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      Less than a year ago, Fiona Strong was a genius. Since then… she’d married, gotten pregnant, lost her father, taken over the Screaming Demons motorcycle club and its various enterprises and empire, and lost every damned brain cell she’d ever owned. All because of her husband, Grier Owen.

      Her office—once her father’s—was frilly and girlie and white and Hamilton couldn’t have looked more out of place. She slammed the folder closed and stared at him as he sat across the desk in a chair too small and fragile for a man his size. “Are you sure?”

      He nodded. His short hair catching the light thanks to the gel he loved so much and his face grim, normal, but grim. “Yeah. Dave was FBI. His wife isn’t even his wife. She’s an agent too and the kids… maybe junior agents?” It was as close to a smile as Fiona had ever seen from him. Hamilton, her best friend, knew everything about her, and she knew everything about him. From his clenched fists and burning eyes, the only thing keeping him in his chair and rather than finding Grier and committing a murder, was her, their friendship and his respect for the fact killing Grier would take an order from her. Normally Hamilton was more the kind of guy who believed it was easier to ask forgiveness than permission. Thank God there was nothing normal about this.

      Well, fuck. “Dave’s gone now, so I suppose we need to thank whoever rid us of that particular problem.” Although, no telling how much intel he’d fed all his agent friends, how much he knew about the whole operation. “Who are we thanking, Ham?”

      She’d put him on this as soon as she saw the picture of Grier handing a mysterious envelope to Dave, even before she’d gone to Ralph’s to verify the authenticity of the picture. And while it broke her heart to do it, Grier had left her no choice. Wouldn’t tell her anything.

      “I don’t know yet.” His tone said he had an opinion he just wasn’t sharing with her. And that was very much not like him at all. If he knew for sure, though, he would have led with it.

      Fiona stared at Hamilton, his short military haircut, his stormy gray eyes, the build that would have scared any sensible man. Her best friend. “Do you trust Grier?”

      His blank expression gave away nothing. “If you trust him, I trust him.”

      She needed his truth right now, not the auto-agreement he’d always given Max. “That isn’t what I mean. Do you trust Grier?” His silence spoke volumes, and the ticking clock on the bookshelf in the corner counted the seconds she waited for an answer that wasn’t coming. “Never mind.”

      There were a thousand reasons that she shouldn’t trust Grier, shouldn’t even want to, but to believe he’d gone to the FBI, to consider it, hurt. Physically.

      “Fiona, what do you want to do?” Hamilton’s stare burned into her, as if he was trying to see inside her mind, her empty, without a clue how to fix this mind.

      She picked up the second folder. “This is all the PI could find?”

      “Just some background history, a couple of pictures from social media. Not even a birth certificate.” He shrugged as if the past didn’t matter near as much as the present they were dealing with right now.

      “I saw his birth certificate the day we got married.”

      “Could have been a fake.”

      Fiona hadn’t considered that. If Grier was FBI, they could have faked his documents. She opened the folder in her hand. For containing information so important to the club, it weighed nothing.

      She read the summary page. “Nothing here.” She skimmed a few paragraphs down then looked away from the page and out the window. The sun was bright even through the sheer window shade. The whir of the fan overhead drowned out birds she knew would be chirping. And she was tired. So damned tired of all of this. “Hamilton, he was sixteen when he came here and he’s been with us ever since except when he left with Kye. No way would he have gone to the feds.” He might not have loved Max, but he respected him, had his hands in enough of Max’s business that he would be counted equally as guilty. She tried to think of specific laws he’d broken, things that, if he was some undercover whatever, would end that particular career. Damned if she’d ever seen him get his hands dirty, though until he’d gone, she’d been shielded from the dark side of the business. “Do you remember when Grier showed up here?”

      “It was a dark and stormy night…” Grier spoke from the doorway, and Fiona spun her chair to look at him.

      Woah. All in black, from his leather jacket to his jeans and t-shirt, Grier was beautiful. Tan and beautiful. Tall, tan, and… oh, enough already. He could have worn a brown paper bag and been striking. Of course, that wouldn’t save him—even she wouldn’t be able to save him—if he was a rat or a plant from the FBI.

      He pushed off the wall and strode in to plunk down in the chair next to Hamilton. “Rent.” The brown paper envelope landed on her desk and the flap spilled open. A few twenties slid toward the edge.

      Hamilton stood. “I’ll be in the garage if you need me.” He leaned down and dropped a hand to Grier’s shoulder. “She better not need me.” He gave a squeeze that inspired a wince from Grier before he walked out. It was going to take a while before Hamilton got into the forgive and forget portion of the program with Grier. Especially in light of this new information.

      “Grier…” She needed a plan. Something better than the friends close, enemies closer thing her father employed. If Grier was FBI or was hiding some other deep dark secret, she didn’t have time to flush it out of him. She needed to know now. “Do you want to come for dinner tonight?”

      This invitation had nothing to do with how much the pathetic parts of her missed him. She didn’t give two damns about them. This was about protecting the club, its business, and all the men who’d been loyal to her father.

      His eyebrows lifted and he smiled. “Yeah.”

      He held her gaze until she had to look away, couldn’t stand looking anymore. “Nothing special, just… dinner.”

      “I won’t pack a toothbrush.”

      Enemies closer. “I might have a spare if you need it.” And whether or not it was a result of pregnancy hormones or the man himself, a part of her hoped he would need it.
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      Dinner with Fiona. He hadn’t had a moment’s peace since she’d made the invitation. Nor a clear thought. He missed her. He wanted her. But he’d let her down. Repeatedly. Sent her straight into that asshat’s trap, then failed to find Tyler Sedotal when she’d had to shoot him. And, he’d left her to deal with the aftermath all on her own. Of course, she hadn’t given him much choice. She’d taken a room at the clubhouse and made it clear he wasn’t invited in.

      Each thought chased another until they wrapped around the pile of lies he’d created. Lies he wanted to explain but couldn’t. Yet. Not until he caught Sedotal, at least. Then he would come clean. He would tell her all of it. And face whatever the consequences.

      He stood on the front porch and squeezed the stems of the paper-wrapped flowers in his left hand then relaxed so they lived long enough to make it inside the house. He knocked on the door. Of his own house. And waited.

      Every second he stood out there was worth it. When she swung the door open, his breath whooshed out. Holy shit. A negligee. Sheer. Nipples. He could only think in single words. His dick throbbed, sprang to life, and he thrust the flowers out in front of him. “Here.”

      She tugged him inside by the collar of his shirt and tossed the bouquet on the table as she pressed her lips against his, forced her tongue in his mouth, and curled her leg around his hip.

      His arms wrapped around her waist, and he kicked the door shut behind him. The neighbors didn’t need to see what was about to happen. Although, if he had his way, they’d probably hear it. He walked her backward to the sofa, never breaking the kiss.

      She moaned into his mouth as he cupped her ass then slid his hand lower until he could feel the wet heat of her pussy. She shifted her hips to meet his fingers, and his eyelids fluttered shut. Oh, God. Nothing in the world felt as good and as right as Fiona. She ground against his fingers, whimpered, and groaned, then tore her mouth away from his and attacked his belt and button-fly. When she wrapped her hand around his cock, his breath halted.

      She turned and bent over, bracing herself against the back of the sofa. A thin string of lace peeked from between her ass cheeks and she jerked it to the side, holding it away. “Fuck me, Grier.”

      And though he loved hearing it, he wouldn’t make her ask twice. He shoved down his jeans, and his dick sprang free, ready to push inside of her. When he paused, wondered if it was safe for the baby, she reached for his dick, positioned it against her pussy then slid until she had every inch. Oh, God. This was and would always be home.
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      The second time, they’d made it as far as the stairs. Grier hadn’t even managed to say hello or thank you or I love you before she’d pushed him down and climbed on top. She’d ridden him, pounding her hips against his until she arched her back and cried out his name over and over. Then she’d collapsed against him, and he’d carried her to bed.

