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      Gray slowly came awake and rolled over, only to find his wife had once again made it up and out of bed before him. Placing his feet on the floor, he ran his hands over his face, wondering what today would bring. Ever since the tenth anniversary of him leaving home came around, he’d been on pins and needles. He knew his agreed upon time was up, but it didn’t make it any easier to accept.

      He pulled out a pair of sweats from his dresser and slipped them on, catching a glimpse of his and Kendal’s wedding picture sitting on top. A feeling of guilt ran through him. It was a feeling he was experiencing more and more lately, especially knowing how happy they were that day, and knowing how much things had changed since then.

      The photographer had captured them in a moment where they’d been so totally focused on each other, they hadn’t even been aware that the picture was being taken. Kendal had immediately fallen in love with it when she found it amongst all the others from that day. His hands were wrapped around her slender waist, and her hands laid against his chest. The way they smiled at each other made it obvious to anyone looking that they were so totally in love with each other, it was damn near blinding. It hurt to know that she hadn’t smiled at him like that in a long time, and that was all on him.

      He was losing her, and he couldn’t stop it. He knew that keeping things from her, like his father, and growing up in a motorcycle club, was a bad idea. She sensed that he was holding something back, but he needed to keep her away from that part of his life. It was filled with nightmares and regrets.

      His phone rang, snapping his attention back to the present. Snatching it off the nightstand, he picked it up without checking the screen. If he had, he wouldn’t have answered it.

      “Hello?”

      “’Bout fucking time. I’ve been trying to get ahold of you, and I’m running out of patience.” His dad’s voice was harsh and commanding.

      Gray tensed at the sound of his father’s voice—father being a relative term. The man was just a sperm donor as far as he was concerned. No matter how hard he’d tried to keep his past life in the past, he knew it would come down to this. Things between him and his old man were coming to a head and there was no way of stopping it, which was sooner rather than later if his tone was any indication. It suggested his father was seriously out of patience. “What do you want? I already told you I won’t come back and fight. I’m done. I’m out. I’m never coming back to the Minions.”

      “Aw, come on, son,” his dad growled. “You act like you have a choice in the matter. By my recollection, your time’s up. You’ve had your ten years playing the civilian and then some. You’re lucky I haven’t tried to push it sooner. Time to come home.”

      “Home?” Gray snorted. The man had to be joking.

      “Why do you keep lying to yourself? You’re a biker, a Hell’s Minion, and it’s time you started acting like it.”

      Gray gripped his cell phone tighter. His heart was hammering, echoing in his skull. God, he’d hoped Mayhem would’ve forgotten about him after all this time, but hope was for suckers too sheltered from the realities of life to know that there really were living, breathing monsters in the world, and they didn’t only exist when you closed your eyes at night. No, they lived and breathed in your waking hours, too, making your life a living hell.

      He could still remember the day their old president, Bear, had gifted him with ten years of blessed freedom—ten years of living out from under Mayhem’s controlling hand. When the decision was handed down, Gray felt as if a heavy weight had been lifted from his chest, letting him breathe for the first time in his life.

      Six years into his time with the Army—five of those years with the Rangers—Gray got the news that Bear was dead. Since the deal for his ten years was made in front of every fully patched member in the Hell’s Minions MC, Mayhem would have to honor it or lose face in front of the club. There was no way he would do that, no matter how badly he wanted to bring Gray home early, because he had aspirations of being the next club president. He couldn’t be seen as the type of leader who would go back on his word.

      “You hear me, Gray?”

      The sound of his father’s voice barking in his ear pulled him out of his trip down memory lane. He rubbed a hand down his face. “Yeah.”

      “I said do you hear me, Gray?”

      “Yes, I fucking hear you!” he yelled into the phone. Man, the prick knew how to push his buttons quicker than anybody he knew.

      “Good. I’d hate to have to get your attention. Next time I call, you fucking answer,” Mayhem demanded. “You’ve got one week to get your shit together and get your ass back to the clubhouse where you belong.”

      “One week? What’s the fucking rush?”

      “Because I’ve waited long enough. You should be grateful, you little shit, that I allowed you a little bonus time. Now it’s time to get your ass back to the Minions. I have plans for you.”

      “Plans? What kind of plans?” Gray dreaded hearing what Mayhem had in mind for his return.

      Mayhem’s chuckle was dark and sinister. “You know what plans, Gray. You’re getting back in the cage. You’ve got one week to come back to the club.”

      Was he serious? One week? How the hell was he supposed to deal with Kendal? With Ditch, his partner? He needed more time.

      There was something more to this rush to get him back. He was sure of it. The old man had been trying for the last few months to get him back, but for some odd reason, Mayhem hadn’t really pushed for it until now. There was more to it than just getting back in the cage. He just wasn’t sure what it was yet. “Four weeks.”

      “One.”

      “Three weeks.”

      “You got two fucking weeks to get with the program. You better show your ass Friday night at the clubhouse…and Gray? Don’t make me come get you.”

      The line went dead in Gray’s ear. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” He slammed his fist on top of the dresser with each word, sending change bouncing and toppling their wedding picture. “Goddamn it.” He grabbed his hair in both hands, pulling hard, trying to find some kind of clarity. What the hell was he going to do? Two weeks was all he had left with Kendal?

      His phone pinged, alerting him to a text message. It was from Mayhem, and there was an attachment. Opening it, he saw it was a picture of Kendal at work. She was in one of the garage bays, her hair in a high ponytail. Her face was turned toward the street, but not looking directly at the camera. She had a smudge of grease on her nose and appeared to be laughing at something that Finn had probably said. She looked so fucking adorable, it hurt to breathe. The message was clear; jump when he was told, or Kendal would suffer.

      Suppressing the urge to throw his phone against the wall, he straightened their picture, regretting once again that his past was going to wreck everything. He went to the bathroom and splashed cold water on his face until he felt more in control of his anger, then he went looking for Kendal.

      Gray stood at the back door and took a minute to just watch his wife. She appeared to be deep in thought as she stared out over the back yard. He wondered what she was thinking about. Him? Their marriage? The distance growing between them? He watched as she placed her mug on the railing before wrapping her arms around herself and leaning against the post. In one unguarded moment, he saw that his wife looked sad, and something else he’d never thought he’d associate with his wife—scared. Gray knew she was probably afraid that she wasn’t enough for him anymore, that her love wasn’t enough, but there wasn’t anything he could do about it right now. He could only pray that she was strong enough to ride it out a little longer, then he’d make it up to her.

      She was wearing one of his shirts again, which made him smile. He hoped it was a good sign. He knew she did it for comfort, to feel close to him. It was freaking hot seeing her in his clothes—her long legs and bare feet, her toes painted hot pink. He’d bet she was naked underneath, too.

      Stepping onto the covered porch, he came up behind Kendal and wrapped his arms around her, his chin resting on her shoulder. He kissed the side of her neck softly, just under her ear, and whispered, “Love you, babe.”

      “Mmm. Love you, too.” Kendal leaned her head back, resting it on Gray’s shoulder.

      Her eyes were closed, yet a small smile was on her lips, and he had to believe that everything would work out because it had to. Without Kendal, he would be nothing. Gently, he spun her around so they were facing each other. He settled his hands on her hips, pulling her in close. With her arms around his middle, she smiled at the feeling of his erection pushing into her stomach. If nothing else, Gray thought, the sex between them had always been, and still was, off the charts.

