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    I stare at the old motel building in apprehension, taking in its brown brick exterior and dirty windows.


    Not the Hilton, that’s for sure.


    Feeling sorry for myself is a foreign concept for me. I normally consider myself a strong woman. I need to be one, with the parents I was given and the career I have in mind for the future. I have a strong will and I’m not afraid to open my mouth and say what’s on my mind. I don’t mince words or back down. I find humor in awkward situations and try to make the most of my life.


    I guess there is a first time for everything, because here I am, tail tucked between my legs, feeling more than sorry for myself.


    I’d think sixty dollars would have gotten me a better motel than this, but I was wrong. It has been known to happen.


    I check in at the reception, paying for a one night stay and trying not to stare at the mold on the wall. The bored looking girl at the counter hands me my key. Then I drag my feet to my room, taking one bag with me. Inside are my toiletries, clothes, and a few valuables-- including my purse, passport, and food.


    Unlocking the door, I walk in and check out the room. A small bathroom, a couch, bed, fridge, and a TV. Eh, it could be worse. I don’t know how—but I know it could. I put my bag on the couch and take off my sandals. Placing them neatly in the corner, I pull out one of the plastic containers and open the lid.


    I munch on the cut fruit as I contemplate my life. I have five thousand dollars saved, a growing belly, and no clue what the hell I’m going to do. One thing I do know for sure is that I need to keep moving. Two nights here, and then I’m going to keep on driving. I want to get as far away from my old life as possible, that shit does not need to catch up with me.


    I take a long shower, then take my time rubbing moisturizer into my skin. I have cherry blossom lotion that I use every night without fail, and tonight is no exception. I brush my teeth, comb my wavy auburn hair, and climb into bed. Wishing I had brought my own sheets, I ignore the musty smell and fall asleep.


    This is my life now.


    *****


    One night passes and then I’m back on the road, heading farther north. Soon exhausted, I check into another dodgy motel and all but collapse onto the bed. I spend the next day looking for a job—applying anywhere and everywhere. I’m not fussy, I will do just about anything right now. Well not anything, but I’m not opposed to working in a grocery store or cleaning houses. Anything that makes some money is good enough for me. A quiet knock at the door makes me groan. I force myself to get up, expecting housekeeping. I open the door slightly, just enough to see who it is through the chain lock.


    My jaw drops open and panic sets in.


    Definitely not housekeeping.


    “Open it, or I will,” he demands, his eyes blazing. I consider my options for a few seconds before I slide open the lock. He could just break down the door if he wanted to. I open it and take a few steps back as he enters.


    Crystal blue eyes narrow on me. A muscle ticks in his jaw as his gaze rakes over me, as if checking to make sure that I’m okay. He’s wearing worn, ripped jeans and a long sleeve black t-shirt that accentuates his muscular build.


    “Just in my part of the neighborhood?” I ask, hope filling my voice.


    “What the fuck, Faye?” he rasps, gripping the door frame.


    I take another step back. I don’t know what he is capable of right now. The old Dex would rather cut off his arm than hurt me, but do I really know him now? And I don’t know how the hell he found me.


    Does he know? Of course he does.


    Nothing gets by Dexter Black.


    He bangs the door behind him, the noise making me flinch.


    “Pack up your shit,” he demands, eyes searching the crappy motel room, which is now looking considerably smaller with his hulking presence. He doesn’t look happy with what he sees. In fact, his scowl deepens. He crosses his arms over his broad chest and stares me down, waiting for me to move.


    “I’m not going anywhere,” I say, putting my hands on my hips and glaring at him. He’s not the boss of me. Yes, he’s a badass, sexy man who I had one night of hot, passionate sex with, but that doesn’t mean he gets to tell me what to do. I might have liked him bossy in bed, but this right here is a different story.


    He takes a deep breath, as if calming himself. “I’ve been looking for you for two days. I’m trying not to lose my fuckin’ temper here, Faye, but you’re pushing me. I don’t think I’ve ever been this patient in my fuckin’ life.”


    This is him patient?


    “I’m not going anywhere,” I reply, lifting my chin up.


    We stare at each other, the tension building.


    I can actually feel the moment before he snaps.


    His fists clench, and the tightness in his jaw looks almost painful.


    I step back, into the frame of the open bathroom door as he loses it.


    He picks up the TV and throws it into the wall. The crashing sound makes me jump, but he doesn’t stop there. He punches the wall several times, then slides the few glasses off the table in one smooth movement.


    More crashing.


    He turns and points his finger right at me.


    I gulp.


    My eyes widen as he grabs my bag and starts packing anything of mine he comes across. I walk up to him and try to grab it away from him, but one deathly look has me retracting my hand.


    “Temper tantrum over?” I ask, trying to keep my voice steady.


    He looks down at my bare feet, then at all the glass scattered on the carpet floor. “Don’t move.”


    I do as I’m told as he brings me a pair of my shoes. I slide them on then look up at him.


    Why does he want me to go with him? What good can come from it? What I need to do is move on with my life, and settle down somewhere quiet and safe. Somewhere without sex-on-a-stick bikers and their douche lord cheating brothers. Somewhere where my parents aren’t around, and I can be myself.


    “I just want to be left alone, Dex,” I say, tears forming in my eyes. I’m tired, so fucking tired. My life isn’t meant to be like this, and I hate the fact that he’s seeing me this vulnerable.


    I hate it.


    I’m not this weak—not usually.


    And he’s the last person I’d want to see me like this. He’s strong. Nothing touches him. I have no idea how he would handle me if I broke down right now, which is something I’m seriously close to doing.


    “No, you thought running was going to solve your problems. You thought lying was going to solve your problems. You’re lucky my dipshit brother mentioned that you left, and that you were pregnant, or I wouldn’t even know that I was going to have a fuckin’ kid!” he yells, losing his composure.


    Talk about kicking me when I’m down.


    “I really don’t need your shit right now,” I mutter, looking down at the floor, feeling like the worst person in the world. Because he’s right, I probably wouldn’t have told him. I can’t say what I would have done.


    “You would have gone on, wouldn’t you? Your whole life without telling me,” he says in disbelief. “Don’t you think I deserved to have found this out from you?”


    I think about lying, but in the end I don’t. I deserve his judgment over this. “Do you really think you could give this kid a good life?”


    Wrong thing to say, but I needed to say it because that was my rationalization for leaving without a word. He shuts his expression off from me, his eyes turning cold and hard. “I guess you’re going to find out now, aren’t you?”


    “How do you know this kid is even yours?” I ask, lifting my chin up. Why am I poking the tiger? I have no idea.


    “I know because the condom broke that night, and you hadn’t had sex with Eric in a while,” he says, staring straight at me. “Or anyone else.”


    “The condom broke?” I gape, my eyes flaring.


    Well, that explains things doesn’t it?


    And who is he? The sex police?


    He watches me under his lashes but ignores my comment.


    “Grab your shit, Faye, you have five minutes or we leave without it,” he says, sitting down on the bed. I grit my teeth but do as he says, taking my few belongings and packing them back in my bag with efficient ease.


    “I’m ready,” I say, avoiding eye contact. He takes the bag from me and hikes it on his shoulder, then holds the door open. I walk out and wait for him to lead me to his car. He walks down toward the car park, and I follow a few steps behind.


    “What about my car? It has some of my stuff in it,” I ask him.


    “Rake will drive it home,” he says as he opens the door to a black four-wheel drive. He grips my hips and lifts me up onto the seat. My breath hitches at the contact and flashes of our night together enter my mind.


    Him braced above me as he grinds into me, sweat dripping down his body.


    Me on all fours in front of him, his fingers digging into my hips as he thrusts.


    “Faye,” he says, snapping me out of it.


    “Huh?”


    “What were you just thinking about?” he asks, his voice a low rumble.


    “Oh, nothing,” I mumble, embarrassment coloring my cheeks.


    “I’ll bet. I said Rake will handle your car so don’t worry about it.”


    “Rake?” I ask, my brows furrowing in confusion. I watch as Dex lifts his head towards the side of the building. I follow his line of sight and see a man leaning against the wall, smoking a cigarette. He walks over and stands next to Dex.


    “So this is what the fuss is all about,” the man named Rake says, checking me out and not being subtle about it.


    “I’m Rake,” he says, grinning at me. He’s a good looking man. Blond hair, curling around his face, green eyes, and a panty-dropping smile. He has a lip ring and an eyebrow ring—both suit him perfectly.


    “Faye,” I say, managing a small smile.


    “I have to drive your car home,” he says. “You owe me, Faye.” Another grin and then he’s off.


    Dex sends Rake a look I can’t decipher, then turns to me.


    “You okay?” he asks, scanning my face. His expression softens as he looks over me.


    “Yeah. Thanks for asking,” I tell him, clearing my throat. He grunts in reply, closing the door and heading to the other side. When he pulls out of the car park, he turns to me.


    “You know, I thought you were one of the good ones. I never thought you would do something like this, trying to keep me in the dark about my own kid.”


    With that parting shot, which I feel deep in my bones, he drives me back to Perth.


    Back home.


    Back to where I am trying to escape from.


    Back to where my child will have no future.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Two
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    Five months ago


    “Another high distinction. Well done Faye,” my lecturer says, smiling down at me.


    “Thank you, Sir.”


    “Are you ready for the mock trials next week?” he asks, referring to the mock courtroom cases we participate in as a part of this unit.


    “I am. I can’t wait to get into the courtroom,” I tell him.


    He smiles. “You’re going to be a great lawyer, Faye.”


    “Thank you Sir. I’ll see you next week.”


    I smile to myself as I leave uni to drive to my boyfriend Eric’s house. I’m halfway through my law degree, with only two years left. Eric is the same. We’ve been together since we were in grade nine, much to my mother’s dismay. My parents are big on caring what others think, and I’m a constant source of embarrassment for them. What they don’t know is that I’m one of the good ones. I don’t smoke, I don’t drink, and I’ve never touched drugs in my life. I’m studious and care about my future. Eric is ambitious as well, which is what I like about him. After we graduate, we are going to start our own law firm, get married, and buy a house. We have a plan, and we’re going to stick to it. I pull into his driveway and check my makeup in the rear view mirror. Wide hazel eyes stare back at me, lined in black kohl. My nose is straight and splattered with freckles, my lips plump and covered in pink gloss. Satisfied with my appearance, I slide out of the car and walk to his front door. The front door is unlocked, which isn’t unusual for Eric’s house, so I don’t think anything of it. His mother is social and is always having her friends over. I walk down the hall, checking my phone messages as I make my way to his room. My eyes are still on my phone as I enter, glancing up only when I hear a noise.


    That’s the moment my life changed forever.


    I stare in open mouthed shock as a naked Eric pounds into a woman from behind. They are both facing away from me, enjoying themselves at the same moment I’m finding it difficult to breathe.


    My world collapses.


    I’m a good girl. I’ve never cheated, never even held hands with another man. I’m not perfect by any means, but I know, I know, I don’t deserve this shit.


    I open my mouth, and then close it. Shock overrides my system. Never once did I suspect something like this from him. Never.


    Anger soon replaces my shock.


    “You fucking bastard!” I yell, taking two steps back, my hands on my face. Eric stills, then pulls away from the woman, turning to look at me with wide eyes. He starts shaking his head, as if he can’t believe this is happening.


    I can’t believe this shit.


    “Faye…” he says, reaching his arms out. For me? He has to be kidding. The woman rolls onto her back and sits up, pulling the sheet up. I gasp as I get a view of her face. Trisha. A friend of mine. In fact—one of my only female friends, at least that’s what I’d thought.


    She breaks eye contact, as if ashamed. And she should be. I swallow, casting one last look at the man I thought I’d spend my life with.


    “You two deserve each other,” I sneer, turning and running out of the house. I can hear Eric call out my name, desperation in his tone, but I couldn’t care less.


    He’s dead to me.


    *****


    What does a girl do when she finds her boyfriend cheating on her? Well, after she’s cried herself sick for two days, she forces herself to get her ass out of bed. She plasters a smile on her face and reminds herself that people break up and relationships end every day. Life isn’t over. Change is good. Eric doesn’t deserve me, and things happen for a reason. Then she gets dressed up, paying special attention to her appearance, and goes out.


    This is exactly what I did.


    I don’t need Eric. Screw him.


    What I need is a little fun.


    There’s a bar I’ve seen but never been to. Knox’s Tavern, it’s called.


    I get out of my car, smoothing down my dress, and start to feel a little nervous.


    I’m going into a bar. By myself.


    Why am I here again? Oh right, my boyfriend is a lying, cheating bastard.


    The place is packed. My eyes scan the small dance floor before they land on the bar. I plop down on a stool, smiling at the men sitting near me. The place is swarming with both attractive men and women. A good pick-up place then. There are blond twins serving at the bar, both muscled and drop-dead gorgeous. I stare at them for as long as I can until someone notices, then I turn away, blushing.


    Eric who?


    “What can I get you?” the twin without the scar on his face asks.


    “Umm…” I mutter. “Strawberry daiquiri please.”


    That’s the only drink I can remember the name of. I tried one once at a friend’s eighteenth. God, I’m so boring. And predictable.


    Next time I should order a shot of tequila.


    The bartender smiles at me warmly, then turns to make my drink. I fight the urge to fan myself. I pay him for my drink and sip on it slowly, enjoying people watching. When I see what other women are wearing, I start to feel more confident in my black playsuit and wedges. I’m not showing too much skin at all. The sad thing is to exit the house I had to wear a cardigan over the playsuit, or my parents would have complained and nagged. I left the cardigan in my car. I sit here for an hour, declining the few drink invitations I get but feeling flattered all the same. When everyone starts to get really drunk, and a fight breaks out between a couple of bikers, I decide it’s time for me to head home. I question why I feel a little disappointed. Did I want to pick up someone tonight? Do something spontaneous for once?


    As I walk to my car, I see a man standing next to a gorgeous black Harley. He’s wearing dark jeans, low on his hips, a black t-shirt and a battered leather jacket.


    I know just who he is.


    I’ll never forget those piercing blue eyes and thick dark hair.


    I haven’t seen him in five years. The years have been very good to him. In fact, he seems to have gotten even sexier with age.


    Dex.


    I’ve had a crush on Dex for as long as I can remember. A silly, childhood crush. He was the local bad boy, but to me he was always sweet and patient.


    He nods his head at me, a slight imperceptible move. He starts to walk towards me, taking me in from head to toe. When he grins and reaches out his hand to me without a word, I don’t think. I take it. He pulls me into his body for a hug. I lay my cheek against the cold leather of his jacket and smile.


    “Long time no see,” I say, breaking the silence. I inhale deeply, taking in his scent. Something that I will never admit to another person.


    “Look at you, all grown up,” he says in a low husky voice that gives me shivers. My body is on the curvy side. I have smallish breasts and a narrow waist but flared hips and solid thighs. And a huge ass. The way he is staring at me lets me know he likes what he sees.


    A heck of a lot.


    And it makes me feel good. Confident.


    “I could say the same,” I reply breathlessly, boldly checking him out. Is that an eight pack under there? I let my hands wander over his stomach, trying to feel what’s under there.


    He laughs. “Like what you see, do you?”


    I step away from him, nibbling on my bottom lip.


    I’ve always liked what I’ve seen with him. “I’m surprised you recognized me.”


    He grazes his teeth over his lower lip. “It was the hair, dead giveaway.”


    I swallow hard. “Oh.”


    Very articulate Faye.


    “Who are you here with?” he asks, eyes darting to the bar. “Not that it matters.”


    “No one,” I reply, shrugging my shoulders a little sheepishly.


    He gives me a slow spreading devilish smile. “Good. Want to get out of here?”


    My eyes flare. “You just got here.”


    “Yeah, but now I’ve found what I’m looking for,” he says, squeezing my hand gently.


    Do I want to go with him? With the way he’s looking at me, I know what he wants.


    My gaze lowers to his lips. I’d really like a taste of them. Fuck the consequences. I don’t owe Eric anything anymore. I’m a single woman. And I find myself wanting him, badly.


    Don’t regret anything that makes you happy.


    “Okay,” I reply on a shaky breath.


    “You sure?” he asks, rubbing his hand down my arm. “’Cuz I want you pretty fuckin’ bad right now.”


    I shiver at both his gravelly tone and his admission.


    “Trust me, I’m sure,” I say with more confidence in my tone. The feeling is mutual.


    He leans down and kisses me, catching me off guard. At the first taste of his lips, a moan escapes me. He pulls back before I want him to.


    “Get on babe,” he demands.


    “I’ve never been on a bike before,” I admit.


    His answering smile makes my pulse race. “You’ll be fine, just hold onto me.”


    I watch as he pulls off his leather jacket. “Here,” he says, putting it on my shoulders. “You’ll freeze otherwise.”


    I slide my arms into the sleeves and zip it up. He looks at me in his jacket, an almost possessive look flashing in his eyes. Did I just imagine that? It’s probably my wishful thinking.


    After putting a helmet on, I get on the back of his bike, wrapping my arms around his stomach. I can feel his taut, rock hard abs properly now under his thin t-shirt. Definitely an eight pack.


    I’m in ab heaven!


    We ride for about half an hour, finally pulling up to a hotel. Spending all that time pressed against him has left me achy… and wanting. Never once in my life did I think I’d have a chance with Dex. I’d locked him away in my ‘never going to happen’ fantasies, but here I was. And I was going to make the most of it.


    As we walk inside, I realize something.


    “My car…”


    I just left it there, completely captivated by Dex. I didn’t even think.


    “I’ll handle it,” he says, in a low husky voice. “Just give me the keys.”


    “Okay,” I reply, my voice cracking a little. He checks us into a room and holds my hand until we get to the door. He unlocks it with a swipe of a card, then gestures for me to enter. I walk in and take in the room. It’s spacious, with a king bed, couch, and a TV. It’s a nice room, not a cheap one. I’d know, since my mother only stays in the best of the best whenever we go on family holidays.


    “Come here,” he says, sitting on the bed and pulling off his shirt. I do as instructed, going to sit next to him.


    “You sure you want this?” he asks, running his finger along my jawline. Goosebumps appear on my skin just from that touch.


    “I’m sure,” I tell him, shifting on the bed. He nods once, a thoughtful look on his handsome face, then he taps his hands on his lap. Before I know what I’m doing, I sit on his lap, straddling him. When he kisses me, I don’t stop him. He feels too good, smells too good, and I want to forget.


    More than that, I want a taste of this man.


    We both stand, and he strips off my clothes slowly, taking his time.


    “Your body is fuckin’ amazing, you know that?” he whispers as he stares at me completely naked.


    “I’m glad you approve,” I reply with a smirk. The way he’s staring at me right now… I don’t think I’ve ever felt so beautiful in my life.


    My eyes follow his hands as he undresses himself. His body is impressive, all hard angles and ripples. My mouth waters.


    Naked, he turns and leans down to pull a condom out of his wallet. The dragon’s face tattooed on his back is staring right at me, its body coiled tightly behind it. It’s beautiful, intricate, and deadly.


    Just like the man standing before me.


    He faces me once more, tearing the condom packet open with a flash of his white teeth, and sliding it on. He’s huge. I’ve only ever been with Eric, but I notice that Dex is a lot bigger in width and length. He flashes me a grin when he sees me staring. Too turned on to care that I was caught ogling him, I lick my lips instead. His eyes darken. Leaning over me, he gently pushes me back on the bed. He kisses my lips with no preamble, his tongue exploring my mouth. He knows what he’s doing, just how to turn me on. I moan into his mouth as his finger slides into me. He makes a sound deep in his throat, a growling sound. I’m more than ready for him as he slides himself into me with one smooth thrust. His patience clearly over, he thrusts deeply, a curse leaving his lips. His body shows me just how much I’ve been missing out on, his skilled moves giving me more pleasure than I’ve ever experienced before. I come once, twice, before he finishes himself. He kisses me on my forehead once before he pulls out. I sit up and frown, when I notice the look on his face. He looks angry.


    “What is it?” I ask, my voice hoarse and unsure.


    He clears his throat. “Nothing.” He stands up and heads out of the room. I get dressed quickly, wondering what the hell I just did. I’ve never done anything like this in my life. I needed to get home—right now. Dex comes back into the room, condom taken care of, and lies back on the bed with his arms stretched behind his head. Not a care in the world.


    I reach down to grab my clothes.


    “What are you doing?” he asks, looking over at me in amusement.


    “Getting dressed.”


    He sits up and pulls me back onto the bed. “Not done with you yet babe.”


    His mouth finds mine, and I lose all rational thought.


    *****


    “I’ll take you home. My friend Tracker will bring your car to you,” he says the next morning, not looking at me.


    “Okay,” I say, awkwardly waiting while he dresses. I fiddle with the hem of my top, looking around the room distractedly. I got up before him and took a shower, waiting to leave. He wasn’t making this awkward at all, but I am. He is obviously familiar with this situation, while I am officially doing my first walk of shame. Last night had me feeling off-kilter. Did I imagine the connection between us? Last night wasn’t fucking. It was meant to be, but it didn’t feel like it. I don’t know what to think. Dex is acting like it was nothing, so I am imagining things. I only have Eric to compare him to. Maybe Eric and I just didn’t have any passion. Is that what it was? Passion? I don’t regret anything though, not even a little bit. Last night is something I will never forget.


    “Faye,” he says, drawing my eyes to him.


    “Yeah?”


    “Are you okay?” he asks, standing before me now fully dressed.


    I force myself to hold eye contact. “Yeah, I’ve just never done anything like this before,” I admit, looking away shyly.


    He lifts my face up with his hand on my chin.


    “What do you mean you’ve never done anything like this before?” he asks, tilting his head and looking confused.


    “I mean, a one-night stand,” I say, shrugging my shoulders.


    “I hope you’re not expecting a ring, or some shit?” he says, looking amused.


    “You asshole,” I snap, standing up and walking myself to the door. A ring? He’d probably give me a burger ring.


    Dex follows behind me. “I’m just playing around, no need to get angry.”


    I turn to look at him. “I see age hasn’t made you any funnier.”


    He laughs. “Oh please, I used to have you in hysterics.”


    I laugh at the reminder. Okay, so he always did have a good sense of humor.


    “How old are you now?” he asks, lighting a cigarette as we step outside.


    “Twenty.”


    “Fuck, you’re a baby still,” he says, puffing out smoke and shaking his head.


    “Old enough for you to fuck,” I say dryly, examining my manicure.


    Dex laughs, a deep musical sound. He always did have a great laugh, the bastard.


    “You have a dirty mouth on you babe.”


    “You’d know,” I mutter to myself.


    More laughter.


    “Hey we both got what we wanted,” he says, putting out the cigarette with his shoe.


    “How so?” I ask him, stepping closer to his bike.


    “You got revenge on my brother, isn’t that what you wanted? A taste of wild?”


    I hate that I blush. How does he know about Eric and me?


    I did get what I wanted, but it wasn’t revenge.


    It was just him.


    “And what did you get Dex?” I ask, tilting my head to the side.


    He grins wolfishly. “I got to fuck a fairy.”


    I grit my teeth. When I was younger, Dex used to call me fairy, because that’s the meaning of Faye.


    It used to drive me crazy.


    Apparently is still does.


    “Hop on,” he says. “Let’s get you home.”


    *****


    Dex kisses me on the forehead before he rides off. I walk into my house, coming to a standstill when I see Eric sitting with my mother having a coffee. There goes my good mood.


    “What are you doing here?” I demand, walking to my room and turning my back on the two of them.


    “Faye! Where have you been? Don’t talk to your boyfriend like that. I raised you better,” my mother admonishes. I ignore her like I usually do. Nothing I do is ever good enough for her. I’m not who she wants me to be, and I accepted that a long time ago. Eric walks into my room and closes the door behind him. I sit on my bed and stare up at him, wanting to get this over with. My face is impassive, not giving away anything. I don’t want him to have any part of me anymore, even my anger.


    He doesn’t deserve it.


    “Where were you last night?” he asks, fists clenching and releasing. I almost laugh at his audacity. How dare he question where I was? “I came by to talk to you, and you weren’t home.”


    “What’s it to you? I’m not your business anymore Eric,” I reply, pretending to be bored. I even stare down at my cuticles for effect.


    “What the fuck Faye?” he growls, starting to pace the confines of my room.


    “I was single the second you cheated on me. I owe you nothing. Now get out of my room,” I say, my voice like steel. His face turns red. His brown hair, much lighter than Dex’s, flops over his forehead, and he pushes it away with a flick of his wrist. I used to find that movement charming, now I just want to punch him in the face.


    “Where did you go?” he asks, scowling at me.


    “How long have you been cheating on me?” I counter, using a light tone.


    He pauses. “It just happened Faye. I’m sorry. You know it’s not her that I want, but you’ve been so busy lately with uni and everything…”


    “I understand,” I say, cutting him off. I’ve heard about this before. Men trying to lay the blame on the woman so she thinks it was her lacking that caused the man to cheat. Then she takes on some of the blame and gives him another chance, hoping they can work things out together.


    “You do?” he asks, looking hopeful.


    “Sure I do. You’re a pathetic, weak, cheating bastard who can’t even own up to his actions. So, instead, you try to blame them on me,” I reply, narrowing my eyes on him. I’m not a perfect woman. In fact, I probably don’t even know what I’m talking about considering I’ve only ever had one relationship. But what I do know is that I won’t allow a man to cheat on me or disrespect me. Sure, everyone makes mistakes, and people deserve second chances, but Eric isn’t even sorry.


    He is only sorry he got caught.


    There is a huge difference to me.


    “Faye…”


    “You control your own actions Eric. You. Not me. And your actions tell me that you don’t deserve me. Now please just leave me alone,” I say, feeling tired, upset, and sick of life fucking around with me.


    “So, what, one mistake, and you’re going to throw away six years?” he says, his jaw clenching. His face takes on a pinched look that I’ve never noticed before.


    How unattractive.


    “Yes!” I yell. “Now get out! Go annoy Trisha!”


    He’s her problem now, not mine.


    “What the fuck ever,” he snaps, closing the door behind him as he leaves.


    Finally peace and quiet.


    I shove my face onto my pillow and cry.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Three
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    Over the next month, Eric tries to get me back. He calls me, shows up at my house, and corners me at uni.


    But it doesn’t work.


    After that, he gets the picture and starts to date another girl. To be completely honest—it hurts, but there was no way I was going to take him back. I feel confused now. Unsettled. We had our life planned out, and now I need to make a fresh plan, one without him. The thought of Eric with another woman used to kill me, but now I just feel sorry for whoever she is—that’s how I know I made the right choice in breaking up. I just hope he doesn’t cheat on her too, and that he’s learnt his lesson. Trisha and I haven’t spoken. We pretend we don’t know each other, which is perfectly fine with me. If I said I wish her well that would be a complete lie. I hope she gets what’s coming to her, I’m just waiting for karma to take care of it for me. Girl code. Whatever happened to that?


    “Hey Faye,” Eric calls out, walking towards me. And to think I’d almost made it to my car.


    “Hey,” I say, opening my car door and staring at it longingly.


    “How are you?” he asks, leaning against my backseat door.


    “Fine,” I say shortly. “What’s up?”


    “I heard something about you…”


    “And?”


    “I heard that you were seen out with Dex,” he says, a muscle ticking in his jaw.


    “And?” I repeat.


    “And? What the fuck are you thinking?” he snaps, shaking his head at me.


    I still. “Well this is awkward. I had no idea you had a say over who I do and don’t see. Oh, that’s right. You don’t, so mind your own business Eric.”


    “He’s not a good guy,” he warns, his dark eyes pleading with me to listen.


    “And you are?” I ask, eyes flaring.


    He flinches slightly but doesn’t back down. He still doesn’t know that Dex and I slept together, but he’s still acting crazy over this. The question is, why?


    “What’s the big deal?” I ask curiously, trying to act casual. “It’s just Dex.”


    Eric rolls his eyes, not a good look for a man. “He’s a fucking criminal Faye. He’s dangerous.”


    Now it’s my turn to roll my eyes. “He’s your brother. He’s never done anything to hurt us.”


    Eric grits his teeth. I grin. “You’re just jealous of him aren’t you?” I surmise.


    His eyes narrow. “Have you heard of the Wind Dragons?”


    I scoff. “Of course I have, who hasn’t?”


    The Wind Dragons MC were a notorious motorcycle club. I’d heard nothing good about their members, who apparently take drugs and have sex for a living. They live their life a certain way and make no apologies about it. I’d never actually interacted with a member, so I don’t know the truth of it all, just what I’d heard from others in passing.


    Eric has a smug look on his face. I don’t like it. “Dex is the vice president.”


    I freeze. “Bullshit.”


    Then I remember the tattoo on his back.


    The deadly dragon.


    I could see Dex in an MC. He has this predator vibe about him.


    He’s hot-blooded.


    In fact, if I didn’t know him, I would probably steer clear of him altogether. He’s the ultimate bad boy. But he’s also my Dex, the boy I grew up around.


    “How come you never mentioned this before?” I ask him, staring at him in suspicion.


    Something crosses his face. Something I don’t like. He’s not telling me something.


    “I never thought you’d be stupid enough to get mixed up with him and his stupid group of friends,” he says. “Just wait until your mother hears about it, she’s going to kill you.”


    That’s the complete truth. My mother is narrow-minded and judgmental about anyone who doesn’t have a university degree. My father just agrees with whatever she says and never has his own opinion. I will never marry a weak man like my father.


    “I know he was dating that girl. What’s her name?” he continues, oblivious to my inner dialogue.


    “Who knows,” I reply, only caring that he was dating someone, and not is.


    “Don’t you want to know who your competition is?” he asks, raising an eyebrow.


    “No, what I want is this conversation to be over.”


    “You know what, after one night with you he will be done. Don’t come crying to me when you end up heartbroken,” he sneers, turning away from me.


    “Well I survived it once, I’m sure I will survive it again,” I reply, unable to keep the bite out of my tone.


    “I made a mistake,” he replies, sighing with regret.


    “I hope she was worth it,” I find myself saying. Why keep talking about it? No snide comments or words of regret and pain are going to change anything. What’s done is done. It can’t be reversed. All I can do is move on and let time heal the pain.


