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        A King in dusty leather is better than a knight in shining armor.

      

      

      

      
        
        PROWLER

      

      

      As president of the Nevada chapter of the Kings of Anarchy MC, Prowler has his fair share of secrets. To protect his club and their secrets, he keeps everyone who isn’t family at arm’s length.

      

      He opts for a no-strings situationship with his sexy neighbor, but things start to get very stringy after he realizes she’s his mate.

      
        
        TAYLOR

      

      

      When her abusive ex got arrested for the third time, Taylor knew she had to run. She changed her appearance, her name, and even worked as a legal escort to carve out a new life for herself.

      

      A life that she thinks is perfect. That is until she breaks the biggest rule of the neighbors-with-benefits arrangement she has with Prowler… she falls in love.

      

      
        
        When Taylor runs, Prowler pursues, but can his wolf catch her before her past does?
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CHAPTER 1


          

          
            PROWLER

          

        

      

    

    
      “Sitting on your front porch, nursing a cold one with your eyes set on…” Ghoul scanned around and clicked his tongue. “On the neighbor’s place. Interesting.” Being extra observant wasn’t a bad quality in an SAA—or a mountain lion—but he damn sure hated it when those skills were turned on him.

      Prowler’s private life wasn’t for his club’s consumption unless he was taking an ol’ lady, and that wasn’t on the table and never would be.

      “Fuck you.”

      As far as quips went, it wasn’t eloquent, but it got the job done.

      “You don’t wanna fuck me, Prez, I think you wanna fuck that sexy-ass stripper across the way… again.”

      “She’s not a stripper,” Prowler snarled at the same time Bulldog spoke.

      “Prez is smarter than to shit where he eats. Besides, Cassidy would tear him a new one.”

      The look his vice gave him said he knew Prowler had slept with her already, he just didn’t approve. The burly bear of a vice president brought up his daughter just to judge his reaction. He knew it.

      Wait, did Ghoul say again?

      How many times did his SAA know about, he wondered.

      Monster pinged his gaze back and forth between Prowler and Bulldog, landing on his Prez.

      “Casino floor dancer is just a family-friendly version of a stripper.” His tone was just matter-of-fact, not arrogant or judgmental.

      Then Monster turned his gaze to his vice.

      “Amen. Getting involved with someone who can see your house from their living room is a fast track to slashed tires, boiled bunnies, and a knife in the back as soon as you fall dick first into your next snatch.”

      Fuck, he knew it too. Trying to keep a secret from a bunch of shifters was impossible.

      Monster looked to Chef, the only non-shifter in the conversation who should be, for agreement or argument, but he just threw up his hands.

      “I have no opinion on Prez’s personal life.”

      Good man.

      Their road captain swigged his beer. He wasn’t wrong. Especially since Taylor was the one who watched his daughter when he had her, but club business or shifts kept him busy.

      His brothers may know he was sleeping with her now, but did they know it had been going on for months?

      He and Taylor had a regular arrangement and thank God Cassidy was none the wiser.

      When they needed the itch scratched, they scratched it. Then, depending on which bed they fell into, one of them went back to their own home as soon as the deed was done. No muss, no fuss, and most importantly, no strings.

      They were on the same page about that, and thank fuck because he enjoyed her body while neither caught feelings other than bliss. That didn’t come along every day, so he was loathe to lose it.

      It was just sex, and it was convenient. They’d agreed, when it no longer was, they’d stop fucking but nothing else would change. Especially since she watched Cassidy for him.

      Prowler wasn’t keen on getting his dick wet with one of the girls who worked at their brothel. Community property wasn’t his thing and never would be. To say he’d never let more than one of them blow him would be a lie though.

      Nor did he want to put in the effort to date anyone. Sitting around a steakhouse while making small talk just for a slim chance to get his rocks off wasn’t for him either.

      Nope, a relationship with as many secrets as he had would never work, nor did he want that.

      The current arrangement with Taylor worked just fine, perfect in fact.

      “That ship already sailed,” Kansas declared.

      Prowler snapped his gaze to his secretary. Not that he’d told him to not say anything. He’d assumed it was implied.

