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Chapter One

Beck

I’d heard people say you can’t go home again, yet here I was. Back in the town I grew up in, the town I never thought I’d return to, never wanted to come back to. The town where I lost my best friend.

My first love.

My only love.

After I graduated high school, I headed off to college, expecting to never come back. My mother wanted to move away as soon as my heart broke, but I pleaded with her to allow me to complete my last two years of school with the rest of my class.

She relented, and I went through the motions of being a happy, healthy teenager. Then the motions of being a happy, healthy adult. Even now, at twenty-five years old, a decade later, I’m still going through the motions.

Losing your best friend at fifteen is something you never get over.

And yet here I was, back home in Diamond Creek, Nebraska. Population under two thousand.

I came home to help my grandmother, who was getting on in years, and claimed she was too old to take care of that big old house all on her own. My grandmother was just a few years shy of seventy years old, but you wouldn’t know it by looking at her.

Willow Washington was unique. She wasn’t a hippie, but she wasn’t mainstream either. There was balance. She was somewhere in the middle.

She was a free spirit.

She lived by her own rules. Rules that didn’t always make sense, but always seemed to work out for someone’s best interests.

Sometimes I couldn’t imagine how she could have given birth to my mother. The two of them were so different. My mother was the one who couldn’t handle anything on her own. That explained the two ex-husbands.

Neither of whom were my father.

The one she currently had seemed to have stuck it out the longest.

When Grams called and told me she needed me to come home, I dropped everything. There was nothing I wouldn’t do for that woman. Not only was she there for me during the catalyst of my teenage years when my mother wasn’t, but she was the reason I went to college and got my degree in journalism.

I owed her everything, and if everything was what she needed from me right now, then it was the least I could give her.

Today, the least I could do was run errands for her. She had given me a laundry list of things to do. As I looked down, reading through the list, I ran into a wall. At least it felt like a wall, as I bounced off it and landed on my butt on the sidewalk in front of The Diner.

“I am so sorry,” I said as I looked up and saw four sizable men. Four very large, hot tattooed men, and a beautiful woman staring at me.

“Beck?”

I pulled my gaze from the wall of muscle to look at the woman when she called my name. She looked vaguely familiar, and I probably should have known who she was, but I had been gone a long time.

A piece of that wall reached out to lift me back onto my feet and I stared at the bluest eyes I had ever seen.

“Hello, I’m Jack.”

Jack was gentle as he lifted me, despite his size. He must be over six feet because he stood more than a head taller than my five foot six inches.

Struck dumb at the size of the very large, very handsome man, all I could manage was a simple, “Hi.”

“Beck, I can’t believe it’s you.”

Struggling to tear my gaze away from Jack, I looked at the woman once again. “I’m sorry. I feel like I should know you.”

The petite blonde bombshell giggled, showing no signs of offense.

“Beck, it’s me, Rachel. Rachel Masters, from high school.”

I stood there staring at her, not believing what I was seeing.

“Oh my God, Rachel? Wow, you look amazing and so different.” 

Rachel was one of my best friends, and one of the less than popular girls from school. She was a brunette in high school and a little on the bigger side. She was quiet when we were kids. Shy and always wanted to be in the background. She never wanted to be noticed. Now she was blonde, thin, and stacked.

Hey, I could appreciate a beautiful woman when I saw one, and unless she had drastically changed her personality, she was even more beautiful on the inside.

“Rachel, it’s so good to see you! I was so sorry to hear about your mom. I wanted to come…”

And it was good seeing her as I grabbed hold of her and hugged her tight.

I’d been home for exactly two days and hadn’t connected with anyone but Grams.

“I understood. You had just left. I didn’t expect you to come back, especially for a funeral,” Rachel said, letting me off the hook again. She never guilted me about my grief. She was my rock, always telling me grief was personal. No one could tell you how you should do it or how long. “I didn’t know you were back. Grams never said a word.”

The familiarity with which Rachel talked about Grams shocked me. I didn’t realize Grams had kept in touch with any of my friends. Though Diamond Creek was a small town, it shouldn’t have surprised me.

What did surprise me was the leather vests they were all wearing, including Rachel. Grams mentioned she sold the land across the road to a motorcycle club that moved in a few years ago, and that’s where they built their headquarters. I wondered how many of them there were and if they all looked as good as these four.

“Beck, let me introduce you. This is Jack, short for Jackass. You’ll understand why if you get to know him at all.” 

“Hey, I was the only gentlemen to help the poor woman off the ground,” Mr. Blue Eyes called out with a tinge of indignation in his voice. Aside from his beautiful blue eyes, he had dark brown hair and a matching goatee. His jeans hugged his thighs, and his black T-shirt hugged his biceps.

Yes sir, you can pick me up anytime.

Who said that?

“You knocked her there to begin with.” Rachel laughed and wrapped her arm around the man with blond hair and a beard that was a bit more than scruff, but not quite full. His arms and neck had tattoos covering them, from what I could see.

“This is my old man Cash.” He tipped his chin as if to say hello. “That’s Jingles.” She pointed to the clean-cut blond man, and he smiled. Even without a beard, he was no less manly, for lack of a better word, than the other three.

I wasn’t sure manly was the right word. I thought back to watching Little House on the Prairie as a child, and Almanzo Wilder had nothing on this guy.

“And of course, this is—”

“I’ll see you all inside.”

“Blade.” Rachel frowned as she watched him walk through the door.

I didn’t get a good look at him aside from his black hair and full short beard. The mirrored sunglasses hid his eyes as well.

“Blade can be a little rough around the edges. He doesn’t play well with others.”

I stood there stunned, as Jack spoke.

Rachel’s words pulled me out of the daze I found myself in as I stared at the door. “Beck, come inside with us. We have so much to catch up on.”

“Oh, I don’t know. I have a list of errands to run for Grams.”

“Please, just for a bit. I’m so excited you’re home.”

As I looked through The Diner’s window, my stomach chose that exact moment to let me know there was no way to get out of this.

“I guess I could use a break for some lunch.”

Jack threw his arm around my shoulders and smiled at me.

“You can sit beside me.” 

I looked up at him and couldn’t help but smile back.

As we stepped inside, it was like stepping into the past. It hadn’t changed at all. From the black-and-white tile floor to the red vinyl booths along the wall to the left, and the giant Coca-Cola clock above the counter that stretched out to the right of the front door.

Rachel and her men—I thought of them as hers because they followed her in the restaurant like a harem—headed to one of the various tables spread out through the middle of the room where Blade was already sitting, and I followed.

He looked up as I sat.

The narrowing of his eyes and the look of animosity startled me.

“Hi,” I whispered.

Blade looked at Rachel. He questioned her without saying a word. She shrugged and sat on one side of me as Jack sat at the end of the table on my other side.

Blade stood up and glared at Rachel. “Are you fucking kidding me? I’ll meet you all back at the clubhouse.”

Then, he walked away, and I wondered what could have made him feel like he couldn’t stay.

“Was it something I said?” I asked awkwardly, because the only word I’d uttered to him was hi.

“Beck—” Rachel started before Cash cut her off.

“Let it go, Doll.”

Rachel closed her mouth and smiled at me. “Blade takes a bit to warm up to people. Don’t worry, it was nothing you did.”

I looked back at the door and thought about what Rachel said. It sure seemed like it was something I did.

The waitress stepped up to the table, and I saw that her name tag said Samantha. She wasn’t someone I recognized, and I hoped she was new to town in the last few years, so I didn’t feel like there was another person I had forgotten.

“Hey, guys, what can I get you?”

“Another night with you is the first thing on my list, babe.”

“I told you, Jack. Once was all you get. You can’t improve on perfection.” Samantha winked at Jack.

I looked over at Jack, who was grinning at the waitress.

I heard Jingles and Cash chuckle.

“Come on, babe, you know it can only get better with time. Wait, that came out wrong.” Cash and Jingles were no longer hiding their laughter as Rachel looked over at me, grinning. “See? Jackass.”

I couldn’t help but laugh along with them. I had forgotten how much fun it could be just sharing a meal with friends. Samantha took our orders and walked away, with Jack following like a puppy hot on her heels, trying to convince her to give him another shot.

“So, all of you are part of the motorcycle club across from Grams’ house?”

Despite the ease I felt sitting here with these guys, they were the first bikers I had ever met. Letting go of all those stereotypes wasn’t easy, and I just needed to be sure Grams wasn’t in any danger.

Cash answered with a skeptical eye, “We are. The Silver Shadows MC.”

“Cash is the vice president.” Rachel beamed.

“How many members do you have?”

“Why do you ask?” Cash leaned forward and looked at me like he was staring into my soul. I wasn’t afraid to admit I could see why this guy was VP. He was very intimidating.

“Cash, knock it off. Beck is living with Grams across the street. It’s normal for her to question what is going on at the clubhouse. There are about roughly twenty members, though I’ve never actually counted.” Rachel, always the peacemaker, was a godsend when I saw Cash relax and sit back.

“So, what are we talking about?”

I turned my head to see Jack had given up pestering Samantha and joined us back at our table. He took Blade’s empty seat across from me. This made me wonder again what he was so upset about when I sat down. Given the way Cash reacted to my questions, maybe they just really didn’t like outsiders and were only humoring me because of Rachel.

“Beck here is asking questions about the MC.”

This was the first I’ve heard from Jingles, and I looked over to see a wide grin on his face.

“Not questioning, just looking to get to know the neighbors.”

“Why, you wanna prospect? Just kidding, no girls allowed.” Jack winked at me, and I shook my head.

Rachel was right, Jackass fit him perfectly.

“Ask away, sweetheart. We got nothin’ to hide.”

“I have no experience with a motorcycle club. I was just wondering how it all works. You know, all those stereotypes about loose women and loud parties. Wondering how Grams handles all that.”

All three men started laughing uncontrollably, as Rachel looked at me with an amused grin.

“What?”

They made me feel like an idiot with everything that came out of my mouth.

“Beck, Grams is at the parties.” Rachel rolled her lips between her teeth.

“What? Grams goes to your biker parties. She said she needed me home because she was too feeble to take care of the house, and now, I find out she’s partying all night with bikers. Please tell me she isn’t one of the loose women.” I closed my eyes, shaking my head in complete disbelief.

“No, she isn’t one of the loose women.” Jingles chuckled. “But I wouldn’t put it past her in her younger days. That woman puts us all to shame.”

“You should come with her this weekend. It’s a lot of fun, and I promise we’ll keep the debauchery to a minimum. Though I can’t speak for Grams.” Jingles winked at me as Samantha dropped off our food.

The conversation turned to everyday topics as we ate. When we were done, I said goodbye to everyone and promised to think about going to the party this weekend.

But first, I definitely needed to have a talk with Grams when I got home.


Chapter Two

Blade

I stomped my way out of The Diner and headed toward my bike. I needed to take a ride and clear my head. Climbing onto my Harley Davidson Heritage Classic, I fired it up, letting the rumble course through me. Taking a right out of the parking lot in the opposite direction of the clubhouse, I rode out of town.

She wasn’t supposed to come back.

Fuck!

With Grams living across the road from the clubhouse, I knew there was always a chance it might happen. I didn’t think it would be this soon. I’d assumed that she would settle down, get married, and pop out a couple of kids before returning here. A heads-up would have given me time to get my shit together.

I figured Grams would have told me, let me wrap my head around her coming home, but in all the days I’d spent helping that woman around the house, fixing things, mowing the lawn, she had never said a word.

I knew it was her as soon as I saw her.

Even before Rachel said her name. It killed me the way she looked up at Jack. She didn’t notice Jack glance over at me when Rachel called her name. The even shorter version of what I called her. I shook my head at him, knowing he would understand and not say anything.

Then there was Rachel. Rachel knew exactly what the fuck she was doing. She and I didn’t agree on how to handle this situation. We never had. We have had a hypothetical discussion often, and that hypothetical just became a goddamn reality.

Thankfully, as Cash’s old lady, she knew the club came first. Unless I gave her permission, she had to keep her mouth shut.

I just needed to keep my distance, not get close enough for her to see who I really was. She didn’t recognize me today. How could she when she hadn’t seen me in a decade?

Not since that last day.

Ten years ago

“Micah!” I looked up from the book I was reading to see Becca headed my way. My best friend. She was the only person I trusted. The one person I knew who had my back. It was her I wanted to tell everything to, but couldn’t. She sat beside me against the tree in front of the high school.

“Hey, Becca, you heading to The Diner?”

“No, Grams needs me home to do chores. What about you? You meeting Tina there?” I could hear the sneer in her voice. She wasn’t a fan of Tina. To be honest, I wasn’t a fan of Tina either, but since Becca was off-limits, Tina made an ok runner-up. 

If I thought for a second that getting together with Becca wouldn’t ruin our friendship, I wouldn’t hesitate. Losing her was a chance I wasn’t willing to take. The direction my life was headed would ensure I would lose her. There was nothing I could do to stop it.

“Nah, Tina was just a distraction.”

“God, boys are such dogs. A distraction? From what?”

From you, I thought, a distraction from you.

“I will never understand how you can do things with her and not feel anything. That isn’t fair to her.”

“You don’t even like her.”

Becca looked at me with her mouth open like she was trying to catch flies.

“That is not the point, you jerk.”

Laughing, she gave me a shove with her shoulder, and I shoved her back.

“Hey, I’m a teenage boy. We only think about one thing,” I said with a wink.

Becca shook her head and stood up.

“I have to get home. Can you come by the house later? We can watch a movie.”

“Sure.” I looked up at her and lied, not because I wanted to, but because I had to.

I jumped to my feet.

“Hey, Becca.”

Grabbing her wrist, she turned back, and I pressed my lips to hers. It was only a brief kiss. I couldn’t chance more than that. Nonetheless, it was a kiss I would always remember. When I pulled back, she smiled.

“What was that for?”

“I told you, I’m a teenage boy. We only think about one thing.” I winked, and she laughed and walked away. 

I stared after her, committing everything to memory, because after tonight, I would never see her again.

After tonight, I would be dead.

I wish I’d had the chance to tell her what was going on. I wished I could have stayed, but it was just too dangerous. Not just for my parents and me, but for everyone connected to us.

We had to die to protect the ones we loved. 

Grams told me she didn’t take my death well. It didn’t make me happy per se, but it sure made me an asshole that I liked it.

It told me I meant enough to her that my death devastated her. It also made me an asshole that I didn’t tell her when my father, who brought this whole thing on us, died and I was free to live my life again.

Death was easier to accept than betrayal.

Betrayal was what it was. My biggest secret and I never told her. She thought I told her everything. She told me everything, and that made me love her.

My love for her was what allowed me to lie to her every day when she thought my dad was an accountant. He was an accountant, just not a legal one, and not for the good guys.

My love for her was what allowed me to search for her when I was free. I saw her happy and chose not to disrupt that happiness with my own selfish motives. And my love for her was what allowed me to let her continue to live in ignorance, believing that I was still dead.

Who was I kidding?

That was my fear.

Fear of telling her the truth and feeling her hate for me.

This way I could live in ignorance and pretend that what I had done was the right thing, the noble thing, not the selfish thing. There was one thing I had learned about myself and my family.

We rarely did the right thing.

We always opted for the selfish thing.

A few hours had passed, as I made my way to the gate of the clubhouse, praying they didn’t bring Becca back with them. Although even if they didn’t, she was likely right across the road.

I walked into the clubhouse and immediately spotted Rachel. I marched toward her, and Cash must have read my expression because he stood directly in front of her.

“Easy brother, don’t do something stupid that I have to beat your ass for.”

I let out the breath I hadn’t realized I was holding and looked my VP in the eye.

“She had no right to pull that shit.”

My brothers all knew about my past, as did Rachel, since despite the difference in my size from when I was fifteen years old, she recognized me as soon as she got involved with the club.

“I’ve already talked to her about it. She knows she was wrong.”

Rachel slipped around Cash and looked up at me.

“I’m sorry, Blade. I was excited about her being back. I wasn’t thinking. If she knew, I know she would stay, and I want her to stay, Blade. I want my friend back.”

I took a deep breath and pulled Rachel to me.

Leaning down, I kissed her forehead.

“I know, babe. But it’s not that easy. It’s been ten years. It’s too late to go back. Telling her now would only hurt her. You can have your friend back, but that doesn’t mean I get her back, too. I don’t get to be in her life.”

With that said, I released her and took off to my room.

This weekend would be tough. I needed to mow Grams’ lawn, and I needed to get her alone and tell her the same thing I just told Rachel.

No matter how hard you tried, you couldn’t go back again.

[image: ]

Saturday morning came early as I headed out of the clubhouse and across the road. Grams and I had an arrangement. She left the coffee machine on, and I grabbed a cup before I started mowing the lawn. An arrangement she clearly hadn’t told Becca about, considering I walked into Grams’ kitchen to find Becca standing at the sink in a tank top and panties and nothing else.

God, she was even more beautiful than I remembered. Her auburn hair pulled on top of her head in some kind of messy bun was sexy as hell. Her waist was thin, and her hips flared out. Hips I could hold on to. Her long legs that begged to be wrapped around my waist, or my shoulders.

The last decade had been damn good to her.

She must have heard the screen door because she jumped and swung around. It took everything in me not to smile when she screamed, and even more for me to stay by the door and not walk over and wrap my arms around her.

“What the heck are you doing here?”

My eyes roamed over her body as I took in the state of her dress, or rather, undress. 

“Get the heck out of here!”

Despite my control, one side of my mouth rose in a half grin that I was damn sure made me fit every stereotype of a dirty biker, but I couldn’t help it.

I didn’t hide it when I adjusted myself in my jeans, either.

“Put some clothes on if you want to have a conversation, because from where I’m standing, I won’t hear a fucking word you say. Pun intended.”

Then I winked at her.

“UGH!” She ran from the room as Grams stepped into the kitchen.

“Blade.” Grams raised her eyebrow, giving me a knowing look that left me feeling suitably chastised.

“I couldn’t help it, Grams. I didn’t think she would be up yet. The Becca I knew wouldn’t be up before noon without a fire alarm.”

“You’re right, she isn’t the Becca you knew. She’s Beck now.”

“True.” I sighed. “Which reminds me, I wanted to talk to you about something, but we need to hurry before she comes back downstairs. She can’t know who I am. I need to keep my distance. She doesn’t deserve anymore heartbreak.”

“You don’t think she will be more heartbroken when she learns the truth?”

“That’s my point. I don’t want her to learn the truth.”

Grabbing a mug from the cabinet, I poured myself some coffee before heading out to mow the lawn. Kissing Grams on the cheek, I turned to reiterate my stance.

“I won’t be stopping back in after I’m done. I’ll come back after I shower to take you to the store though. Please be ready because I won’t come in then either. I’ll honk when I get back.”

“You can’t avoid her forever.”

Grams’ words followed me out the door.

I knew she spoke the truth, but like hell if I wouldn’t try for as long as I could.


Chapter Three

Beck

Oh my God, the nerve of him!

A few days ago, he couldn’t bear to sit at a table with me, and today he walked in like he owned the place and stood there leering at me.

UGH!

Seriously, what was wrong with him? I just needed to put some clothes on when something caught my attention.

What was that noise?

Walking over to the window, I looked out and saw him.

Was he mowing the lawn? Why was he mowing Grams’ lawn? 

Dagnabbit! 

How could he possibly be doing something nice? He was a jerk. He needed to stay a jerk.

Running down the stairs, I found Grams sitting at the table in the kitchen.

“Grams, what is he doing?”

“He’s mowing the lawn, dear.”

“Why?”

“He mows half the lawn every other week. This is the right-side week. If he doesn’t, it gets too high.”

I sighed heavily.

“Grams, I know why lawns get mowed. Why is he doing it?”

“He has been doing it for the last few years. It got to be too much for me, and King offered to help. Blade volunteered.”

“Who in the world is King?

“Kingston O’Rourke is the President of the club, honey. He’s the one in charge over there.”

I rubbed my hand across my forehead. I could feel a headache starting. Why did this conversation with my grandmother remind me so much like I was talking to my mother?

“Grams, we can talk about the MC across the road another time. I have plenty of questions about that. Right now, I am wondering why I am here if you have that biker club taking care of all the things you asked me to come back and help with?”

Grams set her coffee cup on the table.

“Beck, they help with the yard work. Would you want to be out there in the heat pushing that lawn mower around?”

“Well, no, but I don’t want him here.”

“Why?” Grams rested her chin in her hand, waiting for my answer. Problem was, I didn’t have one to give her. Chewing my thumbnail, I tried to come up with any reply that might appease her.

“I thought so.” Grams rose and placed her cup in the sink. “There is no good reason for Blade not to continue taking care of the lawn and a few other things he does to help.”

“He’s mean.”

“Nonsense. Blade is the sweetest boy I have ever known,” Grams said as she walked out of the room, ending the conversation.

Letting out a heavy breath, I retreated to my room. Trying not to look out my window as I ogled the now shirtless man with the sexy tattoos as he pushed the lawn mower. 

Wait, sexy? 

No, he was not sexy.

Jerks were not sexy. 

I was simply watching to see when he finished so I could head out and let him know we no longer needed his help.

Blade stopped and looked up at my window.

I immediately stepped back, praying he didn’t see me staring. I decided to read until I heard the mower stop, then I would go down and talk to him. Instead, maybe I would jump in the shower while I waited.

Stepping out of the shower, I noticed the noise was gone.

How long was I in there? 

Getting dressed quickly, I headed downstairs to relieve Blade and the club of their duties now that I was here.

However, when I got downstairs, Grams was reading a book in the living room and Blade was nowhere to be seen.

“Grams, where did Blade go? Is he done already?”

“He is done. He alternates each side of the yard. It is much too big to keep him tied up all day. Next week, he will come and do the other side.”

“I wanted to talk to him when he was done, to let him know we won’t be needing him or the club anymore. I can take care of stuff around here now, and what I can’t do, we can hire someone that can.”

“Beck, don’t be ridiculous. Why would we pay someone to do what someone else is offering to do for free?” Grams shook her head at me like I had just said the most insane thing in the world.

“So that there is no expectation on their part, Grams. What if they want something from you? What if they ask you to hold drugs here, or guns? You could get in a lot of trouble because you are indebted to them.”

Grams rolled her eyes at me. Setting her book in her lap, she gave me a look that clearly expressed her disappointment in me.

I sat on the sofa already feeling chastised and she hadn’t even said a word yet.

“Beck, I am so disappointed in you.” 

See, I knew it. 

I looked out the window, waiting for the lecture that I was sure I deserved. While I had heard a few stories of Grams’ younger, wilder days, Rachel didn’t have a wild bone in her body. I knew she wouldn’t be involved in anything illegal. Then again, I hadn’t seen Rachel in years. She was drastically different on the outside. She could be just as different on the inside.

Maybe I deserved the lecture after all.

“I can’t believe you would judge those men based on the fact they ride motorcycles. You know who you sound like?”

My shoulders sagged.

Yes, I knew who I sounded like. 

My mother. She was the queen of judgement. She always judged my friends, especially my best friend. He was just a kid; he didn’t deserve her judgement.

Especially after he was gone.

Ten years ago

“Rebecca, I am sorry you lost your friend, but you have got to snap out of this. You will make more friends.”

“I don’t want more friends, Mom, I want Micah. He wasn’t just a friend; he was my best friend. My closest friend. The one person I could tell all my secrets to. He didn’t deserve to die.”

“No one deserves to die, well maybe his father did. I told you there was something bad going on in that home. When you live the life that man did, everyone else pays the price.”

I stared at my mother, dumbfounded. How could she honestly be so quick to condemn someone without really knowing anything other than speculation and gossip?

“I can’t believe you. You knew nothing about them.”

“Rebecca, honey, everyone knew about them. I never should have let you be friends with him to begin with.”

“No, what everyone knew was gossip. No one knew anything factual about them. You all just made up your minds based on prejudice because they lived in the nicest home and had a job you didn’t understand. All you do is judge people. Maybe you should look in a mirror once in a while.”

“Rebecca Lynn—” I didn’t hear the rest because I had run out the door. I had to get away from her before I said something I really meant, not something I would regret because she deserved it. There was already enough animosity between me and my mother. I didn’t need to pile on more.

Sure, his dad seemed a little questionable, but I refused to judge a child’s character by the actions of their parents. If I did, I could only imagine what people would say about me.

“Listen, Grams, I know you like them, but what do you really know about them?”

“Rebecca Lynn Washington, I have known those young men for five years, since they started that club. I know that every one of them has come over here occasionally to either check on me, visit me, or help me with something I couldn’t do myself. Can you say the same?”

Jumping to my feet, I cried, “Grams, that’s not fair. You know how hard it was for me to be in this town. You know how hard it was for me to deal with those memories. I left because you encouraged me to go.”

My eyes stung with unshed tears.

“I told you if I left, if I got on with my life, I wouldn’t come back here. I wouldn’t be able to let those memories back in. You told me to go.”

“And how are you dealing with those memories now?”

A single tear rolled down my cheek.

“By ignoring them. By not letting myself think of him. I can’t. I’ve been back for almost a week, and I can’t bring myself to even go to the cemetery because I can’t let myself feel those things again. Grams, I won’t make it this time.”

Grams stood from her seat and walked over to me, wrapping her arms around me while I cried.

I couldn’t do this again. When would the pain stop?

It had been ten years, and yet I still couldn’t let him go.

I didn’t think I ever would.

Just then, I heard a horn honk.

Pulling away from Grams, I asked, “Who is that?”

“That would be Blade.”

“He came back? For what?”

“He takes me shopping on Saturdays.” Grams moved away to grab her purse.

“Grams, I am here now. I can take you shopping.”

“This is different, dear. I cook for the clubhouse on Saturdays and Blade takes me shopping for the food.”

I narrowed my eyes at Grams. “You cook for the clubhouse? Grams, that’s too much for you.”

“Nonsense, dear, I enjoy it, and the club girls help with everything.”

“The club girls? What are club girls?”

Grams was digging in her purse when Blade honked again.

I looked over at the door. I couldn’t believe he wasn’t even coming inside to help her to the car.

“The club girls are just what they sound like. Girls that hang around the club to, um, spend time with the guys.”

“Oh my God, Grams, they are there to sleep with them, aren’t they?” I pinched the bridge of my nose to ward off the headache I was certain was on the way.

Grams turned to look at me, shaking her head.

“Beck, are you slut shaming girls you have never met?”

“I’m sorry, Grams, I just, I don’t know… this is all a lot to process right now. The last few days have been a bit of a whirlwind being back. So much has changed, but so much is the same. It’s a lot.”

Grams handed me a list. “Here, take this with you. Get everything on the list and drop it off at the clubhouse when you are done. I will meet you there soon.”

“What?” Blade honked again, and my anger rose.

“I need you to go with Blade.”

“Grams, I can take you shopping. We don’t need Blade.”

“We do, honey. The club pays for the groceries.”

“But, Grams.”

Just then, Blade came crashing through the kitchen door.

“Grams, I asked you to be ready.” 

I took him in. His height, his bulging biceps with a tight T-shirt stretched across his chiseled chest under his leather vest. The worn jeans that hung low on his hips. His dark hair was wet, making it look almost black. He must have gone home to shower.

“Blade, dear, I’m a little tired, so Beck will go with you. I need to take a nap and will meet you at the clubhouse later.” 

“Grams, if you are too tired to cook tonight, I’m sure the club will understand. Isn’t that right, Blade?” I said, looking at Blade, imploring him to back me up.

Thankfully, he did.

“She’s right. If you’re too tired, we can just order some pizza. No one wants you overdoing it.” 

He looked directly at Grams as if he were communicating with her without talking, and I wondered what they were saying to each other.

“Nonsense, both of you. I didn’t sleep well last night and just need a nap. Anyway, the girls do most of the work. I just boss them around.”

Blade looked at Grams like he didn’t quite believe her story, and I was wondering if there was something I was missing. Was she sick? Was this something that happened often? I should stay with her, and it sounded like Blade was thinking the same thing as I was.

“Grams, let me have the list. I will get what you need, and your granddaughter can stay here in case you need anything while you’re… napping.”

I narrowed my eyes at Blade. 

Was that disbelief in his tone? What was going on here?

Putting a hand on his forearm—his very toned forearm—Grams smiled. “Blade, please take Beck with you.”  

Stop it, Beck, you do not need to notice his toned anything. 

Grams was determined to convince Blade to take me with him.

“I need her to get out of the house for a bit and grocery shopping will keep her mind busy, so she doesn’t think about all the reasons she doesn’t want to be here.”

“Hello, I’m standing right here. Don’t I get a say?”