    “She wasn’t,” he admits, looking down at his hands.


    I look down. “I have to go, okay?”


    “Just remember what I said about him.”


    “Fine, warning noted,” I say, sliding into my car. Eric walks off, and I drive my ass home.


    *****


    Five weeks later


    Dr. Reeves walks in, sitting down in his chair. He’s a kind man in his fifties and has been my doctor for a few years now. I’m pretty sure he keeps his lollipop jar stocked just for when I have an appointment.


    “I need drugs, doc,” I tell him. “And lots of them.”


    He doesn’t smile at my antics like he usually does. “You’re pregnant, Faye.”


    I blink slowly. “I don’t think so.”


    Now he fights a smile. “This test says you’re definitely pregnant.”


    I look around the room, hoping for someone to jump out and tell me that this is a prank. “I don’t understand.”


    His lip twitches. “When’s the last time you had sex? And when was your last period?”


    “I have never had sex without a condom,” I blurt out, wringing my hands.


    “Faye…”


    “I guess, about six weeks ago.”


    With a criminal.


    “Condoms aren’t a hundred percent you know,” he reminds me calmly. My mind flashes to a certain episode of Friends, and I suddenly feel like yelling out that they should put that on the outside of the box.


    “You remember what happened when I went on the pill,” I tell him. I tried it for a month, and it didn’t agree with me. I put on weight and felt like shit. Dr. Reeves said we could try another one, but I just said I would use condoms. Eric and I always used one, even though he tried to talk his way out of it a few times with the infamous ‘I promise I’ll pull out’ line.


    Yeah—not a chance in hell.


    “I wasn’t criticizing you, Faye, but you are pregnant,” he says kindly, pulling out some brochures from his drawer.


    “I see,” I say, staring into empty space.


    And I did see.


    I saw my career and my life plans crashing. Evaporating. Vanishing.


    Disappearing right before my eyes.


    “You have options,” he says, sliding the brochures to me. But I don’t. I don’t have options, and my life is over. My parents will kick me out, my education is going to take a backseat to changing nappies, and the baby’s father is an outlaw biker. This kid doesn’t stand a chance. I’m pro-choice, but I could never have an abortion. That’s just not me. I stand up, the sound of the chair scratching on the floor filling the silent room.


    “I’m keeping it,” I announce. Everyone else be damned.


    Doc has a talk with me, gives me a book to read up on, and tells me to get some folic acid and other things. I leave the doctor’s in a daze.


    A plan starts to form in my head.


    First of all, I need to save money.


    Then me and my baby are out of here.


    *****


    I’m four months pregnant when I start to show. And that’s when everything goes to hell. My parents find out and tell me to leave. No second chance. No discussion. My mother just tells me to be gone by the end of the day. My father looks sad but doesn’t dare go against her wishes. They should have never had a child. I’m going to make sure I’m a way better mother than she ever was. How predictable of them. I always knew they would cut me out of their lives the moment they found out. I pack up my belongings, ready to leave. Luckily I have been saving every cent during the last few months, preparing for this moment. I even cashed in some of my gold and sold everything I could, even my PS4. I don’t need all those things. What I need is a plan for the future.


    Just as I throw the last bag into my car, Eric pulls up in his obnoxious car. Not someone I want to see right now. Maybe even the last person on the face of this earth, but such is my life.


    “Where are you going?” he asks as he storms up to me. He frowns when he sees all my stuff in the back of my car.


    “Taking a little holiday,” I say in a tone that lets him know I’m not in the mood for his shit.


    He grabs my arm. “What the hell is going on?”


    I lose it. Months of hiding, stressing, and crying all burst out of me. “I’m pregnant, and I have nowhere to go so I’m leaving town. Now get the fuck out of my way!”


    He stands there, frozen, his mouth open in shock. “You were going to leave town without telling me about my baby?”


    I can’t help it. I laugh. It’s more nervous laughter than anything else. I probably sound psychotic.


    Eric and I hadn’t had sex in a month when I slept with Dex. There is no way the baby is his.


    “Baby isn’t yours Eric, don’t worry about it,” I say, pulling out of his hold.


    “The fuck?” he growls, his face going red in anger. “Who did you sleep with?”


    Typical male. Of course that would be all he cares about.


    “Too many to count,” I reply, opening the door. I still and turn to him. “I guess I’ll see you around.”


    Or not.


    “You don’t have to leave,” he says, still looking confused and hurt.


    The pain radiating from him makes me hurt too.


    “There’s nothing left for me here anymore Eric,” I say softly, letting him look into my eyes and see the truth.


    We are over. There’s no going back now.


    “Faye…” he whispers, his voice cracking. He sees it. He knows it. It’s done with.


    I smile sadly. “I guess it just wasn’t meant to be.”


    He runs his hand through his hair. “We can say it’s mine.”


    My eyes flare in surprise. I didn’t see this one coming. I actually consider it for a moment, but then I see him with that other woman.


    It would all be pretend.


    Fake.


    And I don’t want to live a lie. “Eric, thanks for the offer, but that isn’t going to work. Take care of yourself.”


    I get in my car and start the engine, his eyes on me the entire time.


    As I pull out of my driveway, I leave him standing there looking helpless.


    Looking just how I feel.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Four
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    The present


    The drive home is uneventful. Dex is quiet, playing head-banging music the whole drive, giving me a migraine.


    “Still like shit music I see,” I comment.


    “This is Five Finger Death Punch,” he replies, sounding offended. “Still only listen to commercial crap then?”


    I make a hmmph noise but don’t reply. The song changes to some alternative¸ hipster music I’ve never heard before, so I put in my ear phones and stare out the window, into the darkness of the night. I lower the volume so he can’t hear ‘You and I’ by One Direction playing. I finally fall asleep but instantly wake when Dex touches my arm. He pulls the ear phones from my ears and speaks.


    “I’m stopping to pump petrol, do you want anything?” he asks. One of his hands is on top of the steering wheel, and I stare at the tattoos covering his knuckles. On one hand W.D.M.C is spelt out, a letter on each finger.


    Wind Dragons Motorcycle Club.


    “Faye,” he snaps, when I don’t answer.


    I blink and look at his face. “No thanks, I’m fine.”


    “I’ll get you some water,” he says, sliding out of the car. God, he’s so bossy.


    And hot—but that’s another story.


    A few minutes pass when I see Rake walking up to the car. He comes to stand right at my window and taps on it. I blink slowly a few times before rolling the window down.


    “Hey,” he says, smiling as he lights up a cigarette.


    “Um hi,” I reply, staring at him. My lips quirk as I look at him, his smile contagious.


    “Can’t wait to get home,” he grumbles around his smoke.


    “Yeah, sorry about that,” I say, shrugging sheepishly.


    He chuckles. “Was worth it, seeing Sin get all worked up.”


    “Sin?” I ask, my lips pursing. Is that what Dex goes by nowadays? “Do you know what he’s planning on doing with me?”


    Rake looks over the car, then takes a step backwards. I turn my head to see Dex get back into the car, a bottle of water and a chocolate bar in his hands.


    “Thanks,” I say as he hands them to me.


    “See you at the clubhouse Sin,” Rake says, tapping his hand on the top of the car before walking off.


    “Sin?”


    “Drink the water Faye,” is all he says in reply. He starts the car and drives back onto the main road, following behind Rake in my car. I take a sip of water to get him off my back then turn my body towards him.


    I have so many questions right now.


    “Why do they call you Sin?”


    “They just do,” he replies shortly.


    “Where are you taking me?” I ask, scrubbing a hand down my face.


    He sighs heavily, like he’s sick of me already. “You’re going to stay with me. I heard that your piece of shit parents kicked you out, so you’re with me until you can get back on your feet.”


    That is kind of nice. As much as I don’t like being told what to do, it’s going to save me a lot of stress, having a stable place to stay during this pregnancy. However, I do have other concerns.


    “Where exactly do you stay? With a group of bikers?” I ask slowly, not wanting to offend him. But at the same time, I’m not living with a houseful of bikers.


    “Who told you that?” he asks, frowning.


    “Eric.”


    “Of course that little bastard did,” he sighs, looking straight ahead at the road. I stare at his handsome profile, waiting for him to elaborate, but he doesn’t.


    “Dex… I appreciate you want to keep an eye on me and the baby, but I really don’t feel comfortable staying with you and your friends,” I tell him, shifting in my seat.


    “Was Rake horrible to you?” he asks, his voice hardening.


    “No, of course not…”


    “Good and neither will anyone else be,” he says. “No one will hurt you. Do you think I would ever let that happen?”


    “I’m not going to win am I?” I mutter, pushing my hair off my face.


    Dex laughs at that. “You’re a fast learner babe.”


    I bite my lip, staying in silence for about ten minutes before I can’t hold it in anymore. “Do you guys kill people? Or do Illegal shit? Is it true you have groupies?”


    Dex sighs again, this one long- suffering. “Are you going to be a pain in my ass the whole time you’re living with me?”


    I lift my shoulder in a shrug. “Probably.”


    “At least you’re honest,” he grumbles. “I’ll tell you what, try and reserve judgment until you meet everyone. Make up your own mind about us.”


    “I guess I could do that,” I reply, bobbing my head.


    “Either way, you’re staying with us, so you better make the most of it,” he adds, always having to say the last word.


    “Is Eric going to come by?”


    I know they aren’t close or anything, but how does this biker thing work?


    He turns to me then, giving me an odd look. “Do you want him to?”


    “Not really,” I reply honestly.


    “Good, because he won’t be coming around,” he says. “Are you going to eat your chocolate?”


    I glance down at the Snickers bar. “Why, do you want it?”


    “If you’re not going to,” he says, eying the chocolate.


    “Halves?” I offer, just like I used to make him share as a kid.


    “Sure,” he replies with a twitch of his lips. I break the bar in half and hand him the smaller half.


    He notices and laughs. “The nice thing to do would be to give me the bigger half.”


    “And why’s that?” I ask, taking a bite.


    “I’m twice as big as you,” he says.


    That was kind of him. “I’m pregnant. When it comes to food from now on I always win.”


    His deep chuckle makes me smile. “You always win anyway Faye.”


    “What does that mean?” I ask, chewing and swallowing another delicious bite.


    “You have a way about you…”


    “I think that’s just my stubborn personality.”


    “Exactly, you have a strong will. Strong spirit,” he says, peeking at me before staring back at the road.


    I stay silent, lost in my thoughts. It’s nice that he thinks that about me. Really nice. Pretty much the opposite of what my mother has always tried to drill into me.


    His hand finds my thigh and stays there. My breath hitches at the contact, at his casual affection. I slowly pinch myself, on the underside of my other thigh, to make sure this isn’t a dream.


    “Ouch,” I mutter. Okay definitely not a dream. That freaking hurt.


    “What’s wrong?” he asks, cutting his eyes to me.


    “Nothing,” I reply quickly, turning my head to look out the window.


    “I know you think I’ve changed…” he starts. I sit up straighter, interested in what he has to say. “You were just a kid back then…”


    “But?”


    He glances at me. “I have changed. But for you… I’ll always be that same person. Does that make sense? You have no need to be scared or wary around me babe.”


    I exhale deeply, appreciating his words of comfort. “Thanks Dex.”


    “How’s uni?” he asks, as his fingers start to rub my thigh.


    I swallow hard, finding myself getting turned on by the simple action. “It’s good, actually.”


    “Heard you were at the top of your class…”


    “Who told you that?” I ask. Has he been checking up on me? Why do I like the thought of that? I need to calm myself down.


    “Eric,” he replies in a toneless voice.


    “Oh,” is all I can think of to say.


    An hour later the car stops. “What are we doing here?” I ask Dex as we wait in front of a gate. A man runs out and opens the gate for us, then Dex parks the car. Several motorcycles are parked nearby. I stare ahead at the building in front of me. It looks more like a warehouse than a house. It’s massive. Silently, I get out of the car and wait for Dex to do the same. I can feel his eyes on me, burning a hole in the back of my head. I wait for him to lead the way, and I follow behind. I can hear music, loud music. It’s about eleven at night, and all I want to do is sleep. It doesn’t look like I’m going to be able to get that chance. Dex looks at me, and I don’t miss the grimace as he hears the noise.


    “Should have brought you in during the day,” he utters under his breath, then takes my hand in his and walks me in through the door.


    Eyes wide, I freeze and take in the scene in front of me. I step closer to Dex, almost hiding behind him.


    About ten men, varying in age and appearance, are sitting around drinking and smoking. Some are dancing. There are a couple of women about as well, scantily clad. Some are dancing, some are making out with the men, and others are…


    As soon as I see a couple having sex out in the open, I turn around and walk back to the car.


    This is what he wants to bring my child into?


    Fuck. Him.


    No really, fuck him. He’s selfish. He should have just let me be. If he really wanted to help, he could have sent some money for the baby.


    I hear Dex yelling, and the music turns off. I lean against the car, hearing loud voices until it finally quiets down. Dex walks out, looking frustrated, and comes right up to me.


    “It’s not always like that,” he says, avoiding my eyes.


    I stare up at him, unimpressed. “You can’t expect me to live here.”


    “Half those people don’t live here, they just come by for a good time.”


    “I don’t want to live in a place people come to for a ‘good time’,” I reply, hands on my hips.


    He says nothing.


    “Dex,” I say, crossing my arms over my chest and lifting my chin up in defiance. He studies me, his blue eyes narrowing slightly, but says nothing. I shift on my feet, his silence making me squirm. His mouth is set in a tight, thin line, and I know he’s far from happy with me. It’s hard not to feel intimidated in his presence, but I refuse to back down. I force myself to look him in the eye and continue.


    “Don’t make me stay here Dex,” I say softly, my gaze darting to the front door in apprehension.


    He pulls out a cigarette, lights it, and takes a draw, taking two steps away from me as he does so. So I don’t have to breathe in the smoke? I have no idea.


    “Do you trust me?” he asks quietly.


    “What?”


    “Faye. Do you trust me? Yes or no?”


    I stare into his clear blue eyes. “Yes, I trust you.”


    His expression softens at my admission.


    “Come on then, let’s get you to bed,” he says, tilting his head towards the door.


    I still don’t move.


    “You let me in, you’re carrying my child. What choice do you have?” he asks, raising an eyebrow at me. “You have no other option Faye.”


    He doesn’t look smug as he says it. Just like he’s stating a fact.


    And I hate that he’s right. Where else am I going to go?


    I have nowhere, and no one left to turn to.


    I lost everything in one night. Over one mistake.


    “Get inside Faye,” he says, turning around without looking back.


    My eyes dart from his car back to him. Rake isn’t even here yet with my car.


    Do I really have a choice?


    “Fuck,” I mutter under my breath.


    Then I follow the Dragon into his lair.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Five
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    The place is cleared out when I re-enter, but I can still hear laughter, so I know they’ve just moved their party elsewhere in the clubhouse. I appreciate it. The whole place is huge inside. I follow behind Dex, taking in every detail. I sigh when I come across a wall full of mug shots. We pass the party room, a kitchen, and a large living room, until we come to a stop. He opens the door, turns on the light, and waits for me to enter.


    “Get settled, I’ll get your stuff from both the cars,” he says, shutting the door before he leaves. I look around the room. It’s spacious, with a king-size bed, a cupboard, and a desk. The rest of it is bare. Utilitarian even. I open one of the doors which leads to a decent sized bathroom. When I see the claw foot tub, my mouth turns up into a smile. My day just got a little better, it really is the small things in life.


    Dex returns a few minutes later, carrying my bags. He puts them on the bed, turning to me with a contemplative look on his face.


    “You hungry?” he asks, his eyes roaming to my stomach.


    “No, I’m okay,” I tell him. I still have food in my bag if I do get hungry. He steps closer to me, his fingers lifting my chin up.


    “Not the best situation,” he says, lip twitching.


    “You think?” I all but growl.


    “You can study some of your units online, can’t you?” he asks, scanning my features.


    “Yeah I can. That’s what I was going to do. I really want to finish my degree, baby or not,” I tell him. It’s the truth. The degree is for me. It’s what I’ve always wanted. I know a baby changes things, and it might take me longer to do it, but I will reach my goals in the end.


    “You do whatever work you can online, you hang out here for a bit, okay?” he says, his eyes softening.


    “What am I meant to do here?” I ask him.


    “You’ll find your place. Some of the old ladies are nice women,” he says, smiling.


    “Some?”


    “You picked up on that, hey?” he comments, chuckling.


    “I’m a lawyer, what do you think?” I say dryly, causing him to laugh harder.


    “Not yet you aren’t,” he points out.


    “Whatever,” I sigh.


    “What kind of lawyer are you going to be?” he asks, eyes still dancing with amusement.


    “Criminal,” I say, raising an eyebrow at him. I don’t really know if I’m going to be a criminal lawyer yet, I just say it to annoy him.


    “Is that so,” he says, grinning like a damn fool.


    “What the hell is so amusing?” I snap, narrowing my eyes on him.


    “Club could use a good lawyer,” he says, rubbing his chin thoughtfully.


    “Oh, hell no!” I say, lifting my finger and poking him in the chest.


    “Did you just poke me?” he asks, looking like he’s about to start laughing again.


    “Yes, what’s it to you?” I ask belligerently.


    “How would you like it if I poked you?” he asks, trying to keep a straight face.


    “You already did, you asshole! That’s how I got pregnant!” I yell in his face.


    This time, the laughter doesn’t subside. He falls onto the bed, clutching his stomach like a damn kid. The door suddenly opens, two rough looking men standing there. Both are wearing leather vests telling me they are part of the MC.


    “What the fuck,” Dex snaps at their entrance.


    “You all good in here?” one man asks. He looks to be in his late thirties with brown hair and eyes. He has a beard which, I’m not going to lie, he pulls off nicely.


    His eyes find me and narrow slightly. “Who’s this bitch?”


    “This bitch would be Faye,” I answer in the same tone. How fucking rude.


    “I wasn’t asking you, I was asking Sin,” he replies in an annoyed tone. “Learn your place around here, and fast, little girl.”


    Okay, what a jerk.


    “Arrow,” Dex warns. “Faye is under my protection. No one so much as breathes in her direction, you got it? And you can pass that on. I know you fuckers like to gossip.”


    At least he was standing up for me. Arrow scowls but doesn’t say anything.


    Kill them with kindness.


    “Nice to meet you Arrow,” I lie, ignoring his look of surprise. I then turn to the next guy. He has dark hair and eyes, a scar across his neck. It looks like someone sliced him with a knife.


    “Irish,” he says with a slight accent.


    “Nice to meet you Irish,” I say, nodding my head at him. They both look at me like I’m crazy, and I probably am. Good manners were instilled in me, it’s really not my fault.


    “Why do they call you Arrow?” I find myself asking. “Do you have an arrow tattoo?” I search what I can see of his body for any signs of it.


    Silence, then laughter.


    “What the hell is so funny?” I ask, looking between them in confusion.


    Arrow leans against the door and stares at Dex.


    “What?” Dex replies, no trace of laughter on his face.


    Arrow shrugs, and then looks at me in a new light. “Can’t remember the last time I heard you laugh like that Sin.”


    Dex scowls. “Is there anything else?”


    “No, we just wanted to meet your baby mama,” Irish says, looking completely amused.


    I wiggle my fingers at them.


    “Oh darlin’,” Irish says, “You are way too good for him.”


    “Get the fuck out you two,” Dex growls, sending a glare in their direction. They leave, and I can hear their laughter down the hall.


    I turn to Dex. “Do I have to call you Sin now?” That’s going to take some time getting used to.


    “If you want to,” he says, laying back on the bed. His t-shirt rides up a little, showing off his toned stomach. It should be illegal to look this good. He finds me staring but doesn’t say anything about it.


    “I think it would be weird calling you anything other than Dex,” I admit quietly.


    “Few things you need to hear. Your actions reflect on me while you’re here. Respect the other guys, respect me in front of the other guys. You can get mouthy when we’re in private, I kind of like that,” he says with a wink.


    “So you want me… to not be me in public?” I gape, gritting my teeth.


    “No. Not at all—”


    “Fine, I’ll try to keep the browbeating to a minimum. In public anyway,” I joke.


    “Anything else I should know?”


    “You’re lucky I know what that mouth can do. It’s worth putting up with your shit for,” he says, amusement dancing in his eyes.


    I narrow my eyes on him. “You better not say stuff like that in front of the others!”


    “Why not? Sex isn’t some secret thing around here. You’ll learn that quickly, don’t worry.”


    “No one is going to…”


    “Nothing will happen here that you don’t want,” he says, the tension in the room reaching an all-time high. “Yes, the men enjoy women and regularly, but all the women are consenting. We’re not monsters Faye.”


    “I didn’t mean to imply that you are… It’s just, well. I don’t know how things work here,” I try to explain.


    “Everyone will come around with you—don’t worry about that.”


    I wasn’t worried until he just mentioned it.


    “So…” I start. “Where are you sleeping?” I ask, taking in the one and only bed.


    “This bed is massive,” he says, lip curving.


    “It is,” I agree, waiting for him to continue.


    “So, I’m sleeping here with my baby mama,” he says, grinning at me.


    “You did not just call me that,” I say, crossing my arms over my chest.


    “I did. Listen here woman, this is how things are going to go. I’m going to sleep here every night, but don’t worry, I’ll be keeping my hands to myself. Now go take a shower,” he says, covering his face with his arm. I ignore the feeling of disappointment at the ‘keeping his hands to himself’ part. It’s probably for the best. Besides who needs hot sex with the sexiest man you’ve ever laid eyes on?


    Me, that’s who.


    I decide to let future me worry about it and jump in the shower. I dress in my pink cupcake pajama pants and a white singlet top. When I walk out, Dex is still on the bed watching a movie.


    “Finally,” he grumbles, heading into the bathroom. Finally? That was me trying to be quick. I wouldn’t say I was high maintenance, but I’m definitely not low maintenance. Feeling thirsty, I stare at the door, wondering if I should head out or not. My thirst winning, I slip out the door and head to the kitchen. Opening the fridge, I pull out a bottle of water and smell it first, just to make sure it isn’t vodka or something.


    “May I ask why you’re smelling the water?” comes a highly amused voice from behind me. I turn and come face to face with a very attractive man. Very.


    “Well hello there,” I say, checking him out. Shoulder length blond hair. Wearing nothing but a pair of low slung track pants. Amazing body covered in tattoos.


    “Nice pjs,” he says, staring at my pants.


    “Thanks, I love cupcakes,” I say.


    “So do I,” he says through a chuckle.


    “You guys should make a calendar,” I blurt out, causing the man to grin at me.


    “Who are you?”


    Wait, am I not allowed to ask questions like that?


    His eyes widen at my question as I wait for his reaction. “I’m Tracker, who are you?”


    “Oh good, you aren’t going to kill me or something,” I say to myself.


    “What?” he asks, making a choked sound.


    I shrug sheepishly. “I’ve been warned.”


    “Faye!” Dex calls out.


    “That would be me,” I say, giving him the small wave.


    “You’re the baby mama?” he says, eyebrows reaching his hairline.


    “Oh for fuck’s sake,” I snap, narrowing my eyes. “Is that going to be my name now?”


    Dex walks out, a scowl etched on his handsome face. “Why the hell did you leave the room?”


    “I was thirsty!” I tell him, waving the bottle of water at him.


    “You were thirsty?”


    “I’m pregnant remember? You were there I believe. Yes, thirsty,” I say. I turn to Tracker. “You were just going to tell me about those tattoos of yours?”


    Dex turns to Tracker, and if looks could kill.


    “Good luck with that one,” Tracker says, his body shaking from laughter. Dex, looking considerably less happy, if that’s possible, takes my arm and pulls me back to the room. He locks the door behind us. He stares at me, as if thinking about what to say. Then he shakes his head.


    “Don’t walk around at night by yourself.”


    “Am I a prisoner?” I ask him, my tone ice cold.


    “No, of course not, but this place is filled with men. You’re beautiful. You do the math.”


    “O- oh,” I stutter. God he can be sweet when he wants to be.


    “Sleep.”


    “Okay,” I say, sliding into bed and getting comfortable. He joins me but stays on his side of the bed.


    Just as I’m about to fall asleep, I hear him say, “I know you think I’m going to be a shit father, but I’m going to try my best. Goodnight Faye.”


    I fall asleep with a small smile on my lips.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Six
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    I walk out into the kitchen the next morning, rubbing my eyes. I stop in my tracks as I see a man standing over the stove.


    Naked.


    He has an extremely white ass and is frying something in the pan.


    “There goes my appetite,” I mutter to myself. Arrow turns around, completely unabashed.


    “Mornin’,” he says, checking out my pajamas. I stare at his huge penis in horror but am unable to move my eyes away. Suddenly, it gets hard, pointing right at me. Like an arrow.


    Light bulb moment.


    “Seriously?” I say, covering my eyes with my hand.


    “Bit late for that,” he says, chuckling. “I saw you looking.”


    “And I saw you saw me looking,” I reply, pouring myself some juice and averting my gaze.


    “I think I had the wrong idea about you…” he says, turning back to the stove.


    “How so?”


    He shrugs. “Thought you were some tramp trying to trap Dex.”


    “And how do you know I’m not?” I ask him.


    “Good sense of character,” he says. “I’m never wrong.”


    “Bold claim,” I say as he turns around. My eyes straight away lower, I can’t even help it.


    I point at it when he takes a step in my direction. “Don’t bring that thing near me!”


    Dex walks in and sighs when he sees Arrow’s bare state.


    “Fuckin’ hell Arrow,” Dex barks, turning to me and checking my expression. I take this time to check him out myself. Black track pants on his narrow hips and no shirt. I could really get used to the view.


    “I’m traumatized, but I’ll live,” I reply. “At least I know why you all call him Arrow. That thing points at its next victim!”


    Arrow spins to me, his eyes wide with surprise. “I’m actually glad you’re here, this place was getting boring.”


    “Arrow!” Dex growls, clearly losing his patience. “That boner better not be for my woman.”


    Arrow laughs.


    Dex stares him down.


    I puff out a dramatic sigh.


    “I’m gone,” Arrow finally replies, taking his plate of food and leaving.


    “They don’t have to wear clothes on the account of me,” I tell him, wiggling my eyebrows.


    The smile drops from my face, then I run to the bathroom just in time.


    I hate morning sickness.


    In my haste I didn’t lock the door behind me, and Dex comes in rubbing a hand down my back. How embarrassing. I think I could have gone through my life without a man seeing me throw up.


    “Faye,” he says, sounding worried and a little horrified.


    “I’m okay,” I manage to say, bracing myself.


    “What do you need, tell me,” he implores, stroking my hair.


    “Can you get me some water and maybe make me some toast with vegemite?” I ask him, really just wanting a moment’s privacy.


    “Yep,” he says, quickly leaving to do the task. I clean myself up and brush my teeth before he calls out that my breakfast is ready. I see a plate on the bed with two slices of toast and a bottle of water.


    “Thanks,” I tell him with a small smile, sitting down and taking a bite.


    “Do you get sick every day?” he asks, frowning.


    I lift my shoulder in a shrug. “Sometimes.”


    “And you’ve been going through it alone these last few months?”


    “Well, yeah. No one can really help me,” I say, chewing and swallowing. “It’s just something pregnant women go through.”


    “Still, I wish I had been there for you,” he says.


    “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you,” I tell him, looking down at my plate. Maybe I would have told him one day, maybe I wouldn’t. I don’t really know, to be honest.


    “Why didn’t you?” he asks, the atmosphere in the room turning tense.


    I consider it. “Eric told me you were the VP for a motorcycle club, and I realized I didn’t know you at all. We had a one-night stand; that was it. Even though we knew each other growing up—our age gap never really let us know each other. I guess I was telling myself I could do this on my own…”


    “I went to Mum’s to visit, and I heard him telling her you were pregnant. I knew it was mine,” he says, rubbing the back of his neck. “Then I came to find you.”


    “How did you find me?” I ask.


    “Tracker didn’t get his name for nothing,” he says, lips curving into a megawatt smile.


    We sit in comfortable silence for a few moments, watching each other. “What are we doing here?”


    “You’re going to study and relax, and I’m going to take care of you,” he says, piercing blue eyes never leaving me.


    Take care of me, how exactly?


    Because I could use some taking care of right now.


    “What’s going on in that head of yours?” he asks, raising an eyebrow at me in question.


    “Oh, you know. The usual things,” I reply. “So how did you find yourself in an MC?”


    “Sometimes you need to make your own family,” is all he says.


    It’s all he needs to say, because I get it.


    “Maybe I could do that,” I say, lifting the second piece of toast to my mouth. I don’t have my parents anymore. I don’t have Eric—who has been in my life a very long time. I have some cousins and family in Melbourne, but that’s about it. It would be nice to have people in my life I can rely on. People who can be there for me, and vice versa.


    I wouldn’t take that for granted.


    “You already are babe,” Dex replies in a gentle tone. “You aren’t getting rid of me so easily.”


    “Who would have thought we’d be here right now?” I say, lip quirking.


    “Not me, that’s for sure,” Dex says. “But I don’t regret it. Any of it.”


    Well that’s nice.


    Really nice.


    “Thanks for strawbmaking me come here Dex. It’s a lot better than what I would be doing right now, living in a shitty motel and working my ass off to make ends meet,” I admit, letting the expression on my face show him that I was indeed grateful. I might not understand the appeal of an MC lifestyle, but I knew I had it better here than I would on my own.


    I felt safe.


    I didn’t have to work, instead I could continue my studies, giving me a more promising future.


    I appreciated it more than I could express.


    “You’re welcome babe. You know you’re stubborn as shit though, yeah?” he says, shaking his head at me, something like admiration shining in his eyes.


    I gape. “I’m stubborn? You’re a brute!”


    He grins. “I gotta head out. Will you be alright hanging out here?”


    “Who will be here?” I ask, not really wanting him to leave.


    “People come and go babe, there’s always someone around. No one will hurt you, don’t worry about that, okay?” he says gently. “Just mind your business and try to stay out of trouble. I’ll bring you lunch on my way back.”


