
  
    
      TRICK OR TREAT

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      SONS OF REDEMPTION MC BOOK 2

    

    
      
        SHAY MICHAELSON

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Trick or Treat: A Sons of Redemption MC Novel

        Copyright © 2022 Shay Michaelson

      

      

      
        
        Published by Shay Michaelson

        Edited by Chelly Peeler, Ink It Out Editing

        Formatted by Chelly Peeler, Ink It Out Editing

        Cover by Clarise Tan, CT Cover Creations

      

      

      
        
        All Rights reserved.

      

      

      
        
        This book contains material protected under International and Federal Laws and Treaties. Any unauthorized reprint or use of this material is prohibited. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the author. The only exception is by a reviewer, who may quote short excerpts in a review.

      

      

      
        
        This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used factiously. Any resemblance to actual person, living or dead, business establishments, events or locales is entirely coincidental or has been used in a fictional manner.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WARNING:

          

        

      

    

    
       

      This book contains mature content not suitable for those under the age of 18. Content involves strong language, violence, and sexual situations. All parties portrayed in sexual situations are over the age of 18. All characters are a work of fiction.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      “What have I told you about trying to fuck me over?” Trick was at the end of his patience. He’d come here today with the knowledge that nothing his lawyer said would change his mind. Today was the day his association with Bill Cranston would end.

      “I assure you that I am not trying to fuck you over, as you like to put it.” The pompous ass sat behind his desk, fiddling with an ink pen that probably cost a couple hundred bucks, acting like he wasn’t shitting bricks right now. Trick could see the first signs that the lawyer wasn’t as impervious to his temper as he’d like Trick to believe. A fine sheen of sweat broke out across his forehead and a twitch was starting under his eye.

      “Oh, really? Then why, after eighteen months, am I paying more to my ex-wife than when I started? Why do I not have more visitation with my children? Why have I been paying you out the ass to get me custody of my kids?” Trick sat in a chair on the opposite side of Cranston’s desk. Jackson sat in the chair next to him, cleaning under his fingernails with his knife. A very big, sharp knife that his lawyer kept sneaking peeks at.

      Trick had planned to take care of this by himself, but Jackson had wanted to tag along. He’d said he was bored and thought it would be fun to fuck with the lawyer, so Trick had told him, “Sure, come on.”

      He was so done dealing with this dickhead of a lawyer. The man had done absolutely nothing to help him get custody of his kids. He’d tried to give the prick the benefit of a doubt when he told him it was all part of playing the game as he’d been forced to pay for court costs, Cranston’s ridiculous fees and quite frankly, fees he thought Cranston was just making up. There were also all the court delays, and canceled appointments that were driving him over the edge. Trick kept telling himself “it’s part of the process” and “it’ll take time.” What added insult to injury was when the court said he had to pay for Michelle’s attorney fees, too.

      No. More.

      “Cranston, we are done. You’ve jacked me around for way too long and you’ve gotten me zero results. I keep telling you things with her are spiraling out of control and I’m worried about the welfare of my kids and you have fuck all to say or do about it. Not one time have you gotten anything to swing my way.” Trick leveled his stare on his lawyer. “Give me copies of everything in my file.”

      “Wh-what?” the sleazy guy sputtered. “What do you mean?”

      “It means you’re fired, motherfucker,” Jackson growled as he shot out of his chair and buried the tip of his blade in the very expensive mahogany desk. “He wants a copy of all his records so he doesn’t have to go through all this shit again. Understand?”

      “I’m fired?” Cranston went from being nervous to pissed off at the very idea that he was being dismissed. His lips pinched together as he looked down his beak-like nose.

      “Yeah. Fired. Give me a copy of my file. I’m not leaving here without it.” Trick stood and leaned over the desk, getting in the lawyer’s face.

      Cranston leaned back in his expensive chair, trying to put distance between them. “If you want a copy of your file, it will take a couple of days for my secretary to copy it and get it mailed out to you. There will be a fee, of course.”

      The sleazeball thought to stick it to him one more time, did he? Trick slowly made his way around the desk so that he was standing next to Cranston. He swung him around to face him, then leaned down to rest his hands on the arms of the chair. A cold, deadly smirk spread across his face. A clear indication that Trick had reached his limit. The man’s cocky smile faltered for just a moment.

      “Let’s get something straight, Cranston. See this patch on my cut?” He waited for the man’s eyes to drift to the Sons of Redemption MC patch and back up to Trick’s eyes. “You should know better than to fuck with the Sons of Redemption. You fuck with one, you fuck with them all.”

      Jackson appeared behind the attorney, jamming his knife into the desk’s surface again, this time right next to the lawyer’s arm, causing him to jump. “It just pisses me off when someone fucks with one of my brothers,” he growled in Cranston’s ear.

      “I’ve let you fuck me around for the last eighteen months, and I’ll take part of the blame for that for letting you get by with it for so long.” He leaned in a little closer, his voice dropping deeper. “It stops now.”

      “Found your file.” Jackson picked up the file and handed it to Trick.

      “I’m taking this with me and I’m not paying for this office visit. I’m not paying you jack shit ever again. If you even think about trying to fuck with me, I’ll be back.” The implied “and you won’t like it” wasn’t lost on the man. Trick dropped a picture on the desk and followed Jackson to the door. He turned just before he would have walked through to give Cranston one more thing to think about. “Be a good boy. For their sakes.”

      Satisfied by the way Cranston’s face bleached white as he got a good look at his wife and children playing in the park, Trick felt his message was delivered.

      He saluted the secretary with his file and left the building. “Should’ve done that a long time ago,” he mumbled as he walked next to Jackson. At his bike, he placed his file in one of his saddlebags, then checked his phone. “Damn it.”

      “What?” Jackson swung a leg over his bike.

      “Gotta message from Michelle telling me I better not be late picking up the kids.” He checked the time and saw he had just enough time to go home, trade his bike for his truck and get to his ex’s. “Thanks again for riding along.”

      “Not a problem.” Jackson smiled. “You know how I like to fuck with people.”

      On his ride to his small little two-bedroom house he now called his home, he had to calm himself down. Between dealing with Cranston and Michelle, his mood was shot all to hell. Hopefully, things with the leech were done and over with because things with his ex wouldn’t be over with for a long time. After his kids turned eighteen, he’d never have to deal with her again. He lived for that day.
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      Trick pulled the truck that he’d bought from his dad after the divorce to a stop at the curb in front of what used to be his house. It was a 2014 Ford F150 4x4. Sure, it was eight years old, but his dad had taken excellent care of the truck as evidenced by the shiny, mirror-like black exterior and the equally immaculate dark gray leather interior. It had around 75,000 miles on it when he’d gotten it and it still ran like it was brand new. His dad always said, “If you take care of your vehicle, it’ll take care of you.” He completely agreed because that was the way Trick had always taken care of his bike.

      He shut his truck off and took a deep breath to bolster his patience and sent up a prayer that he was able to get the kids quickly without the drama their mother tended to throw his way every chance she got. Making his way to the front door, he absently noted the grass needed to be cut. He made a mental note to have the high school kid down the street get on that. When he’d first left, he had come over the first couple of times to do it himself, but quickly found getting his ass chewed the entire time he was cutting the grass wasn’t worth it. That’s when he hired the kid down the street to take care of it for him.

      He couldn’t help it; every time he had to come to this house, the house he continued to pay for but his ex got in the divorce, a deep burning started up deep in his gut. She was awarded the house with the stipulation she had to get a job and make the payment herself. The problem with that was she had no desire to work when she knew Trick would make the payments so his kids would have a roof over their heads. She also knew he wouldn’t risk her moving into a shady part of town if he quit paying for it.

      For his kids he would do anything. Apparently, even eat shit.

      That was another thing that stuck in his craw. She’d gotten primary custody of their kids, Keegan and Reagan, which left him with seeing them every Wednesday and every other weekend. Despite the fact that she liked to dump them on him whenever she felt the need for a break—which was getting to be more and more frequently—he was paying a whack in child support. His lawyer said it was the best they could do because no judge was going to award full custody to a man belonging to a biker gang. It didn’t matter that he was a more fit parent or not.

