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Winter Travers

Chapter 1

Meg

HOW DID JUST STOPPING quickly to get dog food and shampoo turn into an overflowing basket and a surplus pack of paper towels? 

“Put the paper towels down and back away slowly,” I mumbled to myself as I walked past a display of air fresheners and wondered if I needed any.

“Oh dear. Oh, my. I ... Ah ... Oh, my.” 

I tore my thoughts away from air fresheners and looked down the aisle to an elderly woman who was leaning against the shelf, fanning herself. “Are you ok, ma‘am?” 

“Oh dear. I just ... I just got a little ... dizzy. ” I looked at the woman and saw her hands shaking as she brushed her white hair out of her face. The woman had on denim capris and a white button down short sleeve shirt and surprisingly three-inch wedge heels.  

“Ok, well, why don’t we try to find you a place to sit down until you get your bearings?” I shifted the basket and paper towels under one arm to help her to the bench that I had seen by the shoe rack two aisles over. “Are you here with anyone?” I asked as I guided her down the aisle.

“Oh no. I’m here by myself. I just needed a few things.”

“I only needed two things, and now my basket is overflowing, and I still haven’t gotten the things I came in for.”

The woman plopped down on the bench chuckling, shaking her head. “Tell me about it. Happens to me every time too.” 

“Is there something I can do for you? Has this happened to you before?” She really was looking rather pale.

“Unfortunately yes. I ran out of the house today without eating breakfast. I’m diabetic. I should know by now that I can’t do that.” My mom was also diabetic, so I knew exactly what the woman was talking about.  Luckily, I also knew what to do to help.

“Just sit right here, and I’ll be right back. Is there someone you want to call to give you a ride home? Driving right now probably isn’t the best idea.” I set the basket and towels on the floor, keeping my wallet in my hand.

“I suppose I should call my son. He should be able to give me a ride,” the woman said as she dug her phone out of her purse. 

I left the woman to her phone call and headed to the candy aisle that I had been trying to ignore.  I grabbed a bag of licorice, chips, and a diet soda and went to the checkout. The dollar store didn’t actually offer a healthy selection, but this would do in a pinch. The woman just needed to get her blood sugars back up.

I grabbed my things after paying and headed back to the bench. I ripped open the bag and handed it to the woman. “Oh dear, you didn’t have to buy that. I could have given you money.”

“Don’t worry about it. I hope if this happened to my mom there would be someone to help her if I wasn’t around.”

“Well, that’s awfully nice of you. My names Ethel Birch by the way.”

“It’s nice to meet you, Ethel. I’m Meg Grain. I also got you some chips and soda.” I popped opened the soda and handed it to Ethel.

“Oh thank you, honey. My son is on the way here, should be only five minutes. You can get going if you want to, you don’t need to sit with an old woman,” Ethel said as she ate a piece of candy and took a slug of soda.

“No problem. The only plans I had today was to take a nap before work tonight. Delaying my plans by ten minutes won’t be a problem.” 

“Well, in that case, you can help me eat this licorice. It’s my favorite, but I shouldn’t eat this all by myself. Where do you work at?” Ethel asked as she offered the bag to me.

“The factory right outside of town. I work in the warehouse, second shift.” I grabbed a piece and sat down on the floor. If I was going to wait for Ethel’s son to show up, might as well be comfortable while I waited for him.

“Really? Never would have thought that. Figured you would have said a nurse or something like that. Seems like you would have to be tough to work in a warehouse, sounds like a man’s job.”

I laughed. “Honestly, Ethel that is not the first time I have heard that, and it probably won't be the last. You definitely need a certain attitude to deal with those truckers walking through the door. I have an awesome co-worker, so he helps out when truckers have a problem with a woman loading their truck.”

“Sounds like you give them hell. My Tim was a trucker before he passed. I know exactly what you are talking about.” Ethel took another drink of her soda and set it on the bench next to her.

“Feeling better?”

“Surprisingly, yes. It’s a wonder what a little candy can do. How much do I owe you?” Ethel asked as she reached for her purse by her feet.

“Don’t worry about it. I’m just glad that I was here to help.” 

“Mom! Where are you?” Someone yelled from the front of the store.

“Oh good, Lo’s here. You’ll have to meet him.” Ethel cupped her hands around her mouth and yelled to him she was in the back.

I started getting up off the floor and remembered I wasn’t exactly as flexible as I use to be while struggling to get up.

“Ma, you ok?” I was halfway to standing with my butt in the air when his voice made me pause.

It sounded like the man was gurgling broken glass when he spoke. Raspy and so sexy. Those three words he spoke sent shocks to my core. Lord knows the last time I felt anything in my core.

“Yes, I’m fine. I forgot to eat breakfast this morning and started to get dizzy when Meg here was nice enough to help me out until you could get here.” Ethel turned to me. “Lo, this is Meg, Meg this is Lo.”

Oh lord. 

I couldn’t talk. The man standing in front of me was ... oh, lord.  I couldn’t even think of a word to describe him.  

I looked him up and down, and I’m sure my mouth was hanging wide open.  I took in his scuffed up motorcycle boots and faded, stained ripped jeans that hugged his thighs and made me want to ask the man to spin so I could see what those jeans were doing for his ass. I moved my eyes up to his t-shirt that was tight around his shoulders and chest and showed he worked out.

I couldn’t remember the last time I worked out. Did walking to the mailbox count as exercise? Of course, I only remembered to get the mail about twice a week, so that probably didn’t count.

His arms were covered in tattoos. I could see them peeking out from the collar of his shirt and could only imagine what he looked like with his shirt off. Tattoos were my ultimate addiction on a man. Even one tattoo added at least 10 points to a man’s hotness. This guy was off the fucking charts.

My eyes locked with his after my fantastic voyage up his body, and I stopped breathing.

“Hey, Meg. See something you like, darlin’?” Lo rumbled at me with a smirk on his face.

Busted. I sucked air back into my lungs and tried to remember how to breathe.

Lo’s eyes were the color of fresh cut grass, bright green. His hair was jet black and cut close to his head with a pair of kick ass aviators sitting on top of his head. He was golden tan and gorgeous. The man was sex on a stick. Plain and simple.

“Uh, hey,” I choked out. 

Lo’s lips curved up into a grin, and I looked down to see if my panties fell off. The man had a panty-dropping smile, and he wasn’t even smiling that big. I would have to take cover or risk fainting if he smiled any bigger.

“Thanks for looking after my ma for me. I’m glad I was in town today and not out on a run,” Lo said. 

Ok. Get it together Meg. You are a 36-year-old woman, and this man has rendered you speechless like a sixteen-year-old girl. I needed to say something.

“Say something,” I blurted out. Good Lord did I really just say that. Lo quirked his eyebrow, and his smirk returned. 

“Ugh, I mean no problem. I didn’t really do that much. No problem.” I looked at Ethel while Lo was smirking at me; Ethel had a full-blown smile on her face and was beaming at me.

“You were a life saver, Meg! I don’t know what I would have done if you weren’t here.” Ethel looked at Lo and grinned even bigger. “You should have seen her, Lo. She knew just what to do to help me. I could have sworn she was a nurse the way she took charge. She’s not, though, just has a good head on her shoulders and decided to help this old lady out.”

“That’s good, Ma. You got all your shit you need so we can get going? I got some stuff going on at the garage that I dropped to get over here fast.” 

I took that as my cue to leave and ripped my eyes off Lo and bent over to get my basket and paper towels.

“Yes son, that’s my stuff right here. I just want to get Meg’s number before she leaves.” 

“Why do you need my number?” I asked as I juggled my basket and towels.

Ethel grabbed her purse off the ground and started digging through it again. “Well, you won’t let me pay you back for the snacks you got for me so I figured I could pay you back by inviting you over for dinner sometime. So what’s your number, sweetheart?”

“I don’t eat dinner,” I blurted out. I was really going to have to have a talk with my brain and mouth when I got home. They needed to get their shit together and start working in unison so I wouldn’t sound like such an idiot.

“You don’t eat dinner? Please don’t tell me you're on a diet.” Lo said as he looked me up and down. 

“No,” I said. Lord knew I should be.

Lo and Ethel just stared at me.

“So, no, you don’t eat dinner?” Lo asked again.

“Yes. I mean no, I’m not on a diet. Yes, I eat dinner. I just work at night, so I meant that I wouldn’t be able to come to dinner.” I looked at Lo and blushed about ten shades of red. “Why is this so hard?”

“What’s hard, sweetheart? Can’t remember your phone number? I can barely remember mine too. Don’t worry about not being able to make it to dinner; I can have you over for lunch. You eat lunch right?” Ethel asked with a smirk on her face. Lo had a full-blown smile on his face, even his eyes were smiling at me. That smile ought to be illegal.

I could see where Lo got his looks from. With Lo and Ethel standing next to each other, I could totally see the resemblance. Especially when they were both smirking. 

I had to get out of here. I’m normally the one with the one-liners and making everyone laugh, now I couldn’t even put two words together.

“Lunch would be good.” I rattled off my number, and Ethel jotted it down.

“Ok, sweetheart, I’ll let you get your nap. I’ll give you a call later, and we can figure out a day we can get together.” Ethel shoved the pen and paper back in her bag and leaned into me for a hug.

I awkwardly hugged her back and patted her on the shoulder. “Sounds good. Have a good day Ethel. Uh, it was nice meeting you, Lo,” I mumbled as my gaze wandered over Lo again.

“You too Meg. See you around,” Lo replied.

I gave them both a jaunty wave and booked it to the checkout. Thankfully there wasn’t a line, and I quickly made my escape to my car. I threw my things in the trunk and hopped in. I grabbed my phone out of my pocket, plugged it into the radio, and turned on my chill playlist, the soothing sounds of Fleetwood Mac filled the car.

Music was the one thing in my life that had gotten me through so much shit. Good or bad, there was always a song that I could play, and it would make everything better. Right now I just needed to unscramble my brain and get my bearings. Fleetwood Mac singing “Landslide” was helping.

I pulled out of the parking lot and headed home. All I needed was to forget about today. If Ethel called for lunch, I would say yes because she did remind me so much of mom, but I wasn’t going to let Lo enter my thoughts anymore. A woman like me definitely did not register on his radar, he was better just forgotten.

When I was halfway home, I realized I forgot dog food and shampoo. 

Shit.

======

Lo

I helped mom finish her shopping and loaded all her crap into the truck. I looked around the parking lot for Meg, hoping she hadn’t left yet so I could get another look at her. As soon as I saw her ass waving in the air as she struggled to stand up, I knew I had to be inside her.

It took all my willpower to not get a hard-on as her eyes ran over my body. Fucking chick was smoking’ hot and didn’t even know it.

“Thanks for coming to get me, Lo,” Ma said as she interrupted my thoughts about Meg.

“No problem, Ma. I’ll get one of the guys to bring your car to you later. Make sure it’s locked.” Ma dug her keys out of her huge ass purse and beeped the locks. We both got into the shop truck, and I started it up.

“Sure was nice of that Meg to help out. I don’t know what I would have done without her.” 

“Yup, definitely nice of her.” I shifted the truck into drive, keeping my foot on the brake, knowing exactly where mom was headed with this.

“You should ask her out.” All I could do was shake my head and laugh.

“Straight to the point huh, Ma?”

“I’m old, I can say what I want. Meg is just the thing you need.”

“I didn’t know I needed anything.” I pulled out of the parking lot and headed to Ma’s house.

“You need someone in your life besides that club.” My mom grabbed her phone out of her purse and started fiddling with it.

“We’ll see, ma. Meg didn’t seem too thrilled with me.” She definitely liked what she saw, but it was like she couldn’t get away from me quick enough when she saw that Ma was going to be ok.

“Well, you are pretty intimidating, Lo. Thank goodness you didn’t wear your cut.”

My leather vest with my club rockers and patches was a part of me. “What the hell is wrong with my cut? If some bitch can’t handle me in my cut, she sure as shit doesn't belong with me,” I growled.

“Not what I meant Lo. That girl has been hurt, you can see it in her eyes. You’ll have to be gentle with her.”

My phone dinged. I dug it out of my pocket and saw my mom had texted me. “You texted me her number, ma?”

“Use it, Logan, fix her,” she insisted.

I sighed and pulled into mom’s driveway. “Maybe she doesn’t want to be fixed, ma. Maybe she has a boyfriend.”

“She doesn’t. Call her, or I’ll do it for you,” she ordered.

I knew my mom’s threat wasn’t idle. She totally would call Meg and ask her out for me. Fuck. “I’ll help you get your shit inside ma.”

