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			Have you ever met someone and they instantly feel like family?
I have.
And her name is Rose Tawil.
Love you, honey!

		

	
		
			The best people possess a feeling for beauty, the courage to take risks, the discipline to tell the truth, the capacity for sacrifice. Ironically, their virtues make them vulnerable; they are often wounded, sometimes destroyed.

			—Ernest Hemingway
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			ANNA, who is this?” a blond god calls out.

			I step closer to my best friend. When Anna moved back into town, I’d never have guessed I’d be thrust into a world of motorcycle clubs and insanely hot yet dangerous bikers. Nothing is going to be boring around here from now on—that’s for sure. The man who approaches us is probably the most handsome guy I’ve ever seen in my life, and I’m not even exaggerating. Playful blue eyes, angular features with a strong jaw covered in stubble, I can see tattoos peeking out from his white T-shirt. I can also see a muscled arm that I imagine wrapped around me.

			Yeah, maybe I will start hanging around here more often.

			Like, every day.

			“Tracker, this is Lana.” Anna introduces us, explaining, “This is one of Rake’s friends.”

			I’m still getting used to hearing Anna’s brother, Adam, being referred to by his MC name. I’ve known Adam—I mean, Rake—since I was a young girl. He wasn’t in an MC while he was in high school, but he still caused trouble wherever he went. At heart though, he’s a good guy and cares about his younger sister.

			“Nice to meet you, Tracker,” I say quietly, glancing shyly at him.

			He smiles slowly. “Pleasure is all mine.”

			I have to remind myself to breathe.

			“So you’re Anna’s partner in crime?” he asks, moving closer.

			I glance at Anna, then back at him. “No. I’m usually the one trying to keep her out of trouble.”

			He laughs, rubbing his chest absently. My eyes follow the movement, unable to stop staring at the way his shirt clings to him. “I can see that. Only known her for a while, but I can already see how she starts trouble.”

			Anna gives him the finger.

			Tracker gives me a look that clearly says See what I mean?

			A small smile forms on my lips. “It’s usually her mouth that gets her in trouble.”

			“Traitor,” Anna fires back good-naturedly.

			“Or because she thinks I need protecting.”

			Tracker studies me. “You are kind of small. Cute. It’s hot.”

			I duck my head shyly.

			“Don’t embarrass her,” Anna chastises, then pauses. “And don’t flirt with her. You have a woman, remember?”

			I’m surprised by my disappointment at hearing he’s taken, but I brush it aside. This is not the kind of guy I can trust, that is clear. His flirty, friendly demeanor is clearly a well-practiced act—it’s probably worked on countless women in the past. It won’t work on me though. Nope.

			I try to keep my expression impassive as Tracker studies me for a moment, a thoughtful expression on his face. As if coming to a conclusion, he nods and moves his gaze away from me. “Just being friendly.”

			“Well, don’t,” Anna replies. “Come on, Lana, we better get going.”

			“Okay,” I murmur, following behind her.

			I can’t help myself. I turn around to look back at him.

			But he’s not looking at me.

			He’s staring at the ground, lost in thought. He almost looks confused, his eyebrows drawn together, as though he doesn’t understand whatever is on his mind.

			I wonder what he’s thinking about. I wonder if he’s thinking about me. Not that it matters. He isn’t available.

			And I’m probably not his type anyway.

			My thought is proven correct when a beautiful woman walks up to him.

			His beautiful woman, I realize as she puts her hand against his chest with a seductive look on her face.

			She’s everything I’m not. Tall, slim, and dressed in tight leather pants, a black top showing off her toned flesh and shiny red high heels, she’s the epitome of a biker chick.

			I look down at my worn jeans, graphic T-shirt, and flip-flops and I keep walking.

			I may not be oozing sex appeal like that woman, but that’s just not me. Sometimes you have to know who you are, and who you’re not.

		

	
		
			ONE
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			ONE YEAR LATER

			TRACKER

			I SEE her.

			As usual, she’s standing a little behind Anna, almost hiding. Fuck, she’s shy. It’s cute as hell. Women are usually forward with me—the same way I am with them. But Lana? Her gaze avoids mine as much as it can. I know she wants me. I know lust when I see it; but with her, there’s something more there. She wants more than a fuck. She deserves more. For the last year I’ve tried to stay away from her. I didn’t think I was good for her—oh, and I wasn’t really single either.

			I’m still not good for her.

			But wanting her—that has stayed constant since the moment I met her.

			She’s dressed in a blue top that hugs her petite frame, and jeans that cup her juicy ass. That ass could bring a man to his knees. Feeling myself harden, I shift uncomfortably and force myself to remove my gaze from her. I scan the room, my gaze landing on Allie.

