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PROLOGUE



Motorcycle Man


“BABE, YOU AWAKE?” he called, his warm hand moving down my spine, taking the sheet with it, making my skin tingle and coming to rest just above my bottom.


I smiled.


I had done it. I finally had done it. I found him. He was right there in bed with me and it wasn’t the tequila talking. I had way too much but not too much that I didn’t know he was it.


He was the one. This motorcycle man in bed with me was the man of my dreams.


I never would have guessed it would be a man like him but I knew it was. I knew it the minute I saw him across the forecourt, through the sea of people, all of them laughing, drinking, shouting, dancing, eating, necking or fighting. It wasn’t my scene but Eloise had invited me, told me I needed to become a member of the family, so I went. This was going to be my new life, I’d made that decision and I had to embrace it. So I did.


He saw me too and it was my motorcycle man who sought me out. Then he plied me with tequila but he didn’t need to. I was his the minute he sauntered through the crush to get to me, his eyes never leaving mine, his lips surrounded by that kickass goatee curved into a sexy grin. When he’d made it to me, he’d said, “Hey,” in a deep, gravelly voice, and that was it.


Then we shot tequila, talked a bit and laughed a lot.


An hour later, he took my hand and guided me to a room in the motorcycle club’s Compound, and now, several hours later, I was naked in bed with him having been given so many orgasms I lost count and I knew he was it. He was the shadowy-faced man I’d been daydreaming about since I could remember. And it wasn’t the orgasms, it was him making me laugh a lot, drink a lot and feel so unbelievably, fantastically alive while the party raged around us.


This man called Tack loved life and knew how to live it to its fullest. And I knew, as crazy as it sounded, that I was going to live my life to its fullest by his side.


I was on my belly in bed, my arms crossed on the pillow, my cheek resting on them, my head turned away from him. I turned my head his way and looked up at him.


Dark, longish, somewhat unruly, definitely sexy hair with a hint of gray interspersed in it. Blue eyes with pale lines radiating from the sides that I knew, I just knew, came from laughing. A dark goatee around his mouth, the bit at his chin overlong in a biker way that was too cool for words. Fantastic tattoos slithering up his defined arms, broad shoulders and muscled neck along with one on his ripped chest and a big one on his back. The rest of his body hard and strong, I knew because with great relish I’d acquainted myself with every centimeter.


Beautiful. Perfect. Not my type and I never would have thought a man like him, a biker guy, a motorcycle man, rough and ready for anything, would be my type. But now that I found the man of my dreams, I knew he was perfect.


“I’m awake,” I whispered, and a whisper was all I could manage. My throat was clogged with joy and excitement. I’d been waiting for him forever and here he was.


I knew when I’d jumped off the roller coaster that had been my life, I was doing the right thing and here he was. Living, breathing, gorgeous, tattooed, gravelly voiced, great with his hands, mouth and other parts of his anatomy proof that I was absolutely right.


His hand left my skin to smack my ass lightly before he said, “Time to get to your own bed, darlin’.”


I blinked but the rest of my body froze.


He moved.


He exited the bed, grabbed his jeans and yanked them on. Then he sauntered to a door off the room, not even so much as glancing back as he said, “Leave your number and close the door on your way out, would you, Red?”


Then he disappeared behind the door and shut it behind him.















CHAPTER ONE



I’ll Make You Coffee


IT WAS TEN to eight when I held my breath and turned off Broadway into the wide, cement-covered drive that took me around the big warehouse auto supply store that was part of Ride’s operation. I made it to the forecourt of the three-bay garage that was the other part of Ride’s operation.


I studied the mammoth garage as I approached.


Ride Custom Cars and Bikes, my new place of employment, was world famous. Movie stars and Saudi Arabian sheiks bought cars and bikes from them. Their cars and bikes had been in magazines and they were commissioned for movies. Everyone in Denver knew about them. Hell, everyone in Colorado knew about them, and I was pretty sure most everyone in the United States too. I was pretty sure of this because I knew not that first thing about custom cars and bikes. In fact, I knew nothing about non-custom cars and bikes, but I still knew about Ride.


I also knew the Chaos Motorcycle Club owned the garage and four auto supply stores, this one in Denver, one in Boulder, another in Colorado Springs and the last one that just opened in Fort Collins. I knew the Chaos Motorcycle Club too. They were famous because of Ride and because many of their rough-and-ready-looking members had been photographed with their custom bikes and cars.


I also knew them because I’d partied with them.


And that day I was starting as the new office manager of the garage.


And that day was only one, single day after I’d been laid by Tack, the president of Chaos Motorcycle Club and, essentially, my boss.


And lastly, that day was only one single day and one single night after Tack had slam, bam, thank you ma’am’ed me.


“God,” I whispered to my windshield as I parked in front and just beside the steps that led up to the door next to the triple bays of the garage, a door with a sign over it that said “Office,” “I’m such a stupid, stupid, idiot.”


But I wasn’t an idiot. No, I was a slut.


I didn’t know how to cope with being a slut. I’d never been one before. I did not jump into bed with men I barely knew. I did not have flights of fancy where I thought they were beautiful, perfect, motorcycle man daydreams come to life and therefore did tequila shots with them and then had hours of wild, crazy, delicious, fantastic sex with them.


That was not me at all.


I was not the kind of person who lived life like Tack did. I was thirty-five and I had lived a careful, quiet, risk-free life. I weighed decisions. I measured pros versus cons. I wrote lists. I made plans. I organized. I thought ahead. I never took one step where I wasn’t absolutely certain where my foot would land. And if I found myself in a situation that was unsure, I exited said situation, pronto.


Until two months ago, when I looked at my life and the toxic people in it and I knew I had to get out.


So I got out. I didn’t plan it. I didn’t measure the pros and cons. I didn’t organize my exit strategy. I didn’t think ahead. When I’d had the epiphany and realized where I was, how dangerous it was, how unhealthy it was, I had no idea where I’d land when I jumped off the ride that was my life. I just straightened from my desk chair at work, grabbed my personal belongings, shoved them in a box and walked out. I didn’t even tell my boss I was going. I just went.


And I didn’t go back.


For the next two months I bought the paper every Wednesday and opened it to the want ads section. On each page of the want ads, I closed my eyes and pointed. If I was qualified for the job my finger touched, I applied for it.


That was the extent of my plan.


My best friend, Lanie, thought I was nuts. I couldn’t say she was wrong. I had no idea what I was doing, why I was doing it, where I was going and what would happen once I got there.


All I knew was that I had to do it.


So I was.


Now I was here and here was where I decided I needed to be. I’d spent all day the day before trying to figure out if I should show for my new job or not. I’d screwed everything up, literally, and I hadn’t even started the job yet. I didn’t want to see Tack. I never wanted to see him again. The very thought was so humiliating, I felt my skin burning and I had that very thought nearly constantly since I slid out of his bed, dressed and, mortified, slithered out of his room.


But I had been out of work for two months. I had a nest egg but I also had a mortgage. I had to find employment. I had to start my life again. Whatever I was supposed to be doing, I had to do it. Whatever I needed to find, I had to find it.


There was no going back now. I’d jumped out of the roller coaster at the top of the crest, just before it took the plunge and I was falling.


I had to land sometime and it was here that I was going to land.


So I’d been a slut. There were lots of sluts out there, hundreds of thousands of them. Maybe millions. They went to work every day and some of them surely went to a workplace where there were people with whom they’d had sex. They probably didn’t blink. Their skin probably didn’t burn with mortification. They probably didn’t care. They probably just found a new workmate or random guy that made their heart beat faster and their skin tingle with excitement and then they slept with him. They probably liked it. No, they probably loved it.


That was part of life, wasn’t it? That was part of living, right? You did stupid stuff because it felt good and if you screwed up, you moved on. Everyone did that. Everyone.


Now, even me.


And damn it, I’d been on a scary, freaky roller coaster for a long freaking time. That whole time, I had my eyes closed and ignored the scary, freaky stuff that was happening around me. I was too scared to open my eyes and take a risk on life.


No more of that.


So I slept with my boss. Who cared?


I sucked in a deep breath, hitched my purse on my shoulder, threw the door to my car open and got out. Then I looked around the space. It was early and clearly bikers didn’t do early. There was no one there. There was a line of bikes, five of them parked in front of the Compound, which was a long, rectangular building to the side of the forecourt separating the garage from the auto supply store. There was a beat-up pickup truck parked behind the auto supply store. Nothing else. No movement. No sound.


Eloise was supposed to meet me at eight to show me the ropes. I figured I was early but I walked up the steps and tried the door anyway. It was locked. I turned to face the forecourt and looked at my watch. Seven minutes to eight.


