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Sloane
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“You owe me.”

I dropped a tote of books on the bed and sighed. “Don’t act like you didn’t have a hell of a time, Dove.” I blew my hair out of my face and sat on the edge of the bed. “And we’re not even done yet. We still have to see Jamie Begley, Winter Travers, Kristine Allen, KL Donn, and Laramie Briscoe.”

“The fact you can name these authors like they are your best friends is crazy to me.” Dove combed her fingers through her long, black hair. “Half of the time, I can’t even remember what day it is, let alone the author of a book I read.”

“It’s Saturday, and you need to grab a drink, and then we are heading back down to the signing. We still have two hours.” I had splurged on the VIP tickets with early entrance times, and we would take advantage of every minute.

Every. Minute.

I needed to tell Jamie Begley how much I loved the Last Riders, Winter Travers that I aspire to be Alice and find my own Wrecker, Kristine Allen how I adored the Iced series, KL Donn how I loved Cage and Magnolia, and Laramie Briscoe needed to know I loved every word she has ever written.

“Why don’t you go down there, and you can call me when you need a wheelbarrow to bring your books up to the room.” Dove motioned to the five stacks of books on the dresser under the TV. “Hell, I really do think I am going to need a wheelbarrow to get all of these to the car. How much money did you spend, girl?” Dove laughed.

“That is a number only god and I know.” And that was how it was going to stay. I worked hard, and I spent my money the way I wanted to after all of my bills were paid.

“A thousand?” Dove guessed.

I shrugged and grabbed my cup off the bedside table. 

“Am I hot or cold?” she asked.

I pursed my lips. “Cold.”

Dove’s mouth dropped open. “Higher?”

I stuck out my thumb and motioned up.

“Sloane,” Dove groaned. “You are insane.”

I was not. I had been planning to attend Motorcycles, Mobsters and Mayhem for over a year, and I had calculated and saved for these six hours.

“But these are all of the books you got, right?”

My eyes darted to the floor, and I took a sip of my water.

“No,” Dove gasped. “More?”

A lot more. “I need to finish up the Last Riders series, and Winter was having a deal on all of her books.” 

“All of her books? How many is all?” Dove demanded.

I squinted and pretended to think about it. “Uh, I think it’s like sixty or something.” It was actually seventy-two. And I had also got most of Kristine’s, KL’s, and Laramie’s to pick up as well.

We had about one hundred and fifty more books to get before the day was over.

Yeah, I would keep that number to myself. Dove could be surprised once we got them all.

“You really are crazy.” Dove bent over and opened the mini-fridge. “I’m going to need an energy drink to help get me through the next two hours.” She grabbed a bright pink can and popped the top. “Please tell me we can just lay by the pool all night once the signing is over?”

“If that is what you want to do, then I am good with that.” I wasn’t sure I would actually wear my swimsuit, but if Dove wanted to chill by the pool, that was the least I could do for her. “Hopefully, we can get food by the pool.”

Dove wagged her finger at me. “If we can’t, then we’ll eat and then go to the pool. I swear Texarkana doesn’t get as hot as Lake Conroe does. I am sweating my titties off.”

I rolled my eyes. “You’re crazy, Dove. It’s the same temp here as it is back home.” Yes, we were over four hours away from home, but we were in the south in either place. 

Hot here and hot at home. I screwed the lid back on my bottle and set it on the dresser. “Now, let’s go. Time’s a-wastin’.”

“Are you sure we have to go back down?” Dove whined.

“Yes.” And we needed to get back down there if we were going to fight the lines and see whom I wanted to. “We can stop by Darlene Tallman’s table and get you another shot, deal?”

“And I want to find the moonshine,” Dove insisted.

I rolled my eyes and patted my back pocket to make sure I had money and my ID. “I don’t care what you do as long as you’re not too drunk to help me get everything back to the room.” Dove would more than likely drive me insane if she stood in line with me. 

Dove tsked and flitted her hand at me. “I can handle my booze, woman. I just want you to know that I may not know what right now, but you are going to owe me huge for this weekend.”

I adjusted the messy bun on top of my head in the mirror and quirked my lips. “I look like a hot mess.” My purple hair was a literal rat’s nest on top of my head, my makeup had all but melted off my face, and I had given up trying to pull my shorts out of my non-existent thigh gap. My thighs were eating my shorts, and I wasn’t going to get them back until I got undressed later.

“You got the hot part right, Sloane. You are hardly a mess, though.” Dove moved next to me and put her arm around my shoulders. “Now, let’s get going because I think there were Jell-O shots by the moonshine.”

“This is a book signing, Dove, not a frat party.”