      Kansas was the only one who’d been raised in a pack, so all shifter questions went directly to him.

      So, apparently more of his club knew he was fucking his neighbor than he’d realized.

      “Aw, fuck,” a few of his brothers cursed.

      “You getting jailed by some pussy, Prez?”

      “Hell no. Been there, done that, got the court documents to prove it.”

      His ex was relentless. Prowler didn’t have any issues with the child support. Hell, he wanted his daughter to have everything and loved her beyond reason. All the shit with Allie was worth it because Cassidy existed.

      It was the alimony that pissed him off.

      It was Allie constantly using their daughter to try to get him back and pulling shit that didn’t serve anyone but herself.

      It was the smiling and nodding while keeping his mouth shut for his daughter’s sake that felt like it was crushing his soul.

      “Famous last words,” Ghoul declared with finality.

      “Bullshit. My ex is enough to remind me not to make that mistake again.”

      Prowler didn’t do feelings anymore, nor did he plan to start. He’d done that once, and it damn near did him in when he caught Allie with another man in their own bed while his daughter slept in the next room.

      That was the first time he’d ever killed a man.

      It was also how he found himself sharing his body with a wolf.

      While he’d love to say it had been a crime committed in the heat of passion killing, it wasn’t. He’d calmly told Allie to get dressed, take his daughter, get a hotel room, and not to return until the next day, all while holding a gun to the naked man’s head.

      The voices of the past pelted him.

      “Riley, what are you going to do? Riley, don’t hurt him. Riley this, Riley that.”

      He’d tuned her out until he heard the door close behind her. That soft snick was like a starter pistol.

      Instantly, he’d dropped the gun and beat the man to death with his bare hands. Apparently, the moment the asshole had tried to shift was when he’d drawn his last breath. All with Prowler’s hands wailing on him.

      Prowler learned the hard way that a wolf can transfer.

      Every fucking movie had so much wrong about shifters. From what they could and couldn’t scent in human form to ways to kill them. It wasn’t a bite that made wolves. It could happen at the moment of the death. And the scent thing was over exaggerated by Hollywood, at least for those who came into their wolf by accident.

      By the time Allie had returned the next day with Cassidy, all the evidence of his crime was gone, and his life was forever changed.

      The day after that, he’d filed for divorce.

      He’d never told Allie what had happened, though she’d asked hundreds of times over the years.

      It didn’t really matter if she knew or not, he’d agreed to a ridiculous amount of alimony and all her other terms in the divorce to get rid of her.

      The only thing he’d contested was more time with his daughter. Another zero added to Allie’s monthly payment got him that.

      “Speak of the devil, and she shall appear.” Ghoul’s words pulled him from the past. Following his gaze, there was Allie, pulling up his drive in a brand-new sports car.

      Prowler’d bought her a perfectly adequate and safe mom car for his daughter’s sake just a few years ago. It pissed him off to no end that she wasn’t driving it.

      When Cassidy emerged from the passenger’s side, all thoughts of Allie and the past fled. He couldn’t stop the joy that crossed his face. The smile she gifted him was a mirror of his own before she turned to wave across the street.

      Taylor was putting out her garbage cans. How had he not noticed?

      Her dark hair was piled on her head messily, and the half shirt and cut-off short combo made his mouth water. Parts of tattoos and curves on full display. The memory of tracing the hidden ink with his tongue didn’t help suppress the wave of desire that flared to life at seeing her.

      Not that he didn’t appreciate her all made up because he damn sure loved that vampy shit. When she was headed to work, she put on a ton of makeup and a sparkly costume that hardened his dick, but the more toned-down version was hot too. Just in a different way.

      “Hey, Sassy Cassy,” Taylor greeted his daughter. “Wanna watch Tombstone and gorge on vegan pizza later?” she shouted across the way.

      Prowler had already asked Taylor to hang with his daughter as he had a long-standing appointment to keep followed by a run.

      Vegas was too densely developed for a half pack of wolves, and a few other assorted animals, to be running around the city. The area around the prison was perfect. Acres and acres of unpopulated desert landscape.