      “So, what does my girl have planned for today?” Gray asked while pulling her shirt collar to the side to expose her shoulder. He kissed his way from her shoulder to the crook in her neck, where he sucked on her skin, satisfied when he saw the mark he left on her.

      Kendal tipped her head to the side, giving him better access to her neck. God, he made her weak in the knees. “Well, I have a transmission to rebuild today, a few oil changes, a few inspections, and a head gasket to replace.”

      His hot little wife was a mechanic, and a damn good one, thanks to her dad. His beautiful, sexy wife had been rebuilding engines and transmissions since junior high. While her friends wanted to date guys, all Kendal wanted to do was beat their asses in a race. Of course, none of those young boys could stand their egos getting trounced on by a girl, which left Kendal mostly dateless during high school. Lucky for him.

      Days before his last deployment with his Army Ranger’s team, he decided he wouldn’t be reenlisting. He wanted to be with his wife and build a future, not ship out to different countries all over the world. The first thing he did was send Kendal to Raven Ridge to search for a house and get things set up. He could have picked anywhere to live, but secretly, he’d wanted to live closer to his brothers than he’d been able to do while being enlisted. They didn’t live in Raven Ridge, but they were only two hours away instead of the seventeen hours that used to separate them. He knew it was a big risk, but he needed to be closer to them.

      In no time at all, Kendal had found a house and had everything set up but grew bored waiting for him to finish up his last mission. Needing something to occupy her time, she stumbled upon a garage that was for sale. Within weeks, she’d had it up and running, and was already servicing customers. By the time he was able to come home and see it for the first time, he’d been amazed at how much she’d accomplished. He was damn proud of his woman. He had to admit, the thought of her working on engines and brakes and things, wearing coveralls and jeans over her Victoria’s Secret undergarments, really got him going.

      “Oh, baby, you know I love it when you talk shop. It gets me hard,” he teased, his hands working their way under her shirt to slide over her naked ass. He gave both globes a quick squeeze and growled low in his throat. “Oh, you naughty girl.” He smiled and cocked a brow at her.

      Biting her bottom lip, Kendal locked her eyes with his. Skimming her hand down his broad, naked chest, feeling every chiseled ridge and valley of his six pack abs, had her releasing a growl of her own. One naughty little hand slipped beneath the waistband of his sweats, bumping into the head of his dick. She was rewarded when she found a drop of precum already beading at the tip.

      Holding his breath in anticipation, he waited to see what she’d do next. He leaned his head back and closed his eyes at the feel of her finger spreading the fluid around the head in slow, smooth swirls. He released a tortured moan when her hand circled his cock and glided down his length.

      He allowed her a couple of good strokes before deciding two could play at this game. He backed her up until her ass met the wooden patio table. Needing to keep some sort of control before she sent him over the edge, he freed his dick from her hand, earning a pout from her for his trouble. With both hands on her hips, he effortlessly lifted her onto the table and came to stand between her opened legs. Trapping her face between his hands, he leaned in and kissed her. It started off soft and sweet until she worked her hand back into his sweats and proceeded to slowly drive him out of his mind. He deepened the kiss for a moment, letting her play, then pulled back when he couldn’t take anymore.

      “Uh-uh-uh,” he teased in a singsong voice. He gripped her determined little hands once more and laid her back on the table, so that her legs dangled off the end. Placing her hands above her head, he ordered, “Keep your hands right here.”

      “Mmm…yes, sir.” Kendal arched her back and thrust her chest toward his face, where it hovered just above her tits. Gray would get to those in a minute. First, he wanted to unwrap his present. He started by unfastening the buttons one at a time, trailing kisses as he went, until he could part the two sides and brush them off her body.

      Kendal never tired of looking at her husband. The man was built like a god—hard and chiseled in all the right places. His dark, wavy brown hair was currently hanging in his beautiful gray eyes, and the urge to reach forward and brush it back was overwhelming. She pulled her bottom lip between her teeth, appreciating the light dusting of hair on his chest. She followed the single line down his abs to where it disappeared inside his waistband. Tipping her head forward, she thought she saw the head of his cock peeking out. She moaned in frustration. Good God, she needed him to fuck her already.

      “God, woman. The things you do to me.” His voice was half-growl, half-whisper. He stared at Kendal spread out like a feast. Her body was bare, despite still wearing his shirt. No panties covered her naked sex. Nice. Her hard, pebbled nipples called to him. Palming one breast in each hand, he lightly ran his thumbnail over the tips, causing her breath to hitch. “You’re so beautiful, Kendal. I can hardly breathe sometimes when I look at you.”

      She knew exactly how he felt, because she felt the same way. It was times like this that she loved the most—times when he was like the man she first fell in love with. It was stress free, with no outside interferences. They were solely focused on each other. It was the only time she had his complete attention.

      Gray replaced his hands with his mouth. His tongue swirled around her nipple, getting it nice and wet before he pulled back enough to gently blow on it. He smiled when it grew even harder. Liking the result, he repeated his actions on the other one. He continued to lick and suck at her nipples, even lightly running his teeth over them until she was twisting and moaning with need. He felt Kendal’s hands on the back of his head, holding him to her. He pulled back, her nipple making a popping noise when he pulled off.

      “No, no, no.” Gray pulled her hands loose from his hair, putting them above her head once more. This time, he curled her hands over the edge of the table. “Don’t let go,” he commanded.

      “Gray,” Kendal whined. Her body writhed, trying to make contact with his. “Please. I need you.”

      “I know, baby. I’ll take care of you.” Gray went to his knees between her open legs. He inhaled deeply, loving the scent that was uniquely Kendal. Licking his lips, he leaned in and ran the flat of his tongue from core to clit several times, before lightly sucking on the sensitive bundle of nerves.

      “Oh God, Gray. Just like that. Feels so good.”

      Gray hummed his agreement, vibrating on her clit, causing her to pump her hips up toward his mouth. He moved his hands from where they held her thighs down, up to her tits, to pinch both of her nipples while he continued to feast between her legs. Kendal’s head was moving from side to side, her eyes closed, moaning, “Oh God, oh God,” over and over again. It always got her going when he worked her nipples while he went down on her.

      “Almost there…almost there.” Kendal panted breathlessly, her hips straining toward his mouth, reaching for her release.

      Yup. Got her going every time. Knowing what she needed to get her there, he inserted two fingers into her wet pussy. He pumped slowly in and out, then twisted them around to hit her G-spot.

      The combination of sensations Gray was forcing on her had Kendal’s hips bucking uncontrollably toward his mouth. She couldn’t get enough, yet it was almost too much. He had the most delicious lips she’d ever known—full, soft, and they felt so good between her legs. Oh shit, she was a goner. It didn’t take but a few quick, hard pumps with his fingers and she went over the edge, screaming his name. Thank God they lived in the country.

