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Tempt (Verb)

 


1. To cause someone to do or want to do
something even though it may be wrong, bad, or unwise

2. To entice to do wrong by promise of
pleasure or gain

 


Synonyms – persuade, convince, coax

 


 


 



PROLOGUE

***Gage***

 


Where we left off in Forbidden...

 


Damn. I don’t really like the kid but he
looked genuinely hurt when he found me and Raven together. Am I a
sick fuck because I’m relieved that he knows now? The only thing
is, we’re dealing with a double-edged sword. Raven’s devastated
because she’s done the one thing she’s been trying to avoid all
this time – hurt the boy. I can’t stand to see her like this.

“You’ll be okay, babe. I’m here,” I tell her
as I gently squeeze her hand.

She turns to me, eyes brimming with tears,
and it crushes me.

“Who’s Janet Presley?” She asks.

The fuck? How does she know
Janet? “Where did you hear that name?”

“Who is she?”

Who is she? Nobody. Just a woman who almost
ruined my fucking life. “Just some chick. She’s not important.”

I check the rear-view mirror and spot two
sport bikes riding alongside each other. I move closer to the
shoulder to allow them to pass but they stay behind me.

“What happened to her?” Raven’s voice brings
me back to the conversation.

“Nothing. She moved away a couple of years
ago.”

“Was she your girlfriend?”

Girlfriend? “What? Hell no.”

Just talking about her is getting me fucked
up. She’s a part of the reason I don’t do girlfriends. Too much
fucking drama. I check the mirror again as I turn a corner and
notice that the bikers follow. Are these fuckers tailing me?
I slow down, they do, too. I take another turn, not on my route,
and they do the same.

“Fuck,” I mutter under my breath.

“What is it?”

“Two bikes behind us. Been there for a
while.”

“So?”

“So? What bikers you know ride along
diligently through traffic?” I ask her.

“You think they’re following us?”

“Let’s see.”

I press on the gas and keep my eyes on the
mirror. They pull out from behind us but I notice one of them
reaching behind him. I’ve done that too many times to not recognize
what he’s doing.

“I think they’re going to pass us,” Raven
says.

No, they’re not. One of them pulls up to my
window, keeping pace with us. “Shit!”

“What is he doing?” Raven asks in a
panic.

The other fucker points a gun at her window
and I kick my ass into gear. Coming after me is one thing. Putting
Raven in danger? That’s a whole fucking avalanche of hurt for the
suicidal motherfucker who attempts it.


CHAPTER 1

***Gage***

 


It’s funny the things that go through your
mind in dangerous situations. Some people say their lives flash
before their eyes. Some think about their regrets, things they
haven’t done. Some get scared shitless and don’t know what to do.
Others say they think about their loved ones. Me? I thrive on
danger and feel that much more powerful when I come out on top. I’m
always ten steps ahead, weaving my way out before my opponent even
realizes what’s going on. Tonight is different. Tonight, all I can
think about is the scared girl next to me, no regard whatsoever for
myself. Tonight, she’s the only thing on my mind. I need to keep
her safe, by any means necessary.

“Get down!” I shout.

I swerve right, bumping the rider on Raven’s
side of the car. She unbuckles her seat belt and drops down to the
floor, covering her head with her hands. Before I can get the guy
on my side, he fires a shot. It hits my window, the sound echoing
through the car. Thank God for bullet-proof windows. I floor
the gas pedal, trying to put some distance between us. Raven peeks
up at me, fear in her exquisite eyes.

“You’re gonna be fine,” I assure her. “Do you
trust me?”

She nods just as a bullet hits the
passenger-side window. The horn blares from a truck coming in the
opposite direction, and the rider on the right falls back and pulls
in behind us. The one on the left fires another shot, hitting my
rear view mirror. Think, Gage, think. What would you do if she
wasn’t with you? I’d take the fuckers down.

I need to get off the main road. I
move over onto the shoulder and pass a few cars, but the bikers
follow right behind. If I don’t do something quickly, a lot of
people will get hurt. An access road comes into view, so I head in
that direction. A couple more shots hit the rear windshield. I
glance down at Raven, cowering on the floor. I need to end this
now.

I hit a hard right, take a few side streets,
and get a good lead on them. I know they won’t give up, though. I
press the button I have hidden under my seat and the secret
compartment on the dash opens.

“Whoa,” Raven says, eyes wide in wonder.

“Cool, huh?” I grab one of the unregistered
Glocks I keep in there and drop it in my lap, along with an extra
magazine. “Look, we can’t outrun them, so I need to get rid of
them. Just stay down, and I’ll get us out of here.”

“Fuck that. You got an extra one?”

She climbs back into her seat and grabs the
other Glock out of the dash. Shock turns into pride as she looks
over at me, a fire burning in her eyes.

“Okay. Let’s do this,” I say, more to myself
than her.

There’s an open field up ahead, so I race
toward it, turn in, and face the road. I turn the high beams on so
the fuckers can see us, then put my window down. She does the
same.

“On my cue, start firing. There are extra
mags in there.”

The bikers stop at the edge of the field, and
I rev the engine. Come on, motherfuckers. They sit there,
just waiting and watching. I rev the engine again and they take off
toward us. I shift into gear and press the gas.

“Now, babe!”

They fire a shit-storm of bullets which hit
the windshield and the grill. Raven fires at the guy on her side,
taking him down after four shots. I wait until the other is close
enough and fire one into his chest. He flies backwards, flopping to
the ground. I need to make sure they’re dead. I stop the car and
turn to her, taking her hand. She’s breathing heavily, but she
doesn’t seem scared anymore. She stares into my eyes, waiting.
Waiting for me to tell her our next move. She trusts me to get us
out of this shit, and I will. “Get into the driver’s seat and lock
the doors. Anything happens to me, you drive away. Got it?”

“What? I’m not leaving you!”

Fuck me. Each day that passes, she
looks more and more like the perfect woman. I crush my lips to hers
then pull back reluctantly. “Just do as I say,” I command while
grabbing my flashlight from the glove compartment.

I hop out and listen for the click of the
locks. The moment I hear it, I move slowly toward the biker I shot,
listening to the two shitheads groaning. Make that one; one of them
goes quiet. I find the one I shot, but he’s done for. I put another
bullet in him anyway before I head to the opposite side and find
the other fucker. Damn. All Raven’s shots connected – one in the
stomach and three in the chest. The girl is good. I crouch down and
remove his helmet. He coughs, blood dripping out of his mouth. “Who
sent you?”

“F…fuck…you.”

“Fuck me? Nah. Fuck you, motherfucker.” I put
a bullet in his neck and watch as the life drains from his eyes.
“Fucker.”

I head back to the car and Raven jumps out
and into my arms. Fuck, she feels good. I hold her to me
tightly, thanking God she’s safe. I don’t know what I would have
done if she’d been hurt. Or worse.

“Are you okay?”

“I’m fine. You good?” I ask as I toss the
flashlight onto the back seat.

She nods, her head bouncing up and down
emphatically. I need to get her out of here. I pull out my
phone and dial Razor.

“Prez,” he answers.

“I need clean-up…and a ride. Bring the
trailer, too.”

“Got it. Where?”

“I don’t have a fucking clue. Have Tek track
the Mustang.”

“Got it.”

“And clear out the clubhouse. Members only.”
I hang up and look down at the girl still clutching me tightly.
“You never stop surprising me.”

She gazes up at me, and I brush a kiss on her
lips. How many women would have done what she did? Not a lot of
men would have stepped up like that. I lean against the car
and just hold her, stroking her hair as I stare up at the night
sky. Her words play on a loop in my mind. I’m not leaving
you. And I don’t believe she would have, either. I think she
would have gone down with me if it had come to that. Shit. This is
exactly why I don’t keep women around, why I keep a revolving door
on my bedroom. Any woman of mine would be an easy target. Is that
what I’m doing to Raven? Am I turning her into a target? I know I’m
a selfish son-of-a-bitch, but I want her too much to let her go.
I’ll keep her safe. If I have to become her personal bodyguard then
so be it. If anyone wants to get to her, they have to go through
me.

The guys arrive half an hour later. They roll
my bike out of the trailer and load up the bodies and their bikes.
Razor walks over to me, jerking his head toward the Mustang.

“What happened?”

“Later, Razor. Church when we get back.”

He nods and heads back to help the others. I
lightly squeeze Raven’s shoulders, and she peeks up at me. “Come
on, doll.”

She releases me, and I grab my hoodie from
the back seat. Standing before her, I place it around her shoulders
and she sticks her arms in. I zip it up and lift the hood over her
head. While Motor loads the Mustang into the trailer, I help Raven
onto my bike. She instinctively slides forward and wraps her arms
around me when I climb on. She clings to me for the entire ride,
her tight grip never faltering. Fuck if I don’t like the
feeling.

We roll into the compound, and I park in the
garage. While helping her off, I notice she’s shaking. “Babe? You
okay?”

She doesn’t answer. She’s staring at my
chest, but I get the feeling she’s not seeing me. Fuck.
She must be in shock or something. I pick her up and hurry
inside, praying she’ll be okay. E rushes toward me.

“What happened?” He asks in a panic.

“I think she’s in shock.”

His eyes widen, and he exclaims, “She was
with you?”

“Could you just take a look at her?” I really
don’t need his shit right now.

“I’ll get my bag.”

I take her to my room and lay her on the bed
gently. She stares up at the ceiling, hardly blinking. I enclose
her trembling fingers in mine.

“You’re okay, doll.”

“I…I killed him.”

“What? No. No, babe. You shot him, but he
didn’t die. I killed him.”

E enters the room and kneels next to me,
trying to brush me aside. “Wait outside.”

“Why?” I ask.

“I need to do this without you hovering over
me. Just give me a few minutes.”

“E –”

“Please, Gage.”

Fine. But he better know I’m not going
far. I give Raven’s fingers a gentle squeeze. “I’m right
outside the door.”

I pace the corridor for what seems like an
eternity, but was probably just ten minutes, before E opens the
door.

“She’s fine. Just a little shaken up. I gave her something to help
her sleep.”

He pats my back and leaves. I hurry into the
room, eager to get back to her side. She’s sitting up now. I close
the door behind me and kneel in front of her. “That was one of the
bravest things I’ve seen in my life. You were awesome, babe.”

She trails her fingers over the stubble on my
jaw and gives me a small smile. Good. She’s snapping out of
it. I fucking hate to leave her right now. “I’ve got to talk to
the guys. Lie down and I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

“I…I should go. I have work in the
morning.”

“Don’t worry about it. I’ll talk to
Millie.”

She nods and lies back down. I kiss her
forehead and make my way to the chapel. Everyone’s there, waiting,
all eyes turning to me when I walk through the big double doors.
Except for Tek. He’s tapping away on his laptop’s keyboard. He’s
our resident techie, hence the name. Fucker could have gone to MIT
but stuck around here. I have no idea why.

I take my place at the head of the table.
“Tek?”

“Jonas Wilde and Jerry Cane, both from
Atlanta addresses. No ink, no known affiliations…just a couple of
traffic tickets between ‘em.”

“No ink…so it’s not another MC or a gang. Why
would they come after me?”

“Think it has anything to do with last
night?” Razor asks.

I raise a brow at him. “Cassidy? I don’t
think so. But I guess I should pay her a visit. Motor, the
Mustang?”

“Boys are working on it as we speak.”

“Good.”

“What exactly happened?” E asks.

“They were tailing me. I tried to lose ‘em
and they started firing. Couldn’t shake ‘em, so I decided to take
‘em out.”

“Where was Raven in all of this?”

“Dude,” I say proudly. “You wouldn’t believe
me if I told you.”

“Try me.”

“She helped.”

Everyone’s eyes widen in surprise. I lean
back in the chair, my chest swelling with admiration for her. I
notice Chopper watching me keenly. He doesn’t say a word,
though.

“What?” E furrows his brows in confusion.

“Yeah. Grabbed the extra gun and basically
said she wasn’t having that shit. Took out one of the fuckers
almost on her own. The only bullet I put in him was the one in his
neck.”

“Damn, Prez! Impressive bitch you got
there.”

“Watch your fucking mouth, Crow,” I growl.
She’s not some regular bitch, and they all better get that through
their thick skulls.

He raises his hands in surrender and shakes
his head. “Sorry, boss.”

I turn back to Tek. “Find out everything you
can about the fuckers. I don’t know if it’s just me they’re after,
so no one rides alone. Razor, you and me got a date with Miss
Martin tomorrow.”

“Got it, Prez.”

“I don’t want anyone hanging around here for
the next few days, either. That includes Hounds.” That doesn’t go
over too well. They all start grumbling, and I raise my hand to
stop any forthcoming arguments. “I’m serious. You want some pussy,
you go out and get it like every other motherfucker on the planet.
I’m not trusting anyone at this point.” There are still a few
grumbles, but no one opposes me.

“And the girl?” Motor asks.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, is she gonna keep quiet?”

“Of course she will.”

“You sure?”

I lean forward with clenched teeth and a
murderous glare. E kicks me under the table because he knows I’m
about to go the fuck off, so I take a deep breath and bring it down
a few notches. I can’t get into it with any of my brothers right
now.

“I said she will. Anything else?”

After a chorus of “no”, I dismiss them all
and push my chair back. I have something important to tend to in my
room. E grabs my hand before I can leave, and I drop back in my
chair with a groan. “Let me guess…you wanna talk?”

“I do.”

“When did we become bitches? You wanna have a
sleepover and braid each other’s hair?”

“Shut the fuck up.”

He waits until everyone else is out of the
room then looks me right in the eyes.

“What are you doing?” He asks, concern in his
voice.

“What do you mean?”

“With Raven.”

“What does it look like I’m doing?”

“It looks like we might be getting a First
Lady.”

First Lady? He must be out of his fucking
mind. The whole world knows I don’t do old ladies. “What? Fuck off,
E.”

“No? Then what? I don’t want to see her get
hurt.”

“I’m not going to hurt her, and she’s not
your concern.”

He leans back with a cocky grin and a glint
in his eye. If he wasn’t my best friend, he’d be on the receiving
end of a throat punch right now.

“Like I said…First. Lady.”

“And like I said…fuck. Off.”

I walk away to the sound of his laughter.
Dickhead. First Lady, my ass. I’m seriously in to her, but
I’m still not looking for an old lady. On the way to my room, Ron
stops me and hands me Raven’s phone and jacket. “You took care of
her friend?”

“Yeah, boss.”

“Good.”

I bump into Chopper coming out of my room and
raise a brow at him. What the fuck was he doing in there?
“Pop?”

He closes the door quietly and narrows his
eyes at me. Yeah, he’s about to drop some “fatherly advice” on
me.

“That girl in there? She’s not the type you
play with, son.”

“I know.”

“So, you plan on keeping her around
then?”

“Maybe.”

He places a firm hand on my shoulder and
holds my stare. I haven’t seen Chopper this intense in a long time.
Since he stepped down as president, he’s been doing the whole
retiree and grandpa thing. Even though he still attends church, he
rarely speaks and only gives advice when I ask for it. For him to
offer it up on his own is serious business, so I listen
carefully.

“Consider this. She just shot a man, almost
took a bullet for you and she’s in your bed right now. She didn’t
run for the hills, or worse, to the cops.”

He gives my shoulder a squeeze and leaves me
in the corridor. He’s right. She didn’t have to do what she did.
Afterwards, she could have told me to take her home and fuck off,
but she didn’t.

I open the door and the sight before me stops
me in my tracks. This is definitely some shit I never expected to
see – a woman asleep in my bed. I close the door and approach her
quietly. She’s curled up under the blanket, her face peaceful and
absolutely beautiful. I contemplate going to sleep in E’s room but
I don’t want to leave her alone, so I undress and slide under the
covers. I lie there for about two minutes before I give in to the
call of her warm body. I need to feel her. I curl my arm around her
waist and pull her against me, her back to my front. She sighs in
her sleep and settles into my arms. Jesus, she feels
amazing. I close my eyes and drift off to E’s words swirling in
my mind. First Lady.


CHAPTER 2

***Raven***

 


I wake up tangled with someone else’s body
and something hard poking my stomach. A solid wall of man slowly
comes into focus when I open my eyes. My forehead rests on Gage’s
hard, tattooed chest and his scent fills my nostrils. I savor the
sight, smell, and feel of him until the gravity of the situation
hits me. I slept in his bed. All. Night. Shit. I carefully
detach myself and slide off the bed. Baby Jesus. Even this
early in the morning, he looks utterly fuckable. I shake it off and
head to the bathroom. I seriously need to pee.

I wash my hands and face and eye his
toothbrush longingly. Why the hell not? We’ve already swapped spit.
I walk back into the room with minty-fresh breath. He’s still
asleep, so I climb back into bed. The moment I do, his eyes snap
open. Surprise. That’s what I see. I guess he’s not used to waking
up next to anyone. But then he relaxes and pulls me toward him with
a smile.

“Good morning, doll.”

“Good morning. Sleep well?”

“I did.”

“You sound surprised,” I mock him,
remembering our little phone sexcapade.

“I am.”

He rolls onto his back, taking me with him. I
lay my head on his chest and throw my leg over his. It connects
with his morning wood.

“Shit. Don’t move. I’ll be right back.”

He returns from the bathroom a few minutes
later with a smile and a noticeably absent bulge. After sliding
under the covers, he pulls me back into his arms.

“You used my toothbrush.”

“You don’t mind?”

“Of course not. Use anything you like.
Including me.”

“That last part sounds good.”

“Yeah?” He smirks. “Come here. I need a
proper good morning.”

Excitement courses through my veins as I lean
in and press my lips to his. He sucks on them, biting into the
bottom one and pulling on it before sliding his tongue between
them. Fuck, this man can kiss. I moan as he pulls my head
back by my hair and sucks on my neck.

“My T-shirt looks good on you,” he mumbles,
his breath causing goosebumps to pepper my skin.

I was so sleepy after he left me last night,
I knew I wasn’t going to get farther than his bed. I don’t know why
I did it but I searched his drawers, changed into his shirt, and
climbed right back under the covers.

“Mmhmm…wanna wear mine?” I all but swallow a
giggle when his palm connects with my ass. “Ow!”

“Fuck, babe! You’re not wearing any
clothes?”

I am wearing clothes. Well, his
T-shirt and my panties. “I’m not naked.”

“Fuck.”

He crushes my lips beneath his and grabs a
handful of my ass, squeezing hard. Just like last night, we tear at
each other’s lips, caught up in a frenzy. I reach down and as I’m
about to grab his dick, there’s a knock at the door. He lets out an
angry growl and rips his lips from mine.

“Fuck off!” He yells.

He turns back to me but whoever it is knocks
again. I giggle at his annoyed expression.

“I said fuck off!”

“Sorry, boss. The sheriff is here,” the
intruder says from behind the door.

“Fuck. Stay here. Don’t need him seeing
you.”

He drags on his jeans and shirt from last
night and closes the door behind him. A few minutes later, I hear
his voice. I peek through his window, which gives me a perfect view
of the courtyard, and I see him talking to the sheriff.

“Got reports last night of two men on
motorcycles chasing and shooting at a car,” the sheriff addresses
Gage.

“I can assure you, Sheriff, neither I nor any
of my men were chasing or shooting at any cars.”

“For once, I believe you.”

Gage scoffs. “Oh, really? Why?”

“Description of the car being shot at matches
your Mustang.”

Oh, shit. I look closely at Gage. He’s
super cool, showing no signs of fear or even anxiety. He’s great
under pressure. His actions last night proved that.

“I don’t see how that’s possible. Car’s been
in the shop, getting some more modifications done.”

The sheriff doesn’t look convinced. “Where
you were last night around eleven?”

“I was at Chiquita’s. Two of my guys were
with me and can verify that. Along with everyone else who saw me
there.”

“Mind if I take a look at your car?” He jerks
his chin toward the trailer. “Or maybe just what’s in that trailer
there.”

Oh, no. If I remember anything from
last night, it’s that the car, along with two dead bodies, are in
that trailer.

“You got a warrant?” Gage asks.

“You got something to hide?”

They stare each other down until Gage
chuckles and shakes his head.

“You know what? Since we’re such good
friends…”

The way he said “friends” indicates they’re
anything but friends.

“...I’ll do you a favor,” he continues. “I’ll
let you look in my trailer, without a warrant, just to ease your
mind.”

“Appreciate it,” the sheriff replies
dryly.

Gage motions to one of the guys who then
springs into action and moves toward the trailer. I hold my breath.
Dear God, I’m about to go to prison for murder. I watch as
the guy climbs into the trailer and some others attach a ramp to
it. Seconds later, the Mustang comes rolling down, looking like it
just came off the lot. What the fuck? How did they fix it
so quickly? The detective walks to the trailer and peers
inside. He turns back to Gage with a not-so-pleased look. I can
tell he knows he’s been duped. Damn, these guys are
good.

“Well…thank you for your cooperation, Mr.
Hunter. Have a nice day.”

“You, too, Sheriff Renley.”

He takes one last look around then climbs
into his patrol car and drives away. I let out the breath I’ve been
holding. That was close. I turn away from the window and see
my jacket and phone sitting on the chair in the corner. I hit the
big, red punching bag as I pass by, grab my phone, and climb back
onto the bed. His room is neat but pretty basic – the bed, a chest
of drawers, a nightstand. There’s also a flat screen TV mounted on
the wall. Lying on my stomach, I check my messages. Just a few
calls and texts from Chrissy. I better call her back.

“Ray! Where the hell are you?” She answers in
a panicked voice.

“I’m fine. I’m at the clubhouse.”

“Oh, shit! Did you stay there last
night?”

“Yes…”

“Oh, my God! Did you –”

I quickly cut her off. “No! Nothing happened.
We just slept.”

“In the same bed?”

“Yeah…”

“Girl, you have nerves of steel. I woulda
tapped that.”

“Yeah, well…no one’s tapping anything.”

“Yet,” she says with a giggle.

“Whatever. I need a favor.”

“Sure. Anything.”

“I need some clothes. And clean underwear.
And shoes…oh, and my phone charger.”

“No problem.”

“I’ll ask Ron if he can pick you up. I think
I saw stars in your eyes last night when he whispered in your ear,”
I tease.

“Oh, Lord, Ray…he’s gorgeous! I’ve had a
crush on him since forever.”

“Did you give him your number?”

“Of course.”

“Great. I’ll have him call you and you can
work out pick-up. You remember where the spare key is?”

“Yup.”

“Lonnie won’t be home for hours, so you don’t
have to worry about her.”

“Great! I’ll see you later.”

“’Kay.” I stop her before she hangs up.
“Chrissy? How is he?”

“Not good. Locked himself in his room and
won’t come out.”

“You think he’d talk to me?”

“Just give it some time. He’s hurt and angry.
He needs some time to cool off.”

“You sure?”

“I’m positive.”

“Okay.”

“I’ll see you in a bit.”

I hang up and bury my face in the bed. I’m a
horrible, horrible person. If I had listened to Gage, I would have
broken up with him a long time ago. Even if I wasn’t going to be
with Gage, I knew I wasn’t that into Chris. Instead, I made him
fall in love me.

“Jesus Christ, woman! Where are your
clothes?”

I look up just as Gage slams the door.
“Clothes?”

“Clothes!”

He motions toward me and I look down. The
shirt rode up and my ass is out. My lace boy shorts don’t exactly
cover much. “You’re scared of a little skin?” I smirk at him.

“You’re the one who should be scared. Do you
realize where you are?”

I tug on his hand until he falls onto the
bed. He pulls me to him before he even stops bouncing. “Whatever.
You’re not gonna do anything.”

“I’m not, huh? Just wait. I’m gonna fuck that
smart mouth right out of you.”

“You think that’s the answer to everything,
don’t you? If you don’t like something, you’re going to fuck it out
of me?”

“Absolutely. Or just shut you up. You won’t
exactly be able to use that smart mouth with my dick in your
throat.”

“Oh, God! I may have a smart mouth but
you have a dirty one. Clean it up with Orbit.”

“You love my dirty mouth. We both know how
wet it gets you.”

“Really? How wet?”

“Dripping wet…soak-your-panties wet.”

I draw a ragged breath as I feel that exact
thing happening. Goddamn it but he’s right.

“Maybe you should teach a class. Panty
Wetting 101.”

“The only panties I’m interested in getting
wet are yours.” He says, licking his lips.

I swallow hard as I stare into his eyes.
“Yeah? Why don’t you see if it’s working?”

“Raven…”

I ignore the warning in his voice and
straddle his hips, sitting directly on his growing erection.

“What are you doing?”

I adjust my position and discover the
wonderful thing known as friction. I don’t know if it’s the
roughness of his jeans or the hardness beneath it but whatever it
is, it’s awesome. I rock my hips and he grabs them, steadying
me.

“Don’t,” he commands.

I cover his hands with mine and slide forward
then back. He closes his eyes, the internal struggle evident on his
face. He wants me to stop, but he also wants me to keep going. I
want to keep going. I roll my hips, grinding my pussy against his
crotch. He groans and his fingers dig into my hips. I place my
hands on his chest, grabbing at his shirt as the sweetest
sensations flow through my body.

“Gage...”

He opens his eyes and I lean forward, sucking
his bottom lip into my mouth. He takes over, deepening the kiss and
pressing down on my hips. With the angle and him controlling my
movements, I feel like I’m about to come any second. I moan, moving
faster and faster as I feel my orgasm approaching.

“Fuck, babe.”

He rolls over, putting me beneath him, then
tries to pull away. I wrap my legs around him and keep him in place
as I grind on him. He is not denying me this. “Gage,
please…I’m almost there.”

“Fuck.”

He adjusts his hips and presses down on me
harder. When he begins to move with me, it intensifies
everything. I grab his shoulders and clench my muscles, too
far gone now to stop. “Gage!” My legs tremble and my whole body
shakes beneath him. I thought my fingers were good but holy hell, I
may never use them again. I smile up at him as I try to catch my
breath.

“Wow.”

He lays his forehead on mine and mumbles,
“You’re the one who should be called Reaper…’cause you’re killing
me slowly but surely.”


CHAPTER 3

***Raven***

 


Damn. Where did that come from? I
raise my lips to his and kiss him softly. “That was sweet.”

“Sweet?” He scoffs and drops down next to me,
supporting his head on his palm. “It’s sweet that you’re killing
me?”

“No, of course not. It’s sweet of you to
admit that I affect you, too.”

“That’s what you call it? ‘Affect’?”

He takes my hand, presses it to his crotch,
and I curl my fingers around what feels like a steel pole. Does
he always get this hard? Or is it just with me? I’d like to
think that, but I highly doubt it.

“You feel that?” He asks. “You turn my dick
into a fuckin’ brick wall. All I want to do is fuck you until you
come, screaming my name, then change positions and start all over.
So, yeah, you ‘affect’ me.”

I swallow hard, sliding my fingers up and
down his dick. We stare into each other’s eyes until something
snaps inside him and he grabs my hand.

“I know it’s your favorite color and all, but
I don’t need the blue balls. You have any idea how much that shit
hurts?”

“Well, I can’t experience it but I know it
involves pain and fluid congestion in the testicles, so it can’t be
pleasant.”

“The fuck, Raven?” His eyes widen in shock.
“How the fuck do you know exactly what it is?”

“I told you, I read a lot.”

“And why the fuck are you reading about
balls?”

