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Dedication:

To any woman who shoots her shot and grab hold of what she wants...

The world is yours.
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I want to make sure that no one is negatively influenced by my work. Be advised this is what you might encounter in this book:

Emotional Abuse (brief)

Violence

Weapons

Possessiveness

Controlling behavior

Domestic violence (indirect - side story)

Sexual Assault (indirect - side story)

Cussing/strong language

Explicit sex

Pregnancy/conception

Light DubCon

If you encounter something that isn’t listed and feel it could trigger a reader, please email me at booksbytt@gmail.com 
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Chapter One

Trip
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It was just what Trip needed. After the day — no, the week — he had, he needed to relax. One of the apartment buildings they owned went into chaos when the water heaters went out. While he was fixing that, one of the washers in the laundry room took a shit. The next day, the security system went to hell, and he had to call Milhawk Investigations to have them install a new security system. Dealing with those assholes never made him cheery. As soon as he left there, he stopped by his brother, Axle’s house to check on his soon-to-be sister-in-law, since Axle was on a run with a few of their other MC brothers. Gorgeous, also known as Ashlyn to anyone not associated with the MC, had been on edge. It took a while, but he coaxed out of her what was wrong. She was receiving weird phones calls from a number she didn’t know. Then, she went on to explain that she might have been overreacting because her hormones were all over the place since she was pregnant. Since that was news to him, he asked her how Axle took the news. She swore him to secrecy and told him she had yet to let Axle know he was going to be a daddy. Keeping anything from his brother stressed Trip out, but he promised her he would give her a chance to tell Axle herself. Two nights later, he received an emergency call from the bartender at the strip club. One of their new dancers started that night. Her father showed up and caused a scene, resulting in the police being called. Since Axle, Skull, and Pike were all on a run, Trip had been left in charge of the businesses, which meant he had to deal with the police and an overprotective father. Not his favorite activity. Yeah, he could definitely use relaxation time.

He laid his head back against the fake leather couch in a private room at Heat and dug his fingers into the long blonde hair of the woman who was sucking and licking on his cock. She lowered her head, taking almost all of him in. He let out a groan at the sensation. It wasn’t that she was particularly skilled. She wasn’t bad, but she wasn’t the greatest at the head game. It was the fact that it had been too long since he got any. Four weeks, three days, and approximately twelve hours.

For a guy who got laid a few times a week, regularly, a month was a ridiculous amount of time for him to be celibate. The woman who caused his celibacy popped in his head and he groaned for a different reason. The blonde lifted her head from his lap and looked up at him, concern and shame in her medium brown eyes.

“It’s not you,” he quickly told her as he stuffed his now-softening cock back into his jeans.

“Did I do something wrong?” She climbed to her feet and crossed her arms over her bare chest.

He shook his head and stood. He kissed the top of her head. “No, Babe. Just got shit on my mind.”

She nodded, but the look in her eye said she didn’t believe him.

“Hey,” he said, gently, and cupped her face in his hands. “It’s not you. I promise it’s not.” He leaned his head down and kissed her lips. “You were great, Babe. I just... My head’s not in a good place, right now. That’s all.”

She nodded again and eyed him with concern, not for her skills, but for him. “A couple of the girls said... that you’ve been... not...”

He sighed and ran his fingers through his hair as he stepped back from her. “I haven’t been my normal whorish self? Yeah, it’s true.”

“If you need to talk, I’m okay with that, too,” she offered and gave him a gentle smile as she slipped her barely-there top back on.

“Thanks, but I’m good.” He cleared his throat. “How are things with the Max situation? His father been back around?” Max was her son. His father, her ex-husband was a piece of shit. Joseph Isaac Scott, ‘Joey’ only came around to take her money and get some before he headed off for his next scheme or gambling stint. The last time he came around, the Howlers found her beat to shit in her living room because she refused him both of those things. He took her money anyway.

Melanie shook her head, but he saw the truth in her eyes.

“When?”

