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      Dump Truck…

      I looked back over my shoulder, doing a double take as I waited behind some blue-hairs to get their geriatric asses out the way. The woman behind me was a looker. Tall and slender, what a lot of guys would call a cool drink of water. Except she was a citizen through and through. Her shapely legs ensconced in a prim pencil skirt to her knees, paired with smart hose in a pair of expensive-ass pumps. The skirt matched the jacket, the blouse straining over her tits, a light cream – both the blouse and the exposed skin of her throat.

      Boy howdy did she have a rack. I wished for a better look, but those tits were hidden behind the book she had clutched to her chest. A familiar title that I happened to own.

      So, she may be a citizen but maybe not a prude. Interesting.

      “Next please!” the guy behind the counter called and I stepped up, the old fart that’d been in front of me putting himself between me and his wife with a hostile stare. I chuckled inwardly and gave the old-timer a polite nod. I had no interest in the Q-tip in front of me. Just the woman behind me. I didn’t make a thing out of the disrespect. He was a Vet. One of those blue trucker hats on his more than likely balding head declaring his station and whatnot. I didn’t have anything against Vets. Had several in the club I belonged to. It was the only reason he got a pass.

      I set my purchases on the counter and the guy behind it let his eyebrows shoot up.

      “You kidding me?” he asked, and he was either fearless or that fucking dumb.

      “No,” I growled simply and leaned in. He predictably leaned away from me – afraid – which is as it should be. I had enough respect for the old-timer given his age and record of service to the land I loved, but this hipster douchebag didn’t have anything going for him to get him into my good graces. At least, not yet.

      “You able to look up an author and title in that damn thing and ring it up for me, even though I ain’t got the book?”

      “Uh, yeah, why?” he asked.

      I jerked my head back and he looked over my shoulder, his eyes falling on the book tucked against the woman’s chest, her dark eyes otherwise occupied by the screen of her phone which was in her other hand.

      “You know what it is?” he asked. “I can’t see it from here.”

      “That I do,” I said. “Love In Purgatory by Timber Philips.”

      “Thanks.” The guy clacked keys on the register’s keyboard, a few mouse clicks and done. He reached for my books and I shook my head.

      “Ring that up first on its own then I’ll pay for these.”

      “Right, okay. Whatever you say.”

      “Customer is always right,” I agreed and put some menace in my tone.

      I think the guy may have shit himself and that amused me.

      I handed over the cash for the book in the woman’s arms and got a receipt, paid for my purchase, let the guy bag the titles I’d picked, and took the bag from him.

      “Thanks,” I muttered and turned, walking up to the woman stopping in front of her, jerking my head at the dude behind her in line to go around and go ahead.

      “Hey!” She frowned at him as he went past, then looked up at me. She had to be five foot nine, maybe five ten easy, but that was nothing against my almost six foot seven.

      “Your book’s paid for,” I said, handing her the receipt. She took it and blinked at it like she didn’t understand while I plucked a pen out of the front inside pocket of my cut.

      “Why would you do that?” she asked.

      I plucked the book out of her arms and flipped it open to the front page and wrote my road name and number in it. I closed it, made a great show of putting my pen away and handed her the book back.

      “Figured my odds might be more improved buying you a book rather than a drink,” I said.

      Her mouth dropped open in a tiny ‘o’ of surprise and I would be lying if I said I didn’t picture that lush mouth of hers wrapped around my cock. I smiled at her, winked, and said, “Gimme a call,” before limping to the set of stairs leading to the doors out onto the street.

      I missed the Westwood Village Barnes & Noble. My usual go-to was the Tukwila location, but they hadn’t had the book I’d wanted. Downtown Seattle’s Pacific Place had, so here I was.

      Hopefully she’d get intrigued, call me, and it would make this my lucky day for having to go out of my way.
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      Bianca…

      I was crazy.

      I’d called the biker from the bookstore, admittedly intrigued, and now, here I was, seated in Caffe Ladro in Kirkland, waiting for him… to talk? To flirt? I didn’t know what.

      I’d called him. It’d taken me a couple of days, but I’d eventually picked up the phone and dialed and lo and behold, he’d picked up the phone. I still couldn’t fathom why I would call a man like him. Especially considering all he had written in my book was ‘Dump Truck – (206) 555-2122.’

      I mean, what the hell kind of a name was Dump Truck? Other than, you know, the sheer size of him.

      I had stared at the patch on his back as he had stood in front of me in line, out of place in the elegant downtown bookstore location. On the top had read ‘Sacred Hearts’, the middle a red human heart, veined in blue, wrapped in barbed wire, the valves of the heart morphing into what I supposed was supposed to be tailpipes. Beneath the grisly colorful patch was another curved patch that declared ‘W. Washington.’

      His long brown ponytail had interrupted it all, hanging just past the middle of his back in this strange black leather sheath, snaps all along its length holding it closed. I hadn’t wanted him to catch me staring so I’d buried myself in my phone, answering messages, committing to dinner with my father by the end of the week, although he was the last person I wished to see right now.

      Maybe that was why I was doing this. The fact my father had practically brokered me to the highest bidder to save his floundering real estate ventures. Marrying me off, quite literally, like chattel to a rich and admittedly handsome real estate mogul out of Las Vegas. I mean, at least he was my own age and wasn’t botoxed to within an inch of his life. Still, he wasn’t as authentic as the man who’d been in front of me only two days ago, who had bought me the latest book by my favorite author and who had flirted with me because… well, I didn’t know why. All I knew is that I couldn’t get his warm brown eyes out of my head. How he looked at me as though he could actually see me.