      Now she had her head on his shoulder, and he brushed his hand over her hair. He couldn’t stop touching her, couldn’t stop smiling, either. “I think we should have dinner every night.”

      She swirled a finger around his nipple then lifted her head for a quick kiss. “You think so?” Her smile didn’t reach her eyes, and Grier’s gut clenched. This wasn’t the look of a satisfied woman who’d just spent the last couple of hours rocking her husband’s world onto its side. This was an angry woman.

      She sat up and pulled on a robe before she stood and walked to the attached bathroom. Grier folded his hands behind his head and waited. After a few minutes, she came out with a toothbrush in her mouth. “I think we should move back in here. Together, I mean.”

      Grier couldn’t play this game with her right now. Not with Sedotal still on the loose and the FBI breathing down his neck so close they probably knew every scratch on his back from her nails. Dave dying hadn’t been good for Grier on any front.

      “I thought you didn’t want to stay here.” She was safer at the club where one of the guys was always around to protect her while he was off looking for Sedotal.

      She’d walked back into the bathroom but poked her head around the corner. “I miss my house. And I miss sleeping in a place that doesn’t smell like stale beer and pot.” She came out of the bathroom and sat beside him on the bed. “And I miss my husband.” Nice to hear, but the lie darkened her eyes.

      Being around her right now was dangerous for her. He couldn’t risk her life or the baby’s. But damned if he wanted to be anywhere else than in her house and in her bed. He wanted to be the man in her life, protecting her and their baby. He only wished she wanted it too, and her eyes said she didn’t.

      She ran a manicured nail along his thigh where it poked out from beneath the sheet. Thinking became ever more difficult as she inched toward his dick. In the interest of forming actual words, he covered her roving hand with his and tugged until she moved half on top of him with only the sheet and the thin layer of her robe between him and heaven. “If you want to come home…”

      She kissed his nipple. “I want us to come home.” Her breathy voice along with her fingers stroking him through the blanket made refusal an impossibility. “But I need to know everything so I can protect myself.”

      When the words finally broke through the haze in his head, his hard-on died a sad and pathetic little death. Goddammit. She didn’t give a shit about him coming home. She was after answers. Answers he couldn’t give.

      He slid out of bed on the other side. “Jesus, Fiona. You could’ve just asked me if you wanted to know about the picture.” His anger was unreasonable. Maybe even unwarranted but hurt coursed through him. She’d used her body. Thought he’d be too blinded by desire to resist telling her everything she wanted to know. “Could have saved yourself all the fucking and faking.”

      Her tone hardened. “Of course I want to know about the picture. I want to know why my husband is handing over an envelope of God knows what to the fucking FBI.” She whirled to face him as he zipped his jeans. “And I fucked you because I wanted to. Because you’re my husband, and I wanted you.” Her eyes flashed and she punched her hands onto her hips.

      It was a pretty convincing show of indignance, and if he’d bought it, he might have felt a tiny bit of guilt. “Bullshit. You fucked me because you thought you’re so in my head that if you used your body, I would just lie back and tell you the things that could get you killed.”

      “And you’re so noble you would’ve said no? So damned self-righteous you would have tucked your dick and walked away rather than risk my life… as if you give one shit about me.”

      He stalked out the bedroom and downstairs before he said something he couldn’t take back or worse told her everything.

      “Yeah, run away again. It’s what you do, isn’t it?” She taunted him from the top of the steps then raced down to grab his shoulder and spin him around. “I don’t need you to protect me. I’m a big girl.”

      Well, this damned sure wasn’t doing either of them any good. He tamped down his anger and stared at her. “You are?” He kept his tone soft.

      She squinted. “Yeah.”

      “A big, tough girl.” He slipped his arm around her waist and pulled her in then lowered his head to slide a line of kisses along her jaw. If she could use sex, maybe he could too. With his free hand, he loosened the belt to her robe and cupped her breast. As he ran his thumb over her nipple, she gripped his shoulders.

      “What are you doing?”

      He smiled. “If you don’t know, I must be doing it wrong.” He took the nipple in his mouth and swirled his tongue until she whimpered and clung to him.

      “This isn’t going to work.” But she lined her hips up with his.

      “Feels like it’s working.” He lowered his hand and dragged it along her clit, seeking out her warm wet pussy. Just a tease would do for now, something to take her mind off the issue he couldn’t yet address. He slid a finger inside her, and she closed her eyes. “Oh yeah. Definitely working.” As his fingers pumped in and out of her, she bent her knees, riding his hand and moaning until his dick throbbed with need. He pulled away. “You want some more?”

      Her eyes fluttered shut, and her knees buckled. He wanted her like he’d never wanted anything before in his life. He swept her up, waited for her to hang on. But her arms went limp at her sides and her head lolled. He moved her to the couch, laid her down. “Fiona?” She didn’t answer. Didn’t even move. His heart stopped as he tangled his fingers through her hair and forced her face toward his. Her eyes were closed but her breath puffed out in short gasps. She’d passed out and Grier didn’t know much, but he knew that wasn’t normal. He reached for his phone.

      Fear made his hands shake as he dialed. Before the voice asked him his emergency, “My wife collapsed.” He rattled off the address. “You have to hurry.” If something happened to Fiona because of him…
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      For hell’s sake. This was ridiculous. She was dehydrated, not dying, and the number of nurses and random people in and out of her room who weren’t Grier did nothing to help her disposition. A bag of clear liquid connected by a tube to her arm dripped soundlessly, but the heart monitor attached to her chest more than made up for it. A tight set of bands wrapped around her stomach and another machine at her side spit paper with two sets of wiggling lines. And she was hungry. Starving, actually.

      And there were a thousand reasons she needed to get out of this bed and back to work. She pushed the button to call the nurse.

      A woman in scrubs the color of Pepto Bismol breezed in. “What can I do for you?” Her attitude matched her clothes—too bright.

      “Where’s my husband?”

      “I believe he’s down in registration. I’m sure he’ll be back soon.” She checked the I.V. bag then pulled the paper from the other machine and stared at it. “Baby’s heartbeat is strong.”

      Of course it was. Half-Fiona, half-Grier. This kid would probably be invincible. “When can I go home?” She just wanted to sink into her own bed and sleep the rest of the night—correction: day—away.

      “In a couple of hours. We want to get this bag of fluid in and the doctor wants an ultrasound before you go.” She scribbled something on the paper then dropped it back into the slot where it automatically folded into neat little rectangles. “And we need to get someone in to talk nutrition and rest with you.”

      Fiona glared. A couple of hours were probably two more than she could spare to lie in a bed and do nothing. And the last thing she needed was someone telling her how to live. She had secrets to uncover, a mystery to solve. And she couldn’t very go full Nancy Drew when the only clothes she had on were a gown that tied in the back and a pair of fuzzy socks with those little no-slip lines on the bottom.

      But an ultrasound. A picture of her baby. It wouldn’t take a lot of convincing to get her to stick around for that. She laid back against the pillow and stared at the ceiling. By the time she’d counted the ceiling tiles—seventy-two—Grier returned, his face haggard and his eyes rimmed in red.

      “Hey.” He stood at the side of the bed, hands gripping the rail so hard his knuckles were white.

      “Hey.” Maybe one day they’d get better at small talk. Today wasn’t that day. “Did you get the papers all filled out?”

      He nodded. “I forgot your middle name. So I put down Henrietta. I hope you don’t mind.” His half-smile and the way he ducked his head and looked at her from beneath those damned long lashes made her heart skitter and since she was still hooked to the monitor, he knew it.

      “Henrietta’s fine. Thank you.” The silence stretched between them. “The nurse said they want to do an ultrasound.” He nodded, and she watched his face. Either he felt guilty, or he was as scared as she was. Maybe a little of both. “Grier…”

      “I’m so sorry, Fiona.”

      Guilt. “It’s not your fault.”

