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        For those of us who always turn our heads at the sound of thunder from a motorcycle.

        They know what they do to us!
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      The blow back from the explosion scorches our flesh as the fiery blaze consumes the burning building and the roof completely caves. Letting out a whistle, I signal my brothers. Our time here is done. I hope those scum suckers, Vipers, choke on the black smoke.

      Fuck those Vipers.

      This masterpiece will be a warning to all who try to cross me again. To those who think they can come to my town to push drugs or guns. This is a small piece of what will happen to anyone who crosses Dead Road MC territory.

      “ALL GAS, NO GRAVE,” I yell out as we mount our Harleys and tear out onto the black pavement and away from the mayhem our club just created. I know that I shouldn't have done that but damn, it felt awesome. Those bastards will think again before stealing our shipment. Some find solace in a therapist, me, I find it in exacting revenge.

      “We good, Prez?” my VP, Havoc, asks as we sit at a light after turning off the main highway.

      I lift my chin then rev up my bike, “Right as rain, brother,” I say as the light changes to green and we cross over our city limits.

      We live in a small town with a population of maybe around 10,000 people called Sweetwater, Texas. We live away from the big cities and a little off from the main highway. It isn't much but it's home to us.

      As we drive down the main drag, I see how much of the town has grown over the last five years. Even in the middle of the night with the street lamps on, I can see the growth. I'm just now truly appreciating what this tiny blip on the map has to offer.

      We hook a left at the end of town and pull up to our gated compound. Two prospects open the gates and we roar in, lining up our rides at the back of the lot. One by one we dismount our bikes and follow into the clubhouse.

      The silence is such a contradictory to the usual booming noise here with music and club girls, but tonight we need to concentrate and not have any distractions. Tonight, we started something that should have been done years ago when I became the president of Dead Road MC.

      Tonight, we started war.

      Everyone stops by the bar where a prospect is placing bottles of beer on the counter before heading off to their own personal rooms to wash off the evidence of our crime. It’s the middle of the night so there’s not much we can do. Long days and nights are coming after what we started, and everyone will need some rest.

      I bypass the bar and walk down the long hallway making a right at the end where my door is. Opening the door with my key, I see it’s exactly how I left it a few hours ago—bed unmade, clothes strung out on the floor and the smell of sex in the air. Walking towards the closed door, I strip off my clothes before turning on the shower in my bathroom. Gathering up the offending clothing, I stuff them into the hamper to be cleaned in the morning by Brenna, our house mouse. Brenna, or whoever is in that role, cleans and does all the chores a maid would usually do. They are usually on the run for something, and we house them in exchange for chores. They are off limits unless she initiates it. Brenna was brought here from our other chapter in Tucson, Arizona six months ago. She’s no Sweetbutt or club whore even though many of the brothers have tried to persuade her.

      I step under the scalding hot water and let the burn settle on my skin. This beef with the Vipers is going to be bloody and hostile until we exterminate every last one of them. It’s rumored that they have connections with a drug cartel in Mexico so we might need to call in the other chapters in the surrounding states for backup. Going to war means that we could lose some good men, which was the reason I held back from going after them these past few years.

      I shake my head, ridding my gloomy thoughts and turn off the water. After I towel off, I rummage in my dresser drawer for a fresh pair of boxer briefs. Exhaustion of the day settles in and I land in the middle of my bed, pulling up my comforter, hoping my brain shuts off long enough for me to get a few hours of sleep. After tossing and turning for what seems like hours, I finally peer over at my alarm clock and see that it is almost six. The sun should be up soon. Then we will need to come up with a plan to keep the Viper MC at bay until we can make them go away, permanently.

      Realizing I’m not going to be going back to sleep, I throw the covers off. Going for a peaceful ride will clear my head. There is nothing more freeing than the open road and the rumble of my bike to make everything disappear, if only for a short while.

      I toss on a fresh pair of jeans, black T-shirt, my cut, ballcap, and riding boots before exiting my room. My key locks the door and behind me I hear the sounds of my men sleeping behind their doors. We’ve had a busy month with several new shipments coming in and long runs that were filled. The guys deserve a small break before shit hits the fan.

      As I stroll into the main area of the clubhouse, I see two prospects behind the counter stocking the bar. They see me approach and stand at attention.

      “Can we get you a beer, sir?” one of them implores.

      “Coffee. Black,” I grunt.

      “Yes, sir.”

      He makes quick work of my cup then continues to stock the bar for later in the day. It doesn’t take me long before I finish and head out to my bike.

      We sit on twenty acres, completely fenced in with an automotive shop that occupies one section of the property. The other side is the clubhouse with the living quarters for members. Throughout the lot we have various buildings where we store things, but there are several acres designated for future houses for members to build if they want to live here with their families.

      Family. A word that at one time I thought I’d have. Thought I’d found my person to spend the rest of my life with, but when the going got tough, she bailed, not being able to handle the lifestyle or me doing time. I quickly learned that it’s better to not have attachments. Now I’d rather have a warm body for about half an hour then send her on her way.

