t you even a little bit curious?” he teases.

      I grunt. I’m not a big talker.

      “Oh, c’mon Mac. I know you’re dying to know.”

      For fucks sake. Ever since Prez got married and had kids, he’s lost his edge. Don’t get me wrong, he still has it, but it’s just not as sharp these days.

      “Just spit it out, Jax.”

      “I have a package headed your way. It should be delivered in a few minutes,” he tells me, amusement in his voice.

      What the ever-loving fuck…

      “You gonna tell me what it is?” I say, completely deadpan. I’m not amused in the slightest.

      “Just wait and see, brother,” Jax tells me.

      There’s a knock at the door and I cover the mic with my palm. “Enter.”

      And what greets me has me almost jumping over my desk, ready to commit some serious sins. A tall and curvy brunette, wearing skinny jeans and heels with a little white crop top, steps inside. My dick about punches out of my pants.

      “Mac, you still there?” I hear Jax say through the phone, which I’m totally ignoring at the moment.

      Shit, I’d better answer Prez.

      “I’m here,” I say, my eyes never leaving the woman in front of me.

      “I take it the package has arrived. That’s Sienna Cartwright. She’s the daughter of the Prez of our chapter  in Los Angeles. Don’t touch⁠—”

      I end the call. Fucking Bastard. He knew exactly what he was doing, sending her to me, telling me that I’m not to touch her.

      “Hacker, you can go.”

      He nods and walks out.

      I get up and walk around my desk, pocketing my phone. “You must be Sienna,” I say, my Scottish accent a little thicker at the moment. Not to mention something else is a little thicker.

      “Yes. And you’re Dice, I take it,” she sasses back, looking me up and down, giving as good as she gets.

      Maybe she likes what she sees. Or maybe she’s used to MC assholes and takes no shit. Either way, it’s sexy as hell.

      “Call me Mac. What can I do for you?” I ask her, keeping my tone neutral.

      “I guess you’d better ask your Prez,” she retorts, turning around to leave.

      “Hold up a minute.”

      She rolls her eyes at me. “Why? It’s not like I’m in danger. The Red Serpents don’t even know I’m here.”

      I don’t reply, just pull out my phone and call Prez back.

      “Mac! How’s the package?” he asks, chuckling.

      “She needs protection. Am I right?”

      “Yes. Keep her safe and your dick in your pants. Got it?”

      “Yes, sir,” I say, because I know it annoys him.

      Like that’s ever going to happen. And we both know it. But I owe him my respect, because he is the Prez of the club, even if he is the youngest Prez the club has ever had. Fuck, we’re practically the same age. It’s laughable.

      I pocket my phone and turn back around. She’s not there. She must have slipped out the door when I had my back turned talking with Jax.

      Son of a bitch.

      This might be a little harder than I thought. Good thing I like the chase.
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      Sienna

      As Mac turns away to call Jax, I quietly slip out the door and down the hall. The club looks like fun. And I could use some of that right about now.

      Making my way to the bar, I order a Lemon Drop Martini. It’s not every day your Dad, who is sort of a big deal, asks you to leave your home and go live with another chapter of his MC. It’s not ideal, because I had to uproot my life and leave everything behind—my job, my friends, and my family. I know I can call and video chat with my mom and my friends, but now I have to find a new job. Which really sucks, because I liked my old job. But that’s a moot point, though, because of what my Dad told me earlier.

      
        
        “You need to stay in Las Vegas. Make it your home.”

        “But my home is in L.A.,” I tell him, trying to reason with him.

        “It was. But not anymore. I can’t have you in constant danger. The Red Serpents won’t give up. You’ll never be safe here. Make a new life in Las Vegas. Make new friends.”

        “And what about my job?”

        “You’re gonna have to find a new one.”

        I sigh.

        “Look Sienna, I know it’s not ideal. But the club comes first. And so does the safety of this family. It’s best if you put some roots down in Las Vegas. I’m sure Jax can introduce you to his wife and her friends.”

        “Fine. But I don’t like it. And I’m eventually coming back to L.A.”

