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BLURB

Caught in a web of lies, Eisley doesn’t have any other option but to seek help from the one person she once considered her best friend.

Ram doesn’t care the woman he claimed as his old lady is a US Marshal. As an outlaw biker he turns out to be just the man she needs in her life to make sense of the havoc when justice takes a turn and corrupt agents are threatening her life.

Fighting the system to get justice is going to take more than the law to uphold. Especially when it starts to rain bullets and the body count flies through the roof.
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The moment you pull the trigger, there’s no stopping the bullet; all you can do is brace for impact. Collide with the world of Trigger Pull MC, where an encounter with a rugged biker will inevitably change your life.
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CHAPTER ONE
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– RAM –

“I hate you,” Elly declares, her voice is fierce and she even manages to let some of her anger seep into it.

Her eyes are locked in front of her while she floors it, letting the SUV skid out of the clubhouse parking lot. She’s pissed. She might have her reasons but I have my own. Ever since she crashed back into my life a few months ago, I’ve been dead set on keeping her safe. Eisley MacRelly and I have history from when we were teenagers.

It’s why I boldly state, “No, you don’t.” 

I’m loving the way her now angry gaze collides with mine through the rearview mirror. She doesn’t say a word but resumes her focus on driving. Silence falls for long, dragging minutes and I don’t have a clue what’s going through her mind, what she’s planning to do, or where we’re going for that matter.

Last night I knew where to find someone who the club, and the justice system, considered a loose end. A fucker who kidnapped girls, sells them, shit like that with a team of others. He was the only one still breathing and who happened to be the one who kidnapped my brother’s old lady. The fucker dressed up and pretended to be a cop for fuck’s sake; he needed to die.

Coral, Dreamer’s old lady, deserved some peace of mind. In my opinion she needs to know the one who took her–and put her through hell–won’t be able to put others through the same shit she endured because he isn’t walking this earth any longer.

I have no regrets about what went down last night. I shot the fucker point blank; right between the eyes. There was no choice because he was about to shoot Elly. The woman in question who just slapped her cuffs on me and dragged me out of the clubhouse.

My brothers wanted to stop her from arresting me so I voiced my claim. She’s my old lady now and I know she damn well understands what I just did. Hence her voicing the hating me part. Though, I know she doesn’t.

We share a past. One where we spent years together as best friends. Teenagers growing up but we were ripped apart, until we collided months ago. Elly was working on a case the club happened to stumble upon; the one Dreamer’s old lady was wrapped in.

Fuck. Seeing her all grown up, a stunner beyond belief with a spotless career as a US Marshal. We’re standing on opposite lines with me as an outlaw. Though, it still didn’t stop us from jumping into one very long night of hot sex in some motel alongside the highway.

We both thought it was a one-time deal to get it out of our system. We were only the best of friends as teenagers and never gave in to anything more back then. I knew I was lying to myself about the one-time deal. 

The second my mouth hit hers I knew I wouldn’t let her walk. Sliding my cock inside her tight pussy had me cross-eyed and shoving so damn deep I was afraid my cum would come spraying out her damn mouth.

That was two weeks ago and I haven’t touched or so much as looked at another woman since. No other will do and my cock doesn’t even stir when I check porn or whatever; all I’m picturing is every inch of Elly’s body. This is why I claimed her in front of everyone when she arrested me in the middle of the clubhouse a moment ago because the way my cock is dedicated to this woman is confirming enough to let me know I’m already hers.

We’ve been driving for over thirty minutes and are in the middle of nowhere until she suddenly brings the SUV to a stop alongside the road. She doesn’t just stop but hits the breaks so damn hard, the seat belt cuts into my upper body. Elly jumps out, stalks around the SUV and opens the door to unfasten my seat belt and jerks on my arm to usher me out.

“What are you doing?” I ask when she shoves me forward while she takes a step back to the SUV herself.

She spins around and snarls, “You left me behind. Handcuffed to my fucking car, Preston Carverston. I should throw you in jail for killing a man and leaving me standing right next to it.”

The way she throws my given name at me raises my blood pressure. I haven’t heard it in a long damn time and to hear it flow over her lips does something to me. But the look in her eyes holds so goddamn much emotion, I’m not sure how to reply to what she just said.