      Reving up my beauty, I let the vibrations wake my soul as I leave the compound and set course on the road, enjoying the cool weather in the early morning. The roads are pretty much empty as I coast through the town, feeling my body come alive and my mind clear if only for a little while. After a while, I circle back and head down the main drag to the clubhouse to start my day and catch up on some paperwork for the legit businesses the club has. As my bike comes to a stop at the red light, a reflection of light comes across my face. I turn my head seeing a woman running down the opposite side of the road. She’s wearing a pair of tiny, tight black running shorts and white sports bra. She has on a ballcap with her brown hair up in a ponytail with earbuds in as she jogs. Her body is tight, you can tell she takes care of herself. She must be lost in whatever she’s listening to because she doesn’t even spare me a glance as she passes by on the opposite side of the road. I’m half tempted to bust a U-turn and ride alongside her until she notices me. I’m not someone who chases after pussy, but make an exception for this one since she reminds me of the chick I’d hooked up with at one of our big rallies two months ago up north.

      We were doing our annual rally with other clubs, meeting and delivering a huge shipment with our friends south of the border. I played poker and drank with some of the other presidents. As I was leaving I ran into the sexiest woman taking a shot at the hotel bar. I was beyond drunk, but I remember bits of that night. She was the best fuck I’d had in years, if not ever. After she fucked my brains out, I went into the bathroom to toss the condom. In my head I was trying to rationalize convincing her to ride back home with me to Texas so that we could spend some more time together, but when I came out she’d ghosted me. Hours later when I woke up, I thought it had all been a dream, but the used condom in the trash and a weird looking coin that must’ve fell out of her pocket when we got naked told me it was real.

      My head follows her all the way down the street until she turns right and is out of sight. Damn, that was a fine ass on her. I bet she⁠—

      My phone startles me from my dirty thoughts, and I don’t even bother peeking to see who’s calling me.

      “Yeah,” I say into the phone, grouchy that my thoughts were interrupted from ogling the brunette.

      “Prez, Gunner called and said that their shipment was hijacked last night and wanted to know if we could send some help up to Fallon,” Havoc, my VP grits out, sounding pissed.

      “I’ll be back in five,” I tell him then gas it back to the clubhouse. All thoughts of the brunette gone, time to take care of some business.

      Gunner is the president of the Fallon, Nevada Chapter of the Dead Road MC. He and my old man go way back to the formation of Dead Road. They were in the military together. When they were honorably discharged they decided to start the MC. They could be who they wanted and not have to listen to others tell them how to live their lives. Never again did they punch a time card or take orders from anyone. They wanted to live free and die for what they believed in. As time sailed the MC grew and they decided to add another chapter to expand its territory. Gunner gladly took Fallon, mainly for the new pussy, and the rest they say is history.

      On my way to my office I see some of the brothers just waking up, having their morning coffee and breakfast from the prospects. I grant them a stiff nod then continue to my destination.

      As I open the door, I see Havoc on his phone, and by the tone in his voice, I can tell it must be his soon to be ex-wife.

      “I told you I would take him tonight, Debbie! ...Then stop acting as though I’m not present in his life. …Fine! Pack his shit up and I will be there around six.” He hangs up on her and is about to throw his phone across the room when he notices me at the door.

      “Prez,” Havoc quickly offers then walks over and takes a seat across from my desk.

      “Problems on the home front?” I nod to his phone.

      From what I know Havoc married this bitch, Debbie, because he got her pregnant when he was eighteen or nineteen. They’ve been married for about five or six years but have been living separate lives for the last two because of her lies and secrets and have a three-year-old son named Zane.

      “Man, you have no idea. Biggest mistake I ever made was getting involved with that bitch,” he bites out with so much venom.

      “I could tell just by meeting her that she was manipulative and conniving. And I only had met her for less than five minutes, brother, so that should tell you something. She’s rotten to the core. Be careful that she doesn’t poison your boy against you or use him as leverage,” I tell him.

      “Don’t I know it. She’s really put the screws in me.” He huffs. “Did you know that I had the perfect girl before I fucked it up with Debbie? Prez, this girl was one to write home about. She was everything, and one night I threw it all away. Or thought I did…”

      I can tell he is about to go down memory lane and as much as I value helping my brothers out, I’m not in the mood to be Dr. Phil this early in the day.

      “What have we got as far as Gunner is concerned?” I interrupt his depressing thoughts and move this conversation to business. He can go sob to some Sweetbutt later and drown his tears into her pussy to make himself feel better.

      “Gunner wants a few men to come up and help sort out what happened to their shipment. Said it’ll only take a few days to handle and then send them back shortly after. He asked Bullet for a few men also.” Bullet is the president of our Tucson, Arizona Chapter.

      I let out a low whistle. “He’s hitting up the president of the Tucson Chapter too? Damn. This must be worse than I thought.”

      “That’s how it sounded to me.”

      “Okay, let’s send Twitch, Blade, and Diesel up to help out. I know they’ve been itching for a long ride. Twenty-one hours there should help scratch that.”

      “Cool, I’ll let them know to head out once they get packed after we have church.” He stands to leave and heads towards the door. Before he opens it he spins around. “Oh and by the way, you know riding by yourself is dangerous right now, right?”

      “Yeah, yeah thanks, Mom.” I wave him off and pick up some paperwork on the desk. “Tell the brothers that church is in two hours.”

      With that parting shot he heads out.

      Exactly two hours later I’m walking into our sanctuary that stores a massive wooden table with matching leather chairs around it. On the main wall is our Dead Road logo of a skull inside of flames with chains circling around it. Our founders picked our colors to be white, red, and black, so that is what we wear.

