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      She’s a rich witch with deep roots. He’s a shifter biker with none. When a passionate fling becomes more, it also turns deadly.

      Being a witch isn’t all magic potions and conjuring up great outfits, especially when your last name is Augustine. As a descendant of a founding family of Havenwood Falls and granddaughter of a high priestess of their coven, she’s been raised to adhere to certain expectations—suffocating and annoying expectations. Dating a biker is the exact opposite of those.

      At first, it’s an act of rebellion. Ryker “Crusher” Pride, enforcer in Swords of the Infernal Night motorcycle club, is like forbidden fruit. Where she has deep roots in town and a big family, Ryker is an orphan lion shifter who grew up on the streets. His family is the MC—“thugs and outlaws,” according to her grandmother.

      Ryker’s brothers are convinced Harlow will break his heart and return to her side of the tracks. But what started as simple lust grows deeper. Ryker gives Harlow strength to stand up to her family. She inspires in him the desire to settle down and make a permanent home. When tragedy strikes, Harlow makes a rash decision out of love and quickly learns that her magic has consequences—deadly consequences that could cause Harlow to lose Ryker and be banished from Havenwood Falls.
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      Harlow kept her pace and breathing even. Eyes focused on the road ahead. Sweat dripped down her back as she rounded the bend. Havenwood Falls stretched out before her as she ran down Blackstone Road. Creekwood Estates was to her right. Aspen trees, leaves already turning gold, added to the colorful landscape. Sunlight hit solar panels and twinkled brightly. To the left was the cemetery, and while she couldn’t hear them, her sister Taylor said the dead often whispered to her when she passed by the hallowed grounds. Harlow’s sister was a medium, though, so she wasn’t surprised.

      A car that Harlow recognized slowed to stop at the end of Stuart Street. She waved to Amanda George, and the young kindergarten teacher waved back before pulling out to make a left onto Blackstone Road, cutting off a motorcycle. Harlow inhaled sharply when she realized the motorcyclist didn’t have time to slow down and would hit the car. Without thinking, Harlow snapped her fingers, and instantaneously, time came to a halt. The car and motorcycle paused, along with a bird flying overhead.

      “Shit! You’ve really done it now,” she scolded herself. Resigned to the fact that she had just used her magic in front of a human, she quickly proceeded to manipulate the car, so it completed the turn and was out of the way of the motorcycle. As soon as it was clear, she snapped her fingers, and time resumed.

      Hoping Amanda, the human she had just used magic on, didn’t notice, Harlow continued her run as if nothing had happened. Unfortunately, the man on the motorcycle did notice and pulled over to the side of the road, directly in front of her. She had heard about Ryker Pride, remembered when he arrived in Havenwood Falls a couple years ago. He was a lion shifter—a rarity in Colorado—and that had created some local gossip. The fact that he was hot and single had added to the gossip among her girlfriends.

      Ryker had long, dirty-blond hair that was tangled from the wind. He removed his sunglasses, pinning her in place with smoldering blue-gray eyes. A thick layer of stubble blanketed his square jaw. He wore jeans and a long-sleeved flannel shirt that stretched over massive biceps. But the black leather vest he wore over his shirt revealed who he really was. The Swords of the Infernal Night, or SIN Motorcycle Club, was full of men her grandmother warned her about it. By the way Harlow’s body responded just by standing within three feet of the giant piece of man candy, she knew her grandmother was right. This man needed to come with a warning label.

      “Nice save back there, Country Club. I owe you one,” Ryker said, his voice more like a sultry growl that caused her nipples to harden. When his gaze drifted down her body and he gave her a feral grin, followed by a wink, she knew he noticed. Of course, she was wearing a tight black running shirt over her sports bra and skintight leggings, leaving little to the imagination.

      Swallowing hard, she crossed her arms over her chest and firmly met his gaze.

      “Country Club?” she asked, narrowing her eyes.

      His grin widened. “Just a nickname the boys have come up with. Your pops is some big wig at the club and you work there, right?”

      Harlow’s eyes narrowed even further. “You sure know a lot about me for never having met before, and I already have a nickname? What’s that all about?”

      Sure, Havenwood Falls was a small town and her dad was the Director of Member Services at Creekwood Country Club, so he knew a lot of people, but that crowd generally didn’t mix with bikers. Realizing she sounded judgmental, Harlow closed her eyes and took a deep breath to center herself. When she looked at the biker again, he had his hands in the air as if in surrender. He straddled his bike, a monster black and chrome machine that looked almost as dangerous as its rider.

