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    CHAPTER 1

  


  
    ***Gage***


    


    “Fuck me. Who’s that?”


    Einstein follows my gaze and furrows his brows in confusion.


    “Who?”


    “Her. In the blue shorts, white tank top.”


    “Oh, that’s Lonnie’s sister,” E says.


    “She belong to anyone?” I ask.


    “Doubt it. I think she just moved here.”


    “Fuck.” I can’t take my eyes off her.


    “I know, man. Practically every man here has been salivating over her since she showed up.”


    And why wouldn’t they? She’s a Latina goddess. My view of her is from the side, but goddamn! Tits a man can bury his face in, an ass to grab onto, a tiny waist, and legs perfect for wrapping around me. Her smooth, spotless, caramel skin has my fingers itching to touch her, and her long, jet-black hair with streaks of blue would look amazing coiled around my fist…while I fuck her doggy-style.


    “You sure she doesn’t have an old man?”


    “Why do I get the feeling you’re going to find out?”


    “Because I am,” I answer him over my shoulder as I walk away.


    I watch her as I make my way over. She’s standing between Lonnie and Super Head. I don’t know her real name, but the bitch can sure suck a dick. Lonnie points something out to them and they turn at an angle where I can see her face. I freeze in my tracks. This chick is fucking hot! I’m getting a boner just looking at her. I continue walking, my eyes locked on her like a missile to its target. When the other two notice me approaching, they stand straighter and push out their chests. The black-haired beauty rolls her eyes and folds her arms under her breasts. I nod to what’s-her-face and drape my arm around Lonnie’s shoulders.


    “Lonnie, baby. Ain’t seen you in a while.”


    She giggles and rubs against me, but I am in no way interested in her right now. The beauty rolls her eyes again and turns her head to the side. She has my full attention, yet she’s looking everywhere but at me. Out of either boredom or annoyance, she starts fidgeting with one of the five earrings in her right ear.


    “Miss me, Gage?” Lonnie tries to draw my attention back to her.


    “All the brothers missed you,” I say, even though if I hadn’t seen her today, I wouldn’t have realized she was away.


    “I was out of town.”


    Yeah, yeah, whatever.


    “Mm hmm. Who’s this?”


    “This is my sister, Raven.”


    Raven. Perfect. Just perfect. She finally looks at me, and I stare into the most gorgeous blue eyes I’ve ever seen, like the sky on a cloudless day, like her shorts, the streaks in her hair, and the color on her eyelids. I’m guessing blue is her favorite color.


    “Raven –”


    “Hi. Bye.”


    I watch in disbelief as she marches off. Lonnie stiffens beneath my arm.


    “Gage, she doesn’t understand –”


    “It’s okay, Lonnie,” I cut her off.


    I leave them and march right after her, grabbing her wrist before she storms out the gate. No one walks away from me. No one.


    “Let go of me!”


    She twists her hand out of my grasp and turns to face me. She’s a little thing, barely reaching my chin, but her attitude is bigger than that small body can contain. Her eyes are shooting daggers. She thinks she’s intimidating? I can’t help but smile.


    “Something funny?”


    “You.”


    “Save it. I didn’t come here to be anyone’s whore.”


    She turns to leave and I grab her hand to stop her. Again, she pulls out of my grasp.


    “Don’t touch me.”


    Her voice is laced with contempt. I know she’s new around here, but she can’t be that new.


    “Do you know who I am?”


    Her gaze drops to my cut and the different patches before she looks me in the eyes again.


    “I don’t care who you are. I told you, I didn’t come here to be anyone’s whore.”


    She’s too cute. It’s strange because I like it, and I don’t do cute. I want to throw her over my shoulder and lock her away in my room. After a good fuck, she’ll calm down. Maybe I’ll toy with her for a bit, see how far I can push her.


    “Really? Dressed like that and hanging out with Lonnie and Super Head?”


    Her body shakes with righteous indignation. She clenches her little fists at her sides, trying to hold in her anger.


    “First of all, there’s nothing wrong with the way I’m dressed. Secondly, I may not like that Lonnie chooses to spread her legs for you and your stupid club, but she’s my sister. Third, I don’t even know Super Head or whatever you want to call her. She’s Lonnie’s friend.”


    She’s a real spitfire. Her accent is even more pronounced when she’s angry, making her words sound more like Spanish and less like English. Adorable, and sexy as hell. I can just imagine what she looks like when she’s coming. Eyes closed…no, wide open, lips parted, chest heaving, and then finally screaming my name. I need to see it.


    “So, why are you here?”


    “I wanted to see what the big deal was. And just as I expected, I’m not impressed.”


    “You know, you have quite a mouth on you. I’m sure I can find better uses for it.”


    Like sucking my dick, for instance. She narrows her eyes at me, seething.


    “Fuck you!”


    I let her walk off this time. Damn, she’s the type you hate to see leave, but love to watch walk away. The way she swings her hips is just…hypnotic. I want to see her bent over before me while I smack that ass. Shit. Now I’m as hard as a brick. No worries. I’m sure I’ll be buried in that pussy tonight.


    She heads back to her sister and gets what I assume is a good tongue-lashing. Lonnie’s been around for a while and knows the rules. Raven isn’t taking it sitting down, though; she seems to be giving as good as she’s getting. I grab a beer and watch as she walks away from her sister and leans on the fence, quietly fuming. I make my way back to E, who has a huge grin on his face.


    “Looks like things didn’t go too well.”


    “She’s definitely not like the other bitches here, brother.”


    “Shit, if she shot you down, then none of these shitheads has a chance in hell.”


    I chuckle as I watch man after man approach her, then walk away looking angry or offended. My guys don’t deal with rejection often. At least I know it’s not just me. It doesn’t bother me. I ain’t never met a bitch I couldn’t get. Shit, all I have to do is crook my finger and these bitches come running. Not Raven, though. And that makes me want her more.


    “So, did you get the intel you were looking for?”


    “Shit!” How the fuck did I let her walk away without finding out if she has an old man?


    “I can’t believe you forgot the reason you went over there in the first place. You losing your touch?”


    Losing my touch? Never. She’ll fall in line just like every other bitch. I watch with a smirk as another brother steps up to her. “Trust me, E; I’ll have her under me in no time.”


    

  


  
    ***Raven***


    


    “Back off, asshole. I said I’m not interested.”


    “Bitch! You can’t talk to me like that.”


    “I just did.”


    I turn away from grease-monkey minion number four and stare down at my nails in disinterest. I swear they all think they’re God’s gift to all females. Women like Lonnie make them feel like they’re kings and every woman belongs in their harem. Well, not me. No, sir. The biggest idiot of them all is the leader of the grease-monkey minions. Gage. What the hell kind of name is that, anyway? Stupid biker thinking I’d be impressed because he’s the stupid president of a stupid motorcycle club. Estúpido. I don’t care who he is. Everyone else in this town either kisses his ass or cowers in his presence, but he’ll get neither reaction from me. Why did he come after me? Lonnie and Super Head were standing right there. Shit. Now I’m even using his terminology. I need to get out of here.


    I push away from the fence and start making my way to the gate. The scent of greasy burgers hits me as I walk past the grill and my stomach growls in anger. That’s right. I haven’t eaten all day. What the hell; two more minutes can’t hurt. What would be the point of coming to a barbecue and not taking advantage of the food? The man at the grill smiles as I approach. He’s wearing a cut, so I know he’s a member. He’s old, though, probably a relic from the original members. He reminds me of my grandpa. He has kind, green eyes and an easy smile. I give him a smile of my own.


    “Aren’t you a pretty little thing? What can I get you, darlin’?”


    “Those burgers smell pretty good.”


    “Aah.”


    He points at me with the spatula in his hand as he grabs the buns and adds a slice of cheese to one of the patties on the grill.


    “That would be my secret ingredient.”


    On one bun, he piles lettuce, tomato, pickles, mustard, and ketchup, but I stop him when he reaches for the onion. He places the patty on the other and sets it on top. He makes quite a production of it before handing me the paper plate and a few napkins. I can’t help but giggle.


    “Dinner and a show?”


    “Only for you, little darlin’.”


    Before walking off, I take a bite and give him a thumbs-up.


    “It’s delicious.”


    He bows and turns to another girl who wanders up. I walk off and grab a Coke from one of the big drums filled with ice and drinks littering the property. Time to blow this Popsicle stand. I wrap my burger in one of the napkins and toss the plate in a garbage can. I move back in the direction I left Lonnie to tell her I’m leaving, but I find her grinding on one of the minion’s laps. They might as well be fucking. Disgusting. I don’t need to see that shit while I’m eating. I walk right past her and decide to send her a text. My burger is gone by the time I reach the gates. It was awesome. It’s probably the best part of this whole day. I toss the napkins and half-empty can of Coke, and pop an Extra gum in my mouth. I can’t wait to get home and curl up with a good book. I haven’t walked five minutes before a motorcycle pulls up alongside me. I look over and roll my eyes in disgust. Great, the minion boss.


    “Where you off to, Raven?”


    “That’s none of your business.”


    “No, but I still want to know.”


    I stop walking and turn to face him. He comes to a stop also, places both feet on the ground, and switches off the ignition. Then, he removes his helmet and hangs it on the handle bar.


    “Why?”


    He grins, revealing what I think are the most perfect teeth I’ve ever seen. That prompts me to take a good look at him. He has blue eyes, but not like mine. They’re darker, in both color and intensity. His hair is a light, golden brown at the roots and more golden blond at the ends. It’s most likely natural; he doesn’t strike me as the type to sit in a salon getting his hair colored. It sticks out in different directions like he doesn’t comb it, but somehow it works for him.


    He has the features of a movie star and could beat out Brad Pitt any day. His lips are totally kissable and I want to bite into his full, lower one. The stubble on his face means he hasn’t shaved in a few days – more than a five o’ clock shadow, but not fully grown. It’s sexy as hell. He’s tall, too. Well, taller than me, but that doesn’t mean much since most people are taller than me. I’m only 5'4". He’s probably 6'3", maybe 6'4", and from what I see of his arms, he’s pretty ripped. Not in a body-builder sort of way, but lean and defined. Not bad for a grease monkey.


    However, there seems to be something dark about him. Something dangerous. He’s trouble with a capital T-R-O-U-B-L-E, not just the “T”. It’s not the motorcycle, the tattoos running down both arms, or the one peeking out of the neck of his shirt. It’s not the leather, combat boots, or ripped jeans. Even if he was the picture of a Stepford husband, wearing an immaculate three-piece suit, it would still be obvious. He’s not someone you want to mess with. There’s something sinister lurking behind those good looks. I can tell just by looking at him that everything I’ve heard is true. He not only has a reputation as a badass, but as a player. Women all over town, probably all over the world, have stories about him – hit-and-run stories. I’m not about to become one of his victims.


    “Let’s just say I have an inquisitive mind,” he says.


    “Go stick your nose in someone else’s business.”


    His gaze travels over my body, lingering in places it shouldn’t. The heat of his appraisal burns away my clothes, leaving me feeling naked. The unconcealed lust sends a shiver down my spine. I may not want him, but when a hot guy looks at you like that…shiiit. His eyes meet mine, and I shift uncomfortably but hold his stare.


    “I want to stick it in yours.”


    And the spell is broken. I scoff at him and continue walking. I have neither the time nor the inclination to listen to his double entendres. I only get a few feet when he grabs me. Again.


    “What is it with you and grabbing people? You ever heard of personal space?”


    He tightens his hold and pulls me close to him. My heart rate speeds up. He tilts his head to the side and gazes into my eyes. Just like that, the spell is cast once more. I’m unable to look away.


    “Why do you keep running from me?”


    “I’m not running. I’m leaving, going home.”


    He loosens his grip and jerks his head toward his bike.


    “Hop on. I’ll give you a ride.”


    I step back, shaking my head. He watches me, quirking a curious brow.


    “Nuh-uh. There’s no way I’m getting on that thing.”


    His lips curve up, and suddenly all I can think about is how beautiful his smile is. I can’t let that cloud my judgment. I need to remember who he is and what he represents.


    “What, you scared?”


    “I’m not scared. I just don’t want people thinking I’m following in Lonnie’s steps. I have to think about my reputation.”


    “I’m only offering you a ride home.”


    “Yes, but your reputation precedes you.”


    He shoves his hands in his pockets and nods in understanding.


    “It’s just a ride. Unless, of course, you want to ride me, too.”


    He gives me a smug smile and I narrow my eyes at him. He thinks he’s so smooth.


    “I’ve heard you’re a player. If this is how you pick up women, there’s something seriously wrong with them.”


    “Actually, they usually try to pick me up.”


    “Oh, God. It’s worse than I thought.”


    He chuckles and steps into my space once more. My body is hyperaware of him. Why do I have to be attracted to the very thing I need to stay away from?


    “Let me take you home.”


    “That’s okay. I’ll walk.”


    I turn around but before I can take a step, his voice, low and commanding, stops me.


    “Raven, it’s getting dark and I don’t want you walking alone. I’m taking you home.”


    Beyond the arrogance of him asserting his perceived control over me, there’s a level of concern in his tone that affects me. Why would he care? He doesn’t even know me. It’s obvious he’s interested in me, but I’ve made my position quite clear. Is he just looking out for my safety, or is it a tactic to blindside me? I face him once more and he flashes a crooked smile.


    “Look, Mr.…?”


    “Mr.? How old do you think I am?”


    “I don’t know. How old do you think I am?”


    His brows knit in concentration and a bit of concern as his gaze rakes over my body.


    “How old are you?” he asks.


    “Again, none of your business.”


    “Fine. Don’t tell me. I’ll still give you a ride.”


    “You’re not going to leave me alone, are you?” I huff.


    “Nope.”


    I sigh and shake my head in resignation. He’s a persistent fucker.


    “If I’m going to get on that motorcycle with you, I need to at least know your last name.”


    He grins and takes my hand in his huge, rough one.


    “Hunter. Gage Hunter.”


    “Raven Alvarez.”


    “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Miss Alvarez.”


    “You, too, Mr. Hunter.”


    “Gage…please.”


    “Okay, Gage. You may call me Miss Alvarez.”


    He chuckles and gives my fingers a squeeze. That’s when I realize he hasn’t let go.


    “So, it’s like that?”


    I nod, but can’t help my smile. His attitude is infectious.


    “Yes, it’s like that.”


    “Okay, cool.”


    He grabs his helmet off his bike and hands it to me. I don’t see an extra one.


    “What about you?” I ask.


    “Don’t worry about me. Your safety is all that matters.”


    There he goes again. What’s his deal? “And why is my safety so important to you?”


    His brows furrow and he blinks at me in confusion. After a few tense seconds, his facial muscles relax and he looks me straight in the eyes. Everything inside me comes alive. With just a look, he’s made me feel safe, cared for, and wanted. It should be illegal for men to look at women like that. Then again, maybe not. It should be mandatory for all men to do it.


    “It just is.”


    With unsteady fingers, I place the helmet on my head. My reaction to him makes no sense. I just met him, for Christ’s sake. I don’t even like him. After I adjust the chinstrap, he extends his hand to me. I stare down at it with uncertainty. To tell the truth, I am a little scared.


    “First time?”


    “Is it that obvious?”


    “Yeah, but I’m honored to pop your cherry. Been a while since I had a virgin.”


    “Tsk,” I tut in annoyance. I just want to smack that smirk off his gorgeous lips. He chuckles, but I do not find him amusing.


    “Let me give you a hand. Put your foot here.”


    He helps me on and I wrap my arms around his waist after he climbs on in front of me. Several scents hit me – leather, motor oil, cologne, and…man. Doesn’t sound like a very good combination, but Lord, it smells heavenly right now. I stare at the logo on the back of his cut – a Grim Reaper dealing the death card from a pack of tarot cards. The name of his club sits on top of the logo, the state at the bottom. Death Dealers Georgia.


    “You stayin’ with Lonnie?”


    “Yeah. The address is –”


    “I know where it is.”


    Of course he does. He’s probably been there many times. I don’t even want to think about why he’s been there. He starts the engine and kicks up the stand. The thing sends vibrations through my entire body, but more so between my legs. Not a good combination with this man sitting in front of me. Looking over his shoulder, he gives me a crooked grin as he revs the engine.


    “Hold on tight and lean into the turns.”


    The bike lurches forward, and I involuntarily tighten my arms around his waist and press my thighs to his. Does he have to go so fast? Why did I agree to get on this death machine? I squeeze my eyes shut and visualize myself getting home – safely. We come to a stop and I tentatively open my eyes. It’s just a stoplight. A few people on the sidewalk stop in their tracks to gawk at us. Great. Just what I need. I turn away from their penetrating stares only to encounter the same thing on the opposite side of the street. What’s the big deal? Hopefully no one can see my face clearly. I say a silent thank you as we start to move again. Resting my cheek to his back, I close my eyes, and try to concentrate on the one good thing about this ordeal – the smell of him. Well, maybe two. His body feels good, too.


    “We’re here, baby doll.”


    I open my eyes and blink in disorientation. We’re in my driveway. Shit. I was so lost in him I didn’t even realize we’d stopped moving. I release him and reach up to remove my helmet. He puts the stand down and climbs off, extending his hand to me. As I reach for it, he pulls away.


    “You know, you look good sittin’ there on the back of my bike.”


    “I bet you tell all the girls that.”


    He chuckles and shakes his head.


    “You, beautiful Raven, are the first woman who’s ever ridden on any of my bikes.”


    Any of his bikes? Just how many does he own?


    “Yeah, right.”


    “I’m serious. Didn’t you see all those people staring at you?”


    “I did. What’s up with that?”


    “That’s why. They’ve never seen me ride with a woman.”


    “Well, I hope they got their fill, ‘cause it’s the first and last time I’ll be on this thing.”


    He extends his hand again and I place mine in his. He squeezes my fingers gently.


    “It’s the first but definitely not the last, baby doll.”


    I scoff at him and swing my leg over the bike. It’s dark, but I need to get inside before anyone else sees me. My feet touch the ground and my knees buckle. I fall forward but two strong arms catch me and pull me against a hard chest. Instantly, my breathing accelerates. I keep my head down because I fear what he’ll see in my eyes if I look up at him.


    “Don’t worry. You’ll be fine in a minute.”


    Suddenly, I’m swept off my feet and carried toward the house.


    “What are you doing?” I exclaim.


    “I’m not putting you down until I know you can stand on your own.”


    “I’m fine now. Put me down.”


    Even before my objection is past my lips, my arms curl around his neck. He ignores me and takes me all the way to the front door before carefully placing me back on my feet. Whether consciously or not, my hands slide down over his shoulders and sternum. Ripping my hands away, I catch myself right before I squeeze his hard pecs. I avoid his gaze as I reach into my pocket for my keys. That is, until a curious finger trails down my stomach. I pull my tank top down and narrow my eyes at him, ignoring the fire starting in my belly.


    “I did not give you permission to touch me.”


    “How about a kiss then?”


    I can’t even answer because his lips are stealing my words. I’m so surprised that I swallow my gum. He didn’t wait for an answer, just took what he wanted. Though my mind resists, my body melts into his. My fingers curl into his white T-shirt and a moan escapes me. His lips move hungrily over mine, taking and giving pleasure. There is only complete surrender when his tongue seeks entrance. His taste is like nothing I’ve ever experienced before. I can’t quite put my finger on what it is, but it’s frickin’ awesome and I want more. This kiss is like a good book I’d get lost in and stay up all night reading. It’s that captivating


    While my hands move up to slide through his hair, his travel down to grab my ass. He squeezes my cheeks and pulls me into him, letting his desire be explicitly known. He’s hard. For me. And it excites the hell out of me. I feel like climbing up on him like he’s a big, man-tree that I need to get to the top of. I hear myself whimper as his hands slide up my sides. His thumbs brush at the undersides of my breasts, and this time, he moans. He breaks away suddenly, his breathing heavy. I gape at him, trying to catch my own breath.


    “How old are you, Raven?”


    “Why?”


    He growls and descends on my lips once more. If his intention is to kiss me senseless, he’s achieved that. And then some.


    “Because I’m going to fuck you.”


    Oh. Those words should appall me, shouldn’t they? I should not be turned on by them but I am, all the way on. Wait a minute…hold up. Who does he think he is? What kind of girl does he think I am? Certainly not the type to jump into bed with a man she just met!


    “What makes you think I want to fuck you? Or anyone else for that matter?”


    This time, his lips are more insistent than before; I have to hold on to his shoulders to keep myself upright. I’ve never been kissed like this. Never before have my lips been this savagely attacked. It’s as if he’s trying to devour me. And I love it. I fucking love it.


    He nips at my bottom lip then takes my hand and presses it against his erection. My mind goes blank. I mean, what woman would be able to think with her fingers wrapped around a hard dick? A hard, enormous dick, attached to a handsome, delicious-smelling man. I give it a little squeeze and he lets out a tortured groan. I squeeze harder and he sinks his fingertips into my hips. I feel so bad but God, he feels good. I’m disappointed and a little more than giddy when he rips his lips from mine. I actually stumble a little when he pulls back, swallowing hard at the storm brewing in his eyes.


    “Your age, Raven. Now.”


    “Um…aah…s-seventeen.”


    “Fuck!”


    He releases me and runs a hand through his hair in frustration.


    “How long?”


    “What do you mean?”


    “How long do I have to wait? When’s your birthday?”


    “Three months. October twenty-first.”


    “Fuck!”


    He turns away from me, places his hands on his hips, and looks toward the sky. I use the opportunity to open the door. When he turns around, I’m halfway inside.


    “Three months. I can do that. I can do that. I can wait.”


    “You don’t have to. It’s not going to happen.”


    

  


  
    CHAPTER 2


    ***Gage***


    


    I’m standing here, staring at a closed door. She shot me down. After those mind-blowing kisses, she shot me down. This kind of shit has never happened to me, and I don’t really know what to do with myself. I hear her moving around inside. All I can think about is her lips, her taste, and the way she clung to me. She wants me. It’s just a matter of time. Three months to be exact. By the end, she’ll be so desperate for me I won’t even have to touch her to make her come.


    Just thinking about her coming makes my balls ache. I need to do something about my situation ASAP. I drag myself off her porch and make my way back to the clubhouse. I try to concentrate on the road, but I can’t help picturing my hands on her firm ass instead of the handlebar. I can’t stop tasting her on my lips. I can’t stop hearing her moans, even over the roar of the engine. Three months. Three motherfucking months. Might as well be ten years because it will be no less torture. Fuck. I’m a pervert for even thinking these things.


    When I get back to the clubhouse, I see that the party has moved inside. I can just imagine what I’ll find there – a lot of shitfaced members and even more Hellhounds. That’s what we call the club whores around here. I step through the doors and I’m a little disappointed to see I was right. Rock music blares from the speakers, and the air is thick with weed and cigar smoke. There are a few couples scattered everywhere, but most of the crowd is gathered around the pool table in the center of the room. As I get closer, I see that it’s Lonnie. She’s getting drilled from behind by Crow while sucking off Motor, who’s leaning against the pool table. It’s a good thing Raven looks nothing like her. I don’t think I would be able to stomach the sight otherwise. They have the same black hair, but Lonnie’s taller and not as curvy. In the looks department, she can’t hold a candle to her sister.


    Booker, a prospect, hands me a beer as I lean against the bar, next to E. I look around, trying to find someone to relieve the tension tonight. I spot Britney in a corner with some other girls. I’ve had her a few times. She’s hot, blonde, and relatively new around here. Not too many miles on her pussy. Has a nice body, too. Big, natural tits and thick in all the right places.


    “Another uneventful night, huh?” I nod to E as I take a pull of my beer.


    “Yup. Don’t know why people think a biker’s life is exciting.”


    “Me neither, brother.”


    “What happened with you and Little Miss Blue Hair?” he asks, quirking an inquisitive brow.


    “Nothing. She’s seventeen.”


    “Ouch. So close but yet so far away.”


    “Not too far. Only three months.”


    “And you’ll just be waiting in the shadows, won’t you?”


    “Something like that.”


    My gaze locks with Super Head’s. She smiles seductively and then bites into her bottom lip. She’s not built like Raven, certainly not as pretty either, but attractive in her own way. She’s skinny by anyone’s standards and a little top-heavy due to her enormous, fake tits. I love curves. A man needs something to hold on to. It’s a good thing that’s not what I’m looking for tonight. I just need to get a certain blue-eyed vixen out of my head. This bitch might be just what I need. I smile back and she instantly begins to move toward me, flipping her brown hair as she passes some of the other girls. E chuckles.


    “Oh, shit. Have fun, man.”


    “I fully intend to, E.”


    I down the last of my beer and slam the bottle on the bar, then walk off toward the rooms in the back, knowing she’s following behind. After unlocking my door, I step aside and allow her to precede me. She watches me, licking and biting her lips in anticipation as I close the door. Her tits are popping out of the gold, sequin number she’s wearing.


    “Drop the dress.”


    The moment it hits the floor, I regret the command. The chick’s just skin and bones. As I look her over, my mind starts playing tricks on me. She’s a few inches shorter and her hair goes from brown to black – with streaks of blue. Her hips curve out and pasty white skin turns to caramel. The erection that had almost died springs back to life.


    “Gage…”


    She speaks and the mirage disappears. Fuck. I reach into my pocket for a condom as she begins to undo my belt.


    “On your knees.”


    She drops to the floor and stares up at me like a ravenous beast, licking her shiny, red lips. She pouts as I drop my jeans and roll the condom on.


    “Why do you always wear a condom?”


    Because I fuck with cum buckets like you.


    “I want to taste you, Gage. I want you to come in my mouth.”