I’d wait.


I took my purse off my shoulder, dug my cell out, slid my purse straps back over my shoulder and texted Lanie.


I’m here.


Approximately five seconds later, Lanie texted back.


OMG! Why? Are you nuts?


I’d told my best friend about the motorcycle club party I’d attended and I’d told her about my new boss’s slam, bam, thank you ma’am. I did this in an attempt to stop my skin from burning when I thought of it because every girl knew, a problem shared with her best friend was a problem lost. Though I’d learned a new life lesson, and this was that those problems mostly were discussions of what to wear on first dates or whether or not you should invest in that fabulous wrought iron wine rack from Pottery Barn and not the fact that you’d had a one-night stand with your new boss. I learned this because even after sharing with Lanie, it didn’t help.


Lanie was of a mind that I shouldn’t show at my new job and what I should do was my want-ad finger-pointing thing for another two months, or twelve, just as long as I never entered Tack’s breathing space again. Then again, Lanie had a really good job as an advertising executive and was living with her fiancé, Elliott. She didn’t have to worry about her nest egg depleting not only because she was talented, in great demand and therefore made a more than decent salary but also because Elliott was a genius computer programmer and made big bucks. Huge. She was spending ten thousand dollars on flowers alone for her wedding. Their catering budget sent my heart into spasm. And her dress cost more than my car.


My thumb went across the number pad and I texted back, Not nuts. I need a paycheck.


Five seconds later, Lanie texted, What if you see him?


I was prepared for that and I’d spent a lot of time preparing for seeing Tack again. Indeed, I’d spent all night doing it considering I had all of two hours of sleep.


If I see him, I see him, I texted back. I’m embracing my inner slut.


To this, I received, You don’t have an inner slut!!! You’re Tyra Masters. Tyra Masters is NOT a slut!!!


She is now, I replied, adding, or she was Saturday night.


No more flying solo, Lanie texted in return, then right on its heels came, Any and all future social events you attend, I’m your wingman.


I smiled at my phone, heard a door slam and my head came up. Then my lungs seized.


Shit! There was Tack standing outside the door to the Club’s Compound. He was wearing faded jeans, motorcycle boots and a skin-tight white t-shirt. Even from a distance I could see his hair was a sexy, messy bed head. And I knew why since he was currently making out with a tall, thin, dark-haired woman, and when I say making out, I mean making out. They were going at it, her hands at his fantastic ass, his hands at hers.


God, I’d been in his bed Saturday night and he had a new woman in his bed last night, Sunday. And he hadn’t walked me to the door and made out with me to say good-bye. Hell, he hadn’t even said good-bye.


Damn.


I closed my eyes tight and swallowed and when I did, it hurt… a lot.


Okay, maybe I couldn’t do this.


I opened my eyes and pinned them to the phone, my thumb flying over the number pad.


He just walked out of the Compound, I told Lanie.


Two seconds later, I received, OMG!!!!


He’s making out with a brunette, I informed her.


OMG!! OMG!!! OMG!!!! Get out of there! Lanie texted back.


I heard an engine cough to life and lifted my head to see the brunette in the beat-up pickup. My eyes slid to Tack to see his on me. My gaze shot back to the truck to see the brunette was waving at Tack but he was done with her. I knew this because she was waving at him but when I looked back to him he was not paying a bit of attention to her and was walking my way.


I looked back down at my phone and typed in, She’s taking off. He’s coming to me.


I sent my message and stared at the phone, not lifting my head and trying hard not to bite my lip or, say, have an embarrassment-induced seizure.


“Red,” I heard when my phone beeped in my hand, and luckily I didn’t have to lift my head immediately because I was reading Lanie’s latest message.


Escape, Tyra, go, go, go!!!!


“Red,” I heard from closer, and I finally lifted my head to see that Tack was three of the eight steps up and climbing toward me.


He looked good. Everything about him looked good. The way his clothes fit. The way his hair looked like he’d just got out of bed and run his fingers through it. The way those lines radiated out the sides of his eyes. The way his body moved.


Nope, I couldn’t be a slut. I should have listened to Lanie.


“Hey,” I forced out.


My skin started burning and I was pretty sure it was pink top to toe as his eyes slid the length of me. When he made it to the top of the steps, he looked down at me and he didn’t look happy.


“What’re you doin’ here?” he asked.


I stared at him, surprised. I mean, I’d told him on Saturday night I was his new office manager.


Didn’t I?


So I said, “I work here.”


“You what?”


“I work here.”


His eyes did a top-to-toe again then he repeated after me, “You work here.”


“Yes, Eloise hired me. I’m taking over for her. I’m your new office manager.”


He stared down at me and he didn’t look any less unhappy. In fact, he looked unhappier.


Then he stated, “You’re shittin’ me.”


I fought against biting my lip again, succeeded and shook my head.


Apparently, Tack wasn’t a big fan of working alongside women he’d loved and left. Or, in my case, loved and then kicked out of his bed.


I found this interesting, not in a good way, but it was interesting nonetheless.


Then Tack announced, “You don’t work here anymore.”


I blinked up at him as my hand automatically reached out and grasped the railing beside me.


“What?” I whispered.


“Babe, not good,” he growled. “What the fuck were you thinkin’?”


“About what?” I asked.


He leaned in and it hit my fogged, stunned, fired-before-I-even-started brain that he was even unhappier than before, and I had to admit, it was a little scary.


“I do not work with bitches who’ve had my dick in their mouth,” he declared, and that was when my skin stopped burning and felt like it was combusting.


“But,” I started when I could speak again, “I thought I told you I was your new office manager.”


“You did not,” he returned.


“I’m pretty sure I did,” I told him.


“You didn’t,” he replied.


“No, I think I did.”


He leaned even closer to me and growled, “Red. You. Did. Not.”


“Okay,” I whispered because he was now definitely scaring me but also because I actually wasn’t pretty sure I did, I was just kind of sure I did.


“I do not fuck anyone who’s got my signature on their paycheck,” he again made his opinion perfectly clear, and my mind raced to find a solution to this new dilemma at the same time it struggled with fighting back the urge to run as fast as I could to my car and peel right the heck out of Ride Custom Cars and Bikes forecourt and get as far away from this freaking scary guy as I could.


I mean, what was I thinking? I thought he was beautiful. Perfect. My motorcycle dream man.


Boy, was I wrong. Very, very wrong. He wasn’t. He was a rough-and-ready motorcycle man, the president of a motorcycle club, and he was downright frightening.


With effort, I pulled myself together.


Then I told him, “Okay, that works for me. Minor blip. We forget it happened and since it’s never going to happen again, we move on from this and you don’t have to break your no-sleeping-with-employees rule in order to, um… employ me.”


“We forget it happened?” he asked, looking even angrier.


“Uh… yeah,” I answered.


“The rule’s broken, babe, no unbreaking it,” he returned.


“It’s not broken,” I told him.


“Red, it’s broken.”


“It isn’t.”


“It is.”


“It isn’t,” I stated, and he opened his mouth to speak again, his face hard, his eyes flashing and I quickly went on to explain my reasoning. “See, you said you don’t sleep with anyone who’s got your signature on their paycheck. Eloise hired me but I hadn’t actually started. So, I didn’t have your signature on my paycheck because I’d only had the job offer. I wasn’t actually doing the job. I walk in that door,” I pointed to the office door, “that’s when I’m your employee and since we’re not, erm… you know… and won’t again, then, technically, you didn’t break your rule and, um… won’t.”


“I know what you taste like,” he informed me of something I already knew.


This was an odd and slightly rude thing to share so I had no response.


“And what you sound like when you come,” he continued being rude.


This was not getting better and I clenched my teeth to stop myself biting my lip.


“And how fuckin’ greedy you are,” he went on. “Babe, you think you’re around I’m not gonna want seconds, you’re fuckin’ crazy.”


I blinked.


Then I asked quietly, “What?”


“Darlin’, you’re the greediest piece of ass I’ve had in my bed in a long fuckin’ time. I got a taste for greedy, you think I’m not gonna take it?”


Now he was definitely being rude.


“I’m not greedy,” I whispered.


He leaned back. “Jesus, you fuckin’ are. So fuckin’ hungry, you nearly wore me out. And, darlin’, that’s sayin’ something.”


This was already not fun and it was getting less fun by the second.


“Can we not talk about this?” I requested.


“Yeah, absolutely, we can not talk about this. That works for me. It also works for me you showed since you didn’t leave your number before you took off on Saturday. So give me your number, get your ass in your car and I’ll call you when I got a taste for you.”


