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​Dear Reader,
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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:

Death of parent (before book begins)

Violence

Weapons

Possessiveness

Controlling behavior

Domestic violence (side story)

Drug-trafficking (side story)

Cussing/strong language

Explicit sex

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

T.S. Tappin
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​Chapter One

​Ashlyn
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Ashlyn Marie Taylor was not that person. She was not provocative or trashy. She was not outspoken or brash. She was not the type of woman to cash in on her looks and ride the wave of male arousal. She was a woman who was nice, polite, sweet, and cautious. She liked to cook, bake, read romance novels, and watch romantic comedies. She loved her fuzzy robe, pajama bottoms, quiet nights at home, and hanging with her younger sister. Simple. Normal. Ashlyn dreamed of being more adventurous and sexier, but this was not what she meant.

In the breakroom of Bobby’s Bar, the bar where she worked as a server, and had for months, she stared at herself in the long mirror on the back of the door, after putting on the new uniform the owner had given her and shook her head. On a sigh, she uttered, “I can’t do this.”

Her coworker and best friend, Danielle ‘Dani’ Dole, replied, “You look hot,” as she walked up behind Ashlyn and peered over Ashlyn’s shoulder into the mirror.

Ashlyn eyed the barely there black shorts made of some type of stretchy material that apparently fused itself to your skin as soon as you put it on. She was positive that her hoo-ha would show if she bent over. Not to mention, her ta-tas would fall out of the baby blue push-up bustier top. The top also showed a good portion of her skin between the top of her shorts and her belly button, an area she usually went to great lengths to keep covered. No, she definitely couldn’t do this.

“I look like a porn-star,” Ashlyn replied.

Dani giggled, looking far more comfortable wearing the same outfit, but her bustier was green. She had subtler curves, and was taller, thinner, and sleeker than Ashlyn. “Yeah, you do. An expensive one.” Dani finished pulling her copper-colored hair into a tight ponytail, leaving out her straight bangs to cover her forehead, and grinned at Ashlyn. “It will bring in good tips. You said you needed to buy Georgia a car. I think you should strut your stuff and own it, Honey, because you look amazing.”

Ashlyn groaned and ran her fingers through her pale blonde locks. She hadn’t done anything to it when she got out of the shower, except brush and blow-dry it, causing it to hold on to the slight natural wave. Her younger sister, Georgia, needed a ride to her friend’s house before Ashlyn came into work, so she didn’t have time to tame her long locks. “Does my hair go with it? Or should I put it up?”

“I think it looks amazing, but you might want it up later. Try it down. You can always put it up on break.”

Ashlyn nodded, took a deep breath, let it out slowly, and inspected her makeup. She wasn’t a fan of a lot of makeup, but she was a server who worked in a bar and knew that more drama in her makeup equaled more tips. So, while she kept the eyeshadow a light gray, she had already gone heavy with the eyeliner and mascara to bring out her blue eyes and swiped on her blush lip gloss. It was going to have to do.

“Ready to do this? It’s Thursday, anyway. We’ll probably be slow.”

She knew that was a lie. Bobby’s Bar was never slow. They would be steady, at least. Her friend was only trying to soothe her nerves.

“Yeah. Sure, we will,” Dani mumbled and hurried out of the break room.

Ashlyn was instantly suspicious. “What did that mean?” She quickly followed Dani.

“Nothing.” Dani stepped out of the hallway that held the bathrooms, break room, and office, and approached the bar along the side wall of the large open room.

“Dani,” Ashlyn barked and walked up next to her.

“No time for chit-chat,” Bobby said, and handed them each an apron and a tray. Bobby was the bartender and owner of the bar. “Got a big group coming in tonight. Could be any minute. Need a reserved table to seat ten or twelve people. Back corner.” He pointed across the room from where they were standing. “Ashlyn, I’m putting you on that table and the four tall-and-rounds along the back wall. Dani, can you handle the rest?”

“Got it,” Dani replied, and tied on her apron.

He placed two beers and what looked to be a whiskey on the rocks on Dani’s tray. “Table five. They’re paying cash. Twelve.”