    “Okay,” I reply. This is my life now, and I have to get used to it.


    No hiding behind Dex.


    I could do this.


    Dex showers and dresses in jeans, a black top, and a leather jacket. Unable to keep my eyes off him, I realize that I like him.


    Maybe even more than like him.


    I didn’t know if that was good or bad, but I guess I was going to find out.


    

  


  
    Chapter Seven
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    “You must be Faye,” a gorgeous looking redhead says to me the next morning. Dressed in figure hugging jeans and a white tank top, she looks a hell of a lot better than I do in the morning.


    “That would be me,” I say, smiling at her.


    “Jessica,” she says. “You want to help cook breakfast?”


    Not really, but I couldn’t exactly say that. “Sure. Where’s Dex?”


    “Sin? He went out with the guys. Club business,” she says, shrugging like it’s irrelevant. I woke up alone this morning, and I didn’t like it. I had a shower and awkwardly walked out of the room, not knowing exactly what I was going to find or what I was meant to do. “He told me to get you fed and keep an eye on you. I’m Trace’s old lady.”


    Trace? I haven’t met a Trace yet. I tell her as much.


    “He will be around this evening,” she says. I smile and help her fry bacon and eggs, until the smell begins to be too much. I then spend the next twenty minutes throwing up. I clean myself up and head back out into the kitchen. Several women sit there chatting and eating. A few of them smile at me and a few of them don’t. I ignore the ones giving me evil looks and sit next to Jessica.


    “How are you feeling?” she asks knowingly.


    “A bit better now,” I say, serving some toast and eggs for myself.


    I’ve taken a few bites when one of the women starts talking to me. “So you’re the one then…”


    “What?” I ask, putting down my piece of bread and staring at the blonde.


    “The one who got pregnant on purpose to try and keep Sin,” she says, sneering at me. Wait, what?


    “Right, because that was my dream in life,” I say sarcastically. “Screw going to uni and becoming a lawyer. My real dream was to get pregnant at the tender age of twenty and get kicked out of my house with nowhere to go. You’re really smart, you know that?” I tell her, turning away from her red face when I’m done.


    The women are silent for a second before they burst into laughter.


    “She told you Allie,” one guffaws, earning more laughter from the rest of them.


    “Whatever bitch,” she taunts. “Sin will come back to me, he always does.”


    “I’m sure it’s for your charming personality,” I add, keeping my tone even.


    “He’ll still be fucking me whether you’re pregnant or not,” she adds with an evil smile.


    “Are you a club whore?” I ask with a smirk.


    “You f—”


    “Allie, stop,” Jessica snaps, slamming her plate down.


    Allie shoots me a look but doesn’t comment further.


    I try not to let her comments get to me. Sin can be with whoever he wants. It’s not like we’re dating or anything. We had sex, and I got knocked up. Not exactly the best grounds for starting a relationship. The best I can hope for is mutual respect and friendship. Who the hell am I trying to kid here? I want him.


    The women stare at me with a new light. It may even be respect I see in their eyes. Yeah—I’ve read a biker book or two in my day. I know how this all works. They are like a pack of wolves. They sense weakness. I need to show them that I’m not a pushover.


    “Do you want help cleaning up?” I ask Jessica, ignoring a fuming Allie.


    Jessica grins. “We cooked, they can clean.”


    That sounds good to me.


    “I have to get to work,” she says. “Do you have Sin’s number?”


    I shake my head, a little embarrassed that I don’t.


    She walks to the kitchen, digs in a drawer, and pulls out a pen and paper. Scribbling down his number, she hands it to me. “Call him if you need anything.”


    “Where do you work?” I ask curiously.


    “I own a beauty shop. You should come by sometime, I’d love to get my hands on your auburn locks,” she says, staring at my hair. “Maybe we could go a little darker even.”


    “You aren’t touching her hair Jess,” Dex says as he walks in. His eyes find mine and roam over me, softening fractionally. “Hey.”


    “Hey,” I reply, unable to tear away my gaze.


    “Fine,” Jess says, grumbling, not even bothering to put up a fight.


    “Hey Sin,” Allie purrs, sliding up next to him.


    “Hey sugar,” he replies, turning his head to look at her for a second before returning to me. “Come on, time to meet Prez.”


    How come I didn’t get a ‘Hey sugar’? I’m the baby mama!


    I fume silently. If Dex is going to parade women in front of me, I don’t know how I can stay here. We never spoke about us being together, but I did only just get here. I guess I had kind of hoped… but he didn’t really promise me anything. I now feel like a first class idiot, making something out of nothing. Maybe he just wants me here because of the baby. Not because he feels anything for me besides obligation.


    Rake walks into the kitchen with Irish and an older man I haven’t met before. Dex takes me by the arm and pulls me into our room.


    “You alright?” he asks when the door is closed.


    “I’m fine, I woke up alone, cooked, threw up, and got stared at all morning.”


    He stares at me. “You were sick again?”


    “Yeah but I’m fine,” I tell him, shrugging off his concern. “What am I meant to do all day while you’re out playing criminal?”


    He ignores my comment and gestures to his desktop. “I bought you a new laptop. Enroll for your online units and buy your textbooks.” He pulls out a credit card and hands it to me. “For whatever expenses.”


    “What’s the limit on this?” I’m unable to stop myself from asking.


    His lip twitches. “Ten grand.”


    I sigh heavily. “I guess that will do.”


    Now he laughs at me.


    “Don’t laugh! Since I apparently got pregnant on purpose to keep you, because you know, you’re such a catch. At least you come with a credit card though,” I joke.


    I watch as the smile drops from his face. “What did you say?”


    I blink. “I don’t remember.”


    “Who said that about you Faye?” he demands, his playful demeanor gone.


    I smirk. “Someone in the house you’ve slept with.”


    I watch his face go blank. Jeez how many of the women has he slept with? I tap him on the shoulder. “I’m sure you will be able to figure it out. I suggest doing a chart or a graph.”


    “Fuck, you’re a pain in the ass. How did Eric handle you?” he says on a sigh.


    “He didn’t,” I say, smirking once more.


    “I’ll bet he didn’t,” he growls, his gaze lowering to my lips.


    “How many men have you slept with?” he asks, taking a step closer to me, invading my personal space.


    “What a rude question,” I muse. I’m pretty sure that’s not something you go around asking people.


    “How many, Faye?”


    I count all my ten fingers. “Well that was just this year…”


    “Faye…”


    “Two, including you. How many women have you slept with?” I ask, wiggling my eyebrows at him. “Do you need a calculator?”


    “Eric is a boy. I said men,” he replies, tucking my hair behind my ear.


    “I guess only you then,” I whisper, caught up in his gaze.


    He smiles, showing his straight white teeth. “I like that.” It doesn’t escape my attention that he ignored my question, but I don’t push. I know I wouldn’t like the answer.


    “Of course you would,” I mutter to myself.


    “It means that you’re mine now,” he whispers, then looks away. I think I hear him mutter the word ‘soon.’


    “Come on, we gotta go meet the boss,” he says, taking my hand in his. He leads me down the hall and knocks on a door.


    “Come in!” a rough voice yells. We walk into an office. Well I think it’s an office. It has a huge table and a cabinet in it, and another door. A man who looks to be in his forties, with salt and pepper hair and a beard, sits at a table. He looks fit, no beer belly for this man. He looks up at me and scowls.


    “What did I do?” I ask, unable to help myself. He has a grumpy face but kind eyes.


    Dex squeezes my hand, as in—shut up Faye.


    “Jim this is Faye. Faye this is Jim, our president. You will show him respect,” he says, warning in his tone. I stare at the man’s leather vest with the word ‘president’ written on there.


    “Hi,” I say carefully, not knowing what he wanted to see me about.


    He leans back in his huge black chair and studies me. “Do you know why you’re here?”


    I swallow. The man is intense. “Because Dex feels sorry for me?”


    “Because Sin is a good man, and you’re carrying his baby. I hope you’re a good woman. Sin says we can trust you, and as my vice president, I trust him.”


    I nod at the club president. “Thanks for letting me stay here.”


    I knew Dex was the VP because Eric told me, but also because it says so on his vest.


    I turn to him. “VP is impressive by the way.”


    A dimple appears. “Glad you approve.”


    “I trust you know your place here?” Jim asks, staring me down.


    I nod sagely. “Yes sir. I won’t even tell anyone about the orgies you guys have.”


    Jim turns a weary look to Dex who sighs. “I’ll handle her don’t worry.”


    “You damn well better,” Jim says, having a silent conversation with Dex with his eyes.


    Dex nods back at him. “Understood.”


    Jim looks back at me. “Help out when you can and keep your mouth shut about anything you hear or see.”


    I nod, internally fuming at being treated like lesser human being. Fucking bikers.


    “Can I ask you a question?” I ask Jim, pasting a smile on my face. “How come everyone has a nickname but you go by Jim. Can I give you a name suggestion?”


    A few come to mind.


    He shakes his head at me, but I don’t miss the amused look that flashes on his features. “Goodbye Faye.”


    Dex grabs me and leads me out. I grin. “I like him.”


    I watch as Dex palms his face.


    

  


  
    Chapter Eight
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    I spend the rest of the day enrolling in uni, ordering textbooks, and making plans. When dinner time comes around, I head out in search of food.


    “Hello,” I say to Mary, one of the girls I’d met this morning.


    “Hey Faye,” she replies, smiling sweetly. “Dinner is almost ready.”


    “Where is everyone?” I ask her. I haven’t seen Dex since he brought me lunch at around one o’clock.


    “The women are around somewhere, I don’t know about the men,” she replies, shrugging slightly. “How are you feeling?”


    “I’m okay,” I say, gently tapping my stomach. “Does everyone live here?” I ask, gesturing to the clubhouse.


    “Everyone has a room here, but they don’t all live here. They crash here whenever they feel like it,” she replies, stirring the pasta she made.


    “What about you?” I ask, taking a seat.


    “I don’t live here, I just come by most days. I’m kind of seeing Arrow,” she explains. I want to ask what ‘kind of’ seeing means, but I don’t. Jessica, Allie, and another girl named Jayla walk into the kitchen.


    “Hey girls,” Jessica calls out as she sees us. Allie rolls her eyes, and Jayla says nothing. Mary gives me a knowing smile. She is really beautiful, with dark hair and clear green eyes. Arrow is a lucky man that’s for sure. My phone vibrates, another message from Eric. I really think I need to change my number.


    The men pour in, and I find myself wedged between Dex and Rake.


    Not the worst place to be.


    “You okay?” Dex asks, his eyes softening when they land on me.


    I nod. “I’m fine.”


    “You smell good,” Rake says, leaning in closer, invading my personal space.


    I smell him in return. “You smell like sex, cigarettes, and leather.”


    His lips curve slowly. “I had a busy day.”


    “I can see that,” I reply through laughter, taking a bite of my pasta. Mary is a good cook too, Arrow needs to wife her, pronto.


    “How was your day Dex?” I ask him, speaking softly so not everyone can hear.


    He gently nudges me with his shoulder. “Busy.”


    “What did you do?” I ask, knowing I was pushing it a little.


    “Worked,” he replies, taking a bite of his food.


    “Where do you work?” I ask.


    He puts his fork down. “I’m a bike mechanic.”


    I lean in closer to him. “Is that what you tell people?” I mock-whisper.


    Rake laughs, wrapping his arm around my waist and pulling me into him. Dex’s lips tighten as he glares at Rake’s hand. His jaw clenches, and his eyes narrow to slits. I stare at him, watching us, waiting for him to say something, but he doesn’t. So he doesn’t care if another man touches me? I grit my teeth and smile at Rake, then concentrate on my food. Why does he want me here when he doesn’t want me? Oh right, his son or daughter. He or she is probably going to come out dressed in leather. I glance up in time to see Allie smirk at me. Smug bitch. I ignore her and everyone else, including Rake and his roaming hands, then rinse and put my bowl and fork in the dishwasher. After that I grab some juice and head back to my room. Trying not to feel sorry for myself, I watch my favourite movie on my laptop. Mario Casas always makes me feel better.


    When Dex hasn’t returned to the room two hours later, I feel the loneliest I’ve felt in my life. I even consider messaging Eric back. How desperate am I? I take a quick shower and dress in the oversized shirt I sleep in. It belonged to Eric, but that’s not why it’s my favourite. It’s soft, falls just to my knees, and is my favourite shade of blue. I stick my head out of the door and look around. I know everyone must be in the games room. It’s a vast space with a pool table, darts, and huge comfy couches. I walk towards the noise, coming to a standstill when I see Dex. He’s in the corner of the living room, Allie pressed tightly against him. She leans in to kiss him, and I look away.


    He’s not mine.


    I need to remind myself that. He’s not my boyfriend. He’s not my anything, other than my child’s father. I run my hands along my stomach. I ignore the pain, the hurt that I’m feeling, and walk towards the kitchen. I’m getting some warm milk and then going to bed. Today needs to be over already. On my way to the fridge I bump face first into a hard chest. A very hard chest.


    “Sorry,” I mumble into someone’s shirt.


    A deep chuckle. “I definitely like these pajamas better.”


    “Tracker,” I gasp, looking up into his handsome face.


    “How are you doing beautiful?” he asks, dark eyes gazing into mine.


    “I’ve been better,” I say honestly, forcing a smile. “I’m going to get some milk and go to bed.”


    “Where’s Sin?” he asks, eyes narrowing.


    I shrug nonchalantly. “With the guys, I guess.” Or sucking face with that hag.


    Tracker scowls, then walks in front of me to the fridge. He pulls out the milk, tips some in a saucepan and puts it on the stove. He’s warming milk for me? I stare at him, covered in tattoos, dressed from head to toe in black, warming milk. A giggle escapes me.


    “What’s so amusing?” he asks, turning to look at me.


    I shrug, grinning. “Big bad biker, heating up milk for me. Thanks Tracker.”


    He smiles and returns to the task at hand, pouring the heated milk into a mug and giving it to me. “You want to watch a movie with me?”


    “I’d love to,” I whisper. He leads me down the hall, past my room, further into the back of the compound. Opening one of the doors, he leads me inside and sits me down on the bed.


    “You sure you want to spend your night with me?” I ask him.


    “What else would I be doing?” he asks as he puts the TV on.


    “Engaging in hot public sex?”


    He laughs. “No offence, but you’ve been here for what? A couple nights? I’m not saying that doesn’t happen here, because it does, but that’s not the only thing we’re about.”


    “I don’t meant to be judgmental, but… I don’t know. I don’t think I could get used to seeing that.”


    “Sin told everyone to be on their best behavior so don’t worry,” he says, coming to sit down next to me.


    I sip my milk. “Want some?”


    He laughs at me, looking amused.


    I frown. “Does that mean you don’t want any milk?”


    He takes it from me and takes a sip. When he leans forward and brushes his lips against mine, I don’t stop him. I don’t really have a reason to.


    “Lie back and get some rest,” he says, turning his attention back to the TV. I do as I’m told, and a minute later I fall into a deep sleep.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Nine
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    I wake up in the middle of the night to yelling. Rubbing my eyes, I sit up, confused. Then I remember watching TV with Tracker. I put my phone light on and see Tracker fast asleep on his stomach. I really appreciate him looking after me, keeping me company when I was feeling like shit. I hear a loud crash and quickly touch Tracker on the shoulder.


    “Tracker, something’s going on,” I say, shaking him lightly. He wakes with a start, rolling me under him.


    “Faye?” he says, sounding confused. Another crash. He lifts his head up and then looks back down at me. “Stay here.”


    I nod as he gets off the bed, grabs a gun from one of his drawers, and exits the room. A gun? More yelling and something else breaking. What the hell is going on here? I hear Tracker’s voice, shouting, and I heard my name being said. I stand up, turn on the light, then move into the corner of the room as I hear pounding steps. Then, the door opens with a bang. Dex stands there, fists clenched and expression set in anger. Tracker stands behind him, shooting Dex an unhappy look.


    What on earth?


    “What happened?” I ask, seeing Dex’s bruised knuckles.


    “Get in my fuckin’ room right now, Faye,” he growls, his tone laced with fury. I look at Tracker, which makes Dex even angrier.


    “Don’t look to him, he isn’t going to save you. Now!” he yells, taking a step towards me.


    “Sin…” Tracker starts.


    “Shut the fuck up brother,” Dex snaps at him, his eyes set solely on me. I walk out of the room, walking past and ignoring the two of them. I see smashed glass as I detour to the kitchen, everything broken and lying on the floor. I hurry to the room and get into bed. I’m too tired to deal with this drama right now. I check the time on my phone, three am. Dex storms back into the room, angry tension radiating from his body. I ignore him as he turns on the light and paces, until he stops right in front of me.


    “I came back to the room, expecting to find you asleep. You weren’t here. What the fuck Faye?”


    “Sorry, I fell asleep in Tracker’s room,” I say, yawning.


    “You’re a selfish bitch, you know that? I thought maybe you left, tried to run again…”


    “Fuck you! I’m not selfish! You’re selfish! I don’t know anyone here, and you left me alone all night, feeling miserable. You just got back to the room at three am? What did you expect me to do all night? Sit there and stare at the wall?” I yell back at him. I’m not taking his shit.


    “So what? You decided to get into Tracker’s bed? You want a place here as one of the club whores?”


    I stand up, take a step to him, and slap him right across the face. “Fuck. You!”


    When the tears start to fall, I can’t contain them. They pour. His eyes soften a little, as he examines my features.


    “Don’t cry,” he says hoarsely, a demand and a plea. I stare at his face, as a red handprint starts to appear on his cheek. I don’t feel any satisfaction over it.


    “Tracker comforted me when I needed it. When you weren’t there to do it. I know we aren’t together, or anything like that, but you brought me here. I didn’t want to be here but here I am. It’s your job to look after me,” I tell him, my voice cracking at the end.


    He nods, rubbing the back of his neck. “You’re right. I’ll try harder, but you aren’t sleeping in any bed but mine. Don’t try and put me against my brothers, Faye.”


    How the hell do I have the power to do that? I wouldn’t do that even if I did.


    “Look if you want to go sleep elsewhere, with whoever, then do it,” I tell him, acting like I don’t care.


    Silence.


    I close my eyes and attempt sleep when he says, “I was drinking with the guys. I wasn’t fuckin’ someone else.”


    I see a flash of him and Allie in my mind, her rubbing herself against him.


    “I’m going to sleep Dex, goodnight.”


    “Night,” he whispers.


    He heads for a shower, and I fall back asleep.


    *****


    The next morning, I wake up cocooned in Dex’s arms. I slowly get out of bed, untangling myself from him, and head into the kitchen. I find a broom and start to sweep up all the glass. It isn’t really fair for one of the other women to have to do it. When everything is cleaned up I make myself two slices of toast with butter and vegemite, then I head into the bathroom to have a shower. Dex wakes up as I’m sitting on the bed in my towel, rubbing my lotion into my skin.


    “So that’s why you smell like cherry,” he says, his voice thick with sleep. His face is turned towards me, half buried into the pillow.


    “Morning,” I say quietly.


    “I fucked up last night,” he admits, nibbling on his bottom lip. “I’m sorry babe.”


    “Why did you smash all that shit?” I ask.


    “I came into the room, and you weren’t here,” is all he says.


    “Yeah, and?”


    He hides his face into the pillow. “I lost my temper,” he says, words muffled.


    “Yeah, I got that.”


    He sits up, the sheet falling and showing off his muscled chest and abs. Fuck—those abs. Perfectly sculptured and ripped. Yum.


    “You like what you see?” he asks, his voice a low rumble.


    “You know I do,” I reply, pointing to my stomach. He laughs and slides closer to me, resting his head on my lap. When he kisses my stomach, my breath hitches.


    “I think it’s a boy,” he announces, his eyes alight with pride.


    “Why do you think that?” I ask him.


    He shrugs. “Someone once told me that when a woman is pregnant with a girl, her beauty fades slightly. That sure as hell isn’t happening to you.”


    Wow. Did he just say that?


    “So what does a boy do then?” I ask, clearing my throat.


    “A boy takes your energy,” he says.


    “Definitely a boy, then,” I mutter, rolling my eyes. “We should call him Sirius.”


    He makes a face. “Why would we do that?”


    “Your last name is Black!”


    “And?”


    “And? Sirius Black! From Harry Potter!” I say, getting excited.


    He pauses. “Yeah. We’re not doing that.”


    “Fine,” I pout.


    “Did you fuck him?” he suddenly asks.


    “Did you fuck her?” I counter, gripping onto my towel so it doesn’t drop.


    “Who?” he asks, frowning.


    “Allie.”


    “You know I didn’t,” he replies in a gentle tone.


    “I didn’t either.”


    “Good,” he replies, getting out of bed and into the bathroom. “Saves me from kicking my brother’s ass.”


    Good? I seriously don’t get this guy. When he comes back out, I’m dressed and ready to take on the day.


    “I’m going to work, I’ll be home by about five,” he says, dropping his towel to the floor. I stare at his naked back, at his perfect ass, as he bends to his drawer to get out his clothes.


    “Umm Dex…”


    “Yes?”


    “I think we need to establish some boundaries,” I say hesitantly, my gaze now on the dragon tattoo on his back.


    “How so?” he asks, his voice sounding amused.


    “You’re standing there. Naked,” I say, enunciating each word.


    “I know,” he says, pulling on a pair of jeans with no underwear. Does he always go commando?


    Concentrate Faye!


    “Well I don’t know, doesn’t it seem weird to you? We aren’t together and…” I trail off.


    “Do you need to label it?” he asks, lifting his arms to slide on a skin tight white t-shirt.


    Did I need to label it? I realize that yes, I do.


    “Yes, I think I do,” I blurt out.


    He faces me. “Friends that are going to raise a baby together?”


    Friends?


    “Is that what you want?” I ask in soft voice.


    “For now, I think that’s all I can offer right now babe,” he says, looking regretful for a moment before his expression goes hard. Does he want something more between us? Is it because of Eric?


    “Right, okay.”


    “Will you be okay here? I’ll send one of the prospects with some lunch for you,” he says. He walks towards me, leans down, and kisses me on my forehead. “Bear with me babe, please.”


    What does he mean, bear with him? Before I can ask he walks out of the room.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Ten
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    “It’s called a cut not a vest,” the prospect says, laughing at me. His name is Vinnie, and he is my age. Too young to be living this life, if you ask me, but no one did so I keep my big ass mouth shut.


    “A cut then,” I say, rolling my eyes at him. The Wind Dragons’ cuts are awesome. The back has Wind Dragons on top, the badass dragon picture in the middle, and their location under it.


    “No you can’t get your own cut,” he says, shaking his head at me. “Why don’t you ask Sin?” His tone tells me Sin is going to tell me to go right to hell.


    I nod sagely. “I think I will ask him.”


    I finish eating the chicken salad he brought me for lunch, thanking him once more. “Do you have to leave right now?” I ask him, pouting my lip out a little bit.


    I’m bored.


    So damn bored.


    He runs a hand over his shaved head. “Sorry Faye, I gotta get back to something.”


    I perk up. “What is it?”


    He pats me on the head. “Learn not to ask, trust me on that.”


    “I’m a law student. I’m naturally inquisitive.” Okay it’s more than that. I’m nosy and like to know everything.


    “Curb that inquisition,” he suggests, giving me a salute and then walking out. I puff out a breath, stand up, and walk into the game room. After playing a game of pool with myself, I take my pregnancy vitamins then grab my e-reader and walk out back. Today is a good day because I didn’t throw up. Maybe it’s the end of my morning sickness. Once I’m comfortable on one of the outdoor chairs I pull out my phone and send Dex a text.


    Me: I need ice cream.


    Dex: And?


    Me: And get me some.


    I re-read the message, and realizing how rude it sounds, I send another one.


    Me: Please.


    Dex: Get Vinnie to get you some.


    Me: Vinnie left. I’m all alone and the baby wants bubble gum flavored ice cream.


    No reply. I sigh, trying to forget about my craving and concentrate on the rock star book in front of me. I’ve finished half the book when I hear some laughter coming from inside the house.


    “She will come here eventually,” a voice says. Allie.


    “It’s not our business,” I hear Jessica say.


    “I don’t want to miss out on the drama,” Allie snickers. When I walk into the kitchen all conversation comes to a halt.


    “Hey Jess,” I say, ignoring Allie completely.


    “Hey, how are feeling today?” she asks, giving me a genuine smile.


    “Good. Just bored,” I say, slumping into the chair. A bulky man walks into the kitchen and gives Jessica a deep kiss. When he finally looks away, his eyes find me. Giving me a chin lift in greeting, I smile in return and watch as he drags Jess out of the room without a word, leaving me with Allie. Ignoring her, I stand up, grab my keys and my handbag, and walk to my car. I’m so over just sitting here doing nothing. Deciding to head to the store to pick up some ice cream and food, I’m about to slide into the driver seat when I hear the rumble of a motorcycle. I turn to see Dex straddling his beast of a bike, looking sexy and completely badass. He pulls off his helmet, dark hair blowing in the wind, and pins me with his gaze. I look away from him and get into my car and close the door. I count down, five, four, three, two, one, before he’s standing in front of my window.


    “Where are you going?” he asks, opening my car door and glaring at me.


    “To the store,” I say.


    “Why? I went and got you some stuff,” he says, smiling at me.


    “You did?” I ask, eyebrows rising.


    He smirks. “Come on.”


    He holds his hand out to me, and I take it. A car pulls up and I see Vinnie driving it. When it’s parked Dex goes to the car and pulls out four plastic bags filled with goodies. Curious, I follow him back into the kitchen.


    “Two tubs of bubble gum ice cream,” he says, placing it on the table. “And more junk food. Also a bag full of fruit, veggies, yoghurt, and salad.”


    My eyes start to water as I grab one of the tubs of ice cream in my hand.


    “Jesus, you really wanted that ice cream didn’t you?” he says, eyes wide.


    I nod as he goes and gets me a spoon from the drawer. “Thanks,” I tell him around a mouthful of ice cream.


    His face softens, and the look he gives me is so gentle that I don’t know what to do with it. “You’re welcome. Anything you want, me or one of the prospects will take you to get, okay?”


    “Why can’t I go get it myself?” I ask.


    “You can…” he says, trailing off.


    “But?”


    “But I’d rather someone be there with you. We have enemies, Faye. I don’t want anything to happen to you or the baby.”


    “Enemies? Explain.”


    “Misunderstanding. Issues with a rival MC. There was a bar brawl a few weeks back. Two members of their MC were shot, and they think we’re behind it. We weren’t, although one of our members was present. Until that shit gets sorted we’re being safe.”


    “Fine, but I need freedom, or I’m going to turn into a bitch,” I tell him.


    He laughs. Bastard. “When’s your next doctor’s appointment?”


    “Next week.”


    “Alright, I’ll be going with you to any and all appointments,” he announces.


    “Okay,” I say, around another spoonful of the most delicious ice cream I’ve ever tasted. Dex goes to the drawer and gets his own spoon, digging it into my tub.


    “Let’s see what all the fuss is about,” he says, opening his mouth and having a taste.


    “Not bad at all,” he says to himself, sitting down and pulling the tub closer to him.


    “You just double dipped!” I growl, snatching the tub back.


    “You did it,” he says, grinning wolfishly.


    “Yeah but it’s mine.”


    “Babe, we’ve fucked,” he says, leaning back in the chair.


    “I remember, I was there,” I reply, wondering where the hell he’s going with this.


    “So that’s more intimate than double dipping some ice cream, don’t you think?”


    I put my spoon down. “Yeah, you fuck everyone though.”


    He studies me. “Says who?”


    “Says me.”


    “Babe,” he says, shaking his head.


    “What?”


    His lip twitches. I think he likes my attitude. “I haven’t fucked in a while, so don’t remind me.”


    I stand up and put both tubs in the freezer. “I think your a while and my a while are a little different.”


    He doesn’t say anything to that, so I turn around and pin him with a speculative look. “You’re the last person I slept with,” I say, waiting for him to talk.


    He doesn’t.


    “And you?” I ask, my voice deceptively innocent.


    He pauses. “You really want to do this?”


    I cringe. “That bad, huh?”


    “I haven’t slept with anyone since I found out you were carrying my baby,” he says finally, his eyes never leaving me.


    I bite my bottom lip. “That was the other day.”


    He nods slowly. “It was. I’m not going to lie.”


    “Okay,” I say slowly, looking away from his steady gaze.


    “I’m taking you out tonight, so be dressed by six,” he says, standing up to leave the room.


    “Where are you going now?” I ask him, hating the neediness in my tone.


    “Out,” he says. “Look, I get that you’re having my kid, but I don’t explain myself to any woman, alright?”


    Is that what I was expecting him to do? I look at him, standing there. Dressed in tight jeans, a black V-neck and his cut, he looks intimidating. Unattainable. Breathtaking. I suddenly feel angry. This isn’t me. Sitting here, being so out of control. I let my parents have control of me my entire life, now that I’m free of their hold, I don’t need another. Even if it comes in the form of a sexy as sin, badass biker.


    “Why don’t I just leave then and get out of your way?” I snap, walking out of the door before he can. I ignore his presence behind me as I grab my bag and my uni folder and walk to my car.


    “Where the fuck do you think you’re going?” he growls, taking me by the arm.


    “I’m going to study at the library,” I tell him. “I don’t like explaining myself to you either. Who are you to me? Some asshole who had me once and got me pregnant. You don’t own me Dex.”


    I pull out of his hold and storm to my car. I hear him calling for Vinnie, probably to babysit me.


    Poor Vinnie.


    I drive off, out the fence—which was luckily open— and away from the confines of a man I want but can never have.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Eleven
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    I walk out of the library and come face to face with Vinnie. I grimace, the poor guy must have been waiting out front for the last few hours.


    “Sorry Vin,” I say when I see him looking bored out of his mind, standing next to his bike.


    He doesn’t even try to smile at me. Instead he sucks on a lollipop and says, “Where to next?”


    “Want to ride with me? We can get your bike on the way back.”


    He shakes his head.


    “Let’s go get some gelato,” I decide. Vinnie looks less than thrilled at my decision but doesn’t complain. He must really want to get patched in.


