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Her sassy mouth drives him wild. 

After a string of bad luck, Gianna swears she’s done with men. That is until she crosses paths with Stud. A man who doesn’t take no for an answer. A filthy talking biker who gets under her skin like no one else can. 

Stud doesn’t do relationships or complications. He’s content with the bachelor lifestyle he leads until fate intervenes. A feisty woman is exactly what he needs to change his mind. Gianna is unlike anyone he’s ever met, and her sassy mouth drives him wild. 

When someone from her past tries to get between them Stud will stop at nothing to prove they were made for each other. 

This is a hot to the point Roadhouse Tale that takes place in Drag Creek featuring all new characters from my Black Rebel Riders’ MC and some appearances from your series favorites. You do not need to read prior books to enjoy the ride.
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To alphaholes and the women who love them.
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Gianna

“I can’t believe I let you talk me into this.” Shaking my head, I snag another dress off the clearance rack. 

“You need to put yourself back out there. Get back up on the saddle and ride, babe,” Jelissa tells me wearing this stupid smirk on her face. 

“Nothing worthwhile ever comes from a blind date.”

“Don’t knock it till you try it. My cousin Lindee met her husband on one of those sites.”

“Whatever.” I stomp into the changing room armed with the five dresses my bestie shoved at me. 

“You know I’m right,” she sings, still wearing that stupid grin no doubt. Jelissa has been trying to con me into going on a date with one of the emergency room doctors at the hospital she works at a town over. We both know a doctor is out of my league. What the hell would we even talk about? I work at a pizza place. Two completely different worlds. 

I try on the blue silky slip style dress. It’s a big fat no. It reminds me of a slinky nightgown. The next one is shimmery and silver, it’s a party dress, but I’m going on a fun girl’s night out. This one doesn’t seem appropriate, but I do like it, so I think I’ll buy it to save for a special occasion. Too bad New Year’s Eve has passed. 

“Get the red,” Jelissa, calls from outside the door, slinging a slinky red dress over the top.

“Get the red,” I mock under my breath.

“I can hear you.”

I smile to myself, trading the silver one for the red. Okay. I grin bigger at my reflection in the changing room mirror. The red divinely covers my cleavage enough that its sexy but not slutty. I don’t think I’ve worn a red dress since my pageant days. When I was in high school, I entered every pageant I could trying to save enough money to blow out of Drag Creek to make something of myself. I wasn’t hanging around waiting for Jesse to get his head out of his ass. 

Jesse was the bad boy next door. Well he lived two trailers down from me. The boy was Bad with a capital B. We had plans, the two of us. We were going to leave our shitty upbringings. Show everyone we were more than trailer trash. 

That plan changed when he was arrested for a home invasion. I was sixteen, Jesse was eighteen therefore charged as an adult.

I stuck to my plan. I never looked back until I had my heart broken by a serious asshole. I don’t know what I was thinking getting involved with the boss’s son. I knew Noah Wilkerson was out of my league, but I thought for once things were going my way. I’d been working at his father’s bank for three years. 

I’d met him once at a company picnic then six months ago he came to work for his father. He’d been appointed my boss. Then he asked me out. 

I thought maybe he’d be my one. I was wrong. Noah took my heart and trampled all over it. 

**
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Nearly two months ago

“Babe, come back. Let’s talk about this,” Noah pleaded through the speaker of my cell phone as I sped further away from his parents’ house.  Further away from him and the bullshit I endured. I knew we came from two different worlds but until tonight I hadn’t realized how different they were. 

I rolled my eyes heavenward. “Right. I’m sure you and Cassandra will have plenty to catch up on without me there to get in the way of you rehashing how wonderful life was when you were dating her.”

“It’s not like that. You’re overreacting. I didn’t know she would be here. I swear.”

“Your mother hung her a freaking stocking on the mantle. Did I get a stocking? Nope. But your ex-girlfriend still has an assigned bedroom there in your childhood home.”

“Noah,” I overheard Cassandra’s nasally tone in the background. “You’re standing under mistletoe.”

“I’m on the phone,” he hissed.

“You know what that means.”

“Not now, Cass.”

“But, baby.”

“Wow. Okay.” A stray tear escaped, sliding down my cheek. “You know what—don’t worry about me.”  I hung up on the asshole then silenced his incoming calls so I could focus on driving. I couldn’t stay another moment in that house, or I was going to suffocate. I wasn’t about to suffer through another humiliating moment of his family doting over his ex-girlfriend as though they wished they were still a couple. Who does that in front of the current girlfriend especially at Christmas time? Her sweater even matched his mother’s. Making the situation pretty flipping obvious to me that I wasn’t welcome nor was I wanted there for the holiday. 

I knew they probably looked into me and thought I wasn’t worthy of their precious Noah. Everyone in Drag Creek knows who my father is. All they had to do was ask anyone. Leroy Dobson the town drunk. The man who could never hold down a steady job while drinking his life away is my dad. I had to work twice as hard as everyone else to prove myself. To fit in. 

When Noah first invited me to have Christmas dinner at his parent’s, I thought it seemed too soon into our relationship and boy oh boy I was right.  We’d only been dating for six weeks tops if that. I told him we should take things slow, but no not Noah. He swore to me that he wanted us to be serious that he thought he was falling for me. Yeah right. The sad part is I knew better. In hindsight I think he only wanted in my pants because I let it slip one night that I was a virgin. The whole time we’d been together I’d not met his friends. We always hung out at his apartment or gone out of town for dinner, which at first didn’t bother me, but as time edged on it became clearer to me Noah had been hiding me. From everyone.