      So, without fail, every week, a handful of brothers went for a run after visiting Hunter and Sleeper. That way their club brothers were taken care of, and the free brothers got to sprout fur for a few hours.

      Hunter was a natural, and the guilt over having to suppress his brother’s wolf never left him. While Prowler and his wolf had yet to bond, he still couldn’t imagine suppressing that presence entirely.

      “I’m your huckleberry,” his daughter yelled back across the street in a fake accent, before turning to him.

      Setting his beer down, Prowler stood and opened his arms. Cass flew into them. Her head was at shoulder level, and he was six-one. Yeah, she took after her dad.

      “How much did you grow in two weeks, Jellybean? I didn’t authorize that.”

      Cassidy groaned, probably rolling her eyes. “Dad, I love you, but you have got to get a new line already.”

      “No way, kiddo. I think the one I got is perfectly fine.” It was the same exchange every time, and it was comforting. He’d take it as long as he could get it. Before long, his daughter would be into all the things that drew teenage girls away from their dads. No way was he giving that up without a fight.

      “Why do you let that hooker watch my daughter?” Leave it to Allie to spoil the moment by spewing venom. It wasn’t surprising. It’s what she did. She lived for the drama.

      Before he could correct his ex, yet again, his daughter turned out of his embrace to face her mother.

      “Taylor’s not a hooker, and I am more than just your daughter. I have a name.”

      Prowler kissed the top of her head. “Go on inside, Jellybean. I got you a surprise. It’s in your room. Take your time. I gotta talk to your mother for a few.”

      Without protest, she followed his command. Once his daughter was inside, he turned to Allie.

      Prowler stepped off the porch and toward his ex. “Cut your shit in front of Cassidy, Allie. And what’s with that?” He pointed toward the car then crossed his arms over his chest, widening his stance.

      “I’m obviously paying you too much alimony if you can splurge like that. Where’s the car I bought?” He didn’t add on top of what I already pay you, but it was on the tip of his tongue.

      Anger raced across her face, and her eyes narrowed before she changed tactics, her tone turning sickeningly sweet. At one time he found it kind of sexy, now it made him cringe.

      “Oh, I didn’t spend a dime on that beauty. It was a gift.”

      “Who’s calling who a hooker?”

      The question was barely audible, but Prowler recognized Ghoul’s dry delivery, even at a whisper. So did Allie, because she snapped her head around so fast, it was any wonder she didn’t give herself whiplash.

      “I’m nothing like that bitch. My man buys me nice things because he loves me. She’s just a piece of ass.”

      Did everyone know he was sleeping with Taylor? Was it the worst kept secret in Vegas or what?

      Monster was the one to defend Taylor, and it irritated Prowler slightly.

      “She bought her own car, so⁠—”

      Prowler interrupted with the most important point with a voice that was too hopeful.

      “When’s the wedding?” The sooner the bitch got married, the sooner he could stop paying her blood money.

      Allie looked over her shoulder before stepping into his body, turning her face back to kiss him on the mouth. He was so shocked he didn’t pull away first, and something told him that would come back to haunt him later. Instead, her words, spoken practically against his lips, were the icing on a shit sundae.

      “Oh, lover, that’ll never happen. No matter who we fuck, we’ll always belong to each other.” Her voice was a purr as her hand trailed down his chest before she spun on her heels and strutted back to her car.

      All he could do was watch her walk away with his jaw slack. He’d never be free of that harpy, even with Hunter and Sleeper’s sacrifice.

      Right before she opened her door, she blew a kiss and waved across the street. He looked up to see Taylor still standing there, hands on her garbage can and frozen in place kinda like him. Only, she looked hurt while he was simply defeated.

      “Fuck,” he growled.

      He and Taylor had nothing more between them than sex. Convenient, no-strings-attached sex. The only caveat they’d agreed upon was when they decided to scratch that itch elsewhere, they’d end their arrangement and go back to normal.

      They’d still be neighbors, and she’d still watch Cass, but there would be no animosity because it wasn’t a relationship. That didn’t mean he wanted to hurt her.