I raise a shoulder in a shrug and drop my
gaze. It’s not like I had a mother to teach me anything. Daddy
would never talk about that stuff with me and Lonnie barely talked
to me at all. How else was I going to learn? “I didn’t really have
anyone to talk to, ask questions. I turned to books instead.”

I hear him take a deep breath before he pulls
me into his arms, cradling my head on his chest. I throw my arm and
leg over him and settle in against him.

“It’s okay, doll. You have me now.”

I haven’t felt as at peace in a long time as
I do in this very moment. I have him. I have him, and that means
I’m no longer alone. I have him. He holds me in his arms and
we lie there for a long time, not saying anything, just being
together. That is until my growling stomach interrupts our quiet
companionship.

“Hungry?” He asks, and I can hear the smile
in his voice.

“Starving. What’s for breakfast?”

“I wish it was your pussy.”

“And Mr. Dirty Mouth is back.”

“He never left, baby doll. I’m gonna take a
shower then get you something to eat.”

“Okay.”

He adjusts himself as he walks to his chest
of drawers. As I watch him choose boxers, the scene between him and
the sheriff replays in my mind. I have so many questions about last
night and this morning. Why were those men chasing us? Who were
they? Are there others? Will they come after us, too? Where did the
bodies go?

“Gage?”

“Hmm?”

“Who were those men from last night?”

“I don’t know, but I’ll find out.”

“What happened to the...the bodies?”

“Don’t worry your pretty little head about
that.”

“But –”

“Raven,” he cuts me off. “I can’t tell you,
so stop asking. Besides, the less you know, the better.”

“Gage, I’m scared.”

He sits on the edge of the bed and palms the
back of my neck, pulling my face close to his. A firm but gentle
squeeze ensures I’m looking in his eyes.

“I got you. I won’t let anything happen to
you, Raven. I promise.”

“But –”

“You trust me, right?”

“Yes.”

“Then trust that I’ll protect you, no matter
what.”

I bite into my bottom lip and nod. I
do trust him, and after seeing him in action last night, I
trust him with my life.

“Good,” he says, rising and grabbing his
boxers off the bed. That reminds me.

“I asked Chrissy to bring me some clothes.
Think you could get Ron to pick her up?”

“Sure, babe.”

He taps something out on his phone then
tosses it on the bed. I stare at it as he heads to the bathroom.
I’ve never seen a guy do that…ever. He not only left one, but
two phones sitting around. He either has nothing to hide or
trusts me enough to know I won’t go through them. Either way, he
just earned major points. I grab my own phone and check Facebook,
Twitter, and Instagram. Chris has updated his status to “single”
and removed his profile picture of the two of us. Well,
then. It stings, but at least he hasn’t posted anything
nasty about me. Despite Chrissy’s advice, I try calling him. His
phone goes straight to voicemail. I take a deep breath and wait for
the beep.

“Chris...I know I’m the last person you want
to talk to, but...I just need you to know that I never wanted to
hurt you. I should have been honest with you. There are a lot of
things I should have done, and I’m sorry. It won’t change anything,
but I am. I’m sorry.”

I hang up and just lie there, staring into
space. I didn’t ask for forgiveness because frankly, I don’t
deserve it. If he responds by calling me a lying, cheating cunt, I
wouldn’t blame him. I deserve to be called every name in the book
in addition to any new ones he can come up with. He doesn’t reply
though, and it makes me feel that much worse.

Chrissy’s voice precedes a knock on the door.
I check the time on my phone and realize I’ve been lying here for
almost an hour. Gage is still in the shower. Damn. He must be
running a marathon in there.

“Come in.”

Ron opens the door, greeting me as he ushers
Chrissy in. “Hey, Raven.”

“Hey, Ron. Thanks.”

“No problem.”

They make googly eyes at each other and then
he leaves, walking backwards so they’re still looking at each
other. Once he’s gone, Chrissy closes the door and drops my
backpack on the bed before climbing in next to me, handing me a
paper bag from McDonald’s.

“Got you breakfast,” she says in a sing-song
voice.

“Thanks,” I reply as I lean over and
absentmindedly kiss her cheek.

“Thank your man. It was his idea.”

“He’s not my man.” Technically...or not yet?
I don’t even know what we are to each other.

“Whatever.”

Realizing my mood, she furrows her brows and
tucks my hair behind my ear.

“What’s wrong?”

“I just don’t like myself right now.”

“He’ll be fine. I’ll make sure of it.”

“I called him,” I say quietly.

“Ray, I told you not to.” She scolds me.

“He didn’t pick up. I got his voicemail.”

“Yeah...he turns it off when he’s upset.”

“It’s all my fault. If I’d listened to Gage,
all this could have been avoided.”

“All the ifs in the world won’t change
anything now. I’ll take care of Chris.”

She sits Indian-style and bounces on the bed,
giving me a bright smile. I know that smile. She’s about to try and
change the subject to cheer me up. Gotta love her.

“So this is where all the magic happened,”
she says, her palms gliding over the bed.

I don’t want to talk about me and Gage, so I
try to steer the conversation toward her. “Tell me about the magic
I just saw with you and Ron.”

“O.M.G…amazing kisser. Like mind.
Blown.”

“When are you going out?”

“Tonight,” she practically squeals in
excitement. “We’re gonna try Chiquita’s again.”

“That’s gr–”

The bathroom door opens, banging against the
wall. Gage walks out in his boxer briefs, whistling and drying his
hair with a towel.

“Oh…hey,” he greets Chrissy. “Chrissy,
right?”

She stares at him, eyes wide, mouth open.
“Um…y...yeah,” she stutters.

I can definitely relate to the reaction. Gage
Hunter is sex personified. With his amazing body and the way those
boxers cling to him…my muscles clench. Chrissy grabs my hand,
squeezing my fingers. We watch as he walks to the closet and starts
pulling out clothes.

“I can’t believe you slept next to him all
night and didn’t rape him.”

Gage bursts out laughing, and Chrissy turns
to me in wide-eyed horror.

“Did I say that out loud?”

“Yes!”

I join Gage, falling over and grabbing my
stomach. The look on her face is priceless.

“Ugh! Kill me now.”

“It’s okay, Chrissy. I totally understand,”
Gage says.

He gives her that cocky grin of his and I
throw his pillow at him. Conceited bastard. He catches it and
tosses it back with a wink. We sit back and enjoy the Gage show as
we eat. He revels in it, the smirk never leaving his face, until he
shrugs into his cut.

“I got club shit to handle, so I’ll see you
later. Chrissy can keep you company, but under no circumstance do
you leave the compound. Got it?”

“Yes, Dad.”

“Fuckin’ smart mouth.”

He drops a kiss on my lips and one on
Chrissy’s cheek, then heads for the door.

“Anything you need, talk to Ron. You need me,
call me.”

“’Kay.”

“Later, babe.”

He closes the door behind him and we fall
back on the bed with a collective sigh.

“God, Ray. He smells good.”

“Tell me about it.”

I don’t know about Chrissy, but I need some
time to recuperate from all that sexiness. She mumbles “Goddamn”
and I get confirmation that I’m not the only one. We stare up at
the ceiling, caught up in the sexual whirlwind that is Gage.


***Gage***

 


“What’s the plan?” Razor asks as we park
outside the warehouse where Cassidy has her office.

“No plan. Just gonna talk to her. She’s a
little psycho but I don’t think it was her.” The whole point was to
get me to fuck her so I doubt she sent them to kill me. “They were
probably just retaliating for the two we killed.”

Her assistant gives me a come-fuck-me smile
as we approach. I remove my riding gloves and stick them in my
pocket. She bats her lids and smiles brightly before biting into
her bottom lip.

“Mr. Hunter! Haven’t seen you in a
while.”

“Miss Martin in?”

She fumbles at my apparent lack of interest
and picks up her phone. After talking to her boss, she motions to
the door.

“Wait here,” I tell Razor.

I close the door behind me and take a long,
hard look at a very nervous Cassidy Martin.

“Gage…I swear, I haven’t said –”

I raise my hand to stop her then take a seat.
“The guys you hired…where’d you find ’em?”

“A friend gave me a phone number. I
called.”

“What friend?”

“I can’t –”

“What. Friend?”

She swallows hard and takes a shaky breath.
“Please…I don’t want to get her mixed up in this.”

“You still have the number?”

She looks down at her desk, avoiding my
stare. That’s a very obvious tell. I know her next words will be a
lie.

“No. I…I threw it away.”

I can see she’s not going to give up the info
willingly. Maybe I’m approaching this the wrong way. I don’t think
intimidation is going to work with her, but I know what will.
Luckily, I’m me. “You’re not lying to me are you, Cassidy?”

Her gaze remains fixed on the desk. “No, of
course not.”

“Stand up.”

Finally, she looks at me, excitement creeping
into her eyes. “Wh..what?”

“Don’t make me say it again.”

She rises slowly, her eyes locked with mine.
Her chest is heaving, and I see the uncertainty in her gaze. She’s
scared but turned on, too. One thing I do remember about her is
that she likes it rough and kinky. I make my way over to her,
taking my time. She watches me, her chest rising and falling more
rapidly with each step I take. I move her chair and stand behind
her, close but not touching.

“I think you’re lying to me, Cassidy. I
think...you’re being a bad girl.” Her body trembles before me and
she lets out a moan. “Do you know what happens to bad girls?”

“They get spanked,” she says on a hurried
breath.

The fear is gone, replaced completely by
enthusiasm. Damn, I’m good! I slowly pull her little skirt
up, exposing her cheeks. A thong. Perfect. She’s wearing some sexy
lingerie set, complete with garter belt and stockings.

“Were you expecting someone? Or did you wear
this for me?”

“I…I was hoping –”

“And the fuck-me heels?”

“Yes,” she whispers breathlessly.

She tries to lean into me, but I step away
and perch on the edge of her desk. I look her over from head to toe
and realize I don’t want to touch her. She’s gorgeous and I didn’t
hesitate to fuck her before, but there’s just no interest now. I
find a wooden ruler on her desk and trail it lightly up her
thigh.

“Spread your legs.” She complies quickly,
watching me with her bottom lip between her teeth. I move behind
her once more, sliding the ruler up the inner sides of both thighs.
“Wider.” I smack one of them and she yelps, widening her stance.
“Now, the men. Who were they?”

“I don’t know.”

I slap her cheek and watch as the ruler
leaves a red imprint on her ass. Her body shakes as if she just
came where she stands. I stroke the spot with the ruler, still not
wanting to touch her. She rolls her hips and I smack her again,
developing a pattern – slap, stroke, slap…and then change it up so
she never knows what’s coming next.

“Gage…”

“If I touch your pussy right now…will it be
wet?” I ask, even though I have no inclination to do so.

“Oh, God, yes!”

I chuckle, sliding the ruler over the crotch
of her panties. “Where’d you find those guys?”

“The number…my friend said she uses them for
security all the time.”

“Mmhmm.” I concentrate the top edge of the
ruler on her clit and she moans. “Security…are they from a
company?”

She rolls her hips, grinding on the ruler. I
strike her clit twice.

“No! Not a company…just…just a group of
friends.”

A group. My retaliation theory seems to be
right. I stroke her once more, gliding the ruler over the material
covering her pussy. “Where’s the number?”

She hesitates. I move closer so she thinks
I’m going to touch her. Instead, I slap both cheeks twice.

“Fuck, Gage...”

“The number?”

“It’s in my desk! Just please…please, fuck
me!”

I give her one last smack on the ass. Hard.
She jerks and cries out. “Sit,” I tell her as I toss the ruler on
the desk. She scrambles to her chair and immediately reaches for my
belt. “Uh-uh…hands in your lap.”

She smiles, licks her lips then bites into
the bottom one. She really thinks I’m going to let her suck my
dick? No matter what she does, it’s all lost on me. My dick isn’t
even mildly interested. “Where is it?”

“Top drawer,” she says eagerly.

I search the drawer, find a white card with
just a number on it then show it to her.

“That’s it.” She nods.

I stick it in my pocket and wonder what I
should do with her. She’d probably do anything I tell her to. Bitch
is hard-up for some dick, so I’ll get her some. “Up.” She jumps to
her feet and I stand behind her. She wiggles her ass impatiently.
“You want to get fucked, Cassidy?”

“God, yes!”

“You will be…just not by me.”

“What? Gage –”

“Don’t. Move.”

I stick my head through the door and wave
Razor over, giving him a peek inside.

“A gift for you, my brother.”

He looks to the heavens and bites his lip. “I
ever tell you I love you, brother?”

“Make it quick. I’ll wait for you
outside.”

But not before I stop in the men’s room and
wash my hands. I suddenly feel very dirty. While waiting, my mind
drifts to Raven. That shit she pulled this morning had me coming
like three times in the shower. Just feeling her body tremble
beneath me was like nothing I’ve ever experienced before. And
waking up next to her? I wouldn’t mind doing that every day. Not at
all.

Razor exits the building with a huge grin on
his face. “Thank you, my brother. That was a fine piece of
ass.”

“Crazy as fuck, though.”

“I know. That’s why I’m seeing her later.” He
grins as he slips his aviators on.

“You’re a sick fuck, Razor.”

“Don’t I know it, Prez.”


CHAPTER 4

***Raven***

 


You know in the movies where someone walks
into a room, a record scratches somewhere, and everyone stares at
the newcomer? Think MJ walking into the nightclub in the beginning
of the “Smooth Criminal” video. That’s exactly what happened. All I
know is, one moment Chrissy and I are playing pool, hanging out
with some of the guys, and the next moment it’s dead silent. I look
up and everyone is staring at the door. I’m bent over the pool
table, so I straighten and turn around. I wish I hadn’t though,
because I’m staring into the blue eyes of Death himself. Gage
stands there, shaking with barely restrained rage, his eyes locked
on me. He’s a volcano about to erupt. I swallow hard.

“Where the fuck…are your clothes?” He
shouts.

I swear his voice echoes through my entire
body. We’re back to this? What I’m wearing is perfectly fine
– shorts and a bandeau. Jeez, even Daddy wasn’t this anal. Before I
can say anything, he storms up to me and grabs my hand. Without
stopping, he drags me behind him to his room, pushing me inside and
slamming the door behind him. I haven’t even regained my balance
before he grabs me again and forces me against the wall.

“What the hell, Gage?”

“Have you been drinking? Smoking?”

I roll my eyes. “No, Daddy.”

“I swear to God, woman. Don’t test me!”

“How?”

“You’re out there practically naked!”

“I am not!”

“You like that, huh? Being a fucking tease?”
He asks, getting into my face.

A tease? “How dare you –”

I cringe as he slams his palm on the wall by
my head and closes his eyes, trying to rein in his anger. Okay,
I think it may be in my best interest not to push him right
now.

“Just cover up, Raven,” he says, his words
coming through clenched teeth.

“I don’t have anything else. This is all
Chrissy brought.”

He pushes away from me and removes a T-shirt
and sweat pants from his chest of drawers.

“Put these on. I’d rather not have to kill
any of my brothers.”

Aah…now I get it. “For what?
Looking at me?”

He doesn’t answer, but I know that’s the
problem. He’s jealous…to the thousandth degree, but it’s kind of
cute. I take his hand, pull him to the bed, and push down on his
shoulders. Sitting on his lap, I wrap my arms around his neck.

“They’ve been really cool. A couple of them
even pulled me aside and told me I was a total badass for what I
did last night.”

“You were…are.”

He slides his arm around my waist and takes a
deep, calming breath. I turn his face to mine and stare into his
eyes. The rage is gone. I don’t want to rekindle it, but shooting
that guy last night has been on my mind all day. Technically, I
didn’t kill him, but it still weighs heavily on my conscience.

“About last night –”

“I told you to leave it alone.”

“Gage, I’ve never shot anyone before.”

“And you haven’t killed anyone, either. It’s
all on me.”

“Not all. I shot him four times.”

“It was them or us. I’m proud of you for how
you handled yourself.”

He’s proud of me for shooting someone. Not
exactly what one strives for in life but hey, I guess this is my
life now. “I have Reaper’s approval?”

“You always did.”

How does he do that? How does he make me
forget why I’m concerned, hurt, or angry? How does he replace all
my thoughts with only ones of him? I trail my finger down his
stubbled jaw, the tiny hairs prickling me. “You’ve been gone all
day. I missed you.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

I place a few soft kisses on his lips before
he finally gives in and takes over. He slowly works his lips over
mine, teasing them with his tongue. I moan into his mouth, slipping
my tongue in. The taste of peppermint hits me. Goosebumps pop up
all over my body as he trails his fingers down my spine. I slide my
fingers through his hair, leaning into him, needing to get as close
as possible. He grabs my hair and pulls my head back, his gaze
roaming my face.

“Change.”

“God! I hope you never have daughters,” I
say, rolling my eyes.

“Don’t worry. I won’t.”

“How can you be so sure? Even you can’t
command sons to be born.”

He slides me off his lap and heads for the
door. With his hand on the knob, he turns to me, his expression
stern.

“Because I’m not having children. Ever.”

That’s what he leaves me with. I stare at the
door wondering what I’ve gotten myself into. Christ, he’s bossy.
And that thing about kids? I would have never expected that. He’s
so good with Mikey. Despite what I said, I do believe he’d be a
good father. A very strict one, but a good one nonetheless.

Oh, well, it’s his choice. I definitely want
kids someday. Someday far, far away, though.

I change into the sweatpants, drop it on my
hips, and tie the strings to keep it in place. The T-shirt, I throw
on over my bandeau and tie a knot in the back. I just hope he
doesn’t get mad over me showing my belly button. I head back out,
holding up the too-long legs of the pants. Chrissy’s in a corner
cuddled up with Ron and smoking a joint, so I seek out Gage. He
turns to me as I approach the bar where he’s sitting and drinking a
beer.

“Better?” I ask, with a bit of attitude.

“Better.”

I wedge myself between his legs, lean against
him, and drape his arm over my shoulder. He curls it around me,
pulling me closer as I settle in and survey the room. These men are
not at all what I thought they were. Crow, Motor, and Tek are off
in a corner sharing a joint. Crow is so-named because he’s good at
“clean-up”. You want to get rid of a body, he’s your man. He’s a
big dude, with a buzz cut and a jagged scar running down his cheek.
Motor, apparently, is an automotive wiz. He’s a little on the
skinny side and has shaggy, blond hair. Tek looks more Goth than
biker, complete with the black lipstick and eyeliner. He’s the
club’s secretary and way better version of the Geek Squad. I’ve
been told he can hack his way into anything.

Booker (that’s actually his real name), the
prospect, is huge…and I’m not talking about muscles. He’s like a
three hundred pound, grown-up version of Ham from The
Sandlot—red hair, freckles and all. He and Ron don’t seem to
have road names, but I’m sure that’s coming soon. Razor, I haven’t
spoken to yet but he scares me a little. He pulls a disposable
razor from his pocket and starts shaving. I guess that explains his
name. Then there’s Rico, the road captain. He’s from Honduras and
thinks he’s some kind of Rico Suave. I remember him
hitting on me at the barbecue. He said I called him an asshole, but
he had called me a bitch so we both decided we were even. He’s
short and stocky with greasy, slicked-back hair.

Allah, he’s like the resident DJ or
something. He won’t let anyone near his equipment. He’s really
quiet, always bopping his head to music no one else can hear. Now,
his nickname is just a bit scandalous, if I’m to believe Rico’s
version. It started out pretty harmless. He would go around rapping
Fabolous’ “Young’n” so much, they started calling him Holla Back.
When that became too tedious, it was shortened to Holla. It all
changed when a new Hound, who didn’t quite get it, kept screaming
out “Allah!” while they were fucking. Needless to say, it stuck.
He’s proud of it, too, smirking all the time Rico was telling the
story. He’s a bit of milk chocolate with a close cut, wavy hair,
teardrop tattoos, and platinum grills. I smile at him, playing away
in the DJ booth.

He winks and points to me. “This one’s for
you, li’l shawty.”

Rihanna’s “Hard” comes on and I throw my head
back, laughing. I pop my collar for him and he scratches the record
then plays it again. Yeah. I think he and I are going to be great
friends.

Venom. He has a thing for snakes. He told me
he has a dozen of them at his house. A dozen. Just thinking
about it sends shivers up my spine. His house is one place I’ll
never be visiting. He’s hot, though – shoulder-length black hair
and muscles you get from lifting weights every day. He’s the club’s
treasurer. Chopper, I absolutely adore. Physically, he’s like all
the pictures I’ve seen of my dad’s father, only not Mexican. He’s
doted on me all day, cooking for me and making sure I was
comfortable. I don’t care what Gage says; Chopper is sweet.
A few of the guys’ old ladies stopped by for a while and they were
really cool, too. Everyone seems so different from what I thought.
The old adage has never been truer – don’t judge a book by its
cover.

I don’t know if it’s the man behind me or if
I’m getting a contact high from all the weed smoke, but I’m feeling
extremely relaxed. Better than I’ve felt in a long time, given the
circumstances. With Chrissy being here and texting Toni all day, my
mood improved as the day went by. Now, all Toni wants to talk about
is Gage and when I’m going to fuck him. Like I haven’t been
trying. I take a selfie with his arm around me and send it to
her. She replies instantly.

T: Bitch! You gonna show me his face or
nah?

R: Nope. Not yet.

T: Whatever. You need fi send on di pussy and
stop hitch.

Toni’s parents are Jamaican. I know things
are getting serious when she starts speaking Patois. At first, when
she used to slip into the dialect, I couldn’t understand a word,
but I pretty much have it down now. She thinks I’m the one
stalling. Short of tying him up and taking what I want, I don’t
know what else to do.

R: I’ve tried! He won’t do it until I turn
18.

T: You found the last man on Earth with
morals? Sounds like a keeper.

R: We’ll see.

She sends me a song but I can’t listen to it
now, so I leave it for later. I lay my head on Gage’s shoulder and
he kisses my neck softly. The light touch of his lips on my skin
makes me quiver. I close my eyes and let out a barely audible
moan.

“You’re stayin’ with me tonight.”

I snap out of my lusty haze and turn my head,
regarding him carefully. “What?”

“You heard me.”

Yes, I heard you. I just can’t believe
what I heard. “I have to go home…and I have work
tomorrow.”

“Millie won’t mind.”

“I can’t leave her shorthanded on a Sunday.
Not with the church crowd.”

“Fine. I can take you to work in the
morning.”

I turn around to face him and drape my arms
around his neck. “You really want me to stay, don’t you?”

“I want you in my bed.”

“Aww…Mr. I-Don’t-Sleep-With-Anyone wants to
cuddle?”

He scrunches his brows together as if the
ramifications of me staying just occurred to him. He stares at me,
and I can see the wheels turning in his head. Once he’s come to a
conclusion, his face relaxes.

“I liked waking up with you next to me.”

Oh, damn. Fuck the world. If that’s
what he wants, that’s what he’ll get. “Okay. I’ll stay.”


***Gage***

 


I’ll stay.

I never thought two simple words could make
me so happy or that a woman could both infuriate and calm me to
such degrees. I was about to explode when I walked in here and saw
her bent over the pool table, her ass on display. I can’t believe
she erased all that anger with just a touch.

She’s leaning against me once more, observing
everyone. It’s a calm night—by our standards, anyways. With no
Hounds around, the boys are pretty tame, but they’re still having a
good time. They don’t seem to mind the girls. In fact, they look
like they’re fitting right in. Rico yells something in Spanish and
the girls burst out laughing. I have no idea what’s so funny, but
the three of them start going back and forth. What I do know
is that Rico’s enjoying having people around who speak his
language.

E walks in and slowly takes in the scene.
Once his gaze lands on me, his lips curl up in a smirk, and he
heads our way. Asshole.

“Hi, Raven. How do you feel?”

“Great, Dr. E! Whatever you gave me last
night, it knocked me right out.”

He looks up at me with a grin. Fucker knows I
stayed with her last night, and I know I won’t hear the end of
it.

“And you? How’d you sleep?”

“Just fine, Dr. E.”

I’m smiling, but he knows the “fuck off” look
I’m giving him all too well. He chuckles, unable to hide his
amusement.

“Do you still want me to do that thing for
her?”

Shit. I totally forgot. “Yeah, yeah. Go with
E, babe. He’s going to take care of you.”

“’Kay.”

She takes his hand as they walk away and
jealousy rages inside me once again. I take deep breaths, reminding
myself that this is my best friend. A man I’ve known all my life.
My anger doesn’t dissipate until they return, though. She talks
with Chrissy and they hug before her friend starts saying her
goodbyes.

“Bye, Gage!” She waves at me.

“See ya, Chrissy. Ron, get Allah to go with
you.”

I smile as Raven walks back to me, trying
hard not to trip over my pant legs. Why do I feel so good seeing
her in my clothes?

“I’m a little tired. I’m going to take a
shower and lie down.”

“Okay, doll. I’ll be in soon.”

“’Kay. ’Night, boys!”

I’m surprised to hear a few disappointed
groans and pleas for her to stay. Damn girl has bewitched my entire
club. She giggles and waves them off as she leaves.

“She’s a good girl,” E states, taking the bar
stool next to me.

I turn to him as I take a pull of my beer. “I
know that.” He hands me a piece of paper that I unfold and see it’s
Raven’s prescription. Finally, an advantage of having a
gynecologist for a best friend. “Thanks. I’ll take care of it.”

“Take care of her.”

“Why the fuck are you talking like I’m
getting married or some shit?”

He pats me on the back as he pushes the stool
away from the bar.

“You’ll figure it out soon, brother. I’m out.
Got a hot nurse to examine,” he says, waggling his brows.

“Yeah, you need to go fuck a pussy and stop
being one.”

He gives me the finger and waves Booker over
as he walks backwards out of the clubhouse.

“Come on, Booker. You’re with me.”

“Yes, sir.”

He leaves, but his words stay with me. I know
she’s a good girl and I have no intention of hurting her. That’s
why I’ve always been honest with her. I won’t let anyone else hurt
her, either. Not as long as I’m breathing. As I grab another beer
from behind the bar, I realize I care about her more than I
thought. She’s slowly working her way under my skin, and I’m
powerless to stop it. Do I want to? I don’t have a fucking
clue.

I give Tek the card with the phone number I
got from Cassidy. He nods and heads toward the rooms.

“I’ll see what I can dig up.”

“Tek…tomorrow, yeah?”

“Got it, boss.”

Razor winks at me as he leaves, jerking his
head at Rico to follow. I hope that fucker knows what he’s doing.
Cassidy is a real piece of work. With everyone else gone, Crow and
Motor start grumbling about their old ladies. After they leave, I
lock up and head to my room.

She’s in my bed, wearing one of my T-shirts
with the club logo. Her knees are drawn up to her chest, those
thick, juicy thighs taunting me. The only thing I can think is that
she fits. She fits me, my club…she just fucking fits. She’s reading
something on her phone and singing that Bonnie and Clyde song by
Jigga, but stops and smiles up at me as I enter. I swear it’s the
most beautiful sight in the world.

“Hey,” she greets me.

“Hey. What you doin’?”

“Trolling Amazon for free books.”

“Free? They can’t be very good.”

I sit on the edge of the bed and lean on the
headboard. Like it’s the most natural thing in the world, she moves
over right next to me. I drape my arm around her shoulders and she
leans in to my side.

“Not really. Sometimes it’s promotional…or
maybe the first in a series. They give that one away, and then you
have to buy the others to finish the story.”