    When we arrive at my favourite gelato place, my phone beeps with a message.


    Dex: Ice cream again? Really?


    I huff. This is his way of letting me know he knows exactly where I am and what I’m doing. Controlling asshole.


    Me: Hoping to get Vinnie to lick it off me.


    Immature, I know. But I’m moody and hormonal.


    Hormonal—now there’s a good excuse if I’d ever heard one.


    I grin at the thought as Vinnie sits on the stool opposite me enjoying his chocolate ice cream.


    “It’s good, isn’t it,” I say with a wink.


    He rolls his eyes. “Fine, it’s good.”


    “Want to go and see a movie next?” I ask him, enjoying the freedom and the company.


    He stops mid-lick, moving his mouth away from the ice cream. “You don’t wanna go back yet?”


    “Do I have to?” I whine.


    “Yes, you do,” he says, chuckling at me. “It’s not so bad there, is it?”


    I shrug. “It’s not bad there, no. But I feel like I have nothing to do but sit there, like an incubator, while everyone goes on living their lives.”


    He laughs, loudly. “An incubator?”


    “Come on Vin. I can’t even go get ice cream without it turning into a spectacle.”


    That comment stops the humor on his face. “He just wants you safe.”


    “Yeah, but he doesn’t own me, and he can’t control me like that,” I say quietly, looking away.


    A warm hand cups my jaw, lifting my head up. “You’re a strong girl, you know that?”


    My cheeks heat. “I don’t think I’ve had the opportunity to prove that yet.”


    “You will,” he says, standing up. “Now let’s go. Last thing I need is Sin getting pissed off at me.”


    I wince when I think of the message I sent Dex without considering the impact of my actions. I hope he doesn’t take it out on Vinnie.


    “Race you there?” I call out, grinning.


    He looks down at my tummy. “Maybe in a few months.”


    I giggle. “Deal.”


    *****


    Dex isn’t home when I get there. I grab all my snacks and head straight for my room, not planning on sharing any of my goods. When I walk past the living room I see Arrow sitting there with a woman on his lap. A woman who isn’t Mary. He looks up when he sees me, my hands full of chocolates, lollies, and baked goods and grins.


    “Need some help with those little girl?” he calls out to me, a dry chuckle escaping his cheating lips.


    I step into the room. “I think I have it under control, thanks. Where’s Mary?”


    His eyes narrow. “Do I need to call Sin?”


    His face turns mean, and I get kind of scared. I step away as the woman on his lap throws me a haughty look.


    “So… when’s the last time you had an STD check?” I ask her in a mock casual tone.


    Arrow growls and I wince, taking another step backwards. “Well, I’ll just be going now…”


    “Looks like it’s you that needs to use protection,” she sneers, staring at my stomach. At least she knows I’m pregnant, not just fat. “Do you even know who the father is?”


    Annoyed, I look to Arrow. As if knowing what I’m thinking, he shakes his head.


    “Arrow is the father,” I say, pretending to start crying. Then I run to my room, unable to stop laughing.


    I’m halfway through a packet of Oreos when Dex walks in, looking extremely unhappy.


    “Babe,” he says on a sigh, rubbing a hand down his face.


    “What?”


    “You couldn’t make things easy on me, could you?” he says dryly, lying down on the bed next to me.


    “I like Mary,” I say.


    “What does this have to do with Mary?” he asks, sitting up. Oh shit, I guess Arrow didn’t snitch on me.


    “I saw Arrow with someone who isn’t Mary,” I say in a quiet voice. Dex goes stiff next to me, then pulls me closer to him.


    “That’s not our business, yeah?”


    “If someone knew things about me, things that would hurt me, but looked in my face every day and pretended to be my friend, I’d be hurt. And pissed off. And feel betrayed,” I tell him.


    Silence.


    “It’s not you hurting Mary. It’s their business, and you shouldn’t judge them. Has anyone here ever judged you?” he says.


    I think on it. “I guess not.”


    “We have a don’t ask, don’t tell policy here babe,” he says, leaning back once more. “And that goes for you too. Just mind your own business and everything will be fine.”


    I gulp, wondering what Arrow was going to do to me.


    “Okay, you’re right; it’s none of my business. If it was me—I’d want someone to tell me though.”


    “Is this about Eric?” he asks in a gruff voice.


    I scoot closer to him and look him in the eye. “I guess so. I was with him forever, you know? I realize now it’s just what we were used to. I just wish he’d broken up with me before sleeping around.”


    “He doesn’t deserve you Faye. He never did.”


    “He’s been calling non-stop,” I say, tracing the tattoos on his knuckles.


    “I’ll get you a new sim card tomorrow,” he says instantly.


    “Okay. Are we still going out somewhere tonight?” I ask, fighting a yawn.


    “Are you tired? We could just order something in,” he replies.


    “Sounds good,” I say, smiling.


    “What am I going to do with you Faye?” he says, leaning forward and kissing me on my nose.


    “I could think of a few things,” I say dryly, raising an eyebrow suggestively.


    He pulls back, his expression going blank. “There are some things I need to sort out before we even think of going there babe.”


    “What things?” I ask. I move closer, close enough that I can smell a hint of his cologne.


    “Nothing, babe, nothing,” he says, brushing it off and rolling away from me.


    I groan in frustration.


    What the hell is he hiding?


    *****


    When I wake up in the middle of the night, Dex isn’t in bed. Feeling thirsty and a little curious, I tip toe into the kitchen to get some milk then look around for him. I hear voices outside so I move the blinds to the side to take a peek. I can’t hear, but I can see Dex’s lips move as he talks to a man I’ve never seen before. His hand is around his neck, squeezing.


    I gulp.


    Would Dex kill him?


    Finally, he shoves the man to the floor and then points to the gate. Next, Dex turns to Arrow, says something to him, and then punches him in the stomach.


    What the fuck?


    I get back to bed before they can notice me.


    An hour later, Dex slides back into the sheets and pulls me into his arms, hugging me. He even kisses the top of my head.


    Which Dex is the real Dex?


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Twelve
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    The next day, after a morning of studying, I exit my room and walk straight into Mary.


    “Oh sorry honey,” she says in her sweet voice, her arm going to my waist.


    “Sorry,” I mumble, giving her a small smile. She is looking beautiful today in high waisted shorts and a singlet top with a picture of a pin up girl on it. She’s so hot! How could Arrow cheat on her… with that!


    “I was just coming to get you actually,” she says. “You’ve been cooped up in your room all morning; do you want something to eat?”


    Could she get any nicer?


    “Sounds good,” I say. “How have you been?”


    “Good, busy with work,” she says as we walk side by side into the kitchen. I look down at what I’m wearing, track pants and a singlet top with a chocolate stain on it. I look like shit compared to her.


    “Where do you work again?” I ask her, sitting at the table.


    “I’m a vet,” she says, opening the fridge and pulling out a large container.


    “Wow,” I say, impressed. “Beauty and brains.”


    Except for dating Arrow.


    She laughs. “You’re sweet. Here, Sin told me to make this for you and make sure you eat it.”


    She puts the container in front of me, a healthy looking chicken salad. “Thanks.”


    “I’ve never seen him care for someone so much,” she says, staring at the salad.


    I smile but decide to ignore that comment. “Where’s Arrow?”


    She loses her smile. “Club business. Listen he told me about what happened yesterday.”


    My jaw drops open. “He did?”


    She laughs at my expression. “Yes, he did. We aren’t exclusive, him and I. But thanks for standing up for me all the same.”


    “I don’t get this club,” I admit.


    “You don’t have to honey. Love the man love the club, that’s just how it goes. Dex was pissed at Arrow for letting you see what you did.”


    I choke on a piece of lettuce. “Love?”


    Is that why Dex hit Arrow? Because he had to deal with my reaction to seeing Arrow cheat?


    “Oh I’ve seen how the two of you look at each other,” she says, flashing me a knowing look.


    “Do you need glasses?” I ask her keeping a straight face. I turn as Tracker, Irish, and Allie walk in.


    “Hey you,” I say to Tracker, giving him a warm smile.


    He walks straight to me, leaning down and kissing me on the head. “I’m hungry, cook me some food.”


    I gasp. “You have hands, use them.”


    “He was using them pretty creatively just before,” Allie purrs. What? Does she just sleep with anyone?


    “Get the fuck out Allie,” Tracker growls.


    I stand. “Thanks for the food Mary.”


    Heading back to my room Tracker stops me in the hallway. “What’s wrong?”


    I sigh and turn to face him. “I guess I thought you were my only friend in this place and now you’re fucking the enemy. I don’t know. I guess I’m just hormonal.”


    Yes! Saving me once again.


    “And you kissed me!” I blurt out. “I guess that wouldn’t mean anything to you though, considering…”


    “The fuck,” comes a heated growl. I turn and look into angry blue eyes.


    Shit. Fuck. Shit.


    “Umm...” I mumble.


    Yeah I have nothing.


    “You kissed her?” he says to Tracker, who stares him straight in the eye and nods. “Outside,” he snaps, then walks off.


    Tracker turns to me, eyes piercing into mine. “Sorry, but you’re his.”


    With that, he walks off. I go to follow them but I hear Dex call out to Arrow to keep me in my room. Shit, he couldn’t call anyone else?


    “Hello little girl,” he says, grinning. He points to my room door. I put my hands on my hips and stand my ground.


    “Aren’t you going to stop them?” I ask him, my voice raising. In answer, he herds me into the bedroom.


    “Now about the other day,” he starts, pretending as if there weren’t two men out there doing god knows what to each other.


    I laugh nervously. “Yeah, sorry about that.”


    “What are you sorry about?”


    I frown. “My pregnancy stunt didn’t cock block you?”


    He laughs now, holding his stomach. “Fuck no, as if these bitches care.”


    Lovely. “I just really like Mary, okay. Don’t worry, Dex gave me a warning.”


    His face softens lightly. “Yeah, Mary is a good girl.”


    I roll my eyes. “She’s a catch! Someone needs to wife her!”


    His lips curve. “Now don’t be saying things you can’t take back.”


    I blink. He blinks. Then we both laugh. When our laughter subsides, Arrow looks at me intently. “Need to ask you something.”


    “Go ahead,” I say.


    “You realize Sin is going to take over the club someday…”


    “As President?” I ask. I’d never really thought about that before. What does that mean for me and our child?


    “Yeah. Being the old lady of a president isn’t just for anyone,” he says, playing with his beard. “You need to learn when to keep that mouth of yours shut.”


    I open my mouth and then snap it closed.


    “Good, you’re learning,” he comments, looking amused. “We like you so we let you get away with shit, but not all bikers are like that you know. You can’t go running your mouth in front of others.”


    “I’ve already been told this. And Sin doesn’t even want me,” I say, unable to keep the bitterness out of my tone.


    Arrow grins. “He fuckin’ wants you; trust me on that, little girl.”


    “No he doesn’t want me. And he doesn’t want me being with anyone else either,” I huff, staring at the door. Before Arrow can grab me, I run to the door and through the house. When I walk outside, I see all the bikers and women standing around Dex and Tracker, who are both beating the shit out of each other. Tracker has blood streaming down his face, while Dex just has a cut lip.


    “Stop it!” I yell at the top of my lungs.


    Dex doesn’t even turn my way, instead he calls out one word. “Irish!!”


    Irish walks to me, lifts me in his arms, and carries me away as I squirm and scream. “Why aren’t you stopping them?” I yell, pushing myself away from his body. He carries me like a bride instead of over his shoulder, obviously being careful about my stomach. As we enter my room, Arrow is still sitting there, looking bored.


    “Why the fuck did you let her out?” Irish growls unhappily. “You’re gonna get your ass kicked.”


    Arrow shrugs. “She doesn’t think Sin wants her, thought it’d do her good to see him fighting over her.”


    That’s where he was wrong.


    He wasn’t fighting over me, Faye Connor.


    He was fighting over his possession.


    The difference in those two things is astronomical.


    “I suck at life,” I mutter under my breath. I mean, I don’t really know Dex do I? Sure I knew him as a kid, but he was much older than me so it wasn’t like we hung out. I always thought he was gorgeous.


    He is gorgeous.


    But it’s more than that.


    “What did Tracker do anyway?” Arrow asks, leaning on his elbow.


    “Nothing,” I lie, not wanting them to know what went on.


    “Bullshit.”


    “Hey, I was told I’m not allowed to mention anything I see in this club,” I say, grinning impishly at the two men.


    They both laugh. “You’re a million times better than Renee,” Irish adds.


    Arrow punches him in the arm.


    “Who is Renee?” I ask, trying to sound casual, but curiosity laces my tone.


    “No one,” Arrow says, giving Irish a look I can clearly decipher. Shut up—it says.


    I throw my hands up. “No one tells me shit around here!”


    “Would you rather be back home?” Arrow asks, raising an eyebrow. I picture myself back home. My parents breathing up my neck every two seconds.


    Faye, did you study?


    Faye, I don’t think you should wear that. Cover up more.


    Faye you already have a boyfriend at your age. The whole town is talking about you.


    “No, I wouldn’t,” I reply with total honestly. “But this place is boring too.”


    Irish huffs. “Only ‘cuz Sin is keeping you locked up here like a fuckin’ princess. If you were allowed out to play, you’d have a good time.”


    Interesting.


    “Oh and if you weren’t knocked up,” Arrow adds gruffly, eying my belly like it’s contagious.


    I run my hands over my stomach. “This is true.”


    The door slams open and Dex stands there, adrenalin and fury radiating from him. The air gets sucked from the room as we stare at each other.


    “Out,” he growls to Arrow and Irish. Arrow flashes me a sympathetic look before he leaves. One I don’t appreciate.


    Dex starts to pace, and I sit and wait for him to explode. I can feel it coming.


    Feel it pulsing throughout the room.


    “My kid in you, and you’re kissing another man?” he yells, punching the door twice. I flinch with each hit, then stare at the crack in the door.


    “It was just a kiss! And I saw you with that skank in the hallway!” I yell, losing my temper.


    “So what? It was going to be another revenge fuck? You seem to like those don’t you,” he sneers, shaking his head in disbelief.


    “Don’t twist my words! It was one kiss, and he’s a nice guy,” I tell him, looking away.


    He laughs but without humor. “None of these guys are nice guys Faye, they are just being that way to you because they know you’re under my protection.”


    I open my mouth to reply but he cuts me off.


    “Tracker, the man you think is a ‘nice guy’ killed someone last week,” he says in a tone I’ve never heard from him before. “And do you know why he did it? Because I gave him the orders to.”


    My eyes flare as I take in this information. Instead of feeling scared all I can feel is anger.


    “And you want to bring my kid up in all this?” I yell, standing up. “What the fuck do you want from me Dex?”


    His face goes blank. “I don’t want anything from you Faye, except my kid. Now I’m going to go fuck someone, while you stay here and think about what a bitch you are.”


    My face falls as he slams the door shut.


    Fuck him!


    I’m so done.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Thirteen
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    He doesn’t come back to the room that night.


    I wake up early, have breakfast, and write Dex a note.


    After I’m showered and dressed, I’m about to leave the clubhouse when I see the girls. Jess, Mary, Allie and a couple I’ve never met before. A beautiful woman who looks to be in her forties stares at me, and I have a feeling that this is Jim’s wife. The Queen Bee of Wind Dragons. She walks over to me, and I muster up a smile.


    “You’ve been causing quite a commotion around here, I see,” she says giving me a once over. She has very light hair, and very dark eyes, the contrast quite attractive.


    “Faye,” I introduce, offering her my hand.


    “Cindy,” she says, shaking my hand with a tight grip. “Don’t hurt him.”


    “Nice to meet you,” I tell her, thinking I’m pretty sure it’s the other way around, but whatever. I nod and smile, saying hello to the other girls then getting the hell out of there.


    I don’t belong here.


    I smile when I see the fence opened and no one else around. As I drive off in my little car, I feel something.


    Regret.


    I ignore the shit out of it.


    When I turn and see a bike riding next to me I curse. It’s Vinnie—the poor guy must have being told to babysit me once again. I try to lose him to no avail. Sighing, I turn into shopping center car park. I get out and wave at him before walking to into a store that sells baby items. I look over the little baby clothes, so tiny and cute. Buying a few unisex outfits, I leave the store and head into another one. I buy some clothes I can wear as I get bigger, loose tops and stretchy dresses and pants. My phone starts to ring.


    Dex.


    I hit ignore and continue on my shopping expedition. After my phone rings for the fifth time, I put it on silent. There is nothing I want to say to him right now. When I walk past the cinema, I decide to go in and watch a movie. Anything to take my mind off the fact that at some point today, I’m going to have to return to the compound. Whether I want to or not. Dex will bring me back if Vinnie doesn’t. Choosing a vampire movie, I get some popcorn and water and choose a seat in the middle of the cinema. Halfway through the movie, someone sits next to me. I don’t need to turn to know who it is. His cologne is a dead giveaway, along with the way my body responds by merely being in his presence. He doesn’t say anything, and I don’t feel his gaze on me. He just sits there in silence, watching the second half of the movie. I try to concentrate on the screen in front of me, but my mind is now solely on Dexter Black. What is going to come out of that mouth of his now? Did he sleep with someone last night? Allie? Do I have the right to be upset? Probably not. He made me no promises.


    What seems like hours later, the credits run and the lights turn back on. I peek a look at him, to find him staring back at me with a gentle look on his handsome face. Running a hand along the stubble on his jaw, he flashes me an apologetic smile.


    But he isn’t going to charm his way out of this one.


    “What are you doing here?” I ask, breaking the silence. Everyone else stands to leave the cinema, shuffling around us.


    “You were gone when I woke up,” is all he says.


    I grit my teeth. “I’m allowed to go wherever I want Dex.”


    “Look, Faye,” he says, looking back at the screen. “There’s some shit going on right now with another MC. I just want to make sure you’re safe, that’s all.”


    “I get that. I do. But you don’t need to be an asshole too,” I reply in a voice devoid of emotion.


    “Babe everyone knows you’re mine. You’re mine to take care of. I brought you here,” he says, cupping my chin in his hand. “Tracker should have known better than to touch you.”


    “So you don’t want me but no one else can have me either?” I ask, our eyes connected.


    His swim with indecision.


    Mine swim with hope.


    “Wanting you isn’t the issue, trust me on that,” he finally says, giving me a sad smile.


    “Then what is it?” I dare to ask.


    I squeeze my eyes shut as his lips touch my forehead. “You know what you want, and you won’t accept any less. Truth?”


    I nod my head.


    He pulls back and his eyes cloud over. “When I come to you, I need to know that I can give you everything you deserve.”


    “It didn’t stop you from having me before,” I point out.


    He grins crookedly. “That was one night, this is a little more permanent.”


    “How permanent?” I ask, drawing each word out.


    Now he smiles. “Ball and chain permanent.”


    Wait, what?


    He stands and offers me his hand, pulling me up when I place it in his. “Let’s get you home.”


    “I’m still pissed at you,” I tell him as he picks up my shopping bags from the seat next to me.


    “I wouldn’t expect any less,” he replies, sounding amused as hell.


    “Where did you go last night?” I ask him as he walks to his car. “Where’s your bike?”


    “You’re pregnant, no bike for you. And I went out, but I didn’t fuck anyone,” he says bluntly, opening the car door with a press of a button.


    “Where did you go then?” I ask when we’re seated.


    “Babe,” he says, lip twitching.


    “Don’t you babe me, you jerk,” I growl, narrowing my eyes on him.


    “You know I don’t think anyone’s ever spoken to me this way,” he muses, not sounding like it’s a bad thing.


    “Well you better get used to it,” I add, flashing him a fake smile.


    “You were always a feisty one, even as a kid,” he says. “Even your crazy mum wouldn’t break your spirit.”


    I think about defending my mum, but then don’t bother. What he says is true. “I used to try to follow you around.”


    He huffs. “I remember. You tried to make me eat a cupcake you’d made. It was all squashed, and I’m pretty sure you’d dropped it on the floor!”


    My shoulders shake with my laughter. “What do you mean tried? You ate that damn cupcake and loved it!”


    He scoffs. “What was I supposed to say? No? You with your huge hazel eyes and auburn ringlets, I don’t think anyone could say no to you.”


    “Big bad biker afraid of some puppy dog eyes?”


    “Yours,” I think I hear him mutter under his breath.


    Whoa.


    “Then you started dating Eric…” he says, looking straight ahead at the road. He drums his fingers on the steering wheel in beat with a made up rhythm.


    “Yeah, and that ended well. How did you know I was pissed at him when we slept together?” I ask him, remembering the comment he made about wanting a taste of wild.


    “My mum rings me all the time,” is all he says. His mum is a gossip, I’d always known that. “She said Eric was upset.”


    I scoff. “I’ll bet. Eric and I were just together because it was convenient. I guess he just realized it before me since he started screwing around.”


    “And I’m sure he will regret it when he realises what a great woman he lost,” he says simply. “But it’s too late for him.”


    “Does he know?” I ask, wringing my hands.


    “Yeah, I told him. I also told him to leave you the hell alone. I got you the new sim card and phone too, it has my number programmed. And all the brother’s too. Just in case.”


    “God, you’re bossy.”


    “You love it,” he replies. “I probably should warn you.”


    “What?” I ask warily, my head snapping to him.


    “Brothers are having a party tonight,” he says, looking at me with a grin.


    “How is that different from every other night?” I ask, thinking about how they all hang out, drink, and hook up every night.


    “Doesn’t matter, you and I are staying in the room. I bought a few things for us to check out,” he says.


    “Like what?” I ask, getting excited.


    “Be patient.”


    “Fine. Oh and one more thing Dex,” I say.


    “What’s that?”


    “Talk to me like you did last night again, and I’m gone.”


    He nods once, slowly. His eyes harden at my threat, but he manages to hide his anger. “Noted. I lose my temper sometimes, but I’ll always make it up to you.”


    “Is that your apology?” I ask. It might need a little work.


    He grins and says, “I guess it was.”


    “Now take me home and feed me,” I demand.


    He laughs and does as he’s told.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Fourteen


    [image: ]


    When Dex and I walk back into the clubhouse, there are people everywhere. He wasn’t joking about the party. The place is filled with bikers I haven’t met before, and Dex explains to me that they are Wind Dragons from other chapters. He stops to greet a tall, burly-looking man.


    “Long time no see,” the man says, slapping Dex on the shoulder.


    “I know, how you been?” Dex asks him.


    “All good,” the man replies, staring at a woman who walks by.


    Dex laughs. “You enjoy yourself, you hear?”


    “You not sticking around?” the man asks, looking down at me as if finally noticing me. “Maybe we could share this fine little thing.”


    Dex stiffens. “No can do, bro, she’s mine.”


    The man doesn’t look pleased. “When you come my way, I let you have any bitch you want.”


    Dex nods. “This one’s different. No disrespect, but no one touches her but me.”


    The man nods in acceptance but still doesn’t look happy. I keep my mouth shut, knowing this is not the time for me to speak.


    Dex says bye, and we continue on. The place is swarming with beautiful women, and I don’t miss the looks they shoot Dex. My fist clenches as I see one in particular, staring at him as though she’s already had him. When Dex steers me away from her, I assume she has. Before we can walk down the hall that leads to our room, a stunning redhead stops in front of Dex and puts her hand on his chest.


    Oh, hell no!


    “Sin, long time no see,” she purrs.


    Dex pushes her hand off, which I appreciate. “Not interested.”


    “That’s not what you said last time,” she replies, licking her lips. She has wide green eyes and hardly any clothes on. I can’t even lie—she’s a knockout. If I swung that way…


    “It’s what I’m saying now. Now get the fuck out of my way,” he says in a voice so cold, even I cringe.


    “You’ve never turned me down before,” she says, now frowning and finally looking to me. “Sin…”


    “He said no. Have some fucking self-respect,” I say before she can start begging.


    She opens her mouth to say something when Dex eventually grabs my arm and walks around her, leaving her standing there with her mouth hanging open. He locks the door behind us as we enter the room and puts all the shopping bags on the bed.


    “Well that was interesting,” I say slowly. “An old friend of yours?”


    “Babe,” is all he says. Like that’s an answer!


    “And who was that man?” I ask.


    Dex grins. “Good thing he backed down or we would have had a problem. And you stayed quiet, good girl.”


    “I’m learning,” I say dryly. “At least with the men.”


    He laughs at me. “Good to see.”


    “What did you want to show me?” I ask, sliding my shoes off and sitting on the bed.


    “Oh, right,” he says, opening a drawer and pulling out four books.


    “Books?” I ask, my eyebrows reaching my hairline.


    He sits down next to me on the bed and spreads them out. Two are baby name books, one is a book about pregnancy, and the other is about labor. My throat starts to burn at the thoughtful gesture and the proof that he’s serious about this. “This is really nice.”


    He shrugs it off. “I want to be prepared. Soon we can move into my house, and the baby will have his own room we can fix up.”


    “Your house?” I ask, feeling confused.


    He winces. “I have a house babe, it’s getting renovated right now. It will be ready in a month. I don’t expect you to stay here forever, especially not with the little one.”


    Well thank fuck for that.


    I open one of the baby books. “I like this name.”


    “What is it?”


    I point to the name and show it to him.


    “Gertrude?” he asks, snatching the book from me. “Nice try Faye.”


    I giggle. “Fine, what names do you like? Since you’ve now said no to Sirius and Gertrude, which were both excellent ideas I might add.”


    “Maybe we should make a list,” he surmises.


    “I’ll find out the sex at the appointment on Thursday,” I tell him, lying back on the bed.


    “Really?” he asks. “I think it’s going to be a boy.”


    “Think you’re that lucky, do you?”


    “Well if I have a girl who looks like you, I’m going to be screwed, don’t you think?”


    I blush, looking away from his intense gaze.


    “Can I?” he asks, touching the hem of my top.


    “Yeah,” I whisper as he lifts up my top and runs his hands over my small belly. When he places a kiss right below my belly button, I stop breathing.


    “I’m gonna see you soon little one,” he murmurs to my stomach, placing one more kiss before pulling my top back down. I look away so he doesn’t see the tears gathering in my eyes.


    He clears this throat. “I got us Supernatural to watch.”


    I love Supernatural. “How did you know?”


    He shakes his head in amusement. “Your phone background.”


    A practically naked Jensen Ackles picture. Right, that would do it. “Of course.”


    He puts the DVD on and turns the volume up high to block out the music from the other side of the house. “So what’s with you and Allie?” I find the courage to ask.


    He shrugs. “She’s always around.”


    I really don’t think that’s an answer. “No emotional connection?”


    “You always this nosy?” he asks.


    “Yes.”


    “I thought so,” he replies, his tone of voice letting me know that he’s amused rather than annoyed. Eric used to always get annoyed with me when I asked questions, which now makes sense because he had a whole lot to hide. Dex, on the other hand, is rather patient with me, which I appreciate. “And to answer your question, it sounds bad, but no there aren’t any emotional ties to her. It was just sex. She knew it, and I knew it.”


    I like the fact that he used past tense. I really do.


    “Good,” I reply, trying not to sound happy and failing.


    His deep chuckle fills the room. “Come here babe.”


    I slide over to him and rest my head on his chest. His fingers gently comb through my hair, and he kisses the top of my head. “Do you care that you’re missing the party?”


    “No, not at all. That’s been my life for years now; I’m ready to move onto something better. That’s not to say we can’t go out and have some fun though,” he replies after a moment. Feeling bold, my arm reaches out and over his hard abs. I risk a glance at him to see him watching me, amusement glistening in his eyes.


    “That was a pretty smooth move there Faye,” he teases, and I hide my face in his shirt.


    “It’s not my fault. You’re hot,” I grumble, breathing him in.


    “I thought I was a jerk,” he replies, stroking my hair once more.


    “You’re a hot jerk.”


    His chest shakes under my head. “You’re making my pillow shake!”


    “Your pillow is my chest,” he decides to point out.


    “Exactly,” I huff, lifting my head up and staring at him. God, his face is so close to mine, if I leant a little closer, my lips would be on his.


    “Don’t look at me like that,” he growls, hand cupping my jaw.


    “Like what?” I ask breathlessly.


    “Like you want me more than anything else in the world,” he says, his eyes on my lips.


    “Right now I do,” I say, slightly leaning forward until our lips touch.


    We stare at each other for a few tense seconds.


    “Fuck it,” he says, capturing my lips with his. He licks at my mouth until I open for him, then he delves inside—tasting me.


    Owning me.


    The kiss is possessive, filled with raging want and need. All rational thought disappears, and there is no one else in the world.


    I want Dex, and he wants me.


    It’s simple. Basic.


    And the only thing that matters.


    He sucks on my bottom lip then trails open-mouth kisses down my jawline and my neck. Rolling me over onto my back he lifts up my top over my bra, kissing up my stomach. Pushing up the cups of my bra, he licks around my breasts, teasing me. After a few moments’ torture he finally pays attention to my nipples, licking and sucking them just the way I like it, a little bit hard. He pulls back to pull down my shorts, ogling my red boyleg panties in appreciation for a second before he wrenches them down as well. He kisses around my inner thighs then places his mouth at my center.


    “Dex,” I moan as his tongue hits the spot. My hands tangle in my hair as my head tilts back against the pillow. His tongue is magic and is giving me just what I need. A curse leaves my lips and my thighs quiver as he inserts a finger, pushing me over the edge.


    I scream his name as I’m lost in the throes of pleasure, wave after wave breaking over me. He doesn’t remove his mouth, prolonging my release. It’s not long before I’m begging him to stop, feeling too sensitive. He gives me one last lick before he pulls back, staring at me with a possessive look on his handsome face. Heavy lidded blue eyes study me, watching as I try to regain my breath. I reach for him but he shakes his head slightly.


    “What’s wrong?” I ask, sitting up.


    “Nothing babe, it was just for you,” he says, lying back down next to me. It was just for me?


    “What about you?” I ask him, staring down at the hardness straining against his jeans.


    “Shh,” he says, pulling me into his arms.


    “Dex…”


    “Babe, I just wanted to take care of you, I don’t expect anything in return,” he says in a deep rumble.