      Before she could come down from the high of the orgasm he’d just given her, Gray stood up and yanked his sweats down below his ass. Fisting his dick in his hand, he lined himself up and entered her tight, wet pussy in one hard thrust. He stopped when his balls smacked her ass, needing a second to regain his control. She was so tight and wet, and goddamn it, if she kept milking his cock, he wasn’t sure he could hold off his own orgasm long enough for her to come again. Slowly, he pulled out, almost to the tip, then back in again. He repeated this a few more times, then buried himself to the base. Leaning down, he devoured Kendal’s lips in a scorching kiss.

      With one hand on the back of his neck, Kendal pulled back to look Gray in the eyes. Right now, it was like none of the unsettling things over the last few weeks ever happened, and she wanted this moment to last forever. “Fuck me, Gray. Fuck me hard.”

      “Fuck.” That was the last straw. Gray picked up his pace until he was hammering into Kendal hard and fast. His hands were holding her hips tight to keep her from scooting across the table. She wrapped her legs around his hips, digging her heels into his ass.

      “Come for me, Kendal. Come for me, baby.” He’d felt her pussy tightening and fluttering, ready to orgasm again. His forceful command to come was all she needed to go over again, taking him with her. “Eyes. Open your eyes.”

      Gray kept his eyes on Kendal’s when his orgasm hit him. He needed her to see what she did to him. Every. Single. Time. She owned him body and soul. Always would.

      Falling on top of her, his weight on his bent arms at her sides, he struggled to catch his breath. He could feel her heart thundering in her chest where he rested his forehead, and he couldn’t help but smile a little, knowing that he was the one that did that to her. “I love you, Kendal. Always.”

      “Love you, too, Gray. Always.”

      The pain Kendal was trying to hide in her voice wasn’t lost on Gray. He knew this running hot and cold was taking its toll on his wife. Call him selfish, but he only had two weeks until he was going to have to walk away from the love of his life, and he was going to take as many moments like this as he could get over the next couple days. After that, well, he refused to think that far ahead yet. For now, he was going to take a shower with his wife.
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      Kendal got to work thirty minutes late, thanks to Gray joining her in the shower. Apparently, he didn’t think she was capable of washing her own hair. As a matter of fact, he insisted he help. She was pretty sure he used way more shampoo than she ever did because it took forever to get it all out. Once that was done, he set about soaping her up, getting her nice and slippery before he bent her over with her hands braced on the shower wall in front of her, and pounded into her once again. When he thought to turn drying her off into another round of sex, she’d had to beg and plead with him to please, please, let her get to work. With a smoldering kiss goodbye, they parted ways, heading off to their own businesses.

      During the drive into town, Kendal found herself, once again, trying to figure out what was going on with Gray. There was something definitely different about him. One minute he was distant and secretive, avoiding her at every turn, and then, like this morning, he was all lovey-dovey and affectionate, and couldn’t keep his hands off her.

      She couldn’t put her finger on it, but it was like he had this simmering, barely contained energy about him. It felt like she didn’t have the whole Gray, she was only getting the pieces he wanted her to see. She hadn’t noticed it as much when he was still enlisted because he was gone more than he was home. And she really hadn’t noticed it until the last few months. It was like something triggered the change. If only she could figure out what caused it.

      She ran different scenarios through her head. Did he regret retiring? Did he regret giving up the Rangers and the adrenaline rush that came from it? Did he regret getting married? Did he regret moving to Raven Ridge? The possibilities were endless.

      Their fourth anniversary was quickly approaching, so she was hoping it wasn’t their marriage he was regretting. Sure, they had a whirlwind courtship once they got together, but he always seemed as happy about that as she did. No. She didn’t think it had anything to do with their marriage. If she were a betting woman, she would bet it had something to do with the past he refused to talk to her about. All she knew about his past was that he had two brothers, Blue and Slate. That was it.

      She released a deep breath and decided to let it go for now. This morning was a good morning, and she should just appreciate it and leave it at that.

      Pulling her ’67 Pontiac GTO into the side lot next to her garage, Landry Automotive, she noticed that Finn already had the three big bay doors open and turned on all the lights. With any luck, he would have a pot of coffee going as well. She hadn’t been too sure about hiring Finn when Gray first suggested him. She didn’t know anything about him, other than he was the brother of one of her husband’s Ranger teammates. He assured her that he was an upstanding guy, easy to get along with, and great with a wrench. He also reminded her that he would never suggest someone he didn’t trust with his life to work with his wife.

      She told him to have Finn come into the shop, so she could get a feel for him, see if he gave off some creep factor vibe or not. As it turned out, Finn was actually a really nice guy. He wasn’t a big bullshitter, and he was a great worker. She trusted him to be able to open and close the shop if she wasn’t there, or he could even run it by himself if she needed a day off, which she rarely did.

      Seeing Finn for the first time, she wasn’t totally sure that her jaw didn’t drop to the floor. The man was gorgeous. He was around six feet four inches and muscular, though not hulking. He had short blond hair and deep blue eyes. The man exuded an air of command and self-confidence that screamed alpha male. Honest to God, if she hadn’t already been married to Gray, she would have definitely been interested in the man. Gray never mentioned whether or not Finn had served, but Kendal would bet money that he had.

      She was glad she let Gray talk her into giving him a two-week trial to see how he would work out. Kendal had to admit, Finn really knew his stuff. Since he’d started, she’d been able to get the ever-increasing workload around the shop to a more manageable level.

      She really enjoyed talking to him, too. She found that he had interesting and insightful ideas about things that would sometimes have her rethinking how she looked at things. He was even-tempered and never got worked up or stressed out about anything. His sense of humor was great, and he never failed to make her smile.

      Stepping inside her office, she was met with the glorious smell of fresh brewed coffee. “Oh, Finn. You’re the best,” she whispered to the empty room with her eyes closed. She took a deep breath and opened her eyes. “And donuts!” she squealed, clapping her hands and bouncing up and down on her toes. Looking to her left, she caught Finn taking her in from head to toe. “What?”

      “Nothing,” he snorted. “Just checking to see if you were okay, seeing as how you’re thirty minutes late. That’s not like you. Usually you’re here long before me, and I live upstairs.” He pointed to the apartment above the garage he rented from Kendal.

      She couldn’t stop the blush that colored her cheeks. She ducked her head and made her way to the coffee pot, popping a glazed donut in her mouth while pouring a cup. “It was Gray’s fault,” she mumbled around the pastry.

      “Thought so.” Finn smirked and picked up his coffee.

      “What?” She knew she didn’t smell like sex because she’d been thoroughly washed and rinsed by her husband. She looked to see if her clothes were on wrong; jeans unzipped, boobs falling out. Nope. Nothing.

      “You got a little something on your neck there.” He pointed with his free hand as he walked past her to the door leading into the garage. His smirk grew into a full-blown smile.

      “What?” Damn. That man had one sexy, panty-melting smile. It flustered her, and the little shit knew it. Wanting to know what Finn was talking about, she set her breakfast on her desk and stalked over to the bathroom, so she could get a good look in the mirror. She turned to look at one side of her neck, then the other. That’s when she saw the hickey Gray had left on her neck. Ugh. How embarrassing.