She winked at me in the mirror. “Oh, Sloane, I more than know that. Those frat boys wouldn’t know what to do with a room full of sexy romance authors and readers.”

Now that was something I could more than agree with.

Book signings were a once-in-a-lifetime experience, and Motorcycles, Mobsters and Mayhem was no exception.

*
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Aero

“You seeing what I’m seeing?”

I leaned back in my chair and kicked my feet up on the ottoman in front of me. “Chicks with books?” I asked. We had claimed one group of chairs off to the side of the reception area and were waiting for our rooms to be ready. We were only staying for one night.

“A lot of chicks with books,” Cue Ball chuckled. “A fuck ton, brother. I don’t think I have ever seen so many women in one place before.”

“Yeah, and none of them give a fuck about you,” Yarder growled.

A group of women with bags filled with books passed by us. One of them even had a wagon filled with books.

“Whoa, whoa,” Dice interrupted. “Did you not see that big ass banner at the front doors? Motorcycles, Mobsters and Mayhem.” Dice circled his finger in the air. “We are two of those words, guys. These chicks dig bikers, and we are bikers. And mayhem is pretty much our middle name. We know how to have a damn good time.”

“You’re a dumbass,” Yarder grunted. “Those chicks want a fucking fairytale, brother. We are far from a fucking fairytale.”

I stroked my beard and smirked. “Speak for yourself, Yarder. I think I could show these chicks what a night with a biker could be like.”

“Keep your dick in your pants,” Yarder ordered. “We’re doing a charity run, not trying to lay every book nerd in the building.”

“Come on,” Cue Ball insisted. “You’re telling me we have to try to be little choir boys with all of these chicks running around?”

Yarder reached for his drink. “No fucking trying to it. You are going to be good little boys, or I’ll cut your balls off.”

Dice covered his crotch with his hand. “Jesus, bossman. Chill the hell out. What’s with you telling us to keep it in our pants?”

“Because we’re not home, Dice. This is not our fucking territory,” Yarder explained. 

“Is it anyone’s territory?” Stretch asked.

Compass shook his head. “Nah. There are a couple of clubs in Houston, but none of them claim Conroe.”

“That’s because this place is loaded with money and doesn’t need a club trying to rule over it.” Yarder took a drink. 

“So, we’re fine if we want to flip a few skirts around here, then. Not like we’re gonna be stepping on another club’s toes here, anyway. It’s a resort filled with people from out of town,” Fade shrugged. “We’ll never see these people again.”

“Swear to Christ, I’m the prez of a frat, not a motorcycle club.” Yarder finished his drink. “Do whatever the hell you guys want; I just don’t want any of it landing back on my door.” He pointed at Pirate. “And I’m looking at you when I say that. If you pick the wrong chick to mess with, I don’t want her ol’ man coming to me about it.”

Pirate rolled the toothpick between his teeth and winked. “Not my fault I’m a beacon to the chicks who are in shitty relationships.”

Yarder stood and pulled a twenty out of his pocket. “I’m going to smoke and then check about our rooms being ready. Just stay the fuck out of trouble, yeah?” He dropped the twenty next to his glass and headed out the large front doors.

“Have fun, but keep it on the down low, boys. We are here doing shit for charity.” Compass nodded in the direction Yarder headed. “You know Yarder gets pissy when we’re not on our own turf.” 

I waved my hand in the direction Yarder had walked. “He needs to have another drink and just chill out. We raised a shit ton of money for charity today, and tomorrow all we gotta do is drive home.” The hard part was done, and now we got to sit back and have a little fun.

“Yeah, yeah,” Compass muttered. “Just try not to get arrested tonight.” He headed in the direction of Yarder.

“He acts like we get arrested every time we leave the clubhouse,” Smoke muttered. 

I glanced at Smoke. “Bro, I can’t even count on my two hands the times one of us got arrested.”

“I prefer to say detained,” Fade laughed. “Nine times out of ten charges never get pressed, anyway,” he pointed out.

“Well, how about none of us get detained this trip, and maybe Yarder won’t be a dick to us next time?” Cue Ball suggested.

“Says the guy who has the most detaining to his name,” I chuckled.

Cue Ball flipped me off. “Sit and spin, asshole.” He stood and straightened his cut. “Now, if you will excuse me, a pretty brunette was struggling to carry her books, and I think she needs some help.”

“Hold up,” Pirate called. He elbowed Stretch, and they both stood. “We’re coming with. I’m sure she’s got some hot, nerdy friends.” They headed to the bank of elevators, and I noticed pretty much any woman with a pulse was checking them out.

“They think it’s going to be like shooting fish in a barrel,” Throttle chuckled. “They are gonna have a rude awakening.”