Dani smiled at Ashlyn and lifted her tray with one hand. “I’ll deliver these and come help you set up the table.”

Ashlyn nodded and picked up her tray, that now held a pitcher of beer and two tall glasses. She glanced back at her tables and saw a couple of guys at a table along the back wall. “Cash or tab?”

“Tab. Name’s Michelson. That’s their first order.”

She slipped her order pad in her apron in a pocket opposite the one that held her cash float and headed for the Michelson table. With a smile on her face, she transferred the pitcher and glasses to their table. “Name’s Ashlyn, gentlemen. I’ll be your server. If you need anything, just give me a shout. Anything else I can get you?” She looked first at the man with his back to the hallway. He looked to be approximately thirty, with dark brown hair and eyes, clean cut and somewhat attractive. She shifted her gaze to the other man, who looked around the same age, but his hair was medium blond, and his eyes a dull green. He had a little scruff on his cheeks and chin, but nothing that would be considered a beard. Both had hair that was recently cut and styled. All-American men, she decided.

Blondie shook his head, but politely smiled. “We’re good for now. Thank you, Ashlyn.”

“Great.” She returned the smile and tucked her tray under her arm. “Enjoy.”

After heading to the corner, she started pulling chairs away from a few of their lower rectangular tables. Setting her tray on top of one and beginning to maneuver the tables, Dani rushed over to help.

“Any idea who this is for?” Ashlyn asked as they positioned the tables into one long table.

“Maybe.” Dani grinned and started pushing chairs in on one side of the table, her back to the bar.

Ashlyn was on the side by the wall doing the same thing. They put a chair on each end and put a reserved sign in the middle. She snatched up her tray. “Who?”

Dani shook her head, her long copper ponytail shimmying. “You’ll see.”

“Why do I feel like I’m the butt of some joke?”

With a giggle, Dani rolled her eyes. “Not a joke. Just making sure Georgia gets a new set of wheels, Ash. I told Bobby to give you the good tables for a few nights. You can return the favor when you’re more secure, financially.”

And that is why she loved Dani. Okay, there were a lot of reasons, but this was one of them. Dani was a single woman with a low-rent apartment and barely any bills. She knew Ashlyn struggled to support herself and her younger sister, and helped in any way she could. Giving up the good tips was her way of doing that.

“Love you, Bitch,” Ashlyn said and hugged Dani tight.

Dani returned the hug just as tightly and replied, “Backatcha, Bitch.”

“Keep that up and we’ll be millionaires by morning,” Bobby shouted across the room.

They pulled back and shot him the bird, causing him to chuckle.
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​Axle
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All Orlan ‘Axle’ Weber wanted was a cold beer and a hot shower. The meeting with the ally motorcycle club from the Upper Peninsula of Michigan, The UpRiders MC, didn’t go as smoothly as he hoped. Tensions were rising with the clubs from Indiana and Ohio with the Hell’s Dogs MC doing drug runs through Michigan to get to Canada and back. Axle, being President of the Howlers MC of the Lower Peninsula of Michigan, was proud of his club’s stance on drugs, being solidly against them. Not that some members didn’t partake, but they had no part in peddling them to others and put plenty of effort on keeping them out of the hands of children.

The Hell’s Dogs MC needed to be stopped. It was the responsibility of the Howlers to put an end to it, but the Hell’s Dogs MC was a much larger club with multiple chapters. The Howlers needed backup. The UpRiders were the closest ally club to the Howlers, besides the Tiger’s Claw MC, the female MC the Howlers shared businesses with in Warden’s Pass, Michigan. The UpRiders MC’s policy for handling situations was more aggressive than the Howlers, even though the Howlers MC was comprised mostly of men who could shift into wolves and other predators in a second. Long story short, The UpRiders wanted a war with the Hell’s Dogs. Not. Good. Not that the Howlers were necessarily against using force. They just preferred to avoid it if they could.

Add on the long ride to and from the meeting, and Axle was exhausted. His head was starting to pound, his back was aching, and his wolf had started pacing inside of him as soon as he rode into the parking lot of Bobby’s Bar, setting him on edge. As he and his club brothers backed their bikes into a line of spots in the parking lot next to the building, he felt his phone vibrating in his pocket and all he could think was, What now? He contemplated ignoring it until he drank a few beers, but it could be anyone or anything. As the president of his club, it was his responsibility to handle problems that involved any of their businesses or members.