Oh my God. Did he just say that?


I felt the blood stop rushing through my veins as my entire body solidified.


“Did you just say that?” I asked when I got my lips moving again.


“Red, give me your number, get your ass in your car and I’ll call you when it’s time for us to play again.”


He did. He did just say that because he’d also just mostly repeated it.


I clenched my teeth again but this time for a different reason.


Then I asked, “Do you know my name?”


“What?” he asked back.


“My name,” I stated. “I told you my name Saturday night and I know I did so don’t tell me I didn’t.” And I did. I absolutely, totally told him my name. In fact, I’d done it at least three times when he kept calling me “Red.”


“You’re shittin’ me,” he said again.


“Stop saying I’m shitting you. I’m not. What’s my name?” I demanded to know.


“Babe, who cares? We don’t need names” was his unbelievable answer.


“Ohmigod,” I whispered. “You’re a jerk.”


“Red—”


“Totally a jerk.” I kept whispering and he crossed his arms on his chest.


“Two choices, Red, give me your number, get your ass in your car, get outta here and wait for my call or just get your ass in your car and get outta here. You got five seconds.”


“I’m not getting in my car,” I told him. “I’m waiting for Eloise to come and show me the ropes then I’m going to work.”


“You are not gonna work here,” he returned.


“I am,” I shot back.


“No, you aren’t.”


“I am.”


“Babe, not gonna say it again, you aren’t.”


That was when I lost it and I didn’t know why. I wasn’t the type to lose it. You didn’t lose it when you planned every second of your life. Caution and losing it did not go together.


But I lost it.


I planted my hands on my hips, took a step toward him and lifted up on my toes to get in his face.


“Now, you listen to me, scary biker dude,” I snapped. “I need this job. I haven’t worked in two months and I need this job. I can’t wait two more months or longer to find another job. I need to work now.” His blue eyes burned into mine in a way that felt physical but I kept right on talking. “So you’re good-looking, have great tats and a cool goatee. So you caught my eye and I caught yours. We had sex. Lots of sex. It was good. So what? That was then, this is now. We’re not going to play, not again. We’re done playing. I’m going to come in at eight, leave at five, do my job, and you’re going to be my scary biker dude boss, sign my paychecks, do my performance evaluations and maybe, if you’re nice, I’ll make you coffee. Other than that, you don’t exist for me and I don’t exist for you. What we had, we had. It’s over. I’m moving on and how I’m moving on is, I’m… working… this… job.”


I stopped talking and realized I was breathing heavy. I also realized his eyes were still burning into mine. I knew he was still angry but there was something else there, something I didn’t get because I didn’t know him and I couldn’t read him. But whatever it was, it was scarier than just him being angry, which, frankly, was scary enough.


When he spoke, he did it softly. “You think, Red, right now, I put my hands and mouth on you in about two minutes you wouldn’t be pantin’ to be flat on your back, legs wide open in my bed?”


At his words, I forgot how scary he was and hissed, “You’re unbelievable.”


“I’m right,” he fired back.


“Touch me, you bought yourself a lawsuit,” I retorted acidly.


“You are so full of shit,” he returned.


“Try me,” I invited hostilely, though I didn’t want him to. Not that I thought he was right, but because he was a jerk. A huge jerk. And I’d just decided I’d rather be touched by any man currently residing on death row before I wanted Tack to touch me again.


“Is everything okay?” we both heard, and our heads turned to look down the steps to see Eloise at the bottom looking up at us with wide eyes.


I opened my mouth to say something to Eloise, what, I had no idea, but before I could speak, Tack did.


“You tell her she wears that fancy-ass shit to work again, her ass is canned,” Tack growled, and I watched Eloise’s body jerk in surprise.


She was in jeans, a tight t-shirt and high-heeled sandals and I was in a pencil skirt, blouse and high-heeled pumps; therefore I had to admit I definitely made a mistake on the dress code but it wasn’t worth termination.


I looked to him to see his eyes cut to me. “And you,” he said, “I taste you again, any way I can taste you, and I will, Red, trust me, you’re gone. Outta here. Get me?”


“You won’t,” I declared, and he glared at me then his eyes moved over my face. They did this for a while and while they did this, they changed. I could swear I watched the anger leak clean out of them and something else, something curious, something warm and therefore something far more frightening filled them.


His warm blue eyes locked on mine and he muttered, “We’ll see.”


Then he stepped away, jogged down the steps, sauntered to a bike, threw a leg over it, started it, backed it out and roared away.


“What was that?” Eloise asked. I jumped and turned to see she was standing at my side.


“I don’t think I made a good first impression on my new boss,” I answered. Eloise was staring after Tack but at my words she looked at me, eyes still wide, so I pulled my I-can-do-this mask over my face, smiled at her and cried, “Oh well, never mind! He’ll come around. Now, let’s get crackin’.”


And I turned to the office door.















CHAPTER TWO



Bring It On


IT WAS DAY three at Ride. Eloise was gone, I was on my own and I had no idea what I was doing.


It would seem it was important to know a little bit about cars and bikes in order to be the office manager of a garage that made custom ones. Eloise did the best she could in the two days she had to show me around, but she had a job in Vegas to get to. She was a blackjack dealer as well as a garage office manager. Her man had already left to start his new job there and she had to get her ass out there (her words) because her man was getting impatient. Seemed there weren’t many women who were equipped to run the office of a garage, or at least not ones that would meet Chaos MC (short for Motorcycle Club, one of the few things Eloise taught me that sank in) standards, and therefore her hiring efforts took longer than she expected.


She did not share what Chaos MC standards were but apparently they didn’t include knowing that first thing about cars and bikes.


The good thing about these two days was that after Tack roared off on his bike after our incident, I only saw him twice. The first, he was roaring in when I was leaving the first day. The second, he was standing, hands planted on hips outside the back door of the auto supply store talking to two other rough-and-ready motorcycle dudes. His back was to me and the conversation looked unhappy. I had a list in my purse and was on my way to get lunch for Eloise, the mechanics and me so I didn’t pay much attention. When I returned, Tack and the two rough-and-ready dudes were nowhere to be seen and didn’t return before I left.


Now I was back, my third day, my first without Eloise, and Tack was there. I knew this because, as I drove up at ten to eight, one of the big bay doors was open and he was bent over the engine of a bright, cherry red car. His head turned to watch me drive in but that was all I saw because after I caught the initial glimpse, I studiously avoided looking at him as I parked. I equally studiously put him out of my mind as I grabbed the box of donuts I brought for the mechanics, got out of my car, unlocked the office, turned on the lights and computer then started coffee.


Forty-five minutes later, some of the boys were in. I could hear them and a few had been in for coffee and a donut. I was sitting behind the desk, sipping coffee, staring at an order for parts I was clicking into the computer, no part I knew what the hell it was and the notes I was using that were scribbled on a scrap of paper looked like Sanskrit, when the door that led into the garages opened.


My eyes slid to it as my mouth started to form a smile for who I thought would be one of the mechanics when Tack walked in.


My smile froze. Then my eyes went back to the computer screen.


I tried to pretend he wasn’t there but I failed at pretending. I knew exactly when his body stopped at the other side of my desk even though I was studiously avoiding looking at it.


“Thought I told you ’bout those clothes, Red,” he growled.


I didn’t pry my eyes away from the computer screen, took a sip from my coffee and kept clicking the mouse.


“You don’t have an Employee Handbook,” I informed the computer screen.


“Say again?” he demanded.


My eyes slid to the side and up.


Damn, he was gorgeous. Another white t-shirt, skin tight across the wall of his chest, broad shoulders and lean abs, this tee stained with grease. His hands were also stained with grease even though he was carrying a grease-stained cloth. He’d obviously wiped them and, from the look of it, so had every other mechanic, all of them about ten thousand times.


I made a note to self to look into laundering the guys’ grease rags as I repeated, “You don’t have an Employee Handbook.”


“So?” Tack asked, his hands going to his faded jeans-clad hips, the cloth dangling from one.


“So, you don’t have an official dress code. Therefore, I can wear whatever I want. And I take this job seriously so I’m wearing serious clothes.”


And I was. Another pencil skirt, this one bone-colored. A cute little pale pink blouse with barely there sleeves and darts up my midriff. And spike-heeled, pale pink slingbacks that I thought were awesome. So awesome, I bought the blouse, another skirt and a pair of slacks to go with them, I loved those shoes so much.


“Babe, this is a garage. You don’t wear uppity, high-class shit at a garage. You wear jeans at a garage.”


I straightened away from the computer and swiveled my chair to him, my head tipping back as I did so.