      

      Finn closed the door behind him, laughing at Kendal’s discomfort. He thought she was the cutest little thing, and a complete goofball, too. Like this morning with the coffee and donuts. He smiled and chuckled to himself. Sometimes she was like a damn kid. Gray was one lucky bastard, and Finn knew that the hickey on Kendal’s neck was for his benefit. It was his way of warning Finn away. Gray trusted him to keep an eye on his wife and make sure she was safe. Apparently, ogling his wife hadn’t gone unnoticed. Oops.

      He couldn’t help it. The woman had the most positive attitude about everything. She was easy to laugh, which she did often, and usually at herself. She was quick to offer a hand, and not just in her shop, but with her friends and neighbors in the community, too. If they couldn’t pay their bill and she knew they desperately needed their vehicle, she’d work out a payment plan they could afford. She didn’t see the point of holding someone’s livelihood hostage if they couldn’t pay the whole amount at once. People needed their cars to get to work. If they didn’t work, they couldn’t pay anything at all.

      Finn placed his cup of coffee on the workstation near the car he was working on, then opened his roll-around tool chest. Fishing out a socket wrench, he bent his head under the hood of the vehicle needing a head gasket replaced.

      Working with Kendal had started out as a favor to Gray, a way for Finn to repay his debt. A debt he felt he owed Gray since he had kept Luke—the only family that meant anything to him that he had left—alive after one particularly bad encounter while they were both serving overseas in the Rangers. Playing bodyguard to Kendal was the least he could do toward repaying that debt.

      He wasn’t entirely sure what was going on that he felt it necessary to have protection on his wife. All Gray had said was to be on the lookout for anyone belonging to Hell’s Minions. That’s right. A. Motorcycle. Club.

      What the hell was his friend in to?
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      Coming back to work after having lunch with his wife and friends at McCready’s, he knew he would have to stay late to get the last order out. He promised it would be done tomorrow, but he’d gotten sidetracked with lunch, and then his inability to focus. He couldn’t quit thinking about Mayhem and his threats, or the picture he sent him of Kendal.

      The one thing that gave him any measure of peace was knowing he had taken precautions to keep Kendal safe. As soon as Mayhem’s calls started, he’d pushed his wife to hire Finn Savage to work with her in her garage. Thank God they’d hit it off and worked well together. She had mentioned more than once that she was happy she let Gray talk her into taking a chance on Finn.

      She thought Finn was a super nice guy with a killer sense of humor, and an uncanny way with vehicles. She liked to tease him and call him “the car whisperer.” What she didn’t know was that Finn was a retired Navy SEAL. So yeah, he felt very confident that Finn could protect his wife from anything that might come her way.

      She did, however, know that Luke was Finn’s brother and that Luke—now a sheriff’s deputy—served as a Ranger with Gray. Ditch Cooper, Gray’s business partner, was also a Ranger he served with, as well as Dean Larson and Jake Trainer. Surely, between the five of them, Kendal would always be watched over, even if something were to ever happen to him.

      He checked his watch and noted he still had two hours left before he could close for the day. Damn it. He had to quit daydreaming and focus. He needed to get this project done today. Ditch was working out front, so he had no excuse for not throwing himself into his work.

      Getting his head back in the game, he had to admit that he was proud of what he and Ditch had put together. Practical Tactical was a guns and ammo store with a retail shop in front, and special order gunsmithing in the back. He and Ditch took turns working the front, seeing as how neither one really cared for it. Kendal always laughed and told them they should find someone to work the counter so that way, they would be free to make repairs and modifications for customers, as well as designing and building special orders or prototypes for military use. Now that Mayhem was pushing his way into the picture, his dream could be over.

      Gray was in the process of replacing a barrel on a .270 rifle for John Cummings, a local farmer. Apparently, Mr. Cummings’ ten-year-old son snuck his father’s rifle outside, aiming to shoot some squirrels, not realizing the gun had a kick when shot. It knocked him backward and he dropped it. In his effort to get up, he used the gun for support, sticking the barrel into the mud. Later that afternoon, Mr. Cummings went to use his rifle and blew the end out, scaring the ever-loving shit out of him. Having cleaned it the evening before, he wouldn’t have thought to check the end of the barrel. Upon questioning his son, the story came out, and needless-to-say, the boy was lectured on all the things he’d done wrong, how terribly bad things could have gone, and was given a well-deserved spanking.

      If Gray would have been the son and Mayhem the father in this scenario, Mayhem would have lectured, then beat the shit out of him so he never made the same mistake again.

      That was Mayhem’s way of teaching a lesson. You didn’t clean the garage correctly, a backhand to the face. You didn’t take out the trash or mow the lawn, a punch to the stomach or the face. You dared to talk back, a beat down that would keep you in bed for days. No one was exempt, not even their mother.

      His mother, Grace, had suffered more than once at Mayhem’s hand. She was a small woman, only five feet four inches if that, athletic build, and beautiful, long blonde hair that reached the middle of her back. She always had a smile on her face but saved all her real ones only for her boys. She loved them with her whole heart and would do anything to protect them, even throw herself between them and Mayhem when he was trying to teach a lesson a little too vigorously. That was how she died, protecting her children.

      Gray had his own room across the hall from his two little brothers’ room. When his father would come home from the club, drunk off his ass and reeking of alcohol and sex, was when he was at his worst. On those nights, his mom would get out of bed and fix dinner just for their dad. It didn’t matter that she had already cooked a complete meal earlier and had leftovers in the fridge. No. Mayhem didn’t eat reheated leftovers. He had to have a whole new meal prepared just for him. The man was such a dick.

      When the yelling and breaking of things started, that was Gray’s cue to round up his little brothers and climb out their bedroom window. On hot summer nights, he made it a game and told them they were heading out to the woods to camp for the night. In the winter, he’d bundle them up and they would sit out on the roof until things quieted down or hide out in the shed behind the house. Every time they climbed through that bedroom window, Gray would stay awake, watching over his brothers with a knife in his hand. It was the same kind of knife their father gave to each of them when they turned seven. He always thought it would be ironic that Mayhem might have died by the same knife he’d gifted his son.

      Gray asked his mom one time how she ended up with Mayhem and why she stayed. She smiled a sad smile and told him that when she’d first met his father, he’d been a good man. Or so she thought. It turned out that he hid his bad side from her well. It wasn’t until after she told him she was pregnant with Gray that Mayhem started to change. She’d heard stories at the clubhouse about how he was mean, violent, and truly evil at heart. She couldn’t understand why they would say things like that about Mayhem.

      Gray heard from some of the old-timers that loved his mother, that his father started out with demeaning her at first. It didn’t matter if it was in front of the club or get-togethers for a few of the members at the house. He was always harping that she was too fat—although she was pregnant at the time—and she couldn’t ride on the back of his bike anymore unless she lost weight. He told her she wasn’t sexy anymore, and that he never wanted kids. The list of offenses went on and on. They said that Grace always took it in her mild-mannered way, while leaving them shaking their heads in frustration.

      She never let on about how badly his words hurt until the day she walked into the club and found Mayhem balls deep in a club whore’s ass. He didn’t even have the decency to look guilty. He stared at Grace while he fucked the girl, daring her to say something. When he didn’t get an immediate reaction out of her, he demanded she join them, and finally got the reaction he wanted. They said she had silent tears running down her cheeks and they could literally see her heart break. Without a word, Grace turned and quietly left the building. More than one man wanted to beat his ass for such disrespect. Half the club was in love with her, but a brother didn’t interfere with another brother’s marital problems. Until that day, they believed Grace still loved him, that she could see something good in him that no one else was able to find.