He cut the engine on his Harley and swung his leg over the bike. He heard his VP, Skull, and another member throwing funny insults at each other as he pulled his phone out of the pocket of his jeans. Glancing down at the screen, he saw it was Crush, the president of the Tiger’s Claw MC. Fuck. He didn’t want to deal with her shit right then. If he didn’t answer, he knew she’d keep trying. He didn’t think it was an emergency, but he wasn’t willing to take the risk at that moment.

After taking a deep breath, he answered the call. “Yeah.”

“How was your ride?”

“Long. Need something?”

She huffed a sigh. “Just thought we could meet up and talk about—”

“Crush, it’s been a long fucking day. I’m gonna have a damn beer and fucking relax. We’ll talk another time.”

“Ax,” she grumbled with another sigh, “you’ve been saying that for weeks.”

That’s what he got for having a one-night stand with her and leaving with the parting shot of, We’ll talk soon, instead of calling it like it was. “Fuck, Crush, we fucked. That’s all. What in the hell did you want to talk about?”

“There was something there, Ax. You know it. And we’re both presidents. It makes sense... for us... for our clubs.”

“I’m not doing this. I’m not fucking talking about this right now. I want a damn beer.”

“Ax—”

Axle ended the call and shoved his phone in his pocket. Leaving the Prospect, Marcus, to watch the bikes, Axle led his nine brothers into the bar. He spotted their reserved table in the back corner and headed that way, calling out a greeting to Bobby on the way.

“Daaammmmnnnn,” his VP, Skull, said behind him.

“Fuck me,” Zero, the club’s treasurer, uttered.

Axle glanced around. His eyes landed on the sexiest damn server he had ever seen. Sexy black kitten heels. Long, shapely legs. A high, tight ass encased in black shorts that would be bikini bottoms if they were any shorter. A stretch of abdomen led to a light blue bustier pushing up the most beautiful set of tits that would overfill his palms. Perfect. His eyes followed the bare shoulders up to a face of an angel with pale blond waves and eyes so light blue they were almost white. And those lips... damn. He wanted to kiss them, suck them, nibble them. He wanted to see them wrapped around his cock with those blond waves falling over his thighs.

With his jeans suddenly feeling too tight in the crotch, he motioned his men to finish their trek to the table. He made a turn and crossed the room to the bar. His eyes stayed on the woman, but she was at a table in the back, taking an order.

“Axle. How are ya?” Bobby asked.

Without looking away from the gorgeous woman, he answered, “Tired. Fucking people trying my nerves.”

“I hear ya.” There was a pause. “She’s gorgeous, isn’t she? And she has no fucking clue.”

“Who is she?” Axle watched as she wiped down tables and smiled at customers.

“Name’s Ashlyn. Ashlyn Taylor. She’s been working here for months,” Bobby explained.

Axle finally looked away from the server and met Bobby’s gaze. The man was looking at him like he lost his mind. “Months?”

Bobby nodded. “Her mom was Connie Taylor.”

Axle was stunned. “That’s Georgia’s sister?” When Bobby nodded again, Axle looked back at the gorgeous goddess. He must have seen her at the bar, but he didn’t remember it. That boggled his mind. He didn’t think it was possible he would have missed her. “She... with someone?”

“Nope. She moved back to take care of Georgia when Connie passed. They lost the house, so they’re living in a two-bedroom apartment on Pine.”

“Pine? Fuck.” Axle sighed and shook his head. “It’s just the two of them?”

“Yeah. I walk her to her car after shift. I’ve offered to follow her home, but she refuses.”

She wouldn’t be refusing him. “Yeah, well, I’m stubborn. She our girl?”

Bobby chuckled and replied, “Yup.”

Axle pulled out his wallet and handed Bobby three hundred dollars. “There’s her tip.” Then he crossed the room and took his seat in the corner of the room at their reserved table.