“Would you like me to draft an Employee Handbook that includes a dress code?” I asked.


“Yeah, Red, you do that,” Tack replied.


“Certainly.” I nodded. “Do you have a deadline?”


“End of business today.”


I blinked. Then I said, “That’s impossible. With everything else I need to do, that’ll take a week. Maybe two.”


“You got until the end of business. And I need those parts ordered and I wanna go over the order before you send it.”


Oh boy. Now I was beginning to panic. I was working on the order and I didn’t want to mess it up. Since I had a very loose hold on all that I was doing, I was certain I’d mess it up.


“It’ll be ready in an hour,” I told him, probably stupidly as it was highly doubtful I could learn Sanskrit in an hour and I knew for certain I couldn’t learn anything about cars and bikes in an hour.


“You don’t got an hour. I’m leavin’ in thirty minutes. You got thirty minutes,” he replied.


Damn!


“Fine,” I bit off.


He scowled at me then he turned away but stopped dead.


“Shit,” he muttered and twisted his torso to look back at me. “You bring in those donuts?”


“Yes,” I answered.


“Why?”


“Why not?”


“ ‘Why not’ is not an answer to ‘why,’ Red,” Tack returned, his whole body moving now to face me again.


“The guys like donuts,” I told him.


“So?”


“So, I bought donuts for my coworkers. If you’re a nice person, it’s something you do. And I’m a nice person.”


“It’s something you do when you wanna crawl up their asses and make them like you. And it’s not something you are gonna do again, got me?”


Jeez. What was with this guy?


“I was just doing something nice,” I stated the obvious and kind of repeated myself.


“So you did it. Don’t do it again,” he returned.


“It’s donuts, Tack.”


“Don’t do it again, Red.”


I glared at him. Then I asked, “Are you this big of a jerk to just me or are you this big of a jerk to everybody?”


He shoved the rag in his back pocket and crossed his arms on his chest as he said, “Listen, darlin’, I told you I didn’t want you workin’ here. You cannot be surprised I’m gonna be an asshole to you because I haven’t changed my mind. I don’t want you workin’ here.”


I stared up at him. Then I thought of the order for car and bike stuff I had no idea how to make. I knew my attempt would probably piss him off and maybe give him reason to fire me. Then I thought of the fact that I’d slept with him, I thought it was something special, something beautiful, and it was most definitely not. Then I thought of the fact that he didn’t want me there so why was I so fired up to be there? I didn’t like him, not at all. He was a jerk. The fact that I slept with him mortified me. The idea of dealing with him day in and day out wasn’t something that filled me with delight. Sure, I liked some of the guys in the garage and when they came in, they gabbed like women, but I hadn’t bonded with any of them.


So what on earth was I doing?


“Fine,” I stated and looked back at the computer screen.


“What?” Tack asked.


“Fine,” I repeated to the computer screen then went on to explain to the monitor, “Eloise didn’t have enough time to teach me the ropes. I don’t know what I’m doing. You’re going to figure that out in thirty minutes. You don’t like me. I really don’t like you,” just my eyes slid to him, “so, fine. I’ll finish out the day and then you won’t see me again.”


Tack’s brows went up. “You slap me with attitude twice for this job and then you give in, easy as that?”


“I’m not going to work in a place where I can’t eat donuts,” I informed him, looked back at the computer screen and started tapping away. “You crossed the line with that one. So, yeah, easy as that.”


Then I took another sip of coffee.


“I thought you needed this job,” Tack said.


“I’ll find another job where I can wear my fabulous pink slingbacks without putting up with annoying, unnecessary, scary biker dude hassle.”


“So, you’re sayin’, you get in my face about keeping this job and then you give in ’cause you can’t wear sex kitten shoes and eat donuts?”


My eyes moved back to him. “Yeah, handsome, that’s what I’m saying.”


He stared at me. I stared back at him. Then his face relaxed and his lips, surrounded by that kickass goatee, curled up into a sexy-as-all-hell grin.


“Jesus, Red, tell me, when you’re such a pain in the ass, why do I seriously wanna fuck you right now?”


It felt like a strong, heavy hand pressed hard on my chest, pushing all the air out of my lungs.


“Don’t be coarse,” I snapped.


His eyebrows went up again. “Coarse?”


“Coarse, vulgar, uncouth… rude,” I explained.


His sexy grin turned into an even sexier smile. “Only way I can be, darlin’, ’cause all that’s me.”


“Well, good. Another reason for me to quit.”


“You’re not quittin’,” he declared, and it was my turn for my eyebrows to go up.


“Pardon?”


“You’re not quittin’,” he repeated.


That hand at my chest pressed deeper. “I thought you didn’t want me working here.”


He jerked his chin up. “Changed my mind, babe.”


“You changed your mind?” I asked.


“Yeah, and I changed my mind about your clothes and the donuts too. Bring whatever you want for the boys. Wear whatever you want. Especially those tight skirts that remind me how great your ass feels and those sex kitten shoes that make me want to feel their heels digging in my back.”


Ohmigod! Could he be more of a jerk?


“You can’t talk to me like that,” I informed him bitingly.


“I can’t?” he asked.


“No. It’s sexual harassment.”


He smiled again. “Darlin’, don’t think I have to remind you that you took a job, you knew I was your boss, you came to what amounts to a company party and then you fucked my brains out. I didn’t harass you. You walked with me straight to my bed and you participated fully in everything we did in that bed. You could try but you’d have a hard fuckin’ time convincin’ anyone I’m harassin’ you.”


This was, unfortunately, true.


“I’m quitting,” I announced firmly.


“So quit,” he returned. “I can’t chain you to that chair. It isn’t me who’s gotta look in the mirror in the mornin’ and know I’m a coward.”


My body jolted straight in my chair.


“What?” I snapped.


“Babe, you took this job knowin’ it’d be a challenge and you fought for it knowin’ how that challenge changed. Now, two days in, your first head-to-head with me, you’re givin’ up. That’s bullshit and it’s weak. That’s the way a coward would act. You give in, you gotta look in the mirror and know that shit. I don’t. So you wanna quit, quit. That shit ain’t on me, it’s on you. You can live with that…” He trailed off and shrugged.


“So you wanted me to go, and I’m going, now you’re trying to goad me into staying?” I asked with easy-to-read disbelief.


“I’m tellin’ you the way it is. You’re sittin’ on your sweet ass in that sweet skirt knowin’ you’re gonna give in eventually and warm my bed. This isn’t about donuts, Red, it’s about you bein’ weak. So don’t try to bullshit me because I know your play and I’m callin’ you on it.”


“I am not going to warm your bed!” I fired back.


“Oh yeah you are,” Tack returned.


“You don’t even know my name,” I retorted.


“Nope, and I didn’t before when you sucked my cock, I ate you, you fucked me hard and I fucked you harder. Didn’t bother you then.”


“I thought you knew my name!” My voice was rising.


He bent at the waist, put a fist to my desk and said quietly, “If that what it takes for you, baby, then tell me, we’ll go to the Compound and I guarantee you’ll enjoy an extended break.”


“Go to hell, Tack,” I hissed.


“Or we can just lock the doors, close the blinds and I’ll do you on your desk.”


Total. Freaking. Jerk!


“Go to hell,” I repeated.


“Or, if you’re into that shit, we don’t have to lock the doors and close the blinds.”


I glared at him. He held my glare and did it with his lips twitching.


After we had our staring contest for a while, he whispered what sounded like a dare: “Gonna quit?”


“No,” I snapped, his lips stopped twitching because he grinned and then I finished, “Not until I find another job. You’re right. I need this job. I’ll start looking immediately and I promise to give you notice.”


“Right,” he muttered, still grinning.


“And in the meantime, I will warn you that I have no clue what I’m doing.”


“I’m patient, baby,” he said softly, and I knew he wasn’t talking about me getting car and bike part orders right.


“Well, that’s good because you’re going to have to be,” I returned then added, “Very patient.”


“You’ll get it in the end,” he muttered, his meaning clear.


“You’re unbelievable,” I whispered irately.


“Yeah, I think you whispered that in my ear Saturday night,” he whispered back, not, I noted, in the least irately.


It was safe to say I was done.


“I have a lot of work to screw up, Tack. Do you want to stop annoying me so I can do it?”


“Sure,” he agreed. I glared at him. Then, without warning and so fast I couldn’t avoid it, his hand was curled around the back of my head. He pulled me to him, leaned into me and I had to execute evasive maneuvers not to have a desk covered in coffee.


I forgot all about the coffee when I noted his eyes were so close they were all I could see.


“To be fair, baby, I’m givin’ you a warning,” he said quietly.