      Thanks to his enhanced vision, even when he had not shifted, he could see the pain in her peridot eyes. Even if he couldn’t see her eyes, her posture and body language gave it away.

      Exactly as Allie had intended.

      Bitch.

      He raised his hand to beckon her over, but she just crossed her arms.

      Fuck, he didn’t want to try to clear this up by shouting across the street, especially in front of half of his club. They were already giving him shit, he didn’t need to give them more fuel for the fire but fuck if he could leave it as a misunderstanding.

      As much as he told himself it was just sex, he did have some fond feelings toward Taylor. Who wouldn’t?

      “Come over a few minutes early?” he yelled across the street.

      “No can do.” She spoke a little too casually, but the undertone said it all. Her voice was unsteady. Why did he feel so twisted up over it? They were casual. It was the beauty of their arrangement. But her pain irritated him and his wolf. Which made zero fucking sense because he and his wolf weren’t as meshed as those who were born to it were.

      His wolf didn’t even choose him. He was just the only vessel there when his previous companion died. Their relationship was different. They didn’t blend. Instead they came to a tense but acceptable cohabitation situation. His wolf didn’t speak to him the way natural wolves did. They merely existed in the same body. So, yeah, no mate drive like in the books.

      “I’ve already ordered the pizza and cued up the movie. Send Cass over whenever she’s ready.”

      The smile and wave that followed was too fake for his liking. Watching her turn and walk toward her door twisted a knife in his gut.

      They had a good thing, and he hated that Allie could fuck that up for him. He was so over her and her bullshit. Thirteen god damned years was too fucking long for her to still be fucking his life to hell and back.

      Raking his hand through his hair for what felt like the millionth time, he cursed again.

      “Fuck.”

      Prowler was seconds away from marching across the street and setting Taylor’s fine ass straight. She was his for now. Only his daughter’s voice from behind stopped him.

      “Thanks, Dad. I love it.” She wrapped her arms around him from behind. She had the portable pink gaming system he’d gotten her in one hand, while a backpack hung from her other shoulder.

      “You bet, Jellybean. Anything you want, it’s yours, you know that.”

      “Maybe this weekend we can cook dinner together?” Of course he would agree, but before he could, she added, “And invite Taylor?” He knew a setup when he smelled one, but again, he was powerless when it came to his daughter.

      He also liked the idea. Maybe he could smooth things over, and Taylor could stay after Cass went to bed. The more he thought about it, the more he liked it. Taylor was mush for his daughter, and he was not above exploiting that.

      “Sure, kiddo.” The smile she gifted him was life.

      “I can’t wait to tell her. See ya.” She bounded down the drive and across the street.

      “I’ve got fifty that says Prez takes an ol’ lady within the week,” one of his brothers say. He would be hard pressed to say who because he was laser focused on his daughter.

      “I’ll take that action,” another answered. He didn’t divert his attention until his daughter let herself into Taylor’s place.

      Once she was safe, he turned to his brothers at large.

      “Ready?”

      “Let’s ride.”

      His brothers voiced their agreement.

      Before the four of them left, he turned to Chef and Boogeyman. “Watch my girls.”

      Ghoul had the biggest shit-eating grin on his face before he donned his helmet.

      It wasn’t lost on Prowler that he’d said my girls, but it felt right, at least at that particular moment.

      “I’ll guard what yours as if it were mine.” Boogey emphasized yours.

      That should’ve irritated him, but it didn’t. He really wasn’t wanting to do a relationship ever again, but his wolf seemed to sit up on his haunches at the idea.

      Somehow his casual fuck was headed that direction, and he felt powerless to stop it.

      As long as he didn’t let on to Taylor that he might be catching feelings, their arrangement didn’t need to change.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            TAYLOR

          

        

      

    

    
      “What the hell was I thinking?” Taylor asked the dishes she was banging into the dishwasher.

      “I knew better than that. I knew. Too damn sexy. But hey, I always gotta fall for the bad boys, huh?”

      She slammed her favorite coffee mug in a little too hard and broke it.

      “Fuck,” she cursed as she sucked the blood off her finger.

      “No, no, no, no,” she cried and fished out pieces of her CUNT mug.

