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One

​Crush

Tiger shifter Meredith ‘Crush’ Welles wasn’t the president of the Tiger’s Claw MC, a female motorcycle club out of Warden’s Pass, Michigan, because she was sweet and caring. Okay, she was, but she just didn’t let many people know that. She hid that behind a wall of steel-covered brick. The fact of the matter was she cared too much about people, but she also thought people lacked fucking common sense and decision-making skills. On the other hand, she was pretty sure that her friend, Axle Weber, would say the same about her. As the president of the Howlers MC, the male motorcycle club the Claws were allied with, he often had to keep her from throat-chopping stupid people. Not only were they allies, but their clubs also shared businesses and spent most of their time together. They were a family.

Growing up as an independent woman in a culture of alpha males, Crush had to learn how to hold her own. She could admit that she took that to the extreme more often than not, but only when it felt necessary. If she didn’t remind them often that she could stand on her own two feet, the alpha males around her would think they could run her over with their decisions and personalities. She wouldn’t and couldn’t let that happen.

When you combine her temper and sometimes violent nature with her dislike for idiots, it could be a dangerous situation, since in her opinion, men were idiots more often than they weren’t. Her vice president, Pinky, was a lot calmer than she was and was known to be the buffer between her and others. If Pinky wasn’t around, it was Axle or her brother, Bullet, another member of the Howlers.

Honestly, she owed the three of them more than she would ever admit. If it wasn’t for them, she would be dead or locked up in some jail.

She wasn’t sure if it was the tiger in her that made her volatile or just her intolerance for stupidity, but it didn’t matter. It was who she was and how she was, and most likely, wouldn’t change.

Most of the time, she listened to Axle when he made a suggestion about plans, but this time, he wasn’t ordering her around this town. Frankly, he did that too often. No, this time, she was doing what her gut told her to do. She was going to Indiana, and she was going to do what was necessary to protect her club, whether Axle approved or not.

The Hell’s Dogs MC had fucked with her family too many times in too many ways, but she would do it for her club sister, Pumps, alone. What they did to her club sister when she was too young to know any better was unthinkable. When she was a teenager, she had dated one of them. He had emotionally, physically, and sexually abused her while she was too young to know how to protect herself. And when those fuckers showed up to force Pumps to return to them where they thought she belonged, they did things to people Crush cared about that earned them destruction.

Over several months, the Hell’s Dogs MC had plotted to kill the Howlers, had kidnapped their family, and had raped a family member. The Howlers and the Claws had taken out quite a few of them during the last battle between them and the Hell’s Dogs MC when they came to the area with the intent of taking Pumps back with them. In Crush’s opinion, they were the scum of the earth.

The goal of the mission wasn’t to destroy, rather to gather information, but she would be lying if she said she wouldn’t be looking for a chance to end any Hell’s Dog member that might still be alive.

And she wouldn’t lose a wink of sleep over it.

She was bringing her vice president, Pinky, and Nails, another member of the Claws, with her. Along with Pinky and Nails, three of the Howlers were making the trip — Dragon, Ranger, and Pike. The six of them would back each other up. Everything would be fine, but if shit went off the rails, she had faith in them to handle it and get home relatively unscathed. This wasn’t their first rodeo.

With the exception of Ranger, they were all shifters with heightened senses and healing abilities that made them hard to kill. Ranger may not have those same abilities, but he had skills he learned in the armed forces that made him a force to be reckoned with in his own right.

When facing an enemy of their family, blood or not, the Howlers and the Claws would use every weapon in their arsenal to end the threat.

***
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​AFTER DAYS OF RECONNAISSANCE of the Hell’s Dogs MC in Indiana, Crush and the others had learned everything they possibly could from the second-floor room they had rented in an inn near the entrance to the Hell’s Dogs compound for the sole purpose of watching them. They took shifts where a couple members would keep watch, while the others rested in their actual hotel rooms across town. Once they arrived at the point where nothing new had been presented to them in hours, they had collectively decided they needed to get closer to the Hell’s Dogs clubhouse. They still had unanswered questions and unaddressed concerns about the status of the Hell’s Dogs, their plans, and the exact number of surviving members.

Crush and her fellow Howlers and Claws made a plan to get closer and see what they could find out from looking in windows and such. Just like Crush suspected would happen, they didn’t end up only watching. The six bikers stormed the place, a two-story house, with guns up and ready to take out anyone in their path the Hell’s Dogs were using as a clubhouse.