“I see.” I hand her my credit card and she
gives me that big, beautiful smile again. I know, without a doubt,
I would do anything to keep her smiling like that. “Get whatever
you want.”

She launches at me, throwing her arms around
my neck and squeezing tightly.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you!”

Fuck. All this over a few books? Not
that I’m complaining. Trust me. “Doesn’t take much to please you,
does it?”

“Nope. I just need your billing address
please,” she says in a sweet voice, batting her lids.

Fucking cute. I give her my driver’s license
and she looks down at it with a grin.

“Your middle name is Harley?”

“Yeah. Blame Chopper. If he had his way, it
would have been my first name.”

“It’s cute...Harley.”

“I don’t do ‘cute’, baby doll.”

“Okay, Harley. Whatever you say.”

“What’s your middle name,
smartass?”

“Selena.”

“Selena. I like that.”

“Thank you. Now, go away.”

She goes back to her phone and it’s like I
don’t exist anymore. I leave her there and head into the shower.
Yup, under my skin, all right.


CHAPTER 5

***Raven***

 


I feel like a kid in the candy shop…on
Christmas and my birthday rolled into one. I got a couple books I
wanted and I didn’t have to pay for them. Sweet. He
just found the way to my heart. No. Not heart. What he’s after is a
little farther south. Although lately, he seems different. The
jealousy, the way he talks…he wouldn’t be like this if he didn’t
care, right? Could he possibly want something more? No. I can’t
think like this. That’s how I’ll end up getting hurt. He likes me
and I like him. Let’s just leave it at that.

He walks back in, wearing those sexy-as-sin
boxer shorts that don’t leave much to the imagination. I lick my
lips and watch as he climbs into bed.

“Put away the phone. Book time is over.”

“Oh? What time is it?”

“Gage time.”

I burst out laughing, and he raises a curious
brow.

“What’s so funny?”

“I just got this image in my head of you
saying that while doing the ‘Hammer-time’ dance.”

I gasp as he grabs me by the waist and pulls
me to him. Nothing is funny anymore. In fact, I don’t even remember
why I was laughing. He takes my phone and places it next to his on
the nightstand.

“I. Don’t. Dance. Got it?”

“Got it,” I whisper.

He laces his fingers through my hair then
gently trails his index finger down my cheek.

“You’re beautiful, you know that?”

“So you keep telling me.”

“And I won’t stop.”

Tremors run through my body as I stare into
his eyes. With just a look, he makes me feel like the most
beautiful woman in the world.

“Tell me something about you,” he says in a
low voice.

“What do you want to know?”

“Everything.”

“Wow…that’s specific.” He leans in and bites
into my bottom lip. “Ow!”

“Keep it up. I might put you over my knee
yet.”

“Okay, okay. Where should I start?”

“Tell me about back home.”

I shrug, not really knowing what to say. “My
dad raised me and Lonnie. She left when she turned eighteen, and
then for a long time it was just me and him.”

“How’d he die?”

“Killed in the line of duty…armed robbery
gone wrong.”

“What about your mom?”

“Never met her.”

“How come?”

“She was some kind of heiress. Her parents
didn’t approve of my dad. He was Mexican and a cop, so he wasn’t
good enough for their princess. When she found out she was
pregnant, they gave her an ultimatum. Us or the money. They
actually wanted her to get an abortion, but she opted instead to
give me up to my dad.”

His arm tightens around me supportively. I
haven’t talked about her in a long time. I don’t know how she could
do it. How do you leave a baby you spent nine months carrying
inside your body? And afterwards…she never even tried to see me
once. “Daddy was my rock. After he died, I was a little lost.
Everything moved so fast. Lonnie swept in, signed some papers, and
packed me up. I didn’t even get to go to prom or graduation.”

“Do you miss it?”

“I do, especially Toni. She’s my best friend.
But there’s nothing there for me anymore.”

“You don’t have any other family?”

“Nope. I was accepted into the Miami
International University of Art and Design, but I had to give it up
when I moved.”

“Art? What were you going to study?”

“Graphic and web design.”

“There are other art schools around.”

“I know. I just have to get some other stuff
sorted out first.”

“Like what?” He asks.

“I need to get my own place. I can’t stand
living with Lonnie. I just wish my birthday would hurry up and get
here.”

“You and me both.”

I lay my palm flat on his hard chest and move
closer. “Why don’t you remind me what’s in it for you?”

His hand creeps under my shirt, and his
fingers slowly dance up my spine. My breathing gets ragged and my
body trembles against him.

“I finally get to do what I’ve wanted to do
since the moment I saw you…sink my dick deep inside you.”

I can barely keep my eyes open, but I fight
it because the look on his face is affecting me as much as his
touch. “Is that all?”

He traces circles over my heated skin – my
hip, the dip of my waist, and up my ribcage. His voice, low and
hoarse, weaves its way into my senses.

“I’m going to kiss every inch of your
gorgeous body.”

I slide my fingers into his hair and lean in,
our lips just inches apart. My pussy is twitching, begging for
attention. He gets close to my breast and I arch into him, but he
withdraws his fingers.

“Once you’ve come on my tongue a few
times…I’m going to fuck you nice and slow.”

“Gage…”

“At first. But then I’m going to take you
hard and fast…in every position and location I can.”

He parts my thighs and places his knee
between them. I move my hips, desperately trying to ease the ache
between my legs.

“When I’m done with you, you won’t be able to
walk for a month.”

“That…sounds painful.”

His fingers continue their exploratory
mission, trailing over my thigh. I moan, feeling like I might
shatter at any moment.

“I’ll have you coming so hard, you’ll welcome
the pain.”

Dios. “Please, Gage. I don’t want to
wait.”

He stops instantly, pulling my shirt
down.

“No, Raven.”

“It’s just a few weeks. What difference does
it make?”

“I just can’t.”

“I have something I want you to hear.”

I sit astride him, reach for my phone, and
play the song Toni sent me earlier – “Nobody Has To Know” by
Kranium. He raises a brow at me, and I wonder if he’ll understand
any of it. I lean in close to his lips and whisper, “No one has to
know.”

Toni’s been giving me a few pointers, so
let’s see how they work. Moving to the beat of the music, I roll my
hips and grind on his now rock-hard dick. He lowers his gaze,
biting into his bottom lip as he watches. I reach up and cup my
breasts, kneading them and pulling on my nipples. With a moan, I
throw my head back and imagine doing this while he’s inside me. He
grabs my hips, chest rising and falling rapidly as his breathing
gets out of control. I smirk as I turn around, kicking things up a
notch. He groans as I pull my T-shirt up to my waist.

“Raven…”

I lean forward, place my hands on the bed
between his legs and slowly bounce on top of him. Let him see what
he’s missing…what he could be getting right now. He growls and
pulls me down onto the bed.

“Fuck, Raven! Stop it.”

“But –”

“No. I…”

He takes a deep breath and pulls me into his
arms. I lay my head on his chest, waiting for him to continue.

“Go to sleep, doll.”


***Gage***

 


An ungodly sound rips me out of a deep sleep.
What the fuck? Raven reaches over me and silences her phone
then falls back on my chest. She groans, yawning and stretching. I
pull her back into my arms when she tries to roll away.

“I have to get up,” she mumbles.

“What the fuck for?”

“Work…and you have to take me by the house
first so I can change.”

“Stay.”

“As much as I want to, I can’t.”

She gets up and I growl in irritation. Two
nights of having her in my bed and I don’t want her to leave. Shit.
I don’t even recognize myself. The shower comes on and I look at my
phone. Five-thirty. The ass-crack of dawn. Fuck. I hug her
pillow and her scent washes over me, both lulling me back to sleep
and arousing me at the same time. Fuck me, I’m referring to it as
her pillow. Two nights. Two fucking nights. What is she
doing to me? I don’t know, but I wish she’d just come back to
bed. Damn it. I sit up and shake the sleep away then get dressed.
She walks into the room wrapped in a towel, and I almost give in to
the urge to take what’s mine.

“Good. You’re up.”

Shit…in more ways than one.

“It’s probably cold outside. Can I borrow
something to wear?”

“Take whatever you need.”

“Thanks.”

By the time I brush my teeth, she’s dressed
and waiting. I grab two hoodies from my closet and hand one to her.
She takes it wordlessly and slips it on. I hold her chin between my
fingers and raise her face to mine. “I hate this sneaking
around.”

“Me, too.”

“Once we get past all this, the only place
you’ll be sleeping is in my bed. Got it?”

She sucks in a breath and her eyes widen.
Then she nods.

“Words, babe.”

“Got it.”

I grab her backpack and we head out to the
Bimmer.

“I meant to ask you, how did they repair the
Mustang so fast?”

“They didn’t.”

“So…it’s a different one?”

“Yeah. I got a few.” I tell her.

“Wow.”

“What?”

“You make it sound like nothing…so
mundane…like ‘yeah, I got a few lying around’.”

“What can I say? Gotta be prepared.”

She turns in her seat, and I just know she’s
coming with something serious.

“Those guys the other night –”

“I’m taking care of it.”

“But…why would they come after us?”

“No, baby doll. They came after me. It
has nothing to do with you.”

“I don’t know why they came after you, but I
know you do more than security and customize cars. Illegal
things.”

I remain quiet. She’ll learn more about me as
time passes. Will she still want me when she finds out the kind of
person I am? She takes a deep breath and continues.

“That first night you took me to the
clubhouse…what kind of shipment were you protecting for those
Mexicans?”

“That’s club business. I can’t tell you
that.”

“After getting shot at and shooting a man,
you owe me more than that.”

“Raven...” Fuck! I shake my head in
frustration, tightening my grip on the steering wheel. She’s right.
I owe it to her to make sure she knows what she’s getting into with
me. That still doesn’t mean I can disclose club secrets though.

“Please, Gage. I promise anything you tell me
stays between us.”

“You sure you wanna know?”

“Yes.”

Fuck me. I hope I don’t regret this.
“You don’t repeat this to anybody. Got it?”

“I won’t.”

“Fine. The Mexicans have a guns-for-coke deal
with the Columbians. A couple of their deliveries were jacked. They
needed extra security and know I’m the best.”

“So…you transported guns for them?”

“No. I just made sure the shipment got where
it was going.”

“Were you attacked?”

“Mexicans had a leak. I found it before we
even loaded up the truck.”

“How’d you do that?” She asks
incredulously.

“I suspected it was one of his drivers. I
gave each of them a different route and had Tek tap their phones.
We found the rat and sent him and a few guys with a fake shipment
while we went the other way with the real one. Jefe found
his leak and sent a message to the guys who were stealing from
him.”

“I see…and you do stuff like that for other
people?”

“I do.”

She leans back into the seat and remains
silent for the rest of the drive to her house. The journey to
Millie’s is no different. I guess I’ve given her a lot to think
about. She already had an idea, but now she has confirmation. I
hope all this doesn’t scare her away. I don’t want to lose her.
When I drop her off at work, she mumbles “thank you” and reaches
for the door.

“Raven.”

“Hmm?” She turns to me expectantly.

“Come here.”

She leans toward me and I grab the back of
her neck, pulling her in. I kiss her lips gently, needing to taste
them. I need to know we’re okay. She moans and opens up, giving me
free reign. I flick my tongue against hers, and her little whimper
goes straight to my dick. Her response is the only affirmation I
need. I break away reluctantly. “Good morning.”

“Good morning,” she says with a smile.

“I’ll send Ron to pick you up later.”

“’Kay. Will I see you?”

“I’m not sure. I’ll call you.”

“Okay.”

I reach across and open her door then watch
as she runs inside the diner. On the drive back, all I can think
about is how good she feels in my arms and how these last two
nights I’ve slept better than I have in a really long time. Again,
what the fuck is she doing to me? To be honest, she hasn’t done
anything but be herself. The more I see of her, the less it becomes
about waiting for her birthday so I can fuck her. I can’t believe
I’m actually developing feelings for this girl. The question is,
what am I going to do about it? I can’t do the relationship thing,
especially after what happened the other night. She could have been
killed, and it would have been because of me. How long were they
following me? Did they see me put her in the car? There could have
been others or they could have been communicating with the rest of
their crew. Shit. I need to find these motherfuckers fast.

Tek approaches me when I arrive at the
clubhouse. Good thing because I was just about to drag his ass out
of bed.

“Found ‘em, boss,” he says.

“Who are they?”

“Call themselves The Muscle. Just a group of
guys who hire themselves out as security or muscle, as it would be,
if needed.”

He turns his laptop toward me and shows me a
picture of the group of men. I spot the two from that night at the
Kitty and the two from the other night. I count ten in all and we
took out four, so I’ve got six motherfuckers gunning for me.

“Word on the street is they’re on a
manhunt.”

“That means I have to get to them before they
get to me.”

“What are you thinking?”

I’m thinking I need to take them out all at
once. The only place I can get them together and know we can get it
done without being seen or heard is the warehouse where I keep my
other cars and bikes. “Call the number. Tell ‘em you got a job that
will need the whole crew. Offer to triple their regular fee. Make
up whatever backstory you need and get ‘em to the
warehouse…unseen.”

“Got it.”

“Wake up the boys. Keep Rico and Motor with
you. The rest of us are heading to the warehouse. We got a trap to
set.”


CHAPTER 6

***Raven***

 


I’m listening to music and having my lunch in
a booth at the back of the diner when I decide to make a playlist
for Gage. He definitely deserves his own playlist. The first song I
add is Saving Jane’s “Butterflies” because, well, he gives me
butterflies. Or maybe Alicia Keys’ “Butterflyz”...What the hell.
I’ll add both. Next, I add Maroon 5’s “It Was Always You”. I
have to add Colbie Caillat’s “Bubbly” and definitely “’03 Bonnie
and Clyde”. We’re totally like the new Bonnie and Clyde...minus the
whole part with the dying. Oh, also Tamia and Fabolous’ “So Into
You”.

My heart leaps into my throat when someone
slams their palms down on the table. I look up to see Chrissy
grinning down at me. Chick scared the hell out of me. I remove my
earbuds and smile back at her.

“Hola, chica,” she greets
me.

I slide from the booth, put one arm around
her and kiss her cheek.

“Man…I still can’t get over this kiss
thing.”

“It’s a Miami thing. ¿Que
pasa?” I ask as we take opposite sides of the booth.

“Nothing much. Wanted to talk about my
birthday plans.”

She reaches over and snags a few fries from
my plate as I ask, “You decide what you wanna do?”

“My parents wanna have a party, to which
you’re invited, of course.”

“You sure that’s a good idea? I don’t want to
make Chris uncomfortable. It’s his birthday, too.”

I haven’t spoken to him since that night at
Chiquita’s. I’ve tried contacting him a few times with no luck, so
I’m leaving it up to him whether he wants to talk or not.

“You’re my best friend. I need you
there.”

“And I want to be there. I just don’t want to
ruin it for him.”

“You may be right. I’ve never seen him
this…withdrawn before.”

“I hate myself for what I did. It wasn’t fair
to him.”

“Eventually, he’ll understand that you had to
do what’s best for you.”

“I hope so.”

She reaches toward my plate again, and I push
it to the center of the table so she’ll have better access.

“Okay. I won’t push you on the party, but
we’re going dancing after with a few of my other friends.”

“No problem. Where do you wanna go?”

“Scythe. It’s an eighteen-and-over club just
outside of town.”

“And how do you expect me to get in?”

She leans back with a smirk. “Shouldn’t be a
problem since your papi chulo owns it.”

“He’s not –”

“Yeah, yeah…says the girl who spent the night
in his bed.”

I bite my lip and look down at my plate
sheepishly. I haven’t told her about last night.

“What’s that look?”

“I stayed with him again last night,” I
whisper.

“You bitch! Did you have hot, monkey
sex?”

“Hot what?” I giggle. “No, he won’t. Not
until my birthday, even though it’s perfectly legal. The age of
consent here is sixteen.”

“It is? I didn’t know that. So, what
happened?” She asks, leaning forward eagerly.

“We talked and then we slept.”

“What did you talk about?”

“My life before I came here.”

“Oh. So, are you going back tonight?” She
asks.

“I don’t know.”

“Why not?”

“He hasn’t asked. The other night…I was upset
about Chris.” Without even saying a word, I know Gage expects me to
keep quiet about what happened. I know it’s something I can only
talk about with him. “And I was tired. I just fell asleep while he
was having church or whatever with the other members.”

“And last night?”

“Last night, he asked me to stay.”

“This guy’s really into you, Ray. The way he
blew up when he walked in and saw you? Shit, I wish someone was
that protective of me.”

‘Protective’ is not the word I’d use, but
hearing from someone else that he cares makes me feel better. “What
about you and Ron?”

Her smile returns. “I think I just might get
some birthday sex.”

“Jesus. Already?”

“You forget I’ve known him practically my
whole life. And it’s been a while. I’m tired of my own
fingers.”

“And he’s the one to break the dry
spell?”

“Definitely. He’s just…fun…and I know
exactly what I’m getting with him. Nothing like my boring, loser ex
who cheated on me.”

“Like me?”

“Ray –”

“It’s okay. I accept the ‘loser ex’ title. I
deserve it.”

“It’s not the same.”

“It is. But don’t let me interrupt. Tell me
about Ron,” I prod, trying to redirect the conversation.

“You sure?”

“Positive.”

“Okay...well...hanging out with him and the
other guys last night, it’s kinda changed my perspective on the
club.”

“How?”

“I mean, I know they’re not saints, but I
know now that they’re not as bad as everyone makes them out to
be.”

“Me, too.”

“And Gage…I had my doubts, but you know him
better than I do so if he’s okay in your book, then he’s okay in
mine.”

“Speaking of books, have you checked out my
Kindle library?”

We set up the Family Library so we could have
free reign of each other’s books.

“Yeah. Saw some new stuff. Why?”

“So, Gage saw me browsing last night and just pops his credit card
out and says ‘get whatever you want’.”

“Shit. He keeps doing that, he’s definitely
getting into your panties.”

I try, but I can’t hold back my smile.
“Whatever. It’s not like that.” Well, not exactly like that.
I want him, but it’s so much more.

“What’s it like?”

I take a deep breath, trying to figure out
how to explain it, explain what I feel when I’m with him.

“He’s…complex. He’s smart…so smart,
but I think he hides it from most people. It’s like he has two
personalities. One minute, we could be having the most intelligent
conversation and the next, he slips into ‘badass biker mode’ with a
dirty mouth to match.”

She places her elbow on the table and drops
her cheek onto her palm, listening intently.

“He’s kind and strong and protective. I feel
safe with him. I feel –”

“You’re falling for him.”

Am I? Maybe. “Do you ever crave
someone’s company? Just their presence? It doesn’t matter what you
do. You could be sitting together in complete silence, staring into
space, but you’re just…happy. Completely fucking happy.”

“No. But I’m happy for you. I hope
this all works out.”

“Me, too.” She squeezes my hand and gives me
an encouraging smile. “My break is over. I have to get back to
work.”

“No prob. I’ll just go home and check out
those books your sexy, biker daddy bought you.”

“Chrissy –”

“See ya!” She laughs and breezes out the
door.

Millie corners me before I start taking
orders again and ushers me to her office. I follow her, curious as
to what is going on. She closes the door and pulls out a poster
from under her desk.

“I put on a fair for the kids around here
every year at Halloween. I was wondering if you’d like to help
out.”

The poster is from last year but it shows all
the different rides and activities for the kids. It looks like fun
and something I’d definitely want to get involved with.

“Sure, I’d love to! What would you want me to
do?”

“Great! I know you draw. Do you paint? I was
thinking you could do face painting.”

“I can definitely do that. This is going to
be so much fun!”

“Thanks, sweetheart. I’ll get the new posters
printed up and get you all the materials you’ll need.”

“Awesome. Thanks for including me.”

I leave her office and go through the rest of
the day thinking about all the different faces I can paint. This
fair is going to be off the chain!

 


***

 


I’m about to go to bed, just after midnight,
when my phone vibrates with a text from Gage.

G: I’m outside.

I quickly throw on a robe over my tank top
and boy shorts and let him in. Lonnie’s working tonight, so I know
she won’t be home until morning. He tips the hood of his jacket
back and gives me a weak smile. He looks so tired. I wonder what
he’s been up to. He hands me a paper bag, and I peek in to see the
pills Dr. E prescribed.

“Thanks. I’ll be right back.” I hide them in
my room and return to see him leaning against the wall, head back,
eyes closed. “Are you okay?”

He turns to me with a weary sigh and pushes
off the wall. His eyes wander over my face as he cups my cheek with
one hand and slides the other through my hair.

“I am now.”

His lips brush mine tenderly and a moan
emanates from the back of my throat. I curl my fingers around his
wrists and move up onto my toes, trying to get closer. I breathe
him in, his scent of leather, cologne, and him, going to my
head. His tongue flicks out, licking at my bottom lip, and I open
for him. He slides in with a groan and I catch his tongue between
my lips, sucking gently. His hands move to my hips and I curl my
arms around his neck, playing with the hair at his nape. Growling,
he picks me up, wrapping my legs around his hips. The kiss changes.
It becomes harder, more aggressive. It’s not a passionate frenzy
like before, more like a punishment or a release of pent-up anger.
My lips begin to throb from the force of it, and I can’t breathe. I
fist my hand in his hair and pull back to catch my breath.

“Gage!”

He forces me against the wall and buries his
face in my neck.

“I’m sorry.”

“No, it was just...a little intense.”
Intense enough that it’s clear something’s bothering him. I
knew it the moment he walked through the door. “What happened
today?”

“What do you mean?”

“You’re off. What did you do today?”

He moves to the living room, sitting on the
couch with me astride him. He looks at me carefully as if deciding
if he should talk to me or not. I wish he would. I can never tell
what’s going on in his head. I need him to trust me, too, to know
I’m here for him when he needs me.

“You can tell me anything, too, you
know.”

“I can’t, doll. Not this.”

I cradle his face in my hands and stare into
his beautiful, blue eyes, now dull with the weight of his troubles.
I need to see the brilliance returned. “I trust you with my life,
Gage. You can trust me.”

He closes his eyes, sinking his fingers into
my hips. I place my forehead on his, pleading, “I’m here for you.
Trust me. You can trust me.”

“I do trust you, Raven. My world isn’t
pretty. I need to shield you from all the bad shit I do.”

“And I love that about you...that you want to
protect me. But I hate seeing you like this. I wanna help.”

“You can’t.”

“How do you know? Sometimes, just talking can
help. You don’t have to give me specifics.”

“You sure you want to go down this road?
There’s no turning back, Raven.”

I nod and settle into his lap, clasping my
hands at the back of his neck. He takes a deep breath.

“Those guys from the other night. I found out
who they were and why they were after me. We found the rest of the
crew and took ‘em out today.”

“You mean…?”

He looks directly into my eyes, his
expression stoic. “Yes, Raven. I killed them.”


***Gage***

 


She watches me intently, her head tilted to
the side. I’m anxious to see just how she’ll absorb that piece of
information. Her face is betraying nothing, though, so I have no
idea what’s going through her mind.

“So…there’s no one else to come after you
now?”

“Yeah. Well, no one from that crew.”

She nods, chewing on her bottom lip. I watch
her as she mulls it over in her mind, not looking at me.

“Okay,” she finally says.

“Okay?” I raise a surprised brow. “That’s all
you’re going to say?”

“What do you want me to say? You were in
danger, and you took care of it.”

“It doesn’t bother you?”

“I’m not saying it doesn’t, but…you’re safe.
That’s all that matters.”

It’s like the weight of the world has been
lifted from my shoulders. All the shit that was dragging me down
before I got here seems light-years away. I’ve certainly never done
anything in my life to deserve a woman like this, but here she is.
Everyone needs someone who can handle their dark side. I’m as dark
as they come and she’s handling it like a champ. There’s only one
thing to do when you find a woman like her – you keep her. No
doubt about it. I’m going to make her my woman. She’s mine.

“Come here.”

She eagerly presses her lips to mine. I pull
on the knot holding her robe together and push the sides apart. She
lets out a little whimper as my tongue touches hers. God, I’ve
never tasted anything sweeter than these lips. I could kiss her
all day, every day, and tell the world to fuck off. I slide my
hands up her thighs and she quivers. Her skin is like the finest
silk; I just want to touch every inch of her. I think back to
yesterday and the sensation I got from feeling her coming under me.
I can’t wait for the day she comes around me when I’m deep inside
her.

She pulls away and rests her forehead on
mine, her breaths coming in little puffs.

“I have…a favor to ask you.”

“Anything,” I say, while trying to bring her
lips back to mine.

“Next weekend is Chrissy’s birthday.”

She whimpers when I snag her bottom lip and
pull on it.

“Could you just stop for a second?” She
moans.

“Okay, okay.”

I stare at her lips, swollen from my kisses,
and make small circles on her thighs with my thumbs. Her eyes glaze
over.

“You’re…you’re distracting me.”

“Chrissy’s birthday?”

“Oh…she…she wants to go dancing.”

“Mmhmm.”

I trail my nose up her neck, inhaling her
sweet scent. “You smell good…like…cinnamon and apples.”

She shivers, her head falling back as I kiss
along her carotid. Her thighs tremble underneath my fingers as she
slides hers through my hair.

“Dios…”

I chuckle against her skin. Despite the fact
that my dick is trying to burst through my jeans, I can’t help but
find it funny how easily distracted she is.

“Dancing, baby doll.”

“Mmhmm…at your club.”

“Okay.”

She pulls my head back by my hair and shakes
her head as if to clear her thoughts.

“I was hoping you could get me in…since,
technically, I’m not eighteen yet.”

“That’s all?”

“Yeah. What did you think I was going to ask
for?”

I don’t know…shit women usually ask for –
money, jewelry, to go shopping. Then again, this is the girl who
got excited over a few books. I should have known better.

“Don’t worry about it. I’ll take care of
it.”

“Thank you.”

“No problem.”

“Cool. Now…your lips were doing something
right about here…” She motions to her neck, “...that felt
really good. So…continue.”

“Is that an order?”

“No. Just a strong request.”

I smile as she bats her lashes, feigning
innocence. The words slip out before I know what’s happening. “Come
home with me.”

“Back to the clubhouse?”

“No. To my place. I just need to hold
you.”

“Okay. I’ll get my stuff.”

Her words lift my spirit even higher. More
than anything in the world, I want to fall asleep with her in my
arms. Maybe it’s the shit day I’ve had, but she makes me forget.
That’s just what I need. To forget everything that’s bad and wrong
in my life. Everything that’s dark. I need her innocence. I need
her to make me not feel like an evil motherfucker. I need
her to...fuck it.

I just need her.


CHAPTER 7

***Raven***

 


G: Don’t have too much fun without me.

I get the text while I’m doing my makeup,
getting ready to go to Scythe with Chrissy. I tap out a reply and
set the phone back down.

R: You don’t dance, so you’re just going to
have to deal with it.

G: As long as no one touches your sexy ass,
I’m good.

R: So only ass is off-limits?

I can just imagine the vein in his forehead
popping out. The man takes jealousy to a whole new dimension.

G: RAVEN.

R: Ooooh...all caps. You know I’m just
playing! All this sexiness is yours.

I add the little smiley with his tongue out
and hit send. He replies right away.

G: Damn straight. Text me when you need me to
pick you up.

R: K.