As she moved from table to table, politely checking on her customers, Axle watched her. He couldn’t get over how gorgeous she was. When she headed their way with an order pad and a pen in her hands, he clocked how her hips swayed with every step, and his wolf started panting. Right there with ya, Buddy. When she reached the table, she stopped in the middle of one of the long sides of the line of tables and glanced around. When her eyes met his, she swallowed hard and quickly tucked one side of her hair behind her ear. Axle thought the nervous movement was fucking sweet and sexy.

“I’m... uh... I’m Ashlyn, your server. What can I get you guys?”

“Five pitchers of beer and ten shots. Bobby knows,” he told her. “Nice to meet you, Ashlyn.”

He held her gaze until she nervously glanced down and blushed. “Anything... anything else?”

“That’s it... for now,” he answered and watched as she quickly headed to the bar.

“Hot for waitress?” Skull asked through a smirk.

Axle smirked back. “Trying to figure out how to fuck her with that outfit still on,” he replied, effectively letting them know she was his.

Skull chuckled. “I was just thinking the same thing about Dani. Good thing Dragon ain’t here. When did our little Dani grow the hell up?”

Axle looked around until his eyes landed on Dani in her green bustier. “Shit. Dragon’s not gonna like that.”

“Can we wait a bit before we call him? I’m kinda enjoying the show.”

Axle laughed. “Send him a picture of her. Now.”

“Party pooper,” Skull grumbled, but did what Axle had ordered.
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​Chapter Two

​Ashlyn
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Five hours. The MC spent five hours at Bobby’s. Five hours of pitchers of beer and shots. Five hours of surprisingly polite conversation with big, burly bikers. Five hours of intense, hot looks from the club’s president, Axle. Five hours. For five torturous hours, that man had set her body on fire with a look. She had never reacted to a man the way she reacted to Axle, and they had barely even spoken to each other.

The man was hot, with his muscles and tattoos, his dark hair and facial hair, and swirling gray eyes, but he wasn’t the first hot guy she had come across. No, it wasn’t his overall looks setting her blood on fire, but more specifically, it was his extraordinarily intense eyes. Every time his eyes made contact with hers, she stopped breathing and then started panting like a dog in heat.

It was finally time for the bar to close, and the bikers were leaving. She had already dropped her apron off at the bar for Bobby and washed her tray. Her feet were killing her, and her calves were almost numb, but her job wasn’t done. She still needed to help with clean-up, but first, she needed out of the damn heels. Ashlyn went down the hall and into the break room. After slipping off the shoes, groaning at the relief, she put the heels in the bag in her locker and retrieved her flip-flops. Closing her locker door, Ashlyn headed back out to help Bobby clean up. As she stepped out of the break room, she ran smack dab in the hard chest of the sexy biker president who had spent his entire evening eating her up with his gray eyes. She quickly stepped back, but his hands were already on her waist to steady her.

“Gorgeous, my fault,” he uttered low, his face only inches from hers. His eyes were dark gray and swirling, intense, peering into her. His brown hair was cut short in the back and on the sides, but a few inches long on the top and thick. His face looked like it hadn’t been shaved in a week, but it suited him. He had this aura of power and strength. Authority. Her mind touched on how hard his chest felt when she slammed into it. His aura called to her in ways she wasn’t ready to admit. “You okay?”

She nodded and cleared her throat, suddenly thirsty and nervous. “Uh... yeah. I’m... fine. Sorry... for... running into you.”

The corner of his mouth curled up in a half-smile. Damn. She could get lost in that little curl of his lips. “I’m not.”

Ashlyn felt her cheeks heat up. She looked down and stepped away, unsure of what to say or how to react. “Uh... I have to... clean up.” Then, she hightailed it out of the hallway and into the main room of the bar. The man was too much... everything.

She was crossing the room to clean her section when Bobby called her over to the bar. He handed her an envelope. “Your tips. And don’t worry about clean-up. I’ll get to it in the morning. Axle’s gonna walk you out to your car.”

“Axle?”

Bobby nodded over to the sexy president standing in the hallway, next to the bathroom and break room doors, watching her. “You can trust him, Ash. He’s a friend and knew your mom.”

“He...” She leaned close to Bobby and lowered her voice. “He kinda... makes me... nervous.”