After taking out everyone on the first floor, with Pike getting shot in the melee, Crush headed for the second floor with Dragon and Ranger on her heels. They had tried to get her to follow them, but she ignored them and darted up the stairs.

The stairs were creaky, so she didn’t bother trying to ease her way up them. When she got to the landing at the top, she paused, letting Dragon and Ranger catch up. With her back to the wall, the men doing the same thing on the preceding steps, Crush took a deep breath and released it slowly, preparing herself to round the edge of the doorjamb and enter an unknown room.

She heard an unfamiliar voice yell from in the room, “We know you’re fucking there, assholes!”

With no reason to wait, Crush stepped around the end of the wall and into the room, gun raised. She locked onto her target, the older, long-haired member. “Don’t you fucking move,” she growled. She sensed Dragon and Ranger flank her and saw their guns in her peripheral vision, prepared to use them.

“Who the fuck?” the long-haired member shouted, locking his gun on her the same way she aimed at him. He was crouched at the end of the table, with the length of it between them.

The room was a lot like the first floor. It had warped wood-paneling on the walls and stained, rotted flooring, with missing boards and several holes. The table wasn’t even a proper church table. It was one of those foldable tables you pull out when you have extra people show up to a holiday meal. At least the chairs were wooden, even if they were mismatched and looked to be curb-side quality.

Leaning against the middle of the wall to the right with his arms crossed over his chest, like his clubhouse wasn’t getting ambushed, was someone she recognized from the photos Dragon had printed, but she hadn’t seen him in person until that moment.

When the man turned his head and locked eyes with her, her heart fluttered and then sank. The moment that dark-as-night gaze met hers, her tiger woke up and started prowling, wanting out. Her tiger responded to that man in a way Crush didn’t think was ever possible. She heard Axle talk about how his wolf demanded he claim Ashlyn, but she usually rolled her eyes when he started talking like that. She figured he was exaggerating, but as she stared into the eyes of one of her enemies, she realized quickly that Axle was telling the one hundred perfect truth. Shit.

The man cocked an eyebrow and had the audacity to smirk at her like he didn’t have three handguns pointed in his fucking direction. Idiot!

“On the floor,” Dragon ordered.

Crush pulled her gaze away from the idiot just in time to see the long-haired man raise up the gun a bit more to aim. She fired off a shot at the man at the same time someone else did, Ranger maybe. One shot hit him in the hand, forcing his hand to release the gun. The other shot hit him directly between the eyes.

Without missing a beat, Crush turned her gun on the remaining man. He was still leaning against the wall, arms crossed, but he was staring at his friend dead on the floor. That’s when Crush noticed that his cut no longer had prospect patches. On the left side of his cut was a patch that said member and another that said Lucifer. Sometime in the last twenty-four hours, he had become a full-patched member.

“Fuck,” Dragon said as he stepped further into the room. “You the last member?”

Lucifer looked up from his dead friend and gave a nod. “Since I’m assuming the only way you made it up here is because the others downstairs are dead, yeah.”

“You assume correctly,” Ranger replied from behind Crush and to her left.

“Might as well finish them off,” Dragon commented, and raised his gun to aim.

Crush saw Dragon’s finger shift to the trigger, and her heart stopped. “Stop,” she growled, surprised by the vehemence in her voice. Sure, she used that tone with her members to re-establish her dominance sometimes, but she rarely used it with the Howlers. They weren’t hers to dominate.

Dragon turned and looked at her. “What?” He looked like he was annoyed with her, but he listened.

“We can’t kill him... until we know...” Think, Crush! Fucking think! “Until we know what he knows, we shouldn’t kill him. He might know something Axle can use. We can always kill him later.”

“Well, golly-gee,” Lucifer commented on a chuckle, “I think that’s the nicest thing anyone has ever said about me.”

Crush shot him a glare. “Shut the fuck up before I rethink what I just said.” He wasn’t helping her out, and it annoyed her that she felt some type of connection to him. She had no problem taking that out on him, which wasn’t great for him since there were still at least two guns pointed in his direction.

Dragon huffed out a sigh and rolled his eyes. “Fine. But you’re in charge of securing him. I gotta go check on Pike.”

“You need help?” Ranger asked. She knew he wasn’t insinuating that she couldn’t handle it. He was just offering a helping hand, the same helping hand he’d offer one of his club brothers. It was about respect and family. Crush appreciated that.

“Got any rope on ya to tie his hands?”