“You think?” I asked.

“These chicks are fucking smart, bro. Sure, they’re into bikers in their books, but you really think they want one of us in real life?” Throttle shook his head. 

“You sure your road name shouldn’t be Einstein?” I laughed. Throttle was always spitting the truths none of us saw or wanted to see. “Sure, these chicks probably don’t want more than one night, but is that really that bad?” It was probably for the best that way. One night, and we went back to the clubhouse, and the chick went back to wherever she was from. 

Throttle shook his head. “Nah, brother. I’m just looking for some drinks, hot food, and a bed.”

“Come on,” I coaxed. “You’re telling me you wouldn’t want one of these hot book nerds in your bed?”

“Brother, these chicks are all too good for us.”

“We’re headed to the pool,” Fade called. “You guys coming?”

I shrugged, “Maybe in a little bit. I’m gonna find something to eat first.”

The other guys headed to the large pool, and Throttle hung back with me.

“I thought for sure you would want to head to the pool with the rest of the guys.”

I shook my head and finished my drink. “Nah, I’m fucking hungry.”

“And you know I’m fucking right when I said all of these chicks are too good for us.”

I wouldn’t go that far, but I could go a night without hooking up with a random chick. “Let’s just get something to eat,” I grumbled.

Besides, I wasn’t looking to hook up right now, but who knew what the rest of the night would bring?

*
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Sloane

“Sloane,” Dove called.

“Where the hell have you been?” I laughed. I struggled not to drop the twenty books in my arms.

Dove held up an empty shot glass and plastered a loopy smile on her face. “I was in Shot Row.”

“What are you talking about?” 

“Over in that corner,” she flailed her arm behind her, “your author people are handing out shots like they are shots.” She stopped and closed her eyes. “Candy. Passing out like candy.”

“Girl,” I laughed. “How are you going to help me get all of these books back to our room when you can’t walk a straight line?” I had already made one trip back to the room with a load of books, and I had at least two more trips to make.

“We’ll get the wagon,” Dove chirped. 

“We’re not allowed to have wagons in here, Dove.” I was not about to break the rules and get kicked out of the signing before I had all of my books.

“I’ll pull it to the door, and we can load it up from there.” She looped her arm around my shoulders, and I could smell the Fireball on her breath. “Jaime Russell is my new best friend. Super nice, and she gave me three shots of Fireball.”

“Good, honey,” I laughed. I couldn’t be mad at Dove. I was glad she was having a good time, though I wished she could have waited to have a good time until we got my books back to the room. The signing was winding down, and I needed to get my butt moving. 

“Do you think I could take a nap before dinner?” She laid her head on my shoulder and leaned heavily on me. “I’s tired, Sloane.”

Lordy.

“Let’s head up to the room, and you can lie down while I get the rest of my books,” I sighed. My helper was about to be down for the count in a few short minutes.

We made it to the elevators and up to the room, where Dove promptly flopped onto the bed. “Just give me five minutes, and then I’ll help you,” she slurred.

I stacked more books on the dresser and grabbed the wagon beside my bed.

Dove’s light snoring drifted around me, and I knew I would be on my own for the rest of the night. Hopefully, Dove would rally in a couple of hours, but she was out like a light right now.

“And then there was one,” I muttered.

At least with the wagon, I should be able to get everything back up to the room in one trip. 

The signing was still winding down, and I was thankfully allowed to keep my wagon right by the entrance and load it up.

There was a line to get on the elevators, and it took me ten minutes before I was the next in line to get on. Most people had given up and either took the stairs or decided to go get a drink and try later.

I couldn’t take the stairs because of the wagon, and I didn’t have any more money with me to grab a drink and wait for the crowd to die down.

“Took them long enough to get our rooms ready,” a man behind me muttered.

“Eh, they’re obviously busy. At least they had rooms for us,” another man sighed.

I glanced over my shoulder and was shocked to see two men with motorcycle cuts on.

Holy crap. 

I snapped my head back around to the elevators and tried not to hyperventilate. 

This had to be a dream. I must have fallen asleep, and I was dreaming.

Had to be.

I pinched my arm and yelped when it hurt.

“Are you okay?” one of the men behind me asked.

Oh my god. Now I had done it. 

Not only did I have two hot MC guys behind me, but I had also drawn attention to myself.

I was a wallflower, not someone who looked for attention.

“Ma’am?” he called again.

I glanced over my shoulder but kept my eyes turned down to the floor. “I’m good. Just pinching myself.”

What? Why on earth did I tell them that? I could have just said I was fine. No need to explain what a tool I was.

“Uh, okay?” he laughed.

