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Lucky

WATCHING HER STAND there shaking with cold and shock while a callous cop asked questions pissed me right the hell off. She’d sacrificed her wool muffler as a tourniquet on Tag’s leg and her coat to keep him warm. A firefighter poured bottled water over her bloody hands as she struggled through her answers.

“He—the motorcyclist I mean, was in the southbound left turn lane, a few cars back. The arrow changed to green and everybody in the turn lanes moved. He’d cleared the intersection when the light turned green. I was going north and started forward but this black SUV came from the west and cut me off.” Her eyes slid over to the rust-red stain where Tag had almost lost his leg and sniffled. “It hit him. Deliberately.”

The firefighter pressed a wad of paper towels in her hands and walked away. Fuck. Her lips were as blue as my balls. Gemma West. I’d walked away from her ten years ago when she’d been a scrawny sixteen-year-old. She damn sure wasn’t a kid anymore. 

“Deliberately? How do you know their intent?”

Gemma huffed out a breath and started to wrap her arms around her chest. She stopped when she realized her shirt was bloody. “Because after they ran the red light, they pulled up next to him. He was in the left lane, they were in the right. The SUV swerved right into him.”

“Why were you paying such close attention?”

Her expression went all What the hell? as she answered. “Because I laid down skid marks to keep from hitting the SUV and while I was stopped, I turned to watch them as I was reaching for my phone to call 911.”

Dancer Calhoun, vice president of the Oklahoma Chapter of the Nightriders MC and one of my best friends, stood beside me, also listening to the cop’s interrogation. We’re Wolves—shape shifters—and even in human form, our hearing’s preternatural. Without considering the consequences, I shrugged out of my leather jacket. I ignored the cop’s sneer as I walked up behind Gemma and dropped my colors over her shoulders.

“Them?” 

She didn’t glance back—a testament to her distracted state. She was focused on the cop and I couldn’t help but be impressed. She’d stopped, kept Tag from bleeding to death, and even now was giving a description of the men who’d injured my enforcer. I backed away. The cop looked pissed that I was even there.

“Yes. Two men. They stopped, got out and walked back to the injured man. I jumped out, yelled that I was calling 911. One of them was standing over him.” She gulped and turned her head slightly to glance at the stretcher where two EMTs and a firefighter were working on Tag.

“They didn’t say anything, just ran back to their car and sped away. They had patches on their jackets. It...it looked like a dog with horns. And there were two other patches with words but I couldn’t read them. I did get part of the tag number. There was an H and an N and the numbers six and eight.”

“It’s dark. How did you see all that?”

I saw Gemma’s spine stiffen then she pointed to the mercury vapor lights lining the street. “The same way I can read your name tag, Officer Brown.” Almost as if by instinct, she slipped her arms into my jacket and wrapped it tight across her chest.

Fuck. My dick was so hard it might break. Gemma was standing there twenty feet away and I wanted her so gawddamned bad. Dancer tugged my arm, breaking my concentration, and he urged me to step back several paces so no one would overhear our conversation.

“I’ll put the word out on the bloody bastards in the SUV and meet you at the hospital.” Dancer tilted his head toward Gemma. “She’s wearin’ your colors now, Luc.”

“She’s cold.”

“Uh huh.” He didn’t sound convinced.

“She saved Tag, Dancer.”

“Aye. True that.”

“Shut up.”

“Didn’t say a word, boyo.” Whenever Dancer’s accent came out, I knew I was in for it, and the Irish came out even thicker when Dance asked, “Will ya be callin’ himself?”

“Yeah. The Russian needs to know. He’ll notify all the chapters to keep their eyes open. I’m sick and fucking tired of the Hell Dogs infiltrating Nightrider territory.”

The Russian was national president of the Nightriders motorcycle club, and was based out of our original chapter in Mission Springs, Missouri. We’d made a ride up there to help out when the Hell Dogs kidnapped a couple of Nightrider old ladies. We were at war with the Dogs and Russki needed to know they’d come to Oklahoma.

Dancer’s gaze hardened. “And I bloody damn well don’t like the way the wankers are pissin’ on us t’mark what ain’t theirs.”

We watched as Tag was loaded into the back of the ambulance.

“We’ll deal with it. Tag first, though.”

“Tag first.” Dancer offered a one-fingered salute to the cops then mounted his Harley and roared off, following the ambulance running Code 3.

I needed to go with the ambulance too, but my wolf demanded we stay with Gemma. My animal side had always known she belonged to us. Tag first, I reminded the wolf. The men of the Nightriders were my brothers. More than family. And one of them was hurt. I’d track down Gemma later, now that I knew she was back in town. I paused long enough to pull a leather vest from my bike’s saddlebag. I didn’t go anywhere without my colors on my back. Moments later, after a last look at Gemma, I roared after the ambulance, my dick and wolf both pissed at me.
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GEMMA 

I HUDDLED DEEPER into the leather jacket that had mysteriously appeared around my shoulders. It still held a sliver of heat from the man who wore it. Enveloped in the scent of its former owner, I inhaled, reminded of snow on cedars and autumn bonfires—primitive smells, wild and free. And vaguely familiar. I searched for the memory the scent triggered but couldn’t find it.

My hands still shook from the cold as I waited for my pitiful excuse of a heater to warm up. The last twenty-four hours officially sucked. My day job boss had hit on me and then demoted me when I turned down his demand for a blow job in the break room. By the time my shift was over, Human Resources was closed and if I didn’t hustle, I’d be late to my night job.

I made it just in time, but two of the waitresses had called in sick so I had three times the work. Because I was stretched so thin during the dinner rush, my tables found my service lacking, as evidenced by the measly tips I’d gotten.

And now this. I’d just wanted to go home, take a bath, and sleep, but I had to stop to help after witnessing this terrible accident. A hard shiver set my teeth to chattering. My only winter coat was in the back of that ambulance and had probably been tossed by now since it was covered in blood. Like me. My khakis and wait-staff shirt were ruined. I thought about the blood I’d gotten on the mysterious jacket but from the patches on the front, I figured it didn’t matter, seeing as it belonged to one of those motorcycle gang members.

The residual cold, and shock, hit so hard my muscles almost locked up from the shiver griping my body. The needle on the temperature gauge still registered a big, fat C for Frigid. I was shaking uncontrollably when someone knocked on my window. A little scream escaped and I’m pretty sure my eyes were the size of half-dollars as I stared at the big, scary dude leaning over to stare in at me. He, too, was wearing a leather jacket with patches on it.

“You okay, hon?” I could only blink at him since my mouth wasn’t working yet. “We came to get Tag’s bike and noticed you still sittin’ here on the side of the road. You feelin’ all right?”

I saw a tow truck, with emergency lights flashing, and two men working on the mangled motorcycle. Managing a nod, I cracked the window. “F-fine. J-just waiting on th-the heater. C-cold.”

The biker eyed the jacket I wore and some emotion slid across his face. Was that surprise? Anger? His expression blanked and he went back to looking scary as hell.
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