      Cursing herself some more she tossed them in the trash and finished cleaning up the kitchen.

      Taylor had zero intentions of sleeping with her sexy-ass biker neighbor when he’d moved in. That lasted all of about six months.

      Then when they did come to an arrangement, she resolved not to fall for him. Just sex, which is all either of them wanted.

      What is it they say about best-laid plans? Yeah, that. It only took about two months of a steady diet of his cock and tongue, and her traitorous cunt was falling and taking Taylor down with her.

      She wasn’t head over heels in love, but she definitely had some fonder than like feelings for her tall, blond Viking of a biker neighbor. That thought came with a metric fuck ton of complications.

      They had an agreement, and “fonder than like” was strictly forbidden.

      Cassidy.

      Fuck, if she told Prowler how she was starting to fall when she promised not to catch feels, he’d definitely distance himself and his daughter. She’d miss Cass so much if that happened.

      They’d promised each other when they were done being neighbors with benefits things would go back to normal. They’d remain neighborly, and she’d still watch Cass.

      However, they never discussed what would happen if one of them fell for the other. Frankly, because they were both one hundred and ten percent convinced it would never happen.

      Taylor for damn sure never expected it. Hell, the first time she’d even realized it herself was just minutes ago. When his ex was all over him, and he did fuck all to stop it.

      She felt like a moron just standing there stupefied while it happened. She’d wanted nothing more than to either rip Allie’s hair out or turn and go back inside, but she didn’t do either… couldn’t.

      When Allie had kissed him, though, Taylor felt like she couldn’t breathe. That’s when it’d hit her. She caught feelings.

      The scene stung hard, and not just because she’d kinda, maybe, sorta, fallen, but that Prowler would’ve allowed it. With everywhere their tongues had been when they were together at night, they didn’t kiss, not really. He’d go to town between her legs, and she’d swallow his load, but they didn’t kiss on the lips.

      So, to witness that, it had been a moment of truth for Taylor. Not just with the realization that she had fallen for him, but that there was still something between Prowler and Allie. Something she couldn’t, and wouldn’t, compete with. Granted, she’d broken their rule by falling, but he didn’t know that. Kissing his ex on the mouth was devastating.

      With that in mind, she had no intention of ever, ever telling Prowler how she felt or that she was fostering those feelings. No, she would shove them down until they dissipated.

      She couldn’t keep sleeping with him, though. Not now that her heart had entered the chat. Being intimate with him would just nurture any feelings she harbored. But boy, would she miss that. Prowler was an exceptional lover and a good man.

      Her ex was the exact opposite of Prowler in that aspect. Still a bad boy, but of the loser flavor. It had taken her a year of working a job she wasn’t proud of to dig out of the financial hole he’d left her in.

      Once she had, she moved to Vegas, changed everything, even her name, and had been self-reliant ever since. And, just last year, she’d finally stopped looking over her shoulder waiting for Billy to find her like he’d promised. He said he’d kill her if she ever left him, and she’d believed it. That’s why she took the job as a legal escort while he was locked up for one of his short stints.

      Billy never thought to look for her that close to home or as an escort of all things. Hell, they’d had top-class security there, so it had been perfect.

      She knew Billy had half-heartedly looked when he’d first got out, and that’s when she high-tailed it to Vegas and changed her name, her hair—everything she could do to change her appearance at first glance.

      The best part was her nose. The third and final time he’d broken it, she’d had to have surgery, but he’d gotten pinched before the bandages came off. He had no idea how different her face looked, all thanks to him.

      Kind of poetic to her way of thinking. It was his constant abuse that made it hard for her to be recognized by him or any of his loser buddies, even when she’d come face-to-face with one of them.

      Tommy, Billy’s childhood friend, had tried to tip her a fifty-dollar chip to come down and “be his good luck charm,” and he was none the wiser who she was.

      She’d almost shit a gold brick. Scared her so bad, she faked the flu, took a week off, and didn’t leave the house.

      Nightmares still plagued her occasionally, but she’d heard Billy lost interest when he replaced her with a new woman willing to put up with his selfish love making and financial dependency.