    “Stop talking. That’s not what I need your mouth to be doing right now.”


    She flicks out her tongue and trails it across her top lip, showing off her tongue ring. Any other day, my dick would already be in her throat. Now, I can’t even look at her, let alone have her touch me. What the fuck is wrong with me?


    “Clasp your hands behind your back.”


    She does as she’s told then leans forward and licks the head of my dick. I close my eyes and just let her do her thing. She starts out slowly, gently sucking as she moves up and down. Gradually, she increases the pace. I tell you…there is nothing like the feeling of having warm, wet lips wrapped around your dick, especially when those lips belong to a human vacuum cleaner.


    “Fuck!”


    She moans and I feel the vibrations in my balls. Damn, she’s good. But my mind just won’t let me enjoy this. In my head, it’s Raven kneeling before me. It’s her mouth, her lips, her tongue making me feel the things I’m feeling. It’s her dazzling blue eyes staring up at me. My dick twitches and gets painfully hard. I hit the back of her throat and groan. I feel like I’m floating on a cloud right now. She comes up for air and I look down. I see green eyes instead of blue, and anger blazes through me. What kind of man thinks about getting head from a kid? Well…teenager…almost adult? Whatever she is, it’s wrong.


    I grab a handful of Super Head’s hair and stuff my dick back in her mouth. I try to block everything out except one thing – catching a nut. I just need to come and get this over with. As I pump my hips, I hear her gagging and gasping for breath. I push her head down as far as I can. When she grabs my thighs, I look down again. She’s staring up at me with frightened, watery eyes. Her mascara is running, forming black lines down her cheeks. She’s heaving, saliva oozing to the floor. I pull her head back and allow her to catch her breath.


    Like the trooper she is, she jumps right back into the game, grabbing my dick with both hands, and sliding them up and down with just a slight twist. She drops one hand but continues with the other as she sucks on the head. Her free hand gropes my balls as her head bobs on my dick. Fuck, that feels good. She sucks harder and my balls tighten. I throw my head back and snap my eyes shut as I come with a roar. Leaning against the wall, I try to calm my breathing.


    When I look back down, I see only my two feet. Super Head has propped herself up on my bed, legs spread, showing off her whored-out pussy. I remove the condom, tie a knot at the end, and stick it in my pocket to dispose of later. Then, I tuck my dick back in my jeans and zip that bitch up. She stares at me in confusion when I grab her hand and pull her off the bed. She knows better. No bitches in my bed. I don’t kiss bitches either, and I don’t come anywhere but in a condom. I get rid of that shit myself, too. These bitches would do anything to trap a motherfucker. My own experience breaks the surface with its ugly head and I quickly push it back down. I don’t need that shit in my head right now.


    “Get dressed.”


    She watches me as I rip the sheets off the bed and toss them in the laundry basket. There’s hurt in her eyes but I give zero fucks.


    “Now get the fuck out.”


    

  


  
    ***Raven***


    


    I’m in the kitchen, making breakfast and jamming to Magic!’s “Rude” when Lonnie walks in with Super Head. Now that it’s had some time to sink in, I giggle at the moniker. Gage is something else. I hit pause on my phone, remove my earphones, and turn to them.


    “Good morning.”


    “Ugh, there’s nothing good about it. What are you making?”


    They look awful – hung over and tired. I doubt they slept last night. They both fall into the chairs and lay their heads on the breakfast table.


    “Just eggs and toast.”


    I pour them some orange juice and crack a few more eggs. As they drink, they start talking. I pop my earphones back in because I don’t want to hear their conversation. However, I hold off on pressing the play button when I hear Gage’s name.


    “Lonnie, should we be talking like this in front of her?”


    “She can’t hear shit, the way she listens to music. Watch this. Raven!”


    I pretend I didn’t hear her and continue to whisk the eggs.


    “See? Now tell me what happened. Why the fuck do you sound like a frog?”


    “You would, too, if you had Gage’s monster dick stuck in your throat last night.”


    Oh, wow. The whisk almost falls from my fingers but I catch it before it hits the bowl. Monster? Well, I guess I did get a preview last night.


    “What? You were with Gage?”


    There’s anger in her voice. Lonnie has a thing for the minion boss. Then again, he’s hot, so most women would.


    “Don’t get your panties in a bunch. I just sucked his dick, or maybe I should say he fucked my mouth.”


    “Damn it, Deena! It’s enough I have to put up with that bitch Britney.”


    “Something was up with him. It’s like he wasn’t there, like he was thinking about something else. He snapped and shoved his dick so far down my throat I thought I was gonna die.”


    “That’s what you get, bitch.”


    “Hey, if you hadn’t been busy fucking Crow and Motor, maybe you would have had him.”


    Okay, I’ve heard enough. I turn my music back on with a smile. He was so turned on last night that he ended up with Super… I mean Deena. My smile grows wider because I know exactly where his mind was, exactly what made him lose control. He was thinking about me. I don’t want him, but the fact that I could do that to a man like Gage? Priceless. I drown them out while I revel in that little bit of information.


    After breakfast, I get ready and head out to catch the eight a.m. bus. I have an interview at ten at the local diner for a waitressing position, and I want to make sure I’m not late. A few minutes later, a girl around my age shows up at the bus stop. I have my earphones in so I just smile and wave to her. She sits on the bench, minding her own business, just the way I like it. After a few minutes, she taps my arm shyly. Great. I remove my earphones and try to hide my annoyance as I look over at her.


    “Yes?”


    “Sorry.”


    Guess I wasn’t successful. I offer her a consolatory smile.


    “It’s okay.”


    “It’s just that I heard you singing. Is that the August Alsina album?” she asks. I give her a genuine smile this time. Anyone who shares my musical preferences is okay in my book.


    “Yeah. You like him?”


    Her face lights up and she scoots closer.


    “Oh, my God. I love him!”


    “Me, too! What’s your favorite song?”


    “Right now, it’s between ‘Kissin’ on my Tattoos’ and ‘Ah Yeah’.”


    “No way. Me, too!”


    She sticks out her hand enthusiastically and I take it with just as much gusto. How cool is it that I’ve already found someone my age who lives close by and has at least one thing in common with me?


    “Chrystal, but everybody calls me Chrissy.”


    “Raven.”


    “Raven. Cool name. I live two houses down.”


    “Thanks. I’m four houses that way, on the left.”


    Her gaze follows my thumb as I jerk it in the direction of our house. Then her smile fades. My guess is she knows Lonnie.


    “Lonnie’s house?”


    “Yeah. She’s my sister.”


    “Oh.”


    I knew it. I knew this would happen. Everyone’s going to judge me based on Lonnie’s horrible reputation.


    “I know. She’s a slut.” I say.


    Her eyes widen in surprise and then a kind of quiet understanding passes between us before she smiles again.


    “Don’t worry about it. I know what I’ll have to deal with. The upside is I’ll be eighteen in a few months and can get away from her.”


    “Me, too, in September.”


    “October.”


    “What’s happening in October?”


    I look up and see a dark-skinned god approaching, flashing one of the most beautiful smiles I’ve ever seen. He halts before us and I tilt my head to absorb his magnificent beauty. Smooth, peanut butter-colored complexion; bright, hazel eyes, and close, clean-cut hair. What sticks out the most, though, is his uncanny resemblance to Chrissy. Slap a wig on him, add some boobs, and he’d be her. He’d look like a bad tranny, but you get my drift.


    “Raven, this is my brother, Christopher, world-class jerk. I can’t believe we shared a womb.”


    Aah, twins.


    “Don’t listen to her. She’s just jealous I got all the looks, brains, and charm.”


    I smile despite myself. He is charming. I swear I saw a glint on his teeth when he smiled.


    “Nice to meet you, Christopher.”


    “Oh, the pleasure is all mine, beautiful.”


    “Ugh! Give it up. She don’t want your corny ass.”


    Before either of us can say anything, the roar of motorcycle engines disturbs the peaceful morning. Peeking around Christopher, I watch the advance of at least a dozen bikes. Even from this distance, I know the rider in front is Gage. Damn, he looks sexy on that thing.


    “That’s the Death Dealers, but I guess you already know,” Chrissy says quietly.


    “I’ve only been here a week and I know more than I care to, Chrissy. Can’t say I like what I’ve heard, though.”


    “They’re just a gang hiding behind the front of a motorcycle club,” Christopher says through gritted teeth.


    He’s shooting a death stare in the direction the bikes are coming from. Guess there’s no love lost there. I have a better view of them now, and Gage makes some kind of hand signal. The others pass by him and he slows down. Oh, God. Please don’t come over here. Please, please, please. The moment he looks over his shoulder, I know he’s going to cross the street. Damn it.


    “Oh, shit. I think he’s coming over here.”


    My brain isn’t processing Chrissy’s words because I’m focused on Gage. He crosses over, parks at the curb, and removes his helmet. He jerks his head toward the twins in a half-assed attempt at a greeting and settles his gaze on me.


    “Where you off to, Raven?”


    I can feel the twins’ eyes burning a hole into me. This is not good.


    “I know I told you to stay out of my business.”


    He dismounts and saunters over, a smug smile on his lips. My heart skips just a tiny beat when I remember I was kissing those very lips last night, just a few measly hours ago.


    “Can I get a minute?”


    “A minute for what?”


    “I just wanna talk.”


    “About what?”


    He glances toward the twins. I totally forgot they were there. I can’t even imagine what they must be thinking about this exchange. I sigh and offer an apologetic smile.


    “Excuse me.”


    He leads me far enough away so the twins can’t hear our conversation and faces me, his back to them.


    “Why are you so hostile?”


    “Why are you so nosy?” I shoot back.


    I fold my arms under my breasts and give him the most defiant expression I can muster. He slowly drags his gaze down and it rests on my cleavage. He shifts uncomfortably and clears his throat before looking me in the eyes again.


    “Just curious. No need to be defensive.”


    “Well, that information is available on a need-to-know basis, and you don’t need to know.”


    “That’s where you’re wrong, baby doll. I need to know everything about you.”


    “Oh, really? I wonder why.”


    He tilts his head to the side and narrows those baby-blues of his. Why does he have to be so frickin’ hot? His hair is all beautifully messy and he somehow makes a simple, white T-shirt, jeans, and leather cut look like they belong on a fashion runway. Even the chain dangling across his thigh and the black combat boots, though cliché, add to his overall appeal.


    “Because of the way your body came alive from my kiss.”


    Fuck.


    “I’m not the only one. I hear you had quite a night.”


    His brows knit in confusion and he crosses his arms over his chest. Those arms, they were holding me last night. I was crushed to that chest, felt its hardness. I want to feel it again. Shit. Focus, Raven!


    “What do you mean?”


    “Deena was very forthcoming with information this morning.”


    “Deena? Who’s that?”


    “Wow, one would think you’d know the name of the woman who had your dick in her mouth last night.”


    His face relaxes and he places his hands on his hips.


    “She told you that?”


    “Not exactly. She and Lonnie were talking over breakfast and they thought I couldn’t hear.”


    I show him my earphones as a way of explanation. “Chick could barely talk. You really did some damage with, as she put it, your ‘monster dick’.”


    He chuckles and shakes his head, rubbing the back of his neck.


    “Raven, look –”


    “It’s cool. I just think I should get some kind of compensation if I’m going to be your fluffer.”


    “Fluffer?” he exclaims. “What the fuck do you know about fluffers?”


    “I know a lot of things,” I say with a smirk. The majority of my “knowledge” comes from books but that’s totally irrelevant. He doesn’t need to know that, right?


    He steps closer and I consciously have to try to control my breathing. That smirk? Gone. I need to stop letting him affect me like this.


    “That’s great, but there’s a lot more I plan on teaching you.”


    Okay, that low, seductive voice just did things to my body a voice should have no ability to do. I desperately need to turn this situation around. I unfold my arms and slowly trace my cleavage with my middle finger. The action draws his attention and he licks his lips.


    “Tell me…when she was on her knees in front of you…were you thinking about me?”


    The guilty expression confirms what I already knew. “Were you imagining my mouth wrapped around you?”


    His Adam’s apple rises and falls as he swallows hard.


    “Let me guess. You know about that, too.”


    “Well, I’ve done some things, too, Mr. Hunter.”


    He clenches his jaw. Hard. Uh oh, have I gone too far?


    “You shouldn’t talk like that.”


    “Why not? You’ll have more material when you’re with Deena later…or Lonnie…or whoever.”


    “I admit it. I was thinking about you. And you know what? It pissed me the fuck off.”


    Ouch. There’s a blow to my ego.


    “I meant I shouldn’t be thinking about you like that. At least not yet. And you talking like that doesn’t help my situation.”


    “I’m sorry you can’t control your urges, but it’s not my problem.”


    “I want you. I can’t help that. I just need you to know that the moment I can, I will have you.”


    Oh. My. God. That’s it. I have no smart-ass comment or comeback for that one. He makes me want to believe his words. As much as I seem to be attracted to him and as confident as he is, that can’t and won’t happen. I need to stay as far as I can from him and his club. Thank God, I hear the bus coming.


    “That’s my bus. I gotta go.”


    “Let me give you a ride.”


    “No, thanks.”


    He takes my hand as I walk by him. The simple touch sends a shiver all the way from the tips of my fingers to everything north and south of my waist. I hope he doesn’t notice I’m holding my breath.


    “Are you scared that you want me, too? There’s no need to be afraid of what you feel, baby doll.”


    “Stop calling me that, and I’m not afraid of anything.”


    He gives me a smug grin, displaying those perfect, pearly whites.


    “If you say so, Raven.”


    I pull my hand from his and start moving back toward the bus stop. One last look over my shoulder and I catch him watching me. The stubbornness in me wants to have the last word.


    “See ya later, monster dick.”


    

  


  
    CHAPTER 3


    ***Gage***


    


    Fuck! Fuck my fucking life. It’s too early to be having these thoughts. Why the fuck did I stop? I should have kept riding. I would be at the clubhouse right now, passed out, and not having indecent thoughts about this chick. Now I’m left here with a hard dick, watching the bus drive away. Sleep. That’s what I need. At least if I’m sleeping, I’m not thinking about her.


    I hop on my bike and ride like I’m being chased by hellhounds. When I get to the clubhouse, I see the others who rode with me last night gathered around the bar. I know we had a rough night, but I can’t drink this early. I try to bypass them and head to my room, but E pulls me aside. He wasn’t with us last night, and as my VP, I know he’ll want a briefing. Why does it have to be now?


    “Not right now, E.”


    “Heard there was a…mishap. Was it at least clean?”


    “Of course. Took care of it myself. But like I said, not now.”


    “Good. But when? I’m heading to work soon.”


    Work. The man’s a fucking doctor. I don’t know why he’s even a member of this club.


    “Later. I need to crash for a few hours. We’ll have church. Just let everyone know before you leave. Ten good for you?”


    “Should be, but if not, I’ll just drag your ass out of bed when I get off.”


    “Thanks a lot.”


    He chuckles at the sarcasm, slaps my back, and walks away. He’s my best friend, but sometimes he seriously gets on my nerves.


    In my room, I strip down to my boxers and fall face-down on the bed. I close my eyes and I see hers. Raven, Raven, Raven. Her name plays on a constant loop in my head. I groan, flip over, and stare up at the ceiling. What the fuck is wrong with me? I haven’t been this hung up on a chick since high school. I mean, she’s hot, but I’ve seen and fucked a lot of hot girls. It’s got to be the anticipation. It’s been a long time since I had to actually put any kind of time or effort into a woman. Maybe I’m getting soft.


    No. Fuck that. I need to calm my ass down and stay away from her for a while. And find someone to work out my frustrations on. It damn sure won’t be Super Head. Bitch has a big fucking mouth. Not Lonnie, either. Shit would just get weird. I’ve done the sister thing before, and it did not end well. Britney might get the wrong idea if I make it a regular thing. I can’t even think of anyone who’d fit the bill. Fuck, I need some new talent around here. E would probably agree. I noticed he hasn’t been getting a lot of action lately. Or maybe I need to find someone outside of the club.


    What the fuck am I thinking? I don’t need one woman – never have, never will. I must be more tired than I realize. Let’s try this sleep thing again. I close my eyes and instantly there’s a knock on my door.


    “Go away!”


    “Sorry, Prez. Nita’s here to see you. She says it’s important.”


    Fuck! I can’t say no to Aunt Nita. I drag myself out of bed and pull on my jeans before opening the door. Instead of Booker, I meet the steely stare of my aunt. This can’t be good. I take a deep breath and wait for the assault.


    “How am I supposed to run a bar without alcohol?”


    “What are you talking about, Nita?”


    “I’m talking about that fucking cunt you contracted to supply the liquor.”


    “Nita –”


    “No. Don’t ‘Nita’ me. You fucked her, didn’t you? I told you not to mix –”


    I grab her shoulders and give her a little shake to stop her rant.


    “Calm down and tell me what happened.”


    “Three days. Three days I’ve been waiting for a shipment, but she won’t deal with anyone but you. This bitch better not play with me.”


    “I’ll handle it.”


    She sneers and narrows her eyes at me, and I swear I feel ten years old again. My mom died when I was six and, being my dad’s sister, she stepped up and raised my sister and me like we were hers. She always knew how to put me in my place.


    “Make it quick, or you’ll have to find a new manager.”


    She storms off and I just stare at my bed, knowing I won’t be getting back to it soon. So much for sleep. I grab my shirt and head to my office, adjacent to my bedroom. Nita was right. I did fuck the supplier, but she instigated it. It’s no excuse, but I thought we were on the same page in terms of expectations. It was one time, months ago, and I haven’t spoken to her since. I can bet that’s her problem. Women and their fucking feelings.


    I find the contract in the filing cabinet and drop my ass in the chair. I make sure to call her business number and not her cell. Not that I could find it even if I tried. I think I tossed the piece of paper the moment I left her office.


    “Cassidy Martin,” she answers, in a sing-song voice.


    “Miss Martin. Gage Hunter.”


    “Gage. You’re a hard man to track down.”


    I can hear the smile in her voice, but I’m determined to keep this professional.


    “What’s happening with my shipment?”


    “Oh, I’m doing great. How are you?”


    “Lose the sarcasm. My aunt says you’re three days late.”


    “I haven’t heard from you. The only contact number I have is for the Pretty Kitty. This is the only way I knew I could get your attention.”


    “So, you’re purposely delaying the shipment?”


    “Why are you avoiding the conversation?”


    “It’s not one we need to have. You knew what the deal was.”


    “But Gage –” She tries to plead, but I cut her off.


    “No buts. You’ve violated the agreed-upon terms and conditions of our contract, the consequence of which is that it’s now null and void. I’m taking my business elsewhere.”


    “Gage –”


    “Goodbye, Miss Martin.”


    I hang up and search my contacts. I need a new supplier or Aunt Nita will cut off my balls. I choose the guy I was going with originally, before Cassidy fucked her way into the contract, and give him a call. After working out cost, payment, and delivery frequency, I hang up and lean back in my chair. That club is the biggest legitimate earner the MC has. I need to be more careful.


    Opening the Pretty Kitty was the best decision I’ve ever made. It’s the largest strip club in the area and the next closest one is twenty miles away. It’s not some raggedy operation, either. I only offer the best – location, food, liquor, and of course, girls. I pick them personally, making sure I have a mix – tall, short, thick, skinny, big tits, small tits, ass, no ass, real hair, fake hair, and every possible ethnicity. I keep a tight rein on them, too. There’s strictly no prostitution or drugs, and I administer random drug and STD tests. I wanted the club to be as classy as an establishment like that could be. For that reason, we get a lot of businessmen. Nita was right to be angry about the shipment; drunk men do spend more than sober ones.


    My phone vibrates in my pocket. It’s a message from E, with a picture of her. He captioned it “Millie’s new waitress”. So that’s where she was off to all dressed up. She’s a trip. What seventeen-year-old spends her summer working?


    She’s so beautiful; I can’t stop staring at her picture. And she’s smiling. She doesn’t do that enough. I definitely need to make sure I put a smile on her face every chance I get. The phone vibrates again with another message from E.


    E: You’re not in the bathroom with the lotion, are you? Cause that would be sick, bro.


    Motherfucker. He would make fun of me.


    G: No, pervert. But thanks for the info.


    E: She’s a pretty little thing. Maybe I should get her number and call her in a few months.


    I know he’s teasing, but for some reason, my possessive streak kicks in. If anyone’s calling her, it will be me. I can’t say that to E, though.


    G: Yeah. You can have her after I’m done with her.


    E: Fuck you! I don’t want your leftovers!


    G: Wouldn’t be the first time!


    E: What do you mean?! You’re lucky I gotta work, but we’re finishing this convo later.


    G: Ha! You’ll be surprised to know how many sloppy seconds you’ve had, bro. It’ll kill your self-esteem. Just let it go.


    E: You better sleep with one eye open. LATER


    I chuckle as I make my way back to my room. I’m just fucking with him, but it will be good to watch him squirm. We’re close, but we don’t share women other than the Hellhounds. They’re free game; anyone can get on those rides.


    After calling Nita and letting her know I’ve taken care of the problem, I climb back into bed. I navigate back to Raven’s picture and stare at her. What am I even doing with her? She seems like a nice girl – bratty, with a smart mouth, but nice nonetheless. Definitely not the type to be messing with a guy like me. I’m not the relationship type, and she seems like the kind of girl who’d want that. I should stay away from her. I’m just going to fuck shit up. She deserves someone who’s like her – sweet and innocent. Not a man who killed someone last night.


    

  


  
    ***Raven***


    


    I thought Lonnie would still be passed out when I got home, but I find her sitting on the couch watching a novela. I kick off my heels and drop down next to her, a huge smile on my face.


    “I got the job!”


    “Good. You can start helping out with the bills around here.”


    Bitch.


    “You really know how to kill a mood.”


    She finally tears her eyes away from the TV and turns her head toward me.


    “You don’t like it, move out.”


    Like I asked to come to Stony View, a.k.a. Small Town, Georgia. If it was up to me, I would have stayed in Miami. A few measly months and, by law, I have to have a guardian. I wish I had other family. I definitely would not have chosen Lonnie, but she’s the only family I have left. She came down after Daddy died and stayed just long enough for my last class and to tie up some legal issues, then we shipped out. I didn’t even get to go to prom or graduation. I had to leave my life behind; all my plans, my friends. I miss Toni the most. We’ve been best friends since forever and I can’t stand being so far away from her. I hate that I have to be here, but until I turn eighteen, there’s nothing I can do.


    “You think I don’t know what’s in those papers you signed? Dad’s lawyer may be handling everything, but I know you’re getting a stipend for me.”


    “So?”


    “So I shouldn’t have to pay you anything.”


    “Like I said, you don’t like it, move out.”


    “Don’t worry. As soon as I legally can, I will. Then everything Dad left me comes directly to me. Enjoy it while it lasts.”


    She seethes, narrowing her eyes at me, but I stand my ground. She doesn’t scare me.


    “Fine. Half the utilities and your own food.”


    “Fine.”


    I agree because I don’t want to make the next three months more unbearable than they need to be. We’ve never been close; barely tolerated each other. I don’t know why but it always seemed as if she just didn’t like me. At first I thought it was because we had different mothers. She would constantly taunt me about my “gringa madre” but I’ve never even met the woman. Daddy was the only parent I had. Shit, I practically took care of him after Lonnie moved out. He always worked nights, so I had to grow up real fast with practically no one to watch me. His parents died when I was a baby and God knows who my maternal grandparents are. Whenever I did have a babysitter, they pretty much let me do whatever I wanted while they made out with their boyfriends on the couch or talked with their friends on the phone the entire time. Let’s just say I learned a lot watching and listening.


    Whatever Lonnie’s reason is for hating me, time has done nothing to abate it. If anything, her hate has intensified. Since I moved to here, I’ve noticed she’s become worse. I have no idea what’s happened to her in the seven years since she moved away that’s turned her into the raving bitch she is now. I can’t wait to get out of here.


    She turns her attention back to the TV, and I decide to head to my room and call Chrissy. We hit it off even more on the bus, so we exchanged numbers. I can’t believe how much we have in common. She likes music and books just as much as I do, even the same genres. She and Chris speak Spanish, too, because their parents are from the Dominican Republic. She’ll want to hear about the hot doctor I met at the diner. I know he’s a member of the MC, but he seems nothing like the other minions. He was clean…from his slicked-back dark hair to his cute baby face. His warm, hazel eyes looked spectacular, even behind his black-rimmed glasses. And his body? Good Lord – tall and lean. He can examine me anytime.


    “Hey, how’d you get home last night?”


    Now she asks. I could have been dead in a gutter somewhere and she wouldn’t have realized I was missing. Should I lie? She didn’t take too kindly to what Deena told her. No, she’s my sister. If she has a thing for Gage, she’ll just tell me, and then I can assure her that I have no interest in him. Then again, maybe she won’t be that civil. She already despises me.


    “I was walking home, but your friend was passing by and gave me a ride.”


    “What friend?”


    “The tall, blond one. The one you introduced me to.”


    Her head snaps toward me so fast I think I hear her neck pop. Uh oh.


    “Gage? Gage gave you a ride?”


    “Yeah, him.”


    I hope I sound indifferent. I need her to realize it was nothing, because I don’t like the look in her eyes right now. She stands and slowly makes her way toward me.


    “On what?”


    “What do you mean?”


    She grabs my arm, sinking her nails into my flesh.


    “Ow!”


    “Don’t play dumb with me, puta. On. What?”


    “His bike! Now let me go.”


    She slams me into the wall and suddenly the pain in my arm is nothing. What the fuck?