      He didn’t mind Michelle calling at a moment’s notice to come get the kids because for him, they were his whole world. He would die if he wasn’t able to see them. He just hated that in order to get his kids as often as he did, he had to keep paying the same amount of child support no matter that he had them more than he was supposed to or she’d threaten to take him back to court and get it increased. Between his ex and his fucking no good attorney, he was getting fucked six ways to Sunday.

      He couldn’t complain about the money or take her to court to reduce the child support because she’d get pissy and would never let him see his kids outside of his appointed days. So far Trick felt it was worth the aggravation and expense to see his kids. He crossed his fingers this new attorney could help him or he and his kids might just have to disappear.

      Halfway to the door, it swung open and his kids raced out. Over their heads he could see Michelle dressed in a pair of cut-off jeans shorts and a tank with no bra. Her hair was up in a ponytail and he could see her pinched mouth from where he was standing. What the fuck did he do now? You know, it wouldn’t bug the shit out of him half as much if she didn’t still look as good as when they first met. He’d fallen back under her spell one time after they were divorced and that’s how they ended up with Reagan.

      Speaking of which, his baby girl was running at him full out, dragging her backpack of toys behind her. Her huge smile reminded him why he put up with all the shit Michelle put him through. He bent and scooped her up, causing her to giggle. “There’s my beautiful girl!” He settled her little bottom on his bent arm and held her backpack in his other hand. “Miss me?”

      “Yes, Daddy! Missed you lots!” She grabbed him by the cheeks and gave him a big wet kiss on his forehead.

      As was the norm for his baby girl, she was dressed in her princess clothes. Today she was in a baby blue with white trim dress and sparkly silver tennis shoes. Knowing full well who she was dressed as today, he asked, “So, Princess Fiona, you ready to go get something to eat?” He mentally shook his head and laughed at himself. Never in a million years would he have guessed he’d know the name of every princess that ever graced the TV screen.

      “Daddy!” she squealed. “I’m not Princess Fiona, she’s an ogre! I’m Cinderella!” She said the last like she couldn’t believe he didn’t know the difference.

      “Uh, you’re right. My bad.” He waited for Keegan to mosey his way toward them. By mosey, he meant the kid had the same swagger as his old man. His heart swelled with the knowledge that they had something so small in common. It also made him immensely happy to know his boy looked just like him, from his blond hair to his coffee brown eyes. Hell, the kid was even built like him at that age.

      “Keegan!” Michelle stopped him before he could get halfway across the yard. He turned to see her waving a paper at him and went back for it. She said something to him, he nodded, not looking happy and turned to leave again. “Make sure you give that to your dad!” she shouted after him, like the kid would forget between the door and where Trick stood.

      When Keegan pulled up alongside him, he ruffled his son’s hair and greeted him. “Hey, Keegan. You good?”

      His son nodded his head and kept his eyes forward, mumbling under his breath, “Yeah. Good, Dad.”

      Trick didn’t believe him, but he’d give him that for the amount of time it would take to fasten Reagan in her car seat in the backseat, make sure Keegan was buckled into the front seat and make his way around the front of the truck and get in. He drove in silence for a few minutes, listening to his girl jabbering in the backseat as she played with her princess Barbies. He chanced a glance in his son’s direction and what he saw depressed the hell out of him. Keegan sat quietly looking out the side window, a frown on his face and what looked like the weight of the world on his small shoulders. There was something on his mind and he was debating on whether or not to talk to his dad. Trick thought he’d make it easier on him. “What’s eating you?”

      After a few long seconds, he replied, “You missed Open House.”

      Trick’s grip tightened around the steering wheel as he gritted his teeth so hard, he feared he might break one. That fucking bitch didn’t tell him. Big surprise. “Sorry. I didn’t know about it or I would’ve been there. You know that, right?”

      “Yeah. I do.” He turned to look at Trick. “She didn’t tell you, did she?”

      “No, buddy, she didn’t. When was it?”

      “Tuesday night.”

      Trick tried to always be there for his kids no matter what. If they were sick, he’d take them to the doctor and nurse them back to health because Michelle didn’t have the patience to “deal” with them. If it was something pertaining to school, he was there for Open House, conferences, plays, concerts. Whatever the situation, he would always be there for his kids. He didn’t care if he was balls deep in a sweet butt, if they needed him, he was there. Nothing mattered more to him than Keegan and Reagan.

      He dreaded asking the question, but Trick needed to know. “How was your mom at Open House?”

      Keegan sighed heavily, looking out the side window. “Her dress was too short and her boobs were hanging out. It was embarrassing.”

      Yeah, that would do it. It pissed him off to no end that Michelle couldn’t just once show up at a school function looking like a normal mom and not some white trash ho looking to get laid. “I’m sorry about that. Was she drinking before she took you?” She sure as fuck better not have been drinking and driving with his kids in the car. He’d told her on more than one occasion that it was not gonna fly.

      When she’d gotten in an accident because she ran off the road and banged up her car and he’d had to go bail her out of jail, the only thing that kept him from snapping her neck was the fact that his kids were with him at the time. He’d had his mom come sit with them while he took care of Michelle. The car had sustained some body damage but the air bag hadn’t deployed. She’d gotten off lucky with only a knot on her forehead from where it had hit the steering wheel. He had gotten stuck with the repair bill.

      Fuck, he was tired of dealing with her shit and he was tired of all his money going to her.

      He watched Keegan hesitate, knowing it was hard for his son to rat his mom out because he loved her despite how much she’d been fucking up lately.

      “Keegan?”

      “She had a beer before she took me to Open House, but she wasn’t drunk. She was going out with Aunt Patty afterward.”

      Trick was not a big fan of Aunt Patty. She was Michelle’s older sister who was constantly sticking her nose into everyone’s business. She was always goading Michelle, telling her she needed to “live a little more” which translated to them going out partying with the money he gave his ex to take care of his kids. Bitch.

      “So, I guess you guys went to Grandma Lynn’s?” At least at Michelle’s mom’s he knew they’d be safe and taken care of. His ex-mother-in-law wasn’t anymore happy about the way things were turning out with either of her daughters than he was. She was constantly telling Michelle she needed to grow up, get a job and take better care of her kids. She would also tell her to quit listening to her older sister because she was constantly getting into trouble and looking for someone to bail her out. To hear Patty tell it, things were never her fault.

      “Um,” Keegan stalled out.

      “Um, what? Tell me, Keegan.”

      “No. Grandma Lynn had Bingo.” Keegan started chewing his bottom lip and absently rubbing a hand up and down his pant leg.

      Trick knew, deep in his gut, he wasn’t going to like the answer. “If you didn’t stay with Grandma Lynn and your mom went out with Aunt Patty, where were you and your sister?” Please don’t say what I think you’re going to say.

      When Keegan still hedged, Trick reached over and took his son’s hand in his own, giving a reassuring squeeze. “Son, just tell me. You won’t be in any trouble. I promise.”

      “Westayedhomealone,” he quickly blurted.

      It took Trick a second to process what his son had rushed to spit out. Surely he didn’t say what he thought he heard? They stayed home? Alone? He cleared his throat and had to force his anger down in order to get the answer to his questions. “Are you telling me you and Reagan stayed home alone?”

      “Yeah, Dad. We did.” Keegan’s response was so quiet, Trick almost missed it.

      Fuck me. His kids were home alone while their drunk of a mother was out whoring around? His chest felt tight from holding his breath too long. “Why didn’t you call me? I would have come to get you guys.”

      “I couldn’t. Mom took her phone with her.” The more they talked about the situation, the more upset Keegan was getting. “And I didn’t want to go outside to go use Mrs. Middleton’s phone. It was dark. And Reagan was scared.”