“I’ll make you lunch, and then you can call Meg,”  Ma said, as she jumped out of the truck and grabbed some bags.

I watched her walk into her house and looked at the message she had sent me. I saved Meg’s number to my phone and grabbed the rest of Ma’s shit and headed into the house.

Looked like I was calling Meg.

=======

Chapter 2

Meg

After my crazy morning at the Dollar Store, I put all my stuff away and started a new list of things I needed on the fridge. Dog food and shampoo got top billing on the list. I was running dangerously low on both things.

The overflowing sink full of dishes was giving me the stink eye, and I knew I should do them. Instead, I flipped the sink off, ripped a piece of paper out of a notebook and left a note for Remy. He could do them when he got home from school. I put a twenty dollar bill on top. Problem solved.

Looking at the clock, I saw there were four hours before I had to be at work. I was exhausted and would be needing a nap. I grabbed some panties and a sleep shirt from my dresser and headed into the bathroom before I keeled over.

Remy is my fantastic, most awesome son ever. I love him. Plain and simple.

Remy is always telling me I don’t need to wake up in the mornings with him before school. He was right; he was sixteen and could totally handle getting himself out the door on time for school. Damn kid was more put together then his mom is. I don’t get up with him because I think he can’t get himself ready, I do it because otherwise, I wouldn’t have any time to spend with him. 

Working from three to eleven Sunday through Thursday, I barely see Remy. Dragging my butt out of bed after only getting a couple hours of sleep to be up by at six to spend an hour and a half with him before he runs off to school is necessary. After he goes to school, I clean, run errands, and any other odd things that needed to be done. Then I would normally pass out for a few hours before work. It was a weird schedule, but it works.

I shared custody of Remy with my douche of an ex-husband, Hunter. We had been married for twelve years and divorced for the past five years. Yes, I had gotten married when I was nineteen. Looking back on marrying so young, I realized it was not the right choice at all. That’s what happens when you’re young, stupid, have low self-esteem, and the first guy in eighteen years shows a little interest in you.  You end up married, pregnant, and alone, while your newly acquired husband runs off with his friends. Leaving you alone with a newborn and no idea how to care for him. Thank goodness I had my mom and sister to help me out.

The decision to get a divorce was one of the hardest, and also one of the easiest, decisions I have ever made. It wasn’t a good marriage at all. In the end, we both just stayed married for so long because of Remy.  

We have a pretty lax visitation schedule when it comes to Remy. A lot of the time Remy will spend the evenings with his dad, then come to my house to sleep and wake up at our house. Weekends are pretty much every other, but there are always exceptions. Hunter is big into hunting and fishing and had gotten Remy into in too, so they are always out on the boat or traipsing through the woods. As long as Remy was happy, I was fine with the arrangement.

I grabbed Remy’s dirty clothes off the floor and threw them into the hamper. God forbid he would put his clothes in the hamper instead of on the floor next to the hamper. Boys.

I plugged my phone into the speaker that was set up on the tank of the toilet and fired up the shower playlist. I had a playlist for nearly anything. Chill, shower, cleaning, pissed off, you name it; there was a playlist for it.

Steam and the sound of Journey crooning about a lonely girl taking the midnight train to anywhere filled the bathroom as I got undressed.

I looked in the mirror and cringed. Hopefully, my hair looked a lot better during my encounter with Lo. Right now it just looked like a maroon rats nest on the top of my head. I would be the first to tell you, my name is Meg, and I am addicted to dyeing my hair. Red, maroon, purple, black, brown, even blonde at one point in my life, you name it, my hair has been that color. On further inspection of myself in the mirror, I had bags under my eyes and dark circles that just made me look tired. Fabulous.

Hunter never told me I was pretty. Or gorgeous. Or anything flattering. At one point, I would have been thrilled for him to tell me I looked ok. He never commented when I changed my hair color or hairstyle, which was often and each time very noticeable. Never commented when my weight would fluctuate, which it did quite often throughout our twelve years together.

When I would try to stand by him in public, Hunter would always move away from me like he didn’t want people to know he married me, let alone knew me. In all honestly, he acted like he was just disgusted with me. He did wonders for my ego. Not!

I tried so hard those first ten years of marriage to make it something more and I just couldn’t. He told me he wasn’t the type of guy to say things about hair or looks, and that I knew that when I married him (I so did not!). He wasn’t going to change for me, end of story. 

The last two years of hell, I mean our marriage, I had completely checked out. I weighed the most I ever had, and I ate to be happy, but I never got happy. I just got bigger, and when I got bigger, my low self-esteem became nonexistent

Hunter started noticing that I wouldn’t say I love you anymore. I would say me too, or act like I didn’t hear him. He finally called me on it, and I just couldn’t lie anymore. I loved him for giving me, Remy, but that was it. Any love I had for him before had gone away a long time ago. 

He got pissed. 

I cried. 

He yelled. 

I cried more.

That was a typical fight between us. Except for that time, Hunter left, and I let him go. We both knew it was over and there was no going back.

Of course, Hunter called me every name in the book and tried to make my life hell that first year after the divorce but I didn’t let it bother me and that drove Hunter crazy. Silence drove him batshit crazy, to be exact. He always had to be talking, even if it was nothing he was saying, you had better listen, and you had better have a comment when he was done talking. I had no comment after all the things he said about me, just silence. He finally just left me alone, and that was where we are now. We talked when it was about Remy, and that was all we talked about. 

It. Was. Awesome. 

Now I was working on getting my confidence back. I never use to look in the mirror unless it was first thing in the morning getting ready or at night washing my face, those were the only times.   

Now, I made myself look in the mirror and was learning to love the person staring back. I had lost some weight since the divorce but was still a big girl. I was a size eighteen, with lots of boob and lots of ass. I really had lots of everything.  I was always going to be curvy.

My face had finally gotten out of puberty two years ago to where it didn’t constantly break out. A woman in her thirties having constant breakouts was ridiculous, then just one day it stopped. Not that I was going to question it, I was just going to go with it and pray it never came back. My face was round and full and had an average look. I barely ever wore makeup because I just didn’t see the point and really wasn’t a girly girl. I would rather be out helping dad work on an old car than spending an hour each day worrying about how I looked.

I jumped in the shower deciding that was enough looking in the mirror. If I looked too long, I started seeing all the things I hated.  I washed up and sang along with Journey for a couple songs, and felt my fatigue hit me hard as I stepped out of the shower. I threw on my clothes and went to crash.

========

Meg

––––––––
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I ROLLED OVER AND HEARD “Compass” by Lady Antebellum blaring from my phone. I pulled the pillow off my head and looked at the time. It was only one o’clock. Everyone I knew knows not to call me during the afternoon unless it was an emergency.

“This better be an emergency. You know how much I love my sleep.” I mumbled into the phone, putting the pillow back over my head. I had forgotten to pull the curtains and sunlight was streaming in through the window.

“No, I don’t know how much you like to sleep darlin’, but now I do.” I shot up, knocking the pillow off my head, and kicked my dog, Blue, in the head. 

It was Lo. Why the heck was he calling? Maybe something happened to Ethel. Wait, did he just call me darlin’? 

“Did something happen to your mom?” I demanded.

“No. She’s good. Actually making a pie right now for tomorrow.” Lo said.

I breathed a sigh of relief and took a breather. “Ok. That’s good. So why did you call me?” I asked, as I laid back down and Blue jumped off the bed. Blue was just like me, sleep was golden, and nobody better interrupt it.

“I was calling to ask-”

“Wait. How did you get my number?” I interrupted him.

“From my mom, darlin’. You gave it to her this morning.” He chuckled.

“Shit, that’s right. I forgot. Sorry. Proceed.” 

“Thanks for the permission.” Lo rumbled into the phone. 

I slapped myself on the forehead and winced. “Sorry. I’m not a morning person.”

“It’s one in the afternoon, you missed morning by an hour, Meg.” I could hear the smile in his voice. Apparently, I was entertaining.

“I mean, I need time to um ... ahh ... wake up before my brain starts to function properly.” Jeez, now I sounded like a moron. 

“I got ya, babe. I’ll let ya get back to sleep, but I just wanted to ask you if you wanted to meet me for a drink tonight?” 

Hmm, babe? Not quite as good as darlin’ but still good. Wait, did he just ask me out for a drink? “What?”

“You want to meet me at The Tavern for a drink after you get off work?” Lo asked again.

“I did hear you right the first time; I guess I was just shocked you wanted to meet up with me.”

“Why wouldn’t I want to get a drink with you? Buy you a couple drinks, thank you for helping my mom today.” Lo reasoned.

Therefore, this was like a pity drink. Got it. That made more sense than Lo actually wanting to go out with me, just a drink. “Sure, sounds good. I live right down the street from there. We normally go there after work on Thursday so I won’t be there till after midnight.” I told him.

“No problem, darlin’. Hold on a sec.” I heard Ethel yelling something to Lo. “My mom wants to know if you can make it tomorrow for lunch.”

“Um, yeah. Should be fine. I just need to know where.”

“I’ll text you her address and time,” Lo said.

“Ok, well, I guess I’ll see you tonight.”

“Looking forward to it, darlin’.” I started to say bye but realized Lo had already hung up.

Darlin’.  How many times did he call me that, three or four? His voice just sends shock waves through me, especially when he calls me darlin’.  

“It’s just a drink. He just wants to say thanks for helping Ethel today. Nothing more, nothing less. Right, Bluesy? You’re all I need.” I crooned to Blue.

Blue, my Basset Hound, sat at the foot of my bed, crying. “Can’t get up, Bluesy?” I leaned over the edge and looked at the dog. He really was cute looking, in a pathetic kind of way. He had ears that were about five times too big for his head and droopy looking eyes. He was black, brown, and white with black freckles running up his white legs. He was adorable.

Blue looked at me and placed his front paws on the bed, begging for me to help him up. “Might as well get up Blue and make some dinner for work tonight. What ya in the mood for, sweet boy?” I scratched Blue behind his ears and crawled out of bed.

Blue walked into the kitchen and came back with his food bowl and dropped it at my feet. “Silly boy. How about I fill your bowl, and I’ll whip up some cheeseburgers for Remy and Troy.” Troy was my co-worker, we have been working together for the past twelve years. Besides Remy and my family, Troy was the only other person I was close to. We were like brother and sister.

Troy was six years younger than me, had his own house, and was freaking hilarious and my best friend. Troy was both mine and Hunter’s friend before the divorce. Troy always joked that I got him in the divorce. 

I walked into the kitchen and started getting everything out for the burgers.

I lived in a two bedroom, one bath house. I loved it. It was the perfect size for Remy and me. There was a small living room with a chocolate brown, large overstuffed chaise lounge where I loved to read and a matching overstuffed couch where you would typically find Remy playing X-Box or watching Netflix. Remy and I each had our own rooms that were separated by the bathroom. The back yard was huge, with a large deck and a fire pit. It was where I spent a good bit of my time on the weekends just relaxing.

When I really needed to clear my mind, I cooked or baked. That was what I was going to do now. No more thinking about Lo and all those tattoos and wondering what he looked like with his shirt off and his smile that made me want to rip my clothes off and let him have his way with me.

No more thinking about Lo and his tattoos. 

No. More.

I wonder how many he has.

Shit. I was so screwed.

========

Chapter 3

Meg

“So, you helped rescue his mom from near death and now you are going out for drinks with him?’ Troy shoveled the last bite of burger in his mouth and looked at me. “Think he’ll buy me a beer?”

“That’s all you have to say? You're not concerned that he is some crazy guy or he is just meeting with me out of pity. You just want a beer. How about I buy you a beer tonight and I’ll look for a new best friend? Blue, at least, looked at me with concern when I explained everything to him.” I grumbled.

“Blue just wanted to eat, and he knows you’re the one who fills his bowl. You give that dog more credit than you do me. You aren’t going to find a better friend than me, I don’t know why you are even worried; you talk to guys all the time.”

I threw some cheese at Troy and flipped him off. “I'm concerned because I am me, Troy. I am 36 years old, divorced-”

“Thank God,” Troy said under his breath. Troy had been on the Divorce the Douchebag bandwagon for five years before we finally did divorce.

“And have a sixteen-year-old son,” I continued, “I am nothing to write about when it comes to looks. I have a huge butt and gut, and I can‘t even remember the last time I had an orgasm that wasn’t self-induced. Why does he want to have a drink with me? You’re a guy, why? WHY?!” I shrilled.

“Meg, shut up. I do not want to hear about your orgasms or lack thereof.” Troy scrunched his face up and stuck his tongue out. So mature. “Stop worrying, or I am going to throw my soda at you. He wants to have a drink with you because you helped his mom. Don’t read into it any more than that, just go with it. I’m going to be there and so are a bunch of people from work, so you have nothing to worry about. And I am not even going to touch all that shit you said about yourself and your butt because it is just shit.” Troy decreed.