Other than, “So, why aren’t you throwing my ass in jail?”

Her fingers curl into a fist and she punches my shoulder. “Do you even need to ask? Coral pleaded your case and explained. You were right there with me when you shot him and you fucking left me. You left but cuffed me to my damn car to figure out on my own how to free myself and to explain what the hell happened before I called it in.” She leans in close and growls, “Now I’m leaving you.”

She spins around and I can only blink a few times before the wheels of the SUV spin around in the dirt as she speeds off. She leaves me standing alongside the road in the middle of nowhere with my fucking hands cuffed. Yeah, I guess payback’s a bitch and my old lady has a streak of violence and vengeance running through her veins.

I should be pissed but I’m not. If anything, I’m hard as fuck while I watch the taillights of her SUV disappear. I’m still grinning for the first few minutes but after standing here for a while–alongside the road in the middle of fucking nowhere with my hands cuffed–the funny part wears off fast.

She’s not coming back and she actually left me; the way I left her stranded with a dead body and her hand cuffed to her car. With some effort I manage to take my phone out of my pocket and call one of my brothers. I have no damn clue where the hell I am and it takes a while for them to find me.

After a few hours I’m finally sitting on my bed and have my woman’s handcuffs beside me on the bedside table. I have to admit, I thought it was funny at first, was pissed for a few hours, but I’m now at a point where I understand why she did it.

I’m going to give her some time to calm down before I show up at her doorstep. She’s still my old lady whether she likes it or not. The club might not be thrilled she’s a US Marshal but life always fucks with you one way or another and the whole point of living is to make shit work.

Loud repeated knocking on my door has me rising to my feet to see what the damn drama is.

“Church,” Erko grunts and spins on his heels to head down the hall.

I follow after him and when I stalk into church I notice a full table. I guess we’re having a little chat about the fact I just claimed a woman who works in law enforcement and is a threat breathing down all of our necks.

“Brothers,” I grunt in greeting and take my place at the table.

“I don’t have to tell you why we’re all here,” Stone, my Prez, starts.

I give a curt shake of my head. “Not happening. I voiced my claim and she’s my old lady. To my recollection there isn’t a ten-mile-long contract of all the do’s and don’t’s when it comes to claiming a woman.”

“There’s a damn difference when you claim an old lady that can bring down the whole damn club,” Ulser snaps.

I shoot the man a glare.

Jace releases a deep sigh. “Let’s all stay calm and let Ram explain his reasons for putting the club at risk.”

Now I’m directing my glare at my VP. “I’ve never put my club at risk and I ain’t starting now. Need I remind you my woman didn’t arrest me while she could have?”

“Yeah, and she left his ass alongside the road in the middle of nowhere to die a horrible death.” Erko chuckles. “You gotta admit, she’ll fit in just fine.”

I’m thankful at least one of my brothers acknowledges my woman will fit right in but the reminder of what she did does sting a little.

“Fact is,” I state, raising my voice a bit. “I’ve known Eisley since we were teenagers and I still fully trust her. I can’t explain how or why. I just know she’s mine and belongs at my side no matter what background is etched into our lives from the time we were apart until now. She won’t betray me or the club. She’s my woman, I’ll vouch for her. And I risked my life for each and every one of the old ladies this club has without questioning shit.” I connect my gaze with my Prez, Stone, my VP, Jace, and Dreamer.

For the last brother I add, “And you know damn well Eisley helped to get justice for your woman.”

You can hear a pin drop while everyone is glancing at each other. I’m waiting for anyone else to give their two cents as to why my woman should or shouldn’t be accepted but it doesn’t come.

Stone takes the gavel in hand and lets it connect with the table. “That’s it. I guess we have a new old lady to welcome into our midst.” His eyes find mine. “I’m going to take a wild guess that she’s just as happy with your claim as we are?”

I let my fingers slide along my beard a few times and ultimately grunt, “She’ll come around.”

Laughter ripples through the room and I chuckle right along with them. Fuck. I know it won’t be as easy as I just stated. As a teenager Elly was headstrong and a force to be reckoned with but I know within the storm lies her heart of gold. One I’ve felt the warmth of unconditioned friendship of when we were inseparable all those years ago.

