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Chapter One
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This is a mistake.

McKinley had been repeating that mantra in his head for the duration of the flight from Okinawa. The stupid, insistent loop had grown louder and louder as the aircraft had chewed up the miles to Oahu. Screamed even louder by the time they were wheels down in Honolulu. But he was there anyway. Right back on the most populous island in the middle of the Pacific, the one he’d sworn to steer clear of.

Fuck.

He squeezed his eyes tight as he stepped out of the terminal doors and into the pleasant Hawaiian sunshine. As he scanned the line of hotel shuttles and local taxis, anxiety started to nibble at his composure. Muscles that had been bound up for ten hours’ worth of flights refused to relax. He adjusted the bag he’d tossed a few essentials into as he clenched his fingers around the handle.

Too many people. Too many goddamn people. The loud roar of a motorcycle engine jarred the sliver of ease he’d managed to cobble together. It merged with the chaotic mix brewing in his mind. He turned away from the noise, eager to leave the immediate area and the overwhelming sea of strangers.

As he made his way to the pedestrian crosswalk, his cell phone chimed. The light turned just as he dug the phone out of his pocket, but he stayed on the curb to take the call. Isla’s sunny grin greeted him as he grabbed his wireless earbud and accepted the video request. Finally, a familiar face. “Hey, kid.”

“Whoa. Certainly not quiet wherever you are.” She squinted at the screen. “Which is where exactly? Looks like whoever built that structure behind you needs to turn in their leisure suit.”

Now he smiled. Their playful banter reminded him he had someone in the world who genuinely cared about his well-being. He’d always been vague about his whereabouts during their weekly calls, but for once, he could be one hundred percent honest. “Good old Honolulu International terminal. Vomiting out thousands of soon-to-be sunburned tourists for years.”

She gasped. “You’re here? Why didn’t you tell me you were coming? I could have been there to meet you.”

“Lei and all? No, thanks. Had a few days. Thought I would put in an appearance for the St. Pat’s ride.” He had all the time in the world, but it wasn’t necessary for her to know the truth. The pretense of his globetrotting lifestyle was the most convenient excuse to allow his family and friends to believe. Let everyone think he was the ultra-cool workhorse traipsing around kicking ass and saving the world. He wasn’t interested in changing their minds. In truth, he needed the space his island refuge gave. Every dollar he’d spent on the isolated chunk of land had been worth it.

“You’re back and I’m leaving?”

“What exotic locale are you off to this time? The dingy bowels of the courtroom with all the other suits?”

“Ha-ha. Very funny. I have a meeting on the mainland with a lawyer who specializes in assisting overly aggressive inmates. I could use his expertise on a few matters.”

“Got yourself an unruly client?” Which he knew she loved. Isla had always sniffed out the greatest challenge growing up. As far as he knew, that drive had continued through to her adult life. Made her the successful attorney who fiercely battled for her clients.

“Hang on a second.” His view changed to a blurry, slanted glimpse of Aloha Tower. Her muffled voice sounded through the earpiece. “Okay, I’m back.”

“I’ll catch up with you later. You look like you’re busy.” He had no idea how long he planned to stay. But not visiting with his half-sister wasn’t an option. Hopefully he’d be able to carve out at least a dinner with her before she left and he went stir crazy.

“Just leaving my secretary a few instructions since I’m coming to the airport to collect you.” He heard the beep of her alarm disengaging. Watched her slide into the driver’s seat of her car. “And don’t even bother telling me not to fight afternoon traffic to come get you. I’m already on my way, so it’s too late now.”

While she prattled on about Hawaii’s notoriously sucky traffic patterns, he made his way to a bench at the far side of the terminal. Near the end of the bank of sliding doors, the area was quiet and free of tourists trying to snag taxis. He dropped his bag and sat. Stretched out his long legs. Welcomed the ache that reminded him he was still alive. Some days it was hard to tell.

“So who are you trying to rescue this time?”

“Danny Conklin.”

“You’re what?” Irritation tightened muscles he’d desperately been trying to relax. The last time he’d seen Danny had been when the federals had shoved him into the back of an unmarked van wearing cuffs. “Why the hell are you working for that scumbag?”