      At the stoplight, Trick moved his hand to gently squeeze his son’s neck. He gave him a little shake to get his attention. “Look at me. Buddy, I am not mad at you.” He was, however, furious with Michelle. What was the woman thinking, leaving an eight-year-old in charge of a four-your-old? “You did the right thing by not going outside in the dark.” The light turned green and Trick drove on. “You kept the doors locked, right?”

      “Yes, Dad.”

      “Good boy.” He gave a turn signal and made a right. Fuck, he wanted to hit something so bad right now he could barely stand it.

      So as not to freak his son out, Trick had to remain calm on the outside while on the inside he was a ranting, raving lunatic wanting to get his hands on his ex. He had to make sure this never happened again. But how? He thought about it for a moment then got an idea.

      “I’ll tell you what we’re going to do. Sometime this weekend before I take you guys home, we’ll go buy you a phone.” At the way Keegan’s face lit up, he continued. “It is not to be something you play with. It is only for emergencies or any time you or Reagan need to talk to me. I need you to keep it somewhere safe in your room and I don’t want you to let your mom know you have it. Can you do that? Keep that secret from your mom? Because I gotta say the thought of you and your sister home alone kinda freaks me the hell out. If that ever happens again, you call me immediately. You hear me?”

      “Yeah, Dad. I hear you. And I can keep a secret.”

      Damn it. He couldn’t watch Michelle 24/7. Every minute Keegan and Reagan spent with their mom, he had this gnawing fear that something would happen to them and he wouldn’t be there. If he could only get sole custody of them, he could finally quit worrying.

      It killed him that his kids had been in that house all by themselves. He didn’t have to guess that she’d come home late and the kids had probably already put themselves to bed. More than likely, Keegan had put Reagan to bed and then climbed in bed with her. He’d feel responsible for keeping his sister safe. He was a fucking kid and had the responsibility of a teenager because of his mom. Fucking bitch.

      He tipped his head toward the paper in Keegan’s hand, changing the subject for now. There was no point in talking about what a disappointment Michelle was as a mother to his eight-year-old son. He was sure it weighed heavily on Keegan’s mind without his dad adding to it. He knew for a fact that she bad-mouthed him to both of their kids on a regular basis because she’d done it in front of him. “What’s that?”

      “School supply list.”

      Trick pulled his truck into Jackson and Calliope’s driveway and shut it off. He held out his hand for the list, folded it up and shoved it into the pocket inside his cut.

      “And I’m supposed to let you know that Reagan’s daycare needs money.”

      Not for the first time, Trick wondered where the hell all the money went that he paid her to take care of his kids? He paid her enough to pay the electric, the water, the cable, as well as to feed and clothe his kids. There was no way in hell she didn’t have enough to pay the daycare. Fuck that. It wasn’t in the divorce decree that he had to pay her specifically for daycare, so he was going to just start paying for it directly to the daycare. Michelle wouldn’t like it, probably even threaten to tell her lawyer, which he would inevitably end up paying for, too. Let her. He was done with this shit.

      Blessedly not privy to his mind’s inner thoughts, Keegan unbuckled his seatbelt and asked, “Jackson and Calliope’s?”

      “Yup. Calliope cooked dinner.”

      “Salisbury steak and gravy?” Keegan’s eyes lit up.

      “Yeah, I think that’s what she said,” Trick teased.

      “All right!” Keegan cheered. Trick couldn’t blame him. Calliope’s Salisbury steak with gravy was that good.

      “All right!” Reagan cheered from the back. She didn’t understand what they were cheering about, but his girl was happy if they were happy. He watched her smiling and kicking her feet in excitement. Her sparkling silver shoes reflected the sunlight, causing it to look like a disco ball on the roof of his truck. He and Keegan both glanced up and started to laugh.

      “You all coming in or what?” Jackson asked from Trick’s side window, causing him to jump and Keegan to yelp. Sneaky bastard.

      “Yeah. Yeah. We’re coming,” he replied and unfastened his seatbelt. While he was getting himself out and Keegan was doing the same on his side, Jackson had gone around the back of the truck and gotten Reagan out.

      “How’s Princess Reagan doing today?” Jackson asked. She sat perched on his arm the same way Trick had carried her earlier. Her eyes sparkled and her smile blinded everyone around her. He loved that his girl was such a happy child. She charmed everyone she ever came in contact with.

      “Good. I got a new Barbie since the last time I saw you. See.” Reagan held the red-haired doll close enough to Jackson’s face, it almost made the man’s eyes cross. He was able to pull it far enough away to get a look at it and smiled back at her. “I see. Nice Barbie, but she’s still not as pretty as you.” He dug his fingers into her sides, causing her to squeal with laughter as they walked to the front door.

      “Princess Reagan!” Calliope greeted his girl. She was coming from the kitchen, wiping her hands on a dish towel. Ryker followed behind her eating a carrot stick. Not a baby carrot, but a full-sized carrot. It was the funniest thing Trick had seen in a long time.

      “Hey, Keegan. Did you grow some more since the last time I saw you?” Calliope ruffled his hair playfully.

      His boy’s cheeks turned a light pink and he ducked his head, trying to hide his smile. Did his boy have a crush on Jackson’s woman? He pushed his son farther into the room so he could shut the door behind him.

      “Hey, Trick.” Calliope included him in her greetings.

      “Hey, Calliope. Smells good in here.”

      “Thanks. Come on in. You want a beer?” she tossed over her shoulder on her way back into the kitchen.

      “Yeah, that’d be great, but I’ll get it myself.” Trick went to the refrigerator and pulled out a long neck.

      “Grab one for me while you’re in there,” Jackson said, following the kids toward the back door. He turned them loose in the backyard to play until dinner was ready. He came back with a grin on his face.

      “What?” Trick asked.

      “Nothing. Just love the fact that Keegan isn’t too old to play with Ryker.” His son might be eight and Ryker four, but boys liked to play with boys. Jackson pulled out a chair and joined Trick at the table while Calliope continued to move around the kitchen getting dinner ready.

      “What’s Reagan doing?” Trick asked before tipping his bottle back. Unlike his ex, he knew to only have one beer around his kids and that was it. After that, no more alcohol. Just water, tea, soda, juice or coffee. Really anything that didn’t have alcohol in it.

      “She found a spot under the shade tree to set up and play with her Barbies.”

      “She’s so adorable.” Calliope was watching the kids through the window above the sink, overlooking the backyard. Trick completely agreed. He wasn’t a fool, though. His little girl was so damn cute now, that he dreaded seeing how much prettier she would be as a teenager. It completely scared the bejeezus out of him.

      “This your weekend to have the kids?” Jackson asked. He was kicked back in his chair, his long legs off to the side and crossed at his ankles.

      “Yeah. And I just found out from Keegan that I missed Open House. Fucking Michelle didn’t even give me a heads up.” The more he thought about it, the more pissed he got again. “And to make matters worse for Keegan, she embarrassed him in front of his new teacher and some of his classmates.”

      “Embarrassed him how?” Calliope asked, half turned toward the table.

      “He said she wore a dress that was too short and her tits were hanging out.”

      “He said tits?” Calliope’s brows rose to her hairline.

      Trick chuckled. “No, I said tits. He said boobs.”

      “Oh. Okay.” Calliope turned back around and pulled something off the stove and brought it to the sink to drain. Looked like the potatoes she was going to mash up.

      “Things getting any better between the two of you? Do you still have the same attorney?” Calliope asked.

      “No, things are not better between us and I don’t ever see things getting better as long as her sister, Patty, is in the picture. I also just found out that she left my kids home alone after the Open House so she and Patty could go out.” Trick could feel the steam coming off his head. If it didn’t explode, it would be a miracle.

      “Are you fucking kidding me? She left them alone?” Surprisingly, that came from Calliope.

      “Yeah. She left them alone.”

      “What the fuck?” Jackson frowned, his eyes intense as they focused on Trick.

      “I know. It fucking kills me they were left alone and I had no idea. My God, just thinking of all the things that could have gone wrong makes me want to throw up.” Trick fell back in his chair, his hands fisting on his legs.

      “What are you going to do?” Jackson leaned forward.

