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      For Riley, my reason for everything that I do.

      

      For every person who feels they’re not heard, no matter how loud or quiet they are—the right person will always hear you.
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        Built for Pleasure

        Built for Her Love

        Built for Temptation

        Built for Goldie

        Built for Trouble

        Built for Dreams

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            storm hogs mc member rankings

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        President: Adler Farley

        Vice President: Seb Emery

        Sergeant at Arms: Elliot Augustine

        Road Captain: Harlan Murdock

        Secretary: Beau Justice

        Treasurer: Remi Cruz

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            note from the author:

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        For the sake of transparency:

      

      

      
        
        The FMC in this book is a sex worker—a stripper, to be exact.

      

        

      
        The MMC in this book has a black-out rage moment and gets involved in a violent fight scene that ends up with two police officers being assaulted while trying to detain him.

      

        

      
        The MMC in this book also suffers from childhood trauma, and details are given near the end of the book.

      

        

      
        If you have any questions before diving into this book, please do not hesitate to reach out to me on Instagram, Facebook, or my email: authortosmith@gmail.com.
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      The hospital was bustling with people when I walked in. I cringed, debating if I really wanted to go visit Cecily and Adler and meet their newest addition to the family. It wasn’t like they’d be here forever. I could always go see them at their house once they were out of here.

      Robin Farley, Adler and Cecily’s baby, was born early this morning, around two A.M., and I was the last member of the club to make their way up to the hospital to see them and meet the infant. I knew Adler and Cecily understood why I hadn’t shown up yet, but I knew they still wanted me to come.

      Which was the only reason I was here.

      Trying to ignore the way my skin crawled, I made my way to the elevator, hitting the button for the maternity ward. Once the doors opened, I stepped inside and pressed myself into the back corner, sweat beading along my spine when five more people stepped in. I probably should have taken the stairs to avoid my claustrophobia, but I’d been up since Adler had called to let all of us know Robin had been born, and I was exhausted. The stairs just seemed like too much work.

      As soon as the elevator dinged and the doors opened, I shoved past everyone, not even paying any mind to the bitter old woman who called me a rude piece of trash for almost knocking her over. I nodded once at the nurse working the desk and headed toward room 304. After I lightly knocked on the door, I shoved my hands into the pockets of my jeans, trailing my eyes around the floor, making note of all the exits.

      It was a habit I couldn’t shake. Trauma had fucked me as a kid, and I’d learned how to always mark exits—memorize them. Once I found them, I never forgot.

      The door opened, and Adler poked his head out, smiling at me. “Hey, brother. Come on in. Cecily is awake. Robin’s sleeping though.”

      I stepped past him into the room when he opened the door wider. Cecily smiled at me, her eyes brightening in surprise. She looked tired, and her face was make-up free, but she was positively glowing. “Hey!” she greeted. Robin was cradled in her arms. A little, blue knit cap was on his head with the club logo on it, and he had a black baby blanket wrapped around him. “I’m surprised you came.”

      I shrugged at her and just smiled, not saying anything. She never expected me to though. I was a man of few words, and thankfully, as soon as Cecily met me, she had been understanding of me mostly being mute.

      She adjusted her hold on Robin and held her arms out in my direction. “Would you like to hold him?”

      I swallowed thickly before blowing out a harsh breath and nodding my head. “Here,” Adler rumbled, moving forward to take Robin from his wife. I folded my arms similarly to how he had his folded, and Adler gently laid Robin in my arms, not releasing the back of his head until it was safely resting on my arm.

      “He’s so light,” I whispered, running my eyes over his features. He was the spitting image of what I imagined a tiny Adler to look like. He and Cecily really had made the cutest fucking baby.

      Adler chuckled. “He’s actually a big baby,” he told me. “For a little while, they thought they might have to prep Cecily for a c-section.”

      I cringed. Cecily laughed a little. “Your face says exactly what I thought about being cut open,” she told me. “I panicked.”

      I shot her a small smile before looking back down at my nephew. Because he was. We may not be related by blood, but Adler was my brother in every other sense of the word.

      “He’s perfect,” I whispered.

      Adler ran his finger over Robin’s cheek. “Yeah, he fucking is,” he quietly agreed.
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        * * *

      

      Frisky’s, the strip club Cecily owned, was popping, as usual, when I pulled up in front of the club. I was here every night unless I was way too tired to do anything else except crash in bed after my shower. The women were nice to look at, but I mostly came to just not think. It was hard to think of anything when music was thumping so loud in my ears, I could barely hear the waitresses when they asked me if I might need anything.