      The door to the coffee shop opened and the heavy tread of booted feet against the polished concrete floor brought my head snapping up. He scanned the room, deep dark eyes alighting on where I slowly stood from my seat by the window. He waved me down with one hand and went to the counter, ordering a drink for himself in that deep bass voice of his. The timbre of it somehow soothing.

      He paid in cash, and I caught a glimpse of a great wad of green in his wallet. I wondered about that – although not too hard. I’d learned a long time ago that you didn’t want to think about or wonder too loudly about that kind of thing. It just wasn’t something you did. You could find yourself in entirely too much trouble if you weren’t careful. Another bitter lesson learned at my father’s knee.

      I took a sip of my latté and its velvety foam and waited for this bearded, and admittedly sexy, hulk of a biker to join me at my little table.

      “When you said to choose where to meet, I half expected you to say ‘not Kirkland’ when I said here,” I told him.

      He set his coffee down and hooked the chair behind him with a boot, pulling it forward up under him as he sat. It was actually kind of impressive considering he hadn’t taken those deep dark eyes off of me. His lips curved into a smile, hidden in his dark beard and he considered me.

      “Why’d you pick it then?” he asked and I felt myself pale.

      Good going, Bianca. Now you have to admit to living or working near here.

      “Seemed like a good idea at the time,” I said, letting out a slow breath.

      “If you’re trying to catch me off guard or whatever, it won’t work,” he said, raising his coffee to his lips and taking a sip. “Been judged my whole damn life, coming someplace where the judgy rich folks like to hang ain’t gonna bother me none. Sure is going to draw a lot of attention to you, though. Although, I have to guess that maybe that was what you were going for.” His chin came up slightly as he fixed me with those deep brown eyes of his, calculations of social projections and trajectories sliding behind them.

      “Then again, maybe not. Maybe I’m judging a book by its cover here… because now I’m not so sure. In fact, by the look on your face, I’m pretty sure you didn’t tell anybody you know you were meeting a Sacred Heart. How am I doing?”

      “Um…” I didn’t know what to say. I mean, he was right about a lot of it. I kind of was one of those judgy rich people – at least my father was, and at twenty-six, I hadn’t exactly rushed to find my own way out from under his roof or anything. I was pretty much the epitome of a spoiled little rich girl, so…

      I sighed, reminding myself, and that is exactly why you’re in this mess with father and Guy.

      My thoughts were disrupted by Dump Truck, since I didn’t know what else to call him, when he chuckled and shook his head.

      “It’s all right. Not the first time I was called for a thrill ride,” he said.

      “I’m sorry?” I blinked and sat back, taken aback.

      “It’s okay,” he soothed. “You ain’t gotta pretend. All you gotta decide is bike or dick and let me know.”

      He sat back too and hooked his thumbs in his belt loops, staring at me openly, waiting me out. I took it partially as a challenge, but there was something else there. I mean, his eyes, they hadn’t left mine, even though my cleavage was out, somewhat on display.

      I’d run here, and so I was in my athletic gear which consisted of skintight leggings, a sports bra that showed off the girls, under a skintight jacket, zipped halfway up.

      “Your name isn’t really Dump Truck, is it?” I asked, attempting to change the subject although his proposition was still turning in my mind’s eye. Why else did you call him, B.?

      “That’s what people call me, if you don’t like it you can always go with D.T. Everybody else does.”

      “They shortened your nickname? I mean, they gave you the nickname Dump Truck and then decided that it needed to be shortened too?”

      He laughed and it was a good sound, rich like dark chocolate, coating the senses and sending a shiver through me. I would be absolutely lying if I said the way he looked at me didn’t appeal. The way he ran his tongue over his bottom lip and that same lip between his teeth was seriously enticing.

      What is wrong with me? I wondered, but even as I did, I knew the answer. I was about to be married to a man I didn’t know – an arranged marriage – and I didn’t know if he would be any good… Dump Truck sure as hell looked like he knew exactly what he was doing and like he had several things in mind that he wanted to do with me.

      I’d never, not once defied my father. I had never taken that walk on the wild side and I wasn’t likely going to get the chance once this marriage business transaction thing went through so…

      I swallowed hard and took a breath to try and talk some more when he asked me, “Did you like it?”

      “Like what?” I asked, a little derailed. He seemed like he was really good at that – keeping me off center. I hadn’t decided if I liked it or not.

      “The book.”

      “Love in Purgatory?” I asked.

      “Yeah.”

      “I did… thank you.”

      “Was one of my favorites of hers,” he commented dryly.

      I blinked in confusion again. “You read romance novels?”

      He laughed, low and deep, and I suppressed a shudder of delight at the sound.

      “Long story, but yeah.”

      I glanced him up and down and meeting his eyes said, “A little odd, given the packaging.”

      “Don’t make the same mistake I did,” he warned and winked at me.

      “What’s that?” I took another drink of my rapidly cooling latté and considered him coolly. Or at least what I hoped was coolly.

      “Judge a book by its cover,” he returned.

      We sat in silence, each silently considering the other, eyes roving and with a satisfied sigh after his next sip from his drink he said, “Dick it is, then,” and leaned forward. The pen reappeared from inside his vest pocket. “I’m not even going to ask your place or mine. I already know the answer.” He pulled the napkin I had by my drink closer and flipped it over, writing out something on the back. He slid it to me, capped his pen and took another drink of his coffee, his eyebrows raising as in your move.