      He brought his hand up to scrub over his face and flip his hair to one side. His chest heaved. “I knew Dave was FBI.” He fumbled with the rail, she guessed trying to lower it, but instead he ended up jerking it and pulling the wheeled bed a few inches to her left. “Goddammit.”

      His hand was warm when she rested hers on top. “There’s a release.” The nurse had lowered the rail to adjust the bands around her belly, and she’d reached below the mattress. Fiona waited while he found it. This was one of the single most important conversations in her life. Damned if she’d ruin it by rushing him. He breathed out slowly, and sat beside her, took her hand in his, and closed his eyes.

      “I’m not a spy or a traitor. I was paying Dave for information.”

      Fiona didn’t draw away or speak or do more than let him hold her hand and remain silent because she didn’t know what to say yet.

      “I met him in a bar one night a long time ago.” He sighed. “I didn’t know then, but after a while, he tried to get me to turn on your dad. I went to Max, and I told him the FBI was sniffing around him. This was before all the Kye and Eliana stuff.”

      Fiona couldn’t tell if he was lying. Grier didn’t have a single tell and he kept his eyes pointed right at hers. If she had to guess, she would have said he was probably telling the truth, but if Max had known about the FBI investigating him, she couldn’t imagine him letting it happen. Still, she remained silent.

      “At the time, we were ass deep in drugs and guns and stolen cars and merchandise. Max couldn’t afford jail. So, he met with Dave, paid him a shitload of money to back off. And Max started going legit, a little bit at a time. And all the while, Dave was milking the club for more money.”

      The story made no sense. Max would never have submitted to an extortionist. “Grier…”

      “I know. I thought Max would have him killed. I did. But I paid Dave every month for Max.” He chuckled a little. “And then Max turned those tables. He had videos of Dave taking payments every month. Recordings of Dave feeding me information. All of a sudden, we had a man on the inside of the FBI.” He looked down. “The picture of me and Dave is me paying him for information. He wired the truck with video which would feed to a computer somewhere, and we’d know who was stealing our shipments.”

      Fiona watched him. If it was a lie, it was a damned good one. Nothing she could verify either. “But he died before we got the information.”

      “Yeah. And Dave wasn’t stupid. He’s been your dad’s truck driver for ten years.” He shook his head and the lines in his beautiful face deepened. “And I don’t know who has that computer or what’s on it. So when I’m gone, I’m either out looking for that bastard Sedotal or I’m trying to get information on Dave and that fucking computer.”

      “Why didn’t you just tell me?” She might have been able to help.

      He brushed her bangs off her forehead, and her heart sped up again. Damned machine. “I’m a traitor, Fiona, remember? And our relationship isn’t exactly a fairy tale.”

      “This was club stuff. You should’ve told me.”

      He nodded and turned his gaze away. “I wanted to prove to you that I’m… in with the club again. I wanted you to trust me.” He shook his head. “And then it all got away from me. Now I don’t know who has the computer. If it’s at the FBI… I can tell them it was me… all me. I can keep the club safe. If anyone else has it, they’ll know to come to me and only me. I didn’t want this to… touch you until I could fix it, until I could show you I would protect you.”

      This was a lot to digest. “So we’re looking for a video that may or may not make you look guilty of… something.” She didn’t want to even contemplate. “An asshole that tried to…” Okay. She still couldn’t say that word. She shook her head instead. “And someone inside the club and whoever they’re telling our business to. Do I have that right?”

      Grier nodded. Stared at her with eyes he couldn’t have hidden a lie behind. At least, she didn’t think so. “I wouldn’t sell out the club, Fiona. I wouldn’t do anything to hurt you or the baby or the club.”

      And God she wanted to believe him, wanted him to be the loyal guy he said. but the FBI? And Max knew and never said? Even to her? Or Hamilton. This wasn’t just Max’s business. It was club business. And the club should’ve been informed. If it was even true.

      She didn’t answer with more than a nod because her head was too full, and a woman wheeled yet another machine into the room. This was too much to think about with a tech lifting her ugly gown, removing the bands attached to monitor two and squirting gel on her belly. Grier sat beside Fiona still but turned to see the screen where a rounded bottom triangle of black and murky white changed dimension with every swipe of the flat-edged scope.

      “All right. There… is your baby.” The woman used her free hand to point out a white blob in the center of the black. A beautiful white blob. But this time, she could see a face… kind of. Holes where the eyes should’ve been, a head too big for the body, and a perfect little nose and mouth.

      She glanced at Grier, saw his teary smile, and her own eyes brimmed. “Can you see?”

      He nodded and swallowed hard, even squeezed her hand as the tech pushed some buttons on the machine and moved the scope again. The baby, from another view, appeared on the screen, and nothing in the world mattered more to Fiona than her little family and keeping it together.
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      Grier kept his arm around Fiona as if he moved it, she would collapse. For all he knew, she might have. Between being sick and everything he’d laid on her, she’d been through a lot in the last twenty-four hours. Another collapse wouldn’t have been unwarranted. And it would have been his fault. Again.

      Her lingerie still draped on the stair rail and the couch was still cock-eyed from the ambulance guys pushing it out of the way to make room for the stretcher. He gave it a shove with his hip, and Fiona laughed as it slid a foot too far.

      “Just leave it.” She tried to shrug him away as he guided her to the stairs. “I’m hungry.”

      “I’ll make you something. Or I’ll order something, but you need to be in bed.”

      She narrowed her eyes. “Doctor said I was fine. Just to drink a lot of water. He didn’t say anything about bed.”

      No, he hadn’t, but no way were they taking any more chances. He grinned. “I think you might be looking at this all wrong.” He turned her so her chest pressed against his then he swung her into his arms and carried her upstairs before he spoke again. “Any woman who has my baby is entitled to the royal treatment. That means no cooking, no cleaning, breakfast lunch and dinner in bed, round trip service to and from the bathroom, and so much more that I’m sure will come up in the next few days.” And as much as he wanted to kiss her, he set her in the middle of the bed instead. This hands-to-himself thing was going to be a lot tougher than he thought. “You earned yourself an all-access, twenty-four-seven personal valet.”

      Fiona pursed her lips and shucked the gown she’d worn home from the hospital. Grier’s tongue grew thick and his heart rate sped toward the danger zone.

      “Thank you, but no thank you. I am capable of going into the office, seeing to my own meals, and if you so much as try to carry me to the bathroom, I’m probably going to kill you in your sleep.”

      “Which I’ll be doing on that pillow, right there.” He pointed to the left side of the bed—closest to the door in case of intruders, which in light of all recent events didn’t seem as scary as it sounded. “Now, let’s get you into some comfy jammies and snuggled into bed.”

      She looked him up and down, her gaze leaving a path of fire everywhere it touched, and he had to remind himself that she had a baby inside of her that probably didn’t need Daddy’s dick upsetting everything in there. But when she knee-walked to the end of the bed and tugged him by the collar, he didn’t resist. “The only way I’m staying in bed for even one day is if you’re in it with me.” She rolled them with a ridiculous amount of strength for someone so small then kissed him softly. “And we need to talk.”

      They did. And they would. But not now, not when she’d just come from the hospital. Not when she kissed her way from his mouth to his jaw to his ear. Not when she threw her thigh over his cock and glided it back and forth.

      “Talk is way over-rated.” He closed his eyes and enjoyed the feel of her against him, the brush of her fingers under his shirt as she reached for his zipper.

      With her mouth against his ear, her warm breath heated him from lobe to gut. Her words took care of the rest. “I want you to put your dick in my mouth.”

      Oh, God, yes.

      But if she… if he… then the baby… no.

      He pulled away and sat up. Fiona grunted out a frustrated sigh and threw herself against the pillow. “What the hell?”

      The images in his head made his stomach churn so he closed his eyes and shook his head. “I don’t…”

      “Don’t what? Want me?”