“Because Natalie asked me to.”

McKinley’s vision sheeted red. An instant headache slammed against the inside of his skull as a surge of painful memories washed over him. The edge of his rage wasn’t dulled any by the mention of Natalie. Certainly alive now, aren’t you? “You’ve done a lot of stupid shit in your life, Isla. But defending a lying, self-serving son-of-a-bitch isn’t one of them.”

“Whoa. What gives you the right to dictate who I take on as a client, Dad?”

The bite of her sarcasm stung as though she’d physically slapped him in the face. Dear old Dad. “Sorry. Just...not a lot of happy memories attached to the Conklin bunch.” He’d once offered to come fuck up the world of whoever had stressed her out. Knowing it was a case he’d had intimate knowledge of made his protective instinct roar to life once again. Tense now, he leaned forward. Pressed his fingers between his eyebrows in an effort to mask the pain. “What has he done now?”

“Everything.” She tapped her short nails against the steering wheel. “He’s spent more days in solitary confinement than I’ve ever seen. Fights with every inmate he comes into contact with whenever he’s in gen pop. Stabbed a guard with a shank last week. No telling what he’s done that they aren’t filing on official reports.”

“Sounds like a real winner.” Though McKinley knew firsthand just how violent Danny could be. He’d never confessed to his sister the fact he’d confronted the man during the rescue of Avery Dullahan at the port in Honolulu where the Nightmarchers had taken her. Had the honor of punching the asshole in the face a few times before all hell had really broken loose. Those blows had nothing to do with Danny’s involvement with the Dullahan Motorcycle Club’s illegal dealing and everything to do with how much of a first-class douchenozzle he was for putting his sister Natalie through the wringer.

“Natalie has been fighting for months to see her brother in an effort to talk him down from the outbursts he keeps having. He refuses to see her, though. Won’t tell anyone why.”

McKinley had a few suggestions, but he bit his tongue. He wasn’t going to offer any opinions about Natalie and Danny’s family dynamic. Life was complicated enough without digging up that slice of his past. Knowing Danny had already gone back on his vow to change after his arrest wasn’t surprising. Men like Danny swore to a lot of things they didn’t mean unless it benefitted them in some way.

A horn honked at the curb. “Need a ride, handsome?”

He disconnected the call as he slung his bag over his shoulder. Tossed the bag into the backseat of Isla’s car. Folded himself into the passenger seat. “I could say you didn’t have to go to the trouble, but it’s pointless to argue with you.”

Isla smiled as she pulled out into the steady flow of traffic. “Nice to know you’ve learned a few things while you’ve been away.” She glanced over to him, gave him the once-over, then turned her attention to merging on the highway. “You look like you’ve seen better days.”

“Give me a break, kid. I just got off a ten-hour flight from Japan.”

The side-eye this time as she tapped the brakes. “Was that your only flight?”

“Always fishing.” The amusing back and forth habit smoothed away some of his reservations about coming. “I’ve had a long few days. Let’s just leave it at that.”

“All right.” She sagged in her seat. “Where are you staying?”

“Clubhouse, probably. If it’s not full already. Or see if Kane has any apartments empty at PRO.” He’d crashed there last year when he’d come to the island for the annual St. Patrick’s Day run with the club.

“Big competition this weekend for St. Pat’s on the shore. Kane has a full house already at his shop. I’m sure Garvey will make room for you at the clubhouse even if all the rooms are occupied.”

“I take it they finally managed to drag themselves back from the honeymoon?” McKinley knew damn well they had. He’d been living his quiet existence when the president of the club and his new wife had shown up on his sandy doorstep. Given Garvey and Arden’s background with the government, McKinley hadn’t been surprised they’d tracked him down right at New Year’s. He’d been there when Kane had called Garvey’s satellite phone and raised so much hell, McKinley had been surprised Garvey hadn’t been scorched.

Isla frowned. “You could say that.”

Now it was McKinley’s turn to give her a sidelong glare. “And something tells me I’ve been missing a lot.”