Ranger grinned. “Never go on a reconnaissance mission without it.”

She snorted a laugh. “Tie his hands, will ya? Then I’ll take over.”

“You got it.” Ranger did just that, while also warning, “I know you Hell’s Dogs think you can overpower women because you’re big and bad, but just a heads up, this woman won’t claw your eyes out. She’ll cut your balls off in your sleep because you fucking snored.”

Crush bit back the laugh and gave Lucifer a saccharine smile. As much as Ranger was a jokester and was prone to exaggeration, he was being straight up at that moment. She was a female tiger shifter, after all. They weren’t known for their patience or tolerance, but they were known for dragging their prey up into trees to feast.

***

[image: ]


​CRUSH NEVER INTENDED to fall in love. After her literal crush on Axle Weber and the resulting embarrassment when he shot her down, she vowed to herself that she would never allow herself to develop feelings for another man ever again. Yet here she was... in love. Yup, she fell in love... with the enemy no less. Her brother, Bullet, was going to put a bullet in her brain when he realized what she did. Not a literal bullet. He would just angrily annoy her until she wanted to put a bullet in her own brain just to stop the irritation. Like she could help it that the man was so pretty.

And he was pretty. Oh, so pretty. Yum.

Lucifer had dark brown, almost black hair that was cut almost to his scalp on the sides but long enough on top to run her fingers through, and maybe get a grip. He had chocolate brown eyes, a full beard of a few inches, and a mustache, but the hair on his face was trimmed and groomed. She guessed he brushed and conditioned the hair on his chin more than he did the hair on his head. That hair surrounded hard but full lips that tempted her almost as much as the eight pack she suspected he had under that torn, stained t-shirt. Yeah, the man was pretty.

His name was Lucifer, though. Really. His MC brothers named him Lucifer, if the patch on his cut was anything to go by. No way in hell was she calling him that. She’d have to find out his real name. He had yet to hand over that information, but she was the president of her own MC, and they had ways of finding information.

Okay. Fine. She wasn’t really in love. She was in lust. She wasn’t ready to vow a lifetime to the man, but she would sit on his face and give that beauty of a beard a ride or twelve.

Now, how was she going to keep him alive long enough for them to fulfill that dream? Axle, along with the rest of his club, and probably most of hers, was going to want him dead. He was a member of the club who kidnapped, raped, and threatened to murder their family members. A member of his club wanted to take a member of her club away for gods knew what type of abuse.

Lucifer wasn’t innocent. She knew that. He might have been involved in all of that, even if he was only a prospect at the time, but something about him told her he could be trusted. She just didn’t know how to explain that to the rest of them without having to answer the questions.

Fucking questions.

Why would you trust him? Is it your gut or your heart talking? Is it your heart or your vagina talking? Have you lost your mind? Can’t you find pretty dick somewhere else?

Always with the questions.

Answer — My tiger told me so. Yup. Being a tiger shifter was cool until her tiger did shit like tell her the enemy was their next prey and not in the track-and-kill category. More like the track-seduce-fuck category.

Yeah, that would go over great with her brother. Hey, Bull. You think you could not kill the man who was part of the club that raped Axle’s youngest brother, kidnapped three of our family members, threatened to kill all of them, and wanted to kidnap another member? Why? Oh, my tiger wants to fuck him.

Maybe he would put a bullet in her brain. All of that ran through her head as she walked him out with her gun pointed at his back, after they made a stop on the first floor to do some quick clean-up. Crossing the driveway to the van, she was relieved to see that everyone else had cleared out. She was surprised and a bit unnerved that Lucifer hadn’t even tried to run, but she just put it down as he knew there was no making it out of there without them tracking him down or killing him. Once at the van, she had switched out the rope for handcuffs and cuffed him to the metal bar that ran along the inner wall.

“I like the look on your face,” Lucifer uttered with a smirk. “You want to look? I’m at your mercy. You could... look or... touch or... do whatever you want to me.” His smirk grew into a heat-filled smile. He looked over at his bound hands cuffed to a bar in the back of the van, then back over at her. “Not that I would fight it, anyway.”

Crush ground her teeth together and tried her best to stop the blush from gracing her cheeks, but she wasn’t successful. “I have no idea what look you’re talking about.”