She sighed. “He hasn’t come around... yet. He called and asked to speak with Max. When I finally let him, he told Max I agreed to let him take us camping. I never agreed to that. So, now, Max thinks he’s going on this grand adventure with his parents. I have to break his heart. And I’m worried Joey is going to start coming around.”

“When?” The thought of the jackass hurting Melanie again sent rage coursing through Trip’s veins. Men who hurt women or children disgusted him.

“A week ago,” she admitted in a mumble.

“Damn it, Mel.” He huffed out a sigh. “Why didn’t you tell us? You have to tell us these things. We can’t protect you if we don’t know what we should be protecting you from.”

She cringed. “You’ve all done so much already. I can’t keep relying on you guys.”

“Yes, you can.” He pulled out his phone and texted their newest patched member, Striker. “I’m having Striker follow you home. He’ll be hanging around all night.” Then, he texted Striker’s number to her. “I just sent you Striker’s number. Even after tonight, if something happens or you get another call, call him or me or Axle. I don’t care if you just hear a noise. You call us and we’ll come check it out.”

She grudgingly nodded.

“Will you let me install a security system?”

She vehemently shook her head. “I can’t accept that. But I’ll call... if I need to.”

Knowing he wasn’t going to win the argument he had already had with her many times regarding the security system, Trip nodded and kissed her head again.

“If you can get out of your head, will you call me?” She laid her hands against his chest over his t-shirt and smiled up at him. “I miss you.”

Trip knew she didn’t really miss him. He also knew he was good in the sack, which is what she was really missing. She had no interest in him, romantically. She just liked the sex between them. He smiled back at her and nodded. “I can do that.” He winked at her. “Finish your break. Sorry I wasn’t more...”

She waved off his apology. “Happens. Take care of yourself, Trip. We kinda like you around here.”

He nodded and headed out of the private room. He eyed the crowd as he crossed the club, habit, checking for any signs of trouble. When everything looked as it should, he motioned to the bartender that he was heading out. The bartender nodded and Trip stepped outside.

He still needed to relax but hooking up with a random chick wasn’t going to do it. He climbed onto his bike and decided to check on Gorgeous. His brother wasn’t due back until the next day. He didn’t like her being in their house alone, but she insisted. That didn’t mean he wouldn’t check on her as often as he could. He started his bike and pulled out of the parking lot of Heat.

As he maneuvered his bike through the typical traffic of a Friday night, he thought about the encounter that created his celibacy. It wasn’t the last time he had sex. It happened two days later. It wasn’t planned. It wasn’t expected. It took him by surprise. And it screwed up his world.

Danielle “Dani” Dole was a beautiful woman. That statement paled in comparison to what she actually was in his eyes. She had copper-colored hair, long and straight, with straight bangs. She was tall, for a woman, but still small enough to call to the Neanderthal inside of him. That whole protect-the-little-lady thing was triggered inside of him, along with the it-would-be-easy-to-hold-her-up-while-you-fucked-her-against-the-wall thing. Her curves were subtle, but they were there, and he noticed them. Her green eyes drew him in and made him curious as to the thoughts swirling around behind them. And those lips... God, those lips made him ache to be pressed against them.

He had known her most of his life. She was the younger sister of his MC brother, Dragon. That’s how he always thought of her, Dragon’s baby sister, even though Trip and Dani were the same age. Then, he saw her at Bobby’s in her new uniform and everything changed. Not only was he suddenly seeing her as the woman she grew up to be, but he also saw the way the men were eye-balling her, and he didn’t like it.

Dragon was supposed to give her a ride home that night, but he was called away for some reason. He asked Trip to cover for him and Trip agreed. He’d do anything for his brothers. So, he showed up around an hour before her shift was done. An hour of watching the drunken idiots leering at her and trying to sneak in touches drove him crazy.

Then, she climbed on the back of his bike and wrapped herself around him. It was what anyone would do to make sure they didn’t fall off, but something about the way she felt against his back flipped a switch inside him. He took the long way to her apartment, just so he could enjoy having her pressed against him.

