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      A temptation I want to claim.

      She’s the law, and I’m the outlaw.

      Moira Kelly is the daughter of a cop, determined to follow in her father’s footsteps. But I want her anyway.

      She’s everything I crave in a woman—strong, sexy, and sassy. She should send me running in the opposite direction, but instead, I can’t stay away. I’ll claim her as mine, no matter the cost.

      But Moira’s discovering that her family is just as corrupt as mine, and they’ll do whatever it takes to keep their secrets buried.

      

      A criminal I can’t resist.

      Brody Tiernan is everything I’m supposed to stay away from.

      A member of the notorious Tiernan Syndicate and the Knights of Purgatory MC, he breaks the law without a second thought. But he’s also commanding, sexy, and makes my knees weak.

      As I uncover the darkness in my own family, I realize they’re no better than the criminals I’ve always hated.  

      When Brody and I finally give in to our desires, my brother sets out to cull the rotten seed. Can I save us both, or will Brody risk everything for a temptation that could destroy us?

      

      Sign up for Consent for Suspense to be kept in the know.
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      A Temptation Too Great contains hot and steamy sex, profanity, some drinking, physical violence, graphic violence, a hint of an inappropriate attraction, murder and may contain other content that could be sensitive to some readers. A Temptation Too Great is meant for mature reading audiences, 18+.

    

  


  
    
      This one is for you. You asked for it and here is Brody and Moira.
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      The car pulls up to the curb, and I study the terraced house. There’s no privacy from your neighbors. The doors are too close together, just like zero-lot houses or New York brownstones, only without the ornate architecture. I hate traveling, but now I have to be extra careful because of Securities International and their damn computer technicians. They should still be busy chasing their tails, thanks to the nice little plant I left in their office. Soon, I’ll know all their secrets, and when I do, I’ll dismantle them from the inside out.

      But now I’m here to do what my father never could. I’m going to unite every major criminal organization in the world under one name—the Hierarchy. And I will rule them all. Tiernan International declined my generous offer. So now I’m here to destroy them.

      Going after Aidan’s wife was the first step. If Patrick hadn’t screwed that up, it would have been perfect. Now, I’ll go at them this way.

      I lift the manila folder off the seat beside me, steadying my hand so it doesn’t tremble and reveal the secret I hide from everyone every day.

      “Okay, Trent, take this to him. All he needs to do is open it, then tell him to come see me.”

      After the Rusty debacle, I’m not taking any chances. Trent is expendable, more so than Rusty ever was. I won’t allow another assistant to hold so much power that their death leaves me scrambling. I’ll do it all myself and handhold them if necessary.

      That was one of my father’s downfalls too. He trusted too many people. I don’t.

      That’s why my plan to get my fiancée back on my own will go into effect soon. It’ll be easy. You just have to use the right motivation. That’s how I’m going to get this man to work for me. He’s already been helping, but now he’ll tear Tiernan apart.

      Trent slips out of the car and walks to the address. He knocks, and the patsy I’m going to use answers. Trent hands over the folder, and even from this distance, I can see shock and then anger cross his face. His body tenses as he turns toward the car when Trent points it out.

      He marches over, opens the door, and leans in.

      “Who are you? And where did you get this? How dare you.” He acts all affronted, but he’s the one with the sick perversion I’m going to use against him.

      “Get in and show me some respect. I’m Sir.”

      He pauses, looks around, then slips into the back of the limousine with me.

      “I didn’t know it was you.” His voice holds a slight tremble. He fears me.

      “Of course you didn’t, idiot. I’ve only talked to you over email and phone. How would you know what I look like?” I take pride in myself, unlike this nobody. I’m wearing a three-piece suit. My dark hair is trimmed close, and I’m clean-shaven. He’s scruffy, with hair too long and greasy.

      “I apologize,” he says, tipping his head. He knows what I can do and what I will do. He’s seen the handiwork of my threats.

      “That image will go no further if you do as I tell you. You work for me now.” I pause thoughtfully. “How about you continue your extracurricular activities, but we start leaving clues that it’s someone in the Tiernan organization. Sound good?”

      “How did you know about that? Or this?” He holds up the folder.

      He’s sicker than most people I’ve worked with. His perversions are truly heinous. But he’ll be perfect for my plan.

      “I have my ways. Now, here.” I slip him a burner phone. “You’ll answer when I call, no matter what. Start by keeping a closer eye on that one.” I point at the file. “Here’s more information.”