      “Hey, it’s no big deal. My brothers and I take notice of all the beautiful single females in town. You’re one of them.”

      Okay, so he’s an ass—a hot ass, but an ass. Judgment totally earned, she thought to herself. Harlow was about ready to tell him off when her phone that was strapped to her right bicep started to ring. She glanced at the screen and saw her grandmother’s name. Mathilde Augustine was the matriarch of the family, a leader in the Luna Coven, and she sat on the Court of the Sun and the Moon, which was the governing body of the supernatural community in Havenwood Falls. With a sinking sensation in her stomach, Harlow knew the use of her magic had triggered the wards that surrounded the town. Lately, Harlow’s grandmother had been extra everything: nosy, controlling, and protective. Harlow didn’t know what was going on, but she had heard whispers about an outside threat.

      “Harlow, did you just use a little more magic than usual? Are you okay?” she asked when Harlow answered her phone.

      “I’m fine, Grandma.”

      “Are you sure? Nothing unusual happened?”

      “Nope, everything is fine.”

      “No witnesses?”

      “Nope,” Harlow lied, and she made eye contact with Ryker, whose eyebrows were raised. Based on his reaction Harlow knew he was able to hear the conversation. Shifters were known for their enhanced senses.

      “Okay, dear. I was just worried.” Harlow’s heart softened, and any annoyance at her grandmother being overbearing vanished. She sounded more like a concerned grandmother than a critical leader. It had been a few months since Harlow got in trouble for using her magic in public, and she was relieved to not be on the receiving end of another lecture—or worse.

      “No need to be. I’ll see you soon. Bye.”

      She disconnected the call and reached up to tighten her ponytail, in preparation to start running again.

      Ryker’s gaze roved over her body before he said, “I can think of some other forms of exercise.”

      He winked at her and laughed when she rolled her eyes before turning away.

      “You wish,” she said over her shoulder and began to jog back the way she came.

      “Wait!” he called out. “I was just fucking around. Want to go out for drinks or something? I owe you. I’d be a heap of road rash right about now if not for you.”

      “Nothing happened, okay? You didn’t see anything.” Harlow waved him off and kept running, knowing it was best to put distance between them.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning, Harlow arrived at Coffee Haven to open. The sun was just beginning to rise, but it didn’t hold much promise to beat back the cold. The weather in their box canyon town was unpredictable. A front had blown in overnight, ushering in temperatures low enough to make snow possible. The bell above the door chimed when she pushed it open, and she inhaled the fresh aroma of coffee brewing. The manager, Davis George, looked up from where he was placing a tray of scones in the display case. They said good morning, and Harlow jumped in on her opening chores. Davis became the manager more than a year ago, when he and his wife Amanda, the woman Harlow had stopped time for the day before, moved to town. Harlow and Davis had established a routine. Neither was usually talkative in the morning, so they worked well together. Except that morning, Davis had a story to tell, and it was one that made Harlow cringe.

      “Amanda keeps going on and on about an experience she had yesterday. She claims it was divine intervention or something.” Davis took off his dark-framed glasses and cleaned the lenses with the bottom of his apron.

      “Really?” Harlow asked, wiping flour off the counter and pretending to be intrigued while ignoring the sinking feeling in her stomach.

      “Yeah, she said you were there. She saw you running, and she waved at you, and the next minute, she said she almost collided with a motorcycle, but it was like time stopped or slowed down. She could see the stubble on his jaw, she was that close, but somehow, she avoided hitting him. Did you see it?”

      Harlow chose her next words carefully. “I did see the close call, but I’d say it was just luck. I didn’t see anything out of the ordinary.”

      “Good. I’ll make sure to tell her that. She’s been obsessing over it. I’m just glad she and Junior weren’t in an accident.”

      “Same here.” Harlow left the conversation at that, convinced she had nipped the situation in the bud.

      There was a steady stream of business all day—customers eager to warm up with a hot coffee or cocoa. By closing time, Harlow had forgotten about the conversation. She and Davis left together, Davis locking the door behind them. They walked down the sidewalk, waving at Sedona, the owner of the bookstore next door, as she was in the front window setting up a new display. They walked several blocks, past the medical center, and Harlow split off to head up to her house. She hunched forward against the cold wind and burrowed her face in her scarf to keep her nose from freezing. Dusk was already descending; the days had noticeably begun to grow shorter.