“No,” they both answered at once, glancing at me.

“Grams, she should stay here in case you need something.”

“Blade, I will nap the entire time. There is nothing for her to do here, and she came home to help me out. This is how she can help me out.”

He growled. 

He actually growled. 

I crossed my arms and looked at him. “Did you just growl at my grandmother?”

“Yes.” 

Well, at least he was honest.

Grams giggled. She giggled after this mountain of a man growled at her. Grams stood her ground, waiting for Blade.

I saw the moment he relented, and I dropped my jaw that this big scary biker just agreed to a five-foot nothing little old lady.

“Fine. I will take her shopping, and we will meet you at the clubhouse later.” He leaned in and I thought I heard him say, “We’ll talk about this later, old woman.”

But Grams just smiled at him and patted his cheek like she had won something, not afraid of him in the least.


Chapter Four

Beck

I waited until we were outside, out of hearing range for Grams, before I let him know how I felt about this whole situation.

“Blade, I can go to the store on my own. I can drop everything off at the clubhouse when I’m done.”

He walked around the side of the truck and opened my door.

“You heard Grams, the club pays.”

“Well, you clearly don’t want to go—”

He turned, interrupting me before I got the chance to finish.

“It isn’t about what I fucking want. This is my job for the club, and I do what I’m told.”

“So, you don’t have a choice?”

“I made my choice when I joined the club. Let’s just get this shit over and done with.” 

He stared at me, and I realized he was holding the truck door for me. I climbed inside, trying to understand the man. He acted like I killed his dog one minute, and a gentleman the next.

After sliding behind the wheel, he backed out of the driveway.

We rode to the store without a sound between us. It would have been awkward if not for the low volume of the radio.

I watched out the window as the small town I grew up in passed by in a blur.

It seemed everything in my life was a blur lately.

I didn’t sleep well at night. The days just trudged on until they all meshed together and I didn’t know one day from the next. I wasn’t living my life. I simply existed, with no significant moments to one day look back on. Those moments stopped when I lost him.

Nothing had mattered since that day.

We pulled up to the market, and Blade and I headed for the front. 

Manny’s Supermarket was the epitome of a small-town grocer. I felt as though I was walking into the past once again when I stepped through the doors.

I grabbed a shopping cart and noticed that Blade grabbed one too. 

Looking at him, he must have read the question on my face and said, “Get everything you need. I have a few things to pick up for the club.” 

“Blade, we can get done faster if we stick together. We’ll waste time looking for each other when we’re done.”

He stopped for a minute and looked at me. “When you’re done, I’ll meet you at the front of the store. No need to look for anyone.”

I watched him walk off without another word.

Never have I enjoyed watching a man walk away from me more. I shook my head and tried to rid myself of my ridiculous thoughts. 

As I walked through the store, adding things to my cart, my mind wandered through time. How often did he and I walk through this same store, picking up groceries for Grams?

She always enjoyed cooking for a crowd.

My heart broke all over again with the memories.

“Micah, go grab the eggs and the juice and the milk while I get the chips and the snacks.”

“Becca, we should stick together. We can get done faster if we aren’t looking for each other through the store once we have our lists finished.”

I looked up from my list.

“How big do you think Manny’s is? I can see the other side of the store from here.”

Micah put his hands on the handle of the cart, boxing me in with his arms.

“But this way, we can give all the church ladies something to gossip about. You know, the good girl and bad boy misbehaving in the grocery store.” 

He laid his chin on my shoulder, and I laughed.

“Pretty sure the whole town knows there is nothing gossip worthy going on with us. Everyone knows my mother well enough to know that I am the good girl, not because I choose to be, but because she has everyone watching me to make sure I don’t step even a millimeter over that line.” 

I elbowed his stomach to move him back. 

“Now go get the things on your list before you get me in trouble.”

“Fine. When you’re done, I’ll meet you at the front of the store.”

That was such an odd memory.

I looked back in the direction Blade went. It must be the combination of Blade’s words and being back in Manny’s shopping for Grams. 

I expected that the longer I stayed in town, the more the memories would return.

Turning to start my shopping, I ran right into another cart.

“I am so sorry.”

Looking up, I saw a familiar handsome man in a suit just staring at me and gasped. “Grant? Grant Nicholson? Is that you?” 

Grant Nicholson moved to town in my senior year of high school. He was always nice, attentive, if not a little smothering. We dated a few times, but that was me once again going through the motions expected of me.

“Beck Washington!” He closed the space between us, wrapping me in a hug. 

See? Smothering. 

“When did you get back?”

“Less than a week ago. I came back to help Grams.” 

He leaned back, holding on to my arms. “I am so happy to see you. Have dinner with me.”

It was more of a command than a question, but that was Grant.

“I can’t tonight. I actually need to get my shopping done and get back. Grams has plans for us tonight.”

“Ah yes, her dinner with the bikers.”

“You know about that?”

“Beck, the whole town knows. Willow makes dinner every Saturday night for that club.” 

I noticed Grant didn’t call my grandmother Grams.

Everyone in town called her Grams. 

“I didn’t think that would be something you would be interested in.”

“Interested, no, but I need to monitor Grams. I’m sure you could tag along if you like.”

Grant looked over my shoulder when he answered, “I’m not sure that would be a good idea.”

I jumped when I heard Blade’s angry retort.

“He’s right. It would be a bad fucking idea.”

I looked back at Blade and narrowed my eyes at his mirrored sunglasses, but before I could communicate how rude he was being, Grant touched my arm.

“Beck, we can have dinner another night.” He reached into the inside pocket of his jacket, producing a card. “Call me tomorrow and we can make plans.”

He leaned over to kiss my cheek, and I swear I heard Blade growl again. Grant looked up at him and smiled. He turned and headed to the front of the store to make his purchase, and I stood there watching him go.

“Stop eye-fucking Nicholson so we can do what we came here for and get shit back to the clubhouse?”

And he was back to being a jerk.

“It shouldn’t take me long. This isn’t a big list.”

“I figured you would have been done by the time I was. Instead, I come back and find you fucking flirting and making dates. We haven’t got all day to hang around while you get some.”

I stood there speechless as he grabbed my list and walked away.

I didn’t even want to be here with him in the first place, and now he just acted as if I wasn’t. Well, if that was how he wanted to act, then he could do it himself. I turned toward the front doors and headed back to the truck to wait.

Leaning against the truck scrolling through my phone, I sighed. Moments later, I looked up and saw Blade walking toward me, irritation clear on his face.

The truck beeped beneath me, signaling the doors were now unlocked. I stood up away from the truck, intending to help load the groceries, when Blade snapped, “Just get in the fucking truck.”

“I can help you load the bags.”

He stopped me with a look in my direction, and I could see the muscle in his jaw tick.

“Fine. I’ll get in the truck.”

The gentleman stayed in the store, I guess. 

I didn’t understand why he was so mad. Ok, yes, I was supposed to be shopping and instead I was talking with Grant, but Blade lived in this small town. He should have known how it was when you ran into someone at the store. It would have been rude to ignore Grant and just do the shopping.

When he climbed into the truck himself, I decided to be the bigger person. “Blade, look. I’m sorry I delayed the shopping, but—”

He cut me off. “Anything that starts out with ‘I’m sorry, but’ isn’t an apology. It’s a fucking excuse, and I don’t need to hear your excuses.”

I blinked at him slowly.

“Wow, I try to be the bigger person and apologize, and you just can’t show any grace. I was catching up with a friend from school. You know how small towns are.”

“A friend from school?” Blade scoffed, turning to look at me. “Grant Nicholson is no one’s friend. The guy’s a fucking douche.”

He turned back and started the truck, signaling the conversation was over as far as he was concerned.

I crossed my arms and looked out the window. 

I didn’t know why I even tried.

Once we made it back to the clubhouse, we silently got out of the truck as Blade headed inside a large brick three-story building.

“Aren’t we going to bring in the bags?”

“That’s what prospects are for.” He walked toward the doors, and I had no choice but to follow.

I didn’t know what to expect when I stepped inside, but what I saw was certainly not it. To the left of a very large open room was a long wooden bar along the wall. There was a huge mirror behind the bar with various bottles of alcohol lined up on shelves in front of it. To the right was a large L-shaped sectional sofa angled toward a large flat-screen TV. Two pool tables and a half dozen large round tables, each surrounded by eight to ten chairs, filled the middle of the room. There were motorcycle parts mounted on the walls, and bikers spread out in the room.

“Prospects! Go get the groceries out of the truck. Come on, I’ll show you where the kitchen is.”

I followed Blade through a doorway on the far side of the room beyond the bar. One that led to a hallway with multiple doors and a stairway at the end with double doors I assumed led to the outside. On the right side of the hall were two doors labeled MEN and WOMEN. Bathrooms, I believed.

To the left, I followed Blade through a set of swinging double doors into the largest kitchen I had ever seen. Opposite the swinging doors we just entered were two refrigerators, two stoves, and a double oven on the wall. To the left was a large, over-sized double sink, set in a wooden countertop that ran the entire length of the wall, and two dishwashers set beneath it. A long wooden table sat in the middle of the room, perpendicular to the counter with the sink.

Around that table were Grams, Rachel, and five scantily clad women. Five women that were looking at me with something between curiosity and animosity.

“Ladies, the prospects are bringing in the groceries. Grams, I will leave the introductions to you.”

Blade walked out of the room without a word to me.

“Beck, come in and meet the girls. You know Rachel, of course. This is Brandy, Crystal, Tiffany, Jade, and Amber.”

The women were a mix of blondes and brunettes, a redhead and even one with jet black hair.

I barely squeaked out a “Hello” when four men walked through the door carrying two bags of groceries each. They placed them on the table and Grams thanked them.

“Ok, ladies, let’s get to work.” Grams and Rachel started emptying the bags and the ‘club girls’ started gathering cutting boards, knives, and pots and pans. 

“So, Beck,” one girl with dark brown hair said, not sure which one it was because Grams just gave me their names but didn’t specify which was which. “Are you and Blade together?”

Rachel looked up and with a warning in her voice murmured, “Brandy.”

“What?” Brandy shrugged. “I’m just wondering if Blade is now off-limits.”

“No, I am not with Blade. I am not with any of the guys. In fact, I am only here to help Grams. I’m not looking to land me a biker.”

“Girls, you know Blade isn’t interested, so it doesn’t matter if Beck is with him or not. He has made himself off-limits.”

I looked over at Rachel, curious about Blade being off-limits to the club girls. She looked back at me and winked, and I wondered what that meant.


Chapter Five

Blade

After leaving the kitchen, I headed to the bar in the common area. Johnny, a prospect, had a beer waiting before my ass hit the seat.

Jack appeared a minute later, slapping me on the back as he sat.

“How’s it going, brother?”

I growled, thinking about how things were going with Becca.

“Don’t ask. Hey, I need you to do something for me.”

“Name it, brother. You know I’ll do anything I can to help you out.”

“I want you to get close to Beck and give her your number.”

Jack choked on his beer, on hearing my request, spraying beer everywhere. “What the fuck, Blade? I am not moving in on your girl.”

“First, she isn’t my girl. Second, you try to move in on her and I will put you in the fucking ground.” I lifted my beer to my lips as if I didn’t just threaten to kill my best friend.

Chuckling, Jack looked at me. “Ok, so why am I getting close to her and giving her my number?”

“She’s going on a date with Grant Nicholson.”

Just saying his name left a sour taste in my mouth.

“What the fuck for? Grant Nicholson is an asshole.”

“I know that. And you know that. Apparently, she doesn’t know that.”

“How did that even happen?”

“She ran into him at Manny’s. I guess they went to school together.”

“Wait, so you went to school with him too?”

“No, he must have moved here her junior or senior year. I was gone by then.” 

As far as Becca knew, I was already ‘dead’. 

“She already likes you. Just talk with her tonight.”

I turned to look him in the eye.

“Keep the other fucks around here away from her. Get her to let you put your number in her phone. If she goes out with Nicholson, she’ll need someone she can call when he gets out of line.” 

And he would step out of line, the shmuck.

“Ok, I’ll stick close tonight. Keep the guys from getting out of line. You know she’s gonna think I’m interested in her.”

“Just make sure she understands that interest is friendship and nothing more.”

“HEY, BLADE! MY OFFICE, NOW!”

Letting out a deep breath, I slid from my stool.

“What’s up King’s ass?”

“Could be anything with him,” I called over my shoulder as I headed toward King’s office.

I stopped to check in the kitchen to make sure Becca was ok with the club girls. Those girls could be vicious to someone they perceived as getting between them and what they thought was theirs, and they believed my brothers belonged to them.

Setting my sunglasses on my face, I pushed the door open, surprised at what I found.

“Hey, Beck, can you grab that pot over there?”

“Sure, Brandy. Give me a sec to put this pan in the oven.”

“Beck, can you show me how to wrap this tight like yours?”

“Absolutely, Amber. Let me just give this pan to Brandy and I’ll be right over.”

I watched Becca flit around the room, going from girl to girl, helping them with various things. When she noticed me, she stopped.

“Blade, do you need something?” 

I tore my eyes from Becca and looked at Rachel, who tilted her head, waiting to hear what I was gonna say.

“No, just checking in to see how things were going in here. Wondering what’s for dinner that smells so good.”

“You just take your wondering and get out of here, Blade. You know the rules.” Turning at Grams’ voice, she gave me a look that said she knew exactly why I was in the kitchen, and it had nothing to do with the food they were cooking.

“Alright, I’m going. Can’t wait for dinner though. It smells incredible.”

One last look at Becca and I backed out of the room. She watched me leave, and I saw the curiosity in her eyes.

Just as I walked away, I heard her ask.

“Why does he always wear sunglasses?”

I hoped Rachel or Grams could come up with something to distract her. That just assured me I needed to keep my distance. I had already let her get too close. Close enough that she was already asking questions.

Making my way to King’s office, I remembered just how stubborn Becca could be when she got a question in her head.

“Hey, Micah, guess what?”

“What?” I asked, not looking up from my book.

“I got a story.” Becca plopped down beside me in the library, excitement radiating from her.

“What do you mean, a story?” I turned and saw the smile on her face. “For the school paper? Don’t you get stories all the time?” 

It was so easy to get lost in those amber eyes and not hear a word she was saying.

“No.” She sighed. “The school paper won’t publish this. All the school paper publishes are boring articles about sports and grades. They never want to print something that people actually want to read.”

Closing my book, I gave her my full attention.

“Who are you writing the story for, and who is going to read it? Who will print it?”

“I am writing it for my blog, and everyone online is going to read it! With any luck, it will go viral, and the local paper will want to pick it up, or maybe even a national paper. Oh my God, can you imagine if a national paper picked it up, and I got published at fifteen?”

She was practically bouncing in her seat.

I needed to rein her in before we both got kicked out of the library. I stood up and dragged her along with me into the stacks, away from the disapproving eyes of the uptight librarian.

“Ok, slow down. What is this story that is going to break the internet and make you famous?”

“The Mob!”

I stared at her. 

She had my attention now. 

I grabbed her shoulders and held her still.

“Becca, what are you talking about?”

“The Mob, Micah, that’s what I’m talking about. The Mob is here in Diamond Creek.”

I let her go as I ran my hand through my hair.

I was freaking out, but I couldn’t let her know.

“Becca, what makes you think the Mob is in Diamond Creek?”

“Ok, so I was down at Old Man Johnson’s feed store, and I was wandering the aisles looking for peanuts.”

I stopped her there.

“Peanuts? Why were you looking for peanuts?”

“For the squirrels.” She tilted her head like I should have known what she was talking about.

“What squirrels?”

“The squirrels at Grams’, Micah.” She waved her hands at my face. “Anyway, that is not the point of this story.”

I knew it wasn’t the point, but I needed to distract her.

“I was looking for peanuts when I heard Old Man Johnson arguing with someone.”

“Who was he arguing with?”

“I’m not sure. I didn’t recognize his voice. I was hiding, so I didn’t get a look at him either,” she muttered, pacing the library aisle, stacks of books on either side of us.

“Then what makes you think it’s the Mob?”

“I’m getting to that if you would stop interrupting me.” She stopped her pacing and turned toward me. “You know you do that a lot. Why do you do that? Anytime I get super excited about something.” 

I tilted my head to the ceiling, letting out a long breath.

“Becca, you’re spiraling. Why do you think the Mob is here?”

“Right, we’ll come back to that in a minute.” She wiggled her finger in front of my face, and I grabbed her hand, pulling her to sit on the floor because I knew the only way to get her to focus was to keep her from moving.

“Ok, so I didn’t see who he was talking to, but I heard what he was saying. He was threatening Old Man Johnson.” 

Before I had time to ask, she continued, “What was he threatening, you ask? He was threatening Old Man Johnson with a beating if he didn’t give him what he wanted.”

Pinching the bridge of my nose between my thumb and forefinger, I released a small growl.

Becca jumped up from the floor.

“Why are you growling at me, Micah?”

“Because you are infuriating sometimes.”

Her mouth dropped open as I stood up. I placed my finger beneath her chin and lifted her mouth closed. 

“Becca, you are jumping—no, leaping to conclusions that are going to put your life in danger one of these days if you aren’t careful.”

She crossed her arms in front of her chest.

Now she was mad.

Mad was better than stupid.

I stepped toward her. “Becca.”

“No, Micah.” She stepped back out of my reach. “No, I know what I heard.”

“Becca, everyone knows Old Man Johnson has a gambling problem.”

No one knew this, but it was the best I could come up with on short notice. “He probably gambled more than he had, and the guy wants the money he owes. That is a tremendous leap to the Mob. One that you can’t just print. As a journalism student, you should know that.”

“I know that, Micah, I am still investigating. I won’t print anything until I know for sure. A talented journalist always prints the facts, not speculation. I thought you had more faith in me than that.” Becca turned on her heels and stomped away.

I would work that out later.

First, I needed to talk to my dad.

I knocked on King’s door.

Hearing him yell, ‘Come in’, I opened the door to find him sitting behind his desk working on something.

“Hey, Prez, what do you need?” 

Without looking up, he asked, “How are things going with Willow’s granddaughter?”

“What do you mean?”

King put down his pen and leaned back in his chair, giving me his full attention. “You two have history, correct?”

“Yea.”

“History that you don’t want her to be aware of, correct?”

Rubbing the back of my neck, I wondered where he was going with this line of questioning. “Yea.”

“So how the fuck is that working for you?”

“It’s… complicated.”

“Complicated?” he asked, rubbing his hand down his beard, as he stared at me. “Are you going to continue doing the lawn and taking her shopping? Or should I get someone else to do it?”

“Who were you thinking of?”

“Romeo.”

“No fucking way.” King lifted his eyebrow, and I knew what he was thinking. 

“Sit down, Blade.”

I dropped my ass in the seat in front of his desk and waited. 

King leaned forward against his desk. “Romeo runs a landscaping company. He would be the one to take over the lawns. It just makes sense. Unless you plan to continue doing them yourself.”

He wasn’t asking. He knew there was no way I would let Romeo take over. Hell, his name was Romeo for a reason, and I didn’t want him anywhere near Becca.

“I will continue doing the lawns, and I can talk to Cash about maybe Rachel taking her shopping. I mean, Becca can take her, but if we are paying for it, one of us will need to be there, unless we give her cash. Her and Rachel are friends, so I’m pretty sure Rachel will help.”

“Do you have any idea how long she’ll be here?”

“She hasn’t said, but I assume she’s back for good.”

“That will make it difficult to keep her from finding out who you are.”

“As long as I stay away from her, she won’t find out.”

King chuckled. “And how the fuck is that working out for you so far?”

A corner of my mouth turned up.

“Shut the fuck up. Is there anything else you need?”

“Do you know someone who can do this paperwork shit?”

“No, I thought that was Jack’s job as the secretary?”

“You think I’m letting Jack get his hands on this shit?”

“Maybe you should look into hiring someone to come in. You have that outer office there. Get yourself a pretty little secretary to organize your shit and give you something to look at.”

Waving his hand at the door, King dismissed me, “Get the fuck out of here and make sure everything is ready for tonight.”

“You got it, Prez.” With a cocky grin, I saluted him as I headed out of his office. Walking down the hallway toward the common area, I avoided the kitchen this time.


Chapter Six

Beck

Dinner was almost done, and the clubhouse had filled up. The table in the kitchen was large enough, and the room was spacious enough for all the food to be spread out buffet style.

I watched these women effortlessly arrange everything to be efficient, so when the club walked around the table, there would be no traffic jams or pileups.

It surprised me by how much fun I had spending the day with the club girls, despite the brief rocky start of them thinking I was with Blade. Once I cleared that up, they were all friendly.

“Hey, Beck,” Jade, who was probably my favorite, called out to me.

“What do you need?”

“Could you run down to King’s office and let him know dinner is ready? It’s the last door on the left.”

“Sure, no problem.”

I took a left out of the kitchen and headed down the long hallway. Coming to the last doorway, with no door, mind you, I stepped into a small office.

“What are you doing in here?”

I jumped and spun around to see a very tall, very wide biker glaring at me. Backing up, I bumped into the desk opposite a door the giant must have come through.

“I’m… I’m sorry. Jade asked me to come down and tell King that dinner was ready.”

My hands hurt with how hard I clutched the edge of the desk. I glanced at the doorway, wondering if I could slip through it and get away.

The biker took a step left and stood between me and freedom.

Crap! 

“You’re Willow’s granddaughter.”

It wasn’t a question, and I noticed he was the first person in this club that called my grandmother by her name.

“Y-yes.”

He tilted his head in amusement, smirking, as he asked, “Are you afraid of me?”

Breathing deeply, I stood up straight.

Face your fears head on, right?

“Yes.”

So much for courage.

“You’re not in any danger here. Willow is family. That makes you family as well. Come on, let’s go round up the rest and get dinner started.”

He stepped aside and waved his hand at the doorway.

I quickly stepped past him and did my best not to run down the hallway. I moved fast enough to get away from the man I assumed was King.

Forgetting where I was going, I walked past the kitchen, entering the common area and stared at close to two dozen hot bikers. Suddenly, I felt like I was dinner with the way these guys were looking at me. I recognized a few I had already met, however the number of men I didn’t recognize had me backing out of the room until I backed into a wall.

Without warning, that wall placed two powerful hands on my shoulders and held me in place.

I froze when I heard King’s voice behind me.

“Men, this is Beck. She’s Willow’s granddaughter, and that makes her family. You will treat her with respect, or you’ll answer to me. Head into the kitchen and grab your food while it’s hot.”

I glanced up at King and he winked at me.

“I told you. You’re safe here.”

“Th-thank you.”

“Hey, Prez, you can let her go now.”

My body tensed when I heard Blade’s words.

“I could. Seems she’s still a little nervous, though.”

“I-I’m good. I probably need to go help in the kitchen.” 

My gaze switched between Blade and King. It felt like a standoff between the two men, me in the middle.

“I should go.” I tried to walk away, but King held me in place.

“Prez.”

Did Blade just growl?

Again?

“Watch your tone, brother. I suggest you head into the kitchen before those guys eat everything and there’s nothing left.”

“I’m not hungry.”

“Brother,” King sighed. “I know I said, ‘I suggest’, but you’ve been here long enough to know I don’t make suggestions.”

I wasn’t even sure they realized I was still standing here.

The two men glared at each other, and I felt anything but safe.

“I really need to go help the girls.”

Blade looked down at me and I realized this was the first time I had really seen him. There was something in his chocolate eyes that I couldn’t quite place. Something familiar. It was gone as quickly as it appeared. His eyes were now hard as he looked from my face to King’s hands still on my shoulders.

His brothers started walking out of the kitchen with their food, heading for the tables scattered around the room.

Blade grunted, turned and stalked out, slamming the front door.

I stepped away from King and turned with my hands on my hips and glared at him.

Apparently, I’d found my courage.

“Was that really necessary?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

He took a step toward me. “He needed to be reminded that I am the motherfucking King of this castle, and if I decide I want to touch you, he doesn’t get a say in that.”

“Do I get a say?” I asked, crossing my arms over my chest.

Smirking, he looked me over from head to toe before he said, “You do.”

I turned and looked at the front door, as if Blade still stood there listening. Letting out a deep sigh, I remained there, not knowing how to walk away.

“Hey, Prez, mind if I steal Beck away? The girls in the kitchen are wondering where she is.”

Thank you, Jack!

Here was my chance to get away.

“I should get back and help them clean up.”

King grabbed me lightly as I walked away from him.

“Remember what I said.”

I just nodded. Though, I wasn’t entirely sure what he meant. My brief collection of courage had dissipated as quickly as it appeared.
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With our plates full, Jack and I headed to a table to sit and eat with the others. Rachel, Cash, and three men I hadn’t met yet occupied the table we chose.

“Beck, this is Romeo, Ace, and Big Ben,” Jack said, quickly pointing at each man sitting at the table.

Romeo was a handsome man, almost too handsome. With his dark hair, bright blue eyes, and clean-cut face, he resembled a GQ model. He looked almost out of place, like he should be in a three-piece suit rather than a leather cut.

Ace was rugged, with his dark hair and full dark beard combined with the way his T-shirt hugged his shoulders. He reminded me more of a lumberjack than a biker.

Then there was Big Ben. There was no question how this giant got his name. I couldn’t tell exactly how tall he was due to him sitting in a chair, but if his shoulders were any indication, he was well over six feet. His dirty blond hair and quiet gray eyes didn’t make him any less intimidating as he sat there looking at me.

“Well hello, gorgeous!” Romeo stood, reaching his hand out.

I tentatively grasped his hand just as I heard Rachel yell. “NO!”

Swiftly pulling my hand back, I looked at her with concern.

“What the fuck do you mean, no? I’m just saying hello.” Romeo looked me over as he questioned Rachel.

“No, Romeo. You can say ‘hello’ without touching. Just touching you is a risk of getting an STD.” Rachel said hello with air quotes and a touch of what sounded like disgust. “Beck is my friend, and she is off-limits!”

“Jack was touching her!” Romeo cried in outrage.

“She is off-limits to you!” Rachel pointed at his chest.

Romeo huffed back in his chair. Everyone but him and Rachel laughed to themselves, as I still stood there not understanding what exactly just happened.

“Beck,” Jack pulled my attention back to him. “Ignore them. Romeo got his name for a reason, and Rach is just looking out for you.”

“Cause he’s a man whore,” Rachel scoffed.

Rachel and Romeo just glared at each other.

I nodded to Jack as we finally took our seats.

“So, Beck, how are you liking our little town?”

This was a question from Ace, the lumberjack.

“I actually grew up here. Rachel and I graduated high school together.”

Romeo sat forward again, “Then you went to school— OW!” Romeo looked over at Cash and I noticed the barest shake of his head.

“What the fuck, man?” Romeo glared at Cash.

“Yes, Beck went to DC high,” Jack answered for me. 

I looked back and forth between Romeo and Cash, seeing rather than hearing a conversation between the two.

The table got quiet as we ate our dinner. Then suddenly, the front door crashed open, and a girl flew through the room, headed for the kitchen.

“Did I miss it? Is it all gone?”

She couldn’t be over nineteen or twenty and was a blur of golden hair as she ran through the main room to the kitchen. Moments later, she hurried back with a plate full of food and charged right to our table. 

“One of you better move or I’ll sit on your lap. Romeo will enjoy it, and Ben will die of embarrassment, and you, Ace, are just gross.”

Ace stood and quickly grabbed another chair, placing it between him and Ben. “Do Mom and Dad know you’re here without them?”

“Of course they do. They know I come here every time Grams is making dinner. They would be here as well, but they were having dinner with the Michaelsons. Oh, hi. I’m Lily.”

The girl leaned over with her hand stretched out.

I reached out and shook her hand, questioning her, “Are you Ace’s sister?”

“Not biologically, but yes. Our parents were best friends, so Ace became the brother I never wanted,” she teased as she bumped his shoulder. Lily looked over at Ben. “Hi, Ben.”

Ben glanced over and nodded his head. The man hadn’t said a word since I sat down.

“Hey, Ben.” Crystal, the red-headed club girl from the kitchen, slid onto Ben’s lap. He looked uncomfortable, but didn’t push her off. She wrapped one arm around his neck and with her other hand swirled her finger on his chest.

“Want some company tonight?”

Ben looked over at Lily.

That was interesting, and before he could reply, Lily spoke up.

“No one wants your company,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“Lily,” Ace admonished.

“What? I’m just saying what everyone is thinking.”

“No one asked for your opinion, bitch.”

“Crystal, don’t start.” Rachel had now gotten involved in this turn of events as I sat there and watched everything unfold.