    “His bike? You were on his bike?” She shouts in my face.


    “Lonnie!”


    She grabs my neck, pinning me to the wall. My eyes widen in surprise. I’ve never seen her like this before. Her eyes are wild and she’s breathing heavily. Slowly, her fingers tighten around my neck.


    “Gage is mine, do you understand? It’s taking me longer than I thought, but I am going to be his old lady. Stay the fuck away from him. ¿Comprende?”


    She squeezes tighter and I can barely breathe. I grab at her fingers, but she’s surprisingly strong. I can’t get any words out so I just nod, hoping it’ll be enough. She loosens her hold and I gasp for breath. I push her hand away and stare at her in shock.


    “Jesus, Lonnie! He’s like, ancient. Besides, I told you I don’t want anything to do with you and your stupid MC.”


    She scoffs and moves back to the couch, watching her novela as if she didn’t just try to kill me. I pick up my shoes and trudge to my room. Tears begin to form, spilling over as I close my bedroom door. I fall into bed, burying my face into the pillow. Three months. Just three months and I’ll be free.


    

  


  
    CHAPTER 4


    ***Gage***


    


    Another all-nighter. Shit, I’m getting too old for this. Who would have thought I’d be saying that shit at thirty-two? E rolls up next to me and gestures to his stomach, making me realize I’m starving, too. He points toward Millie’s and rides ahead of me. Millie’s. Fuck. For the last month, I’ve avoided that place like the plague. I told myself I’d leave her alone and I have. The problem is she’s still a permanent fixture in my thoughts. She’s built a fucking house and moved the fuck in. I guess I can’t hide forever. I signal to the guys and pull in next to E’s bike. He’s still sitting there waiting for the rest of us.


    “You sure you up to it, man?”


    He knows I’ve been trying to stay away from her. Hell, he even encouraged me; told me I was doing the right thing. I take a deep breath and run my fingers through my hair. I’m about as ready as I’ll ever be. “A man’s gotta eat.”


    I push the door to the diner and the chimes announce our arrival. She’s behind the counter making coffee, but her back is turned to us. A few people glance nervously in our direction, a couple leaving hurriedly. It surprises and amuses me in equal measure how scared some people are of us. We’ve never given them a reason to be. This is home, so we keep our shit outside its borders.


    “Welcome to Millie’s. Just sit where you like and I’ll be with you in a sec.”


    Her voice. It’s like the sound of a brand new Dyna to my ears. Not the most romantic analogy, I know, but I’m a biker. Deal with it. She hasn’t even turned around yet and she’s having an effect on my bone-tired body. My cock twitches. Shit! Stop it, Gage. Crow, Motor, and Razor slide into a booth, while E and I take another. Our eyes meet when she finally turns around. She gasps and touches her fingers to her neck. I expected a little surprise, but I see something else in her eyes. I’ve seen it enough to recognize it even at this distance. It’s fear. Why would she be afraid of me? She quickly regains her composure and walks toward our table, head held high. She passes the menus around and removes a pad and pencil from the pocket of her apron, all while she avoids looking at me.


    “Can I get you all something to drink while you decide?”


    The guys at the other table order coffee and then she turns to me and E.


    “The usual, Dr. Emerson?”


    “I’ve told you a million times, Raven. Jon is fine, or Einstein; that’s what everyone calls me.”


    A million times? Jon? I narrow my eyes at E and he shrugs. She smiles weakly and jots something down on her notepad.


    “Coffee, cream, no sugar. And for you, sir?”


    E snickers. Fucker.


    “Sir? You talking to me?”


    She takes a deep breath and finally looks at me. The vibrant girl I met a few weeks ago is nowhere to be seen. She looks tired, worn out. There’s no fire in her eyes. She looks pale and…defeated. That’s the only word I can think of. What the hell happened to her?


    “Are you okay?”


    She tilts her head to the side and furrows her brows.


    “Of course. Why would you ask that?”


    “You just don’t seem like yourself, is all.”


    “How would you know? You don’t know me.”


    Ouch. Harsh but true.


    “What can I get you?” she asks, with a little impatience.


    “Coffee, black.”


    “I’ll be right back.”


    I watch her walk away before turning to E.


    “What was that all about, Jon?”


    He chuckles and raises his arms in surrender.


    “Hey, I get my coffee here every morning. As for the rest, she’s been like that for a while now.”


    I watch her intently as she comes back with the mugs and the pot of coffee. She moves methodically, more out of practice and routine than anything else. After taking our orders, she disappears, only surfacing when some other customers come in. Millie serves our breakfast, so Raven doesn’t come back to our tables until she brings the check. As usual, the guys left me to pick up the tab, so I’m the only one here when she returns.


    “Sit with me for a minute.”


    “I can’t. I’m working.”


    “I’ll take care of that. Hey, Millie!”


    Millie smiles and makes her way over. She’s Aunt Nita’s age, but you’d never hear her admit it. She says she dresses the age she feels, which most of the time looks like twenty. Her hair and lipstick are always a matching shade of red. She’s probably been with half the guys in the MC. Not me. I’m not into cougars. Plus, she’s Nita’s best friend. Millie’s a good woman, though, and a keen business woman.


    “Can I borrow your waitress for five minutes?”


    Raven’s eyes widen in annoyance and she turns to Millie, ready to argue.


    “Sure thing, honey. I can manage. Besides, Sheila will be here any minute.”


    She turns on her heels and walks away, leaving us alone.


    “Please, just leave. I need to get back to work.”


    “Raven, sit.”


    She opens her mouth to protest and I narrow my eyes at her.


    “Sit.”


    She sighs and glances around nervously before sliding in opposite me. She lowers her gaze, staring into her lap.


    “What’s going on with you?”


    “Nothing.”


    “Don’t give me that. Are you sick, or in some kind of trouble?”


    “I’m fine.”


    “Look at me.”


    She slowly raises her head and gives me a dead stare.


    “Why are you acting like we’re strangers?”


    “We are.”


    “We may not be friends, but we’re far from strangers, Raven. What’s going on?”


    “Nothing. For the last time, stay out of my business. Just go play with your stupid bike and leave me the hell alone.”


    She slides out of the booth and marches back to the counter. Before she gets there, she stops, shakes her head, and then runs out the rear exit. Fuck, I knew it. Millie stops me before I can follow her out.


    “She tell you what’s going on?”


    “No. You?”


    “She won’t say a word no matter how many times I ask. Go on. If anyone can fix what’s wrong, I know it’s you.”


    God, I hope so.


    

  


  
    ***Raven***


    


    Stupid grease monkey! Why couldn’t he just stay away? I haven’t seen him in weeks and now, all of a sudden, he’s back and in my business. Ugh! I swipe at my tears with the back of my hand and lean against the wall. I hope this doesn’t get back to Lonnie. She’d surely kill me this time. She’s been on me like a hawk even though I’ve been dating Christopher. He’s a great guy and all, but I only agreed to go out with him thinking it would get Lonnie off my back. I’ve accepted that’s not going to happen. I just need to get through the next two months. I’ve already lined up an apartment and saved enough for the deposit.


    “Jesus Christ, Raven!”


    Fuck! I turn to him, shaking with anger, and ready to give him a piece of my mind. He takes my hand, pulls me into his arms, and instead, I fall apart. His arms tighten around me as I begin to sob uncontrollably. This is the most dangerous place for me to be right now, and yet I feel so safe. I slide my hands under his cut and around his waist, pressing my face into his chest.


    “Don’t worry, baby doll. You’re going to be okay. I’ll take care of you.”


    “No, you c-can’t.”


    He cradles my face and stares into my eyes with steely determination.


    “I can and I will.”


    “You don’t understand!”


    “Then make me!”


    I tear myself from his hold and turn my back to him, hugging myself tightly. “I can’t. Just leave me alone, Gage. Please.”


    He pulls me back against him and squeezes my arm lightly. I flinch and draw in a ragged breath. Fuck.


    “Raven?”


    He takes my hand and when I try to pull away, his grip tightens. No. Please, no. No matter how hard I try, I can’t get away. “Let me go.”


    “In a minute.”


    He takes my sleeve and pushes it up to my shoulder. I close my eyes as fresh tears begin streaming down my face.


    “What the fuck? Who did this?”


    I don’t have to look at him to know he’s angry. I hear it in his voice. He’s fuming.


    “Nobody.”


    “Nobody? Your arm is fucking black and blue!” he shouts. Taking a deep breath, he places a gentle finger under my chin and tips my face toward his.


    “Talk to me.”


    I stare at the ground because the look in his eyes is too much to bear. I’ve only seen that look in Daddy’s eyes. It’s that scared but overprotective one he’d get when he thought I was hurt. I can’t look Gage in the eyes and lie. I can’t tell him that Lonnie punched me in the arm for using the milk she bought. She’s always been a bitch, but since that day she found out about Gage giving me a ride home, she’s been downright violent. The smallest things tick her off, and she takes it out on me. She left such a nasty bruise on my neck that makeup and scarves became my best friends for two weeks.


    “I walked into a door.”


    He releases me and I push my sleeve back down.


    “Bullshit. Who’s putting their hands on you?”


    “You wanna help; I get it. I appreciate the concern, but there’s nothing you can do. Just forget it. Forget me.”


    I move past him and make my way back inside. After washing my face and getting myself back in order, I return to work. Gage is nowhere to be found, thank God. I can’t get away from Millie, though. She grabs my hand and pulls me to her office in the back, closing the door.


    “Well?”


    She places her hands on her hips, tapping her foot impatiently.


    “Well, what?”


    “Are you going to let Gage help you or not?”


    “Help me with what?”


    “With whatever it is that’s got you walking around here like a zombie. Don’t be afraid to let someone in, honey. I’m here. And MC business aside, Gage is very resourceful. We can help you.”


    “What I need is more hours. You don’t even have to pay me. I’ll just work for tips.”


    She leans on her desk and crosses her arms, narrowing her eyes.


    “Money? What kind of trouble are you in?”


    “I’m not in trouble. I’m just saving up for my own place. The extra hours would really help.”


    “I see. Let me sleep on it, and we’ll talk about it tomorrow.”


    “Thanks, Millie. I really appreciate it.”


    “You’re welcome, sweetie.”


    She reaches into her pocket and hands me a hundred dollar bill. Fuck that. I asked for more hours, not charity.


    “It’s not what you think, girlie. It’s the tip Gage left you.”


    “But…that’s a hundred dollars!”


    “Guess he really liked the service.”


    She smiles and places it in my palm, closing my fingers around it. She taps my cheek softly and leaves me staring down at my fist. The service was not that good. In fact, it was horrible. I served him coffee, insulted him, cried all over his shirt, and chased him off. I tuck it into my pocket with the intention of giving it back to him. I’ll just give it to Dr. Emerson when he comes in for his coffee in the morning. That way, I don’t have to see Gage.


    By the end of my shift, I’m in a better mood. If Millie comes through for me, I’ll reach my goal even sooner. As I’m wiping down my last table, Christopher walks in. He gives me one of his gorgeous smiles and it lifts my spirits even more. Whatever my reasons were for dating him, I don’t regret it. He slides an arm around my waist and kisses my cheek.


    “Hey, beautiful.”


    “Hi.”


    “You ready?”


    “In a sec.”


    I remove my apron and toss it in the laundry basket, say my goodbyes, and we head out.


    “How was work?”


    “Good. I talked to Millie about giving me more hours. She didn’t say no, so I’m hopeful. You?”


    “Great. I think I’m starting to get through to the kids.”


    I listen to him talk about the kids he’s tutoring as part of a summer program, and admire the passion in his voice. He’s going to be a great teacher someday. He and his sister both took a year off from school – him to teach, and her to party. They are the poster children for twins with opposite personalities.


    “I bought you those strawberry and cheese pastries you love.”


    He dangles the bag in front of my face and I snatch it from his fingers. I waste no time opening the container and taking a bite of one. I close my eyes and moan as I chew. These things are heavenly.


    “What the –?” Chris exclaims.


    I turn to Chris and see him being pulled into the alley we were passing.


    “Chris!”


    I drop the pastries and run back to the alley, only to see him against the wall, a few feet off the ground. The worst part? The hands fisted in his shirt belong to the last person I want to see – Gage.


    “Gage! What the hell? Put him down!”


    He doesn’t even acknowledge me.


    “Did it make you feel like a man? Huh?” Gage growls.


    “What are you talking about?”


    Gage pulls him forward and slams his back against the wall again.


    “Gage, stop it!” I shout.


    “Putting your hands on a defenseless girl. Is that what gets you off?”


    Holy shit. He thinks it was Chris. I meet Chris’ shocked and confused stare.


    “I swear, I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Chris says in a panic.


    “I’m talking about the bruise on her arm, asshole!”


    Chris turns his head toward me and the hurt in his eyes gets me moving. I punch Gage on the arm and push at him until he finally releases Chris. He turns to me and I have to avert my gaze. The rage in his expression is just too much for me.


    “Are you okay?” I ask Chris.


    “Fine. What’s he talking about, Raven? What bruise?”


    “Let’s just go.”


    “Not until I know what he’s talking about. And why he knows and I don’t.”


    “He saw my arm today in the diner. He’s got this crazy notion that someone’s hurting me, but just like I told him, I walked into a door.”


    “Show me.”


    I watch the muscles in his jaw work as he clenches his teeth. All the time, I’m still aware of Gage observing us.


    “Cut the bullshit innocent act. Just tell me it was him and let me kick his ass,” he seethes.


    Chris steps forward and gets into Gage’s face.


    “This is none of your business. If she’s hurt, it’s my problem to deal with. She’s my girlfriend.”


    “Is that so?”


    “Yeah, it is.”


    “Well, you’ve been doing a bang-up job so far.”


    I grab Chris’ arm and try pulling him out of the alley. He shrugs from my grasp and turns his anger on me.


    “Show. Me.”


    I sigh and pull up the sleeve of my blouse. He reaches out to touch the bruise but I cover it back up.


    “Raven, what –?”


    “Let’s go. Please.”


    “Okay. But we need to talk about this.”


    We start to walk away but I turn back and approach Gage. He looks down at me and I see that his anger has turned to concern again.


    “I promise, Chris isn’t hurting me. No one is. Just stop.” I fish the hundred dollars out of my pocket and hand it to him. “You left this at the diner. I don’t want to see it or you again.”


    

  


  
    CHAPTER 5


    ***Gage***


    


    “What’s got you in such a pissy mood?”


    I grab the swinging punching bag and glance up at E as he steps into my room. I’m not pissy; I’m livid. It’s taking every ounce of my self-control to not storm over to her house and demand to know what’s going on. She walked into a door. Yeah, right. I’m not only angry, I feel so fucking helpless. I can’t tell the last time I felt helpless. I’ve always had the answers. That’s why my club members respect me so much. I lay into the bag once more.


    “Close the door.”


    He does as I say and walks over, grabs the bag, and holds it steady. I wipe the sweat from my brow with my forearm and continue to work out my frustrations on the bag.


    “Raven?”


    I stop mid-punch and look at him. The fucker knows me too well. I sigh and drop my arms.


    “You find out what’s going on?” he asks.


    “Not really.”


    “What does that mean?”


    “After you guys left, I confronted her. She got upset and stormed out.”


    I sit on the bed and start removing the tape from my hands. He grabs a chair, turns it backwards, and straddles it.


    “I take it you followed her.”


    “Yeah. Found her crying. Also found a fist-sized bruise on her arm.”


    “What?”


    “Gave me some bullshit about walking into a door,” I scoff.


    “Any ideas on how she got it?”


    “I confronted the boyfriend. He seemed as surprised as I was.”


    “What do you mean confronted? Chris isn’t lying in a ditch somewhere is he, Reaper?”


    “Of course not. I roughed him up a bit, but she was right there.”


    That’s when I realize he referred to the boyfriend by name. I narrow my eyes at him.


    “You knew about the boyfriend?”


    “I figured that wasn’t something you’d be interested in since you were staying away. I guess this changes everything.”


    “I’m still staying away.”


    Am I? Seeing her this morning brought back everything I’ve been trying to avoid these past weeks. But she’s still underage, and I’m still no good for her.


    “I just can’t stand by knowing someone’s putting their hands on her.”


    “Right. How are we going to do this?”


    “We?”


    “Of course. I’ve gotten to know her a bit, your connection notwithstanding. I want in.”


    “Okay. We gotta find out who it is. She’s not talking.”


    “You wanna put one of the boys on her?” E asks.


    “No. I don’t want to spook her. She’s already pissed at me. I’ll figure something out.”


    “Okay. Let me know. I’m off to work.”


    “Cool.”


    He returns the chair to its place and heads out the door. I need a shower. Besides, I do my best thinking in there. Halfway to the bathroom, my phone rings. A part of me wants to let it ring but then again, it’s the burner phone so it might be important. I sigh and pick it up.


    “Hello.”


    “Gage, it’s Millie.”


    “What’s up?”


    “Had a talk with Raven after you left.”


    “Oh? Did you find out what’s wrong?”


    “Not really. She did say she needs money for an apartment, though. Asked for more hours.”


    Money? Apartment? What does she need an apartment for? Then again, I can’t blame her. It can’t be easy living with Lonnie. People do strange things when they need money. I hope that bruise has nothing to do with it.


    “Give her the hours. And double her pay. Tell her you’re doing it off the books. I’ll cover it. Just don’t let her know I’m involved.”


    The line is quiet and I think maybe I’ve lost her.


    “Millie?”


    “I’m here. It’s just…”


    “Just what?”


    “You’re a good man, Gage. What’s your interest in the girl? You know she’s –”


    “I know, Millie. There’s nothing inappropriate going on.”


    “Okay. She’s a good girl and she means a lot to me. Kinda like my own daughter. Not that I’m old enough to be her mother.”


    I chuckle and shake my head and Millie giggles on the other end.


    “Of course not. More like her sister.”


    “You got that right. I’ll talk to you later, baby boy.”


    “Bye. And thanks.”


    “No. Thank you.”


    “You’re welcome.”


    “Bye.”


    “Hey, Millie? Send me her number, will you?”


    “I’ll text it to you.”


    I drop the phone on my bed and trudge to the bathroom. I still haven’t slept, so I’ve been up for the last forty-eight hours. After seeing Raven this morning, there was no way I could sleep. I spent the day at the gym fuming until the end of her shift. I stand under the spray of the shower and remember the feeling that overcame me when the boy said “my girlfriend”. I could have clocked him just for saying the words. Has he been touching her, kissing her? Has he been…? Fuck, no. His dick better not be anywhere near her. His girlfriend? Fuck that. She’s mine.


    Wait…what? I’m seriously fucked in the head. Must be the lack of sleep. I shake it off and reach for the soap. I need to find me a woman. And not the bitches hanging around here. Someone who hasn’t fucked half the state. Fuck. I must really be getting old if I’m thinking about getting a woman. Why is it that the option is only appealing if that woman is Raven? Fuck my life.


    I hop out of the shower and realize that I haven’t even thought about how I can help her situation. Hell, I don’t even know what her situation is. I retrieve her number from Millie’s text and decide to call her. Then again, she might not talk to me. I store her number in my Samsung S5, my personal phone, and drop it on my bed while I get dressed. I put my boxers on, but the moment I stick one leg into my jeans, my bed calls to me. Fuck it. I’m going to get some fucking sleep. I kick it back off and climb into bed. I reach for my phone with the intention of texting her. What the hell do I say? I tap the side of the phone until I realize there’s only one thing I can do – apologize.


    G: I’m sorry. It just kills me to know that some1’s hurting u & that I can help but u won’t let me. Plz reconsider. I’m here 4 u. – Gage


    

  


  
    ***Raven***


    


    I stare at the message on my phone, not quite knowing what to do. How did he even get my number? And why the hell does he care? He barely knows me. We shared a few kisses, so now he thinks he’s responsible for me? I have to admit, it’s touching. If he’s this protective of me, I can just imagine how he is with people he actually cares about. Chris is hurt and angry and wouldn’t leave me alone. I had to tell him I was going to bed just to get him off the phone. I don’t know how to convince them both to drop the issue.


    My thumb hovers over the delete button, but for some reason, I end up saving his number instead – as Minion Boss. I can’t risk Lonnie going through my phone and seeing his name. I then delete the text he sent. Should I reply? What would I say? I gather a man like him doesn’t apologize often, if at all.


    R: Thank you, but I’m fine. No one’s hurting me.


    I hit send, hoping it’s the end of the conversation. I place the phone next to me, pop in my earphones, and pick up my copy of “War and Peace”. A minute later, my phone vibrates.


    G: Why are you protecting the asshole?


    R: I’m not protecting anyone. I told you, I walked into a door.


    G: A door shaped like a fist? Stop lying to me, Raven.


    R: Why won’t you just leave it alone? I’m not your concern.


    G: Who’s going to take care of you? That so-called boyfriend of yours??


    R: Is that what this is about? Are you jealous???


    G: I’m not jealous of some pimply-faced BOY


    R: That’s it! You’re jealous! Lol…btw, there are no pimples on his very handsome face :)


    There’s a huge grin on my lips as I hit send. I can’t believe he’s jealous of Chris. After one encounter, I had that much of an effect on him? I know he said he’d wait for me, but I haven’t seen or heard from him in weeks. Was he staying away to avoid temptation?


    G: He’s ok…if that’s what you’re into.


    R: That’s what I’m into.


    G: Really? If I kissed you right now, you wouldn’t even remember his name.


    R: What if I told you that he’s a better kisser than you?


    G: Is he?


    Hell no, but I can’t tell him that. Chris is handsome, smart, kind, sweet, caring, and all the qualities you would ever want in a man. He’s also a good kisser, just not as good as Gage. Then again, he’s had years and years of experience. I can’t really compare the two.


    R: He’s the only one I’m kissing, so what does that tell you?


    G: It tells me that you’re a 1 man kinda woman…and that you’re settling for the boy because you can’t have the man...yet.


    R: I don’t want the man. I don’t KNOW the man.


    G: Do you want to know me?


    If I’m honest with myself, my answer would be yes. I want to know him. I want to know everything about him, but he’s the reason I’m in the situation I’m in.


    R: Yes…but we can never be more than friends.


    G: Why?


    R: That’s just the way it has to be.


    G: I won’t accept that. I’ve told myself I’m no good for u. Tried to stay away but I can’t stop thinking about u, the way u felt, tasted…


    Oh, my God. He’s been thinking about me? No. I can’t even entertain this conversation. He belongs to Lonnie.


    R: I have a boyfriend.


    G: Do you love him?


    Do I? I like him, but it’s way too early for that emotion.


    R: We haven’t been together that long, but I feel like I’m heading there.


    G: Do you ever think about that night?


    Do I ever? Only almost every minute of every day. He’s not the only one afflicted with persistent memories. I remember how his chest felt against mine, the way he grabbed my ass, how wonderful his lips felt, tasted. Sometimes I wish he had continued and not asked me my age.


    R: What night?


    G: Liar. You’re thinking about it right now. You’re thinking about how you want me to do it again.


    R: No. I’m not.


    G: Are you alone?


    R: Yes…


    G: In bed?


    R: Why?


    G: Are you?


    R: Yes.


    G: What are you wearing?


    R: Really???? Oh, please!


    Instead of replying by text, I see Minion Boss flashing on my screen. Shit. If he thinks I’m having phone sex with him, he’s grossly mistaken.


    “We’re not doing this.”


    “What are you wearing?”


    His low, husky voice sends a chill up my spine. He sounds so fucking sexy.


    “What are you wearing?”


    “Boxers. Your turn.”


    “We. Are. Not. Doing. This.”


    “Is your light on?”


    “Yes –”


    “Turn it off.”


    “Are you deaf?”


    “I said turn it off.”


    I swallow hard at the authority in his voice. Before I know it, I’m flipping the switch, and my room falls into darkness.


    “Good girl.”


    What the…how does he know?


    “One more time. What are you wearing?”


    “Pajamas. Shorts and a tank top.”


    “Good. Now I want you to kneel on the bed.”


    I get on my knees, my heart rate increasing by the second. Fuck. Why am I getting so turned on?


    “How do you feel?”


    “I feel…good.”


    “Turned on?”


    “Yes…” My voice comes out as a whisper.


    “Touch your breasts for me. Tell me how they feel.”


    I reach up and cup my breasts, squeezing them gently. My nipples are hardening.


    “They feel…firm but soft at the same time.”


    He moans and my pussy jumps. Dear God.


    “You’re making me hard, Raven. Does that turn you on?”


    Fuck, yes!


    “Answer me.”


    “Yes.”


    “Take off your top.”


    Somehow, I get out of it without removing my earphones. There’s no way I want to miss a second of this. My body shivers as I anticipate his next command.


    “Is it off?”


    “Yes.”


    “Good girl. Keep touching your breasts. Squeeze them for me, Raven. Squeeze them hard. Imagine that your hands are mine.”


    I moan as I massage my breasts. I don’t want to imagine. I want his hands on me.


    “Pinch your nipples. Think about me sucking on them.”


    “Oh, God.”


    “That’s it, baby doll. Now, be a good girl and take off your shorts.”


    I dispose of them quickly and resume my position on my knees.


    “They’re off.”


    He chuckles and I wonder what the hell is so funny.


    “So eager, baby doll. I like it. I like it so much that my dick is hard for you. I’m stroking it right now, thinking about you there on your knees in your panties. Are they blue?”


    Is it possible to expire from words? I certainly feel like I’m about to pass out from horniness. Is that even a word? And how the hell does he know the color of my panties?


    “Yes, with blue hearts.”