“Hmm. Fine.” I huffed. “No more worrying and I guess I’ll wait till next week to look for a new best friend.” I gave Troy a smirk and started clearing away the plates from dinner.

“I appreciate it. Even though you couldn’t find another person to put up with you the way I do.” Such a smartass.

“I’m sure Cyn would gladly step up to the coveted position of BFF.” Cyn was our co-worker who worked out in the production area of the plant. Cyn came down to visit us often, mainly for the comedy act that was known as Meg and Troy’s friendship.

“Humph, just because she asked you to be a bridesmaid in her wedding doesn’t mean she can handle you. Besides, you said it yourself, I’m irreplaceable.” Troy put his hard hat on and made his way to the door and looked back at me. “You’re beautiful Meg. You deserve to be happy. I’ll have your back tonight when you meet this guy, just like I always have your back no matter the situation, just like you would do for me.”

“Oh, Troy, why can’t we just jump each other’s bones? Life would be so much easier that way.” I threw away all the garbage and grabbed my hard hat to help Troy load the truck waiting for us.

“I’m too short for you, and you’re too old for me,” Troy said ducking out of the office and running to his forklift.

“Why you little shit head.” I slammed my hat on my head and chased after him. “You’re thirty years old you asshole, not exactly young either!” I stood in front of his forklift and stared him down.

“I know, babe. I just like giving you shit.”

“You need a girlfriend.”

“You need a non-self-induced orgasm. Maybe from your big, bad boy.” Troy countered.

“I hate you. I don’t even know why I talk to you.” I whined.

“You’d still be married to that asshole if it wasn’t for me. You need me, if not for emotional support, then for the hilarity that is me, to bring laughter to your boring life.”

“No, I wouldn’t, and you are hilarious, but I taught you everything you know.” I climbed on my forklift and buckled up.

“Yeah, you are the more experienced one, and by experienced, I mean old!” Troy slammed on the gas of his forklift and took off.

“Douchebag!” I yelled.

Troy was right, though, I wouldn’t have made it through the last five years without him. It really was a shame that we didn’t see each other as more than friends. We got along so well that half the time we were out; people did think that we were together.

Troy dated on and off but never really found a girl that would stick around. Half of them just wanted a good time, which was what Troy was known for, but Troy wanted something more now. He wanted to settle down and have a family; he just couldn’t find the right girl. 

The other half of the girls he dated all liked him and wanted to have a relationship with him, but they didn’t like the friendship Troy and I had. They all thought that Troy and I were sleeping together and would want Troy to choose between them and me. No matter how much Troy tried to convince them nothing was going on between us, they never believed him, so he always chose me. He figured if they couldn’t trust him, they weren’t worth his time.

My problem when it came to dating was I just didn’t want to play the games. I hated all the guessing and wondering what the other person was thinking, I was straight forward, and that’s what I wanted from the person I dated.

Of course, I would have to actually go on a date with someone to see if they were worth my time. Maybe Lo could be my jumping off point into the dating scene. 

Or maybe, Lo could just help me with my little orgasm problem.

======

Meg

“I should have brought clothes to change into.” I hopped out of Troy’s truck and looked down at my steel toed boots, faded jeans, and black hooded sweatshirt. “What do you think?” I looked at Troy and did a spin.

“You look like you just got off work.”

“Thank you, Captain Obvious,” I said as I flipped Troy off.

“You look fine, Meg. Truckers have hit on you in those clothes at work before. I need a beer, let’s go.” Troy beeped the locks on his truck and headed across the street to The Tavern.

“Because truckers have such discerning tastes. They spend ninety percent of their day alone; anything with boobs probably gets their goat.” I caught up to Troy and grabbed his hand. 

“Really, you cramp my style when you hold my hand. People think we are together when you do that shit.” Troy whined as he tried to twist his hand out of my hold but couldn’t shake my hand.

I clamped down harder on his hand and yanked his arm to make him stop. “What the hell am I doing, Troy? I haven’t been on a date since before I was married. I don’t even know how to date. I’m going home.” I let go of Troy’s hand and headed down the sidewalk towards my house.

Troy grabbed my arm and spun me around to face him. “You’re not going home. Get your ass in that bar and show this guy how awesome you are. If he’s a douchebag, take the drink he buys you and come find me.” Troy grabbed my hand and dragged me to the door, throwing it open.

“I thought I cramp your style when I hold your hand.” I tried wrenching my hand out of his grasp but couldn’t. 

“Meg! Come do a shot with me!” I looked to my left and saw Cyn sitting at the bar with two shot glasses in front of her.

“One shot, but then Meg’s got to go find her date.” Troy pulled me over to Cyn but didn’t let go of my hand.

“Wow! You have a date!” Cyn marveled as she handed me a shot.

“Don’t act so surprised, Cyn. What is this?” I glared at her and took the shot from her, sniffing it. 

“Buttery Nipple. Bottoms up!” Cyn clinked her glass against mine, and I threw the shot back, feeling it burn down my throat.

“So who’s your date?” Cyn asked as she grabbed my glass, setting them back on the bar.

“A guy.” I avoided the question and looked at the jukebox. “I need music.” 

“Not so fast, who’s the guy?” Cyn asked again and grabbed my other hand.

Troy ordered a beer from the bartender and looked at me. “Cyn just asked you a question, Meg.” He smirked and reached for his beer.

“I helped his mom this morning and then he asked me for a drink because he feels guilty, end of story. I’m going to put some music on and then go find him. Save me a seat. I doubt I’ll be gone long.” I twisted my hands out from under Troy and Cyn’s and headed to the jukebox. I nodded at people I knew from work but didn’t stop to talk to anyone.

I pulled a five out of my pocket and plugged it into the machine. I knew all the songs on the jukebox and picked out all my favorites. Halestorm “Love Bites” started playing immediately. I began swaying to the music and finished picking out the songs that would play for the next half an hour.

Turning away from the jukebox, I saw Lo right away. He was sitting at the far end of the bar away from the door. I could only see him from the waist up, but what I could see was even better than what I remembered. He had on a tight black short sleeved shirt that looked like a second skin on him and a leather cut over it. I had seen enough Sons of Anarchy to know an MC cut when I saw one. 

“Holy shit.”

=====

Chapter 4

Lo

It was about time she saw me. I saw her the instant she walked into the bar holding hands with some guy. I didn’t know what the fuck that was all about, but I planned to find out.

She had talked to the guy and another girl, who was smoking’ hot also but didn’t have anything on Meg. They both had dark hair, were curvy as fuck, but that was where the similarities ended. Meg was much taller than the other woman and carried herself with confidence while the other woman you could tell was younger and hadn’t figured out who she was yet. Meg was everything I knew I wanted in a woman, even though I told myself I wasn’t looking for an ol’ lady. 

I made sure to wear my cut tonight. It was something that I normally did have on. Today Ma had called when I was in the middle of painting, so I just booked it from the clubhouse and didn’t think about throwing it on. I saw her gaze travel over my cut, taking it in and watched her eyes get big as she figured out what it was.

Most women got turned on when they found out I was in a Motorcycle Club. The other half that didn’t get turned on did as soon as they heard that I was the president. There was never a shortage of pussy at the clubhouse, and I had definitely had my fair share of it. One of the perks of being Prez.

Except lately, I hadn’t been taking part in the partying and pussy as I normally had back at the Collinsworth Clubhouse. Demon, my VP, had noticed this and had called me on it a couple of weeks ago. I told him I didn’t know what the fuck he was talking about and took the first pussy offered to me that night back to my room just to get him off my back. I only had her suck my dick and told her to get the fuck out because I just didn’t want it anymore.

None of the guys in the new chapter had an ol’ lady so it was just a constant fucking parade of pussy through the club and I was sick of it. I wanted my own pussy, one that belonged to me and nobody else in the club had touched.

As soon as I saw Meg that afternoon I knew she was it, I just couldn’t admit it. Yet. 

“That the chick we came here for?” Demon asked as he walked up to me.

All I did was grunt at him. I didn’t feel like dealing with Demon’s shit tonight.

“When you’re done with her, send her my way. That chick has got ol’ lady written all over her.” Even Demon could tell Meg was different.

“Fuck off Demon. You’re not touching her.” I said as I slammed my beer down on the bar.

“Is she what’s got you on fucking edge lately?”

“No. She’s what’s going to get me off the edge. I just met her today.” I kept my eye on Meg and saw her over by the jukebox, talking to some other guy. She glanced over at me and blushed. 

“She looks different, man. Different than any chick you’ve ever been with,” Demon said as he put his empty bottle on the bar and took his keys out.

“That’s the whole point, I want different,” I said as Meg made her way over to me.

“Then make sure you treat her different, brother. She isn’t something you use and then throw away.”

“Sounds like you’re talking from experience,” I said as Meg stopped to talk to someone else, delaying her even more.

“Lesson I learned early on, brother. It’s one I’ll never forget. I’m heading back to the clubhouse.” Demon slapped me on the back and headed out the door.

I waited for Meg.

=====

Meg

“You ok, Meg?” I looked to my left and saw Mike from work. He was fifteen years younger than me and made me feel like I should pack him a lunch and send him off to school. He had such a baby face that he looked like he should be hanging out with Remy and not me.

“Yeah, I’m good, hon. You have a good night at work?” I glanced back at Lo and saw he was talking to another guy in a leather cut. 

“Same old, same old. Cal wouldn’t get off my back about my machine and...” I tuned out Mike and watched Lo talk to the other man. The other man was now talking and then slapped Lo on the back and headed towards me. 

When he was next to me, he nodded his head at me and headed out the door. 

I looked back at Mike, who was still talking to me. Focus Meg.

“So I just reset my machine and then it seemed to run well.”

“That’s good, hon. I’ll see ya later.” I waved to Mike and made my way over to Lo. I vaguely heard Mike tell me bye, but I was so nervous walking over to Lo, it took all my concentration to walk. My hands started sweating, and I rubbed them on my thighs. I needed another three shots to calm my nerves.

“I was wondering if you were ever going to make it over to me.” Lo rumbled at me as I reached him. He swiveled on his stool, cocking his legs open. It took all my willpower not to look at his crotch.

“Hi.” I squeaked out.

Lo smirked at me. The damn smirk was going to be the death of me. “What do you want to drink darlin’?”

I was about to answer when I got bumped from behind and stumbled into Lo. He grabbed me before I landed on my ass and nestled me in between his open legs. I gripped his shoulders, feeling his leather vest under my hands and looked into his eyes. He stared back at me, and I sighed. I was pretty sure that I could look into his beautiful, green eyes all day and just lose myself in them. 

“You alright, babe?” Lo asked. I tried to move away from him, but he wouldn’t release the hold he had on my hips.

“Um, yeah. You can let me go.” I squirmed, twisting, trying to get out of his grip.

“Not happening. What do you want to drink?” Lo asked again and wrapped his arms around me, caging me in.

“I’m not going to fall, it's ok. I can sit on the stool next to you.” I pointed at the stool hoping he would let me go. I needed him to let me go.

“I told ya, babe, not happening. I like where you are. Now, what do you want to drink?” 

I gave him my mom glare and he just stared back at me, waiting for me to answer him. Apparently, he was immune to my glare or he didn’t care I was irritated.

“Southern Comfort Old Fashioned sweet. Don‘t forget the cherries.” I rattled off my usual drink order to him and tried to move away from him again.

“Keep trying to get away from me, darlin’, and I’m going to make you sit on my lap.” He turned his head to the bartender and order my drink and another Pabst for him.

I gave up my struggle of getting away from Lo and decided that I should just enjoy it. He smelled like worn leather and mint. I inhaled his scent and moaned. Lo’s head swung back to me, and I realized I had leaned into him, two inches away from his face.

His eyes were liquid, and his legs closed in around me, pulling me closer to him. “Your sighs and moans are driving me crazy, babe. You moan one more time, and I’m going to lay you out on this bar and have my way with you.”

My eyes got huge, and I choked on my own breath. Holy shit. “Sorry. I was just smelling you. You smell good.” The bartender set our drinks in front of us, and I quickly grabbed mine, downing half of it. I just told Lo I smelled him. Gah! What an idiot! I needed to get out of here, whenever I open my mouth around him, stupid just comes out.

“Thanks, darlin’.” Lo chuckled. “So how long have you worked second shift?” He took a long pull off his beer and looked at me.