“Let me go,” I demanded just as quietly, mostly because I was freaking out.


“I want somethin’, I get it.”


“Let me go,” I repeated.


“Only once I didn’t. That shit ain’t happenin’ to me again.”


“Tack—”


“You’ve been warned, Red,” he whispered, and I watched his eyes drop to my mouth.


I held my breath and put pressure on his hand at my head. I was concentrating on both of these things so hard, I lost track of his other hand until I felt his fingers against my cheek. His thumb was sliding along my lower lip before I could do anything to stop it.


Then he released me, turned and, without another word or look, he sauntered out the door.


When the door closed behind him, I sucked in breath, closed my eyes tight and kept breathing deep until I felt my heart slow and my lower lip stopped tingling.


I opened my eyes and stared at the door.


Then I whispered, “I’m not coward and I’m not going to be your plaything. I don’t know where I’m going or what I’m doing but I do know I’m Tyra Sidney Masters and Tyra Sidney Masters is not a coward and she’s not a plaything. That’s what I know. So, Tack Whoever-You-Are, bring it on.”


Then I turned to the computer and royally screwed up the order.















CHAPTER THREE



Only I Call You Red


“HEY, LENNY,” I called loudly to the mechanic (or body guy or whatever he was) closest to the door leading to my office. The big man in blue coveralls straightened, shoved back his welding mask and turned to me.


“Yo!” he replied.


“Do you know where Tack is?” I asked.


It was precisely thirty-seven minutes since my last encounter with Tack (I had timed it). I had the what I was sure was screwed-up printed parts order in my hand along with the Sanskrit notes and a pen. I was hoping Tack had already taken off and when he returned, he’d promptly come in and fire me due to the lateness of the order being completed as well as the fact it clearly stated I had no clue what I was doing.


These hopes were dashed when Lenny’s eyes slid to the door of the bay and he jerked his head toward them.


“Out there, Tyra. Compound,” he yelled over the garage noise. I looked toward the door but couldn’t see anything so I walked down the steps and through the garage toward the doors.


Then I saw him. He was standing, back to me, at the line of bikes in front of the Compound. He was with two other bikers. There were more bikes there today. Eight, I counted as I walked across the forecourt, my heels clicking against the cement, my eyes squinting against the powerful, bright July sun of a Denver day.


I was ten feet away when the attention of the two bikers with Tack shifted to me and I was seven feet away when Tack’s body turned and his eyes hit me.


I will not blush, act like an idiot or a shrew. I will be professional. This is a job. Only a job. He’s my boss. He’s a handsome one but a jerky one and I slept with him, but he’s just my boss. I embrace my inner slut. Sluts wouldn’t blush, act like idiots or shrews. They would just go about their business. Therefore, I am a slut and I am proud, I said to myself as I approached.


I stopped close to their huddle and looked at the two bikers. One was huge, tall, blond, his long hair pulled back in a ponytail at the base of his neck. He had blue eyes, lighter and grayer than Tack’s (which were a blue so pure it was nearly sapphire, no joke), and he was really cute in a rough-and-ready way. The other was also tall with a full beard that needed a trim and it needed that trim about two years ago. He had long russet brown hair that he’d bunched up at the back of his head in a man-bun. He also, unlike Tack and the blond guy, had a hint of a beer gut.


“Hey,” I said, my eyes pinned to the two other men when I stopped at them. “Sorry to interrupt. Do you mind? I need Tack but this won’t take a minute.”


“Not at all, darlin’,” the brown-haired guy said.


I smiled at him. “Thanks,” I muttered then looked at Tack and wiped the smile clean off my face, something he saw which made him press his lips together at the same exact time his eyes lit with what could not be mistaken as anything other than humor. “The order,” I announced curtly, holding out the papers and pen. “You can look over it. The notes Eloise gave me are on top. And there’s a pen so you can make any changes.”


I knew there would be changes so when he reached out with his left hand to take the papers and pen from me, I took a quick step away and went on, “You can bring it back to the office and I’ll make any changes before submitting it.” I looked at the boys and finished, “Sorry, gents, and thanks. You can go back to talking now.”


I started to turn away and found my progress halted when a strong arm wrapped around my waist and I found myself three feet from where I was half a second before. I also found my front plastered against Tack’s side, his arm an iron band around my waist.


“Brick and Dog won’t mind I look at this here, Red,” Tack told me when I tipped my head up to stare at him.


I heard his words but had no response since I was pretty certain my lips were parted in shock and surprise that he was suddenly holding me plastered to his side. I was also pretty certain my eyes were wide for the same reasons. And lastly, I was definitely certain I forgot just how hard and lean his body was because feeling my soft one pressed to his rock-solid one acutely reminded me of this fact.


Before I could recover, a rough voice came at me and I dazedly turned my head to look at the dark-haired guy. “You the new office girl?”


“Uh… yeah,” I answered as I put pressure on the arm around my waist, something which made the iron turn to steel.


“Brick,” he stated.


I nodded, still putting pressure on the arm. “Hey, Brick.”


“Dog,” the blond man said. My eyes went to his face to see his gaze on Tack’s arm around my waist and a grin playing at his lips.


I’d seen them both at the party but I hadn’t met either of them. I also had a feeling they’d seen me at the party with Tack and very likely had seen me walk to the Compound and disappear inside it for hours, also with Tack. And therefore, standing in the Colorado sun, in the forecourt of Ride Custom Cars and Bikes, pressed to Tack’s side with his arm tight around me, I had the feeling they were getting the wrong impression.


I fought the blush that was creeping along my skin and said, “Hey, Dog.”


Then I said no more.


Therefore, Brick asked, “You got a name?”


My body tensed and my eyes went to Brick. “You can call me Red.”


The steel arm tightened around my waist and my neck twisted, my head tipping back as Tack growled, “Only I call you Red, Red.”


“Why do you only call me Red?” I asked.


“Because only I do,” Tack answered.


I tipped my head to the side. “Is that really your answer?”


“Only one you’re gonna get,” he replied.


I stared up at him and he stared down at me. Then I gave up.


“Whatever,” I muttered, looking away, pulling again at his arm and not getting anywhere.


“So, again, babe, you got a name?” Brick asked, and I looked up at him to see he was smiling.


“Is the name on your birth certificate Brick?” I asked a question I was pretty sure I knew the answer to.


“No.” He gave me the answer I was pretty sure I knew.


I looked at Dog. “Is your name really Dog?”


“Nope,” Dog responded, also smiling.


I looked up at Tack and pulled again at his arm and again it was ineffectual. “And you? Did your parents name you Tack?”


“No,” he answered.


“Okay then,” I turned to the boys, “since it’s nicknames all around, I’ll answer to whatever you christen me.”


“Whatever we christen you?” Dog repeated.


“Sure,” I told him on a shrug. “I invite you to be creative.” Dog and Brick looked to each other and grinned, but I looked to Tack and demanded on a request, “Can you let me go? I have an Employee Handbook to write.”


“No,” he answered, and I felt my eyes narrow. He ignored the narrowing of my eyes and went on, “Darlin’, this order is totally fucked up.” And he shook the paper in his hand.


“I know that,” I informed him. “I told you I didn’t know what I was doing and I was going to screw it up. That’s why I brought the pen, so you could make amendments.”


He grinned. “Not enough room on this paper to write all the amendments, Red. How could you fuck this up so much when I wrote down everything I needed?” Then he shook the papers again, my eyes went to them and I realized the Sanskrit notes were his.


“Those are your notes?” I asked.


“Yeah,” he answered.


“I can’t read Sanskrit, Tack.”


“It ain’t written in Sanskrit, Red.”


“You have worse penmanship than a doctor,” I informed him.


“I can read it,” he informed me.


“Of course you can, you know what it says. To me, it’s a bunch of scratches and squiggles and since I don’t know anything about car and bike parts, I couldn’t guess very accurately. So you need to take some time and write out the changes…” I paused and concluded with emphasis,“… legibly.”


“Eloise hired an office girl who don’t know shit about cars and bikes?” Dog asked Tack, and I looked at him.


But it was Brick who answered for Tack. “Eloise hired an office girl who wears fuck-me shoes and skirts. Who cares if she don’t know shit about cars and bikes?” Then Brick looked at me. “You just take your time, sweetheart, you’ll get it.”


“Thanks.” I smiled at him, deciding to ignore his comment about my skirt and shoes being of the fuck-me variety. I thought they were cute and girly but I was a woman, they were men. Men, I knew, thought way different from women, and most of these thoughts, I knew, centered around sex so obviously cute to a woman would be something else to a man.


“You need any help, I know all about car and bike parts,” Brick offered.