Everything flared right back up when I laid eyes on her again and the heat magnified now that we’re both adults without limitations. Because I refuse the whole “standing on each side of the law” shit to let us hold back something that feels this fucking good. 

Hell, the mere thought of my cock sliding home again has me hard as fuck. Most definitely not what I need right now and I try to tamper it down as I follow my brothers out of church. We head for the bar and the prospect behind it rushes to place a few beers on the counter.

Erko throws a beer back but I grab my phone and shoot Elly another message. Of course, I texted her right after I arrived at the clubhouse to let her know I was home safe, just to piss her off some more.

I am giving her some time before I go after her but texting is something different; complete radio silence is not what I intend to do. We might have lost sight of one another for years on end but seeing her ripped something primal from my very soul and there’s no way I’m letting her slip through my fingers again.

Call me obsessive, a stalker, twisted in the head, what-fucking-ever. She’s my woman and I’ll fight damn hard to get what I want in life. The way she melted in my arms, came on my cock, fingers, mouth, multiple times during the one night we shared two weeks ago lets me know our connection is mutual.

“Would you like a beer, Ram?” the prospect asks.

“Nah, I’m gonna get some shut-eye. I had a crazy night and today has had enough turmoil along with it,” I grumble and head for my room.

Closing the door behind me, I throw my phone on the bed along with my leather cut and start to undress. A shower sounds mighty fine to me, along with a few hours of sleep. I’m naked and about to walk into the bathroom when my phone indicates I have an incoming message. 

When I check, I notice it’s from Elly. No words are in her reply, only a single emoticon; a hand flipping me off. My head tips back and a bark of laughter escapes. Fuck, this woman. I’m in the middle of typing a reply but instead I decide to hit the call button. My heart picks up speed when she picks up after the first ring.

“I’m walking down the hall and am about to head into a meeting with my task force,” she snaps. “So, keep it short.”

Well, when she puts it like that. “Your place or mine tonight?”

“What?” she asks in confusion.

“You said I needed to keep it short so I’m asking where I’m going to eat you out. You know, your legs thrown over my shoulders so I can lick that sweet pussy for an hour or so.”

She mutters a curse but it falls flat when I hear a rapid fire of gunshots.

“What the fuck is happening?” I growl into the phone. “Elly!”

“Call it in, Ram. The gunshots are coming from inside the office. My team they are–” The call ends and my heart fucking freezes along with it.

I open my door to get my message across as I start to throw on my clothes at lightning speed. 

“Ulser, get the fucking US Marshals, FBI, CIA, who the fuck ever, on the damn phone for me. Now, dammit. Fucking now,” I roar.

The fucker comes rushing down the hallway with his phone in hand. Stone and Jace are right behind him.

“What the fuck is happening?” Stone asks.

“I was on the phone with Elly and there were gunshots. She was about to go into a meeting inside the fucking US Marshal building for fuck’s sake and she told me to call it in right before the line went dead. Call it in? Who the fuck do I call? I need to get there. Wait. Where am I fucking going? Where’s the building at? Fuck!”

“Bruno, it’s Stone, listen.” Stone rattles off the details to Bruno, head of a large mafia gang who has contacts everywhere, including the FBI, DEA, and the US Marshals because he’s worked with Elly more than a few times. “Thanks, man. Appreciate it.” He hangs up and turns to me. “Bruno will call it in for you, he’s also going to text me the address of the office.”

He fingers his phone and I feel mine vibrate in my hand along with the notification of all the other brothers’ phones around me.

“I’ve sent the address in the group chat. Gather as many brothers as you can, we’re heading out within five minutes.” 

Jace nods at Stone’s words and rushes down the hall.

“Come on.” Stone smacks my back as I’m already brushing past him to get on my bike. 

I take a quick look at the address so I know where I’m going. It’s almost half an hour later when I finally get to the large building on the other side of town and am stopped by local police. The place is swarming with different kinds of law enforcement and there is no damn way I’m able to get inside to check if my woman is unharmed or even a-fucking-live. 

I know nothing and she’s not answering her phone. It feels as if someone has shoved his fist right into my chest and ripped out my heart to throw it on the ground and stomp on it some more.

“Where the hell is she?” I roar. “Let me the fuck through or tell me where she is.”