His chuckle was low and sexy. “Oh yeah, you do. I can practically see the sexy thoughts swirling around in that fucking gorgeous head of yours. What position were you thinking about?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she bit out as she crouched in front of where he was sitting and finished tying his feet together, using the rope that Ranger had tied around his wrists before she cuffed him. Then she shifted to her knees and checked to make sure the handcuffs were securely fastened to the bar. Doing that brought her chest closer to his face, and she felt his breath against the tops of her breasts.

“Fuck,” he mumbled under his breath. “You smell good.”

Crush jerked back and cleared her throat, ignoring the way her tiger stretched and whined, wanting to play with their new toy. “You realize you’re going to die, right?”

One of his brows popped up. “Has that been decided?”

“Your club has to pay for the shit you guys pulled,” she spat at him, irritated that she wanted him, while at the same time wishing she could give in to her desires.

“What shit did I pull?” When he met her gaze head on, there was a fire in it that made her tiger want to sit back and purr at it.

“Whatever.” She stood and headed for the front of the van. As she made her way to the front, she bent forward a bit to avoid hitting her head, groaning at the situation she was now in. Bullet and Axle were going to have her tiger’s hide for this.

“Even the fucking government tells you what you did before they strap you to the injection table or the electric chair,” he called from behind her, but she ignored him.

Slipping into the driver’s seat, she glanced over at Pinky sitting in the passenger seat and ignored the smirk on her best friend and vice president’s face. “Ready?”

“Should we gag him?” Pinky asked.

“Kinky,” he said with a chuckle, “but I’m game.”

“We don’t have time,” Crush replied, ignoring him. “We need to get out of here in case any police show up.”

“What about cleanup?”

Crush shrugged. “What about it?”

“Pike’s blood.”

Crush grinned. “I might have quickly covered that entire area in bleach.”

Pinky let out a sigh of relief.

“And started a fire in the trashcan on the other end of the bar.”

As Crush put the van in drive and pulled away from the compound, the smell of smoke and the sound of windows shattering filled the air.
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Two

​Crush

Back at the hotel, Crush didn’t answer any of the silent questions swirling around her. She knew the Howlers and her club sisters were curious and wanted to know what she was thinking, but she wasn’t about to lay that out for them. She was the president of the Claws, and her sisters wouldn’t push it.

Instead of addressing the elephant in the room, they discussed what to do now, while Pike rested in one of their hotel rooms. He had passed out from his gunshot wound in his shoulder during the getaway. While they waited for him to recover a bit, they decided to see if they could load Pike’s bike into the back of the van with Lucifer. If they could, Nails would drive the van while Pike rode along in the passenger seat. It took some effort and some shuffling, but they managed to get the bike in the back.

Crush ignored Lucifer as he tried to talk to her through the open van doors as she stomped over to her bike and mounted it. How in the world was she going to make this work? She couldn’t let them kill her mate, but she couldn’t put her selfish needs over the well-being of her club and the Howlers. Judging by the prowling and mewing of her tiger, Crush knew she was going to be fighting strongly conflicting instincts.

Pike came down as she stared at Lucifer in the van. She heard the Howlers talking off to the side of the parking lot, but she didn’t pay attention to anything they said. Lucifer’s dark eyes were locked on hers, and she was having a hard enough time fighting the urge to climb in that van and...

She watched as Pike walked up to the open door. Forcing herself to listen in, she heard Pike say, “There are some fucking rules. I’m not in the damn mood to deal with bullshit. So, you’re going to accept that you’re not getting away. You’re going to realize I have no problem killing you without whatever knowledge you have. And you’re not going to cause me even a headache. Do you understand? Nod your head if you fucking understand.”

Crush knew Pike meant every word. Being the sergeant at arms, Pike took his job to protect the club, especially his president, seriously. That duty extended to the Claws only because Pike wanted it to. It wasn’t required of him, but he required it of himself. Vixen, the sergeant at arms of the Claws, felt the same way about the Howlers. When Vixen needed a stand-in, Nails always stepped up, and she wasn’t much different.

With both Pike and Nails in the van with Lucifer, it was going to be a tense drive. Crush could only hope Lucifer kept his damn mouth shut, at least until she figured out what she was going to do.

​Lucifer

When they finally pulled Lucifer out of that fucking van hours later, everything hurt. His arms were aching from lack of movement. His ass hurt from sitting on the hard metal floor for hours. His balls ached from all the thoughts about the fucking badass goddess who cuffed him in the first place. Lucifer was happy to walk around. The walking eased the ache in most places, except at his crotch. There were only a couple of ways to ease that, and walking wasn’t one of them.