    “Hmmm…have you ever touched yourself, Raven?”


    “Ummm…no.”


    “Will you do it for me?”


    “Do you want me to?”


    “More than anything,” he says in a husky voice.


    Well then, of course! “Okay.”


    “Reach into your panties and touch yourself with two fingers.”


    I slip my hand into my underwear and slide two fingers up my lips. Holy shit!


    “Are you wet?”


    “Yes.”


    “You sound surprised.”


    “I am.”


    “See, baby doll? I’m not even there but your body wants me.”


    I slide my fingers again, marveling in the slippery feeling. It feels fucking awesome. Why haven’t I done this before?


    “Now I want you to rub your clit in circles for me, while you squeeze your breasts with your free hand. Imagine me here, stroking my dick as I think about what you’re doing for me.”


    I follow his instructions, my right hand squeezing my right breast as my left hand circles away at my clit. I can’t even describe the sensations I’m feeling right now. Not only from what I’m doing but knowing that he’s listening and jacking off.


    “Faster, baby. I want to hear you come.”


    I moan as I move my fingers faster. I alternate between breasts, not getting enough of myself. He grunts on the other end and a tingle travels the length of my body.


    “Faster!”


    Strange sounds begin to leave my mouth. His moans are only adding fuel to the fire.


    “I’m going to count backwards from ten. When I get to one, I want you to come, Raven.”


    What? How the hell am I supposed to do that?


    “Ten.”


    He starts his countdown and all I can think is that I need to come when he gets to one. Maybe I should go faster.


    “Nine. Faster, baby.”


    I work my clit faster, barely concentrating on his counting. My entire body is in a whole other realm of pleasure. I grip my blanket as I lean forward. My juices drip down my fingers.


    “Oh, my God. Am I supposed to be so wet?”


    He groans and grunts, and I swear I hear the sound of his hand as he strokes his dick.


    “Two.”


    Oh, shit. When did he get to two? A weird feeling washes over me and the moment he says “one”, my body jerks. My muscles clench and my entire body vibrates.


    “Gage!”


    I fall back on the bed and stretch my legs out. I feel weightless and euphoric. And all from my own fingers. If this is what sex is like, how the hell does anyone get anything done? I think I’ve found a new hobby!


    “How do you feel, baby doll?”


    “I feel…amazing,” I get out between breaths.


    “Was that your first orgasm?”


    “Yes. Did…did you…?”


    “Yes. You were very hot, Raven. Now I need to go clean up and change my boxers.”


    I giggle at the image in my head. I can’t believe we just did that.


    “Me, too.”


    “I’m glad you enjoyed it. And I’m glad you gave me the privilege. Now get some rest, little one.”


    For some reason, I don’t want him to hang up. No, scratch that, I know why. I want to do that again!


    “Good night, Raven.”


    “Good night.”


    “Just one more thing. I want you to remember, when you came, it was my name you called out and not his.”


    

  


  
    CHAPTER 6


    ***Gage***


    


    I woke up this morning with a huge grin. I also had the best night’s sleep in months. And it’s all because of Raven. I can’t remember the last time I fucked a woman and felt this good afterwards. And I didn’t even touch her. My dick twitches as I remember the way she said my name when she came. I’ve made up my mind. No more staying away bullshit. The second she turns eighteen, I’m hittin’ that. I just need to keep my hands to myself until then. It’s going to be fucking hard after last night. She didn’t reply to my text this morning, but I’m chalking it up to a little embarrassment.


    I whistle a melody as I sit at my desk and go over the Kitty’s accounts, pausing when there’s a knock on the door.


    “Come in.”


    The door opens and Lonnie pushes her head in. Great. What the hell does she want?


    “Hi, Gage.”


    “Hey, Lonnie. What’s up?”


    She steps in, closes the door, and strolls to the chair opposite me, an extra swing in her hips. Honestly, it’s wasted on me. Even before I met her sister, it wouldn’t have worked. I fucked her a few times when she just came here but I haven’t touched her in a long fucking time. I wonder if she knows what’s going on with Raven. Could it be some loser she’s bringing home who’s putting his hands on her? I clench my teeth to keep quiet.


    “I want to talk to you about something.”


    “Yeah?”


    Maybe she does know and is finally coming for help.


    “I was thinking…I don’t want to be a Hound anymore.”


    I should have known better. “That’s your choice. No one’s keeping you here.”


    “I know, but I want to be an old lady.”


    Good luck. Who the fuck’s going to want you after you’ve fucked every man in the club? Definitely not me. The hopeful look in her eyes makes me think she’s actually serious.


    “Anyone in particular?”


    “Yes.”


    “Well, does he know?”


    “No.”


    “If the guy has no idea, don’t you think you should talk to him, and not me?”


    “I was hoping he’d realize on his own.”


    “Nothing I can do there. You need to sort that out with him. I’m not getting involved.”


    Her face falls and she stares down at her hands in her lap. If she thought I was going to talk one of my brothers into claiming her, she’s insane. Maybe I should talk to her about Raven. She’s her guardian, after all. Then again, she’s probably not in the most receptive mood right now. Fuck it, I don’t need her. I’ll be around now, so I can figure shit out on my own. Whoever the fucker is, his days are numbered.


    “Is there something else?”


    “No. I just thought you should know.”


    “Okay. Close the door on your way out.”


    She walks out, head down, dragging her feet. The hip swing is gone. Who’d have thought Lonnie would want to settle down? Again, not me. Raven though, she’s definitely the settling down type. I can see her wanting the house with the picket fence, the kids, and the dog. Am I the man to provide that for her? Hell no. But she’s young. She has time to work on her suburban dream if that’s what she wants.


    By the time I finish working, I realize that I missed lunch and I’m starving. Hell, it’s damn near dinnertime. Maybe I should go to Millie’s and pay my little bird a visit. I lock the office door and head straight to the bathroom for a shower. I can’t wait to see her.


    I step out of the shower, singing “Sympathy for the Devil” as I dry off. Fuck me, but I haven’t felt this good in a long time. After dressing in a white t-shirt, straight jeans, and white Jordans, I stand in front of the bathroom mirror contemplating whether I should comb my hair. Nah. I put in some Bedhead molding paste and run my fingers through it. I decide to leave my cut behind but not my Glock. I never leave home without it. A little of my current, favorite cologne, Gucci Guilty, and then I’m out the door.


    Out in the bar, I find Razor getting the guys together while some of the girls are packing supplies. He’s a giant of a man, towering over me and about three times my size. He’d intimidate anyone without even trying. He got the nickname because he always had a disposable razor he would pull out at random times and just start shaving. I’ve never seen him with hair on his face. He’s a rock, though. I can count on him for anything, which is why he’s my Sergeant. He’s a mean son-of-a-bitch and won’t hesitate to kill a man. He’s good at it, too. Second to me, of course.


    “Pushing out?” I ask him.


    “Yeah. Talked to Mission. Everything goes okay, we should be back by this time tomorrow.”


    Mission is the President of our Jacksonville charter. They run pain meds – Oxy, Vicodin, Percocet, you name it. They’re setting up a new base of operations and I’m sending some of my guys down there to help with securing the location.


    “Cool. Let me know when you get there.”


    “Yeah. Where you off to, pretty boy? Hot date?”


    “Nah. Just to get some food.”


    Lonnie saunters over, slips her arm around mine, and smiles up at me.


    “Want some company?”


    This is the chick who wants to be an old lady? Yeah, right. I brush her off and turn back to Razor. “Nah, I’m good.”


    Razor chuckles and shakes his head.


    “All right, Prez. See you tomorrow.”


    “Yeah. You know what? Take some of the girls with you. Give Mission’s boys a taste of Georgia.”


    “Sure thing. Lonnie, you’re rolling with me, sweet cheeks.”


    I watch them leave and then grab the keys to my Mustang from behind the bar. Maybe Raven will let me give her a ride home. I get to Millie’s and I have to stand there for a minute and just watch her. What a difference a day makes. She’s smiling and moving around animatedly, chatting with the diners. She’s fucking beautiful. Since it’s not too busy, I take a seat at a table in her section. The moment she sees me, her smile fades. Okay, not the reaction I was expecting. She walks up to my table slowly.


    “Hi.”


    “Hey, baby doll. Not happy to see me?”


    She nervously tucks some stray hair behind her ear.


    “Don’t call me that,” she whispers, handing me a menu.


    “Why not? You didn’t object last night.”


    “Shh! Do you want everyone to hear you?”


    Damn, this girl can put a smile on my face. I flip through the menu even though I already know what I want.


    “Are you ready to order?”


    “Yeah, let me get the fried chicken with potato salad and a biscuit.”


    “And to drink?”


    “Coke.”


    “I’ll be right back. And stop smiling at me like that.”


    I chuckle as she walks away, willing myself not to look at her ass. This is one of those times that I wish I had a time machine. I don’t need much; just two months into the future, that’s all. She returns with my drink, and as she places it on the table, I let my hand brush hers before she releases the glass. She gasps and yanks her hand away. The fire in her eyes doesn’t escape me, but she quickly blinks it away.


    “Stop it,” she says through clenched teeth and leaves again.


    I watch her with a grin. My poor, little bird, she seems so frustrated. I need to do something about that. When she returns with my order, the diner is practically empty. There’s only me, and a couple at a table in Sheila’s section. She sets the plate on the table and slides her palms down her apron.


    “If you need anything else, just let me know.”


    “Join me.”


    She takes a deep breath and shakes her head.


    “I’m working.”


    “Doing what? I’m your only customer.”


    “Gage.”


    Her tone is laced with warning, but all I can think of is how much I like hearing her say my name.


    “You need to stop. Whatever this is…it needs to stop.”


    She marches off and I turn to my food. Stop? I’m just getting started.


    

  


  
    ***Raven***


    


    Hot, bothered, horny beyond reason – just a few words to describe how I’m feeling right now. How I’ve felt since I saw him sitting at that table. When his hand touched mine, I thought back to last night, only it was his hand between my legs and not mine. And the way he smells…Jesus. I need to get a grip. I grab a towel and start wiping down the counter just to keep myself occupied. The couple at Sheila’s table leaves, so now he’s the only one here. And he seems to be taking his own, sweet time. Not that I’m watching him. Okay, I’ve glanced over there a few times. Each time our eyes have met, and each time he gave me a dazzling, crooked smile. That smile makes me want to leap over all these tables and land right on his lap.


    Suddenly, a hand slides around my waist and I turn to see Chris smiling down at me. Fuck. I’ve been so consumed by my thoughts I neither heard him enter nor saw him approach.


    “Hey, beautiful.”


    I return his smile, lean in, and give him a quick kiss.


    “Hey, handsome.”


    His face lights up even more, the way it does anytime I give him a compliment. It’s like it means more to him coming from me. This is what I need. This is what I should be focusing on. I have a great guy with a bright future who is truly into me and who doesn’t just want to get in my pants.


    “Ready?”


    “I just have one last customer¸ and then I’m all yours.”


    He looks around the diner and his smile disappears. He narrows his eyes and I see the muscles in his jaw working. Shit. I turn toward Gage and he has a mirrored expression. I do not need this right now.


    “Chris.”


    He turns to me but keeps throwing dirty glances in Gage’s direction. I cradle his face in my hands. “Don’t. Just sit here and wait for me. Once he’s done, we can leave.”


    He drops down into the chair, still fuming.


    “You want some dessert? Millie made apple pie.”


    “I don’t want any damn pie. Just hurry up.”


    Usually, I would get into a guy’s face for talking to me like that, but I understand how he must feel so I let it slide. I gather my wits and leave him to check on the other angry bird.


    “Everything okay? Can I get you anything?”


    “No, everything is not okay. What the fuck is he doing here?”


    “He meets me here every day and we go home together.”


    “Get rid of him. I’m taking you home.”


    “No, you’re not. If you don’t understand the concept of a boyfriend/girlfriend relationship, I suggest you do some research.”


    He leans forward, lowering his voice to a whisper.


    “Where was your boyfriend last night when you were calling out my name?”


    He’s right. I’m sending mixed signals and I need to stop.


    “It was a mistake. It won’t happen again.”


    He slides out of the booth and reaches into his pocket. Pulling out a few bills, he drops them on the table, all the time staring into my eyes.


    “Bullshit. Get rid of him, Raven.”


    He turns and heads for the door, calling over his shoulder, “See you around, baby doll.”


    I can feel Chris’ eyes boring a hole in the back of my head. Asshole. He just had to have the last word. I try to be as nonchalant as possible as I clear the table. I also avoid looking at Chris as I pass by. While taking care of the bill, I realize he left entirely too much money. Then again, he didn’t even count it. A twelve dollars and fifty cents bill and he leaves a hundred and fifty dollars.


    “You all set to go, sweetheart?” Millie asks.


    I show her the money and the bill with a helpless look. She takes a twenty-dollar bill and smiles at me.


    “I guess the rest is yours.”


    “I can’t –”


    “Yes, you can. Aren’t you the one saving up for an apartment? Trust me, honey. He can afford it.”


    I sigh, stuff it in my pocket, and brace myself to face Chris. He’s out of his seat, pacing the diner, and muttering to himself. The moment he sees me, he stomps over and grabs my hand.


    “We need to talk.”


    He pulls me along behind him all the way to the bus stop. Despite his need to talk, he remains quiet. I can only think that he’s waiting until we get home. I leave him to his thoughts and anger, while I just stare out the bus window. How did my life get so complicated? I pull out my phone and text Toni. I need to talk to someone and I definitely can’t talk to Chrissy. It would be too weird.


    R: Need to talk to you. Need some advice.


    T: Sure, babe. You know I got you.


    R: Call you later. Can’t talk right now.


    T: Are you ok?


    R: Yeah, just too many ears around…on the bus.


    T: K. Later


    “Who are you texting?”


    “Toni.”


    “Toni, huh?”


    I give him my don’t-be-a-dick look but he doesn’t back down. Men. And they think women are jealous creatures. As soon as the bus stops, I push my way past him and start walking home.


    “Raven, wait.”


    “Leave me alone. Don’t bother following me home, either.”


    By the time I get to the house, my anger has diminished because I know he’s been walking at a distance behind me the entire time. I stand on the porch and watch him as he approaches.


    “Is this our first fight?”


    “You’re the one who wants to fight, Chris. I don’t even know why.”


    “What’s going on with you and the Dealer?”


    “Nothing. I can count on one hand the number of times I’ve spoken to him.”


    “He’s very protective of you for someone you’ve only spoken to a handful of times.”


    I step forward and place my hands at his sides. He gazes down at me, his eyes searching my face.


    “Don’t worry about him. I’m with you. Only you.”


    He cradles my face, stroking my cheek with his thumb.


    “No te quiero perder.”


    “You won’t lose me, Chris.”


    He presses his lips to mine, and I curl my fingers in his shirt and pull him closer. I need to assure him that I’m not going anywhere. The problem is how can I do that when I’m not sure myself?


    

  


  
    CHAPTER 7


    ***Gage***


    


    I stare down at my nephew as he sleeps in his crib. The moment my sister told me she was back from her trip, I had to come and see them. I love this kid like he’s mine, been taking care of him since he was born. I was the first one to hold him when he exited the womb. His father, Eddie, was a friend and brother who was killed in a deal that went south. I blame myself every day for it. Even if Mikey wasn’t my nephew, I would still make sure he didn’t want for anything. This is why I don’t want kids or an old lady. With the life I lead, I don’t want any woman of mine left alone, or raising a child without his father. My sister, Ellen, walks up behind me and places a gentle hand on my shoulder.


    “Thinking of having one of your own, big brother?”


    “Not likely, shorty.”


    Ellen is the spitting image of my mother. She has the same nose, lips, and brown hair. We both got her blue eyes, but everything else I got from Dad. She even has Mom’s mannerisms, which is uncanny because she was just a baby when Mom died.


    “I’m not short. I’m fun-sized.”


    “Yeah, I’ve seen that shirt.”


    “Come on. Let’s go downstairs.”


    She leads me to the kitchen and I sit around the table while she unpacks groceries. Eddie bought this house the moment he proposed to Ellen and she accepted. Too bad he didn’t get to live in it.


    “Want a beer?”


    “Sure.”


    She opens a bottle and hands it to me then returns to her unpacking.


    “You seen Chopper yet?” I ask.


    “No, I haven’t seen Dad yet. He’s coming over tomorrow.”


    “Cool.”


    “So…”


    I know that tone. She’s about to stick her nose in my business. I take a deep breath and wait for it.


    “Who’s the lucky woman who’s been warming your bed at nights?”


    “No one’s ever been that lucky, little sis.”


    “Oh, please! I know you haven’t been celibate.”


    “Didn’t say I wasn’t fucking. Just don’t keep ‘em around long enough to do any warming.”


    “You’re so crude. You’re telling me not one woman has slept in your bed?”


    “Don’t need a woman for sleeping.”


    “You’re such a whore.”


    “I know, but I’m so good at it,” I reply with a smirk.


    “Just wait. When the right one comes along, you’re going to fall flat on your ass and the best part is, you won’t even see it coming.”


    “Okay, that’s my cue to leave.” I finish my beer, set the bottle on the counter, and kiss her cheek. “You can keep that love shit to yourself. I’m out.”


    I flip the hood on my jacket over my head as I walk out.


    “Just wait, Gage Hunter. You’ll see.”


    Yeah, right. The day I fall in love is the day flying pigs make snowmen in Hell. I open the car door and, against my better judgment, look up the street. Ellen is just a few houses away from Raven. A small part of me hopes to see her, but I see him instead, the boyfriend. He throws a look over his shoulder and then jogs off. That’s it. I slam the door and march off toward her house. It’s time to settle this once and for all.


    

  


  
    ***Raven***


    


    I’m barely through my bedroom door when I hear the knocking. I turn around, shaking my head in disbelief. What more can I say to appease him? I yank the door open without even looking through the peephole.


    “Chris, I told you –”


    No, not Chris. I lift my gaze from a rapidly rising and falling chest to an angry stare. What the hell is he doing here?


    “We need to talk.”


    Oh, great. Another man who needs to talk.


    “We have nothing to talk about.” I try to close the door but he stops it, steps in, and closes it behind him. “You can’t be here.”


    “Why? Are you scared?”


    “Not of you. I don’t need people seeing you here.” And I don’t need this getting back to Lonnie.


    “It won’t take long.”


    I turn my back to him so he won’t see my amusement, but I can’t stop the giggle that escapes me. Lord, I have a dirty mind. I face him once more, desperately trying not to smile but failing horribly.


    “I hope that’s not what you tell your dates.”


    His expression softens as he smiles and shakes his head.


    “I don’t date. And in fact, I could say that. I always have them coming in no time at all.”


    “Really, now?”


    “Really. You can’t disagree, not after last night.”


    I feel my blush spread across my whole body and all of a sudden, I’m aware of his proximity. And how hot he is. And how good he smells. And that we’re alone in a house with beds, couches, chairs, and all types of flat surfaces. Even a wall would do.


    “You should go.”


    He takes my hand, pulling me into the living room and down on the couch next to him. I shuffle away from him, putting space between us.


    “Lonnie can’t come home and find you here.”


    “Don’t worry about Lonnie. She’s halfway to Florida right now with some of the guys.”


    “Florida?”


    “Yeah. Some business with our Jacksonville charter.”


    “Oh.”


    Florida. I miss home so much. I miss Daddy, Toni, my peaceful life. What I wouldn’t do to get it back.


    “What’s wrong?”


    “That’s where I’m from. Just missing home.”


    “Jacksonville?”


    “No. Miami.”


    “Why’d you move here?”


    The tears begin to gather in my eyes and I desperately try to blink them back. He moves closer and curls his arm around my shoulder. All I want to do is bury my face in his neck and cry my eyes out.


    “Hey, what’s wrong?”


    His voice is low and soothing and has me turning toward him as the tears slide down my cheeks.


    “I lived with my dad, but he died four months ago.”


    “I’m sorry, baby doll. Come here.”


    He pulls me into his arms, and I lay my head on his chest as he settles into the couch. I can’t control myself. All my feelings just push to the surface and have no other outlet but my tears. Losing Daddy, living with Lonnie. He’s probably rolling in his grave at the way she treats me.


    “I know what it’s like to lose a parent. I lost my mom before you were even born and I still miss her.”


    “Does it get easier?”


    “No, but you learn to deal.”


    I curl my fingers in his jacket and sink into his embrace. He gives me exactly what I need – to be held. I need to feel close to someone else, to feel connected. I’m alone in this world, and right now I feel so removed from it, floating away. I need something, someone solid to tether me.


    “It’s okay. Let it all out.”


    Who would have thought that someone would be Gage Hunter? This man holding me in his arms, soothing me…he makes me want things I shouldn’t. He makes me want to feel things I shouldn’t, want to do things I shouldn’t…he just makes me want. I cry until I have no more tears. I lie on his chest, sniffling until I feel like I don’t even remember why I was crying. He makes me forget. And right now, whatever cologne he’s wearing is doing strange but incredibly good things to me.


    “You smell good.”


    “Thank you. So do you, like apple pie.”


    I giggle softly as I sit up, wiping my cheeks. “Yeah, I need a shower.”


    “Never said I didn’t like it,” he says, brushing at my cheek with his thumb.


    I know I should pull away but I don’t. The consequences are far from my mind as I gaze into his penetrating, blue eyes.


    “Look, the clubhouse is empty. Why don’t I take you there? We could play some pool or table tennis, whatever you want. Cheer you up a bit.”


    “Thanks, but I can’t.”


    “Come on. I don’t bite…much.”


    He winks and gives me that crooked smile and I just want to give in. But I can’t.


    “No one will see you. Half the guys are working and the others are in Florida. It’ll be just you and me.”


    I’m probably more afraid of that than anything else. I don’t trust myself around him.


    “I’ll have you back at a decent time. I promise.”


    “Gage –”


    “We’re going.”


    Fuck. There he goes with that commanding tone again. Why does it always eradicate any kind of will power I have? It’s like I become one of his minions just ready to do his bidding.


    “You’re sure no one’s there?”


    His smile widens because he knows he’s won.


    “Positive. I’ll wait for you here.”


    “Okay.”


    I leave him on the couch and take myself to the bathroom. While in the shower, I start to think about what I’m doing. What if someone sees us? What if Lonnie finds out? I can hold my own in a fair fight, but she tends to retaliate when I’m not expecting it. We sleep in the same house, for God’s sake. I must be some kind of masochist. Why won’t he stay away from me? Why do I feel so drawn to him? I become insanely aware that I’m completely naked and there’s a sex god sitting just a few feet away. Every muscle in my lower region tightens and I groan in frustration. I hurriedly wash the soap from my skin and wrap a towel around my body. I grab a smaller one, drying my hair as I walk to my room.


    I push the door and there he is, sitting on my bed. The small towel falls from my fingers. All I want to do is push him back on that bed and climb on top of him. He prowls toward me, his eyes wandering over my body hungrily, so I pull the towel tighter around me. He bends over, picks up the one on the floor, and slowly rises. I stare at his chest, accepting the towel with trembling fingers. He trails his index finger down my cheek and under my chin, lifting my face toward his. My heart begins to thump in my chest and my breathing gets ragged.


    “Beautiful bird.”


    He moves to stand behind me and slides my hair to the side, baring my neck. My body starts to shake like a leaf in a tornado.


    “I just wanted to see where it all happened.” He leans in, whispering in my ear, “I’ve imagined it a million times. You, kneeling on your bed, making yourself come. Soon, Raven. Soon it will be my hands on your body. I’m going to fuck you so good, you won’t remember your own name.”


    ¡Por Dios! I squeeze my thighs together to stop the pulsing between my legs. I know the wetness I feel down there is not from my shower. He isn’t even touching me. And then he does, gently, on my arm where the bruise is.


    “I’m going to find out about this. It’s better if you tell me.”


    “I…”


    “No one should put their hands on you…unless it’s for pleasure.”


    His lips hover above my shoulder, his warm breath caressing my skin. Don’t ask me how anything warm induces a shiver, but it does – through my entire body. He gives me a feather-light kiss and I bite my lip to stifle a moan.


    “Hurry, little bird. I’ll be waiting.”


    Little bird. What is it with this man and nicknames? The second he walks off, I lock the door behind him. This is insane. I’m insane. That’s it. I’ve totally lost it. I move around like a robot, berating myself for what I’m about to do, but still all the way excited. As I reach for a pair of black skinny jeans, I wonder if it was subconscious or deliberate that I chose a matching set of lace bra and panties. Or that I applied lotion on every conceivable part of my body, and sprayed perfume in places I normally don’t.


    Is my white and black Hello Kitty crop top too revealing? It just barely covers my breasts…and I am wearing it with low-rider jeans. It’s just a bare stomach, no big deal. I slip on white sandals and sit before my mirror, contemplating what to do with my hair. I quickly blow-dry it and leave it down. I forego makeup and instead put some moisturizer on. When I’m finally done, I take a deep breath and head to the living room.


    Here goes nothing.


    

  


  
    CHAPTER 8


    ***Raven***


    


    He turns his head toward me as I approach, and then does a double-take. His eyes widen and travel down the length of my body slowly.


    “Fuck. Me.”


    I giggle as I stand before him. It’s good to know that I can affect him, too. “No, thank you.”


    “No, thank you?”


    He rises from the couch and steps forward until my breasts are touching his chest. And the tables have turned. Every time this man comes near me, it’s like I become an asthmatic.


    “A more appropriate response would be ‘not yet’.”