Until now, I hadn’t seen Crystal act this way toward Rachel, myself, or the other club girls, and I wondered what was different about Lily.

“Rachel, she started it by jumping into a conversation that didn’t include her.”

Lily stood suddenly and turned toward Crystal just as Ace grabbed her by the middle and moved her to the opposite side, so she was now between him and Romeo, just as Ben stood up and ushered Crystal away.

Lily slammed herself down into the chair.

Seeing the defeat on Lily’s face as she watched them walk away was heartbreaking. Rachel must have seen it too, because she tried to bring her spirits up. “Lily, I’m inviting Beck to have brunch with us tomorrow. Our circle is growing.”

Lily immediately grinned. “Really? Yay! You are going to have so much fun. Grace is meeting us there as well.”

“What circle? What brunch?” Jack asked.

“Never you mind. This is girls only.”

“Will Samantha be there?” Jack inquired with a hopeful expression.

Rachel looked around me and pointed at Jack. “It doesn’t matter because you won’t be there.”

“CHURCH! TEN MINUTES!”

I looked over and saw King standing by a set of double doors with his eyes on me. Every guy in the room started getting up and cleaning up their meal.

I stood quickly and started gathering dishes.

Jack placed his hand on my lower back as he said, “Beck, church should be about an hour. Then we’ll all be back out and the party will start.”

I lifted my hand to his arm to let him know I would be fine just as the door opened and I heard Jack whisper, “Fuck.”

I turned my head just as Blade walked by with his eyes pinned to where I had my hand on Jack’s arm.

He growled again.


Chapter Seven

Blade

I waited just inside the door for Jack to enter. I trusted this asshole completely. That was my mistake. It was bad enough seeing King’s hands on Becca, but seeing her hand on Jack’s arm made me what to rip his arm from his body and beat him with it.

He was the last one to enter, and once the door was closed, I had him up against the wall with my arm at his throat.

“What the fuck?” My anger was palpable as I waited for his answer.

“You better take your damn hands off me before I forget you’re my fucking brother.”

“You had your hands on her. I asked you to be her friend. Not put your hands on her.”

Jack shoved me off him as Gunner, the club enforcer, stepped between us. He was a big son of a bitch, and we all knew not to test him.

“I leaned over to talk to her. It was habit, not a move.”

“Is it a habit that she had her hand on your arm?”

“You would have to ask her. It was a half a second before you walked in.”

“Alright, you two, enough. Let’s get started.” King took his place at the head of the table.

As I turned to my brothers, I announced, “Beck is off-limits!”

“Are you claiming her?”

I turned to glare at King when he questioned me.

I didn’t know what his game was, but there was something there.

With my teeth clenched tightly, I muttered, “No.”

“Then you don’t get to say she’s off-limits.”

I walked over so I was toe to toe with my president.

“Ace didn’t claim Lily and he made her off-limits.”

“Are you saying you see Beck as your sister?”

I knew he wouldn’t back down, but there was no way I was claiming Becca as my sister. Despite her being my best friend when we were growing up, I had never seen her as a sister.

He knew he had me cornered.

“You know I’m not.”

“Then I repeat, you do not get to say she is off-limits.”

I narrowed my eyes for half a second before I turned and took my seat at the table.

“In case anyone has forgotten,” King said in my direction, “I already declared her off-limits as Willow’s granddaughter.” 

King banged his gavel as he did every time we started church.

I sat in my seat, stewing. I acknowledged I misdirected my anger at Jack, but I never could keep my head in check when Beck was involved. The meeting went on without my attention until someone kicked my foot.

I looked up to find King glaring at me.

“What?”

“You want to contribute to the meeting, Road Captain?”

I realized now we were coming to the end of the meeting.

King chose me for the job of Road Captain when we settled into Diamond Creek because I knew the roads. Growing up here, I knew the area like the back of my hand. Which made me the logical choice for setting up the runs.

I went over the information for the upcoming run, and when I finished, King closed the meeting the same way he opened it, with a bang of his gavel.

We all shuffled out of church, and I heard one of my brothers yell, “Let’s get this party started!”

I made my way to the bar, and a prospect had a beer waiting for me when I sat down.

It didn’t take long for people to show up. We opened the doors once a month to the outside. Men and women from town were welcome to party with us. Giving the brothers a chance at new pussy and the club girls a break from us, not that they ever asked for one.

I sat nursing my beer, watching Beck in the mirror behind the bar, making sure none of my brothers got any ideas in their heads.

“Hey, Blade, how’s it going?”

I looked over at the man standing beside me. 

Ryder Thomas. We were friends growing up. Now he was just one more person from town that didn’t recognize me. One more person who didn’t know I was alive.

“Hey, Ryder, no kids tonight?”

He leaned back, his elbows against the bar as he looked out over the room.

“Nope, my parents take the girls every now and again to give me a night off.”

Suddenly, he stood up.

“Beck?”

I turned toward his line of sight and saw her rushing over.

Shit.

“Ryder? Oh my God!” she squealed, launching herself at him as she hugged him tight, and he spun her around.

I wondered if I would get the same response if she knew who I really was?

“Beck, when did you get back?”

“A few days ago. I came home to help Grams with the house. How are you? Are you still with Tammi? How are your parents?”

“Mom and Dad are good, retired. I took over the bookstore. Tammi and I got married and have two little girls. Chrissy is five and Tabitha is three.”

Ryder was now facing the bar, and I could see him look over at me through the mirror. Not sure what that was about.

“Is Tammi here? Or is she home with the girls?”

“Actually”—Ryder looked away briefly—“Tammi left me two years ago.”

“What? I thought for sure you two would be together forever.”

“Yea, me too. She, however, decided she didn’t want to be a wife and mother anymore. We got divorced, and she left town.”

“She left the kids? Well, I can now tell you I never really liked her, anyway.”

I knew that was the truth.

Beck hated Tammi. Ryder and she must have gotten together sometime between when I ‘died’ and Beck left town. I was sure Beck hated that. She always thought Rachel and Ryder would get together. By the time I came back, Ryder and Tammi were married, and once Cash got a look at Rachel, she was his.

“How are you doing being back in town, Beck?”

“So far, I’m doing good. I’ve stayed pretty close to home, though. Only been to the diner and the grocery store.”

“You need to come to the bookstore. I would love for you to meet my girls.”

“I would love that!”

“Hey, remember that time you, me, Rachel, and Micah broke into the store at night?” Ryder asked.

Hearing my name had me looking up at the mirror again at two of the three people who meant the world to me growing up. We were always together, getting into trouble.

“Of course I do. We went in there to look at the Joy of Sex, and when we got in, you two wouldn’t let Rachel and I see anything. You said we were too young.”

I couldn’t see her face, but I could hear it in her voice.

Did I just imagine that she purposely didn’t say my name?

Was I an asshole for hoping it was too painful for her?

Was I also an asshole for wanting her to still be missing me?

“You were too young,” Ryder countered, shrugging his shoulder.

“We were all the same age.” Beck smacked him in the chest. She was getting irritated with him just like when we were kids. Ryder had a way of bringing out her frustrated side. Beck never got angry with anyone, really, except her mom.

“Nope, Micah and I were fourteen, you and Rachel were still technically thirteen.”

“You had just turned fourteen. He was the oldest. Rach and I were only a few weeks behind.”

She did it again.

I didn’t realize until now how much I wanted to hear her say my name. I needed to hear her say my name.

Ryder looked at me in the mirror again. 

I knew that look.

He looked back at Beck.

“Have dinner with me.”

Sitting up straight, I saw him smirk. Did he really just ask my girl on a fucking date? What the hell was he thinking? Sure, he didn’t know she was my girl, but he also didn’t know she didn’t belong to anyone here. He had to know he was playing a game he couldn’t win.

“I would love to have dinner with you. Maybe one day this week I can come by and meet the girls, and we can get some pizza and catch up?” Beck answered excitedly.

“That would be great.”

I couldn’t take it anymore.

I backed off my stool to head outside. As I passed by him, I shoved my shoulder into his, making him stumble.

Too bad he didn’t go down. Next time I would do it harder.

“Blade, what the heck?”

I didn’t turn to look, as I just kept going when I heard Ryder laugh.

“It’s ok, Beck, everything’s good.”

Everything was not good, fucker. 

I stepped out into the lot and had a smoke. I knew I should quit, but screw that. There were two choices: smoke or down a bottle of Jack. This way I could keep my head, and that would keep me from putting Ryder in the ground.

“What the heck was that for?” Becca slammed out the front door, confronting me.

“Go back inside.”

“I will not. Do you treat all your guests like crap? I thought that was just for me.”

“You don’t know what you’re talkin’ about.”

“That was uncalled for. You didn’t need to shove him. He grew up in this town, just like me and Rach. He doesn’t deserve to be treated like that.”

I took a deep drag from my cigarette and let it out slowly. I came out here so I wouldn’t do something stupid, and she followed me to rip me a new asshole. She had never talked to me like this.

I had to remind myself she didn’t know who she was talkin’ to.

“You need to go inside and apologize.” 

She was fuckin’ adorable, standing there with her hands on her hips. I smiled around the cigarette hanging between my lips and waited. I knew there was more coming.

“Well?”

“Well, what?”

She couldn’t honestly think I was going to say I was sorry.

“Do you not have any manners at all?”

“Nope.”

She stood there shaking her head when the front door opened and Ryder stepped out, helping Grams down the few steps.

“Grams, are you ok?” Becca rushed over to her grandmother.

“I am fine, dear. I wanted to make it an early night and head home. Ryder offered to walk.”

“You know the rules. Once you leave, you can’t come back.”

“Are you kidding me?” Becca spun around so fast, it surprised me she didn’t get dizzy and fall on her ass. “He is going to walk my grandmother across the street, and you say he can’t come back? He isn’t really leaving.”

“Rules are rules. Once you walk through that gate, you’re done for the night.”

“Fine. Ryder, you can stay. I will head home with Grams.”

Ryder looked at me as I pulled out my phone to text Jack. He needed to get his ass out here now.

“Beck, it’s ok, I know the rules and I’m fine with it. You go back in and have fun with Rachel. This is your first biker party, not mine.”

“No, I will not be the reason you can’t come back.”

Jack stepped outside. Seeing what I could imagine to him looked like a Mexican standoff between Becca and me with the way she was glaring at me.

“Everything ok out here?”

“No, Jack, it is not ok. Grams wanted to go home, so Ryder, being the gentleman that he is, offered to walk her home, and this imbecile is telling him he can’t come back in if he leaves. So instead, I am going to go home with Grams.”

That had my eyes rolling so far back in my head I didn’t think they would ever come back down.

“How about I walk Grams home and you can both stay?”

Jack walked over and put his arm out like he was a fucking butler. Grams took his arm and smiled up at him as they headed for the gate. 

“Thank you, Jack, but I am going as well. I suddenly don’t feel like partying.” Becca gave me one last glare before walking through the gate with Jack and Grams.

“You always were a dipshit.”

I spun around toward Ryder. “What the fuck did you say?”

“You heard me. When are you going to tell her?”

“Tell who what?”

Ryder shook his head and glared at me.

“Did you really think I wouldn’t know? Did you really think I wouldn’t recognize my goddamned best friend?”

I stared at him. He knew?

“What are you talking about?”

“Fuck you, Micah!” Ryder turned on his heels and walked to his car.

“How long have you known?”

He turned back around and let out a long sigh.

“Since you came back to town.”

“I’ve been back for five years. Why didn’t you say anything?”

“Why didn’t you? I figured you had a reason. We all knew your dad was shady as fuck. When we thought you were gone, the whole town mourned. No one like her though. She almost didn’t survive it.”

I looked down at my boots, not wanting to see the hurt on his face.

“I can’t tell her.”

“You can’t not tell her. Eventually, she’s gonna figure it out. She won’t survive losing you again.”

“Everyone keeps saying that. She’s stronger than you all give her credit for. She always has been.”

“You weren’t here, Micah. You didn’t see her. Tell her. Soon. It needs to come from you.”

With that said, Ryder moved to get in his car.

“Hey, Ry.”

He looked over the hood of his car at me. 

“I’m sorry, man. Leaving wasn’t my choice, or how we left.”

“I know. But coming back was. Hiding who you were was your choice. The wrong fucking choice.” He slid behind the wheel, started it up, and drove out before I could say anything more.


Chapter Eight

Beck

I hated mornings. I always had. Why anyone wanted to be up at the crack of dawn when they could sleep was beyond me. Ok, so it wasn’t exactly the crack of dawn, but nine o’clock was still early.

I regretted telling the girls I would meet them for brunch.

I wanted to stay in bed and hide under my covers for the rest of the day. 

So much had happened over the last two days. My life felt like a whirlwind. The emotions I had felt over the last forty-eight hours had me exhausted.

But I was a woman of my word. I had two hours before I needed to be at The Diner. That gave me about twenty-five more minutes to lie here debating my life choices before I had to get in the shower.

Eventually, I got myself ready and headed downstairs to check on Grams before I headed out. I found her sitting at the kitchen table with a cup of tea.

“Grams, how are you feeling this morning?”

“I am fine, dear.”

“You are not fine. You couldn’t go grocery shopping yesterday because you were tired out, and then you left the party just as it was getting started. From what Jingles told me the other day, you are the life of those parties.”

I watched my grandmother smirk. There was something she wasn’t telling me, and I needed to understand it. Sitting down at the table with her, I waited for her to respond.

“Darling, I am not as young as I used to be. I get a little more tired than I used to. And I wanted to leave you at the party so you could get to know everyone without you feeling like your grandmother was hovering over you. If you had wanted to stay with someone for the night, I didn’t want my presence to put a damper on it.”

“Grams, I had no plans to stay the night anywhere but here. Alone.”

“Well, yes, I gathered that when I came outside to find you and Blade arguing. Beck, honey, why can’t you give the boy a chance?”

I looked at her incredulously.

A chance?

At what?

“Grams, I have tried to be nice. The guy is a jerk. Every interaction I have had with him it is like he’s trying to make me mad. I honestly don’t know what his issue is. I have literally known him for two and a half days and every time he has said something to make me angry. And the growling. What the heck is with the growling?”

Grams stood and put her cup in the sink. “Just try to cut him some slack, ok? You never know what someone else might be going through.” 

She left the kitchen, and I felt chastised for being a bully.

Seriously?
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Sometime later, I walked through the door of The Diner. I saw the girls sitting in a booth in the far corner. As I walked past the counter, I noticed two men with cuts sitting there. The girls explained yesterday they are called cuts, not vests. It had something to do with the arms being cut off what was originally a jacket or something.

Jack and Blade sat there with their backs to me. For about a half a second, I considered stopping to ask if he was following me. Then I remembered Grams’ words, and I continued past them to go sit with the girls.

When I got to the table, I saw Rachel, Lily and another girl sitting together. I slid into the booth next to Rachel and said hello.

“Beck, I am so glad you’re here. You remember Lily, I’m sure, and this is Grace. She is around our age and moved to town about two years ago.”

“Hi, Lily. Hi, Grace, nice to meet you.”

“Rachel said you grew up here with her?” Grace asked, and then took a sip of her mimosa.

“I did. We were friends throughout school.”

“Hey,” Rachel protested playfully as she bumped my shoulder. “We’re still friends. You just took a long vacation.”

“A vacation? I wish.”

Despite the memory of why I left, I still couldn’t help but smile at Rachel. Looking over Lily’s shoulder, I noticed Blade staring at me.

“I don’t want to sound paranoid, but are they here because we are here?”

I knew I was bringing attention to myself, but there was just something that felt off about those two sitting there. Especially since Blade couldn’t seem to help himself from looking over here.

“Unfortunately, yes.”

I looked over at Rachel.

“Seriously?”

“Well, me specifically and possibly Lily. Cash doesn’t like me to be out and about without someone with me. I’m sure Jack volunteered, hoping Samantha would be here, and she should be here soon. Blade and he are tight, so usually where one goes, the other follows.”

“Wait, you can’t go anywhere without someone watching you? Isn’t that a huge red flag? That seems like controlling behavior.”

Lily started laughing and I couldn’t imagine what she found so funny.

Grace spoke up next, “You’re new to the club, aren’t you?”

“What does that have to do with it?”

“These guys are cavemen. They are possessive and protective. But it isn’t about control. It’s about safety. I work at the bar across town and every night there is at least one brother sitting at the bar drinking soda. Usually it’s Johnny the prospect.”

Lily turned to Grace.

“Wait, you too? What have you not told me? Who wants you?”

Grace laughed at her friend.

“No one wants me. Johnny said King wanted someone there watching out for me because I am friends with you and Rachel. I imagine Beck will have her own tail before long.”

“Oh heck, no, I won’t.”

Just then, Samantha rushed through the door and crashed into our booth next to Lily. “Sorry I’m late, had some stuff at home I had to work out. So, what are we talking about?”

“Beck just found out why tweedle dee and tweedle dumb are sitting at the counter,” Rachel remarked as she pointed to Jack and Blade.

“Honestly, what do they think is going to happen? Nothing ever happens here.” Samantha slipped off her coat as she motioned for the server to bring the menus and a couple more mimosas.

“Just be glad you don’t have someone following you around,” Lily said, looking at Samantha.

“Oh, believe me, they tried. Those prospects are easy to lose when you live outside of town.” Samantha giggled as she looked over her menu.

I’m guessing since she worked here, she wasn’t really reading it, she probably had it memorized.

“How do you not see this is a problem?” I asked. If I caught anyone trying to follow me around town, then I would file a restraining order against the whole flippin’ MC.

Rachel continued on, “It isn’t a big deal. They try not to be intrusive. They don’t follow us in stores or anything, mostly.”

She tipped her head toward the two sitting at the counter.

“They just hang around in the background to make sure we’re safe. It’s actually quite sweet.”

“I don’t find it sweet at all,” I replied as I saw someone headed toward our table. When I looked up, Jack stood there.

“Good morning, ladies. How is everyone today? Sammy, you are as beautiful as ever.”

Samantha glared up at Jack.

“How many times have I told you not to call me Sammy?”

“You love it, babe.”

Samantha rolled her eyes and ignored him.

Looking up at him, I asked, “Jack, why are you here? I remembered last night you were specifically told this was girls only.”

Grinning, I waited to see if he would tell me the truth.

Jack pulled his gaze from Samantha and smiled at me. “I volunteered.”

“Told you.” Rachel smirked.

“Volunteered for what?” I questioned.

“To watch over you ladies.” Jack grinned at me like I should have already known what he meant.

I was about to go off when Jack added, “Ladies, it’s been a pleasure, just wanted to say hi and let you all know you can drink as much as you want without worry. Blade and I are right over there if you need anything.”

I looked over toward the counter and saw Blade looking at me over his shoulder. He glared at me the same way he did in the clubhouse when he went toe to toe with King. All at once, I realized the club was not something I wanted to be a part of. I would have to talk with Grams about pulling back on her Saturday night dinners.

Jack walked away as I turned toward the girls.

I was here to reconnect with Rach and get to know the others. It would be good to have friends again. People I could talk to and count on.

I looked up when I heard the bell over the door chime and saw Grant walk in. The moment he noticed me, a big smile spread across his face as he strolled in our direction.

I couldn’t stop myself from glancing over at Blade. As I suspected, he was glaring at Grant. He was no longer looking over his shoulder, though. He had completely turned around on his stool.

The girls stopped talking once they saw Grant standing before our table.

“Ladies, good morning. What a treat to see so many beautiful women in one place.”

I noticed Samantha rolled her eyes and turned toward Lily.

“Hello, Grant.” I smiled up at him.

The man was handsome.

I mean, he wasn’t anywhere near as sexy as Blade.

Wait, no.

Blade wasn’t sexy. He was arrogant. Bossy. He was just plain mean. He wasn’t sexy. Nor was he hot. He wasn’t someone I would ever consider.

I snuck a peek over to where he was sitting, and he still stared over here. Not stared, glared. Why was he always glaring at me? Just once, I would like to see him smile at me.

Oh, wait, he did smile once, in Grams’ kitchen when I stood there practically naked.

The jerk.

“So, Grant, what brings you in today?”

Seriously? Food, Beck, food brought him in here. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure that out.

I blamed Blade.

Yes, I could blame him for everything.

“Well, I was just picking up an order. I am really glad I bumped into you, though. How about dinner on Friday night? Yesterday we talked about catching up. So how about it?”

I glanced at Blade one last time before answering.

“You know, that sounds great,” I replied as I looked up at Grant and his beautiful smile. The man always smiled at me. Grant didn’t glare. He didn’t growl. He was easy on the eyes. Too bad I didn’t feel a gosh darn thing about him, though. But it would be nice to catch up.

“Perfect, I’ll pick you up at six. I have to run. You ladies have a wonderful day.”

I watched Grant as he walked over to the counter, grabbed his food, and headed for the door. He turned back just as he opened it. “I’ll see you on Friday for dinner, Beck.”

Waving goodbye to Grant, I looked over at Blade and winked.

I saw his lips thin.

Silently, I dared him to say something.

He had no right, and he knew it.

“Beck.” I turned toward Rachel. “What are you doing?”

“What do you mean?”

Did she see me wink at Blade?

“Girl, you are playing with fire. Why would you make a date with Grant? You don’t even like him.”

“That isn’t true. I like Grant just fine. And it isn’t a date. We are just catching up.”

I noticed Lily, Grace, and Samantha all look at me with their mouths open.

“What?”

“She doesn’t know, does she?” Lily asked Rachel.

“Know what?” I asked.

“She hasn’t got a clue,” Rachel said as she shook her head.

“What are you talking about?” I glanced from one to the other, waiting for an answer.

Grace was the one who filled me in.

“Beck, I just met you, but I have known the guys in the club for almost two years now. Blade hates Grant. And vice versa. You just made a date with Grant, and he made sure Blade knew it. You are so screwed.” Grace was on the verge of laughter as she said that last part.

“Why do I care who Blade likes or doesn’t like? He has no bearing on my choices.” I picked up my mimosa and took a sip, wishing it were something stronger.

This time, it was Samantha who spoke up. “Beck, you belong to Blade…”

I immediately choked on my drink, spitting orange juice everywhere.

“I’m sorry. What did you say?”

She opened her mouth to repeat herself and I interrupted before she had the chance. “I don’t belong to anyone. What the heck?”

“Listen, there are certain rules in the MC,” Rachel started.

“Rachel, I am not part of the MC, nor do I want to be.”

“Beck—”

“No, Rachel. No.”

“Ok, let’s just talk about something else.” Samantha must be the peacemaker of the group.

“Listen, Blade doesn’t even like me. He has never said a kind word to me. All he does is growl and grunt.”

I watched as each of these women rolled their lips between their teeth. It was at that moment a light bulb went off. I looked over at where Blade and Jack were sitting. Jack was talking to Blade with their heads bent together, and Blade stared right at me.

I turned back to the girls.

“No.” I stood, grabbed my things and threw some money on the table. I looked over at them one more time and repeated, “No,” before walking to the front door.

This time, I glared right back at Blade as I walked by.

“No,” I said, as he lifted an eyebrow, questioning me.

No was a complete sentence, and that was all he would get from me as I walked out the door, got in my car, and headed home.


Chapter Nine

Beck

I’d avoided everyone from the club for the last few days, even Rachel. She had reached out a few times, but I just needed time to wrap my head around everything Rach and the girls told me at brunch.

Grams had asked me repeatedly what was wrong, and I just couldn’t bring myself to tell her what was going on in my head. She clearly didn’t understand the ins and outs of the MC she had befriended.

That had to be it.

I couldn’t see her sticking around where men treated women like property. She dealt with that enough back in the day.

Ok, maybe she didn’t know. 

Maybe I should enlighten her.

Heading downstairs, I found Grams in her favorite spot. She once told me my grandfather bought her that rocking chair as a ‘just because’ gift. From that day on, she said it was her second favorite place to be. Her favorite being lying on my grandfather’s chest. With him gone, she said this was where she felt him the most.

“Hey, Grams, do you have a minute?”

“Of course, sweetheart. What’s on your mind?”

“I had brunch with the girls associated with the club last weekend and some of the things they said concerned me. I have to believe that you don’t really understand what they are like, because you would never be okay with the way they treat their women.”

Sighing, I got it all out.

“This again, Beck?”

“Yes, Grams, this again. And again. And again. And again, until I get you to understand what is going on over there.”

“What do you think is going on over there?”

“Grams, the men control their every move. Most of the women aren’t even with a guy in the club.”

Grams narrowed her eyes at me and asked, “Define controlled.”

“Everywhere they go, someone follows them. Grace isn’t even seeing anyone or related to anyone in the club, but someone sits at the bar every night she works at and watches over her. And Samantha, she lives out of town and has to drive around to lose whoever is following her just to get away.”

I sat there waiting for her to process what I said, expecting her to get angry. I realized quickly I would be waiting a while as she laughed.

“Grams, this is serious!” I sighed, frustrated that she didn’t understand what I was saying.

“Beck, I have known these men for five years. I have cooked for and had dinner with them every Saturday night for the last four, and Blade has been helping take care of me at least that long. I think I know them better than you do.”

“But, Grams, the girls—”

Grams stood up from her chair and glared at me. “The girls what? Did the girls complain?”

“Well, no, but—”

“Did the girls ask for help? Have they said they asked them to stop?”

“No.” I sat there looking at my shoes. I couldn’t remember the last time I saw Grams this upset with me.

“Rebecca Lynn Washington.”

Uh oh, she full named me.

She wasn’t happy.

I looked up at her under my lashes and waited.

“Those girls all knew what they were getting into when they got involved in the club. Someone in that club loves each one of those girls.”

“But, Grams, they aren’t—”

Pointing her finger at my face, I closed my mouth and waited.

“Those girls may not know it, but they are all loved by a man in that club. Those men will do whatever they have to in order to keep them safe, and I have never heard one of them complain even remotely seriously. They love it.”

Sighing, I tucked my tail between my legs and turned to go, stopping when I heard the last words Grams said before she left the room.

“Girl, you better get used to it. Your time’s coming.”

With that bomb dropped on me, she headed to the kitchen.

I stood there speechless, too afraid to ask what she meant.
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As I left the house, Grams’ words floated around inside my head. What could she possibly have meant by that?

‘Girl, you better get used to it! Your time’s coming.’

My time for what?

Lost in my thoughts, I didn’t even realize I was walking toward The Book Store. I swore this town had the most uncreative names: The Book Store, The Diner, Manny’s Supermarket.

Not a pun in sight.

As I stepped into The Book Store, it was like being thrown back in time. While the store looked different, most likely because of Ryder taking over, there were just so many memories that swirled around me.

“Hey, Rach, look at this!” Rachel and I were in the romance section looking over the covers, commonly referred to as ‘bodice rippers’. Fabio was on almost every cover with his long blond hair blowing in the wind.

This was the only chance we had to look at them, knowing Mr. Thomas would never sell one to us and the library would only let adults borrow them. We had to take the opportunity when we had it.

“Oh my God, Beck, this one sounds so hot. Maybe we can get Ryder to sneak it out to us and slip it back in when we’re done.”

“Hell no,” Ryder declared, coming up behind us.

Micah looked over my shoulder, trying to read the back of the book.

Taking it from my hand, he turned it around and looked at the front.

“Becca, you don’t need to read that shit. I can show you anything you want to learn,” Micah boasted, wiggling his eyebrows up and down.

I smacked his chest with the back of my hand, telling him, “In your dreams, buddy.”

We all jumped when Ryder’s dad caught us by surprise.

“What are you kids doing?” he asked, taking the book from Micah. He looked at the cover and gave him a look that said, ‘not a chance, young man.’

“Hi, Mr. Thomas, we were just looking around.”

“Well, maybe you kids should look around in the young adult section and leave the adult books to the adults.”

We all headed over to the ‘appropriate’ section.

Little did Mr. Thomas know Ryder let us in after hours to look at all the adult books we wanted.

Lost in my memories, I didn’t notice the two little girls until they crashed into me.

“Woah, hello there.” I looked down at two of the cutest little girls I had ever seen and knew right away they must be Ryder’s girls.

“Who are you?” the older girl, Chrissy, I assumed, asked abruptly.

“My name is Beck. I’m a friend of your dad’s. You must be Chrissy.” Looking at her little sister, I said, “and you must be Tabitha.”

Both girls looked up at me with wide eyes.

“You know who we are?”

“Yup, your dad told me all about you.”

“Are you his girlfriend?”

“No, Beck is not my girlfriend.”

I looked up and saw Ryder walking toward us.

“Hey, Beck, glad you came in.”

He kissed my cheek, and the girls giggled.