      She had just slipped her shoes off and hung up her jacket when her phone rang. It was her grandmother again.

      “Grandma, what’s up?” She walked down the short hallway into the kitchen.

      “Imagine my surprise when Letitia Blackstone called me up just now with an interesting story.”

      “Okay . . . what story?” Harlow pulled out her rice cooker from the cabinet next to the refrigerator and set it on the counter.

      “Amanda George was in an afternoon yoga class and couldn’t stop talking about a miracle that happened.”

      Harlow groaned internally and hung her head. The beauty of living in a small town. There weren’t any secrets, and of all people to overhear Amanda, it had to be Letitia Blackstone. She ran Yoga in the Vines at NamaStays Inn. She was also the retired matriarch of the Blackstone family, one of the founding families, like the Augustines. The two families shared a long history, and Letitia and her grandmother were friends. “The way Amanda described time stopping sounded awfully familiar, and it was right around the time the wards picked up a surge of your magic. Do you have anything to tell me?” Gone was the grandmother tone.

      After breathing out a sigh, Harlow admitted she had used her magic to prevent an accident.

      “You lied to me.”

      “Not really. I didn’t think Amanda had noticed, so there wasn’t anything to worry about. I’m sorry, Grandma. If I’d known, I would have wiped her memory, as I’ve been trained.”

      There was a long pause, and Harlow chewed on her lip. She hoped her grandmother didn’t press further. If she revealed she had been distracted by a hot biker—well, that excuse would not fly.

      Her grandmother breathed out a heavy sigh. “I have to report it to the Court, Harlow. It’s my duty.”

      “But—”

      “I can’t show leniency because you’re my granddaughter. It will call my leadership into question. I’m sorry. I came to your defense after the incident at the Dirty Knuckle, and it caused a stir. I’ll let you know what they say.”

      Before Harlow could respond, her grandmother ended the call.

      “Ugh!” she growled and tossed her phone onto the counter. The incident her grandmother referred to had happened over three months earlier, and she was still being punished for it—even though all she did was defend her friend, Shayna. Although, in hindsight, sending a guy flying across the bar for sticking his hand up her friend’s skirt might have been a bit overkill, but she had zero tolerance for gropey fuckers, and the guy had been warned after he grabbed Harlow’s ass earlier that night. Unfortunately for her, there was a room full of witnesses and a room full of cell phones, plus the guy was angry and wanted to press charges against her for assault. Considerable damage control had to be employed, and Harlow was called in front of the Court. Because of her grandmother, she had been dismissed with a stern warning. Somehow, she had a feeling she wasn’t going to be so lucky this time.

      Two days later, just before eight p.m. on Tuesday, Harlow parked her Mini Cooper in front of City Hall. She turned off the ignition and sat in her car, focusing on getting her breathing under control. Thoughts of her friend Aster ran through her mind. Aster and her sister, Reeve, had both been banished from Havenwood Falls for using their abilities in public. Fear rendered her immobile, her hands gripping the steering wheel tight. Aster and Reeve’s situation was different; it was really, really public. Harlow hoped for a slap on the wrist. As much as she hated the suffocating confines of being an Augustine, she didn’t want to be forced from where she was born and raised.

      With a final deep exhale, she stepped out of her car and strode with false confidence down the walkway that led around back of the building, to the special entrance for the Court of the Sun and the Moon. Minutes later, Harlow sat at one of the two tables that faced the elevated dais where the members of the Court had convened. Addie Beaumont sat off to the side, taking minutes. A large mural depicting all of the supernatural species that resided in town provided a backdrop for the court members.

      Elsmed Fairchild, the fae representative, spoke first, breaking the uncomfortable silence. His long silver hair was pulled back, drawing attention to his preternatural features: extremely pointy ears and a long, narrow face. So long his chin seemed to touch his chest. His penetrating icy blue gaze held Harlow captive. “Ms. Augustine. Your grandmother tells us you used a considerable amount of magic in public, in front of a human, is this correct?”

      Harlow broke away from his gaze to look at her grandmother, who sat to the right of Elsmed. Her back was straight and hands clasped in front of her. Her expression didn’t betray any emotion.