He walked her to her door, just like he would for any of the women associated with the MC, but his thoughts were not the same as the thoughts he had about Gorgeous or Georgia. He was attracted to her, but she was off-limits. Dragon didn’t want her dating a Howler and the Howlers respected that. They all kept their hands to themselves. But, watching her climb the stairs in front of him made Trip want to break that rule. Not just break it, decimate it.

He pictured her naked and under him as he slammed into her. He pictured her riding him while he sat on his motorcycle. He pictured her bent over the kitchen table. He imagined his face between her legs while she was laid out on the bar at the club. All thoughts Dragon would light him on fire for having. All thoughts that were the opposite of thoughts he should be having about Dragon’s baby sister.

When they reached the top of the stairs, he stood a step down from her and waited while she unlocked her door. His plan was to check her apartment to make sure it was safe, but that was blown to hell. She turned to face him, leaned forward and kissed him. It wasn’t like any of the kisses he imagined with her. It wasn’t deep and wet and urgent. It was a sweet kiss, a press of her closed mouth against his own, but it sent his heart into overdrive. Before Trip could pull his head together and do something about it, she retreated to her apartment and locked the door.

He stood on her steps for a good five minutes, stunned, before he was able to leave. Since that night, he no longer thought of Dani as Dragon’s little sister and no other woman was able to make him feel the way her one sweet kiss did. Hence, the celibacy.

Pushing aside the sense of longing and confusion the memory caused him, Trip parked his bike behind the Civic Gorgeous refused to get rid of. Little did she know that thing was going to be towed away the second Axle found out she was pregnant. No way was Axle letting the mother of his child drive around in that. Trip was surprised he hadn’t done it the second she agreed to be his mate. 

As wolf shifters, Axle and Trip Weber tended to be a little protective of the ones they cared about. Just like most of the Howlers, their wolves’ thinking took over when it came to keeping their loved ones safe. Gorgeous managed to keep Axle rational, for the most part, but Trip knew there was nothing she could do to calm Axle’s wolf when Axle found out about the pup. The Civic was heading for the junkyard. Period.

He smiled as he got off his bike and gave the POS a wave. Then, he climbed the few stairs that led to the small front porch of his brother’s home and knocked on the door. It only took a few seconds for the front door to open and for his future sis-in-law to glare out at him.

“Hey Sis,” he said with a grin.

“You know I’m not useless, right? You know I’m capable of taking care of myself, right? And, you know I would call you if I was in danger, right?”

He grinned wider. “The first two? Yup, I know. The last one? Not so sure. You’re just as stubborn as Ax. And, who says I didn’t just stop by to hang out with you?”

Ashlyn “Gorgeous” Taylor rolled her eyes but stepped aside so he could enter. “I have company, but you’re welcome to hang with us.”

He looked around the living room but didn’t see anyone. “Who’s here?”

She shut the door and locked both the deadbolt and the chain lock. He smiled. It was one of the things Axle insisted on. If he wasn’t in the house, she was to have the doors locked at all times, even if the brother he trusted with his life was there. She flipped him off when she saw his smile. “Dani came by. We’re making ice cream sundaes and watching a chick flick,” she told him.

He knew she thought the chick flick would scare him off, but she didn’t know about the little kiss he shared with Dani. Or maybe she did. Either way, he wasn’t going to miss watching Dani licking ice cream off a spoon. No. Fucking. Way.

“Ice cream and a movie sounds like a good plan. What are we watching?”

She narrowed her eyes on him, curious about his willingness to stay, and replied, “Either The Notebook, Pretty Woman, or Fifty Shade of Grey. We haven’t decided.”

“Who’s here?” Dani called from the kitchen. “Is it Georgia? I thought she and Emerson were spending the weekend away.” When she rounded the corner from the kitchen and her eyes landed on him, Trip made it a point not to drool. She was wearing a pair of jean shorts and a tank top, but somehow, it was sexier than the bustier and painted-on shorts of her bar uniform. Even her hair up in a messy bun sexed him up. “Oh,” she breathed when she saw him. “Trip.”