      The gavel bangs hard against the solid wood as I start the meeting.

      “Okay, we got a call from our Fallon Chapter; they need a few men to help out up there so, Twitch, Blade, and Diesel are heading out for a few days. Anyone object to that?” I observe around the room and find a unanimous shake of the heads, so we move on. “Next, we need to keep a watch out for any trouble with the Vipers after what went down last night. I think we should send out the prospects tonight to patrol the town and watch for anything suspicious.”

      “I agree; we need to keep them on their toes and make them suffer. They’re going to be out for revenge,” Brass, our road captain, voices.

      “I second that,” Riot agrees.

      Ledger gets up and walks over to our floor to ceiling vault and gets out a few thick envelopes and passes them out to each brother. “Okay, that’s settled. Ledger has everyone’s payment for last week’s job. With the uprise north of the border, I think we’ll be seeing more protection runs with our Wichita Chapter,” I say and nod to Ledger, our treasurer.

      We did a protection run, which consisted of helping them transport some guns up towards Canada. It was a large shipment and we each walked away with over ten grand in our pockets. Transporting drugs and guns pays well, so we never pass up on them.

      Loud whistles can be heard when they each open their bundles.

      “Prez, we can help them out anytime if they pay like this!” Dash brags with a nod and toothy grin. He looks like a kid ready to spend his piggy bank in a candy store.

      “Try not to spend it all in one place, Dash,” Hawk taunts then snorts at the dreamy look in Dash’s eyes.

      “And by place he means pussy at Forbidden, Dash,” Reaper, our Sergeant at Arms, speaks up. Our brothers like to visit the local strip club we own right outside of town.

      We all get a good howl because we all know that Dash is the only one who would pay for pussy, instead of getting it free here at the clubhouse.

      Ledger slides Blaze’s envelope over to me, and I nod. Blaze is currently serving time in prison but should be released within the next few weeks. We’ve all had a stint at one time or another. This was his first time going in.

      “I’ll make sure his Ol’ Lady gets this,” I say and everyone at the table nods.

      Blaze took a massive hit for the club two years ago and for that we own him his share of everything we make. He has a family who needs to be taken care of while serving time and we take care of our own. Blaze is one of my younger blood brothers, and I’d never leave his family in a lurch. My sis-in-law and niece will never have to worry about anything while her husband is prison. She’s had to put up with plenty of shit over the years from her side of the family for being part of this club, and we’ll never add to her stress. That’s not what we stand for.

      “Anything else we need before we start our weekend?”

      “Yeah, how’s Crusher doing?” Twitch asks about my dad.

      Crusher is actually my dad’s road name, but he can no longer ride. He was one of the founders of Dead Road MC that started the mother chapter in Tucson, Arizona. He was president until about five years ago when he and our brothers were ambushed by an MC and hit with several bullets. He’s been in a wheelchair ever since. Right before that all happened I was sent here to Sweetwater to start up another Dead Road MC Chapter leaving Tucson. Dad had only been here a year with us. He’s has been trying some new therapy and is starting to get a small amount of feeling back in his feet. He isn’t convinced that it is working, but my stepmom, Melissa, thinks that things might be looking positively for him.

      “He fine. Yells all time at Mom,” Rocky, my little brother who has Down syndrome, says. He’s been part of our club for a while and did his stint as a prospect just like everyone else. He might not go on a lot of the dangerous runs with us often, but we keep him in the loop with a lot of the dealings. He helps out a lot around the clubhouse and the auto shop, which takes a huge chunk of stress off me.

      “He’s doing well. Melissa has him doing some kind of new therapy and seems hopeful this go around. Anything else?”

      No one submits anything so I slam the gavel down.

      “Adjourned.”
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        * * *

      

      The rest of the day I’m spent bent over paperwork and keeping everything up to date with each of the businesses and doing payroll for our employees. Not realizing how long I’ve had been hunkered down in the office staring at numbers, I peek over at the window to find that it’s dark out. Just as I was about to stretch my legs, Dash bursts through the office door.

      “What the hell?” I utter jumping out of my chair ready for whatever attack we’re under.

      “Prez, I think that you should come out to the garage and see what the prospects found tonight.” He looks a tad nervous which puts me on high alert.

      We walk down towards one of our buildings we hold guests in when we haul them in for a visit. As we approach the closed bay on the far side of the auto shop, I hear yelling. The closer I get the louder the yelling match coming from behind the closed door gets.

      Christ! So much for not drawing attention to the compound. If we were any closer to town, it’d wake everyone up.

      “What the hell is going on in there, Dash?” I grab for his leather before he opens the door. “And why is there a female’s voice yelling?”

      He shrugs, “The prospects were out patrolling like we wanted and found one of the Vipers’ men and this female down an alley. They picked them both up and brought them here.”

      I pinch the bridge of my nose feeling a headache coming on from the lack of sleep I got last night. Taking a deep sigh, I walk in. The scene before me is something out of a comic book. The prospects have a woman tied to a chair, while one of the prospects is in the corner with a bag of ice over his balls. Everyone else is standing around watching this female berate him.

      The closer I get in the open area the more the female comes into view. When I finish scanning over her stunning body in bright orange, tight workout shorts and matching sports bra, it hits me like a ton of bricks.

      Fuck!