      And he would have been fine if her voice hadn’t broken and if she hadn’t sniffed. Now he’d hurt her. “No. That’s not it at all. I want you. Make no mistake. I. Want. You.” And looking at her did nothing to help that particular affliction. “I just don’t want…” It sounded stupid. Certainly pregnant women could have sex. Her doctor had said so both at the office appointment and again that morning before they’d left the hospital. But Grier couldn’t wrap his head around the baby digesting… ick. New thought.

      “Then what’s the problem?”

      “Fiona…” His skin burned again for an entirely different reason. Embarrassment. Shame. Ridiculousness.

      “The doctor said sex is fine and it won’t hurt the baby.”

      Times like this, he wished he had a dad to talk to about this kind of thing. He couldn’t imagine broaching this subject with anyone else. “Don’t you think we should talk about the FBI thing?”

      “We will. In depth. Later. Right now, I want to talk about this.”

      She had a determined glow in her eyes, and he had to look away. And no damned way were they discussing his little hang-up. Nine months wasn’t that long to go without sliding his dick into her, without feeling her mouth on his skin, without… Fiona. Fuck. He’d be lucky to last nine minutes. He scooted a few more inches away.

      “You just got out of the hospital. Don’t you think we should take it easy?” He said a silent prayer she would let it go, just take his totally reasonable explanation, and drop this whole subject.

      “I’m trying to make it easy.” She sat up long enough to pull him down beside her again. Her lips were firm and her tongue determined, but he kept his mouth closed. She jerked back and rolled away. “Goddammit, Grier.”

      And he should have said something, soothed whatever thoughts—misguided and wrong as they were—from her mind, but he couldn’t explain. Didn’t even know how to put words to his fucked-up thoughts. He slid one arm under her head and the other around her waist then pulled her back against him.

      “What are you doing?” But she didn’t wiggle away or push him to his own side of the bed. She actually moved closer.

      “I want to take a middle of the day nap with my wife, and I want to hold her while I sleep.” When she sat up to adjust his arm under her head then laid down again, he smiled. “And don’t worry about your snoring. It won’t bother me at all.”

      She kissed the inside of his wrist. “Then I won’t let yours bother me.”

      Even if it was only for this one minute or for the hour or so he planned to nap, it would be one of those perfect memories he etched into his mind that would get him through after he lost her.
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      Fiona stretched her arms over her head and sat up. The blanket rustled and fell to her lap. The fan whirred overhead, and the evening sunlight left a glow of orange on the white carpet in her room. Her bed, in the center of the room, creaked and shifted as she moved back into her place beside him.

      They’d been through so much already. A forced marriage. Even if it was her idea, she’d forced him into it and he’d gone along… she’d yet to figure out why. Then Sedotal had tried to rape her. Even tried to kill her. Then Grier. Then the picture of Grier with the FBI and his hospital confessions. She’d always known marriage wasn’t supposed to be easy, but come on. Was it really supposed to be like this?

      Grier stirred but didn’t wake, and she watched him for a minute. The twitch of his eyelids and his frown said this was not a pleasant dream he was having. His arm flexed, and she smoothed a gentle hand over his chest. He calmed and rolled toward her. When his eyes opened, he smiled. “Hi.”

      “Hi.” After everything they’d done, everything they’d been through and knew about one another, Fiona was shy. She couldn’t look at him. “Did you sleep well?”

      “Yeah.” His arms curled around her just a little tighter, and as much as she didn’t want to melt into him, her body went pliable and soft. They had so many things to talk about, so much to straighten out, but more she wanted to bask in this moment, let him hold her and pretend everything in the world wasn’t against them.

      Her stomach grumbled, and she covered it with her hand. “I think the kid is hungry.”

      He sat up straight, like he had a springboard attached to his back. “I’ll get us something.” He climbed out of bed and marched out of the room—a man on a mission. And if he seriously thought he was going to find much in her fridge, he was headed down a long, disappointing road.

      She pulled the landline phone—an old rotary that had come with the place—off her bedside table and a menu from the drawer. The diner at the end of the block delivered and she could get “homemade” meals brought right to her door.

      “We need to grocery shop.” Grier stood in the doorway, hands in his pockets, chest still bare. Good enough to eat.

      “How about some delivery from Cal’s Café?” She held up the menu. “They have roast beef, burgers, spaghetti, all the best stuff.” Her mouth watered at the thought of chili-cheese fries.

      “If that’s what you want.” He smiled slowly, and if she didn’t know him, she would think him timid, but he had a glimmer in his eyes, a hunger that certainly had nothing to do with food.

      Maybe food could wait just a little longer. She let the blanket slip a few inches toward her waist then patted the side of the bed where he’d slept. “Come here.” She took in his every step—the long legs, bare toes, smooth, broad chest—as he closed the distance between them.

      Instead of sitting behind her, he sat in front, one leg dangling off the bed and the other tucked under him—too far to touch without leaning and stretching. Was he trying to tell her something? The blanket fell a bit lower, and true to plan, his gaze rested on the curve of her breast.

      He cleared his throat and took the menu. “What are you getting?”

      She shuffled across the bed to sit beside him, angled her body so her nipple rubbed against his biceps. More than she wanted food, she wanted Grier. She kissed his shoulder and let her hand fall into his lap. His body stiffened, and not in the good way. “What’s the problem, Grier?”

      “No problem.” The crack in his voice said otherwise.

      “Horny, naked wife wants husband who isn’t interested. It’s what I call a problem.” She moved back to the head of the bed. If she wasn’t getting a good fuck, she’d settle for a good pout.

      “Fiona, you just collapsed, okay? Maybe you should take it easy.” Great. Now he sounded like Max. At the thought of her father, her heart pinged with sadness and the mood died. Grier scooted closer and held out a hand. And because she was weak for him, she took it and let his thumb stroking her palm hypnotize her into smiling.

      “Fine. But I’m not always going to take no for an answer.”

      He tangled his free hand in her hair and leaned in for a kiss that rocked her from shoulder blade to shin bone. When he pulled back, he had that glint in his eyes, the one full of promises and naughty pleasures. He nuzzled her cheek with his nose then whispered, “You will until I say so.”

      Warmth fluttered through her. She liked Grier in control. She’d always been the one in charge—at the club, in her personal life—but it felt good to surrender to him. Too good. “I will until I’m tired of taking no for an answer.”

      He smiled as if he knew something she didn’t, then stood. “Let’s order dinner.” He snatched the menu and read. “And after we eat, we’ll talk.”

      “About all of it.”

      “About most of it. I’ll tell you as much as I can.”

      Which meant he would tell her nothing, but it was the best she was going to get for now, so she settled against the headboard and waited.
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        * * *

      

      Grier sucked the last of the chili from her fingers. “Tastes better this way.” He held her hand a minute longer then stood to gather the trash and take it downstairs. When he returned and stood leaning against the doorframe, still bare-chested and tousled, she smiled and crooked the finger still tingling from being inside his mouth.

      “Come here.”

      She’d dressed in a pair of running shorts and a t-shirt she was fully prepared to strip off with just the slightest nod from him. A nod that didn’t seem likely since he hadn’t moved from the doorway.

      “I thought you wanted to talk.” His voice was thick as she let her hand glide over her thigh to the edge of her shorts. Yes, she wanted to talk. She wanted all the details, but she wouldn’t get them while his stubborn ass remained clear-headed. She needed his mind clouded by desire, his body throbbing for her. Plus, she was still horny. This pregnancy thing was the best aphrodisiac.

      “Oh, I do want to talk.” But she slipped her fingers inside her shorts, touched her already pulsating clit. With her free hand, she shoved the t-shirt up and cupped her breast, watching him. “But I need this first.”

      “Take your shorts off.” His voice, husky and demanding, didn’t break this time as he moved toward the bed. When he stood over her, he repeated his command. “Take your shorts off.” He leaned down to suck her exposed nipple into his mouth, teasing her with his tongue until she couldn’t think of anything more than Grier. She arched her back and continued to work her swollen pussy.