I kept smiling. “Thanks, that’s sweet.”


“That’s me, I’m sweet.” Brick smiled back, and it was then I felt Tack’s body get tight. My head turned to look at him again and I saw that his neck was twisted and he was looking beyond Dog. My gaze followed his to two men walking from the door of the Compound toward our huddle. They were the two men Tack had been talking to the day before. And they were two men who didn’t look laid-back and welcoming like Brick and Dog. In fact, they looked so not laid-back and welcoming that they were more than a little scary.


When my eyes swung through Tack, Dog and Brick I saw that they, too, no longer looked laid-back and welcoming and they, too, looked more than a little scary.


Yikes!


It was then Tack’s arm gave me a squeeze and I looked up at him to see his head tipped down to me.


“Back to the office, Red. I’ll be in in a minute to go over this with you.”


I saw his face was serious and although this was an order, it was voiced quietly, even gently, and thus it felt weirdly sweet.


Therefore, I said quietly back, “All right, Tack.” I looked at the boys. “Later, guys.”


“Later, babe,” Dog murmured to me but his neck was twisted to the two men who were now close.


“Later, girl,” Brick muttered. He also was watching the two men.


Tack let me go. I smiled politely at the two men who were now stopping at the biker huddle then I turned and skedaddled across the cement of the forecourt, my heels clicking loudly as I went, all the while wondering what in the hell that was all about.















CHAPTER FOUR



Do You Want a Donut?


I WAS PLAGIARIZING an Employee Handbook I’d downloaded from the Internet when the outside door to my office opened and sunlight shone through around the dark outline of Tack’s body.


Great, I thought.


“Hey,” I said.


“Red,” he replied and walked toward me, demanding, “call up the order.”


“Okeydoke,” I muttered, professional efficiency personified. I turned back to the computer screen and started clicking the mouse to call up the order. The screen with the order on it was loading when I felt movement close to me and heard papers rustling. I twisted my torso and looked up to see Tack plant his ass smack on the top of my desk, pinning me in my chair turned toward the computer with his muscled thigh.


“Um… could you not sit on my desk?” I requested.


“No,” he replied.


“I asked nice,” I told him.


“Answer’s still no,” he told me.


I stared up at him. He stared down at me. He didn’t look serious like he looked outside before I left him, Dog and Brick. He didn’t look laid-back and amused either. I didn’t know what he looked like but I sensed everything was not okay.


“Is everything okay?” I asked.


“No,” he answered with surprising honesty.


Oh boy.


Perhaps there was dissent in the ranks of the Chaos MC. This was probably not good. And it was probably even more not good if you were the president of the Chaos MC.


And because of this, for some insane reason, likely because I found the consumption of donuts soothed a variety of things that were not so good, I found myself asking, “Do you want a donut?”


He stared at me a beat and he did this with a strange intensity, something I did not get working behind his eyes.


Then, before I got it, he answered, “No.”


“Have you had breakfast?”


“It’s after ten o’clock, Red.”


“Have you had breakfast?” I repeated.


“No.”


“Then you need a donut.”


“I don’t need a donut.”


“Okay,” I gave in. “Do you want coffee?”


“No, babe, I don’t want coffee. I don’t want a donut. I want to sort out this order, get it sent and then I got shit to do.”


I now knew what he looked like because he sounded like it too, and that was impatient.


“Okeydoke,” I whispered and turned to the screen.


This was a mistake because one second later, I felt Tack’s heat against my back. I felt this because he’d leaned in close. Then his hand covered mine on the mouse, his finger settling on mine, pressing in to click as he moved out of the order screen and back to the menu. Then, without a word or any instruction, he continued clicking through the screens, ordering the parts he needed, upping the numbers when necessary by clicking on arrows, then he went to our on-line basket and removed practically everything I’d added that morning. He did this quickly, with practiced ease, and the only time it took was waiting for the different screens to load.


“Uh…” I mumbled when I fought back the haze created by the rapidly flashing screens filling my eyes. “I’m not learning anything.”


“You learn somethin’, you don’t need to come to me to help you.”


I blinked at the screen. Then I twisted my neck to see his profile right there. And it was a very attractive profile. Not to mention he smelled good, a mixture of motor oil, musk and man.


Damn.


“I’d rather know what I’m doing,” I told his profile.


He kept clicking, his eyes on the screen when he replied, “And I’d rather watch you strut your ass to wherever I am when you need to sort somethin’ out.”


“Tack—”


His head turned, I got a full frontal of his face up close, and stopped speaking.


“Red,” he said softly. “You entered the game, it’s my game, babe, you play it my way.”


“I don’t want to play games,” I told him.


“Oh yeah, you do,” he told me, and I shook my head.


“I want to do my job,” I stated.


“You get to do that too,” he returned.


“Not very well, if I don’t know what I’m doing,” I said. “It’ll be annoying to have to find you every time I run up against something I don’t understand.”


“You’ll get used to it.”


I stared at him, feeling my blood pressure rising, then I pulled my face back an inch and his hand on mine on the mouse tightened.


“Listen, seriously,” I started. “This is ridiculous. Can’t we just move on?”


“No.”


Argh!


“All right, fine.” I set my face and turned it to the computer screen, announcing, “You’re not the only person here who knows cars and bikes. Brick said he’d help. I know Lenny knows what he’s doing considering he’s a mechanic or a body guy or something but whatever he is, he is what he is around cars so he has to know what he’s doing. They might even be able to decipher your handwriting. I’ll be perfectly fine.”


“You ask anyone for help, Red, not only you but they’ll answer to me,” Tack warned. I tore my eyes from the screen to look at him to see he was gazing at the monitor then his finger pressed mine and the mouse clicked.


I looked back at the screen to see it said our order was submitted.


“Tack! You submitted the order and I didn’t even get a chance to scrutinize it!” I snapped.


“Babe, have you not been listening?”


I turned to glare up at him, yanking my hand from under his on the mouse then instantly finding it caught, his fingers curling around mine tight, and then my hand was resting on his rock-hard thigh.


Crap.


“Tack,” I clipped, still glaring at him and now pulling in vain on my hand.


He ignored me and said outrageously, “I gotta go. Tip your face back further for me, baby, I wanna give you a kiss before I do.”


My stomach plummeted in a way that wasn’t altogether unpleasant even as I felt my eyebrows rise as did my voice. “Are you nuts?”


“No,” he replied calmly, his eyes moving over my face and settling on my mouth before he muttered, “Remember your mouth. It was near as sweet as other parts of you.”


Ohmigod!


I felt my eyes narrow mainly because he was too much and none of the too much he was was good.


I yanked at my hand. His fingers curled tighter and his other hand came up to wrap around the side of my neck as his upper body started coming toward me. Therefore, I pulled at my neck at the same time I yanked at my hand. This not only didn’t work, it made him slide his fingers around to the back of my neck, pulling up as he bent closer and lifted my hand from his thigh to press it against his chest.


I was watching his face get closer, specifically his amazing lips surrounded by his kickass goatee. My mind took that unfortunate moment to remind me that I’d never had a man with facial hair prior to Tack and I’d liked the feeling of those lips with that goatee on various parts of me. In fact, every part they’d touched. And it was then we heard the door open.


Both our necks twisted to see a woman was standing in the door. She was pretty, with wild red hair that had liberal streaks of very fake blonde, which I couldn’t decide in that instant if I thought looked good or kind of skanky. She also had clear, light blue eyes. She was wearing biker-babe apparel of jeans, high-heeled boots and tight scoop-necked t-shirt with four buttons at the neckline, all of them undone exposing cleavage.


“Fuck,” Tack muttered right before the redhead exploded.


“You are fucking shitting me!” she, for some reason, shrieked, walking in quickly after slamming the door loudly, her eyes going squinty, her face setting hard, and I saw what I didn’t see seconds before. Her face was already hard prior to her setting it harder. There were lines around her mouth probably from smoking too much. There were also lines around her eyes that didn’t look like laugh lines, instead they looked like she got squinty-eyed pissed-off frequently. And her skin looked like someone should have introduced her to sun block about three decades ago.


I pulled at Tack’s hands and one let me go, the one at my neck. The other one dropped our hands to his thigh as his torso straightened and twisted to face her.


“Naomi, what the fuck?” he asked, and her squinty eyes cut to him.


“Are you doin’ your new office manager?” she asked.


“For fuck’s sake,” Tack growled.


“Are you doin’ your new office manager?” she repeated, her voice, unfortunately, getting louder.


“Don’t know that’s any of your business,” Tack answered, and my hand jerked spasmodically in his hold, which tightened in return.


