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      River “Jinx” Schmidt has closed off her heart after Reaper’s betrayal. Returning to her hometown with her best friend and MC club hasn’t been the welcoming distraction she’d hoped for. The town holds too many painful memories of the parents she lost when she was a teen. Every day, she slides further and further into depression and her art, seeking solace in her own world when she can.

      Klay “Reaper” Ulrich regrets hurting Jinx and abandoning her the way he did. After turning his back on his career, he chases after the woman he loves. Reaper reenters her life without warning, determined to win her back. He’ll make her understand he had no other option. Both their lives depended on the choice he made the fateful day he lost her.

      Then an enemy from Reaper’s past surfaces in Alaska. All of the secrets and lies Reaper has told come back to haunt him. When Jinx is taken, Reaper will kill to get her back. But with time running out and Jinx left in the Wilds of Alaska, she’ll have to learn it’s not just physical strength but heart that she needs to save herself.

      Join E.M.’s Consent for Suspense to be kept up to date on all her new releases and appearances.

      https://bit.ly/EMConsentforSuspense
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      I pull up to the large warehouse and wait for the gate to open, then I input the code on my phone for the large bay door. My motorcycle rumbles between my legs, and I feel the grit covering my body. It vibrates off me in a cloud, like Pigpen from Charlie Brown. All I do is work. I barely eat or sleep.

      I’ve been pushing through to finish this case and close out what I can. I’ve arrested many of the men in the group, but I’m missing the money man—the leader and gunrunner. I’m sure I know who it is, but my superior keeps telling me it can’t be him. The new pain-in-my-ass bureaucrat who now oversees my unit says the guy is dead and gone. But my gut keeps telling me he’s out there. The death rumors are just that. Rumors. I need to get this all taken care of before I walk away from everything I’ve known and become whatever life has in store for me next. I don’t care as long as I’m with her. It’s been like this for months now. I’m bone-tired and everything aches. The worst is my heart, and I can’t make the pain stop. The ache in my heart is now dull compared to what it was eight months ago when one text message changed everything in my life.

      That text was an image of an arrest warrant for the woman I love. She was going to be arrested in connection with the disappearance of a man who was a known human trafficker and for interfering in legal proceedings. The charge wasn’t farfetched. My background check had shown that the missing man had a connection with another Devil’s Handmaiden. The DHMC is the group my girl rides with. My baby girl helped rescue her fellow MC member from him. Word is that the DHMC helps fight human trafficking, and the rider they saved was underage when they rescued her. She’s now become a part of the DHMC too. It was very possible my girl had something to do with it, but I wasn’t going to risk her life because some bureaucrat thought he could advance his career and force me to do what he wanted. The latter charge was trumped-up. All she did was answer my secure ATF phone. My new division chief has it out for me and my woman. I’ve done a lot to protect her. I’ve even made sure she’s taken care of in the event something happens to me. I’m not above bribery and coercion to protect the woman I love.

      I thought all I’d have to do was walk away for a short time and close the fucking case. But this case is never-ending case. No matter what I do, I’m thwarted at every turn. I’m fairly certain the bureaucrat who fucked up my life is on the take and preventing me from closing it. It has to be Division Chief Drawer because my handler, Anderson, has been with me since I first started. We didn’t have issues until this case and since Drawer came in. As for the gunrunner who Drawer insists is dead, Lucifer was a case I almost closed five years ago, but he somehow found out and disappeared and went underground. From some research I’ve been doing, I’ve found that’s when Drawer started working his way up the chain of command at ATF. He has links to several politicians in DC. He came over from Homeland Security and is now a division chief. I need to get someone to do a deeper dive into him. I know who, but I’m so pissed at him right now. If I see him, I’d strangle him for what he’s done to hurt my woman. Regardless of our relationship.

      I think about the first moment I saw River “Jinx” Schmidt and decided that my career could be fucked. I wanted her and I was going to have her. It didn’t matter that I was close to closing my biggest case. When the moment came, I tied her to me, and my only regret is walking away. Then one month ago everything changed when my sweet River moved away from Kentucky and back to her home in Alaska. I can’t watch over her and make sure she’s safe. I can’t watch her from afar. I can’t see her anymore. What if another man has started sniffing after her? What if she is able to get the divorce she’s been trying to get from me?

      I park my bike and know I’m not alone. I have an unwelcome guest. One, my dog, who I moved here instead of leaving at my place in Widow’s Creek, isn’t rushing down to meet me. And two, I see Titan’s bike sitting there. I sit on my bike for a moment longer as I try to control my anger. The fury doesn’t dissipate. It burns so bright in my chest. Because of him, getting River back is going to be much harder. He fucked me over, and I’m ready to knock out his teeth. Our relationship be damned.

      I swing off my bike and slip my helmet over my handlebars. I proceed to the stairs and take them two at a time up to my apartment. Fueled by rage, I push the door open hard enough to impale into the wall. Trigger runs for me but stops and backs off, knowing I’m not in the mood to say hello. I keep moving and don’t stop until I’m in Titan’s face.