      I hand him the second folder from the seat, and he opens it. His face tightens in anger, and his chest puffs out. I knew that would set him off.

      I’ve basically just cocked the pistol and aimed it at Brody Tiernan. He’ll rue the day he refused to give up his club or his brother and follow me.

      “I’ll kill him,” he says through clenched teeth.

      I just watch, realizing how much control I have over him now. He’ll do whatever I say.

      I pick up the final folder. “Use this.”

      He opens it, and the Cheshire grin on his face makes me smile too.

      “Just so you know, if you defy me or tell anyone about this, I will kill you. You won’t even know how, but it will happen.”

      “Yes, Sir,” he says, then gets out of the car.

      All the pawns are in place to block the bishop so I can take down the king. Chess is easy when you use their queens against them.
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      Stretching out my body, I feel the kinks from sleep and roll my head to ease the tension already building in my neck. Tonight is another night shift, and then soon it’s back to college classes on top of work. It’s a never-ending battle, but one I’m glad to fight.

      The day my father told me he wouldn’t help pay for college because he didn’t approve of my major, I already had a plan. He and my brother don’t think I’m strong enough to be a police officer. My father doesn’t believe women belong on the force, and my brother is just cruel. He constantly tells me I’m weak and too small. We both studied martial arts growing up. We’re nearly evenly matched now, but I’ve been training in other disciplines.

      I don’t need my dad to pay my way or help me. I work Thursday through Sunday as a night auditor at a hotel to cover expenses my scholarships don’t, like rent so I can live off campus with my girlfriends.

      I look across the bedroom at what used to be my best friend’s bed. Now, my bags and some of my clothes take up the space. Fiona and I have been friends since we were five and in primary school. But now she’s married and living at her husband’s house on the coast, about thirty minutes away. It’s the furthest she’s been from me in a long time. She went to culinary school and left me behind, then she came back. For a while, we shared this very room. We used to share everything, but now I’m not sure I know her at all anymore.

      It's hard not being able to talk to my best friend about everything. I could really use her advice right now about a certain man who won’t leave me alone. But Fiona wouldn’t understand. Her husband is the head of the Irish mob, and she loves him, despite the fact that he’s literally the bad guy.

      My family believes in following the law and doing the right thing. Aidan, Fiona’s husband, is all about breaking laws and bending rules. Same with his brother Brody, the man who doesn’t leave my thoughts. The man I almost gave myself to… until he told me I wasn’t ready.

      That was three weeks ago, after I’d been kidnapped and nearly killed. I just wanted to feel alive. And ever since the day I barged into Brody’s life, something deep inside me has been drawn to him.

      I hate that he said my virginity was why he wouldn’t take me. I stormed out of the room and told him to feck himself. Then I locked myself in one of the rooms at his house because he wouldn’t let me stay with Aidan and Fiona.

      Reaching for my cardigan, I throw it over my pajama set and pull my hair into a messy bun at the back of my head. I’ll grab something to eat first, then get ready for work. I was just at the hairdresser’s a couple of months ago, but my hair is growing so fast I need another trim. My dark brown hair, brightened with auburn highlights, falls in long waves nearly to my waist. The layers keep the weight from feeling too heavy.

      I make my way down the stairs to the main floor. My room is on the third floor, along with Giselle’s, one of my roommates. She was kidnapped with me. We were used as pawns to get Fiona’s attention. Patrick, the man who took us, had a vendetta against Aidan for marrying her. I was the one who helped Fiona escape her awful parents and the arranged marriage to Patrick. With Aidan and his men’s help, she is safe now.

      I still feel terrible that Giselle was beaten so badly. I was hit hard on the head and unconscious for most of the ordeal, but it still scares and haunts me. No matter how well trained I am, I couldn’t stop them from taking me.

      As I step into the kitchen, a couple of my other roommates are sitting down to eat dinner. Arianna is an ER nurse at one of the local hospitals. She’s already comfy in her jammies. The first thing she does when she gets home is take a shower to wash off the day, then she makes herself dinner.

      Bridgid, on the other hand, has all her bright red hair in braids and is wearing one of her many boho-style dresses. She never wears jeans. It doesn’t matter what season it is, she’s always in a dress. If you didn’t know her like we do, you might think she’s a flake or a nutter. She can be indecisive at times. Really, she’s just someone born in the wrong generation. She’s all peace, love, and crystals. She’s in business school because she wants to open a crystal store someday.