I needed the elevator doors to open now, or I needed a hole to magically appear so I could jump in it.

“It’s been a long day, and I, uh, just wanted to make sure...” I didn’t know what I wanted to make sure of because I was not a good liar on the spot. Obviously.

“Make sure what?” the other man asked.

They weren’t being rude to me.

If anything, they were rightly concerned about me yelping out loud and not being able to string a complete sentence together.

If I were them, I would have thought I was drunk or having some type of medical emergency.

“Make sure you were awake?” the first guy suggested.

Yeah, I would like a hole to magically appear and swallow me whole. Please.

The elevator doors slid open, and I darted inside. The wagon banged into the half-open doors behind me, and my body jerked back.

I twisted around, and instead of my butt hitting the floor, strong arms wrapped around my waist, and the potent smells of leather and mint surrounded me.

“Easy, babe,” the voice attached to the arms around me cooed. He pulled me into his arms, and I dropped the wagon handle. My head tipped back, and I was face to face with the most handsome man I had ever seen.

It should be illegal for this guy to even be alive; he was that good-looking.

I knew beauty was in the eye of the beholder, but I was the beholder, and I forgot how to breathe; this man was that handsome.

Woo-wee!

His hair was long but slicked back, and his face was covered with a dark, well-groomed beard. His eyes were a dark brown, and a small smile played on his lips.

“You okay?” he asked.

My eyes darted to his name on his chest.

Aero.

Was I transported into one of my romance books, and I was suddenly the dorky book nerd meeting her prince charming?

“Babe,” he called again.

I needed to get my head together.

“Yes?” I asked.

He looked me up and down, and that small smile exploded into a full-on grin. “I know I’m kind of scary looking, but normally, people don’t run from me.”

I wasn’t running from him. I was running away from saying something more stupid than I already had. “You’re hot.” See, that was what I was running from. Stupid was the only thing that seemed to come out of my mouth when this man was around.

When Aero was around.

I assumed that was his name. I had read enough MC books to know what the patches on his cut meant.

My eyes darted to his chest and scooped out the other patches.

Iron Fiends.

Aero.

Member.

The elevator doors tried to close again and hit the wagon and Aero’s arm.

“We staying or going?” Aero’s friend asked.

Going. We were most certainly going.

The time for me to make a fool of myself was coming to an end.

Thank god.

My eyes traveled up Aero’s chest and connected with his. Oh my god. How was this man so good-looking? His dark, chocolate-colored eyes pierced into me, and I couldn’t even tell you what the question was.

Aero settled me on my feet and grabbed the handle of the wagon. “We’re going.” He nudged the wagon in the elevator and pulled it beside us.

His friend got on the elevator, and the doors slid shut.

“What floor, doll?” his friend asked.

I blinked rapidly and tried to remember where my room was.

Aero turned and stepped toward me. “Are you sure you are okay, babe?” he asked softly.

“I, uh, huh?” I whispered.

He reached up and cupped my cheek. “Did you somehow hit your head when you fell? I thought I managed to catch you before that happened.”

Hit my head? I wish I had because that would be a better excuse for why I was acting like a bumbling idiot. I shook my head and stepped back. “Seven.”

His friend hit floor seven. “That’s our floor, too,” he shrugged.

I peeked around Aero and caught a glimpse of his friend’s patch. 

Throttle.

Well, all the MC books I had read in the past were pretty darn accurate.

Hot men and sexy road names. Well, most of the time, they were sexy road names. I had read some that started off as not sexy, but by the time you got to the end of the book, names like Boink or Freak were sexy as hell.

Throttle and Aero were sexy.

Aero especially.

The elevator glided up, and I tried to look everywhere but at Aero.

He was doing the exact opposite.

“What room are we in?” Throttle asked.

“Seven-twelve,” Aero called.

My eyes bugged out, and I stepped back again but bumped into the elevator wall. Oh, Jesus.

“Something tells me your room is close to ours,” Aero chuckled. “If we don’t have enough towels, maybe you can lend us some...” he trailed. “What’s your name, babe?” he asked.

I bit my bottom lip and wondered if I should tell him my name. Would it hurt if he knew it? It wasn’t like I was going to tell him my full name and social security number. “Dove,” I blurted.

Aero tipped his head to the side. “Really?”

“No,” I confessed. See? Not good at lying at all.

Throttle chuckled. 

“Your name isn’t Dove?” Aero asked.

The doors slid open, and I grabbed the handle of the wagon from Aero. “No,” I repeated. I tried to step around him, but he didn’t budge. The wagon, Aero, and the wall caged me in.

“Have dinner with me,” Aero whispered.

I tipped my head back, and my eyes connected with his. “Are you talking to me?” I asked.