    I lie there feeling confused. And a little rejected. Did he just reject me?


    “Did you just reject me?” I ask, voicing my concern.


    He sighs heavily. “No sweetheart I did not reject you. We will talk more about this tomorrow okay? Let’s just enjoy tonight.”


    I don’t understand, but I let it go. He can explain tomorrow.


    Feeling sated, I snuggle into him and fall asleep.


    

  


  
    Chapter Fifteen
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    I wake up in the middle of the night needing to pee. After finishing my business, I hear something. I look at Dex, who is fast asleep on his stomach, and then eye the door. The woman calls out Sin’s name again and curiosity gets the better of me.


    Who is calling out his name?


    I open the door and towards the voices out the front of the clubhouse.


    “Sin!” the woman screams. I peer outside through the window.


    “Shut the fuck up!” a man growls. The man is Arrow. His back is to me, but it’s definitely him. The woman, a curvy blonde, says something to him. Arrow pushes her back, with a hand to her chest. She staggers back, trips over, and falls to the floor. Irish, Trace, and Rake are standing by but don’t do anything.


    They just watch.


    What the fuck?


    I walk to the entry, and slam the door open as I run out. “What the fuck Arrow!” I yell, bending down to see if the woman is okay.


    “Fuck,” Arrow says when he lays his eyes on me. “Go inside Faye. Now!”


    I’d never heard that tone from him before, and I didn’t fucking appreciate it.


    “Fuck you!” the woman yells out. I think she’s talking to Arrow, but then I realize she’s talking to me.


    “What?” I growl, getting pissed.


    Rake walks over to me and pulls me into his hard body. “Darlin’, go inside, yeah?” he says, ushering me towards the door.


    “Who is that?” I ask Rake, my voice filled with confusion and anger.


    “Ahh, babe,” he says, giving me a look filled with pity. Pity?


    “Don’t look at me like that!” I snap, pushing away from him.


    “Like what?”


    “Like you feel fucking sorry for me! Who is that woman, and why does she hate me?” I ask him. Rake looks behind me, and I know Dex is standing there.


    “Come here,” he demands, his mouth tight. I walk to him, but only because I want answers.


    And I’m going to get them


    “Who is that?” I ask him. He ignores me, lifting me in his arms and carrying me back to the room.


    “You can’t just stay in bed can you?” he mutters as he puts me down.


    “Dex!”


    “That is the reason I couldn’t exactly give you any promises… just yet,” he says, grimacing at his own words.


    “Explain,” I demand.


    “She’s my soon to be ex-wife,” he says, slowly taking a step closer to me.


    I stop breathing.


    “You have a wife?” I say softly, not quite understanding what the hell was going on right now.


    “No babe, I had a wife. We’re separated and getting a divorce,” he says, studying my expression.


    A wife? A fucking wife.


    “Oh my god,” I say to myself. “I’m a fucking home-wrecker.”


    “You aren’t a home-wrecker. We were separated before you and I hooked up,” he explains, his hands making a calm down gesture.


    “You made me a home-wrecker you asshole!” I yell, ignoring him.


    My mind races.


    “Why did Arrow push her?” I ask. “Is this how you treat your women?”


    Now he looks angry. Eyes narrowed, he says, “Have I ever treated you badly?”


    “I guess not,” I say with a shrug.


    His eyes narrow further, “She was under my protection. Now she’s not. I told you, we’re not all good guys babe.”


    But Arrow? He was growing on me.


    “Why was she here?” I ask, my voice smaller.


    “She doesn’t seem to understand the concept of us breaking up. I can’t even get her to move out of my fuckin’ house. I’ve given her a couple of weeks to find a new place,” he admits, running his fingers through his messy dark hair.


    I gape. “That was your renovation? Your wife?”


    “I couldn’t exactly tell you that my ex was living there, and I was waiting for her to get the ass out of there, could I?”


    “Not without sounding like an asshole,” I say, staring daggers at him.


    “Exactly,” he says. “I didn’t wanna scare you off before you were even mine.”


    That shuts me up. For a few seconds anyway.


    “I’m not moving into that house,” I say, crossing my arms over my chest.


    “Fine, I’ll buy you a new house,” he says, throwing his hands in the air.


    “I can’t believe this shit,” I growl.


    “I’m sorry, I wasn’t planning on you and our baby coming into my life. That’s not to say I’m not happy you’re both here. Cut me some slack babe, I’m trying to make things right. I just needed a few weeks that’s all, then she would be out, and we could move on. Start our life together.”


    “That’s why you were trying to put some distance between us? Until everything was sorted out?” I ask, trying to understand.


    He nods. “I wanted to do something right for once. I wanted the divorce to be finalized. I wanted us to get to know each other in the meantime. Build a friendship before we built a relationship. Set the groundwork for a relationship that will last.”


    I purse my lips together. “So you want points for good intentions?”


    “Faye,” he says in warning. His patience is waning but too damn bad for him.


    “Why don’t you go home to your wife?” I say, emphasizing the word.


    “Have you not been listening to anything I’ve said?” he says, starting to pace up and down the room. I wouldn’t be surprised if there are going to be holes in the carpet soon.


    “I have been listening,” I snap. Well, sort of. “I think I need time to process this.”


    “What the fuck does that mean?” he growls, stopping in his tracks.


    “It means I’m going to bed, and you’re not sleeping here for the rest of the night,” I find myself saying.


    He stands there unmoving. “You know what, fine. I tried to do the right thing with you. I haven’t been with anyone else, I haven’t even looked at anyone else! I was going to get the hell away from Renee before I got in deep with you, then commit to you. If that’s not good enough then I don’t know what else I can do,” he says, walking out and closing the door behind him. It doesn’t slam, but the sound of it closing still makes me flinch.


    I climb back in bed and think over everything. I hate the fact he was married to that woman. Is that his type? I try not to be judgmental and fail. At least they had separated before the night I spent with him. Am I still the ‘other woman’? I’m way too young for all this shit. I take a deep breath and put my hand on my tummy.


    “It’s going to be okay little one,” I whisper.


    I try my hardest but sleep doesn’t come.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Sixteen
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    All conversation stops as I enter the kitchen. Tracker, who is sporting a black eye and a cut lip, stares at me intently. Arrow scowls, and Rake grins. Trace, Irish, and Jim stare at me impassively. I pour myself some juice and take a seat. It’s then I realize something.


    “Ummm where are the women?” I ask, looking around.


    “The women who know their place leave when the men are having a discussion,” Jim says, looking less than impressed with me.


    I want to say something smart but instead I keep my mouth shut. Even I know pissing off Jim will not go down well. I bite my lip and sip on my juice.


    “Well. I’ll just be going then…” I say into the awkward silence.


    Jim sighs. He looks tired. “Are you okay?” I can’t help but ask.


    “Give us a moment,” he says, and all the men stand up. Tracker is the last to leave, his eyes never leaving me until they have to.


    “I’m getting old,” he says.


    “You’re what, in your late thirties?” I ask, staring at his ripped biceps.


    His laugh sounds like it’s been honed by years of smoking. “Add a decade onto that little girl.”


    “Awkward,” I mutter. He’s old enough to be my dad.


    “It’s Sin’s turn to take the gavel, except he’s a little preoccupied right now,” he says, raising his eyebrow at me.


    “You’re not going to kill me, are you?” I ask, laughing a little nervously.


    Jim grins. “I can see why he’s so taken with you.”


    “Yeah because I’m a trophy compared to his ex-wife,” I blurt out. My hands cover my mouth as Jim laughs harder.


    “You remind me of Cindy at her age,” he muses, smiling fondly. “Woman was full of sass.”


    She still is from what I’d heard from Jessica.


    “Look, Faye, the truth is my health isn’t what it used to be,” he says, looking unhappy to admit it.


    “And you need Sin to be on his game,” I surmise.


    “Right.”


    “It is possible to be a family man and the president of an MC?” I ask him, looking right into his eyes.


    “It’s not easy, and it’s not always safe, but yes. It is possible. And no man will take better care of his family than Sin.”


    “That I believe,” I reply. “Any idea where he is?”


    “He went for a ride,” he replies. “We’ll be joining him. Be back in two days.”


    “What’s the deal with the wife?” I can’t stop myself from asking.


    “She cheated on him, they broke up when he found out,” he says, casually lighting a cigarette. “They were only married a year.”


    I hate that he loved someone else enough to marry her. I realize I’d said that out loud when Jim replies, “She’s got nothing on you darlin’. I’ve seen how he looks at you.”


    “Like how?” I ask.


    “Fishing for compliments, eh? Like he’s dying of thirst and you’re an ice cold beer.”


    I’m pretty sure that’s not how the saying goes, but I appreciate the sentiment all the same.


    “So,” I ask. “What’s the deal with the other MC you’re having issues with?”


    His mouth tightens around his cigarette. “Negotiations with another MC.” He pauses. “Women don’t get involved with club business Faye. You seem like a girl who thinks she’s the exception to every rule, but not this time.”


    I hate that he has me pegged.


    “What if in the future I become the club’s lawyer?” I blurt out. Holy shit where did that idea come from? Was Dex even serious when he mentioned this idea? Is this something I want in my future?


    He studies me under a new light. “Then that’s different, I guess. But you’d still be on a need to know basis.”


    “So I guess I’ll never be getting my own cut then,” I sigh, thinking about my conversation with Vinnie. Jim laughs again then starts coughing.


    I cringe. “Anything I can get you?”


    “A new set of lungs?” he replies, smirking at me.


    “How about some water,” I offer instead. He nods so I pour him a glass of iced water. Placing it in front of him he takes a sip then resumes smoking. I want to point out he should probably quit, but instead I stand up.


    “I’m going to do some assignments,” I tell him. “Hope you feel better Jimbo.”


    His rumbly laugh follows me to my room.


    *****


    I save my work and close my laptop the moment I hear the rumble of motorcycles. Is one of them Dex?


    Only one way to find out.


    I glance at my phone to check the time, five pm. He’s been gone for two days, and I’ve missed him like crazy. Mary’s been cooking for me, apparently Dex had called her and told her to look after me. I was a little annoyed, but I thought it was cute too. We had a healthy lunch yesterday and chatted for a while before she got called into work to treat an injured dog. Then I cleaned the kitchen, the living areas, my room, and the bathroom. Like spring cleaning. You could now eat off the floor, it was that clean. When I tried to clean up Jim’s office, Cindy yelled at me. That woman is scary. So I snuck into Arrow’s room and cleaned his instead. It took the longest—the man lives like a pig. The pregnancy book mentioned something about nesting, but I didn’t think that was supposed to happen so early. I make my way to the front door and stand there, watching Dex sliding off his bike. Dressed in his cut, he looks amazing. Arrow and Tracker stand next to him, chatting, until they spot me. Arrow nudges Dex, who turns to look at me, then makes his way over.


    “Everything okay?” he asks when he reaches me. I jump onto him, latching my arms around his neck.


    “I missed you,” I say, catching him off guard with my open-mouthed kiss. His hands grip my ass, holding me up. I hear the others whistling and cat-calling, and I smile against his lips as I pull away.


    “Weren’t we fighting?” he asks, breathless.


    I run my hands through his thick head of hair, slightly tugging on the ends. “I thought it over. Yes, you lied, but you also tried to do the right thing.”


    He nuzzles my neck. “Fuck this feels good.”


    “I think you’re worth the risk Dexter Black,” I whisper into his ear. “I want you.”


    He curses again and carries me into our room, ignoring the leers from the others. Laying me back on the fresh sheets, he pulls down my jeans and panties, then sits me up and removes my top and bra. I lie there bare, while he stands before me completely dressed.


    “This is all mine?” he asks in a deep rumble. His voice alone sends shivers up my spine, tingles throughout my body.


    “If you want it,” I reply, arching my back a little.


    “You know I do,” he growls now, pulling off his cut, t-shirt, and then his jeans. In nothing but his boxer shorts, I can see how much he wants me, how turned on he is from here. I can picture what his cock looks like in my head, and there’s nothing I want more than to see it again. To taste it. “When you look at me like that,” he groans, his heavy lidded gaze not leaving me as he slides down his boxer shorts.


    “I’ll be gentle,” he says, rubbing his hand on my tummy. He braces himself over me, and I pull him down against my body. The skin on skin contact causes me to emit a sigh, which he catches with his mouth in a hungry kiss. He tastes like mint and smells like leather, and I can’t get enough of him. Digging my fingers into his back, I move my lips down his neck. He suddenly rolls us over, so I’m straddling him, then lifts his head and pays attention to my breasts with his mouth. When I can’t take any more, I take him in my hand and guide him into my body. We moan simultaneously as he fills me up, stretching me deliciously. I grind on him in smooth strokes, lifting and lowering my hips. He thrusts his hips up in rhythm, his finger finding my sweet spot and circling.


    Slowly.


    Heaven on earth.


    “Come for me,” he growls, his eyes dark.


    Two more strokes and my body obeys. Staring straight into his eyes, I let him see what he does to me. The effect he has on me. I mouth his name as the pleasure hits, enjoying the look on his face when he follows me into oblivion. I collapse onto his chest, sighing in contentment. As the haze lifts, I try to hop off him, but he holds me in place.


    “You’re something else, you know that?” he says when I’ve caught my breath.


    “Want to go again?” I ask, smiling with my eyes closed.


    “Death by fairy,” he says, causing me to laugh. “First I need to feed my baby mama.”


    I slap at his chest playfully. “I’d rather you call me fairy than baby mama.”


    “Baby mama it is,” he says, running his finger over my nipple.


    “Hey! Hands off, don’t be a tease,” I say with mock sternness.


    He groans. “You stay here, I’ll bring you something to eat. Then I’ll show you the meaning of the word tease.”


    “Sounds good,” I reply, unable to stop myself from smiling.


    Dex looks around the room. “Did you tidy the room?”


    I hear Arrow yelling, asking who has been in his room.


    I hide under the covers.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Seventeen
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    I sit in the waiting room, nervously tapping my foot. Today is the day we are getting the scan to make sure everything looks good. We can also find out the sex of the baby if we choose to. Dex holds my hands, sitting beside me patiently. I lean into his warmth, laying my head on his shoulder.


    “Faye,” my doctor calls out, smiling at me warmly.


    “Hey doc,” I say as I walk into the room.


    “How have you been?” he asks, pushing a pair of reading glasses on his nose.


    “Good thanks, this is Dex,” I say. They shake hands then we get down to business. The doctor weighs me and makes me pee in a cup. When all looks well, we have a chat, and then he sends me to another room for the sonogram. I lie on my back as cold gel is applied to my stomach. Dex stands by my side, supporting me as much as he can. I appreciate his efforts. I stare at the screen, trying to make sense of it but seeing nothing but a blob.


    “Everything looks great,” the lady says. “Do you want to find out the gender?”


    I look at Dex. “Yes, please.”


    “It looks like you’re having a baby girl, congratulations.”


    “Fuck,” Dex mutters but smiles while he says it. I squeeze his fingers, emotion consuming me. I’m going to have a little girl. I try to picture what she might look like, dark-haired like her father? Dex leans down to my level and whispers, “She isn’t dating until she’s twenty-one.”


    “Well with you and the rest of the MC, I don’t think she stands a chance,” I say. “All the boys will be too scared to even look her way.”


    “And with good reason,” he says, sounding smug.


    “I don’t know, you’re going to be an old man by then,” I tease as he wipes the gel off with a paper towel and helps me up. We thank the lady and head home.


    Home.


    Is it becoming my home?


    *****


    Staring down at my phone, I walk into the living area and come to a standstill as I survey the room. Dex is sitting in the middle, on the single recliner, while there are two club members on each side of him. Arrow and Rake on one, Tracker and Irish on the other. My eyes turning to slits, I look at each of their faces in confusion.


    “Faye, we have something we’d like to discuss with you,” Dex says, gesturing for me to take a seat on the bean bag in the middle. Way to make me feel small. I take two steps towards them, curious as hell, when it hit me just what this is.


    It’s a fucking intervention.


    What could I possibly need one for? I rack my brain to think of what they could have to say to me and come up empty. I sit down in the middle, facing my man. He’s trying to keep a straight face but his crinkling eyes are a dead giveaway.


    “Is this an intervention?” I ask him, sitting with perfect posture and my chin lifted.


    A lip twitch. “I guess you could call it that.”


    Smiles all around.


    “And what is it regarding exactly?” I ask, putting my lawyer face on.


    Dex manages to keep straight face. “Arrow would you like to begin?”


    I turn to Arrow, my face daring him to say something.


    “When you cleaned my room, it felt like an invasion of my privacy,” he says, causing the men to all laugh.


    I gape. “I was doing you a favor!”


    “You picked my lock and snuck into my room to do it!” Irish calls out.


    I cringe. “Well when you put it like that.”


    I look at Tracker, who is staring down at me like I’m the most adorable thing he’s ever seen. “I haven’t even made it to your room yet,” I say, wondering why he’s here.


    He grins wolfishly. “I know; I’m here for a different reason, to ask why I’ve been singled out.”


    “Discrimination!” Arrow yells out.


    I rub my palm down my face. “Fine, I’ll tone down the cleaning, but you,” I say pointing at Dex, “can’t stop me from doing our room.”


    More laughter at my choice of words.


    He puts his hands up. “I didn’t complain, I just have these assholes on my back all the time.”


    “And you,” I say, pointing to Tracker, “I’ll be visiting your room later today.”


    Tracker gets a warning glance from Dex that I don’t miss. I roll my eyes.


    “Am I done here?” I ask, standing up and feeling amused. These big bad bikers—if only other people could see the side of them that I get to see on a daily basis.


    Pussycats, the lot of them.


    “Whose idea was this by the way?” I ask them.


    “It was a club decision,” Dex replies, smirking. He’s wearing a skin tight white t-shirt today that looks delicious on him, showcasing his powerful chest and broad shoulders. I lick my lips. His eyes follow the motion.


    “You want something babe?” he asks, voice lowering.


    I purposely lower my gaze to the crotch of his black jeans. “I think you know what I want.”


    “Ew,” Arrow says, standing up to leave the room. “This is like watching my sister.”


    Dex, who still has his eyes on me, stalks forward until he’s close enough that I can almost touch him. My breath hitches as his lips touch my ear and say, “Meet me in the room and be naked.”


    “And if I don’t?” I ask, baiting him.


    His eyes darken. “Try it and see.”


    I sink my teeth into my bottom lip. “I’ll do it if I feel like it.”


    Now he chuckles. “You always feel like it.”


    I lift my hand to run it along the stubble on his jaw. “Hurry.”


    Then I turn and head into our room.


    *****


    How do I get into situations like this? I ask myself the next morning as I stand in the kitchen, clutching my juice like it’s a lifeline. When I walked in here five minutes ago, a girl was sitting here in her underwear drinking coffee. She started talking to me and hasn’t stopped. I don’t even know her name.


    “You don’t dress like a biker chick,” she says, judgment in her tone. I look down at my jeans and vintage t-shirt and frown. I have no idea what to say to this chick.


    “I just dress like I always do,” I manage to say, clearing my throat. Am I being judged by a club whore? Well, this is a little awkward.


    “So, who were you with?” I ask, wondering who I have to kill for making me have this conversation.


    “Oh, Rake,” she answers, leaning forward conspiratorially. “He’s a beast in the sack.”


    Awesome.


    “Where is Rake now?” I ask her, looking towards the hall that leads to his room.


    “Oh he’s in bed with Tiffany,” she says casually. “I needed coffee.”


    Rake. Doesn’t take a genius to figure out how he got his name.


    I stand. “Well, nice meeting you.”


    “Oh where are you going?” she asks.


    I blink. “To my room.”


    “Can I come and hang out? I heard you were the Vice President’s old lady, be cool if we can hang out,” she says, standing up and moving towards me.


    Okay, enough is enough.


    “Rake!” I yell at the top of my lungs. I turn to the girl and raise my finger in the air. “Please excuse me one moment.”


    I storm up to his room and open the door. My jaw drops open at the scene before me. “I hope you got her to sign a consent form or a contract or some shit,” I say, staring at the two of them. “Fifty shades of Rake!”


    “What the fuck Faye,” Rake growls, hiding his package with a pillow.


    “You forgot one girl out here,” I say, widening my eyes, hoping he gets the point. “Please come and collect her.”


    He sighs, like his life is so tough since he has two women here.


    “Yes I know Rake,” I say dryly, “It’s hard out there for a pimp.”


    He chuckles, slapping the girl on her ass and pulling away. “Maybe you should gag the other one too,” I suggest before I back out of the room. I peer around his room. “Can I clean your room tonight? It’s so messy it’s going to drive me crazy now that I’ve seen it.”


    “Fine, anything to make you leave right now,” he growls at me.


    Whoa, touchy.


    “I’ll find some storage for your paddles and whatnot,” I say as I walk out. “I might have to do a trip to Office World. They have great storage ideas there.”


    Rake follows me out, shaking his head in exasperation, and retrieves the other girl.


    Dex walks into the kitchen and stares at me, the random chick, and a very naked Rake.


    “Do I even want to know?” he asks, narrowing his eyes on me.


    Rake groans. “You know I love you Faye… but Dex, control your woman!”


    I watch wide-eyed as Rake disappears with the girl, and I go and sit on Dex’s lap.


    “What was that about?” he asks, looking amused. “Can’t take you anywhere babe.”


    “Rake forgot one of his girls and…” I trail off, freezing up when I feel something. Putting Dex’s hands on my stomach I whisper, “Can you feel that?”


    I know when he feels it, because his eyes widen with wonder. “Did she just move?” he asks.


    “Yes,” I nod, feeling her kick again. I’d felt her before, of course, but nothing like this. Before it was just slight butterflies, but now she’s kicking the shit out of me. Dex kisses my stomach, and my heart melts.


    “She’s going to be a soccer player,” he says, chuckling.


    I roll my eyes. “Is that so?”


    He kisses my cheek. “You know I’m riding out today.”


    “I know,” I sulk. He’s going away on ‘club business’ and will be gone a few days. I don’t like it, but I don’t say anything. This is his life, and I knew what it was about before I agreed to be with him. Our relationship is new, and Dex is going to do what he has to do.


    “Vinnie and two other prospects are staying behind to keep an eye on you, and Mary and the other women will be here to keep you company,” he says, turning my head to look at him.


    “I’ll be fine,” he says, knowing that I’m worried about him. Whatever business they have, it’s not the kind one does in an office.


    “If you even look at another woman…”


    He cuts me off. “Don’t threaten me babe, and you know I don’t have eyes for anyone but you.”


    “Fine but I don’t care who offers you hospitality with their women, you say no. There is no what happens on the road stays on the road with us.” I let my expression tell him how serious I am about this.


    “Have you been watching Sons of Anarchy again?” he asks, body shaking with laughter. Jerk.


    “Maybe,” I admit, shrugging sheepishly.


    “I’m gonna miss you,” he admits, pushing my hair behind my ear. “I’ll call and message you when I can.”


    “Yeah, I know,” I sigh. “I’ll just do my contract law assignments.”


    And try not to fall asleep.


    “Don’t go anywhere without Vinnie, alright babe?”


    I promise him I won’t.


    “I gotta get ready to head out,” he says, standing with me in his arms. Fuck, he’s strong.


    “What? I don’t get goodbye sex?” I ask, pouting.


    “Wasn’t that what we had an hour ago?”


    “No that was morning sex,” I say sagely, nodding.


    “Can’t leave my woman wanting, can I now?” he says.


    He carries me into the room and slams the door behind him.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Eighteen
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    I ring my parents, but they just hang up on me. I stare at the phone for about twenty minutes, wondering what kind of shit people they are. So I got pregnant? I don’t really see that as a reason to cut me out, more like a reason to support me when I’m clearly vulnerable. I try to ignore the hurt but it’s hard. They were far from perfect parents, but surely they had to care about me just a little? I know I shouldn’t be surprised. I wasn’t when they kicked me out, but being a mother to be I guess I can’t understand cutting your child out of your life without so much as a backwards glance.


    I send Vinnie a text message asking if he could take me to run some errands. He replies instantly telling me he will be ready in five minutes. I get ready, dressing in a yellow baby doll dress and putting my hair up in a high ponytail. My hair is long and wavy and can be difficult to handle. Sometimes it needs to be beaten into submission, but it actually looks good today. I want to look nice and feel even better after that call with my parents and Dex’s absence.


    I’m determined to make today a good one.


    My phone beeps with a new message.


    Dex: Stick with Vinnie today babe. Want you safe.


    There needs to be an acronym for rolling my eyes. Maybe I could start one? RME?


    Faye: RME! We will be fine. Come home safe, don’t worry about me.


    Dex: Not possible.


    Dex: WTF is RME?!


    I start to giggle.


    Faye: Rolling my eyes.


    Dex: Babe.


    Faye: What?


    Dex: Be good.


    Faye: I’m always good.


    Dex: That’s what I’m worried about. Heading out.


    Faye: Love you.


    I click send, and then realize what the fuck I just said. It came so naturally I didn’t even think. So much for a good day. I spend the next few hours at the library stressing over how Dex would take that message. He didn’t reply. He didn’t call. And now I’m freaked right out.


    What if I’ve scared him off? What if he doesn’t feel the same?


    I’m such an idiot. I told him I loved him for the first time via text message.


    Who does that?


    High school kids or cowards, maybe. I’m neither, but what I am is pretty damn embarrassed.


    Vinnie and I get ice cream together, which is becoming routine for us. Every time he’s sent out to watch over me, we end up there, trying a different flavor each time.


    “How’s the toffee?” I ask him, coveting his ice cream.


    “Really good, how’s the strawberry?” he asks, taking a bite out of his cone.


    “It’s okay,” I say, still staring at his.


    He laughs knowingly. “I’ll get you a toffee one if you want.”


    “That’s okay I’ll get one next time,” I say. “Guess what, I had a productive morning. I made up an acronym. RME… Rolling my eyes!”


    Vinnie stares. “That already is one, you didn’t know that?”


    “No,” I sulk. “How did you know that?”


    So much for that. No one has ever said it to me before—just saying.


    “You’re so fuckin’ weird sometimes,” he muses, looking back to his ice cream.


    “Is that bad?” I ask, my gaze darting to the door as someone enters.


    My eyes widen when I see Eric standing there with a girl. His date maybe? Shit, this is awkward. He sees me and instantly walks over, taking in my appearance.


    “Hey Eric, how have you been?” I ask. Then, feeling rude, I say, “This is Vinnie. Vinnie this is Eric.”


    Eric nods his head at Vinnie, who—looking completely unimpressed— doesn’t respond with neither a word nor gesture.


    “I’ve been okay, trying to call you. Did you get a new number or something?” he asks, the girl with him standing by awkwardly.


    “I did.”


    “I’ve been worried about you Faye.”


    “Eric, I’m fine. Dex is taking good care of me,” I tell him.


    “So it’s true,” he says, fists clenching. I don’t know exactly what he’s heard so I don’t deny or admit, I just shrug.


    “What the fuck are you doing to your life,” he sneers, shaking his head. Vinnie stands up at that comment, so I stand as well. “My brother will only bring you down!”


    “Let’s get out of here Vin,” I say, giving Eric one last look.


    “Goodbye Eric,” I say, smiling sadly.


    He turns from me and faces his girl.


    And I walk out of his life forever.


    *****


    I pour another round of tequila shots—not that I’m having any. The women decided to have their own party with just us; Mary, Jess, Allie, Cindy, and several other women I hadn’t met yet, but now can barely remember their names. They have all been doing shots, laughing and dancing, while I’ve been sipping on water and watching their antics from the safety of the couch. The prospects are all here, keeping an eye on things, and only letting in people who are meant to be here. They’ve been keeping the main fence locked so no one else can enter. Dex hasn’t contacted me since I sent ‘the message’, and I really don’t know what to think. I know he’s spoken to Vinnie, making sure everything is okay, so he’s not indisposed of and unable to pick up the phone. Allie sits next to me, making this day even worse.


    “What?” I ask her, wanting to get this over with.


    “God, you’re a bitch,” she say, downing a shot.


    “What do you want Allie?” I ask, sounding tired. I relax against the couch, turning my body to face her.


    “I wanted to apologize,” she says. I do a double take. Surely I heard wrong.


    “About what?” I ask warily, suspicious lacing my tone.


    “Being a bitch, hitting on Dex when I knew he was yours…”


    I cut her off. “At least you’re honest.”


    “After he left Renee he just had casual sex, well with anyone really,” she says, and I cringe.


    Just what any woman wants to hear.


    “But after he met you… Look Dex never cheated on his wife when they were together, he knows how to be faithful. He’s a good man. I knew what we had was casual, but I’d been hoping for more. My dad used to be in the MC, but he died three years back. That’s why they let me stay here, I’m family even if I’m no one’s old lady.”


    That actually explains a lot. I feel bad for thinking she was kept around for other reasons…


    “Apology accepted,” I say hesitantly. I’m not very good at forgiveness, I tend to just cut people out and move on with my life, but Allie lives here, and I can actually see things from her point of view. I’d fight for Dex too, so I can’t really hold that against her.


    “And about Tracker…”


    Tracker and I have a sort of strained friendship. Sometimes I catch him staring at me like he wants me but knows he can’t have me. I never lead him on, and I shouldn’t have been mad at him over Allie. I had no right. I saw it as a betrayal, not one as a lover but as a friend. The way I saw it, he slept with my enemy, and I didn’t like it.


    But I was wrong to feel that way.


    “Tracker is a good man,” I tell her, smiling.


    “I like him a lot,” she admits, sighing heavily. “He has this piercing… and wow.”


    Really?


    “So what’s the problem?” I ask. It’s a little awkward that we kind of have the same taste in men. If I wasn’t head over heels for Dex…


    Even I can see that Tracker is a good catch. He’s good-looking, caring, and has a sense of humor. And apparently an interesting piercing.


    “Usual shit, he doesn’t want a commitment,” she says, sounding resigned. “No one here sees me as old lady material.”


    “Well, hopefully it works out for you two,” I say with sincerity.


    She gives me an odd look. “Thanks.”