Finally, a topic I could talk about. Lo turned us, so my back was leaning against the bar, but I was still in between his legs. He rested his left hand on my hip and held his beer in his right. The heat from his hand burned through my jeans, straight to my leg. 

“Fifteen years. I couldn’t afford daycare when Remy, my son, was a baby, so my ex and I worked opposite shifts, so someone was always home.” 

“Why didn’t you try to get day shift when he got older?” 

“I got used to working nights. Plus, I couldn’t stand to be around my asshole of an ex, so working second gave me a reason not to be home when he was.” I toyed with the straw in my drink, swishing the ice around the almost empty glass.

“How long have you been divorced?” 

“Five years. So what is it that you do? I didn’t know you were part of an MC.” Hunter was not something I wanted to discuss. I speared the cherries in the bottom of my glass and popped them in my mouth. I sipped the rest of my drink, watching Lo.

“We’re the Devil’s Knights. I’m setting up a new chapter in Rockton, I’m the president. The MC bought the old roofing place on North St. The interior is pretty much ready to go, and this coming week, we are going to get the siding redone and the signs up. We’re opening a body shop in one-half, and the other half is the clubhouse. We should be opening in two weeks.” Lo grabbed my empty glass from me and nodded at the bartender for another.

“So where did you live before here?” 

“Northern Illinois. We have a chapter in Collinsworth that I was the V.P. of. We decided that the Devil’s needed to expand and I was ready for a change. My mom moved here about five years ago, and I always liked it when I visited her. How long have you lived here?” Lo handed me my drink and put his hand back on my hip. He was barely touching me, and it made me catch my breath. Geez, I needed to get a grip. 

“All my life.” I took a sip of my drink and looked into Lo‘s eyes. He looked back at me, and I noticed his eyes crinkled when he smiled. So hot. 

“Yo, King!” I twisted to look at the door and saw a guy with a leather cut walking into the bar. 

“I’m busy, Rigid,” Lo yelled back.

My headed snapped back to look at Lo. “You’re King?”

“Yeah, babe.”

“No shit.” I looked down at his cut and saw “King” on a patch. How did I miss that? I wonder if I’m supposed to call him King. Is he called King because, you know, he’s like King of well, everything or maybe it was something crazy like he had an Elvis Presley obsession?  “Can I call you King?”

“No. You call me Lo.” Lo grunted.

“Oh, is it because I’m not part of your MC?” I looked down at my drink, disappointed I couldn’t call him King. The name King kicked ass. 

“No, babe, everyone calls me King, everyone but you. I like when you call me Lo. Only you and my mom call me that.” 

My disappointment disappeared about not calling him King as soon as he told me that. I got a loopy smile on my face and looked at Lo. He smirked at me and shook his head. 

“Ok. I like Lo.” I told him.

“I like it when it comes out of your mouth, darlin’.” I’ve never had someone treat me sweet in my life, and I was starting to see what I had been missing. “Course, I like whatever comes out of your mouth.” 

I grabbed Lo’s bicep and squeezed, “You need to stop with the sweet. I‘m not used to it.”

“I don’t do sweet, babe, I just call it as I see it. Get used to it.” Lo rumbled at me.

“King, we got some shit going down. We need you back at the clubhouse.” Oh yea, Rigid was here. I totally forgot about him.

I twisted again to look at Rigid and sucked in my breath. Holy muscles Batman! I’m pretty sure Rigid could snap me in half and not even break a sweat. He had the same cut as Lo, but that was where the similarities ended. Rigid’s hair was spiked up into a Mohawk that he had dyed bright blue. He had gauges in both of his ears, and his eyebrow was pierced. His nose was crooked, and he had a scar that stretched across his face. It ran from the bottom of his left ear across his lips and ended right below his right eye. This guy looked like a fight waiting to happen. A red t-shirt with cut off sleeves was under his cut and ripped jeans covered his legs. I couldn’t see his feet, but I assumed he wore some kick ass motorcycle boots. I moved closer to Lo after my inspection of Rigid.

Lo totally exuded bad ass, but Rigid screamed badass and trouble. Hot trouble, but trouble nonetheless.

Lo wrapped his arms around my back, making me press fully against him. “What the fuck happened now, Rig? I’m busy.”

“Hammer was about ten miles out of town on his way home from this last run, when he dumped his bike.”

“Son of a bitch.” Lo slammed his hand on the bar behind me, and I jumped. Holy mood swing, Batman. I could feel the anger rolling off him. “He ok?” Lo thundered.

“Pretty beat up. Demon told me to come get you. Ham should be back at the clubhouse in ten minutes.”

“Thanks, man, I’ll meet you outside.” Rigid nodded his head at us and walked out the door.

“I got to go, darlin’.” Lo stood up, and I stepped back and bumped into the bar. I tipped my head and looked up at him.

“Of course! Go make sure your friend is ok.” 

Lo cupped his hand around the side of my neck and swiped his thumb across my cheek. I leaned into his hand, and he curled his other arm around my waist. “You going to my mom’s tomorrow?”

“Yeah, you still need to text me her address.” I murmured.

“I’ll send it to you. I’ll see you around ok?” Lo asked.

“Sure.” Lo kissed me on my forehead and released me. He threw a twenty on the bar and walked out the door. I watched him until the door shut behind him and I collapsed onto the stool. 

What the hell just happened? The instant Lo put his hands on me, I lost all common sense. Then he just says I’ll see you around. What the hell did that mean?

“You two looked pretty cozy.” Troy plopped down on the stool Lo had just vacated and nodded at the bartender for another beer. “You need another drink?”

“No. I think I’m going to head home.”

“Not until you tell me what happened with motorcycle boy.” Troy joked.

I laughed. “He’s probably ten years older than you, Troy, I doubt he would appreciate you calling him a boy. Plus I’m pretty sure that was all man.”

“Ugh, please stop.” Troy said as he screwed his face up into a grimace. “So are you going to see him again?”

“Not sure. He had to leave pretty quick, he found out one of his friends was in an accident. He just said he would see me around. So who knows?” I downed the last of my drink and stood up.

“From what I saw, I’m sure you’ll be seeing each other soon.”

“Ha, please! This from the guy who could have a chick all but taking her clothes off begging for you to take her, and you would look at me and be like ‘You think she likes me?’ I just don’t think I’m going to listen to you on this one.” I smirked.

“Funny. He couldn’t keep his hands off you.” Troy took a swig of his beer and set it on the bar. “Trust me on this.”

“I’m not going to worry about it. I’m heading out. I’ll see ya later.” I hugged Troy goodbye and headed towards the door.

“I’m right, Meg. Trust me.” Troy yelled right before I walked out the door. The door slammed behind me, and I took a deep breath. I really needed to just forget about Lo. 

In the distance, I heard motorcycles revving their engines, and I wondered how Lo’s friend Hammer was. 

Shit. I really was screwed.

========

Chapter 5

Lo

I was sitting at the head of the table, waiting for all the guys to show up for church. Hammer was in his room, getting patched up from Doc. I had checked in on him as soon as I had gotten in and thankfully it wasn’t too bad. A couple of broken ribs and a lot of bruises and cuts. His bike, on the other hand, was fucking totaled.

Demon walked in with Speed and Gambler right behind him. “Hammer said he got ran off the road. Ford Expedition, but couldn’t tell you the color,” Demon said as he sat to my right.

“Probably the fucking Assassins. Fuckers think they can push us around.” Speed said.

Python, Edge, and Swinger walked in and took their seats. “Cowboy and Whiskey are out with Turtle cleaning up Ham’s bike.” Swinger said.

“All right. Let’s figure this shit out. We know it’s The Assassins who did this. Now, why?” I asked, looking around the table.

“They think that we are going to try and take over their territory,” Python said.

“We don’t want their fucking territory. All they run is rancid pussy and drugs that wouldn’t even get my grandma high. They can keep all that shit.” Speed said.

“They feel threatened by us starting up a chapter here. We are two hours away from their territory, but they know how we run shit. We don’t deal in selling pussy, but they know that the drugs we push are fifty fucking times better than the shit they push.” Python retorted.

“Alright, who runs the Assassins?” I asked looking at Edge. Edge was my go to for most information, and he was fucking stellar with anything technology based.

“Big A runs it all. I’ve only seen him a couple times, but from what I’ve seen, the guy looks like he thinks more with his muscles than his brain. I think we just need to find a way to make him believe he’s won when actually we win.” Edge said.

“All right, set up a meet with Big A. Let’s see if we can get him on our side, maybe he can start muling for us, giving him a percentage of the cut, but having him do all the work.” I said.

“Sounds fucking good to me.” Demon said. All the other guys agreed.

“Ok, Gambler, you fill in all the brothers who aren’t here. Edge, get Demon all the info you can get on Big A. Demon, you set up the meet. I’m out on a run next week, so set it up for when I get back. I’m only going to need three guys with me on the next one because I want to have as many guys here to finish up all the renovations. We all good with that?” I asked as my gaze traveled over all my brothers.

They all gave grunts and nods of approval and filed out of church. 

Rigid was the last one out the door, stopping when he got to the door and said, “Who was that chick you were with tonight?”

I wasn’t sure how to answer this. If I said she was no one, there would be a good chance that Rigid would spread the word she was free game. Then I would have to beat the shit out of all the fuckers that tried to get to her. If I told him the truth that she was going to be mine, I honestly didn’t know how they guys would react to the idea of me getting an ol’ lady.

“Don’t even think about her, Rigid.”

“What the fuck does that mean? She yours?” Rigid laughed.

“Yeah. Spread the fucking word.” Decision made.

“What word is that?” Rigid smirked at me.

“She’s fucking mine and tell all the club pussy to leave me the fuck alone,” I growled.

“That’s only going to make you a challenge to all the fucking girls. Bitches always want what they think they can never have.” Rigid said.

“They can try all they want, I don’t want that shit anymore.” 

“Yeah, we’ll see. I’ll spread the word.” Rigid said as he walked out.

I looked at the time on my phone and saw it was close to three o’clock. I still needed to send Meg a text letting her know ma’s address. 

I just sent her the address and time. My ma was right about Meg. She was definitely broken, and I was pretty sure on who had done it. As soon as I had mentioned her ex, she had quickly changed the subject, and I could see her shutting down.

I knew Meg was going to be mine, now all I had to do was convince her of it.

======

Chapter 6

Meg

“Can I get you another glass of tea, honey?” I was sitting on Ethel’s back porch after enjoying an awesome lunch of hot ham sandwiches with baked beans and potato salad. 

“No thank you,” I said as I swung on her porch swing that was suspended from the ceiling, just enjoying Ethel’s company.

I had woken up at nine o’clock, seeing that Lo had texted me around three in the morning with his mom’s address and what time to be there. That was it. Just an address and time.

I tried not to think too much about the very lacking text and started my day. Remy had spent the night at his dad’s, so I didn’t need to wake up early to get him to school. I threw a load of laundry in and folded the load that had been waiting for me to fold the past three days. 

I hooked up my phone to my speaker and put on my Cleaning playlist. I had a bunch of high energy songs on this playlist to get me motivated. It had music ranging from Lady Gaga, Ke$ha, Pink, and Jessie J. It was kind of my Girl Power playlist too.

I hadn’t dusted in a while, so I figured I would start there.

I had a bunch of different pictures around my house that weren’t really pictures but awesome quotes that I thought rocked. 

By my front door, I had one that said: “The best thing about the future, is that it comes one day at a time.” I had it matted and framed, and it was the last thing you saw when walking out the door. In my bathroom hanging above the toilet was, “You are imperfect. Permanently and inevitably flawed, and you are beautiful.”  I read it every morning, and it gave me an extra boost of confidence. 

Above my bed, I had taken seven, three-foot boards, screwed them to the wall and painted on them, “Wake Up & Be Awesome.” Then on another wall, I had one that said, “You say I’m a dreamer, but I’m not the only one.”  I had about ten other sayings scattered around my house that were the shit. I also had pictures of Remy and my family hanging up.

I dusted all my pictures and pulled the vacuum out and did a quick run around the house with it. 

I threw the wet clothes into the dryer and looked at the clock and saw I had to be to Ethel’s in an hour and hopped into the shower. I planned throwing on a sundress, so I did a quick shave of my legs and got dressed. 

I kept wondering if I was going to see Lo at his mom’s, and each time I thought about him, I mentally slapped myself and tried to forget about him.

Now, I was soaking up the sun on Ethel’s porch blissfully full, sipping my tea.

“I talked to Lo this morning. He said you two met up last night after you got off work.” There went my resolve of not thinking about Lo.

“Yup. We just had a drink together. He just wanted to thank me for helping you yesterday. He had to leave pretty quickly on club business.” I tried to play it off as nothing but Ethel just kept talking about him.