“I’ll let them explain all the gory details to you. Not my place to. I know too much as it is already.”

He glanced over her impeccably pressed suit. The perfectly swept-up hair she’d been lucky enough to inherit from her mother instead of the inky black he’d taken from their father. Nothing had changed during his absence. She was still fully occupied with his friends to help them sort out their legal needs. “Club lawyer needs to know a lot of those gory details.”

“Better if those bits didn’t bleed all over me.”

“You sound like me, kid.” Too much so. “Something tells me you’ve been working yourself to the bone.”

“At times, yes. You know I have to.”

He did. That need was one of the things that had driven him to seek a life of solitude where he had no one to answer to but himself. Isla wasn’t like him, though. She fed off that kind of energy. Thrived on the excitement and anarchy it created in her life.

He whistled as Isla pulled into the parking lot of the clubhouse. Kane had just been putting the finishing touches on the structure when McKinley had jumped on a plane to nowhere. He’d avoided the clubhouse entirely last year. Though the details in his mind had started to fade over the time he’d been away, they rushed back with startling clarity as he stepped out of the car.

The vice president of the club had seamlessly blended the Celtic and Polynesian cultures on the building’s facade. McKinley knew the theme carried inside the building. To the rooms on the second floor.

They’d added a few gardens during his absence. Vibrant sprays of daffodils, lilies, pansies, and forget-me-nots were mixed in with the typical tropical plumeria, hibiscus, and birds of paradise. The varieties shouldn’t have worked together, but somehow they blended seamlessly. Their scents filled the parking lot with their heavy perfume. Had to be the work of one of the girls in an attempt to soften the industrial shape of the clubhouse.

He grabbed his bag. Shut the car door. As he turned, he noticed two club members standing near the front door talking with their heads bowed toward each other. Flint Stahl and Hatch Culpepper.

“Long time, McKinley.” Hatch angled his body away from Flint. Shook McKinley’s hand. “Nice to see you back on Hawaiian soil.”

“Didn’t expect to see you here. Thought you’d be off somewhere working to keep the actors safe on Hollywood’s next big blockbuster.”

“Taking a break for a little bit.” The club’s treasurer flicked his gaze to Flint, then to somewhere over McKinley’s shoulder. “Have more important things to work on. Heading out for an ice run if you’re interested in riding along. Got a packed house in there.”

“Maybe next time. Just got in. Thought I’d catch up a little bit first. Bike’s still in storage anyway. Have to get in there and dust her off. Make sure everything works.”

“You running with us Friday?”

“Came especially for it.”

“Be good to have the brothers all together again.” Hatch turned to Flint. McKinley blinked when Hatch pressed a quick kiss against Flint’s mouth. Blinked again when Flint grabbed the back of Hatch’s neck to hold him in place to extend the kiss. Tangible passion shimmered in the air around the men. So much so, McKinley felt as though he was intruding on a private moment.

McKinley cleared his throat. “Guess a few things have changed since I’ve been gone.” The men separated, but not before Hatch whispered something into Flint’s ear. “Last time I was here, you two weren’t a thing.”

Hatch offered McKinley a friendly nod as he passed, not the least bit embarrassed by the open display of affection. He offered no sort of comment on his relationship status either.

A few seconds later, McKinley heard a soft murmuring behind him. He glanced over his shoulder just as Hatch touched Isla’s chin. Kissed her with the same gentle tenderness he’d displayed with Flint. Isla’s cheeks tinted pink as Hatch spoke directly to her using hushed tones only she could hear.

McKinley had no idea what was going on, but he hadn’t been away from civilization long enough not to have a few ideas. Either his sister was involved in a three-way relationship with the men, or McKinley’s plane had taken a nosedive somewhere along the route and he was living in an alternate universe. If J.J. Abrams showed up with a backgammon set, McKinley was going to lose his shit. “Really fucking changed.”

Hatch tapped the roof of Isla’s car as he flashed a wolfish smile. “Feeling left out, McKinley? The sibling thing doesn’t do it for me, though.”