He didn’t want a serious relationship. At least not with me. The rebound. It’s fine. He should’ve been upfront. Instead he chose to demean me in front of his entire family including Cassandra. Don’t even get me started on that C-U-Next-Tuesday Bitch. She came up in each conversation. Her picture served as the wallpaper on his cell phone when he took me out on a date. The red flags were all there wrapped in a pretty bow, but I ignored them. I wanted to believe that one day the relationship would lead somewhere. That maybe I was somebody special. 

Such a fool. “Never get above your raisin’, Gianna.” That’s what my grandma, Patsy always told me. “Don’t be trying to fit in with them rich kids at school. You’re trailer trash and it’s all they will ever view you as.”

**
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After that night from hell I quit my job at the bank. I came crawling back home to Drag Creek to lick my wounds. I’ve been back home three weeks. Jelissa’s dad gave me a job at the Pizza Palace. 

Lucky for me Jelissa is married to my half-brother, and they’re letting me stay with them instead of my having to crash at our dad’s. He still lives in the same trailer park in his rusty old trailer. I haven’t exactly told him I’m back in DC. 

I took off straight after graduation. I haven’t been back other than to watch Jelissa and Chaser get hitched at the courthouse five years ago until now. When my nephew was born, I visited them at the hospital. They brought him to see me on the occasional weekend.

“Let me see you in the red one,” Jelissa rattles the handle to the dressing room door. 

“Calm down. Gee.” I flick the lock and open the door. 

“Babe. You look hot.”

“I’m still not completely sold on this whole blind date thinger.”

“You’ll love Jay. He’s cute plus he has a decent steady job.” I admit the idea of dating a doctor is kind of interesting.

“So what’s wrong with him? Why is he single?”

Her lips purse as a hand comes to rest on her hip. “Nothing. He’s divorced.”

“Something’s wrong with him. Women around here don’t simply divorce a doctor.”

“You think there’s something wrong with everyone.”

“That’s because there is. Now go on so I can change out of this dress I gotta get to work.” Jelissa moves out of the way, and I close the door to change back into my work clothes for my shift tonight. 

I exit the dressing room with the dresses tucked over my arm. Jelissa squeals. “Does this mean you’ll go out with Jay?”

“It means I’ll think about it.”

“You’re so difficult.” 

“You know I love you, but I don’t know if I’m ready to get back on that saddle quite yet.”

“Yeah. Yeah. I’m gonna go get the car started while you check out.”

I glance out the window toward the parking lot. The snow is really starting to come down. 

Maybe if I’m lucky a blizzard will come, giving me another excuse to back out of this date with this Jay guy. I don’t even know why I’m buying clothes for a date I likely won’t go on. After the disaster of Noah, I’m not in any hurry.
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Gianna 

“Yo, G. You’ve been seated.” Antonio squeezes my shoulder as he ducks behind the bar. 

“Thanks.” I pull my order pad out of my apron, plastering on my fake smile. Truth is I was hoping no one else would come in and Antonio would allow me to go on home. The weather is shit. My shift is crawling by. I can hear the ticks of Father Time’s clock as the seconds pass. Pizza Palace has been in business for about ten years. The restaurant normally stays packed, sends out a lot of takeout and deliveries, but this weather is the kind that keeps ya at home curled up with a bowl of soup or chili. 

I’d give about anything to be wearing my fuzzy pajamas in bed with a dirty romance book to escape reality. Maybe one that takes place somewhere tropical. Approaching the table, my customer’s seated with his back facing me. The snow continues to fall harder. The scenery illuminated by the pole light in the parking lot as I glance out the window gives the impression we’re trapped inside a snow globe that’s recently been shook. 

I fish an ink pen out of my apron and press the tip to my order pad. “Hi, I’m Gianna. I’ll be your server tonight.” 

The man’s head snaps up, and his pretty blue eyes lock with mine as his lips tip into a broad grin. “Well I be damned. Never thought I’d look at your pretty smile again face to face.”

I return his stare. It isn’t until I notice the scar above his left eyebrow that I recognize him. “Jesse.” I smile and my belly flutters. “You’re out.”

Tilting his head, he studies me from head to toe. Taking in my tight black pants paired with a red tee that has Pizza Palace embroidered in white stitching over my left breast he shoots me a wink. “What’s it been? Ten years.” 

“Something like that. How’ve you been?”

“Doing a helluva lot better now that you’re here.” 

Heat rises up the back of my neck. “Are you ready to order or do you need a few minutes?”

“That depends.”

“On?” I hedge, taking a step back. The way he keeps grinning at me takes me back to when I was a teenager ready to ditch this town and everyone in it. Honestly I never thought I’d see his face again. Now look here we are older though likely not much wiser. 

“You on the menu?”

I laugh, giving him a shake of my head. “Nope.”

“Right. Can’t blame a guy for trying. You always were the prettiest girl in all of Drag creek.”

“Ha. Not falling for that. I bet you say that to all the girls.”

“Maybe, but this time I mean it.” 

“Jesse—that’s sweet but...”

He licks his lips. “You got a man?” Jesse always was hot. Now he’s all man and even hotter. Dressed in dark jeans, a light blue, gray, and black checked flannel that brings out the cornflower blue shade of his eyes, offset by his coal black hair. He still has that great smile while appearing to have packed on some muscles as far as I can tell. 

“Just dodged a bullet. Happily single.”

“Looking to mingle?”

“You don’t know when to quit do you. How about I get you a drink while you decide what you want to eat.”

“I’m starving but not for pizza.”

“Stop that. I’m sure you’ve got a few girls lined up. You always were a lady’s man.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