“Alright, you two, head over to the couch and we can get started on that book in just a minute.”

“A real minute, or a dad minute?”

I tried to hide my smile at the sass. Chrissy was definitely Ryder’s daughter.

“I just have to finish up a couple of things, then we can read.”

“I can read to them if you have something you need to do.”

“Daddy, you go do your work. Beck will read to us.” Each girl grabbed a hand and started dragging me to the couch.

“Beck, you don’t have to.”

“I don’t mind, really. Go do what you need to. We’ll be right here.”

“If you’re sure?”

“Daddy, she already said it like twenty times. She’s sure.”

I looked at Ryder with a grin. “Go on, we’ll be fine.”

Ryder moved toward the back of the store while the girls and I snuggled into the couch to read a book. I had a girl sitting on either side, huddled into me. We were a few pages into the book when the bell over the door jingled.

“Who the fuck are you?”

The girls and I jumped at the angry voice.

“Avery!” Chrissy said.

Tabitha jumped from the couch before I could grab her as she ran to the woman.

“Well? Who the fuck are you, and what are you doing with my girls?”

I stood up as Chrissy replied, “This is Beck, she’s Daddy’s friend. And you said a bad word, Avery. Twice.”

She held up two fingers toward the girl.

I looked at the woman, or should I say, girl. She looked about Lily’s age. She was pretty, but she certainly wasn’t Tammi.

“Your girls? You don’t look like Tammi.”

She picked up Tabitha and set her on her hip. Motioning for Chrissy to come to her as the girl walked over.

“We don’t say that name here. She lost the right to these girls when she walked out on them. So, I ask again, who are you?”

“Calm down, Avery, Beck is a friend. She’s not trying to steal your girls from you.” Ryder walked in like nothing happened. Like this girl hadn’t just walked in and dropped the f-bomb in front of his children twice.

“Beck, this is Avery. The girls’ nanny. Avery, this is Beck. We grew up together. Beck also knew Tammi, and never liked her, if that helps.”

“It does.” Avery smiled and stepped forward with her hand out. “Sorry, I get a little overprotective when it involves my girls.”

I shook her hand and replied, “I can forgive you for looking out for these two.”

“Avery, do you think you and the girls could hang out here and mind the store? I have somewhere I want to take Beck. When we get back, we can head out and get some pizza.”

Avery looked between Ryder and me.

“Uh, sure.” She gathered the girls, and I felt like she wanted to take back that smile and apology she gave me just a few minutes ago.

Don’t worry, dear Avery, I’m not after your girls or their dad.

Avery took the girls back to the couch while Ryder took my hand and headed for the door.

I looked back at Avery and, though she was busy with the girls, she looked over her shoulder at Ryder and me.

I wished I could put her mind at ease.
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“So, where are we headed?” Ryder still hadn’t let go of my hand.

“We’re going for a walk.”

He lifted my hand and kissed the back of it.

When he noticed my eyes widen, he laughed. “Don’t worry, there’s a reason I’m not letting go of your hand, and it isn’t what you think.”

I walked along, not really paying attention to where we were going, as my thoughts turned to Ryder and Avery.

Avery was clearly interested in Ryder. Why wouldn’t she be? Ryder was a hot single dad. He was literally what romance books wrote about.

I was curious how old Avery was, and how long she had been taking care of the girls. She had some pretty powerful feelings about Tammi, so she must have known her. Ryder said she had been gone for two years, so I imagined Avery had been around at least that long. She looked about Lily’s age. Lily was nineteen, so Avery might have watched the girls at seventeen. Maybe earlier than that.

Was Avery the reason Ryder and Tammi split?

No, I knew Ryder better than that. Avery would have been underage. Then again, I have been gone eight years. People changed over the years.

Lord knew I had.

When I looked up at Ryder to ask him about Avery, I saw where we were.

“No,” I whispered.

I couldn’t be here.

I couldn’t do this.

Not here, not now.

I wasn’t ready for this.

I wasn’t ready to let go.

I stopped, pulling back on Ryder’s hand.

“Beck.”

“Why did you bring me here? I don’t want to be here.”

“Have you been here at all since the funeral?”

Looking around the cemetery, my eyes burned.

I couldn’t be here. Pulling my hand, I tried to break away from Ryder’s grip. I looked around for my escape when Ryder took my other hand and stood in front of me.

“Beck, it’s been ten years. That night at the clubhouse, it was clear you hadn’t moved forward. You can’t even say his name.”

“I don’t need to say his name,” I snapped. “He’s gone, Ryder. Saying his name won’t bring him back.”

“Avoiding your grief won’t bring him back, either. Where did you get stuck? My guess would be depression. You’re almost there, Beck. Acceptance is the last step. That’s the one that helps you move on.”

“I don’t want to move on. I don’t want to accept it.”

Tears ran down my cheeks as Ryder wrapped me in his arms.

“I can’t, Ry, I’m not ready. I don’t know if I’ll ever be ready.” Crying into his chest, I begged him, “Please don’t make me do this.”

“Ok, Beck, ok. Let’s head back. You can’t ignore it forever, but for today, this is as far as we’ll go.”

With his arm around me, we headed back out of the cemetery.

Once we got to the parking lot, I heard the rumble of a motorcycle. I looked up and saw a lone rider. He was too far away to see who it was, but I had my suspicions.

As he drove away, I heard Ryder mutter, “Asshole.”

I guessed Ryder suspected the same as I did.

“Let’s head back, get the girls and go get some pizza?”

I looked up at my friend and nodded. “Yea.”


Chapter Ten

Blade

Fucking Ryder.

What the hell was he doing taking her to the cemetery? Now that I knew he knew I wasn’t there, I couldn’t help but wonder what game he was playing? Despite being pissed at Ryder, I couldn’t help but speculate what happened at the cemetery.

I didn’t think they’d made it to my grave. They weren’t in there long enough.

I wasn’t there for my funeral. I didn’t know how many people had attended, who they were, or how they felt. 

Visiting my grave was something I did right after I came back. That was a trip. Seeing my name with my birth and death listed below was surreal. Standing in the cemetery in the town where everyone thought I died had a way of making me feel my mortality.

When the club set up here in Diamond Creek, I had come to terms with my previous life. I made peace with my past and to do that I went to see my grave. 

My empty grave.

Grams, Rachel, and Ryder told me that Beck didn’t handle my death well. That’s it. She didn’t handle it well. 

What the fuck did that mean?

Did she cry?

Did she throw herself on the casket?

Was she even there?

Did she still mourn me?

Was I really an asshole for wanting to know how my best friend reacted to my death? Talk about ego. What made it worse was that I wasn’t actually dead, and she didn’t know.

I’d been following her for days since she left the diner.

I couldn’t help it. I kept telling myself I was protecting her. Really, I wanted to know what she was doing, who she was seeing.

She didn’t know I was following her.

Until today.

Today I let her know I was watching.

She didn’t know I knew why she was at the cemetery. She didn’t know I knew anything about her past.

Ryder knew.

Fucking Ryder.

Pulling into the clubhouse, I ignored the prospect at the gate when he waved. He was an ass-kisser. Sure, obedience was important for a prospect, but the club looked for loyalty above all else. Not fucking likability. This pussy thought he needed everyone to like him in order to make it as a brother. 

Clearly, that wasn’t true.

I pissed off my brothers’ right and left, especially lately.

Ever since she had come back.

She wasn’t supposed to fucking come back!

I swung my leg over my bike and headed inside to the bar. Sitting down on the stool, Johnny had a beer waiting for me. Johnny would make a good brother. He did what he was told without question, without whining. That was more than I could say for some of the patched brothers.

“Everything ok, Blade?”

I grunted, looking over at Ghost. He was sitting at the end of the bar. “Your girl sure is a looker.”

“She’s not my girl.”

“So, she’s available then? Good to know.”

“Go near her and I will fucking bury you.”

Ghost just laughed before bringing his beer to his lips.

“Hey, Blade.” My shoulders fell forward as Shotgun slapped my back. “Your girl sure is something.”

“She’s not my girl.”

“Really? So, you wouldn’t mind if I shoot my shot?”

I watched Shotgun as he sat down next to me.

Most people would assume he got his name because he was good with a gun. Nope, the man took his shot with every girl he met and usually got gunned down with rejection every time.

“Did you assholes not hear King in church? Willow’s granddaughter is off-limits. That means no one is taking a shot!”

I slammed my hands on the bar as I stood and took off to my room. If one more brother asked about Becca, I just might lose my shit.

Laying down on my bed, I couldn’t stop the thoughts of Becca that consumed me.

I still remembered the first time we met.

My parents and I had moved to Diamond Creek when I was seven years old. I hated being the new kid, but Becca made my transition into school seamless.

Eighteen years ago

I hated new schools. This was the third time in two years; a new school, a new name, new life. 

No new friends.

As soon as I had friends, we would leave again. Someone would come after us. Someone would find us.

I was sitting at lunch alone when a girl came over and sat down with me. Even if I made new friends here, it wouldn’t be a girl. I sat and stared at her, waiting to see what would happen.

“Hi.”

I didn’t answer.

“I’m Becca. What’s your name?”

I didn’t answer.

“You’re new here, so you don’t have any friends yet. I can be your friend.”

I still didn’t answer.

Sighing, Becca just sat there.

I figured if I kept quiet, she would go away.

I was wrong.

“Listen, my grams says, I am te-na-sis. She says it means I don’t give up and always get what I want. So you should tell me your name, cuz I won’t go away till you do.”

“What if I don’t want to?”

“How will we be friends if I don’t know your name?”

She didn’t get it.

“What if I don’t want friends?”

Her eyes went wide.

“Everybody wants friends.”

“I don’t.” I went back to eating my lunch, trying to ignore her. That wasn’t easy to do when she yelled to someone on the other side of the lunchroom.

“RYDER! Come here!”

A boy came running over. It made me think everyone came running when she yelled at them. That wasn’t good for me. I was lonely, and I would give in someday. I just knew it. That couldn’t happen, though. If I made friends here, we would leave again, and I was tired of leaving. I just wanted to stay in one place. I just wanted to be safe.

“Hey,” the boy, Ryder, said. “You new here?”

“Of course he’s new, dummy. You ever seen him here before? This is his first day, and he needs friends. He says he doesn’t want any, but everyone wants friends, right?”

“George doesn’t want friends.” Ryder looked over at a boy sitting at a table, eating his lunch alone.

“George is too mean to have friends,” Becca proclaimed, following Ryder’s gaze to look at George.

“Maybe I’m too mean to have friends. You don’t know,” I grumbled, hoping she would think I was right and leave me alone.

“Nope. I can tell you aren’t mean. I know these things.”

“She’s right. And she won’t go away, so you should just give in and be our friend. Becca always gets what she wants.”

I guess I was right about my first thought.

“Ok, class, lunch is over. Time for recess,” the teacher called as she got up from her seat. “Let’s clean up and get outside in the sunshine.”

I sighed. How was I going to get away from these two?

Looking up at Becca, she smiled at me.

Her smile said I was never getting away from her. 

I didn’t know back then just how right she was. Becca, Ryder, and Rachel wormed their way into my life and into my heart like no one else had. They never left, even after I did. I never forgot them. Some might say it was because in this little nowhere town that was barely even a dot on the map, we were safe for a while.

Safe enough to breathe.

Safe enough to live.

Safe enough to love.

Until we weren’t.

Leaving Diamond Creek and Becca at fifteen years old hurt more than losing my mom. I felt nothing when I lost my dad. He was the one that had gotten us into the position where we needed to hide. He was the reason I lost Mom. The reason I lost Becca.

If she knew who I really was now, she might change her mind about me not being mean enough to not have friends.

If she found out who I really was, would she still be the girl who refused to let me be alone? Who was I kidding? She wasn’t that girl anymore. Becca was no longer the girl who wanted to be friends with the lonely kid. Becca wasn’t the tenacious little girl who always got what she wanted. 

She was different and quiet.

She didn’t stand out anymore.

Becca was the one hiding now.
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Before I knew it, Friday snuck up on me. While I tried to forget that Becca was going out with Grant tonight, nothing worked. I needed to keep myself from going over there and knocking him out when he showed up at her door to pick her up.

As far as she knew, there was no valid reason for me to be jealous. We had only met less than two weeks ago, that she knew of anyway. There would be no way to explain to her she was mine and mine alone. 

Only, I couldn’t have her.

I couldn’t stop her from living her life. Why did she have to include him, though? The guy was shady as fuck. I just couldn’t figure out what he was doing. He wasn’t on the up-and-up.

I’d spent my entire childhood hiding from the bad guys. Spent more than a few years being the bad guy myself, but when King started this chapter, we all decided we didn’t enjoy living outside the law. We might live right on the line, but we weren’t outside it.

Because of the life I lived, I knew criminals.

Grant Nicholson was definitely a criminal. He might wear a suit, but I knew for a fact, criminals who wore suits were often worse than those that didn’t. They were just better at hiding their crimes, and that made them more dangerous.

Hearing my phone ring dragged me from my thoughts.

Pulling it from my back pocket, I saw Grams’ number flash and sighed. Pinching the bridge of my nose, I knew this wouldn’t be good.

“Hey, Grams, what’s up?” I asked, blowing out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding.

“Blade, I need you to come to dinner tonight.”

Dropping my hand, I motioned to the prospect for a beer.

“Why?”

“I would like to spend some time with you, and with the mother chapter coming tomorrow night, I won’t be cooking at the clubhouse. So I thought it would be nice to cook for you tonight,” she explained.

I knew this woman. Spent most of my childhood at her house. She did nothing without a reason. She was cunning and always had a motive. I was pretty sure I knew what that motive was, but I wasn’t stupid enough to call her out on it.

Despite knowing she was setting me up to be there when Grant arrived to take Becca on their date, I couldn’t bring myself to say no.

I wanted him to see me when he picked her up.

Wanted to make sure he knew I was watching him.

“That sounds like a great idea, Grams, how about I bring Jack too?”

I would need Jack there as a buffer. To keep me from losing my shit when Becca left with Grant.

“That is a wonderful idea; the more the merrier. Maybe King would like to come too?”

“I think we both know that wouldn’t be a good idea.”

“No, probably not.” She chuckled. “Ok, well, you and Jack it is then. How about five thirty?”

“We’ll be there.” I hung up and went in search of Jack.

I found Jack quickly.

He’d been outside working on his bike.

He watched warily as I walked over to him.

“Hey,” I greeted, giving him a chin lift.

“Hey, what’s up?”

For some people, things might be strained when you shove your friend against the wall and threaten his life. Not that Jack didn’t think I was serious. He knew I was. He knew more than anyone, even Rachel and Ryder, how much Becca meant to me.

Deep down, I knew he would never step in, but I didn’t always think rationally in regard to Becca.

Who was I kidding? I never thought rationally regarding her. Despite that, Jack was my best friend. We had been through a lot together over the last seven years since I joined the Silver Shadows. 

Jack knew everything.

He never held it against me, because he had his own demons.

I was thankful they played nicely with mine.

“Grams called. She wants us to come over for dinner tonight.”

Jack stood, wiping his hands on a rag. He never took his eyes from mine. He knew immediately what was going on.

“She did, huh?”

“Would you like to see my phone, asshole? See that she called me, not the other way around?”

I knew he knew why we were going. He was just skeptical as to whose idea it was. He didn’t know Grams like I did. None of them did except Rachel.

“No need.” He threw his rag on the seat of his bike. “The two of you are conspiring.”

He held his hand up before I could interrupt.

“You know this will piss her off, right? You better have your story straight before we barge in on her night.”

“Grams said she wanted us to come have dinner since she wasn’t cooking tomorrow night with the Mother Chapter coming.”

“I see.” Jack looked across the road at the house Grams and Becca lived in. “That won’t stop her from thinking you’re there because of her date.” Looking back at me, he continued, “Beck doesn’t know why you and Grams are so close. She’ll see this as you interfering, and she won’t understand why.”

“She knows I don’t trust Grant. I made that clear to her when we ran into him at the store.”

My eyes never wavered.

I wasn’t ashamed of my need to keep her safe. 

“So, you need me there to keep you from doing something stupid?”

“You know your lot in life is to keep me out of trouble.” I smirked when he snorted at my statement.

“No one can keep your dumb ass out of trouble. I don’t even think she could.”

Shaking my head, I agreed with him, “Not regarding her safety. No.”

“Ok, I need to finish up here and then take a shower.”

“Thanks, man.”

I turned to head back to the clubhouse when Jack called after me. “Don’t thank me. I’m not doing this for you.” He chuckled. “You know I can’t resist Grams’ cooking. Especially when it’s dinner and a show.”

He laughed at that.

I flipped him the one-finger bird over my shoulder as I muttered, “Asshole,” only to hear his laughter get louder.


Chapter Eleven

Beck

It was Friday night.

Tonight was dinner with Grant. What was I thinking? Why was I nervous? The blame fell on Rachel and the girls.

I made it clear to them that this was just two friends catching up after years apart. The girls got in my head, and now I couldn’t stop thinking this was a date.

I mean, I was ok with Blade thinking this was a date.

We would not analyze why that was, though. No Sir.

Now, with all that running through my head, I needed to decide what I was going to wear. I didn’t want to seem like I was dressing up for Grant, but I also didn’t want to go out looking like a bridge troll.

Finding balance would be the key.

Hearing a motorcycle pull into the driveway caught my attention. I looked out the window and watched two large men swing their leg over their bikes and walk toward the house.

What in the world were Blade and Jack doing here?

Grams.

I bet she invited them to dinner.

Grams didn’t like that I was going out with Grant, either. I imagine she invited them over so Grant would see them. What did she think would happen?

That the muscled bikers sitting at the table would intimidate Grant?

He hadn’t been so far that I had seen.

Well, I am on to you, Grams.

Grams just decided for me what I was going to wear.

A cute little sundress was perfect for my dinner date. Of course, I would need to make sure Grant understood we were just old friends catching up. Similar to when I had pizza with Ryder and his girls.

Liar.

I didn’t care one bit about Blade knowing I was having dinner with Ryder.

While that may be true, the fact was that he had no one to blame but himself. If it bothered him to see me going out with Grant, oh well. He knew what day it was.

With the last few touches done on my makeup, I placed my phone and ID in the pocket of my dress and headed downstairs to wait for Grant.

Walking into the kitchen, I heard a whistle.

I stopped inside the door just as Jack walked over and circled me.

“Beck, you look stunning.”

“Thank you, Jack.” I looked toward the table, sure I heard a growl. “It’s just a sundress.”

“No such thing as just a sundress. A sundress is every man’s kryptonite. You hoping to get lucky tonight?”

My jaw dropped open.

Rachel was right. Jackass.

“No, Jack, Grant and I are old friends. We are just having dinner to catch up.” I stole a quick glance at Blade and, shocker, he was glaring at me again. “I had dinner with Ryder and his girls on Wednesday. Same thing.”

“You didn’t get dressed up for Ryder,” Blade mumbled.

I didn’t think he meant for me to hear that, but I did.

Before I could comment, there was a knock on the door.

I spun around as Grant walked in.

“Wow, Beck, you look beautiful as always.”

“Thank you, Grant.”

“Good evening, Willow. You are also looking lovely.”

Jack coughed as he looked at Blade with a smirk.

“Jack, Blade. I wasn’t expecting to see you both here. To what do we owe the pleasure?” Grant asked, narrowing his eyes the slightest bit in Blade’s direction.

Blade opened his mouth to answer, but Grams cut in first.

“Grant, are you questioning why my guests are in my home? I wasn’t aware I needed your permission to have friends over for dinner, seeing as Beck will not be home.”

Looking over at Grams, I wondered what game she was playing.

“I apologize, Willow, I did not know you were all that close.” Grant placed his hand on my lower back, a hair too close to the top of my behind to be comfortable.

Hearing another growl, I wondered if I was imagining them all. Surely no one growled like that so consistently.

“Shall we go, Beck? We have reservations for six-thirty.”

Grant led me toward the door, stopping briefly to look back at the men sitting at my grandmother’s kitchen table. “Have a pleasant night, gentleman. I know I will.”

I heard chairs scrape across the floor just before the side door closed. When I looked up at Grant, his smile was wide. Grant made that comment to antagonize Blade, and it sounded like it worked. Thank goodness Jack was there, too. I knew he was the reason Blade couldn’t follow us out to the driveway.

Grant held the door open to his sleek shiny Camero, like the perfect gentleman. It didn’t have the same effect as it did when Blade held the door of his beat-up pickup, though.

“So, where are we having dinner tonight?”

“There is a steakhouse right outside of town. It opened up after you left, so I assume you haven’t been there yet,” Grant said, glancing over at me as he placed his hand on my thigh.

Taking his hand in mine, I settled it on the console between us.

“Grant, I, um, I hope I didn’t give you the wrong impression. I came home to help Grams with some things she isn’t able to do anymore. But I am not staying forever.”

I peeked over at him as he placed both hands on the wheel. “It’s just that I am not looking to get involved with anyone. I am excited to catch up with a friend I haven’t seen in a while, but… that’s all it is.”

Something passed over his face quickly as he looked through the window at his side. When he looked back at me, he had a wide smile.

“Of course. Can’t say I’m not disappointed. I’ve always thought you were beautiful since high school. I was hoping maybe after all this time you might see me the same way.”

“You are a very attractive man, Grant. I just, I don’t think a relationship is in the cards for me, ever.”

I stared out my window, thinking about the boy that I loved with everything in me. He took everything when he died, leaving nothing left for anyone else. Suddenly, a vision of Blade came to mind. I shook my head, trying to wipe the vision from my mind.

Where did that come from?

“I’m sorry. We can turn around. I don’t want to waste your time,” I apologized, looking back at Grant.

“Nonsense. We are still friends and have a lot to catch up on.” Grant gave me another blinding smile as we turned into the parking lot of the restaurant. When I reached for the door, Grant stopped me.

“Let me get that. Despite this not being a date, I am still a gentleman,” he said with a wink before getting out of the car and coming around the front to open my door. He held out his hand to help me out and, just like in high school, I wished I could feel something for him.

Another glimpse of Blade floated through my mind.

What is wrong with me?

Grant continued to hold my hand as we walked into the restaurant, and I wasn’t sure what I should do. I didn’t want to pull my hand away and dishearten him more. I also didn’t want to give him a false hope that I would change my mind, either.

Thankfully, he let go of my hand, reaching for the hand of the maître d’. He gave the man his name and once again his hand was on my back and felt lower than it had been at the house. The man led us to a small table in the corner. A secluded table, definitely meant for a couple who wanted privacy.

I looked back at Grant, and he shrugged sheepishly at me.

“Sorry, I was hoping to wine and dine you this evening. I should have clarified when I asked you to dinner. I can ask for another table.”

“That isn’t necessary. We have a lot to catch up on, and there won’t be any distractions from other diners.”

There was that smile again. It really was a shame there were no sparks.

I heard a growl, and I looked around.

I expected to see a biker standing behind me, but no one was there. Maybe I imagined all those times I thought I heard him growl. I couldn’t deny the way my body just responded to that growl in my head, though. 

What is that?

I sat down as Grant pushed my chair in. He walked around and sat across from me. The waitress walked over and poured us both a glass of wine. There was no mistaking the way she was drooling over Grant. Talk about unprofessional.

I thought of Samantha and how professional she was when she waited on Rachel, the guys, and me that first day at The Diner. She barely acknowledged the men, except for Jack. No one could ignore someone like Jack, no matter how hard they tried.

The differences between the professionalism in a diner waitress compared to the waitress in this very expensive-looking restaurant were astounding. Seeing Cash, Jingles, and Jack sitting with only two women, anyone would assume at least one man was available. All three were gorgeous. Yet, Samantha’s eyes never roamed over them.

Here, however, as far as she knew we were a couple and the way she was blatantly trying to engage him and get his attention was absurd.

Clearing my throat, I looked at her pointedly.

She glanced over and finally got the point. There was no jealousy on my part. Like I said, I wished I felt something for Grant.

Still, her actions were just plain rude.

“I ordered ahead, three courses,” Grant said with a smile.

He sure smiled a lot. Was he really that happy all the time? Studying his face, I noticed his smile didn’t quite reach his eyes and now I wondered if I had missed something.

“I’m sorry?”

“I ordered ahead. No need to deal with pesky menus. An appetizer, entrée, and dessert. You can just relax and sit there looking gorgeous. I have taken care of everything.”

I blinked slowly, like I couldn’t comprehend what he was saying. He ordered for me?

I met Grant in my senior year of high school, and while technically we had known each other for seven years, we didn’t really know each other at all. Certainly not well enough for him to order food for me.

What if I had an allergy?

What if I didn’t like what he ordered?

Thankfully, neither of those would be an issue. I had never had an allergic reaction to any food, and there was almost nothing I didn’t like. He didn’t know that though.

It was the principle of the thing.

And just like that, memories of prom night came rushing back. Grant took me to dinner before we headed to the dance, and he did the same thing then.

I was so annoyed but, hearing my mother’s voice in my head telling me not to be ungrateful, I said nothing.

Should I say something now? Or just let it go? I’d let it go. It’s one night. Grant was a take charge kind of guy. I had forgotten just how much he liked to take charge in every situation. I was not a child. Food did not need to be ordered for me. The conversation with Rachel and the girls came flashing back to me, and I realized this was the mistake they said it was going to be. But I was here now, and I would make the best of it. When the date was over, I would never make this mistake again.

We made it through dinner with no fanfare. We talked about high school and college. He told me he was in real estate and how lucrative it was. He talked about the women he had been involved with over the years, which seemed an odd topic for what I thought wasn’t a date. Maybe he figured since I squashed that idea, he didn’t need to try very hard. He was right; still, I didn’t really care to hear about his conquests, though.

I told him about becoming a journalist and a highlight of what I had been doing over the years. Highlights pretty much summed it up. I hadn’t been living at all. Just going through the motions.

Maybe Ryder was right.

Maybe I needed to accept that the boy I hoped would be part of my life forever was really gone.

Living a shell of existence certainly wouldn’t bring him back.

Maybe if I could accept he was gone forever, I could move on. And if I finally moved on, I could find someone.

Have a family one day.

I wondered if Blade wanted a family.

Wait, no.

If I was ready to move on, it would not be with Blade, or anyone from the MC. Jack was the only one I could tolerate, and despite how hot the man was, he felt more like a big brother, even in the short time I had known him.

“Beck?”

Blinking, I looked up at Grant.

“Sorry, what were you saying?”

He tilted his head and looked at me. “Where did you go?”

“Huh?” I was not telling him where my mind was.

“Where did you go? You looked confused, but also kind of like you smelled something bad.”

Laughing to myself, yeah, thinking about Blade and Jack had that effect on people.

“Sorry, I just got lost in my head for a second. Something from a story I am working on popped into my head and I started running through a list of things I need to check into,” I answered with my head down, picking my fork through my dessert.

Thankfully, this dinner was almost over.

“What’s the story about?”

“Huh?” I responded, looking back at Grant.

“The story. What’s it about?” he asked, and I got the feeling he knew I was lying. Maybe I used that too much when my mind wandered. It had always worked before.

Lie number two coming up in three… two… one.

“Unfortunately, not something I can talk about just yet. Still have to get my facts straight before I can mention anything. Have to be careful so I don’t get sued for slander, or libel.”

God, I hope he bought it?

“Hmmm, that is probably a good practice.” Grant set his napkin on the table and stood. “Ready to go?”

Nope, he didn’t buy it.

“Um, sure, it’s really been fun catching up, but it is getting late.” I set my napkin on the table and stood as well.

Grant had already turned, heading toward the door.

Well then.

I followed Grant outside as he walked me over to the passenger side of the car. I guess he was still going to open the door for me. Only when I got to the door, he just stood there, without keys in his hand. 

“You know, when I asked you to dinner, I had hoped things would go differently.” Grant looked at me. He wasn’t smiling this time. “I had wanted to pick up where we left off on prom night. You know, when you disappeared without a word?”

Prom night, oh boy.

“I thought maybe you had gotten sick or something, so I gave you some time to come to me. Only you never did.”

I had gotten sick, but not in the way he assumed.

“I thought you would come to me and apologize for making me look like a fool in front of our entire class.”

He took a step toward me, and I took a step back, bumping against the car.

“Did you know you won prom queen?”

I knew. That was why I ran.

“I did that.” 

“What?” I looked at him, confused.

“I made sure you won. Just as I made sure I won. We were supposed to be together.”

“Grant, I don’t understand.”

“NO! You don’t understand,” he shouted, and I flinched.

“Maybe you can explain it to me.”