    Somewhere in the back of my mind, I know I should step back, but my body only wants to go in one direction – forward. I peek up at him and he leans in. His lips are so close to mine, I can almost taste them. Just when I think he’s going to kiss me, he moves to the side and places a soft kiss on my cheek. Disappointed doesn’t even begin to describe what I feel.


    “Let’s go.”


    Taking my hand, he leads me to the front door. He reaches for the doorknob and turns back to me with a frown.


    “What?”


    “Wear this. It’ll be better for my sanity, and your safety.”


    He removes his hoodie and places it around my shoulders. I shove my hands into the sleeves, zip it up, and flip the hood. Good for me, too. Maybe no one will recognize me. I take a deep breath and his scent fills my nostrils. It’s all over the jacket. It surrounds me, closing me in like a cocoon. I wish I could bottle it and keep it under my pillow; that way, I could smell him whenever I wanted to.


    “You okay?”


    “Huh? Oh, yeah. I just…really like your cologne.”


    “Thanks.”


    I lock the door behind us and he takes my hand as we walk down the driveway. His hand is big and warm, and I can’t help the fact that I like the way mine feels in his. I lace my fingers through his and he gives them a little squeeze.


    “Where’s your bike?”


    “No bike tonight. My car is parked down the street.”


    I look ahead and the only car I see is a black Mustang GT with red trim. “That’s yours? The Mustang?”


    “Yeah.”


    “That is one sexy car.” 


    “You think so? Watch this.”


    The car starts up and Avenged Sevenfold’s “Hail to the King” breaks the silence of the night.


    “I love A7X,” I tell him.


    “Yeah? Me, too.”


    “M. Shadows is hot.”


    “Is that the only reason you like them?” he asks with a chuckle.


    “No. Their music’s great.”


    “Ever been to one of their concerts?”


    “Nope.”


    “Maybe I’ll take you sometime.”


    Yeah, not happening. I get a better view of the car now that the headlights are on and so are the red neon underbody lights. I release his hand approach the vehicle, running my fingers across the custom paint job as I walk around it. In fact, everything about it is custom – black on black with red trim, even the rims. On the hood, there’s a decal of the Grim Reaper with red eyes, scythe raised, ready to strike.


    “You like it?”


    “I love it.”


    He opens the passenger door – suicide-style – and I take in the interior. The black and red theme continues with the leather seats and red lighting. I slide inside and he closes the door. As I buckle my seatbelt, I absorb it all. His gear shift knob looks like five, twelve gauge bullets have been hammered into it. Gage, twelve gauge…I get it. The same reaper from the hood sits on the steering wheel and the headrests. I watch him as he climbs in next to me. Yes, this car fits him to a “T.” He shifts into gear and we power forward. Seems there were engine modifications, too.


    “You must have spent a fortune on the customization.”


    “Just the parts. My boys did all the work.”


    “Your boys?”


    “Chopper’s Custom Cars. I own it.”


    “Oh. Who’s Chopper?”


    “My dad. I think you met him at the barbecue. He was the one on the grill.”


    “That’s your dad? He was sweet.”


    “Sweet? Ain’t never heard anyone describe Chopper as ‘sweet’.”


    “Well, he was.”


    “Kissin’ on my Tattoos” alerts me of a text message and I pull my phone from my back pocket. It’s Toni.


    T: Thought you wanted to talk?


    R: Can’t right now. Call you tomorrow.


    T: Is it about your hottie bf?


    R: Yes and no.


    “Put away the phone, Raven,” Gage growls.


    I put it on vibrate and stick it into the jacket pocket. I know exactly what he’s thinking. “It’s not Chris.”


    “I don’t care who it is. No interruptions. When you’re with me, no one else exists. Got it?”


    “Whatever, Mr. Bossy.”


    No one else exists. Who does he think he is? He pulls over in front of the local bakery, Sweet Treats, and shifts into park.


    “Stay here. I’ll be right back.”


    He returns a few minutes later with a plastic bag and hands it to me. I peer inside and see the strawberry cheese pastries I adore.


    “How did you know I like these?” I ask, completely surprised.


    “You were having them yesterday. I made you spill them. Figured I owe you.”


    “Thank you.” I’m even more surprised he noticed. I open the container and dig in. A few pastries later, it hits me that I haven’t offered him any. “Would you like some?”


    He gives me the crooked smile.


    “Only if you feed me.”


    “Fat chance.”


    “Feed me.”


    I have one at his lips before I even know what’s happening. He bites into it and I wait for him to swallow before I offer the other half. He takes it and leans forward, sucking the sugar from my index finger. I swallow hard as that now familiar tingle runs through my body.


    “Mmm…they’re good.”


    He jams on the brakes and I’m hurtled forward, then pulled back by the seatbelt.


    “Jesus! What is it?”


    “Fuck.”


    I follow his gaze and see six men on motorcycles parked in front of the clubhouse. They don’t look like Dealers.


    “Push the seat back and lie flat. Don’t get up until I tell you to, understand?”


    “What’s going on?”


    “Just do it.”


    Fear takes over and I recline the seat and lie back, watching him. He continues slowly for about a minute, and then he comes to a stop again.


    “Don’t move. I’ll be right back.”


    He gets out but leaves the car running. I listen carefully, waiting for just a hint of the situation going south. I pull out my phone, ready to dial nine-one-one if it does. What am I saying? It would all be over by the time the cops got here.


    “A little late for a house call, isn’t it, fellas?” Gage says.


    “If it isn’t the Reaper himself.”


    Mexicans. There’s no confusing our accent.


    “What can I do for you, jefe?”


    “This is business, couldn’t wait until tomorrow, ese.”


    “What’s going on?”


    “One of our shipments was jacked today. We got another one in two days, and we’re looking for some extra security.”


    “I see.”


    “I’ll give you fifty up front, another fifty when it gets to its destination.”


    “I can do that. I’ll need specifics…transport vehicles, how many guys you got, routes.”


    “Get with Pedro in the morning and he’ll give you everything you need.”


    “Cool.”


    The bikes start up and as soon as they sound far enough away, I sit up. I watch him in the car’s headlights, wondering what kind of illegal exchange I just heard. He climbs in, presses a button on a remote, and the gates of the clubhouse open.


    “Security? I thought you customized cars.”


    “I also own ‘12 Gauge Security’. I’m an entrepreneur, Miss Alvarez. I have my hand in many ventures.”


    “I see. What else?”


    “I also have a nightclub, and the MC owns the auto parts shop on Main Street, and a strip club outside of town.”


    “The one where Lonnie works?”


    “Yeah.”


    He parks in a garage and we enter the building through what looks like a private entrance. I don’t know what I expected, but I’m pleasantly surprised by what I see. It looks like a laid-back sports bar. There’s a pool table in the middle of the room, a pinball machine in one corner, and a video poker machine in another. There are several flat-screen TVs hanging on the walls and there’s a DJ booth next to the bar. The club logo is on the wall behind the bar. A motorcycle muffler hangs beneath it with the inscription “Death before disloyalty”. The rest of the wall is decorated with pictures of members, and Harley paraphernalia.


    “Wow.”


    “Cool, huh?”


    “It’s awesome.”


    “You want something to drink?”


    “Water, please.” I remove the hoodie and place it on the couch, before walking around and taking a closer look. It’s also surprisingly clean.


    “So, what do you wanna do?”


    You. Ugh. I take a big sip of my water. Hopefully it will quench this thirst.


    “I don’t know. This was your idea.”


    “Pool?”


    “Okay.”


    He hands me a cue and racks up the balls, while I chalk the tip. “You break.”


    “Sure thing, baby doll.”


    He breaks, and balls go rolling in all directions. Two drop into the corner pockets, a solid and a stripe.


    “Solids.” He grins at me.


    He moves around the table to where I’m standing, leaning over to take a shot. That’s when I see the gun handle sticking out of the back of his jeans.


    “Is that a Glock seventeen?”


    No doubt surprised, he scratches and turns toward me.


    “Yeah, how’d you know?”


    “My dad was a cop. He taught me a few things. Gen four?”


    “Yeah.”


    He removes it from his waist and hands it to me. “I love the new grip.” I release the magazine, check the chamber and point it right between his eyes. He grins, awe apparent in the blue orbs.


    “Damn. You just might be the perfect woman.”


    “Yeah? If you think so now, wait ‘til you see me shoot.”


    I pull the trigger and he grabs my wrist, pulling me against him. I lean into him, shivering as he slides his hands around my waist.


    “October can’t come quick enough.”


    I step back with a coy smile, re-load the magazine, and hand it to him. He tucks it back into his waist.


    “What’s so special about October?”


    “Just wait and see, baby doll.”


    “Why do you keep calling me that?”


    “I don’t know. It just fits you, I guess.”


    “And all this?” I wave my hand around to indicate the current situation. “Why do you care? And don’t tell me that it’s because you want to fuck me. I know you don’t have a problem getting laid.”


    “True. There’s just something about you. I can’t quite put my finger on it.”


    Oh, you can put your finger and anything else you want on it! Jesus. The game. Just think about the game.


    “You scratched. My turn.”


    I pick up the cue ball and position it for an easy shot. As I’m about to take it, he presses against my ass. Holy fuck, he’s as hard as a rock. I put the cue down, closing my eyes as I straighten. I turn around slowly and he backs me up against the table.


    “Or maybe Mark Twain was right. ‘There is a charm about the forbidden that makes it unspeakably desirable’.”


    He’s quoting Twain? If he likes to read, then it’s my turn to think he’s perfect! He tangles his fingers in my hair and tugs my head back so I’m looking in his eyes.


    “Stay away from me. Then you won’t be tempted.”


    “‘I generally avoid temptation unless I can’t resist’. I believe that’s Mae West.”


    My breath catches and I search my brain for an appropriate comeback.


    “‘We gain the strength…of the temptation…we resist’, Ralph Waldo Emerson.”


    I can hardly get my words out because I can barely breathe. This can’t be a normal reaction, can it? I’ve never been like this with anyone else. What is it about him?


    He smiles, leaning closer. My breasts are now crushed against his chest, and for the life of me, I can’t calm my breathing.


    “‘Yield to temptation, it may not pass your way again’, Robert A. Heinlein.”


    I moan as his lips graze my cheek. A prayer. That’s what I need.


    “‘Lord, deliver me from wanting to be delivered into temptation’, Khaya Dlanga.”


    I gasp as he grabs my hips and lifts me onto the pool table. He steps forward, wedging himself between my legs and sliding an arm around my waist. His free hand returns to my hair, and he pulls me forward.


    “Oscar Wilde…‘the only way to get rid of a temptation is to yield to it. Resist it and your soul grows sick with longing…’”


    His voice gets lower with each word and his lips get closer to mine with each breath. I can’t move. My mind and body are being seduced.


    “‘…for the things it has forbidden itself, with desire for what monstrous laws have made monstrous and unlawful’.”


    I can’t take it anymore. I close the small gap between our lips and press them together. His arm tightens around my waist and he pulls me even closer. I wrap my legs around his hips and his hardness crashes into me. My hands find their way into his hair, roaming his scalp as he devours my lips. His kisses are like wildfire – hot and uncontrollable. When his tongue touches mine, my entire body trembles. I moan, sucking on his bottom lip, and grinding against him. God, I love the way he feels.


    He grabs my hips and then we’re moving. I don’t know where we’re going, and I don’t care. A door slams shut, then there’s something soft beneath me. A bed. Fuck. All of a sudden, it’s like I’m possessed. I writhe beneath him, moaning and whimpering. I can’t get enough of him. I yank at the hem of his shirt and pull it up. He breaks away just long enough to remove it and toss it over his shoulder. He removes the gun from his waist and tries to place it on the nightstand, but I grab his shoulders and drag him back to me, causing it to clatter to the floor.


    “Raven.”


    Holy shit, my name sounds amazing coming from him. He moans as he kisses my neck. His tongue swirls, and my muscles clench. God, I want him to touch me there. He starts to suck on my neck and my eyes roll back in my head. For just a second, a clear thought enters my mind.


    “No marks.”


    He moves down and latches on to my stomach, pulling at my skin and sinking his teeth in. My stomach muscles lock up.


    “Gage!”


    “That’s it. Say my name, Raven.”


    He comes back to my lips and I roll over, putting him beneath me. I sit up and just take him in. He’s breathing just as heavily as I am, and his pupils are dilated. The color of his eyes is even more intense. The pendant of his necklace – a flattened, brass base of a shotgun shell – lies on his chest, with the inscription “12 Gage”.


    I study the tattoos covering his chest and arms. On his left arm, the reaper makes another appearance, the handle of his scythe extending all the way down to his wrist. On either side of the blade are the words, “I did not come to bring peace, but a sword”. On his right arm, there’s a twelve gauge, eight-seventy pump-action shotgun, with a bullet coming out of the barrel. The name of his club sits proudly on his sternum in a semi-circle from one shoulder to the next, the logo on his left pectoral. On his sides, there are two Glocks that look like they’re tucked into his waist. “Death before disloyalty” is in bold letters on his stomach between the guns. Among the tats, I also notice a few scars, some of which look like gunshot wounds. With his protruding pecs, flat stomach, and strong arms, he’s one smoking-hot, hunk of a man. A real thirst trap.


    I lean forward and kiss his neck, working my way back to his lips. As I’m treated to another of his delicious kisses, he slips his fingers beneath my top. I’m startled by a vibration on my thigh and I pull back. He looks up at me, takes a deep breath, and shakes his head.


    “Fuck!” He rolls from under me and jumps off the bed. “The fuck am I doing?”


    He removes two phones from his pocket, tosses one on the bed, and answers the other. His back is to me and I see it’s free of tattoos. I was expecting to see more. He hangs up and turns to me, and I get ready for round two. Instead, he picks up his shirt and sighs.


    “I better take you home.”


    

  


  
    CHAPTER 9


    ***Gage***


    


    I glance over at her. Her head is turned away from me, and the hoodie is blocking her face. She’s been quiet ever since we left the clubhouse. “Are you awake?”


    “Yes,” she answers, softly.


    “Are you okay?”


    “Yes.”


    “Are you angry?”


    “What is this, twenty questions?”


    “You’re just real quiet is all.”


    “I’m fine.”


    I’m such a dumbass. Why did I take her there? I should have known I couldn’t trust myself to be alone with her.


    “I’m sorry. I got carried away. I shouldn’t have let things go that far.”


    “You don’t need to be. It’s not like I asked you to stop. I wanted it, too.”


    Fuck. Why did she have to say that? My dick is still hard and aching like a motherfucker. I need to find somewhere to bury this bone fast.


    “How many people have you killed?”


    Her question startles me. “What? Why would you ask me that?”


    “Your nickname is Reaper…the whole reaper theme…plus, with everything I’ve heard about you, doesn’t take a genius to figure it out.”


    She finally turns to look at me, but I can’t look at her. This is just a reminder of why I should stay away from her.


    “It’s okay. I’m not scared or anything. You don’t have to answer if you don’t want to. As a matter of fact, don’t. I’m sorry.”


    She turns away again and stares out the window. This isn’t something I talk to women about. The only person I even really talk to is E. We’ve known each other since we were kids, so he knows me better than anyone. I trust him. Can I trust her? I barely know her, so why do I feel like I can?


    “You don’t want to know, Raven.”


    She turns to me once more, expecting me to continue.


    “As soon as I got my license, my dad bought me a Harley and drafted me into the club. I was the president’s kid, so I didn’t even join as a prospect. He made me his Sergeant and taught me everything he knew.”


    “Sergeant?”


    “Sergeant at Arms…an enforcer, if you will…security.”


    “Weren’t you a bit young for that?”


    “I grew up real quick.”


    I remember the gun and shooting lessons. Killing lessons, really – every possible way to kill a man and get rid of the body. While everyone else my age was filling out college applications, I was burying bodies in the woods.


    “Did you want to be in the club?”


    “A part of me did. Another part of me wanted something else.”


    “What?”


    “I wanted to be a pilot. Was planning on joining the Air Force after graduation.”


    “Why didn’t you?”


    “It was just a dream. Had to accept reality.”


    “‘Reality is merely an illusion, albeit a very persistent one’.”


    I turn to her, trying to keep the astonishment from my eyes. “You read a lot, don’t you? I don’t know any girls your age quoting Einstein. Hell, I don’t know any my age.”


    “I love reading, love learning new things. Seems like you read a lot, too.”


    “Side effect of having a brainiac for a best friend.”


    “Dr. Emerson?”


    “Mm hmm.”


    “I know it’s more than that. You can’t fool me.”


    “I can’t?”


    “No.”


    She’s right, of course. It’s more than E’s influence. I really did want to be a pilot. I took the right classes, studied my ass off, and graduated with a 4.0 GPA. E’s the one who convinced me to get a business degree when I told him all the plans I had for the MC. Because of my duties with the club, I couldn’t go to a traditional college, so I got an Associate’s degree from a local community college. Sometimes I still wonder what would have happened if I’d joined the Air Force instead of the club.


    “Okay, you got me. I’m secretly a nerd.”


    “Not a nerd, but smarter than you lead people to believe.”


    “You got me all figured out, huh?”


    “Well, you wanted to be a pilot, so you must have been pretty good in school. That doesn’t just go away. You probably have a degree or something, but you’re hiding behind this Reaper persona.”


    What the fuck? People who have been around me for years haven’t figured that out and she does after a few conversations? Not even Chopper knows. The only ones who do are E and Ellen.


    “What makes you think that?”


    She raises a shoulder in a shrug.


    “How old are you?”


    “Thirty-two.”


    “Oh.”


    “What…you think I’m too old for you?”


    “No, just wondering. I don’t really know anything about you.”


    “True. There’s a lot we don’t know about each other, but we can learn.”


    I reach over, take her hand, and stare into her eyes. She averts her gaze and pulls her hand from mine nervously.


    “I like your tattoos.”


    She effectively changes the subject, so I place my hand back on the wheel. “Thanks.”


    “I was surprised you don’t have any on your back.”


    “It’s kind of a club thing. The back is reserved for our old ladies.”


    “Old lady…is that like a girlfriend?”


    “Yeah, or wife.”


    “So, you don’t have one?”


    “No, Raven. If I did, you wouldn’t be here.”


    “Don’t you want one?”


    Damn it. I should have known this would happen. She probably thinks this is going somewhere. I need to nip it in the bud.


    “Don’t worry. I don’t have any grand ideas about you. I know exactly what you want from me.”


    “I’m not that man, Raven. You want a good fuck, you come see me. I don’t date. I don’t do romance or relationships, and I certainly don’t do love.”


    “You don’t need to convince me. Besides, I have a boyfriend.”


    The mere mention of the word makes my blood boil. I don’t even know why. I just can’t stand the thought of someone else touching her. “Are you fucking him?”


    “What? No!”


    I pull into her driveway and shut the car off. There are a few things we need to get straight.


    “When you said you’ve done some things…what did you mean?”


    She takes a deep breath and rolls her eyes.


    “If you’re asking me if I’m virgin, then the answer is yes.”


    Fuck. A virgin. My dick jumps. I can just imagine how tight she’ll be. “It’s mine, Raven. Wait for me.”


    She turns to me, her expression incredulous.


    “What?”


    “I want to be your first. Say you’ll wait for me.”


    “You’re crazy.”


    “Maybe, but it’s mine.”


    “My virginity is not something you can claim,” she says indignantly.


    “But I am claiming it. I want to see the look on your face when I slide inside you for the first time. I want to hear you scream my name when you come. I’m going to be your first, Raven. It’s mine.”


    The anger drains from her face and her breathing gets ragged. I’ve got her.


    “I want you to do something for me.”


    “What?”


    “I want you to touch yourself every night.”


    She swallows hard then whispers, “Why?”


    “I want you to get used to being touched, to get yourself ready for me.”


    “No. I can’t.”


    “You can. You want me, too. I don’t know why you keep fighting me.”


    “I like you, and there’s no doubt we have a strong physical attraction, but that’s all it is. You said yourself that you’re not into relationships and love. That’s what I need.”


    “Love ain’t got shit to do with fucking.”


    “I don’t want to fuck. I want to make love. I want love and a committed relationship.”


    “I see.”


    I really don’t, but what else can I say? I can’t give her what she wants.


    “Good night, Gage. Thanks for tonight. I had a great time.”


    I watch her as she climbs out of the car, shuts the door, and walks away. Once she’s safely inside, I drive off. She didn’t say it, but somehow, it felt like goodbye. I fucked up. I know I fucked up. I acted like a fucking caveman, and now she probably doesn’t want anything to do with me. I can’t say I blame her. I’m a dick.


    I head out of town and toward the Kitty. I haven’t been there in a while. Maybe I should go check things out. When I arrive, it’s packed as usual. Put pussy and liquor together and men will show up. Kind of like Field of Dreams – build it and they’ll come. I do a visual check of the security, making sure they’re all where they’re supposed to be. The bartender waves at me as I pass by and I think of taking her to my office for a quickie, but then I meet Nita’s hard stare.


    “Keep it in your pants, boy.”


    “I am. I promise. How’s it going?”


    “Good. I guess I don’t have to worry about you fucking this supplier. Or do I?”


    “Should I be worried about you?”


    “My man days are over, son.”


    “Yeah, right.”


    I kiss her cheek, and then make my way to the security room. I have two guys in there monitoring everything that goes on. They’re both diligently watching the screens.


    “Everything good, boys?”


    “Yes, sir,” they reply in unison.


    “Good.”


    I head back to the bar, get a beer, and watch Brandi, the girl on stage. She’s one of my best girls, a big money-maker. She climbs to the top of the pole, hangs upside down, and then slides to the bottom, stopping just before her head hits the floor. The crowd goes crazy.


    “Hey, handsome.”


    I turn to the voice and see two blondes smiling at me. Not really my type, but they’re pretty enough. “Hello.”


    “We hear you’re the owner,” Blonde Number One says.


    “One of them.”


    “We just wanted to let you know that this place is great.”


    “Thank you. I’m glad you like it.”


    Blonde Number Two smiles and moves closer to me.


    “I’m glad Alex talked me into coming out tonight. Better than a night home alone.”


    Home alone. The words ring in my ears. I need to talk to her. I need to make sure she’s okay.


    “Excuse me.”


    I dial her number the moment I’m outside and hope she answers. Two rings, three, four…just when I’m about to give up, she picks up.


    “Hello.”


    “Did I wake you?”


    “No. I was reading. Just got into bed.”


    Jesus. “I wanted to check on you since I know you’re home alone.”


    “Not the first time, won’t be the last.”


    “Do you want me to come –?”


    “No. I’m fine.”


    Frustration grips me so I take a deep breath, expelling it from my mouth. I never know what to do when it comes to her. I feel like fucking breaking something.


    “Are you okay?” she asks.


    “No, I’m not okay. I feel like I’m going crazy. I want you so much I don’t know what to do with my fucking self. I can wait, Raven. I will fucking wait. I just need to know that I’m not waiting in vain.”


    “I can’t, Gage. I can’t give you what you want, and you can’t give me what I want.”


    “Is this about the boy?”


    “His name is Chris, and this is about me. I’m not just going to spread my legs for you because you want me to. I’m not Lonnie.”


    “Is that what you think? I know that you’re nothing like your whore sister. Chicks like her are for amusement, nothing more. You…you’re different. I want to be with you.”


    “No, you don’t want to be with me. You want to have sex with me. Therefore it would be for your amusement.”


    “Trust me, it’s not like that.”


    She doesn’t speak for a while, but I know she’s still there. I hear her breathing.


    “There are a lot of women out there who want to be with you.”


    “I know. That doesn’t matter. What matters is who I want.”


    “We can’t be together. Not now, not two months from now, not ever.”


    “Why?”


    “Good night, Gage.”


    I want to put my fucking fist through the wall. Instead, I kick the trashcan in front of me with a loud growl. That’s it. I’m done. It’s her fucking loss. I’m not wasting any more time on some bi-polar ass chick. If she doesn’t want me then I sure as hell don’t want her ass. I turn when I hear footsteps behind me.


    “Hey.”


    It’s the blondes from earlier. Maybe I can salvage this night after all. “Hello again, ladies.”


    “We’re heading home. Just wondering if maybe…you’d like to join us.”


    I look them over from head to toe. I guess I could do a lot worse. “Lead the way. I’ll follow.”


    

  


  
    CHAPTER 10


    ***Raven***


    


    My muscles are burning. There’s sweat dripping from every part of my body and I can barely breathe, but I push on. I have eighties rock booming through my headphones, and “Eye of the Tiger” gives me a second wind as I round the corner to our street. I’ve recently taken up jogging. I needed something other than work to keep me busy. Ever since that night with Gage two weeks ago, I can’t stop thinking about him. He creeps into my thoughts every quiet moment I have. It was hard not to think about him when he left a reminder on my stomach. Thank God, it’s finally faded.


    I also needed some kind of physical activity to work off my frustration. I’ve been reading nothing but erotic romance books, or more specifically, MC erotic romance books. They’ve only made me think about him more, if that’s even possible. I don’t know why I’ve been torturing myself but I’ve been reading any one I can get my hands on. I now know all about club hierarchy, and learned new terms such as one percenters, cuts, rockers, patches, colors, and club pussy. If what I’ve read is anything like the real thing, no wonder Gage is the way he is. Why settle down when there are women just waiting around for him to fuck them?


    Toni’s advice didn’t help. At all.


    Fuck the hot, old guy and get it out of your system.


    Yeah, right. That would get him out of my system. I haven’t heard from him. I’ve seen him around but he’s ignored me every time, won’t even look at me. It’s for the best, though. Lonnie’s not the only variable in the situation. I can’t hurt Chris. What Gage doesn’t know about that night is that I received a text from Chrissy.