      “When?” I asked, without looking.

      “Tonight. Be at my place or don’t, it’s up to you. I ain’t got any other plans.”

      “Staying in and reading?” I asked.

      “Something like that.”

      “And if I show up? What happens?”

      “Whatever you want, I’m not picky when it comes to the company of a beautiful woman.”

      “And after?”

      “Whatever you want that to be, too. I’m easy.”

      “Apparently so,” I murmured with a grin and he laughed, louder, more complete this time.

      “What if I’m married?” I asked, curious.

      “Not my problem,” he said, then after a moment of silence, “Are you?”

      “Not yet,” I said, deciding I should be completely honest.

      “Lucky guy,” he commented sardonically.

      “It’s more of a… business transaction, I guess you could call it.”

      “Sounds like a bad idea,” he answered.

      “For who?”

      “By the looks of it, for you. Again, ain’t none of that my business.”

      He stood up, favoring one leg as he had at the bookstore, and taking up his coffee said, “See you around, maybe.”

      “Yeah,” I agreed, faintly and belatedly adding a similarly faint, “Maybe.”

      He raked me over with a final keen-eyed glance and we both knew there was no maybe about it. As soon as he left the coffee house, the atmosphere lightened somehow. Like the very air I breathed thinned back out, and it was less of a struggle to drag it into my lungs.

      Dump Truck was a very intense man.

      I slid the napkin toward me as soon as he was out of sight and sure enough, it was an address.

      I checked the time. I had just enough to finish my coffee, go home and change, and to fight my way through traffic.

      I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of not showing up. I didn’t want him to think I was afraid. It was suddenly like if I could do this? I could do anything… including marry Guy Evans.

      I went home, selected a very nice bra and panty set, a particular favorite garter belt and some lace-topped nude stockings.

      I wasn’t a virgin, though the set I’d selected was white. Still, Dump Truck looked more than a little experienced and I was certain, that by far, I would be downright virginal by comparison so the white was fitting.

      I picked out a pair of nude patent leather heels out of my shoe closet and a camel coat that belted at the waist. The closest thing that I had to a trench coat or raincoat.

      Am I really going to do this? I wondered, staring down at the items laid out on my bed.

      I couldn’t stop thinking about those piercing dark eyes, of how they seemed to see right through me. How they seemed to see me, and I wanted that. At least once. To be with someone that saw me and not what being with me could do for them.

      I took a deep breath, held it, and let it out slow.

      I was going to do this.

      I showered, carefully shaving everything. When I got out, I moisturized with my favorite lotion, dried my hair and straightened it before I carefully did my makeup. I kept it light and natural the way I liked to do it and dressed in the lingerie set carefully.

      I felt sexy, cool, and confident when I stepped out of my townhome’s door and locked up. I had a condom in my coat pocket, my license and a credit card just in case, and the napkin wrapped around it all. In my other pocket I had my phone and my keys. I went down to my car, a sleek silver BMW, and got in, putting my phone in the cradle and bringing up the navigation screen to put in his address.

      He lived in Burien, around thirty-eight minutes away without traffic, but the traffic was stretching that drive to fifty-seven minutes or more via 405.

      “Just more time to talk yourself out of this crazy idea,” I muttered to myself as I pushed the button to start the ignition.

      The car purred to life, and I backed out of my space, heading for the freeway.

      Traffic was hell, but I slid into a sort of road hypnosis. Calm, not really thinking about anything. Just stopping and going with the flow.

      I followed my GPS’s insistent directions, I-405 to Highway 518, Highway 518 to Highway 509, getting off on the 128th street exit. I turned left on 128th, right on First Ave, then finally a left on SW 117th.

      “The destination is on your left! Arrived!”

      I slowed and turned on my signal at the sign on the street corner for the Arbor Heights Apartments. It was a light off-white, the letters in a muted sea blue. The building was likewise painted in the same color scheme. An off-white with the same blue for the trim, doors, and railings. I immediately knew which covered space was his.

      It was the one with the motorcycle, carefully parked deep and against the back wall in anticipation of my car parking in the spot with it.

      Wow, Bianca, he really does have you pegged.

      There was something exciting, arousing about his arrogance. The man had bad boy etched in every line of his being, and that was pretty much why I was here, right? To let him do bad things to me.

      I pressed my thighs together, locked my phone in the center console along with my license and debit card, and taking just the condom, my keys and the napkin with me, I exited my car.

      Raising my hood, self-conscious of the type of neighborhood I was in – which wasn’t the most reputable – I found the entrance to the building and went up, hesitating only briefly outside his door.

      With one last cleansing breath, I raised my hand to knock. I immediately plunged my hands into my pockets and waited, hoping their shaking would remain hidden. I heard his voice through the heavy door and my spine tingled with anticipation that I barely could hold in check.

      He opened the wooden slab and stared down at me for a moment, and I loved how tall he was. How he made me feel small even though I was almost five foot ten. Turning to the side, he let me slip past, shutting and locking the door behind us.

      I swallowed hard before he turned to rake me with that wild gaze of his. I almost didn’t register that he was shirtless with the intensity of the look he gave me.

      “Am I going to find out what’s under the coat?” he asked.

      Wordlessly, I pulled the sash and unbuttoned the jacket, letting it fall open.

      “Now that’s what I’m talking about,” he muttered, reaching for me and I for him. He kissed me fiercely and it felt so good, his skin against mine, all that hard muscle pressed against my softer curves as he gripped my ass through the lace of my panties beneath the hem of my coat.