What is going on?

This was not the Grant I knew.

I had never seen him like this.

You’re right, you don’t know him. You only knew him for one year, not even a year, one school year. One hundred and eighty days and then you left.

“You owe me, Beck.”

“What? What do I owe you?”

“You owe me prom night. You were going to be mine. We planned the entire night.”

Grant was pacing now. Growing more agitated with every step.

“Grant, you aren’t making any sense.”

I was getting worried now. Really?

“We had plans! You and I would go to prom, and we would win prom king and queen. We would dance in front of the entire school and after, I would make you mine. We had a plan, and YOU SCREWED IT UP!” he yelled, throwing his hands in the air. Turning back toward me with a sneer, he snapped, “So you owe me, and tonight I’m going to collect. The plan can still go forward. Sure it’s a few years later, but it isn’t too late. We can get the land back.”

“What land? What plan? Grant, what are you talking about?” I scanned his face, my gaze zipping between his eyes, trying to make sense of what he was saying.

“You’re still a virgin. She told me you were. You can still be mine. You will never be his.”

Before I could question him again, Grant grabbed my cheeks in his hands and pressed his lips to mine.

NO!

I tried to pull away, but he was relentless. I kept my lips closed tight until he bit my lower lip, causing me to cry out. He took advantage and thrust his tongue inside my mouth.

Suddenly, his hands were no longer on my face. One hand was on my back as he pulled me to him while the other was on my breast.

NO!

He squeezed hard, making me cry out. Then, before I could think, his hand left my breast and was on my thigh. Grabbing the hem of my dress and lifting it up.

“I had a special night planned after prom. I even had a special night planned tonight, but you just can’t seem to cooperate,” he said, his mouth going to my throat.

I pushed at his chest, screaming.

“GRANT, NO! PLEASE DON’T DO THIS!” I begged, trying to get away.

I was stunned when I felt the slap on my face.

“SHUT UP!” he yelled, spittle flying from his mouth. “I tried. I wanted to make this nice for you. You were thinking about him, weren’t you?”

Thinking about who?

“That’s why you disappeared on me. It was HIM. It’s always him. Well, he can’t have you. I won’t let him. You belong to ME!”

Both his hands were on my dress now, pulling it up to my waist. When he reached for my panties, my brain kicked in and I finally realized this was serious.

Grant was going to rape me if I didn’t get away.

I reached up and scratched my nails down his face.

He screamed, “YOU BITCH!”

This time, he hit me with his fist, and I was stunned by the force as my head turned to the side. No one had ever punched me before. 

He shoved his knee between my legs to hold me in place while he reached for the button on his slacks.

I had to do something.

With my hands on his chest, I shoved with everything I had. He stumbled back enough for me to bring my knee up to his groin.

I slammed my knee into his junk with so much force I lost my balance and fell to the ground with him.

Scrambling to my hands and knees, I tried to crawl away, but he grabbed my foot. Rolling over onto my butt, I kicked my legs. My foot connected with his head, and he fell back. It was just the moment I needed to get to my feet and run back to the restaurant. He must have realized he couldn’t catch up to me because I heard him yell.

“FUCK!”

I heard his car start just as I reached the door to the restaurant.

I watched him peel out of the parking lot and took a moment to consider my options. If I went back into the restaurant, they would call the police. Did I want to report it? He didn’t actually rape me. Assault charges wouldn’t be enough. He likely wouldn’t even face jail time.

My other option was to call someone.

Someone I knew would come. With my mind made up, I stepped into the shadows of the building and removed my phone from my pocket. Surprised it was still there, given the state of my dress.

Oh God, how did this happen?

How could I have been so wrong?

My hands were shaking so badly I could barely hold my phone. He gave me his number and told me to call anytime, and he would come.

No questions asked.

I scrolled through my contacts until I reached his name. Pressing the call button, I leaned against the brick wall of the building, trying to settle my nerves.

As the phone rang, I thought about the nice dinner I had with a man I thought was a friend. What he said made no sense. We, he said, not I. Did he misspeak or was he working with someone else? And what did it have to do with me? And the land? What land does he need back and who has it?

The most confusing of all was when he said he couldn’t have me. Talking about prom night, I assumed he meant the boy that held my heart. He could never have me, just as I couldn’t ever have him. He was gone forever. Nothing would bring him back.

None of it made any sense.

The call picked up, and I heard his voice.

“Beck? Is that you? Are you ok?” All at once my heartbeat slowed, and a sense of peace and safety consumed me knowing he kept his word. He answered.

With a shaky breath that gave me away, I whispered,

“Jack, I need you.”


Chapter Twelve

Blade

Why was I torturing myself? I didn’t need to see Becca go out on a date with Grant Nicholson. Jack and I went for a ride before we headed over to Grams for dinner. As we pulled into her driveway, it occurred to me, we should have dropped our bikes across the street at the clubhouse. The petty side of me wanted Becca to hear us pull in, so she knew we were here.

Swinging my leg over my bike, I headed to the side door, Jack following behind me. Walking into the kitchen, I was instantly hit with the aroma of pot roast, my favorite.

“Smells amazing in here, as always,” I greeted, leaning over to kiss Grams on the cheek.

“Stop it, you, I made your favorite. No need to kiss my ass.” She chuckled and swatted me with the dish towel she pulled from her shoulder. “Hi, Jack, glad you are here.”

“Glad to be here. Where else can I get dinner and a show?” Jack joked, with a grin as wide as Texas.

Jackass.

“She still up there getting ready?”

She must be. Grams had dinner ready for five-thirty, knowing Grant was picking Becca up at six.

Grams glanced at the ceiling before confirming, “She is.”

Before I could say more, we heard her walking down the stairs. As soon as she walked into the kitchen, Jack started with his bullshit, walking around her like a predator circling its prey.

“Beck, you look stunning.”

Knowing full well he was trying to get a rise out of me, I couldn’t help the low growl that rumbled from my chest.

“Thank you, Jack.” Beck looked over at me as if she heard me. “It’s just a sundress.”

“No such thing as just a sundress. A sundress is every man’s kryptonite. You hoping to get lucky tonight?”

“No, Jack, Grant and I are old friends. We are just having dinner to catch up.” I couldn’t control the glare aimed her way. “I had dinner with Ryder and his girls on Wednesday. Same thing.”

“You didn’t get dressed up for Ryder,” I mumbled, wondering if she would respond. She didn’t have the chance before Grant walked through the damn door without knocking as if he owned the damn place.

Prick!

“Wow, Beck, you look beautiful as always.”

He didn’t have the right to look at her.

Neither did I, not while I was keeping secrets from her.

“Thank you, Grant.”

Was she blushing?

“Good evening, Willow. You are also looking lovely.”

“Kiss-ass,” Jack coughed as he looked at me with a smirk.

Grant could try to kiss Grams’ ass all he wanted. She would never let him get too close to Becca.

“Jack, Blade. I wasn’t expecting to see you both here. To what do we owe the pleasure?” Grant asked, narrowing his eyes the slightest bit in my direction.

I opened my mouth to answer, but Grams spoke first.

“Grant, are you questioning why my guests are in my home? I wasn’t aware I needed your permission to have friends over for dinner, seeing as Beck will not be home.”

This woman would cut him just as soon as smile at him, and he had no idea what she was capable of.

“I apologize, Willow, I did not know you were all that close.”

Grant placed his hand on Beck’s lower back, a hair too close to the top of her ass for my liking.

I glared at Grant as another growl erupted from my chest.

“Shall we go, Beck? We have reservations for six-thirty.”

Grant led her toward the door, stopping briefly to look back at us over his shoulder. “Have a pleasant night, gentleman. I know I will.”

I stood so quickly the chair crashed against the floor behind me. I was about to jump over the table, when Jack wrapped his arms around me to halt my progress.

“Easy there, brother. You go after him now. You will be the one to end up behind bars.”

Breathing heavily, I tried to calm my racing heart.

If he laid a finger on her, he was a dead man.

“Micah.”

That immediately snapped me out of the haze surrounding me.

I looked over at Grams. Closing my eyes, I steadied my breathing as she reached out and took my hand.

“Calm down, Micah. This was my fault. I underestimated his ego.”

“No, I let my emotions get the better of me. I know how he works, and I let myself walk right into his verbal trap.”

I picked up the chair I had knocked over and sat.

“Let’s eat that delicious meal you made. No reason for the entire night to go to shit.”

Gram nodded, getting up to dish out our food.

We ate in relative silence, a few words shared here and there.

I couldn’t taste my food. My mind was on what Grant said and wondering what exactly he meant by it. Was he talking about enjoying his dinner as he caught up with Becca, or was he insinuating more would happen after the date?

When dinner was over, Jack and I helped Grams clean up, washing the dishes for her. She packed up the leftovers and sent them home with us. Wishing her goodnight, we hopped on our bikes for the short ride across the street to the clubhouse.

Stepping into the clubhouse, my brothers were like locusts. They knew Jack and I had dinner at Grams and every one of them was hoping to score the leftovers we brought back with us.

Edging up to the bar, Johnny handed me a beer. He was a good kid and would make a solid brother one day. 

He started out a little rough, which was how he got his name. Everyone started calling him Johnny come lately because the boy couldn’t get anywhere on time to save his life. Once he found his stride as a prospect, we shortened it to Johnny.

“Here you go, kid.” I handed the containers to the prospect.

“These are for me?” He marveled, surprised by my gift.

“Hey, how come the prospect gets the leftovers?”

I turned to see Banshee pouting like a two-year-old.

“Because he is the only one that didn’t practically tackle me when I walked in the damn door with them, and because I gave them to him.”

“Hmph.” Banshee walked away, sulking like a child.

I swear, I had never seen so many grown men act like children over food.

“Hey, Banshee,” Jack called out. “Get yourself an old lady and you can have home cookin’ every night.”

I turned back to the bar, laughing at the look of horror on his face.

King sat down beside me, with Gunner on his other side.

Signaling to Johnny, who quickly brought him a whiskey, he asked, “How did it go?”

“To shit, that’s how it went,” Jack answered before I got the chance to. “Had to almost tackle him to the ground to keep him from going after Grant when they left.”

Jack lifted his beer to his mouth, and I shoved him from his stool.

“Tattle tale.”

King looked over at me and asked, “What happened?”

“Grant was just running his mouth as usual, and I let it get to me.”

“Least you were smart enough to take Jack with you to save your ass.” Gunner snickered, looking around King with a shit-eating grin.

I opened my mouth to tell Gunner to fuck off when Jack’s phone rang. He looked at his phone and then at me.

I knew it was her.

I fucking knew something would happen.

“Put it on speaker,” King demanded before yelling into the room to cut all the noise.

“Beck? Is that you? Are you ok?”

“Jack, I need you.”

Those four words had the power to annihilate me.

Barely above a whisper, but I could hear the terror in her voice.

“Beck, honey, tell me where you are.” Jack’s voice was soft and calm.

I was glad she called him. If I was talking to her, I knew I would be screaming in panic into the phone. I was barely keeping it together as it was.

“Um, I-I’m at the steakhouse just outside of town. I don’t know the address, but the name is… um it’s Grilled to Perfection.”

“I know where it is, babe. Don’t worry. Can you go inside and wait?”

I looked up at him and mouthed the words, I am going to get her.

“Uh-no. I don’t want to go back inside. Jack, I need you to come get me, please.”

“Absolutely, Are you safe where you are? Where’s Grant?”

“Um, I think so. I’m tucked into the building’s shadow. I don’t think anyone can see me. Um.” We could hear her take a deep breath over the line. “He left.”

“Ok, good, stay put until I get there.”

I glared at Jack, and he waved me off. I’ll be damned if he was going to get her.

“Beck, I have to hang up now. Stay where you are, ok?”

“Ok, Jack, hurry, please.”

Becca cut the call, and I immediately roared, “I fucking knew something would happen. I will fucking kill him.”

King placed his hand on my shoulder. “Calm down, brother. You will be no good to her if you lose it. Jack, take Ghost and Jingles and find the bastard. Blade, go pick her up and take her home. Make sure she’s ok.” 

I ran to my bike.

My ass barely hit the seat before I fired her up and I was ready to go. I tore through the gate, not registering if the others had left yet. The only thought in my head was getting to her. Heading out of town, it occurred to me what I was feeling right now might be close to what she felt when I died.

Damn, how did she survive this?

Pulling up to the restaurant, she slipped from the darkness.

She must have heard the bike and figured it was safe to come out. The surprise on her face told me she was expecting Jack.

“Wh-what are you doing here? Where’s Jack?” She turned to look out toward the road, expecting someone else to pull in, and I saw the torn strap on her dress.

I had to stay on my bike to calm the rage before I scared her more.

“What happened?”

She looked away, as though she were embarrassed, almost as if she blamed herself. She had nothing to be embarrassed about. Three more deep breaths and I climbed off my bike and walked toward her.

I gave her credit; she stood her ground despite what she had been through.

When I stood directly in front of her, I lifted her chin with a single finger. In the light from the parking lot, I could clearly see the bruise already forming on her cheek. I turned around and walked away, grabbing my phone off the holder on my bike.

“Jack, he hit her,” I seethed.

“How bad is it?” he asked.

“Bad enough that a bruise is already there.”

I looked back at Becca.

She just stood there, waiting.

“Fuck. We’ll find him, brother.”

Jack cut the call, and I headed back over to where Becca stood.

“What happened, Beck?” I already asked her once, but she ignored me. She needed to tell me how bad it was.

“I don’t want to talk about it. I just want to go home.”

She crossed her arm with the torn strap over her chest. Preventing her dress from falling and exposing her breast.

She stared at me, waiting.

“Did he…?” I couldn’t even get the words out.

“I said I don’t want to talk about it, but… no he didn’t,” she snapped, shaking her head.

“Ok, come on, I’ll take you home.”

I walked toward my bike, expecting her to follow.

“I can’t ride that.”

“Have you ever been on a bike before?” I asked, knowing full well she had. 

With me.

“Yes, it’s been a long time though, and it was just a dirt bike.”

“Then what’s the problem?”

“I’m wearing a dress.” She held her arms out so I could see the dress, as if I didn’t see her leave with it on earlier. Quickly realizing her mistake when one side folded over. She swiftly brought her arm back up to hold the dress in place.

I removed my cut and took off my shirt. Holding it out to her, she looked at it as though I offered her the plague.

“Put the shirt on and you won’t have to worry about your dress falling. It’s dark out. The dress is long enough that it shouldn’t ride up too much and the ride is short.”

She bit her bottom lip and looked at my bike, then at her dress. Conceding, she took the shirt from my hand and slid it over her head.

Damn, she looked good wearing my clothes.

Suddenly, the lyrics to ‘You Look Good in My Shirt’ by Keith Urban was running through my head.

Tearing my gaze away, I climbed on my bike and held out my hand to her. Feeling her hand in mine hit me in the gut, as I realized this was the first time we had touched each other since she returned home.

It felt like the last puzzle piece slid into place. 

She climbed on behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist like she did when we were kids. All those times riding around town never felt like this. Feeling her squished up against me on my dirt bike had my horny teenage dick standing at attention, but this?

This felt like peace.

The ride home was way too fucking short because before I could blink, we were sitting in the driveway, her arms still holding me.

I turned the key, killing the engine and tapped her leg, letting her know she could get off. She moved her hands to my shoulders and slid off the bike.

I climbed off after her and walked her to the door.

“You gonna be ok?” I asked.

She looked up at me. “I think so.”

“I don’t want you to have nightmares.”

She had nightmares about everything when we were growing up. 

Scary movies? 

Nightmare.

Carnival rides?

Nightmare.

Arguing with her mother?

Nightmare.

“How do you know I get nightmares?”

Shit, I needed to watch what I said to her.

“I know when women get attacked, they often blame themselves and that guilt can manifest as nightmares. Don’t blame yourself for this. I don’t want you to have nightmares,” I explained, looking down at my boots.

“Well, maybe you should give me something else to dream about.”

I jerked my head up, surprised by her words.

“What?”

Looking at the door to the kitchen, she confessed, “Tonight was a nightmare. I shouldn’t have gone out with him. I thought I knew him. I realized tonight that I never really did, despite having met him so long ago.”

She paused and looked back at me.

“I don’t know you either, but Grams and Rachel do. They both trust you and I trust them. So, you must be a better man than him. I want you to kiss me and give me something to dream about. Something other than what happened.”

“Beck, I don’t think that’s a good idea,” I voiced. My eyes on her full lips.

It was a terrible idea, but I couldn’t tell her that. I couldn’t tell her that if I got a taste of her again, I wouldn’t let her go this time.

“Ok, I’m sorry, I know you don’t like me. I just thought maybe… since you came for me, there might be something in me you were ok with.”

She was standing before me with her arms wrapped around her middle, looking so small. She was reading me completely wrong if she thought I didn’t want her.

“Babe, it’s not…”

“No, it’s ok. Thank you for coming to get me.”

She moved onto the first step, bringing her almost eye to eye with me.

“Thank you for bringing me home.”

She pressed her hand to my chest and leaned forward, kissed my cheek and turned away so quickly I almost missed it.

Before she could take another step, I said, “Fuck it.”

I grabbed her wrist, turned her back around, and pressed my lips to hers. I brought my other hand up to cradle her face as I licked the seam of her lips, seeking entrance. Her lips parted as I brushed my tongue along the inside of her mouth.

Sliding my hand from her cheek down to the side of her neck, I slid my thumb under her chin and tilted her head to deepen the kiss. She melted into me, and my body buzzed as my dick hardened and pressed roughly against my zipper, begging me to take more.

I knew I needed to stop, so I pulled back to look at her.

Her eyes were closed. She was so beautiful.

How would I stay away from her?

Her eyelids fluttered open, and she gazed into my eyes.

Did she see it?

Could she see me?

Her head tilted as though confused.

I had to leave.

“Dream of me tonight,” I whispered, before turning back to my bike. I climbed on and rode back to the clubhouse. Leaving her on the steps, watching me run like a coward.

Shit.

I was so fucked.


Chapter Thirteen

Blade

The clubhouse was quiet this morning, with only a few brothers lounging around. Sitting at the bar, I found myself re-evaluating every decision I’d made after returning from the dead.

I shouldn’t have given up.

I should have fought for us.

Instead, I walked away with my tail between my legs. Letting go of the one person who meant everything to me.

“Mornin’, brother,” Jack chirped, slapping me on the back as he sat down next to me.

I grumbled, “Morning.”

“Is Beck ok?”

I looked over at Jack. I didn’t ask him about what happened with Grant last night. We’d talk about that in church later.

My priority was Becca.

Did she have a nightmare?

Did she sleep at all?

Did she dream about that kiss?

Cause I fucking did. It’s all I’d thought about just running away from her last night.

The Mother Chapter was riding in today, and we had the run tomorrow. There would be an officer only meeting this afternoon before they got here.

“She was ok when I dropped her off last night. Wouldn’t tell me what happened.”

I could speculate, but I didn’t want to jump to conclusions until I knew for sure.

“Hey, Blade.”

I turned toward Navigator, Nav for short. Our resident tech geek. When he prospected, someone made a comment saying they had never seen someone navigate the dark web the way he could and it just kind of stuck.

“What’s up, Nav?”

“Sheriff’s here.”

I looked at Jack and then back at Nav.

“You fix the cameras?”

“Yup,” he answered, then turned and went back to his office. A minute later, Archie, the prospect on gate duty, walked in, followed by the sheriff.

We had a mostly open-door policy with the sheriff. A lot of clubs hated all law enforcement. We didn’t have that option with the sheriff. He wasn’t dirty, and he wasn’t on our payroll, either, but he knew we skirted the line and did his best to keep us on the right side of it.

We didn’t tell him everything, though. And most of what we did tell him was after the fact.

“Morning, Sheriff, to what do we owe the pleasure?” I asked, walking over to the local law official.

“Cut the shit, Blade. You know why I’m here.”

“Sorry, man, I really don’t. It’s too early for us to have done anything yet.”

Jack sat quietly, facing us with his elbows resting on the bar as we waited for the sheriff to tell us why he was here.

“You wanna tell me why I have Grant Nicholson in the ICU and why he’s saying you beat the shit out of him?” he asked, with one eyebrow cocked like he knew I wouldn’t tell him the truth.

Of course, I wouldn’t.

I watched from the corner of my eye as Ghost strolled down the hall yelling.

“YO, KING, SHERIFF’S HERE!”

The sheriff and I eyed each other, waiting for my president to arrive.

“It is too fuckin’ early for this shit, Dec.”

Sheriff Declan O’Rourke looked over as King joined us, followed by Cash, our VP.

Yep, that’s right.

The sheriff was none other than the older brother to our president. Which was why the door was mostly open to him.

“I agree, but I have a man in the ICU ranting and raving about how Blade and the Silver Shadows beat the shit out of him all because he went out with a girl last night. Please tell me that isn’t true.”

The sheriff turned back to me and sighed. “Please tell me you can prove it wasn’t you. Otherwise, you’re tying my hands on this. I’ll have to take you in.”

I glanced over at King, waiting to see how my president wanted to handle this.

“He’s still alive? Shit, I guess whoever beat his ass didn’t know what they were doing.”

Jack snorted from his place at the bar. If there was one man in this club that knew what he was doing, it was Jack.

“Are you fucking kidding me right now? I don’t need this shit, little brother.”

I guess we pissed off Dec.

He only pulled out the little brother card when he got mad.

Sighing, the sheriff asked, “What the hell happened and how much damage control do I have to do?”

“Calm down, big brother, we have it handled.” King stood toe to toe with his brother. Both men were a force to be reckoned with, and I knew if someone didn’t step in fast, they would come to blows. Both men were cursed, or blessed, depending on how anyone looked at it, with their hot Irish temper.

“Dec.” Jack quickly stepped forward to wedge between our president and his brother. “Grant went out last night with Willow’s granddaughter. She called me from outside the restaurant when he left her there.”

“I went and picked her up and took her home,” I swiftly added, waiting for the questions.

“If she called Jack, why did you pick her up?”

Turning to Jack, he asked, “And where did you go?”

That was when King stepped back in.

He always had our backs.

“Jack and the rest of the guys all stayed here.”

King cocked his eyebrow at the sheriff, the same way he did to me earlier, challenging him to say otherwise.

“We have video and a timestamp showing when Blade left and what time he came back. Just long enough to drive to the steakhouse, pick her up, and take her home.”

Pinching the bridge of his nose, the sheriff let out an exasperated sigh and said, “Please tell me you didn’t beat this guy to shit, because he went out on a date with a woman one of you has a thing for.”

At that, Cash stepped forward. “Give us a little credit, Sheriff. She’ll be here in a few minutes, and you can talk to her yourself.”

Letting out a long breath, Sheriff O’Rourke sat at the bar with his brother and waited.

I didn’t know Becca was coming to the clubhouse this morning.

She hadn’t told me.

“Hey, Cash, why’s she coming here?”

“Her and Rachel are going out shopping this morning. Rach forgot her purse, and they’re stopping by to grab it. I swear the woman would forget her head if it didn’t sit on her shoulders.”

“Excuse me?”

Shit, that was bad timing.

Cash looked over sheepishly at his old lady.

“Hey, Doll, didn’t see you come in!”

“Clearly.” Holding out her hand, she demanded, “Card.”

“Fuck,” Cash grumbled, pulling his wallet from his back pocket before handing it over to Rachel. “Please go easy on it.”

“You should have thought about that before.” Turning to Becca, she stressed, “I just have to grab my purse. I’ll be right back.” Then she ran down the hall, heading to their room.

King walked over to Becca and took her chin in his hand. He checked out the large bruise on her chin.

“How you doin’ this morning, sweetheart?”

“You know?” She fumed, glaring at me.

“I do. I need you to talk to the sheriff.”

“What, why?”

She looked around, noticing the sheriff for the first time, sitting at the bar.

“I didn’t go back inside the restaurant because I didn’t want to report it. I thought bikers and cops didn’t get along. Why did you call him?”

Taking her hand in mine, I informed, “We didn’t call him, babe. He came out here. Grant is in the hospital saying—”

Dec cut me off before I could say more.

“Blade, I need to hear it from her before you say anything more.” Dec strolled over from the bar. “Morning, we haven’t met. I am Sheriff Declan O’Rourke,” he introduced, holding out his hand.

Becca tentatively took it, looking back at King.

He knew what she asked. Nodding his head, he confirmed, “Yes, the Sheriff is my older brother.”

“Well, I didn’t see that coming.”

“Beck, is it?” Nodding her head, he continued, “I really need to get a statement from you.”

King, Cash, Jack, and I all sat with our backs to the bar.

She looked at us hesitantly.

“Can we speak in private?” she asked, looking back at the sheriff.

“Absolutely. King, can we use your office?” Dec inquired.

“Fuck no. You can use the church, though.”

King knew his brother would always protect him, the rest of us only so much and by association. His office could have incriminating documents, but church was strictly for meetings.

It also had a camera that included sound, which only the officers knew about. The sheriff led Becca into church, closing the doors just as Rachel came back to the bar.

“What’s going on?” Rachel asked, standing between Cash’s legs as he wrapped his arms around her middle.

“The sheriff is getting a statement from Beck about what happened last night.”

Rachel turned to Cash. “But she didn’t want to report it.”

“She has to, Doll. Grant’s in the hospital, and he’s accusing Blade of putting him there.”

“Shit,” Rachel whispered, her eyes trailing back to the double wooden doors that led into church.

“She tell you what happened?”

Rachel swung around, glaring at King.

“Yes.”

“Need to hear it,” King advised.

“No.”

King stood from his stool, towering over Rachel. “What did you say?”

“Did I stutter? I said no.”

Straightening her back to gather all of her five-foot four-inch frame, she crossed her arms over her chest and continued, “What Beck told me in confidence stays in the vault. It is her choice if she wants to tell you.”

“Rachel—”

“Got to stop you right there, Prez.” Cash growled.

King narrowed his eyes at Cash.

“My woman’s right. This isn’t about the club.” Cash held his hand up before King could say more. “She is giving her statement to Dec, and that will clear Blade. Anything beyond that is her business, and I will not make my old lady break that trust. You will understand one day when you have an old lady of your own.”

“Fuck that,” King hissed, falling back on the stool in defeat.

It wasn’t often someone got the better of King, and less so that it was a woman.

A little while later, the church doors opened, and Beck walked out, followed by the sheriff. They stopped in front of us, and Rachel reached out to wrap Becca in a hug.

“King, in about an hour I will be over at the steakhouse getting the footage from the parking lot.”

Shit, there’s a video.

I was so consumed with her last night I didn’t even think about the fact a fancy place like that would have cameras.

Dec was giving us an hour to get a hold of it before he took it in for evidence. That wouldn’t be an issue for Nav.

“Miss Washington, I will keep you updated on how things are going. Once I have that video, Grant Nicholson will be in cuffs. He won’t be getting out of the hospital for a bit, but I will handcuff him to the bed.”

King stood up, giving his brother a hug. “Thanks.”

“Next time, call me first.”

King nodded confirming he heard him.

Once the sheriff left, King started barking orders, “Get Nav on that video, now. I want to see it.”

Becca turned to me. “Why is Grant in the hospital?”

Before I could answer, King responded, “Club business, sweetheart.”

Turning away from me, she grabbed his arm and gave him a look I had only ever seen her use on her mother.

“I am not club business. This has nothing to do with you. I want you to stay out of it,” she lectured. “If I wanted any of you to know what happened, I would have told you myself.”

King hardened his look, clearly not affected by her outburst and explained to her, “The minute you called Jack, hiding in the shadows of that parking lot, terrified of going back inside to safety, you made it my business, little girl.”

“Little girl?” Becca sneered as her eyes narrowed. “Who beat the crap out of him?”

I reached over, taking her elbow. “Babe, we can’t tell you that.”

Suddenly, she realized the truth.

I picked her up even though she called Jack. My girl was always smart. She figured things out quick. She marched over and stood directly in front of Jack, who had been suspiciously quiet before now.

“Tell them,” she demanded, her fists on her hips. “Tell them what shape he was in when you found him!”

We all turned our eyes on Jack and waited. It was late last night when he got back. Jack told us it was done, and he would fill us in at church.

Sighing, Jack relayed what he hadn’t told us yet, “We found him at home, of all places. I think he honestly thought nothing would happen to him. Dumbass. When we got there, he was on his couch with a bag of ice on his dick, his face scratched to hell and his eye swollen shut.”

We all looked over at Becca. She stood there, fucking pride on her scowling face. Stomping back over to King, she shouted, “Does that sound like something a little girl would do?”