      “First, I’m going to buy Keegan a phone. I already talked to him about it. If she ever leaves them alone again, does something stupid while she’s drunk or if they just need to reach out to me, I want them to be able to call. She didn’t even leave her phone for them. What if there’d been an emergency? What if something happened to one of them and they had no way to call for help?” He rubbed his hands over his face and groaned as the possibilities flashed before his eyes.

      “Dad-dy!” Reagan yelled down the hall. She came running around the corner, coming to a skidding halt right next to him. “I can’t get her clothes back on. Help me, pleeeasse.” Yep. His girl knew how to work him. He was fucked when she got older.

      Trick took the doll from her in one hand and a tight looking dress in the other. “Sure, baby doll.” Having done this a million times, he pulled the way too short dress up the doll’s legs, slipped the arms through the holes and up over her shoulders. Then he pinned her face down on the table and had to pull the material tight and hold it with one hand, while he tried to velcro it with the other so it would stay on. He tried to smooth the skirt down, but it barely fit over the doll’s ass. Not for the first time, he wondered what the hell the manufacturer was thinking making a doll built like that with clothes that barely fit her. He handed it back to his daughter and watched her take off again.

      “That was funny.” Calliope laughed.

      “What?” Trick frowned.

      “Watching a big bad biker dress a little Barbie doll,” she teased.

      “I know. The first few times I ripped the dresses and had to buy her new ones. While I was looking through them at the store I swear all I saw were dresses that barely covered the doll’s ass. They might package them as doctors or veterinarians or whatever but they still all look like sweet butts.”

      Jackson choked on his beer. “Damn. That was funny.”

      “Dad-dy!” Reagan yelled down the hall again. She rounded the corner wanting him to dress another doll.

      “Why don’t you let Uncle Jackson do it this time?”

      Jackson took the doll. He mimicked Trick’s movement from watching him dress the other doll, only it took him a lot longer. He dropped the doll twice before he finally got it on her. His huge smile fell when Reagan said, “You put it on backwards, Uncle Jackson.”

      “What?” Jackson looked to Trick.

      “Yeah, it’s backwards. Turn it around,” Trick encouraged with a tip of his head.

      Jackson turned the doll around and sure enough, the deep scoop meant to be in back was now in front, her boobs exposed for the world to see. “Son of a—”

      He was cut off when Calliope shouted, “Uhn, uhn, uhn. Watch your language.” Calliope snatched it out of Jackson’s hand and fixed the dress for Reagan. “Here you go, sweetie.” She patted her on the head and laughed as Reagan raced down the hall again, heading back outside.

      Hopefully, she was done changing outfits for a while. Some nights, he lost count of how many times he changed her dolls’ clothes.

      “When does school start?” Calliope asked as she began setting the table.

      “I don’t know. Maybe it’s on the supply list.” He pulled out the list to check and see. “Fuck me.”

      “What?” Jackson asked.

      “It starts Monday.”

      Michelle had fucked him again. Nothing like short notice. At least he knew when school started and he would be the one dropping Keegan off his first day. The last thing the poor kid needed was being dropped off and walked to the door by a mom nursing a hangover.
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      Trick kissed his son on top of his head. “Night, Keegan. Love you.”

      “Love you, too, Dad.” Keegan scooted farther down under the covers before he asked, “Are we still spending the night with Uncle Owen tomorrow night?”

      “Yeah, bud. You guys are still spending the night with Uncle Owen. Aunt Bridgette has been begging me to let you both come visit for a night. They all miss seeing you. It’s been a while.”

      Keegan’s smile lit up his face right before he yawned. “I can’t wait to play with Aiden and Neil.”

      “Yeah, she said they were looking forward to having you over, too.” He tussled his hair and moved to kiss his little princess goodnight. Thanks to his bitch ex-wife, his kids had to share a room whenever they visited with him. The house was half the size they lived in with their mom. He’d given them the bigger of the two rooms so both the twin beds would fit. Thankfully, they didn’t seem to mind sharing a room. They were just happy to be with their old man.

      “Night baby girl. Love you.” He kissed her soft black curls.

      “Love you, too, Daddy,” she replied in her sleepy little voice.

      He turned off the lamp that sat on a nightstand between their two beds before he left to go. As was his habit, he left the bedroom door cracked enough that he could hear them if either one of them called for him during the night.

      He used the one and only bathroom in the house, went and found a bottle of beer in the fridge, then plopped on the semi-comfortable couch to search for something on TV. He took a deep swig, set the bottle on the end table next to him and let his head fall back on the couch. The things he’d found out today from Keegan had him mentally exhausted. Trying to figure out the next dumb ass thing Michelle was going to do was like trying to catch a fish with your bare hands.

      The thought that she left their two kids home alone with no way to get a hold of him infuriated him. Keegan was only eight years old and Reagan, fuck, his girl was only four What if the house had caught on fire? What if someone broke in? What if someone had broken in and taken his kids? Done something to them? He had to shut that way of thinking down fast or he might run his fist through the wall.

      Things between him and Michelle had never been perfect, but they’d had a few good years. They may have started out under less than ideal conditions, but he really had loved her at one time.

      He remembered meeting her at a Sons of Redemption MC party while he was home on leave. He’d been to several parties during his trips home over the years thanks to his best friend, Jackson West. Jackson grew up in the MC and immediately after graduation prospected for the club. It’s all he’d ever wanted and now he was a fully patched member. He was always trying to talk Trick into prospecting for the MC once he was finished with his time with Uncle Sam. Knowing he had only five months left, he had to admit he was leaning toward joining the motorcycle club. Their sense of brotherhood, loyalty and family spoke to him. It reminded him a lot of what he had with his fellow Marines. The thought of getting out and not having something similar to replace it with made him nervous. He’d done two tours and had seen and done things he never thought he would. Things were no longer black or white. Right and wrong were open to interpretation given the circumstances.

      This time, like all the other times, Trick was staying with Jackson at his house while he was here. He could have stayed with his parents, but after being on his own, the thought of staying at home wasn’t as appealing. Although he didn’t stay with them when he was in town, he always made sure to spend plenty of time with them.

      As Trick’s gaze slid over the crowded room, his eye caught on a woman with midnight black hair and enough curves to make things interesting. As he watched her in profile, she laughed at something someone said and shook her head. The longer he watched her the more he could tell she wasn’t the type that usually visited the Sons parties. She laughed and drank and appeared to be having a good time, but he imagined if she could leave, she’d do it. She was standing near one of the pool tables with two other women. One looked similar to her, but not nearly as pretty. A sister or a cousin if he had to guess.

      She leaned over and said something in one of the women’s ear, who then pointed toward the hall. His guess was she was looking for the bathroom. She weaved her way through the crowd, several guys hitting on her along the way. Her smile was polite, but it didn’t reach her eyes.

      “Go talk to her. Maybe you’ll get lucky. No one else has.” Jackson nudged his shoulder with his own.

      “Naw. She’s shooting everyone down. Why would I be any different?” Trick’s focus was on the hallway hoping to get another glimpse of the dark-haired beauty.

      “Pussy.” Jackson taunted him.

      Trick knew Jackson was messing with him, but then he thought, what the hell? “Fine. If my pride gets hit it’s your fault.”

      Moving to the mouth of the hall, he waited until he saw her coming out of the restroom before he took off in her direction. Her head was down and didn’t see him coming so when he accidentally-on-purpose ran into her, he almost knocked her down. Luckily, he grabbed her by her upper arms to keep her from stumbling backward and landing on her ass.

      “Sorry! Sorry!” Trick waited until she was steady on her feet before he let her go. “I didn’t mean to knock you on your ass.”

      Flustered, she looked up and replied, “It’s okay. I’m good.” His breath caught in his chest. Her eyes were such a shocking blue, he almost bet that they glowed. No way they could be real. While he’d been struck dumb, she’d stepped to the side and started to walk away. Probably out of his life forever, if he didn’t do something quick. “I lied,” he blurted desperately.

      Slowly turning, she frowned in confusion. “What?”