I finish my makeup and slip into my
mini-dress – a teal bodycon with a deep V neck and spaghetti
straps, which matches the new streaks in my hair. I finish with
black, caged platform heels. I check my reflection in the mirror.
Damn, I look good. Thanks to Gage. Or Papi Chulo, as Chrissy
now calls him. He even paid for her outfit, too, as a birthday
present. After a few spritzes of perfume, I grab my clutch, jacket,
phone, and the twins’ gifts, then head outside to wait for Ron. I
pass Lonnie sitting on the couch, watching TV. I don’t know what’s
got her at home tonight.

“Where you off to all dressed up?” She
asks.

“Out.”

“Out?” She raises a brow.

“Don’t pretend you care.”

“I don’t.”

“Good.”

“Heard you been spending a lot of time with
the prospect.”

“You heard right.”

I don’t need to explain anything to her,
especially about Chrissy’s love life. Having had enough of this
conversation, I turn away, but her voice stops me again.

“You got condoms?”

“What? I don’t –”

“I don’t want you bringing any babies in
here.”

I’m tempted to tell her to go fuck herself,
but the lights pulling into the driveway catch my attention. I
leave without a word. The nerve of the bitch. Ron whistles in
appreciation when I slide in next to him, and I forget all about
Lonnie.

“Goddamn!”

“You like?” I ask with a grin.

“You look hot! Prez would shit bricks if he
saw you right now.”

“Well, luckily he isn’t here.”

“Lucky for you.”

“Whatever. Let’s go.”

We pull up to Chrissy’s house and Ron checks
his phone. “I texted Chrissy to meet us outside, but she didn’t
answer.”

“I’ll get her.”

I grab the gift bags and walk up the driveway
to the door. The lights are on, so I know Mr. and Mrs. Contreras
are still up. I ring the bell and wait for someone to answer. The
door opens and I come face to face with Christopher. I don’t know
what to do or say. I haven’t seen or spoken to him since
that night.

“Hi,” I say awkwardly.

He steps outside and closes the door behind
him.

“Hi.” His eyes travel the length of my body
before he meets my gaze. “You look…beautiful. As always.”

“Thank you. Happy birthday.”

“Thanks.”

“I got you something,” I tell him, handing
him the gift bag. “It’s not much…just wanted you to know I was
thinking of you.”

“Thank you. I appreciate it.”

He looks down at the bag and an uncomfortable
silence stretches between us. One of us needs to say something.
“How are you?”

“I’ve been better, but I’m getting
there.”

“Chris –”

“It’s okay. I’ve been thinking and Chrissy’s
helped some. I know you love me…just not the way I love you.
There’s nothing I can do about that. I just wish I’d lost you to a
better man.”

I know there’s no use in trying to defend
Gage, so I don’t. Besides, that would just be rubbing salt in his
wound. “I know we can’t be friends, but…I don’t want you to hate
me, either.”

He takes a deep breath and cups my cheek,
stroking it with his thumb. “I could never hate you, Raven.”

I throw my arms around him before the look in
his eyes reduces me to tears. Real, raw love that everyone searches
their whole lives for – that’s what I saw there. The little tinge
of hurt behind it grabs my heart, squeezing like a fist. Will Gage
ever look at me like that? Or will his four-letter “L word” forever
be “lust”?

“I’m here for you, Raven…if you ever need
me.”

“I don’t deserve it, but thank you.”

The door opens and we release each other.
Chrissy and three other girls stand in the doorway
uncomfortably.

“Are we interrupting?” His sister asks.

“No. We’re good,” Chris answers.

He smiles at me and steps back inside.
We’re good. It’s more than I could have ever hoped
for, so I’ll take it.

“You ladies have fun.”

Chrissy takes my hand and gives it a little
squeeze.

“You okay?”

“Yeah,” I reply. “You ready?”

“Yup.”

“Happy birthday. You look awesome.”

Her black and gold sequined, chevron dress
clings to every curve of her body. As a matter of fact, they all
look awesome.

She pulls me into a bear hug and rocks side
to side. I return her embrace, thinking she’s more of a sister to
me than Lonnie’s ever been. She takes the gift bag and places it
inside then introduces me to the other girls – Morgan, Rachel, and
Brandi. We cram into the Charger and Chrissy pulls Ron to her,
planting a wet kiss on him.

“Happy birthday, gorgeous. Fuck, you look
amazing.”

“Thanks. Now, let’s go raise some hell!”

There’s a line around the block when we get
to the club. Ron pulls over at the curb and tells us to wait for
him while he parks. The name of the club shines in red neon above
the door, the “S” a double-edged scythe.

“You sure we can get in?” Morgan asks.
Apparently, I’m not the only one under eighteen. I look to Chrissy,
hoping she hasn’t told them exactly how we’re getting
in.

“I told you, Ron talked to Gage. We’ll be
fine.”

Thank God. They still look
apprehensive but accept her explanation. Ron returns and hooks his
arm around Chrissy’s neck.

“How the fuck I get so lucky? Five gorgeous
ladies on my arms.”

The other girls giggle and I roll my eyes.
“Let’s go, Casanova.”

He ushers us to the front of the line and the
security guy moves aside. Another guy stamps our wrists with a
skull and crossbones symbol that glows in the dark. Ron explains
that it indicates we can’t be served alcohol. He disappears to get
us drinks and we head straight to the middle of the dance floor.
The club reminds me of the Mustang – black and red, reapers and
scythes all over. The strobe lights flash red and machines cover
the floor with smoke. In the middle of “Touchin’ Lovin’,” the DJ
scratches the record and the song stops.

“Chrissy, where you at?” He shouts. “Come on
up!”

She turns to me wide-eyed, hopping with
excitement, then screams and grabs my hand, pulling me up to the DJ
booth with her.

“So…today is this lovely lady’s birthday.
Everyone wish her a happy birthday!” The DJ says.

Noise erupts from the crowd, and Chrissy
waves at everyone enthusiastically. When the noise dies down, the
DJ hands her an envelope.

“Courtesy of Scythe…a year’s free admission
and unlimited, non-alcoholic drinks from the bar.”

She screams again and jumps into the DJ’s
arms.

“Oh! I need to give stuff away more
often!”

“Thank you, thank you, thank you!” She
squeals.

“Next song…your pick, baby girl.”

“Nicki Minaj, ‘Anaconda’!”

“You got it.”

She launches herself at me, laughing
excitedly.

“Ray, did you do this?”

“Nope. I had no idea.”

“Shit. You’re gonna have to give Papi Chulo
some head on my behalf.”

“Whatever. Come on.”

She drags me back to the dance floor,
demanding twerking lessons. I did promise her and it
is her birthday, so I give in. I pull up my skirt a little,
bend my knees, lean forward, and shake my ass. It’s not long before
the others join in. Two strong hands grab my waist and pull me up
against a hard crotch. For a second, I think it’s Gage but then he
starts to move. Definitely not Gage. Before I can push him
off, Ron shows up and gets in the guy’s face. Dude backs off and
Ron takes my hand. He leads me away from the crowd and up some back
stairs.

“Where are you taking me?”

“You’ll see.”

He opens a door and motions for me to enter.
Once I’m inside, he closes it behind me. What the hell?
There’s a dim light at the door shining down on me, but the rest of
the room is in darkness. I can make out a desk and someone sitting
behind it. Behind him, there’s a glass wall I bet gives a view of
the dance floor.

“Who’s there?” I ask nervously.

“Turn around.”

Fuck. Gage. What’s he doing here? He told
me he wouldn’t be here. I can hear the strain in his voice. He
must have seen or heard about what just happened.

“Gage –”

“Turn. Around.”

I swallow hard and turn my back to him.

“Put your hands on the wall.”

My breathing accelerates at the tone of his
voice. It’s that voice. I drop my clutch on the couch next
to me, place my palms on the wall, and wait.

“Legs. Spread ‘em.”

I shuffle my feet apart until he tells me to
stop. My body trembles with uncertainty. What’s he going to do to
me? It’s quiet. He doesn’t make a sound, but I can feel him getting
closer. He stops behind me, his body flush against mine.

“What did I tell you?” He growls in my
ear.

A shiver runs through my body. “About
what?”

He grabs my ass, squeezing the cheek as his
breaths come hard and heavy in my ear.

“Tell me why I shouldn’t flay your ass right
now.”

“What did I do?”

“First, you show off your sweet little body
in that dress, and then you let some fucker touch what’s mine.”

Dios mio. I knew it.

“Gage –”

He smacks the words right back down my
throat. I cry out, more from shock than pain. He’s threatened me
before, but I never thought he was serious. Does he really think
he’s going to spank me? His palm crashes into my other cheek. My
ass stings as if he’d met bare flesh.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” I
rub my cheeks, trying to soothe them.

“Don’t. Move.”

Damn him and that fucking voice! I
place my hands back on the wall and he slaps me across the backs of
both thighs.

“¡Puta madre!”

He leans in, his lips at my ear once more.
“Let’s get this straight. You…are mine. You pull some shit
like that again, I’ll use something worse than my hands.”

“I was about to push him away –”

“But you didn’t.”

“Jesus! Why are you so jealous?”

“Jealousy is envy of others’ possessions. I’m
protecting what’s mine.”

He grabs my wrist and spins me around to face
him. There’s fury in his eyes, but my eyes aren’t focusing
on that. His hair is combed, he’s freshly shaved, and he’s wearing
slacks and a white, long-sleeved dress shirt. Baby, teenaged,
and adult Jesus.

“Fuck…you look…” What’s the word to use?
Damn. “...yummy.”

I slide my fingers down his chest and feel
his body relax. He wraps his arm around my waist, pulls me against
him, and crushes my lips beneath his. He picks me up and takes me
to his desk as his tongue unleashes a tornado of sensations on my
body. I wrap my legs around him, pulling him to me, moaning as his
hard dick connects with my pussy. One hand squeezes my thigh while
the other fists in my hair. He trails kisses down my neck, lightly
sucking at the base.

“Oh, God. I need you, Gage.”

He sinks his teeth into my shoulder with a
growl. “Who do you belong to?”

“You! I’m yours.”

“Never forget it.”

He plunders my mouth once more, and I whimper
helplessly. I reach down and he groans as I run my fingers down his
bulge. I grip it and for a second wonder how I’m going to manage
all of it. The next second, I desperately want to find out. I tug
at his belt, but he steps out of my reach. He drags his hand over
his face and turns his back to me. Once again, he’s shot me
down.

“You know what? I’m done,” I state
resolutely.

He spins around, forehead scrunched in
confusion.

“The fuck does that mean?”

“It means I’m not begging anymore. From now
on, I decide if or when we have sex.”

“If?”

“Yes…if. Pretty soon, you’ll be the
one begging me.”

His lips curl up in amusement and he places
his hands on his hips.

“Is that so?”

“Yes, Mr. Hunter. Exactly so.”

He steps closer, and I try my best to look
disinterested. I hope I’m succeeding.

“There are no ifs, buts or maybes, Miss
Alvarez. When the clock strikes midnight on your birthday, I will
be inside you.”

Fuck. “We’ll see about that.”

“Yes, we will. Have you been taking your
pills?”

“No.”

“Why the hell not?”

“Next week. Dr. E said it becomes effective
immediately if I start on the first day of my period.”

“Oh. Okay.”

“Are we all done here? I’d like to get back
to celebrating my best friend’s birthday.”

I hop off the desk and pull my dress down
back to where it sat, just above mid-thigh.

“Fine. But I’m watching you.”

“Great. I’ll make sure to twerk a little
harder just for you.”

“Don’t make me come down there,” he
warns.

I turn to him with a smirk when I get to the
door. “Just sit back, relax, and enjoy the show, papi.”

I grab my clutch and close the door behind
me, deciding to make this as painful for him as possible. No
more whimpering female. It’s time to turn the tables on the
prez.

 



CHAPTER 8

***Gage***

 


I take a drink of my beer and impatiently tap
my fingers on the bar. I’ve been so antsy these past few days, and
I can only attribute it to the fact that I haven’t seen Raven all
week. She’s been avoiding me, making all kinds of excuses why we
can’t meet up. I know it’s all a part of her plan to make me beg.
Fuck if it ain’t working. A ruckus from the boys draws my
attention, and I look to the door to see Ellen walking in.

“What are you doing here?” I ask.

“Excuse me, big brother, but I grew up here,
too.”

“I didn’t mean it like that. You know you’re
always welcome. Where’s Mikey?”

“With a sitter.”

“What sitter?”

“Jeez…I swear you’re worse than Daddy. He’s
with Raven. Stop worrying.”

At least I know where she is now. Jesus.
I’m like a crack fiend. I need to see her. I slip away quietly
and ride out. The closer I get to Ellen’s, the better I feel. This
isn’t me. Maybe I do need some time away from her. She’s sucking me
in deeper and deeper, and I haven’t even fucked her yet. I should
turn around, go back to the club. I should. So why am I pulling
into Ellen’s driveway?

I let myself in and find her curled up on the
couch with Mikey, watching cartoons. They haven’t noticed me yet,
so I take advantage of the opportunity and watch them. She seems so
comfortable with him. He’s asking a million questions, and she
answers each one with patience and enthusiasm. She’d be a great
mother. I make my presence known and she stares at me,
surprised.

“Unca!”

Mikey runs to me and I pick him up as I walk
to the couch. “Hey, buddy. What you doing?”

“Cartoon.”

The word comes out sounding like
“cawtoon”.

“Yeah? Can I watch with you?”

“Yes! Watch cartoon.”

I sit next to Raven and she folds her hands
in her lap, keeping her eyes on the TV.

“Hello, Raven.”

“Hello.”

“Unca, I like Waben,” Mikey whispers.

“Yeah? I don’t blame you, little guy.”

He sticks his thumb in his mouth and gives
the TV his attention.

“Why have you been avoiding me?” I confront
her.

“I haven’t. I’ve just been busy.”

“Is that why you can’t look at me?”

“Of course not. I’m watching TV.”

“If you say so.”

We sit quietly for a while. I watch the
images on the screen, not really paying attention. My entire being
is attuned to her; I can’t focus on anything else. She finally
turns her head but not to look at me.

“He’s asleep. You should go put him down,”
she says.

I take him upstairs and gently place him in
his crib then turn on the baby monitor. He looks so much like
Eddie. It’s all my fault that he’ll grow up without his father. His
is the only death I’ve ever felt guilty about. Mikey may not have
his father, but I’ll be damned if I won’t be the strong, male role
model he’ll need. I kiss his forehead and head downstairs. I find
Raven in the kitchen with a bottle of Advil.

“Are you sick?”

“¡Dios! Why do you keep sneaking up on
me?”

“Answer me.”

“No, I’m not.”

“Then why are you taking pain pills?”

“Honestly, Gage…there are things that a woman
just doesn’t need to explain.”

“Is it your period?”

“That is one of them.”

She walks past me, and I follow her back to
the living room. She picks up the remote and starts flipping
through the channels.

“When did it start?”

She mumbles in Spanish but doesn’t answer my
question. “Well?”

“That’s none of your business.”

“You’re my business.”

“Why do you want to know?”

“Trust me, doll. In a few months, I’ll know
your cycle better than you do.”

“I doubt that.”

“Every man dreads that one week where he
can’t get no pussy.”

“That’s what this is about? You want to mark
the week when you can’t get any sex?”

“Yup.”

I bring up the calendar on my phone and wait,
but she’s still not forthcoming with the information.

“Fine. Let me put it this way. When did you
start taking the pills?”

She sighs and shakes her head in resignation.
“Tuesday.”

“Good.” I put the phone away and pull her to
me. “Now, come here.”

She lays her head on my chest and her hand on
my stomach, taking a deep breath. My soul settles. This is just
what I needed.

“I missed you,” she whispers.

“Were you trying to make me miss you?”

“Did you?”

“I missed you in my bed.”

“That’s not what I asked you.”

She runs her fingers along the patches on my
cut. Another first. No woman has ever been allowed to touch my cut.
The mere fact that I can allow and do all these things with her
without even thinking about it confuses me a little. I’m in
unchartered territory here. This whole thing is going to be a
challenge but not one I’m going to back away from.

“Yeah, doll. I missed you.”

 


***

 


A tap on my shoulder wakes me up and I open
my eyes to Ellen’s confounded ones. She jerks her head toward the
kitchen and storms off. I carefully untangle myself from Raven and
settle her into the couch, then head to the next room to face my
sister.

“What the fuck are you doing?” She
whisper-shouts.

“Nothing.”

“Nothing? She’s seventeen years old!”

“I know that.”

“Doesn’t seem like it.”

“We were watching TV…fell asleep. That’s
all.”

“Don’t feed me that bullshit.”

I take a deep breath and pull her to the
breakfast table. “Sit,” I say as I take the chair next to her.
“You’re gonna find out soon anyways, so I guess you should hear it
from me.”

“Oh, God.”

“I swear nothing’s happened. But in a few
weeks, she’ll be eighteen, and we’re going to start seeing each
other.”

“Seeing each other?” She raises her brows in
curiosity.

“Dating…if that’s what you wanna call
it.”

She leans back and regards me carefully. I
can see the wheels turning in her head and puzzle pieces clicking
into place. Finally, she smirks.

“You’re falling for her.”

“What? No. I like her, I’ll admit, but that’s
it.”

“Mmhmm.” She’s not convinced and frankly,
neither am I. “How much longer?”

“A month.”

“Be careful, Gage. I don’t want to see you in
prison over this.”

“That’s not gonna happen.”

“I hope you know what you’re doing.”

“Don’t worry. And don’t say anything to
anyone.”

“Goes without saying.”

“Thanks.”

“I’m going to check on Mikey.” She looks down
at the watch on her wrist. “Take her home. And pay her…sixty
dollars.”

“Okay.”

She’s still asleep on the couch. I kneel in
front of her, then trail my fingers down her cheek and whisper her
name. Her eyes flutter open, and she smiles up at me.

“Wake up, doll.”

“Shit. I can’t believe I fell asleep,” she
says while sitting up.

“Come on. I’m taking you home.”

“Ellen’s back?”

“She’s upstairs with Mikey.”

I pull her up and she staggers, grabbing my
arm. “You good?”

“Yeah…just still waking up.”

“Here.”

I hand her the money and she shoves it into
her pocket then sags against me. “I got the bike so you gotta wake
up, doll.”

She grumbles incoherently, and I realize that
I’ll either have to carry her or we walk to her house. I tuck her
under my arm and we make our way outside and up the street. By the
time we get to her door, she’s fully awake. She buries her face in
my chest and groans. Her hands slide under my cut and up my back,
then she drags her nails over my T-shirt.

“What’s wrong?”

“Ugh. What’s not wrong? I’m horny and
frustrated and I want you and I’m on my period. Pick one.”

“We’re on the home stretch now, babe. Not
much longer.”

“God, I love how you smell. I just wanna eat
you up.”

She reaches for my crotch and I pull away,
taking a few steps back. “Whoa.”

“You should let me.”

“Let you what?”

She moves toward me, biting into her bottom
lip. Jesus. Why does she have to be so tempting?

“Eat you up.”

“Fuck, Raven. Don’t talk like that.”

“Why not? It’s not like I haven’t done it
before.”

Rage overtakes me. Just thinking about it
makes me want to kill someone. “The fuck, Raven? Who the fuck had
their dick in your mouth? Was it the boy?”

“No, it wasn’t Chris. My ex back home.”

“That’s what you meant when you said you’ve
done things? Did he touch you?”

“No. It was a compromise. He was ready for
sex, I wasn’t. He got tired of hand jobs.”

“I’m gonna fucking kill him.”

He’s dead. That motherfucker better start
picking out caskets. Never mind caskets; there won’t be anything
left of him to bury when I’m done with him.

She pats my chest then takes the sides of my
cut in her hands.

“You don’t talk like that.”

“Why not? I’m serious.”

“That’s just it. Coming from anyone else, it
might sound like an empty threat…but not you.”

“What do you expect? I have to live with the
thought of you sucking some other dude’s dick.”

“Forget about it. I have. I can’t even
remember what it looks like…just that he was nowhere near your
size.”

Her eyes twinkle with mischief and just like
that, she levels me out. “Not many men are,” I say.

“I’ll take your word for it, monster
dick.”

“You’ll find out soon enough.”

“I liked it, you know…seeing his face while I
was doing it. I can’t wait to see yours.”

She leans into me, and I have to take deep
breaths to calm my body. All I can see is her on her knees with her
lips wrapped around my dick.

“You gonna come in my mouth, Gage? You want
me to swallow?” She asks in a low, gravelly voice.

Jesus Christ. I think I can hear my balls
turning blue. “Raven –”

She winks, stands on her toes, and gives me a
quick peck on the lips.

“I’m going to get some sleep. Call me
tomorrow?”

“Yeah, babe.”

“Dream about me.”

“You dream about me,” I tell
her.

“Always.”


CHAPTER 9

***Raven***

 


I see him before he walks into the diner.
Taking a deep breath, I prepare myself to face him. It’s time to
put three years of drama club to use. I square my shoulders but go
back to wiping down the counter. The chimes on the door jingle, and
I smile up at him.

“Hi. Welcome to Millie’s. Just sit where you
like, and I’ll be right with you,” I issue my standard
greeting.

He removes his hat and takes the stool in
front of me. He looks tired. The kind of tired that comes from
having a stressful job. He’s probably in his thirties but looks
much older. His eyes are a beautiful shade of brown, but are heavy
with years of seeing too much shit. His brown hair is parted to the
side and neatly combed. I can tell he works out a lot because his
arms fill out his shirt very nicely.

“Okay…counter it is. What can I get you?”

“Coffee.”

“Regular or decaf?”

“Regular.”

“Coming right up.”

As I’m pouring his coffee, he introduces
himself. “Sheriff Adrian Renley. I’d like to ask you some
questions, Miss Alvarez.”

“Um…okay.”

I need to play it cool. I have to find a
balance between not knowing anything and knowing too much. He’s
here, which means he thinks I know something.

“Are you acquainted with Mr. Gage
Hunter?”

“I know him. Why?”

“How do you know him?”

“I met him through my sister. Again…why?”

“There was an incident on September
thirteenth. Witnesses reported a car being chased and shot at by
two men on motorcycles.”

“Yeah, I heard about that. Have you caught
those guys?”

“Working on it. Witnesses from Chiquita’s say
the two of you had a heated argument that night.”

“I wouldn’t call it that.”

“What would you call it?”

“A conversation.”

Millie walks up and places her arm around my
shoulder protectively. “Sheriff, what’s going on here?”

“Just asking some questions.”

“Well, since Raven is a minor, you won’t mind
me sticking around.”

“Of course not.”

Throughout the entire exchange so far, his
expression has not changed. Not even a twitch. He has one hell of a
poker face because I can’t tell what he’s thinking. He nods to
Millie then turns back to me.

“What did you talk about?”

I look to Millie in mock confusion and back
to Renley. “What’s this about? I know it’s not illegal to talk to
people.”

“It isn’t…but I know it was him those bikers
were after. And I believe you were with him.”

“Why would I have been with him?”

“You were seen leaving Chiquita’s
together.”

“We went out back, talked, and then went our
separate ways.”

Finally, I get an expression from him. He
raises an eyebrow.

“Really now?”

“Yes…really.”

“You’re protecting him. I don’t know why or
who you think he is, but let me enlighten you.”

He opens a file folder I hadn’t even noticed
before and pulls out some pictures. He lays one on the counter and
I look down at it. It’s a gorgeous girl with the most intense green
eyes I’ve ever seen. Glossy brown hair, and lips women pay a
fortune for.

“What the hell are you doing, Renley?”

Millie’s voice drags my attention away from
the picture. She looks like she’s about to rip the man’s head off,
but he ignores her.

“That’s Janet Presley,” Renley says, pointing
to the picture.

I try not to react to the name, but I think
he caught wind of the fact that I’ve heard it before.

“Well…before Hunter got to her.”

He slaps down four other photos and I gasp in
shock. Each one is of Janet but documenting different injuries. The
one of her face shows her eyes black and blue and swollen shut. As
a matter of fact, her whole face is swollen and covered in cuts and
bruises, her lips split. There are choke marks around her neck. The
others show her arm in a cast and horrible bruises on her ribs and
stomach.

“Is she…did she die?”

“No, as far as I know, but she was raped and
beaten within an inch of her life. She fingered Hunter once she
woke up, but she didn’t have to. We had evidence, his semen inside
her. A few days later, evidence goes missing, she recants her
story, and disappears from the hospital.”

“That’s enough, Renley,” Millie states with
finality.

The wind chimes sound again and Gage steps
in, murder in his eyes. Renley grabs his hat but doesn’t pack up
the pictures until he’s sure Gage has seen them. He lays a business
card on the table before he leaves.

“Call me.”

The two men glare at each other as Renley
walks out. I can’t move. I can’t think. It can’t be true. Gage
would never do that…would he? He’s not that kind of man. Or is he?
That night he was so angry about my clothes comes rushing back. The
way he’d slammed his palm into the wall…did he really want to hit
me instead? And then when he spanked me at the club…was he just
holding back? And rape? This must be what Chris and Chrissy tried
to warn me about. With all the drama, I forgot to ask Gage about
it. Oh, God. What have I gotten myself into?

“Raven.”

His voice sounds far away. I slowly raise my
gaze to his, my body trembling in shock and fear.

“Take her around back. Use my office,” Millie
tells him.

He takes my hand and pulls me along behind
him, locking the door once we’re in Millie’s office. I stand in the
corner, hugging myself tightly. He reaches for me and I pull away,
tears welling in my eyes.

“Babe?”

“Is it true? Did you…did you do that to that
girl?”

“No! Of course not. Do you really
think…?”

He sighs heavily and pulls out a chair,
motioning for me to sit. I do so tentatively, watching his every
move closely. He crouches before me, taking my hand in his.

“Janet was a friend of Ellen’s. She moved
away after high school but came back about two years ago. We messed
around for a while, but what she neglected to tell anyone was that
she was running from an abusive ex.”

I stare into his eyes to try and catch any
sign I can that he’s lying. He returns my stare with eyes colored
with hurt but not deceit.

“The guy found her. Went ballistic when he
learned about me and attacked her. He threatened to kill her if she
didn’t say it was me. I got her to change her story and, using some
transportation channels I have access to, I got her away safely…set
her up somewhere else.”

“So, she’s alive?”

“Yes…and happy. She’s the old lady of another
charter’s president. Last I heard, she was having a baby.”

“And the semen?”

“Dude got it from a used condom I left at her
place that night.”

I can’t believe I doubted him. He’s not a
rapist. We’ve been in so many situations where he could have easily
hurt me and he hasn’t. But now I understand why Renley has it in
for him. What he must have gone through…

“Gage –”

“I should have told you before.”

“What about the boyfriend?”

“He was taken care of. She’s Rambo’s problem
now, not mine. You believe me, don’t you?”

“Yes. I’m so sorry. I shouldn’t have doubted
you.”

 

He pulls out his phone, punches in a number,
and places it at his ear.

“Rambo…yeah, everything’s good. Look, I need
a favor…it’s going to sound strange…I need a picture of your old
lady…yeah…something like that.”

I listen to the one-sided conversation,
admiring him even more for wanting to prove that he’s telling the
truth. A message comes in a minute after he hangs up. He turns the
screen toward me and I see Janet smiling, her palm resting on a
very pregnant belly.

“I’m sorry,” I repeat. I feel like such a
dumbass.

“It’s okay. You have nothing to be sorry
for.”