“He told me about Hammer crashing his bike. He said he should be fine. Just had some road rash and a couple broken ribs. Lo said Hammer was pretty lucky seeing how his bike was totaled.” 

“That’s good to hear. I mean about Hammer being ok, not about his bike being wrecked.” I stammered.

“You think you two are going to see each other again?” Ethel asked, smiling at me.

Gah! Between Troy and Ethel, I was going to go crazy thinking about Lo. “I’m not sure. We didn’t make plans to meet up again so probably not.”

Ethel hummed and said, “Well, you never know.” 

Thankfully, Ethel left it at that, and we talked about the plans we had for the weekend. “I think I’m just going to putter around the garden and catch up on some reading.” Ethel placed her glass of tea on the small side table next to her and stretched out on the chaise lounge she was sitting on. “Do you have any plans this weekend, honey?”

“One of my friends from work is having her bachelorette party this weekend up in Falls City. We rented a couple of hotel rooms and plan on making a night of bar hopping up there.” I really was looking forward to spending time with Cyn. Ever since she had started seeing her fiancé, I really only saw her at work anymore.

“That sounds like fun. How many of you girls are going?”

“Should be around fifteen of us. I’m one of her bridesmaids, so I came up with a bunch of fun games and a scavenger hunt to play while out in the bars.” We talked about some of the wild parties Ethel had been to back in the day and just chatted about anything we could think of.

Before I knew it, it was close to Remy getting out of school and decided it was time to head home. “I think I’m going to head home, Ethel.” I stood up from the swing and stretched my arms above my head.

“Oh, but we never had any pie! How about I cut a piece for you and your son?”

“I’m sure Remy would love that, thank you, Ethel.” Ethel shuffled past me and headed for the house. I grabbed my keys from the side table and followed her into the house.

“You know what, why don’t I just give you the whole thing. I know he’s a growing boy and probably eating you out of house and home and, before you argue with me, I insist, and that’s that.” Ethel reached into the fridge and handed the pie to me. “This way you have to come back over to return my pie tin also.” Ethel winked at me, and I laughed.

“I see how it is. I’ll give you a call next week sometime, and we can set something up again.” I grabbed the pie and headed out the door with Ethel following behind me.

“You could always give Lo a call or just drop it off at the shop with him. I’m sure he wouldn’t mind.”  

I slid my sunglasses on my face and smiled at Ethel. “I think I’ll just give you a call.” Man this woman was a matchmaking fool. “I don’t think Lo would appreciate me just dropping in on him. I’m sure he’s busy getting everything ready for the grand opening.”

“I wouldn’t be so sure of that. But it’s up to you. See you soon, darlin’.”

I waved at Ethel and hopped into my truck. I had decided to get my 55’ Chevy Rat Rod out of the garage today and cruise to Ethel’s. It had taken the past four years of building and tinkering with it to get it where it was today. When my dad and I had found it, it was buried under a collapsed barn, and we had to dig it out. The second I saw it I knew that I had to have it. It was a 4-speed manual transmission with a small block V8. Instead of repainting it I just had it sanded down, and the dents somewhat pounded out and then just clear coated it. It was white with rust and small dents all over it. It looked like a piece of shit on the outside but if you popped the hood or peeked in the interior you would see it was a lot more than it seemed to. I don’t drive it every day. I had my Chevy Malibu that was my daily driver. When the weather was good, and I felt like a cruise, which I had to admit was often, I got my truck out of the garage.

I loved it. Mainly because it was something my dad and I had done together. 

Plus she kicked ass off the line. 

I cranked her up and looked out the window at Ethel. She was waving at me and had her phone pressed to her ear. I waved back and headed home. 

I missed Remy and hoped he didn’t have plans tonight so we could spend some time together. He was spending the night at his dad’s tomorrow night because I would be in Fall’s City overnight so this would be the only night I would be able to see him before the weekend was over. 

I needed to just chill and not think about a particular guy. Pizza, ice cream, and a movie with Remy should help with that. 

I glanced at the pie sitting on the seat next to me. Maybe I could drop the empty pan off with Lo. It would give me a chance to see him again. 

Shit, now the fucking pie was making me think of Lo. 

======

Lo

I was watching Speed and Gambler bringing in furniture to the main room of the clubhouse when my phone rang. I looked at the time and saw it was after three and knew it was my mom calling.

“Hey, ma. How did lunch go?” I said.

“Fine Hun. I sent her home with a pie, and I told her to return the pie tin to you. She didn’t seem too keen on the idea, though. What happened last night? You better have treated her good.”

“I’m not giving you details, ma. Ham laid down his bike last night, and I had to leave pretty quickly. I plan on seeing her again.”

“Good Lo. You need that girl. I’m pretty sure she needs you too.”  Ma pointed out.

“I know, Ma. She might need a little convincing, though.” I said as I watched Speed drop the recliner on Gambler’s foot.

“Mother Fucker! Watch what the fuck you are doing!” Gambler roared at Speed.

“I got to go, ma.”

“Was that Gambler yelling? Tell him to chill out and come over for lunch tomorrow.” Only my mom would make friends with all my brothers and treat them all like her sons.

“Will do mom, except you know you’re going to end up with half the brothers over there as soon as they hear you’re making lunch.”

“I’ll make extras. I’ll talk to you later, Hun.”

“Later, Ma.” I hung the phone up and watched Gambler slug Speed in the gut. Speed dropped to his knees, the wind knocked out of him.

“Alright fuckers, back to work. I want all this shit done today.” I walked to the bar and poured myself a shot of Southern Comfort and felt it burn down my throat. I thought about texting Meg, seeing if she wanted to get another drink tonight but then heard a crash outside the door and shook my head. Motherfuckers are going to be the fucking death of me. I poured another shot and tossed it back. We still had the rest of the main room furniture and all the bedrooms to set up today. 

I slammed the shot glass down, deciding I would text Meg when all this shit got done. Hopefully.

======

Meg

“What do you think about me dating?” I asked Remy as I scooped ice cream into two cups and handed them to him.  

“I don’t care, I guess. Just make sure he treats you good.” Remy poured root beer over the ice cream and headed into the living room.

“I kind of feel like we just reversed roles. Plus, what makes you think you need to tell me to make sure he treats me good. I make good decisions.” I grabbed my float, flipped the kitchen lights off and headed into the living room after Remy.

“Mom, I’m not blind. I saw the way dad treated you. You stayed with him for over ten years.” 

I plopped down on the couch and looked at Remy, who was sitting in the big comfy chair. “I was with him for over twelve years.” I was getting credit for all those years I put in. Thank you very much! “You think your dad treated me bad?” I questioned.

“No offense, mom, but he treated you like shit. It was kind of hard to miss.”

Geez, even my kid, knew how shitty my marriage was. I always thought I shielded it from him. Evidently not. 

“Don’t say shit.” Yes, that was the only reply I had. I couldn’t really lie to him and say he was wrong.

“Whatever, mom.” Remy rolled his eyes at me and turned on Transformers.

Ok, time to do some damage control. “Your dad, he, well...” Lovely Meg, that was a well thought out speech.

“Dad is a good dad, mom. I know that. He is just a shitty husband.” Remy pointed out. 

“Don’t say shit.” I insisted. “Don’t let your dad hear you say that about him.” I grabbed my dark purple blanket off the back of the couch that I snagged at an awesome Black Friday Sale last year, it was so lush, and wrapped it around me. I could never figure out how they made blankets so soft. It was borderline ridiculous.

“I don’t know why you stayed as long as you did, mom. He treated everyone else awesome, but when it came to you, it was like all you did was piss him off, and he just made you sad. I was relieved the day you told me you guys were divorcing. I hated seeing you sad.”

Shit. Why the hell did I not realize that Remy saw all this? Hunter and I tried not to fight when Remy was around. That was the one thing we both agreed on. Apparently, we didn’t do a good job of hiding it. “Rem, why haven’t you told me this before?”

“Because you’re happy now, Mom. Why would I bring up some shit that makes you sad?” Remy explained.

“Don’t say shit.’ I was starting to sound like a broken record. ‘I’m sorry, Rem. You shouldn’t have had to deal with all that crap.”

“Whatever, mom. You’re happy, I’m happy, and dad leaves you the hell alone now. It’s all good.”

“When in the hell did you get so wise?” I slurped down some of my float and stirred it around waiting for the ice cream to melt. “So, would you be ok with me going out on dates?”

“As long as they don’t make you cry and I don’t have to call them dad, I don’t care. Toss me my blanket.” 

I threw Remy’s orange blanket at him, which was just like my purple one, and settled back into the couch. “Shit, Remy, tell me how you really feel.”

“Don’t say shit,” Remy smirked.

Well shit.

=======

Lo

I never got the chance to text Meg. By the time we got all the furniture and beds set up, it was well past midnight. I promised myself that I would find Meg tomorrow and get her head straight about being with me. I had hoped that she would be the one to text me today, but I wasn’t surprised that she hadn’t. I knew I was going to have to make the majority of the moves.

I fell in my bed and instantly passed out. This Prez and Meg shit was exhausting.

=======

Chapter 7

Meg

The beginning of the day started out good. Remy and I got up at nine and had breakfast. Remy made no mention of our conversation from the night before, and we both refrained from saying shit. Score one for mom.

After breakfast, Hunter called Remy wanting to head to the cabin up north and off they went.

I cleaned up the breakfast dishes and started to make a plan for the day. All the girls were going to be meeting at the Falls Hotel at four, and it was an hour drive to the hotel. I had about four hours to get my shit packed.

As I was pulling out possible outfits for our night of mischief and debauchery, Troy called me. “Hello, my little Troy.” I sang out as I put my phone on speaker so I could continue to dig through my closet.

“I really wish you wouldn’t call me little.” Troy grumped at me.

“Ha, get used to it. What’s up, homie? I’m digging through my closet trying to find clothes to wear tonight.”

“Don’t use homie. If you are over the age of thirty, you should not use slang.” Troy informed me. Shit head.

“Bite me, Troy. What. Do. You. Want? Other than to annoy the crap out of me.”

“I don’t think I’m going to tell you now. That was mean.” Troy sulked.

“Oh my god! Just tell me!” I yelled.

“I’m pretty sure Cyn’s fiancé is cheating on her.” Troy blurted out.

“WHAT! Troy, do you not realize I am three hours away from celebrating her bachelorette party? How the hell did you find this out?” I grabbed my phone off my dresser and pressed it to my ear. I had to have heard him wrong.

“Well, when I saw him making out with some chick last night that was when I figured it out. By the way, the chick was not Cyn.” Ok, I guess I didn’t hear him wrong. Shit.

“Motherfucker! What the hell am I supposed to do now?” I exclaimed.

“Meg, you know what you have to do. I got to go.” 

“Really, you call me, lay that shit on me, and now you got to go. I hate you.” I punched the end call button. Definitely not as satisfying slamming the receiver down.)“Shit!” I yelled.

What the hell was I supposed to do?

I started pacing and ran my hands through my hair. Ok, think. 

Plan A: Act like I know nothing and go out celebrate with Cyn knowing that the guy she is marrying is a lying cheating asshat. Mazel tov! Not!

Plan B: Call Cyn. Tell her about her lying cheating asshat of a fiancé and call up fifteen girls to cancel the bachelorette party. So not how I had envisioned my Saturday afternoon.

Ugh. Troy was right. I knew what I had to do. 

Shit.

Here’s the deal with Cyn’s fiancé. Hopefully soon to be ex. 

Troy and I did not like him, like, at all. Two months into their relationship, we both called it that he was a mooching douche. I had even at one point sat down with Cyn and expressed my concerns to her. She told me to fuck off and didn’t talk to me for two weeks. We obviously patched things up, over a bottle of RumChata, and I agreed to the fact that Cyn knew what she was doing, and she appreciated the concern, but she had it covered.

I liked Cyn, and I knew that she could do so much better. I saw so much of myself in Cyn it was ridiculous, and it sometimes hurt watching her make the same wrong decisions that I had made. I now see her walking down the same path that I did when I was 19, that ended so well for me. Oy. 

I picked up my phone and pulled up her number. As I was about to hit send, her drunk ass face showed up on my screen. I tended to take pictures of my friends drunk and make it their picture when they called me. I got a good laugh every time they called, them, not so much. I threw my phone on the bed and panicked. “Shit!” I scrambled onto the bed and grabbed the phone. 

“Hi!” I chimed. Ok, bring it down a notch, I sounded like one of the chipmunks answering the phone.

“Meg! You were right! Oh my god, what am I going to do!” Cyn was in major freak out mode.