    My brother’s got it bad for you.


    It fucked me the hell up.


    Lonnie isn’t even an issue for me anymore. She’s delusional. There’s no way she has a chance of being anything to Gage, let alone his old lady. But hey, if she wants to keep living in la la land, then she can be my guest. We don’t talk. Most of the time, she barely acknowledges my presence. I’ll get a nasty look or a grunt, but that’s it. I leave money for my half of the bills on the kitchen table so I don’t need to come in contact with her. We stay out of each other’s way and it’s working out fine so far.


    I look ahead and there’s a little boy running toward the street. His mother is unpacking groceries from the car and doesn’t realize what’s going on. And there’s a car coming.


    “Hey!”


    Fuck! She didn’t turn around. I speed up, praying I get to him in time. Just as he’s about to step onto the street, I grab him up and hold him to me.


    “Hey there. Where you going?”


    His mother turns around and I see the blood drain from her face. I remove my earphones and approach her.


    “Mikey!”


    She rushes forward and takes him from my arms, squeezing him until he begins to squirm.


    “Jesus! I put him inside. I didn’t see him come out.”


    “It’s okay. I’m just glad I got to him in time.”


    “Thank you! Thank you so much. I don’t know how I could ever repay you.”


    Tears gather in her eyes. I know it was a close call.


    “I’m sorry. I lost his father right before he was born. I couldn’t bear to lose him, too.”


    “I’m sorry to hear that.”


    She wipes at her tears and I get a good look at her. There’s something familiar about her. Have we met? Maybe I’ve just seen her around the neighborhood. She sticks out her hand and I shake it gently.


    “I’m Ellen.”


    “Raven.”


    “Nice to meet you, Raven. This is Mikey. Say hi to Raven, Mikey.”


    “Hi, Raven. You wet.”


    My name comes out as “Waben”. I giggle, not only at his mispronunciation, but at his cute, little voice. He has his mom’s eyes. He’s an adorable little thing with shoulder-length, brown hair. I just want to eat him up.


    “That’s because I’ve been running.”


    “Run? We play!”


    “No, Mikey –” Ellen cuts in.


    “It’s fine. I can play with him for a bit while you finish with your groceries,” I tell her, smiling at Mikey and ruffling his hair.


    “Really? You don’t mind?”


    “Of course not. Me and Mikey are friends now. Right, Mikey?”


    “Yeah!” he squeals.


    He wriggles until Ellen puts him down, and then he taps my leg and runs away.


    “Tag, you it!”


    I run around the yard with him for a bit, giving him the upper hand in the game. He’s such a happy little boy. Too bad about his father. He pretends to shoot me with his fingers and then yells, “Yeehaw!” I guess we’re playing cowboys and Indians now.


    “Hey, guys. Water break?”


    He runs to his mom and takes his sippy cup, while I accept the bottle she offers me.


    “Thanks, Raven. You’re really good with him.”


    “It’s no problem. He’s such a cutie. How old is he?”


    “Three. He looks just like his father. Say, do you babysit?”


    Babysit? Another job? Hell yeah. It will only get me to my goal quicker. The raise and additional hours Millie gave me are great but when it comes to money, the more the merrier. I’ll be set once my inheritance is signed over, but that might take some time. I need to be ready to move in time for my birthday.


    “Sure. I have a day job but I’m available any time after six, Friday to Wednesday, and I’m off on Thursdays.”


    “Great! Come on in and let me get your information.”


    While we’re talking, Mikey keeps pulling on my hand, wanting to show me his toys. Ellen asks me to indulge him before I leave, so I let him lead me to the living room. I sit cross-legged on the carpet playing with him and before I know it, it’s dark outside.


    “I should go.”


    “You’re right. Come on, I’ll take you home.”


    “I’m fine. I just live a few houses away.”


    “Are you sure?”


    “Positive.”


    I turn to Mikey to say goodbye, but he jumps to his feet excitedly.


    “Unca!”


    He runs past me and I turn around to see where he’s off to. I freeze in my tracks. Gage swings Mikey into his arms, flashing his perfect teeth.


    “Hey there, little guy.”


    “Raven, this is my brother, Gage.”


    I can’t look at him. This babysitting job suddenly doesn’t look so appealing. Now I know why she seemed familiar. Those darn blue eyes.


    “We’ve met.”


    He doesn’t say anything, ignoring me once again.


    “Unca, me and Waben play!”


    “Yeah? You have fun?” he asks the little boy.


    “Mm hmm.”


    “Ellen, I’m gonna go. Call me if you need me,” I tell her, desperate to get away from her brother.


    “Sure thing. Gage, walk Raven home.”


    “That’s not necessary.”


    “Of course it is,” she states with finality.


    She takes Mikey and leaves us, so I guess the conversation is over. I keep my head down as I walk by him. He grabs my hand and I finally raise my eyes to his. His jaw is twitching and his eyes are narrowed.


    “What the fuck are you wearing?”


    He leers at my outfit, which isn’t much – a sports bra and short tights. I notice his gaze lingers on my exposed stomach and thighs.


    “I was jogging.” I pull out of his grasp and almost run away, but I’m all too aware of him walking behind me. “You don’t have to come with me. I’m fine.”


    He doesn’t say a word. Only the sound of his boots on the floor lets me know he’s still behind me. I open the front door and a chilly wind hits me like a slap to my entire body. I wrap my arms around myself but before I step outside, a jacket is draped over my shoulders. I want to give it back, to tell him I don’t need it, but who am I kidding? At least my arms will be warm.


    “Thank you.”


    We walk in silence, but I keep a keen eye out for Lonnie. I don’t need her shit tonight. I pull the jacket tighter around me and inhale deeply. I missed his scent. It’s already faded from the other jacket I have hanging in my closet. I need to give it back to him. It’s a physical reminder of him that I really don’t need. It’s enough that I can’t stop thinking about him.


    Occasionally, I glance at him out of the corner of my eye. His face is blank, showing no emotion. I wish he would say something. It’s not just his scent that I miss. I miss him. How is that possible? How can I miss something and someone I never had?


    He walks me to the door, and once I’m inside, I hand his hoodie back to him. He throws it over his shoulder and turns to leave.


    “Wait.”


    He watches me expectantly.


    “Just wait here.”


    I retrieve his other hoodie from my closet and hand it to him, as well. He scoffs and walks away, and I watch his retreating back in disappointment. I know this is what I asked for, but as I watch him walk away, I feel like I’ve made an enormous mistake.


    

  


  
    ***Gage***


    


    Fuck! I can’t think straight. Not after seeing her in the scraps of cloth she calls workout gear. Giving her my jacket was as much for me as it was for her. I almost came all over myself when I saw the outline of her pussy in those ridiculous shorts. That shit looked swollen. Fuck. I can’t go back to Ellen’s yet. With her hawk eyes, there’s no way she would miss my full-blown woody. I’ll just sit in my car and wait.


    I don’t know why I can’t get this fucking chick off my brain! Whoever said pussy is pussy didn’t know what the fuck he was talking about. All the pussy I’ve had since I met her hasn’t made me forget. How can I forget the way she responds to me the moment I get close to her? The way she felt beneath me? The taste of her sweet lips? I get a hard-on every time I remember the way she said my name that night as I kissed her stomach. I felt like a fucking king when I saw my mark on her skin. I guess I have had it way too easy for too long. The first woman to turn me down is making me lose my shit. Or maybe it’s because I know I can’t have her – forbidden fruit and shit. Now I know how Adam must have felt in the Garden of Eden.


    Fuck it. Damn it all to Hell.


    I hop out of the car and before I know it, I’m on her doorstep, banging on the door.


    “I’m coming!” she shouts from inside.


    Fuck my life. I don’t need to hear those words coming out of her mouth right now. She slowly cracks the door open and peeks out.


    “Yes?”


    “Let me in.”


    “That’s not a good idea.”


    “Let me in, Raven.”


    There’s no way I’m taking no for an answer. She opens it the rest of the way and allows me in. I try to concentrate on the task at hand, not the fact that she’s in her pajamas and looking sexy as sin, her wet hair hanging down her back.


    “You can’t be here.”


    “Why?”


    “I’d be in trouble if Lonnie came home and found you here.”


    She’s right. She’s underage, and as her guardian, her sister probably wouldn’t approve.


    “I’ll take care of it.”


    I pull my phone out of my pocket and text E.


    G: Keep Lonnie busy for a few hours.


    E: What are you doing, bro?


    G: We’re just talking.


    E: Ok. No worries.


    “You don’t have to worry about her.”


    I take her hand and lead her to the living room. She slips out of my grasp, putting distance between us as we sit on the couch.


    “We need to talk, Raven.”


    “About what?”


    “Us.”


    “Us?” she asks, in confusion.


    “You and me. I’m sick of this hot and cold bullshit. I’m not leaving here until we come to a resolution.”


    “There is no ‘you and me’. Resolved. Bye.”


    “You keep saying that, but then I touch you and it’s a different song.”


    She sighs and looks over at me with helpless eyes.


    “Gage, please –”


    I know what I have to do. “Just listen.”


    I move closer and take both her hands in mine. She bites into her bottom lip and stares down at our hands.


    “These last few weeks have been hell for me. I’ve never met anyone like you. You’re beautiful, smart, funny. Not to mention you turn me on more than any woman I’ve ever met. Obviously, we can’t be together yet…”


    I place my finger under her chin and lift her face toward me. I need her looking at me when I say this.


    “The only solution is for us –”


    “To stay away from each other.”


    “To date.”


    We spoke at the same time, but I heard her loud and clear. She stares at me in confusion.


    “What do you mean stay away from each other?”


    “What do you mean date?”


    Again, we spoke simultaneously. I take a deep breath and shake my head because even I can’t believe I said that shit, or what I’m about to say.


    “I know what I told you. I’m not saying I’ve magically changed, but I’m willing to try. It won’t be easy for me, but I’ll try.”


    “Why the sudden change of heart?”


    “I like you. I know it doesn’t sound like much, but it’s been a long time since I’ve been able to say that about anyone. I’d rather explore that than let you go and regret it later.”


    “How can you be sure you won’t regret exploring?”


    That’s a good question. I take a long, hard look at her and for some reason, I doubt that I will.


    “I won’t. Trust me.”


    

  


  
    CHAPTER 11


    ***Raven***


    


    Trust me. I’ve heard those words before. Why should I trust him? Why should I give up everything for him when he’s not even sure he can do it? He made it very clear on the day we met just what he wanted.


    “You keep forgetting one important detail.”


    “What’s that?”


    “Christopher.”


    “He’s not important,” he counters.


    “He’s important to me.”


    “You said you don’t love him.”


    “I do. And he loves me,” I answer, but my voice is lacking conviction.


    “So you love him. Are you in love with him?”


    As much as I want to say yes, the word won’t leave my mouth. I love him as a person, and even though there’s an attraction, it’s not like what I feel with Gage. Not even close.


    “It doesn’t matter. I can’t be with you.” I pull my hands from his and head to the kitchen. I just need to get away from him. I can’t think when he’s close, and I need my wits about me.


    “Why?”


    I turn to see him leaning on the door jamb. So much for getting some space. “Because.”


    “That’s not an answer. It’s obviously not the boy.”


    He moves forward, backing me up against the counter and trapping me with his hands on either side.


    “Is it the age difference?”


    “No.”


    And it isn’t. I haven’t even given a thought to his age. How could I when I can barely think at all around him?


    “Is it the club?”


    “Yes…no…I…”


    “Talk to me.”


    “It’s Lonnie, okay?”


    Fuck. Why did I say that?


    “What does she have to do with it?”


    I take a deep breath and meet his eyes. For a moment, I lose my train of thought. They’re just so stunning; I could stare into them all day.


    “Well?”


    I shake my head and blink away the distraction. “She likes you.”


    His brows furrow in confusion.


    “She likes you, likes you,” I try to clarify.


    His face relaxes and then realization sets in. Running his fingers through his hair, he takes a step back.


    “Fuck.”


    “What is it?”


    “She told me a couple weeks ago that she wants to be an old lady, that she had her eyes on someone. Are you saying it’s me?”


    I nod and he drops down into one of the chairs around the breakfast table.


    “Fuck.” he repeats.


    I sit opposite him, waiting to see what he’ll do.


    “You know there’s no way in Hell that’s gonna happen, right?”


    “I do. She doesn’t.”


    “I’ll talk to her, set her straight.”


    “You can if you want to, just don’t mention me.”


    “That would defeat the purpose, wouldn’t it? I’m not hiding you,” he states matter-of-factly.


    “There will be nothing to hide. I’m not cheating on Chris, and I’m not giving him up for some…experiment you want to conduct.”


    “You’re not an experiment.”


    “Oh? Then what am I?” I ask, eyebrows raised.


    “I’ve been with a lot of women, and I’ve never even thought about doing what I’m offering you. When I said there’s something different about you, I meant it.”


    “What? That I’m not falling at your feet like every other woman you meet?”


    He leans forward, places his hands on the table, and gives me a smug smile. Who am I kidding? I’m no different. Whatever it is about him that drives women crazy, I’ve caught it. There’s no treatment, no cure.


    “I bet I could make you.”


    Oh, my God, that voice! That low, smooth tone that sends marvelous sensations through my body. I swallow hard, squeezing my thighs together.


    “Make me what?”


    “Kneel before me.”


    “Whatever. Ain’t gonna happen.” The second the words are out of my mouth, I regret them. I keep saying them and he keeps proving me wrong. I leave the table to grab a bottle of water from the fridge, just to get away from him. I stop mid-way when I hear the other voice, the sexy, commanding one that got me out of my clothes and touching myself.


    “Come here.”


    I turn around slowly. He’s positioned himself so he’s facing me. My feet move of their own volition, until I’m standing before him.


    “You act so tough, but then you can be so submissive.”


    “I’m not –”


    “Sit.”


    Aaand I’m on his lap. Fuck. What is wrong with me?


    “See?”


    “I’m not…I mean…I…it’s just with you.”


    “On your knees.”


    As much as I fight it, I find myself sliding off his lap and onto the floor. Placing my hands on his thighs, I gaze up at him. He leans forward and tucks my hair behind my ear. I close my eyes as my body reacts to his proximity. My heart rate increases and I lick my lips, anticipating his kiss. But it doesn’t come. I open my eyes and meet his intense stare.


    “I don’t give a fuck about Lonnie or your so-called boyfriend. You’re not a fucking experiment. I want you, and the minute you turn eighteen, you’re mine.”


    I can’t move. I can’t speak. I can’t even breathe. The look in his eyes leaves me paralyzed. I want to shout, “I’m yours!” from every mountain top. I’m on my frickin’ knees before this man and still feel like the most desired woman on the planet.


    “Get up, baby doll.”


    He helps me up and pulls me back onto his lap. There’s a twinkle in his eye that wasn’t there before.


    “Next time I have you on your knees, I’ll have something to put in your mouth.”


    “Oh really? And what would that be?”


    I shuffle up his thigh and wrap my arms around his neck. He returns my smile and slides his hands around my waist.


    “These nuts.”


    I throw my head back and laugh, and pretty soon he joins me.


    “What if I said I’m allergic to nuts?”


    “Then I’d say these nuts are hypoallergenic.”


    “Oh, my God. You are crazy.”


    “Oh, yeah?” he says with a hint of mischief.


    One arm tightens around me while the other moves to my side and he begins to tickle me mercilessly. I try to get away but he’s just too strong. Tears of laughter stream down my face as I desperately try to get away.


    “Stop. Please!”


    He pulls me to him and holds me until my laughter dies down. I lay my head on his shoulder and settle into his embrace. At this point in time, there’s nowhere else I’d rather be. And it scares the shit out of me.


    “Say you’ll wait for me, doll. Promise me.”


    “I promise.”


    

  


  
    ***Gage***


    


    I can’t remember the last time I just held a woman in my arms. Hell, I don’t think I’ve ever done it. Yet here I am, and I don’t want to fucking move. I want to stay like this, with her arms around me and her breath on my neck. She smells so fucking good; I don’t even know how to describe it. I trail my fingers up and down her thigh and she shivers.


    “Gage?”


    “Hmm?”


    “What are we going to do?”


    “What do you mean?”


    She sits up and stares at me with tear-filled eyes.


    “What’s wrong?”


    “I don’t want to hurt Chris.”


    “It all comes down to who you want more, me or him. The longer you stay with him, the more you’ll hurt him.”


    “He’s all I have. What if in a few days you decide you don’t want me anymore?”


    “What if tomorrow he decides he doesn’t want you? There are no guarantees.”


    “True.”


    I swipe a tear from her cheek with my thumb. “You’re way too young to be this serious. There’ll be life beyond him. There’ll be life after me, although I know that’s gonna be tough. It’s not easy getting over me,” I joke, but not really. What can I say? The ladies love me.


    She smiles and smacks my chest playfully, then wipes away her tears.


    “Okay, hot stuff. What about Lonnie? She’ll be furious.”


    “I’ll take care of her.”


    “Not yet, please? I need some time.”


    “I’ll leave you out of it for now, but I am setting her straight.”


    “I think we should keep this quiet, at least until my birthday.”


    “I agree, but I want to see you.” I leave no room for argument in my tone.


    “How are we going to work that out?”


    “I don’t know, but I bought us some time tonight so…what do you wanna do?”


    She shrugs and begins to play with the pendant on my necklace.


    “I was going to watch a movie before you got here.”


    “Movie it is.”


    She slides off my lap and I just want to pull her back. I watch as she walks to the fridge, opens it, and peers inside. The Lord is my shepherd, I see what I want. She’s bent over at just the right angle for fucking. I want to smack that ass…pull her hair as I slide inside…


    “You want something to drink, a snack? I made monkey bread.”


    Her voice snaps me out of my fantasy. “Monkey bread? What the fuck is that?”


    She giggles, removes two bottles of water, and kicks the fridge closed.


    “You’ve never had monkey bread? It’s kinda like meatloaf, just with monkey meat.”


    I can’t believe she said that with a straight face. She removes a covered plate from the oven and places it on the counter.


    “That smart mouth of yours is going to get you a spanking one day.”


    “Spanking? You wish, biker boy.”


    I make my way over to her as she removes two dessert plates from the cabinet. She looks so…domestic. I can imagine coming home to her making dinner…in sexy lingerie. Now that would be a sight to come home to every day.


    “You’ll learn pretty quickly that I always get what I want, baby doll.”


    She pulls off a piece of this “monkey bread” and offers it to me. It smells good, like cinnamon and sugar.


    “We’ll see about that.”


    “Says the girl who was just on her knees.”


    “Open.”


    I take a bite and stop mid-chew as it hits my tongue. It’s like a fucking orgasm in my mouth.


    “Fuck. You made this?”


    “Mm hmm.”


    “It’s amazing!”


    “I know, right? It’s all sticky, gooey deliciousness.”


    “I can think of something else that’s sticky, gooey, and delicious.”


    “What?”


    I lick my lips and slide my gaze down her body. She visibly shivers. Fuck, I love what I can do to her, even with just a look.


    “Pussy.”


    She scoffs in disgust and turns away, cutting slices of the bread.


    “Have several seats. Please.” She says, trying to put me in my place.


    “You’ll be the only one sitting...on my face.”


    Her fingers begin to tremble and she’s trying hard not to look affected.


    “Jesus, Gage.”


    “Now, obviously not all pussy tastes good, but I bet yours does.”


    The knife falls from her fingers. I turn her around and lift her onto the counter. Her breathing gets erratic, her breasts rising and falling rapidly with each breath. This is what gets me every fucking time. Before I even touch her, I can see the effect I have on her, how much she wants me. I step between her legs and grab her hips.


    “It’s been a while since I ate pussy, but yours is definitely on the menu.”


    “Please…stop.”


    She can’t even look me in the eyes; instead, her gaze is fixed on my chest. I lean forward and whisper in her ear.


    “I can’t wait to bury my tongue in your sweet pussy.”


    She gasps and curls her fingers into my shirt, pulling me closer. I trail my nose along her neck, inhaling her sweet scent. My dick is so hard I could probably hammer nails with it.


    “You remember how wet you were that night? Just imagine me licking up all your juices, sucking on your clit, sliding my tongue inside you.”


    She whispers my name on a moan, shaking against me. I can only imagine what it will be like when I make her come.


    “Gage…please…touch me.”


    Fuck! I pull away before I give in to her request. Disappointment is written all over her face.


    “I can’t, doll. I’ve already done way more than I should.”


    “Please, it’s just you and me. Who’s going to know?”


    “I will. I couldn’t live with myself if I did.” I lift her down from the counter and cradle her face in my hands. I swear she gets more beautiful each time I see her. “Not much longer, Raven. I’ll be so stuck to you that you’ll be begging me to give you a break.”


    “Promise?”


    I chuckle and run my fingers through her hair. “Promise. And I always keep my promises. Come on.”


    I grab the plates with the bread and the bottles of water, and then we head back to the living room. She brings up Netflix and chooses a movie, La Bamba, then settles next to me on the couch, laying her head on my chest. Less than ten minutes in, biker Bob takes young Rosie’s virginity. How’s that for art imitating life? I just hope that will be the only similarity. I don’t want to hurt her.


    We quietly watch the movie and eat monkey bread, and I don’t think I’ve been this relaxed or comfortable in a long time. No alcohol, no smoking, no whores – what I’ve become accustomed to – and I’m actually enjoying myself. That is until the kissing scene between Ritchie and Donna comes on and I become all too aware of her again. She shifts uncomfortably and peeks up at me, biting her bottom lip.


    “Come here.”


    She straddles my lap and as I look at her, the words of the song in the background resonate in my mind. You’re mine. She cradles my face and slowly runs her thumb across the stubble on my jaw.


    “Tus ojos son hermosos.”


    I have no idea what she said, but I like the way it sounded. I pull her to me and cover her lips with mine. She moans, parting them, and I slip my tongue inside. Fuck, she tastes good, and it’s not just the cinnamon and sugar, either. It’s her. She slides her fingers through my hair and rocks her hips against me. My whole body comes alive. She rocks faster and my dick begs to be released, to be lost inside her. I need to stop. If I don’t, I’m going to fuck her and damn the consequences to Hell. I break the kiss and lay my forehead on hers.


    “I better go.”


    “No, don’t stop.”


    She presses her lips to mine, pulls on my bottom lip, then slides her tongue into my mouth. I instinctively latch on, sucking on it gently. Her fingers glide down my neck and a strange feeling runs through my body. I haven’t felt anything like this since I was a teenager. Teenager. Fuck.


    “No, we have to stop.”


    She groans and climbs off, and I jump up before I lose my nerve. I turn to her at the door.


    “I’ll call you tomorrow.”


    “Okay.”


    As I stare down at her, the need to fuck her threatens to overtake my better judgment. That’s not good. I need to have my faculties about me when dealing with her. She’s so young. I should be more careful. That reminds me. There’s a little matter we need to take care of before I even think about fucking her.


    “I need you to see E.”


    She looks up at me, brows furrowed in confusion.


    “For what?”


    “To get you on the pill.”


    I have every intention of using condoms, but I can’t be too careful. I don’t want to get her knocked up. She blushes and averts her eyes.


    “Oh, okay.”


    No objection. God, I wish she was older and I’d found her sooner.


    “Good. But just so you know, I’ll be using protection, too. I always do.”


    She nods, still unable to meet my gaze. I kiss her forehead and close the door behind me, waiting until I hear the lock turn. I take a deep breath as I walk down the driveway. She’s mine. She’s finally mine.


    

  


  
    CHAPTER 12


    ***Raven***


    


    My ringing phone wakes me from one of the best dreams I’ve had in a long time. I smile at the name flashing on the screen.


    “Hello.”


    “Did I wake you up?”


    “Mm hmm. When you said you would call, I didn’t think it would be at the crack of dawn.”


    “Sorry, didn’t sleep much last night. Had a lot of things on my mind.”


    “Was I one of those things?”


    “You were the main thing, doll.”


    I giggle and roll over onto my back.


    “Did you dream about me?” he asks.


    “What if I said yes?”


    “Then I’d ask what I was doing.”


    Embarrassment floods my body, and I could bet I probably look like a beet right now. “It’s embarrassing.”


    “Well, now you have to tell me.”


    “You were…umm…between my legs.”


    “And?” he prods.


    “And you were…doing that thing.”


    “What thing?”


    “That you talked about last night.”


    “What was I doing, Raven?”


    His voice is gruff and his breaths come in hard puffs.


    “You were licking me.”


    “Where?”


    “You know.”


    Why do I suddenly feel so shy?


    “Yes, but I want to hear you say it. Say ‘you were licking my pussy’.”


    “Oh, God! I can’t.”


    “You cuss like a sailor so I find that hard to believe.”


    “It’s not the cursing. It’s the entire sentence.”


    “Say it.”


    The voice. I can’t help myself. “You were licking my pussy.” Ugh! I’m so humiliated. I want to crawl into a hole and die.


    “Good girl.”


    Humiliation exits stage left. ‘Good girl.’ Every time he says it, I feel the way I used to when I got a perfect score on a test. I want to hear it more often. “You’re going to turn me out.”


    Despite my bravado, I’m not as experienced as he might think. I’ve had a few boyfriends but I haven’t had sex and I haven’t done much of anything else either.


    “And you’re going to give me blue balls. I think my hand is going to become my best friend for the next six weeks.”


    “You wanted to hear.”


    “You don’t need to be scared, shy, or embarrassed with me. You can tell me anything.”


    “Okay,” I agree.


    “What are you doing today?”


    “Nothing. It’s my day off.”


    “I need to see you. Can I send for you later?” he asks eagerly.