      “I will if you will.” She punctuated the words with breaths between.

      “You will because I said so.” He pulled away and stood, eyes dark, dick bulging behind the fly of his pants. And she’d never seen anything hotter, never wanted anyone or anything more in her life than she wanted Grier. She pushed her shorts down and kicked them away then stripped off her shirt. “Now lie down.”

      Fiona scooted to the center of the bed and waited. His gaze burned over her skin, and her body flamed for him, for Grier. He slid onto the bed beside her and feathered his finger down her throat to the valley between her breasts over her stomach to her pubic bone. His kisses followed the same trail. And her breath caught and held in her throat until she released it in a long sigh when his mouth closed over her clit.

      Nothing in the world, except maybe having him inside her, felt so exquisite. She lifted her hips, and he drew away. “Lie still.”

      No way. Her body needed to move, needed him closer, needed her husband inside her. He lowered his head and kissed the inside of her thigh. “Grier.” She curled her fingers in his hair and he removed her hand, sucking each finger into his mouth before laying it beside her and kissing her thigh again, his mouth so close to where she wanted, needed him.

      “Don’t make me tell you again.” He teased her with the tip of his tongue and a finger against the opening to her pussy, so close but not close enough. She lifted her hips, urging him to ease the pressure building inside of her. He lifted his head. “Fiona.”

      “Please, Grier. Please.” She fluttered her fingers against the blanket then brought them to her nipples, pinching and tweaking while he watched. If there was a penalty for touching herself, he didn’t mention, only watched her for a minute before lowering his head again.

      Ecstasy fired through her cells. Nothing mattered but Grier’s mouth on her, his fingers curling in and out as she strained closer to the edge. When she cried out and her body shuddered, he lapped at her until she lay trembling against the aftershocks.

      Oh, God. This man.

      He moved beside her and drew her against him. When she fumbled with his waistband, he brought her hand to his mouth and kissed the knuckles. “Do you want to talk now?”

      No. She didn’t. She wanted to fuck her husband. She wanted his cock inside of her. She wanted…

      And she would wait.
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        * * *

      

      Grier’s breath came in uneven gusts. There was nothing he liked more than seeing Fiona spread before him, eager for his touch, for his mouth, for his everything, but they needed to talk, and he needed her calm, her full attention on his words.

      And he needed his head clear, not fogged by desire or lust or whatever the hell had him standing in the bathroom, dick in his hand. He stroked slowly, his eyes closed, remembering the taste of her, the way she’d writhed under his mouth when she came, the little squeals and whimpers of pleasure.

      His hand tightened around his cock, and he used his finger to caress the sweet spot just under the head, the way Fiona used her tongue when she sucked him off. Oh, God. Fiona.

      He imagined her bent in front of him, pussy glistening, hands guiding him into her, body pounding against his, taking every inch of his cock… Oh, God.

      The door opened and his eyes snapped open as she knelt in front of him, took him into her mouth and sucked, cupping his balls with one hand, and using the other to stroke the base in rhythm with her mouth.

      “Fuck.”

      Her head bobbed, and he couldn’t hold back anymore. His body shook with the power of the orgasm as her mouth milked every last drop. Had the wall not been behind him and Fiona in front, he would certainly have collapsed. Instead, he worked to catch his breath as Fiona glared up at him.

      “You’d rather jerk off in the bathroom than fuck me? Nice.” She stood and turned away from him, though he could still see her in the mirror, see the hurt in her eyes.

      Shit. This was a conversation he didn’t want and couldn’t have. Not with her. Not with anyone until he had some time to Google. He wrapped his arms around her from behind and kissed her neck. “There is nothing in this world I would rather do than fuck you.”

      “Really?” His dick was still hanging out and his jeans were bunched around his ankles. The evidence didn’t roll in his favor, and she knew it.

      He sighed and let go long enough to yank up his pants before settling against her again. “Yes, really.” No time for the internet, he spun her to face him. “I don’t want the kid to… our kid is in there.” He wagged a finger toward her waist. “And if I’m…” He couldn’t say it. “Don’t you want to know about Dave and the FBI?”

      “Later. Right now I want to know why I found my husband standing in the bathroom taking matters into his own hands when I am one room away ready and willing to fuck him cross-eyed. Then we can chat about the FBI.”

      Well, didn’t she just have a way with words.

      He grinned. “Am I the cross-eyed one in this little scenario, or are you?”

      She whirled and gave him a little shove. “Don’t try to charm me, Grier. I want to know why you’re in here instead of out there in bed with me.”

      He pulled the door open and walked through. “Well, I don’t want to talk about that.” Because it sounded stupid. Made him sound stupid.

      She followed on his heels. “Tough. I do.”

      Dammit. Where the hell was his shirt? Not on the chair or the floor or under the bed. And goddammit, he needed a shirt. Couldn’t stand in a room with half-naked Fiona, bare-chested and have a conversation like this one or any other right now.

      She crossed her arms. “Grier.”

      The force in her tone made him look at her. It had nothing to do with how badly he wanted to look at her. He threw up his hands then crossed his arms. One way or the other they would be having the conversation at some point. Nothing to do but get it out of the way. “I don’t want the kid to… come out with a dent in its head.”

      “What?” To her credit, she didn’t outright laugh, only smirked. “Grier, the doctor said sex will not hurt the baby.”

      He nodded, heat burning its way from his toes to his ears. “I know. I was there.”

      “And the baby is way up here.” She pointed to a spot on her abdomen. “You’re impressive, but…” She shrugged. Then chuckled. “The baby’s head will be just fine.” Now his ego joined his pride in aching. He couldn’t look at her laughing at him. Not even when she slid her body against his and dropped a shoulder to try to force him to see her. “I like that you care though.” She laid her head over his heart. “I like it a lot.”

      She sniffed and a bead of water rolled down to his stomach. She was crying.

      “Hey.” He tilted her chin up and brushed away another as it fell over her lashes. “I’m sorry.” He didn’t know what else to say.

      “Fucking hormones. One minute I’m ready to ravish your body, the next I could tear your throat out, and now I’m bawling like you stole my Barbie doll.” She shook her head. “What is wrong with me?”

      He didn’t laugh, couldn’t, because she might have killed him, but mostly because he wanted to soothe her. “We’re having a baby.” And this time, the words meant something, had him thinking of the kind of father he would be, the kind who read bedtime stories, and chased away monsters from under the bed, and loved his family more than anything else in the world. He would be the father he’d never had.
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      Fiona crunched a mouthful of ice and stared at Hamilton. “He said Dave was feeding information to him about another club. The Omens. When Dad stepped out of the drug trade”—not completely out—“they took over. Started selling some bad shit.”

      Hamilton shrugged. “Never heard of them.” He leaned back, putting his chair on its back two legs, and Fiona fought another wave of nausea. Morning sickness was not her friend. She bit into another cube of ice. Hamilton shoveled in another mouthful of runny eggs. “I would think your old man would have shared that kind of information with all of us, not just Grier.”

      “He said Dad had him out looking for the leader, trying to become one of them.”

      Okay. Even to Fiona, it sounded far-fetched. Especially that her dad didn’t tell anyone else in the club, but she wanted, more than anything to believe in Grier.

      “And he never found him?” Hamilton cocked his head with a meaningful look, with his she- was-such-a-dumbass look.

      She shook her head, trying to save a bit of dignity and prove she wasn’t as ridiculous as he thought. “The whole bit with Kye and his woman happened.” She remembered those days vividly. Her dad had ended up shot. Kye and Eliana on the run. Grier gone without a word. Missing shipments. Stolen goods and their customers bolting like God himself had come calling. Money tight enough it looked bad for the club until Max figured out how to fix it. Not that he’d ever explained how he’d managed to turn it all around.

      Her stomach churned, and she closed her eyes, breathing in and out slowly, hoping to settle her rebellious body into submission. “You okay, Fi? You’re looking a little green.”

      She swallowed a mouthful of saliva and took another deep breath. “This kid might be trying to kill me.”