“It’s just –”

“I’m not into raping or beating women –”

“Just the occasional spanking?”

He doesn’t even crack a smile.

“I would never hurt you, Raven, and I won’t
let anyone else hurt you, either.”

He straightens and moves over to the desk,
leaning on it. I drop my gaze to the floor, thinking of Lonnie.

“You can’t guarantee that.”

“Of course I can. Once everybody around here
knows you’re mine, my name alone will protect you.”

“Why? Why would anyone care about who you’re
fucking?”

He tilts his head to the side and his eyes
pierce my soul.

“It’s become way more than that, Raven…and
you know it.”


***Gage***

 


There. I said it. Now let’s see what she
does with it.

She takes a deep breath, expelling it through
her mouth, then walks over to me. Like she always does, she slides
her hands under my cut and around my waist, hugging me tightly.

“I know.”

“Look at me, doll.”

I run my fingers through her hair as she
raises those gorgeous eyes toward me.

“You need to go into this with eyes wide
open. Being with me won’t be easy. You want to know something, you
ask me.”

“Okay. No secrets, Gage. I meant it when I
said you can tell me anything.”

“I can’t. There are things I need to keep
from you for your own safety.”

She releases me and takes a step back, giving
me a stern look.

“No. I’m not some delicate flower you need to
protect. If we’re going to do this, I need to know you’re not
hiding anything from me…especially if it’s messing with your head.
I want to help, even if it’s just listening.”

“I can’t promise anything, but I’ll try.”

She folds her arms under her breasts and
narrows her eyes.

“Do you want me?”

“You know I do.”

“Then you won’t try. You’ll do it.”

In her eyes, I see a strength I haven’t
seen—or maybe just never noticed—before. A strength that makes me
feel like she can take whatever I throw her way. A strength that
makes me think I can lean on her if I ever feel like I can’t stand
on my own.

“Doll –”

A knock on the door interrupts me and she
opens it. Millie steps in with a questioning look.

“Everything okay?”

“Yeah…I explained everything,” I tell
her.

Raven looks from me to Millie.

“You knew?”

“He asked for my help. My friend Nita…that’s
his aunt. There isn’t anything I wouldn’t do for that boy and his
family.”

She’s right. Nita and Millie have been best
friends forever. She’s practically a member of the family.

“Raven, give us a minute, will you?” I
ask.

She nods and closes the door behind her.

“She all right?”

“Yeah, she’s good.”

“Still gonna tell me there’s nothing going
on?”

“No, but I swear I haven’t touched her.”

“I know, son.”

She pats my cheek and sits behind her
desk.

“What about our little arrangement?” She
asks.

I reach into my pocket and give her enough
money to cover Raven’s pay for the next two weeks. After that, we
don’t have to sneak around, so I can take care of her directly.

“Might not be much longer. She mentioned
something about art school.”

“I see. Good for her.”

“Don’t say anything to Nita. I need to talk
to her myself.”

“Got it, baby boy.”

“Okay, see ya. And thanks for calling
me.”

“No problem.”

Before I walk through the door, she calls
after me.

“She’ll be good for you, Gage.”

Yeah. I think so, too. I scan the
diner but don’t see her. I remember the last time she wanted to get
away, she ran out the back door. Sure enough, I find her outside on
her phone. Her back is to me, so she doesn’t see me. She doesn’t
hear me either because she doesn’t turn around.

“Thanks, Chris…I promise you did the right
thing…I can’t talk now, but I’ll explain everything…Okay…I’ll call
you later…’bye.”

“The fuck you need to talk to him for?”

She drops her phone and almost jumps a mile.
She turns angrily and starts going off on me in Spanish. I smile
and let her rant. She’s so cute when she’s mad. I pick up her phone
and just watch her.

“Ugh!”

“You done?” I ask.

“Stop sneaking up on me.”

“What’s going on?”

“The sheriff…he spoke to Chris after he left
here.”

“And?”

“Chris told him he followed us outside but he
found me alone and we left together,” she explains.

“Huh…didn’t expect that.”

“Despite what you think, he does care about
me.”

“He can care all he wants to as long as he
knows you’re mine.”

“Stop. Look…I want to tell him about
Janet. It would ease his mind.”

“Fine. I’ll forward you the picture if you
want.”

I hand her the phone and she slides it into
her back pocket. She looks around carefully then wraps her arms
around my waist. I close my eyes and take a deep breath. Her touch
is like nothing I’ve ever experienced. No matter my mood, it
affects me in just the perfect way.

“Thank you.”

I lift her face toward me and kiss her
forehead. “Ron will take you home later. I’ll pick you up at your
place.”

“’Kay.”

She buries her face in my chest, inhales
deeply, then moans and releases her breath slowly.

“Me encanta tu aroma.”

I don’t need to speak Spanish to understand
what she said. She’s always smelling me. She smiles and saunters
off back into the diner.

Two weeks. Let the countdown begin.


CHAPTER 10

***Raven***

 


Ed Sheeran’s voice sounds from my phone just
as I’m going through the door. A text from Lonnie…huh.
That’s new.

L: Forgot to give Mr. Glenn the rent check
and it’s due today. Could you just run it next door? It’s on the
kitchen table.

Sure, I have nothing better to do. She’s
lucky he just lives next door. I grab the envelope on the table and
send a quick reply.

R: Ok.

As I approach the Bimmer, the passenger door
opens and I stick my head inside. Baby Jesus in the manger. I
swear this man gets sexier every time I see him. I realize I’m
staring when he smirks and motions for me to get in.

“Uh…gotta run next door for a sec and see the
landlord.”

“Okay.”

I close the door and he drives alongside me,
stopping in front of Mr. Glenn’s house. I have to knock three times
before he answers.

“Yes?”

Ugh…the man reeks of beer and B.O. His tank
top is struggling to cover his belly, and his boxer shorts look
like they’re about to rip at any minute. He looks me up and down as
he scratches the bald area at the top of his head.

“Hi. Lonnie asked me to drop this off.”

He takes the envelope and gives me a creepy
smile. A chill runs through my body and everything in me is
screaming “RUN”.

“You’re the sister. I’ve seen you
around.”

“Yes.”

“Come on in. Let me get you the receipt.”

“I’ll just wait here, thanks.”

He smiles at me like I said exactly what he
wanted to hear. Weird. He’s weird and he seriously creeps me
out.

“Nonsense. Come in.” He waves me inside.

I look back at the car, knowing Gage is right
there if I need him. I step inside carefully and push the door but
don’t close it.

“Come on. It’s right in here.”

Why won’t he just go get it? I don’t need to
follow him. Shit. He disappears and when he returns, he’s holding a
piece of paper and the creepy smile has multiplied by a hundred. I
swallow hard.

“Well, young lady. The rent’s coming up a bit
short this month, but I’m sure we can work something out.”

What the hell? He sounds like some guy
from a bad porno. “What? What do you mean?”

“I mean that I’m willing to
accept...other forms of payment.”

Gross. “I don’t know what you’re
talking about, and I’m leaving.” He grabs my wrist as I’m walking
away and pulls me toward him. “Let go of me!”

“Oh, wonderful! Lonnie told me you’d be good
at this.”

Lonnie. Fucking Lonnie! This is why
she wanted me to come over here – to be a part of some role-play
sex game with this sick fucker. He pushes me against the wall and
tries to secure my hands. I struggle against him, trying not to
freak out. I’m failing miserably. All those self-defense lessons
Daddy gave me seem like distant memories. I try to kick him in the
balls, but he wedges his thigh between mine.

“I like it rough.”

His breath hits me like a punch to the face.
Dear God, it smells like a dozen small animals crawled into his
mouth and died. A week ago. He reaches for the button on my jeans
and pops it open.

“Stop!”

I struggle harder, panic rising as he pulls
on my zipper. I close my eyes but before I can scream, I feel him
being pulled away from me. I open my eyes to see Gage throwing the
man across the room. He hits the wall, staggers, and falls to the
floor. Gage is huffing and puffing like the Big Bad Wolf. He stalks
over to Glenn, steps over him so Glenn is between his legs, and
grabs the neck of his tank top.

“Motherfucker!” Gage shouts.

And then all hell breaks loose. Or should I
say the straw house tumbles down? Gage pummels Glenn’s face with a
single-minded purpose. This is Reaper in rare form. It’s like
watching an accident happen – you don’t want to look, but you can’t
not look. I watch his fist rise and fall until I see the
blood. Glenn’s face is a bloody mess. He’s not even trying to block
the punches. And that’s because he’s out cold.

“Gage! Stop…that’s enough!”

He doesn’t hear me. I watch with increasing
fear as he pulls his Glock out of the back of his jeans. Holy
shit. I run over and grab his shoulder. He turns to me like
someone emerging from a trance.

“It’s over. He’s done.”

He looks down at the man beaten to a pulp,
then back to me.

“Are you hurt?”

“I’m fine. Let’s just get out of here before
someone calls the cops.”

He gives Glenn’s leg a kick and wraps a
bandana around his bloody knuckles. Once we’re in the car, he takes
a deep breath and looks over at me.

“You sure you’re okay?”

“I’m fine. He didn’t…get to do anything.”

He slams his palm down on the steering wheel
and growls like an angry bear. “Fuck! I’m gonna kill the
son-of-a-bitch!”

“No! Don’t. He was drunk and…”

Under the impression that I had agreed to
it. I know Lonnie has her thing with me about Gage, but this
just proves she really hates me. She was pimping me out for some
rent money. First thing in the morning, I’m calling Dad’s lawyer. I
need to get some shit sorted out ASAP.

“Just leave him be. I’m sure he won’t be a
problem anymore.”

He turns to me with an incredulous stare,
brows furrowed. “Leave him be? It’s nothing for me to end
him. I can do it and be back in thirty seconds.”

“Gage, please…don’t.”

“Fuck that shit.”

He reaches for the car door but I grab his
arm. I can’t let him go back in there. I can’t handle another death
on my conscience. “Please, don’t do this. Please. I’m sure
he’s learned his lesson. Just leave it alone.”

“You think some fucker’s going to put his
hands on my woman and live to talk about it?”

“Will you just do this for me?” I plead.

“Fine,” he says reluctantly. “But I’ll have
Razor pay him a visit tomorrow. He needs to know to keep his mouth
shut.”

“He won’t touch him, right?”

“No.”

“Good. I…wait a minute…did you say…?” Hold
up…rewind. Did he just call me his woman? “I’m your woman?”

Like a deflating balloon, I watch the anger
drain out of him.

“You will be. Once you hurry up and turn
eighteen.”

“Your woman…like…your girlfriend?” I
definitely need clarification here. This is the man who said he
doesn’t do relationships.

“Woman, girlfriend…whatever you want to call
it. You’re mine.”

“Oh, Gage…”

I want to kiss him so badly right now. I want
to throw my arms around him, squeeze him tightly, and kiss his lips
off his face. “Hurry up.”

“What?”

“Hurry…up. When we get to the
house, I’m going to crawl all over you.”

“Shit.”


***Gage***

 


I make it to the house in record time. She
can’t stay still. If I wasn’t driving, she probably would have
jumped into my lap. We run up the stairs and I push her down onto
the bed. When I throw off my cut, she wrinkles her nose at me.

“There’s blood on your shirt.”

I toss it in the hamper and head to the
bathroom to clean my throbbing hand. I’m still trying to get the
blood off when she walks in. She’s changed into one of my T-shirts
and looks good enough to eat.

“Let me see.” She turns off the water and
takes my hand. “Hmmm…you have a first-aid kit?”

“Under the sink.”

She fetches it and hops onto the counter. I
watch her as she soaks cotton in peroxide and cleans my knuckles. I
can’t believe her. She was almost raped, yet she’s concerned about
my hand.

“You’ll live,” she states
matter-of-factly.

“You’re amazing.”

“What did I do? Not that I don’t totally
agree.”

I step between her legs and pick her up. She
wraps her arms and legs around me, pressing her lips to mine as I
carry her to the bed. She plants quick little kisses all over my
face then starts to suck on my neck. A shiver runs up my spine. I
can’t remember the last time a woman had that effect on me. I climb
onto the bed and she moans as my hard dick presses against her
pussy. She parts her lips the moment I touch them and slides her
tongue into my mouth. I suck on it gently until she pulls it back
and bites into my bottom lip. She throws her head back as I move
down her neck, kissing and licking.

“Do it…mark me.”

Fuck. I suck at the base of her neck
and she sinks her nails into my back.

“Yes! Everywhere…I want you to mark me
everywhere.”

I move down, pushing her T-shirt up to expose
her skin. I slide my tongue from the waistband of her panties and
up her stomach. Her muscles jump beneath my tongue and she
whimpers. I sink my teeth into her flesh and suck on her skin until
it’s red, and then I move to the next side. She feels so fucking
good, I can barely control myself. My dick feels like someone’s
hammering it from the inside, and my balls feel like they’re about
to burst. I grab her knee and bite into her thigh, leaving another
mark there.

“Gage!”

The scent of her arousal hits me and I almost
lose my mind. I place my forehead on her stomach, below her navel,
and breathe her in.

“Please…don’t stop,” she begs.

I move back up her body but before I can say
anything, she flips over and straddles me. I know I should stop
her, but I let her remove my jeans. I suck in a breath as she runs
her fingers over my dick. She curls her fingers into the waist of
my boxers and that’s when I snap out of my haze. I grab her
shoulders and pull her into my arms.

“No, babe. No more.”

“But why?” She whines.

“Because we can’t.”

“Yes, we can. It’s perfectly legal. If you’re
worried about people finding out, I won’t tell anyone. I
promise.”

“I’m trying to fight temptation here. Don’t
make it harder.”

“What? Your dick?”

With a smile, she reaches down and grabs it,
squeezing it in her tiny hand.

“Raven, stop.”

“Weren’t you the one who told me to submit,
no, yield to temptation?”

“Babe, please. I’m really trying here.”

“I’ve got a quote for you. Tom Wilson, ‘about
the only time losing is more fun than winning is when you’re
fighting temptation’. Don’t you want to have fun?”

“No.” I answer, even though it’s a fucking
lie.

“Ugh!”

She slides onto the bed but lays her head on
my chest. I try to concentrate on getting ahold of myself.

“I hate to say this, but maybe we shouldn’t
sleep in the same bed until…after,” I tell her.

“Whatever.”

“Don’t be petulant.”

“I’m not petulant. I’m mad.”

“Well, don’t be mad, either. I promise I’ll
make it up to you.”

“What. Ever.”

We lay in silence for a while before she sits
up and looks around the room.

“Do you have any paper…a pencil?”

“Downstairs in the living room. There’s a
desk with all kinds of shit in there.”

She hops off the bed and returns with a sheet
of paper, a clipboard, and a pencil. She sits cross-legged at the
foot of the bed and stares at me. “What?”

“Don’t move.”

I lace my fingers together under my head and
stare up at the ceiling. She can’t stay mad all night. After a
while, she moves closer. She looks from me to the clipboard and I
realize she’s drawing me.

“Your face is perfect,” she says, more to
herself than to me.

“Why, thank you.”

“I mean it…symmetrical…perfect for
drawing.”

A few minutes later, she hands me the
clipboard. I can’t believe my eyes. “Holy shit! If I didn’t just
see you do it, I wouldn’t have believed it. You’re really talented,
baby doll.”

“Thanks.”

“Damn, it looks just like me. Tattoos, hard
dick and all.” She giggles and lies next to me once more. “Does
this mean I’m forgiven?”

“For now.”

“I know how to get back in your good graces.
What do you want for your birthday?”

“Oh, now you’re asking? For months, all I’ve
been hearing about is what you’re getting out of the deal.”

“Seriously, anything you want.”

“I don’t know. Haven’t really thought about
it.”

“You want a party?”

“You wanna throw me one?”

“Sure. Just let me know who you want
there.”

She raises up on her elbow and looks down at
me. “You’d do that for me?”

“I’d do anything for you, Raven.”

I say the words without thinking but the
moment they leave my lips, I know they’re true. She swallows, takes
a breath, and kisses me softly.

“I’d like that.”

“Good.”

She settles on my chest again and throws her
arm and leg over me. “You know what we should do? A costume party
for Halloween,” she says.

“If you want.”

“What would you be?”

“I don’t do costumes, baby doll.”

“Ugh! You don’t do anything.” She sits
up and stares at me with a pleading look. “Come on. You
can’t go to a costume party in your colors.”

“Why not?”

“Because it’s not a costume!”

“Not happening.”

“Happening. You could be a pilot, and I’ll be
your naughty flight attendant.”

She waggles her brows at me. I can’t believe
she even remembered that.

“I don’t need a costume for that. I like the
naughty flight attendant part, though.”

“I’m going to ignore that. Do your whole
death thing then. You can be the Grim Reaper.”

“Don’t need a costume for that, either.”

“Gage!” She shouts in irritation. I chuckle
and try to pull her back into my arms, but she swats my hand
away.

“Oh! I could be Lady Death,” she exclaims
excitedly.

“Who’s that?”

She reaches for her phone then straddles me.
When she finds what she’s looking for, she turns the screen toward
me. It’s a picture of a woman wearing nothing but a skimpy bikini
and thigh-high boots. She must have lost her mind.

“What makes you think I’d allow you to wear
that?”

“I can wear a skirt or some shorts…and I’d
have the cape.”

“No. Fuck no.”

“Fine. I’ll work on the costume, but it’s
settled.”

“Says who?”

“Says me. Deal with it.”

She settles next to me once more and I shake
my head in amusement. She really thinks she’s won. I’ll let her
believe she has.

“Millie asked me to do face painting at her
Halloween fair.”

“Yeah? The kids will love that. I’m trying to
see if I can get some of our other charters to come in and help
this year.”

“Help with what?”

“Set-up. Whatever the hell I want them to
do.”

“Okay, Mr. Bossy. But why?”

“What do you mean ‘why’?”

“I mean why would you get involved like
that?”

“Millie didn’t tell you?”

“Tell me what?”

“I’m the sponsor. Have been since the
beginning.”

She rises up again and gives me an
incredulous stare. “Seriously?”

“Yeah. I came up with the idea but knew
people might not want to get involved because of the MC, so I made
Millie the face of the whole thing. It’s all my money, though.”

“Aww. Gage, that is so sweet!”

She returns to my arms, dropping a kiss on my
chest. There she goes with that damn word again. I am not
“sweet”. I need to change the subject.

“There’s a bike show in Atlanta this weekend.
Wanna go with me?”

“Just us?”

“Most of the guys are going, some old ladies,
probably some of the Hounds.”

“Lonnie?”

“Maybe. Don’t you think it’s time we told her
what’s going on?”

“Not yet. If she sees us together, she’ll
know.”

“Bring your friend Chrissy. I’m sure Ron’s
gonna ask her anyway.”

“I’ll think about it. Besides, I’ll have to
get the day off, too.”

“You do that.”

If I have to drag you kicking and
screaming and tie you to my bike, you’re going. It’s time
everyone knows how serious I am.


CHAPTER 11

***Gage***

 


“Hey, big brother,” Ellen grins at me.

“Hey.”

I kiss her cheek and take a wiggling Mikey
from her arms. He taps my jaws with his palms and giggles
excitedly.

“Unca, Unca, Unca!”

“Hey, buddy. You being a good boy for your
momma?”

“Yes! Good boy!”

“Then that means I have a present for
you.”

His laugh blocks out everything and in this
moment, it’s just me and him. There really is nothing like a
child’s laughter. Too bad I’ll never get to hear the sound from my
own child. He claps his little hands together as I pull the wrapper
off and hand him a lollipop.

“Yay! Look, Momma!”

“I see, baby.” Ellen looks at me
questioningly. “You wanted to talk to me?”

“Yeah. I need your help.”

“Sure. What’s up?”

“I may have gotten in over my head here. I
promised Raven a birthday party.”

“Oh…I see,” she smirks.

“Waben!” Mikey shrieks.

“Wipe that grin off your face, sis.”

“What? I’m happy for you. Even Mikey likes
her.”

“So he told me.”

“So, when’s this shindig?”

“The twentieth.”

“Great!” She rolls her eyes. “A week, Gage?
You couldn’t give me more notice?”

“Sorry.”

“Well…what does she like? Other than the
color blue.”

“Books…music…drawing…”

“What kind of music?”

“I don’t know. Talk to her friend Chrissy.
She said she’d help. And you can do it at Scythe, so you don’t have
to worry about the location.”

“That’s something, at least,” she says
pensively.

“I have an idea I think she’d like.”

“What?”

“She mentioned that she missed her prom. I
figured that could be the theme or whatever.”

She gasps and places her hand on her sternum,
her mouth hanging open.

“I had no idea you could be so sweet. That’s
a great idea! We can get her a dress and…oh! You’ll wear a suit and
–”

“Wait a minute. Who said anything about a
suit?”

“You’ll wear a tux, and you’ll
dance with her.”

“Ellen –”

“This was your idea. Man the fu–,” her gaze
flicks to Mikey nervously then back to me. “…heck up, Gage
Hunter.”

“I changed my mind. You come up with
something.”

“No way. We’re doing this. I’m so happy!”

She claps and jumps up and down like an
excited child. Me in a tux? And dancing? No fucking way.

“It’s so good to see you focusing on one girl
for a change.”

“Oh? What girl is that?” Aunt Nita walks up
with a raised brow.

Ellen folds her lips, takes Mikey, and rushes
off. Great.

“What’s going on?”

I try to sound nonchalant. “She’s just
helping me to plan a birthday party.”

“For who?”

“Her name’s Raven.”

“Raven…Millie’s waitress? Mikey’s
babysitter?”

“You know her?”

“Yeah. Talked to her a few times when I went
to the diner. Also know she’s just seventeen. What the fuck are you
doing, Gage?”

“Nothing…yet. It’s her eighteenth birthday
next week and I can tell you that afterwards, you’ll be seeing a
lot of her.”

“And you haven’t fucked her?”

“No.”

“Uh-huh,” she says skeptically. “I know her
father passed. What about her mother? She know about this?”

“She’s never met her mother. Lonnie’s the
only family she has.”

“Poor thing. No wonder Millie’s so drawn to
her.”

“She’s a good girl, Nita. I really like
her.”

“Okay, son. When do I get to meet her
officially?”

“She might be coming to the show today. If
not…soon. I promise.”

“Yeah. I really need to get to know this
chick better if she’s got you keeping it in your pants.”

Oh, trust me, Nita. I won’t be keeping it in
for much longer.


***Raven***

 


“Ray…please. It’s a bike show. I know
Ron’s gonna go off and leave me at some point. I need
you.”

We’re sitting on my porch, waiting for Ron to
come and pick her up. She’s been begging me for days to go to the
stupid bike show. Once I heard Lonnie and Deena making plans, I
decided I wasn’t going. I only have a couple days left in this
house, and I don’t want to make them worse than they already are. I
haven’t said anything to Lonnie about Glenn, but I know she’s seen
him. She looked like she wanted to say something to me, but I gave
her no indication of what happened. It took everything in me not to
slap the bitch.

“I said no, Chrissy.”

“Why?” She whines. “I know Gage wants
you to go, too.”

“Well, it’s not about what you and Gage want.
It’s about me.”

“Think of it as a way of making up for
holding out on me.”

“What do you mean?”

“Come on, Ray…everyone’s seen the hickey on
your neck, but don’t think I haven’t seen the one on your
thigh...your inner thigh. Did he go down you?”

“I can see why that would excite you but no,
he didn’t. Things…got a little heavy, but we stopped. We didn’t
even get naked.”

“Bummer. Promise me you’ll tell me everything
when it finally happens.”

“Fine. I will.”

Ever since her birthday, I’ve been hearing
all about her sex life with Ron. I swear I know all about the size
of his dick, his favorite positions, and what he likes. All it does
is remind me of what I’m not getting.

“What do you guys do anyways since you’re not
having sex?”

“What any normal couple does. We talk, get to
know each other better.”

“He just doesn’t strike me as the type to be
in bed with a woman and not fuck her.”

“Well, it’s that dual personality thing I
told you about. He’s the type to cuddle in bed and talk, but will
also break someone’s face for me if that’s what I need.”

“Whose face needs breaking?” She asks, giving
me the side eye.

“No one.”

The rumble of motorcycles sounds in the
distance, and I welcome the interruption. I don’t want to lie to
her, but I can’t tell her about Glenn, either. As the bikes draw
closer, I steel myself against giving in. I know Gage will try to
push me into going. I also know he’s the reason I suddenly got the
weekend off from work. As the bikes get closer, Chrissy gets more
excited.

“Do your parents even know where you’re
going?” I ask her.

“No. They think I’m hanging out with you.
Don’t make me a liar…please?”

A couple bikes turn into the driveway while
the others stop out on the road. There must be about twenty or
more. Gage, of course, is in front. He’s wearing a helmet, shades,
and a skull bandana that covers the rest of his face, but I know
it’s him. With his hoodie, he is now the very picture of the Grim
Reaper. The only thing he’s missing is the scythe. Then again, his
version is probably tucked into the back of his jeans. I can feel
his eyes on me, but I do my best not to look at him.

“Ray?” Chrissie pleads once more.

“No.”

She grabs my hand and pulls me to my feet.
We’re down the stairs before I’m able to dig my heels in and stop
her.

“Okay, fine,” she finally relents.

She releases me and heads over to Ron’s bike.
Lonnie is with Venom, staring daggers at me.

“You’re not coming, baby girl?” Crow shouts
over the roar of the bikes. His old lady, Marlowe, nods and gives
me an encouraging smile.

I shake my head, still avoiding Gage.
Suddenly, the men—the ones I know, anyway—all start begging me to
come along. Lonnie looks confused, no doubt wondering how they all
know me and why they’re all so…familiar with me. I also
notice the redhead with Razor. She looks at me appraisingly from
head to toe. I finally glance at Gage. He’s removed his shades but
he’s still just sitting there, watching me. Shit. I look
around again at all the faces imploring me to join them, and I
crack.

“Fine. Let me just change my shoes.”

I return in my combat boots and find that
only Gage, Dr. E, Ron, Venom, and Razor are waiting. Lonnie is
fuming. I look to Dr. E, silently begging him to let me ride with
him. His gaze flicks to Gage then back to me before he nods. As I
pass Gage, he grabs my wrist. Dr. E shrugs helplessly. Chrissy
smirks. Lonnie’s shocked, unable to close her mouth, and Redhead is
watching with growing interest.

“Where do you think you’re going?” He asks
for my ears only.

“With Dr. E –”

“Get your ass behind me.”

He hands me his helmet and slides his shades
back on, but not before I see the anger in his eyes. I strap on the
helmet and climb on behind him, using his shoulders as leverage. He
raises his hand, makes a signal, and we all ride out. I can’t even
enjoy the ride because I’m afraid Lonnie’s going to shoot me in the
back along the way.

We’re on the road for about an hour before he
pulls in to a gas station, where his crew is already waiting for
him. As soon as my feet hit the ground, he drags me to the side of
the building where no one can see us. He removes his shades, pulls
the bandana down, and crashes his lips into mine.