      “Come this way.” He growled the command and I would follow him wherever he would have me go as long as he kept touching me. His touch was unique. Something else. Somewhere between commanding and fierce, yet at the same time gentle and considerate. He led me straight to his bedroom, a king-sized bed for a king-sized man waiting within.

      “Kick those off,” he demanded and I did as he asked, slipping my feet out of the killer heels and losing several more inches in the bargain. I felt positively petite next to D.T. and that was a feat in and of itself.

      Suddenly it occurred to me, “Don’t you want to know my name?”

      “Maybe later, right now I just want that mouth on mine.”

      He bowed his head, hair shrouding our kiss, making this a hundred times more intimate, and I kissed him with every begging ounce of need I had, desperately begging him to make me feel good, wordlessly, soundlessly.

      I pushed my hands into his hair, which was slightly coarse where the strands tucked into the slight webs between my fingers. He helped himself once more to twin handfuls of my ass and we kissed, the passion ramping into an inferno that threatened to devour any shred of common sense we had left.

      I drifted my hands down the front of his body and undid his belt, liberating the button from its denim prison, lowering his fly.

      Holy shit, he was huge. I mean, his length was impressive, but that wasn’t what I meant by huge. What I meant was, I couldn’t get my fingers all the way around him. They wouldn’t meet and I suddenly had my first doubt…

      “What’s wrong?” he whispered, pulling back from the intense kiss we shared.

      “I don’t think the condom I brought is going to be big enough,” I whispered breathlessly.

      He chuckled, sultry, dark, and deep. The sound made me close my eyes, made me wish I were nude. The type of sound that felt like sable soft fur against the inside of your skull. Erotic, sensual, making me crave more of him.

      “I got you. I special order ‘em. Bedside table.” I glanced over and sure enough, there were several round, white and black foil packets on the nightstand.

      I let my overcoat slip from my shoulders and down my arms, the warmth it provided leaving, the cool air of the room caressing my exposed skin, his eyes replacing the heat that was stolen by the fabric’s departure, replacing it and surpassing it by tenfold.

      “Fuck yes,” he whispered, taking me in, his hands gentle against my stomach in a light caress. He wrapped around my sides, pulling me close, his cock like a branding iron against my stomach where it peeked through the parted denim of his jeans.

      I hooked fingers in his waistband and thrust the stiff material down, and he chuckled again, lightly, pleased by my eagerness, backing up to the bed, sitting down when the jeans were clear of his ass and letting me pull them off the rest of the way to drop them to the floor.

      “Take a step back,” he ordered and I did.

      “Touch yourself,” he purred and I did – cupping my breasts, squeezing and massaging them. Raising my chin, looking at him, looking at me, and God it was so hot, the heat in his gaze, the way his eyes were rapt upon me, traveling over my breasts, over my stomach, following my hands as I slid them against my skin.

      My panties were soaked, and he just half sat, half lay there watching me, cock straining, throbbing slightly with what I imagined was every heartbeat.

      “God, woman. You’re so fucking beautiful.”

      I slipped my panties off, sweeping them down my legs, my clit throbbing, begging for attention. The hungry look in his eyes edging me toward him, urging me closer, within reach.

      He reached over and slid one of the condoms off the table, eyes still fixed to mine, tearing it open with his teeth, his eyes twin burning coals in his face, hypnotizing, transfixing me, as he worked the condom down his length.

      I moved on him, stepping forward, light on my feet, putting a sultry little sway in my hips as I put my nails against his thighs and scraped up the tops of his legs lightly scratching, a different sensation, meant to tantalize and by the sound of his groan, succeeding at the endeavor.

      I put one knee to the bed beside his hip and his big hands engulfed my hips to aid me so I could get the other up there as well. I didn’t come quietly, backing off so I could lick a wet line along the length of his dick from root to tip, the chemical taste of latex unpleasant but tolerable, soon to be erased by the taste of his mouth. I kissed my way along his stomach, over the crisp smattering of hair on his chest, until I could dip my tongue past his lips.

      His hands gravitated from my hips to my back, massaging me, encouraging me, as I slid my sex over his wrapped length, dry humping him, lubing him up slightly, still wondering how I would take someone so long, so wide, inside me.

      He was certainly and easily the biggest man I had ever been with and daunting in more ways than just how was I going to fuck his cock?

      “Take it slow, baby. One inch at a time if you have to,” he whispered in my ear, his hand wrapped in the back of my hair, holding my body down against his.

      “Help me,” I whispered back, and he reached between us, his big hand holding himself out from his body at a better angle for me to take him at.

      I felt him at my opening and gasped as I sat back slowly, the head of his cock penetrating my grasping pussy. I lowered myself onto him by the first few inches, panting slightly as the width of his cock began to flare out, desperate to take more of him but doing it slowly, so slowly… I wanted this to be good. I wanted to take him all, and if I did things too quickly, if I didn’t give myself enough time to stretch and become acclimated, it wouldn’t be nearly as good as it could be.

      “Oh, yeah, that’s it, baby. So good, take that dick,” he murmured passionately, his breath hot against my ear, sliding down my neck in a tingling rush.

      I worked him inside further, and soon, my ass met the tops of his thighs and he was fully seated.

      Fuck, that was good. So good. I felt myself throb and pulse around him, my pussy spasming in ecstasy, a gentle thing; a warm up, a preview of what could come.