			Fuck.

			The situation between me and Allie is a huge clusterfuck. A whole fuckin’ mess that I went along with because it was easy. She was here; she wanted me. She knew the lifestyle. Easy.

			Allie is the daughter of a fallen member of the Wind Dragons Motorcycle Club. Because of this, we let her stay in our clubhouse, and we look after her. She’s hooked up with a few of the other members, I know, but when her claws landed on me, the bitch dug deep. She wanted to be my old lady, and I let her play the part for a while without giving her the official title. Looking back, I know I didn’t treat her how I would treat my old lady, how I would treat Lana if she were mine. The feelings just weren’t there—and they still aren’t. I was looking for something in Allie that I didn’t find, but I held on anyway. I led her on more than I meant to. Staying with her was me being a selfish fuck, because I should have let her go when our relationship first started going south. Which was right after it fuckin’ began. I have the feeling she knows it won’t work but is hopeful anyway. Whatever it is, it’s a fucked-up situation that needs to be over with.

			Allie is jealous, mouthy, and has a vindictive streak in her that people shouldn’t underestimate. She hates Lana with a passion and is jealous as hell of her. I mean, she’d been a bitch toward Faye and Anna as well, with her snide comments and general cattiness, but with Lana it’s different. Faye and Anna can put Allie in her place, but Lana is more quiet and unaware. I’ve seen the scheming looks Allie gives Lana, almost like she’s planning something. Maybe she senses the connection I feel toward Lana. I’ve always tried to protect Lana from her, because I know Allie can be vicious. Whenever Lana’s around, I give Allie a little more attention, just to curb her jealousy. By trying to save Lana from Allie, it pushed her away from me a little bit more each time. But it had to be done. I want Allie and me to be completely done, and I want to close that distance with Lana.

			Allie does have a sweet side, a vulnerable side, which she always tries to hide. It just isn’t enough for me to overlook the bad. Overall she is a hard bitch who was born to be on the back of a bike, just not mine.

			But Lana . . .

			I wanted her from the moment I first saw her, whether I was with Allie or not, even though I pretended that I didn’t. I tried to make sure she thought I only wanted her as a friend, but I’m not sure what message I really sent. Mixed fuckin’ signals for sure.

			My head turns, my attention on her once more.

			She’s beautiful. Sweet.

			Not a mean bone in her little body . . . and yet . . . she belongs on the back of my bike. The loyalty I’ve seen her show Anna when she and Arrow got together made me realize just how strong she is. She’s so much tougher than I’d initially thought.

			This one is mine. I wanted her then. And I want her now.

			There is no more fighting it, pretending I don’t want her. Trying to ignore her. Giving her the impression we don’t have a chance in hell. All the games are coming to an end.

			I’m going to soak all that sweetness up.

			Consume her.

			And no one is going to stand in my way—not even her.

			She’s my end.

		

	
		
			TWO
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			LANA

			I CAN feel his gaze on me, but I pretend to ignore him. Instead, I concentrate on the beautiful little girl in front of me. Clover is the Wind Dragons Motorcycle Club princess. Daughter of the president, Sin, and his kick-ass wife, Faye, Clover is protected by all and loved by many. With jet-black hair, hazel eyes, and the cutest smile, the six-year-old is a force to be reckoned with.

			And I’m her nanny.

			Today is only the second time I’m watching her, but honestly, she is a treat. It’s extremely amusing to see how this little girl has all the rough men of the MC wrapped around her little finger. Hell, I can probably learn a thing or two from her. She’s currently sitting on Arrow’s knee, waiting impatiently as Arrow pulls a piece of strawberry candy from his pocket, unwraps it, and pops it into her mouth.

			Did he just carry around that candy for her? 

			The girl is good.

			“Don’t tell your mother,” I hear Arrow tell her quietly, in that gravelly voice of his.

			“I won’t,” Clover replies, grinning.

			I shake my head at her, amused. Arrow, who was recently elected the club’s vice president, is Anna’s man. I happen to think that they’re great for each other. As long as Anna is happy, then so am I, and it’s clear that she’s over the moon about Arrow. Feisty and strong as she is, Anna is like a happy cat when he’s around, and he’s the same. He adores her and would kill anyone who tried to hurt her. I wish I had that.

			Anna’s brother, Rake, is also a club member, which is how she met Arrow and I guess how I ended up here.

			The men in the Wind Dragons MC are intimidating, but they’ve only ever been nice to me, albeit a little overbearing. I know that they love Anna, and as her best friend, they also look out for me. I like to think of myself as extended family.