“Ga–”

His tongue barges into my mouth. As much as
my brain knows this is not for pleasure, my body still reacts. My
heart thuds in my chest. Little tingles travel down my body and
land between my legs. He unleashes his anger on my mouth. Lips,
tongues, and teeth clash, the sounds of our ragged breathing
filling the air. He pushes me against the wall and ravages my lips,
digging his fingers into my jean-clad hips. I slide my fingers
through his hair, grabbing a handful. It becomes hard to breathe. I
try to break away, but he growls and pulls me back in. I pound on
his chest and he releases me but cages me in with his arms while I
desperately draw air into my lungs. He’s breathing hard, jaw
clenching in anger. My lips are pulsating and are, no doubt, an
angry red.

“You don’t sit your ass on anyone’s bike but
mine. You got that?”

“That’s what this is about? I just thought
–”

“There’s nothing to think about. Your ass, my
bike. Period.”

Jeez…talk about possessive. He reaches
into his pocket and hands me a wad of cash.

“Get yourself some snacks or something.”

I get that the conversation is over, so I
walk ahead of him. I pull my bottom lip between my teeth, hoping
everyone will think it’s swollen because I’ve been chewing on it.
Gage veers off to the pumps and I head into the store. And right
into Lonnie.

“What the fuck is going on?” She demands.

“With what?”

“You know what I’m talking about, you little
bitch. I told you to stay away from him.”

“Why don’t you go ask him?”

“Because I’m asking you.”

“I’m not in the mood for your shit,
okay?”

Razor walks up and glances between the two of
us. “Everything okay, girls?”

“Fine. Just a sisterly talk,” I tell him.

“Good. You need anything, you let me know,
baby girl.”

In his eyes, I see the meaning behind his
words. It’s clear whose side he’d be on if anything went down.
Strange, considering this is the first time we’ve spoken. “Sure
thing.”

After he leaves, Lonnie turns to me again.
“How come you’re so cozy with everybody?”

“I’m lovable. I can’t help it.”

I walk away, not looking back. Chrissy shows
up at my side while I’m deciding between Cheetos and Oreos. Oh, why
choose? I’ll just get both.

She jerks her chin toward Lonnie. “What was
that about?”

“She thinks she has some kind of property
rights on Gage and the club. She’s going to be royally pissed when
she finds out what’s going on.”

“Shit. You better get that apartment with the
quickness.”

“Trust me. First thing on the morning of the
twenty-first, I’m signing that lease. I’m taking all my stuff with
me, too. Furniture or not, I’m moving into that bitch right
away.”

“I hear you. How’d you get past a credit
check, though?”

“My dad’s lawyer took care of it.”

“Oh. Cool.”

Razor’s redhead approaches us with a smile
and an outstretched hand. “Hi. I’m Cassidy.”

“Raven. And this is Chrissy.”

“Nice to meet you. I thought I’d introduce
myself because you two seem like the only friendly women here.”

“Tell me about it. Are you Razor’s old
lady?”

“Old lady? I don’t think so. We just started
seeing each other.”

“Oh…okay.”

“So…you’re with Gage?”

Fuck. Chrissy watches me, waiting to
hear what I’ll say. Cassidy raises her brows. There’s something
about her I can’t quite put my finger on, something not right.

“Yeah.”

She looks a little surprised, but she
recovers and turns to Chrissy expectantly.

“Ron. He’s still a prospect.”

“Cool.”

“Let’s go. I think they’re ready.” Chrissy
grabs my hand and pulls me away. “No confío en ella,” she
whispers.

I don’t trust this chick, either. I pay for
our snacks but on our way back to the guys, Chrissy freezes and
tightens her grip on my hand. She looks petrified.

“What?” I follow her gaze and see a couple
getting out of a car at one of the pumps. “You know them?”

“That’s Joel.”

“Your ex? Is that the trick he cheated on you
with?”

“That’s her.”

“Are you kidding me? She looks like a thumb.”
She cracks a smile and turns a grateful look my way. I swear I
don’t understand men. They’ll have diamonds and go out looking for
rhinestones. “Please, tell me she at least has a good
personality.”

“She’s a total bitch.”

Joel spots us and throws his arm around the
girl. As they approach, a smirk forms on his lips. Bastard.
I won’t get to my phone fast enough to play the song, so I start
singing T.I’s “No Mediocre”. Chrissy bursts out laughing then raps
Iggy Azalea’s verse. Bastard loses the smirk and Bitch sneers.
Whatever. We’re jamming. Ron walks up and snakes his hand around
Chrissy’s waist. Perfect timing. Joel drops his head and passes by
without a word. Once they’re out of sight, Chrissy throws her arms
around me.

“Thanks, Ray. I needed that.”

“Trust me. It was my pleasure.”

“What was that about?” Gage asks as he
approaches.

I slip my hand into his, lacing our fingers.
Suddenly, I don’t care about anything.

“Cheating ex. You even think about it, I’ll
Lorena Bobbitt your ass.”

He smiles then throws me over his shoulder. I
let out a yelp as he smacks me on the ass.

“So possessive. I like it.”

Possessive…but dead serious.


CHAPTER 12

***Gage***

 


“What kind of bike is this?” Raven asks.

“Street Glide.”

“It’s different from the others I’ve seen.
How many do you have?”

She’s sitting on the back of my bike,
trailing her fingers across the saddle. I can’t help but think how
perfect she looks sitting there.

“About a dozen.”

“All Harleys?”

“No. I got a few sport bikes – Kawasaki,
Ducati, Suzuki.”

“Yeah, that’s all French to me.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll teach you everything I
know.”

“I wanna learn how to ride.”

“Slide down. I’ll show you the basics.”

She squeals excitedly and scoots down,
placing her hands on the handle bars. I explain the gauges and show
her how to start it. I glance up and Lonnie is staring at us with a
scowl. Razor told me about their little conversation, so I know
she’s pissed. Raven touches my arm to get my attention.

“Gage?”

“Gimme a sec. I’m gonna go talk to your
sister.”

Lonnie’s expression changes as I approach.
She bites her lip and stares up at me hopefully. I pull her aside
to get a little privacy.

“I know you’re wondering what’s going on, so
it’s best to just be straight with you. I like your sister.”

“What do you mean you like her?”

“I want her.”

“But…she’s just a child!”

“She’ll be eighteen in a few days. I’m not
looking for your blessing or for you to be okay with it. I just
need you to know it’s happening.”

“Are you claiming her?”

Her bottom lip trembles and tears well in her
eyes. Shit.

“Look…don’t blame her. For a long time, she
blew me off because she knew you were into me. I pursued her.”

“You said you didn’t want an old lady.”

“I didn’t.”

“But now you do. I waited…I waited all this
time for you…”

Waited? What the fuck? “What do you
mean?”

“When I got here…you were the first. I
thought…the others I did because I thought that’s what you wanted.
You were supposed to come back for me.”

What the fuck is she talking about? I
didn’t ask or force her to become a Hound. And if she thought I was
going to claim her, why would I want her to fuck the whole town?
She’s already crying, though, so I really can’t say that to
her.

“I’m sorry if I said or did anything to lead
you on, but you need to stop. Even if it wasn’t Raven, it would be
someone else. Not you.”

“Gage…please…”

“I’m sorry, Lonnie.”

I walk away and signal the guys to get
moving. Raven looks up at me with a worried frown when I get back
to her.

“Everything okay?” She asks.

“Yeah. We’re good.”

“You sure? She’s not going to kill me in my
sleep, is she?”

“You think she’d hurt you?”

“I’m just kidding.” She smiles, but it
doesn’t hide her concern. She’s worried about this causing trouble
between her and Lonnie. “I’m with you every night anyways.”

“True,” I agree.

We leave the gas station behind and ride for
another hour before we arrive at the venue. The blood pumps faster
through my veins. This is my kind of scene. Bikes and bikers as far
as the eye can see. Before Raven, I would have added in the
bitches, but I can’t seem to see anyone but her these days. Ron and
Chrissy walk over to us and I watch the two girls together. It’s
strange. They’ve only known each other for a few months, but they
seem more like sisters than Raven and Lonnie do. But then I notice
something else. Shit.

“Girls, listen. You’re not wearing cuts, so
don’t stray far. Stick to one of the brothers at all times.”

“Cuts?” Raven asks.

I point to Marlowe and Renae who are standing
together a few feet away. They’re Crow and Motor’s old ladies, so
they’re wearing their patches. Raven and Chrissy just nod and turn
back to each other. I don’t need any trouble. No cuts mean they’re
not claimed and to other MCs, that makes them fair game.

“Waben!”

She turns around and her face lights up when
she sees little Mikey running toward her.

“Come here, jit!”

She picks him up and spins him around. He
laughs and when they stop spinning, he wraps his arms around her
neck. I watch the two girls play with him until Ellen draws my
attention.

“She’s great with him,” she says.

“He likes her.”

“She’ll be a good mother.”

I raise a brow at her. “If that’s some kind
of hint, don’t even bother. You know where I stand on that
matter.”

“Mmhmm…we’ll see.”

Aunt Nita walks up on my left. “She’s pretty,
I’ll give you that.”

Pretty? She’s fucking beautiful. Raven
walks over with a gorgeous smile and a seemingly love-struck
Mikey.

“Hey, Ellen.”

They kiss each other’s cheeks and Mikey grins
at me.

“Hi, Unca.”

“Hey, Mikey. I see you found your
friend.”

“Yes! I like Waben.”

“Awww. I like you, too, Mikey.”

She turns to Nita with a big smile. “Hi, Miss
Nita. Good to see you.”

“You, too, my dear. Based on what my nephew
here has told me, you can call me Aunt Nita.”

Raven’s eyes widen and her smile gets bigger.
“Really?” She asks.

“Of course, sweetheart.”

“Okay. Aunt Nita.” She giggles.

I listen to the four women talk, about
nothing really, and the world around me disappears. The three women
in my life getting along…it’s a great sight.


***Raven***

 


Oh. My. God. I love Aunt Nita! She has
absolutely no filter. If you don’t like what she says, too bad for
you. I want to be just like her when I grow up. Not only that, but
she basically accepted me into her family. She has no idea how much
that means to me since I have no family of my own. At this point,
Lonnie doesn’t count.

I spend most of the day with the women, but
Gage and Ron stick close by. I’ve seen more bikes than I have in my
entire life and heard more classic rock than I care to. It’s been
fun, though. We’ve eaten a ton of junk and taken a million pictures
with bikes.

On our way out, members from some other MCs
converge on the Dealers, so Chrissy and I get separated from them.
They’re all shaking hands, talking, and laughing, so we amuse
ourselves. The DJ plays Maroon 5’s “Animals” and we start to dance.
A few men gather around us, watching with undisguised interest as
we move and glide our fingers over each other’s bodies. Two of them
approach us, their expressions looking like they’ve taken the words
of the song’s chorus literally. They’re both wearing cuts bearing
the name Black Snakes.

“Hey, baby. Who you here with?” The older one
says. He smiles, exposing his many gold teeth.

“The Death Dealers,” I answer.

They both look behind them and then the
younger one looks us over, licking his lips.

“You owned?” Lip Licker asks.

Owned? What the fuck is he talking
about? “Um…no.”

Their smiles get wider.

“What do you say we all go somewhere and
party?” Lip Licker jerks his head to the left.

“No, thanks. We’re good,” Chrissy says,
linking her hand with mine.

“We can make you a whole lot better,” Gold
Teeth says.

“She said we’re good. Back off,” I
seethe.

They lose the smiles and step toward us
menacingly. Then I hear the booming voice of God.

“I wouldn’t do that if I were you.”

No, not God, but a savior all the same. My
knight in shining leather – Gage.

Gold Teeth looks him up and down and sneers.
The crowd disperses until we’re left with Dealers on one side and
Snakes on the other. Gage stands in front, commander of his army.
Dr. E and Razor are at his sides, and Ron looks like he’s barely
holding himself back.

“Two o’ yours, huh?” Gold Teeth takes the
lead on his side.

“Yes, they’re mine and
off-limits.”

“They ain’t wearing cuts.”

“Doesn’t matter.”

“Matters to us. What’s to stop us from taking
what we want?”

Gage’s jaw twitches. These guys don’t know
who they’re messing with. I grip Chrissy’s hand tightly.

“I’ll put a bullet in your brain so fast
you’d be dead before you even tried to touch ‘em.”

Tensions rise and everyone’s trigger finger
seems to be itching. The Snakes’ president steps forward and places
a hand on Goldie’s shoulder.

“Cool it, Ram.”

Ram/Goldie sniggers at Gage and takes a
reluctant step back. His president approaches Gage.

“It’s all good, Hunter. Just a
misunderstanding. The Dealers and the Snakes are good.”

Gage jerks his head at us then shakes the
other president’s hand. We move to his side and he places his arms
around our shoulders. That sends a pretty clear message, and all
the Snakes stand down.

“See you around, Ace,” Gage says to the
Snakes’ president.

When we get back to the bikes, he stares down
at us sternly.

“How could two little girls cause such big
trouble? That could have turned out very differently.”

“They’re too hot for their own good,” Ron
chimes in as he sidles up next to Chrissy. He drags her away and
leaves me with Reaper.

“They started it. We were just minding our
own business.”

“I know. We need to find a way to let the
world know you’re mine.”

“Any ideas?”

“A few.”

He reaches into the neck of his hoodie and
pulls his necklace with the “12 Gage” pendant from around his neck.
He places it around mine, fingering the pendant where it rests
between my breasts.

“That’s a start,” he says.

I beam up at him, knowing this is big for
him. He’s backing up his words with actions. Soon, everyone will
know I’m his. All I need now is my very own cut. I know it’s going
to take a while for him to get there, but at least he’s moving in
that direction.

“Let’s go. I need to get you alone.”

“I second that, Miss Alvarez.”

We stop at the same gas station on the way
home and then we all go straight to the clubhouse. Chopper is on
the grill and there are some women busy setting up for the guys’
return. Right away, Chopper comes over to me and wraps me up in a
bear hug. I return his embrace, giggling as he squeezes
tighter.

“How you doin’, lil darlin’?”

“Great. It’s good to see you.”

He looks between me and Gage with a big grin.
“Looks like I’ll be seein’ a lot of you around here.”

“You keep making those burgers and you
will.”

He kisses my cheek and pats his son on the
back. “I’m fittin’ to do that right now. You two run along. I’ll
send someone over with some grub for you.”

“Thanks, Chopper.”

Gage takes me to his room and I push him down
on the bed and straddle his hips. “I had fun today.”

“See? And you didn’t want to come with
me.”

I pull down the zipper on his hoodie and
slide my hands under his black T-shirt. His stomach muscles jump
and he grabs my hips.

“Oh, I want to come with you. You won’t let
me.”

He flips over and stretches out on top of me,
a smirk on his sexy lips.

“Just a few more days, babe. Then I’m going
to chain you to my bed for a week.”

“Oh, really?”

“Yep. You’ll get food and bathroom breaks, of
course, but trust I will be inside that pussy every other
minute of the day.”

I quiver beneath him, sinking my nails into
his back as he kisses my neck. “You’re so crude.”

“Yeah…but I believe we already established
that you love my dirty mouth.”

“I love what your dirty mouth does to my
body.”

“Just wait, baby doll. There are so many
things I’m going to do to you with my mouth.”

He sucks at the base of my neck, swirling his
tongue on my skin. That’s definitely leaving a mark. His
hand travels down my body and grips my thigh, raising it up so he
settles between my legs. I throw my head back, giving him better
access to my neck.

“Gage…”

“I love the way you say my name.”

“Gage, Gage, Gage.”

He chuckles and covers my lips with his. I
moan into his mouth and wrap my arms around his neck.

“I love kissing you, too. Sweetest lips I
ever tasted.”

“And I bet you’ve tasted a lot.”

He stares down at me with furrowed brows.
“Actually, before you, I hadn’t kissed anyone in a long time.”

This is interesting. “How come?”

“I’m surrounded by easy women. I can cover my
dick, not my mouth. The Hounds…I pretty much know where their
mouths have been.”

“That first night, you didn’t know where mine
had been.”

“True…but I had a feeling about you. I
couldn’t let you get away.”

“Now I feel special.”

“You should. You are.”

Now I really do feel special. I bask
in the adoration in his eyes and pull him down to me. He kisses me
softly then climbs off the bed.

“We should get back out there,” he says.

“You go ahead. I’ll be out in a minute.”

“Okay.”

I use the bathroom and wash my hands and
face. My hair is a mess. Doesn’t this man own a comb or
brush? I finally find a brush tucked away under the sink and
run it through my hair. I trail my fingers over the red spot on my
neck with a smile. I can’t wait to see my breasts covered with his
hickeys. I pull his chain from under my wife beater and smile
giddily at my reflection. I’m his. I belong to him. Never in a
million years would I have thought I would happily refer to myself
as a man’s property. But I am. He owns me. It’s scary to
feel this way, to feel so strongly about a man who isn’t interested
in love. Yes, he may have changed his mind about the relationship
aspect, but what about the rest? What kind of relationship will we
have without love? I don’t know, but I want him. We’ll see where it
goes from here.

I leave the room, close the door, and freeze
as I see Lonnie waiting for me. She scowls, clenching her fists at
her side. I watch her and wait, my resting bitch face firmly in
place.

“I should kick your ass for what you’ve
done,” she snarls.

“I haven’t done anything. It’s not my fault
you’re a slut.”

“Says the slut leaving his bedroom.”

“I’m still a virgin. Unlike you, I
don’t need to spread my legs to keep a man’s attention.”

“Bitch!”

She steps toward me, but I don’t budge. I’m
done taking her shit. “Go ahead. What do you think Gage will do
when I tell him? When he sees the bruises?”

She pauses, uncertainty blanketing her
features.

“You saw Mr. Glenn, right?” Her eyes widen in
realization and she steps back. “We’ve never really gotten along,
but I didn’t know you hated me that much. He was going to
rape me, and you set it up.” At least she has the decency to
look away in shame. “If Gage hadn’t been there that night…”

I shake my head and take a step in her
direction. Her eyes drop to my chest and Gage’s pendant and she
takes another step back in shock. “In a few days, Daddy’s lawyer
will be here with the papers for me to sign. After that, we’ll be
nothing but strangers. I no longer have a sister.” I push past her,
but her next words stop me.

“I never did.”

I turn around slowly, my emotions flittering
between hurt and anger. The look on her face tells me she’s
serious. These are not fighting words. This is how she feels, how
she’s always felt.

“What have I ever done to you, Lonnie? Why do
you hate me so much?”

“I don’t know why Papa was so in love with
your gringa puta of a mother. All she did was spit
you out and run back to her bougie parents.”

“What does that have to do with
anything?”

“Before you, I was Papa’s princess.
Then you came along, and I didn’t matter anymore.”

“That’s not true.”

“How would you know?” She asks, folding her
arms under her breasts. “You were too busy being Daddy’s little
girl to notice how he treated me.”

That does it. She can bash me all she likes,
but there’s no way I’m going to let her talk shit about Daddy. To
say she was a problem child would be putting it mildly. Before she
left there was a rumor going around that she was hooking on 8th
Street. Now I see it could have totally been true. At some point,
Daddy just gave up when he realized he couldn’t reach her.

“That’s a fucking lie. Daddy loved us both.
You’re the one who was a constant bitch, who did nothing but
disappoint him at every turn. If he treated you differently, you
have no one to blame but yourself.”

“I blame you!” She shouts. “You always take
everything away from me.”

“What have I taken from you?”

“Even in death, Papa chose you, leaving you
almost everything. Now, you come here and you steal Gage from
me.”

“You’re delusional. Gage was never
yours.”

Her eyes begin to tear up and I almost feel
sorry for her. Almost. I can’t believe all her hatred toward me is
based on jealousy.

“It was only a matter of time before he
realized how much I love him.”

“How was he going to do that when you’ve been
fucking everything with two legs?”

She blinks away the tears and moves closer,
getting in my face.

“Gage is a man. A man with the appetite of a
hundred men. A little girl like you won’t know what to do with him.
He’ll realize that soon enough and send you back to the playground
where you belong.”

“And you think he’s going to come running to
you? Even if that happens, he’ll never want you. Get that
through your thick skull. Grow up and get a clue while you’re at
it. I may be younger, but you’re the one behaving like an errant
child. I’m only going to say this once – stay away from
me.”

I spin on my heels and leave the clubhouse,
searching the crowd for Gage. Allah has set up his equipment
outside and is in his element. I spot Gage sitting on a table next
to Dr. E, but there’s some half-naked, blonde trick standing
between his legs. She’s pushing her tits in his face and running
her fingers down his chest. Fuck that. I need to set some
boundaries here. This shit is not happening in my presence.
Gage smirks at me as he watches my approach. He wants to see how
I’ll handle it. I tap the bitch on her shoulder and she turns to
me, her smile fading.

“Excuse me. You’re in my spot.”

I motion for her to run along, and she looks
between me and Gage in confusion.

“Are you…is she serious?”

“You heard her. Move, bitch.” Gage tells
her.

There’s an uproar of “Oh!” from the men
closest to us and she staggers back in shock. I don’t know how it
got to Allah so quickly, but he starts to play Ludacris’ “Move
Bitch”. I lean against him and he wraps his arms around me.
Everyone is staring at us. As Lonnie walks out of the clubhouse, I
decide to take it a bit further. These hoes need to get the message
– he’s mine. I turn around, snake my arms around his neck, and pull
him down for a kiss.

Suck on that, bitches.


CHAPTER 13

***Gage***

 


“I have something for you.”

“I know. You just won’t give it to me,” Raven
says with a scowl.

“Jesus. The closer we get to your birthday,
the more of a sex fiend you become.”

“How is that a bad thing?”

“Just look in the glove compartment. There’s
an envelope in there.”

She sighs and pulls out the envelope with the
little blue bow.

“What’s this?”

“Early birthday present. Open it.”

She removes the tickets from the envelope and
I watch as her eyes go wide.

“Oh, my God…oh, my God…”

“You like him, right? He’s the one always
playing on your phone?”

She screams in excitement and bounces in her
seat.

“Pull over!”

“Why?”

“Just do it!”

I pull over, park, and turn to her. She
unbuckles her seat belt and climbs into my lap. Her lips are all
over my face, a “thank you” coming out between each kiss.

“You’re welcome, babe.”

“You are so getting a blowjob for
this.”

“Shit. Who else you like?”

She giggles and moves into her seat as I pull
back onto the road.

“I’ll give you a list. Why are there four
tickets?”

“I thought you’d want to take Chrissy. The
other one is for Ron.”

“Awesome! But…these are for tonight. Gage!
You couldn’t give me a little notice?”

“We might have to stay overnight, so pack a
bag.”

She pulls her phone out of her pocket, and
pretty soon I hear Chrissy screaming on the other end. I pull into
her driveway just as she hangs up.

“Okay. She’s gonna come over, so you can pick
us up here.”

“Got it.”

“Where’s my kiss?” I ask as she reaches for
the door. She rolls her eyes and pecks me on the cheek. I grab the
back of her neck and pull her lips to mine. I tease them with my
tongue until she grants me entrance. Before I can slip inside, she
pulls away, drawing a shaky breath.

“Three days, Gage. Three days.
Can you believe it?”

“I know.”

“Seems like I’ve been waiting forever.”

“Tell me about it. Maybe we should go away
somewhere…just the two of us. Go lay up on a beach for a few
days.”

“Yeah, we could make love under a palm
tree.”

Make love. Usually, those words would
make my skin itch. But not coming from her. The dreamy expression
in her eyes makes me want to give that to her. The problem is, I
don’t know how.

“We can fuck under a palm tree.”

She glares at me and pushes me away. “You
just had to go and be nasty. Bye.”

“I’ll pick you up at seven!” I shout just as
she slams the car door.

I wait until she’s inside then drive off.
From three months to three days. I can’t believe I made it. I can’t
believe I made it with no pussy. Well, the last six weeks since we
got together anyway. Shit. I hope I don’t make a fool of myself and
come too quickly. I guess I just need to make sure I take care of
her first.

When I get to the clubhouse, I find Ron
waiting for me. I toss the car keys to Booker as I pass him. “Get
it washed, will ya?”

“Sure thing, Prez.”

They’ve both been great so far. I think it’s
about time I put their membership to a vote. Especially Ron. I
don’t know what I would have done without him these past few
weeks.

I shower and pull on some black jeans, a
white shirt, and black Timbs. I actually comb my hair, remembering
how Raven looked at me that night at Scythe. I also wear her
favorite cologne. I grab my wallet and black, leather jacket and
head out.

“Wanna take the Mustang?” Ron asks.

“Nah. The Charger. You drive.”

The girls are on the porch, waiting when we
arrive. We lean on the car and wait for them at the end of the
driveway.

“Oh…shit,” Ron whispers next to
me.

They’re wearing the same outfit – little
black skirts that barely cover their asses and some crisscross
contraption of a top that has their tits popping out.

“Go change,” we say at the same time.

The girls look at each other then burst out
laughing. Raven opens the back door and gives me a defiant
look.

“We’ll be late. Let’s go.”

Fuck me. I toss their bags in the
trunk and slide in next to her while Ron and Chrissy take the
front. She settles under my arm and places her head on my chest.
Every now and then, she takes a deep breath and releases it
slowly.

“You’re like a little puppy. Always sniffing
me.”

“Because you smell amazing,” she and Chrissy
say in unison.

“Okay, you two spend way too much time
together,” Ron says as they laugh.

“Look who’s talking. The ‘go change’ twins.
Don’t worry, baby. You smell amazing, too,” Chrissy says.

By the time we get to the venue, they can
barely contain their excitement. They’ve put on jackets, but that
does nothing to curb the interested stares. I drape my arm around
Raven’s shoulder and pull her close to me. There’s no way she’s
leaving my sight tonight. She leans against me as we wait for the
show to start. Damn, she feels good. She raises her phone
above us and tells me to smile. After she takes the picture, I
watch her post it to Instagram.

The show starts and she steps away from me.
When the guy comes on stage, all the women lose their fucking
minds. Including mine. She and Chrissy are screaming, their phones
trained on the stage. At least she’s happy. That’s all that
matters. After a few songs, I have to admit the guy isn’t bad.
He starts the song Raven had as a ringtone and she stands
transfixed, just staring up at him. When he gets to the chorus, she
starts to sway. I take her hand and pull her back into my arms.

She presses her ass against my crotch and
slowly rolls her hips. I move her hair to the side and feel her
shiver as I kiss behind her ear. She places a hand on the back of
my neck and grinds harder. I squeeze her thigh as my dick starts to
harden. I hear a soft moan as I slide my fingers under her skirt.
I’m so close, I can feel her heat. Before I can move my hand, she
bends her knees and my fingers slip. They connect with the crotch
of her panties. The wet crotch of her panties. Fuck! I pull
my hand away as if I’d been burned. She turns around and stares up
at me. Looking into her eyes, everything clicks into place in my
mind. I know exactly what I’m getting her for her birthday.


***Raven***

 


Toni is freaking out. I sent her some videos
and pictures from the show, and she is losing her mind. Not to
mention it’s the first time she’s seen Gage, so she’s berating me
for not fucking him yet.

“Who are you texting at this hour?” Gage
asks, annoyance in his voice.

“Toni.”

“Who the fuck is Tony and why are you texting
him?”

I roll my eyes as I resign myself to the fact
that all men are the same. “Toni. I’ve told you about
her. She’s my Miami Chrissy.”

“Oh.”

“She wants to come visit. Says she wants a
big, bad biker, too.”

“Well, we have plenty of those around here.
Can she come for your birthday? I’ll buy her ticket.”

“You will?”

“Sure.”