      Trick shoved his hands in his pockets. “I lied when I said I was sorry. I’m not.” He shrugged his shoulders. “I just had to see for myself.”

      “See for yourself what?” She took a couple hesitant steps toward him. He’d gotten her attention.

      “If your eyes were as pretty up close as they are across the room.” Yes, he was lying. He hadn’t really seen her eyes until he’d all but knocked her over, but he’d try just about anything to get her to stop and talk to him for just a little while. He took two steps closer to her. Back here in the hall it was quieter, but they still had to speak up to be heard. He could tell she didn’t know whether to believe him or not by the tentative way she addressed him. He counted it a win that she didn’t roll her eyes and tell him to fuck off yet.

      She pushed a loose strand of the silkiest hair he’d ever seen behind her ear. He was dying to touch it and find out if it was really that soft.

      “And?”

      “They’re prettier up close.” His attention shifted from one eye to the other. “They damn near glow. I’m guessing contacts?”

      “No. All me.” She crossed her arms under her tits, inadvertently showcasing them nicely. If she were anything like the usual women, he’d think the move was practiced to lure his eyes downward.

      “No fucking way,” he laughed in surprise.

      Instead of taking offense, she smiled and nodded her head. “Yeah. All me. Got them from my dad.”

      There was a moment of silence between them as they continued to take each other in. Someone stumbled out of a door down the hall behind them. He looked over his shoulder to see if was one of the club brothers, closely followed by a blonde woman.

      He turned back to the beautiful woman. “What’s your name?”

      “Michelle.”

      “I’m Trick. Well, Patrick, but everyone calls me Trick.” He extended his hand, holding his breath until she took it and shook it.

      “Nice to meet you, Trick.” She let go of his hand and glanced behind her. “I guess I need to get back.” She hitched a thumb over her shoulder.

      “Want to get a drink and sit outside?”

      “Um. Sure. Sounds good.”

      Trick took her by the hand and led her to the bar, got them both drinks, then found their way outside. There were people out here, too, hanging around a bonfire or sitting at one of the picnic tables. He steered her toward a dark corner where he spotted two empty lawn chairs. They took a seat, drank their beer and took turns asking questions about each other.

      Michelle was nineteen, was here with her sister, Patty, and her favorite color was neon green.

      Trick was twenty-four, was nearing the end of his time with the military and his favorite color was navy blue.

      For the next eight days they spent as much time together as possible. He’d been staying at Jackson’s house and Michelle was spending all her free time there. Not wanting to be a third wheel in his own home, Jackson opted to spend his nights in his room at the clubhouse.

      Trick was back on base four weeks when he got a text from Michelle saying I’M PREGNANT. His heart tripped in his chest and he was finding it difficult to breathe. The appearance of little black dots in his vision alerted him that he needed to take in more air. He took a deep, stuttering breath and let it out. “Fuck me.”

      He ran a hand over his face and debated on what he should say in reply. “Shit.” He had to say something, but for the life of him, nothing was coming to mind.

      “Hey, man. You good?” Colson, one of his fellow Marines, asked as he squeezed his shoulder.

      “Yeah. Good.” It might have sounded more convincing if he hadn’t sounded like he was choking on something.

      “Are you sure? You look a little green.” Jenkerson, another buddy, asked.

      “No. No. I’m good. Just need some fresh air.” Trick offered a weak smile and headed out the door. He waited until he was outside before he dropped his hands to his knees and bent over, trying to get his breathing under control. When he thought he was well enough to breathe regularly, he walked over to a tall tree and leaned back against it. He needed to talk to someone before he called Michelle. He needed someone to help him get his head on straight. He lifted his phone and hit one of his speed dial numbers.

      “Hey, Trickster, my man! How’s it going?” Jackson’s voice was hard to hear over the sound of many voices and loud music. He must be at the clubhouse. What Trick wouldn’t give to be there right now, drunk off his ass, so he didn’t have to think about Michelle being pregnant.

      “Hey, Jackson. I…” his voice caught and he had to clear his throat before he tried again. “Michelle’s pregnant.”

      “Come again?”

      “I said…”

      Jackson cut him off. “Hang on.”

      Trick hung on until he could hear the noise fading into the background. He heard a door close and then Jackson saying, “All right. Say it again because I couldn’t have possibly heard what I thought you said.”

      “You heard right. Michelle’s pregnant. She just texted me.” He rubbed his hand across his mouth and started to pace, completely oblivious to his surroundings. Good fucking thing he was on base at the moment or he’d be an easy target. He knew Jackson would remember exactly who Michelle was because she’d been at his house so much. And she had those piercing blue eyes.

      “Fuck, man. What are you going to do? Does your family know?”

      “I haven’t called anyone but you. I know I need to call her, but I need to get my shit together first.” He nodded at a couple of guys as they walked by.

      “Are you going to tell her to get rid of it?”

      The thought of Michelle ending her pregnancy, his child, was like getting slapped in the face with a brick. The thought did not sit well with him at all. He’d always wanted a family, he just thought he had more time. “No. I’m not going to tell her to get rid of it. It doesn’t matter how it happened or that it was a complete accident. It all comes down to the baby is mine, a part of me, and I want it. I want to be a part of this kid’s life.” Saying that out loud, he realized he really truly did want this baby.

      “Are you going to marry her?”

      “God, I don’t know. I barely know her. The only thing I know about her is that she’s nineteen, her favorite color is neon green and how to get her to scream my name when she comes.” If that didn’t sound like a loser, he didn’t know what did. His head fell back on his shoulders, giving him a perfect view of a dark clear sky and millions of twinkling stars. How had his life taken such a sharp turn? His plans had been to finish the next four months serving Uncle Sam, then move home and prospect for the Sons of Redemption.

      Jackson chuckled on his end. “I wish I could tell you what to do. Just know that whatever you decide, I’m here for you. Whatever you need.”

      “Thanks, man. I appreciate it.”

      “You’re going to ask her to marry you, aren’t you?”

      Jackson knew him too well. “Shit. Shit. Shit. Probably. Maybe. I don’t fucking know. I guess I need to sack up and call her. See how things are before I completely lose my shit.”

      “Okay. Call me back if you need me.”

      “Thanks. I will.” He disconnected, scrolled down to Michelle’s number and called.

      “Hello?”

      “Hey, Michelle. I got your message.” He moved back to the tree and dropped to his ass and leaned back, resting one arm on his knee and pinching the bridge of his nose with the other.

      “I really didn’t want to tell you that way, but I chickened out when I started to call.”

      “I thought you were on the pill. I mean, we only had unprotected sex that one time.” They’d been so excited the first time they did it, they’d gotten carried away and forgotten the condom. Once they realized the mistake, she was quick to assure him that she was on birth control. He’d been so pissed at himself for forgetting. He never forgot to wear a condom. If it hadn’t been so long since he’d fucked a woman, he might have been thinking more clearly. As it was, as soon as they hit his room, they stripped out of their clothes in record time, fell to the bed and she’d climbed on. She’d ridden him hard, bringing herself to orgasm surprisingly fast. After that there was no stopping his own orgasm. The next time they fucked and every time after that, he’d been sure to wear a condom. Apparently, the one time without one was enough to change both their lives forever.

      “I was at the time,” she reminded him a little defensively. “The doctor says it was too low a dose and that’s how I got pregnant.” At Trick’s silence, she went on. “I’m sorry. I never meant to get pregnant. Having a baby at nineteen never crossed my mind.”

      “At the risk of sounding like a real bastard, I have to ask, are you sure it’s mine?” The sound of Michelle breaking down on the other end of the phone made him feel like a real prick. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I had to ask. We only spent eight days together and only fucked once without a condom.” He closed his eyes tight and leaned his head back against the rough bark of the tree.

      “I knew you would think I slept around,” she wailed. “I hadn’t been with anyone in over a year. You were only the second person I ever had sex with, asshole.”

      “Michelle, calm down. It’ll be all right.” It was so hard to try and calm her down and reassure her that everything was going to be all right when he was close to losing his shit, too.