      It’s the woman from this morning when I went for my ride. I examine her face again and out of nowhere my body starts to buzz. Then I see her sapphire blue eyes turn toward me and I’m dumbstruck

      It’s also the woman who ghosted me up in South Dakota after the best sex of my life.
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      I see Reaper out of the corner of my eye with the member of the Vipers. He’s hog tying him and secured his mouth and blindfolded his eyes in the back of the van. I can only imagine what has transpired tonight.

      “Prospect, what were you thinking grabbing them off the street and bringing them back here?” Brass growls then makes a move towards one of them.

      I decide to stay in the shadows for a bit and see how this plays out. No reason to get involved until necessary. Why would this woman be associated with a Viper? The Vipers MC is located over an hour away in Big Spring. It doesn’t make any sense unless she’s a plant.

      “Sir, we were patrolling like you asked and saw these two running from the main street toward an alleyway. When we approached, we saw Vipers MC on his cut, so we decided to bring him in and find out what his intentions were for being in our town.”

      “Sounds reasonable but never bring them back to our home base unless you talk with a patched member,” I huff out and start to step forward when the female who had all my morning thoughts jumbled, speaks up.

      “I don’t know what is going on here, but I’m not with this loser or any snake for that matter,” she hatefully sneers to Brass, but he seems unfazed by her tone. “I was out on my nightly run when I saw that scumbag grab an old lady’s purse then take off running. I tried to stop him by chasing him down and almost succeeded when tweedle dee and dummy over there, scooped us up and threw us in the back of the van. Check the purse in the van and you’ll see it belongs to a poor old lady with white hair. He knocked her down in the process so someone probably needs to go check on her.” She gives a small shrug since she’s tied down. This woman works out like a machine, and my dick appreciates all the effort she does to keep her body in this shape.

      I hear a grunt come from Bull as he checks the purse. I’d like to think I’m a skillful reader of people and can tell she’s being sincere. I’ve had to live in dangerous situations and my gut hasn’t led me wrong, yet.

      I lean over to Dash and whisper, “Why do they have her tied down? She’s half their size.”

      He chuckles, “’Cuz she attacked the prospects and kicked one in the balls when they were getting her out of the van. Apparently, they were afraid she would take off if she got another one of the guys down.” He points back over to the prospect with the ice bag over his junk.

      Christ, do we need guys in our club who can’t even restrain this slip of a girl who maybe weighs a buck fifteen?

      I walk out of the shadow and make my presence known. Once everyone sees me they all stand a little straighter. My body saunters over to the middle of the room, and she does a double take when she sees me.

      Yeah baby, I’m that good-looking fucker you fucked then ducked. Admire all you want because I’ve got some questions for you.

      “Hey, you’re that guy from this morning on the bike.” So, she did notice me but didn’t make it known. Is she purposefully being oblivious to the night we had together a few months back? Or does she not remember it like I do? “What the fuck is this, some kind of citizen patrol for the city or something? When did this tiny town need thugs patrolling instead of the police?”

      I can’t help but snicker at her comment. Citizen patrol? Boy, she’s a spitfire just like at the bar before we shook the walls of my room.

      “Sorry for the inconvenience, Miss…” I wait for her to answer because I want a name to that enticing body and face that flashes every time I find my release.

      “Raegan, and you are?” she snaps back, saucy. Boy, my dick has already woken up since seeing her and her mouth is making him feel very uncomfortable in the confines of my jeans.

      Raegan? What an exquisite fitting name for this gorgeous creature.

      I give a light chuckle and before I can answer her, Riot comes through the metal door not worried he’s making a ton of noise. Once he comes up beside me, he takes in the surroundings then gasps. Turning, we all glance at him wondering what’s got him so shocked.

      “Rae Rae?” he questions in shock and makes his way over to her. Rae Rae?

      “Don’t call me that, Benjamin! You know how I’ve always hated it,” she chides him very motherly as he walks over to her. “What the fuck have you gotten yourself into these days?” She peeks around at us and then back at him. “I see that your choice of friends is still declining since I left.”

      “I joined a motorcycle club and these are my brothers.” He holds his arms out wide like he’s presenting us. “What are you doing here? And why are you tied to a chair?” He gazes over at the prospects and then back to her. “Did they do this to you?” He’s now inspecting her from head to toe and kneels to her level.

      “Yes, and I’m starting to lose the feeling in my fingers,” she growls then winces when he touches the rope on her wrist. Hearing her sass sends a shiver down my spine and a tingle to my balls.

      How do they know each other? What the fuck is going on here?

      In a quick motion, Riot grasps for his knife in his boot and severs the ties on her ankles and wrists.

      She starts to rub her wrists and roll her shoulders to get some feeling back. Riot reaches down and helps the beauty shakily stand. In a spilt moment, she’s moving like a ninja. She’s in front of a prospect, kneeing him in the groin, sending him to the floor. A betting man would say that is exactly why the other prospect needed an ice pack. Once his body hits the floor, she grabs his hair then punches him in the face, snapping it to the left.

      “Enough!” I yell, shocked she’d go up against a man twice her size in a room full of men who could dispose of her body and not think twice. Riot grabs her around her waist, pulling her away from the now bleeding prospect. “Holy shit, when did we start letting women run this show?”