The driver, the cute woman with long curly brown hair and observant hazel eyes, nodded to the crazy-looking man who had walked up and dragged Lucifer out. He heard someone say something about her being a part-time enforcer for her club. That boggled his mind. She was thin and fit, but he couldn’t see her being too much of a danger. Now, the crazy-looking one with the long, wild hair sticking out everywhere and the unkempt beard? Lucifer would know he was an enforcer to the Howlers, even if he hadn’t been wearing a patch that identified him as such.

“Who was she?” Lucifer watched as the woman walked away and around the corner of the building.

“Nails. And don’t even think about it. You’re not really her type, anyway.”

When he was done speaking, one of the other men from the attack on the clubhouse approached. His cut said his name was Ranger. He had long, dark hair, and his eyes seemed to be constantly amused.

The two men led him over to a door in the building they stopped next to. He assumed they were in the back, because the only thing he saw was a stretch of parking lot surrounded by a tall chain-link fence with trees beyond it. Looking from side to side, he caught glimpses of other buildings, but he couldn’t tell what they were.

Once inside, they brought him down to the basement and into a room that had not only a normal door but also a door made up of bars, like the door to a jail cell. Without a word, he was checked over for weapons before the wild, crazy-looking one pressed him into a chair, with more force than was necessary, and tied his hands behind his back. After that, the crazy one tied Lucifer’s ankles to the legs of the metal chair he was in, like he was going to get up and try to go anywhere. If he tried, they’d just run him down, so why bother?

“Get comfortable,” Ranger ordered with an evil grin, the man who had the rope and advised Lucifer to watch himself around the badass goddess. “Pres will be down when he’s good and ready. Could be awhile.”

“What about Sugartits? When will she be down?”

Lucifer thought he heard a growl come from the crazy one, but that could have been his imagination. Then the rope dude gave a humorless laugh, looked over at the crazy looking one, and commented, “Yeah, he won’t make it long.” 

​Crush

It wasn’t as if Crush brought the man to the compound and just let him roam free. She rolled her eyes as Axle continued to pace and bitch and moan about having a Hell’s Dogs member on their property when they could have just killed him and been done with it.

Crush hadn’t told Axle that Lucifer was her mate. She had yet to accept it herself. She hadn’t discounted killing him and wasn’t even completely sure why she saved him to begin with. Yes, he was her mate, but he was also involved with the Hell’s Dogs. Maybe it was because he was a prospect with the HDMC until the day of the ambush. Maybe it was because he was the last member of the HDMC Indiana chapter alive, and the last chance they had to get any information about the club’s plans. She didn’t know, or she wasn’t ready to admit the reason to herself, but she had followed her gut and didn’t regret the decision.

“Are you fucking listening to me,” Axle bellowed from where he had stopped pacing to glare at her.

Leaning back against the wall next to his office door, Crush crossed her arms over her chest and met his stare with her own. “Not really,” she answered honestly, shrugging.

She wanted to laugh at his anger, which had reddened his face and caused his eyes to flash silver light, a sign that his anger was at the edge of explosive. She wasn’t worried about it. Axle had enough control to pull himself back. Besides, she could hold her own. It would be an interesting fight — wolf versus tiger. In nature, the tiger would take the win. When dealing with shifters, though, things weren’t so cut and dry.

After he took a few calming breaths, Axle rested his hands on his hips and quietly asked, “What’s going on?”

When she just stared back at him, Axle threw up his hands in irritation and huffed out a breath.

“I can’t believe I have to even say this, but... Crush, whatever you say to me stays with me. Consider it courtesy from one president to another, as well as what friends do for each other. Please, tell me what’s going on.”

Crush dropped her gaze to her feet and sighed. She didn’t really want to talk about it, but he was right. If she expected him to give her time to figure things out and expected him to back her decisions, she needed to give him the information.

“Whatever it is... I can’t help you if you don’t trust me.”

“He’s my mate,” she said in a voice so quiet a full human wouldn’t be able to hear her.

Axle’s sigh was deep, indicating he understood the gravity of the situation. “Okay. Do we know how involved he was with the Hell’s Dogs BS?”

She shook her head and lifted her gaze again. “I haven’t had the time to talk to him, really. I don’t know if I should be the one. I mean... if he was... if he has to die, I don’t want to get too... attached.”