      “How can you say that? Nothing’s all right. I’m nineteen and pregnant and my parents just kicked me out of the house. How is anything ever going to be all right?”

      Fuuuuck. The hits just kept coming. “They kicked you out? Where are you staying?” Please God don’t say on the street or in her car.

      “My sister is letting me stay here for a little while. It’s only a one-bedroom apartment and she says I have to be out of here before the baby comes.”

      Trick banged his head against the tree. How was he supposed to sort things out when he was thousands of miles away? How was he supposed to reassure her that things would work out when he absolutely had no idea if they really would?

      “Maybe I shouldn’t even have the baby?” Michelle whispered.

      “No. Do not get rid of my baby. I want this baby no matter how it happened to come along. If you don’t want to be a mom, please just have the baby and give it to me. I’ll raise the baby.”

      “I don’t really want to get rid of it. I’m just scared and lost and…scared.” She was sniffling again.

      He had to do something, say something to convince her to have the baby. Before he could second-guess himself, he blurted, “Marry me.”

      “What?”

      “Marry me. Yeah. We’ll get married when I get back. I’ll be done in four months and we can do it then. We’ll go to the courthouse.” Part of him wished she would say no, but the other part knew it was the right thing to do. The responsible thing. He’d fucked up by not pushing her off and rolling on a condom. He was older, supposedly wiser. Logically, getting married made sense. Emotionally, he was fighting not to throw up. At her continued silence, he asked, “What do you say? Will you marry me?”

      “Okay.” She hiccupped and sniffled some more. At least she wasn’t sobbing anymore.

      “Okay.”

      Four months later, Trick was officially out of the Marines and back in Redemption. Two days later he was married to Michelle at the courthouse with her sister and his mom, dad, brother and Jackson in attendance.

      Four months after that, his son Keegan was born. Michelle had been overjoyed and he couldn’t have been happier. He got his family. Even if it wasn’t the way he thought he’d get it, he was happy just the same.

      The first year they were together, things were tough, but they managed. They’d had lots of crazy sex and he loved watching his son grow up. Somewhere along the line he’d fallen in love with her and thought she felt the same way.

      It was toward the end of their first year that things started to crumble. Jackson had finally convinced him to start prospecting for the Sons of Redemption MC and Michelle was not happy. She was constantly complaining about how much time he spent away from her and their son. She hated that he was never home.

      She also complained when Jackson and his friends from the SORMC came to their house. He thought by having them hang out at their house, she’d like it better knowing where he was at. That backfired when some of the brothers started talking about all the tail they had been getting from the sweet butts that hung out around the club. No matter how much he tried to reassure her that he wasn’t fucking other women when he was at the club, she didn’t believe him. They fought constantly. It got so bad, he finally divorced her after three years of marriage. He hated to call it quits but he was slowly losing his mind around her.

      Two years later, in a weak moment, he’d been drunk off his ass when he ran into her at a bar. They’d run into each other in the hallway leading to the bathrooms. To this day he still wasn’t sure how it happened, but they ended up in the storage room fucking up against a rack of cleaning supplies. Nine months later, Reagan was born. Michelle already thought he was a bastard, so he didn’t feel the least bit bad about ordering a paternity test. The results came back that he was the father.

      He rubbed his hands down his face and sighed. He and Michelle might not be able to stand the sight of each other, but he had to admit, they made beautiful babies.
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      Trick was halfway to feeling good right about now. He’d dropped his kids off at his brother, Owen’s, house where he knew they’d be safe and sound for the night. He’d come to the clubhouse to find a wet, willing distraction to take his mind off his troubles and worries. He spotted a couple that had sparked his interest but he hadn’t sought either one out yet.

      Across the room he spotted Cami. She owned her own financial planning company and was really good at it. Unfortunately, it caused her a lot of stress. In order to let off steam, she liked to hang with the club. And in hanging with the club, she’d gotten to know all the brothers and had fucked several of them. Trick knew that most people might call her a slut and they would be wrong. She wasn’t. She was just extremely confident in her sexuality and did whatever or whoever made her happy. Hell, he had fucked Cami several times himself. She was a really easy person to like.

      Oh, look. It appeared Cami brought a sexy little auburn-haired woman with her.

      “How’s it goin’?” Jackson sidled up next to him at the bar, a long neck in his hand and a huge ass smile on his face.

      “It’s goin’.”

      “What’s with hickey on your neck?” Trick smirked at the purple bruise his friend was doing nothing to hide.

      “Oh. That.” He rubbed at the mark. “I guess Calliope and I got a little overzealous with our celebrating when she told me she’s pregnant.”

      “What?!” Trick pulled him in for a man hug and slapped him on the back. “Congratulations!’ He stepped back and took him in. “I can see you’re excited. How’s she doing? Feeling okay?”

      “Yeah. She’s doing good so far.” He half turned and shook his head, his gaze zeroing in on the woman who’d made all his dreams come true. “Never thought I’d have this with her, you know?”

      “Yeah, I know. Happy as fuck you do, though.” Given the two’s history, it was a miracle they’d made it this far. Trick was thrilled for his best friend.

      “When do you see the new lawyer?” Jackson winked at his wife then turned back to face Tuck.

      “I see him Monday morning at 8:00 a.m. Said he was fitting me in before court that day.” Trick finished off his beer and waved for another one. He couldn’t wait to see if this guy could finally help him get custody of his kids. If something didn’t give soon, he was going to lose his ever-loving mind.

      “Where’d you get this guy’s name?” Jackson leaned into his folded arms on the bar.

      “My sister-in-law Bridgette got it from one of the women she works with. Her husband was jacking her around with child support, threatening to take the kids away from her just because he had the money to do it and said he’d ruin her life if she didn’t bow out of the kids’ lives gracefully.”

      Jackson’s face scrunched up in disgust. “Seriously?”

      “Yeah,” Trick replied with equal distaste.

      “So how did it work out for her? Is it over yet?” Jackson took a drink.

      “Yeah. It’s over. She got custody of the kids and the asshole only gets to see them every other weekend at his mom’s house. The attorney had an investigator do some digging and found out the man had some DUIs and in two instances, the kids had been with him. Oh, and he’d been caught with drugs in his trunk during one of those times he’d been pulled over.” Trick turned to face the room, his eyes automatically scanning the sea of faces for someone to fuck.

      “Good deal. Sounds a lot like your case. Hopefully, he can work some magic for you, too.” Jackson only had eyes for his wife. Time and time again Trick watched his friend seek her out. Almost like he couldn’t believe she was real.

      Although he was happy for his friend, Trick didn’t see himself ever getting tied down to one woman anytime in the near future or possibly at all. He had his kids as permanent fixtures in his life and that’s all he needed. Quick fucks with no attachments suited him just fine for now.

      He grinned seeing Calliope and her friend, Bellamy, having a good time over on one of the couches. They were laughing up a storm at something funny Bellamy had said. Then something weird happened. Bellamy’s face went completely blank, devoid of any emotion. He searched to see the cause and found Cami wrapping an arm around Race’s waist and whispering something in his ear. He gave her a hungry kiss and groped her ass, not ten feet from where Bellamy was sitting. Trick recognized that look on his president’s face. He was going to be fucking Cami before the night was through. His guess, it would take less than an hour and the two of them would be finding somewhere to fuck.

      Cami reached out and pulled the stunning auburn-haired woman closer and introduced her to Race. They talked for a minute, then she, Cami and Race all made their way to the door leading out back. Trick’s gaze turned back to Bellamy and wondered what that was all about. Did she have a thing for Race? Had he fucked her? Had he pissed her off somehow? He had no idea. He had enough on his plate to deal with. Worrying about his president’s sex life wasn’t his concern.

      As the trio walked off, it didn’t stop him from noticing that Cami’s friend was five and a half feet tall and a little on the slim side. As she walked away he was pleased to see her short, tight dress fit over her generous, firm ass. Niiice.

      Facing Jackson once again, he said, “Guess what I found out from Keeg on our way from your place last night?”

      “What?”