“Hey Dani,” he said, trying to keep his voice normal. If Gorgeous didn’t already know, he didn’t want to give it away, not until he knew what was happening. “Mind if I crash girls’ night? With Ax gone, it’d make me feel better to be here than to have the two of you here alone.”

Fidgeting with the hem of her tank top, she shrugged. “I don’t mind, I guess.”

“If there’s something you wanted to talk to Gorgeous about, you have time. I need to take a quick shower.”

He saw her eyes flair when he mentioned taking a shower and the man in him liked it. He liked her thinking about him in the shower. Then, she took a deep breath and gave a nod. “Okay.”

He turned and kissed Gorgeous’s temple. “I take my sundae with chocolate, chocolate, and more chocolate.”

She rolled her eyes but nodded. “Your stuff is still in the guest room.” Since he tended to crash at their place every night he was over for dinner or a party, which was often, he kept a few sets of clothes and bathroom items in their guest room.

“Thanks, Sis.” After another glance at Dani, he headed down the hallway that held the guest room, Georgia’s room, and one of the bathrooms. The guest room was the second door on the left. The bathroom was the first door. Across from the bathroom was the door to Georgia’s room.

He retrieved a pair of basketball shorts, a hoodie, and his bathroom bag. Then, he headed for the bathroom. He decided to make his shower quick because he knew he’d think too much about Dani in there with him if he took too long. Also, he wanted to see if he could catch a bit of conversation between Ashlyn and Danielle. He’d like to at least know how much Ashlyn knew.
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Chapter Two

Dani
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As Danielle made her sundae, she kept glancing at the hallway Trip had disappeared down. She had successfully avoided seeing him after their kiss until that night. She didn’t know what he was thinking or what he wanted or if he was disgusted with her attempt to let him know what she wanted. He obviously hadn’t told his brother — or Ashlyn would know — or her brother, Dragon — or Trip would be dead.

“What in the hell is wrong with you?”

At Ashlyn’s barked words, Danielle jumped and turned away from the island. Facing her friend, she sighed. “Nothing.”

“Bullshit. You were fine until Trip got here.” Her eyes went wide. “What happened? What did he do? Want me to shoot him? Ax’s been giving me lessons. I could take him out. No, then, Ax would be pissed.” She snapped then pointed. “I’ll just shoot his foot.”

Danielle laughed and shook her head. “He didn’t do anything.” She stared at her friend who just stared back... waiting. “You’re not going to let this go, are you?”

“Not on your life.”

After a sigh, Danielle grabbed her sundae and took a bite. Once the ice cream melted and slid down her throat, she quietly uttered, “I kissed him.”

The tub of chocolate ice cream that had been in Ashlyn’s hand hit the floor and Ashlyn stared at Danielle with wide eyes. Her stare never left Danielle, even when she bent down to grab the tub. “Trip?”

Danielle nodded. “He gave me a ride home from the bar after my shift and...” She groaned and set her bowl down. Covering her eyes with her hands, she felt her cheeks heat up with embarrassment. “He walked me up to my door and I just laid one on him. He stood there like it didn’t affect him at all... like I was his kid sister or his cousin. It was like he was stunned but nothing else.”

“He just stood there?” Now, Ashlyn looked contemplative. She put the tub back in the freezer and started coating the top of Trip’s ice cream with chocolate syrup and sprinkling shaved white chocolate on it. After a long moment, she said, “I think he was just surprised. You should talk to him about it.”

Danielle vehemently shook her head. “Nope. Unh-uhn. Not happening.” She took another bite of her ice cream. Then, she went to the fridge to grab the bottle of wine.

“Water for me, please.”

Danielle eyed Ashlyn weirdly. “Water? On Girls’ Night?”

Ashlyn dropped her gaze, quickly, and shrugged.

“Why?” When Danielle saw Ashlyn’s hand brush Ashlyn’s lower abdomen, Danielle shrieked and jumped up and down. “Really?”