      It only grew in intensity the more he murmured encouragement in my ear, the praise sweet and dirty at the same time. My pussy throbbed and fluttered against him and I went limp, giving myself over in surrender to the sensation. God, fuck, that was the sweetest and gentlest orgasm I’d ever had and I wanted more.

      “Take your time, baby. That’s it. Fuck yeah.”

      I pushed up off his chest and seated myself more firmly on his cock and his mouth worked. Open and closed, his cock throbbing once inside me as I simply sat astride him. Him so deep, as far as he could go, the both of us staring at one another, equally as deeply in the eyes, each of us simply feeling the other in the most intimate of ways possible.

      I rode him, slow, sensual, and I watched nameless emotions play out over his face as I did it. Whatever they were, they ran deep, moving him as much as the sight of it moved me… my soul crying out, begging me to see more.

      “Tell me,” he growled, but before he finished, he took one of my nipples into his mouth, working it with lips, tongue, and teeth.

      Tell you what? Oh, God! I would tell you anything, my mind cried but my voice wouldn’t couldn’t form words.

      “Tell me your name!” he gasped, releasing my breast from his mouth.

      I pushed up and looked into his eyes, into the bottom of his soul and answered him, “Bianca.”

      “Bianca…” He rolled my name like candy on his tongue and lifted his hips ever so slightly to meet my downward motion.

      I threw back my head and cried out, and his hands gripped my hips mercilessly as he drove up into me again with a determined grunt.

      “Scream for me, Bianca,” he ordered and drove up into me again.

      I gasped, my voice betraying me, slipping from my lips in a feral surprised cry that was half begging, half surrender.

      “Come for me, Bianca. Come for me and scream,” he urged and slipped his thumb against my clit and I would do anything, everything he asked just to feel the flood of what came next.

      I howled my pleasure to the heavens even though he quickly dragged me into the burning pits of hell. The sensation like burning, crawling over my skin, the orgasm brutally efficient, lighting me ablaze, cooling ripples dousing those flames as quickly as they could ignite. It was intense, a complete lack of control as I shuddered and shook, all the while he held onto me, crushing me to his chest, whispering sweet nothings, voice soothing as I came completely apart.

      That voice, that soothing voice, stitching me back together as quickly as I came undone.

      “That’s it, that’s a girl. I got you… I’ve got you, now.”

      And I wish you never had to let me go…
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      Nine Months Later

      Dump Truck…

      I happened to be laying on my couch, doing a re-read of Love In Purgatory when the light knock fell at my door. I raised my head up off the arm of the couch and set the book aside on my worn out coffee table I found out on the curb one day.

      I didn’t think she had it in her. Looked like I was wrong.

      I heaved myself up, coughed and called out, “Gimme just a minute here!” to let her know I was coming. My leg didn’t always want to cooperate in the transition from sitting to standing and hurt like an SOB the first couple of steps.

      I’d come by my broken wings honestly, and I’d have them forever.

      When I opened the door, she was on the other side in a pair of those sexy ass heels and a tan raincoat that hit her at mid-thigh, the hood up, covering all that luxurious straight ebony hair. I turned sideways to let her pass and she slipped into my place, lowering her hood.

      I shut the door and threw the lock and turned as she turned around to face me.

      “Am I going to find out what’s under the coat?” I asked.

      Wordlessly, boldly, she untied the sash and unbuttoned the jacket, revealing a real nice lingerie set.

      “Now that’s what I’m talking about,” I muttered, pulling her into me with an arm around her waist.

      She tipped her face up to mine and I kissed her, the feeling of her hands on my face, pulling me to her rather than pushing me away, heating my blood. I was already shirtless, my jeans suddenly constraining and way too tight in the crotch region.

      “Come this way,” I growled against her mouth and hands to her hips, guided her past the dining area and kitchen, past the bathroom and linen closet doors and into my bedroom. Her chest heaved, tits practically busting out of the white lace straining to contain them, her light tan, patent leather heels muffled by the crummy carpet of my shitty apartment, but that was okay. She’d have them off in a second.

      “Kick those off,” I demanded and she did as she was told.

      “Don’t you want to know my name?” she asked.

      “Maybe later,” I told her. “Right now I just want that mouth on mine.”

      She twined her fingers in my loose hair this time and I helped myself to twin handfuls of the globes of her ass, pulling her tight up against my body. She moaned and it was a sweet sound.

      I didn’t get a chance to go for my belt. She was already there, sliding it through its buckle, releasing the little metal tongue out of the hole that held it closed. She had my button and fly open before I could blink and goddamn did her hand feel good wrapped around my shaft.

      “Mm,” the first slight sound of protest. I pulled back, her lips swollen from my kiss, and petted the side of her face, stroking over the soft skin and asking. “What’s wrong?”

      “I don’t think the condom I brought is going to be big enough,” she said breathlessly.

      I chuckled. “I got you, I special order ‘em. Bedside table.”

      She let me go just long enough to let her jacket slip off her shoulders and down her arms to land discarded with her shoes somewhere behind her.

      “Fuck yes.” I was vaguely aware I whispered it as I took her long, lean, yet still curvaceous body in. A body made for sin. A woman ready to sin with me. Jesus, fuck, she was hot. So beautiful… I pulled her right up against me, torn as to whether I wanted to just look at her or feel her and desperate for both at the same time. She kissed me like she’d been made for me, my dick standing at attention, weeping pre-cum at the sight of her, twitching at the feel of her soft skin pressed against it.