Without waiting for an answer, she did an about-face and bolted from the clubhouse, slamming the door on her way out.

Rachel and I looked at each other, smiling.

Pointing at the front door, I exclaimed loudly, “That is the fucking Becca I fell in love with!”

King, Cash, and Jack all stood there with their mouths open in disbelief as Rachel ran out the door to catch up with her friend.


Chapter Fourteen

Beck

I sat in Rachel’s car, staring out the window, waiting for her. I was furious. What right did any of them have to get involved in my business?

You gave them the right when you called them to rescue you.

Rescue? I rescued my-freakin-self. I just needed a ride home after that jag-off left me there alone.

Rachel hopped in the car and stared at me.

“What?” I asked, refusing to look at her.

Putting the key in the ignition, she started the car and laughed.

“What, she says. Like she didn’t just hand four big scary bikers their asses and walk away like the fucking queen she is.” Shaking her head, she pulled through the gate, heading toward town.

Despite my anger, I smiled. Rachel had always had a way of building me up when I thought I couldn’t possibly feel any lower than I was. As soon as I got home last night, I called her and told her what happened with Grant.

Not what happened after, though.

I left out the kiss I shared with Blade.

I wasn’t ready to share it with her, yet. Soon I would.

Regardless of the time spent apart, connecting with Rachel again felt like I never left. I was so thankful to have her in my life again. I knew I wouldn’t get through this without her.

Thankfully, Grams was asleep when I got home, and I snuck out without seeing her this morning. I wouldn’t be able to keep this from her, not with the giant bruise on my face. At least Grant was safe from her in the hospital. I was sure whatever Jack did to him was nothing compared to what could have happened if Grams had got ahold of him.

“So, where are we headed first?” Rachel asked.

“The hospital,” I announced calmly, not expecting her to object.

“Abso-fuckin-lutely not. Are you crazy? The guys would be furious.”

Finally, I looked over at her and admitted, “Rachel, I need to talk to him. I need to understand what is happening.”

“No way. Let the guys handle it,” she protested, pulling onto the highway.

We drove to the mall for some retail therapy.

“I can’t do that, Rachel. This is my mess.” Looking back out the window, I sighed. “I need to fix it.”

“Babe, you can’t fix anything. Guys like Grant don’t tell you why they are assholes. I’m not even sure they know why. I think it is hard-wired into them to be douchebags upon birth.” She gave me a quick glance before continuing, “Look, Declan is involved now, anyway. He will keep the guys from going overboard.”

“What the heck is going on there? The sheriff and the biker sounds like the plot of a reverse harem romance novel.”

I never would have believed it if I hadn’t seen it.

Stereotypes dictated cops and bikers were mortal enemies.

Yet, King hugged his brother before he left, so they must be close.

“When the guys started this chapter here, Declan followed. The old sheriff—emphasis on old—retired, with some encouragement, and Declan took over.”

“Wait, the town elected the brother of the MC president as sheriff?”

That was surprising. Even more surprising was that the town allowed the MC to set up camp here.

“Well, they didn’t exactly know they were brothers until after. Now Declan can keep them out of trouble, mostly, and the town sees the MC as a benefit. They own quite a few businesses in town. Shit, I wasn’t supposed to say anything about the sheriff helping. Please don’t tell Blade I said anything. Cash will kill me.”

“I won’t. You know I would never throw you under the bus. Besides, Blade and I don’t talk like that, anyway.”

Gazing out the window once more, I thought about that kiss.

Dream of me tonight.

And boy did I.

After the dream I had, I had almost completely forgotten about Grant. That was until I walked into the clubhouse to find the sheriff asking for a statement.

“…I was shocked to find out Grant was still alive.”

“Wait what? What are you saying?”

I hadn’t realized Rachel was still talking until she said something about Grant being left alive.

“Beck, you had to know that calling Jack would set the guys off. We had the conversation about safety and the prospects following us. They don’t want us in situations like that. If you’d had a prospect following you last night, Grant wouldn’t have been able to even touch you. Let alone attack you.”

I didn’t want to admit Rachel was right.

Instead, I stayed quiet while she continued.

“I was saying it was surprising they left him alive. Though that’s probably because it was Jack. He wouldn’t want to take that away from Blade.”

That got my attention, and I asked, “Take what away from Blade?”

“Vengeance.” 

She said it so casually. Like it was a foregone conclusion.

As if it was obvious.

Like it was normal.

Nothing about my life after coming home had been normal.

Home.

This place hadn’t felt like home since I was fifteen and my world ended. It was said that home was where the heart was. Yet, my heart was buried six feet underground in the Diamond Creek cemetery.

No. I no longer had a home.

“We’re here. Let’s go do some damage on my old man’s credit card. That’ll teach him not to mouth off about me.” She laughed as she climbed out of the car.

I followed, but my mind wasn’t on shopping.

Rachel and I spent several hours at the mall, then traveled back to Diamond Creek for lunch. We could have eaten at the food court, but Rachel insisted I needed to try the sandwiches at The Coffee Shop.

Yup, that’s the official name. Seriously, this town had no creativity.

We ordered coffees and sandwiches and grabbed a table by the window. When I noticed her staring intently at me.

“What?” I asked.

“Spill.”

“Spill what?”

Rachel just stared at me. I knew what she was asking. She knew Blade brought me home, and I hadn’t told her about it. We had been friends long enough that she knew I was holding something back. She always knew when I had a secret.

Twelve years ago

“I know you’re keeping something from me,” Rachel challenged.

“What?” I asked innocently.

Of course she knew, she always did.

“You may as well tell me. You know I’ll get it out of you,” she insisted.

She would too. Rachel was the queen of silent interrogation. She would make a great mom one day. All she had to do was look at you and wait.

It compelled you to tell her everything.

And I did.

Almost always.

Sighing, I gave in. “He kissed me.”

“WHAT?” Rachel all but jumped out of her seat.

“Will you hush! I don’t need the entire shop listening to our conversation.”

Brushing some imaginary crumbs from my lap, I tried to stall. I hadn’t completely come to terms with what happened myself.

If I didn’t understand, how could I explain it to someone else?

“Tell me everything. Starting with when he got there to pick you up.” Rachel leaned forward, her elbows on the table, hands holding her chin.

She looked ridiculous, and I chuckled.

“Well, at first, it shocked me. I was expecting Jack. When I stepped out into the light, he looked at me, then down at his bike. He just sat there for a minute. I would give anything to know what he was thinking at that moment. Of course, in my head he was saying I told you so.”

I shrugged, not wanting to admit that was what was going through my mind when I saw him.

“When he finally got off the bike. He walked over to me. I was so embarrassed I put my head down, looking at the ground. He gently used one finger and lifted my face. He said nothing and then walked away to grab his phone.” 

Looking out the window, I remembered how I felt when he walked away, like I had lost him. But that was impossible because he was never mine to lose.

He saw the damaged me and I felt broken.

“I didn’t know who he called, but he told them Grant had hit me. Then he hung up and walked back over and helped me onto his bike and took me home. I haven’t been on a bike since we were kids.” I looked back at Rachel, fighting the tears. “Wrapping my arms around him, pressed up against his back…”

Closing my eyes, the first tear fell.

“I wasn’t thinking about him. I was in the moment with Blade. Feeling things I hadn’t felt in ten years, Rachel.”

My best friend reached across the table and held my hand. She gave me strength to release the guilt I was feeling.

“It’s ok, Beck.”

“I don’t understand it, Rach. We got back to the house, and I didn’t want to move. I felt safe. I haven’t felt safe since him. Ten years I have been going through the motions. I’ve tried to… I don’t even know what I have been trying to do. I never wanted to let him go, but now.”

“Now what?” Rachel gently prodded.

“I asked Blade to kiss me.” Rachel’s eyes widened at that. “He walked me to the door, asked me if I would be ok. He told me he didn’t want me to have nightmares.”

I wiped at the tears that streamed down my face.

“I asked him to kiss me so I would dream about him instead of having nightmares about Grant. At first, he said no. I understood, I did. He barely tolerates me.” Rachel leaned back with a snort.

“Believe me, he more than tolerates you.” Waving her hand at me, she said, “Continue.”

“I said goodnight. Thanked him for bringing me home and turned to go inside. Blade grabbed my wrist and pulled me to him and kissed me.”

I looked down at the table, feeling my cheeks heat.

“What? Why are you blushing?”

“Um,” biting the corner of my bottom lip, I looked up at my best friend. “Don’t be mad, ok?”

“Why would I be mad? What happened?”

“That was my second kiss.”

I waited for her to comprehend what I confided.

“With Blade? He kissed you before and you didn’t tell me?”

I couldn’t bear the hurt look on her face.

I closed my eyes again.

“No, my first kiss with Blade. My second kiss ever.” I opened one eye to peek at her.

“How is that possible? Do you not kiss guys when you have sex?”

“I, um, well, you see…” I bit the inside of my cheek, trying to get the words out.

“Beck, are you still a virgin?” Rachel whisper-yelled.

All I could do was nod, too embarrassed to say the words out loud.

“Wait, who was your first kiss?” Rachel narrowed her eyes, waiting for my answer.

“That’s why I don’t want you to get mad. It was the day he died. And then everything was just crazy, and I was so distraught.” I reached out and took Rachel’s hand. “It was after school. I don’t know what came over him, but it was so much like what happened last night. We were talking outside of the school. I turned to leave, and he grabbed my wrist and pulled me back and kissed me. It was so brief, but it was everything I had been waiting for. The way Blade kissed me was so similar that I started feeling guilty, but this time because I was thinking of someone else while Blade was kissing my socks off.”

Rachel pulled her hand back and placed her elbows on the table. This time holding her head in her hands with her eyes closed.

I knew she was trying to calm herself down. Knew she would be mad I never told her.

“Please don’t be mad, Rach. I was going to tell you, but then everything happened.”

Reaching over, she grabbed both my hands and looked at me. “No. Babe, I’m not mad at you. I’m so glad you had that moment. So, there has been no one since?”

“No. I’ve never had feelings for someone other than him. Not until Blade. I don’t know what to do, Rach. I don’t know how to let him go. Until I do, I can’t even think about anything happening with Blade. If he wants anything to happen, that is.”

“Ladies, today must be my lucky day.”

Rachel and I looked up and smiled as Ryder walked over to our table. “What the fuck happened to your face?”

“We’ll talk more later,” she whispered, before she turned to Ryder to explain. “She had dinner with Grant. Things went sideways. The guys dealt with it.”

“He still alive?” Ryder asked, and my mouth dropped open.

“ICU,” Rach simply replied.

“Good.” Ryder leaned down and kissed us both on the cheek.

“What are you doing?” Rachel asked Ryder.

“Just saying hello to my dearest friends.”

“You know what will happen—” Just then, Rachel’s phone rang, and she sneered at Ryder as she mouthed, asshole, before answering her phone. “Hi, babe.”

Ryder chuckled as Rachel rolled her eyes as we both heard Cash ranting and raving through the phone. “Hang on, babe. Here.” She grinned happily, handing her phone to Ryder as his laughter rang out.

“Hey Cash, how’s it going?”

I couldn’t hear Cash’s words, but I heard the anger in his voice.

“Man, we have had this conversation enough. She is like a sister to me. If I had wanted to go there, I would have a long time ago. You need to accept that I will kiss her cheek, just like I do my mother when I say hello.”

“What is going on, Rach?” I asked, confused.

“Ryder loves to piss off Cash. He knows Cash can’t touch him because I won’t let him.”

“How did Cash know?” Rachel pointed out the window at the prospect sitting on his bike. His phone to his ear.

“He can’t be talking to Cash if Cash is talking to Ryder.”

I looked back over at Rachel, who sat there with a smirk on her face.

“He isn’t. He texted Cash. It happens too often for him to call every time. He’s on the phone with Blade.”

“What?” I whipped my head back around, glaring at the prospect.

He noticed me and just shrugged his shoulders.

Now I was the one with my head in my hands, and my eyes closed. Ryder hung up and handed Rachel her phone.

“He’ll get over it. He always does.” Ryder shrugged as he waved his hand at the phone and smirked.

“What are we talking about, ladies?”

“Beck and I were just catching up on some old times,” my best friend and confidant said then asked, “Did you know Micah kissed Beck the day he died?”

I whipped my head up, looking between Rachel and Ryder.

“Rach, what the heck?”

Ryder’s eyes widened, looking over at me. “I did not know that,” Ryder confirmed, looking back at Rachel, as she nodded, then revealed, “And Blade kissed her last night.”

Before I could admonish Rachel again, a motorcycle pulling up at the curb drew my attention as I watched the rider swing his leg over his bike before walking over to the prospect.

Looking back through the front window at the three of us, he nodded to the prospect and walked back over to his bike, leaning on the seat with his legs stretched out and his arms crossed over his chest.

“I guess that’s my cue to leave. I’m going to step out and have a word with Blade. Ladies, we need to have dinner soon, just the three of us.” He winked at Rachel, causing her to laugh.

Ryder walked outside and stepped up to Blade, crossing his arms over his chest, mimicking the biker’s stance.

“What do you think they’re talking about?” I wondered out loud, watching the two men talk animatedly.

“I wouldn’t venture to guess, but we better get out there, fast,” Rachel said, grabbing her purse.

Blade stood from his bike and shoved Ryder.

Rushing out of the coffee shop, I hoped we could reach them before a fight broke out.

“You need to stop being an asshole.” I heard Ryder shout as we reached the sidewalk.

“Hey, Blade,” the prospect called out, and Blade turned his attention toward him.

Ryder used the distraction to punch Blade in the face.

“NO,” I yelled as Blade shoved Ryder against the front window.

Rachel grabbed my arm, keeping me from reaching them.

“Rach, I need to do something.”

“No, babe, let them work it out.”

Blade whispered something to Ryder. A moment later, Blade was backing up and letting him go.

Walking over to me, Blade leaned down and kissed my cheek.

“Take a ride with me, babe.”

I looked over at Ryder, and he nodded as if to say everything was fine.

I narrowed my eyes, letting Ryder know I would talk to him later. He smiled, and I knew he got the message as he turned and walked away as I looked back at Blade.

“Please?”


Chapter Fifteen

Blade

The second Rachel left the clubhouse, King, Cash, and Jack turned toward me.

King looked pissed.

Cash smirked at me, and Jack had the biggest fucking grin on his face. “Damn, brother, I thought for sure it would take you longer. Best bet I ever lost!”

Crossing my arms over my chest, I narrowed my eyes and asked, “What bet?”

“Pay up, assholes.” Cash had his hand out, and I spied Jack and King both groaning as they reached for their wallets.

“What the hell is going on?” I knew these fuckers weren’t betting on Becca and me. Not knowing if I wanted the answer or not, I asked, “What exactly did you bet on?”

“We bet how long it would take before you admitted you were still in love with her,” Jack confessed, slapping me on the back. “I thought for sure it would take at least a month. You can be a stubborn son of a bitch. Cash said two weeks, tops, and well, King didn’t think you would give in at all.”

I looked over at my president, and he simply shrugged.

“Fuck all of you,” I barked, flipping them off, then asked, “Was everyone in on it?”

“Just the officers,” King replied. “We need to get into church before the Mother Chapter gets here. Hopefully, Nav got ahold of that video from the parking lot.”

We entered church and waited for the others to join us.

There were nine officers in the Silver Shadows MC. King and Cash, the President and VP. Then there was Jack and me. Jack was the Secretary, and I was the Road Captain. Gunner, our Sergeant at Arms, walked in and took his place. Followed by Nav and his computer. The only ones not here yet were Colt, our Treasurer, and our Enforcers, Ghost and Jingles.

When I heard a throat clear, I looked around and realized I was wrong. Jingles was here. He was a silent motherfucker, something you want in an enforcer when you had to send him out to locate someone. When he prospected, every brother complained about how quiet he was. Banshee, who screamed like a little bitch when anyone snuck up on him, suggested putting a bell around his neck so we would hear the jingles before he showed himself.

Colt and Ghost shuffled in and closed the doors.

With everyone here, we could get down to business. When we had a problem that needed to be dealt with, it was the officers that decided.

A club this size didn’t work out well if there were two dozen brothers all trying to give their opinion. We decided what needed to be done and pulled the rest in when needed.

Before King could start, Jack piped up, letting the others know about the bet results. They all pulled out their wallets, handing money to Cash.

The fucker’s club name fit him to a tee.

“So, you gonna claim her now?” Colt asked.

“Yea, not until I tell her the truth, though. She might not want me to claim her after that. We’ll see.”

“Better do it soon, brother. The longer you wait the harder it will be to come clean,” Jingles added.

“Ok, let’s get started. Nav, do you have that video?” King asked.

“I have the video from the steakhouse, and the one from earlier when the sheriff was here. Which one do you want first?” Nav glanced at me before conceding to King for the decision.

“What aren’t you saying, man?” I knew Nav had already watched them both.

“Which one do you think we should watch first, Nav?”

Looking away from King, he glanced back in my direction. “The one from this morning. It would be better to hear her give the account before seeing what happened. She left a few things out.”

Fuck.

“Ok, cue up the first one.”

We all focused on the large screen at the front of the room. The video started and we saw Dec and Becca sitting at the table.

“How are you doing?” the sheriff asked.

“Ok. I really didn’t want to make this into a big thing.”

“That bruise on your face says it’s a pretty big thing.”

Becca looked away from the sheriff, not saying anything more.

“Let’s start at the beginning.”

The sheriff took out his phone and placed it on the table.

“Is it ok if I record this?”

The son of a bitch looked up directly at our camera.

I guess he also knew it was there.

“Sure.” Becca twisted her hands together.

Sitting up straighter, I wondered why she was so nervous?

“Please state your full name.”

“Rebecca Lynn Washington.”

“Miss Washington, you had dinner with Grant Nicholson last evening, correct?”

“Yes.”

“Did Mr. Nicholson seem agitated or angry during dinner?”

“Not until the end.”

“Do you know what caused him to act this way?”

He had better not be blaming her for this bullshit.

King narrowed his eyes at me as though he heard my thoughts.

I held my hands in surrender, letting him know I understood him.

“Well, everything was going ok at first. We were talking about high school and sharing what we had been up to between when I left town and came back.”

“Why did you leave town?”

“I went to college.” The sheriff nodded his head, asking her to continue.

“I got distracted while we were talking and zoned out. I guess he didn’t like that. He ended the evening there, and when we got outside, he got pretty angry.”

“It’s ok, take your time.”

“He tried to kiss me. I told him I wasn’t interested in him that way and then he got even angrier. He, um, he punched me, and I fell. Then he just got in his car and left me there. I called Jack, and that was when Blade came and picked me up and drove me home.”

The rest of the video comprised a few more technical questions, and then they both stood and left the room. Before he stepped out, Dec looked up at the camera again and shook his head. He knew she lied. Everyone turned to look at me.

“She’s fucking lying. Why is she lying?” I grumbled.

“Blade, this next video shows what actually happened. Brace yourself, man. This one doesn’t have sound,” Nav warned me as he hit play.

Becca followed Grant outside to his car. He walked to her side of the car to open her door. Only when they got to the door, he just stood there. We couldn’t see him talking, and with no sound, we didn’t know what he was saying. 

He took a step toward her, and she stepped back, bumping against the car. He shouted something at her. Grant was pacing now. Growing more agitated with every step.

Turning back toward Becca, he got in her face. He grabbed her face with his hands and kissed her. Becca tried to pull away, but he was relentless. Then his hands were no longer on her face. One hand wrapped around her back and the other squeezed her breast.

Everything escalated quickly after that as his hand went to her thigh. He grabbed the hem of her dress, lifting it up.

“FUCK!” I screamed, slamming my fists on the table in front of me.

His mouth was on her throat as she tried to push at his chest.

She was screaming. He slapped her across the face. Both his hands were on her dress now, pulling it up to her waist.

“Turn it off,” I begged.

Nav paused the video.

“No.”

I looked at King.

“We are not watching her get raped!” I roared, standing from my seat.

“Blade.”

I ignored Nav. If I looked at him, knowing he watched her get raped, I would fucking slice his throat. She told me he didn’t rape her.

“Blade, brother, look at me.”

Breathing heavy, I turned to the man I was about to kill.

“He didn’t rape her. Keep watching. I promise you won’t want to miss this.”

I nodded, not able to get the words out as Nav pressed play one more time.

Becca reached up and scratched her nails down his face. He screamed at her and punched her so hard her head turned to the side.

“Damn, don’t piss her off, brother,” Ghost commented. “Get him, girl.”

He shoved his knee between her legs and reached for the button on his slacks. She placed her hands on his chest and shoved, hard. He stumbled back enough for her to bring her knee up and she slammed it into his dick. 

“OH!” Every man in the room winced, watching Grant fold over and hit the ground, taking Becca with him.

Scrambling to her hands and knees, she tried to crawl away. He grabbed her foot. Rolling over onto her ass, she kicked her other leg. Her foot connected with his head, and he fell back. She took off running toward the restaurant, and he got in his car and took off. 

She disappeared from the camera, and that must be when she called Jack.

“Fuck, man, she let him have it,” Colt raved.

“Did you see her foot land on his head?” Gunner’s voice filled with pride for my girl.

“Those nails, man. You should have seen how deep the scratches were,” Jingles added.

King stood as Nav shut off the video.

“Why the fuck is he still alive?” He glared at Jack, Ghost and Jingles.

“Prez, all we knew was that he hit her. Blade called me when he got to her and saw the bruise starting. Until we knew what we were dealing with, we decided a beat down was enough. This also leaves him for Blade to have his shot.”

King nodded, agreeing with that assessment, and I was damn glad.

When I got my hands on him, he’d quickly learn why they called me Blade.

“Ok, we need to figure out how to get ahold of him. He’s chained up in the hospital right now. So we have to be careful.”

Just then, Cash’s phone pinged. He looked at the message.

When we started this chapter, one of the decisions we made was that officers kept their phones on silent during church. We didn’t want interruptions, but we needed to be reachable for emergencies.

In Arkansas, there had been times when important minutes were wasted. This sometimes led to brothers being picked up, or worse killed, because officers were in church when something happened, and no one could be reached.

“Goddamnit!”

“What is it?” King asked, and Cash glared at me.

“I don’t care if he is your friend, Blade. If Ryder doesn’t keep his lips off my woman, I will beat his ass.”

I laughed. I knew he did it to piss Cash off, knowing Rachel wouldn’t let him touch Ryder. He got up from the table and walked out, no doubt calling Rachel. King could fill him in later. My phone rang next, and it was the prospect watching over Becca and Rachel. I put it on speaker, knowing why he was calling.

“Hello?”

“Hey uh, Blade.”

“Is it the prospect? This better be important enough to interrupt church.”

“Well, I mean I texted Cash. But well, you don’t have an old lady. At least not that I know of. But, um…”

“Spit it out,” I demanded, trying my hardest to keep the grin out of my voice. The others left in the room with me were having as hard a time as I was staying quiet.

“Well, I know Beck is yours. I mean, not officially, but Prez said she was off-limits, so I assumed—”

“PROSPECT!” Getting the anger to come through wasn’t difficult at all.

“Sir, Ryderishereandhekissedherwhenhewalkeduptothetable.”

I knew that was why he was calling. And I knew damn well Ryder saw the prospect and did it because he knew the prospect would tell me right after telling Cash.

“You let another man kiss my woman?”

“No sir. I mean, I was told to stay outside, and he just walked in and kissed her before I could even blink.”

“Who told you to stay outside, Prospect?”

“VP did, sir.”

“That was the right answer. I’m on my way. Text me where you are and don’t let any of them leave until I get there.”

“Yes sir.”

I disconnected the call and looked at my brothers. “That was fun.”

“What’s your plan?” King asked.

“Can you be more specific? I have four different things going on in my head right now that need my attention.”

Nicholson could wait. He couldn’t leave the hospital. The prospect needed to grow some balls. Ryder needed to be punched in the face, and my woman needed to be told not to let other men kiss her.

“Nicholson,” King answered, waiting.

My phone pinged, and I looked at the message from the prospect.

“Not much I can do at the moment. I do plan on heading into the hospital, just need to see what the watch schedule is.”

“Ok, keep me updated. The rest of you, get out of here. The Mother Chapter should be here in a few hours.” King slammed the gavel that he forgot to hit at the start, and we all shuffled out.

Striding outside, I climbed on my bike and drove to The Coffee Shop.


Chapter Sixteen

Blade

Pulling up in front of The Coffee Shop, I saw Becca, Rachel, and Ryder sitting together at a table. I walked over to the prospect, choosing to deal with him first.

“Prospect.”

The kid jumped up from where he was leaning on his bike, looking at his phone. Is that why he didn’t see Ryder approaching my woman? This was a common occurrence with Ryder and Rach, so if he had been paying attention, he should have expected what was coming.

“How old are you, Prospect?”

“Eighteen, sir.”

“Cut the sir shit.”

“Yes sir.” He winced, realizing what he had done.

“Listen, you’re off the hook here as far as being inside with the girls. VP told you to stay outside, and he outranks everyone but the Prez. Also, Beck isn’t my old lady.”

I turned to watch her through the window for a moment before turning back to the kid. “Yet. So relax, you did nothing wrong there.”

“Thank you, s—” I cocked an eyebrow at him. “Thank you.”

“But those women in there? They outrank you!” I scolded him, pushing my finger into his chest. “When you are guarding over them, you stay off your fucking phone unless a brother calls. Got it?”

He gulped and nodded his head.

“I want to hear the words, Prospect.”

“I understand, Blade. No phone unless a brother calls and my eyes on them every second.”

“We might just whip you into shape after all.”

I turned away and strolled back over to my bike. I parked my ass on the seat and stretched my legs out in front of me, crossed at the ankles. With my arms folded across my chest, some people might think I was relaxed, but as I glared through the window at Ryder, I willed him to come outside.

I didn’t have to wait long before he swaggered out and stood right in front of me, crossing his arms over his chest just as I did.

“What the hell are you doing, Ryder? Are you trying to get your ass beat by Cash?”

“What the fuck are you doing, Blade?”

I stood to my full height and narrowed my eyes at my childhood best friend. “You wanna try that again?”

Dropping his arms, I could see his hands fisted at his sides.

“Stop playing with her. Why the hell did you kiss her last night? And why the fuck did you kiss her the day you died? If you aren’t man enough to tell her the truth, then stay the fuck away from her.”

I stood there, stunned that he knew any of this.

“My relationship with her is none of your fucking business.”

“She is one of my best friends. I care about her.”

Getting in his face, I snarled, “And you think I don’t? You fucking know better than that.”

“You need to stop being an asshole,” Ryder shouted back at me.

“Hey, Blade.” the prospect called out, and I turned my attention toward him. Ryder used the distraction to punch me in the face.

“NO.”

I heard Becca yell as I shoved Ryder against the front window and heard her cry out again.

“Rach, I need to do something.”

“No, babe, let them work it out.”

I whispered to Ryder, “You may be my oldest friend, but you ever take a cheap shot at me like that again. I will bury you in the ground. Keep your fucking lips off my girl, or I might still do it.” I stepped back, letting him go.

Walking over to Becca, I leaned down and kissed her cheek.

“Take a ride with me, babe.”

She looked over at Ryder as if asking permission, and it pissed me off. Then she narrowed her eyes at him, and I smiled.

She looked back at me.

“Please?” I begged.

She glanced over at Rachel, who was shooting daggers at me. I would find out later what that was about.

“Come on.” I reached for her hand.

“I don’t know, Rach and I have been shopping all day. What about my bags?”

“The prospect following Rachel can take them back to the clubhouse. Or he can drop them at your house. Your choice, babe.”

She looked over at Rachel again, and I did as well. Begging her with my eyes to encourage Becca to come with me. When she finally smiled, I let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding.

“Go ahead, Beck. I can drop your bags at home.” Rachel pulled her in for a hug, whispered something in her ear, and then let her go. “Go have fun.”

Becca turned around to follow me to my bike.

When I looked back at Rach to thank her, she mouthed asshole.

What the fuck?

I took Becca’s hand in mine and walked her to my bike. After swinging my leg over, I held out my hand to help her climb on. She wrapped her arms around me and laid her chin on my shoulder. A peace I hadn’t known in ten years settled over me.

“So, where are we going?” she asked.

“I have somewhere I want to show you. Hold on tight.” I grabbed the backs of her knees, yanking her forward so she was pressed up tight against me.

Pulling out into traffic, I drove toward a spot I used to take her on my dirt bike. I was playing with fire, but I didn’t seem to care anymore.