“You don’t know that’s any of my business?” she shouted. I winced at the volume of her voice at the same time I hoped that the noise in the garage was drowning her out.


“Woman, I divorced your ass four years ago,” Tack reminded her, and I felt my lips part as I stared at Tack’s ex-wife. I could see it, considering she’d been pretty once. She wasn’t exactly pretty now, mostly because she looked and acted like a serious bitch. Furthermore, on closer inspection, the fake blonde streaks were definitely skanky. She shouldn’t have gone for champagne highlights. Instead her stylist should have recommended honey or, maybe, caramel.


“So?” she shot back.


“So?” Tack repeated with unconcealed disbelief.


“Yeah, so?” she returned.


“You’re hitched to another fuckin’ guy,” Tack replied.


“So?”


“So, who I do ain’t no business of yours and hasn’t been for four fuckin’ years,” Tack returned.


“We got kids, asshole,” she retorted.


Oh wow. Tack had kids.


“Who I do ain’t their business either unless I decide to make it their business instead ’a you makin’ it their business. Which you should not fuckin’ do but I know you will because you are one seriously twisted, stupid bitch which is the reason I divorced your ass four years ago,” Tack fired back.


Um, it seemed to me a domestic situation was brewing. It also seemed I was due a coffee break, which I decided to take immediately and take it somewhere that was not there.


I rose from my chair, muttering, “I’ll just—”


Naomi’s eyes sliced to me. “Yeah, get your ass outta here, bitch.”


That was when Tack let me go and he did this before he stood, turning to face her so he was standing between her and me. I didn’t know him very well and he’d been scary around me, very scary. But even though I had his back and I might not know him very well, no one could miss the vibes emanating from him, and those vibes were so beyond scary it was not funny. They were so beyond scary I found myself holding my breath.


“Do not,” he said softly, in a voice that seemed to slither through the room in a sinister way, “speak to Tyra like that. Do you fuckin’ hear me?”


My body locked when he said my name but my eyeballs swiveled to Naomi who was, shockingly, completely immune to the scary vibes sparking menacingly in the room.


“I’ll talk to your latest piece of ass however the fuck I want, dickhead.”


At that, Tack moved and I could swear I was watching but he went so fast, I wasn’t certain what I saw. One second they were facing off, the next the bright Denver sunshine came in through the door and the next that door was closed and both Tack and Naomi were on the other side of it.


Even so, I heard their continued conversation starting with Tack warning, “Do not test me.”


“Fuck you” was Naomi’s rejoinder.


“You came here to say somethin’, say it and get the fuck gone.”


“Kiss my ass!”


“Fuckin’ hell. Clue in, bitch, I’m done with this shit. I was done with it years ago. You got two seconds to say what you gotta say then I’m walkin’ away.” There was silence for two seconds then Tack again, “I’m walkin’ away.”


That was when Naomi said quickly, “I want her job.”


My eyes locked on the door.


Ohmigod, she wanted my job. Holy crap!


“Say again?” Tack demanded as I aimed my behind to the chair and sat in it.


“I got canned from my other job. Pipe’s outta work. I need to get somethin’ quick-like. I heard Eloise was leavin’ and I want her job.”


“Position’s filled, Naomi, and even if it wasn’t, no way your ass would be in Tyra’s chair.”


“I did that job for twelve years, Tack, no one knows it better than me,” she stated, giving me history that made me bite my lip.


“I’ll repeat, position’s filled,” Tack returned.


“Then unfill it,” she shot back. “You want your kids fed, you’ll sort shit out.”


“You got money problems, woman, Rush and Tabby got rooms at my house and I got food in the cupboards. They’re more than welcome to move in with me.”


“The kids aren’t movin’ in with you.”


“They are, you can’t feed ’em, Pipe don’t get off his fat ass and you don’t stop actin’ like a bitch and gettin’ your ass fired from job after job.”


“It wasn’t my fault!” she snapped.


“In your twisted head, it’s never your fault but it always is.”


“I came here askin’ for help and this is what I get,” she returned.


“You came here and started shoutin’, like usual, actin’ like a bitch, like usual, so yeah, this is what you get,” Tack replied.


“You know I can do that job and you also know I won’t suck your cock as part of my job description like Tyra in there will so you’re bein’ a dick even when it’s your kids who’ll suffer.”


“Naomi, I asked you to suck my cock, you’d have your mouth wrapped around it so fast, you’d break the sound barrier.”


“As usual, right up your own ass, Tack.”


“Jesus, honest to God, seriously? You need a favor, you drive here and give me shit and think you’re gonna get it? What’s the matter with you?”


“It took a lot for me to come here, Tack. And I walk into my office and have a flashback seein’ as you like to play around, you always liked to play around and you’re still fuckin’ playin’ around!”


Oh boy.


“Christ, you are fucked up. Still singin’ that song?” Tack asked.


“Still lyin’ to me that you didn’t fuck everything that moved when you had my gold band on your finger?” she retorted.


“Twisted, totally twisted,” Tack muttered and finished with “We’re done.”


“We are so not done.”


“We’re done,” Tack stated, and I knew he meant it because suddenly he was in the office, the door was closed behind him and he locked it. Then his long legs took him across the office to the door to the garage and he locked that one too, all the while Naomi pounded on the front door shouting, “Open this goddamn door, motherfucker! We’re not done!”


Tack ignored this and walked to the window that faced the forecourt and with a rough, angry jerk he closed the blinds.


Then he turned to me.


That scene was so nasty, so intense and so unlike anything I’d ever seen or heard before I couldn’t fight it back so I stared up at his angry face while biting my lip.


“You all right?” he, for some reason, asked me.


“Uh…” I answered, because I could say no more but the answer was, no. I was not all right. Tack’s ex-wife was a bitch, she wanted my job, he had two kids and he may or may not have fucked around on his wife. None of this I wanted to know but all of it was bouncing around in my brain in a way that I knew, no matter how studiously I did it, I wasn’t going to be able to avoid thinking about it.


“My ex is a bitch,” he stated the obvious.


“Um…” I replied, still unable to utter more.


“Your job is safe,” he informed me.


“Uh… okay,” I whispered, uncertain if I was happy about this fact or not.


That was when Tack shared even more stuff I did not want to know.


“She’s got this in her head, she’ll probably be back and she’ll probably do other shit to fuck with your head,” he told me. I stared up at him as my heart started beating harder and he went on, “She does, you tell me immediately. I’m not here, you phone me. Got that?”


“Um… okay.” I was still whispering.


“Give me your cell,” he ordered and, not thinking, wondering how that crazy woman was going to “fuck with my head,” I grabbed my cell from the desk and stretched my arm out toward him. He took two steps to me, slid my phone from my fingers, his thumb started moving over the number pad and I heard beeping.


“Uh… Tack?” I called.


“Yeah?” he asked, head bent to my phone, my phone still beeping.


“How will she… erm, fuck with me?”


He touched a button, tossed my phone on the desk and then he was bent to me, his hand wrapped around the back of my neck, bunching my hair and his face was an inch from mine.


“Don’t matter. Whatever she does, I’ll deal with it. You won’t. Got that?”


“But—”


“She calls, you hang up. She shows, you walk the fuck outta here, take your phone, go to my room in the Compound, lock yourself in and call me. Yeah?”


None of that sounded good except for the part about me calling him and him dealing with it. Therefore, I whispered, “Yeah.”


“Don’t be scared, Red. She’s a bitch but she’s stupid and I got your back.”


“Uh… okay,” I said yet again, not liking him having to have my back and now seriously wondering if I wanted to continue with employment at Ride Custom Cars and Bikes but for different reasons. Then I stared into his eyes, decided to change the subject and whispered, “You know my name.”


His face softened in a way I’d never seen before but I liked a lot. Too much. Way too much to be conducive to healthy, functional employer/employee relations, and he replied quietly, “Yeah, baby.”


“How long have you known my name?”


“Since the first shot of tequila I handed to you when you gave it to me.”


“Why did you pretend you didn’t know my name?”


“Because, Red, I’m gonna fuck with your head too.”


Oh boy.


“Tack—”


“But you’ll like the way I do it.”


I wasn’t so sure about that.


“Tack—”


“Gotta go.”


“Tack—”


He interrupted me when his mouth hit mine for a hard, swift kiss that included his tongue touching my lips briefly in a way that made them tingle before he lifted his head.


My heart was beating wildly and my fingers were clutching the arms of my chair when his hand slid from my neck to my jaw, taking my hair with it, and his thumb swept my cheek.


“Later, darlin’,” he whispered. Then he was gone and I blinked at the door when I heard the lock turn even though I no longer heard Naomi.