Bobby chuckled quietly. “You can trust him.”

Ashlyn opened the envelope and glanced inside. Her eyes bugged out at the stack of cash. It was much thicker than she expected. “Uh... Bobby, this is too much.”

“No, it’s not.”

Her gaze lifted to Bobby. “I know I didn’t have that much in my apron.”

Bobby met her stare. “It’s yours. You earned it. And I didn’t give it to you. Now, go. Good job tonight.”

Ashlyn stared at her boss for a long moment. He was ten years older than her age of twenty-five years, with blond hair, he kept buzzed close to his scalp, and brown eyes. His nose was slightly crooked, and his lips were thin, but he was still attractive. To Ashlyn, he had become like an older brother or a cool uncle.

“Go,” he said, quietly, and went back to cashing out the drawer. “Dani’s brother already came to get her while you were in the back.”

“Good night, then.” Ashlyn closed the envelope and headed back to the break room. She avoided looking at Axle when she passed him to go inside. After opening her locker, she shoved the envelope into her purse and grabbed her leggings. She pulled them on over her work shorts and pulled on her jacket, zipping it closed over the bustier. Once she slipped the strap of her purse onto her shoulder, she grabbed the bag holding her spare uniform and her heels. To prepare herself for a few minutes alone with Axle, she took a deep breath before stepping back out of the room.

“Ready?” Axle asked.

She nodded and turned toward the back door. She opened the door and headed down the few steps to the parking lot. “Thank you... for walking me out... and for the tip. You didn’t have to do that.”

“Walk you out or tip you?”

He was only a few inches from her right, and she felt the palm of his left hand on her lower back through her jacket. It wasn’t an unpleasant feeling. Her heart began pounding harder in her chest, and she took a deep breath. “Uh... both... I guess.”

“I’ll be following you home. That’s a promise... not a question, so don’t bother arguing with me about it. Walking you out only makes sense, since I’m doing that. As for the tip, you earned it. That your Civic?”

“Uh... yeah.”

“Bring it by Howlers Garage tomorrow. We’ll give it a tune-up and check the tires.” He guided her over to the driver’s door and opened it for her. “You need to start locking your doors.”

Ashlyn bristled at the orders. She had been on her own for a while, without the guidance of a man. “Uh... No, I won’t bring my car in, and I am a grown woman. I do what I want.”

Axle turned to face her and stepped close, forcing Ashlyn back against the rear door of the car. He put his hands on the car on both sides of her, boxing her in. She refused to meet his eyes, choosing instead to stare at his throat. “I’m well aware you’re a grown woman, Gorgeous. I’ve spent the night eyeing just how much of a woman you are, and not one inch escaped my attention. The problem is,” he lowered his face until his lips were by her ear, “I’m not the only man to notice, and not all men are as trustworthy as I am. So, lock. Your. Doors. And my club owns the garage. We loved Connie and her cinnamon rolls like you wouldn’t believe. Consider it Connie’s friends looking after Connie’s girls.”

Her mom had made the best cinnamon rolls. She couldn’t argue with that.

“Is that all this is?” She hated how breathy her voice got, but his breath on her ear and his body so close was making her tingle in fun places.

His chuckle was quiet. He pulled back a bit and waited for her eyes to meet his, then he replied, “No, Gorgeous, that has nothing to do with this.” He moved one hand to cup her cheek. “Do you know how fucking beautiful you are?”

“It’s all makeup and clothes.”

He shook his head. “No, it’s not.” He placed his lips against her forehead and gave her a soft kiss. “Get in, lock your doors, and start the car. Wait for me to get on my bike before you pull out of the parking lot.”

“You really don’t need to—”

“Wait for me,” he insisted and stepped back.