      “You are a fucking idiot. You hurt my wife. Now, it’s going to be harder for me to fix our issues.” I pull back my arm and slam my fist into his face hard. His nose instantly crumples from the impact. He’s a couple of inches shorter than me but has a bit more bulk. “Why?” I grab his T-shirt under his cut and slam my fist into his face again, hitting him in the jaw this time. I guide his ass to the barstool so he doesn’t fall over, thus protecting him from getting hurt further. That’s what brothers do.

      “Fucker. I was helping you.” He rubs his jaw as he works it, opening and closing it over and over. He reaches up and wipes the blood from his nose. “You fucking broke my nose again.”

      I’m beyond angry. He set me up to look bad in front of Ginger, one of River’s friends. I dive for him, and we slam into the bar. Bottles rattle and fall, shattering on the floor around us.

      “Fuck, little brother, stop it,” he barks as he hits me back. It’s what I want and need. I fall back and feel blood drip down my chin. “Are you happy?” He holds up his fists, ready to hit me again.

      “No, I’m not happy.” I huff as I wiggle my fingers at him in a come get me gesture. “I want out. I need out. I have to go to her.” I move toward him, swinging again. He dodges and hits me in the ribs. I take the hit and roll with it, slugging him in the side of the head. His next words stop me.

      “Yes, you do.” He stands back with his hands up, waiting to see what I’ll do next. When I don’t move, he turns to pour us each a couple fingers of whiskey. I take the offered glass and throw it back in one shot. The burn of the alcohol and the pain of the hit don’t dull the ache in my heart.

      “Why?” I growl and clench my teeth.

      “Because she’s in danger. Phantom is out and dropped off the map. I’ve been searching for him, but he’s got someone helping him.” He points at his laptops over on the table. I see them both open and running software. I move over and see that he’s running facial recognition on Phantom. Phantom is a man who attacked my woman and her best friend, Scout. I already killed his brother to protect River, and I’ll kill him next if I have to.

      “They won’t let me out.”

      “You already quit. Your retirement papers and resignation letter will be sent Monday.” He shrugs as he comes to stand next to me. He’s shoving napkins up his nose to stop the bleeding.

      “Come here.” I walk over to the kitchen sink and turn on the water. Grabbing a dishcloth out of the drawer, I run it under the cold tap. He steps up to me, and I wipe his face and grip his nose tight as I move my hand, setting the bone. We learned to do this to each other years ago. When we were separated in foster care, we still fought with everyone else around us. Titan is almost four years older than me. He aged out of the system before I did, but he was always watching me.

      He’s the one I contacted after I got the text and had to walk away from River. He was able to get a unit into Snake’s house to get the women out of there who were being trafficked and pimped out. Titan made sure the women were cared for and sent back to their homes. River had wanted to get them out and struggled with the fact that we had to leave them at Snake’s plantation. That’s why I got Titan involved.

      “Thanks, brother.” He thumps my shoulder. “I can’t go with you because I need to run those checks you wanted me to do on Anderson and Drawer. I’ve also been running a check on Lucifer.” He pauses, and I know what he’s going to say. I start to protest, but he holds his hand up. “No, listen. There is nothing. If he’s out there, he’s changed his appearance drastically and has been lying low, but I agree that it was too convenient.”

      “Thanks. How long until I can leave?”

      “Two weeks. I’m pretty sure Phantom is already up there causing issues, but he knows to keep his face covered.”

      “How did he get out?”

      “He flipped.” Titan huffs and runs his hand through his long hair. He pulls it back, and I watch as he takes the tie from his wrist to put it into a man bun. “You better get a haircut and trim before you take off.” He laughs as he points at me. Trigger walks over and leans his big body into my leg.

      “I will.” I give Trigger a pat on his head then look up at Titan. He’s staring at me like he knows what I’m about to ask. “Is she okay?”

      His lips tip up slightly. “She started racing again, but she misses you. She’s been struggling.”

      He walks over to his laptops and opens another window on one of them. After a few clicks, he turns it toward me, and I watch a video feed of my girl. She’s in her painting gear in the main part of an auto shop. I watch her walk over to a door and press her ungloved finger to a pad then pull it open.

      “I need to log off,” Titan says as he slips between me and the laptop. He closes the window and then clicks on several other screens. “Whoever is running their security is good. I have to change my VPN regularly and can’t be on their cameras too long.”

      Titan taps away on his laptop, then another video screen pops up. This feed is from the outside of the auto shop. I see two other businesses in front of it.

      “Where is that?” I ask.

      “Ptarmigan Falls. There’s the shop and restoration business, a saloon, a diner, and then the clubhouse.” He points out each building.

      “Who runs it all?”

      “They do.” His words don’t really shock me because I ran backgrounds on all of the women mine associates with. Also, I needed to know as much as I could about Scout when my investigation started, before I fell for River.