      After that incident, Grace only came to the club when she was required to bring the boys, because she wouldn’t leave them there alone with Mayhem. On the rare occasions that she did show up, she would be sporting bruises, and even a few black eyes. She would keep the boys close and take them home when the family fun day started turning into an orgy. They’d all been brokenhearted when they got the news that she’d died from falling down the stairs at home. Everyone knew it was a lie.

      Gray remembered coming home that morning, after spending a night in the woods with his brothers, and found his father standing over his mother’s body. She was bruised and bloody, and nowhere near the stairs. Gray was pulling his knife from his pocket, prepared to gut his old man for what he’d done. Their mom was the only good thing in their miserable lives. He only stopped his forward movement when Mayhem said, “She fell down the stairs.” Mayhem then turned to Gray’s brothers, but his words were for him. “Be a shame if they fell down ’em, too, don’t you think?”

      As for why his mother never left their father, she’d once told them by the time she’d figured out what a bad man he was, it was too late. She’d already had three boys to raise, and there was no way Mayhem would ever let her leave with them. Despite how much he hated them, they were his legacy, and he wouldn’t give that up without a fight.

      And yeah, they knew their father hated them because he reminded them often. But it didn’t matter, as long as their mother was there. She loved her boys enough for both of them.

      The sound of his cell ringing snapped him back to the present. He checked the caller ID, since failing to do so earlier had ended up forcing him to have a conversation with his father. This time, it was his brother.

      “Blue?” He was a little concerned, given that his brother didn’t call on a regular basis, and only if it was important.

      “Guess Mayhem got ahold of you?”

      “Yeah, this morning. Is that why you’re calling?” He rubbed at his eyes with his thumb and finger. He was getting a headache. He was still trying to wrap his head around the fact that he had two weeks left with Kendal, and most of that would be used trying to get her to hate him.

      “Figured. The anniversary of you leaving was three weeks ago. Knew he’d make a play for you.” He paused long enough to cough and try to catch his breath, then groaned before continuing. “Hate to add more shit to your load, but I need your help.”

      What the hell was wrong with his brother? His cough sounded a little wheezy, and his voice came across as strained and raspy. “What’s wrong with you?”

      Blue didn’t want to take time to talk about himself, so he went back to why he was calling. “Shit’s goin’ down. Bad shit.”

      “What kind of shit?” What could be worse than Mayhem forcing Gray to come back?

      “Can I meet you at your shop?”

      “Of course. What time?” His pulse sped up. What could be so important for Blue to come to Raven Ridge to tell him in person that he couldn’t tell him over the phone?

      “I’ll text you when I get there.”

      They said goodbye and hung up. Setting the finished project aside, he started shutting things down and closing up, so he could head home to Kendal. It may be the last good night he was going to have with her in a very long time, and he wanted to make the most of it before his brother got here.
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      “I’m going to change into something else before we start the movie,” Kendal told Gray as he helped her clear the dishes and straighten up the kitchen. She walked up to him, put her hands on his chest and kissed him before heading to the bedroom. Gray smacked her ass as she walked away. “Ow!” Kendal chuckled in surprise, rubbing at the sting as she walked off.

      “Fine. Hurry up, I’ll make the popcorn. What do you want to drink? Tea, soda, or beer?” Gray looked inside the refrigerator to see if there were any other options.

      “Tea!” she yelled from the bedroom.

      He snagged a beer out of the fridge for himself and grabbed her glass from the table, refilling it with sweet tea. Going to the cabinet, he found the popcorn and put it in the microwave before carrying the two drinks to the living room, placing them on the coffee table in front of the couch. Flashing back to his shitty conversation with his father, he took his beer in hand and downed half. Fuck it. He wasn’t letting his father ruin this night with his wife. He was going to make as many memories as possible in case he was forced to walk away for good.

      Returning to the kitchen, he found Kendal stretched up on tiptoes, trying to see to the back of the cabinet. He was enjoying the view of her shapely legs too much to ask if she needed any help. The more she stretched up, the more her ass cheeks were coming out of the bottom of her sleep shorts causing him to have to adjust himself in his jeans. When she put her knee up on the counter intending to climb up to find what she was looking for, he decided to step in before she broke her pretty neck.

      Grabbing her by the waist, he put her feet back on the floor. “What have I told you about climbing on the cabinets?” he whispered next to her ear, then slowly ran his tongue down the side of her neck, causing a shiver to run through her.

      Gray had her pulled back flush to his chest, his hands slipping up under her tank, pinching and pulling at her nipples. Her head dropped back on his shoulder while moaning in contentment. He smiled, knowing he really wasn’t giving her a chance to answer the question.

      “What have I told you?” Gray asked again, grinding his hard cock into her ass.

      “You know, if you want an answer, you really shouldn’t play with my nipples. It’s very distracting.”

      Leaning over Kendal’s shoulder, he chuckled and watched what he was doing under her tank and the way she pushed her breasts into his hands. She looked so beautiful with her eyes closed and a knowing smile tipping the corners of her lips. Mischievously, he released his wife’s tits, stepped back and swatted her ass again. He laughed when it pushed her forward into the cabinets. “What were you looking for up there anyway?”

      “I thought there was a bag of fun-size Snickers back there,” she replied while putting her tank back in order. At the sound of the microwave dinging, Kendal bent to find a large bowl for the popcorn in the lower cabinet, and in the process, Gray got another flash of her sexy ass cheek. She turned when he groaned and smiled knowingly.

      “Damn, woman, you’re killing me.” Gray smiled, then sucked his bottom lip in. “You know exactly what you’re doing, you tease.”

      Kendal dumped the hot popcorn in the bowl. “It’s only teasing if I don’t follow through.” Grabbing the bowl of popcorn, she popped a piece into her mouth as she walked toward the living room, shooting a playful grin over her shoulder. “Don’t forget the Snickers.”

      Chuckling, Gray reached up and found the bag of candy at the back of the shelf and brought it to the living room where Kendal was waiting. Taking his seat next to her on the couch, he had to know. “What’s the purpose of these little candy bars? How many of these do you have to eat before you’re as satisfied, as if you’d gone ahead and eaten a full- size candy bar?”

      Kendal grabbed his arm and pulled it around her shoulders. “Because I don’t feel as guilty for eating a few of them.”

      Gray didn’t understand the logic behind that, but if the reasoning worked for her, he supposed that was all that mattered. “What movie are we watching tonight?”

      “Sweet Home Alabama.” Kendal leaned into Gray, getting her legs tucked up next to her. Snuggling in close, she settled the bowl on her lap, so they could both reach it.

      Gray knew she loved this movie; it was one of her favorites. She loved the way the two lead characters finally realize, after years of living apart but never divorced, that they still loved each other and ended up getting back together. Although, he knew the lead male had always loved his woman, he was just waiting for her to figure it out. Plus, she thought Josh Lucas and all his southern charm was really hot. She thought he didn’t know this, but that was okay because he thought Reese Witherspoon was really hot, too.