“Calm down,” Jace growls in my ear and Erko’s back is suddenly blocking my vision.

“Sorry about that, sir. My brother is gravely upset because he was on the phone with his old lady when the shooting started and he wants to know if she’s alive since the connection broke. Can you please reach out to anyone who knows if US Marshal Eisley MacRelly is okay?” Erko asks the two men standing in front of him.

The local police officer now has someone wearing casual clothing standing right next to him and he’s the one answering. “MacRelly is missing. Do you have any idea where she might be?”

“Who the fuck are you?” I snarl.

He narrows his eyes and snaps, “Tylor Stafford, US Marshal. I’m MacRelly’s superior and I’d watch that mouth of yours if I were you. Now, answer my damn question.”

I’m flying forward with my next breath, ready to kick his fucking ass. Though, I never make it that far because all my brothers are holding me back and I’m facing Jace who is knocking his forehead against mine.

“Get it together, man. You want your ass to sit in jail or on your bike to look for her?” he whisper hisses.

I stop struggling and grunt in understanding. Shrugging their hands off, I spin on my heel and stalk back to my bike. Knowing Elly is missing and her own people are asking me where she could be tells me I won’t be finding her here anyway so I hit the throttle and ride off.

My mind is running on overtime, wondering where the fuck she’d go because if she didn’t stick around at work, would she go home? I’m sure those other marshals would have checked, right? Dammit, I don’t even know where the hell she lives because we went to a motel the one time we met up.

Fuck. Here I thought my old lady and I would get heat from the club to rip us apart, opposite sides and shit, while now my heart is being ripped from me because there was a shooting in the main office of her work. How’s that for some twisted stuff?

I feel as if I can’t breathe and take the next exit to stop my bike in a parking lot. When I glance around, I realize I’m at the motel where Elly and I spent our hot one-night stand together. I guess subconsciously I wanted to be near her and drove here.

I pull off my helmet and take a deep breath. It gets stuck in my throat when I feel someone jump on the back of my bike and I’m about to elbow the fucker off when I hear Elly’s voice.

“Drive, Preston. Get me somewhere safe, please.” Her voice wavers.

I glance at the hands clasped together in front of my belt buckle, all painted in crimson and my stomach drops.

Turning slightly, I ask, “Are you hurt?”

“Later,” she grunts. “Safety first.”

I thrust my helmet at her. “Put this on.”

The second she straps on the helmet I’m racing out of the parking lot and head for the only place I know she’s going to be safe; the clubhouse. My brothers and I can protect her from whomever is after her and have a way out if anyone comes knocking on our door.

I have no damn clue what’s going on, but in this moment I don’t need all the answers; all that matters is getting Elly to safety.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER TWO
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– EISLEY –

Relief flows through me when Ram comes to a stop and the rumble of the bike beneath me falls silent. It has cost me all my strength to hold on and stay upright. If I step off the bike now, I think I’ll crumble to the ground.

It’s for this reason I don’t move and it’s as if Ram can read my mind because I don’t know how he does it but he somehow twists slightly and manages to hold onto me as he climbs off his bike to scoop me into his arms. I sigh in relief and allow my eyes to drift shut.

I feel the rumble of his words flow through his chest while he breathes them out over my head, “Daniela! Daniela! I need you in my room. Now!”

Preston carefully places me on a bed and I jolt upright, hissing as I reach for my leg.

“Dani–” Preston starts to bellow once more but is cut off.

“I’m here, what’s the...oh, fuck. What happened?” Daniela asks but spins around and rushes back out.

A few breaths later she’s rushing back into the room with a large bag. Throwing the bag on the bed, she zips it open and grabs a pair of gloves, quickly pulling them on before she reaches for scissors and starts to cut away my pants.

“Fuck,” I mutter and close my eyes to let my head fall back onto the pillow.

I can feel strong, warm hands cup my face and when I open my eyes they collide with familiar dark brown ones. 

“There you are.” His nostrils flare as he takes a deep breath. “I finally have you back in my life and I’ll be damn sure to keep you right beside me. Even if I have to drag your sexy ass back from the heavens above, I fucking well will.”

I let the fierceness in his voice along with his words slide over me, hoping they mean something this time.
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