He grimaces as I scream and climb onto his
lap. Chrissy and Ron laugh, but I don’t care. I text Toni and she
replies with a “Hell yeah!”

“Aaah! She said ‘yes’. Thank you. This is
going to be the best birthday ever!”

“Babe.”

His voice is strained, so I furrow my brows
at him in confusion. He glances down and so do I. With me
straddling him, my skirt rode all the way up and he has a very nice
view of my lady bits. I give him a sheepish smile and slide back
into the seat, pulling my skirt down.

We stop at Waffle House and then Gage gets us
two rooms at a hotel. I wanted to stay with him but he decided it
would be best if Chrissy and I share a room. Just a few more days
and we don’t have to worry about appearances. We’re beat, so
Chrissy and I shower and crawl into our beds. Just as I’m nodding
off, the room door opens. Chrissy lets Ron in and shushes him.

“Raven’s sleeping,” she whispers.

They climb into bed and under the covers and
I think they’re going to sleep. That is, until I hear a moan.
No, Baby Jesus. Tell me they’re not going to have sex with me in
the room.

“No. You’ll wake her up.”

“Please, baby. I need you.”

Shit. The desperation in his voice
makes me want to fuck him.

“Okay…but be quiet.”

I’m lying on my back, so I can pretty much
see the movement under the blanket. I don’t want to move and alert
them, but I also feel like a perv. Chrissy’s trying to be quiet but
even if I was asleep, I would have heard her. Ron tosses the
blanket back and kneels on the bed. He reaches into his back pocket
as she works on his button and zipper. I swallow a gasp when she
pulls his dick out of his pants. She’d told me he was packing, but
good Lord. You go, Ron! I watch with appreciation as he
rolls on a condom and tells her to turn around. Oh, God. What
should I do? I shouldn’t be watching this. Most of all, I
should not be turned on! But I am. I can’t help it. I
clench my fists at my sides to stop myself from sliding my fingers
into my panties.

Ron holds on to her hips and slowly slides
inside her. My muscles clench as I think about Gage doing the same
thing to me. I think about him pumping into me the way it’s
happening right next to me. The pulsing in my clit gets harder to
bear. Ron reaches up and grabs her hair, pulling her head back as
he moves a little faster. I try to keep my breathing even, but I
don’t think I’m very successful. Thank God they’re not paying
attention to me. He throws his head back, lost in pleasure as
Chrissy meets his thrusts. He grabs her hips, steadies her, and
thrusts deep, holding the position. She cries out, unable to keep
quiet. I really can’t ignore that. Ron jerks his head in my
direction and tries to pull the blanket around them.

“Great, guys. Traumatize me, won’t you?”

“Oh, God, Ray. I’m sorry!”

Ron chuckles as I wrap my blanket around
myself and head for the door. “Have fun,” I tell them.

Luckily, we got adjacent rooms. I knock on
the door and a confused and shirtless Gage opens up. He looks
beyond me out into the hallway.

“Are you okay?”

I push past him and toss my blanket on Ron’s
bed, the untouched one, and climb into Gage’s.

“Those two can’t keep their hands off each
other for one night.” He chuckles as he joins me, pulling me into
his arms. I lay my head on his chest and throw my leg over his.
“Can you keep a secret?” I ask.

“Of course.”

“Promise me you won’t tell anyone. Pinky
swear.”

“I promise, babe.”

“I watched them.”

“Ron and Chrissy?”

“Yeah…until they got too loud to ignore,
anyway. They thought I was asleep.”

“You bad, bad girl.”

He chuckles and trails his fingers up my
thigh. The stirring between my legs returns. “I thought about
you…about us.”

“Soon. Very soon.”

“I know. Two more sleeps.”

“I hope you won’t mind leaving your party
early, but we’re out that bitch at midnight like Cinderella.”

“Are you kidding me? I’ll drag you to a
closet if I have to.”

He squeezes my thigh and takes a deep breath.
I feel him getting hard against my knee.

“Did you have fun tonight?” He asks.

“Yeah. You?”

“It was a’ight. I see why you like that
tattoo song. Plus, it’s kind of our story, don’t you think?”

Our story. We have a story and we have a
song. I need to remember to add it to my Gage playlist. My
heart beats faster, threatening to burst out of my chest. His hand
is now on my ass, tracing the edge of my panties. I slide my leg
over until I’m sitting on top of him.

“So…I’m the only one you want kissing your
tattoos?”

“What do you think?”

I lean down and place a soft kiss on the word
“death” printed on his sternum then move across to the word
“dealers”. He draws in a sharp breath. I slowly travel down his
chest, kissing and licking at his ink. He groans as I suck on his
nipple. I slide my tongue up the words on his stomach and bite into
his flesh. His body jerks, but he doesn’t stop me. He’s so hard I
can barely find anything for my teeth to hold on to. I trail little
kisses up both his arms before he flips over and settles between my
legs.

“You’re driving me crazy, Raven.”

“Fair’s fair. You do the same to me.”

He moves to the side, leaving one leg between
mine. His fingers crawl up my inner thigh but stop at the edge of
my panties. I moan as he makes small circles on my skin.

“Touch yourself for me.”

Baby Jesus in the manger. My breathing
accelerates as I pull my T-shirt up. I stare at him as he watches
my hand disappear into my panties.

“Are you wet?”

Wet? It’s Niagara Falls down there.
“Yes.”

“Let me see.”

I roll my fingers around then show him my
glistening digits. He takes my hand and sucks on my fingers one by
one. I think I feel myself gush even more.

“Fuck, babe. I knew you’d taste good.”

He covers my hand with his and slides it back
into my underwear, keeping his fingers on top of mine while I touch
myself. He moves the tip of my middle finger to my clit and presses
down. My hips jerk, and I whimper.

“Circles…right here,” he instructs.

I follow his order as he bites my nipple
through my shirt. It sends a zing of current through my body and I
shudder. He continues to guide my movements, touching me but not
really touching me. I can’t hold back the sounds escaping me.

“Gage…”

He kisses me deeply, his tongue taking over
my mouth. My thighs tremble as he uses my own fingers to deliver
excruciatingly maddening sensations. I begin to writhe against him
as I feel my orgasm in the distance.

“Keep going.”

He removes his hand and kneels between my
legs, kissing up my inner thighs and sucking on my skin.

“Oh, God, Gage.”

“That’s it, doll. Make that pussy come for
me.”

I can’t stay still. I grind against my
fingers as he sucks on my thighs. He’s so close…if only he would
just push my panties aside and replace my fingers with his tongue.
I massage my breast with my free hand, twirling the nipple.

“You smell so good,” he mumbles.

“What do I smell like?” I cry out as he licks
the crease between my thigh and hip.

“Like my favorite meal.”

Jesus. “Then bon
appétit.”

He chuckles and bites into my thigh.

“Soon.”

With that promise, I work my clit faster. He
spreads my thighs wide and watches me.

“My pussy, Raven…all mine.”

His words send me over the edge and I arch my
back, leaping off and into a sea of torrid pleasure.

“Gage!”

My muscles convulse and my body is racked
with seemingly endless shudders. I lie there, twitching and unable
to move. That was so intense, it’s like it drained all my energy.
He lies next to me, softly kissing my cheek as I try to catch my
breath and regain feeling in my limbs. If this is what happens from
him being in the same room while I touch myself, I can only imagine
what’s going to happen when he finally touches me. I have never
looked forward to a birthday more in my entire life.


CHAPTER 14

***Gage***

 


“What is all this?”

I shuffle through the papers littering my
desk as Ellen walks in, carrying a couple of garment bags.

“Invoices for Raven’s party.”

“It’s just one night. I have less paperwork
ordering a month’s supplies for both clubs.”

“Oh, shut up. It’s a special night, and you
can afford it.”

Right. Guess I can’t argue with that
logic. “I’ll start writing the checks.”

“I need you to sign off on her dress. I
brought two I think she’d like.”

She unzips the garment bags and removes the
dresses, holding them up for me to see. They’re both blue, one
long, and one short.

“This one is more traditional prom.” She
jiggles the long one. “This one, more of a party dress. It’s
strapless; you can see the cutouts on the bodice. With the
high-low, frilled skirt, I feel like it’s something she’d choose
for herself. She likes to show skin.”

Yes, she does. I study them both and
try to imagine her wearing them. As much as I’d love to see her
covered up, I know she’d like the short one. And she’ll look damn
sexy in it, too.

“The short one.”

“Excellent! And here’s your suit.”

She unzips the other bag, revealing a black
suit with two different ties. She removes one, leaving a color that
exactly matches the chosen dress.

“I’m not wearing that.”

She scowls at me, tapping her foot in
frustration.

“You cannot wear jeans and your
cut.”

“Wasn’t planning on it, but I’m not wearing a
monkey suit, either.”

“Ugh! What kind of Prince Charming will you
be without the suit or the dancing?”

“I’m no Prince Charming, Ellen.”

“But you can be.”

She sits in the chair opposite me and stares
imploringly. “For one night, you can be her prince and make her
feel like a princess. It’s just for a few hours, Gage. A few hours
on your part that will give her a lifetime of good memories.”

Fuck. I eye the suit once more. That
night at Scythe flashes in my mind once more. Fuck.

“Fine. I’ll wear the suit.”


***Raven***

 


I practically float around the diner. Not
even the crankiest customer can get me down today. My birthday
party is tomorrow. After that, Gage and I can be together – truly
together. No more hiding and sneaking around, and we can finally
make love. My body tingles as I think about it. Plus, I get to have
my two best friends here to celebrate with me. Toni gets here this
evening, and I can’t wait to see her. The icing on the cake has to
be that Lonnie has been M.I.A for days. I’ve spoken to the manager
at the apartment complex and my dad’s lawyer. Everything is pretty
much in place. I’m almost done packing. It’s not like I have much
to move.

“Aren’t you a ray of sunshine today?” Millie
smiles at me.

“I’m really looking forward to my party
tomorrow, even though I have no clue about what’s going on. I know
Ellen and Chrissy are working on it, so at least it won’t be bikers
and rock music.”

“Oh, I think you’ll like it. I’m giving you
the day off so you can get your hair and nails done and
what-not.”

“Thank you! Just a hint, Millie.
Please?”

“Nope. You’ll know soon enough.”

“Ugh! Fine.”

On my break, I head outside and call
Gage.

“Babe,” he croons. Dios, me encanta su
voz. And when he calls me “babe”.

“Hey.”

“What’s up, doll?”

“Nothing. Just wanted to hear your
voice.”

“Is that so?”

“Yup. I’m so excited about tomorrow. I don’t
know what to do with myself.”

“Me, too. I swear I’ve tried balancing these
books a million times. I get halfway through and have to start all
over.”

“You’re still not going to tell me anything
about the party?”

“My lips are sealed.”

“How am I supposed to know what to wear?” I
counter.

“I got it covered.”

“You do?”

“Yeah. Your outfit will be waiting for you
when you get back from all your hair and nail shit tomorrow.”

“You covered that, too?”

“I’m just cutting the checks. Ellen’s been a
busy bee.”

“So, I guess Ellen’s the one I should go home
with tomorrow night then.”

He goes silent, and I can’t help but
laugh.

“Ha ha, very funny,” he says, his voice
dripping with sarcasm. “Listen…I was thinking about this getaway
idea. The more I think about it, the better it sounds.”

“Where you wanna go?”

“I don’t know yet, but we can leave on
Thursday. I just need to wrap up some business.”

“Cool. I need to talk to Millie. And I have
to meet with Mr. Santini, Daddy’s lawyer, to sign some papers, and
then we’re going to take care of my apartment. But we should be
done by noon.”

“How much you need for the apartment?”

“It’s all taken care of. Don’t worry about
it.”

“You sure?”

“Positive. I have to get back to work, so
later.”

“Okay, babe.”

By the end of the day, I’m jittery. Ron and
Chrissy went to pick up Toni at the airport and they’ll be here any
minute. I say my goodbyes to everyone and wait for them outside.
I’m craning my neck to see down the street, chewing on my lower
lip, and bouncing on the balls of my feet. Toni’s more of a sister
to me than Lonnie will ever be. We’ve been inseparable since we
were kids, even though she’s a year older. She’s a lot like me, or
maybe I’m a lot like her. I’ve always looked up to her. Hell, she’s
the one who told me about periods and gave me the
birds-and-the-bees talk. By “talk”, I mean she showed me one of her
dad’s pornos and told me to always use condoms. I was ten. Needless
to say, I was a little traumatized.

When I finally see the Charger, my heart
begins to race. Toni sticks her head through the window and
screams. Before the car even comes to a complete stop, her door is
open and she’s jumping out. She’s tall, athletic, milk-chocolate
gorgeous, and has the lightest brown eyes I’ve ever seen. Oh, my
God, she looks so different! She’s relaxed her hair and dyed it
burgundy since the last time she sent me a picture.

“Rave!”

With an excited shriek, I jump into her arms.
“Toni! Oh, my God, I missed you.”

“Jesus Christ, gal, what a way you get
fat!”

“Whatever. I am not fat!”

“Mmhmm. That ass looks fatter. What’s Gage
been feeding you?”

“Just get back in the car. Let’s go.”

“After you, fatty.”

I climb in and find Chrissy in the back seat.
Ron teases that they’ve been talking his ears off. Great! I was
wondering if they’d get along. “Where we headed?” I ask
Ron.

“Orders are to take you to the
clubhouse.”

“Can you stop at the house first,
please?”

“Got it.”

After Toni and I shower and change, we head
over to the clubhouse. Even from outside, we hear the hip-hop music
blaring. Toni starts to dance before we walk through the doors. I
can smell Chopper’s burgers, so there’s definitely a party going
on. The music stops when Ron pushes the door open for us.

“Surprise!” Everyone yells.

What the fuck? All the guys are here,
grinning from ear to ear. It’s obvious they started the party
without me because they’ve all got drinks and Hounds hanging on
them.

“What’s going on?” I ask no one in
particular.

Gage moves toward me from the back of the
room, a big, beautiful smile on his lips.

“Bomboclawt,” Toni drawls. “Swag buck. He got
that big dick walk.”

“Take your eyes off my man’s dick.”

“Mmhmm…mi see if you big, bad, and brave when
him fling cocky under yu rass.”

“Yeah. I’ll tell you all about it.”

“What does she mean?” Chrissy whispers.

“That his swag is turned all the way up, and
basically I won’t be so smug after he fucks me.”

“Oh.”

“That’s Mr. Flintstone right there,” Toni
continues.

“He’ll definitely make your bed rock,”
Chrissy adds.

I look between the two of them in marvel. I
can’t believe they just met today. “Yeah, well…I’ll be his Wilma
any day.”

I smile up at him as he stands before me.

“Hey, babe.”

“What is all this?”

“The guys wanted to throw you a party…our
way. But I think this is more for them than you.”

There’s a chorus of “happy birthday” and then
the music starts back up. I’m overwhelmed. I just don’t know what
to say.

“You must be Toni,” Gage says to my
bestie.

“Yeah. Nice to meet you. Thanks for the
trip.”

He raises a brow at me when she hugs him and
kisses his cheek. I wave it off and he shrugs.

“No problem. My girl wanted you here.”

“Shit, Rave. Please want me here more
often.”

“Move. Then I won’t need to miss you.”

“Find me a man like him and we have a
deal.”

Gage gives her his cocky grin and motions to
the room as he pulls me away. “Take your pick.”

Everyone greets me as we pass by. Even some
of the Hounds. Ellen kisses my cheek and whispers in my ear.

“Happy birthday.”

“Thanks. Where’s Mikey?”

“In the back, sleeping. That kid can sleep
through anything.”

Gage leads me into the corridor and pushes me
against the wall. I forget about everything going on in the next
room and wrap my arms around his neck as he lowers his head. His
lips cover mine as he grabs my ass and lifts me off the floor. I
wrap my legs around his hips and part my lips for his insistent
tongue. I moan at the first taste of him – like peppermint and my
favorite dessert. He sucks on my tongue and presses his crotch into
mine with a groan.

“Fuck. I can’t even look at you without
getting hard.”

“Perfect. ’Cause I get wet just thinking
about you.”

He lets me down and reaches into his back
pocket. I stare down at the small, rectangular box he presents me
with.

“Happy birthday.”

I open it and there’s a replica of his
necklace and “12 Gage” pendant. It’s smaller, but it looks exactly
like the one he gave me that I now wear all the time. He removes it
from my neck and places it back around his. I lift my hair out of
the way and he clasps mine for me.

“Oh, Gage…I love it.”

He smiles proudly as he stares at the
necklace. “Mine.”

I return his smile, grab his cut and pull him
in close. “Mine,” I tell him.

He takes my hand and we walk back to the bar.
Pandemonium ensues. There are cheers, whistles, catcalls, and
hooting. My cheeks must be flaming red. I hold my head down and
avoid everyone’s gazes. Dr. E comes over and hugs me tightly. He
eyes my necklace then winks at Gage.

“Happy birthday, sis.”

He kisses my cheek and loses himself in the
crowd. Sis. Is that what this is all about? Is it some kind of
welcome to their club? Their family? My heart constricts. This
band of men who I once despised has embraced me into their lives. I
couldn’t feel more at home. They’ve even welcomed my friends.
Chrissy is on Ron’s lap and Toni is next to them, sitting on the
bar talking to Allah. Huh...so all it took was my bestie to pull
him away from the turntables. I smile as I watch him whisper in her
ear. I don’t hear her answer, but he obviously doesn’t like it.

“Fuck you, bitch!” He sneers.

I lose my shit. “What did you call her?” I
try to storm over there, but Gage holds me back.

“Don’t get in the middle of it.”

“If you won’t do something about it, I will.
I won’t let him disrespect her like that!”

I fight against his hold but it’s futile.
Then Toni speaks and I remember just who my friend is.

“How big is your dick?”

Allah stares at her in confusion and she hops
down from the bar.

“What?”

“I said how big is your dick? If you
ain’t got at least eight inches in them boxers, then you watch how
the fuck you talk to me.”

Ha! Serves him right. Gage chuckles
and releases me.

“You all got fucking smart mouths.”

Allah silently fumes as his brothers laugh at
him. He grabs Toni’s hand and drags her off to where Gage and I
just came from. Oh, hell no. Gage tries to stop me, but I
evade him and follow them. They’re at the end of the corridor and
Toni’s hand is in his jeans. Okay, then. I guess she doesn’t
need my help after all. I slowly back away. Deena corners me
before I can make my way back to Gage.

“Hey. Have you heard from Lonnie?”

“She doesn’t talk to me when she’s here. Why
would I hear from her?”

“She’s disappeared like this before, but she
usually calls after a day or two.”

I shrug, looking over her shoulder at the
ongoing party.

“He kisses you.”

I snap my gaze back to her, surprised.
There’s no hate or jealousy in her tone.

“I’ve never seen him do that with anyone.
Lonnie’s been trying to get to him for a while. It’s funny that he
ended up with you. He looks happy. I’m glad.”

She backs away and I watch her, just a little
confused. As Lonnie’s friend, I thought she would want to scratch
my eyes out. Go figure. Gage appears at my side and jerks
his head toward the corridor.

“What happened?”

“There’s a little show and tell going on,” I
mumble, still a little distracted by Deena’s words.

The lights go out as he begins to laugh.
Movement from the kitchen area catches my attention, and I turn to
see Aunt Nita and Chopper wheeling out a ginormous cake. Everyone
sings the birthday song and Gage helps me blow out the candles. I
don’t need to make a wish; there’s only one thing I want and I
already have him. He swipes some of the frosting and offers it to
me. I suck it from his finger, fighting the urge to make it a
demonstration of my skills. Someone, I’m not quite sure who, pushes
a bottle into my hand. I look around at my new family and throw my
hands in the air.

“Okay, people. Let’s party!”


CHAPTER 15

***Gage***

 


She’s dancing on the bar, shaking her ass and
getting me all kinds of worked-up. She’s been at it for a while
now, and my dick has been saluting her the entire time. Toni and
Chrissy are right up there with her. They are quite a trio. Ron and
Allah spirit the other two away, leaving my girl up there all
alone. She really loves to dance because she doesn’t even seem to
notice.

“Raven.”

She smiles down at me and sits on the bar. I
pick her up, take her to my room, and stand her up at the foot of
the bed. She sways a bit and clutches my arm to steady herself.
“Did you have fun?”

“Hells yeah,” she slurs.

“Are you drunk, baby doll?”

“I only had one beer.”

“One too many.”

“Whatever. Kiss me,” she says, leaning
against me.

“I have something for you first.”

“What is it?”

I hand her the envelope and wait while she
opens it. She pulls out the card and smiles at the design – “Happy
birthday” written above three cupcakes, each with a lit candle.
When she opens it, her eyes go wide.

“What the…are you…a two thousand
dollar Amazon gift card?” She exclaims.

“For your books.”

“Do you have any idea how many books I can
buy with this?”

I shrug and she jumps into my arms, wrapping
hers tightly around my neck.

“You’re the best!”

With her body pressed against me, I can’t
help myself. The card and envelope fall from her fingers as I begin
to kiss her neck. Her moan removes every coherent thought from my
mind. I lay her on the bed and climb on top of her, positioning
myself between her legs. I lick her skin, salty from sweat, and she
throws her head back. Her back arches and the movement presses her
breasts to my chest. Her soft body feels so good against me. I
could get lost in her curves for days. She pushes at my cut, and I
shrug it off. Her hands immediately start pulling at my shirt and I
allow her to remove it. Eager fingers glide over my chest and
stomach and she moans.

“God, you feel good.”

“I wish you could feel what I feel when I
touch you, doll.”

I look down at the pendants from our
necklaces lying next to each other on her sternum and get the
animalistic urge to beat my chest like a gorilla. Somehow, this
gorgeous woman beneath me is mine. She pulls me down to her, and I
press my lips to hers. The kiss quickly escalates. In seconds,
we’re grabbing at each other, consumed by passion. I slip my
fingers under her top, pulling it up and off. I’ve seen lots of
tits before but none as amazing as hers. Even covered in lace, I
can tell they’ll be the most perfect breasts I’ll ever see.

“I can’t wait to come all over these
tits…watch it drip down your nipples.”

I bury my face in them, nipping at the sides
while I lift her leg and press my dick against her pussy.

“Please, Gage…please, just fuck me.”

I chuckle as I stare down at her. “Little
Miss I-Want-To-Make-Love wants to get fucked? What happened to
making me beg?”

Her eyes regain focus and she lets her arms
fall to the bed.

“I lost sight of my goal for a while, but
thank you for reminding me.”

“So, you’re resuming the mission?”

“Absolutely. No sex until I say so. As a
matter of fact…when’s your birthday?”

“April tenth.”

“Lovely. We shall wait ‘til then.”

“Lovely? Shall? When did you turn into a
Victorian maiden?”

“About a minute ago.”

“And you’re saying I’ll have to wait until
my birthday?” I ask incredulously.

“Yes. Put that on your calendar, Mr.
Hunter.”

“You must be out of your mind. You’re asking
for another spanking.”

“Why would I? It hurt.”

“Because that time it was supposed to.”

She rolls her eyes in disbelief. “When does a
spanking not hurt?”

“You’d be surprised, doll.”

“Obviously, you’ve done it before. These
women…they enjoyed it?”

“Of course. I wouldn’t have done it if they
didn’t.”

“And you do, too?”

“I do.”

She chews on her bottom lip and slides her
hands around my neck.

“Show me. Spank me, Gage.”


***Raven***

 


I can’t believe I just asked him to spank me.
What the hell is wrong with me? Maybe I am drunk…or drunk on
him. The change in his eyes is instantaneous. A second ago, they
were alight with humor and mischief. Now, they’re dark with desire.
He really does enjoy this.

“Are you sure?” He asks with raised
brows.

“Yes…please.”

“If you don’t like it, you just have to tell
me to stop. Okay?”

I nod as his fingers move to the button on my
jeans. He kneels between my legs and pulls my zipper down. My
breathing becomes ragged. I raise my hips off the bed and allow him
to remove my jeans. He works them slowly down, his eyes following
their progress. He drops them at the foot of the bed and bites into
his bottom lip as his eyes wander over my body. The heat from his
gaze and his fingertips lightly gliding down my stomach, send a
shiver up my spine. He’s barely touching me, but my body responds
with intensity. I clench my muscles at the insistent throbbing
between my legs.

“You’re perfect.”

Jesus. He sits on the edge of the bed and
takes a deep, steadying breath.

“Come here.” I kneel next to him and he curls
his arm around my waist. “Lie across my lap.”

I do as he says, gasping as his erection
presses into my stomach. He adjusts me to his liking and then
trails his fingers down my spine. I shudder and moan as I feel
myself getting wetter. Just the knowledge of being totally at his
mercy excites me in a way I never thought possible. His palm
travels up the back of my thigh and over my ass. There’s a softness
to his touch that belies what he’s about to do. He repeats the
action on my other thigh.

“Fuck, I love your body.”

I squirm on his lap as the ache between my
legs gets greater. He adjusts my panties, exposing more of my ass
to him, then rubs my cheeks as if preparing them for his palm. When
the first smack comes, I wasn’t expecting it. I yelp in surprise.
That wasn’t so bad. Slap. The next cheek gets some
attention.

“Shit. Look at that ass jiggle.”

I put my twerking skills to work, shaking one
cheek then the next.

“Fuck! Do that again.”

Just when I’m really getting into it, he
slaps me on my inner thigh.

“Fuck!” I bite into my bottom lip. That one
stung. He soothes the spot with his palm and the pain is forgotten.
I moan as his fingers make small circles on my skin, so close to
where I need him to touch me.

“Oh, baby…your ass is even sexier with my
palm prints all over it.”

He gives me four slaps in quick succession
and I groan in agony. Not from pain but from frustration. I
desperately need release.

“Should I stop?”

“No. More…please.”

He pulls my panties tight and rubs the crotch
against my pussy. Sweet friction. I whimper as the lace rubs
against my clit. His palm comes down hard, harder than the others,
but I barely feel it. It’s like my body is confused. It can’t
decide between pleasure and pain, and is straddling the fence
between both. As he works my panties faster, the slaps get harder
and more frequent.

“Fuck, Gage! Please, make me come.”

He moves so fast, my head spins. I’m on my
back on the bed and he’s leaning over me, breathing hard, eyes
hooded. Without warning, he takes my lips with a vengeance. I
frantically pull at the button and zipper on his jeans and he kicks
them off. Yes! Finally. He reaches behind me and unhooks my
bra. I throw it to the floor and he lets out a strangled sound.

“Fucking beautiful.”

He swirls his tongue on my nipple and I swear
I feel like I’ve been launched into space. He bites into it and
pinches the other between his fingers. I cry out, gripping his
shoulders as my body shivers. He massages my breasts, moaning as he
plants fervent kisses all over them.

“Fuck,” he breathes against my skin, his
voice a little more than a murmur. He moves slowly down, planting
gentle kisses on my stomach. Both hands curl around my breasts,
caressing them as he uses his teeth to pull on the waistband of my
panties. He releases it and it hits me with a snap. I barely feel
it because my mind is centered on the fact that his face is inches
from my pussy. I bury my fingers in his hair and try to guide him
lower. With a groan, he trails his hands down my sides and wraps
them around my thighs. He continues his journey south, kissing me
over my panties, down to my mound. My hips rise up in impatience. I
wish he would just do it already! Instead, he starts kissing my
inner thighs. They tremble at the touch of his lips, his warm
breath sending shivers through my body.