McKinley was still staring at his sister when the two men roared out of the parking lot on their bikes. “What the ever-livin’ fuck is going on around here?”

“I haven’t had a chance to tell you.” Isla brushed her fingers through her mussed hair. It fell around her shoulders as she tugged it free of the loose knot she’d secured it into.

“Got plenty of time now.”

She swallowed as she continued to play with her hair. Twisted it up into another knot. Shook it out. Tucked it behind her ears. “Think I’m going to need a few drinks for this conversation.”

McKinley had never seen her out of sorts. This scattered. Isla had always been even-keeled. Straight as an arrow. “Clubhouse full of drinks right behind us. Unless Boone isn’t drinking anymore because he is now living the celibate life as a monk.” He snapped his fingers. “Oh wait, Monk was the guy who just kissed you and his best friend.”

Isla’s scowl turned sour. She stormed around the car and got right in his face. “Stop being such an asshole. Life went on while you were traipsing around the globe living your life. I’ve got two lovers who happen to like dick on occasion. Here’s news for you—so do I. We’re happy. I’m happy. For once. Get over it.” She left him standing alone in the parking lot.

He’d never expected the world to stop spinning when he’d abandoned his life there. But he’d also never expected to find his sister carrying on with two members of Riding Irish. As he trudged toward the building, he hoped he hadn’t been away long enough for the officers to give away his designated room. If so, he was going to have to stay with Isla.

She’d already made it clear he was on her shit list.

His vision adjusted as he stepped inside the clubhouse. Much to his relief, the interior appeared unchanged. He needed that bit of normalcy at the moment. Like his sister, he didn’t care for unexpected and unplanned events. Their childhood had been filled with enough disorder to last them both a lifetime.

Learning his sister had two boyfriends was more than enough upheaval. He needed the rest of this trip to go off without a hitch. Ride with the club. Drink a few beers. Jet off the island by Monday morning. Then his life could get back to normal. His version of normal anyway. He’d done it easily enough last year. No reason history couldn’t repeat itself.

Though it was the middle of the day during the workweek, every bar stool was occupied. Isla sat at the far end, already nursing a beer. She narrowed her eyes as she caught his gaze. Wrinkled her nose. Crossed her eyes. Stuck her tongue out.

He couldn’t help but smile.

They had never been able to stay pissed at each other for long. Too much shitty history clouding their past to let a disagreement or two keep them separated. They’d used each other as anchors for too many years.

He stuck out his tongue. Returned her smile.

When she gestured him over, he dropped his bag and waved in greeting to those who’d gathered around the bar. As he turned the corner, a door swung open. The woman had her back to the crowd as she wiggled her butt. She turned with a flourish to present a small platter of bite-size food.

“I’ve got more bacon-wrapped shrimp if anyone...” Her voice trailed off as her gaze met his. Those beautiful, incandescent aqua-blue eyes, rimmed with thick, dark lashes, blinked a few times. He watched as she licked her trembling bottom lip. Assessed him with that measuring gaze she’d perfected. She straightened, her surprise vanishing as she reined in her emotions. Her gaze morphed into a razor sharpness that once upon a time had made him quiver with anticipation.

Made him do a few other things he hadn’t wanted with anyone else.

With years of practice, he suppressed the instincts she raised as he faced the only woman on the planet to ever make him willingly go to his knees and beg.
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Chapter Two
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Natalie tried her best not to stare. She also did her best not to slap the man standing in front of her. The one who deserved every form of inventive punishment she could conjure.

Thousands of things she wanted to say danced on her tongue. Instead of unleashing them, she bit each one back, smiled, and sidestepped him without a word. The burn of those unspoken words made her eyes water.

McKinley had once been hers. Utterly and completely. She buried those memories as well as she set the tray on the table along with the assortment of other finger foods she’d transported from the hotel.

This was her vacation. Yeah, it was only to the other side of the island, but to her it was another world. A few days away from the hustle and bustle of Waikiki tourism. As hard as she’d been working, she desperately needed the break. And then he’d strutted in. Thrown her world into chaos with that slight, almost smile that made her knees shake and her heart lurch.
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