    Allie gets up and heads out of the room, just as Vinnie walks in and takes her place. “How you doing Vinnie?” I ask him. I notice him staring where Allie just exited from.


    “Allie? Really?” I ask, surprised.


    He throws me a look. “She’s pretty, that’s all.”


    “So when do you patch in?” I ask him, using some of the biker lingo I’ve been picking up.


    “Couple months hopefully,” he says, smiling.


    “You must be excited” I say, leaning over and rubbing his bald head. “You’re a good man, you know that right?”


    He’s put up with a lot of shit from me.


    “Why are you rubbing my head?” he asks.


    “For good luck.”


    He laughs. “You’re crazy.”


    “Crazy and tired,” I say, yawning. “I’m going to go to bed.”


    “I’ll be up all night making sure everything’s okay,” he says, cracking his neck. Ew.


    “Are you sure that’s necessary?” I ask, frowning.


    “Rather be safe than sorry.”


    “What about Liam and Trev?” I ask, referring to the other two prospects.


    “I’ve been put in charge, not them. No way am I messing that up,” he says. I guess he must be under a lot of pressure to make sure nothing goes wrong while the rest of the men are away.


    I kiss him on the cheek. “Goodnight then.”


    “Night Faye,” he replies, looking down.


    Was he feeling shy that I kissed him on the cheek? Grinning to myself, I head to bed.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Nineteen
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    I wake up to the sound of a scream and then a gunshot. I rush out of bed and hide in the corner of the room just as the door is slammed open. I hold in my breath until the man leaves, thinking no one is in here. When I think it’s safe, I crawl on my hands and knees to the drawer where Dex keeps one of his guns in, and pull it out with trembling fingers. I take in a few shaky breaths. What the hell am I going to do?


    I wish I could say I am one of those badass girls who knows how to use a gun, but I’d be lying.


    I have no idea how to use it. Surely it isn’t rocket science.


    I could see now that it was a mistake on my end, and if I make it through tonight, one I am going to rectify at my first opportunity.


    What I did know was that the safety was on, and I needed to turn it off which I do with a flick of my thumb. Aim and fire right? How hard could it be? I swallow hard when I think of the baby. What could I do? If I hide I’d never be able to live with myself. I open the door and walk down the hall, not making a noise. I hear the loud bang of a door. I run into the living area where I see all the women sitting there, crying. In front of them stands four men. All wearing cuts.


    “Looks like we missed one,” the leader says, grinning at me with an evil look in his eye.


    “Who are you?” I ask, lifting the gun and aiming it at him. I fake my confidence, like I’ve done many times before.


    Don’t let them see your weakness.


    He laughs. “And she has claws. Put down the gun princess. I could kill all these bitches before you even shoot one bullet.”


    Cindy stares at me, the only one of the women not crying. Her eyes are trying to tell me something, but I can’t read them. How did this happen? This is supposed to be my safe place.


    “Wh- what do you want?” I stammer, swallowing hard. I don’t take my eyes off the men. The wrong move could cost us our lives.


    The leader sneers. “Revenge. An eye for an eye. Wind Dragons killed two of ours. Now the Wild Men will take what’s due.”


    Revenge.


    “They really should have left you better guarded… Although to be fair we made sure those fuckers thought we were out of state,” he says, laughing like a hyena.


    Okay, think Faye think. Four men, armed with weapons not drawn.


    Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.


    I need time. I need to stall. “Where are the prospects?” I ask, pulling in a shaky breath.


    “Those two dumb fucks are bleeding out outside,” he says, smirking. Fucking asshole. Wait, he said two.


    A small movement flashes in the corner of my eye.


    Vinnie.


    Maybe that’s what Cindy was trying to tell me. I look to her, and she nods slightly. She gets it. I get it. Now it’s up to me to make my move.


    “Put the gun down,” he commands.


    “Faye!” Vinnie hollers, showing himself and shooting the leader in the head. I block out the man, block out the screams as I aim and fire at one of the other bikers. I get him in the chest, and he goes down. The other two have their guns drawn and start shooting. Vinnie is able to take out one of them, then turns to the other. The final man standing shoots at the women twice more, then turns to me. His gun trained on me, he smiles, letting me know that he’s not afraid of death, and also that he’s going to try take me down with him. Vinnie shoots, and so does the man. He gets taken down but not before a stray bullet flies past me. I duck, crouching in a ball on the floor.


    Then, silence.


    Too scared to move, I stay like that until Vinnie comes and sits next to me. He puts a hand on my shoulder, making me flinch.


    “It’s over. You really handled yourself babe,” he says, his hand trembling.


    I lift my head, tears dropping down my cheeks like raindrops. “Who made it?”


    That’s not what I wanted to ask. What I wanted to ask is ‘who did we lose?’


    His face crumples. “Other prospects are dead. One of the women got shot. The rest are scared shitless but fine. I’m sorry Faye—”


    His phone rings, and he walks off to answer it. I stand up and walk to the table where the girls were all hiding during the gunfire. I see Cindy okay, hugging Jess. I see Allie there, crying, but alive. I look around for Mary.


    Where is she?


    “Where’s Mary?” I ask in a shaky voice. The women all cry harder, except Cindy who hasn’t shed a tear but has devastation written all over her face.


    “No,” I whisper, my eyes going behind them to the dark-haired woman lying on the couch. Blood drips from her chest. Her eyes are closed. I run my fingers through her hair and kiss the top of her head. Why Mary? She was the sweetest, kindest person I’d ever met. I start to sob inconsolably.


    “Faye, Dex is on his way. He wants to talk to you,” Vinnie says gently. I shake my head and continue to stare at Mary.


    “She needs you right now man,” Vinnie tells him, his eyes going red when he looks at Mary. “She’s fine physically, but I don’t know,” he says into the phone.


    He doesn’t know if I’m fine emotionally. Well I’m not.


    I sit there with Mary until the men arrive. For the rest of my life, I will never forget the look on Arrow’s face. Never. He ran inside and dropped to his knees in front of her. He buried his face in her hair and cried. He cursed, he swore, and he kept asking why over and over again.


    Why her?


    In that moment, I know that Arrow loved Mary. I wonder if he only just figured it out himself. And if he did—now it’s too late.


    Dex wraps me in his arms, his body trembling, shaking with fear and rage.


    And relief.


    He takes me to our bed and just holds me. “I was so worried,” he whispers. “I’m so fuckin’ sorry sweetheart.”


    I can see his face in the moonlight, his pained eyes tearing through me. They hurt to look at, so I squeeze my own shut.


    I’m just about asleep when he says, “I need to go help the others. I will be back as soon as I can.”


    Help must mean take care of the dead bodies.


    I killed a man today.


    I killed someone.


    And I lost someone.


    I think of Liam and Trev, and I feel sad, but when I think of Mary being gone I feel heartbroken.


    The good die young, the saying must be true.


    Dex joins me back in bed early morning. He smells like soap, freshly showered. I explore his smooth chest with my hands, then place my right hand against his heart.


    I feel it beating.


    “I love you too,” he whispers to me. “I wanted to say it to you face to face.”


    He kisses my lips once, then we fall asleep wrapped in each other’s arms.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Twenty
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    “What’s this?” I ask, peering at the box curiously. Jim smiles at me, his eyes crinkling, and places the box on the table.


    “You earned this,” he says as I open the lid and pull out what’s inside.


    It’s a cut. One made in my size. On it, it says ‘Property of Sin.’


    “You’re the first woman to get one. Ever.”


    Dex watches me, his eyes full of pride and sadness. Pride over my actions but sad that I was forced to do it. Sad that I was almost killed, and that others were.


    “I didn’t do anything really,” I mutter. “It was all Vinnie.”


    Vinnie was patched in the next week, after Mary, Liam, and Trev’s funerals. It’s now been two months since the incident.


    Two long soul-searching months.


    I didn’t leave my room for the first week. I cried more than I’ve ever cried in my life and then I got mad at Dex. It was his fault I was here, that I was in danger. That our daughter was in danger. Then I felt guilt. I killed a man. I was a murderer.


    After that I felt something else.


    Acceptance.


    It happened. I survived. I was one of the lucky ones.


    I had two options in my life. Stay with Dex and live the life, or leave him.


    I think Dex knew what I was thinking, so we talked. A lot. About everything. About us as a family. About the future.


    And I fell in love with him even more.


    There is no way I could leave him.


    A lot has changed since then. Dex and I sold his old house and bought a new one. Renee was pissed, but Dex and I couldn’t care less. The clubhouse upped their security. It’s now harder to get into than a maximum security prison is to get out of. There will not be a repeat of what happened that night, not if we can help it.


    I touch my rounded belly and smile. “I love it.” I won’t be wearing it out, but I think I’m going to seduce Dex in it tonight.


    Wearing the cut and nothing else. Sexy.


    Jim lifts his hand and touches my cheek. “Proud to have you in the fam.”


    “Proud to be here Jimbo,” I reply, smiling up at him.


    He looks to Dex. “Knocking her up was the best thing you ever did Sin.”


    “Don’t I know it,” he replies, his lips curving into a cocky smile.


    I roll my eyes. “When do you guys head out?” They were going on another run, except this time Dex was staying with me. I don’t know how he talked his way out of that. I don’t even know what they do on these ‘runs’, but I have a feeling it has to do with drugs. Jim doesn’t allow any club members to use hard drugs and I thought it was just good form, until I realized maybe he didn’t want them sampling the wares either. I’ve asked Dex, but he didn’t answer, so I let it go. His expression didn’t let me know if I was wrong or right about the assumption. I know they make good money. They own several different businesses, from a strip club named Toxic to several bars, and the auto mechanic shop Dex works in sometimes.


    “Leaving tomorrow morning,” Jim replies, taking a swig of beer. “Cindy is busy organizing the charity event. Why don’t you help her out?”


    “Yeah I will,” I assure him.


    “Good girl. I’m gonna go spend time with her before I have to leave in the morning.”


    “Alright,” I say, taking that as my cue to leave his office. I learnt that his office leads to the room where the men have their secret meetings. Church, they call it. That’s why I was yelled at for trying to clean around there. They probably thought I was trying to snoop. The thought makes me smile.


    “You want to go out for dinner babe?” Dex asks as we head to our room. The house will be ready for us to move into in a few weeks. I’m not in a rush to be honest, at least until I give birth. I can’t imagine being alone in a house when Dex goes out on club business, but I can’t imagine living here with a newborn either. I think we will benefit from having our own space; a civilian life, I heard one of the men call it.


    I like to think I’m giving my daughter the best of both worlds. A nice house in a good area, but also having good men to look after her for her whole life and an extended family.


    Nothing bad will touch her—I will make sure of it.


    “Yeah, I’m hungry,” I reply, absently rubbing my stomach.


    “You’re always hungry,” he says. “You’re supposed to eat to live, not live to eat.”


    “I’m pregnant so you shush,” I tell him, pushing him against the wall in the hallway and slipping my hand into his shirt. I feel the expanse of his smooth, toned chest, then have ideas other than food.


    “Sex then food please,” I tell him, wiggling my eyebrows.


    “Fuck you’re romantic,” he says sarcastically, grinning down at me. “That line was one for the ages. Some pure Shakespearean shit.”


    I slap at this shoulder. “Do not say Shakespeare and shit in the same sentence—”


    He cuts off my rant with a kiss. He starts slow, gentle, igniting a fire within me.


    “Bedroom,” I say against his lips.


    “I want you here,” he replies. Here? As in the hallway? He lifts me up against the wall, careful not to press his weight against my stomach. Running his hand up my thigh, he lifts my dress with it, riding it up until my underwear is bared to him. Sliding down my black lace panties as far as they will go, he frees himself with one hand, kissing me senseless at the same time. His kisses turn more frantic, more desperate. He reaches down and plays with my clit, sliding a finger inside to test if I’m ready for him.


    I always am. A hum of approval resounds deep in his throat as he confines me to the wall. He examines my features for a second, leaning his forehead against mine and staring into my eyes.


    Sliding himself inside me gently, he groans at the contact. “God, I love you,” he murmurs against my lips.


    “Love you too,” I manage to get out breathlessly.


    “You’re mine babe,” he says on a thrust. “All. Mine.”


    His hands hold my hips up, gripping with each smooth movement. My heels dig into his ass, urging him on as my climax builds.


    Then I feel it. That moment you know you’re so close, but you just need... a little more. A little push over the edge. Dex feels it too, he knows exactly what I need. His mouth finds the spot between my neck and shoulder and bites down gently. He knows that spot is sensitive, one of my favourite places to be kissed. It does the trick, and I feel myself explode.


    “That’s it,” he whispers. “Come for me Faye.”


    I close my eyes and let the sensations take over.


    “Show me those pretty hazel eyes,” he demands. “Show me what’s mine.”


    I open my eyes, meeting his crystal blue ones. “You’re mine too.”


    “Always babe,” he grits out as his release hits him. He never moves his eyes away from mine, allowing me to see him in the throes of pleasure.


    It’s a good look on him.


    I hear cheering from behind us and look to see Rake standing there. I hide my face in Dex’s neck.


    “Get the fuck out of here Rake,” Dex growls at him.


    Way to ruin our afterglow Rake.


    “Hell no, this is payback time,” he says, chuckling.


    I cringe when I remember walking into his room and annoying him and his two house guests.


    I sigh, and tap Dex’s shoulder for him to let me down.


    “I hope payback is worth the black eye you’ll be sporting tomorrow,” Dex adds, carefully putting me down on the ground. I pull my dress down and slide my panties up, while Dex does up his jeans. We both turn to face Rake, my face red. Dex, on the other hand, looks like he wants to kill him, and I know it’s on my behalf. I don’t think he really gives a shit whether people see him having sex or not, but he knows I’m more shy and private.


    “Let’s go have a chat Rake,” he says, grinning evilly.


    I puff out a shallow breath. What he really means is, let’s go to the boxing ring and beat the shit out of each other. The ring is a new addition to the compound, and the men like to get in there and show off their fighting skills.


    “Not the face,” I tell Rake, pointing a finger at him.


    Dex turns to me. “As if he will even get a shot in.”


    “Hey, not all of us have trained with Reid Knox,” Rake adds. “You have an advantage.”


    That was the truth. Dex was undefeated in the ring so far.


    And the sex afterwards—wow. It was hot—passionate and frantic.


    I had no idea who Reid Knox was, but I should thank him. Dex was an amazing fighter.


    He gives me one last lingering kiss. “I owe you some spooning,” he whispers into my ear.


    “What?” I ask, laughing.


    “I don’t want you to feel like we’re having sex then I’m just leaving you,” he tries to explain.


    I hide my smile. He doesn’t want me to feel like he’s using me, like he was just going to fuck and run like he did with the other women. “Baby, it’s okay. Go do your thing we can snuggle tonight.”


    “I think I’m going to be sick,” Rake says. Shit, I forgot the bastard was even there.


    I flash him a pointed look, then head to my room for a nap.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Twenty One
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    “What about Akira?” I ask, my nose stuck in the baby names book.


    “What else do you have?” he asks, stretching his arms above his head.


    “Lilliana, Rose, Clover, and Chloe.”


    “Clover,” he says, smiling. “I think it’s my favourite.”


    “Clover Black,” I say, testing the words on my tongue. “It’s beautiful.”


    I put the book down and lie beside him.


    “Not as beautiful as she’s going to be,” he replies, pulling me into his side. I rest my cheek against his chest.


    “Well that’s a given,” I reply, earning me a chuckle.


    “Are you ready for your exams?” he asks, absently stroking my hair.


    “Yeah I am. I’m actually excited to sit for them tomorrow,” I say, smiling widely. I need to go into the university to sit for my exams. Tomorrow is the first one I have, and it’s for my family law unit.


    He chuckles. “You’re a nerd, babe. It’s so fuckin’ hot.”


    I shake my head at him. “You think everything is hot.”


    “Everything about you, yes,” he agrees. “Do you need to study tonight? Or can we do something?”


    “I need to study, I want to ace this exam,” I tell him carefully. “Aren’t you going into work now?”


    “Yeah in about a half an hour,” he replies. Good, I need him out of the house. Tomorrow is his birthday, and I need time to get his surprise ready. Then time to kick his ass for not even telling me it was his birthday. I remembered that it was in June from when we were younger, but I couldn’t remember the date. June nineteenth.


    A date I would never forget again.


    Dex heads into work while I start to plan like crazy. I cook him his favourite meal, set up the dining table with a tablecloth, candles, and a red rose in the middle. Okay, so the romantic setting is more for me than him, but it looks pretty. I set the wrapped presents on the table.


    “Rake will you text me when he’s about to leave the shop?” I ask.


    “Yeah, I got you babe,” he replies. “You know you’re a pain in the ass, but you’re the best thing that’s ever happened to him.”


    “Thanks Rake. Although from what I saw with you and that woman, you’re the pain in the ass.”


    “Fuck you must be good in bed,” he grumbles. I laugh and step to him, wrapping my arms around his waist and laying my head on his hard chest. After a moment, he returns the hug.


    “I’m taking Dex out tomorrow night, brothers only birthday celebration,” he tells me.


    “Fine,” I grumble.


    “Vinnie will stay with you.”


    Poor Vinnie.


    “Why? I thought that shit with the Wild Men was over?” I ask, frowning. After the incident happened, the Wind Dragons met up with the rival MC and spoke. I don’t know what happened, but Dex came home saying that the issue has been dealt with.


    “Better to be safe,” he says. “Look what happened last time.”


    I sigh and look up into his face. “Wild Men is a stupid MC name.”


    A lip twitch. “It is. I’m going to the shop, I’ll message you when he leaves.”


    “Okay, thanks.”


    I have a long shower, shaving my legs and other places. I rub in my cherry blossom lotion, apply makeup, and iron my hair straight. I put on my robe and head to check on the food in the oven. Arrow walks in, looking a little worse for wear. Wrinkled clothes, lipstick on his neck, and … I could smell the alcohol from here.


    “Hey Arrow,” I say, smiling sadly. Ever since Mary’s death, he’s not the same person he was.


    “Hey Faye,” he says quietly. I walk over to him and kiss him on his cheek, his prickly beard brushing my skin.


    “Can I make you something to eat?” I ask him. I wish he would let me look after him, but he doesn’t. He drowns his sorrows with alcohol and easy women. I’m not going to judge his methods of coping, but I hope he gets back to himself soon.


    I miss my friend.


    “Don’t worry about me Faye. I’m gonna have a shower then get out of here so you can spoil your man for his birthday,” he says, walking away.


    I sigh and watch him as he leaves. I spend the rest of the afternoon painting my nails and pampering myself. When I get the text from Rake, I set out the food, light the candles, and put on my outfit.


    The cut and some black lace panties.


    And that’s it.


    I look in the mirror and smile.


    I look good.


    My long hair frames my face and has volume on top, giving me a sexy look. My eyes are dark and smoky, my lips a blood red. The sides of my breasts are visible, but my nipples are covered by the black leather cut. My fair skin stands out even more. I had planned on wearing sexy heels, but I choose comfort instead and go barefoot.


    When I hear him enter the door, I walk out to greet him. He stops in his tracks when he sees me standing here.


    “Holy fuck,” he whispers as his gaze devours me. He walks towards me, eyes on my body. “This is the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen in my life.”


    “Stay still I need a photo of this,” he says, taking a picture with his phone. He slides it away then kisses my mouth. “How did I get so fucking lucky? I’m going to send a thank you letter to the condom company.”


    I gape. “You did not just say that.”


    He grins crookedly. “What’s the occasion beautiful?”


    “I have exams for the rest of the week so I thought we could celebrate your birthday early,” I say, rubbing my body against his. “You didn’t even tell me it was you’re birthday.”


    “Not a big deal babe. Just another day.”


    “Not anymore, it isn’t,” I reply, breathing him in.


    “Let me have a quick shower, I have grease on me,” he says, kissing me once more before walking into the bathroom. I make myself busy in the kitchen, waiting for him to finish.


    He enters the kitchen moments later, wearing nothing but a pair of low slung jeans. I stare at his body, appreciating the view.


    “Take a seat,” I sat in a husky tone.


    He sits down and stares at the table. “No one’s ever done anything like this for me before.”


    I smile. “I’m glad you like it.”


    “I fuckin’ love it. Now come here,” he demands. I walk up to him, laughing as he pulls me onto his lap. “I’m going to make you scream my name a few times before we eat whatever smells so fuckin’ good and has my mouth watering.”


    He kisses me greedily, cupping my cheeks with his palms. I grip onto his shoulders, giving it back to him, kissing him with an intensity that surprises even me. When he leans me back against the table and fucks me, I love every single second of it.


    I love his expressions, the sounds he makes, the dirty way he talks to me.


    The way he takes joy in my pleasure.


    His bossiness and his demands.


    I give as good as I get. I match his passion and his intensity.


    He was made for me, this man.


    I dig my fingers into his dragon tattoo and let the pleasure consume me.
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    Vinnie drives me home from my exam the next day, and for that I’m grateful. I’m feeling extremely drained today and just want to go home and sleep.


    “How did you do?” Vinnie asks.


    “I think I did well,” I reply. “It wasn’t too hard.”


    “Modest aren’t we?” he says with a chuckle.


    I shrug. “Just honest. I’m sorry you’re stuck with me tonight while everyone goes out to celebrate.”


    “It’s no biggie,” he says. “I was at Toxic last week.”


    My head snaps to him. “They’re taking him to a strip club?”


    Vinnie grimaces. “Didn’t you know? Fuck.”


    Fuck is right. I send a text to Rake.


    Faye: Where you taking Dex tonight?”


    Rake: Why?


    Faye: ‘Cuz I wanna know.


    Rake: Wind Dragons’ night out--don’t ruin it.


    Faye: #$!&^&^&^


    Rake: Give the man his balls for the night!


    Rake: Faye!


    Faye: Fine.


    Rake: Love you.


    Faye: Fuck you.


    I tilt my head back against the seat. It’s just a night out. Seeing hot naked women who aren’t pregnant and fat.


    Fuck. I’m feeling insecure.


    It’s not a good feeling, and it doesn’t look good on me.


    “He won’t do anything. They’ll just drink and shoot the shit,” Vinnie tries to assure me.


    “Yeah well, let him have his fun,” I reply, trying to keep my tone neutral.


    While I sit at home studying and stuffing my face.


    I see Jess and Trace sitting in the living area when I walk into the club house. Trace is one of the brothers who I never really talk to. He never really smiles and isn’t friendly and outgoing like the others. He’s very standoffish, and we generally steer clear of each other.


    “Hey Jess,” I call out, nodding my head at Trace.


    “Hey honey,” she replies. After the night we lost Mary, I gained the respect of the women. I no longer feel like an outsider. I belong here, by Dex’s side.


    “How was the exam?” she asks.


    “It was good,” I tell her. “I have another one tomorrow.”


    Allie walks in behind Tracker. “Hey baby mama,” he says to me, kissing me on the cheek. I see Allie’s eyes flash as he does so, but she doesn’t say anything. Instead she smiles at me in greeting, a smile I return.


    “All excited for tonight,” I ask Tracker, unable to mask the anger from my tone.


    He shakes his head at me, lip twitching. “Like you have anything to worry about. The man’s not stupid.”


    “I know,” I lie.


    “Do you?” Tracker replies, tilting his head to the side.


    I sigh. “Yeah, I won’t allow myself to be that woman.”


    “What woman?”


    “You know the one,” I reply, waving my hand in the air.


    “No I don’t, how about you explain,” he replies patiently.


    “The woman who doesn’t let her man go anywhere alone, or do anything alone. She tags along even when he’s with his friends… I will never be that woman. That woman is insecure and a little co-dependent.”


    “Looks like you’ve thought about this a bit too fuckin’ much,” Tracker replies, scrubbing a hand along his jaw. “What I can tell you is that you have nothing to worry about. Believe that.”


    “I know. I’m just tired, I’m going to go to bed,” I reply, mustering a small smile for him. The man did just listen to my stupid rant.


    “What’s happening tonight?” Allie asks, staring up at Tracker.


    “Men are going out. Women are staying their asses at home,” he says, opening the fridge and scanning its contents. “So don’t wait up.”


    Allies eyes narrow, but again she stays quiet.


    “There’s lasagna in the oven,” I tell Tracker as I exit the room. “Cindy made it today.”


    He calls out thanks. I climb into bed and close my eyes, letting sleep take over.


    *****


    I wake to kisses on my face. “Wake up sleeping beauty, dinner’s ready.”


    I smile before I even open my eyes. “What time is it?”


    “Seven. You slept for five hours,” he says, kissing down my jawline.


    “Happy birthday,” I murmur drowsily. “Did you enjoy your present this morning?”


    A deep chuckle. “Babe, there is no better way in the world to wake up. Trust me on that.”


    “Hmmmm,” I hum as he continue his soft, chaste kisses.


    “Tracker said you wanted to talk to me about something?” he asks, voice getting lower.


    “What?” I ask.


    “He said I should talk to you. What’s going on?”


    Dammit Tracker. “Nothing. I only just found out you were spending the night at a strip club.”


    He stills. “Is that where we’re going?”


    “You didn’t know?” I ask, turning me head to look at his face.


    “No, but I shouldn’t be surprised. It’s not a big deal. You know I would never cheat on you right?”


    “Yeah, I know. To be completely honest with you, it just hit me that you will be seeing all these beautiful girls, while I’m here with a double chin and swollen feet.”


    He makes a strangled noise then breaks out into laughter.


    “Oh my god! Don’t laugh at me! I’m being serious,” I snap, pulling on the ends of his hair to get his attention.


    “I happen to love your double chin,” he says, kissing it. “You have nothing to worry about. I think you’re sexy as hell pregnant with our daughter. Besides, it’s you I’m in love with. I’ll love you no matter what you look like.”


    “Even if my chin turns triple?” I ask, batting my eyelashes.


    A chuckle. “Even then.”


    “Good, because I’m hungry,” I say at the same time my stomach rumbles.


    “Come on then, let’s get my woman fed. You know, I can stay home tonight…”


    “No, no, you go have fun,” I instantly say.


    “Good because they would have given me a lot of shit if I cancelled,” he says, looking amused.


    “Is Arrow going out?” I ask as Dex helps me to sit up.


    “Yeah he’s coming out.”


    “He needs to have some fun,” I say, sliding off the bed. “And I need to eat and study some more.”


    He rests his palms on my belly. “Three months to go.”


    “Are you excited?” I ask him.


    “Excited, nervous, curious, impatient…. I’m a whole lot of different things,” he admits. I look down at his tattooed knuckles on my stomach and smile.


    “Time is going so fast,” I say, taking his hand and walking with him out the bedroom.


    “I know.”


    We sit down at the table and have dinner, then I study as Dex gets ready to go out. I try not to sulk but I find myself doing just that. Rake walks out of his room first wearing jeans and a long sleeve shirt, folded up to his elbows. His leather cut is worn over it, and his blond hair is damp from the shower. His green eyes are dancing with excitement.


    “Why the hell are you so excited about tonight?” I ask him, raising a dark brow.


    He plays with his lip ring. “One of the girls at Toxic—she’s a fuckin’ angel. Blonde. Huge ass tits.” He cups his hands in front of his pecs, mimicking the universal gesture for huge boobs. “I wanna bring her home.”


    “To your torture chamber?”


    He grins. “Don’t diss it till you try it.”


    Dex walks out next, and my breath catches. Dark jeans, tight black shirt stretched across his muscles. I lick my bottom lip as I take in his appearance.


    “Stop looking at me like that or I’m staying my ass home,” he growls. He checks his pockets for his cigarettes and wallet. Rake pulls out a bottle and starts pouring himself a drink.


    “If you’re drinking you better be going in a taxi,” I tell him.


    “It’s just one drink. I’m not rocking up in a fuckin’ maxi taxi,” he says, scowling. I laugh at his expression. Tracker walks in, his sleeves on showcase tonight with a white t-shirt.


    “Everyone looks hot tonight,” I grumble, staring down at my text book.


    My life sucks!


    Dex kisses the top of my head. “I’m going out for a smoke.”


    “Okay,” I sniff.


    “Babe,” he says.


    “Yeah?”


    “Stop pouting, yeah?”


    Three sets of amused eyes stare at me.


    “I’m not pouting. I hope you all enjoy your night. I’ll see you at what? One am maybe?”


    Laughter ensues.


    Dex kisses my lips then heads out the front door. I look at Tracker who winks at me when he sees me staring.


    The rest of the men arrive, and they all get on their bikes and ride out. Dex is the last one to leave, because he kisses me for about ten minutes before I can finally get him to go.


    He kisses my stomach and then he leaves.


    I study for two hours then fall asleep.


    *****


    I wake up in the middle of the night to laughter. My room door open and Dex walks in, knocking his foot on my new dressing table.


    “Motherfucker!” he growls.


    I stifle a laugh. He flops down onto the bed, his hands searching the sheets for me. When his fingers finally touch my arm, he says, “Yes!” like it was a big feat to find me, then rolls right next to me. He wraps me in his arms and kisses the back of my neck.


    “I missed you,” he says when he realises I’m awake.


    “Did you have fun?” I ask him drowsily.


    “I did.”


    “Good,” I reply.


    “But I still missed you,” he says, turning me to face him. “Next time you’re coming with me.”


    “To a strip club?” I ask incredulously.


    “Anywhere,” he replies, his hands now roaming all over my body. “You’re a million times sexier than those girls.”


    “So the grass isn’t greener on the other side?” I ask a little breathlessly as his thumbs graze my breasts.


    “No, and I never for one second thought that it was,” he says quickly, claiming my mouth.


    We make love, and I fall back asleep with a smile on my face—insecurities fading away.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Twenty Three
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    Exams past in a blur and then I get a two week break. After more baby shopping, I’m about to pull out of the car park when I see Renee.


    And she’s not alone.


    When I see her with a man with her, my interest piques. When the man turns around my eyes widen in shock.


    What the hell is Eric doing with Renee? I take a photo of the two of them and send it to Dex. Sometimes a picture is all the evidence you need. I notice Vinnie staring in their direction too. He has his helmet on so I can’t see his expression.


    We drive home and Vinnie opens the door for me, not looking me in the eye.