Huh, maybe I didn’t need to break the news to her. “Calm down Hun, what’s up?”

“That, that ... What do you always call him?” Cyn demanded.

“Um, asshat?” Hey, I agreed to let her make her own decisions, but I was only human. I just couldn’t seem to call him by his real name. Plus, I could never remember what his name was.

“Yes! That asshat was kissing some slut in the bar last night! You were right! I can’t believe I defended that asshat! UGH! ASSHAT!” Ok, so I obviously was not going to have to break the news to her about the cheating asshat. 

“Are you ok, sweetie?” I asked.

“Am I alright? What an asshat! I cannot believe I have wasted the past two years on that Asshat! That is his name from now on, Asshat. It fits him so much better than Nick.”

Nick! That was his name, I knew it started with an N.

“Alright, Hun, sounds good. So what are your plans?” I seriously had no idea what to say or do. I felt it best to go with whatever Cyn was feeling. It seemed like a safer bet.

“I canceled the whole wedding. My parents were going to cook the meal, so they are just stuck with about forty pounds of spiral cut ham and sixty pounds of potatoes. My mom was on the way to the store to buy the chicken and booze when I called her and told her about Asshat. Now they are planning on having a Thank God Cyn Didn’t Marry That Asshat party when the reception was supposed to be going on. You’re invited.” Cyn declared.

“Ok, sounds good honey. So, how are you feeling? Do you want me to come over?” For having just found out her soon to be husband was caught cheating on her, Cyn seemed to be doing pretty well. All anger aside.

“I’m pissed Meg. I’m mad at myself for not listening to you and staying with that Asshat. And no, you do not need to come over right now, I’ll see you when you pick me up.”

Pick her up? We were still going to do the bachelorette party?

“Um, honey, I’m still picking you up?” I guessed. 

“Yes. Instead of a bachelorette party, we will now have a Thank God I Did Not Marry That Asshat party. Tonight is phase 1, the reception will be phase 2. Meg, I need to get drunk, and I need to flirt with as many men as possible. As we speak, I am throwing my sluttiest clothes in my bag, and you best be doing the same thing. Plus, if I cancel our reservations at the hotel I won’t get any of my money back. We. Are. Going. Get packed and pick me up as soon as you can. I have to call the florist and cancel the flowers, and if I can’t get my money back, Asshat is going to get his ass beat.” Cyn finished on a shriek.

“Cyn, calm...” Shit, she hung up.

I looked at my bag I had halfway packed and dumped it out. Nothing I had packed could qualify as slutty. I honestly didn’t do slutty, so I was kind of at a loss. I grabbed my phone and texted Cyn.

I have no slutty clothes. I was a mom and thirty-six, was I supposed to even own slutty clothes?

Grab your toothbrush and sexy underwear and pick me up. We can hit the outlet mall on the way.

I looked in my underwear drawer and cringed. I was pretty sure cotton boy shorts did not qualify as sexy. I don’t have sexy underwear either. I haven’t had the need for sexy anything in the past five years. 

Geeze. Grab your toothbrush and come get me. I will be ready in half an hour.

Fine. See you soon. 

I shot a text to Remy letting him know I was leaving early and then one to Troy letting him know I had the Cyn situation under control and for him to let Blue out for me. 

Not listening entirely to Cyn, I did grab some of my not sexy underwear, pajamas, favorite blue jeans and all my bathroom crap. I made a quick Men Suck playlist and headed over to Cyn’s. This was going to be interesting.

I rolled up to Cyn’s house with Kelly Clarkson blasting, singing “Walk Away” and saw Cyn standing at the end of her driveway yelling into her phone.

“No, Asshat! You listen to me. I am going out with Meg, and I am going to kiss every guy I see, and I am not even going to think about you!” She shouted.

I tried to remember if I threw my chapstick in my bag thinking Cyn was going to need it if her plans involved kissing every guy she saw.

“Yes, I am going with Meg! She was right about you! I should have listened to her!” At this point, I had popped the trunk, and Cyn threw her bag in and slammed it shut. “Don’t you call her a bitch, you ASSHAT! I fucking hate you. I hope you get fucking herpes and your dick falls off!”  Cyn flung open the door and dropped into the seat and slammed the door shut. “You had a small dick anyway. I faked it every time!” Cyn threw her phone on my dash and screamed.

“Hey.” I really had no idea what the hell to say.

Cyn ran her hands through her hair and looked at me. “Hey.”

“Did he really call me a bitch?” I asked. Because really, he cheats on Cyn and he thinks he can call me a bitch? Asshat.

“Yeah. Fucking Asshat.” I knew we were friends for a reason. She totally had my back even in the middle of her own crisis. “He was trying to tell me it wasn’t what it looked like, that he was just helping the slut put her earring in. Asshat.”

“Amen girl.” I chimed in.

“Alright, let’s go. You need slut clothes, and I need a drink. Drive.” Cyn ordered.

I drove.

We hit the Outlet Mall and got outfitted for our night. Cyn pretty much took over shopping for me, and I just stayed in the dressing room trying clothes on as she threw them at me. 

I snagged two kick ass pairs of Silver jeans at Maurices. Yay, clearance! Then hit up Lane Bryant, and I fell in love with my new demi bra with white pleating, black satin lining and lace sides that put the girls in a position they hadn’t been in for years with a matching Satin Cheeky Panty in black. Lastly, we stormed through Torrid, where I found a leather studded black peplum top that was going to look amazing with my new jeans.

Cyn needed new slut shoes. So on the way out we quickly ran into DSW, where Cyn got a pair of Jessica Simpson four inch spike heels. They were a mishmash of black straps crisscrossing over the top of her foot, that even I had to say were to die for. I picked up a pair of three-inch wedges that had two thick straps going over the top of my foot and wrapped around my heel. They were black and studded all along the straps. I freaking loved these shoes.

By the time we made it out of the mall, we had to hustle to meet all the other girls at the hotel. We wouldn’t be a group of fifteen anymore because Asshat’s two sisters and five of his friend's girlfriends wouldn’t be joining us anymore. We had a suite of rooms booked and with seven girls not joining us now, I ended up with my own room. Score! 

We all got ready together rocking out to Pink while drinking shots of RumChata and Tequila. I stuck to RumChata because Tequila, just like the song says, makes my clothes fall off. 

Cyn’s friend, April, was a hairdresser and did all our hair. She curled mine, piling it on top of my head, so I had random pieces cascading around my face and down my neck. I put on my new pair of boot cut Silver jeans and my leather peplum top so hot, and slipped on my wedges. I did a quick swipe of mascara, eyeliner, and eyeshadow, threw my lip gloss in my black clutch, double checking to make sure I had my ID and money and we hit the town.

======

Chapter 8

Lo

I was on my way back from making a parts run when I drove by The Tavern and saw Meg’s friend walking in. I whipped a U-turn and parked behind his truck.

I walked into the bar and rested my sunglasses, on top of my head, scanning the bar for Meg’s friend. It was only four o’clock, and the bar was pretty sparse. 

I walked over to where he was sitting at the bar and ordered a beer.

“You hurt her, and I’ll rip your fucking guts out.” He growled next to me.

“Nice to meet you too,” I said, “pretty sure you’re one up on me here. I don’t even know your name.” I drawled back.

“Troy.” He grunted at me.

“You can call me King.” I replied. “Alright, look here man. I came in here to get a drink and talk to ya. I just got some questions about Meg.” I took a sip from my beer and sighed. This guy was about to piss me off.

“You’re not going to find a better woman than Meg. She isn’t some chick you fuck around with and leave. I’m pretty sure you’ve never met someone like her before.” Troy bite off.

“I know she’s not just pussy, brother. That’s why I want her. I want something that’s mine that no one in the club has had. You sound into her, you got something going for her?”

“Fuck no. She’s my best friend and that’s it. If you can’t handle her having a guy as her friend, then you better look elsewhere. She isn’t going to choose you over me.”

“Ain’t got no problem with Meg having you as a friend. You having some repressed feelings or shit for her, that I would have a problem with.” I seriously was not going to compete for Meg with this guy.

“We tried it once, man. One kiss and we knew there was nothing there. She’s like a sister to me when it comes to that shit.”

Well, that was a relief. Getting Meg to let her guard down was going to be a challenge, I didn’t need to deal with this fucker being in love with her and being too much of a pussy to tell her. “Good. She meeting you here tonight?” I asked.

“Ha! No, I’m dog sitting for her tonight. I was on my way to pick her dog up and decided to stop for a drink before I picked up Blue. She’s up in Falls City for the night.”

“She up there with her kid?” I asked.

“Nah man, she’s up there with Cyn for her bachelorette party. Well, I guess it’s not really a bachelorette party anymore. Fucking Asshat she was going to marry cheated on her last night.” Troy said as he set his empty bottle on the bar and stood up.

“So what are they doing up there?”

“From the text Meg sent me earlier, it sounds like Cyn is on a mission to find a guy tonight and Meg is her wingman.”

I threw a ten on the bar to cover our beers and followed Troy out of the bar. “You know where they are going?” I hollered at Troy as he climbed up in his truck.

“One thing I know about Meg, she goes to Falls City, she always hits up Tig’s. It’s her favorite bar up there.” He slammed his door and cranked his truck up.

“How come you’re telling me this? What if Meg doesn’t want me there?”

“Something you are going to learn about Meg, she doesn’t always know what’s best for her. She chooses what she thinks is the safe and right path. Sometimes safe isn’t always the way to go.” Troy put his truck in gear and drove off. I watched to see what house he pulled into, knowing that it was Meg’s.

I pulled out my phone and called Rigid. “You up for a ride tonight brother?”

“Sure, where the fuck we going?” Rigid asked.

“Falls City, brother. Something there I want.”

======

Meg

Our first stop was Maxim’s, who make killer pizza and pasta. We order two big pizzas piled high with every topping possible, minus the pineapple, and a double order of fried ravioli and we chowed down. 

After Cyn’s incessant flirting with the waiter and leaving her phone number with him, we managed to pull her away and head to the Strip. Fall’s City was a major tourist trap and consisted of amusement parks, hotels, bars, and more bars.

The Strip was lined with bars and was where you went if you had an awesome car and wanted to show it off, you would drive it up and down the Strip. I loved it. I could just sit on a bench and watch all the tricked out cars go by. My truck and I had our fair share of cruising and turning heads. It rocked.

We hit up two bars and then ended up at Tig’s and stuck around for a while. They had a jukebox, strong drinks, and hot guys in attendance tonight. It was perfect for Cyn’s Thank God I Didn’t Marry That Asshat celebration.

I was dancing with all the girls and contemplating my empty glass, scoping out the bar to get a refill, when I was spun around and came face to face with Lo. Shit.

He looked good. It seemed every time I saw him he looked better than the last time. He had on washed out jeans ripped at the knees, with an electric blue t-shirt stretched across his broad shoulders. Topped off with his cut and kick ass motorcycle boots on his feet, completed his badass biker look. It seemed to be his standard look, but there was nothing normal about it.

“Hi!” I squeaked out. Squeaking seemed to be my initial reaction to Lo.

His eyes did a sweep of me; starting at my feet and traveling up my body. I took notice that he lingered on my boobs, his eyes going liquid as they continued their ascent. His inspection ended on my face, and he smirked.

“I was hoping I would find you tonight.” He drawled.

“How did you know I was here? I’m an hour away from home.”  Stalker! A hot stalker, but a stalker nonetheless.

“I stopped by The Tavern tonight, and I saw your buddy, Troy, there. He let me know where to find you.” Ok, maybe not a stalker. I looked in his eyes. Still hot, though. 

I was totally looking for a new best friend. “Well, you found me.” I pivoted and stormed to the bar. I grabbed my phone out of my pocket and sent a text off to Troy.

I hate you. I really do.

You don’t like my surprise? What a jerk.

I can’t believe you told him where I was. What about bros before hos?

You are a ho, Meg. 

You just called me a ho. Totally finding a new BFF.

Meg...

I don’t know why he is here. 

Ask him. He came looking for you.

Troy, he is fucking off the charts in looks! Why does he want me, Fatty McFat Pants?

Fatty McFat Pants? Really?

Yes. Really. What do I do? I shot back.

Have fun. See you at work.

I was so going to kill him. I tipped my head to the bartender, and he started making my drink. I felt Lo come up behind me and I tensed up. He slid his arms around me and tugged me, so I was leaning back on him.

“Don’t be mad.” Lo rumbled into my ear.

Mad? No, I wasn’t mad. I was fucking confused and half drunk. The bartender set my drink in front of me, and I decided I needed to be confused and thoroughly drunk. Maybe that would help.

“Why are you here?” I decided to get straight to the point.