      Our house is filled with crystals meant to protect us and improve our moods. I didn’t want to point out that they didn’t stop Giselle and me from being taken from this house. Brigid believes they protected the rest of the girls, and that’s true, I guess.

      “Where’s Giselle?” I ask the girls as I move to the kettle to pour some hot water for my tea.

      “She should be home soon. She texted me and said she had to run an errand,” Arianna says as she takes a bite of her sandwich.

      We have some fresh bread from Fiona, and I grab a slice so I can make myself a soft-boiled egg with soldiers. It’s light and easy, plus it’s something my mam made me all the time before she died. I grab two eggs from the egg box, rinse them off, and place them in the pan to boil.

      I turn around when I hear the front door open, and Giselle steps in with Brigid’s little sister, Ronan, and her best friend, Deandra. Deandra helped me talk to Aidan after Fiona’s parents took her home and wouldn’t let her return. They were going to force her to marry Patrick. I didn’t know it then, but Deandra’s father, Carson, is part of the Knights of Purgatory Motorcycle Club, the same one Brody is president of. The club is also part of the syndicate that Aidan runs, and it was Brody who took me to his brother so I could tell Aidan what was happening to Fiona.

      That was the first time I saw Brody, and I was hooked. I couldn’t stop thinking about him, even after I broke his nose. He’s gruff and demanding. He doesn’t coddle me, but he treats me like I’m special. My father and brother think I should settle down and play house. They want me to marry and have kids, not become a police officer like them. I just want to find out who killed my mother, and I really want to prove to my father and brother I can do it.

      I’m so confused, though. I shouldn’t want to be with Brody if I want to be a police officer. I pull my top lip between my teeth and gnaw on it for a moment. Memories of Brody making my body tighten and then explode with my first orgasm flood my mind. But when I reached for him, he shook his head, saying I wasn’t ready. I jumped up, half naked, and proceeded to tell him when I was ready, it wouldn’t be with him. He told me he’d kill any man who tasted me or tried to shag me. I snuck out of his house and left him. I couldn’t stay there. I knew if I stayed, I wouldn’t be able to walk away from him.

      It's fecked up, I know. But after all the emotional abuse I suffered from my brother and my father growing up, sometimes I crave the wrong kind of attention. I always feel like I’m never good enough. It’s hard to explain, but they gaslighted me so much and love bombed me, that I thought I was the one in the wrong.

      I’m seeing a counselor now, and she is helping me work through all of it. She told me I need to really sit down and ask myself why I want to be on the force, because the reasons I’ve given aren’t enough to build a career on. I guess I don’t want to look at it too closely. Maybe I’ll see what I’ve always wondered.

      Should I be doing something that brings me pride? Something I enjoy?

      I like working with kids. I volunteer at a local children’s home. And I love to draw and sketch. It’s how I release all the anger I carry.

      “Hey, Mo, your boyfriend’s out there,” Ronan says with a laugh. I nearly drop the pan of eggs on the floor.

      I’ve told him over and over to leave me alone, but he won’t listen. If he’s not there himself, then one of his MC brothers is. They’re always watching over me, following me around. No matter what I say, I can’t get him to stop.

      “Fecking hell. Watch my eggs,” I snap at Ronan as I stomp toward the door. I slip on a pair of Ugg boots and storm outside.

      My eyes find him immediately. He’s on his bike, dark hair messy and curled around the top of his head, the sides clean in a tight fade. He’s sporting a bit of scruff, and I remember the way it felt between my thighs when he went down on me.

      I almost stumble when he stands. His long legs, encased in dark denim, flex as he swings off the bike. I don’t stop. I keep moving toward him, my eyes locked on his. His green eyes, like sea glass, watch me. He had a smirk on his face when he first spotted me. Now, his jaw is locked, and his eyebrows are drawn low.

      He’s so tall compared to my small five-foot-two-and-a-half-inch frame. That half inch matters. Don’t judge me. He’s almost a foot taller than me at six one. I remember every tattoo that lines his chest and arms, even though they’re hidden now under a flannel and his cut. The September weather has been chilly this year.
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        Brody

      

      

      

      I’m so fecking pissed right now. She’s in a pair of lightweight cream-colored pants that hang low on her hips, showing off that cute, trim belly of hers. Her shirt is barely bigger than a bra, and the way her knockers jiggle with every step proves she’s not wearing one. Her sweater flutters behind her in the wind.