While Axle stood aside and waited, she slid inside her car and did as he asked, locking the doors as she started it up. Ashlyn cringed when the engine sputtered before leveling out. When she glanced out her window at him, he lifted an eyebrow and smiled, then he crossed the parking lot and rounded the edge of the building. She backed her Civic out of her spot and followed him around the building, waiting at the driveway to the parking lot until he was on his bike. Once it was started, she pulled out onto the road, took a left, and headed home.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Axle
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Riding his bike with a hard-on was uncomfortable. The woody sprung as soon as Axle pressed Ashlyn against her car. He wanted to tear her clothes off and fuck her right there, up against that piece of shit Civic. He wanted to claim her and put her on the back of his bike. He wanted to take her home to his place and fuck her some more. Then, he wanted to sleep wrapped around her. That shocked him. He never stayed. Axle was a leaver. He always had been.

Something about Ashlyn made his protective instincts scream and his wolf take serious notice. Why? He wanted to sleep with his arms around her, get her a better vehicle, move her into a safer home, and make his club guard her, every second of every day. Better yet, he wanted to guard her, every second of every day. Fuck. He wasn’t that guy. What was wrong with him?

When she pulled into a spot at the curb in front of a house, he pulled up behind her and cut the engine on his bike. Cursing under his breath, he got off his bike and met her at the door of her car. “You don’t have a parking spot by the house?”

She bent in through the open car door and grabbed a plastic bag from the passenger seat. When she straightened, she slipped her purse strap onto her shoulder and shook her head. “The parking is for the first-floor apartment. Thanks for following me home.” When she started walking away, he followed her, but halfway to the house, she stopped and looked up at him. “I’ll be fine from here.”

Axle didn’t say anything. It didn’t matter whether she approved of him walking her to her door. He was going to do it, anyway. Arguing about it was pointless, so he didn’t. He just stared back until she huffed out a sigh and continued up the driveway to a door on the side of the house. She used her key on the lock on the outside door handle, then opened the door and headed up the stairs to her apartment door with Axle on her heels. He didn’t comment on the flimsy door and lock at the bottom of the stairs, but when she did the same at the door at the top of the stairs, he was pissed. “Who the fuck is your landlord?”

Ashlyn opened the door and turned to face him, obviously surprised by his tone, his question, or both. “Excuse me?” She set her bag and purse down on the kitchen counter to her left, his right.

Attempting to keep his anger in check, Axle took a deep breath and let it out. “Who owns this place? Your doors are barely doors, and the locks wouldn’t keep out a determined twelve-year-old.”

Ashlyn let out a sigh and tossed her keys on top of her purse. “I appreciate you seeing me home safely. I can take it from here.”

Fuck. That. She wasn’t brushing him off like that. “Who owns this place, Ashlyn?”

She sighed again. “Willard Markham.”

Axle nodded. He knew the Markhams, unfortunately. Fucking slumlords. She’d be getting new doors and locks, at the very least, unless he could get her out of here and into a safer place. “Where’s Georgia?”

“What? How do—”

As if he summoned her, he heard a door open, somewhere in the apartment, and Georgia called out, “Ash? Is that... Ax?”

Axle stepped past Ashlyn and glanced across the living space at Georgia standing in a doorway. He smiled at her. “Georgie Porgie.”

The teen rolled her eyes but smiled big, before she crossed the room and gave him a hug. “How do you know Ashlyn?”

“I went to the bar she works at. She was my waitress.”

“Server,” Ashlyn grumbled.

Georgia pulled back and looked up at him. Wagging her eyebrows, she grinned. “And you are here because...”

He chuckled. “I offered to follow her home and make sure she was safe.”

“I bet you offered.” She stepped back and sighed. “I’ve been meaning to stop by and say hi, but I didn’t know if...”

He reached out and cupped her chin, making her look up at him. “Hey. You are always welcome at Howlers... unless we’re partying, then you stay the hell away from that debauchery.”

She smiled again and nodded. “I’ll stop by after school on Monday.”

“Or... you and your sister can come to our barbeque on Sunday. Four o’clock. Bring cinnamon rolls.” He pulled out his wallet and retrieved five twenties. Giving it to her, he grinned and added, “And an order of brownies... just for me.”

Georgia giggled. “How are you going to keep them from the guys?”

“I’m their president. They have to do what I say.” He kissed her forehead. “Go to bed. See you Sunday.”

“Night Ax. Night Ash.”

“Good night, Georgia,” Ashlyn replied from behind him.

Axle waited for Georgia to close her bedroom door before he turned around to face Ashlyn. Shit. She was pissed. “What?”