      But when she’d seen his face on the news, going down for another nickel, that’s when she truly could breathe and started living.

      “I am swearing off bad boys, all flavors. Maybe I’ll find a nice accountant type who plays pickleball or something.”

      She poured herself a huge soda. “Yep. That’s the plan. Move on from old habits,” she pep-talked herself aloud while waiting for the foam to dissipate so she could top off her drink.

      Having a plan made her feel a little better, even if her grand plan consisted of telling Prowler she was ending their happy, happy fun time, per their prior agreed-upon conditions. That way, things could go back to normal, and she would still get to have Cass in her life.

      Taylor didn’t want kids, never did, and never would, but Cass was something different. She wasn’t just the child of the man Taylor was having sex with. She didn’t see Cass that way. Cassidy was more like a friend as weird as it sounded, if it were socially acceptable for a grown-ass woman to hang out with a fourteen-year-old.

      With a new resolve to end her addiction to the wrong men once and for all, she headed to the living room.

      The beeping on her front door told her someone was entering the code. Within seconds, Cass called out.

      “Taylor, look what my dad got me.” She came bounding into the living room with a handheld gaming system, handing it to Taylor as she plopped on the couch next to her.

      “Oh, this is noice.” Taylor spoke in an over-the-top voice before handing it back.

      Prowler was an amazing father. Seeing him with Cassidy had been the thing that tipped her over the should I sleep with him line.

      While she didn’t have that biological drive to have kids, a man doing dad stuff and loving it was still sexy as fuck.

      Prowler had predator written all over him, but when he looked at his daughter, every fiber of the man’s body changed. She couldn’t help but finally say yes when he extended the invitation to his bed yet again. That had been months ago, and they hadn’t stopped banging like bunnies since.

      But that was done. Hotel Vajayjay was closed. No vacancy.

      “Earth to Taylor.” Cassidy’s voice broke through her internal ranting.

      “Shit.” She got up and followed Cass to the door where the guy stood smiling a little too flirtatiously as he handed over the white box.

      Taylor gave him the stink eye as he leered at Cass walking away from him with their dinner. The way he pursed his lips while leaning sideways and watching her ass was gross. “She’s a kid, you jackass.” She slammed the door in his face.

      “That perv will not be delivering here again,” Taylor declared with finality.

      “Write your bad review, or whatever people your age do, but just don’t tell Dad, okay? He’ll do something all overprotective dad like.”

      Cass opened the box and served them both a slice, handing Taylor her plate, then proceeding to the couch.

      Taylor followed. She mirrored Cass as she sat. One leg tucked under her backside, the other toeing the carpet, half facing each other and half facing the TV at the same time.

      “First off, drop the people my age crap, I’m not ancient.” She knew Cass was teasing, she always did. “Second, your dad is levelheaded.”

      Cass just stared in disbelief, and it was all Taylor could do not to laugh.

      It wasn’t an out-and-out lie.

      Taylor had never witnessed him in a hot-headed moment, but there wasn’t a doubt in her mind he had it in him lurking just under the surface, waiting to pounce if need be.

      She took a bite of pizza, and that heavenly flavor exploded on her tongue… kinda. Vegan pizza didn’t exactly hit the same way. However, Cass had convinced her she could in fact live without cheese, but baby calves couldn’t live without their mothers.

      That and all the other gross things Cass had showed her about the dairy industry had her saying no thank you. That didn’t mean she didn’t miss that high that came from the first bite of ooey-gooey cheese, but she agreed it wasn’t worth it. Pizza was still the perfect movie watching entrée, vegan or not.

      “Overprotective dad is what he’s supposed to be. Chin up, kiddo. That’s a good thing. Mine didn’t protect me from squat.” Least of all himself, she didn’t add.

      Cass brought her slice to her mouth, almost like she was hiding behind it. “Yeah, but his overprotective dad is leveled up.”

      Taylor just watched Cass take a bite and thoughtfully chew. Yeah, Prowler was in an MC so there was no doubt they hurt people, but not just for fun.

      That thought plagued her, though. Did Cass think he’d hurt someone willy-nilly?