      She boldly hooked fingers into the waistband at my hips and thrust the thick material down. I chuckled at her eagerness, backing up to the bed; sitting down when the jeans were clear of my ass. I leaned back, letting her pull them off the rest of the way to drop them to the floor.

      “Take a step back,” I ordered and she did as she was told. So sexy, so obedient, it made me that much harder. So hard it hurt.

      “Touch yourself,” I growled and she did, cupping and squeezing her tits together through the lace cups of her bra.

      She looked down at me, but not down on me, her hands sliding against her flesh, her nipples stiff peaks beneath the lace, areola’s barely peeking through the gaps, slightly duskier than the surrounding skin. Her manicured hands sliding over her flat, toned stomach, fingertips dipping so slightly into the waistband of her lace panties, which were visibly soaked from here.

      “God, woman. You’re so fucking beautiful,” I groaned and she slipped her panties off over her stockings and garter, letting them fall to the floor. Her pussy shaved smooth except for a tantalizing landing strip, dark, perfect, slightly curling at the top of her sex.

      I liked that. I didn’t dig clean shaven women. It made me feel like a fucking pedo. I liked fucking women, I didn’t dig little girls.

      I grabbed a condom off the table, working it open with my teeth, rolling it down my cock, edging myself, gripping and stroking my dick as she slipped closer as if she were a cat and I held a particularly tasty treat that she wanted – no – needed.

      She stalked toward me, a sexy sway in her hips, placing her hands against my knees, curling her fingers under, dragging the tops of her nails against the tops of my thighs as she drew closer, closer, her mouth hovering over me, her breath tantalizing, her long straight hair sweeping over my skin, trailing her tongue against the underside of my cock. Fuck, her eyes locked on mine, the heat of that little pink tongue through the fucking latex almost too much as she kissed my stomach, a trail of sensation up my chest.

      Her mouth met mine as she put first one knee to the bed, on the outside of my thigh. I put my hands on her hips to help hold her steady as she clambered up on the bed on the other side and I lay back, letting her have the control.

      I was a big dude with a bigger dick and I wanted this to be good for her, so I was perfectly happy to take things at her pace.

      She kissed me, and I threaded a big wad of that silken hair between my fingers, gripping it, holding her body close to mine.

      “Take it slow, baby. One inch at a time if you have to,” I murmured in her ear and she gasped.

      “Help me,” she replied breathily, and I delved my free hand down between our bodies, shoving my dick down at the root so it was out from my body and at a better angle for her to take me, to ride me, to fuck me at her leisure.

      She moaned and slid her pussy against me a few more times before trying just the tip, groaning and gasping as it parted her pussy lips and plunged inside her waiting wet heat by just the first couple of inches. I just got wider from there, and she would need to work me in slowly.

      “Oh, yeah, that’s it, baby. So good, take that dick,” I encouraged as she slowly inched her way down. She felt so good. Hot, slick, so slick, it was like being wrapped in satin. Hot, pulsating, satin, the grip of her cunt gentle and slight, edging me so carefully I dare not breathe or I’d come like some sloppy fuckin’ teenager.

      No way was I going to come first. She needed to get off at least twice before I came once. It was a personal rule.

      She paused, panting, her breath hot and sexy against my neck and shoulder and I let her rest a moment as I felt her flutter, gripping and releasing me in a light irregular pattern that left me smiling both on the inside and the outside.

      That’s one. I thought to myself. Second one, I wanna hear her scream.

      She rose up, arching back slightly, taking me in as far as I could go and I gasped. I said something, I can’t remember what, as I was way too fucking busy trying to tear myself back from the brink.

      Looking up at her while she looked down at me, her possessing all the power in that moment, me happy to serve it up on a silver fucking platter, my hands massaging the tops of her thighs as we both dragged ourselves back, getting our shit together so she could move.

      And fuck, did she move.

      She rode me, slow, sensual, and I felt it. Deep, like nothing I’d ever felt before, and I didn’t even know her name.

      “Tell me,” I grunted, and she leaned forward. I pulled the cups of her bra down, freeing her tits, watching them bounce, dipping my head and capturing one of the stiff peaks with my mouth. She cried out, pussy tightening around me as I suckled at her tit, hands massaging her hips as she rolled them, the friction against my dick something I would die for.

      “Tell me your name!” I demanded, her nipple popping free of the hold I had on it with my lips.

      She pushed up, looking down at me with her lovely dark eyes.

      “Bianca,” she murmured…

      Bianca…

      It was a name that haunted me even now, months later as the shrill ring of my cell shattered the dream I’d had for a hundred nights and more since.

      I sat up sharply and groped for my phone in the pocket of my headboard, squinting in the dark light of morning at the unknown number on the screen.

      “Yeah? This better be good.” I growled into it by way of greeting.

      “Dump Truck?” The voice light, a feminine lilt, familiar but oh so far away, faint as the echo of my memory except when I dreamed.

      “Bianca, that you?”

      “You remember me…” The relief in those three words was palpable.

      “Yeah, yeah, baby, I’m here, what’s wrong?”

      “Uh, I’m in Vegas, I hate to ask… but can you come get me?” she said, voice trilling with fear, fragile, nearly broken.

      I sat up in bed and clicked on the light built into my headboard, grabbing for the pad and paper I kept there.

      “What’s the address?” I demanded tersely.

      She gave it to me, her voice going hushed, the fear mounting. I wrote it down and asked, “Can you hang on for a couple of days?”

      “I-I-I think s-s-s-o.” I could taste her tears over the line.