      I ignore the fact that my cock could hammer nails after watching her serve up the prospect, and I completely ignore my brothers also adjusting their dicks after her little display. There is just something about a woman who can take care of herself.

      What I’m really concerned about is the reason I feel hostile towards my brother the more I see Riot’s hands on her. It’s putting an unsettling feeling in my bones.

      I’m about to address this entire situation when she interrupts me, still mad dogging the beat up prospect on the ground whimpering.

      “That’s for backhanding me, you asshole! Next time I’ll cut off your dick and feed it to you.” She tries to kick out her feet at the guy on the ground but is just out of reach due to Riot holding her up with her feet off the ground.

      Wait, did she say backhanded?

      “The fuck?” I boom, making everyone flinch.

      I stride over to them and get in her personal space, grabbing for her chin. I try to ignore the buzzing I feel from touching her like I did months ago as I inspect her face. There is a small pink shade that’s formed on her left cheek. My blood ignites and I see red. No one should ever touch this woman, except me. I think I have truly lost my mind. This woman is doing a number on me and I don’t even know her. God, I need to get my dick sucked or in a pussy soon. Maybe my hangup is because she ghosted me before I kicked her out.

      I eye over to Bull. “Get the prospects and take them out to the shed,” I command then turn my focus to Raegan. Riot sets her down, but keeps his hands on the tops of her shoulders.

      Several of the brothers grab the prospects and walk out of the garage with them in tow leaving only myself, Reaper, Riot, and Hawk with Raegan and the Vipers member.

      “Sorry for how you were treated, Raegan. Believe me that is not how we normally act in my club, especially towards women.”

      “Your club?”

      “Yes, the Dead Road MC. I’m the president.”

      “Do you have name or am I just supposed to call you Roadkill?”

      That sass might turn a lot of guys off because they don’t know how to handle a woman like her. She’s riling me up and I don’t know if she knows the beast she’s about to unleash because I love a challenging woman.

      I kick up one side of my mouth in a smirk. “My brothers call me Stone, my momma called me Kane.”

      She stands there for a few seconds and completely takes me in from head to toe. I feel almost violated but in the best possible way coming from such a beauty. Her eyes are twinkling and I wonder if she’s connecting the dots that we’ve met before. Not only met but had fucked each other within an inch of both our lives.

      “Apology accepted, Kane.” It’s weird to hear someone call me by my first name, most just call me Stone or Prez. I find that I enjoy it rolling off her tongue and lips. Mmm, those lips are even more plump up close, and the image of them back around my hard dick has me biting back a groan.

      “Let’s get you to my office, so we can figure out how to make this up to you.” I offer my hand then notice how Riot tenses up, but brushes it off.

      Raegan stares up at Riot. For what? Permission or approval? Why would she need his approval?

      She finally takes a step forward and when her small hand touches mine, I feel like I’ve been electrocuted. A zing ripples from the tips of my fingers all the way through my body and that buzzing is more intense now. What is this petite slip of a woman doing to me? I gaze into her sapphire orbs and I know that she feels the same shock that I’m feeling, if her confused expression says anything.

      Not tearing my eyes away from her I address my brothers.

      “Take the Viper to our…guesthouse and make sure he’s secure for the time being.” Reaper and Dash jump into action moving towards the tied-up man in the back of the van.

      I lace our fingers together then lead her out of the garage towards the clubhouse. I consider taking her straight to my room to help with the situation she has created in my jeans and to help jog her memory of our time together, but think that might be a bit forward. Instead, I decide to be a decent guy and head to my office.

      We’re almost to the clubhouse when I see Havoc hop off his bike and storm over our way, practically sprint to us. He blocks our path stopping us in our tracks.

      Didn’t he have to watch his son tonight? Why is he here?

      Riot makes a move to get in front of us to block him. What is going on? Why would he need to block my VP from me?

      “Is she okay? They didn’t hurt her, did they? I got your text.” Just as I’m about to question what my VP is saying, out comes the little wildcat next to me.

      “You have got to be fucking kidding me, Benjamin! Please tell me you didn’t call this asshat?” she roars and yanks her hand away from me to give Riot a shove on the back of his shoulders making him bump into Havoc. Hatred is rolling off her.

      “Raegan, please talk with me,” Havoc pleads with her and tries to move around Riot.

      “Don’t please me, asshat! You stay the fuck away from me. I didn’t want to be around you six years ago, and I definitely don’t want to now.”

      Silence is heard throughout the lot, other than the sounds of crickets. A standoff is now happening as Havoc quietly takes in Raegan.

      “Where the fuck are your clothes, Raegan?” Havoc yells once he gets a good eye of her and then turns to Riot. “Did they touch her?” He seems very territorial of her and it brings in more questions than answers. Did Raegan fuck my brother too, up at the rally?

      “What is going on here, Havoc? Riot?” I glower at my brothers for some answers, but it’s my wildcat who turns to face me.

      “Well, for your information, Havoc here was one of the reasons I left this shithole town six years ago. I was hoping not to run into him while I’m here, but I guess the universe has other plans,” she mocks, facing me and then turns back to my VP. “And for your information I’m wearing clothes. This is my running gear and while running, I was picked up off the street by your thugs thinking that I was some criminal.” She uses her hands when she talks which makes her answer even more sassy.

      Havoc takes a breath to calm himself. I’ve never seen him so worked up before, not even his bitch wife gets him this upset.