			Anna suggested to Faye that I would be a great nanny and, more importantly, that I could be trusted. She thinks I need the money, so when Faye asked me, I accepted. Really, I just couldn’t think of a reason to refuse. But then, the more I thought about it, the more I wanted to do it. Faye needed someone, and I liked her and wanted to help. It also gave me more time with Anna. Before I was Clover’s nanny, I usually saw her only once a week or so. So now I can see her more often, while getting paid to be here. Win-win.

			And then there was Tracker. As much as I wanted to deny it, I was looking forward to seeing more of him, even if only from a distance.

			Arrow stands, putting Clover down on the couch. “Gotta go, princess.”

			Clover pouts. “So soon? Why?”

			“Hey, I’m still here,” Tracker calls out, mock hurt in his tone.

			Clover turns to Tracker. “I know, Uncle Tracker, but you don’t have candy.”

			The two men both laugh, and I join in.

			“I have to go and meet Anna,” he says, patting her on the head. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

			Arrow’s brown eyes then turn to me. “You okay, Lana?”

			I nod. “I’m fine.”

			Why wouldn’t I be? Okay, so I look out of place here. I am out of place here. My black hair is up in a messy bun and I have on my reading glasses, no makeup, jeans, and a loose black tank top. Truth be told, I usually look better than this on a day-to-day basis, but I’m proving to myself that I do not care if Tracker finds me attractive or not.

			Nope. I do not care.

			Not one bit.

			And neither does he.

			“Call me if you need anything,” Arrow murmurs, eyes darting between Tracker and me before leaving.

			“I’m here if she needs anything,” I hear Tracker say to him in a hard voice.

			I’m pretty sure I hear Arrow mutter, “That’s what I’m afraid of,” as he walks out the door. With Arrow gone, Clover runs to sit next to Tracker, taking his hand in hers. Standing there awkwardly, I shift on my feet, no idea what to do with myself. With no option but to look at him, I let my eyes take him in.

			Today his shoulder-length blond hair is tied up in a bun, a much nicer bun than the one I am sporting, and it looks sexy on him. But then again, he always looks sexy. He has a certain appeal to him that I just can’t escape. And I know I’m not the only one. His blue eyes are steady on me, and slightly narrowed. I wish I didn’t find the stubble on his face so attractive, but I do. The man belongs on a magazine cover and is well aware of his charm. He’s also a badass, dangerous biker—and the contradiction is extremely appealing.

			“Clover,” Tracker says. “Why don’t you go get some coloring books and crayons?”

			“Can I use one of the new ones you got me?” she asks in excitement.

			“Uh, yeah!” he says, trying to match her excitement. She whoops, jumping off the couch and rushing away in search of her things.

			Tracker turns to me. “Sit down, Lana,” he commands quietly.

			I look around the room before I sit down on the couch opposite him. “Okay.”

			“I’m not gonna bite,” he says, flashing his sharp white teeth at me in a wolfish grin.

			I think he does bite. And I want him to bite me.

			Shit, I’m so screwed.

			“What was that thought?” he asks, amusement written all over his too-handsome-for-his-own-good face.

			“Nothing,” I say with a casual shrug. I need to stop being so expressive. “Are you going to be here all day?”

			Maybe I’ll take Clover out somewhere. No point sitting here and being teased with something I’ll never have.

			“Yeah,” he replies, tilting his head to the side and studying me. “I live here.”

			“Right,” I reply, shifting on my seat.

			“How is school going?” he asks, leaning back on the couch. I’m still getting my business degree. After high school, I’d worked and helped my mom instead of jumping straight into college. Because of this, I’m twenty-five and still in college. I don’t mind though, I’m just happy to be studying something.

			“I’m on break now,” I say. “Just started.”

			He nods, eyes widening. “Right. Anna told me that; I forgot.” He flicks his tongue over his bottom lip, and I can’t help but stare at it.

			“So you’re going to be here every day watching Clover?”

			I shake my head. “Not every day. Four days a week. While I’m on break anyway.”

			I honestly don’t know why Faye wants me to look after Clover here. There are always people going in and out. Anna told me that during the day while Clover is here, the clubhouse is a family environment and everyone is well behaved, but when night falls, all bets are off. It still doesn’t explain why Faye doesn’t have me watch Clover at her own house. It would be safer and quieter, in my opinion, but Faye’s the boss. I worry that maybe she doesn’t fully trust me yet and wants there to be other people around just in case.

			Visiting the clubhouse did have some perks, obviously. I can stare at Tracker when he isn’t looking, sad as it sounds, and so far I find myself doing it at every opportunity. Anna is also here more often than not, so I’m looking forward to spending more time with her.