      “What happened?” I demanded and she gasped.

      “I have to go!”

      The line went dead silent, the tones sounded and the call had ended. I didn’t dare try to ring her back.

      I pushed myself up and looked at the clock on my phone, one-eighteen a.m. I frowned and shook my head sharply to clear it.

      Bianca…

      I hated that name for her. It was rich, preppy, and pretentious as shit. I didn’t know what was going on, but I knew it was time to change it.

      I got up and rubbed my face with both hands. I needed to go to the club. Maverick might still be there. I needed his permission to ride to the rescue. Might need to make him understand.

      I picked my phone back up and shot him a text.

      Where u at?

      Barring anything else to do until I got my answer, I heaved myself up and into a shower. I would have a long, hard ride ahead of me.

      An hour and a half later, I was packed, riding into Rat City and the club at the old boneyard on 15th SW. It was a front for the club, for the most part. A legal business, one of a few where we laundered some of the dirty money we got from running scripts down from the north. The club was actually across the street and up a quarter block from the motorcycle boneyard.

      It used to be a Vietnamese billiard hall, but when it got raided in a combination RICO/ICE bust, either they scooped up the players or deported their asses, and we’d taken over when the property had come up for sale.

      It’d taken some work to convert it, and there weren’t a lot of people too happy about it… at first. Then, for the locals, the neighborhood miraculously started to clean itself up. The usual gangbanging activity slowed and some stopped altogether – it took a while for the little fuckers to learn their place on the food chain and the Sacred Hearts? Well, let’s just say we were fat and happy.

      “D.T., what’s up, man?” Maverick, our president, asked as soon as I came in the back door. I turned sideways and slipped through his office door, shutting the door tight behind me.

      “I got a favor to ask,” I said.

      His eyebrows went up and he swept back his hair, which was getting a little long in the front, back off his forehead.

      “You, a favor? Must be big. What’s going on?”

      He leaned back in his desk chair and thrust his chin at the chair across from it. I grunted and lowered myself into it, straightening out my fucked-up leg as much as I could.

      “I got a call tonight. A call for help. I need to ride to Vegas and pick her up.”

      “Vegas?” he echoed, and color him surprised.

      “Yeah. I need a pin and your blessing. I ain’t heading out to cause trouble, brother. I’m just lookin’ to bring what’s rightfully mine, home.”

      He frowned.

      “You laying claim to this bitch? Oh, man… now I gotta know.”

      I could see the wheels in Mav’s brain just a grinding away. There was a reason he was barely thirty and our president. He was smart as fuck, a real maverick with any situation we found ourselves in – especially when it came to the pigs. Hence his road name and his position as our fearless leader.

      Hence, why I was here askin’ instead of just taking off.

      I respected Mav. We all did. I didn’t want to bring any heat down on our heads from just haring off on my own fucking program. There were rules to the outlaw life, looser and fewer than citizen life, but the consequences for fucking up the few that we had were a lot bigger than just going to jail or prison for a few years.

      I told him about Bianca, honest-like, as much as I could tell him. We’d only had the one night together. I’d woken up after some lazy post-fuck pillow talk and she had been gone. The only trace that she’d been, the open condom wrapper on my bedside table and the napkin from the coffee place I’d scribbled my address on.

      Mav considered me and leaned forward in his seat, propping his elbows on the edge of his desk and steepling his fingers in front of him.

      “Take Fenris with you,” he said and I bowed my head and shook it, my long ponytail in its leather sheath to keep it from tangling in the wind, dragging across my three-piece patch on my back.

      “No can do, man. This is something I need to do on my own, just me.”

      “I don’t like it,” he declared, but he reached into the top center drawer of his desk and brought out a big ass safety pin and tapped it against the underside of his fingers on the opposite hand.

      A single rider with one of them things pinned to his side meant he was just traveling solo through another club’s territory. That he wasn’t there to start shit with that club. I wasn’t intending to. This was my own business to handle and handle it, I would.

      “If there’s anything we can do from here, you fucking call us,” he said and tossed the pin closer to me, off the edge of the calendar blotter he had on the desktop.

      “Yes, sir, that I will do,” I agreed.

      “You got my blessing and support, but only because it sounds like you ain’t got nothing doing with the Sand Worms.” I chuckled.

      The Sand Snakes were an MC out of Vegas but they weren’t shit. I would be riding through their territory, though, and some niceties were in order since I would be riding solo.

      “Go on, git.” Maverick thrust his chin behind me toward the door. “I’ll make the necessary calls. Just get her and come back. We’ll go from there.”

      “I don’t know the situation,” I said getting up with a grunt. “I just know she’s scared and asked me to come get her.”

      “Like I said, you need us, you call us,” he said, raising his eyebrows and I nodded.

      “Thank you,” I said and he nodded again, picking up his cell.

      “Go on, now. I got some texts and calls to make.”

      I shot him a little salute, picked up the safety pin and left out, stopping just inside the back door to affix it to the side of my cut through the metal grommets the laces went through to either bring it in or let it out depending on how much size I lost or put on with any given time of year or situation.

      I was looking at least an eighteen hour ride and a bad case of monkey butt if I tried to take the majority of it at once. I would likely have to break it up into two days. Find my ass a cheap roadside motel and catch a few hours of sleep - and that was only going one direction. Getting down to her.

      I had no idea what to expect when I got down there, just that tremulous voice, fragile and somewhat broken over the line… “I hate to ask, but can you come get me?”