      “That’s correct. There would have been a terrible accident,” Harlow started to plead her case, but was cut off by Lawrence Mills. His sharp voice silenced her.

      “This is your second offense, is it not? You received a pass the last time.” He cast a severe glance at Harlow’s grandmother. Harlow swallowed hard.

      “Lawrence, let the girl speak,” Sandra Beaumont, Addie’s grandmother, said. Mr. Mills huffed and leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms over his chest. “Tell us what happened, Harlow.”

      Harlow relayed the brief incident, making sure to emphasize that Amanda George hadn’t seemed aware that anything unusual had occurred.

      “Amanda George, the kindergarten teacher?” Mayor Barbie Stuart spoke up. The mayor was the only human who sat on the Court. It made sense that all species, including humans, had representation. With her height and large build, though, the mayor could have been a supe. Perhaps some giant blood ran in her genes. Add in a sky-high bouffant of cotton-candy-pink hair, and she certainly didn’t look like a typical politician.

      “Yes, and her child was in the car. When I knew an accident was imminent, I reacted. It was a knee-jerk reaction and not an intentional disregard of the law.”

      “Hmph,” Lawrence huffed again.

      “She speaks the truth,” Elsmed said, after Harlow felt his presence inside her head probing her thoughts. A sensation she had experienced once before and would never get used to—like the tip of a feather was being dragged across her brain.

      “Sounds like your granddaughter needs better control over her reactions, Mathilde,” Lawrence said to Harlow’s grandmother. “And a reminder of the Luna Coven’s role: to use magic to cover up mishaps, especially when a human is exposed—not to create a problem.”

      “Harlow does understand the coven’s role. Remember when she covered up after Paisley Underwood healed that human in public? However, I agree she needs to work on her impulsiveness. The coven will address that. I will see to it.”

      Harlow ground her molars together to keep her mouth shut. Her grandmother, a high priestess of the Luna Coven, had been trying to pull her into coven business more and more. Harlow preferred to stay on the periphery and do her own thing, but her mishap had just given her grandmother leverage.

      “The younger generations have zero respect anymore and lack discipline. I propose we start implementing harsher punishments, or they’re going to continue to disregard the law. An example must be made! We have more pressing issues at hand, and if people can’t follow the law, then I say we be done with them!” Lawrence glowered from under his bushy eyebrows. He opened his mouth to say something else but he was interrupted.

      “You mean my generation, Lawrence?” Michaela Petran chided and rolled her eyes. “Because of these issues you mention, we need every capable witch, which Harlow very much is. I propose she does receive further training, though. I believe that would make everyone happy, Lawrence?” The moroi vampire dipped her head in deference to the elder frost dragon shifter. Harlow silently cheered, thankful for Michaela’s support. She was also curious about the issues they were referring to that would require every capable witch. What exactly was going on?

      “I propose the three-strike rule should apply. One more incident will be the third strike and grounds for banishment,” Roman Bishop added in a bored tone. He straightened the sleeves of his suit jacket and brushed at the fabric as if it were covered in dust. Harlow couldn’t see any imperfection, and that was Roman, always perfectly dressed and exuding confidence.

      “That seems reasonable. Shall we put it to a vote?” Elsmed motioned. There were murmurs of agreement, and when he called for everyone in favor to say aye, Harlow waited, scarcely breathing, for the Court to determine her fate.

      A sigh of relief rushed out of her lungs when all but one member voted in favor. She wasn’t surprised Lawrence Mills opposed. She’d heard he was a stickler for the rules and old school. Before she could leave, Harlow had to agree to training, and Mathilde would oversee her progress. Another term of the agreement was that if Harlow used her magic in the presence of a human again, without ensuring memories were altered to cover up the incident, she could face immediate banishment.

      After that, she was free to go, and she left quickly, rushing up the stairs, pushing open the door, and stepping out into the night. The cool, fresh air was a jarring transition from the oppressive Court’s chambers, and she paused to take a few deep breaths. When she reached the end of the walkway and started to approach her car, she was surprised to see someone waiting for her. Ryker sat astride his bike, which was parked next to her Mini. He was leaning forward, his arms resting on tall handlebars with his large hands draping over top. He was facing her, and she felt the weight of his gaze. She faltered and came to a stop in front of her car. He was parked on the left, and she’d have to pass him to get to the driver’s side door.