With her hands on her hips and her eyes narrowed on him, she asked, “Do you always hand teenagers a wad of cash?”

“It’s for rolls and brownies. There are a lot of us. And we like the rolls. I told you that.” He wasn’t about to apologize. Hell, he’d give more money for those rolls.

“I never agreed we’d come.”

He shrugged. “Georgia loves the guys.”

“I don’t think that’s such a good idea.”

He frowned. Was she judging him? Or his club? “Why? We’ve known her since she was a little girl. Connie used to bring her when she catered our events. And when Connie couldn’t bring her or had errands, some of the women in his club family used to watch her. She’s like family to us.”

Ashlyn flinched, but he didn’t know why, then she sighed and ran her fingers through her hair. “I’m too tired to deal with this. My feet and calves hate me from those damn shoes. I need a shower and sleep.”

Axle took her hand and walked back to the door. When they reached it, he let go of her hand to reach up and cup her cheek. Gazing into her tired eyes, he leaned toward her. He brushed his lips over hers, lingered, then pulled back, trying his best to ignore how his lips tingled. “Lock the door after me. And please, promise to bring your car in tomorrow.”

She sighed again. “Okay. Fine.”

He ran his thumb over her bottom lip. “Work tomorrow?”

She shook her head. “I work Saturday. Then, I work Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, and Saturday again.”

He nodded. “Will you come to the barbeque?”

She gave a nod. “Georgia looked excited.”

“Good.” He gave her another quick kiss and whispered, “Good night, Gorgeous. Lock the door.” He stepped out the door, closed it behind him, and waited on the steps until he heard the pitiful click of the flimsy lock. He headed down the stairs and left the house, locking the bottom door behind himself.

When he got back to his bike, he pulled out his phone and texted two of the prospects, Waters and Marcus, instructing them to each take a four-hour shift guarding Ashlyn’s house, with strict orders to be discreet.

Twenty minutes later, he saw Waters pull up in his pickup three houses down. He gave Waters a chin lift, started his bike, and headed home.
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Georgia needs a car. That’s the thought that ran through Ashlyn’s mind when her alarm went off at six-thirty. Three hours of sleep was not enough to be driving anyone anywhere, but she dragged herself out of bed and started the coffee pot before returning to her room. Yawning, she pulled on a hot pink sports bra, a black tank top, and a hot pink pair of running pants. She grabbed a black zip up hoodie with ‘Bobby’s Bar’ in hot pink on the back before she headed out to the living area of her apartment.

“You look like a zombie,” Georgia said with a smile from where she stood in the kitchen, coffee cup in hand.

“Coffee,” Ashlyn mumbled and slipped on her hoodie, zipping it up halfway.

Georgia set down her mug, grabbed a travel mug out of the cupboard above the coffee pot, and filled it. She expertly added creamer and sugar, using a spoon to stir it, before handing it over to Ashlyn and picking up her own mug. “Are we going to talk about how Axle Weber ended up walking you to our door last night?”

“No.” Ashlyn took off the top of her mug, grabbed an ice cube out of the freezer, dropped it into her coffee, and twisted the top back on. Avoiding looking at her little sister, she sipped her coffee.

“Are you two dating?”

“No.” Another sip.

“Are you going to?”

“No.” Another sip.

Georgia rinsed her coffee mug and set it in the sink before she grabbed her backpack and slipped it on her shoulder. “He wants to, doesn’t he?”

Ashlyn sighed and slipped her feet into her flip-flops. “I’m not sure what he wants. I don’t know why he decided to follow me home. I don’t know what he’s thinking.”

With a giggle, Georgia uttered, “I think I know what he’s thinking. He’s thinking you’re a hot piece, and he’s a hot biker who could probably relieve all that stress you carry around. And I think you should let him.”

“I’m not talking about this with you,” Ashlyn grumbled, hating the blush creeping up her neck to her face. She grabbed her purse and keys and opened the door. “Turn off the coffee pot.”

As Ashlyn headed down the stairs, Georgia did as she was asked, and shut and locked the door behind them. Ashlyn opened the bottom door and yawned as she waited for her sister. Georgia shut the bottom door, after twisting the handle lock, and they headed to Ashlyn’s car at the curb.