“Already told you. I wanted to see you again.” He growled into my ear.

“Why?” I spun around to face him.

“Why what?” He asked amused.

“Why do you want to see me? I helped your mom out, you don’t have to feel obligated to see me or do anything to me.” Jeez, did I just say do anything to me? Kill me now.

“First off, I don’t feel obligated. I do what I want when I want. I was out on a ride and stopped at the Tavern looking for you. You weren’t there, but Troy told me where you would be. A couple of the guys and I decided to head up here, let off some steam and see what kind of trouble we could find. Second, I want to do lots of things to you, darlin’, got a running list going through my mind of all the things you and I could do.” He finished with a whispered promise.

I licked my lips, snagging my straw with my tongue and took a sip, trying to process what Lo had just said.

“Just added another thing to my list.” 

My eyes snapped to Lo. He had the most intense eyes I had ever seen. Regular Lo eyes when he was just talking to you were intense, right now, they were liquid pools of desire that almost had my panties melting off. Lord help me.

“Don’t you have a girlfriend?” I snapped at him. “Maybe you should go bug her.”

“I’m thirty-five years old, darlin’, I don’t do girlfriends. One day I hope to have an ol’ lady but not yet.” 

He was only thirty-five? Holy crap. That shot straight to the top of my list of  Why Lo and Meg Just Don’t Work list. The list thus far was, 1) I was older 2) He was gorgeous, I was meh. 3) Umm. Well, that was kind of all that I could think of, but I know there is more. If only Lo would stop looking at me, I could remember the rest. Oh, 3) I am a mom. Don’t ask me what that had to do with Lo, but I went with it. 

“Stop looking at me! I can’t think!” I snapped at Lo.

“Stop thinking.” Lo slid his hand up my arm and curled it around my neck. He pulled me to him, and he leaned his head down. I licked my lips and swore I heard Lo growl. I was inches away from Lo’s lips. Holy shit, Lo was going to kiss me.

“Meg! Did you see all these hotties come in? I am in fucking heaven! Asshat who?” Cyn yelled.

Lo growled (I was sure of it this time) and lifted his head away from mine. I shook myself out of the Lo Daze and looked to my left to see Cyn barreling down on us with a huge ass smile on her face. 

“Have you seen all these badass bikers? They are smoking hot! Oh! You found one already.” Cyn looked at Lo and gave him a little wave. I looked at Lo, and he had a hint of a smile on his lips. He nodded at Cyn. “I want him when you’re done.” She said.

I had fully come out of my Lo Daze and pushed away from him saying, “I’m done. He’s all yours.” 

“Except it doesn’t look like he is done with you, honey,” Cyn said, as Lo grabbed my wrist and swung me into him. I put my hand out to stop from slamming into him and gripped his bicep. 

“Excuse us,” Lo said to Cyn.

Lo turned around and headed towards the front door. I frantically looked back at Cyn, who had a big shit eating grin on her face. She threw a wink at me and waved. 

“Traitor!” I shouted at her, and she just laughed. Cyn was obviously not going to be of help.

We weaved through the tables and people heading for the door. Right before we got to the door, the big hulking Rigid appeared next to us.

“Don’t let any of her girls leave. Meg and I got some shit to talk through outside.” Lo said to Rigid.

“I already got my eye on one. Black hair, big tits, lots of ass and smiles like a fucking angel.” Rigid said as he grabbed his beer off the bar.

“You mean Cyn?” I piped in. It really was an accurate description of her.

“That her name? Then, yeah. I plan on doing a lot of sinning tonight with Cyn.” Rigid joked.

I looked Rigid up and down taking in his tight t-shirt, ripped jeans, motorcycle boots, and blue Mohawk. “You are the complete opposite of Asshat. Buy her an Old Fashion with extra cherries, tell her she’s pretty and you’re in.” Cyn deserved to have a little fun and Rigid looked like he was just what the doctor ordered.

“Really? Sweet. You guys coming back?” Rigid asked.

“Yeah, we’ll be back. You figure out a place to stay tonight?” Lo shot back.

“Edge was looking around, can’t find anything close.”

Lo looked at me, “Where you guys staying?”

“No.” I knew where this question was going and the answer was no.

“Ask her, girls. Find out if they got room for six more.” Lo said to Rigid.

Shit, we so had enough room for six more.

“No! I have my own room, and all my girl shit is strewn all over!” I was supposed to be sharing my room with two other girls, but since they had backed out, I was solo.

“Sounds like you got plenty of room, darlin’.” This was from Rigid, who I promptly gave a eat shit look to and then he immediately laughed at me. Douche.

“All right, I’m with Meg in her room, you guys sweet talk the other girls so you can stay with them. We’ll be back.” Lo tugged my arm, and we were out the door.

“Wait! You can’t sleep with me! Have you lost your mind?” I tugged my arm and Lo finally let me go. 

“We need to talk, babe.” Lo backed me up against the brick wall and caged me in with his arms. 

“Yeah, we do. We need to talk about how you are not sleeping in my room. Look, I have a phone.” I pulled my phone out and waved it in Lo’s face. “I’ll just Google some hotels around here and find you guys a place to stay. Problem solved.”

Lo ripped it out of my hand and shoved it into his back pocket. 

“Hey! You can’t do that!” I shouted at Lo.

“Just did, babe. Now we talk.” He ordered.

“You suck. Men suck.” I whined.

Lo ran his hand down my cheek and tipped my head to look at him. “Babe.” He whispered.

“Fine talk. The sooner we talk, the sooner we can have sex, then the sooner you can leave and the sooner I can go back to my life. So talk, Lo.” I snapped at him. Men really did suck.

“Who hurt you?” He asked instantly.

“What?” I didn’t expect that question.

“Who hurt you and made you think men suck?”

“This is what we are going to talk about? Really?”

“For now, yeah.”

Ok, I guess talking about my douche of an ex was better than working on Lo’s list he had of things he wanted to do to me. “I was married for twelve years. We had a son, Remy. We got divorced five years ago. The end.” The condensed version.

“How old is your son?” He countered.

“Sixteen.”

“This is like pulling teeth with you babe. I told you shit about me. Now it’s payback time. Why did you get divorced?” He asked, annoyed with my short answers.

“I was too young when I got married. Nineteen. Do you have anything from when you were nineteen?” I shot back.

“No, babe. I can’t even remember being nineteen.” He smirked at me. 

“Well, imagine making a horrible decision and living with it for the rest of your life. That is my ex. The first person to show any affection to me and I was hooked. I was young, stupid, and never should have gotten married.  Two months after we got married, I got pregnant. After I had my son, Remington, I saw the real person Hunter was. Self-centered and ultimately shallow. The two things I learned that I cannot stand in a person. He treated me like crap. I learned after the first five years, it was best for me to be seen and not heard.” I looked at Lo to see what he was thinking. His face looked hard and pissed off. I could see a slight tick in his jaw.

“That it?” He said through clenched teeth.

“Hardly.” He wanted to talk, well we were going to talk. “I can count on one hand the times he honestly complimented me or made me feel beautiful. He made me feel like I was an embarrassment and ugly.  I never heard a kind word from him, whether it be about how I looked, what I cooked, or how I was raising our son. But you better believe if he didn’t like something, I heard about it. I hated him. I still hate him. He made me feel like I was the lowest piece of shit and that I should be thankful that he took mercy on me by being with me. After twelve years, I just couldn’t do it anymore. I wasn’t going to give him the right to make me cry or make me feel like shit anymore. We had a huge fight, and he left and never came back. We share custody of Remy and hardly talk unless it has to do with Remy. Men suck.” I was on the verge of tears, but I said what needed to be said. 

“No babe, men don’t suck. Your ex sucks, a lot.” Lo growled.

“Humph, all men are the same. They tell you what you want to hear to get you in bed and then they either leave or stick around and treat you like shit.” I shot back.

“Meg, your parents still together?” He questioned.

Huh? What? What kind of question was that? “Yeah. Fifty-nine years.” I replied, confused.

“He treats her right?”

“The best.” I seriously had no idea where he was going with this.

But he wasn’t done. No, he fired another weird question at me. “What about Troy. He got a woman?” 

“No, he can’t find a good one to stick around. Totally crazy. He would be an awesome boyfriend if he could find the right girl.” Completely clueless where he was headed with all these questions.

“Thought all men sucked, babe?” Lo grabbed a piece of my hair and started twirling it in between his fingers. Oh, now I see where he was headed.

Shit. He was totally right. Time to backpedal. “Ok, so not all men suck, but the majority of them do. If you’re not five foot ten, a size 0, with tits and ass, which, by the way, is pretty much impossible unless you’ve had some help from a doctor, no man is interested. Especially a guy like you.” I said as I poked Lo in the chest.

“This is going to take a lot longer than I thought. I don’t know how other guys think, but I am going to clue you into how I and probably all the guys in the club think. You are fucking hot.” Lo bit out.

“Bullshit.” I rolled my eyes and put my hands on my hips. I looked at Lo, feeling the irritation rolling off him. 

“Stop talking. You said your piece, now I get to tell mine.” He growled at me. I might have upset Lo. “You have lots of ass and tons of tits babe. I can’t wait to get you naked so I can see everything you are hiding under those clothes. I’m a big guy, babe. I don’t want a woman who eats a piece of lettuce and gets full. The woman I want laying under me needs to be able to take me and everything I give. A pretty face and a bag of bones for a body do not do it for me. When I saw you clamoring to get off the floor at the store after helping my mom, I knew you were going to be in my bed.”

This is where I choked. Literally choked on my own spit. Man, I was classy.

“Tonight, I’m going to be in your bed. But after talking to you, and you telling me all that shit about your ex, babe, I can see I’m going to have to go about this in a different way. Tonight, we will get to know each other, we take this shit slowly.” He drawled, skimming his hand up my arm.

“Slow?” I shivered at his touch.

“Yeah, babe, slow. Now you want to go back in with your girls or head to the hotel?” He asked.

“Back in with my girls!” I exclaimed. I so was not ready to be completely alone with Lo.

Lo ran his hands down my sides and gripped my hips, pulling me flush against him. He leaned his head down to me and brushed his lips against mine.

“I thought we were going slowly?” I whispered. My lips brushing against his.

“Mm, we are, babe. That means we aren’t having sex tonight, but I am going to get a taste of you. Make sure you’re worth all this shit.”

I gasped, because really, I was so worth all this shit. If not a little bit whiny, but still, so worth it.

My gasp was cut off when Lo’s lips brushed against mine again, except this time his hands slid into my hair and held me close. I wrapped my arms around his waist, tipped my head up and kissed him back. He nipped my bottom lip then started sucking on it to sooth it. He released my lip, and his tongue traced my lips.

My hands slipped under his shirt, feeling the warm skin of his back. I opened my mouth, and our tongues swirled and danced together. One kiss from Lo and I was ready to rip my clothes off and let him take me right there on the sidewalk.

Lo’s hands drifted from my hair down my body and brushed against my breasts. Our lips broke apart, and I shivered from the loss of his mouth. 

“You taste even better than I imagined.” Lo trailed kisses down the side of my neck as his hands traveled down my body.

“Meg! They have karaoke tonight!” Cyn came stumbling out of the bar, precariously leaning to the left. “And the hottest guy just bought me a drink! Best night ever!” Cyn raised her arms in the air, throwing up devil horns.

“Son of a bitch,” Lo growled in my ear. 

I slid my hands out of Lo’s shirt and tried to catch my breath. “That’s good, honey. I’ll be there in just a second ok?” I said to Cyn.

Cyn smiled, realizing what she had barged in on. “No worries. Take your time. We can sing our song when you get done with, um, you know, whatever you were doing.” Cyn let out a giggle and stumbled back into the bar.

“I think I might have to cut her off,” I said as Lo nuzzled my neck, burying his hands in my hair again.

“You really got your own room, babe?” Lo mused.

“Yeah. Why?” I wondered out loud.

“Because that is the second time your girl has interrupted us and I plan on tasting all of you tonight and I want no interruptions.”

I’d like to say that I resisted, put up a fight, but I didn’t. I blame the Lo Daze. “Thank God I have my own room.” I blurted out.

Lo chuckled and shook his head. “Got a lock on the door?”

“Yes, Lo.” I sighed.

Lo growled again. “Fuck, babe, I love when you say my name.” 

He kissed me hard on the lips, making me second guess my decision to not go back to the hotel right away. Lo lifted his head from mine, brushing his fingers across my lips. “We better go back inside before I push you up against this wall and fuck you.” Geez, talk about getting straight to the point. “Fucking drive me crazy. I got to tell ya, babe, been with a lot of women but never have they driven me as crazy as you do with just a kiss.”