      “Anything I can do?” He set his fork down and braced both hands on the edge of the table as if he would throw it out of the way to get to her if she needed.

      The nausea passed, and she nodded. “Yeah. You can find out what about his story is true. Keep someone on him all the time.” She pushed her hair back, every bit the traitor she felt. Traitor to her husband. “Use Sage. They get along, and Grier won’t suspect anything.” And she knew Sage’s loyalty belonged to her, friendship with her husband or not.

      He nodded at her untouched plate. “Eat your toast. It’ll settle your stomach.”

      After a quiet minute, he glanced up at her. “Can I ask you a question?”

      “Yeah.” She told him everything anyway… well, almost.

      “Why Grier? What is it about this guy that you… that out of all the guys you could’ve had…” His skin flushed and he looked down at his plate.“Why him?”

      And of all the questions he could’ve asked, ones she had absolute, no doubt answers for, he’d picked the one she couldn’t explain.

      “I don’t… I don’t know.” Grier had always been the guy she wanted, from the first minute she’d seen him when she was thirteen. No other boy when she was young or man when she got older measured up to him. He didn’t have the most money and most of the time back then he’d acted like she was more of a burden than someone he could see himself with.

      Her mind drifted back to that day in the changing room when she’d forced him to take her lingerie shopping. She’d been home from college, actually dating someone else, but she’d kissed Grier and known right then no other man would ever be the one for her.

      “Dad thought it was a good idea.” Her excuse was feeble. “He always liked him.”

      Hamilton nodded, but couldn’t hide his doubt. The pursed lips. The narrow eyes. But it all vanished when he smiled. “Okay. But if he hurts you or the club, I’m going to kill him.” He spoke with deadly truth, and she wouldn’t have doubted him anyway. Hamilton kept his word, no matter what it cost him. And his loyalty was the stuff of legends. Thank God he was loyal to her.
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      Fiona’s head dropped again, and she caught herself just before her forehead crashed into the keyboard. Damn. She hadn’t been at work for more than a few hours and she could barely hold her eyes open. It had been three weeks of this shit and maybe she could’ve understood if she hadn’t been sleeping so well at night. With Grier. Sleeping and nothing else. No matter how she tried to entice him. Oh, sure. He’d lick her or finger her or both until her body quivered and her stomach dropped out, then he rolled away to his own side of the bed and slept like the dead, no matter how many times she ground her pussy against him or took his dick into her hands.

      Maybe he didn’t like the slight bulge at her waist, because she certainly didn’t buy that whole poking the kid in the head bit, especially since she’d had the doctor explain in detail how they could safely screw their brains out. And still, he kept the damned thing locked up like Fort freaking Knox.

      Almost worse yet, Hamilton still hadn’t discovered anything they could use to prove Grier was telling the truth, no evidence he wasn’t either. She leaned back and closed her eyes. A moment’s peace without the nausea and fatigue would revive her, give her the strength to finish her work, to tally the money and make the required payouts. Just a minute.

      “Hey, beautiful.”

      His mouth pressed against hers, and if this was a dream, she’d happily stay asleep and let it play out. And if her arms didn’t weigh a thousand pounds each, she would have wrapped them around him and hung on, but instead, she let him spin her chair and kiss her again. “Hello.” She murmured the word against his lips.

      Her body seemed to be floating for a minute before he settled her on his lap in the chair behind her desk. He cradled her against him and brushed her hair off her forehead. “Do you want to go home? Take the rest of the day off?”

      It sounded a little too much like heaven when she had so much work to do. But she snuggled closer. “I can’t. I have to finish…” She waved her arm toward the desk, not worrying about the file folder in her top drawer, the one with Grier’s background check, the details of a life he hadn’t told her about. Or the file with the pictures of him with Dave, the one with him and Kye or the one of him coming onto the beach carrying a surfboard in Belize.

      She knew they existed, even had a glimmer of recognition he would find them if he looked, but she didn’t care. Right then, she wanted to go home, fall asleep in his arms, and let the day pass by unnoticed by either of them. And if club business wasn’t so pressing, she would have insisted. Instead, she tilted her head down until her chin touched her chest.

      God. She hated being weak, hated that her body would betray her with such forceful regularity. “I need help.” The words slipped out, but she recognized the truth in them. “I can’t do this anymore.”

      He tightened his arms around her. “Okay.”

      The softness of his voice broke her and her eyes welled with tears. Goddamned tears. “I can’t take care of everything when I can’t even stay awake, when my ankles are so swollen I can barely walk, and when my head hurts so bad the numbers are swimming in my brain.” She sniffed and the dam on her thoughts burst open. “And I don’t know if I can even trust you not to turn us all into your friends at the FBI, but I don’t have anyone else I can ask without giving up control of the club.” She hiccupped out a sob and wished she could take it all back and disappear.

      But then he kissed the top of her head and squeezed her closer and she didn’t give two imperial shits about anything but Grier. Jesus, the hormones were having their way with her today.

      “Come on, Fifi. Let’s go home.”

      “But…” Again, the desk full of orders and paperwork that needed attention.

      “Fiona, I’ll handle it.” She loved the amount of authority he could summon. Usually, he only did it in the bedroom, and not at all recently, but the tone, the confidence, the command all warmed her inside. He stood and turned to put her in the chair, then crouched in front of her and removed her heels. Shoes she would happily toss off the top of the tallest building in town. He cradled her calf for an extra moment before he let her leg down. “Better?”

      “Yeah.” Somehow, he managed to make everything better. She smiled and ran her finger along his jaw. Maybe today she could convince him. She yawned again. After a nap.

      A nice, long nap with her husband.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Grier threw the damned pen across the desk and stared at the numbers in front of him. He didn’t have the foggiest of fucking ideas what any of this shit meant. He was an action man, could fire the wings off a fly at eighty paces, and nobody in the club could outride him, but put a page of math in front of him and it might as well be a foreign language. Still, he’d promised Fiona he would handle everything, and by God, he would. If it took all night, a night he would’ve preferred spending with her, but he’d left her with Hamilton who’d shown up just in time for her to remind Grier of his promise to see to club business.

      He drained his fourth cup of coffee and tried to make sense of the page in front of him. Fuck. This wasn’t working. Maybe after a break it would make more sense. He walked out of her office into the clubhouse. Sage stood against the bar talking to some Hell Kat Grier hadn’t seen before and Autumn, who Grier knew all too well.

      Jez handed him a beer as Autumn slithered off her stool and over to wrap her arms around his neck. Her shirt was cut low and her shorts high, and she ran her hand up his chest to his neck and into his hair. She jerked hard and mashed their mouths together.

      Once upon a time, Autumn had rocked his world, at a time before he knew what he was doing, when he was too young to understand the complexities of sex and just sought out the pleasure of it. Now, he only wanted her away from him. He disentangled her arms and backed a step away. “I’m married.”

      She nodded and moved close enough to whisper in his ear. “I know, but word is the little wifey’s sick. And I know you. You need a healthy woman who will do exactly what you tell her.”

      Again, he moved away. “Stop.”

      She backed off and raised both hands. “Fine.”

      Grier waited for her to wander away before he took the stool she’d vacated beside Sage. “You look like shit.”

      Yeah, well, he had a pregnant wife who hadn’t quite grasped the concept of taking no for an answer, a club who may or may not have wanted him dead and questioned his loyalty at every turn, and enough paperwork he couldn’t finish to build a mountain. “Thanks.”

      Sage nuzzled the Hell Kat with his chin, whispered something in her ear, and winked when she walked away. “What’s up with you?”

      Grier considered him. Sage was a guy with book smarts. A guy who could probably make sense of a line of numbers and come up with the answers Fiona needed. “I need your help.”