“He sure as shit ain’t talking to me,” Throttle chuckled. “I’m heading to the room. See you guys later.” Throttle stepped out of the elevator, and the doors started to slide closed behind him.

Aero pushed the wagon back until it was blocking the doors open. “Tell me your name, and have dinner with me.”

“I can’t tell if those are demands or if you’re asking me.”

“Asking. Though I do hope you say yes.”

The elevator dinged, and I knew it was only a matter of time before it started making a bunch of noises.

“I need to get back to my room and check on my friend,” I insisted.

“Boyfriend?” Aero asked.

I rolled my eyes and shook my head. “Friend. I made her come, and she got a little tipsy at Shot Row.”

“That a restaurant around here?”

A smile crept over my lips. “Hardly. It’s a row of rowdy authors who know how to have a good time.”

Aero glanced down at my wagon filled to the top with books. “Rowdy and authors aren’t two words I would put together.”

He really had no clue. “I’m sure if you head down to the bar, you can see some of them in action tonight.”

“What about rowdy book nerds? Are you one of those?”

I quirked my eyebrow. “Wouldn’t you like to know?” Woo! All of those romance books I read were finally helping me out! That was totally a line one of the characters would say.

“There is a lot I would like to know about you, babe, but right now, I’ll just take knowing your name.”

“I tell you my name, and you let me go to my room?” I asked. Sure, I had one good zinger of a line, but it was only a matter of time before something crazy or dumb came out of my mouth. I needed to take cover.

“Name, and I’ll step to the side.”

The elevator dinged again, but this time louder. 

“What is your name?” I asked.

He glanced at his patch. “Aero, babe, but you already knew that because I saw you look downstairs.”

I had, but I didn’t think I was obvious.

“Why Aero?” I asked. 

“I like flying and shit like that. I’m always trying to figure out a way to go faster, and all of that comes down to aerodynamics.”

“Aero,” I whispered.

“Aerodynamics wouldn’t fit on the patch.”

A laugh bubbled from my lips.

“Now tell me your name, babe.”

“What if I like when you call me babe?” I whispered. Holy crap! Another good comeback! I was on a roll.

“Trust me, I’ll still call you babe.” He winked, and it felt like my heart was going to fly out of my chest.

“Sloane,” I croaked. 

A smirk spread across his lips. “See, was that so hard?”

Well, yes, but not really.

He pushed the wagon out of the elevator and stepped to the side. “I’ll see you around, Sloane.”

He was going to let me go that easy?

This felt like a trick.

A trick for what, I didn’t know.

I grabbed the wagon handle, and Aero stepped off the elevator behind me.

“Uh, well, thank you for....” I wasn’t sure what I was thanking him for. He had caught me when I had stupidly stumbled. “Your arms.” I closed my eyes and sighed. “I mean, thank you for catching me when I almost fell. With your arms,” I added.

“Anytime, babe.” He winked and turned left down the hallway.

I headed to the right and had to turn around once I realized I had gone the wrong way.

Aero had completely scrambled my brain, and I couldn’t even remember where my room was.

Seven-fifteen.

I hurried past seven-twelve and prayed Aero or Throttle wouldn’t pop out the door.

I managed to get my keycard in my door and pushed it open swiftly. I pulled the wagon in behind me and slammed the door.

Dove didn’t even stir on the bed, and I sagged against the door.

What on earth just happened?

It might be all of the romance books I read, but I was pretty sure a hot, sexy biker just hit on me, and I made a complete fool of myself.

I slid down the door and tipped my head back. 

My eyes focused on the tiny dots on the ceiling, and I blew out a defeated sigh.

It was like I was at the beginning of a romance novel, and I had no idea what would happen next.

Oh, boy.
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Chapter Four
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Aero

“I’m going to head back to the room, guys.”

“No,” Dice and Smoke booed. 

“It’s not even ten o’clock, brother,” Cue Ball added. “The night has barely fucking started.”

“And I just ordered a fuck ton of food for the table,” Fade called. “You can’t fucking leave until you eat some of this shit.”

We were in the hotel restaurant and had pushed four tables together for us to sit together.

We were pretty rowdy, but for us all being together, we were actually pretty tame tonight. We had two waitresses waiting on us, and each time they got us anything, we tipped them. We may be bikers, but we weren’t assholes.

Throttle had escaped an hour ago when he said he was going to the bathroom but never returned.

Fucking smart.

That was what I should have done, but with my luck, the guys would have followed me back to my room and kept the party going.

“One more drink,” I bargained. I had been nursing my last drink to make it look like I was drinking as much as everyone else, but in reality, I was only on my second drink.