Every word was painful, like they were yanked directly from her soul. She wasn’t used to showing vulnerabilities. She was the cold-hearted bitch men were afraid of. She didn’t have emotions or weaknesses. The last time she showed that side of herself to Axle, he rejected her. Crush didn’t blame him for that. It just made trusting others even harder than it already was for her. Showing him that side of her again sent panic through her system that she had to push down below the confusion and tension from finding her mate in the enemy’s clubhouse.

She dropped her gaze again, but the toes of Axle’s boots showed up in her view after a few moments.

“Crush,” he said, softly, before he used his knuckle to make her lift her head and look at him. The look in his eyes wasn’t the pity she expected. It was filled with understanding and support. “You’re already attached. Your tiger did that for you. We won’t do anything until we know who he is and what he’s about.” He dropped his hand, but held her gaze. “I have to believe that if he’s your mate, he has to be redeemable. I have to warn you, though, I can’t say the entirety of your club or mine are going to be so optimistic.”

She swallowed hard and nodded, fully aware of how her club would react, at least initially. “I can’t control the fact that he’s my mate, but I’ll deal with my club.”

“I’ll back you with the Howlers.”

“Thanks,” she bit out. She couldn’t talk about it anymore. She’d had enough.

“I’ll talk to him and see what I can find out.”

She gave a nod and stormed out of his office. Rather than focus on her worry or her confusion, she focused on her anger at having a mate from an enemy club. How cruel could nature be? Magic? Science? Hormones? Whatever the hell created shifters. Regardless of the source, she didn’t appreciate the tough spot she’d been put in.

​Axle

After making his way down to the basement of the clubhouse, Axle stopped just inside the room where they were holding the Hell’s Dogs member, Lucifer.

The man looked to be of average height, maybe a little shorter than most of the Howlers, but Axle wouldn’t call him short. He wasn’t the most muscular man, but he had obvious power, especially in his arms and chest. He could tell by the way the man’s tee stretched across those areas that the man spent some time working on his physical fitness. Axle wondered if only muscle strength was important to Lucifer, or if that priority also stretched to character. If he had any chance of saving his life, it was having some kind of moral code that aligned with The Howlers and The Claws. For Crush’s sake, Axle really hoped Lucifer had something good inside of him.

The man in question was sitting on a metal folding chair in the middle of the room with his arms tied together behind his back and his ankles tied to the legs of the chair.

Off to the right, Dragon was casually leaning against the stone wall, looking bored. Rock, who had relieved Ranger, was doing the same on the left. Bullet was standing just to the left of the door, his arms crossed across his chest and his feet spread and planted, but his angry eyes were locked on Lucifer.

Lucifer was staring back at Bullet, smirking, and seemed to enjoy Bullet’s annoyance.

Axle wondered how much Bullet had figured out. The other possibility was Lucifer had been running his mouth about Crush. He wouldn’t discount that.

Axle stepped in front of Lucifer, blocking his view of Bullet. “So, how exactly do you plan to save your life?”

Lucifer let out a humorless chuckle. “Thighs of Steel told me my death was a given.”

By the very feline-like sound Bullet made, which made sense since he was a tiger shifter, Axle assumed the man was talking about Crush.

Axle ignored Bullet, but he noted the look of surprise on Lucifer’s face. He just smiled and replied, “Well, I happen to be president of these assholes. If I tell them to take your head, they will take your head.”

“Fucking gladly,” Bullet bit out.

“If I tell them to drag you through the streets, they will tie you to the back of a truck and drag you through the streets.”

“My truck is in the lot,” Rock commented, like he was offering to let Axle borrow it to move a couch.

“If I told them you get to keep your life... for now, they would watch you like a dog watching a steak on the grill, but they would let you keep your life.” Axle glanced behind him at Bullet, then he met Lucifer’s stare again. “Unless you keep talking about Bullet’s sister that way. I won’t get in the middle of a man defending his sister’s honor.” Axle knew if he told Bullet to back off, he would, but Lucifer didn’t need to know that. “So, again, how exactly do you plan to save your life?”

Lucifer was silent for a long moment. Then he dropped the smirk and asked, “If I give up everything I know about what the Kentucky chapter is planning, will you let me go?”

Axle shrugged. “Depends on what you know. If it’s useful to us, we’ll consider it. Your only other option is to die.” Axle crouched down in front of Lucifer, his arms resting on his bent knees. “What’s it going to be?”

Lucifer glanced up at Bullet, then back at Axle. “I have two conditions. First one, make him leave.”