      Grier might not have been able to sort out the details himself, but he damned sure knew how to delegate.
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      Grier came in the back door because the front creaked and groaned and while he hadn’t quite gotten around to fixing it, he also didn’t want to wake Fiona if she was sleeping. The TV was on and Fiona’s laugh tinkled through the house. Grier came around the corner to find his wife and Hamilton seated close on the sofa, watching some old episodes of a sitcom, her head on his shoulder, his hand on a bowl of popcorn in her lap. Cozy.

      And maybe because he was exhausted or maybe because she’d been on him like white on rice for weeks, and he’d consistently said no, or maybe because he was just jealous, he stood there contemplating all the different ways he wanted to kill Hamilton.

      Instead of speaking, he stalked to the stairs and went up to shower. As he toweled off, she pushed the door open and walked in. “Do we have a problem?”

      The stream of water had done nothing to soothe his anger or quell his rage. She’d been down there all over Hamilton, probably after they’d… and now, she stood in front of him, all innocence and wide eyes. “Nope.”

      “He’s been my friend all my life.” She took a step closer. “And you’re the one who left him here with me.”

      As cliché as it sounded, Grier couldn’t believe his ears. She was blaming him? “I left him here to make sure you were okay. Not for… anything else.”

      She smiled, took the towel and tossed it behind her. “You’re cute when you’re jealous.”

      “I’m not jealous.” Maybe a little, but damned if he planned to admit it to her.

      “Okay, you’re cute when I’m horny.” She stripped off her clothes and his resolve weakened. Disappeared. And no damned way could he hide it with her standing in front of him and his towel on the floor behind her.

      “Fiona…”

      But she’d wrapped her leg around his hip and latched her mouth onto his. She ground her hips as she sucked his tongue into her mouth. He felt the pull deep in his groin and his dick twitched, seeking the heat of her pussy.

      She pulled back enough to stare at him for a second. “Please, Grier. Please.”

      Her soft tone, the way her body melded to his, the fingers gripping his shoulders, and the warmth of her naked body against his made the decision as if he’d ever had the choice. He moved to let the wall support her as he drove into her. “Oh, God.” It had been too long. He wouldn’t be able to last, wouldn’t be able to hold back, especially with her lips sucking his neck and her hips bucking, her whimpers, her… everything.

      “Come for me, Grier. Now.”

      The walls of her pussy clenched around his cock, and he let go, spiraled away until only Fiona existed. “Holy shit.”

      She slid down the front of him, arms around his waist as she smiled. “Well, if our kid has a dented head, we’ll know why.”

      She had such magic in her she’d managed to make him forget the reason he hadn’t been making love to her every minute of every day since they’d been together. Until now. “Fiona.”

      “Just kidding. The doctor said…”

      “I know.” Not that he understood the science of it any better than he’d been able to grasp the math earlier. And he resolved that if he did nothing else in his life, he would make sure his kid finished school with grades that weren’t just ones to pass him onto the next year. His kid would study and be smart, make something of himself.

      “Come on. Let’s go to bed so I can make fun of you for being jealous of Ham.”

      “I wasn’t jealous.” He knew she wouldn’t cheat on him. With Hamilton. Or with anyone else. So it damned well couldn’t have been jealousy.

      “Okay.” She shrugged, but her smirk said she didn’t believe him any more than he believed himself. “Let’s go to bed anyway.”
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      Fiona knew Grier wouldn’t do anything to sell out the club, knew he would die protecting her and the baby. What she didn’t know was why he was in one of the warehouses with Dave’s “wife” and two other men who could only have been FBI.

      Sage handed her the binoculars, and she adjusted the lenses, aimed at a window. Damned if she could see anything though. “What’s he doing in there?”

      “I don’t know. I couldn’t see a damned thing.”

      “You’re sure no one saw you? No one knows you followed him here?”

      Her car, hidden in the trees, couldn’t have been seen, but no telling where Sage had parked his bike. “No. My bike’s down the road. I came here on foot just as they all went inside.”

      This was a Demon warehouse, where they’d stored merchandise and trucks since she was a little girl. Why the hell would he pick here for a meet and greet with the FBI? She clenched her teeth. Things had been going so well these last few weeks… months actually since she’d finally convinced Grier to take over more of the operations at the club and since he’d finally started seeing her as his wife instead of as an incubator with tits.

      “Fuck.”

      “Should we go in? Bust up the party?”

      No. They shouldn’t. “Go back to the clubhouse and wait for me.” When he didn’t move, she shot him a glare. “Go. I’m just gonna wait here for them to come out.”

      “Fiona…”

      “Sage, I know, okay? Husband or not, if he’s fucking the club, I’ll bring him back to you, but he won’t talk to me if you’re standing there with your chest puffed out ready to pounce. The only way this goes right is if I’m here alone.” She put her best tough-girl spin on the words, but her heart ached at the thought of having to turn Grier over to the club, but more than likely, she would have to.

      “I know that. I’m not questioning you. I just know if it was me, I wouldn’t want to go through something like this alone.” He dropped a hand on her shoulder.

      Damn. Not folding herself in half and crying on his shoulder took every ounce of strength she had, but she kept her head up and her shoulders back. “I’ll be fine.” She swallowed hard against the lie.

      “Okay. I’ll see you at the clubhouse, but if you aren’t there in an hour, I’m calling you. And if you don’t answer, I’m bringing all the guys back with me. And we won’t be hiding in some damned trees with binoculars.” He raised his eyebrows and waited for her nod before he climbed out of the car and disappeared behind the car.

      Fiona waited a couple of seconds before she opened the door, a couple more before she clung to the shadows beside the building near the door Sage had pointed out where Grier walked in with the feds. She had two choices, burst in and make her presence known or try to sneak through and catch whatever she could of the conversation.

      She tried the door handle and it screeched with just a half-turn. Burst in it was. She yanked the door open and hurried inside. Four heads turned to look at her and Grier shoved whatever he’d been holding into his back pocket. “Well, what do we have here?”

      Grier hung his head. “Babe, it’s all right. This isn’t what you think.”

      She ignored him and walked over to stand in front of the woman who’d “leaned” on her when her “husband” burned up in a Screaming Demon truck. She didn’t have words to quantify the amount of deception, to justify the lie. “I comforted you.”

      The woman lifted her chin and stared at Fiona, no remorse, not a glimmer of apology. Fiona made a fist and swung it around. The smack of knuckles against cheekbones as satisfying as it was painful. Grier rushed forward and grabbed her by the shoulders, pulling her away and shielding her behind him as the other woman rebounded and advanced.

      “She’s pregnant.” His voice was calm, deadly, a warning, and a redundancy since her belly arrived in a room three to four seconds before the rest of her.

      “What the hell is she doing here?” One of the men in black suits shook his head at Grier. “Our deal’s with you.”

      “I’m in it now,” Fiona stepped around Grier. No way did she need him to protect her from some suits with badges. “And somebody needs to start explaining before this place starts filling up with Screaming Demons.” One day she’d forgotten her watch when it would have looked so dramatic to have checked it right then. Dammit.

      None of the agents spoke, and she turned her head toward Grier. He didn’t look away, but half-smiled. “Well, funny enough, the FBI needs me.” And likely whatever he’d put into his pocket was a part of it.

      Their voices echoed off the high ceilings in the warehouse, empty except for a couple of trucks. The concrete floor made her legs ache, but she remained ramrod straight as she waited. After this was resolved, she would find out why the hell a warehouse that should have been full to the ceiling sat empty, but first she had to deal with FBI agents and double-dealing husbands.

      “Needs you how?”

      He pulled a picture from his back pocket and handed it to Fiona. She stared at the black-and-white image wishing for a little more light. “You recognize anybody in that picture?”

      Of course she did. Her father. One-eye Jim. Hamilton. And a couple of guys she didn’t know. They seemed to be friendly, laughing and smoking outside the clubhouse. But what she noticed more than anything else, was the scar under the open cut of one of the guys she didn’t know. A brand. Just like the one Sedotal had had.

      Her stomach twisted and the world tilted. Her legs went weak. She didn’t have any damned idea what this picture meant. She only knew she couldn’t catch her breath.