Ashlyn smiled at Dani and nodded. “Yeah. Ax doesn’t know yet, though. Trip knows, but I’m trying to keep it quiet until Ax gets back.”

“I won’t tell anyone.” Danielle rushed over and hugged her friend. “I’m so happy for you! A Howler baby.” She sighed a happy sigh. “He’s going to be so damn happy.”

“Yeah,” Ashlyn said, dreamily, then she snapped out of it. “So, why’d you kiss him?”

Danielle groaned and retrieved her bowl from the counter, setting the wine down. “I... I’ve known him forever. We went to the same schools. We graduated together. Our graduation parties — well, the first half — were together. Ever since I was about twelve, I’ve thought he was cute. Then, when I turned about fifteen, it turned into something else. I kept trying to get him to notice me, but he never really did. I mean, he was nice to me, but we grew up in the club together.”

“You wanted him to see you, not Dragon’s little sister.”

Danielle nodded. “Dragon limits my time around the club. He doesn’t even like me to go to the clubhouse. He never likes me to be around his brothers, unless it’s Axle or Trip. I think it’s because he trusts them not to make a move.”

“But you want Trip to, so that makes it complicated.”

She nodded again. “I’ve dated. I’ve slept with guys. But, every time, the same thought runs through my head.”

“He’s not Trip.”

Another nod. “That’s not fair to them or to me or to him. I mean, poor Trip. I basically attacked him. I mean, I don’t regret it, exactly, but I’ve put him in an awkward position. My brother is not going to give a damn that I’m the one who kissed Trip. All he’s going to hear is Trip had his lips against mine. Then, all hell is going to break loose and fall on Trip. That’s not fair to him. I’m a horrible, horrible person.”

“No, you’re not.” Ashlyn gave her a gentle smile. “This is why you need to talk to Trip. You don’t even know what he thinks about it.”

“I don’t even know how to start that conversation.” Danielle shook her head. “No, I’ll just... I’ll let him bring it up, if he wants to. Otherwise, I’m going to pretend it never happened.”

“Well, staring at the hallway like you’re imagining him naked in the shower is not pretending it never happened.”

Danielle shot a glare at her best friend. “Bitch.”

Ashlyn smiled. “Love you, too.”
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Trip
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Trip leaned back against the wall in the hallway and listened as the women talked about him. He had no clue Danielle had wanted him for so long. If she had wanted him since they were fifteen, that was a good twelve years of longing. He thought about his awkward, gangly fifteen-year-old self and bit back a laugh. Her crush wasn’t because he was sexy at that age, that was for sure.

What did he feel for Danielle, besides the obvious desire? He thought she was sweet and sassy and smart. He loved how she treated Ashlyn and Georgia. He always loved her raunchy sense of humor. She loved his club, even though her brother tried to keep her away. He didn’t know if it would ever grow into love, but he liked Danielle a lot. He could tolerate her more than most women he had been kissing on. The thought of spending time with her was a pleasant thought.

Trip’s internal wolf was becoming more and more insistent as he continued down that trail of thoughts about Dani. His wolf was on board, excited. That surprised Trip a bit. His wolf wasn’t reactive to women. It was just Trip the man who had reactions to females, normally, but Dani was tripping his wolf’s triggers, for sure.

Was it worth facing off with Dragon? Trip considered it. Yes, he decided. If things progressed with Danielle and moved into serious territory, it would be worth facing off with Dragon. He just had to find out if that’s where it was going.

“I’ve dated. I’ve slept with guys. But, every time, the same thought runs through my head,” he heard Danielle say.

“He’s not Trip.”

As his cock took notice of that tidbit of information, Trip thought Fuck. Now, how am I supposed to ignore that? He wasn’t going to. Nope. He was going to explore this with Danielle. They would just keep it on the DL until they knew it would last. Then, they’d go from there. If that meant throwing down with Dragon, then, he’d just have to take it like a man. No way was he letting Danielle have sex with another man and think about him. No way. If she wanted Trip, she was getting Trip.