			“That works,” Tracker replies. I don’t miss the way his gaze lowers to my chest, then lower, over the curve of my thighs. The tension in the room suddenly spikes. I quickly look away and am relieved when Clover comes back into the room, books and case in hand. She sits next to me and shows me all the different coloring books Tracker has bought her. I can feel Tracker’s eyes on me, but I stay focused on her. Or try to, at least.

			“I want to play a game,” Clover says after fifteen or so minutes of coloring silently.

			“What a great idea!” I blurt out. Tracker smirks, clearly aware of just how tense I am around him.

			“How about hide-and-seek?” he replies, glancing down at the little girl. “You go hide and I’ll come find you.”

			Clover grins, and I watch her dart off the couch and into the hallway. I look back at Tracker to see his gaze steady on me. “I want to ask you something.”

			“What?” I ask, pushing my glasses up on the bridge of my nose.

			I shift in my seat again as he lazily peruses my body from head to toe once more, his lips kicking up at the corner. “You free after you finish up here?”

			Am I free? I open my mouth, then close it. “Why?”

			“I want to take you for a ride,” he says, licking his lower lip.

			“A ride?” I repeat slowly. My mind jumps to dirty things.

			He nods, eyes flashing with amusement. “Yes. I want to take you out on the back of my bike.”

			His intense stare lets me know that this means something important. I don’t understand much about his MC lifestyle, except bits and pieces I’ve seen for myself or what Anna has told me. Excitement flutters in my stomach at the thought of my arms wrapped around him, my hair blowing in the wind. But then I think about Allie, and the butterflies exit, my stomach plummeting. This is always the issue with Tracker.

			He isn’t single. Even when he says he is, he isn’t. She is always there. Sometimes on the sidelines, sometimes in the forefront, but nevertheless, there.

			Why does it have to be her? Anyone but her. I am not about to share him, or any man. I want a man who only has eyes for me. A simple enough request, I’d think, but proving hard to find. The fact that I have a hard time trusting men doesn’t help either. I am one of those suffer-in-silence, keep-everything-to-themselves type of people. I hardly ever put myself out there, which is probably why I’m still single.

			“What about Allie?” I ask, curious as to what his answer will be.

			Anna told me he’s on and off again with her, and it’s been this way for years. To me, it sounds messy. A complication I don’t need or want, no matter how drawn to him I am.

			I want him, badly. But Tracker is bad news. I think about him. I dream about him. I fantasize about him. But I keep my distance. Why? Because I’m smart enough to know that we have no future. My head tells me one thing—stay away—but farther south says something else—invite him in. I get wet just at the thought of him. He has that much control over me. The wanting, will it ever end? I sure as fuck hope so.

			The reality is that he probably has that effect on most women. Including Allie—that’s why I do what I can to discourage his flirting and persistence, which is getting more and more frequent and which I’m having a harder time refusing.

			Tracker scowls, a look of displeasure entering his dreamy eyes. “Allie and I are over. I’m not seeing anyone right now.”

			But for how long? I don’t want to be caught in the cross fire of their relationship. While he may insist that it’s over with them, it’s clear she doesn’t think that, which suggests he’s leading her on. Why would I want a guy like that? I am worth more than that.

			I am at war with myself. I can only hope and pray that my mind wins over my body.

			“Okay,” I say slowly. “Ummm . . .”

			I don’t know what to say. The rejection is hard to form on my lips. The sounds didn’t want to come out, my body betraying me once more.

			His eyes and mouth soften, as if he senses my inner turmoil. “I thought maybe you and I could—”

			Could what? Have sex?

			Did he think I was a sure thing?

			I mean, he had to know I was attracted to him, right? I can’t stop the excitement I feel at the thought of being with him. Just thinking about his touch makes me blush and my sensuality come alive. I want to explore that side of me, with him.

			Then something occurs to me. Does he want me to be his rebound girl? The thought of that hurts. As lame as it sounds, I don’t want to be his rebound, I want to be his forever girl. His wife. His old lady, as I’ve heard Faye being called.

			Yeah, I’m living in a dream world. And if Tracker knew my thoughts he would run to the other side of the country. I don’t even know if he does commitment. From what I heard, he wasn’t always faithful to Allie, another strike against him. Cheating is unforgivable to me. William was the first and only cheating scum I will have anything to do with. If Tracker’s okay with sleeping around on a girl who cared about him—even if she is a massive bitch—then he’s not someone I want to waste time on.

			“I don’t think so, Tracker,” I reply before he can finish his sentence, looking down as I speak. The words hurt coming out, because really all I want to scream is yes! My resolve hardens and I push those thoughts away.