        “That’s not a good idea. Your Mom and I will come visit you, when we can. Until then, call your Mom regularly. She worries about you.”

        “She can call, too, you know.”

        “I’m sure she will. She’s about as happy as you are with this arrangement.”

      

      

      I laugh. I’m sure Mom is giving my Dad one hell of a time right now, since her only child has been sent away. Adult child, but still. My Mom and I are super-close.

      I return to the present, the martini in front of me and a shadow now beside me.

      “On the house,” Mac tells the bartender, who nods and walks off.

      I take a sip and savor the first lemony drop as it hits my tongue. “How’d you know where to find me?” I ask him.

      He smiles. “Nothing happens in my club without me knowing about it.”

      I snort. “Right. I’m sure all the security cameras don’t hurt, either.”

      He just smiles and shrugs.

      “You gonna join me?”

      “Hell, why not,” he replies, hailing the bartender. “I’ll have a Macallan.”

      Well, well. Mac has expensive taste.

      I sip my drink and eye him over the rim. “Is this going to be a thing?” I ask him.

      I see the barest hints of a smile cross his face. “Which thing,” he asks, his tone suggestive. Almost like he’s daring me to flirt with him.

      “The part where you follow me everywhere I go,” I tell him, looking right at him. He returns my gaze. I swear his gaze is like a laser, shooting right through me and I have to look away. Instead, I focus on my drink.

      “I was ordered to keep you safe,” he says, completely serious.

      I gulp the rest of my drink. “For the last time, I’m in no danger here,” I tell him, scooting back from the bar, ready to leave.

      “That’s not what your father says.”

      “I don’t care what he says. I can take care of myself,” I tell him, getting annoyed. I don’t need an overbearing club asshole to protect me.

      I’m not a princess; I’m a queen and I’ve got this shit handled.

      He quirks an eyebrow at me, daring me to argue with him. I don’t even bother.

      Of course he thinks he needs to protect me. Once an MC alpha senses trouble, they protect what’s theirs at all costs. Including their women.

      But I’m not his. I belong to no one.

      “Whatever. My car is in the parking garage. I’m heading out,” I tell him, determined to get away from him. I need to figure out what the hell I’m going to do, now that I’m here. I need to find a place to live and find a job. I just want a normal life. Or some semblance of normalcy, since I am the daughter of an MC President.

      I walk off, my hips swaying and my heels clicking with every step I take. It’s time to get my new life in order.

      

      Mac

      Sienna fucking Cartwright. I just shake my head and follow her, eyes zeroing in on her ass. I can’t look away as her hips sway back and forth. She’s curvy and gorgeous, with plenty to hold onto. Just the way I like ’em. And she won’t even give me the time of day. That makes me laugh a little. I’ve always loved a challenge.
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      Mac

      I follow Sienna’s red hatchback through the city, all the way to the compound. Rolling past her car, I park and shut off my bike. Pulling off my helmet, I run my hands through my dark red hair; it’s longer on the top than the sides and gets messed up when I put on my helmet. But I don’t give a fuck. I have it cut just the way I like it. And my parents hate it, so there’s that.

      She walks by me, not even bothering to acknowledge my presence. But it doesn’t matter; she’ll be safe here. I follow her into the clubhouse and head straight to the bar. I’ll catch up to her later. Pulling out my phone, I text the prospect at the gate to alert me if Sienna tries to leave. I need another drink.

      I spy Jamie sitting at the bar, his youngest child in his arms. He’s on kid number three. I have to keep myself from shaking my head. He’s younger and has more kids than I do. Hell, I don’t even have a special lady in my life. But it doesn’t bother me. I like my freedom. If I happen to find someone along the way, then great. If not, I can always get my rocks off with a club girl.

      “Jamie, boy,” I say, gently clapping him on the shoulder, not hard enough to wake the child in his arms.

      “Hey Mac,” he replies softly, patting me on the bicep. “How’s it going?”

      I smile. “Good. How’re the wee ones?

      He smiles. “Good. This one is conked out. Her older brother is currently playing with Jax’s kids.”