    “What’s wrong?” I ask him.


    “Nothing,” he says, opening the back door and grabbing all my shopping bags out. Dex walks out of the clubhouse looking agitated, all coiled muscles. He slaps Vinnie on the back and takes the bags from his hands. Vinnie leaves, and I’m left feeling confused.


    “Is everything okay?” I ask him, placing my hand on his chest.


    He looks down at me, still radiating tension. “Everything’s fine we just need to talk about something.”


    That sounded ominous.


    I suck in a deep breath. “Okay.”


    “Let’s go into our room,” he suggests. Or more like demands. He needs his own word. Deggests or Sumands.


    I hold my hand up. “Is what you’re going to say going to piss me off?”


    He bobs his head. “More than likely.”


    “Maybe we should sit in my car? Then I can just drive off when I lose my temper.”


    I’m carried to my room.


    “I’m having déja vu,” I say as I watch Dex pace before me.


    “You can’t get upset over this—you’re pregnant,” he finally says, his tone pleading.


    I gape at his audacity. “Yes I realize I’m pregnant. Now tell me. What have you done?”


    He looks down at the floor with his hands on his hips. “Renee cheated on me, yeah?”


    “Yes,” I say. I knew that part. Stupid ass woman.


    “But I didn’t tell you who she cheated on me with,” he says, risking a glance at me.


    I shake my head in confusion.


    Until it hits me.


    My throat burns.


    The picture I took today.


    Eric and Renee?


    He reaches out to touch me but his hand stops mid motion. “My brother slept with my wife. While he was dating you.”


    What was this? Fucking wife swap.


    I swallow hard. “Okay Eric is a douche lord, and I might even hate him, but why would I get mad at you over this?”


    He stares at me, not giving anything away. “I kept it from you. I didn’t want to hurt you. Then you sent me that photo today, and I knew you were going to ask questions. Maybe they’re together now. I personally don’t give a fuck. I didn’t know how you would feel about it.”


    I scrub my hand down my face. “It’s the past. It just shows that I’ve made the right choices since leaving Eric. Let them have each other—hell they deserve each other.”


    He exhales, then smiles shakily. “You took that better than I expected.”


    Something else hits me then. “Wait a minute…”


    He freezes.


    “You knew that Eric had slept with Renee when we first slept together,” I say, my mind working. When it hits me, I grit my teeth. “You used me to get back at Eric!”


    He rubs the back of his neck. “At the time, maybe. But I wanted you. You’re fuckin’ beautiful, babe, of course I wanted you.”


    “I was living a fantasy that night… and you were just doing it to get back at him?” I ask, my face falling.


    “A fantasy?”


    “You were the first boy I ever noticed… in that way. It was a childhood crush that turned into a teenage fantasy. I’ve always wanted you, I just never thought it was possible to have you,” I admit.


    “Faye, I ran into you, I didn’t go looking for you. You were there, and you took my breath away. I couldn’t believe my eyes, how sexy you were. I remember thinking how much of a dumb fuck Eric was to cheat on someone like you with someone like her.”


    I stare at him as my mind races.


    “So it was more than just getting back at Eric? Because if you didn’t find out I was pregnant, I’m not sure we would have never seen each other again,” I say, crossing my arms over my chest protectively.


    Silence. Then, “I came by your uni once. It was a week after we slept together, and I wanted to see you. You were standing there wearing all black holding an animal print folder, and your hair was down and sticking out in every direction.”


    He smiles, like it’s a fond memory.


    “Really?” I ask, my voice gentling.


    “Yes. You need to understand babe, you were doing well. Going to law school, making something of yourself. And you’re young. I didn’t know what I wanted, but I knew I wasn’t exactly good for you. You’d gotten rid of Eric and for that I was fuckin’ happy. You had a chance at a fresh start. Sure you fascinated me, but I didn’t really know what I was feeling so I just watched you, and then I left.”


    His eyes plead with me to understand. I appreciate his honestly and tell him so. I was trying to get over Eric, and Dex was trying to get back at Eric. This whole thing is stupid and messed up.


    “You know what? Who cares how we got together. We’re here now, in love, and about to have a child,” I find myself saying. “As long as you don’t screw up now, I don’t care about what happened before.”


    I laugh at his shocked expression. “I can be reasonable Dex. Unless you cheat on me. That’s another story,” I say, my gaze going to his crotch, the threat visible in my eyes.


    He cringes and cups himself. “I won’t fuckin’ cheat, I already told you.”


    “Just making sure honey,” I reply, smiling at him, the evil in me gone.


    “You can be a psycho sometimes, you know that right?” he says, getting down on his knees in front of me. I sit on the edge of the bed, now at each other’s eye level.


    “I’m your psycho,” I whisper bringing my face closer to his.


    Our foreheads touch.


    “I want you to be my wife,” he whispers.


    “Did you just call me a psycho then propose?” I ask, my eyebrows hitting my hairline. Now who’s as romantic as Shakespeare? Not.


    He grins playfully, leaning in for a quick kiss. “Marry me.”


    “Okay,” I reply, kissing him and wrapping my arms around his neck.


    “Yeah?”


    “Of course. I love you, and I’d love to be your wife,” I say, smiling with watery eyes.


    He peppers kisses all over my face. “It’s like… I breathe you babe. There is no other way to explain it.”


    That line is much better.


    “I breathe you too Dex,” I say, our mouths touching briefly.


    “You know you’re the only one who I let call me that,” he says, grinning.


    “Dex?”


    “Yeah, everyone else knows to call me by my road name.”


    “Why do they call you Sin?”


    I stare into his amused gaze. “Why do you think they call me Sin?”


    “Because you sin on a daily basis? Or maybe because you’re sinfully sexy?” I guess.


    He kisses my lips. “You think I’m sinfully sexy?”


    I bite his bottom lip. “You know I do.”


    “And I think you were made for me…” he whispers.


    I have to agree.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Twenty Four
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    I pick up my sandwich and take a bite, chewing thoughtfully as I stare at the man sitting opposite me.


    “Can I ask you something?” I say to him after I’ve swallowed.


    “You just did,” he replies, looking up at me. Irish and I aren’t that close, but we get along.


    “How did you get the scars?” I ask, looking at his neck and jawline.


    He puts down the newspaper he was reading and stares. “Knife fight.”


    “Hate to see the other guy,” I joke, trying to lighten the mood.


    He chuckles. “Me either, skeletons freak me out.”


    Okkaaayyyyy then. Next topic.


    “Have you seen Arrow?” I ask. I haven’t seen him since Dex’s birthday, and I’m starting to get a little worried. I don’t know what happened when they had negotiations with the Wild Men. I wonder if Arrow thinks that the club paid enough, with the death of the men who killed Mary, or if he still needs them to suffer more. I don’t know what’s going on in his mind, and his eyes are so dead now that I can’t tell what’s working behind them. That in itself scares the shit out of me.


    “He’s gone away for a few days to clear his head.”


    I like listening to him talk in his accent.


    “I miss him,” I admit, looking down at my plate.


    “He’ll come around,” he replies.


    “How do you know?” I ask him.


    Dex walks into the room, his eyes instantly searching for me. “I have something to show you.”


    “What?” I ask, standing up.


    He takes my hand and leads me outside to his car. He opens the door for me and helps me get in.


    “Where are we going?” I ask, placing my hand on his thigh.


    “Surprise,” he says, grinning excitedly. What is he so excited over?


    When we pull up to my all-time favourite jewelry store, I give him a curious look. He tells me to wait so he can open the door and gives me his hand to get out from the car.


    Hand in hand we walk into the store. As we enter, the lady working there gives Dex a smile, and then changes the sign from OPEN to CLOSE.


    “What on earth—”


    “Choose any engagement ring you want,” he says, kissing me on top of my head.


    “What?” I gasp, cutting my eyes to all the rings set in front of me. A gold princess cut diamond catches my eye immediately. It has one, very large diamond in the center of the band.


    Simple. Classic. Stunning.


    And I want it.


    “Can I try that one on?” I ask the woman, who picks up the ring and hands it to Dex, who slides it on the correct finger. It fits perfectly and looks beautiful.


    “I love it,” I whisper, touching the diamond.


    “We’ll take this one please,” Dex calls out.


    “Certainly,” the woman says, more than happy to make a sale. “How will you be paying for it, Sir?”


    “Cash,” Dex replies.


    “C-certainly,” the woman stutters. “Umm, that’s twenty thousand dollars.”


    I gape. Twenty thousand dollars. That’s way too expensive for a ring. “Dex—”


    “It’s yours babe,” he says, pulling out a stack of money. I send him a look. How dodgy does this look? The woman probably thinks he robbed a bank or something.


    We leave the store with a pleased looking Dex.


    “Thank you,” I tell him. “You really didn’t need to spend so much.”


    “Babe,” he says, chuckling.


    “What?”


    “That ring isn’t going to bankrupt me,” he replies, stifling laughter.


    How rich is he?


    “Good to know,” I mutter, staring down at my ring and smiling. I feel like doing my happy dance right now.


    “That smile on your face, worth much more than twenty grand,” he says, reaching out and taking my hand in his.


    That was really sweet. “Where are we going now?”


    “We’re going to my mums to tell her we’re getting married,” he says in a careful tone.


    My hand goes to the door handle.


    “Don’t be so dramatic, we’ll stay there ten minutes max.”


    “This is kidnapping! Is that why you were buttering me up with the ring and being all sweet?” I ask, wringing my hands.


    “Babe.”


    “Dex I was dating her other son for the last few years. Oh my god this is going to be so awkward,” I say, staring out the window.


    “She knows you’re with me now, and we’re having a baby girl. She won’t even look at you the wrong way, trust me. She doesn’t want to jeopardize the relationship with her first grandchild,” he explains patiently.


    “She won’t?” I ask, nibbling on my bottom lip.


    “You think I’ll let anyone say anything to you? I don’t care who it is Faye. No one disrespects my old lady. No one.”


    I puff out a shaky, shallow breath. “Okay, okay. Let’s get this over with.”


    *****


    “Hey Mum,” Dex says, kissing his mother on the cheek. “How have you been?”


    “Better now that my first born has finally come for a visit,” she admonishes, then turns to me. “Nice to see you Faye. How’s your pregnancy coming along?”


    “Hi Gretchen,” I say. “Coming along really well. She’s due on September fifth.”


    “How exciting. I bought a few things, I hope you don’t mind…” she trails off as I see her staring at my ring.


    “You’re getting married?” she asks, looking to Dex.


    “Yeah Ma, that’s why we’re here. I wanted to let you know,” Dex replies.


    “Well congratulations,” she says, trying to hide her shock. “Is your divorce finalized then?”


    Fuck. I completely forgot about that. I look to Dex who grins at the look on my face.


    “All sorted. Was a free man as of this morning,” he says, eyes smiling at me. He bought me a ring the day his divorce was finalized. I love that he didn’t want to waste any time.


    “When is the wedding going to be? Will you be having a big one?” she asks.


    “Anything Faye wants,” Dex replies, winking at me.


    “I see,” his mother mutters, clearly not happy with his answer. “I spoke to your parents the other day.”


    Great, just great.


    “I’m not on speaking terms with my parents,” I reply without emotion.


    “Really? They didn’t mention that. Just that you had moved out.”


    Of course they wouldn’t, because that would make them look bad. My mother wouldn’t allow that.


    “I told them that you were dating Dexter. They didn’t seem to be pleased about that,” she says, leaning back on her white couch.


    I shrug. “It doesn’t matter what they say.”


    “I’m having some people around tonight, if you want to stay for dinner?” she says, turning to her son.


    “No thanks Ma, Faye and I have plans. Maybe next time,” he says standing to leave.


    “I wish you would talk to Eric, he is your baby brother after all,” she quickly says, standing and smoothing down her dress suit.


    “We’ve been through this…”


    “He’s your brother!” she snaps.


    “He’s also a fuckin’ asshole. I have a bunch of brothers at home, and none of them would betray me. I wouldn’t even turn my back on a man like Eric,” Dex growls, grabbing my hand and leading me out.


    “This just because of her,” she sniffs.


    I assume I am the her.


    Dex stops in his tracks. “Has nothing to do with her. Eric and I have never got on, and as much as it sucks, it is what it is. Don’t try blaming Faye for this. Faye is the best thing that’s ever happened to me.”


    I see Eric out of the corner of my eye, leaning against the door, listening. He bobs his head, gives me a sad smile, and then walks away.


    I think he finally gets it. Dex loves me.


    Me.


    He breathes me.


    Eric knows what we had wasn’t that. It wasn’t even close.


    We say bye to his mother and get the hell out of there.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Twenty Five
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    I put my hand on my stomach as Clover moves around, kicking me. The banana I placed on my belly for safekeeping wobbles with one hard kick. I shake my head. I can’t wait to hold my little girl. I’m now seven months pregnant. Dex moved us into our new house, but I still spend some nights at the clubhouse. Tonight is one of those nights. Dex has gone somewhere with Jim, and I’m hanging out with the rest of the brothers.


    “Faye! Your huge ass is blocking the TV!” Rake calls out, the jerk. I throw my banana at his head as he cackles with laughter. Allie sits on Tracker’s lap, his arms resting on her hips. He sees me watching and winks at me. I think those two are finally getting serious. I give him a thumbs up. He shakes his head and mutters something about me being goofy. Arrow walks into the room and sits down next to me. I stare into his brown eyes and tug on his beard.


    “Nice to see you stranger,” I say with a smile.


    “Nice to see you too,” he replies with a lip twitch.


    “You look much better,” I blurt out, taking in his freshly cut hair and circle-free eyes.


    “I feel better,” he replies.


    “So I have my best biker back?” I whisper, not letting anyone else hear.


    “You never lost him, little girl,” he replies, flashing me his white teeth. “You’ve gotten so big.”


    I gasp. “You did not just say that!”


    “I didn’t mean it in a bad way,” he quickly says, trying to cover up his blunder.


    “So I’ve gotten big in a good way?”


    I look down at my boobs. Okay so those have gotten bigger, from a B cup to a C, but so has everything else too. My already huge ass has gone from J-Lo to Kim Kardashian.


    Okay, not that big, but still.


    Arrow turns to Rake. “Someone could have warned me.”


    “About what?” I ask, looking at Rake in confusion.


    “Nothing,” Rake adds, throwing me back the banana and turning his face to attempt hiding his smile.


    “I’m not that bad,” I sulk, peeling my banana and taking a bite out of it. Irish and Trace walk into the room.


    “Is the beast in a good mood?” Irish asks as he sits down.


    My mouth drops open. “I was in a good mood!”


    To be honest, I have been grumpy in the last few days. My back hurts, my feet hurt, and I have heartburn, but I totally thought I was suffering in silence.


    Apparently not.


    “When does Dex get back?” I ask, rubbing my stomach absently.


    No one answers me. Game of Thrones is on, and everyone is watching it in fascination. Allie and Tracker start making out, his hands groping all over her ass. Feeling uncomfortable, I turn to Arrow, who is watching me in amusement.


    “Still a prude?” he asks quietly.


    “I’m not a prude. I just prefer that kind of stuff to be private. I’m not judging anyone, but I’d be lying if I said it didn’t make me uncomfortable to see free live porn,” I reply, just as quiet.


    “Trust me when I say before you moved in it was a lot worse. Naked women walking around twenty-four seven,” he says, looking wistful. “Those were the days.”


    “Ahh, the pre- Faye glory days,” Rake adds in.


    “Well excuse me, I don’t live here anymore, so on the days I’m gone feel free to return to those glory days,” I huff, crossing my arms over my chest.


    “Oh trust me, we do,” Rake says, tipping back his iced cold beer. “Just yesterday I had this one woman bent over the…”


    My banana peel hits him right in the face.


    Everyone bursts out laughing, except Trace, who looks at us like we’re all insane.


    Rake is about to shout out some smart ass remark I’m waiting for, when the front door slams open.


    Everyone stands. Arrow stands in front of me, shielding me.


    “Club room! NOW!” Jim yells as he enters with Dex. Everyone heads into the office. What the hell is going on? Why do they need a club meeting?


    All of them on alert, they exit the room. Dex walks over to me and gives me a quick open mouth kiss.


    “Stay here,” he demands, then walks off. I look at Allie, who looks just as shocked. I sit down, knowing it’s not my place to get involved.


    “I wonder what happened,” I say, looking to where Dex just was standing.


    Allie puffs out a breath. “Guess we will have to wait and see.”


    *****


    They all walk out about thirty minutes later. Dex storms up to me and wraps me in his arms. “Clubhouse is on lockdown. More people will arrive within the hour, do you think you can help with food and sleeping arrangements?”


    “Of course,” I say, my concern growing. “What’s happening?”


    He looks like he doesn’t want to tell me, but then he speaks. “We got even with the Wild Men, then had negotiations.”


    I don’t ask how they got even, I can only imagine.


    “We still fuckin’ hate each other, but we called a truce for the time being. Just found out Arrow killed their President in broad fuckin’ daylight two days back. Their MC members just found out who did it and are going to want revenge.”


    “But Arrow...”


    “I know babe, he looks like he has his shit under control finally,” Dex says on a sigh. “I think that’s why. He killed their President and now he feels like Mary’s death has been avenged. However, we now have a war on our hands.”


    Arrow walks up to us, his lip bleeding. Wonder who hit him. He looks at me, at my stomach.


    “I didn’t want to put you or anyone else in danger… but fuck. He knew those men were going to come here that night! They were his men, he fuckin’ sent them! He needed to pay,” he grits out, his face going red.


    I have no idea what to say.


    “I can’t put my daughter in danger Dex!” I whisper. I love this man, more than my own life, but not more than the life of my child. Dex nods his head, scrubbing a hand down his face. Arrow looks ashen. I don’t want to hurt anyone, but what can I do? Stay here and be a sitting duck, waiting for this ‘war’ to finish and hoping me and Clover will be safe? Jim walks over and pulls Dex away.


    “I’m sorry it had to be this way, but I’m not sorry that fucker is dead,” Arrow says again, his voice hoarse.


    “I know,” I whisper. “I know.”


    What am I going to do?


    Cindy storms in and starts barking orders, which I appreciate, because she saves me from standing here looking stupid. She knows what to do, what to say, and shows me just what it takes to be the president’s old lady.


    You need to keep your shit together.


    A test that I’d just failed big time.


    We organize food, places to sleep, and send the men on a store run to stock up on things we need. Apparently these lockdowns can last a few days even. More men arrive, ones I’ve never met before. I feel Dex’s eyes on me, watching, but he doesn’t say anything. He’s worried about me—I know it. I can feel it. See it on his expression.


    I can’t comfort him right now though, because even I don’t know what I’m feeling.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Twenty Six
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    I don’t know what to do with myself. So I pace. I feel like I’m a sitting duck. Waiting, just waiting for something to happen. Who are we going to lose this time?


    Dex?


    Clover? The baby girl I haven’t even met yet?


    Who?


    I keep seeing Mary’s face in death. Over and over again.


    The thought makes me stop in my tracks and cry. Tears drip down my cheeks until I cover my face with my hands.


    “Faye,” Dex says, pulling me back into his warm body. “Don’t cry.”


    “This isn’t good for the baby,” Cindy says from behind him. “She’s stressed out Sin. I think she’s having a panic attack.”


    “I fuckin’ know that,” Dex growls. “What am I meant to do? She’s safest here, where I can watch over her. I won’t let anything happen to her. And when this bullshit is over, she will be safe. I’ll kill every one of those fuckers if I have to!”


    I feel like shit. They have bigger issues on their hands, but here they are, standing around me watching me lose my shit and trying to help.


    “Dex…” Jim starts.


    “NO!” Dex yells in reply, cutting off whatever he was going to say. “No, no, no.”


    No what? I try to pull myself together, wiping my eyes and straightening my spine. “I’m fine, I’m sorry.”


    “She needs to leave,” Jim says in a strong voice. “We need your mind on the club right now, not on her!”


    “I’m sorry,” I whisper.


    “Don’t apologize,” Dex sighs, sounding resigned. “Everyone leave us!”


    The room clears.


    “Babe, until this whole mess is cleared, you need to be somewhere safe,” he starts, his face falling.


    “What do you mean?”


    “I’m sending you somewhere safe,” he says. “I don’t want you to leave my sight, but everyone’s right, it’s better for you to leave here for a few days. I’m being selfish in wanting you to stay.”


    “Can’t you come with me?” I ask, taking in a few shallow breaths. I don’t want to leave him. But I need to think of the baby first.


    He looks regretful. “I need to be here for my brothers. I wish I could babe, but I’m their VP. They need me right now.”


    I bite the inside of my cheek. He’s right. “Where will I go?”


    “Jim said his baby sister and her husband will look after you. They live a few hours away, and he’s ex-army. They will take good care of you,” he says, looking down at the floor.


    “Okay, I’ll go,” I tell him.


    “Pack your bag.”


    “Dex…”


    “Yes?”


    “Promise me you will come and get me in a few days,” I tell him.


    “Fuck, babe. It’s going to be hell without you,” he croaks. “But I need you safe. You need to take care of yourself and our little princess.”


    I nod, and silently start packing a bag. “Who’s driving me there?”


    “It’s going to have to be Vinnie,” he says, looking apologetic. “I wish I could take you.”


    “It’s fine,” I reply, sliding my feet into my thongs. “It’s going to suck but we need to do what we have to.”


    “It’s just for a few days.”


    Yeah a few days while I’m wondering who is dead and alive?


    Sounds like hell on earth, but at least my little girl will be safe.


    “You need to go now, so you get there before it gets dark,” he says, cradling my cheeks in his hands. “We can do this.”


    I don’t know who he’s trying to convince. Me or him.


    “I love you,” I tell him as he kisses me with a desperation so thick I can taste. His hands tangle in my hair as he shows me how much he’s going to miss me through this kiss. Dex has become everything to me. He understands me; he lets me be me and appreciates it. I know how lucky I am to find someone like that, someone who doesn’t want me to change any aspect of myself. Someone who makes me feel things, feel alive and wanted.


    “Be safe Dex,” I whisper. “I’ll be waiting for you.”


    “And I’ll be fighting for you,” he says, kissing me on the forehead. “Now get out of here before I change my mind.”


    *****


    The drive starts out blissfully uneventful. Vinnie treats me like I’m fragile, making sure I’m fine the whole way. Apart from my swollen feet, I feel okay. I tell myself everyone will be fine so many times that I begin to believe it. Clover kicks me, reminding me that I’m here for a reason. Worrying isn’t going to help Dex. I need to concentrate on what’s going on here and just have faith that everything back home will be okay. I can’t be mad at anyone. At Dex or Arrow. I knew what I was getting into here, and this is just one of the things I’m going to have to deal with being Dex’s old lady.


    We’re about halfway there when Vinnie says, “Don’t look now, but we’re being followed.”


    I sit up straighter in my seat. “Are you sure?”


    “Positive.”


    “What do we do?” I ask, wringing my hands.


    What the fuck do we do?


    “I’m going to try lose them.”


    “And if you can’t?” I ask, peering into the side mirror.


    “Then I’m going to stop somewhere. Can you drive?” he asks, in a completely calm tone.


    “Yeah, I guess so.”


    “Good,” he says, as he suddenly speeds up the car. Shots start firing from behind us. Vinnie goes even faster. The car behind us tries to keep up but soon falls behind. We stop at the petrol station and swap seats. As we get back on the road, Vinnie pulls a gun out of his jeans and loads it.


    I gasp. “Is that why I have to drive?”


    “Yes, I need my hands free,” he says, peering behind us. “Turn this way. I’m going to go a back way and hopefully they will keep going straight ahead and end up somewhere else.”


    I turn, and we take a longer route to the house, but at least we make it there safely.


    I meet Jim’s sister, Paula, and her husband Matthew. They are both lovely and make me feel welcome into their house from the get-go.


    “Thanks for driving me here Vinnie,” I say, kissing his cheek. “Be safe.”


    “Always. See you soon,” he says, lifting his chin in goodbye. I watch him drive away.


    “Come on honey, I’ll show you your room,” Paula says. She doesn’t look anything like Jim, with her fair hair and features.


    “Thank you so much for letting me stay here,” I say.


    She waves her hand. “No bother at all. In fact I could use the company. It gets a little boring out here.”


    She shows me to the guest room. A large room with yellow walls and a big bed covered in white sheets. “It’s gorgeous, thank you.”


    “I don’t know about that, but it will do. Are you hungry? I’m just about to make something to eat,” she says kindly. Mathew carries my bag in and places it on the floor.


    “Thank you,” I tell him, mustering a smile for him.


    “No problem,” he says, walking away.


    Paula sighs. “Not a man of many words my Matthew. Come on I’ll give you a tour.”


    She shows me the house, and the huge land that surrounds it. They have horses, sheep, and cows. It really is a peaceful place, with fresh air and scenic views.


    I could learn to enjoy my time here.


    

  


  
    Chapter Twenty Seven
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    I check my phone obsessively for the first two days. Dex messages back whenever he can, and tells me everything is okay. I get a call as he wakes up, and a text before he goes to sleep, which is much later than me but I don’t mind. Day three, four, and five passes the same. Calls and messages, but no mention of what’s going on or when I’ll be going home.


    Faye: I miss you.


    Dex: Miss you too.


    Faye: What’s going on over there?


    Dex: Trust me. Will call when I can.


    Faye: Okay. I want to come home.


    Dex: When it’s safe.


    How long is that going to take? I don’t think anyone is ever going to be safe.


    Paula takes me to see a doctor for a check-up. I feel depressed that Dex wasn’t there with me.


    Selfish, I know.


    When I don’t hear from Dex on day six and seven, I call Cindy who tells me Dex is okay—just busy.


    But something doesn’t feel right.


    I call Arrow, Irish, and Tracker. No one answers.


    I start to panic.


    The next day I ring Jim and demand answers. “Little girl,” he sighs.


    “Just tell me!” I yell into the phone. Is he dead? In hospital?


    “He’s in jail. Cops came to search the clubhouse. Dex was armed.”


    Jail?


    “When will he get out?” I croak, clutching onto the phone so hard it might break.


    “We will find out soon, I sent the club’s lawyer to try and get him out. Stay strong, okay?”


    “I will,” I mutter before we both hang up.


    Jail.


    At least he’s alive.


    *****


    When I finally get his call a few days later, the tears refuse to subside.


    “Faye,” he says quietly as a greeting.


    “Oh my god Dex,” I cry into the phone. I start to pace as we talk.


    “How are you and the baby?” he asks.


    “We’re both fine. When can you get out?” I ask him, rushing the words out


    He sighs. “My lawyer is trying to get me out on bail. Should find out soon.”


    “I miss you,” I whisper.


    “You too,” he replies. “I don’t have much time.”


    “Is it safe for me to go home?” I ask.


    “Wait there until I come and get you,” is all he says in reply.


    “Okay. I love you.”


    “Love you more.”


    We hang up.


    *****


    The next day I’m lying in bed when there’s a knock at the door. “Come in Paula!” I call out.


    The door opens, and I turn my head. Then I scream. “Dex! You’re here!”


    He walks over. “Don’t get out of bed for me.”


    With my size, it’s kind of hard to anyway.


    He takes me into his arms, kissing my forehead, my nose, and finally my lips. “Missed you so fuckin’ much Faye.”


    He kisses my stomach twice.


    “I missed you too. I was going crazy. What happened? And how are you here?” I ask him, not letting go of him for even one second.


    “Lawyer got me out on bail this morning, I stopped at the clubhouse first, then came straight here,” he says, nuzzling my neck. When he starts to trail kisses down my collarbone I struggle to breathe.


    “I’m not done questioning you yet,” I tell him.


    “What do you want to know?”


    “Everything.”


    “Cops raided the clubhouse. I was armed, they took me in. Got done with possession of a firearm,” he says, kissing my mouth before I can say anything in return. He pulls down the strap of my white sundress and brushes his thumb over one of my nipples. I moan into his mouth.


    “I want you,” he says against my lips.


    “Then take me,” I reply. I thread my fingers through his hair and grip on the ends. His lips don’t leave mine as his fingers start to explore my body. I start to pull his t-shirt off, gripping the hem that sits just above his ass and sliding it upwards. He pulls away from me for a second to tug it over his head and throw it on the floor. I admire it for a few seconds, before he lays back.


    “I don’t want to squash you. Can you ride me?” he asks, lifting up my dress.


    I grin and undo the button on his jeans. He lifts up his hips as I pull them down. His arousal stands up proud, begging for attention. I kiss the head of him then pull down my panties and straddle him. He plumps my breasts with his hands, then leans forward to taste. Unable to take any more, I slide his length inside me, slowly, inch by inch. We both moan at the same time as I start to ride him slowly. Our eyes stay connected as I take my time with him, showing him with my body how much I missed him and how much he means to be. We finish together.


    “What aren’t you telling me?” I ask him after we catch our breath.


    “Is this our pillow talk?” he asks, stroking my hair.


    “Dex…”


    “I have to go to court in a few weeks. Because I have a prior record, my lawyer thinks I might have to do some time,” he says hesitantly. His eyes flash with uncertainty.


    “Possession of a firearm. You’d have to do about six months,” I gasp, sitting up on the bed.


    Six months?


    I cover my face with my hands.


    “Babe, it will be okay,” he soothes, rubbing my back. “You will be safe. That’s all that matters.”


    “What happened with Arrow?” I ask him, turning to face him.


    “He’s fine, and it’s all taken care of.”


    “Dex—”


    “You don’t want the details Faye, trust me on that.”


    I sigh. “Shall we drive back now? Or tomorrow morning?”


    “Paula insisted we stay for dinner,” he says. “How have you been feeling?”


    “Tired, but everything else is fine. I saw the local doctor here, and everything is as it should be,” I assure him.


    “Good,” he whispers. “Do you know how happy you make me? You’re all I could think about. If something happened to you…”


    “I’m fine, it’s you who was in jail,” I say with an eye roll. And has to go back there for six fucking months. What the hell do I do with that information? He might be going away as soon as Clover is born.


    “What are you thinking?” he asks, wrapping me in his arms.