I had been up to a party before, but since my little run-in with Sloane in the elevator, I wanted to knock on every door on the seventh floor rather than drink with the club.

What the hell was that about?

I knew nothing about her other than her name, and she liked books by the fuck ton she had in her wagon. That was all, but yet I couldn’t get her sweet face, curvy body, and purple hair out of my head.

Yeah, purple fucking hair.

The chick was sweet as pie, but she had purple hair.

Talk about throwing me a curveball.

Chicks with funky-colored hair were pretty normal with my crowd, but with that funky hair came sassy mouths and attitudes twice their size.

Sloane didn’t have that. At least, not that I had seen in the five minutes I was with her. She might have a little sass, but she was way more innocent than I was used to.

“Two more drinks, and you ask those chicks at the bar if they want to sit with us,” Cue Ball bargained.

I leaned back and glimpsed the chicks he was talking about. 

Book chicks.

We were surrounded by them.

They were good-looking, too.

Hell, it was kind of like we were on display with all of them seated around us. I couldn’t count the number of side glances thrown our way.

It was pretty fucking awesome for our egos, but none of the glances I was interested in.

“Nah,” I called. “Two drinks and that’s it. I’m not looking for anything more.”

“Come on,” Stretch moaned. “You’re starting to act like Yarder and Compass.”

“Responsible?” I chuckled.

“Boring,” Pirate slurred. “You’re being ducking boring.”

“Ducking?” I laughed. “You sure you don’t mean fucking?”

Pirate shrugged, “I mean, yeah, but I’m going with ducking.”

“Get this man another drink,” Dice hollered.

Jesus. I wasn’t boring, but I didn’t want to be the annoying group, hollering for waitresses and being obnoxious.

“Next chick who walks in, you have to buy a drink,” Cue Ball challenged.

My mouth opened to tell Cue to fuck off, but the words died in my throat.

Well, if this wasn’t fate slapping me in the face, I didn’t know what was.

Sloane walked into the bar with a woman next to her.

My Sloane from the elevator.

My Sloane.

“Be back later,” I mumbled. I pulled a fifty out of my pocket and dropped it on the table.

“I’ll come with you,” Pirate mumbled.

Hell no. 

He struggled to stand, and I put a hand on his shoulder. He sank back down into his chair, and I stood. “I think I can handle this on my own, brother.”

There was no way in hell I was going to let any of these guys get close to Sloane.

I weaved around the tables and bellied up to the bar next to Sloane.

She asked the bartender for a menu, and I waited for her to notice me.

“I think I’m going to barf,” her friend moaned.

“You need to eat something, Dove. I swear to god, you lose all common sense when you drink. If you would have eaten something, you would have been fine,” Sloane scolded her. And this was where the name Dove had come from when she tried to lie to me about her name.

“Yes, Mother,” Dove moaned. She leaned forward and laid her cheek on the bar. Her eyes connected with mine, and a smile spread across her lips. “Hello, handsome man,” she slurred.

“Oh god,” Sloane whispered. She buried her head in her hands and didn’t look at me. “Can we please not hit on random men until we get some food in our stomachs?”

“We’ve got a bunch of food ordered if you want to come sit with us.”

Dove’s eyes bugged out, and she sat up. “Yes!”

Sloane gasped and dropped her hands from her face. “No.”

“What?” Dove gasped. “He has food, and we’re hungry.” Dove glanced at me. “And he’s hot. We’re in.”

“Not happy to see me, Sloane?” I asked softly.

She turned her head in my direction. “Surprised is more like it.”

“Come on,” I laughed. “You’re surprised a biker is at the bar?”

“Well, no, but yes,” Sloane sighed.

“Are we going to eat?” Dove asked.

I nodded to where the guys were sitting. “We’re over there. Come on.”

Dove jumped down from her stool and grabbed Sloane’s arm. “Come on, girl. Food.”

“We can order our own food, Dove,” Sloane hissed.

Two waitresses pushed out the door to the kitchen with two trays laden down with food. We watched them make their way over to the club and set down plates of food.

“Food,” Dove moaned. “Food we don’t have to wait twenty minutes for,” she reasoned. “You know I need to eat right now because my stomach is full of booze from Shot Row.”

“We got plenty of food,” I added. 

“Why?” Sloane whispered.

“Why are you being offered free food and a table full of hot guys?” Dove asked. “Isn’t this like one of your romance books? You should be salivating right now, Sloane.” 

“Fine!” Sloane called. She grabbed her wallet and turned toward me. “Lead the way, biker. Might as well enjoy this before I wake up alone in my bed.”

“Uh, okay?” Dove laughed. 