      “Is there a place I’ll be able to stay close by? My woman is going to take some convincing before I can stay with her.” I thump him hard on the back.

      “Yeah, in Fairbanks. I think the Maiden’s clubhouse used to be a small hotel, but it’s been converted. Did you know Riddler’s father owned all that? Or that he was one of the founders?”

      “No. Anything on his murder?”

      “No. Also, just so you know, Riddler was attacked recently.”

      He pulls up the hospital report detailing what Scout went through. I don’t bother asking how he got access to her medical records because he wouldn’t tell me.

      “Did you know Riddler’s got a relationship with an Alaska State Trooper?” Titan raises an eyebrow.

      I chuckle at the irony that River is with me, an ATF agent, and her best friend, Scout—or Riddler, as she goes by her road name—is with a policeman. “Figures.”

      “I’ll get background on him for you before you take off.”

      “How long are you going to be here? Does Prez know you’re here?”

      Only our president with Drago Defiance MC knows that we are biological brothers. We don’t tell anyone. Not even ATF knows. Titan goes by his road name and not his birth name. His work is so top secret that not many know he even exists. He also cleared both of our records so no one can dig up our past. He’s so good at his job that even the agency he works for is afraid of what he can do.

      “You need to come with me,” I beg him. I feel like if I leave him here things could happen. When I was in the military, it was hard for us to be apart. We both worried about each other. Being raised the way we were with drug addicted parents, we’ve always been protective of each other.

      “I can’t. I have to keep our covers here. I need to make sure you aren’t followed.”

      “A, please.” I call him the nickname I gave him years ago before he changed to his road name. We always used our initials growing up because we were teased over our names. They were so different from the other kids’ names. Except now, I love when River calls me Klay. I love the breathy sound of her voice when she says it while I’m making love to her. I need to get her back. It’s the only thought I have. My purpose in life.

      “No, K. I have to do this. I’ll keep in contact.”

      He packs up his laptops and then walks out. I sit down and look at the picture on my phone that I took of River the last time I saw her. She’s curled up against my pillow with her naked back facing the camera. Her long curly hair is in disarray around her. I’d fucked her hard earlier that night. All of her sexy tattoos that line her back and body are on display for my eyes. I can’t wait until the day she’ll let me mark her skin with my machine. I flip to the next picture of her. It’s my favorite. Her, in the pure-white gown, the night I made her mine. Till death do us part.
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      I stand under the shower spray and let the water slide down my body. I look down and watch as the paint I got all over me runs down the drain. I took the day off from the shop and painted at the house today. I needed a release. The pain of everything is building up.

      I knew coming back here was going to hurt, but I never expected it to hurt this much. It probably doesn’t help that their house is still mine. It was supposed to be sold along with my father’s car, but Scout’s dad, Levi, had bought both of them thinking I would want them someday. He was kind of right. I do miss them, and having these things brings them back to me, but the pain is almost too much at times.

      There are some days I’m glad I have more of them than the wedding rings I wear on a necklace every day. My parents' clothes aren’t there, but pictures, knickknacks they collected from their travels, and my father’s military memorabilia are on display throughout the house. The house is similar in design to the shop that Scout, my best friend, owns and I work out of. The main floor is a huge garage with a large three-bedroom house sitting above. I don’t go upstairs very often, but I currently have the garage full of all my artwork. I’ve been painting like crazy since last October. Since he left me broken more than I was when my parents died.

      After Klay married me and then left me, I purged all the pain from our breakup into my artwork. I finished reading the diary I got in Fords Ferry regarding the brooch I found. I’ve used it for inspiration in all of my latest work. The brooch is the main focal point as well as the Druid priestess in most of the pieces. What Vixen saw before was minor compared to what I have now.

      It was a shock to find my father’s car here in what is now Scout’s shop. The car I had wanted sold because the pain was too much. It was the first vehicle I ever painted and holds so many more memories of working with my father on it. I’m glad Levi didn’t sell it like I’d requested, but it still hurts to see it. I haven’t driven it at all. It’s been in the garage since I moved back here in May. Scout keeps asking me if she can pull it out and check the engine.

      My heart aches every day for Klay. I still don’t know why he left me alone, but one day I’ll find out, and I’ll make him pay for the pain he’s caused me. I gave him my heart and he lied to me. I only asked that he never leave me. But the first chance he got, he walked away from me. He didn’t do it while I watched either. No, he left me while I was sleeping.

      I don’t go to many club parties usually, but our president and my best friend, Riddler, wants me to be there for this one. It’s our first casual major club interaction with other MC clubs. I go to her saloon that’s adjacent to our shop and the clubhouse, but I don’t hook up with men. I act like I’m having fun and moving on, but I can’t. Klay, Reaper, is the only man who has ever made me feel the way he did. He knew what I needed in bed and out. He told me he’d protect me and always be there for me, but he’s gone now, proving that everyone leaves me. That I’m destined to be alone.
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