    “You aren’t going to be here for Clover and me,” I whisper. “I know it’s selfish to even say but…”


    “It’s not selfish. I’m sorry Faye. Let’s not think about this right now.”


    How was I supposed to not think about it?


    

  


  
    Chapter Twenty Eight
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    We can’t keep our hands off each other on the drive home. Even if it was just my hand on his thigh, or him kissing my fingers, we stayed in contact as much as we could. We didn’t talk about his possible jail time.


    I just wanted to enjoy the moment.


    “How did you get involved with the Wind Dragons?” I find myself asking him.


    He glances at me before answering. “After I left home, I went in search of my dad. Eric and I have different fathers, which I assume you know.”


    I nod my head. Eric’s dad is a dentist who lives in Sydney.


    “Turns out he was a member of the club but had died a few years back. Jim and him were best mates,” he says, sadness lacing his tone. “That’s how I met Jim. And the rest is history.”


    “They became your family,” I say, looking down at our intertwined hands.


    “It felt like I was close to my dad, even though he wasn’t there. It turned out that he wanted to be a part of my life, but mum said no. She didn’t want me growing up around the club, so he sent her money and that’s it. Jim did tell me that he came to my graduation, and he was proud as hell,” he says, the tone of his voice letting me know that it did mean something to him. His dad had loved him, even though he wasn’t able to be a part of his life.


    My throat starts to burn. “Your mum did to him what I almost did to you.”


    Clover would have gone to find her father and ended up hanging around the MC anyway.


    He squeezes my hand. “All in the past babe. I’ve forgiven you, you should forgive yourself.”


    “Did anyone get hurt?” I ask hesitantly. He didn’t want to talk about it, but I need to know what went down while I was away.


    “Trace got shot in his arm, Rake is a little black and blue,” he says, looking straight ahead.


    “Okay.” That’s not bad, I guess. “And then the cops raided the clubhouse?”


    “Yeah, we had just let everyone clear out, lockdown being over when they busted in,” he replies. “People heard gunshots at the Wild Men clubhouse, and I don’t know, I guess they must have seen one of us around there. Both clubhouses were raided. Unlucky for them they were found with drugs, guns, and women who were there against their will. We were only caught with a couple of guns.”


    “So they’re in big shit then?” I ask, unable to stop the slow spreading smile taking over my face.


    “Bloodthirsty woman,” he mutters, but I see his lip twitching, giving away his amusement. “Now where are we going? To the clubhouse or to our house?”


    I think about it. “Clubhouse. I think we should move into the house after Clover is born.”


    “I love that you love it at the clubhouse,” he admits.


    I shrug. “Those guys have grown on me. Everyone has, even Allie that bitch.”


    Dex laughs. We’re silent for a few minutes, lost in our own thoughts.


    “I miss Mary,” I whisper. “She didn’t deserve to die.”


    “I know,” he replies. “She was a good woman.”


    “Too good,” I say on a sigh. I hope she’s in a better place. They say death is easy, it’s living that’s hard. I love my life, and I wouldn’t say it was hard. But I understand when they say death is easy, because those people who pass away don’t have to live with the sadness and the pain of losing someone.


    When we arrive at the clubhouse, my mouth drops open as I see the women standing there with pink balloons.


    “What the hell is this?” I ask, excitement coursing through me.


    Dex wraps his arms around me from behind. “Baby shower. This is my clue to leave. Brothers and I will be at the bar.”


    Then he and anyone with a penis, within a one kilometer radius, leave the clubhouse without a backwards glance.


    We walk into the living area which has a table full of wrapped gifts. Tears well in my eyes. “You guys!”


    Allie smiles sadly. “Mary was planning it before…”


    I give her a shaky smile then look to Cindy, Jess, and the others. “Thanks, all of you.”


    “You’re welcome,” Cindy says. “Now let’s eat then play some baby shower games.”


    I grin and follow them into the kitchen.


    *****


    “Where’s Arrow?” I ask Dex later that night when all the guys came back to the clubhouse.


    Everyone goes deathly silent. “What?”


    “You didn’t tell her?” Jim asks Dex.


    “Tell me what? Oh my god! What happened to him?” I ask, walking up to Dex and grabbing onto the lapels of his leather jacket. “Is he okay? You said he was okay?”


    “He’s in jail babe, I didn’t want to stress you out any more,” he says, putting his hands on my stomach.


    “Why is he still in there?” I ask. “What priors did he have?”


    All the men exit the room. What the fuck?


    “He didn’t get take in on gun possession, he got taken in on murder charges,” Dex says, his eyes betraying the casualness of his tone.


    “What?” I gasp, shaking my head no. “No. No this is not happening.”


    Arrow? My mind races.


    Flashbacks.


    Him cooking breakfast naked. Him smiling at Mary. Him staring at my stomach like I was contagious.


    “Club lawyer is on it,” Dex says. “Let him do his job.”


    “When I’m the club lawyer, no one is going to fucking jail,” I mutter, my voice cracking.


    Dex grips my chin. “When?”


    “When.”


    He lowers his head and gives me a possessive, lingering kiss that makes my head spin. “Baby shower’s over yeah?”


    “It can be,” I reply against his lips.


    “Good,” he replies. His eyes touch every feature on my face. He pushes his hips against me, letting me feel how hard he is. “See, triple chin, and I’m still hard as a fuckin’ rock.”


    I gasp. “You ass—”


    Another kiss cuts me off. He walks me backwards into our bedroom, mouths still attached.


    Soon, our clothes are on the floor, and Dex is right where he belongs.


    

  


  
    Chapter Twenty Nine
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    “I like this whole waddling thing you’ve got going on,” Tracker says, eyes laughing at me. I’m now almost nine months pregnant, and the whale jokes are getting old.


    “You guys are such jerks,” I say around a mouthful of ice cream.


    “And I can see why Sin is so whipped,” he says, watching my tongue lick the top.


    I pause. “You’re a sick bastard, you know that?”


    “I don’t get any complaints,” he adds, rubbing his chest with his palm.


    “How’s Allie?” I ask nosily, wiggling my eyebrows.


    His expression doesn’t change. “Why don’t you ask her?”


    I lick my ice cream and pout. “Fine don’t have a deep and meaningful conversation with me.”


    “You want it deep?” he replies in a low tone.


    “Is that your sex voice? Hot!” I reply, fanning myself.


    He doesn’t look impressed, but I think I see a lip twitch. “There’s a danger in loving someone too much…”


    “That’s a song!”


    “What?”


    “That line is from a song,” I say, shaking my head. “I’m a hundred percent sure it is.”


    He stares at me for a few tense seconds. “I’m going to get a drink.”


    As he walks out of the living room, I feel something.


    Shit.


    I walk into my bedroom, looking for Dex. I hear the shower on, so I open the bathroom door. The room is filled with steam, and he’s singing the lyrics to an Incubus song.


    “Dex…” I call out. The shower curtain opens and his head sticks out, still covered in shampoo.


    I look down my legs, to where my water’s just broke. “I need to go to the hospital. It’s time.”


    I speak to him in a calm tone, but as soon as the words penetrate I can see the panic fill him. “Now?”


    He turns the shower off and jumps out. “Babe, wash the shampoo out first.”


    He runs a hand through his hair then jumps back in, not even waiting for the water to get warm. I walk back into the room and grab my already packed overnight bag, and the smaller bag which is packed for Clover. When he runs out and starts to get dressed, I get into the shower and breathe through the contractions. Dex slides open the curtain. “How are you doing?”


    “Okay. Can you call the hospital and let them know we’re on our way?”


    He nods and leaves the bathroom. I turn the shower off and dry myself. I’m putting lotion onto my skin when Dex stops in front of me.


    “Really? Do we have the time for this?”


    I hide a smile. “I’m ready; I just have to put on my dress and some panties.”


    He helps me dress, then we walk out of the room. Tracker walks towards us, drink in hand. “You okay?”


    “She’s having a baby, no she’s not fuckin’ okay,” Dex growls.


    “Dex,” I snap.


    Tracker’s eyes go wide, and he starts to stare at my crotch like the baby is going to drop out at any second. “I’ll go get the car ready.”


    Rake walks over and holds my other side. “Say goodbye to your tight…”


    “Do not even finish that sentence!” I snap at him. “Dex please hit him for me.”


    “I will afterwards,” Dex replies, opening the front door for me. Tracker is standing by the car, with the doors wide open and the engine running. Dex helps me into the front seat and fastens the seat belt for me. Rake and Tracker both take turns kissing me on the forehead and wishing me good luck.


    “You okay?” Dex asks as he reverses.


    I breathe in and out. “So far so good. Luckily the hospital isn’t too far away though.”


    Dex reaches over and takes my hand in his.


    We’re almost at the hospital when I cry out. “Fuck!”


    “What?” Dex yells, panicking.


    “That contraction hurt. Oh my god! It hurt!” I say, trying to breathe through the pain.


    Dex starts cursing. “We’re almost there babe.”


    “This is all your fault!” I yell, looking for someone to blame for the pain I’m in.


    “Babe, we’re here. You can yell at me all you want let’s just get you in there.”


    And yell at him I did.


    *****


    Thirteen hours later, I hold an eight pound Clover Mary Black in my arms. With her father’s black hair and my hazel eyes, she is absolutely adorable. She has chubby cheeks and little pouty heart-shaped lips.


    She’s perfect.


    “You were amazing,” Dex tells me, blue eyes sparkling. “That was… something else.”


    “Scarred for life are you?” I ask, trying not to laugh.


    He scrubs a hand down his face. “You didn’t see it! A thick head of black hair stretching the shit out of your…”


    “Dex!” I growl when the nurse starts to give him dirty looks.


    He takes Clover from me, holding her in his large arms. “She’s so tiny. Is she meant to be this small?”


    “She’s very healthy,” I tell him. “Everything is as it should be, don’t worry.”


    I roll my eyes as he fiddles with the Wind Dragons baby beanie he had made for her. “Everyone wants to come in and see her, is that okay? Or do you want to wait?”


    “Send them in, I don’t mind,” I reply, covering my breasts with the sheet. In fact, I can’t wait to show her off. How did I create something so perfect?


    Cindy, Allie, and Jess rush in first while Tracker, Rake, Jim, Trace, and Vinnie trail in behind. The women ooh and ahh, and the men stare at her like they have no idea what they are meant to do with her.


    “You did well, baby mama,” Tracker says. I notice him and Allie holding hands.


    “Did you expect otherwise?” I ask with a raised brow.


    He grins and shakes his head. “I think we know not to underestimate you.”


    Dex gently drags a tattooed finger down Clover’s rosy cheek. “I’m screwed, aren’t I?”


    Tracker puts his hand on Dex’s shoulder. “We have your back, brother, always.”


    Rake puts his hand on his other shoulder. “You think anyone’s going to want to touch the Wind Dragons’ princess?”


    I roll my eyes at their protectiveness. “Give the girl some room to breathe.”


    Clover starts to cry, and Dex starts fussing over her. We all watch with wide eyes as he gently rocks her back to sleep.


    “I’ve got this,” he grins smugly. Jim looks amused, wrapping his arms around Cindy and watching on.


    Dex’s eyes find mine. “I’ve got this,” he repeats, kissing Clover on her forehead.


    *****


    We have six weeks of bliss before Dex has to go to court. Just as I had guessed, he got six months behind bars.


    Six. Fucking. Months.


    The day before he had to leave, I cried. I cried so much that Dex begged me to stop.


    “Don’t cry Faye, I need to know that you’re going to be okay or I’m gonna go fuckin’ crazy in there,” he says. He slides down onto his knees before me. “I need you to be strong for me.”


    We make love frantically, then slow and gentle.


    In the morning before I wake up—he’s gone.


    That day itself, I move back into the clubhouse. No way am I staying alone in that house for half a year. I’d drive myself crazy in no time. Clover helps to make time go quicker than I thought. I miss Dex every day, but Clover is my shining light.


    She gets me through the darkness.


    “She’s looking more like you every day,” Tracker muses, staring down at Clover.


    I look down at her angelic face. “Do you think so?”


    He peers down at her again and bobs his head. “Yeah, she’s your mini me.”


    We’re silent for a few seconds.


    “How are you holding up?” he asks in a low tone.


    I exhale heavily and lean back on the couch. “I’m okay because I have to be, you know?”


    “You’re fuckin’—” He looks down at Clover and then starts over. “You’re strong, you know that? Who would have thought that you—walking into the clubhouse with no clue, wearing cupcake pajamas and staring at us all wide-eyed like you had no idea what to do with us…”


    He laughs and shakes his head. “You turned out to be the best thing to happen to Dex, and you’re more than old lady material. You don’t just take care of Dex…”


    “Hey love the man love the club, right?” I add when Tracker trails off. I yawn, bringing my hand up to cover my mouth.


    Tracker grins. “Let Allie and me watch Clover. You get some sleep.”


    “Okay, if you two don’t mind,” I say, the exhaustion of being up all night with Clover catching up to me.


    “Just ‘cuz Dex isn’t here—we’re gonna look after you,” Tracker says softly, running his hands through his blond hair.


    “I know,” I reply. “So are you and Allie together?”


    He tilts his head to the side. “I guess we are, yes.”


    “Good, you deserve to be happy,” I tell him, meaning every word.


    “For the record, we could have been fuckin’ amazing together,” he says, stretching his arms above his head lazily.


    I can’t stop the blush that makes an appearance. “Is that right? I’ve heard about your piercing. You know…”


    “No I don’t, why don’t you tell me?” he replies, looking amused.


    “Your piercing,” I repeat, pointing down to his crotch.


    “Oh this,” he says, unbuttoning his jeans. “Do you want to see?”


    I elbow him in the ribs, laughing. “I’m curious but not that curious. Dex would kill you.”


    He smiles. “Good to hear you laugh again.”


    I watch as he gently takes my daughter from my arms, then kisses the top of my head. “Sleep. Clover will be fine.”


    “Thanks Tracker,” I mumble, my eyes already closing.


    My last thought is of Dex before I fall asleep.


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Thirty
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    Dex has been gone for four months when Jim dies from lung cancer.


    Everyone is devastated.


    I sit by the hospital bed and watch as Cindy cries. The woman who didn’t even cry on that night when Mary died right before her, is bawling her eyes out. Something about seeing such a strong woman shatter makes it hard for me to try and stay strong.


    I cry silently, holding Clover close to my chest.


    The men stand around Cindy, helping her up and leading her out of the room. She wails, screaming Jim’s name. We all leave the hospital and go back to the clubhouse. The place is unusually quiet, and extremely depressing. The men drink.


    And then drink some more.


    Jim’s good friend Jack Kane and his son Xander come to help us with the funeral. Apparently Jack was once a member of the club, and I guess officially, still is one.


    Since the new President of Wind Dragons is still behind bars, Trace takes over things until Dex gets back. The club gets three new prospects, two I like but the other—not so much. I guess time will tell how it all turns out with each of them.


    I walk up to Trace and refill his drink. He gives me a chin lift in thanks. Allie is sitting on Tracker’s lap, whispering in his ear, so I don’t go and intrude. Instead I walk up to Rake, showing him the bottle of scotch. He lifts his glass up for me to pour.


    “How are you holding up?” I ask him so only we can hear.


    He gulps his drink, replying with a question of his own. “Where’s Clover?”


    “She’s asleep,” I tell him, pointing to the baby monitor sticking out of my jean pocket.


    He nods his head, then stands up. “I need a woman and some more alcohol.”


    “I can provide the scotch, but unfortunately, I’m not a pimp.”


    That earns me a small smile. He cups my face and kisses me on the forehead. “Why don’t you and Clover go home for a few days? This place isn’t going to be any fun to be around.”


    I feel a little hurt, but I realize he’s right. “That’s probably a good idea.”


    I stay at home for a week.


    Each day they send someone to check on me. It’s not necessary but kind of nice too.


    When I return, the place is a mess and there are women sleeping out in the open.


    “Did they throw a party?” I ask Allie when I see her in the kitchen.


    She nods. “It’s been like this since you left. Few members from other chapters are here too, so it’s not safe to just walk around here anymore.”


    Tracker walks into the kitchen, wearing nothing but a pair of boxer shorts. He smiles when he sees me, “You’re back”


    “Yeah but I’m not staying,” I reply, eying the place with distaste.


    Tracker looks around and grimaces. “Place has kind of gone to hell.”


    “You think?” I reply dryly. Clover stirs in my arms.


    “Can I hold her?” Allie asks.


    I nod my head and gently put her in Allie’s arms. “I’m gonna try and clean this place up a bit.”


    I get a large garbage bag and start picking up all the rubbish. I’m throwing bottles into the recycling bin when a hear steps behind me. I quickly turn and come face to face with the man from the first party I saw. The one Dex spoke to and wanted to ‘share’ me. My pulse races as fear shoots through my system. There’s something not right about this man.


    “How nice to see you again, and without your man,” he says, staring at my breasts.


    I force a smile. “I’m just trying to tidy the place up.”


    He takes a step closer and grips my wrist. “Dex isn’t here, so I guess I should take care of you for him. I’m sure he doesn’t want his old lady going without.”


    “Dex will kill you if you touch me,” I grit out, trying to pull my wrist from his hold.


    His grip tightens. “Dex isn’t here.”


    He forces his mouth on mine, gripping my head with both his hands. I can feel him pressed against me, and he’s hard. Hell no, this is not happening to me. I reach for one of the bottles, lift it and hit him in the head. When he pulls back, his face contorting with rage, I whimper. He backhands me and I fall onto the floor.


    I scream.


    I scream for Tracker at the top of my lungs.


    The man grabs me by the hair and yanks me up, just as Tracker runs out, still half-dressed.


    “What the fuck!” he growls, running up and punching the man across his face. “Have you lost your fuckin’ mind Shame?”


    Shame? That’s the bastard’s name? How fitting.


    I rub my hand along my jaw, grimacing at the burning pain. Tracker punches him in the stomach, then knees him in the head.


    Shame falls to the ground.


    “You’re fuckin’ dead when Dex gets out,” Tracker spits out as Shame falls to the ground, kicking him in the head for good measure.


    Suddenly Rake is behind me, picking me up like I weigh nothing and carrying me into the house.


    “I want to go back to the house,” I whimper against his chest. He puts me on his bed and touches my face, checking the damage.


    “It’s just a bit swollen. He hits like a bitch,” Rake says. “Fuck, I can’t believe he’d be so fuckin’ stupid.”


    “I’m fine,” I mumble. I stand up, ignoring Rake’s demands. I find Allie and take Clover from her, then we both go home.


    I cry as I drive, needing Dex.


    I can’t do this alone anymore.


    *****


    Two days later, I hear the rumble of motorcycles. I walk outside, Clover in my arms, to see Rake, Vinnie, Trace, Tracker and the prospects all there.


    My first thought—something has happened.


    Tracker gets off his bike and walks to me.


    “Is everyone okay?” I ask him, looking into his eyes for a hint of why they were here.


    “Everything is fine. Are you okay?” he asks, a calloused finger touching my jaw.


    I flinch at the contact. “I’m fine, what’s going on?”


    “We came to bring you home. Everyone’s cleared out, the women are gone. It’s all cleaned up. We want you back there. What happened the other day never should have fuckin’ happened, we don’t hurt women, and especially not you,” he says, staring down at me. “Dex is going to gut all of us for not protecting you better.”


    I swallow hard. They were all here for me? “I don’t know—”


    “Get in your car Faye, and bring that beautiful girl with you. We’ll follow you,” he says, crossing his arms over his chest, letting me know he wasn’t going anywhere.


    I smile. “Fine, let me pack some stuff.”


    Tracker helps me pack, and then they all follow my car home.


    *****


    Back at the clubhouse, everything goes back to normal.


    And then finally—finally that day comes.


    The one I’ve been waiting for.


    I wait for him, a few steps in front of the club members, Clover in my arms.


    Then I see him. A plain white t-shirt clings to his muscled body, and his eyes solely are on me.


    It’s like no one else is here.


    Just us.


    He jogs towards me and grips the back of my neck and kisses me like… well, like a man just getting out of prison. I ignore the whistles and catcalls from the peanut gallery. Dex pulls back and our eyes connect. His are full of emotion, want, need, and pain pouring out of them at once.


    “We missed you,” I whisper, pulling him back down for another quick kiss.


    “I missed you both so fuckin’ much Faye,” he whispers, resting his forehead against mine, his voice thick. He looks away from me to Clover.


    “She’s so beautiful,” he says softly, taking her into his arms, kissing her forehead and whispering to her, making her laugh. He looks at her like she’s everything to him.


    Like she’s precious, like he can’t look away even if he wanted to.


    He holds her to his chest, and kisses the top of her head.


    Then, his daughter in his arms, he goes and greets his brothers. Many half hugs and shoulder slaps later, he comes back to me and wraps me in his arms.


    “Time to go home, yeah?” he says, grazing his teeth across his bottom lip. “Fuck, it feels like it’s been forever. Home. Now. We have lost time to make up for.”


    I go up on my tip-toes and kiss him on the lips. “Take us home then.”


    


    

  


  
    Chapter Thirty One
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    He walks out, his stride slow, dressed in that hideous green jumpsuit.


    “Arrow,” I whisper, and he sits down, his small smile and eyes for Clover and Clover only.


    “She’s gotten so big,” he rasps, taking her in from head to toe. “Brother,” he says, nodding his head at Dex, and then looking to me and giving me a warm look. “Faye.”


    Clover makes a giggling sound, and we all look down at her.


    “She looks just like you,” he says to me, flashing Dex a look that says ‘good luck with that.’


    It’s so awkward making conversation with someone in prison. What do you ask them? How are you? What did you do today? What are your plans for the week? We let Arrow guide the conversation and answer him as he asks how everyone is and what he’s been missing out on. We stay for an hour before we have to leave.


    As we walk to our car in silence, I try to push away the miserable feeling of leaving him behind.


    “Let’s go home babe,” Dex says, his palm rubbing his chest, right where his four leaf clover tattoo is.


    I look back at the prison one last time, before opening the door and putting Clover in the car seat.


    “How come you never let me drive your car?” I ask when we get on the road.


    “Have you seen you drive?”


    “Yes, and I’m awesome,” I reply, my eyes narrowing.


    He scoffs. “What were you wearing for your driving test? Something fuckin’ short I bet. With your tits out.”


    I gasp in outrage. “You did not just say that.”


    I think back to what I wore for my driving test. Jeans. And okay, maybe a low cut top, but that’s not why I passed my test.


    “See. You were, weren’t you?” he says, sounding smug.


    “No, I wasn’t,” I lie.


    “Liar.”


    “Annoying,” I mutter under my breath.


    His hand rubs up my thigh. “Are you happy?”


    I turn to him, taken off guard by the seriousness of his tone. “I’m very happy.”


    “Good,” he replies, soft blue eyes on me for a second before turning back to the road.


    “I’d tell you if I wasn’t,” I add. “Trust me, you’d know.”


    His lip twitches. “Good.”


    “Are you happy?” I ask.


    “You’re everything to me. You and Clover. I don’t think I’ve ever been this happy in my life,” he says quietly.


    “Good answer,” I mutter under my breath.


    He grins. “I’m learning.”


    I lean over and kiss him on the cheek. “I breathe you babe.”


    He turns his head and catches my lips in a quick kiss. “Right back at you.”


    *****


    I aim the gun like a pro and shoot at the target.


    “Fuck, you’re getting good,” Dex says when I’m done.


    “I’m a woman of many talents,” I tell him, wiggling my eyebrows suggestively.


    “Don’t I know it,” he adds, gaze dropping to my mouth. “It’s hot seeing you handle a weapon.”


    I love when he looks at me like he has to have me, right then and there. I didn’t exactly lose all my baby weight after Clover. My stomach is a little rounder and has a few stretch marks. Dex doesn’t seem to mind one bit though.


    “I feel confident with guns. Now we need to move onto something else. Knife throwing maybe?” I propose. I’d just seen a movie in the cinemas with a hot ass guy throwing knifes and now I wanted to try it.


    “Knife throwing?” he asks, eyes dancing with amusement.


    “What about fencing? That ought to be a good time,” I suggest.


    Now he straight out laughs at me.


    “I want to learn how to ride my own motorcycle too,” I tell him. I love being on the back of his bike.


    Love it.


    I want to learn how to ride one of my own too.


    “That I can teach you,” he muses, eyes turning hungry.


    “Good, I’d hate to have to ask one of the other men,” I tease.


    His eyes immediately darken. “You don’t get on the back of anyone else’s bike, or let them teach you anything, you know this.”


    “I’ve only ever been on the back of your bike.”


    “I know,” he says. “And that’s how it’s gonna stay. Isn’t it?”


    He leans forward and cups my chin in his hands. My breath hitches, and I feel my body respond to his tone.


    “Only you Dex,” I assure him.


    “Want to fuck you bent over my bike,” he whispers into my ear. “Your ass sticking out, ready and waiting for me.”


    I rub against him, only to feel him hard already. Good, I’m not the only one getting turned on here.


    “Take me home prez,” I whisper into his ear, nibbling on the lobe.


    


    

  


  
    Epilogue
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    Dex scoops some baby food on the spoon, then makes an airplane sound, trying to get Clover to open her little mouth. She opens it, but then closes it at the last second, making the food dribble all down her chin. Dex takes a bib and wipes it, then tries another trick, trying to make her laugh then quickly put the spoon in the mouth.


    It doesn’t work.


    “Clover, you need to eat to become big and strong like your dad,” he tells her, trying again. This time, she opens her mouth but then spits it out all. A blob lands on his face.


    He sighs patiently, and raises his thickly muscled arm to wipe the food from his face.


    I start laughing, I can’t help it.


    He spins to see me, wiping the food from his face. “Thank f—… Thank eff you’re here.”


    “I’ve been here for a while, I was just watching you,” I admit, unable to hide my smirk.


    He puffs out a breath “I need a smoke.”


    “Go have one I’ll give Clover a bath,” I tell him, taking her out of her high chair.


    “How was class?” he asks, slapping me gently on the ass.


    “Same as usual,” I reply, kissing my daughter’s chubby cheek.


    “So you’re kicking ass then?”


    “Of course,” I reply. I’m one of the top students in my class.


    He steps up behind me, wrapping his arms around me from behind. “That’s my girl.”


    He kisses the top of my head, then Clover’s.


    I smile to myself.


    This wasn’t how I thought my life would turn out, but I’m glad it did.


    Dexter Black turned my world upside down, but then he gave me his.


    And his world is where I want to be, as long as he’s right there by my side.


    *****


    My high heel pumps tap on the floor, the clicking sound keeping me distracted. Holding my file close to my chest, I wait impatiently. Finally, I see him walk out, carrying a bag in his hand.


    “Took your time,” he calls out as he walks towards me, looking in desperate need of a haircut.


    “Sorry,” I reply, throwing my arms around him. “I kind of had to get my degree first, then wait for you to be granted parole.”


    “Where’s your husband?” he asks, looking around for Dex.


    “Everyone is waiting for you back at the clubhouse,” I say. “And we all know I’m your favourite person, so I came alone.”


    They have something planned for his welcome home and were busy getting it organized. I know it involved a bunch of strippers they were bringing to the clubhouse and lots of alcohol. Arrow’s kind of party.


    “Let’s get the fuck out of here,” he growls. “I’ve been in there so long, even you’re starting to look good.”


    I gasp and punch him in the arm, ignoring his husky laughter.


    “Still your charming self I see. And you think I want to be here? I feel like I live here,” I complain, shaking my head.


    His lip curves slightly. “Comes with the territory.”


    “I’m going to practise at the shooting range, want to come?” I ask.


    “Very fucking funny.”


    I grin and take Arrow home.

  


  
    The End


    


    

  


  
    Spin My Love


    By Chantal Fernando


    Coming Soon


    Prologue


    The music is pumping, and I find myself lost in it. This is the first time I’ve seen Tane Miller in his element since he made it big—it’s been about five years. I dressed to impress knowing I would see him tonight. My jet black hair is ironed dead straight and teased on top to give it some volume. My fringe slides across my forehead, almost covering one of my smoky blue eyes. I’m wearing a slinky royal blue dress, which reaches just above my knees and makes my blue eyes pop. My tattoos are all fully showcased tonight, the half sleeve down my left arm, and the red bows I have on the back of each of my thighs. The bow tattoos look like they are on black garter belts. It’s a sexy look—or so I’ve been told.


    It took me about an hour and a half to get ready, that’s how much I wanted to impress Tane tonight. At the end of his set, I make my way closer to the DJ booth, hoping to get his attention. I know he must recognize me when his pale green eyes take me in straight away, ignoring the other women around me vying for his attention. He is more gorgeous than ever. His tall build is slightly leaner than when I last saw him, and his dark brown hair is longer, almost down to his chin. There is something different about him though. His eyes contain something new from all those years ago. They are harder, colder. When he crooks his finger at me, I forget my train of thought. I walk over to him, excited to talk, perhaps rehash old memories. But instead, as soon as I’m within his reach, he pulls me into him, fusing his mouth with mine. He tastes like mint, and his lips are firm and demanding. I forget all common sense. He pulls back and stares into my eyes, his now filled with desire and want. “Come,” he commands, his voice deeper and huskier than I remember. He puts his hand on the small of my back and leads me outside the venue and across the street into the lavish adjoining hotel. I open my mouth to talk but he hushes me. We get into an elevator, and then walk to his suite, still in complete silence. Before I can ask him how he has been since we last saw one another, his mouth is on mine once again, and he’s taking all my clothes off. We make love, frantically, roughly. Afterwards I feel thoroughly satisfied and instantly fall asleep with a small grin on my face.


    I stretch my body lazily, making a small moan when I realize I’m alone in the bed. Tane. I sigh. I can’t believe we had sex. I sit up and look around.


    “Tane?” I call out. I get up and dress in last night’s clothes. I glance around the room and realize there’s no luggage or personal belongings. The room is empty. And Tane is gone. I wait a little while, hoping that maybe he went out for breakfast or something, but nothing. He didn’t even leave a note. I scoff at my own stupidity. Then I do my first walk of shame ever, out of the hotel and across to the club car park.


    I vowed never to be so stupid again.
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