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      One night. One mistake. One obsession that could cost them everything.

      Niveah Morgan needed an escape—from a dead-end breakup, from playing it safe, from always choosing the smartest path instead of the one she wants. So when a powerful, devastatingly handsome stranger walks into a bar, she decides to finally do something reckless. One drink turns into one night. One night turns into a mistake she can’t stop thinking about.

      Because that man? He’s not just anyone. He’s Harrison Hart—legal shark, heir to a powerful law dynasty, and her boss’s brother-in-law. The man who has the power to ruin her professionally just because of who he is

      Harrison should stay away. But he never does what he’s told. Not when it comes to Niveah. Not when her lips still haunt his memory and her eyes strip him bare. So he offers her a deal: be his secret, and pretend to be his fiancée for one week. One week to help him escape the brutal underworld his family represents—lawyers for the Irish mob who would destroy him for walking away.

      She says yes, because she doesn’t know the truth. That she’s not part of his plan—she is the plan.

      And Harrison Hart? He doesn’t lose. He doesn’t let go. And when he claims something, he claims it completely.

      Even if it means dragging her into a war she never saw coming.

      Even if it means never giving her back.

      Set in the explosive world of the Fallen Angels MC and the ruthless Hart legal dynasty, that are set to feature in the Billionaire series this fall, this high-stakes romance is full of heat, secrets, and obsession.

      Harrison and Niveah’s story is where power, danger, and passion collide—and only one thing is certain—once you enter their world, nothing will ever be the same.
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      A member of the notorious bad boy motorcycle club, Fallen Angels, Cole Jackson is nothing but a redneck biker—or at least that’s what Angela tells herself. She has to otherwise she will forget that he’s nothing but trouble and fall under the spell of his piercing cobalt gaze. Cole is seduction personified, with his chiseled, hard body, and ruggedly handsome stubbled face.  So it’s a good thing that he’s totally ambivalent towards her, and acts like she doesn't exist, or else she really would be in serious trouble.

      Except that Cole isn’t as ambivalent as Angela thinks—quite the opposite.  Cole has been biding his time, waiting for the young, innocent college student who waitresses at his local bar to become the kind of woman that can handle his rough, dominant ways.

      So when Angela crashes her car into his bike, damaging it, Cole seizes the opportunity to finally make his move.  Angela promises to pay for the damage to his motorcycle, but money isn’t what Cole wants.

      There is only one payment Cole will accept from her, and the weathered biker fully intends to take the naïve, innocent Angela, hard and without protection until she’s paid up in full.

      Warning: This is an erotic short story that contains sexually explicit content which is only suitable for mature readers 18+.  It features taboo erotica themes which some readers may find objectionable.  Although it features a HEA ending, this is not an erotic romance.
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      He was dangerous.  I knew that.  And he was definitely trouble, but that didn’t seem to stop me from practically throwing myself at the handsome older biker with crystalline blue eyes that always seemed to stare right through me.

      At that very moment; however, Cole Jackson was not staring through me at all.  No, he had me dead in his sights, and a deep scowl now darkened his face.

      “I—I’m sorry.” I sounded like a fool standing there in the balmy desert night, my voice trembling as I wrung my fingers together.  “I didn’t see your bike and⁠—“

      The glare he shot me was as effective as cutting me off with words, and I stood there numbly watching as he surveyed the damage to his bike.  The local bar where I worked as a waitress was still teeming with patrons, but we were the only two people standing outside in the parking lot so I had nothing to distract me from the achingly painful minutes of silence that stretched between us.

      Between the flickering streetlights and the glow from the moon, I could see that his furious looking motorcycle was splayed on its side, but I could not make out so much as a scratch, let alone a dent. I honestly hadn’t seen Cole or his bike when I’d backed my tiny Hyundai beater out of its space, but between working full-time to pay for college, which I also attended full-time, I was always running on fumes.  I was exhausted and half-asleep, and it didn’t help that after a long work and school week, Cole and his motorcycle club buddies, the Fallen Angels, showed up to the bar where I worked, every Saturday night.

      They were raucous and boisterous, and every single one of them was fine as hell.  They were also rumored to be involved in drug trafficking and gun smuggling, but that was none of my business, and I thought it best it stayed that way.  So whenever the Fallen Angels came into the bar, I kept it light and flirty, which they obliged.  They flustered me often with their flirtatious teasing, which had become much bawdier over the two years I’d been there, but I didn’t mind. They always tipped well. And besides, what woman complains when a group of handsome men are flirting with you? No scratch that, all of them flirted except Cole who kept to himself and rarely spoke to me, since he almost never looked at me either.

      I considered his aloofness toward me to be quite a feat since I was always assigned to their regular table, but since I’d started working there, their weekly visits had become a welcome distraction. But a distraction nonetheless, and every Saturday night after my shift ended, I would leave work, horny and frustrated, thinking that next Saturday would be the day Cole finally flirted back or just once said a single word to me.

      Well today was the day I finally got my wish—well sort of, since he still had yet to say a word or stare at me for more than a few seconds, and I didn’t even really count those times since murderous glances were poor substitutes for the lust-filled smoldering stares I desired from him.

      In a single, fluid motion, Cole righted his bike, his strong, callused hands caressing the chrome and metal structure the way I fantasized nightly that he’d caress my body.  I shivered, which must have been noticeable because Cole abruptly turned his piercing sapphire gaze on me.

      “I’m sorry,” I tried again. “I didn’t see your bike there.  It’s been a long week, you know, and I guess I was tired and distracted.  I’ll pay for any damage.”

      “You will.”

      The deep timbre of his voice startled me, almost as much as the conviction in his words.  God, even his voice was sexy, which was something I rarely heard, and even when I did, it was always drowned out by the cacophony of sounds inside the small bar.

      He stalked toward me, the intensity of his harsh gaze forcing me to take a step back until the backs of my knees connected with the bumper of my car. When Cole finally stopped, mere inches separated our bodies, but whatever fantasy I was about to turn this into, he obviously wasn’t on the same page as me because his frown deepened, as his eyes sharpened on me.

      “Have you been drinking?”

      I froze.  I worked at a bar, of course I’d been drinking, but I wasn’t drunk and I said as much.

      “Please don’t call the cops,” I now begged. “I said I would pay for the damages.  I’m in school and I work a lot but I only had a few beers. I swear I’m not drunk.”

      He let me twist in the wind for what seemed like hours before his expression blanked as if he’d come to some sort of decision.

      Abruptly, Cole twisted away from me and hopped on his bike. Seconds later it rumbled to life.

      “Get on.  I’m taking you home,” he shouted over the thundering of the engine.

      I shook my head, protesting, but he cut me off.

      “You’ve been drinking, and out of your own mouth you said you’re exhausted.  You already caused one accident.  I won’t have you cause another. Now get on.”

      I still wanted to protest, but his darkening expression left no room for argument. That’s how I found myself on the back of Cole’s bike, my thighs gripping him as I wrapped my arms around his taut waist.  I leaned into him; I couldn’t help myself, and I had to swallow a moan when my ample breasts flattened against his back, my nipples softly grazing him as he sped down the highway.  Cole was the epitome of hot, hard and masculine, even his scent was domineering as it swept over me.  It was musky and primal and every time I breathed him in, it dulled my senses even more.

      That's probably why I didn’t realize until it was too late that I never gave Cole my address.  It wasn’t until the bike slowed and began creeping its way down a long dirt road, which ended at a nice stucco two-story home, that I started to become alert.

      And even then, my brain only began to defog when Cole brought his bike to halt in front of the house and then turned it off.  I sat there puzzled, even after he climbed off.
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