    “Yes. I want to see you, too.”


    “I have some work to do, but I’ll call you when I have it all worked out.”


    “Talk to you later.”


    “Raven?”


    “Hmm?”


    “In your dream…did you come?”


    Now his voice is more insistent, the huskiness returning.


    “Yes.”


    “Hard?”


    “Very.”


    “Jesus. I need another shower.”


    I giggle as the image of him jerking off in the shower enters my mind. These six weeks need to hurry up and be over.


    “Later, doll.”


    “Bye.”


    I roll out of bed and practically float to the bathroom. I can’t remember the last time I felt this good. It’s certainly the first time since I moved here. I hook up my phone to some speakers and put my music on shuffle. By mid-day, I’ve danced my way through breakfast, cleaning the house, and doing all my laundry. The best part of it all – no Lonnie. She hasn’t stumbled in yet. Whatever Gage did last night, it sure kept her busy. Since I’m feeling so inspired today, I grab my sketchbook and pencil and head out to the porch. I prop my feet up on the railing and set lead to paper. Not even thinking, I let my hand slide over the surface. I lose myself completely, stopping only when I realize that someone’s walking up the driveway. Christopher.


    “Hey, baby.”


    “Hi.”


    He leans down to kiss me and I turn my head so he gets my cheek. He gives me a confused frown but sits next to me without a word. This is stupid. I feel so guilty. The weird part is I don’t feel guilty for what I’ve done. Chris is my boyfriend, yet I feel like I’m cheating on Gage.


    “You drew that?”


    I look down at the page. Holy shit. It’s a reaper. Not just any reaper but the one on Gage’s car. I didn’t even realize what I was doing. I swallow hard.


    “Yeah. You like it?”


    “I didn’t know you could draw like that.”


    “Well, there’s a lot you don’t know about me, Mr. Contreras.”


    “I can see that. Why’d you draw that?”


    “I don’t know. Saw it somewhere, I guess.”


    “Somewhere?” I know that tone. The accusations are about to come. “Where?”


    “On a car, I think.”


    “The Dealer’s car.”


    “Chris –”


    “¿Están templando?”


    “No, I’m not fucking him!”


    The same question Gage asked. Men can be the biggest cheaters, but let them even think they’ve been cheated on and they completely lose their shit.


    “What do you expect me to think?”


    “I expect you to trust me.” I can’t believe I just said that. There’s been no sex but what I’ve done with Gage so far has totally violated Chris’ trust.


    “How can I when he’s acting like he owns you?”


    “Nobody owns me.”


    “Raven –”


    “Mira, I’ve been having a pretty good day. If you’re just going to spoil it by arguing, then you should leave.”


    “So now I’m ruining your day. What? Am I interrupting your fantasies about the Dealer?”


    “You should go before you say something you’ll really regret.”


    “Like what –”


    “¡Vete! Just leave!”


    I didn’t mean to shout, but other than the fact that he was hitting close to home, I don’t want to end things with him on a bad note. I should just get this over with and stop dragging it out.


    “Chris, I’m sorry. You’re a great guy but –”


    He grabs my hand, cutting me off and his eyes find mine in a panic.


    “Raven, lo siento. I’m sorry. Pero, I love you.”


    The “L” word. The fucking “L” word. I already knew, and Chrissy told me as much, but it’s different hearing him say it.


    “Chris…”


    “I know, it’s crazy. You don’t have to say it. It’s too soon and all that. But I do. Te amo, Mami.”


    He looks so defeated, so hopeless. He’s going to be crushed. But Gage is right, too. Why stay with him when I don’t feel the same?


    “It’s okay. I know you’re not there yet. Just don’t rule me out.”


    “Oh, Chris…”


    I don’t know what to do, what to say. This is not who I am. I’m not some shy, indecisive weakling. What am I allowing these two men to do to me? I feel horrible for what I’m doing to Chris. I throw my arms around his neck and hold him tightly. Am I really going to give him up for some potentially good sex? No. I won’t. When I see Gage tonight, I’ll just have to end it. End it? It’s not like we started anything. I’ll just tell him that I changed my mind. It’s the best thing to do. The right thing.


    

  


  
    ***Gage***


    


    “Yo!”


    E barges into my room as I’m getting dressed. He closes the door and drops down on my bed.


    “Don’t you knock?”


    “We used to take baths together, motherfucker. You ain’t got nothin’ I ain’t never seen.”


    “That was a long time ago, dickhead. I’ve changed.”


    We both chuckle as I get boxers from my drawer.


    “Nope. Everything looks the same to me.”


    I grab the first thing I can from my dresser – my deodorant – and pitch it at him. He catches it and bursts out laughing.


    “You’re just jealous because you’re literally half the man I am.”


    “That’s not what Jessica Morris said,” he says with a smirk.


    “Dude, we were sixteen. And Jessica Morris fucked every guy at school. She probably said that to every single one of us.”


    “True.”


    “Why aren’t you at work?” I ask.


    “Day off. Wanna do something?”


    “I gotta go look at a few properties. Wanna come?”


    “Sure. But first, you gonna tell me about last night?”


    I retrieve my deodorant and head to the bathroom to do something about my hair.


    “Nothing happened.”


    “Care to elaborate?”


    “We talked, watched a movie.”


    “You talked…and watched a movie,” he repeats, looking astonished.


    “That’s what I said.” I sit next to him on the bed and he gawks at me like I just sprouted a second head. “I’m serious.”


    “Okay, what did you talk about?”


    “I want her, E.”


    “That I already know.”


    “Well, obviously not yet, but we’re gonna work on it.”


    “Wait, is the mighty Reaper getting himself a girlfriend?” He chuckles.


    “I wouldn’t go that far. But I am going to put some time into it. She’s just different. I need to find out why.” 


    “I already know why. I’ll tell Joe to get the ink ready.”


    “I should punch you in the throat for that.”


    “I’ll remember that when you’re getting her name tatted on your back.”


    “Shut up.”


    He laughs again, and I swear I’m about to lay him out when I remember that I need his help.


    “I need a favor.”


    “What? Help with tattoo designs?”


    “E, I swear to God –”


    “Okay, okay. What?”


    “I need her on the pill, or whatever you recommend.”


    He raises his brows and loses the smile.


    “Planning on going bareback?”


    “Of course not. I just need to cover all my bases.”


    “Wanna bring her to St. John’s?”


    “No. We have to be discreet. I’m supposed to see her later. You can come by, do your thing.”


    “You got it, brother.”


    “Thanks, man. Let’s go.”


    

  


  
    CHAPTER 13


    ***Raven***


    


    I’m sitting here staring at my phone, unsure what to do. I received a text about twenty minutes ago but I haven’t read it. I know it’s from him, most likely details for tonight. How quickly things can change. Just last night I was making plans and promising him my virginity; hell, I practically offered it to him on a silver platter. If he wasn’t the man he is, I wouldn’t still be a virgin today. I take a deep breath and read the message.


    G: I’ll send someone to pick you up at 7.


    I start tapping out an excuse not to go. I’m sick…I got my period…what do I say? No. That’s the coward’s way out. I need to deal with this as soon as possible, and in person. He deserves that.


    R: Ok.


    By five pm, I’m in the shower and nervously shaving every inch of my body. Nerves and razors are not a good combination; I nick my legs more than a few times. They’ll probably look like I had a run-in with Freddy Krueger. I dress carefully – a blue and white cotton skater dress, and a light, white jacket. After blow-drying my hair, I add some light makeup and finish my outfit with blue sandals.


    At six fifty-five, I get a text telling me that my ride is outside, so I take a deep breath and head out. I step outside and there’s a black Charger in the driveway. The windows are tinted extra dark, keeping prying eyes out. The driver hops out and opens my door. He’s tall but he seems young, around my age.


    “Hello.”


    “Hi, I’m Ron.”


    “Raven.”


    He smirks at me as he closes the door. “I know.”


    I watch him out of the corner of my eye as he backs out of the driveway. Damn, he’s cute. He’s like a Colton Haynes look-alike but with dark hair and tattoos.


    “So, Raven. I’ve seen you around.”


    “Is that so?”


    “Yeah. You go with Chris, right?”


    Shit. He knows Chris. Are they friends? Is he going to rat me out?


    “Don’t worry. Boss Man explained everything to me.”


    “And what exactly did Boss Man say?”


    “That you’re friends, but because of the situation, you have to keep it quiet.”


    “You don’t sound like you believe that.”


    “It’s just hard to believe that Gage Hunter can be friends with a woman, especially one as pretty as you.”


    “So, you don’t think there’s a woman who can resist the big, bad Reaper?”


    “I’ve never met one.”


    “Well, friends is the only thing we can be,” I tell him.


    “Why is that?”


    “One, I’m with Christopher and two, as you probably already know, I’m not legal.”


    He waits for me to continue, glancing between me and the road.


    “That’s all you got?”


    “That’s all I need.”


    “You’re not legal, but you will be. Soon. And Chris, well, he’ll get over it.”


    “Are you friends?”


    “We had a few classes together. Don’t worry; my lips are sealed,” he promises.


    “Thanks. He’s already out of his mind with jealousy.”


    “No problem.”


    He spends the rest of the drive telling me about himself and his journey to becoming a member of the MC. He’s been a prospect for a year but thinks he’ll be sworn in soon, especially since Gage has entrusted him with such an important matter. He winked at me when he said it and I just rolled my eyes.


    He slows down and then turns into the Venetian Park Community. This. Place. Is. Gorgeous! Definitely for a more affluent crowd but still family-oriented. There are mostly two-story houses with high archways and doors with stained-glass windows. There are play areas at the end of every street, and a gym with a pool. He pulls into a driveway, next to a black BMW M3, and parks.


    “We’re here.”


    “Where exactly is ‘here’?”


    “Come on. You’ll see,” he says with a grin.


    We walk up to the door and he steps right in. It wasn’t even locked. Who lives here?


    “Hey, boss! We’re here!” he calls up the stairs.


    I look up and almost swallow my tongue when Gage appears at the top of the stairs. Shirtless. Baby Jesus in the manger, this man is sexy. Too sexy. He smiles down at me and throws a white T-shirt over his shoulder as he descends. Is it just me or does his body look different? He seems leaner, his stomach muscles tighter. Did he always have that V line? Fuck. Put your shirt on already. Goddammit. He thanks Ron and tells him he’ll call him later, but his eyes are glued to me. I don’t even realize that Ron’s left until Gage pulls me into his arms.


    “Hey, baby doll.”


    “Hi.”


    “Did you miss me?”


    “I…I…”


    Words. I need to find words. How can I when his naked chest is inches from my lips and I just want to kiss it? His skin is cool from his shower and he smells amazing, as usual.


    “Am I distracting you?”


    “You know you are.”


    He chuckles and releases me to put his shirt on.


    “Better?”


    Not really. “Better.”


    “Come on. I have a surprise for you.”


    He takes my hand and leads me through the house. It’s obvious no one lives here, because there’s hardly any furniture. Either they’re moving out or just moving in.


    “Whose house is this?”


    “Mine.”


    “It’s nice.” It’s big for one man but still nice. It’s a family home, not a bachelor pad. “Not quite what I’d expect, though.”


    “What did you expect?”


    “Black, red, leather, reapers everywhere.”


    “That’s why I bought it, to get away from all that. This is going to be my home.”


    “I see. I like it.”


    “Thank you. Wait ‘til I’m done with it. You’re gonna love it.”


    I try to smile but I know it comes out weak. I won’t be around to see anything.


    We step into the living room and my jaw almost hits the floor. The room is bare except for a blanket on the floor, laden with all kinds of food. The only light comes from candles scattered around the room. I survey everything in disbelief. He did this for me? The sound of music reaches my ears and I turn to see him in the corner. When did he move? He returns to me slowly and my breath hitches at the view. Gage by candlelight is a sight to behold.


    “Well, what do you think?”


    “What is all this?”


    He takes my hand again and brushes my knuckles with his thumbs. A tingly sensation shoots through my body.


    “I told you I would try, Raven.”


    If this is him just trying, then Lord help me. It may not seem like much, but this is


    Mr. I-Don’t-Do-Romance here. He leads me to the blanket and I sit as modestly as I can. After dropping down next to me, he lifts the stainless steel food cover with a smile.


    “I hope you’re hungry.”


    Lobster and shrimp linguine, garlic bread, crackers, cheese, cold cuts, a fruit platter, and chocolate cake. There’s a bottle of sparkling cider chilling in a champagne bucket. It’s like a mini-feast. My stomach rumbles.


    “Starving.”


    “Dig in, doll.”


    We eat in silence until I think I’m about to go crazy. This is new for him, but guilt is quickly eating away at my sanity. Do I tell him now or wait until after dinner?


    “How was your day?” I ask instead.


    “Good.”


    He opens the bottle of cider, pouring two glasses.


    “Did some work. Hung out with E.”


    “That’s nice.”


    “You?”


    I accept the glass he offers and brace myself. “Same. Did some chores. Hung out with Chris.”


    I didn’t expect him to say ‘that’s nice.’ The angry stare? Yes. That I did expect.


    “What did you do?”


    “Nothing. Talked.”


    “Did you break up with him?” he asks.


    “No.”


    “Why the hell not?”


    “He...he told me he loves me,” I stammer.


    “I see. So I guess he stays. What are you going to do? Keep both of us around?”


    Why is this so hard? If it’s the right thing it should be easy, right? I can’t even look him in the eyes.


    “No.”


    He chuckles, but it’s a mirthless one.


    “Why did you come here, Raven?”


    “I wanted to talk to you face to face.”


    “Why?”


    He jumps to his feet, hands on his hips as he glares down at me. He growls and kicks one of the platters. Crackers, cold cuts, and cheese go flying everywhere. I flinch, praying he doesn’t turn his anger on me.


    “You could have told me earlier. Saved me all this trouble.”


    He moves around the room, putting out the candles.


    “Please, Gage –”


    “Please what?” he shouts. “Please. What?”


    “Don’t be angry.”


    “You think I’m angry? You don’t want to see me when I’m angry.”


    “I’m sorry.”


    “I don’t need your apology. I need you to keep your promise.” He takes a deep breath and sits next to me once more. “Can’t you see that he’s just trying to guilt you into staying with him? He knows he’s losing you. Telling you he loves you is his half-assed attempt at getting you to stay.”


    “You’re asking me to choose between a man who says he loves me and wants to be with me, and one who’s just biding his time until I’m legal so he can get me into his bed.”


    “At least I’m honest. You’ve always known where you stand with me,” he states.


    “And that’s the problem. I want more than that.”


    “Fine. I’ll call Ron to take you home.”


    I turn to him and take his hand. I don’t want to leave things between us like this. “I’d still like us to be friends.”


    He drags his hand out of my grip.


    “Friends? I can’t be your friend, Raven. You walk out that door, you don’t come back. That’s it. We pretend like none of this ever happened.”


    He rises, extinguishes the last of the candles and walks out of the room, leaving me in darkness. I gather my courage and follow behind.


    “Gage, don’t be like this.”


    He turns around, his expression accusatory.


    “What? You want to have your little boyfriend but keep me in the wings, is that it?”


    “No…I…”


    “You want him because you think he loves you. But you know he can never make you feel the way I make you feel.”


    He steps closer, trailing his finger down my cheek. My breath catches.


    “He doesn’t steal your breath or make your heart beat fast. His touch doesn’t make you quiver or get you hot. You don’t get wet when you hear his voice. Am I right?”


    His finger is now tracing the neckline of my dress and I can barely breathe. He knows he’s right, as much as I wish he wasn’t.


    “Answer me.”


    “Yes.”


    “Good girl.”


    Oh, dear God. Two words. Two simple, four-letter words and I’m like putty in his hands. I sag against him and he wraps his arm around my waist.


    “You know what? I know exactly how to fix all this.”


    He takes my hand and drags me along behind him.


    “Where are we going?”


    “Upstairs.”


    “Why?”


    “Because I’m going to fuck you. Now.”


    

  


  
    CHAPTER 14


    ***Gage***


    


    She hasn’t said a word. I made my big announcement and she’s gone mute. She allows me to lead her up the stairs and into the bedroom with absolutely no resistance. She stands by the bed and watches as I drag my T-shirt over my head. She’s shaking, and I know it’s not from fear.


    “Take off your clothes.”


    “Are you sure about this?”


    “You’re the one with doubts, and I’m going to dick them right out of you.”


    She gasps and then slowly removes her jacket. When it falls to the floor, she reaches for the strap of her dress.


    “What? No objections?”


    “I thought –”


    “No. I thought you wanted to be with the boy, but here you are.”


    Her hands fall limply to her sides and she perches on the bed, dropping her gaze to the floor.


    “You were testing me.”


    “I was merely helping you make the right decision. You know it’s right because you didn’t have to think about it.”


    She sighs deeply, turns and blinks up at me as I sit next to her.


    “You’re right. About everything. When you touch me, it’s like nothing I’ve ever felt before. I want you and it scares me.”


    “Why? There’s nothing to be afraid of.”


    “You and me, it’s all physical. What happens after?”


    “Doll, you worry too much. You need to relax. Just take each day as it comes,” I tell her.


    “Okay, and in a couple of weeks, assuming you’re still around, you get what you want. What then?”


    “What I want? You just said you want me, too.”


    “Yes, but we won’t be friends. I won’t be your girlfriend. What will I be? Your little fuck toy?” she asks, cringing as she says the last words.


    “Damn it, Raven! We have fun together and we have crazy chemistry. Why do you need to put a label on it?”


    “Because I don’t wanna become Lonnie!”


    “Oh, baby doll.”


    I lace my fingers through her hair and then grab a handful, holding her steady so our gazes are locked.


    “Let’s get this straight. No one’s touching you but me. Got it?”


    “Gage –”


    “Do you understand?” I ask forcefully.


    “Yes.”


    “Good.”


    I place my hand on her knee and my thumb brushes against a jagged patch of skin. I look down and there’s a red line from a cut or scrape. I drop to my knees before her, rage building as I inspect her legs. That shit is all over.


    “What the fuck?”


    “Calm down, Reaper. I cut myself shaving.”


    I look closer and decide it’s plausible. Then it hits me that I’m kneeling between her legs, her soft, supple flesh in my hands. I can’t resist. I trail my fingers lightly up her calf and pause at the back of her knee, making small circles with my fingers. Her sharp intake of breath urges me on, so I take her ankle and gently kiss my way up.


    “Did you shave anywhere else?”


    “Yes,” she says, her breaths coming hard and fast.


    “Where?”


    I sink my teeth into the flesh just above her knee and she gasps.


    “My underarms.”


    Little tease. With a smile, I do the same to the next leg. She curls her fingers into my hair with a moan.


    “Anywhere else?”


    “Mm hmm.”


    I kiss my way farther up. Her legs tremble and she whimpers. I smell her. I’m so fucking close; I can almost taste her. Jesus Christ, a woman has never smelled this good to me before.


    “Here?” I take a deep breath and lift my head before I do something I shouldn’t. She’s staring down at me, eyes hooded, lips parted, chest heaving. I feel like all the blood in my body has pooled into my dick and it’s about to explode. I slide my fingers into her hair and pull her closer until her lips are an inch from mine. “Well?”


    “Yes,” she whispers.


    Jesus.


    “Bare?”


    “Yes.”


    Jesus Christ.


    “You’re going to kill me, Raven.”


    I kiss her softly, savoring her taste. Her lips part and I slip my tongue inside. She wraps her arms around my neck, whimpering as our tongues tangle. I leave her lips, kissing down her neck and sternum. She quivers, whispering my name. I swear, every time I touch her, she makes me feel like the biggest, baddest motherfucker on the planet. God, I can’t wait to sink my dick deep inside her. I rest my forehead on her chest and try to get my body back in check. Hard enough to do without her tits a breath away from my lips. I put some space between us, but she keeps her hands on my shoulders.


    “Gage, will you hold me? Please?”


    “Hold you?”


    “You know, lie down, put your arms around me…hold me.”


    I guess I can do that. I kick off my shoes and climb onto the bed. She does the same and snuggles up next to me, placing her head on my chest. I curl my arm around her shoulder and stare up at the ceiling. This is a new experience. Can’t say it’s unpleasant, though. Actually, it’s pretty nice.


    


    ***


    


    A vibration in my pocket wakes me up. Shit, I fell asleep. So did she. Her head is still on my chest, her breath warm on my skin. Her arm is around my waist and her leg is thrown over mine. Waking up to her, also not unpleasant. As a matter of fact, I don’t want to move and risk waking her up.


    “Your phone’s ringing.”


    Too late. Instead of moving away, she yawns and burrows in closer. I fish the phone from my pocket and see two missed calls from E. As I’m about to call him back, he rings again.


    “E.”


    “You need to get to the Kitty right now, bro.”


    “What’s going on?”


    “Some shit’s going down. We need you.”


    “I’m on my way.”


    I try to move and she tightens her arm around me. I’ve never had a woman do that before. Never had a woman just wanting me to hold her, to be in my arms. Then again, I’ve never given any of them the opportunity. I hate to admit it, but I like it.


    “I gotta go, doll.”


    She groans in disappointment and loosens her hold. I pick up my Glock from the nightstand and tuck it into the back of my jeans. As I grab my shirt off the floor, she sits up, rubbing her eyes. Even half-asleep she’s gorgeous. I wouldn’t mind returning to find her in my bed.


    “You wanna stay until I get back, or you wanna go home?”


    “What time is it?”


    “Almost one.”


    “I should go. I can’t believe I fell asleep.”


    “Me, neither.”


    She slips on her sandals, picks up her jacket, and follows me out of the room and down the stairs. On the way down, I call Ron.


    “Stay here. Ron’s coming to pick you up.”


    “Okay.”


    “Text me when you get home and I’ll call you tomorrow.”


    Since when did I get so big on communication? Shit.


    “‘Kay.”


    God, I can’t resist her, bed hair and all. I pull her into my arms and kiss her. The moment our lips touch, she moans. Her fingers curl into my shirt the way they always do. It’s as if she can’t get me close enough. As much as I want to stay right here, I can’t. I pull back and smile down at her.


    “What?”


    “Congratulations. You just became the very first woman I’ve ever slept with.”


    I don’t know why that would please her, but she smiles.


    “So I’m the first on your bike and the first you’ve slept with. Good to know.”


    As I kiss her forehead, I just know there are going to be a lot of firsts between us. “See ya, doll.”


    I head for the door but stop in my tracks when she calls after me.


    “Be careful.”


    It hits me right in the gut. She cares. I’ll decide later if that’s a good or bad thing. “I will.”


    I walk to my car, feeling an overwhelming force trying to drag me back inside. I fight it, barely winning, and hop into the Beamer. Whatever’s going on at the club, it’s serious enough for E to call me. As soon as I drive through the gates of the quiet community, I floor the pedal, hoping I’m not too late.


    I get there and there’s a long line of cars waiting to get out. What the fuck is going on? Inside, I find E pacing nervously. Razor, Motor, Crow, and Venom are standing around, looking worried.


    “E.”


    “Bro. Some chick came in with two guys with guns. They have Nita up in the office.”


    “The fuck? They say what they want?”


    “She’ll only talk to you. Had to tell everybody there was an electrical problem and shut it down. Comped all their bills.”


    Fuck this shit. No one fucks with my family or my money.


    “Crow, Razor, gimme your guns.”


    They hand them over and I pass one to E. I stick it into the side of my jeans, making it obvious. E does the same. We head up to the office and I knock on the door.


    “It’s Gage.”


    The door cracks open and a huge, black guy points a Beretta in my face. E and I raise our hands and he slowly backs up, letting us in. Cassidy Martin. Stupid bitch. She’s standing there with a silly grin. Another giant of a man stands next to her, pointing a gun at Aunt Nita, who’s tied to a chair looking scared as hell.


    “Toss the guns.”


    I drop Crow’s gun, E drops Razor’s, and we kick them away. Idiots don’t even pat us down.


    “You okay, Nita?” She nods and I turn to Martin. “What’s this about, Cassidy?”


    She jerks her head toward the bathroom.


    “Let’s talk.”


    I take a cautious look back at my aunt and then walk to the bathroom. Cassidy follows and closes the door behind her. I turn to her, raising a curious brow.


    “Hi,” she says, nervously tucking her hair behind her ear.


    “Hi? You’ve got two guns trained on my aunt and you greet me with hi?”


    “I was never going to hurt her. I just…why do you have to make me resort to drastic measures to get your attention?”


    The bitch is a fucking psycho. At first she was an annoyance, but now she’s pissing me the fuck off.


    “That’s what this is about? You want some dick?”


    “Yes, I mean no. I want you. I can’t stop thinking about you, Gage.”


    “Really? ‘Cause I haven’t thought about you once. Can’t even remember what your pussy felt like.”


    And that’s the truth. I remember fucking her in her office, but that’s about it. She was hot – long, red hair, green eyes, and curves – the way I like my women. And she was throwing herself at me, so I caught her. But that was it. Pussy was forgettable.


    She moves closer, her eyes dropping to my crotch.


    “Maybe I should remind you then.”


    “No, thanks.”


    She freezes and stares at me in shock. “Wh…why? I don’t understand.”


    “Look –”


    I’m about to break it down for her when I hear Nita scream. I push past Cassidy and fling the door open. One of her goons is standing before Nita, who’s now crying and sporting a busted lip. I see red. All fucking shades of red. But mostly the deep, dark shade of blood.


    “You put your hands on my aunt?”