I didn’t want to bring Sloane over by the guys, but it was my in to spend more time with her. Instead of waiting half an hour for food, they could just come to eat with us, and I could spend more time with Sloane.

I needed to figure out why this chick was having a hold on me.

I held my hand out to Sloane, and she stared at it.

“I won’t bite, babe.”

She pursed her lips and glanced up at me. “Like I haven’t read that before.” She put her hand in mine, and I helped her down from her stool.

I pulled Sloane over to the guys, with Dove following close behind.

“Guys, this is Sloane and Dove,” I called.

“Hey,” Dove interrupted. “How did you know my name?” she asked.

Sloane shifted uncomfortably next to me and looked down at the floor. “Uh, well, I met Aero earlier, and I might have said my name was Dove.”

“What?” Dove laughed. “Why on earth did you do that?”

“Because she wasn’t too sure about giving a mean ol’ biker her name.”

“No,” Sloane insisted. “I just...”

Dove sat down next to Pirate, and he set an empty plate in front of her. “Hello, darlin’,” he drawled.

“I’m here for the food, handsome. Save the charm for someone else.” She grabbed a plate of wings and slid four onto her plate. “Did you guys get ranch?”

Sloane closed her eyes and sighed.

“Your friend is pretty good at making herself comfortable,” I called softly. Her hand was still in mine, and she wasn’t trying to escape me this time.

“Dove has never met a stranger in her life. Swear to god she could befriend an alligator in the bayou.” Sloane opened her eyes and looked up at me. “I’m actually pretty jealous of that fact.”

I shrugged, “You seem to be doing just fine, babe.”

“Running into an elevator, almost falling on my butt, and lying about my name is doing fine?” she asked. “I do much better with my nose in a book.”

I shrugged, “I mean, you definitely made my afternoon interesting.” That was not a lie at all. Before running into Sloane, I had planned on heading up to my room and spending the rest of the night watching TV with Throttle. “And if you have your nose in a book all the time, you’re missing out on life.”

Earlier, and this right here, was a hundred times better.

“The real world is a mess, Aero. I do better with my nose in a book where drama happens, but it’s all solved within a few pages.” Her eyes connected with mine, and she smiled sadly. “Books are safe.”

Well, if that didn’t make me want to get to know Sloane even more, I didn’t know what would. What happened in her world to make her think living in a book was better? Sure, I could see how reading could be an escape, but the real world couldn’t be that bad, right? 

I pulled out the chair next to her and motioned for her to sit. “Well, why don’t you spend the night in my world, babe, and then you can tell me if your books are better.”

She huffed but sat down. “Your world seems to be just like one of my books,” she mumbled. “I just need to know which one of you guys is the prez.”

“Yarder,” Fade answered. “He’s up in his room with Compass because they’re both sticks in the mud who are always on alert because they think shit is always going to hit the fan.”

“And are they normally right?” Sloane asked.

Fade shrugged, “I mean, yeah, but it’s not much fun living in fear of shit happening. It’s better to live and take the hit from life when it comes.”

Dove grabbed an empty plate and put it in front of Sloane. “You need to eat.” She licked her finger and reached for another chicken wing. “The wings are okay.”

“Girl,” Sloane laughed. “I would say they are more than okay with all those clean bones on your plate.”

I sat next to Sloane and leaned back in my chair.

I watched Sloane tentatively put a few mozzarella sticks and potato skins on her plate.

Thankfully, she wasn’t one of those girls who didn’t want to eat in front of people. That was something I wouldn’t be able to handle. We all ate, and there wasn’t a reason to hide it.

“So,” Cue Ball called. “You’re one of the book chicks, right?” he called to Dove and Sloane.

Dove raised her hand and shook it. “I am not. I’m here as Sloane’s book hauler. I also ogled the cover models, but that’s about it.”

“And also got drunk off your butt,” Sloane laughed.

“Wait, wait,” Smoke called. “How the hell did you get drunk at a book signing?”

“You’d be surprised at how wild Sloane and her bookies are.” Dove grabbed a mozzarella stick and poured some marinara sauce on her plate.

“Bookies?” I asked.

Sloane glanced at me. “Uh, that’s just what Dove calls us.” She cleared her throat. “People who go to signings.”

“Hey, it’s better than book sluts,” Dove called. “I called her that for a little bit, but she did not like that.” Dove wiggled her eyebrows and pursed her lips. “Even though it’s true.”

Sloane’s cheeks flushed pink, and her eyes dropped to her plate. “God, please help me,” she whispered.

“Whoa, whoa. Just want kind of books are you guys reading?” Fade asked.

Dove raised her arm and circled her finger around. “This right here, drama, and hot sex in the bathroom, bedroom, sometimes the kitchen table, and if she’s really reading a dirty one, it doesn’t matter where they are.”