      As she gets closer, I see her erect nipples poking at her top. I remember the taste of those perfect little berries. Her hand lands on her hip as she cocks it to the side. Her long hair is pulled up, but a few loose tendrils brush across her face.

      I move to put myself between her and the road. She notices, and I see the appreciation in her eyes. I can’t stop myself. I reach out, my fingers brushing her warm waist. She trembles, and I pull her in close.

      “Spitfire, what the feck do you think you’re doing walking out here in this?” I wave my hand up and down her body.

      Her spine straightens and she pushes away. Here comes that fecking sass that turns me on every time she gives me it. I wanted her so bad that night, but I knew she wasn’t ready for the fact that when I take her, she’ll only be mine, living in my house, and be my old lady, my woman. I’ll fecking marry her if she wants. I’ll do anything to keep her. I’ve never wanted a woman the way I want her. But I know she isn’t ready yet. She needs to see the truth about her family and the law. There is a reason that justice is blind, and it’s because of men like me.

      “Don’t you spitfire me, arsehole. I’m clothed. As a matter of fact, I’m wearing more clothes than I do at the gym.” She places both hands on her hips, and I’m about to pull her in and kiss the hell out of her. “I didn’t come out here to discuss my attire. I told you once already, you need to stop coming by and following me. I’m safe now. Nothing’s going to happen to me.”

      I reach for her again and pull her into my body. “Baby, you let me taste that sweet-as-feck cunt of yours. I’m never leaving you alone. I’m addicted. You’re my new drug. When I said you weren’t ready, it wasn’t because I didn’t want you. Feck, I want you so bad it hurts. For you to be ready, you have to understand what it means when I completely have you. You’ll be mine. No one else. No take backs. No changing your mind. Mine.”

      With each statement, I lean closer until my lips brush hers. I can’t control myself and kiss her long and deep. When she moans, I plunge inside her mouth and plunder the sweetness that is all her. Her arms wrap around my neck and pull me down as I lift her onto her tiptoes.

      “Moira! What the hell are you doing?”

      I push her behind me and turn toward the threat yelling at my woman. Standing before us is her brother, Eoin, a fecking peeler dirtier than the bottom of my boots.

      When I first saw her, I had Lex run a background check on her family. I found out how her father and brother pay for their lifestyles and why they really don’t want her to become an officer. Sure, they’re chauvinists who believe women can’t do the same job as men, but more than that, they don’t want her to find out about their pasts. Or, in her brother’s case, his current secrets. There’s too much about him I don’t trust. The way he’s looking at her right now is part of the problem. He not only has the look of betrayal in his eyes, but there’s also jealousy, and that can’t be possible.

      “Eoin.” She leans around me and starts to move, but something about him sets my teeth on edge. I know there’s more to him than what Lex found.

      Moira pushes past me. But when he moves to grab her, I wrap my arms around her and pull her into my body.

      “What are you doing here?” she asks him, her voice tight with frustration when I don’t let her go.

      I know she hasn’t told her family about the kidnapping or that we’re seeing each other. That’s one of the reasons she doesn’t want to be with me, but I’m not letting her go. No matter what Aidan says. He told me to either get her in line or let her go. I can’t.

      “What are you doing with him?” He spits the last word and swings his arm out.

      “He’s a friend.”

      “Boyfriend,” I clarify, and she stiffens.

      “You can’t date him. Do you know who he is?”

      “I’m Brody Tiernan. I own Knight’s Motorbikes and Purgatory Garage.” I smile but don’t offer him my hand.

      “I know who you are.” He sneers, and I shake my head, unwilling to say more. He’s made his judgement of me just like I’ve already made mine of him. “You are also part of the Tiernan crime family. The Knights of Purgatory Syndicate. You are related to the Beast of Belfast."

      I straighten my shoulders and stand taller, ready to pull Moira behind me to defend my brother. No one calls him that without learning the reason behind it.

      “He’s also Fiona’s brother-in-law. He came by to give me a message from Fi.” Moira struggles to pull away, but I’m not letting her near him. “You remember my friend Fiona, right?” she asks, and he shifts his focus from me. His nearly black eyes zero in on her with so much hate radiating from his gaze. When she shivers, I know she sees it too.