      Kendal must have noticed that Gray seemed a little preoccupied. He’d been sitting there quietly, absently twisting a strand of her hair around his finger. He was staring at the television screen, not really paying attention to what was going on. “What are you thinking about so hard?”

      “Nothing really, babe. Just distracted about an order,” Gray replied. He wasn’t about to tell her that his dad had been hounding him for weeks, and that today he’d dropped the bomb that in two weeks, he was basically Hell’s Minions’ property. He also wasn’t going to tell her that his brother Blue called, and he was worried for him. Gray had promised himself that his former life, his life in the Hell’s Minions MC, would never touch Kendal. She was too precious. She was his whole world. And yet, forces beyond his control were conspiring against him to make sure he failed.

      “Sure? You know you can talk to me about anything, right?” Kendal knew something other than work was bothering him. He’d been having more and more of these moments lately, where he would just stare off into space, appearing completely distracted. He wasn’t ready to talk yet, so she’d just wait him out. He’d tell her eventually.

      Kendal smiled when her husband’s large hand ventured its way down her shoulder and into the front of her tank, coming to rest on her boob. A moan slipped out as he squeezed on it like a stress ball. He took the near empty bowl of popcorn off her lap and set it on the coffee table, before turning and taking her by the waist, pulling her onto his lap so she was facing him, straddling his hips.

      Gray’s hands came up on either side of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair. He looked deep into her eyes, seeing if she was on the same page that he was before pulling her down for a soul-stealing kiss.

      In no time, their kisses quickly turned urgent and frantic as she ran her hands up under his T-shirt, teasing his nipples with her fingernails. Gray slid his tongue inside her mouth, moaning deeply when she sucked it deeper into hers. Needing to get his wife naked, he pulled away. “Shirt off, now,” he commanded as he grabbed the back of his T-shirt and pulled it over his head.

      Pulling her tight against him, he rubbed his throbbing cock against her. With one hand behind her neck, he pulled her closer, slamming his mouth down on hers, working his tongue between her lips. The other hand pulled and pinched her nipple, causing her to rub faster along Gray’s restrained length. Running his lips down her neck to her collarbone, he teased and tormented, his tongue slipping out to add to her pleasure. He eventually made it to one lovely breast and circled his tongue around and around the areola before licking her nipple into a tight little bud. Pulling back slightly, he admired his handiwork before duplicating the actions on the other.

      Kendal was soon running out of patience with Gray’s teasing. When he moved to the second breast, she dug her hands into his hair and held him there, eyes closing, head thrown back, mouth opening on a moan. “God, Gray. Quit teasing and fuck me already,” she demanded, almost desperately.

      Gray was getting pretty worked up himself and was more than happy to oblige. “Stand up, baby. Get your shorts off,” he instructed, his breathing quickening. He unfastened his jeans, raised his hips and shoved them down to his knees.

      Kendal stood and shucked her shorts in record time as she watched her husband free his long, thick cock from his restrictive clothing, the engorged member bouncing and pointing toward his stomach. She bit her bottom lip in anticipation at the sight of a single drop of precum leaking from the end. Wanting a taste, she bent at the waist and ran the flat of her tongue up the underside of his cock in one long, slow, wet swipe from base to tip, making sure her tongue twirled around the head, licking him clean. Sliding her mouth over the head, she took him in as far as she could go, moving up and down, her hand and mouth working Gray into a frenzy.

      His restraint was slipping. Without thought, his hips started rising to meet her mouth as she sucked him in deep. If he didn’t get her greedy little mouth away from his cock right now, he wasn’t going to be able to fuck her pussy, and he really wanted to come in her pussy. Gently, but firmly, he pushed her shoulders back up into a standing position, his cock slipping from between her warm lips. He inserted one long finger inside her, making sure she was wet and ready for him. Finding that she was well and truly soaked had him smiling. His hands on her hips, he pulled her to his lap once again, more than ready to give Kendal what she needed. Taking himself in hand, he rubbed back and forth along her lips, getting it good and wet.

      “Oh, God. Feels so good.” Steadying herself with one hand on his shoulder, she used the other to reach behind her, lining him up and slowly sinking down his length. Her eyes flitted closed, absorbing the feeling of her body stretching to accommodate his wide girth.

      She touched her forehead to his, their breathing coming hard and fast. Gray clenched his hands firmly on her hips, holding her still, needing a moment to regain his control. “Jesus,” he groaned when Kendal, evidently tired of waiting, ground herself in his lap, squeezing her inner muscles. He thought his eyes were going to cross or roll back in his head.

      When he thought he had a firm handle on his control, he eased his tight grip on her hips, but didn’t let her go completely. Kendal rose slowly up his length until only his head remained inside, then slipped back down, over and over again, gaining speed and force. He helped her move up and down, quickly finding a rhythm that had them both on the verge of coming. Gray wasn’t sure he could hold out much longer; the feel of her walls clenching and unclenching around him was driving him to the brink. Watching Kendal riding his cock, seeing it covered in her juices as he drove in and out of her pussy had his balls drawing up. His focus moved to her tits bouncing with each thrust, head thrown back, and long hair touching his thighs, a look of sheer bliss on her face. Gray had never seen anything as magnificent or so perfect in his life.

      He moved one hand between them, zeroing in on her clit, his thumb swirling in circles. He needed her to go over the edge with him. He wanted to watch her shatter. “Now, Kendal. Gotta come now, baby.”

      At Gray’s forceful command, Kendal erupted. Spasm after spasm had her pussy milking Gray’s cock. Using both hands to keep the rhythm going, he pistoned his hips up to meet hers, straining to reach his climax. Three hard pumps later and he was shooting off, emptying everything he had deep inside her womb.

      Not wanting the moment to end, he pulled her down to rest on his chest, her head on his shoulder. He could still feel the occasional twitch of his cock inside her pussy. Feeling her warm little pants against is neck as she tried to get her breathing back under control, he wondered if she’d passed out. Kendal’s hair slid off her shoulder to the side, leaving her back exposed. Unconsciously, Gray’s hand slowly moved up and down in a soothing motion. He placed a kiss to the top of her head and smiled when he felt her return the kiss on his neck, just under his ear.

      “I think you broke me. I can’t move my legs,” Kendal mumbled into his neck. She was so comfortable in this position, she could go to sleep so easily. He was so warm and comfortable to lay on.

      “All right, sleepy head. You need to get up. We need to clean off, and then you can climb in bed or we can rewind the movie.” Gray helped Kendal up off his lap before rising himself. Pulling his pants up, he leaned down and picked up Kendal’s clothes before following her luscious, naked body to their master bath.

      They were cleaning up and just getting dressed when Gray heard his phone ring. He walked out to the kitchen to catch it before it went to voicemail. “Hello?”

      Ditch’s voice came across the line. “Blue’s here. You need to get here, fast.” The tension in his voice wasn’t lost on Gray.

      “On my way.” Hanging up, he turned and almost ran into Kendal. She was standing in the kitchen, naked, except for the towel that barely covered her. Damn. He didn’t want to leave her like this, all warm and soft, fresh from a very satisfying orgasm, but his brother needed him. Giving her a quick kiss on her lips, he said, “I’ve gotta go. Ditch said something came up and he needs me.”