			“Why not?” he asks quietly. “I’ve seen how you look at me.”

			Yep, he knows. Of course he knows.

			No wonder he thinks I’d get on the back of his bike just like that.

			He knows.

			And I can’t believe he just said that. Red-cheeked, I choose to ignore his comment and point toward the hallway. “Go and find her.”

			He stands, but then crouches in front of me, his hands resting on both of my thighs. “We would be so fuckin’ good together, you know that, right?”

			I know. We would be. While it lasted anyway.

			Then I’d be left to deal with the ramifications of giving in to him.

			A broken heart.

			“Yeah, but for how long?” I reply, forcing a smile that doesn’t reach my eyes. “I don’t want to be just another woman to you, Tracker.”

			He studies me, eyes flashing. “I don’t think I’d put in this much effort for a one-night stand, Lana.”

			I think about that. What am I to him? Just a game? I don’t know. I wish I could know what was going on in his head, but either way I’m not ready to risk my heart with this man. I need someone I can trust, someone who I know will be faithful and loyal to me. When I stay silent, he sighs.

			“Luckily I’m a patient man,” he murmurs, sliding a finger down my cheek with a gentleness that surprises me. He stands and calls out, “You better have found a good spot, Clover, because I’m coming.”

			I try and hide my grin as I watch him roam the clubhouse, looking for Clover. She must have hidden in the kitchen, because I hear laughter—his low chuckle and her high-pitched squeals—coming from there. For a second, I imagine that this was our house, and he was playing with our daughter.

			Aaaand that’s why I’m a good writer. I have a huge imagination.

			Shit.

			*   *   *

			“This place is huge,” I comment, walking around the clubhouse. I’ve been here before but was never given a full tour. I stop at a wall full of mug shots. “Keeping it classy?”

			Tracker laughs with Clover on his shoulders. “Wall of fame.”

			I look at his. “You look really young here.”

			He nods. “I was nineteen. It was just for fighting. I’m not a drug lord or anything.”

			“Good to know,” I reply at the same time Clover asks, “What’s a drug lord?”

			I glance at Tracker with wide eyes. He stops and says, “I didn’t say that.”

			“Yes you did!”

			He lifts her off his shoulders and starts to tickle her. She soon forgets her question. He nods in approval and continues walking with me outside, to the back of the large compound, with Clover holding his hand. There’s a grassy area there, and Tracker points to it. “We should sit there and have lunch.”

			“A picnic!” Clover calls out. “I love picnics.”

			I look to Tracker. “What are we eating on this picnic?”

			He pulls out his phone. “Whatever you want.”

			“Who are you calling?” I ask in suspicion. Was he getting some random woman to bring us food? I know that the club has groupies, because Anna told me about them. Apparently Rake is the one who gives them the most attention, but that doesn’t mean Tracker doesn’t. The thought makes me seriously angry.

			“A prospect.”

			Oh, well then.

			“Prospects do lunch runs?” I ask curiously. I don’t really understand everyone’s role in an MC. I know there is a hierarchy but have no idea what it is.

			“They do whatever we tell them to do,” Tracker says firmly. Yikes. That doesn’t sound like fun. Why would anyone voluntarily sign up to do that?

			“How does someone become a prospect?” I ask.

			He studies me. “Why are you asking? Do you want to join?”

			I laugh at his teasing. “I’m curious.”

			“Afraid I can’t tell you that,” he says quietly. “But I can tell you it isn’t pleasant.”

			“Then why do they want to do it?” I ask.

			He smiles then, and it reaches his eyes, almost blinding me with its force. “We’re a brotherhood. A family. We have each other’s backs no matter what. There’s no judgment here, only acceptance. Who wouldn’t want that?”

			“I heard somewhere that the prospects have to fight to prove they’re worthy and that’s how they get accepted.”

			He smiles, looking amused, but says nothing.

			“How about some sandwiches?” I suggest, changing the subject. “Clover likes ham and cheese.”

			“Okay, anything else?” he asks, pressing more buttons.

			I ask Clover and she says she wants sushi. I think she’s been hanging around Anna too long, and Tracker says the exact same thing.

			“Don’t you have work?” I ask, leaning back on my palms.

			“Not today, I don’t,” he replies.

			Thirty minutes later, we’re sitting on a blanket outside, enjoying the warmth and eating the sushi and sandwiches Blade dropped off. Blade is one of the newer prospects, and Anna told me Blade is his given name, not a club name, which I found interesting. Clover is playing with her dolls and drinking a juice box. Tracker makes conversation, asking me questions about myself and hanging on my every word.

			“So why did you choose business?” he asks, popping a tuna roll into his mouth.