    “Bitch has a big fucking –”


    I put a bullet between his eyes before he can finish the sentence. E reacts quickly, capping the next fucker before I can. Cassidy screams. I grab her neck and force her against the wall. Her eyes are wide in fear, tears beginning to form. She’s lucky she’s a woman.


    “Listen, bitch. This ends now. I don’t want to hear from you or about you. Don’t call the club and harass Nita. Do not try to contact me for any fucking reason. If I even hear a whisper of your name, you end up like those two. Got it?”


    She nods vigorously, the tears streaming down her cheeks.


    “You mention anything about what happened tonight to anybody but God, you’re dead.”


    “I won’t! I promise!”


    I release her and she runs through the door, smashing into Crow. He grabs her and I nod to him so he knows it’s okay to let her go. E has untied Nita and she rushes over, throwing her arms around me. And then she smacks me.


    “The fuck was that for?”


    “I told you to keep it in your pants.”


    She leaves the office in a huff and I shake my head. Maybe she’s right. It’s my dick that got us into this situation.


    “Clean this shit up.” I tell the guys.


    As I drive away from the club, I find myself wishing I’d left Raven in my bed. I’d be heading back to her now instead of an empty house. Fuck it. I’ll just head to the clubhouse and crash for a few hours.


    I check my phone and see her message.


    R: I’m home. Getting into bed. Wish I was still in yours…


    Fuck me.


    G: Are you still awake?


    After a few minutes and no reply, I figure she’s asleep. But then my phone buzzes.


    R: Sorry. My hands were a little busy ;)


    Holy fuck. Is she…? Does that mean what I think it means? I dial her number and she answers with a moan.


    “Jesus Christ, Raven. Are you touching yourself?”


    “Mm hmm.”


    A soft whimper goes straight to my dick and I’m instantly hard. Her moaning continues, and I have to prop the phone between my ear and shoulder so I can adjust myself. “I shouldn’t have told you to do that.”


    She gasps and a vivid image of her pops into my mind. She’s lying in bed, legs drawn up, fingers in her wet, tight pussy. Fuck me.


    “Why?”


    “Because it should be me. My hands should be the only ones to make you come.”


    “I was thinking about you.”


    Fuck. Her breathing changes; it’s heavier, coming in short puffs. A series of breathless whimpers has me releasing my dick. I felt like it was going to break in two the way it was straining against my jeans. I grab it, squeezing the base as I listen to her pleasuring herself.


    “Oh, God,” she whispers. “I’m…I’m going to…”


    “Come on, doll. Let me hear you.”


    “Oh, my God. Gage!”


    I never knew I could want someone so much that I physically ached. My dick, my balls, my head, my whole fucking body is thrumming with pain. No other woman, no pain meds can help me. Just her. She’s like fucking Ibuprofen. No, stronger than that. More like Hydromorphone.


    She giggles and lets out a satisfied sigh while I’m left with a stiff dick and nowhere to put it.


    “Oh, wow.”


    “It was that good, huh?”


    “It was wonderful.” She sighs with what I’m sure is utter contentment.


    “And what about me?”


    “What about you?”


    “You’ve left me with quite an obvious problem.”


    “One that’s easily solved.”


    “We can’t.” Now it’s my turn to sigh.


    “You know, I did some research earlier and found out an interesting bit of information. Not sure if you’re aware of it.”


    “What’s that?”


    “The age of consent in Georgia is sixteen. We don’t need to wait.”


    Fuck. When did that happen? If I turn around now, I can be at her place in fifteen minutes tops. The tires screech as I make a U-turn but I don’t get far before I stop on the side of the road. Fuck! I slam my palm on the steering wheel. When the fuck did I grow a conscience?


    “I can’t, Raven. It just doesn’t feel right.”


    “Well, it doesn’t have to be me.”


    “What are you saying?”


    She takes a deep breath as if preparing herself to say what she wants to.


    “There are plenty of women who can help you out.”


    “And you’d be fine with that?”


    “You’re the one who doesn’t want a relationship. Are you saying you’re going to be a monk for the next couple of weeks?”


    “I’m trying, Raven.”


    “Yeah, well...let’s see how long you last.”


    I can do it. It’s not like I’m some horny teenager who can’t keep it in his pants. I can wait. I will wait because I know she’ll be worth it.


    “I have work tomorrow. I’m gonna go to bed.”


    “Okay, doll. Good night.”


    “G’night.”


    I contemplate her words all the way to the clubhouse. She actually expects me to fuck around and she’s not being a bitch about it. It’s crazy, considering what I just went through with Cassidy, and all the jealous bitches I’ve had to deal with in my lifetime. Is Raven just trying to play hard or could she be the exception to every rule? So far, she hasn’t conformed to any conceptions I have of women. She hasn’t even come close.


    I’m only semi-hard by the time I drive through the gates, so I’m able to tuck my dick back in my jeans. Inside, the party’s winding down. I navigate through passed-out bodies and make my way to the bar where Motor and Lonnie are sitting. Booker hands me a beer as I sit on the stool next to Motor.


    “Tough night, Prez?” Motor asks.


    “Yeah. Had to handle some shit.”


    Lonnie walks over to me as I take a pull of my beer.


    “Maybe I can help you relax.”


    She slides her arms around me, biting her lip seductively. I grab her wrist and pull her to a quiet corner.


    “There’s some shit we need to get straight.”


    “What do you mean?”


    “This brother you want to claim you. It’s me, right?”


    Her eyes brighten, her expression hopeful as she gazes into my eyes.


    “Gage, I’m so glad you finally realized –”


    “Listen to me. You’ve been around here long enough to know that I’m not that dude. I’m not looking for an old lady. You need to set your sights somewhere else.”


    Somewhere far, far the fuck away.


    “But, Gage –”


    “No buts. I don’t want to hurt your feelings, but I gotta be straight. Get that thought out of your head. You and me ain’t gonna happen. Got it?”


    She nods weakly and I head to my room, leaving her standing there. Britney tries to intercept me but I wave her off. Even she won’t do it for me tonight. Only one woman can, and I can’t have her yet. I grab my phone, punch “Georgia age of consent” into the search bar, and sure enough, a big, fat “16” stares me in the face. I can kill a man without blinking, but taking something I want, which is totally legal, is grating on my morals. Fuck my life.


    

  


  
    CHAPTER 15


    ***Raven***


    


    I wipe the sweat from my forehead with the small towel I have thrown over my shoulder. It’s fucking hot in the kitchen. I have a newfound respect for the kitchen staff. One of the cooks is sick and I volunteered to help out. Apparently, I volunteered to work in Hell. As Sheila shouts out an order, I add some spices to the black beans I’m working on.


    “Girl, that cake you made is a hit! Some dude just bought a whole one.”


    I turn to Sheila with a shy smile. Her brown eyes are twinkling as she smiles back.


    “Really?”


    “Really. You gotta give me the recipe. I’m gonna try it out on Johnny. I swear I’m gonna grow old waitin’ on that man to make a move.”


    “He’s a fool. You’re gorgeous, for Christ’s sake.”


    And she is. Long brown hair, perfect skin, and she has more curves than I do. Nice ass for a white woman, too. She’s only a few years older than me, but from her stories, she’s quite…experienced.


    “Thanks, sweetie. I’m gonna get back out there.”


    Just after the lunch crowd, Millie comes in and peeks over my shoulder. I’m making sugar cookies, but decided to make use of my artistic abilities and have been cutting out different shapes.


    “Wow! You’re really good, sweetheart.”


    “Thanks.”


    “I got someone out here who wants to give their compliments to the chef.”


    “Me?”


    “Yes, you. Come on.”


    I wash my hands and wipe my face as I head out to the dining area. I wonder who it could be. Millie nods toward the end of the counter and I turn to see Mr. Hunter regarding me with a grin. My girly parts tingle and I return his smile as I approach him.


    “Hey, babe.”


    Babe. He called me ‘babe.’ I don’t know how I’m still standing on these jelly legs.


    “Hey.”


    “I just had one of the best meals I’ve eaten in a long time. Imagine how much better it was when I found out that you made it.”


    I blush, staring down at the floor. “Thank you.”


    “Seriously. It was so good I might have to get you to cook for me every day.”


    “Stop.”


    I link my arms behind me, dragging the tip of my Keds back and forth on the tiles.


    “Look at me.”


    I slowly lift my gaze and stare into his baby blues.


    “What are you doing later?”


    “Why? Are you asking me out?”


    “No.”


    “You’re not?” Huh...weird. Why would he ask what I’m doing then?


    “No. I’m gonna tell you what time I’m coming to pick you up.”


    Jesus. I’m trying so hard right now not to climb over this counter. The struggle is real.


    “I got some shit to do, but I’ll call you later, okay?”


    “Okay.”


    He grasps my chin between his thumb and index finger and smiles.


    “See you later, baby doll.”


    “See ya.”


    As I watch him walk away, I meet Chrissy’s shocked, open-mouthed stare. Fuck! I don’t know how much she saw, but I know it was enough. I’m in total panic mode. I grab her hand and pull her over to an empty booth. She sits across from me, eyes wide, mouth still hanging open.


    “What the fuck, Ray? What did I just see?”


    “Chrissy –”


    “Are you cheating on my brother?”


    “No –”


    “Oh, my God. You’re breaking up with him, aren’t you?”


    “It’s compli–”


    “I knew it! Ever since that day we met, I knew there was something between you and Gage. I saw it in his eyes.”


    “Will you calm down for a minute and let me explain?”


    “Okay, okay. Go ahead.”


    “You’re right. By the time I met you, we had already kissed a few times.”


    Her eyes bug out once again and her lips form an “O.”


    “But then he found out my age and pretty much left me alone.”


    “And you started dating Chris.”


    “Right.”


    “But now he’s back.”


    “Yeah.”


    “What are you going to do?” she asks, eyes so wide I think they might pop out of her skull.


    “I really like Chris, but Gage…”


    “Is hot.”


    “So is Chris,” I tell her. She might not want to think of her brother that way, but he is. I can’t help it.


    “Gage Hunter is in another galaxy of hotness.”


    “What would you do?” I ask.


    “Me? No clue. Never had two hot guys chasing me.”


    “Ugh!”


    I fold my hands on the table and drop my head on them.


    “I’m so confused.”


    “Mira, I’m not getting in the middle of this. You need to figure out who you want. If you pick Gage, my brother will be hurt, pero we all have to look out for our own happiness,” she explains.


    “That’s just it. I don’t want to hurt him.”


    “He’ll get over it, eventually. Gage…just make sure you know what you’re getting into. He may not be who you think he is.”


    “What do you mean?” I ask, intrigued.


    “There’s just…stuff. I’m not going to repeat rumors.”


    “If there’s something you think I should know –”


    “It’s nothing.”


    “Chrissy, tell me.”


    “He got into some trouble with the cops a while back. Nothing stuck, though.”


    That’ll happen when you’re a killer. A murderer. Holy shit. Am I really getting involved with a murderer? Wouldn’t Daddy be proud? Jesus. I really didn’t think this thing through, did I? If I’m honest with myself, it doesn’t bother me that much. Actually, knowing what he’s capable of turns me on. Fuck. I’m a sick bitch.


    “What did he do?”


    “Don’t worry. He didn’t kill anyone. Frankly I don’t think he did it. They couldn’t prove it.”


    “That doesn’t answer my question.”


    “We should go out tonight,” she says, trying to change the subject. “Forget about guys for one night. Just you and me.”


    Whatever. I’ll just ask Gage about it. “I have to work tomorrow.”


    “Stop being such a pussy. We can go to that new place, Chiquita’s. I heard they have a sick DJ.” 


    “I don’t know.”


    “Come on. We’ll hang out, dance our asses off, and then go home. You can teach me how to twerk.”


    That coaxes a smile from me. “Well, I am the twerk Queen.”


    “See? Come over after work. We’ll get ready and go.”


    “Okay. But I sorta made plans with Gage. I have to let him know.”


    “Great!”


    I grab her hand as she slides out of the booth.


    “Chrissy, please –”


    “I won’t say anything. Not my place.”


    “Thanks.”


    


    ***


    


    “Girl, you look amazing. ¡Muy caliente!”


    I turn away from the mirror and toward Chrissy with a smile. “You, too, chica.”


    I look at my ass in the mirror and consider my outfit – jean shorts; black, layered chiffon tank top; gold fashion jewelry; and black and gold wedge sandals. We decided to match outfits so Chrissy is dressed the same, only in white.


    “We are gonna break some hearts tonight, honey,” she says.


    “Hopefully not mine.”


    I spin around at Chris’ voice. He walks in, his eyes dragging over me from head to toe.


    “Jesus.”


    “You like?”


    “I can’t let you leave the house like that without me.”


    “Oh, really?”


    He wraps his arms around my waist as I raise a defiant brow at him.


    “Can’t have anybody looking at my woman.”


    I pull away, guilt racking my body. “Can’t stop people from looking, Christopher,” I tell him.


    “Get out, Chris, before I tell Mom. You’re not going to ruin our night.”


    “Fine, fine.” He kisses my neck and then strokes my hair. “Have fun, and call me if you need anything.”


    “We won’t,” Chrissy says.


    “Whatever, sis. Take care of my girl.”


    “Boy, ‘bye! She’s my bitch tonight. You’ll be lucky if you get her back once she’s had a taste of me.”


    “Gross.”


    Chrissy sticks her tongue out at him and I burst out laughing.


    “Come on, Ray.”


    I grab my leather jacket and we head downstairs. Chris drops us off at Chiquita’s in his dad’s car, kissing my cheek before I get out.


    “Call me when y’all are ready.”


    “‘Kay.”


    We walk in to the sound of nineties hip-hop – Juvenile’s “Back That Azz Up,” the clean version. Better yet, let me say, the edited version. Chrissy is bouncing like she’s ready to hit the dance floor. A few guys whistle as we walk by and Chrissy wiggles her fingers at them. We’re shown to a table and immediately start people watching as we look through the menu.


    “There are some hot guys here,” Chrissy says, eyeing a group of men in a corner.


    “I thought tonight was about us girls?”


    “Hey, you have two. I’m just playing catch-up.”


    “Whatever.”


    “Raven, I know you like him and all, but…”


    “But what?”


    “Don’t you think he’s a little old for you?” she asks, quickly getting serious on me.


    “His age doesn’t matter to me. Besides, you know what they say – a new broom sweeps clean, but an old broom knows every corner.”


    I wink at her and she throws her head back, laughing.


    “So, he’ll be sweeping your corners?”


    “Chrissy, I wish I could explain to you how I feel when he touches me.”


    “Fireworks?”


    “Frickin’ Fourth of July and New Year’s rolled into one.”


    Her eyes widen and she loses her smile. She holds my stare and nods in understanding. I’m so glad I can talk to her about this without judgment.


    “I got you.”


    She squeezes my fingers and brightens up once more.


    “Enough of that. No more deep stuff. We came here to eat and shake our asses, right?”


    “Right,” I say with a smile.


    “Good.”


    We listen and sing along as the DJ plays some more Cash Money hits, Ruff Ryders, No Limit, Biggie, Pac, and a whole lot more.


    “You were right. The DJ is really good.”


    “I know, right?” 


    We jam our way through chips and salsa and some empanadas before the music changes. It’s as if the DJ is playing especially for me. He slows it down and plays Sam Smith’s “Leave Your Lover”. Chrissy’s eyes meet mine and she shrugs. Then he plays “Stay With Me” and “Like I Can.”


    “Is this a sign?” I ask. The lyrics of each song are hitting way too close to home.


    “Don’t concentrate on that. How’s your Churrasco?”


    “Good. How’s your Mahi Mahi?”


    “Here, try it.”


    She extends her fork to me and I do the same, offering her a bite of my steak.


    “It’s good,” I tell her.


    “Mm hmm.”


    My phone vibrates on the table and I look down to see a text from Gage. He tried his best to hide it, but I could tell he was disappointed when I called him earlier to cancel our plans.


    G: Having fun without me?


    R: So far…eating right now.


    “Which one is it?”


    “Gage.”


    “What did he say?”


    “Just wanted to know if we’re having fun.”


    “That’s nice.”


    G: Don’t worry about the bill. I got you.


    Chrissy must have seen the confused look on my face. “What is it?” she asks.


    “He says he’s taking care of our bill.”


    “Shit. If I’d known, I would have gotten the lobster.”


    We laugh and she raises her glass for a toast. I tap mine against hers.


    “To not worrying about our bill,” she says, giggling.


    I send him a quick thank you before Chrissy starts jumping up and down in her seat. The music has changed and the DJ is now playing Gusttavo Lima’s “Balada”.


    “I love this song! Let’s dance,” she squeals.


    We throw off our jackets and she grabs my hand, pulling me to the dance floor. Here we go.


    

  


  
    CHAPTER 16


    ***Gage***


    


    I’ve been watching her since the moment she walked in. Of course, she doesn’t know I’m here, but I couldn’t stay away. I had to see her. Ron and Booker are with me. Ron’s already figured me out, but Booker is clueless. They’re having a good time, though.


    When she told me about her little girls’ night out, I was disappointed. But then I decided to stop being a pussy and let her have some fun. And then I thought about all the fuckers who would be here hitting on her, so here I am in full pussy/stalker mode.


    They remove their jackets and head to the dance floor. My soldier immediately stands at attention. Legs, thighs, breasts…I don’t know where to focus.


    “Damn, Chrissy got hot.”


    For once, I take my eyes off Raven and look to her friend. Ron’s right. There must be something in the fucking water these days. I adjust myself as they start to dance, shaking their asses and grinding on each other. Fuck, my girl can move. She rolls her hips, slowing down and speeding up to match the beat. I sure hope she’ll utilize these skills in the bedroom.


    Ron and Booker both sit up and lean forward, watching the show. I’m about to go upside both their heads when I realize that it’s not just them. All the fuckers with a dick are staring at her. Well, both of them, but Chrissy’s not mine, Raven is. I clench my teeth and restrain myself. She’s not doing anything wrong, and I don’t want to ruin her night.


    A few guys try to dance with them, but the girls brush them off. That is, until Ron walks over there and whispers in Chrissy’s ear. She looks to Raven who waves them off. She turns to head back to the table and bumps right into him, the boyfriend. I grab the arms of my chair to stop myself from going over there. They exchange a few words and then he pulls her into his arms. They begin to dance but it looks more like vertical fucking to me. With each step, my anger rises. He pushes her against the wall and basically starts humping her. I lose my shit. The chair topples over as I bolt to my feet and march right over there.


    I grab her arm and pull her away from him roughly. Her eyes widen in surprise.


    “Gage! What are you doing here?”


    “What the fuck are you doing?” I demand.


    “Hey! Get your hands off my girl!” the boyfriend shouts.


    Ron and Booker show up and restrain the little fucker before I snap on him. I drag her behind me and head for the exit at the back. I hear the boy shouting, but all I can think is that I need to get her out of here. She struggles against me, trying to pull out of my grasp.


    “Stop!” I say through clenched teeth.


    She stops struggling but I still have to drag her along. I push through the door and look around to make sure we’re alone. Satisfied, I push her against the wall, trapping her with my body. “What the fuck was that?”


    “I could ask you the same thing! How could you embarrass me like that in front of all those people?”


    “Embarrass you? You were practically fucking him in front of everyone!”


    “It’s not fucking. It’s called the Bachata.”


    “I give zero fucks what it’s called! This is your supposed girls’ night?”


    “He wasn’t supposed to be here. He just showed up. Like someone else, I see.”


    I step back and let out a frustrated growl. “Jesus Christ, Raven! It’s bad enough I had to watch all those fuckers in there staring at you, but he had his hands all over you!”


    She crosses her arms under her breasts, her chest heaving in anger.


    “So what? I’m not your girlfriend.”


    “Fuck what you think. You’re mine.”


    “Fuck you! You come with your promises of dating but you don’t want a commitment. You say I run hot and cold, but at least I know what I want.”


    “I know what I want.”


    “Yeah. As you so eloquently put it, you want to fuck me.”


    They’re my words, but hearing them thrown back at me pisses me the fuck off. “Shut the fuck up. If this was just about pussy, I’d be long gone. You wanna talk about commitment? Why don’t we talk about how you’re stringing that poor kid along? How committed are you to him?”


    She opens her mouth to say something but closes it quickly. I take the opportunity to continue. 


    “And what about me? Am I supposed to sit back and watch you run around with the boy? You’re asking me for something you don’t seem willing to give. Maybe you’re just like Lonnie after all.”


    Why the fuck did I say that? Shit. She stands frozen to the spot, staring at me in open-mouthed shock and disbelief.


    I step toward her and she plants her palms on my chest, pushing me away. I take another step and she pummels my chest with her little fists.


    “You motherfucker!”


    “Raven, stop!”


    I grab her wrists and we engage in a battle of death stares. She pulls away and then surprises the hell out of me when she grabs my shirt and drags me toward her, pressing her lips to mine. I force her against the wall and fucking own her lips. I have never kissed a woman like this before. It’s as if I’m pouring out all my rage and frustration, focusing all my energy into this one act. She claws at me like she’s unsure what to do with her hands. One second she’s grabbing my shirt, the next it’s my face, and then my hair.


    She parts her lips, letting me in, and then I own her tongue, too. She moans, writhing against me. I taste every sweet inch of her mouth, grabbing her ass and pulling her to me. Squeezing her firm cheeks, I lift her off the ground. She wraps her legs around my hips and I push into the wall, pressing my dick against her pussy. I slide my hands under her top and up her back, desperate to feel her skin. She quivers, whimpering loudly. All the while, we’re going at each other’s lips like some ravenous creatures. She breaks the kiss, trying to catch her breath, and I sink my teeth into her neck.


    “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it.”


    “Gage…”


    “No one else, Raven. No one touches you but me.”


    “Raven?”


    I turn my head to see who the soft, shaky voice came from. Raven gasps, unhooks her legs from around me, and shrieks in horror, “Chris!”


    

  


  
    ***Raven***


    


    Fuck, fuck, fuck! The shattered look on his face grabs my heart in a chokehold. He looks like he’s about to be sick. I can’t blame him. I can’t even imagine what’s going through his mind right now. He just shakes his head and walks away.


    “Chris, wait!” I untangle myself from Gage and chase him down, but he ignores me. I grab his hand and he turns to me in a rage.


    “I asked you about him and you lied!”


    “You asked me if we’re having sex. We’re not.”


    “You expect me to believe that?”


    “We’ve kissed. That’s it.”


    “That’s it?” he mocks me. “Oh, that’s fine then.”


    “I know you’re angry, but please –”


    “I love you. Do you understand that?”


    The tears that were forming in my eyes spill over and race down my cheeks.


    “You had something going with him before we started dating, didn’t you?”


    “We kissed.”


    “What is he? Some kind of pedophile?”


    “He didn’t know my age.”


    “Aah, now I get it. With your birthday coming up, he’s sniffing around you again.”


    “Chris, I swear I didn’t want…I didn’t mean to hurt you.”


    “Well, you have. And for what? Some guy who’s just going to fuck you and then toss you out like garbage.” He practically spits the words at me.


    “I get your anger, but there’s no need to be mean.”


    “Well, what are you going to do?”


    “I…I don’t know.” I honestly don’t.


    “Great. You know what? Have fun with the biker trash.”


    “Chris…”


    “Oh, by the way, ask him about Janet Presley.”


    He walks away and this time I let him leave. What have I done? My knees buckle, but I’m caught before I hit the ground.


    “It’s okay, doll. I got you.”


    He picks me up and I bury my face in his neck as I bawl my eyes out. When he sets me down, I open my eyes and see I’m in the passenger seat of his car. “Where are we going?”


    “I’m getting you out of here.”


    “But Chrissy –”


    “I’ll have the boys take care of her.”


    He buckles my seat belt, closes the door, and then slides in next to me. I stare out my window, feeling absolutely numb. I’m the scum of the Earth. Worse than that. I’m the scum on the bottom of the shoe of the scum of the Earth. I should have told him instead of him finding out this way. I watch the scenery change as Gage drives, not knowing where we’re going and not caring. He takes my hand and gives it a light squeeze.


    “You’ll be okay, babe. I’m here.”


    I turn to look at him and remember Chris’ last words. “Who’s Janet Presley?”


    His jaw clenches and I see the anger in his eyes before he looks away. “Where did you hear that name?”


    “Who is she?”


    “Just some chick. She’s not important.”


    “What happened to her?”


    “Nothing. She moved away a couple years ago.”


    “Was she your girlfriend?”


    “What? Hell no.”


    I watch him grip the wheel tightly. She means something to him. I’m not sure what, but I’m not in the frame of mind to figure it out. I have my own shit to deal with.


    “Fuck.” he says, glancing in the rear-view mirror.


    “What is it?”


    “Two bikes behind us. Been there for a while.”


    “So?”


    “So? What bikers you know ride along diligently through traffic?”


    He has a point.


    “You think they’re following us?”


    “Let’s see.”


    He accelerates and I watch in the mirror on my side as the bikes speed up, too. Then they pull out from behind us.


    “I think they’re going to pass us.” I tell him.


    “Shit!”


    One of them pulls up next to Gage’s window.


    “What is he doing?” I exclaim in a panic.


    I look around frantically for the other rider and almost swallow my tongue as I stare through my window and down the barrel of a gun.


    Oh. Shit.


    


    


    


    


    To be continued....


    


    


    Thank you for reading! If you enjoyed it, please take a moment to leave a review at your favorite retailer.


    


    Thank you!


    


    ~~~~Alana~~~~


    


    


    


    


    


    


    ***Tempted, book 2 coming soon!***


    


    


    With Raven’s birthday drawing closer, will Gage keep waiting or will he lose his patience and take what he believes is his?
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