      “What are you doing here?” she asked.

      “I happened to be driving by and saw you walking in. Does this have anything to do with the other day? Are you good?”

      “Oh.” Surprised at his concern, she let her guard down and relaxed. Her shoulders seemed to melt away from her ears, and she didn’t realize how tense she had been. “I’m okay. Thanks for checking in.”

      At that moment she heard her grandmother approaching, recognizing her voice by the almost Southern drawl. Harlow looked over her shoulder to see her grandmother walking with Lawrence Mills. Wanting to avoid her, Harlow rushed over to her door. Just as she had her hand on the handle, her grandmother called out.

      “Harlow, I need to speak with you!”

      “Fuck,” she muttered under her breath, and dipped her head forward, causing a cascade of dark waves to shield her face.

      “You can hop on the back of my bike and escape,” a deep voice growled from behind her. Harlow let out a sigh. Releasing the door handle, she turned to face Ryker.

      “Tempting, but my grandmother kind of has me by the balls right now. I need to hear her out.”

      Ryker chuckled and shook his head. “Quite the mouth you have there, Country Club.” He smirked.

      “Sorry, did I offend the big bad biker? I didn’t realize you were so sensitive.”

      Another chuckle rumbled from his barrel chest. “Not at all. I like it.”

      A throat being cleared interrupted their banter, and Harlow stifled a groan as she looked over at her grandmother who was standing at the curb’s edge, eyes darting between her and Ryker. She pursed her lips.

      “Harlow, I need to speak to you. Alone.” Mathilde directed this toward Ryker, dismissing him with a single word.

      “Whatever,” Ryker growled and fired up his bike. He backed out of the spot and dipped his head in Harlow’s direction. “See ya ’round, Country Club,” he called before roaring off, the rumble of his pipes vibrating through her.

      Harlow watched him go, enjoying the way his arm muscles bunched as he controlled his motorcycle, instantly regretting that she didn’t take him up on the offer of escaping with him.

      “Really, Harlow, a SIN member? Since when did you start associating with them? I don’t approve and don’t think your father will, either.”

      “Grandma, I don’t hang out with SIN. I just met that guy when I saved his ass.”

      “Well, good. You’re an Augustine, and we don’t socialize with thugs and outlaws.”

      Harlow shook her head and pressed her lips together to keep from smirking. Roman Bishop and his brothers had a legendary reputation of conducting business that wasn’t exactly on the up and up, and yet Roman sat on the Court. The fact that he was also from one of the town’s founding families, wore fancy suits, and lived in Havenwood Heights helped people see past any indiscretions.

      “What did you need to talk to me about?” she asked, eager to salvage the rest of her night.

      “Are you scheduled to work at the country club Saturday night?”

      “No. I’m working during the day at Coffee Haven. Shayna and I are going to grab drinks somewhere after her shift at the medical center. Why?”

      “Cancel. Saturday you start your lessons with me, and I’m having a dinner party after. Your attendance is mandatory.” Her grandmother spun and started to walk away while Harlow stood there with her mouth hanging open in disbelief. She felt like she was twelve again and being reprimanded. “Be at my house by four and bring something nice to change into. Don’t be late!” Her grandmother called over her shoulder and waved her hand in the air, causing the giant moonstone ring she always wore to flash. Whether it was night or day, the ring seemed to attract any light. Mathilde’s long skirt billowed as she walked down the sidewalk.

      “Unbelievable. I’m a grown ass witch and don’t need lessons,” Harlow muttered to herself as she slid into her car and turned on the engine, cranking the heat.

      The next day Harlow wasn’t working at either of her jobs, and she started the morning off with a latte and some retail therapy.

      Harlow breathed in deep, inhaling the familiar, tantalizing smells of fresh coffee and baked pastries. There was always good energy in Coffee Haven, and that’s why she liked working there. Strategically placed crystals, live plants, and colorful artwork on the walls, from local artists, kept the atmosphere positive. Her boss, Willow Fairchild, was behind the marble counter. Willow’s long silvery-blond hair—similar to her great-grandfather Elsmed’s hair and a common fae trait—was pulled back in a ponytail, and her black apron was dusted with flour. She was mixing batter in a large red bowl.

      “Hey, what are you doing here on your day off?” she asked.