      “The friend who supposedly had a stalker. More likely it was someone wanting to get even with her for being with Tiernan. You’d think you’d have learned a lesson from her mistake and walked away from this filth. But no, you’re out here in public, making out with him.” He swings his arms wide, indicating the surrounding homes.

      I’m done with this.

      “You want to talk about filth? How about the so-called lawful who are dirtier than the criminals they chase? What about the fact that you’re the lead investigator on a serial killer hunting in our area, and you still don’t have a fecking clue who it is?”

      Sex workers and dancers have gone missing, only to be found later, cut up in pieces. We knew it wasn’t the same guy from last year. Seamus took care of him and sent him to hell where he belonged. But this new predator showed up not long after. He doesn’t have the precision of the Date Night Killer. This one is wild, uncontrolled, vicious.

      “Brody.” She gasps.

      “Moira, get in the house. Now. I’m arresting this man.”

      “For what?” She pushes back against me. I look down at her, stunned, unsure if she even knows what she’s doing or how she’s trying to protect me. “There’s no reason to arrest him.”

      “I heard you tell him to stop following you. That’s stalking.”

      “No. You said it wasn’t a crime when Fiona had a stalker because intent couldn’t be proven. Besides, I haven’t filed a complaint.” She wraps her arms back, shielding me even more. I place one hand on her hip and keep the other loose, ready to move her fast if I have to protect us both.

      He spits and sputters for a moment, upset she threw his words back at him. When he advances on us, I’m ready to push her out of the way. This arsehole is willing to fight me with her in the middle, putting his own sister in danger.

      She holds up a hand to stop him. “Don’t make me fight you. You’d have to take me in instead. I’m not going to let you do something stupid that could get you in trouble.”

      He stops staring me down and looks at her. That glint in his eyes is sick and twisted. His gaze slides over her body in a way that isn’t right. I can’t stop the grumble rising in my throat. It’s almost a growl.

      “Eoin, just leave. I’m okay.” She tries again.

      “I won’t leave until he does. He’s the criminal.”

      I want to tell him to look in the mirror, but instead I step back and pull her with me, ready to get her away from him.

      She twists around and looks up at me. “Brody, just go. I’m okay. He’s my brother, and he’s just worried about me.”

      I meet his gaze as he eyes us both, his stare lingering on parts of her no brother should see. I cup her arse, showing him who it belongs to.

      She places her hand on my cheek and pulls my face to hers. “Please, Brody.”

      I lean down, keeping my eye on him as I whisper in her ear, “Moira, don’t make me leave. I don’t trust him.” I’m practically begging.

      “Please,” she says, her voice low and urgent. “I swear.” She pauses, and I look her in the eye. But she isn’t looking at me. Her gaze is fixed on something over my shoulder. “He won’t hurt me.”

      She’s lying, and I know it.

      “No.” I stand firm and turn to face him. “I’m free to spend time with my girlfriend. You leave.” I nod at him.

      Eoin grinds his teeth, his jaw tightening. I struck a nerve calling Moira my girlfriend. He moves toward us again, and once more I counter by stepping back.

      She turns her head to watch him.

      “Eoin, please just leave.”

      “No,” he says, holding his ground. “I’m calling for backup.” He reaches into his pocket.

      Aidan is going to be pissed that I’m being hauled in, but I don’t care. I’m not leaving my girl with this arsehole.

      But then Moira doubles down. I see the tears in her eyes when she looks up at me.

      “Please, Brody. Please. I’ll call you later. Just leave. I work tonight,” she whispers.

      As soon as the first tear drops, I’m stuck. I want to protect her, but she’s insisting she’ll be safe with him. If I want to prove to her that I trust her and believe she’s capable of handling herself, I have to give in occasionally.

      It goes against everything in me, but I drop my hands from her body before leaning down to kiss her forehead softly. “If he hurts you, I’ll kill him,” I whisper, low enough than only she can hear.

      I step back and move to my bike, never turning my back on him. I hear sirens approaching. I don’t need to bring any more attention to the organization. Lex getting shot, the explosion at the office, and the destruction of the clubhouse were bad enough. We’re under a microscope now.

      I slip my helmet on, kick up the stand, and fire up my Harley. I nod at her, then turn back to him, giving him a death stare. She doesn’t know it, but I still have eyes on her.

      I ride until I’m far enough away they won’t hear me stop. I pull over, drop the stand, and pull out my phone. As I look down, I pace the sidewalk, burning with anger. She lied to me.
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