      If Taylor ignored Cass’s concern, she would be no better that her own mom who looked the other way when her husband had boundary issues with her only daughter or fast fists with his sons. If only someone had taken their off-handed comments seriously and asked the tough questions.

      While she didn’t get that vibe from Prowler, she wouldn’t blow off Cass’s concerns.

      “Surely you don’t mean…” She didn’t finish her question as Cass meet her gaze. Taylor’s heart cracked a little at the look in her blue eyes, identical to her father’s blue eyes, except laced with uncertainty.

      Surely, she didn’t… “Your dad would never hurt you, Cass. I may not have had a stellar examples of a good parent, but I don’t think—” She caught herself defending him instead of listening to Cass. Again, that was her mother speaking from her mouth.

      “Oh, god, no. I didn’t mean that.” Cass interrupted, horrified.

      Thank God.

      “I’m not saying my dad would hurt someone who cut him off in traffic or forgot the fire sauce with his tacos. I mean, guys like that.” She nodded at the front door where the pervy pizza man had ogled her. “He wouldn’t hesitate if someone crosses anyone he considers family.”

      Taylor released the breath she’d been holding, bracing herself for… she wasn’t sure what.

      She had to agree with Cass. Prowler would rip the guy apart if he knew how he’d looked at his daughter with the intentions that were clear in his gaze. Hell, any of his brothers would, it was just the way of life for them.

      “It’s one thing if he hurts real bad guys, it’s another if he goes after a pizza guy who is just an idiot who looks barely out of high school. I don’t want him to go to jail like Uncle Hunter and Uncle Sleeper. I may never see them again.”

      Cass’s heartbreak was clear in her voice. Taylor knew about her incarcerated uncles. It was when she got to spend the most time with Cass. Prowler would get back late from his visits and sleep in the next day.

      That had always made her curious. His prison visits shouldn’t have been the most exhausting day of the man’s week, but they always were.

      While Prowler told her he visited them, he was vague about why it took so long. She had a sense that there was a lot more to it than taking too much time. She wasn’t sure what, but the man had his secrets.

      He carried a sawed-off wooden bat in his saddle bag for fuck’s sake. Plus, there was one just like it beside the front door, and a full-sized one under his bed. Either he was a closet baseball player for an underground midnight league for people who used short bats, or he was always expecting trouble.

      In her experience, men who expected trouble that much usually did something to attract it.

      Duh, he’s an MC president.

      She shook off those thoughts, this was about Cass, not her own fucked up past that had her viewing everyone through blood-colored glasses.

      “Lay it on me, sister. Tell me all your deepest, darkest secrets and fears, and I’ll just listen. I pinky promise not to try to change the way you see it, laugh at you, or try to fix it if you don’t want me too. What you feel is valid. Period, full stop.”

      Isn’t that what every woman, regardless of age, wanted to hear?

      With a sigh, Cass set her plate with a half-eaten piece of crust aside.

      “You’re so going to break one of those promises.”

      “Nope, I won’t. Have I ever did you dirty?”

      “No, you haven’t, but it’s so bizarre, even I don’t believe it. I mean, I do, but I don’t at the same time. I mean, shit, I probably shouldn’t say anything.” Cass had stood up and started to pace back and forth, chewing her lip. It was an action Taylor recognized. She was seriously questioning herself, and that sucked.

      “Sweetie.” Taylor reached up and grabbed her hand, stopping her back and forth, and pulled her back down to the sofa. “Spill. You obviously need to say it because it’s eating away at you.”

      “So first off, I know what being an MC president means. I’m not an idiot. I know Dad and my uncles have done things that are well…” She trailed off. “But this is next level.”

      “Okay.” What was bothering her more than what she already apparently knew about?

      With a deep breath, Cass just blurts it out. “My dad’s a shifter, a wolf to be exact,” she said in a rush.

      They just sat there for God only knew how long. The hamster had fallen off the wheel, and her brain went silent. Finally, the little fucker jumped back on the wheel but was sluggish as hell.

      “What now?”

      “My dad is a Jacob. At least I think he is. Like ninety-nine-point nine percent sure.”
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