Guiding my bike up the trail to what Becca and I coined Lookout Mountain; I wondered if she realized where we were. She and I used to ride up here on my dirt bike to get away from our parents all the time.

Grams was great, but she only had so much to say when Becca’s mother was around. She did her best to combat the way Becca’s mom treated her, but that was her mother. Grandmothers had to concede authority to the parents.

Settling at the top, I let my bike idle for a bit, enjoying the feel of her behind me. I would love nothing more than to stay like this, but we needed to talk. She needed to tell me why she lied about the other night.

I tapped her leg, letting her know she could climb off. Once we were both free of the bike, I grabbed her hand and walked toward the edge. The best part about this spot was you could only get up here on a bike. Few people knew about the trail leading up here, and I hoped to keep it that way.

“I love it up here,” she said, looking out over the town.

“Have you been up here before?”

Shrugging her shoulders, she replied, “Once or twice.”

“I discovered the trail up here not too long after I moved here.” Which was the truth. When I found it, I was ten.

“Beck,” I called her attention to me. “Why did you lie to the sheriff?”

She narrowed her eyes at me. “How do you know I lied?”

I needed to decide how much to tell her. I was already walking a slippery slope. One word and my gig would be up, and I wasn’t ready for that yet. “We watched the video from the parking lot.”

“I told you all to stay out of it. Let the sheriff handle it.” She pulled away and walked further out, looking at the sky. When we were kids, we used to lie in the grass and watch the clouds roll by, looking for shapes. I guess most kids did that, but it was special to me because Becca was with me.

“He can’t do his job if you don’t tell him the truth,” I reminded her.

She spun around so fast. I didn’t know how she didn’t lose her balance.

“How do you know what I told the sheriff?”

I dropped my eyes to the ground, not wanting to see her angry at me.

“Did the sheriff tell you?”

“No.”

“Then how do you know?”

“Church has cameras.”

“That was why King let us use it. He knew you all could hear everything I said. Dagnabbit!”

I chuckled.

I had forgotten her penchant for using silly words to avoid cussing. It was fucking adorable now as it was when we were kids, maybe even more so.

“You don’t get to laugh at me,” she hissed, poking me in the chest.

“I am not laughing at you, babe. It’s cute you can’t cuss.”

“I could if I wanted to. I choose not to. There’s a difference. Swearing shows a lack of intelligence. There are millions of words, and most people use the same ones every time. And they don’t always mean the same thing. That’s just stupid.” Folding her arms over her chest, she looked like a toddler who didn’t get her way.

Dragging her into my arms, I kissed the top of her head.

“I need you to tell me what happened. We could tell Grant had a lot to say. What was it?”

She pulled away from me and turned her back to me again.

I was getting pretty damn tired of her rejecting me. 

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Why?”

Throwing her hands in the air, she spun around again. I was getting dizzy myself with how much she twirled around.

“Because he wasn’t making any sense. Nothing he said made sense, and I just want to forget what happened.” She threw her arms around my waist and buried her face in my chest.

Holding her tight, she whispered, “I have enough things I can’t forget. I don’t need more.”

“Ok, we can table that for now. Tell me about Ryder.”

She looked up at me. “What about Ryder?”

“Is there something going on between you two?”

“Me and Ryder? No.” She laughed, shaking her head.

I looked into her eyes. “You let him kiss you.” I growled.

“Why are you always growling at me?”

“Because you infuriate me sometimes.”

She tilted her head, like she was trying to work something out in her mind.

“What?” I asked.

Shaking her head, she stated, “Nothing.”

“Why did you let him kiss you?” I reiterated.

“I let you kiss me,” she challenged. “I asked you to kiss me.” She looked at me with a smile that told me she very much enjoyed it when I kissed her. “Why don’t you kiss me again?” she proposed, and her eyes dropped to my mouth.

“Babe, I’m trying to talk to you.”

“Please kiss me, Blade.” Her eyes darkened with desire.

I had no hope of denying her what she asked for.

I leaned down, gently pressing my lips against hers. She didn’t hesitate to open for me, and tentatively swiped her tongue inside my mouth. My hand fisted in her hair as I deepened the kiss. Pulling her against me, I knew she could feel my cock harden against her. I pulled away regretfully.

“Babe, I want nothing more than to lay you down right here and make you mine.” I groaned, adjusting myself. “Which is why we need to stop. We need to talk about Ryder.”

She released a heavy sigh. “Why? Ryder is one of my oldest and dearest friends. That is all there is to it.”

“You let him kiss you.”

She pulled out of the embrace, and it felt like I couldn’t breathe when she walked away from me again.

“Are you flipping kidding me? I will not turn my back on Ryder. I will not give up my friendship with him,” she complained, throwing her hands in the air again. “Why should I? Because you’re jealous?”

“I don’t share.”

She looked down, kicking her shoe in the dirt.

“Hey, what aren’t you telling me?” Placing a finger under her chin, I lifted her face so I could gaze into her eyes.

“Ryder is my friend. Nothing more. He could never compete with him.”

I could see the emotion in her eyes. I knew she was on the verge. Could I do what I needed to push her over it? I wanted her to talk about me. Talk about us. I wanted to know what she felt for me before my life ended in that car accident ten years ago.

We’ve already established I was an asshole.

“But there is someone?” I asked, holding my breath to wait for her answer. Taking a deep breath, she looked away.

When I picked her up after Grant attacked her, I saw her fear. I saw her panic. She was anxious and wary. It made me angry. I wanted to tear the world down so she never had to feel those things again.

But this?

This sorrow I saw in the depths of her soul?

This heartache and anguish might just break me.

“Tell me,” I prodded gently, not wanting to push too hard, but also needing to hear what she went through.

“I can’t.” She whimpered, turning away again, but not before I saw her eyes filling with tears.

“Babe.” I encircled my arms around her from behind.

Resting my chin on her shoulder, I whispered in her ear, “I’ve got you now.”


Chapter Seventeen

Beck

“Babe.” Blade wrapped his arms around me from behind. Resting his chin on my shoulder, he whispered in my ear, “I’ve got you now.”

I closed my eyes and sank back into his warmth as the first tear fell.

“Tell me about him,” Blade encouraged. 

“I can’t even bring myself to say his name,” I cried. “How can I tell you about him?”

“It’s ok, start from the beginning. Where did you meet him?”

A chuckle escaped before I could stop it. “We met at school. We were seven years old, and he was the new kid. He told me years later he hated being the new kid. His family moved around a lot and with every new school, he would make new friends just to leave them less than a year later.”

I smiled at the memory.

“The first time I talked to him, he wouldn’t even tell me his name. Said he didn’t want any friends.”

I looked over my shoulder at him. “Kind of reminded me of how you got up and walked away when I said hi to you when we first met.”

He looked a little ashamed at that. “Sorry, babe, it was a bad day for me.”

“I told him I always got what I wanted because Grams told me I was te-na-sis. That was how I pronounced it when I was a kid.”

I turned around and looked at him.

“Can we sit down? This might take a while.”

I gave him a watery smile, and he pulled me over to sit in the grass.

“It was lunchtime, and he was sitting all alone. He told me he was too mean to have friends. That was when I enlisted Ryder to help me. Rachel was pretty quiet back then,” I added, thinking about how shy she was and how different she was now.

It must be Cash’s influence.

“We were relentless. Ryder and me. We didn’t give him the option of not being our friend. Once he finally gave in, we were like the four musketeers. We did everything together at school, lunch, recess. We even got in trouble together.”

I sat with my legs crossed and I reached over to pick a few blades of grass. Anything to distract me while I tried to get this out.

“He and I had a unique connection, though. Maybe it was because we both had a parent we hated. Whatever it was, it drew us together.”

Releasing a heavy breath, I steeled myself and continued.

“We started spending more time together outside of school. He would come to Grams’ house and hang out. Sometimes, when things got bad with his dad, he would sneak into my room and sleep in my bed with me.”

I took a minute to sift through my memories, deciding on which ones I wanted to share.

“His dad bought him a dirt bike. He had done something he needed forgiveness for and chose that as a grand gesture. I used to ride with him all over town. He used to bring me here, actually. We found that trail and rode up here one day. It was our spot. Whenever either of us needed cheering up, or to scream, we came up here. Sometimes, we just came up here to lie in the grass and watch the clouds. There were also times we would sneak up here at night and look at the stars.”

I peeked over at Blade to see how he was handling everything so far. He was just staring straight ahead. I wondered what he was thinking. I hadn’t even gotten to the bad stuff yet.

“Elementary school turned into middle school and before we knew it, we were in high school. We were still super close, but things were also different. He had noticed girls. I kept hoping he would notice me.”

“He noticed you, babe.”

“How do you know?” I asked.

“How could he not?” he rasped, his voice laced thick with emotion.

“Yea, well, I’m not sure he did. Pretty sure he saw me as a sister,” I admitted, looking away.

“Impossible. You are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen.”

His hand reached up to cradle my cheek.

I placed my hand over his and closed my eyes.

“You need to understand. I was still a dorky teenager back then.” I snickered and pulled his hand down to hold it in my lap. “He was my first kiss, though.”

“What?” he gasped. 

Nodding my head, “Yup,” I said, letting the p pop at the end. “It was after school one day. I had caught up with him under a tree where he liked to sit and read. He was always reading.”

I heard Blade chuckle at that.

“Hey, don’t laugh, seeing a guy read is hot!” I said, bumping his shoulder and making him laugh.

“I like to read,” he stated, wagging his eyebrows at me.

The jokes helped ease the tension I felt.

It was only going to get tougher from here.

“So, tell me about this kiss,” he prompted, bumping my shoulder back. I looked over at him and tilted my head, really looking at him. “What?”

“I don’t know. There’s something about you. I have only ever felt this comfortable with Ryder and with him. Well, once you stopped growling at me.”

“What about Jack?” he asked.

“Jack is great. He’s fun, he makes me laugh, but…” I hesitated.

“But what?” he prodded.

“Jack is like Ryder. He is a great friend. Someone you can call anytime. You’re different. You’re more like he was,” I hedged.

“Are you hoping I’ll notice you?” he asked, and I felt my cheeks heat.

“Pretty sure you noticed me when you barged into Grams’ kitchen and found me in my underwear,” I said, still embarrassed by that encounter.

“Damn right I did,” he admitted with a wink. “Have I distracted you enough? You were spiraling a bit.”

There he went again.

Blade seemed to read me like he did.

“What’s your real name?” His eyes widened at my question.

I knew it came out of left field, but suddenly I needed to know what it was. He looked away before he answered.

Pulling his knees up, he rested his forearms over them.

“Justin. I never really cared for it much, so when I joined the club, I was glad to have a club name and left that name behind.”

Hmm, he doesn’t look like a Justin.

“What made you join the club?” I asked.

Yes, I was delaying talking about that last day.

“I didn’t have the best family growing up. I had a great childhood because of the friends I had. When I turned eighteen, I left. I traveled around the country for a bit, looking for something I had lost. I found it but, it wasn’t mine anymore.”

He looked down at the grass between his legs, taking a heavy breath.

“Shortly after that, I met Jack in a bar one night. He talked me into prospecting for the Shadows, and it was the best decision I ever made. With them, I found a piece of what I had lost.”

“So you’ve been with the club for five years?” I asked, knowing they bought the land five years ago.

“Seven actually, we joined the Mother Chapter in Arkansas. Did a year of prospecting, then a year as a patched brother. When King wanted to open another chapter, he asked Jack and I and a few others to come along. He was looking for a spot and I suggested Diamond Creek.”

“Why here?” 

“I had been through here when I was traveling and fell in love with the area. The vastness and how open it is called to me. I can hop on my bike and just ride for miles and not have to think about the turns or the other drivers. Sure, the riding season is shorter here than down south, but the lower population more than makes up for it.”

“Wow. I can’t imagine anyone making a choice to live here. I left with the intention of never coming back.”

That had been the plan until Grams called. I didn’t want to come back to Diamond Creek. I didn’t want to be surrounded by the memories of the boy I lost. I stayed as long as I could for Ryder and Rachel, but I had to run. I had to try to move on.

Not that it worked, but at least I tried.

Did you though?

Did you try?

Or did you just stick your head in another sandbox somewhere else?

“Did you leave because you wanted to get away from the town or the memories?” he asked, pulling me from my thoughts.

I wasn’t sure I was ready to answer that question yet.

“You are pretty good at deflecting. I’m not letting you off that easy, though. I still want to hear about that kiss,” he reiterated.

“It really wasn’t a big deal.”

Okay, it was a really big deal, but I’m not going to tell him that.

“Really? The boy you were hoping would notice you kisses you and it wasn’t a big deal? Bullshit,” he responded. “Tell me what happened. And help me understand why you are so afraid to talk about it.”

“It changed my life,” I admitted. “In more ways than one. I had stopped to talk to him after school to see if he was coming over to Grams’ house later. We joked about the girl he just broke up with. Then, just when I turned to leave, he grabbed my wrist and pulled me back into his chest and kissed me. Like it was something he did all the time. Like it didn’t affect him at all.”

“Babe, I have kissed those lips. Trust me, it affected him.”

“Thank you,” I said, bowing my head, hiding the blush that was taking over. “It definitely affected me. I had fallen in love with him when I was seven. He was the only person who didn’t give me everything I wanted. Told me no, when no one else did.”

Smiling, I remembered how he never put up with crap from me.

“He argued with me. He encouraged me when I told him about my dream of being a journalist. But even if I hadn’t, that kiss would have sealed the deal. I was so sure he would tell me he felt the same way when he came over that night. Only, he never showed up.” I felt the sting of tears gather behind my eyes.

“What happened?”

I looked up at Blade as the tears rolled down my cheeks.

“He died.”

Blade held me while I cried.

“I’m so sorry, baby. I’m so sorry.”

“Everything changed after that. I didn’t want to live without him, but I wasn’t strong enough to do anything about it. Rachel and Ryder were with me every day. Sometimes, we would just sit in silence, but they never judged me. They were grieving too, but I was so caught up in my own grief that I couldn’t see theirs. My mother wanted to leave town, but I couldn’t leave Ryder and Rachel before graduation. They had done so much for me.”

I stood up.

I had to move.

Blade followed, jumping to his feet.

“You know they talk about the stages of grief. Denial was quick. I lived in denial for a year. I refused to believe it. Anger was next. That hit me at my senior prom. Grant talked me into going with him. I found out I had won prom queen, and I left before the announcement. I was so angry at him. How dare he leave me? He should have been the one to take me to prom, not Grant-Mother-Fathers-Nicholson.”

I heard Blade snicker at my cuss words, but I ignored him.

“After anger came bargaining. Never have I prayed so much in my life. Begging for him to come back. I was willing to never see him again if it meant he could live. That was how much I loved him.”

I was pacing now.

Blade just stood there quietly, waiting for me to get it all off my chest.

“Depression, boy, that one took its toll. Years of going through the motions. College, work, life, I got through it all feeling nothing. I never went on dates. No dates, meant no goodnight kisses.”

I stopped pacing and looked at Blade. “The night Grant attacked me. When you kissed me after bringing me home, that was my second kiss. Ever.”

I caught the shock on his face.

I knew what he was thinking.

“And sex?” I huffed. “That is such an abstract thought to me that I don’t even know if I would enjoy it when it finally happens.”

I shut my mouth and walked toward the edge.

Looking out over the town, I let my words sink in.

I heard his feet shuffle behind me, before his hands were on my shoulders.

“What about acceptance? When did you get to that one?” he whispered.

“When I get there, I’ll let you know. I can’t even bring myself to go see his grave. I haven’t been there since the funeral.”

“What about the day I saw you there with Ryder?”

I knew that was him.

I wondered how long he had been following me.

Shaking my head, I confessed, “I couldn’t do it. I didn’t realize where Ryder was leading me until we were inside, and then I had a panic attack and we left.”

Blade turned me around to face him. He pressed a kiss to my forehead and asked, “Think you could make room for me?”

I looked up at him, confused.

“What?”

“I want to be in your life, babe. I tried to keep you out. Thought, if I was mean enough, you would stay away. One taste of you and I was powerless to stop you from worming your way in, but here you are. Now, I don’t wanna let you go.”

“I’m broken, Blade. Weren’t you listening? I don’t know how to live for anyone else.”

“Then live for you. I know what my kiss does to you. You can’t hide that.”

“I don’t think…”

“Don’t think, just feel.” Then he dropped his lips on mine and everything else fell away.

My eyes fluttered closed and I let myself feel everything. The way his hands brushed over my hips, pulling me closer. The way my nipples tightened when my breasts smashed against his chest. The feel of my hands on his muscular arms, sliding up to circle around his neck.

I inhaled his scent. The combination of cologne and the leather of his cut. The way it swirled around me muddled my concentration.

The sounds of the mountain disappeared as I got lost in the sensations caused by his mouth on mine. I no longer heard the birds that had been serenading us, or the crickets chirping out a tempo.

When he pulled back from the kiss, he took my hand and walked to his bike.

“Come on, that’s enough for today. We need to get back. I’ll drop you off to freshen up and change, but I want you at the clubhouse tonight. We have the Mother Chapter here, so there’s a party tonight and a run tomorrow. I want you by my side tonight and on the back of my bike tomorrow. Say yes.”

There was only one answer he would accept.

There was only one answer I wanted to give him.

Right then, I made a choice. To stop the merry-go-round that wasn’t going anywhere and step off to see what another ride offered.

“Yes.”


Chapter Eighteen

Beck

Back at home, I hopped off the bike. Blade held on to my hand once more and I stood there for a second, not entirely sure what to do.

“Give me that mouth, babe.”

I didn’t think as I leaned into him and pressed my lips to his and, like the few times before, everything faded. I felt safe, cared for, wanted, and, yes, even loved. Blade had done something no one else could. No one since him.

I shared a bond with him. One I never thought could be challenged when he died. But I couldn’t deny there was something that drew me to Blade. Something that felt stronger than the teenage crush I was holding on to.

How was this possible? How was it the man I thought hated me for an unknown reason was the one to get through my wall of grief? Letting him go was hard, but I needed to talk to Grams before I went to the clubhouse. After saying goodbye to Blade, I rushed into the house.

Walking through the kitchen door, the first thing I did was go in search of Grams.

I found her once again sitting in her favorite chair.

“Hi, Grams, you got a minute?”

Without looking up from her book, she said, “Sure, honey. Where have you been? Rachel dropped off your packages hours ago…” Grams laid her book down and laying eyes on me for the first time since I left for my dinner with Grant.

She gasped. “Beck! What the hell happened to you?”

Grams moved out of her chair so swiftly I was afraid she would fall and break a hip.

I dashed to her side to prevent that from happening. 

“I’m ok, Grams, I promise.”

She grabbed my chin to look at the bruise.

“Who did this? Did Grant do this? I’ll kill him. Where is he?” she asked, reaching for her purse.

“Grams, calm down.” I fretted, placing my hands on her arms, halting her progress.

She narrowed her eyes at me. “I will not calm down. That son of a bitch put his hands on my granddaughter. Well, now he will feel my hands on him.” She glared at me. “Is that why you left so early this morning? You didn’t want me to see what he did?”

“Grams, if you would sit still for two seconds, I will tell you what happened.”

I led her over to the couch so we could sit down while I told her about last night.

Telling her the complete story was non-negotiable. She would draw it out of me, anyway. So, saving time, I told her everything. How he ordered for me, how he got angry when my mind wandered. When I got to the part where he attacked me, she was fuming.

I worried her head would explode like it did in the cartoons I used to watch as a child. When I told her how I got away, she smiled. When she asked how I got home, I told her about Blade coming to get me, and that he kissed me.

Hey, in for a penny in for a pound, right?

By the time I finished, her smile was as wide as the Cheshire Cat.

“He wasn’t making any sense, Grams. He made it sound like he was colluding with someone. And what land is he trying to get back? The whole thing was very odd, not to mention terrifying.”

“What did the boys do about it?” she asked.

“Why do you assume they did anything?”

She cocked an eyebrow at me as if to say, really?

Sighing, I confirmed what she was thinking. “He’s in the hospital, in the ICU.”

“He’s still alive?”

“Why do people keep asking that?”

Honestly, I had to once again question whether or not I knew what I was doing by getting involved with the club.

“I need to have a talk with King and find out why he’s still breathing,” she mumbled, getting up and heading for the kitchen, before filling the kettle and setting it on the stove. “Would you like some tea?”

“No, thank you. Actually, I’m headed over to the clubhouse soon. Blade asked me to come to the party tonight.” I leaned against the doorway, debating how much to tell her. “I spent some time with him this afternoon. We went for a ride, and he took me up to Lookout Mountain.”

Grams spun around to look at me.

“Really? You shared that with him?”

“No, actually, he thought he was sharing it with me. He said he found the trail not too long after he moved here.”

“Hmmm.” Grams opened the cupboard with the teacups and her box of various teas. “How did that go?”

I twisted my hands together. Grams had her back to me. She probably thought it would be easier for me if she wasn’t looking at me.

“I told him.”

She rested her hands on the counter for a moment before going back to choosing her tea.

“How did that go?” she asked, still not looking at me.

“It was ok. I didn’t go into detail, just told him how we met, what happened and that my life basically stopped that day.”

I moved to the table and took a seat as Grams brought two cups of tea over and placed one in front of me. She knew me better than my mother ever did. Knowing she wouldn’t ask more, I continued.

Looking down at my tea, I whispered, “He asked me if there was room for him.”

“And what did you tell him?”

I looked up at her, hurt and angry, though I couldn’t say why.

“I told him how broken I was and didn’t know how to live for anyone else.” Standing up, I started pacing, then shouted, throwing my hands in the air, “You know what he said to that? He told me to live for me! How the halibut am I supposed to do that?”

“Did you ask Blade that? Did he have a suggestion?”

Grams was so patient when I started ranting and raving. She never raised her voice to me. It was one of the things I loved most about my Grams. She always let me say what I needed to get it all out without interruption. The woman should be up for a sainthood. 

“When I told him I didn’t think I could do that, he said, don’t think, just feel, then he kissed me.” Covering my face with my hands, I groaned. “Grams, how did this happen?”

“How did what happen?” she asked nonchalantly, stirring sugar into her tea.

Exasperated, I said, “How did a man who couldn’t be in the same room with me without growling, find a way through the grief I have been dealing with for ten years, and make me feel something?”

“Sounds like fate to me,” she retorted, taking a sip of her tea.

I stared at her, waiting. Grams was always very spiritual. Though fate always seemed too random for her. So for her to suggest fate meant she didn’t think that at all.

“Or… maybe you are ready for that final stage, acceptance.”

Huh?

I was just talking about the stages of grief with Blade. Assuring him I wasn’t there yet. I also agreed to go to the party with him. And let him kiss me. Three times!

“Beck?” I turned toward Grams. “Maybe listen to Blade and stop thinking. Don’t overanalyze. Just live. See what happens.”

See what happens? Could I do that?

“I guess I could try it,” I relented, shrugging my shoulders.

“That is all anyone is asking.” She continued to drink her tea.

I left mine abandoned on the table to go get ready for the party.

Don’t think, just feel.

Seemed simple enough until I opened my closet to find something to wear.

Thirty minutes later, I was finally ready to go. I went with the safe option: a pair of skinny jeans, a snug T-shirt that hugged my boobs, and knee-high black boots. Should be good for a biker party. Though compared to what the club girls wore, I was still way overdressed.

“Hey, Grams, I’m going to head over to the clubhouse. Is there anything you need before I go?”

“Actually, yes, I need you to enjoy yourself tonight and not be concerned about me.”

“Ok, um, Blade also asked me to go on the club ride with him tomorrow. I was thinking, maybe, I, um, might stay the night at the clubhouse.” I bit the corner of my lower lip, waiting for her response.

She gave me a warm smile and took my hands in hers.

“I think that is a great idea. I will see you tomorrow afternoon.” She kissed my cheek and sent me on my way.

Walking over to the clubhouse, I noticed there were a lot more bikes than usual. Blade said the Mother Chapter was visiting, and I hesitated walking through the gate.

The prospect—I think his name was Archie—observed my dilemma.

“Everything ok, ma’am?”

Ma’am? He looked like he was my age.

“Did you just call me ma’am?”

“Um, no, ma—I mean no.”

I eyed Archie carefully. “Can I ask you a question?”

“Suurre,” he dragged the word out warily.

“Have you met the men from the Mother Chapter that are here tonight?” Archie nodded affirmatively. “What are they like?”

“Um, from what I’ve seen, they’re just like the brothers here.”

“Ok, good. That’s good,” I muttered, looking over at the clubhouse.

“Would you like me to call someone to come meet you outside?”

I turned back to Archie, “Can you call Blade?”

“Blade isn’t back yet. The girls are here. Want me to call one of them?”

“Yes, that would be a good idea.”

Before Archie could pick up the phone, Lily rushed outside.

“Beck!” Lily waved me over.

“Hey, Lil. I’m so glad you came out. I didn’t want to walk in there alone with all the new guys here.”

“Don’t blame you there. The first few times can be intimidating. The Arkansas guys are rougher around the edges than our guys, but they are great.” She looked at my chin. “I’m sorry about what happened. Are you ok?”

“I am. It was scary in the moment, but I’m doing ok. Thank you for asking.”

“If you need anything, let me know.” She drew me into a hug. “Let’s get inside. Rachel and Grace are waiting for us.”

“Did you know I was out here?”

“Yup,” she replied with a wink.

I didn’t ask how she knew.

Stepping into the clubhouse, the first thing I noticed was the noise. The music was pumping, and I could see the drinks were flowing. Taking a deep breath, I followed Lily to the table where Rach and Grace were sitting.

“Beck, you’re here!” Rachel jumped up, pulling me into a hug. “How did things go this afternoon?”

“Good.” I nodded. “We can talk about it later, though. Hi, Grace.” I slid into the seat next to her.

“Hey, Beck. How are you? I heard what happened. If the guys hadn’t taken care of things, us girls would have. Know we will always have your back!”

“Thank you. Hopefully, I am never in that position again.”

“What do you want to drink, Beck?” Rachel asked.

“Um, dry vodka martini with a twist. Absolutely no olives, or olive juice,” I said with a shiver.

“No olives, you got it. I’ll be right back.”

Looking over at Lily and Grace, I noticed they were both wearing cuts similar to Rachel’s.

“Are you guys wearing cuts? I thought you weren’t with any of the guys?”

“We aren’t, but King insists we wear these when the Mother Chapter is here. He doesn’t want any of them mistaking us for club girls,” Grace explained with an eye roll, and Lily laughed. “Mine and Lily’s say Property of the Silver Shadows. The difference is there isn’t a brother’s name on it.”

“I’m sure when Blade gets here, he will get one for you. For now, just stick with us.”

Rachel returned, and the four of us talked and laughed while sipping our drinks. Once they were just about gone, Lily suggested we hop on the dance floor. Dance floor was a loose term. Someone had spread the tables apart to make room for dancing.

We weren’t dancing long when a guy I didn’t recognize walked up behind me, placing his hands on my hips.

I spun around and stepped back.

“Hey, beautiful. I’m Angel.” He reached out for me, and I stepped back again.

“Wrong way, babe. I have a room upstairs.” He pointed over his shoulder at the hallway and grabbed my hand. He pulled me through the crowd, and I looked back at the girls.

“RACHEL!” I yelled, praying she heard me over the loud music. How was this happening again?

“Hey, Angel. Where you goin’, baby?” Jade stepped in front of us, blocking Angel’s path.

“Hey, baby. You’re looking good tonight.” Angel looked over at Jade. His eyes tracked up and down her body while clinging to my hand.

“How about we head up to your room and I can show you how good I am?” Jade ran her fingernail down Angel’s chest, leaning into him.

“Maybe later, babe; this beauty and I are heading up now. I’ll come find you when I’m done.” Angel tried to walk around her, and she slipped in front of him again.

“Angel, baby, she isn’t available. I am. How about I grab Crystal, and you can get a two for one?” Jade ran her hands from Angel’s shoulders down to his wrists, trying unsuccessfully to get him to release me.

“I told you, babe, later. Right now, I’ve got her.” He held my hand up in the air, showing Jade he wasn’t letting me go.

“She told you Beck wasn’t available. I suggest you take Jade up on her offer.” That beautiful growl came through menacingly, and my fear quickly abated.

Angel turned us around, and I looked up to see Blade seething at him.


Chapter Nineteen

Blade

After I dropped Becca off at Grams to get ready, I took off knowing there was something I needed to take care of before going back and picking her up.

I needed to have a little conversation with Grant-Mother-Fathers-Nicholson.