      I slung my leg over the bike and set my helmet on the seat before striding inside. Chelsea, Cecily’s best friend and assistant manager, waved at me from her position by the bar. I strode over, nodding once at her.

      “Your regular, sugar?” she asked me. Chelsea was a very eccentric, unique woman. Sometimes, it amazed me that she and Cecily were best friends. They were quite literally polar opposites. Cecily was very calm and put together, and Chelsea was the life of any party.

      I nodded at her. She poured my preferred whiskey into a glass and slid it to me. “I’ll put it on your tab, darlin’,” she told me. “Your table is open.”

      I raised my glass to her in thanks before heading over to the corner booth in the very back corner of the club. Setting my glass down, I took a seat and leaned back, looking toward the stage to see who was dancing tonight.

      My lips parted the slightest bit at the sight of the black-haired beauty twirling around the pole. She was in sky-scraper platform heels in a skimpy little outfit that covered the important bits but left nothing else about her to the imagination. Her hips were wide, her ass way more than a handful, and her thick, luscious thighs jiggled with each step she took. Her upper body was slim though, with breasts no more than a C-cup.

      And fuck if I wasn’t addicted. Just by the mere sight of her.

      When her eyes somehow met mine all the way over in my dark corner, I went beyond the point of being addicted and became obsessed. Her eyes were a striking green color, almost like a cat’s. The breath was instantly knocked from my lungs.

      With a sultry smile thrown my way, she slowly made her way off the stage, another girl instantly taking her spot. As she headed in my direction, I used my boot to shove the table out of the way some. She smiled at me, making me feel like I was the only man in the room.

      “Hey, handsome. You frequent here a lot?” she asked, settling a knee on the booth.

      I nodded at her. She never lost that pretty fucking smile as she walked her fingers across my chest. I shuddered, my cock aching. I hadn’t had this reaction to a woman in a long time. I usually just got lap dances to put money in their pockets since I was here taking up space.

      But this girl… she wasn’t even straddling my lap yet, and I was already aching for her.

      “Tonight is my first night, handsome. I think I’d like you to be the first man I give a lap dance to. Will you let me?”

      Fuck, she did not have to ask that twice.

      I nodded and rested my arms on the back of the booth. She winked at me and moved to straddle my lap, her ass hitting the edge of the table. I pushed it back further to make her more comfortable. My whiskey sloshed over the rim and splashed onto the tabletop, but I couldn’t even bring myself to care about wasting perfectly good whiskey.

      Not with a woman like this straddling my lap, her barely covered core rubbing against my crotch.

      She sensually moved her hips, her hands running over my shoulders and down my chest. She slipped her hand under my cut, and I trembled.

      “You don’t speak much, do you, big guy?” she asked, squeezing my biceps now.

      I shook my head at her. Her smile softened a little, and I groaned when she moved just the right way to make me leak precum into my boxers.

      “That’s okay, handsome. I prefer quiet men anyway.” Her fingertips traced over my jaw, her manicured nails scraping through my beard. “I bet when you talk, it’s only all the right things that need to be said.”

      I didn’t respond in any way. She ground against me, and my head fell back against the cushioned headrest of the booth, my breath sawing in and out of my lungs.

      “I’m going to make you feel so good, handsome.”

      I managed to lift my head to look at her through slitted eyes. “Only if you do, too,” I rasped.

      Her eyes widened in surprise before they heated, lust brimming her irises. “Would you like that?” I nodded in answer. She began to ride me harder. “Then, your wish is my command, handsome.”

      I groaned, my fingers itching to touch her as she rubbed herself on me, dampening the front of my jeans. But I didn’t care. I’d end up riding back to the clubhouse with cum in my fucking jeans and boxers. I wasn’t ashamed in the slightest.

      Hard to be ashamed of anything this beautiful beauty made me do.

      Her lips parted, her eyes closing. “Touch me,” she pleaded.

      I clamped my hands on her hips, dragging her closer to me, and we both shattered. She sank her teeth into her bottom lip, keeping herself quiet, and I clenched my jaw, my fingers tightening on her hips as I came in my jeans like a teenager all over again, touching a woman for the first time.

      It was, by far, the most powerful orgasm I’d ever had, and I wasn’t even inside of her when I came.
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