			“I’d like to own my own business one day,” I say. “But it’s broad enough that I can keep my options open.”

			He nods, looking at Clover. “Maybe you could open your own day care.”

			Laughter bubbles out of me. “No, I don’t think so. I like kids, and they like me, but I don’t think I could run a day care or anything like that. I’d go crazy.”

			“Really?” he asks, sounding surprised. “You’re great with her.”

			“Thank you,” I say, ducking my head. “She makes it kind of easy. I don’t think all kids are as cool as her.”

			Clover gets up to chase a butterfly, and Tracker takes advantage of her absence, lowering his tone. “I don’t think you’ll get another job as a nanny though,” he states, eyes raking over me.

			“What? Why not?” I ask.

			“Because you’re too beautiful,” he says with a laugh. “What woman would want you around her husband all day?”

			“Faye,” I point out.

			“Yeah, but Sin would never cheat, and besides, we know your character,” he says. “We all know you’re a good girl.”

			“And how do you know that?” I can’t stop myself from asking.

			Tracker just smiles, slowly, his eyes crinkling. “I know women, Lana. Plus Anna never shuts up about you. You’ve been around us for a while now, we’re not strangers. I know you’re a good woman.”

			“Define good,” I reply to him. “There are plenty of good women who like being free and open . . . sexually.”

			He nods. “I know that. Good to know that you do too. But not all women think of others in every equation. Just like not all men are good, not all women are either. I wasn’t talking about sexually, necessarily, you brought that up yourself.”

			I had, hadn’t I?

			“Right,” I mutter.

			He glances at me curiously. “You’re fuckin’ cute, you know that, right?”

			I look down at the grass between my fingers and pull out a few blades, avoiding his eyes. “Thank you.”

			His compliments embarrass me, but I like hearing them and I like how they make me feel.

			“Don’t thank me, thank your mother,” he teases, then lifts my chin up with his finger. “I assume you got your looks from her?”

			I move my face out of his hold and keep my eyes on Clover, who is now playing nearby. “I do look like her a little.”

			“I like it when your eyes stay on me,” he says quietly, which brings my gaze straight back to him. In his eyes I see the honesty in his statement. He likes my eyes on him.

			“Why?” I ask.

			He raises his eyebrow. “You know why. You’re right next to me, so don’t pretend you can’t feel it.”

			Was he always so forward?

			“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” I lie.

			He makes a sound in the back of his throat. “Don’t lie to me, Lana. The pull between us is so strong it’s only a matter of time before I’m deep inside you.”

			My eyes widen. “Tracker, you can’t just say shit like that!”

			“I just did,” he replies smugly. “You best get used to it. I tend to say whatever the fuck I’m thinking.”

			“I’m starting to see that,” I reply dryly. “Nothing embarrasses you, does it?”

			He shrugs. “Don’t care what many people think, and the ones who I do care about, take me as I am.”

			I smile. “Good answer. I like that.”

			“Good. Now tell me something about you that I don’t already know.”

			“How do I know what you do and don’t know already?” I fire back.

			He glances at Clover and replies, “Exactly. It has to be something not many people know. A secret.”

			I look down at the grass, thinking. “The first time I saw you, I thought you belonged on the cover of a magazine.”

			I look up to see him smiling widely. “Don’t know about that, but fuckin’ happy you like what you see. When I first saw you, I thought you were beautiful. Not my usual type, but striking with all that dark hair and eyes, petite but banging body. Innocence radiated from you. You looked to Anna, and I could tell right then how close the two of you were. You aren’t like the usual women I see around the club.”

			“Is that a good thing or a bad thing?” I ask quietly.

			He just grins. “Yet to be seen.”

			I don’t know what to say to that, but luckily Clover interrupts.

			“I’m thirsty!” she says.

			I hand her a juice box, helping her open the straw and stick it in the hole. “There you go.”

			“Thanks, Lana,” she says, then looks to Tracker. “Uncle Tracker, Mama says you like Lana.”

			Tracker chuckles, while I feel my face heat at her admission.

			“Is that what she said to you? Or what you overheard?” he asks Clover.

			She sighs, guilty as charged. “I overheard.”

			Tracker throws his head back and laughs. “You’re trouble, Clover, just like your mom. And you can tell her I said that.”

			“I will,” she tells him with wide, innocent eyes, then returns to her playing.

			“Fuck, she’s cute,” Tracker says, and I can hear the smile in his voice. “Do you want kids one day?”

			I nod. “Sure. Two would be nice.”

			“Two,” he repeats, tilting his head to the side. “I can work with that.”

			Wait, did he mean . . . ?

