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Dedication

“He slightly adjusts the Stetson he’s wearing, making his bicep flex and letting my smile brighten even more.”

To fluttering hearts, a bicep flex, and smiles...
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CHAPTER ONE
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– SPIRO –

“You’re in a hurry,” Weston remarks as he walks backward in the direction of the clubhouse while he keeps talking to me. “Please tell me you’re not going to stalk the farrier again.”

“Okay, then I won’t tell you.” I grin and lift my arms from my body in a “the devil may care” movement.

Because neither the devil nor I care what anyone says; I’m stalking the farrier either way.

Weston comes to a stop and is now stalking toward me. “It was funny to see you do it the first few times while she’s ignoring your ass, but you gotta cut it out. You know we can’t give her any shit. She’s been through enough and needs to be respected.”

A surge of anger rises and my fingers curl into fists. He doesn’t have to remind me. I’m very aware Seger, her father, was killed on our property. Seger was murdered by Randy, the father of Raney, Garrett’s old lady. She was kept under Randy’s thumb ever since she was born.

Hell, she didn’t even have a damn birth certificate or social security number; she basically didn’t exist. Well, according to Randy she did for the sole purpose to work her ass off for him. He made her sleep each night in a damn barn for fuck’s sake.

Garrett basically saved her but Randy thought he could steal her back and killed Seger for the sole purpose to get onto our property unnoticed by using his work van. Fucked-up situation where Seger was at the wrong place at the wrong time.

“I respect the hell out of her, it’s why I can’t keep away,” I snap at my Prez.

His eyes narrow and he crosses his arms in front of his chest while he’s sizing me up. “Are you telling me you’re interested in making a move? Because if it’s about stray pussy–”

“With all due respect, Prez. You’d do good to stop yappin’ right damn now,” I growl. “She’s old lady material, so don’t compare her with stray pussy.”

Weston drops his arms and is now standing across from me with his hands on his hips and demands, “Are you staking a claim?”

I rub the back of my neck. I know damn well what I’m feeling is real because I’ve been fighting my attraction toward her for a long damn time now. Though it’s for the same reasons he just mentioned why I’ve been stalking her instead of making advances.

I take a deep breath and eventually say, “I wanted to give her time. With her father’s death and her taking over the business, she’s had a lot to deal with.”

“It’s been a while, Spiro. The girl deserves some wooing if your intentions are coming from the right place.”

“Wooing?” I snort and shake my head.

“Pampering, make her feel good, sweep her off her cowboy boots.” Weston shrugs. “Just don’t hurt her. Though, I can tell you have the hots for her so consider this my final warning. One I know you will heed. I assume your intentions are genuine, but for fuck’s sake...cut out the stalker shit and be direct for a change.” Weston turns and heads for the clubhouse, stops and asks over his shoulder, “When did you say Ezra was coming?”

“Tomorrow. It’s why I asked for a few days off.”

Weston waves a hand in the air. “Yeah, yeah, I know. But you are filling in for Lottie tonight, right?”

“Yeah, yeah,” I echo in his own voice and it earns me the middle finger.

Chuckling, I head for the stables. I’ve called for Tristine to trim one of my horse’s hooves so I’m going to get my girl ready for her. I have a Leopard Appaloosa mare, eight years old called Binsa. She’s exactly like the meaning of her name; fearless. 

I have a few other horses but Binsa is the one I work with the most. She has the speed of the devil and the attitude along with it but I don’t mind. The ranch owned by the Iron Hot Blood–the motorcycle club I’m a part of–breeds both Longhorns and Quarter horses, among other livestock. 

And it’s the Longhorns who can get tricky sometimes when we move them from one pasture to the other with the help of horses. Well, we sometimes use our bikes to do it but I’d rather ride my horse when I’m herding livestock. I love this place, the hard work around the ranch, and the brotherhood we’ve formed over the years. 

Binsa and I are waiting outside the stable when the farrier’s van rides up. Tristine is behind the wheel but to my surprise there’s another woman sitting next to her. I’ve never seen this woman. She jumps out and takes a spin to glance at her surroundings.

To my surprise she’s wearing a leather cut with a patch on the back stating “Valorous Sally MC.” I narrow my eyes because why the hell would a woman be wearing a leather cut when there’s no “property of” stating along with it.

“Oh, would you look at that. A gorgeous horse and a gorgeous man.” The woman gives me a seductive smirk but I decide to completely ignore her and focus on the one I arranged for me to meet.

“Tristine, good to see you again.” I make sure to let a hint of huskiness taint my words and give her a warm smile.

The woman beside her snorts. Tristine shoots her an angry look. 

Tristine doesn’t even glance my way when she says, “You mentioned your horse needed a trim? This the one?” 

She walks closer and lets her hand slide over my horse’s neck. Damn. She is so stunning up close. Her long, curly, lilac hair is pulled back into two braids. She never wears make up. Honestly? She doesn’t have to with her sun-kissed skin, captivating cobalt eyes, and pouty lips.