      I nod. The cousins are thick as thieves most days. Jamie and Kat’s little family is adorable. And so is Jax and Di’s. All one big happy extended family.

      I pour myself another whiskey (I give zero fucks it’s the middle of day) and toss it back.

      Jamie looks at me, imploring me to explain why I’m day drinking like it’s dead of night. Do I need a reason to drink? Fuck, no. I’m Scottish; it’s what we do. I pop my neck and shrug my shoulders. It’s time to get this over with.

      “I’m gonna need you to cover for me at the clubs for the foreseeable future.”

      “Okay?” he says, more as a question than a reply. Jamie knows about my family. And their meddling.

      “The woman you saw walk through the door before me is Sienna Cartwright. She’s the Prez’s daughter from our chapter in L.A. They’re at war with a rival MC. Her Dad sent her to us to keep her out of harm’s way. I’ve been tasked by Jax to keep her safe.”

      Jamie smiles and laughs softly, careful to not jostle awake the sleeping kid in his arms. “You’ve got to be kidding me. And you gave me so much shit about Kat back in the day. This is f-ing priceless!”

      I shrug. “Laugh it up, arsehole.”

      “You know what happens, don’t you?” he taunts, barely lifting the kid in his arms, showing me that this assignment only ends one way.

      I narrow my eyes at him. Hell yes, I know. And that’s what I’m afraid of. I’m not sure if I’m ready for the whole white picket fence and 2.5 kids thing. Doesn’t matter though, because it’s gonna take one helluva woman to change my mind.

      “Maybe for you and Prez. But this gent is still single,” I tell him, tugging my kutte.

      “Maybe you need a change, Mac. Find a wife and settle down. Maybe have a couple of kids. The love of a good woman will change you,” he tells me.

      “Maybe,” I tell him, stroking my bushy red beard. Honestly, I can’t even imagine myself in his shoes. I don’t know what it’s like to have a normal family. My family is fucked up. Rich, but very fucked up. And they’ve shown me how fucked up they can be, ever since the day I was born. I’m not sure I can get on board with the whole family thing. For now, I’ll leave the kid stuff to Jax and Jamie.

      “I can cover the clubs while you keep Sienna safe. Have fun man,” he jests. “Better keep your hands and dick to yourself, though. Or else her dear old Dad will come for your manhood. Better keep it in your pants.”

      “Like you did?” I sneer. Jamie shrugs.

      We both know how that worked out. It’s surprising Jax didn’t fucking kill Jamie for touching his sister Kat. Jamie’s damn lucky he’s still got his balls attached. Lucky chap.

      I down the rest of my drink.

      “Later, brother,” I tell him, heading upstairs. I need to do some recon on Ms. Sienna Cartwright.

      

      I pull out my laptop and get to work. I find her social media pages, but they’re locked down pretty tight, so good for her. Next, I check public records. Nothing there. Next, I check dating apps. And I get a hit. Well, well. Looks like the lady is looking for love. I’m sure that went over well with her father. Christ, I’ve met the man. He’d scare away any normal man under the circumstances. I check a few more things and find nothing. This chick is squeaky clean. Good. It makes my job so much easier if I don’t have to worry about a crazy or jealous ex-boyfriend, á la Kat and Jamie.

      Satisfied, I head downstairs. I need to get back to the club. Sienna can stay here and if she tries to leave, she won’t be able to. I’ve instructed the prospect at the gate to keep her here. She isn’t allowed to leave under any circumstances. Unless she’s with me. And right now, I need to get things in order before I leave the clubs in Jamie’s hands.

      Slinging a leg over my bike, I fire her up and shove my helmet on. I take my time driving back to the club, taking the longest route possible. Normally I wouldn’t bother because of traffic, but I’m in a strange mood. And Sienna has something to do with that. Driving down the strip, I take in the sights, the sounds, and the smells of Las Vegas. For some reason, they offer me comfort. And for that very reason, I enjoy the ride. I’ve made a life here. Las Vegas is my home.
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