			Deciding to choose my battles and leave that comment alone, I talk to Tracker for another hour until he gets a phone call and has to leave.

			When I realize I don’t want him to go, I mentally chastise myself. Keeping my distance is going to be hard, but it’s something that needs to be done.

			“Do you want to go inside and read a book?” I ask Clover, packing up the blanket.

			“Okay,” she replies, rubbing her eyes. “Maybe we should nap too.”

			I love this kid.
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			WHEN I arrive at the clubhouse the next day, I’m dressed in a cuter outfit and annoyed that I put in the effort. I’d gone with my favorite pair of jeans and a strapless top, and my hair is down and brushed. Underneath my glasses, my eyelashes are coated in a thin layer of mascara and lined with a little eyeliner. I probably should wear my contacts, but I hate trying to put them in. I keep poking myself in the eye every time I try. Besides, I think my glasses suit me.

			Faye is feeding Clover breakfast in the kitchen when I walk in. She looks up when I enter, smiling. “’Morning, Lana.”

			“Good morning,” I tell the president’s beautiful wife, then look down at Clover. “’Morning, Clover. Don’t you look pretty today?”

			She is wearing a pink princess dress and has a crown on her head. “Thank you, Lana!”

			When I turn my head I see a book left on the countertop, the cover a dark gray. On it is an attractive shirtless man. I pick it up and examine it, goose bumps appearing on my flesh. “You like this book?”

			Faye beams. “Yes! Have you read it? I’m halfway through and can’t put it down. Zada Ryan is quickly becoming one of my favorite authors.”

			“No, I haven’t.” I straight out lie because I have no idea what else to say.

			“You should,” she says, wide-eyed. She steps away from Clover and whispers to me, “I can’t believe some of the shit that’s happening in the novel right now. And damn, the woman knows how to write a sex scene. I even replayed a few of the scenes with my husband. Trust me, he wasn’t complaining one bit.”

			I feel my face heating at the thought.

			Oh wow. A little too much information.

			“Oh,” is all I manage to say. “Sounds . . . fun.”

			Faye laughs in response. “The men are so dominant. It’s hot. And the storylines are always captivating and unique. Do you read much?”

			I nod, knowing this is a question I can answer. “Yeah, at least a book a week.”

			“We should start a book club,” she says, nodding her head with her eyes narrowed. “Biker chicks book club. It’s going to be a big thing, I can tell.”

			I’m not a biker chick, but I didn’t bother to point that out.

			“We should read a few biker books and dissect them for their accuracy,” she says, grinning. “I never read them because most of them are so off base. So I stick to contemporary romances. I like the ones where the heroine is snarky and full of sass, making the hero put up with a lot of shit.”

			I purse my lips to hold in my laughter. “Does Sin put up with a lot of shit?”

			She smiles, and it reaches her eyes. “You have no idea.”

			“You two are so cute!” I blurt out.

			Amusement flashes on her face. “Never been called cute before, at least not to my face. I like you, Lana.”

			“I like you too,” I reply, glancing down shyly.

			“Dex—or Sin as everyone here calls him—and I grew up together. We had a one-night stand, and I ended up getting pregnant with Clover that night,” she says, smirking. “Been harassing his life ever since.”

			My eyes widen. “That sounds like quite a story.”

			“You have no idea,” she repeats.

			“Lana!” Clover yells, demanding our attention. “How come you’re not dressed up like a princess?”

			I glance at Faye, confused. Why would I be dressed like a princess?

			“Today is Emily’s party, remember?” Clover adds, clapping. “That’s why I’m a princess. I wanted to dress like a biker princess, but Daddy said no.”

			Right, shit. I forgot about that. Today I was taking her to a kid’s birthday party.

			Biker princess? I wasn’t touching that one.

			Faye laughs, bringing my gaze back to her. “Forgot, did you? The invitation with the address is on the fridge. You just have to go and sit there while they play, then bring her home. You okay with that?”

			I nod. “Sure. Sounds easy enough.”

			Faye kisses her daughter. “I wish I could be there with you today, Clover, but I know you and Lana will have a good time.”

			“I know you have to work sometimes, Mommy,” Clover replies.

			“I promise: next party, I’ll be the one to take you,” Faye tells her daughter. “The present is on top of the TV, Lana. Call me if you have any problems. And good luck.”

			“We’ll be fine, won’t we, Clover?”

			Clover grins in response.

			“Here,” Faye says, handing me the book. “Read it. You’ll love it!”

			“Oh, that’s okay,” I say, trying to hand it back to her. “You’re still reading it.”

			“No, no, I insist. This is my second time reading it,” she says with a laugh. “Return it when you’re done. You won’t regret it!”