“Gage...”

I curl my fingers into a fist in his hair,
pulling tight as he trails his nose along the crotch of my
panties.

“Jesus Christ, woman. You have my mouth
watering.”

¡Ay, coño! I don’t know how much more
of this teasing I can handle. “Gage, please.”

He moves back up, sliding his tongue toward
my breasts. My entire body quivers.

“Is that what you want? You want me to eat
that pussy, Raven?”

“Eat it, lick it, fuck it, I don’t care.
Please, just do something!”

He chuckles and reaches between my legs,
cupping my pussy through my panties. My hips jerk north as he
caresses me through the damp material. This just won’t do. I need
more.

“Please, Gage…please…”

His hand slides into my panties.

“Is this what you want?”

At the first touch, no sound leaves my lips.
I feel like I can’t breathe, like I’m having a heart
attack…like…take me now, Jesus ’cause I feel like I’m in
Heaven.

“Yes!”

“Fuck, babe. So fuckin’ wet.”

He slips his finger between my lips and
slides it up and down, then moves up to my aching clit and circles
it.

“Gage!”

He pulls my nipple back into his mouth as his
fingers drive me to the point of insanity. I grab a fistful of his
hair, keeping his head at my breast while I grind on his fingers.
I’m already so close. He alternates between my lips and my clit,
expertly pleasuring me. My thighs tremble as I feel my orgasm
approaching.

“Whose pussy is this?” He growls.

“Yours!”

“Again.”

“Yours. This pussy belongs to Gage
Hunter!”

“Fucking right.”

He works my clit faster as he covers my lips.
I suck on his tongue and drag my nails across his back. He moans
and pinches my nipple. Then, holy fucking hell, a finger slides
inside me. I clench around it.

“Fuck, Raven.”

He kisses his way down my neck and back to my
breast, pulling my nipple between his lips. His finger moves in and
out while his thumb presses on my clit. Pleasure grips my body in a
chokehold.

“Gage…”

“So fuckin’ tight, babe. Can’t wait to get my
dick inside you.”

Yes! That’s exactly what I want!
“Please…”

“Not yet.”

I groan in frustration and he begins to work
my clit with his thumb. His tongue circles my nipple while his free
hand massages my other breast. My muscles begin to clench
involuntarily and I brace myself. My orgasm rocks my entire body. I
convulse like an epileptic, digging my nails into his skin. This is
life-changing shit right here – pleasure of untold proportions. My
body will never be the same.

“Gage!”

He grunts and slows his fingers, letting me
ride it out. He buries his face in my neck and breathes deeply. I’m
trying to calm my breathing, but it doesn’t seem to be working. He
picks me up and positions me on the bed then climbs in behind me. I
lie in his arms until sleep overtakes me.

 


***

 


I wake up with a hand on my breast. Thinking
it’s only fair, I reach down and stroke his dick. He groans and
opens his eyes. After realizing where his hand is, he lays his head
on my chest. I wrap my arm around him, and we just lay there for a
while.

“I must have a guardian angel somewhere if
this is what I get to wake up to from now on.”

“I’m beginning to think that mouth of yours
is equally dirty and sweet.”

“Maybe eighty/twenty. Now, put on some
clothes before I lose my fucking mind.”

“I need a shower.”

“You do that, and then I’ll take you out for
breakfast.”

“’Kay.”

After my shower, I return to the room to find
two huge, gift-wrapped boxes and two smaller ones. He’s lying in
the bed, watching TV.

“What are those?” I ask.

“Um…gifts?”

“Are they for me?”

“It’s your birthday, isn’t it?”

“But I thought…”

He sits on the edge of the bed and grins at
me. “What? You thought all I got you were some concert tickets, a
necklace, and a gift card?” He walks into the bathroom, chuckling.
“Open them.”

I look around for my backpack of clothes I
keep here, but it’s nowhere in sight.

“Where are my clothes?”

“Top drawer,” he says around his
toothbrush.

I walk over to the chest of drawers in a daze
and find all my things in the top drawer. He gave me a drawer.
Aaah! How huge is that? That cut seems so much closer now. I
can see it – Property of Gage...no, Property of Reaper. I get
dressed with a huge grin and then start opening my gifts. I rip the
wrapping from the biggest box. This time, I actually scream. He got
me an artist’s table! Or I should say Creative Center…that’s what
it says on the box.

“You like it?”

“I love it!”

I leap into his arms and wrap my legs around
his waist. He laughs and spins me around. I kiss him hard on the
lips and squeeze him tightly. His gifts have been so thoughtful. I
just don’t know what to say.

“Thank you. You’re amazeballs.”

“Yeah. My balls are pretty
amazing.”

He laughs out loud and I smack him on the
chest. He’s lucky I like him. He jerks his head in the direction of
the remaining boxes.

“Open the rest.”

Those boxes contain a stool, a sketching kit,
and a box set of one hundred and twenty colored pencils.

“This is…amazing. Thank you.”

“I’m glad you like them, babe.” He kisses me
softly and walks back to the bathroom. “I’m gonna take a
shower.”

I throw on one of his hoodies over my clothes
and head out to look for Toni. I know she went off with Allah last
night, but I have no idea what happened to her. Some friend I
am. I find her sitting with Chrissy at the bar having
breakfast.

“Well…look who’s finally up,” Toni greets
me.

“Good morning, you two.”

“You look…relaxed.” Chrissy waggles her brows
at me and nudges Toni. They both giggle.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“You look like you got sorted out last
night,” Toni says.

I look around then lean in toward them.
“Properly sorted out.”

They laugh and move closer.

“Tell us everything,” Toni begs.

I take a deep breath, remembering last night.
His scent, his touch…the spanking, the mind blowing orgasm. I
shiver at the memory.

“It was amazing. I never knew I could come so
hard. And he just used his fingers.”

“Shit. The look on your face makes me want to
get laid.”

“What happened with you and Allah?”

“Nutten. Nobody getting this good-good on the
first night.”

Chrissy smiles and shakes her head. “I can’t
get over how you slip between accents so effortlessly.”

“I’ve been here all my life. The accent I
picked up from my family.”

Gage slides his hand around my waist and
pulls me against him. I don’t need to turn around to know it’s him.
I breathe him in, momentarily caught up in his scent. The girls
stare at him with dreamy eyes, seemingly as enraptured as I am. Ron
walks up and leans on the counter next to Chrissy.

“Good morning, ladies,” Gage greets the
girls.

“Good morning,” they practically whisper.

“What are you two up to today?”

“Apparently, I need to go shopping because I
didn’t bring anything appropriate for this thing.”

“Ron, take care of her.”

He reaches into his pocket and hands Ron a
wad of cash. Toni grins and hops off the stool.

“Hold on to this one, Rave.”

I glance up at him with a smile. I fully
intend to.


CHAPTER 16

***Gage***

 


She’s sitting across from me at the
restaurant, and I can’t help but stare. She’s fucking beautiful and
she’s mine. I don’t need to hide it anymore. I can shout it from
every rooftop. Touching her last night made me lose my fucking
senses. I swear I was stark-raving mad the entire time, not in
control of my mind. It took everything in me not to bury myself
balls-deep in her tight, wet pussy. Having those gorgeous tits in
my face every morning is a sight I’m looking forward to.

“What are you thinking about?” She breaks
into my thoughts.

“You. Your perfect tits and pussy.”

Her eyes widen, hunger burning in them.

“Why don’t you stop thinking and do something
about it?”

“I will. Later.”

I glance up at the waitress when she arrives
and hands us our menus.

“Hi, Gage,” she says, a shy smile on her
lips.

I know her. I know I fucked her, just can’t
remember her name. I think Raven’s realized what’s going on because
she’s looking down at her menu, trying to hide a smile.

“Hey,” I glance at her name tag, “Judy.”

“Been a while,” she replies.

“I guess.” I shrug in disinterest, hoping
she’ll get the message, and turn back to Raven. “You know what you
want, babe?”

“Yeah. Blueberry pancakes, scrambled eggs,
bacon, and a hot chocolate.”

“I’ll have the same but with coffee.
Black.”

Judy looks between us in confusion then takes
our menus. I know she’s trying to figure out the relationship
between me and Raven.

“I’ll be right back with your orders.”

As soon as she’s out of earshot, Raven grins
at me.

“You totally fucked her, didn’t you? Poor
girl has stars in her eyes, and I bet you didn’t even remember her
name.”

“I can’t help it if women throw themselves at
me.”

“You just catch ‘em and throw ‘em back,
huh?”

“Don’t worry. I’m holding on to you, baby
doll.”

She slides out of the booth and back in next
to me, meeting my stare.

“Don’t let go,” she whispers.

“Not for nothing.”

I curl my arm around her shoulder as she
places her head on my chest. She’s mine. There’s no way I’m giving
her up. She lies there quietly for a long time before I feel her
fingers sliding up my thigh to find my dick through my jeans.

“What would you do if I crawled under the
table and sucked you off until you came in my mouth?”

Her soft whisper clutches my dick and pulls
it to attention. Fuck. She squeezes it, and I swallow a
groan. Thankfully, Judy shows up with our food. Raven giggles as I
take off my hoodie and lay it on my lap. As soon as Judy leaves,
she snakes her hand under the hoodie and grasps me again. I look
around nervously but no one’s paying attention to us. I shift in my
seat, sliding down so she has better access. My little
multi-tasker. She feeds herself with one hand while the other is
pulling my dick out of my jeans. Fuck!

“Deena was right about one thing.
Mon-ster.”

She swipes her finger on the head, spreading
my pre-cum around. I drag in a breath through my teeth. She
releases me and stares into my eyes as she sucks the fluid from her
finger.

“Jesus.”

She smiles and her hand disappears under my
hoodie again. I try to concentrate on my food, but her fingers are
driving me crazy. She squeezes tight and pumps her fist up and down
while, with her free hand, she pours syrup on her pancakes. Up and
down with little twisting motions. My fork falls from my fingers.
Shit. I take a quick look around. Everyone’s still
oblivious.

She shoots me a wicked grin as she fondles my
balls. “How’s your breakfast?”

“Good.” Is that high-pitched voice me?
Shit. I clear my throat and try again. “Good.”

“Oh? You’ve barely touched it.”

She picks up a strip of bacon from my plate
and offers it to me. When I bite into it, she squeezes the base of
my dick and licks her lips. “Tonight, I want to see those lips
wrapped around my dick.”

She smirks and pumps faster, turning back to
her breakfast.

“That can definitely be arranged.”

My balls tighten. My heart is beating a wild,
crazy rhythm, and all the blood in my body is rushing to my
dick.

“Raven.”

My voice is a warning, but she ignores me.
She tightens her hold on me, and I imagine it’s her tight pussy
gripping me. Fuck, I’m going to come so hard. I grab some napkins
from the table to catch it. Judy chooses now to come back and check
on us.

“Everything okay?”

“Yup. We’re great, thanks,” Raven replies
with cool confidence.

“Gage?” Judy regards me with furrowed
brows.

Raven does that twisting thing again and I
lose it. I cover the head of my dick with the napkins and grunt.
“Yeah. Fine.”

“You sure?”

“We’re fine.”

The harshness in my voice surprises her and
she leaves. The moment she does, I allow myself to shudder and
enjoy one hell of an orgasm. Raven releases me and places her hand
on the table. I tuck my dick away and stick the napkins in my
pocket.

“I can’t believe you did that.”

“Oh, you didn’t know? I’m a bad, bad girl,”
she says with a smirk.

“You’re gonna pay for that later.”

“I’m counting on it.”

Perfect. She’s fucking perfect. I
remove the small, gift-wrapped box from the inner pocket of my cut
and place it on the table before her.

“How many more of these you got?”

“Open it.”

She sighs and rips the paper from the blue,
velvet box. After a nervous glance my way, she flips the lid. She
gasps, her eyes widening in surprise.

“Gage…they’re beautiful!”

She trails her fingers across the five pairs
of diamond studs. One for each of her piercings, each pair a
different size.

“Wear one tonight. Please.”

She nods and wraps her arms around me as she
presses her lips to mine. I hold her against me, loving the way her
body feels.

“Tonight…I want you to fuck me wearing
nothing but these earrings and my necklace.”

My erection springs back to life.
Fuck. “That, I can definitely do.”

Her eyes sparkle with mischief and she slides
a finger lightly down my neck.

“You know, I’ve been thinking of getting my
nipple pierced…or maybe my clit.”

My dick jumps, thinking about playing with
those rings with my tongue. Then a thought occurs to me. “And who
the fuck’s going to do that?”

“Um…places that do piercings. Duh.”

“You let some fucker even look at your tits
or your pussy, and he’s dead.”

She throws her head back laughing then gently
pats my chest.

“Calm down, Reaper. I was kidding.”

“I wasn’t.”

If she thinks I’m going to let some random
motherfucker look at her, let alone touch her, she’s insane. I’d
rather learn to do that shit myself.

We finish our breakfast and I leave Judy a
big tip for snapping at her and not remembering her name. She wrote
her number on the receipt, but I toss it once we’re outside. I
forget about her the minute Raven climbs on the back of my bike and
slides her arms around me. I take her to the salon to have her hair
and nails done while I take care of some business.

“Ellen’s gonna pick you up. She’ll take care
of your outfit issues.”

“Okay. Where will you be?”

“I have some stuff to take care of, and I
have to pick up your gift.”

“There’s more? You’ve already given me so
much.”

“Not enough.”

“No. It is. You’ve put so much thought into
it. Each one shows you’ve been paying attention. I thought you were
going to give me lingerie or something.”

She smiles and tugs on my cut.

“That shit just gets in the way. As a matter
of fact, I don’t even want you wearing panties after today.”

“Now who’s the sex fiend?”

“You ain’t seen nothin’, babe.”

“Seriously, though…I don’t need anything
else.”

“Nothing I give you will ever measure up to
what you’re giving me. I’m the one getting the real gift. The
greatest gift on Earth.”

“Oh, Gage…”

I kiss her luscious lips and groan at the
loss when she pulls away.

“See you later, babe.”

I call Ellen and make sure she knows the plan
then head out to get her real gift. Gunner grins when I walk into
his shop. The MC’s been doing business with him for years. Anything
you want, Gunner can source it for you. He also handles any custom
jobs we need done.

“Look at this handsome motherfucker,” he says
to the woman at the counter.

She turns toward me and studies every inch of
me. When she finally meets my eyes, she gives me that come-fuck-me
look I know all too well. There’s only one pussy on my mind right
now, and I get to be all up in it tonight. I wink at her and extend
my hand to Gunner.

“You got what I asked for?”

“Of course.” He grins at me, shaking my
hand.

He pulls a box from under the counter and
lays it on the top. I open it, and its contents makes happiness
surge through my body.

“Well?”

“It’s exactly what I wanted. Thanks,
Gunner.”

“No problem, my friend. Anytime.”

I leave the shop whistling. I’ve been looking
forward to this day for so long. I can’t believe it’s finally here.
It’s not even noon yet. Why does the time seem to go so slowly when
you need it to go fast? I stop by the Kitty and check in with Aunt
Nita then head to Scythe to see how Ellen and the preparations are
getting along. It looks nothing like my club. She put in additional
lighting, so it’s not so dark. She really took this princess theme
and ran with it. It looks like Prince Charming’s castle in here. Or
at least what I think it looks like. The main dance floor has been
turned into a ballroom, all the decorations in blue and white.

“What do you think?” She says as she bounds
up to me.

“What did you do to my club?”

“Nothing that can’t be undone. Well?”

“It looks good. I think she’ll like it.”

I spot Chrissy, Toni, Ron, and Allah hanging
balloons on one side, and a few of the other guys running around. I
hang around for a while, watching things fall into place. I wonder
if Ellen would consider going into event planning. She’s pretty
good at this. We leave at the same time and decide to meet up at my
place. I get a haircut and shave and head home to get ready. I call
Raven, but she doesn’t answer. She’s probably just doing the same.
I try a few more times, but still nothing. I leave a voicemail and
send her a text. When Ellen shows up, she says Raven was getting in
the shower when she left. She should have gotten out a long time
ago. I have a bad feeling. She never takes this long to get back to
me.

“Stop worrying. She’s fine.”

She’s already dressed and is fussing with my
stupid tie. My phone is at my ear and I’m impatiently waiting for
Raven to answer.

“Then why isn’t she answering?”

I call Ron and talk to Chrissy. Neither she
nor Toni has spoken to Raven in hours. She says they’re leaving the
club and heading to Raven’s house, so she’ll have her call me. I
hang up and shove Ellen’s hands away. I pull on the knot, giving
myself room to breathe. I call again. Nothing.

“Raven, pick up the fucking phone. Call me
back.”

“Gage, calm down.”

“Don’t tell me to fucking calm down! This
isn’t like her.”

“I just left her a few hours ago. You don’t
know how women are. We take forever to get ready.”

“Not Raven.” I sit on the bed, tapping my
foot until I can’t take it anymore. “Fuck this shit. I’m going over
there.” My phone rings and I think finally. But it’s not
her. “Ron?”

“Prez…”

I don’t like the sound of his voice. My heart
thumps in my chest and a million bad thoughts run through my mind.
“What is it?” I demand.

“I…”

“Fuck! Spit it out.”

“Just…you need to get to St. Johns Hospital.
Now.”


CHAPTER 17

***Gage***

 


Fear.

It’s a hell of a thing. I’ve seen it in
people’s eyes when they see me in full biker gear; in the eyes of
countless men as they stared down the barrel of my gun. I’ve never
experienced it, though, not until today, but I’m getting a fucking
quick lesson. Heart-rending, soul-crushing, mind-altering fear. I’m
scared shitless that I could lose my baby doll.

I rush to the hospital’s entrance, not really
knowing how I made it here. The only sound I hear is the deafening
pounding of my heart. I can’t even tell if it’s beating too fast or
too slow. My hands shake as I push the door and step inside. I
fucking hate hospitals. The smell, the people scurrying about, the
anxiety and fear of people waiting around. The injured. And Raven
is one of them. Please, God, please let her be okay.

Ron jumps out of his seat when he sees me.
Toni and Chrissy are next to him, crying and hugging each other.
Chris is on the opposite side.

“What the fuck happened?” I growl.

“I don’t know, Prez. They were putting her in
the ambulance when we got there. Neighbor heard her screaming and
called the cops.”

“Screaming?”

The room spins. My world tilts on its axis.
She was screaming. Someone was hurting her and I wasn’t
there. I feel like I’m having a panic attack. I can’t breathe.
I lean against the wall and run my hands through my hair. “The
doctors…have you heard anything?”

“No. But I called Einstein. He should be here
any minute.”

I need to know something now. I march over to
the nurse’s station, and the woman there gives me a weak smile.

“Raven Alvarez…can you tell me anything about
what’s going on?”

“Are you family?”

“Does it matter?”

“I can’t give out any information unless
you’re related to the patient.”

“Look…please. I just need to know if she’s
okay.”

She gives me a sympathetic stare and directs
me back to the waiting area.

“I’ll see what I can find out.”

“Thank you.” I take the seat next to Ron and
drop my head into my hands. “Find Lonnie,” I instruct him.

She’s the only one they’ll talk to. I need to
know she’s okay. I need to know what happened. I need to know who
hurt her. I need to kill him. I look up and Chris is staring at me.
The message in his eyes is clear – this is my fault. Maybe it is.
It could be anyone. This could have been payback for something I’ve
done. What have they done to her? How badly is she hurt? How long
did she suffer before the cops arrived? God…did she cry out for me?
Beg for me to save her? I wasn’t there. I wasn’t there.

I jump from the chair and pace the hall.
What the fuck is taking so long? I should have heard something
by now.

“No-go on the Lonnie situation, boss,” Ron
says. “No one’s seen her in days, and she’s not answering her
phone.”

“Keep trying. Talk to what’s her
name…Gina…Super Head. Raven said she and Lonnie are friends.”

“Got it.”

Finally, I see E heading my way. He stops at
the end of the hallway and motions for me to follow him. He leads
me to his office and closes the door quietly.

“What’s going on, E?”

“You should sit down.”

I don’t like the look in his eyes. He’s
struggling, having a hard time with whatever he’s about to tell me.
I don’t even know how to prepare myself. “Just tell me.”

He takes a deep breath and perches on his
desk.

“Raven was attacked…assaulted.”

“How bad is she hurt?”

“Gage…”

“Talk to me, damn it!”

Tears gather in his eyes, and I struggle to
find something to hold me up. E doesn’t cry. Raven…my baby
doll…

“I’m sorry, Gage.”


CHAPTER 18

***Gage***

 


Empty. Hollow. Dead. That’s how I feel. All
my physical senses have deserted me. I can’t see, hear, smell,
touch, taste. I fall back on the wall and slide slowly down until
I’m sitting on the floor. The last three months flash through my
mind. Everything I said and did. Everything I should have said and
done. Now, I’ll never get the chance. I’m sorry. Doctors
only say that when…no. No.

“What do you mean you’re sorry?”

“Maybe I should start from the
beginning.”

“Is she…alive?”

“Yes! I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it that
way.”

“Well, what did you mean?”

“She’ll be fine. Eventually.”

I expel the breath I’ve been holding. Relief
floods my body. She’s going to be okay. “What happened?”

“When the cops found her, she was tied to her
bed.”

He holds my gaze, as if willing me to figure
out the meaning behind his words. One word flashes in red neon in
my mind – bed. “Fuck, no! Please, E…don’t tell me –”

He nods.

“Jesus Christ!”

I can’t breathe. The only thing I can think
about is finding the motherfucker responsible and making him
suffer.

“They did a rape kit, nothing invasive yet.
They’ll need her permission for that when she wakes up but they’re
not optimistic about DNA. Her attacker used a dildo.”

“What?”

“Yeah…pretty big one, too. He…it was still
inside her when they found her.”

“Oh, God. E…”

He pulls up a chair, sits next to me, and
places his hand on my shoulder.

“I’m not going to lie to you, brother. He did
a number on her. The doctors had to stitch her up.”

I stare ahead of me, numbness taking over.
The pain she must have felt. The fear. And I wasn’t
there.

“She has a dislocated shoulder. They think
that happened from her fighting against the restraints. There are a
few shallow cuts on her body, but those are the least of her
injuries.”

“Can I see her?”

“I’ll try to get you in once they’re done
with her.”

“Thanks. Make sure they put her in a private
room.”

He nods. “Already taken care of.”

I walk back to the others in a daze. Toni and
Chrissy run to me, staring up at me hopefully.

“She’s going to be fine.”

They breathe sighs of relief.

“What happened?” Chrissy asks.

“She was…” I can’t even bring myself to say
it. If I do then it’s like it becomes real. Then again, I need it
to feel that way. I need it to fuel my anger. “She was raped.”

They gasp and hold each other as fresh tears
roll down their cheeks. The boys try to console them, but it’s no
use. I know exactly how they feel.

It’s well after midnight when the doctor
emerges.

“Are you a family member?” He asks me.

“I can’t find her sister. She’s the only
family Raven’s got. Until we do, I’m her family.”

He nods and shoves his hands in his
pockets.

“Without going into specifics, she’ll be
fine. She’ll need time to heal, but there’s no serious, permanent
damage. She’s resting right now.”

“Can I see her?”

He glances around at all our faces and
nods.

“Just for a minute.”

“Thanks, Doc.”

I let the others go in first because I don’t
know how I’ll react when I see her. When they leave, I step into
the room and lose it. Whatever I was holding on to before, to keep
from breaking down, snaps. Seeing her lying there, not moving, her
shoulder bandaged, rips me apart. The sheets hide her other
injuries, but they’re the most prominent ones in my mind. The
tightness in my chest spreads through my entire body. I drop down
into the chair next to her bed and take her hand in mine, bringing
her fingers up to my lips. It’s my fault she’s in this hospital
bed. I just know it. It’s a message. As soon as I find out who sent
it, I’m sending them to Hell. Someone walks into the room, but I
don’t even glance in their direction.

“Sir? Excuse me, but you have to leave
now.”

“I’m not leaving,” I tell the nurse
calmly.

“Sir –”

“I don’t care what you have to do or who you
need to talk to, but I’m not leaving.”

“Sir, please, don’t make me call
security.”

“I’m not leaving.” I repeat.

I don’t care what anyone says. There’s no way
they’re getting me out of this room.

E’s voice comes from the doorway. “It’s okay,
Cindy. I’ll take care of it.”

He places a firm hand on my shoulder. “I’m
not going anywhere, E.”

“Don’t worry. You can stay, but she’ll be out
for the rest of the night. You should get some sleep.”

“I wasn’t there.”

“You can’t blame yourself for this,
brother.”

“Why not? Are you telling me this isn’t some
kind of payback? That someone’s not using her to get to me?”

“We don’t know that.”

“I wasn’t there. That’s not happening again.
Ever.”


CHAPTER 19

***Raven***

 


Jesus. I feel like I’ve been run over by a
steam roller. Every inch of my body hurts. Even my vagina. What the
hell happened at that party last night? More importantly, why don’t
I remember?

“Babe?”

Ah…his voice. So
soothing. I open my eyes and come face to face with the most
beautiful man I’ve ever seen. His features are marred by a worried
frown. What’s wrong? He’s still in his suit, which I assume is from
last night, but he’s disheveled. His shirt is crumpled and his tie
is untied and lying around his neck. Why have I not woken up
naked in his arms? I look around the room and realize I’m in a
hospital. What the fuck happened last night? The ache
between my legs gives me an idea, but he couldn’t possibly have
done that much damage, could he? Before I can ask what happened,
someone enters the room.

“Hunter,” the newcomer says.

Gage clenches his jaw, straightens, and turns
toward the door.

“Renley,” he says through clenched teeth.

“Here we are again,” the sheriff replies.

“Fuck off, Renley. I don’t need your shit
right now.”

“Well, you’re going to get it. I need you to
come with me. We’re taking you in for questioning.”

Questioning? For what?

“What the fuck for? You think I did
this?”

Renley approaches my bed and looks down at me
sympathetically.

“Miss Alvarez…do you remember what happened
last night?”

I glance between the two men in confusion. I
think Renley mistakes it for fear.

“I can protect you. Just tell me who did
this.”

Okay. Now I’m even more confused. I need
an explanation. “Gage?” My voice is barely a whisper. I clear
my throat. Renley looks like he just hit the jackpot. Another man
comes up behind Gage and starts to read him his rights. Panic takes
over. “Gage?”

“She’s crying out for me, you idiots!” He
shouts.

“Stop…please,” I beg.

No one is listening to me. Gage is in
handcuffs. I’m in a hospital bed feeling like shit, and I’m drawing
a complete blank on yesterday’s details. It was yesterday, right? I
mean…I don’t know how long I’ve been in here. No, it was. Renley
said it was last night. I want to scream out that Gage didn’t do
anything wrong, but the look in the sheriff’s eyes stops me. I also
realize that parts of my body are bandaged. This is about more than
just sex. That’s not how I landed in this bed.

“You’re not getting away this time, Hunter.
I’ve got a witness. I got you, motherfucker,” Renley says with a
cocky grin.

Tears stream down my cheeks as I watch them
drag Gage away. My heart tells me that there’s no way he hurt me,
but my mind battles with the word “witness”. Someone saw something.
My heart shatters into a million tiny shards. I trusted him.

How could he do this to me?

 


To be continued....
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