      Grier watched her and she worked to keep it together. One deep, as deep as she could get anyway, breath followed by another. “I don’t… what is this?”

      “Your dad and this guy,” Grier pointed to the guy with the scar, “Do you know him?”

      Fiona stared at the picture. “I don’t think so.” But a part of her brain wouldn’t let go of… something. A familiarity. “Maybe. Who is he?”

      Dave’s “wife” took a step forward then, at Fiona’s glare, moved back to her original spot. “His name is Willy Carr.” She sighed as if having to explain was beneath her. “Former founding member of the Screaming Demons. His son’s name is Tyler Sedotal.”

      It was a lot to digest. Too much. Fiona looked from one agent to the other, took in the suits and ties, the guns holstered just under their arms, the woman in the pantsuit with the tight white shirt with buttons open enough to show her ample chest.

      “Where did you get this?” She waved the picture like a flag then jerked it away when one of the men in black tried to take it from her. Her look, one she’d practiced for years, a warning and he stepped to his original spot.

      “Special Agent Kern… um, Dave, took it from your dad’s house. When Mr. Owen called and asked for this meeting,” Fiona’s head jerked toward Grier as the FBI woman continued talking, “he specifically asked about Tyler Sedotal.” She nodded to the photo. “We’ve been looking for all these men for a while.”

      “Why?”

      “Obviously we knew where to find your father, Jim Caprici, and Damian Hamilton, but Willy Carr has been in the wind for a while. Then his son surfaced at the Demon clubhouse.” She clasped her hands together in front of her. “Carr is dangerous. Runs guns, drugs, women. But he’s gone off-grid.” She shot Grier a look. “Obviously, we want to find him.”

      Fiona scoffed and rolled her eyes. “Obviously.” So they expected Grier to help? Or the club? No fucking way. The Screaming Demons would never get into bed with the FBI. No matter what.

      The woman cleared her throat and ran a hand along the top of her head where her hair had been pulled back into a severe bun. Fiona didn’t want Sedotal found. She wanted him dead. But she also had her own group of men to accomplish this task. She didn’t need government assistance.

      Grier inched closer. “Fiona, I can handle this. You shouldn’t…”

      He went to the FBI. Not only was it dangerous, but if the guys found out… “Are you trying to get yourself killed?” She hissed the words from between clenched teeth.

      “No. I want to find Sedotal.” His voice, reasonable and soft, further inflamed her sense of club loyalty.

      It didn’t matter if he’d called the FBI to report a murder of someone in the club by a Yeti. Again, Grier had betrayed the club with his little tryst with the FBI, and the reason didn’t matter. The FBI in its entirety was neither friend nor ally. And he knew, probably as well as anyone else, calling them would get him killed.

      Fiona had heard enough. She didn’t need information provided by a bunch of feds. And she didn’t need a husband who would go behind her back and ask those sons of bitches for help, either. She tamped down the ache in her heart with a burst of anger. If she could hang onto her fury, it would get her through the heartache.

      “I’m going home.” She glared at her husband. “You should probably stay out and look for Sedotal. Wouldn’t want him getting away. And if you play your cards right, maybe your new friends will get you one of those shiny badges all of your own.” Fiona wanted to crumple the picture into a ball and throw it in his face, but instead, she folded it in half and shoved it into her open collar. She wanted to look at it, investigate it for herself. And show it to Hamilton.
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      Grier watched Fiona walk out. The slam of the heavy metal door didn’t just say she was angry, it screamed it with a screech of steel on concrete. “Fuck.”

      “Is she going to be a problem?” Agent Demuer, former military with the build and haircut to prove it, put both hands on his hips and stared at Grier.

      Of course she was going to be a problem. An angry, semi-violent when she had to be leader of a badass motorcycle club wasn’t going to sit back and tolerate one of her men, husband or not, going to the FBI for help. Hell to pay was a generous description of what he could expect when he returned home. If he even had a home. Currently, he couldn’t say.

      “No. She’ll think it over and…” He shrugged. Probably she’d think it over and call in the firing squad herself. An image of himself standing against a wall with Hamilton and One-eye holding machine guns locked and loaded flashed through his mind.

      “Tyler Sedotal is missing right now.” Demuer stared Grier down, but if he thought he was one bit intimidating he was wrong. “And we know you’ve been looking for him. If you find him, can we expect a phone call?”

      No. They could probably expect a gun battle. “You bet.”

      “There was a compound, a camp, years ago. We have it under surveillance, but it’s been quiet. No men in. No men out.” Agent Billings, Dave’s “wife”, stared at Grier. “It was Carr’s hideaway. Where he kept the women and the drugs.”

      “So what’s the point in watching it if no one’s using it?”

      “Funny you should ask. An Amazon delivery arrived there yesterday. Toilet paper, coffee grounds, dried fruit.”

      Grier chuckled. “And you think Sedotal is stupid enough to use the internet to order his supplies and have them delivered to a place he probably knows you’re sitting on?” Sedotal wasn’t dumb enough to leave a paper trail. “Why not just walk into a Walmart? He could be in and out and back in the wind before you ever knew he’d been there. Leaving a paper trail seems kind of dumb.”

      She cocked her head and considered him. “Not if he’s trying to be found.”

      “Easier ways to do that, too.”

      “Look, it’s a lead. It’s what we have.” Demuer crossed his arms. “Now you.”

      “Now me? What?” They couldn’t possibly think Grier would be exchanging information.

      “We lost Kern.” He produced a file from, it seemed, thin air and opened it to pull out a picture of Grier with Dave, the same picture Fiona had shown him but from a different angle. “And you were the last one to see him alive.”

      Fuck. They had him. He couldn’t afford to get locked up, to leave Fiona pregnant and unprotected. “What do you want?”

      “Damian Hamilton.”

      Grier worked to keep his face blank. “No.” Aside from being a member of the club, Hamilton was Fiona’s best friend.

      “Hamilton killed Agent Kern.”

      “Isn’t that who you plan to accuse me of killing?” Wasn’t that what using the picture was about? “How do you know?”

      The agent pulled out another picture. Hamilton on a bike, casual, gun drawn, Dave’s hands up. “What we didn’t release, the information we have, is that Agent Kern died from a gunshot wound to the head. He was put into the truck, and Hamilton set it on fire.” He pulled out another picture that told the whole story - Hamilton lighting the truck on fire. Not only did they have Hamilton on murder, they had the club on running stolen merchandise stuffed with illegal drugs. And he would’ve bet anything he owned and a bunch of shit he didn’t, that fact would come up eventually.

      Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Why would Hamilton do it? Unless he knew Dave was FBI. Which meant he’d been following Grier? Fucking Hamilton. So, Goddamned gung-ho for the club. He would’ve known the truck would have been a sacrifice, but one they could make for the sake of weeding out a rat.

      Grier stared at the photo. It wasn’t Hamilton’s bike. Or Hamilton’s neck tattoo. He knew because Hamilton didn’t have a neck tattoo. The image was blurry, and at first look, he’d been fooled. But this wasn’t Hamilton. He folded the picture and put it in his pocket. They would never have come here and even showed him the picture if they didn’t have a copy, hanging on a board somewhere in a police station. “Hamilton won’t come easy. Not with me.”

      Demuer smiled, but pure evil emanated off this guy. “You’ll figure it out. Or you can serve his time.” He glanced at the other agents. “What’s the term for killing law enforcement these days? Life, right? Without parole?” He cocked an eyebrow at Grier. “I’m sure your kid’ll understand the club was more important.”

      Grier turned and walked out. No point in listening to this asshole when he had his facts all wrong. Besides, his honey-do list kept growing by the minute. Not only did he have to find Sedotal, he had to figure out who was setting up Hamilton, who was targeting the club, how to take that look out of Fiona’s eyes, and if he had any time left, he had to figure out how to be a father. Should’ve stayed in Belize.
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