      “I asked him if his mom fed them before she took off with Patty and he said she ordered pizza. She waited for it to be delivered before she took off. Told them to lock the doors and not answer it if someone came to the door. He said later that night Reagan was hungry again, so he made her a hotdog in the microwave.” Trick clenched his teeth. “Fucking pisses me off. It’s like my kids are dogs and she’s just throwing them food to get them out of her hair so she can go out.”

      “Fuck, I’m sorry, man.”

      Trick rubbed a hand down his face. “I know. Swear to God if things don’t change, I’m taking my kids and disappearing.”

      “I hate to hear that. I’ll be there for you in anything you need. The club, too.” Jackson took a drink. “Just go to your appointment with the new attorney and feel him out, then go from there.”

      “Yeah, that’s what I was thinking, too.” His gaze went back to the party going on around them. “Hey, does Calliope know about Cami?”

      “No. She said she doesn’t want to know about anyone else I’ve been with because she’d feel the urge to want to punch them in the throat. Finding out I had Ryker with Zoey almost made me lose her before I really had her. I’m not chancing it happening again.”

      Trick looked to his friend. “You know the sweet butts talk, right? How are you going to keep her from overhearing? Or from Bellamy overhearing and telling Calliope?”

      Jackson frowned at him. “The only one I honestly think would cause her to be upset would be Cami and I know she won’t say anything. Hopefully, Calliope will get the chance to get to know her better before it comes out. Right now, she really likes her. I’d hate for that to change.”

      Trick took another drink, his mind still on the auburn-haired woman with the nice ass.

      “You thinking about hooking up with Cami tonight?”

      “No. She’s with Race tonight. Why do you ask?”

      “Because you keep looking toward the back door. Thought maybe Cami caught your eye.”

      “No. I’d rather get a piece of that woman with her. Have you ever seen her before?” Trick couldn’t figure out what it was about her that had him twisting in knots Weird.

      “No. Never seen her before.” He elbowed him and said, “Better get to it. Looks like Tuck and Jed might be heading that way.”

      “Well, shit. Cut ’em off while I go after her.” Trick didn’t wait for a response, he knew his brother would have his back.

      “Tuck! Jed!” The two men stopped their pursuit of the new woman in their midst and detoured toward where Jackson stood waving them over.

      Trick weaved his way through the crowd, giving chin lifts to people here and there, steering women toward other brothers. He hoped like hell that didn’t come back to bite him in the ass, such as the mystery woman blowing him off.

      Finally, he made his way outside. White Christmas lights had been strung up over a few wood picnic tables to give just enough lighting to see where you were going or who you were talking to. He didn’t see Cami or her friend at any of them. He let his eyes drift around the area, finally stopping at the bonfire where several people were sitting in lawn chairs. Bingo. Cami was sitting in Race’s lap, laughing at something Tulsa said, the cute little redhead sitting in a chair between them.

      As he approached the bonfire, Tulsa, a prospect soon to be patched, noticed Trick heading their way. With a subtle tip of his head telling the guy to get lost, Tulsa got up and ventured away, leaving an empty seat next to the woman Trick was interested in getting to know a little better. He sat down and leaned back, stretching his legs out in front of him.

      “Hey, Trick.”

      “Race,” he greeted his president. “Cami, how’s it going?” The successful business owner looked like she’d been there long enough to be feeling good. By the looks of it, her friend looked like she was having a pretty good time, too.

      “Pretty good. Have you met my friend Lindsey?” Cami sat in Race’s lap, snuggled into his side.

      As he watched, Race took a drag off a joint, held it, then pulled Cami down for a kiss. Whey they pulled apart, she was the one exhaling the smoke, a slow smile on her face. Race offered it to Lindsey. She shook her head, declining a hit.

      “No. Can’t say that I have.” Trick leaned forward and accepted the joint from Race. He took a hit, held it, then released it slowly. Race’s hand disappeared under Cami’s short red leather skirt as he nuzzled her neck. Her friend didn’t know where to look. She kept glancing to what Race was doing, then quickly darting away. Trick wasn’t sure if her red cheeks was from sitting close to the fire or from what she was pretending not to be interested in. He suspected in another ten minutes Race would either start fucking Cami right here or take her back to his room. It really was a 50/50 shot which way it would go.

      “How’s it going, Lindsey?” Trick blew the smoke above their heads.

      “Pretty good.” The woman’s head jerked his direction, clearly embarrassed that she’d been caught watching Race finger her friend. He thought it was cute her voice cracked when she answered. He also thought it was cute that she had a freckle at the right side of her mouth that went up when she smiled. A soft breeze picked up loose strands of her auburn hair, making it look like it was floating around her head.

      “This is some good shit,” he eeked out around the drag he was holding.

      “New blend Dillon came up with. Gonna be a big seller,” Race informed him.

      Big seller indeed. He released his breath, sending smoke up into the sky, then asked Lindsey, “This your first time at a Sons party?” He held the joint out, letting Cami take it. She took a hit, then held it up for Race to take one.

      “Yes. This is my first time. Cami’s been trying to get me to come for a long time.” She swept a strand of hair behind her ear.

      “You having a good time?”

      Lindsey laughed and nodded her head. “I’m having an amazing time.”

      “I’ve been telling her for months that she needed to come with me and get laid,” Cami interjected.

      “Oh my God, Cami! Seriously?” Lindsey’s voice came out strangled, her cheeks turning an even brighter red.

      “It’s true!” Cami laughed. “Your ex was a dud in bed. Any one of these men could rock your world and ruin you for all other men. Believe me, I know.” Cami smiled knowingly at Race.

      He laughed and got to his feet with Cami in his arms. “All right then. Challenge accepted. Let’s go rock your world, darlin’.” Cami giggled and did a little finger wave as they wandered off toward the clubhouse. Trick doubted either one would be seen for hours.

      He watched Lindsey chew her bottom lip, her eyes focused on her disappearing friend. “Whew. It’s getting hot around this fire.” She absently fanned herself.

      “You wanna go for a walk? Get away from the fire?” Trick suggested.

      “Um, yes, okay.” She wobbled just a bit when she stood up. Trick shot a hand out quickly and grabbed her elbow to steady her. “Sorry. My heel got stuck in the dirt.”

      Trick chuckled. “Not a problem.” He held his elbow out, offering to let her hold on so she didn’t get stuck again. She accepted his gesture and fell into step beside him. He maneuvered them around to the back of the building where the only light came from a half moon. She tripped over something and fell into him, grasping the front of his shirt as he turned to help her. She didn’t immediately let go. Instead she stared up at him, her gaze locked on his mouth.
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      Lindsey felt like the world’s biggest clutz. Between her heel sticking in the dirt, tripping over things she couldn’t see and having an extremely pleasant buzz going, Trick probably thought it was her lame attempt to seduce him. His upturned smirk suggested he wasn’t blind to the effect he had on her. A woman would have to be completely blind not to fall victim to the man’s sex appeal.

      Feeling bold, she slipped her hand behind his neck and pulled him down so she could gently press her lips to his, testing the waters. With that small contact, it was like a fuse had been lit inside him. He immediately took over the kiss, slipping his tongue inside to dance with hers. He backed her up against the wall and settled one hand in her hair and the other on her lower back, pulling her close enough so that she couldn’t mistake how turned on he was right now. Holy cow! If the very hard package digging into her stomach was any indication, she was in for a heck of a ride. Her heart raced in her chest as the kiss grew from tentative to smoldering in no time. She was unable to hold back the moan as his mouth left hers to burn a path along her neck. She’d been drinking a lot tonight, more than she usually did, but not so much that she didn’t know where things were heading. In fact, if he stopped right now, she thought she might just die.

      Cami had been right. Her ex had been a super dud in bed. She’d been married to him for three years and never once had they tried anything other than the very vanilla missionary position. If they would have had sex before they’d gotten married, she would have figured it out and probably never married him. It would have saved her three years of having to fake orgasms.