Once in and on their way, Ashlyn asked, “Got any plans after school?”

“Yeah, I’m heading to Scoops with Emerson, then we’re meeting up with his friend Trey and his girlfriend at the theater. We’re going to see the new Vin Diesel movie.”

“There’s an envelope in my purse. Grab out a couple of twenties. Just in case.”

“Ash, you don’t have to—”

“Georgia, do it.” Ashlyn stopped at a red light and glanced at her sister. “I know Emerson will pay, but it’s always smart to have cash on you, just in case. You never know when you’ll need money for a cab or something. Make sure your phone is charged, in your pocket, not your purse. That way, it’s always within your reach. And please, be smart and safe.”

Georgia gave a nod. As the light turned green and Ashlyn pressed on the gas, Georgia did as Ashlyn instructed, then she heard Georgia gasp. “Ash! Where did you get all that cash?”

Ashlyn winced and replied, “I had a large top last night at the bar. They tipped well.”

“So, the Howlers tipped you?”

“Yes,” Ashlyn grudgingly admitted.

“So, Axle tipped you.”

“Let it go, Georgia.”

“Ash, he’s a good guy. He’s intense and kinda bossy, but he’s one of the good ones. Mom loved him. He used to send guys over to take care of the lawn and fix things on the house. More than a few times, he stopped by to do anything we needed done. He always hired her when they needed a caterer, even though the Claws own a diner, and Mom hasn’t paid for a car repair or oil change in at least five years.”

“Okay,” Ashlyn cut in and sighed. “I get it. He’s a good guy. That doesn’t mean we’re going anywhere, or that he wants anything or that I want anything. And I’m barely awake.” She reached down and grabbed her mug out of the cupholder. Taking a sip, she pulled the car up to the curb in front of the high school. She returned her cup to the cupholder and glanced at her sister. “I hear you, though. Okay?”

Georgia nodded and slipped the money she grabbed into the front pocket of her jeans. “I just want you to be happy.”

Ashlyn leaned over and hugged her sister. “I know. I love you, Brat.”

“Love you too, Bossy.”

Georgia got out of the car, grabbed her backpack, and shut the door. Ashlyn pulled away from the curb and contemplated heading home and back to bed, but she promised she would bring her car into Howlers Garage. She wasn’t sure what time they opened, but if she didn’t go now, she would have to get up and go later. So, go now and get it over with so she could go home and get a good stretch of uninterrupted sleep or go home and go back to sleep only to have to get up in a few hours to bring her car in. She made a left at the next intersection and headed for Howlers Garage. If they were open, she’d go now. If not, she’d check their hours and go as late in the day as possible.

With her plan in place, Ashlyn sipped her coffee and ignored everything Georgia had said about Axle. She definitely didn’t think about how his lips had felt on hers last night. She also really tried to shove away any questions and concerns she had. She wasn’t mentally awake enough to try to figure any of that out. Ashlyn was firmly in what-will-happen-will-happen land, and she planned to stay there as long as she could. Okay, she was scared to figure it out and was completely avoiding it.
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​Axle
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Axle downed the rest of his coffee and tossed the paper cup into the trash can in the office of Howlers Garage. He was exhausted. After leaving Ashlyn’s house, he went home and spent a while lying there, thinking about Ashlyn and all the ways he wanted to take care of her. His wolf was demanding he make sure she was safe and happy in every possible way. Eventually, he fell asleep, but was woken up by a call from Rock a few hours later, with a tip about a woman who needed some help getting out of a bad situation. After taking the call, Axle couldn’t get back to sleep, so he showered and headed down to the garage.

He leaned in his chosen spot in the office. With windows that allowed him to see the open bays of the garage and out into the parking lot and driveway, giving him the most information about his surroundings, he stared off into the distance, thinking about the blond bombshell again. What was it that drove him and his fucking puppy of a wolf mad?

Also in the office were Skull, Pike, Rock, Zero, Bullet, and Dragon, his club brothers. Axle cleared his throat and sighed. “Okay. Lay it on us, Rock.”
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