The mention of other women with Lo was like a cold bucket of water dumped on me. Shit. I stiffened and pulled away from Lo. “We should head back in.” I stammered.

Lo lifted his head from my neck and narrowed his eyes at me. “Why’d you pull away from me?”

“We should head back in,” I said again.

“Shit. I was in there wasn’t I, and then you started thinking again.” He was so right, but I wasn’t going to tell him that. “What happened?” He demanded.

What happened? Should I tell him that the thought of him with any other woman turned me into raging jealous bitch? I had absolutely no right to feel that way about him. We weren’t a couple or anything. Right?

“Just got a chill.” I lied.

Lo saw right through my lie and looked pissed. “Shit, babe, I can just imagine all the bullshit swirling around in your head right now.” He ran his hands through his hair and just looked at me.

“I’m fine.”

“Shit. It’s like you just flipped the switch off that I worked so hard to flip on.” He grunted.

“Look, King, I’m all good. Let’s go back in.” I moved two steps forward before Lo advanced on me, pressing me against the brick wall again.

“Don’t call me King. The only thing you call me is Lo or Logan.” Lo growled at me through clenched teeth. Lo’s striking green eyes had gone molten and scary. He had one hand buried in my hair, and the other one slid to my butt, pulling me against him. I was getting a glimpse at pissed off Lo, and I made a mental note that pissed off Lo was not a good thing. Totally hot, but probably not a good idea to piss him off.

I parted my lips to yell at him that I could call him whatever I wanted when he slammed his lips to mine. He took advantage of my open mouth, sliding his tongue inside. He sucked my tongue into his mouth sliding it against his silky tongue. I moaned into Lo’s mouth and grabbed onto his biceps, holding on. It was the only thing that I could do.

Lo broke away and said, “What’s my name?”

“Lo.” I moaned as I leaned into him, following his retreating lips.

“Fuck, you are so worth it.” Lo kissed me quickly and stepped away from me completely. I immediately missed his warmth. “Let’s head back in.”

My head was swimming with rioting emotions, and I didn’t know what to say or do. So, I followed Lo. 

======

Lo

She was mine. The second my lips touched hers, I knew.

=======

Chapter 9

Meg

We walked back into the bar, and Lo ordered another Old Fashioned for me and a beer for himself. He started talking to another guy in a cut I had never seen before, who was leaning against the bar.

I stood there dazed, staring at Lo. I seriously had no idea what to do. Lo took pity on me, wrapping his arm around my neck and pulled me to his side. He turned his head to the side and whispered in my ear. “You keep that just been fucked look on your face, babe, I’m going to bend you over this bar and actually fuck you.”

My head snapped towards Lo, and I glared at him. “I do not look like I’ve just been fucked. That isn’t even a real thing.” I countered.

“With you it is. Eyes soft, lips swollen with a small satisfied smile on your face. Yeah, babe, it’s you.” Lo smirked.

I narrowed my eyes at him and glared. “I’m going to find Cyn.” I shot back. 

“I lost her again didn’t I?” Lo said to me.

I reached past Lo and grabbed my drink. “Lost who?” 

“My Meg.” He grunted.

“Humph, I’m not yours.” I hissed.

“Yeah, you are, babe. You just haven’t realized it yet. Go find your girls. I got some shit to discuss with the guys.” Lo ordered as he released me.

I was totally ok with escaping Lo, even if it was an order, which I normally wouldn’t be ok with, so I took my drink and high-tailed it out of there. I scanned the bar looking for Cyn but didn’t see her. I moved over to where they were starting to set up the karaoke equipment and saw Cyn pouring over the binders of songs available to sing.

“Meg! Get your ass over here and pick a song for us to sing together. I want a good, Fuck You Asshat song.” Cyn boomed, as I made my way over to her.

I put my arms around her, hugged her and said, “You ok, honey?”

Cyn looked me in the eye, and I saw her eyes get watery. “I really think I am. How crazy is that?” She exclaimed. “I feel that I should be devastated, but I’m not. I’m just fucking pissed off. Who cheats right before their wedding? Honestly, Meg, who does that?” At this point Cyn was yelling, tears were streaming down her face.

“Someone you should be glad you aren’t marrying, Cyn, that’s who.” I wiped the tears off Cyn’s face and smiled at her. “Is there anything you need me to do? Rip his balls off, toilet paper his house, maybe spread around he has a dick the size of my pinkie?” I said as I wiggled my pinkie at her. I seriously would do any of those things to make Cyn happy.

Cyn and I both giggled and thought of all the evil things we could do to Asshat.

We kicked off karaoke with a bang, to say the least. Apparently, copious amounts of alcohol and kick ass music made Cyn and I the life of the party. Half way through our rocking rendition of ‘Roar,' I caught a glimpse of Lo watching me. He had his arms cocked back, leaning against the bar with a beer dangling from his fingertips and he looked F.I.N.E. Fine. 

I blew him a kiss, I blame the alcohol, and threw him a jaunty little wave. He gave me a full out smile and a wink, and I could feel a rush of wetness soak my panties. 

Shit, I was in so much trouble.

======

Lo

Rigid and I were watching the girls do karaoke, dancing their asses off, having a hell of a time. Edge had managed to find a couple rooms at the same hotel as the girls. Edge and the rest of the guys had taken off about an hour ago.

No progress had been made with the Big A situation, it had only been a day, but it was still frustrating. Edge was still trying to get info on the Assassins and Demon was having no luck getting in touch with Big A. 

Rigid and I were leaning against the bar, watching the girls.

“You care if I go after Cyn?” Rigid asked as he took a long pull from his beer.

“Do whatever you want brother. Just stay the fuck away from Meg.” I watched Meg walk over to the DJ, lean in and shout something to him.

“Ain't got nothing to worry about there, brother. Meg’s sexy and sweet. Cyn, well now Cyn is a different story. Hot as fuck with a shit ton of sass, brother. She’s definitely more my speed.”

I knew the DJ could see right down Meg’s shirt. The guy’s eyes were glued to her tits and didn’t look her in the eye the whole time she talked to him. Meg didn’t have a clue he was checking her out. 

“Sexy, sweet and mine brother,” I said as I watched her laugh at something the DJ said.

“She down with that shit yet?” Rigid questioned.

“Work in progress. I might have to keep her in bed to keep her from all the shit she’s got swirling through her mind about why we won’t work.” Every excuse she threw at me was complete bullshit.

“Bitch think she’s too good for you?” 

“Her name is Meg, Rigid, use it,” I growled.

“Yeah yeah.” Rigid laughed.

“And no, she doesn’t think she’s too good for me, the opposite actually. Her ex fucked with her head, making her believe she wasn’t worth shit. She doesn’t know how fucking hot she is, no clue all the guys checking her out, wanting to be with her.” I honestly didn’t know how Meg thought she wasn’t the shit. God help me if I ever meet her fucking ex. I’d probably punch him in the fucking throat.

“No shit. She’s got ol’ lady stamped all over her. She good with you and the club?”

“I think so, haven’t really talked about that much. Doesn’t seem to be a problem.” I hope it wouldn’t be a problem. 

The bartender yelled last call and I watched Meg and Cyn make their way over to us. They were weaving and giggling, holding on to each other, Meg leaned into me when they finally made it to us.

“I’m Lo drunk,” Meg said, which sent Cyn and her into another fit of laughter.

“I know, babe. Drink a glass of water, and then we’re going to head back to the hotel. Sound good?” Meg started swaying, and I grabbed her and pulled her to me. Rigid grabbed Cyn and tucked her under his arm.

“Sounds good handsome,” Meg said as I grabbed the glass the bartender set down filled with water and handed it to her.

“How drunk are you, babe?”

“Happy drunk. I felt Pukey drunk coming on, so I cut myself off. Pukey Meg is no fun. I puke then.” Fucking cute even when talking about puke.

“Good thing you stopped then, babe,” I smirked.

“Totally.” Meg chugged the rest of her water and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and set her glass on the bar. “I’m done.” 

Rigid nodded his head at me, letting me know they were ready to head out. “Let’s go, babe, Mickey left the van for us to drive.” I led Meg out the door and headed over to the van. 

“You sure you’re not too drive to drunk?” Cyn giggled, jumbling up her words to Rigid as he helped her into the back. He climbed in after her, sliding the door shut on her giggling.

“You ok to drive, Lo?” Meg asked me.

“Yeah, babe. Only had two beers. I knew I had to drive your drunk ass home.” I joked as I opened the passenger door for Meg to hop in.

“Are you mad that I’m drunk?” Meg said as she leaned into me, resting her head on my shoulder.

“You have a good time, babe?” I asked.

“The best. I needed to make Cyn happy.” She sighed.

“You need to make yourself happy too, babe. That’s what really matters.” I knew part of Meg’s problem was she made sure the people she cared about were taken care of, but no one was there to take care of her. I was about to change that.

“Hunter would be so mad at me right now. I’m embarrassing.” Meg whispered into my chest.

I clenched my hands and growled. “You could never embarrass me, babe. Get that shit out of your head.” I wrapped my arms around her and held her close.

“You make me forget, Lo.” She mumbled.

“Forget what, babe?” I whispered in her ear.

“You make me forget I’m nothing.” Meg lifted her head and brushed her lips against mine. “Thank you.” She whispered against my mouth. My heart clenched, hearing her say those words, words she believed. 

“You’re not nothing, babe, you’re everything.” I murmured back to her. “Stick with me, and I’ll show you.”

I helped Meg in the van and slammed her door.

This was going to be harder than I thought.

=====

Chapter 11

Meg

“I looove you, Meg!” Cyn slurred at me as we trudged down the hall to our rooms.

Cyn had her arm slung around my shoulders, and we were both leaning heavily on each other, trying to stay upright. “I love you too, sweetie.”

“Rigid is so hot. I want to touch his hair.” I looked over my shoulder and saw Lo and Rigid walking behind us, both of their mouths twitching, trying not to laugh.

“They’re right behind us,” I whispered to Cyn. 

“Can I touch your hair Rigid?” Cyn shouted behind her.

“You can touch more than my hair, Cyn baby,” Rigid growled at Cyn.

Cyn and I giggled and continued our stumble down the hall.

“Hey! Where did the rest of you guys go?” I shouted back to the two of them. Did that make sense? Man, I shouldn’t have had that last drink. Everything was pretty fuzzy.

“They found a place to stay,” Lo said as he took the room key out of my hand and opened the door. I was struggling to find the keyhole. I repeat, everything was fuzzy. 

I saw Cyn and Rigid slip into her room and Rigid slammed the door.

“Oh! I have an idea! I can sleep with Cyn, and you and Rigid can sleep together! Perfect! I’ll just get my pillow and head over there.” I walked into the room and walked right into the coffee table. “Who the fuck put that there,” I said as I stumbled over to my bed and grabbed my pillow.

“Sweet dreams, Lo,” I mumbled as I made my way to the door.

I almost made it to the door when Lo grabbed my arm and spun me around to face him. “Not happening, babe.” Lo stepped forward, dropped his shoulder to my belly and lifted me up in one swift motion. 

The room went upside down, and I started struggling. I was kicking and hitting Lo on the back and yelled at him, “You can’t pick me up! What are you doing?”

“Just did, babe. Now quiet.” 

“Put me down! I’m too fat for you to pick me up!” I was! My body was not made for lifting up. Trust me.

Lo stopped walking and growled. He spanked me on my ass, and I squealed. “I hear you ever call yourself fat again you get the belt.”

Lo finished walking to the bed and threw me down on it. My mouth was hanging wide open as I gaped at him and tried to find words. He did not just spank me!

“How rude! I can’t believe you just spanked me! Who does that?” I tried scrambling off my back, but Lo grabbed my foot and started taking my shoes off.

“I do. Now settle.” Lo got one of my shoes off and threw it next to the coffee table. “I’m tired, babe, and we still got some talking left to do.”

Oh no! Our last conversation ended with me in a Lo Daze and agreeing to Lo sleeping in my room. “No more talky!” I seriously should not have had that last drink. 

Lo ripped my other shoe off and threw it in the direction of the other. He toed off his own boots, flipping them towards mine.

“I’m going to sleep on the couch. You can have the bed.”

Lo grabbed the hem of his shirt and pulled it over his head. “No, you’re not. You want to undress or am I going to have to do it?”

I made a whimpering sound and felt my eyes get heavy, as I slid into the Lo Daze, my gaze slowly raked over Lo’s chest. I looked into Lo’s intense green eyes and melted even more. “What was the question?”

“Fuck you’re cute,” Lo said as his eyes went soft with need.
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