			I awkwardly take the book with a smile, feeling incredibly uncomfortable.

			Mother and daughter say ’bye once more, while I tidy up the kitchen a little.

			“Oh, and Lana—?” Faye calls out as she grabs her handbag. She’s a lawyer and is dressed in a professional yet sexy black suit that hugs her curves. I can see why Sin chose her over all other women. “One of the men will drive you there.”

			“Oh, I can drive, it’s no problem,” I tell her instantly.

			Faye shrugs, her eyes taking on an amused glint. “He insisted.”

			She waves and exits through the front door, leaving me standing there.

			“Who insisted?” I say to myself.

			“I did,” Tracker says, walking up to me dressed in nothing but a pair of boxer shorts and a sleepy grin.

			My eyes flare as they take in the glory that is his body.

			Wow. I mean . . . wow.

			Rather than being bulky, he is lean and sculpted. Perfectly muscular. Covered in tattoos, the largest begins at his shoulder and wraps around his right pec. The artistic eagle looks as though it’s swooping down on its prey, hunger and death in its eyes. Smoke and clouds surround it, working with his body to create texture and dimension. It’s captivating. Smaller tattoos mark his neck, and he has a half sleeve that extends from his wrist to his elbow.

			I want to trace every one of those tattoos with my tongue.

			“Ummm,” I mutter, now focusing on his sexy V. “’Morning.” Delicious.

			“’Morning, Lana,” he says, amusement lacing his voice.

			I look up, coming out of my reverie, blushing that I’ve been caught staring. “Hi.”

			“You wanna come give me a morning hug and kiss?”

			Before I can open my mouth to object, he adds, “On the cheek.”

			“No,” I say. It takes all my willpower to resist him. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

			He quirks his eyebrow. I think he’s genuinely surprised. I mean, of course he is. How many women would say no to that? Just crazy old me.

			“It’s just a hug, Lana.”

			I can tell that he’s daring me. If I say no, he will know that I’m afraid I won’t be able to control myself. But if I do embrace him, I’m afraid I won’t be able to control myself either. My stubbornness wins.

			Closing the space between us, I wrap my arms around his bare waist and rest my head on his warm chest. I’m awkward and tense at first, but my body relaxes against him. It comes naturally. He kisses my hair and I sigh. Starting to feel a little too comfortable in this position, I pull away. I stand there in silence for a moment, shifting uncomfortably.

			“That wasn’t so bad, was it?” he says with a smile.

			“It wasn’t completely unbearable.”

			He lets out a bark of laughter.

			“Heard we’re on a birthday mission today,” he murmurs, blue eyes soft and sleepy.

			“Heard you volunteered,” I reply with a sardonic brow.

			“Faye needs to keep her mouth shut,” he says with no heat in his voice. “I just thought it would be a good idea if someone tagged along. Made sure you didn’t get into trouble.”

			I roll my eyes. “It’s Anna who gets into trouble, not me.”

			“We’ll see,” he says with a boyish grin. “You get the princess sorted while I take a quick shower.”

			I push up my glasses, images of him in the shower flashing through my dirty mind. “O-okay.”

			Real smooth, Lana. I hate how nervous I get around him.

			Another knowing grin and he heads to his bathroom.

			Of course I stand there and watch his bare back as he leaves. Some women like abs, some like nice eyes. I like those things too, but I have a thing for a sexy, strong, muscular back.

			And Tracker’s back is hot. Broad, tanned, toned, and tattooed.

			The intricate dragon tattoo staring at me is fierce and symbolic.

			The Wind Dragons MC.

			A reminder that he’s one of them.

			And who am I?

			Anna’s friend. Clover’s nanny.

			I don’t belong on the back of a bike. I lead a quieter, simpler life. One with privacy. But I also have a secret. I run my hand over the cover of the book Faye had handed me.

			When they say it’s the quiet ones you should look out for, I think they’re referring to me.

			People think I’m a prude, virginal, even innocent. And maybe I am, but my mind isn’t.

			It is uninhibited, imaginative, and creative.

			Which is how I became Zada Ryan, bestselling erotic romance author.

			*   *   *

			No one but my mother knows I am Zada Ryan, not even Anna. I started writing in high school after she left, and I never stopped. I wrote about sex. A lot. My mind would run wild, and all my fantasies, thoughts, and dreams would end up on paper. I wasn’t a virgin, but I wasn’t exactly experienced, so I did a lot of research. I read books; I watched movies; I studied couples out in public. I’m always paying attention to those around me. I’m not embarrassed of my career; I just want to remain anonymous. It’s a secret side of me that only I know about—it’s mine, and I don’t want to share it.
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