      I limped across 15th to the front of the boneyard where I’d backed my bike against the corrugated metal building next to Mav’s. It was off the street and safer for the bikes than parking around front of the club or on the street out back. It was also more secure parking them on the private property of the motorcycle wrecking yard because it was kept separate from the club and clubhouse on the books.

      Meaning if the pigs came to shake us down at the club, they legally couldn’t search the bikes without a separate search warrant for the boneyard’s property if Mav had his math right – which he usually did. Of course, with us all arrested, which could be likely, it wouldn’t stop ‘em from getting a warrant after the fact. Still, it was always nice to be a pain in the ass where we could be, throwing in extra steps.

      The one time we had been rounded up and tried on RICO, the whole thing had been thrown out on a technicality because their evidence had been attained illegally from searching our bikes which were outside the scope of the warrant. Gotta be specific. It’d blown up their whole case, and we’d been released from the King County Jail singing sayonara motherfuckers.

      That’d been a thing of beauty, but it’d also been a close fucking call and one we hadn’t wanted to repeat, so we’d definitely fine-tuned our operation to avoid making that mistake twice.

      I hit I-5 South for around a hundred and fifty miles. It was around a two-and-a-half-hour ride, to 205 South across the bridge into Oregon. From there, I hit I-84 East, cruising at a good clip until I hit a spate of surface streets, riding to get to US 26 E for another hundred miles or so. I wound through a big chunk of Oregon, this part of the ride a solid seven hours. I watched the sun come up, rode under its inexorable march across the sky, and kept riding as it dipped lower in the sky, heading for the horizon and sleep.

      I stopped then, finding a roadside motel in Burns, Oregon. I’d been riding a solid eight hours. I was cold. I was stiff, and I was damn sure fucking hungry, having not eaten all day. Hell, I’d only stopped to piss twice and only once had I put anything in me to drink and that was shitty rest stop coffee.

      I couldn’t abuse my body like that or I wasn’t going to be worth a shit when I got to her. Truth be told, I still wasn’t a hundred percent sure why I was even going to such lengths for a woman I didn’t know and had only boned once… which was a damn lie.

      Deep down inside, I knew. Connections like what we’d had that afternoon in my apartment only happened once in a lifetime. At thirty-six, I hadn’t thought I was gonna be alive to make my connection. Figuring I would have done some stupid shit that had me knocked off before I was forty.

      I pressed a hand to my aching thigh as I sat in a diner to feed my face and attempt to hydrate before I took my ass to bed.

      I let my mind drift to the feel of her body pressed against mine, her gentle fingertips gliding over the seam of the surgical scar along the outside of my leg, hidden by the hair, but there. The long, long, slice, perfect dots on either side raised where they’d stitched me up after implementing the hardware in there to hold badly mangled bones together.

      “What happened?” she’d whispered softly and had fallen silent, waiting for me to explain.

      I’d told her. I was riding out past Raymond, Washington – running late, headed to the club’s annual beach run. The highways out that way connected a bunch of forestry land owned by Weyerhaeuser, so there were usually a lot of logging trucks and dump trucks and the like that went along that way. The highways were usually one lane in either direction with passing zones dotted along the route. Sometimes, the highways widened to three or four lanes at a particularly steep hill to allow the big trucks with their heavy loads to switch to the outside to climb those bad boys.

      I was riding up one such segment, minding my own, passing one of those big ass dump trucks with the double trailers, the long arm between ‘em with the orange flashing light at the center to warn cages and keep ‘em from smacking into ‘em.

      A truck was coming down my way the opposite direction, a pickup, one with the dualies on the back set of wheels and I wasn’t thinkin’ shit about it when suddenly, this motherfucking dump truck driver just comes right on over into my lane.

      I didn’t have anywhere to go, and that long arm between trailers swept into me, busted my fuckin’ leg up bad. I don’t even know where my bike went. I went up over that damn thing, thrown like a fuckin’ rag doll and came down the other side of it.

      Next thing I knew, I woke up, busted up, coughin’ up blood and screamin’ as we were flyin’ on this rescue copter for the nearest trauma center.

      I spent months in the hospital. Broken leg in traction, reconstructive surgeries trying to save it. Busted ribs, internal bleeding, broken cheekbone, no road rash thanks to my cool gear. My bike was done. Ended up under the front end of the pickup coming the other way.

      I was lucky at the time. Had a good job. Good insurance, but I still ended up with a fuckton of medical bills. Never forgot the look on the guys’ faces when I woke up and was lucid. I’d had some broken bones in my face, a busted arm that hadn’t needed surgery… a hell of a concussion but my helmet had saved my fucking life.

      I’d earned my broken wings patch ten times over with that one crash alone and I’d lived but it’d sucked ass.

      She’d listened to me and it was only when a tear hit my chest, dripping off the end of her nose that I realized she’d wept for me.

      I didn’t know what I’d done to deserve her tears, but they’d touched me and touched me deep.

      I sighed and came back to the present. Wondering about her. Worrying about her, as I sucked down the last of my water in my glass and hated that I couldn’t just get back on the bike and ride some more. I needed rest. Badly. Or I wasn’t going to be fit enough to handle whatever the fuck was going on.

      I got up, wincing at the pull and the ache of tight muscles and limped my way to the front counter, settling up and heading back to the motel. I stopped to top off my tank so it was one less thing I would have to do tomorrow.

      I didn’t bother with a shower. The miles catching up to me. I just made sure my phone was plugged in and ready, fell into bed, and did a different kind of crash, but one that was just as hard.
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