      “Raegan, please let’s go somewhere and talk. We never finished our conversation before you up and left town.”

      “What part didn’t you understand all those years ago, Beckett? You knocked up another woman, and I told you to kick rocks. What else is there to say?”

      “I know but⁠—”

      “How’s married life, Beckett?” she interrupts completely ignoring his pleas. “I hear that you married the bitch even after telling me that she meant nothing to you. Guess that was a lie too,” she hammers back. Damn, she just keeps serving my men up on platters tonight.

      I see his shoulders sag in defeat. Oh, this must be the one who got away from him. The one to write home about. Fuck knows that I’ve had her in my thoughts for months now. Well, shit, this is going to be awkward.

      “We’re getting divorced,” Havoc defends solemnly not looking her in the face but at his boots like they’re the most interesting thing out here.

      “And your child? The kid should be what? Almost six now?” She’s rubbing salt all in his wounds. Is it horrible of me that I’m enjoying this woman standing toe to toe with my men who are twice her size? This wildcat can definitely hold her own.

      “There was never a baby, but I didn’t find out until months after we trudged to the courthouse and signed a marriage license. She tricked me so that you would leave me. I only married her because I thought it was the right thing to do at the time. You’d already left and I was spiraling out of control. I knew that you were never coming back, so I decided that it was best for my child to have both parents in their life. She got knocked up two years ago.”

      Raegan stares at Havoc for a beat processing his words then starts to laugh. And by laugh, I mean bending over at the knees laughing.

      “Raegan,” Riot chides trying to help spare his best friend’s feeling.

      “Sorry…sorry,” she recites trying to catch her breath. She straightens back up wiping the tears that have formed in her eyes from cracking up so hard. I try my hardest not to join in, but her laugh is so infectious. “So, let me get this straight. You married the bitch because I left, even though she meant nothing to you. Then you found out later, that she lied, tricked and manipulated her way into the marriage. Continued to stay married to the bitch, and if that wasn’t the icing on the cake, you still had a kid by her manipulating ass. Only to now, six years later, file for divorce. Is that about right?”

      Damn, when she puts it like that, it does make him sound like an asshat. Why did he stay with her that long and put up with her shit?

      “Raegan, you don’t understand, I was spiraling. Desperate for any kind of connection at the time when you left. Even if it came from Debbie.”

      Raegan hauls back with cat like reflexes and snaps Havoc’s face to the opposite side.

      Shit, I’m making mental notes to never piss this wildcat off, ever. Too bad we don’t patch in women, she would definitely make the team. I think she could even go a few rounds in the ring with me.

      “Don’t you dare feel sorry for yourself, Beckett. We had a good relationship and you couldn’t keep it in your pants. You both deserve each other.” Raegan starts to shake out her hand, and I know she’s going to be hurting after the blows she’s delivering here tonight.

      “Raegan!” Riot is now in front of her whispering something in her ear.

      Havoc tries to move to her, but I place a hand on his chest stopping him. We don’t need the others coming out here to watch our VP get his ass handed to him. It’s already been one hell of a circus tonight.

      “Raegan, please forgive me—” Havoc starts again, and I don’t think in the five years he has been in the MC I have ever heard him plead or beg someone. I know I’ve never heard such a soft tone with anyone other than his son. Havoc has always been a hard motherfucker and has never shown any type of weakness before. She must have been the reason for him turning to the MC. “You’re back now and I think this could be our second chance⁠—”

      “No. You had your chance with me and blew it. Just seeing you makes my skin crawl right now. Nothing you say will ever justify your betrayal. I moved on years ago and suggest you do the same. I’m not the same girl who left here all those years ago, and you need to know that we’re never going to be together. I don’t trust you or anything that comes out of your mouth and never will.”

      “Maybe we should take a breather. I’ll take her home, and we can all sleep this off for now,” I offer and Riot nods. “Come on, Wildcat, let me grab my keys and we’ll be on our way.”

      With that I grab her hand wanting that feeling back that only she can give me and lead her towards the clubhouse. We walk past the bar and head to the door of the office. I notice Raegan looking around taking everything in as we pass through the rooms. For those who don’t know about our lifestyle, it can be really intimidating. She looks over every minute detail as if to memorize it for later.

      The clubhouse has a full bar setup on one side of the room with tables and chairs around it. We also have three pool tables, a dartboard, and a poker table on the other side. Couches are littered throughout the room. The whores are barely dressed and have already started getting the night ready for the men.

      When we step into the office, after closing the door behind me, I make my way to the desk where papers are scattered everywhere.

      “I see you’re the neat freak of the bunch,” she jests playfully. I’m glad the mood is slightly lighter.

      “Take a seat while I find the keys and put some of this stuff away.” I point to the chair across the desk.

      “Sure you don’t want me to wait out at the bar so I can’t see or learn your secrets.” Her smile could light up our entire city block, and I find myself mimicking her.

      There is no way in hell I’d let her wait at the bar with my brothers waiting to pounce on her. And certainly not with the club whores wanting to scratch her eyes out over jealousy over all the attention she brings.

      “Think I’ll take my chances,” I say and she lets out a giggle which makes my heart soar.

      Shit, Kane, get yourself together. She’s off limits now. We don’t need the president and VP feuding over a woman when we’re at the beginning of a war.