      “I need my fix,” Harlow said with a grin and walked around behind the counter to make herself a latte, expertly working the espresso machine. Right before she steamed the milk, she added a drop of vanilla in to sweeten it a little. As soon as it was ready, Harlow took a sip, and even though she almost scalded her tongue, she groaned with pleasure.

      “Wow. Just one sip and your mood shifted. Your love for coffee is real,” Willow joked, as she poured the batter she had been mixing into muffin tins. Willow was an empath and could pick up moods and energy a person was emitting. “Rough day?”

      “You could say that.”

      “Want to talk about it?”

      Harlow looked around the shop at the few customers seated at tables throughout. It was between the early morning and lunch rushes, so quieter than usual. Leaning in closer to Willow and keeping her voice down, she filled her boss in on everything that had happened and recounted her meeting with the Court. She hadn’t said anything to Willow earlier, or to anyone else, because she didn’t want anyone to worry—or fight her battles for her. Willow would have gone to Elsmed.

      “Davis told me about Amanda’s experience, but it sounds like she’s already moved on. Wait, back up. Who is Ryker?”

      “He’s the biker Amanda would have hit.”

      “He made an impression on you,” Willow said with a sly smile and a wink, her turquoise blue eyes sparkling. The timer buzzed on the oven. She put oven mitts on before pulling a tray of steaming hot muffins out and setting it on the counter to cool.

      “Not really. He’s kind of an ass. A real bro type. All muscle and cockiness.”

      Willow snorted and shook her head as she untied her apron and tossed it in the hamper under the counter. “Your words don’t match with what I’m sensing. Your aura lights up like a fireworks display whenever you mention him. You’re definitely attracted to him.”

      “Pft. I am not,” Harlow sputtered. Visions of Ryker’s muscular body filled her mind, causing a flush to wash over her.

      “Uh huh. Sure!” Willow teased. “You can’t fool me. I say go for it. Didn’t you just tell me last week that you needed to end your dry streak? Bad boys have an appeal. Go scratch that itch, girl!”

      Harlow was still laughing at her boss when she left Coffee Haven and went next door to check out Callie’s Consignments. If she had to suffer through one of her grandmother’s hoity toity dinner parties, she was going to splurge on a new outfit for the occasion. Stepping inside the boutique was like stepping back in time. Callie specialized in vintage. One wall was lined with heavily beaded gowns that sparkled like jewels in the sun pouring in from the large storefront window. Classic denim and leather items that were just as trendy now as they were in the fifties caught her attention, particularly a leather vest that reminded her of a biker who was occupying too much space in her thoughts. She lifted the hanger off the rack and subtly brought the vest to her nose, taking a deep sniff. The rich oily scent seemed almost exotic and forbidden to her, but there wasn’t anything special about it—it was just a leather vest.

      “Did you just smell that?” Callie asked from directly behind Harlow, making her jump. She had been so fixated she hadn’t heard the store owner approach.

      “I like the smell of leather,” she responded, a little defensively.

      “Your newfound love of leather smell doesn’t have anything to do with Ryker, does it? I saw you two talking last night.” Callie gestured with her head in the direction of City Hall, her long dark brown hair shifting with the movement.

      “You know Ryker?”

      Callie shrugged. “I know of him. I think he’s delivered packages to Ronan. I didn’t realize you were friends with him?”

      The question hung in the air unanswered as Harlow processed the information. Callie and Ronan were an on-again, off-again couple and had lately been on-again. Ronan Bishop was one of Roman’s younger brothers, and Harlow had heard through the coven grapevine that if you needed to procure something through untraceable channels, Ronan was the guy you went to. She shouldn’t have been surprised that Ryker and Ronan knew each other, but she was, and a little disappointed.

      “I don’t know him. We just met the other day. Anyway, I’m here about an outfit.” Harlow changed the subject, and soon she and Callie were going through the racks. When she left the store over an hour later, she had a ruby-red dress in one hand and a pair of black leather boots with four-inch spiked heels in the other. They were an impulse buy after she imagined riding on the back of Ryker’s bike, her arms wrapped around his barrel chest and her thighs pressed against his.

      It wasn’t going to happen. It couldn’t. Her grandmother would have a stroke. But the idea of breaking free of her familial obligations, of having a fling with a bad boy was appealing—not that she’d ever act on it, especially since she now had to be on her best behavior. At least with the boots she could fantasize.
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