He waited for the women to change the subject, then he headed for the kitchen. With his hoodie in hand, he stopped next to the island. Ashlyn smiled a knowing smile at him and handed him his sundae. He looked down at it and groaned in pleasure.

“You are my favorite sister ever on the planet in the history of all time,” he told her.

Out of the corner of his eye, he could see Danielle trying her best not to eyeball his naked chest and abdomen. She spooned some ice cream into her mouth and fidgeted.

“I’m going to get the movie going.” Ashlyn glanced back and forth between the two of them. “Dani, will you get the drinks together? Trip, popcorn.”

“But we have ice cream,” he said and spooned a large bite into his mouth. When Ashlyn just stared at him, he gave a nod. “Popcorn.” He set his bowl on the island and pulled his hoodie on.

Ashlyn and Danielle were mouthing things at each other behind his back, but he just ignored them and headed for the pantry. When he returned with the box of microwavable popcorn, Ashlyn was gone, and Danielle was setting drinks on a wooden tray.

“What do you want to drink?” She didn’t look at him as she headed for the fridge.

“Beer is fine. Or pop. Whatever.”

She gave a nod and grabbed one of each out of the fridge, along with a bottle of water. She added them to the tray, next to a bottle of wine and a wine glass.

When she went to pick up the tray, Trip put his hand over hers and leaned down so his mouth wasn’t far from her ear. Staring down at her almost bare shoulder, he quietly said, “I don’t think you’re a horrible person. Don’t worry about me and Drag. We’ll be fine.” He watched as a blush worked its way up the ivory skin of her chest. He wanted to follow its path with his tongue. He stepped closer to her back and put his lips closer to her ear. “And I liked the kiss. I was just surprised.” He heard her breath catch. “And I do see you, Dani. I see you and I like what I see. You never have to imagine me in the shower. You want to see it, you come right on in. Darlin’, this is me making a move.” He lowered his head and brushed his lips against the skin of her neck. “You want more, you know where I’ll be sleeping tonight.”

Then, he backed up, fully expecting her to snatch up the tray and run to the living room. Instead, she stood stock still for a long moment. While she debated what to do, Trip took out a bag of popcorn and put in the microwave. When he turned back around, Danielle was facing him, staring up at him with her sexy green eyes.

He raised an eyebrow in question.

“I’m not a one-night-stand kind of girl.”

“Okay.” He smiled at her.

“So...”

“Dani, I didn’t say anything about a one-night-stand.” He raised another eyebrow. “You think I’d put my bond with your brother in jeopardy over a one-night-stand? Not likely.”

“So, you...”

He nodded. Just like that, her lips were against his again. This time, he wasn’t shocked. This time, he fully participated in the kiss. His hands went around her waist and pulled her up against him. His tongue glided along her bottom lip, asking for permission to enter. She parted her lips and he dipped inside. He moved one hand to the back of her head, positioning her exactly how he wanted her. He deepened the kiss and bit back a groan when his tongue caressed hers. She tasted like honey, vanilla ice cream and honey and something just Danielle. It was intoxicating and sexy and he wanted more.

She gasped and pressed herself more against him. He knew she could feel his erection pressing against her abdomen, but he didn’t care. He wanted her to know how much he wanted her. And, he would have her. As soon as she would let him, he was going to fuck the hell out of her.

The dinging of the microwave startled them out of their kissing daze. He pulled his head back but kept her pulled against him. Looking into her eyes, he asked, “My bed?”

She swallowed hard and attempted to catch her breath. Then, she nodded.

“Good.” He gave her another kiss, a quick one. Then, he released her. He grabbed the popcorn and emptied it in a bowl.

“I’ll bring your ice cream,” she said, quietly, and set his bowl on the tray.

“Thanks, Darlin’. I’ll be right there.”

He watched her lift up the tray and head out of the room. Then, he made another bag of popcorn and dumped it in another bowl. It was going to be a long couple of hours.
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