      He wasn’t technically lying, but he supposed he was by omission. Shit. He’d forgotten about Blue coming. Mind-blowing sex with Kendal always had a way of short-circuiting his brain for a little while after, but he wasn’t complaining. Hell, if it was up to his father, which it looked more and more like it was, he wouldn’t be having any kind of sex with his wife for much longer.

      “What?” Kendal asked, confusion clearly written all over her face. She followed him back to the bedroom. “It’s ten o’clock at night, on a Friday. Can’t it wait until Monday?”

      “Sorry, babe,” he apologized, pulling a clean T-shirt out of the drawer and yanking it over his head. “Ditch said there’s a problem and he needs me to fix it. Don’t wait up, I don’t know how long I’ll be.” With that, he grabbed his keys off the island and headed toward the door leading to the garage. “Set the alarm,” he tossed over his shoulder before pulling the door closed behind him.

      Gray stood outside the door until he heard Kendal push the buttons to arm the security system. Hopping in his truck, he drove it in the direction of Practical Tactical. He needed to see what was so important, and then he needed to fill Blue in on Mayhem’s call. Maybe between the two of them, they could figure out a way for all of them to get out from under their father’s thumb.
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      Gray made it to Practical Tactical in record time. He pulled his truck to a rough stop in the back lot, sending gravel flying. He barely had the engine shut off before he slammed the door closed and was rushing up the back steps.

      Entering through the back door, he stepped into the company kitchen and was met by a grim-faced Ditch. “I thought you were leaving town tonight?”

      “Yeah, that didn’t work out because I ran into Finn. We got to talking about our latest design and brought him by here to see what he thought of it. That’s when I found your brother out back and called you. Said he was supposed to meet you here.”

      “Yeah. Thanks, man. Where is he?”

      Ditch motioned toward the open door to the apartment. Inside, Gray spotted Finn sitting at the table, his arms resting on top with an open beer sitting in front of him. Blue sat at the table with his back to the door, a bottle of Jack sitting next to him. By the looks of it, he’d downed a good portion of the contents already. As he moved closer, Blue tipped the bottle and took another drink.

      Pulling up a chair closer to Blue, Gray took in his brother’s appearance. He had a swollen black eye, a busted lip, a bruise forming on his jaw, and that was just what he could see. When Blue sucked in a breath and flinched, Gray knew there were more injuries under his brother’s shirt.

      “You look like shit, Blue.”

      Blue chuckled and groaned. “Leave it to you to state the obvious. Besides, you should see the other guy.” He wrapped an arm around his middle when he started coughing, sweat beading on his brow from the pain.

      “Leave it to you to tell the same old joke.” Gray smiled. It was so good to see his brother, even if he did look like he’d been run over by a truck. It’d been a long time since he’d been able to see him face-to-face. Probably a couple of years. They usually tried to keep in touch every couple of months on prepaid burner phones, feeling it was safer that way so Mayhem wouldn’t be able to find him and Kendal as easily.

      “He needs a doctor, Gray,” Ditch advised, moving from where he was leaning up against the wall. His friends had never met either of Gray’s brothers until now, and with the way they kept looking back and forth between them, he imagined their surprise at how much they favored each other. It was always startling to anyone who had never seen them together at how much they resembled each other, despite the two-year age difference. Both had dark, wavy hair, but Blue’s was longer. They had similar muscular builds, but Blue was slimmer. When Blue smiled, he had two dimples instead of one, like Gray. Blue had tattoos that could be seen on both arms, whereas Gray had none.

      Gray threw up his hand when it looked like Blue would argue. “Don’t even try to pretend it doesn’t hurt every time you take a breath. We both know what it feels like to be busted up, and just by looking at you, I can tell it’s bad.”

      “We could get Doc Evans to come out,” Ditch suggested, scratching at this five o’clock shadow.

      They all knew Blue couldn’t go to any ER. It was too complicated.

      “No, that won’t work. Doc left for California with Lenore to visit their oldest daughter and the new baby,” Gray replied, his eyes still on Blue.

      “Who else can we get?” Ditch asked, crossing his arms over his chest.

      “I’m fine,” Blue responded through clenched teeth. “And stop talking about me like I’m not sitting right in front of you.”

      “It looks like you barely made it here. I have no idea how you were able to see to drive, especially in the dark with that eye damn near swollen shut.” Gray narrowed his eyes at his brother when he looked like he was going to try and argue again. Bullheaded idiot.

      “What about Kendal’s friend, Ridley? She’s a nurse practioner. She could do it,” Finn spoke up when nobody else came up with an alternative.

      Gray ran his hand through his hair, not really sold on the idea. “I don’t know. I’m trying to keep Kendal out of this.” Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Ditch and Finn exchange looks. They would want to know what he meant about keeping Kendal out of this at some point, but it wasn’t going to be now.

      Finn pulled his phone out and said, “She took an oath. She can’t tell anyone about any of this.” He scrolled through his contacts, looking for Ridley’s phone number. He found her number in his call log list and hit redial as he stepped out into the company kitchen, giving everyone his back as he made the call. After a couple of minutes, he turned and said, “She’s on her way. I told her to come to the back door. She’ll be here in ten minutes. Ditch and I will wait out here.”

      Gray nodded his head as Finn pulled the door closed behind him. “We don’t have time to get into anything right now. After we get you patched up, you need to tell me what happened. Keep in mind that Ridley is one of Kendal’s best friends, so the less said in front of her the better.”

      “My lips are sealed.” Blue smirked and took another drink from the bottle.

      Gray smiled. “Damn, smartass.”
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      Ridley parked her car in the back parking lot of Practical Tactical like Finn instructed. She grabbed her bag, took a deep breath, got out and headed toward the back door. This whole thing—Finn’s late-night call about his friend being in an accident and come to the back door at Practical Tactical—was all a little too cloak and dagger for her. But what was she going to do? If someone needed help, she couldn’t say no. It just wasn’t in her.

      Knocking on the door with a little more confidence than she was feeling, she took a calming breath and smiled at Finn when he opened the door. He turned and motioned for her to follow. “This way.”

      Okaaaay. A little more cloak and dagger going on here. Ridley followed wordlessly behind Finn. Looking around, she saw Ditch leaning against the wall and a man sitting in a chair at the table with his back to her. She assumed this was her patient.

      From the way he fit in the chair, he appeared to be a tall man. Tattoos on the arm she could see led to a large tan hand lying on a well-muscled leg. His hand looked scraped, and there was dried blood on his knuckles. Ash brown hair streaked with several different lighter shades, from caramel to blond, came to his shoulders. Despite the windblown appearance, it looked so smooth and silky her hand itched to touch it. What a weird reaction.

      Finn stopped and turned just before she could get a look at his face. “I just want to remind you that whatever you see or hear tonight doesn’t leave this room.”

      “Yeah…all right,” Ridley replied, a little confused that he would feel the need to remind her. “I would never discuss patient information with anyone anyway.” She didn’t need to be told to keep her mouth shut. It was a part of the job. “I thought you knew me better than that.”

      Blue’s heart tripped in his chest at the sound of the woman’s voice. It was warm and smooth, and he really enjoyed the sass she gave Finn. He always had a thing for women with a little backbone and could hold their own against him. The problem was, the only women he’d been around lately were the sweet butts, and they had no backbone whatsoever. He wondered if the rest of her was as sexy as the sound of her voice.