      I need to fuck some pussy and relieve this stress, and get all thoughts of this brunette goddess in front of me out of my mind.

      The door opens without a knock and we both turn towards it. Rocky, my baby brother, comes in with a plastic bag of ice.

      “They said you hit your hand,” he acknowledges. “I think this will make it better.” He walks over to her and grabs her hand as gently as possible, then places the bag of ice on top.

      She smiles up at him even though she winces at the pain. “Thank you so much for being so thoughtful.”

      “My name is Rocky,” he tells her pointing at his chest then holds out his hand for her to shake.

      “It’s nice to meet you, Rocky, I’m Raegan,” she stands from her seat and instead of shaking his hand she gives him a hug. It throws him off guard at first so he doesn’t respond right away, but after a few seconds he engulfs her in his arms then lays his head on her shoulder.

      I think I’ve stopped breathing waiting to see how she interacts with my little brother. The moment she hugged him, I felt my heart physically skip a beat. Rocky was born with Down syndrome and has had some challenges over the years, but he’s one of us and no one looks out for him like I do. The brothers watch out for him and are great including him in our club.

      “You want to drink with me?” he asks when she pulls back.

      “Hey, Bub, we’re in the middle of something,” I interrupt.

      “Oh, okay,” he nods his head as his cheeks blush pink.

      “Maybe next time,” she offers. “I like your vest.”

      His face lights up. “That’s my cut.” He pats it proudly. “I’m a member, but my mom says that I can’t drive.”

      “Well, that’s okay at least you get to come hangout with these guys.”

      “Yeah, okay, I’ll show you the pool and where I work when you come back.”

      “I’d love that, Rocky.”

      He leaves humming to himself, and I don’t think she realizes that she just made his night.

      “So,” she says after blowing out a long breath like she trying to rid some bad energy from her body after the door closes. I can still see how tense her shoulders are as she walks over to the wall that houses pictures of the original founding members of the club. “How many secret handshakes did you have to learn to get into the club?”

      She glimpses over her shoulder with a gleam in her eyes. Her playfulness is refreshing. I don’t think that I’ve ever met someone like her before. It’s almost hard to keep up with the way she’s able to shift gears and compartmentalize everything that’s happened tonight.

      My steps eat up the distance between us standing just inches away from her tiny frame. Flipping my ballcap backwards, I lean down where my lips make contact with her earlobe. I feel her shiver and know that she’s just as affected as I am.

      “I could show you, but I’d have to fuck you first,” I say and then nip the lobe with my lips.

      I know I really shouldn’t be playing with fire because it could only end up burning us both, but damn, this woman is making me do things I would never have done in the past. I lean back just enough to put a few inches away from our faces so that I can see her eyes.

      “Well, normally I prefer a bed, but I guess the messy desk will have to do for now.” She smirks and then closes the distance between our lips making contact.

      Fireworks can’t even accurately describe the moment we connect. I move us up against the wall with a thud making the pictures rattle, and take charge of the kiss as my body aches to be inside hers. I press my body flush against her as she circles my neck with her arms. My dick is begging to be let out to play since my hands are getting all the action. Our hands are roaming over every square inch of each other bodies. I’m not sure whose groans are whose. Just as I’m about to pick her up so that she can wrap those long, toned legs around my waist like I did last time we were in this position, a knock on the door startles us and breaks our bubble. I hear a slight protest from her when I pull away and have to chuckle a little.

      Reluctantly I move over to the closed door and then peer back to make sure she’s composed. Her face, neck, and chest are flushed and her lips are slightly swollen, but she looks heavenly. I swing the door halfway open so that the other person can’t enter or see my wildcat, and then I give a brisk answer.

      “What!”

      “Hey, Prez. We’re wondering what you want us to do with the prospects and Viper?” Dash asks and tries to peek in the room. I take a step into his space, which makes him back up. He is always horny and looking for a hole to put his dick in.

      “Make them sweat a little longer. I need to take Raegan home first then we’ll deal with both.”

      “Sure thing, Prez. Listen, if you need someone to take care of that mini spitfire, then I’d be more than thrilled to take her off your hands,” Dash offers wiggling his eyebrows.

      The thought of someone else handling her sets me off like dynamite. I blow out a long breath to calm my nerves knowing that my brothers don’t know the storm that is brewing in me. Now that I’ve had a taste of her, I want more, and until I get my fill no one is going to be handling her.

      “I’ve got this, brother,” I say with a tight smile and as calmly as possible.

      He nods then heads out the door to the clubhouse with some club whore hot on his tail.

      I shut the door and I turn my attention back on the beauty standing in my office.

      “I should get you home.” And away from all these horny bastards.

      “Sure, that’s probably for the best.”

      I grab my keys from the desk and a leather jacket from the hook on the wall, and we walk out of the clubhouse and over to my bike. I swing my leg over the seat mounting the beast then hand her the leather jacket in case I have to drop my ride. At least some of that perfect flesh of hers won’t be ripped off if we have to go down. I draw her close, placing my helmet on her head making sure it’s secured before starting the engine with a roar. She inspects the best way to get on so I point to the bar on the side where the peds are and tell her to watch the pipes so her inner legs don’t catch a burn. Once she’s in place, I flip my ballcap backwards then grab her hands and pull them from my shoulders to around my abs. She scoots closer to me, and I love the feel of her on my back.