Sloane closed her eyes and dropped her chin to her chest.

“Hell yeah,” Stretch called. “That sounds like some shit I would read.”

“You think I can borrow some of your books?” Fade asked.

I could tell Sloane was embarrassed as hell. “Knock it off,” I called. 

“Why?” Fade asked. “I’m serious as fuck. It’s pretty fucking cool that she reads shit like that. Probably way better than reading about rocket science or the weather.”

“The weather?” Sloane busted out. “Who on earth would think that is what I read?”

Cue Ball stood and held out both of his arms. “Everyone shut up. I need you to clarify something for me.”

Oh, Jesus. 

“This is going to be good,” Stretch muttered.

Dove pulled out her phone and took a photo of Cue Ball. “You look like God in that painting of the last supper.”

“Did you just call me God?” Cue Ball asked.

Dove rolled her eyes and put her phone back in her pocket. “Should have kept my mouth shut.”

“Spit out whatever you want to say, Cue Ball,” Pirate grumbled.

He circled his finger in the air. “All of these chicks in this room sit all innocent reading their books when they’re actually reading about throbbing cocks and motorcycles?”

Sloane shrugged, “I mean, there's more to it, but those two things do seem to happen in most of the books women here read. There is a story to most of them, though,” she pointed out.

“Don’t let her fool you,” Dove laughed. “Sloane loves her books, and she will fight anyone to the death who even dares to talk bad about them. I just love giving her shit.”

“You only shit on the ones you love,” Sloane laughed.

Cue Ball threw his hands in the air. “That’s it. I’m going to find me a bookworm and see if she wants to test out book scenes with me.” 

All the guys except for Dice spread out around the bar area.

“I’m going to get a drink,” Dove called.

“The waitress should be around soon,” Dice replied.

Dove shook her head. “Nah, I think I need to walk. I’m starting to sober up, and I need another drink now.”

Dove made her way over to the bar, and Dice stood. “I’ll just keep an eye on her.”

I nodded and reached for a mozzarella stick.

“Maybe I should go with Dove.” Sloane pushed her chair back, and I laid my hand on her arm.

“She’ll be fine, babe. Dice will make sure nothing happens to her,” I reassured her.

“But what if Dice is the thing that could happen to her?” she countered.

I shook my head. “Not sure what all goes on in your books, but I can tell you it’s not all true if you think me and the Iron Fiends are the bad guys.”

“Sometimes the bad guys seem good at first.”

I chuckled and shook my head. “Then I guess you are just going to have to stick around and find out if I’m good or bad.”
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Chapter Five
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Sloane

How did I get here?

Honestly.

I was not the girl who hung out at the bar and caught the eye of the hot group of guys.

And to top it all off, the hottest guy was sitting next to me willingly. FLIRTING WITH ME!

“Well, Dove and I are only here until Monday, and then it’s back to reality.” A reality that did not have hot bikers in it. Or really any type of fun.

“More book stuff tomorrow?” Aero asked.

I shook my head. “No. All the book stuff is over. We just decided to stay an extra day to relax. We figured we might as well treat this like a vacation.”

“Just where are you two from?” Aero asked. “This place is pretty fucking cool, but I don’t think a ton of people would pick this as their first choice for a vacation, though that might be because I’m from Texas. It’s my home, not a vacation spot.”

“Uh, the Arkansas side of Texarkana.”

“No shit,” he laughed. “Well, then, I guess maybe this could be a vacation spot for you.”

“Where are you guys from?” I asked. I hadn’t been able to look at the patch on his back to see where his club was located.

“Mt. Pleasant.”

Well, that was not what I expected him to say. Mt. Pleasant was only an hour away from Texarkana. I thought for sure they were from the Houston or even the Dallas area. “What are you doing here?” I asked. A resort-like this was not where a motorcycle club normally hung out.

“We had a charity run and decided to spend the night here before heading back tomorrow.”

“I bet you guys were pretty surprised when you saw there was a book signing going on.”

Aero chuckled. “Yeah, you could say that. Though none of us really knew what the hell was going on.”

“And for it to be an MC signing to boot is such a huge coincidence.”

Aero nodded. 

“Kind of got me looking to see if any mafia guys are running around, too, since you guys are here,” I joked.

“Probably are, babe. Not like they run around with signs around their necks saying they are in the mafia.”

“You mean like having a patch on their back saying who they are and where they are from?” I joked.

He tipped his head. “You got me there, babe. I guess we could have taken our cuts off, but we’re not ashamed of who we are. The Iron Fiends are a well-known and respected club in Texas.”
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