      He didn’t have to wait long to find out. Finn and the woman moved around to stand in front of him, giving him his first look. His heart rate increased, and his breath froze in his chest. She was stunning. She had curly blonde, shoulder-length hair that shimmered in the light. Green eyes, almost clear in color, were wide and focused solely on him. And her body was exquisite. She had curves in all the right places, and a smile that lit up the dark places in what was left of his heart. She was the kind of woman he’d always wanted but was too afraid to keep, because of his father’s stupid tradition of fucking your woman in front of the club brothers during church if you wanted to take her as your old lady. He would never bring a woman he cared about anywhere near his father or the club.

      “Ridley, this is Blue.” Finn introduced her.

      Ridley sucked in a breath when she finally got a good look at her patient. He was beautiful, if a man could be described that way. His eyes were gray, like the fog rising off the lake in the early morning hours. He wore a smirk on his face as he returned the up and down perusal, showcasing two gorgeous dimples. She quickly looked to Finn and saw the question she hadn’t voiced confirmed. Blue was most definitely related to Gray; brothers if she had to guess.

      “You can’t say anything to anyone,” Gray said, stepping out from behind the door she just walked through. Ridley’s look of surprise almost had him second-guessing using her to help Blue. But he knew where Ridley’s job was concerned, she was the consummate professional. He was going to have to trust that she wouldn’t tell Kendal anything she saw or heard tonight. When she nodded her head in understanding, her wide eyes were the only outward clue that told him she was a little freaked out.

      She knew by anyone, he meant Kendal, her best friend. The best friend who always complained about knowing next to nothing about her husband’s family and had never met them. If this guy with the cute dimples and gorgeous gray eyes was Blue, then there was another one out there named Slate.

      “We’ll be out here if you need anything,” Finn told Gray, motioning to the company kitchen area, silently pulling the door closed behind Ditch and himself.

      Setting her go bag on the table next to Blue, she began, “If it’s okay with you, I’ll take a look at your injuries now.”

      “Sure thing, Doc,” Blue smiled flirtatiously. His lip stung when he smiled, and caused it to crack open again, making it bleed a little. Damn, the woman was even more beautiful with that heart-stopping smile. She pulled a band from her pocket and gathered her hair up, twisting it this way and that, ending with a messy looking knot on her head. She was pretty this way, but he preferred it down.

      “I’m not a doctor, I’m a nurse practitioner,” she clarified, just in case he really thought she was a doctor. She didn’t want any misconceptions between them.

      Ridley donned a pair of gloves and stepped between Blue’s spread legs to get a better look at his eye. There was a cut above his right brow about an inch long, which was definitely going to require some sutures. Turning toward Gray, she asked if he could get her a bowl of warm water and some clean cloths. She wanted to clean him up before she did anything else.

      While she waited on the water and cloths, she used her fingers to probe his swollen black eye. “Self-medicating, huh?” She grinned.

      “What?” Blue wasn’t paying as close attention as he should have been. He’d been staring at her chest, admiring the view. Ridley nodded toward the bottle of whiskey sitting on the table. The knowing smirk on her face told him he was busted.

      “Oh, yeah.” Blue felt his face grow warm. Why he should be embarrassed, he didn’t know. It’s not like he hadn’t seen tits before; he’d seen plenty. He just hadn’t seen this particular set of tits, and they were really nice tits. He’d been trying to imagine them in his hands when she spoke and jarred him from his fantasy. Hell, he was acting like a stupid fifteen-year-old boy around his first beautiful girl. Smooth, Blue, real smooth.

      Ridley continued her exam, checking to see if his jaw or cheek might need an X-ray to rule out a possible fracture. Despite the multiple injuries to his face, she didn’t think they were too life-threatening. When his wounds healed, she had no doubt the man would be drop-dead gorgeous. She also doubted he ever slept alone. Who in their right mind would turn him down?

      Clearing her throat and mentally chastising herself, she forced her mind back on her task. “How’s that feel?”

      Blue grunted. “Sore as fuck.” He was glad she pushed on his bruised jaw. His dick had been getting hard having her this close, the smell of something like lemon sugar cookies filling his nose and making his mouth water. He’d been fidgeting in his seat, trying to get some relief from his growing hard-on when she pushed a little too hard on his jaw, effectively deflating the eager bastard.

      Gray returned with the supplies Ridley had requested, placing them on the table next to her bag. “Thanks,” she replied absently. Dipping a cloth into the water and ringing it out, she warned, “This might sting a little.”

      Blue barely flinched as Ridley, as gently as she could, wiped the blood away to get a clearer view of the damage to his face. She applied antibiotic ointment on smaller cuts and sutured the cut above his brow. Stepping back a little, she said, “You in love with this shirt?”

      He looked at her questioningly. “Not particularly.”

      “Good. Unless you think you can lift your arms, I’ll have to cut it off.” She stood with her arms crossed over her chest. He’d bet she didn’t realize it, but the move pushed those babies up a little higher and Blue was in lust. Man, he wanted to pull her close and run his tongue through the valley between her tits as he pushed her shirt and bra out of the way, so he could suck on her nipples. Fuck, those thoughts had his dick growing hard again. Think bad thoughts. No, not bad thoughts. Think about what would happen to Kendal if the old man ever got ahold of her.

      Yep. That worked.

      “Think you’ll have to cut it off.” He leaned forward in his chair, sucking in a pained breath through his clenched teeth. “Help me get my cut off?”

      “Your what?”

      “His cut. The vest looking thing he’s wearing over his shirt,” Gray spoke up from where he was standing, hands in his pockets, watching everything going on.

      “Oh, okay.” Until Gray answered her question, she’d completely forgotten he was in the room. Ridley moved behind Blue. “Leave your arms straight at your sides and let me slide it off. I’ll do all the work.”

      Trying not to laugh, he snorted and regretted it. “Aw. Fuck, Doc, don’t make me laugh. It hurts like a son of a bitch,” he wheezed. For the briefest of moments, he thought he might embarrass himself and vomit all over the place.

      “What? What’s so funny?” she asked, looking between Blue and Gray. They were obviously enjoying some joke at her expense, but whatever. Gently folding Blue’s cut, she placed it on the table and continued.

      He watched the way Ridley handled his cut and appreciated it. Most people didn’t understand the significance of what a cut represented. Most people would have tossed it carelessly somewhere out of the way, and his opinion of her went up another notch.

      Since neither man seemed inclined to let her in on the joke, she grabbed her scissors and began cutting up the middle of his shirt, beginning at the side of his arm and continuing to the neckline. She repeated this on the other side as well. When she was finished, all she’d have to do was peel each part off his front and his back.

      Tossing the shirt from his chest to the floor, she took note of all the dark bruising covering his entire chest and abdominal area. No wonder the man was in so much pain. God, it looked horrible. Were those boot prints on his side? She leaned closer to get a better look. She didn’t have to be told that Blue had been in a fight; it was glaringly obvious. She would really feel better if she could convince him to go the hospital where they could take X-rays, maybe even a CT scan. The likelihood of that happening, she feared, was a big fat zero or they wouldn’t have called her out in the middle of the night.
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