Axle didn’t feel any threat from Lucifer. The man had been checked for weapons, and he was tied up. He couldn’t do anything to Axle that he couldn’t handle, even if he wasn’t restrained. “Rock. Bullet. Leave.” He didn’t bother telling Dragon to leave. As an enforcer for the club, when Pike wasn’t around, Dragon technically was responsible for Axle’s safety. Dragon would fight him on it.

Bullet cursed under his breath as he left the room, followed by Rock.

Once they were gone, Axle asked, “What’s the other condition?”

Lucifer lifted his chin a bit and said, “I’ll only speak to her.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter

[image: ]




Three

​Crush

Sitting at the bar in the Howlers clubhouse, Crush took another drink of her beer, ignoring the looks from the other people in the room. Pinky, Nails, and Pumps were sitting at a table in the corner, behind Crush and to the left. Trip was sitting on a stool down the bar, leaning back against the wall. She knew Axle’s VP, Skull, was at a table with Smoke and Zero, because she saw them when she walked in. They were all staring. She could feel their eyes on her.

Crush just took another drink of her beer and stared at the wall behind the bar. They all wanted to know why she saved Lucifer. They wanted to know what she was thinking. Well, they could keep fucking wondering. She was barely able to get the words out when she told Axle. She wasn’t ready to go through it again.

“Since when do we let douchebags we have locked up decide who gets to be in the room when they’re interrogated,” Bullet bitched as he came down the hall with Rock. The sound of her brother’s irritated voice set her on edge even more. He stepped into the room and took a seat on the stool a couple down from her. Rock took the stool on the other side of Bullet.

“We don’t know he’s a douchebag,” Crush uttered before she could stop the words from coming out. Damn it! What was wrong with her?

Bullet scoffed and stared at her like she’d lost her mind. “He’s a Hell’s Dogs member,” he blurted, as if that just made everything simple, easy-peasy.

“Barely. He was a prospect before yesterday.” She downed her beer to stop herself from saying anything else.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Bullet open his mouth to say something, but he didn’t manage to do so.

She was grateful when Dragon slipped onto the stool between her and her brother. “Axle wants you down there.”

“What?” Crush set her empty beer bottle on the bar and looked over at Dragon.

“Axle said to send you down,” he replied. “I didn’t want to leave Axle down there by himself, but he Alpha-voiced me.” Dragon’s brows drew together. “He’s never Alpha-voiced me before.”

“Wh-Why does he want me down there?”

Dragon leaned a little closer and said, “Because Lucifer won’t talk to anyone but you.”

Her tiger purred inside her at the knowledge. She liked that he wanted to talk to her, but she hated it at the same time.

“Why?” Bullet stood and came to stand on Crush’s other side. “Why does this dude have such a hard-on for you?”

She gave a shrug and shifted off the stool. “Guess I’ll go down there,” she mumbled, stomping away from them and down the hall.

***
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​CRUSH’S TIGER WAS PROWLING, eager to see their mate. She hated to admit she was eager to see him, too, and that disturbed her. Why couldn’t she just hate him the way she would hate any other Hell’s Dogs member?

She jogged down the steps and down the short hall in the basement before she stepped through the open door to the room in which they were holding Lucifer. She didn’t look at him, for fear of what her reaction would be to the sight of him. Instead, she stopped next to Axle and met his gaze. “What’s up?”

“He’ll only speak to you. If you don’t want to talk to him, let me know. I’ll take care of it.”

Crush cleared her throat and put her hands on her hips. She gave a nod. “Okay. I’ll... uh... talk to him.”

“Do you want me to stay in the room or go?”

Crush hiked a brow and smirked. “Is Axle Weber, president and alpha, really asking me if I want to be left alone in a room with a man he doesn’t know?”

Axle shrugged. “You reminded me, recently, that you are a president in your own right, and I need to respect that.”

“True enough.” Crush considered having Axle stay, but she didn’t really want anyone to see how she responded to their prisoner. He made her anxious, and he turned her on. He pissed her off, and she wasn’t sure she was going to be able to keep her head together completely. She didn’t need any witnesses to that. “I’ll be fine.”

Axle gave a nod. Before he left the room, he turned and glared at Lucifer, making it clear he wouldn’t have a problem ending the man if he didn’t act right.

After Axle shut the door behind him, Crush paced the front of the room, preparing herself. It wasn’t often she had to work so hard to keep her head on straight.

“I’m fine with you walking back and forth in front of me for as long as you want to,” Lucifer commented.