Her gaze always holds warmth and she has this calmness surrounding her that always manages to pull me in, even if I’m stalking from a distance. She’s quirky, smart, enticing, career driven, and dedicated.

But another part of this woman I adore is her body. Sweet curves all over and her ass is utter perfection. It’s no wonder I’ve been stalking her when she comes here to work because this woman’s a farrier and most of her work is done leaning over. 

I push those thoughts to the background. I have to focus on the here and now and not on the future when I’m the one bending her over. Her hand slides over Binsa’s coat. The way we’re standing right now is as close as I’ve ever gotten in her presence. I swallow at the dryness in my throat. Dammit, bad time to be tongue-tied.

“Yeah, she’s the one,” I manage to push out in a husky tone.

Fuck. The way she’s looking at me like I’ve suddenly caught one hell of a sore throat causes my eyes to focus on my horse.

I clear my throat and mutter, “Binsa needs a trim. Need me to tie her up?”

The woman accompanying Tristine chuckles and steps between us. “All right, lover boy, let me save you from awkwardness since my cousin here is oblivious to the charm you’re laying on thick. I’ll be holding the horse.”

Tristine’s eyes widen and her cheeks turn red. Flustered she spins on her heel and rushes to the back of her van.

“Why the fuck did you do that?” I growl underneath my breath.

The woman takes the leading rope from my hands and lets her hand slide along the horse’s head.

“Funny how your voice is strong now that you’re not swooning by her appearance. So, what do you think I’m doing? I’m helping you, duh. Believe me, when it comes to my cousin you have to be direct otherwise it just flies right by her. I don’t know why. I think she just ignores or blocks shit, I guess. But male attention? I think she might be clueless when it comes to flirting and the husky charm. I have no clue how she gets laid. Maybe she’s still a virgin, would make sense.”

“Woman,” I growl.

“Oh, right, we haven’t met yet. I’m Hudsyn Wesselings,” the woman states.

“Spiro Menning,” I mutter and stalk toward Tristine to ask, “Need any help?”

She quickly shakes her head, the movement causing the two lilac braids to dance on her tits. What a sight. Dammit. I should back away and stalk at a distance like always; probably safer for the both of us. The words Hudsyn just mentioned come to mind along with my Prez’s remark how she deserves to be swept off her cowboy boots.

“When you’re done with Binsa and have some time, we could go for a ride. I have another horse so we could–”

She’s already letting those lilac braids dance again. “I have another client after this one.”

“Later today? I’m working at the bar tonight, you could swing by for a drink,” I suggest and give her a smile I know women appreciate.

Tristine is shaking her head but Hudsyn replies, “We’d love to meet at the bar. It’s a great solution since my VP is picking me up later tonight and she can swing by too.”

I’m now the one shaking my head but I am wearing a smile when I say, “It’s fucking weird to hear a girl mention her VP. I mean, I respect your leather cut, wearing a president’s patch...but fuck.” 

Hudsyn grins. “I probably should have asked permission first instead of just walking into another MC. Though, you gotta admit, a girl is underestimated most of the time. Not that it bothers me, it’s their loss when I knock their teeth out.”

“Jesus,” I mutter while she snorts.

“Uh huh, my daddy raised me well.” The grin she’s now sporting is a sinister one.

I’m about to focus my attention back to Tristine but the necklace Hudsyn is wearing catches my attention. Her last name along with the necklace and the name of the MC finally settles.

With a hint of shock and awe I ask, “You’re Nevil Wesselings’ daughter, aren’t you?”

I’ve heard about him and his MC. I mean, when a whole MC gets wiped out overnight it’s kinda hard not to let those words travel around.

Sadness overtakes her face. “Yeah.”

“Sorry about your loss.” She nods at the words I give her. “Fucking wrong what happened.”

She gives a curt nod. “Ain’t that the truth. I guess we were lucky, if you can call it luck, that me and my sisters were here to console Tristine instead of home or we would have had the same fate. Crazy how her father and mine, two brothers, were killed mere days from one another. At least she knows who murdered hers. My sisters, along with daughters of the other bikers who lost their lives, are still dealing with the backlash. But it’s also why we decided to take our father’s cuts and continue the MC.”

I had no idea Tristine’s connected to this MC by blood. With the shit that happened to her father, we kinda owe her. 

I glance at the clubhouse. “If you need any help, I can talk to my prez.”

One of her well-groomed eyebrows heads into the direction of the clear blue sky. “We might be girls but all our fathers were SEALs. We were brought up differently than any other ranch daughter out there. So, thanks for the offer, but we’ll manage.”

I give a tight nod and when I focus back on Tristine I notice she’s almost done. Dammit. So much for stalking her. At least I get to see her tonight if I can believe her cousin who accepted the invitation. But then again...I’ll be working, dammit.
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