      For some crazy reason she couldn’t even remember now, she’d thought it was important to go into her marriage as a virgin. Even though she never had sex before their wedding night, she’d read enough books to know there were more positions than what Doug was willing to try. Hell, he wouldn’t even let her be on top.

      So, yes, her friend was right. She needed to get laid. And she would die to have someone rock her world and ruin her for all other men. Just once she wanted to be like Cami—daring, bold, adventurous, taking what she wanted with no regrets. She wanted to live her life free of guilt for wanting something more out of her life than her eight-to-three job and going home to an empty house.

      With all that in mind, when Trick leaned down to kiss her—and holy hell what a kiss!—she decided to go for it. She kissed him like she’d always wanted to kiss someone. Every time she’d gotten “carried away” with Doug, he’d put the brakes on things and tell her she was being too aggressive.

      Trick had her pinned to the wall, his front pressed against her front. The feel of his hardness against her had her panties growing wet just thinking about how his huge cock could wreck her. She pulled back from their kiss, their foreheads touching, their panting breaths mingling. “She’s right, you know.”

      “What? Who’s right?” Trick’s eyes were lit from within. There was no mistaking the fire and intent burning in their coal black depths.

      “Cami. She’s right. I do need to get laid.” Lindsey couldn’t believe those words were coming out of her mouth. She bit her bottom lip. Too late now to take them back, not that she ever would.

      “Fuck me,” he growled against her lips. “Here or inside for the first time?”

      For the first time? Did he plan on doing it more than one time? Was that even physically possible? Her ex was only ever good for one round and eight out of ten times he finished before she did. And he always told her it was her fault because she was too tense.

      “Here.” She didn’t want to give herself time to talk herself out of this. She didn’t want to think about the fact that she was going to have sex with a man she’d just met maybe fifteen minutes ago. Cami trusted the men of the SORMC, so she would, too. She’d be freaking out right now if she didn’t know she’d never see him again after tonight.

      Trick growled again before dropping to his knees. Raising her shirt above her boobs, he opened the front closure of her lacy black bra. She watched, mesmerized as he licked and sucked one nipple then the other. A moan slipped free and her hands found their way into his thick blond hair. “God, Trick, that feels good.” Again, this was something her ex never did. He moaned in agreement, his head tipping back, his glittering eyes focused on her as his tongue swept out and licked the tight little bud.

      My God, he was beautiful. Already the man had her more turned on than she’d ever been in her life. He laid a trail of kisses down her stomach to right above where her skirt circled low on her hips.

      She bit into her lip nervously, wondering what he would do next. He didn’t make her wait to find out. He bunched up the sides of her skirt and pushed the ends up to tuck into her sides. He stopped for a moment to take in her sheer black thong. There was no way he couldn’t see that she was bare beneath. Never in her life had she done something so daring as when she went to the spa in town and had them wax her girlie parts. Holy hell did that hurt.

      Trick’s whispered “fuck me” made her happy she’d had the courage to do it. His gaze was riveted on what lay beneath the sheer material. “Beautiful.” Hearing the appreciation of her spur of the moment decision, Lindsey decided it was worth it after all. He pulled the scrap of fabric down her legs and helped her step out of it. He bit his lip, then cast a quick glance up her body. Slowly, his eyes locked on hers as he lowered his mouth to her pussy and licked. “Oh my God.” Her legs were shaking and he’d only licked her once. Oh yeah, so worth it.

      He eased one of her legs over his shoulder and settled in to feast. There was no other way to describe what he was doing between her legs. Nothing in her life had ever felt so good. “Oh, sweet Jesus, that feels so good.” Her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him where she wanted him. Quickly, she found her hips moving in time with his ministrations. When he pulled back for a moment, she cried, “Please don’t stop!”

      “Wouldn’t dream of it.” He inserted a finger, then settled his mouth between her legs again. She thought she’d died and gone to heaven until he added another finger and picked up the pace of fucking her. It was when he reached up and pinched a nipple with his free hand that she shattered. “Oh, God, Trick!” she groaned loudly.
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      God damn the woman was so responsive. He didn’t think she had much experience with fucking from the look of shock on her face when he started going down on her. And the way she begged him not to stop led him to believe her last partner didn’t know what the hell he was doing. Any man who obviously didn’t care enough about his partner to make sure she got hers should never be allowed to fuck again.

      He couldn’t take it anymore. All those sexy noises she was making had him dying to get inside her. Hooking one of her legs over his hip, he lined his throbbing cock up at her entrance and eased himself inside with a small flex of his hips. He thought she’d been tight around his finger, but her pussy around his cock was even tighter. He was only halfway inside before he had to stop and give her time to adjust to his size. His face was buried in her neck as he held her still. When she started to squirm he pushed in a little farther. Enter and retreat, over and over until he was buried balls deep. Fuck, she was tight. A fine sheen of sweat beaded his brow from the effort it was taking to go slow.

      “Condom!” Lindsey demanded in a panic.

      “Already took care of that. We’re good.” He pulled his head from her neck and checked to see how she was doing. She surprised him when she pulled his head down to hers, taking what she wanted. For someone who wasn’t sure what she was doing, the woman could kiss like no one he’d ever kissed before. She was also getting impatient. She pushed him away far enough to say, “Fuck me, Trick. Please.”

      “Hold on, baby.” He kept her leg anchored at his hip and his other hand settled at her waist on the other side. Trick felt like he’d died and gone to heaven. The woman had the tightest pussy he’d ever felt. It pulsed and pulled at his cock, trying to get him to give up his cum, but he wasn’t ready yet. He pulled back and thrust forward slowly a couple of times just to drown in the feel of her pussy. “Fuck me, you feel so good. So tight.”

      Lindsey giggled. “That’s what a year of no sex will get you.”

      “A year?”

      “Yeah. It’s been six months since my ex left and it was six months before that that we’d had sex. Well, maybe it was sex for him. I didn’t really get anything out of it.”

      Trick’s strangled laugh broke free as he pulled back enough to see her face. From what he could see, her face was flushed and her eyes were dilated. Her lips were swollen from his kisses and the more he fucked her, the more her legs started to shake. She was getting close. It wouldn’t take much more to set her off again. “You ready for number two?”

      “What?” she asked, confused.

      “You ready to come again?” He didn’t give her a chance to answer. He picked up his pace and hammered her into the wall.

      “Yes, yes, yes, yes!” Her eyes clenched tight and her head went back. If he hadn’t been quick enough, her head would have connected with the concrete wall instead of his hand. “Oh, fuck! It feels so good!” she shouted as her orgasm tore through her.

      “That’s it, baby, give it to me.” Trick didn’t stop his pace until he felt his own orgasm slamming into him. “Ah, God, feels so good,” he groaned into her neck.

      Shit. Never in his life had he come so hard. His head rested in her neck as he tried to catch his breath. He felt her try to free her leg and released her. Weak and shaky from her orgasms, she would have fallen if he hadn’t been holding onto her.

      “I’ve never,” she panted, “in my life,” she panted again, “ever felt that before.” Lindsey said it as if they were one and done. Nope. Not even close. Trick wasn’t done with this woman by a long shot.

      He tilted her head back with a knuckle beneath her chin and got a good look at her face. Her head still rested on his hand, her eyes were closed and she had the biggest smile on her face. Trick had to laugh at her blissed-out expression. “Have you never had an orgasm?”

      She cracked an eye open. “Not unless I did it myself.”

      “Woman, I don’t know who you’ve been having sex with, but obviously not a real man. A man who is any kind of a real man always gets his woman off.” He stepped back and shoved his cock in his jeans, then helped her straighten her clothes. She searched around, no doubt looking for her panties, but she wasn’t going to find them. He’d stuck those in his pocket and planned on keeping them. He never kept souvenirs from the women he fucked, but he was making an exception with Lindsey.

      “Come on.” He tugged at her hand.

      “Where are we going?”

      “You don’t think we’re finished yet, do you?” He had to laugh at the way her face lit up. It was like she was a little kid and he brought her to the candy store and told her to pick anything she wanted, as much as she wanted. Damn, the woman was good for his ego.
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