I closed my eyes tight for the second time that day and waited until my heart stopped beating hard and my lips stopped tingling before I opened them.


Then I whispered to the door, “Damn.”















CHAPTER FIVE



Fair Enough


IT WAS SATURDAY night, twenty after six, and I was wondering what to have for dinner at the same time I was clicking through want ads on my laptop.


I’d just returned from yoga class with Lanie. I was still in my black roll-top yoga pants and cornflower blue stretchy racerback yoga camisole with the deep gray racerback yoga bra under it. I was also in a mellow mood. Yoga did that to me. It made me feel energized but mellow and after the week I’d had, mellow was a good thing.


I’d only seen Tack once since his ex came to call, he kissed me and then disappeared. It was last night, Friday, when I heard the roar of bikes come into the forecourt of Ride. I was getting used to the roar of bikes but this wasn’t the roar I was used to. This wasn’t one or two bikes. This was a lot of them so I got out of my chair and looked out the window to see Tack leading six other bikes into Ride. Two of those bikes carried Dog and Brick, the two directly behind Tack. The rest of the guys I’d seen around but had not met. They parked beside the two bikes already outside the Compound, got off and entered the Compound. Ten minutes later, three more bikes roared in, two of these carrying the two men I’d seen Tack have the unhappy conversation with. They parked and into the Compound they went. None of them reappeared before I called it quits for the day and I was glad.


I didn’t need more of Tack screwing up my workdays. And I didn’t need thoughts of how cool Tack looked sitting on a Harley. So the minute the clock hit five, I closed up shop and got the hell out of there.


Now I was perusing want ads on-line. I needed a new job. What I did not need was my body (and heart, I had to admit) to jump every time the door opened and I worried Tack was walking into the office to fuck with my head in his own unique scary biker dude way. And I certainly didn’t need to leap off the roller coaster that was my life to leap right back on a different one.


Lanie was all for this plan. Actually, Lanie was all for the plan where I walked into Ride on Monday whereupon I would instantly give notice. But I’d spent Wednesday night paying bills and examining my bank and investment accounts. I’d downsized my living operations when my paychecks quit coming, but that didn’t mean the money quit going. My calculator and I deduced I could live frugally for another six months. I could live seriously frugally for seven, maybe pushing it, for eight.


But that meant no yoga classes with Lanie and I liked my yoga classes with Lanie. That also meant no Sunday night self-facials where I used the expensive stuff that made my skin feel freaking great. That also meant no Thursday pig-outs on takeaway. I could live but I couldn’t live like I liked to live and I’d worked hard to get to a life I liked to live and I didn’t want to let it go.


I bought my house ten years ago when it was a buyer’s market. My house was two blocks from Porter Hospital. It was small but had a big yard and sat among a bunch of other small houses with big yards or huge houses that had been built after the old house was scraped off or small houses that were now larger because their tops had been popped.


Because I bought my house ages ago, my mortgage was low. It was a one-story, two-bedroom adobe with a living room, dining area and huge-ass kitchen. I’d fixed it up exactly as I wanted it, even splurging on a fabulous kitchen including top-of-the-line appliances and kickass countertops. There was a two-car garage out back and a nice-sized shed. There was also a great deck. I had fantastic furniture in the house and on the deck, fabulous décor and a well-landscaped yard that looked good only because I spent a bunch of time in it.


This was the one downfall of my house and if I had to do it again, I would buy a house with zero yard. I wasn’t a fan of mowing my yard and had quit my job before I’d purchased a riding lawnmower. Even though I had a kickass power mower, it still took me hours to mow my huge yard. This was not my favorite activity. Part of the reason my yard was well landscaped and I spent so much time in it was because I was incapable of not having my surroundings be the best they could be. It gave me a sense of peace and if I had to work at that peace, so be it.


Still, that didn’t mean I liked it.


I was about to get up, make myself a cup of tea and peruse my cupboards for dinner ideas when the doorbell rang.


I felt my brows draw together as I stared at my front door. No one came calling without warning unless it was some religious person wanting to help me find God (just as long as it was their God) or someone wanting to sell something, which were both kind of the same thing.


Damn.


I took the laptop off my thighs, put it on the coffee table, pulled my ass out of my couch and wandered to the door. I opened the little wooden baby door that had a wrought iron cross outside that gave me a view to my stoop and I stared at Tack.


What the hell?


“Hey, babe,” he greeted.


“What are you doing here?”


“Open the door.”


“What are you doing here, Tack?”


“Open the door, Red.”


“Not until you tell me what you’re doing here,” I returned.


“Darlin’, you don’t open the door, a minor injury might turn into a major one,” he stated.


“What?” I asked.


“I’m hurtin’ out here.”


Ohmigod! He was injured!


I threw the wooden baby door closed, unlocked the front door and pulled it open to see Tack wearing his uniform of tight tee (this one black), faded jeans and motorcycle boots. He was also carrying an enormous pizza box and a six-pack of beer. What he wasn’t was visibly injured.


I blinked.


Tack pushed in.


“What…?” I started, and trailed off as Tack sauntered into my living room like he’d done it a million times before, dumped the pizza box on my coffee table then rested the six-pack on the inside of his forearm.


“Fuck, they don’t mess around at Famous. That pizza burned the shit outta my arm,” he muttered.


I stared at him.


Then I asked, “Are you saying the minor injury you were mentioning was a pizza box burn?”


“Yep,” he answered casually, rounded the coffee table, planted his ass on my couch, put the six-pack on my coffee table (my wood coffee table, which required coasters or some other protective accoutrement) and flipped open the pizza box. Then he ordered, “Come eat.”


I stared at him again.


Then I repeated his words in a question, “Come eat?”


His eyes lifted to me still standing in the open door. “Yeah, come eat.” Then he tugged one of the beers off the plastic and snapped it open.


I resumed staring and while doing this watched Tack take an enormous swig of beer.


As he was swallowing, I started, “Tack—”


He dropped his beer and interrupted me. “Red, close the door and come eat.”


“I—”


“It’ll get cold.”


“But—”


His eyes traveled the length of me and as they were doing this, he cut me off again. “Jesus, what the fuck you got on?”


I looked down at my yoga clothes then back at him. “I just got back from yoga.”


His eyes took their time sliding back up my body before they locked on mine. “You finish that Employee Handbook, you make that,” he tipped his head to me, “the dress code.”


“I’m not wearing yoga clothes to work, Tack.”


He held my eyes, his lips turned up slightly then he looked down at the coffee table, put his beer on it and reached for a slice of pizza saying, “Probably a good call. Every guy who works there is takin’ their break in the bathroom, jackin’ off, thinkin’ of you in your tight skirts and sex kitten shoes. You wear that to work, no one’d get any work done.”


Um… gross!


“They do not,” I snapped.


His eyes lifted to me as his hands lifted a slice of pizza and he said only, “Darlin’,” before he guided the pizza to his mouth and bit off a huge chunk.


I decided I was done.


Therefore, I informed him, “You need to leave.”


Tack swallowed then informed me, “I’m eatin’, babe.”


“No, you’re leaving.”


“You’re eatin’ too,” he replied. “Get your ass over here and grab a slice.”


I crossed my arms on my chest and asked, “Are you nuts?”


“Nope,” he answered and took another bite of pizza.


Gah!


All right, new tactic.


“Why are you here?”


“I’m here to have dinner with you,” he answered, grabbed his beer while balancing the slice in his other hand and took another swig.


“Did it occur to you to ask if I wanted to have dinner with you?”


He put his beer down, grinned his sexy grin then stated, “No, since I know you wanna have dinner with me.”


“I don’t.”


“Babe, you do.”


“I don’t.”


“Red, you don’t get over here, there won’t be any left,” he returned then took another huge bite of pizza.


“I’d like you to leave.”


“I ain’t leavin’.”


“Why?” My voice was rising as well as the pitch going higher.


“ ’Cause Naomi has decided not to fuck with your head, she’s fuckin’ with mine. She calls every fuckin’ five minutes, my cell, my house, the Compound, the store. I go home, she’s waitin’ for my ass out on my deck. I don’t answer her calls on my cell, she calls every one of the boys until she gets to one who’s with me and gives them so much shit, they hand her over to me because they don’t wanna put up with her shit. She’s on a tear about your job and she’s on a tear about you. Two days ’a that, I’m done, ’cause I had fourteen years ’a that and I was done before so I’m definitely done now. I know she’s at my house so I ain’t goin’ to my house ’cause I see her face again, honest to God, I won’t be responsible for what I do. So I’m here, having dinner with you.”
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