Crush gritted her teeth in annoyance. At the sound of his voice, her tiger purred again and paced with anxiety. That wasn’t helping her keep it together. She didn’t want to talk to him. She wanted to untie him, or not, and fuck him. She wanted to claim him, mark him. It wasn’t logical, but rather instinctual. It was animalistic.

If it was truly instinctual, like they were always told, then why would her instincts tell her he was the one for her? A Hell’s Dogs member? A friend of drug-runners, if not one himself? She hated drugs. She despised the people who put them in the hands of children. She would never choose to be with someone like that.

Her tiger was telling her to shut the hell up with that nonsense and take him, claim him, keep him. She felt her breasts swell as his cocky smile flashed in her mind.

“Seriously, your ass looks fucking fantastic in those jeans,” he commented, causing her to stumble a bit.

As he chuckled, she rebalanced and turned to face him. With her arms crossed, she took a breath in through her nose and slowly exhaled. “What’s your real name?”

His gaze traveled down her body and back up, lingering on her hips, then her breasts. A grin slowly spread across his face. “You tell me yours, I’ll tell you mine.”

“You’re not really in a position to make demands,” she replied.

He hiked a brow. “Apparently, I am. It’s why you’re standing in the room right now, looking sexy as hell. Do you ever wear heels? Or do you just stomp on men’s hearts in those boots?”

“What do you know about the Hell’s Dogs?”

She watched as his tongue slid across his bottom lip. A tremble slid up her spine at the sight. She wanted that tongue used in some very specific areas.

“Give me one night with you, Sexy. Then you can stomp all over my heart in those boots. Bet it’d be worth it.”

A wave of lust swamped her, nearly pulling her under. Her tiger was prowling, pushing, begging her to take him up on it. Crush closed her eyes to try to center herself.

“You want to, don’t you? I can see the goosebumps on your arms.” His voice dropped lower. “Just one night.”

Images of him sprawled out naked on her bed, her straddling his hips, flashed into her mind. That was followed by him taking her from behind, taking her in the shower, bending her over the table. Her breath caught as she was assaulted by the vivid scenes, one after another.

No. No. She swallowed hard and shook her head. She knew he was seeing right through her, but she couldn’t be distracted by her lust. Taking a deep breath, Crush slowly exhaled. At the same time, she told her tiger to sit down and shut the hell up.

Then she opened her eyes and asked, “What is your name?”

He chuckled again. “Maverick Brooks. What’s yours?”

“Meredith Welles.” She took a step closer. “What do you know that you think would save your life if you shared it with us?”

“Well, it depends on what you’re interested in. Who they were selling to? Who their allies were? What clubs are planning what in retaliation? What women were taking which member’s cock? What do you want to know?”

She took another step forward, putting her ten feet in front of him. “All of it.”

When Crush saw the lascivious grin slowly form on his face, she knew she wasn’t going to like the next words out of Lucifer’s mouth... or would like them too much. Turns out, it was the latter.

“A kiss for a tip.”

Crush rolled her eyes, fighting hard not to let him know she liked that idea. “No.”

“What’s wrong with a kiss? It’s not like you don’t want to kiss me. We both know you do.” He bit his bottom lip as he stared at her mouth.

“This isn’t a date.”

“I dunno.” He shrugged as much as he could with his hands tied behind him. “We’re talking, getting to know each other better, throwing each other flirty looks, giving off signals. Sounds date-ish to me. And I’m having a great time. What about you?”

“You’re twisted,” Crush commented and snorted a laugh.

“Yeah, but I’m thinking that’s exactly how you like ‘em.”

Stopping herself from laughing again, Crush shook her head and dropped her gaze to the floor.

“What? Are you scared of kissing me? Scared you might want to do it again? Scared you might want more?”

Crush knew it was a trap. She knew it. But she couldn’t stop herself from shooting him a glare and saying, “I’m not scared of kissing you, Lucy.”

And just like she knew he would, he grinned again and taunted, “Prove it.”

She just stared at him for a long time, wondering what the best way was to handle it. Should she try to get close, win his trust? Should she use the flirting to her advantage? Or should she just treat him like she would anyone else she interrogated?

It was a tough decision. If she got close to him and they ended up having to kill him, it would be much more difficult for her to make it through, but just treating him like any other prisoner didn’t seem to be working.

She took a few steps toward him. “Okay. Here’s the deal. I will give you a kiss for every question you answer. If at any time I feel like you are just playing me, I will leave this room and tell them you have nothing to offer. Do you understand?”
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