      Never do I allow another person on the back of my bike. She’s the first one I’ve had on with me in over ten years. A lot of men like having a back warmer on their bike with them but I don’t. It gives women an idea that they’re closer to my patch, and that is definitely not something that’ll happen.

      Raegan nuzzles her chin on my shoulder as I rev up the engine making a thundering noise in the parking lot then gun it out of there. I noticed right before we left, Riot and Havoc off to the side of the garage in a deep discussion. I’m sure we’ll be having one real soon too.

      We drive towards town where Raegan tells me her car is. It’s sitting at the local park, so I navigate down towards Newman Park, one of the few parks Sweetwater has to offer. I’d have preferred to take her home to make sure she makes it there safely, but beggars can’t be choosers.

      With it being dark already her car is the only one in the lot. I pull up to a new light gray Lexus RC F. I’m pretty sure it’s every racer’s wet dream.

      “That’s your ride?” I mention, wondering how a petite woman like her can handle such a beast of a sports car.

      “It was a graduation present from my mom and stepdad. They couldn’t make it to see me walk the stage so I think it’s more of a guilt present.” She sounds so disappointed when she answers. “Anyway, thanks for the ride, Stud.”

      She pats my shoulders with her dainty palms then swings her leg off dismounting while working the strap to my helmet. The silence between us is now deafening and neither of us know what to say. I know that with her having a history with Havoc that there’s no way what is happening between us can go any further. So I try to do the right thing for once in my life and put us both out of our misery. She obviously doesn’t remember our night together a few months ago, so it’s probably better that I don’t bring it up.

      “Listen, Wildcat, I’m more of the fuck’em and leave’em kind of guy. I don’t do relationships, so I think it’d be best to call it a day for us. I can tell you’re a woman who wants a commitment and a stable man in her life. And that ain’t me, babe. My club and my ride are the only things I’m committed to.”

      She nods her head but is staring blankly at me. With a shrug she hands me back my helmet and then my leather jacket.

      “Well, I guess if that’s what you want, then it was lovely knowing you, Kane.”

      Ouch, I guess I was the only one who felt the electric shock between us. Either that or she’s playing this off to not appear or feel affected by my words.

      I think she’s going to walk to her car, but instead she grabs my cheeks with both hands, pulling my face right up to hers, and kisses the shit out of me, taking me by surprise. I gasp at her boldness and it’s enough for her to slip her tongue down my throat. After being stunned, my brain finally catches up and I grab for her hips bringing her body closer to mine. Just as I’m about to pick her up to straddle me on my bike, she pulls back.

      “See ya around town, Kane,” she purrs and wets her bottom lip with her bubblegum tongue. She fucking purrs and my dick is so angry at me right now. “And just for the record, I was the one who fucked and left last time, so don’t worry about sparing my feelings. I’m a big girl who can take care of herself.”

      And with that she somehow smoothly swipes my ballcap, placing it on the top of her head, then walks away from me bouncing that fine tight ass, leaving me to wonder what the fuck just happened.

      “I didn’t say you could have my hat, Wildcat,” I call out.

      “You’ve got plenty in your office, Stud,” she retorts as she pulls something from her skin tight top. The brake and headlights blink as she opens her car door sliding in.

      The sound of her engine rivals the machine between my legs. I know that this won’t be the last time we see each other.  Damn, this woman has somehow gotten under my skin in such a short amount of time. I watch her leave and my dick is starting to regret telling her this can’t go anywhere.

      That little heifer ignited something in me that I didn’t know existed, and I don’t know if getting burned will be enough for me to stay away.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: Chapter 3 - Raegan]
        

      

      I head home from the park and can’t help but replay everything that happened today. When I got up this morning for my usual morning jog I had no idea this is how I would end my day. I’m still in shock about everything if I’m being honest. If Ben hadn’t been there, would I have been let go so easily?

      I can’t believe I saw Beckett. I’ve never been a violent person but something in me snapped, and I think six years of resentment came to a head. I’m not that same little, naïve girl who left here all those years ago. I never want anyone to see me that vulnerable again.

      Even if you have to fake it until you make it!

      My brain flashes to Kane last night sitting on his motorcycle covered in tattoos and leather. Thinking about Kane is dangerous to my health. God, that man lets off a dominate, bad boy, shoot you between the eyes after I fuck you senseless kind of vibe. His blue eyes alone could melt my panties into a puddle, not to mention his deep smooth as whiskey voice that has my blood singing. And the way he wears his hat backwards, mmm. When he pushed me up against the wall in his office, I knew it wasn’t just me who felt the electricity between us. My body craves his touch for some reason and now he wants us to keep our distance? I know he’s full of shit, so for now I’ll play this cat and mouse game until he realizes what we share.

      When we hooked up a few months ago, I thought I’d never see him again. He was the first one night stand I’d ever had and let me tell you that the bar is set high now. I bailed on him when he went to the bathroom to take care of the condom. Being told to hit the road after sex isn’t a dent I wanted for my self-esteem after I had one hell of an orgasm, so I left to keep the awkwardness to a minimum.

      I try shaking those thoughts out of my head as I pull into the driveway of my mom and stepdad’s house. I press the handle on the car door to lock my car then head toward the backyard. Since I agreed to stay here for a while, Mom offered me the pool house to give me some privacy.
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