Chuckling, I thought about Becca’s words. She still couldn’t bring herself to cuss. Just thinking about her silly words and phrases had me smiling in a way I hadn’t in a very long time. She didn’t know how fucking adorable she was.

I pulled into the hospital twenty minutes later.

I couldn’t let Declan know I was here. It would piss him off if he knew I was here, interfering with his case. And if King found out I was here, he would beat my ass for pissing off his brother.

Strolling up to the front desk, I smiled at Shirley.

“Hey, Blade. What can I do for you?” she asked, leaning on the counter in front of her.

“I need to know what room a patient is in.”

“You know I can’t do that, Blade.” She held up a hand to stop me when I opened my mouth. She dipped her head and spoke to the paperwork on her desk. “I heard what happened. You should know better than to ask me if Grant Nicholson is in room 428. I can neither confirm nor deny where he is at.”

“Are you sure, Shirley? I just wanted to talk to him.” I continued the ploy in case anyone close was listening. 

“Absolutely not,” she said, shaking her head.

I nodded, letting her know I understood. There were video cameras covering Shirley’s desk. Cameras that did not include audio.

“I understand, Shirley. Thanks anyway.”

“Tell Beck I hope she’s ok. She was always a wonderful girl, despite that mother of hers. Thank goodness she had Willow’s influence.”

“I will, Shirley, thanks,” I said, knocking three times on the counter. Turning back the way I came, I walked toward the doors leading outside. When I knew I was out of range of the front desk cameras, I hung a right and walked through the door marked stairs. Taking them two at a time, I climbed to the fourth floor.

Marching up to his room, I noticed the guard outside was Officer Marquez. Wasn’t that a coincidence?

“Hello, Miguel, how’s the family?” Holding out my hand to him, he gave it a firm shake.

“Hey, Blade. Family’s good. Manny wants to play hockey this year at the rec center.”

“He does?”

Well… well… well. Isn’t this convenient?

“I hear hockey can be expensive. All that gear can add up quickly.”

“It sure can,” he confirmed, cocking his eyebrow at me before adding, “There are four of us families that have kids wanting to play hockey.”

I understood what he meant, loud and clear.

“Sounds like the rec center could use a hefty donation to make sure none of those kids need anything.”

Those kids would have everything they needed.

The Silver Shadows were not above bribing law enforcement when the need arose, but situations like this just kept everything cleaner.

“That would be great, Blade. I’m sure the rec center would really appreciate it.” He looked down both ends of the hallway. “If you will excuse me for a minute, nature calls.”

“I understand. Take your time, Miguel.”

He knew I wouldn’t hurt Grant, not anything permanent anyway.

I just needed to have a little talk with him.

Pushing the door open, I stepped in and inspected the body lying on the bed. I clenched my fists, wishing I could pummel him into the mattress. I reminded myself I was here to talk and kicked the bottom of his bed to wake him up.

“Hey!” Grant sat up, looking for whatever disturbed his slumber.

When his eyes landed on me, he paled. “What are you doing here?”

“I came to talk to you.”

“Well, I don’t want to talk to you.”

“That’s fine. You can just listen.” My hand reached out for his throat, and I squeezed. “I know what you tried to do, asshole. I saw the video.”

“What video?” he croaked out, his face turning red.

“The video from the cameras in the parking lot of the steakhouse where you tried to rape my woman, asshole.”

“Not… your… woman,” he rasped as I squeezed harder before loosening my grip.

Couldn’t have him passing out before I was done.

“Mine,” he grunted.

“Fuck no, she isn’t. She’s mine,” I sneered. “She’s always been mine and she will always be mine. Now listen to me, you son of a bitch. You thought what my brothers did to you was bad? Just you wait until you’re out on bail, motherfucker. Then you’re mine.”

I got into his face to make sure he heard every word.

“You see, my brothers beat your ass but left you alive for me. I don’t like you, Grant. I’ve never liked you. Until now I’ve left you to whatever the hell it is you do, ‘cause I know it ain’t just real estate. But the minute you put your sleazy hands on my girl, against her will,” I growled, “you signed your death warrant.”

Grant tried unsuccessfully to get out of my grasp.

“You will never touch her again. You won’t talk to her. You won’t even look at her. Tell me you understand what I’m telling you, Grant.”

“F-f-fuck you.”

“You just don’t learn, do you?” I clenched my hand around Grant’s throat, cutting off his oxygen until he passed out. “Asshole.”

Walking out of Grant’s room, I witnessed Miguel coming back from the restroom. Good timing.

I nodded my head and called out to him, “We’ll take care of that donation before hockey season starts, Miguel.”

“I appreciate it, Blade. Thank you. Everything good here?”

“Yes sir. The patient is sleeping soundly. Have a good night.” I saluted him with two fingers and walked away down the hall the way I came up. Taking the stairs back down to the main floor.

Leaving the hospital and climbing on my bike, I rode back to Grams’ house, only to find Becca had gone over to the clubhouse by herself.

Fuck.

I rushed to the clubhouse, hoping Becca was with the girls. What I found inside enraged me.

I stalked across the room, standing behind Angel, an enforcer from the Mother Chapter. His full road name was the Angel of Death. He was going to meet the Angel of Death if he didn’t get his hands off my woman.

Hearing the exchange between Angel and Jade only added fuel to an already blazing inferno that coursed through my veins.

“She told you Beck wasn’t available. I suggest you take Jade up on her offer.”

Angel turned around, keeping Becca’s hand firmly in his grasp.

I saw her wince, and my anger burned hotter.

“Excuse me?”

“Did I stutter, asshole?”

Angel finally released Becca’s hand and stood toe to toe with me.

“Maybe you have forgotten the rules, asshole. The Mother Chapter gets the first pick of the club whores.”

“She’s not a whore,” I snarled.

Angel looked back at Becca, folding his arms over his chest. “She’s not wearing a cut. That makes her available.”

Now, most people would think he was relaxed, or even bored, but I knew better. I knew he was ready to strike in a flash.

“What the fuck is going on over here?” King walked over, followed by Steele and Stone, the President and VP for the Mother Chapter. Followed by Grace, who shot me a wink. Rachel, Lily and Jade surrounded Becca. They were being guarded by Cash, Jack, Jingles, Ace and Ghost. King stepped between Angel and me, putting himself in Angel’s line of sight. The music shut off, and every brother in the room watched to see what happened.

“Your boy here doesn’t wanna follow the rules,” Angel sneered.

“And what rule is that?” King asked, his hands on his hips.

“The Mother Chapter gets first pick of the club whores,” Angel boasted.

King glanced over his shoulder at me. “That true?”

I stood tall next to my president, knowing shit was about to hit the fan. Gunner silently stepped up behind King, ready for anything at a moment’s notice.

“I came in and found him trying to drag Beck upstairs. Jade tried to stop him. She offered herself and Crystal instead and told him Beck wasn’t available.”

Angel tried to step toward me. “She ain’t wearing a fucking cut!” he bellowed. Looking back at King, he smirked. “I wasn’t dragging her. I was leading her.”

Steele stepped up, putting his hand on Angel’s shoulder. “Easy, brother.”

King looked over at Becca. “Come here, sweetheart.”

Becca hesitated and looked at me. “It’s ok, baby.”

Beck walked her over to King, and she stood in front of him. King pulled her into his chest and whispered enough that only I could hear him, “You ok, sweetheart?”

Her voice was shaky when she answered quietly, “No.”

King handed her over to me and snapped, his eyes cutting me down in a way Angel couldn’t. “Why the fuck is she not wearing a cut?”

“She came over before I got back to pick her up. It was my fault. I assumed she would wait for me.”

“I-I’m sorry,” Becca stammered, looking up at me.

“No, baby, this is all on me.”

“Damn right it is. JACK!” King yelled.

“Yea, Prez?” Jack stepped over so King could see him

“Get her a fucking cut.”

“Prez, when this is done, we’re headed up to my room.” King glared, then turned back to Angel.

“What the fuck is going on? Your boy disrespected a member of the Mother Chapter, and we’re still standing here gabbing like fucking hens? What kind of chapter are you running?”

“Watch yourself, Angel,” Steele warned.

He always stood back and let things work themselves out.

Unless Steele had to intervene, he wouldn’t.

“Angel, what did Beck say when you asked her to go upstairs?” King questioned.

“When the fuck have we had to ask? The whores know why they’re here.”

King leaned into Angel’s face, and in a voice we didn’t hear often, said, “Call her a whore one more time.”

“She isn’t wearing a cut,” Angel whined again, and I heard multiple brothers snarl.

“Sweetheart, did you tell Angel you wanted to go upstairs?” King asked, his voice softer now and his eyes still on Angel.

Becca stood frozen against me.

I wrapped my arms around her and whispered, “It’s ok, baby, I’ve got you now.”

Grace stepped up to King and glared at him. “Why are you putting her through this? She has been through enough. I will tell you what the fuck happened. The girls and I were dancing when Angel walked up, said something to her and grabbed her hand, dragging her across the room. She yelled for Rachel, and I came to get you.” She poked her finger into his chest, emphasizing her last few words.

“He didn’t ask, he took. Jade stepped in, trying to halt his progress with an offer, and he said no, trying to continue on with Beck upstairs. That was when Blade came in.”

Pointing back at Angel, she insisted, “He is at fault here.”

King listened as Grace recounted what happened. He leaned down, kissing her forehead. “Thanks, babe, please go over to your girls.”

She narrowed her eyes at him before stomping over to me and whispering to Becca.

King looked at Angel. “Is what she said true?”

“King, the rule is—”

“I didn’t fucking ask you what the rule was. This is my fucking house. I know the fucking rules,” King barked. “You may outrank my men, but you don’t fucking outrank me, especially in my house. You will show me some motherfucking respect by answering my question.”

Angel seethed, knowing King was right. “Yes, it is true.”

“In this house, and in this chapter, we give women a choice. Even the club girls. We aren’t fucking cavemen. We don’t knock them over the head and carry them upstairs.” King took a deep breath, looking at the ground pinching the bridge of his nose. I was in awe of the restraint he was showing right now, out of respect for Steele and Stone.

“Did you notice the bruise on her cheek?” King asked.

“I did. I don’t know the bitch. Everyone has their kinks,” Angel replied, shrugging his shoulder at King.

King snapped his gaze to Angel. “SHE WAS FUCKING ATTACKED LAST NIGHT!”

Angel flinched at King’s words, but it didn’t stop him from digging his hole even deeper.

“How would I know that? She didn’t tell me about an attack.”

That was the moment King lost hold of his restraint. His fist moved with speed and precision.

Angel hit the floor, out cold.

“Steele—”

The president of the Mother Chapter cut him off before he could say anything.

“No need, brother. Angel was in the wrong. I will have the boys put him in a room, and I’ll deal with his stupid ass, I assure you,” Steele confirmed, slapping King on the shoulder. “Venom, Knuckles, and Legacy! Get his ass upstairs. I want a brother posted at his door. Don’t let him out until I’ve spoken to him.”

The guys hefted Angel up and disappeared down the hallway and up the stairs.

King turned around, his gaze sweeping over Becca.

“I told you the first day you were here that you were safe. I meant it. This should not have happened, especially after what you went through last night.”

Becca left my arms, walked over to King and hugged him.

Looking up at him, she assured him, “Your people, the ones you lead, kept me safe. Thank you for being the leader you are.”

King kissed the top of her head, then handed her off to me once more.

“Take her upstairs. We’ll see you in the morning,” King said, turning toward the room. “Show’s over people. Get back to the party.”

The music resumed and life went on.

“Come on, baby, let’s go upstairs.” Becca looked up at me, nodding.

“Hey, Blade.” King stopped me before we left the room. “You do what you needed to do this afternoon?”

He had me on the spot.

Did he know I went to the hospital, or was he talking about me coming clean with Becca?

Before I answered, he took pity on me.

“I spoke to Declan.”

Nodding, I confirmed, “I did. I’ll have Colt send the donation for the rec center over next week.”

“And the other thing?”

Now I knew he meant Becca.

I looked down at my girl and back at King.

“Working on it, Prez.”

He nodded, walked to the bar and sat down next to Steele.

Becca grabbed my hand. There was a heated look in her eyes as she pulled me toward the hall.

“Let’s go to bed, Blade.”


Chapter Twenty

Beck

Blade led me down the hallway outside the bar, past the kitchen to the staircase. I hadn’t been upstairs before. When we reached his door, he didn’t open it immediately.

He stood in front of his bedroom door, looking me over.

“Are you sure?”

I looked up at him.

Was I sure? This was the first man that had any effect on me since I was fifteen. Didn’t I owe it to myself to try?

“I don’t know. I won’t know unless I try, right? Don’t think, just feel? I know how you make me feel, Blade. I know I want to feel more. Will I be able to go through with it? Maybe.” I shrugged.

Placing his hands on my shoulders and sliding them down my arms to my hands, he lifted my hands and kissed my knuckles.

“If at any time you want to stop, we stop. No matter what.” He demanded, “Promise me you’ll tell me if you want to stop.”

“I promise.”

Opening the door, he pulled me in, closing the door behind him and leaving everything and everyone else outside the room.

“If you only knew how long I’ve wanted this,” he said.

Sliding his cut over his shoulders, I said nothing as he hung it on the back of the door.

Turning back to me, he took a deep breath.

“I don’t want to hurt you, but I can’t contain myself right now.”

Taking a step forward, I placed my hands against his chest. Leaning up on my toes, I placed a soft kiss on his cheek and whispered in his ear, “I don’t want you contained. I want everything you have.”

He captured my face in his hands and kissed me.

This kiss differed from the others. It was hungry, and it was desperate. It was like he could feel everything inside me and he was feeding off it. He nipped my bottom lip, asking for entry, and I couldn’t help the whimper that escaped when his tongue slipped inside my mouth.

My hands on his chest felt the rumble when he growled as his lips moved along my jaw, finding my ear and biting my ear lobe. The moment of pain shot to my center and my knees buckled.

Blade, with a speed I couldn’t comprehend, wrapped one arm around my back, holding me in place. His other hand reached around, fisting my hair, and he tilted my head to deepen the kiss.

I slid my arms up around his neck, pulling at his hair to keep him from moving away.

He must have sensed what I was doing because he pulled away a fraction and said, “I’m not going anywhere, baby. You aren’t leaving this room until I’ve had every inch of you under me.”

He reached over his head, grabbed the back of his shirt and pulled it forward in that sexy way.

I gasped. My eyes couldn’t stop staring at his chiseled chest and rock-hard abs. I had never been this close to a man before. I was nervous, but excited for what I was about to experience.

Chuckling, he asked, “See something you like?”

I gazed into his eyes, biting my lip. Words weren’t possible, so I simply nodded. I stood there, frozen, letting my eyes roam over his tattoos until I’d had my fill. His body was beautifully decorated, almost as if he were a work of art. I couldn’t tear my eyes away even if I tried.

Blade growled.

“Come here, baby, it’s my turn.”

Reaching for the hem of my T-shirt, he pulled it up and over my head, exposing my lace covered breasts.

“Damn, baby, you are beautiful.”

Wrapping his arm around my waist, he pulled me toward him and buried his face in my neck, kissing my neck with just the right amount of pressure that sent chills throughout my body. I’d never felt anything like this before in my life. I truly didn’t know how to describe what I was feeling, only that I never wanted it to stop.

Kissing his way down my collarbone toward my chest, he led me down a path of euphoria, almost as if I were in some swirling mass of seduction that he created. And when he latched onto my nipple through my bra and lightly sucked, I cried out as my body came alive in a blinding flash of light.

Reaching out for his shoulders, I held on tight as he coaxed every nerve in my body until I was wound taunt like a tightrope.

I didn’t know what was happening, only that I didn’t want it to stop. I needed more, but I didn’t know what more was or how to ask for it.

Almost as if he were reading my mind, he lifted his head to my ear and whispered, “Baby, if you come just from me sucking your nipples, I don’t think I’ll last long enough to get inside you.”

“Blade, I don’t… I can’t…” I sputtered, not knowing how to speak the words.

He reached behind me, unclasping my bra, letting it fall to the floor.

Returning to my breasts, he whispered, “Let go, baby. Don’t think, just feel.”

He clamped down on my nipple once more, then gently nipped the same area. The pain, followed by the pleasure, was almost unbearable.

“Blade, please,” I begged.

Lifting me from the floor, I instinctively wrapped my legs around his waist as he pressed me against the wall. I could feel his hard cock against my core as he continued to nip, lick, and suck at my breasts while he ground himself between my legs.

I couldn’t breathe. Delicious foreign sensations overwhelmed me. My mind swirled with a desire I’d never felt before. I couldn’t keep up as he kept driving me closer and closer to some precipice I didn’t understand. My body felt as if it were about to explode.

I pushed against him, and he stopped.

He looked up at me, concern showing in his expression. “You ok? Do you want to stop?”

“No!” I cried.

“Tell me what you need, baby.”

“I don’t know. I’ve never felt like this before. I don’t know how to get what I need.”

He leaned into me, pressing me harder against the wall. His body as hard as the wall behind me. It should have hurt, but the pressure was delicious, almost intoxicating.

Tightening my legs around his waist, I tried for more, but not knowing what more was. Blade moved back to my throat, sucking and nipping while pushing against me.

I knew the logistics of sex.

I knew tab A slid into slot B, but this was different.

We hadn’t even gotten all our clothes off.

“Blade, please, I need…”

“Tell me, baby, tell me what you need.”

“I don’t know,” I whispered, but felt like crying. I couldn’t articulate what I wanted, no… needed. It was all too much.

I was a writer for crying out loud. Words were my life, yet it was like I had lost all capability to think.

Going with what I knew, I urged, “Kiss me.”

He took my mouth with so much fervor I felt like I was drowning.

His hands moved to my hips, and he steered me to move with him. Something was building. The pressure, the awareness of him against me, was lifting me higher. Just when I thought I couldn’t endure it anymore, he whispered to me.

“Come for me, baby, let me have it.”

I wanted to give it to him, whatever it was. I would give him anything he asked for if he would just give me something to contain the emotions that were swirling around.

I felt like I was caught in a tornado, spinning and spinning but held in midair. Floating above the ground but never making it to the top.

That’s when I felt it. The rush through my body, the shiver along my skin. My body tensed, my mouth opened, but nothing came out. My eyes remained closed while my body soared. When the feeling faded, I slumped against him, spent.

“Damn, that was sexy.”

The effort it took to open my eyes was almost too much to expend.

He was watching me. His pupils dilated.

“That was the most beautiful thing I have ever seen. We haven’t even gotten to the good stuff yet.”

“There’s more?” I asked naively.

Good God, I wouldn’t survive more.

He snickered. “So much more. That was just the appetizer.”

Blade lowered me to the floor, and I wondered if I could stand. He guided me to sit on the bed and kneeled before me to take off my boots.

I flopped back on the bed. My body had no energy left to even sit up. Once my boots were gone, Blade reached for the snap on my jeans.

“Come on, baby, we need to get these jeans off. I need to see that pussy that’s been waiting for me. After the way you just came, I bet that your panties are drenched.”

He pulled my jeans and panties down with no help from me. Spreading my legs, he whistled. Gliding his finger down my seam, I started. Struggling to lean up on my elbows, I looked down my body at him.

“What are you doing?”

Looking up at me with a sexy grin, he said, “I told you, it’s my turn now.”

Before I could ask what he meant, he leaned in and slid his tongue up my center.

Holy Mother of Godiva Chocolate!

I may have had no energy seconds before, but I was awake and alert now.

“Mmmm. Delicious.”

Blade placed his hands on the back of my knees and pulled me to the edge of the bed. Lifting my legs to his shoulders, he dove back in between my thighs.

I fell back to the bed, grabbing for anything as my body woke with the force of a tsunami. The moment his tongue connected with my core, every nerve electrified. I wondered if I could handle more while hoping I would have the chance to find out. I felt him everywhere as he continued his assault, holding me close as he continued to drive me higher and higher to that precipice as the pressure built once more. His tongue circled my clit, and I whimpered.

His hands moved to the backs of my thighs, and he pressed my legs up toward my stomach and out, as he sucked my clit into his mouth. I cried out, not understanding, yet never wanting this feeling to stop. It was right there, almost out of reach. I could feel it right beyond the horizon. Releasing my legs, they fell back to his shoulders, and he reached up to twist my nipple.

I bucked against his face, and his arm pinned me to the bed.

His onslaught was relentless. His tongue left my clit to circle my opening.

“Blade, please,” I begged once more.

What was he doing to me? How were the simple things he was doing to me causing such complex feelings to erupt inside me. I had known joy once; I had known happiness once upon a time. However, this was different. This was euphoria.

“How are you doing this?”

He chuckled against my skin as he pushed a finger inside me, and I groaned. Sliding it in and out, he slowly added a second finger. Moving his fingers apart, he stretched me.

He moved his tongue back to my clit while his fingers caressed my channel, inside and out. He hit the same spot over and over until I felt the telltale rush like the last time.

Only this was different, stronger, more intense.

“Are you ready, baby?” he asked, while undoing the button on his jeans. “Do you want this? Do you want my cock?”

“I-I think so,” I moaned, my eyes closed.

I wanted him, I wanted this, but I was scared.

Crawling over me on the bed, Blade slid me up near the headboard.

I could feel him against me, his clothes completely gone.

“I need you to be sure, baby. We can stop right now if you want to.”

“I don’t want to stop. I want to feel everything.”

Blade leaned down, pressing his lips to mine. He had the taste of me on his lips. His hand slid to my mound, his fingers moved between my folds and found my clit again. The warmth spread through me again, building the pressure that I had quickly become addicted to.

“Blade, I don’t want your fingers.”

“Tell me what you want, baby.”

“You know what I want… you asked me before.”

I couldn’t say the words.

I don’t talk like that. Like he does.

“Come on, baby, say it. Tell me you want my cock,” he demanded. “Tell me you want me to fuck you.”

Shaking my head, unable to say anything, let alone what he said. I opened my mouth, but nothing escaped as he continued to pump his fingers inside me while his lips tormented my neck and collarbone.

“Tell me, baby.”

“I-I can’t, please.” I didn’t know what I would do if he denied me because I couldn’t say the words.

A moment later, he pulled away, and I whined.

“No, please don’t stop.”

“Just need to get a condom, baby.” He leaned over to the nightstand, pulling the drawer open. “I know this is your first time and I want you to enjoy every minute, but there might be a little pain. I’ll go as slow as I can.”

His hands held my focus as he rolled the condom down himself.

Oh God, I couldn’t even say it in my head.

I felt my face flame and turned away.

“Hey, what’s going on?” he asked. His hand grabbing my chin, dragging my eyes back to his.

“I… I can’t be what the club girls are. I haven’t…”

Closing my eyes, the words were hard to articulate with his eyes on me. “I can’t do the things they do.”

“Hey,” Blade murmured. “Eyes open, baby.”

I slowly looked up at him, mortified.

“If I wanted to be with one of them, they would be here. I won’t lie. There have been women over the years, but I haven’t been with any of the girls downstairs. I haven’t been with anyone in town either.”

“You don’t…? With anyone?” I asked, not quite believing he was innocent.

“Well, I didn’t say that. I’m a guy. We mostly only think about one thing,” he admitted with a chuckle, and I thought of him again.

I couldn’t think of him right now. I wouldn’t be able to do this if I was consumed with memories, or a future that wasn’t possible.

“But I can control it. When the mood struck, I drove out of town. I always hoped I would settle down one day, but didn’t think it was in the cards. If there was even a slight chance I might have an old lady one day, I didn’t want her to have to face women I had been with,” he explained, shrugging like what he just said wasn’t the most romantic panty dropping line there ever was.

I leaned up, taking his lips, hoping I could show him everything he made me feel. It wasn’t long before he took over the kiss, pulling me from every doubt that assailed me. Proving wrong, every intrusive thought that led me to believe he couldn’t possibly want me.

Without a word, he surged into me, and I cried out.

FUDGE NUGGET!

I knew there would be pain without him telling me, but nothing could prepare me for how it actually felt.

“Lay still, baby, give it a minute. Let your body adjust,” he cooed between kisses. His thumb moved to my clit, rubbing in slow circles, spreading heat once again, and I swiftly forgot about the pain.

“I’ve waited so long for this moment. Eyes on me, baby; I want to watch you feel every inch of my cock bringing you to the peak.”

My eyes widened at his declaration. We had only known each other for less than two weeks, and for the first half of that he did everything he could to make me hate him, but as I looked into his eyes, I could see the truth of his words.

He moved in and out slowly. His beautiful chocolate eyes watched me so intently.

Ignoring what was happening to my body, I laid there, lost in his gaze. It was like he was making love to my soul, not just my body.

“You’re perfect, Becca. You always have been,” he murmured, and I closed my eyes. “Perfect for me. Made for me,” he chanted.

I couldn’t look at him anymore. He couldn’t see what I was feeling. I knew it was wrong but, in my mind, I could see him. A vision of his face the last day I saw him merged with the man above me.

My past and present had me caught between the two. Entangled in the memories of the boy I loved and the man who had been the first to make me feel loved since I lost him.

A man I could easily fall in love with. My breath caught at that thought and my eyes opened wide at the realization that maybe this was letting go.

My eyes watered. He noticed the tear as soon as it fell, and he leaned down to kiss it away.

“It’s ok, baby. Let go, I’ve got you now.”

I shattered at once and this time, I couldn’t contain it.

“JUSTIN!” I released his name, his real name. It was a life-changing moment. I needed to hear it for myself as much as for him. I needed to remember who I was clinging to, here in this moment.

Micah was gone. He wasn’t coming back. No more living in the past with him. That wasn’t what I wanted.

I wanted a future, a husband and children. I wanted to be someone’s Grams one day.

Justin might not be the man who would make those things happen. But even if he wasn’t, it was time. Acceptance was the final stage. Giving myself to this man was the step I needed to gain that acceptance.

I heard him groan as he found his own release.

I felt his body tremble as he buried his face in my neck. We laid there still for a few moments. I blinked at the ceiling. He couldn’t see my tears; he wouldn’t understand, and I didn’t think I could explain what I just experienced. It was so much more than sex, more than orgasms.

It was letting go.

Of my grief.

Of my past.

Of my pain.

Lifting his head, he looked down at me.

“Thank you.”

He kissed me, and I felt like he poured everything he felt into that kiss.

Thank you?

Did guys say thank you when you had sex with them?

“You’re welcome,” I replied hesitantly.

Not sure what response he was expecting. He chuckled and rolled away. Climbing off the bed, he crossed into the bathroom and came back, sans condom, with a rag in his hand.

“What are you doing?” I asked when he climbed back on at the foot of the bed.

“Cleaning you up.”

“I can do that,” I clipped, closing my legs, embarrassed at him looking at me outside of the act when I could think clearly again.

He pulled my legs open.

“I want to take care of you. Will you let me?”

Biting my lip, I relented, “Ok.”

When he finished, he tossed the rag into the hamper in the corner, before he climbed back onto the bed and pulled me into his arms, holding me close to his chest.

“We have a lot to talk about, but we can do it in the morning. Go to sleep.”

Go to sleep? After saying we needed to talk? Even someone as inexperienced as me knew that wasn’t good.

Tears filled my eyes.

I wouldn’t let them fall. He may not be my forever, but he pulled me from the past and for that, I should be the one thanking him.

“Blade?” I whispered, using his club name once again.

“Yea, baby?” he asked, kissing the top of my head.

“Thank you,” I said, and I smiled as I snuggled in, ready to end this day and begin my life tomorrow.


Chapter Twenty-One

Blade

I woke up with Becca’s warm body curled around me. Her head was on my chest, her arm around my waist.

I kissed the top of her head, holding her tight.

I was never letting her go now.

Last night was the single greatest night of my life. A dream come true. I knew I sounded like a pussy. I just couldn’t find it in me to care. She was here, in my arms, where she belonged.

She waited.

For me.

Yeah, I knew she wasn’t waiting for me. She thought I was dead, and I needed to tell her the truth.

Today I would tell her.

I promised.

I just wanted to revel in this bubble for a while longer. When she screamed my name, my real name that she’d never known until I told her yesterday, I lost it.

Pride consumed me. Pride I didn’t deserve.

She was mine.

She was finally mine.

But for how long? Would she still be mine when she learned the truth? I honestly thought she would never be mine. Now that she was, that was it. Even if she walked away from me, there would never be another again.

Forever.

That’s what I wanted with her.

Could I have forever if she found out? Could I keep her from finding out? I knew it made me an asshole for not wanting her to know the truth. I didn’t want her to hate me.

Pretty sure we’ve already established I am an asshole.

I felt her stirring next to me and I pulled her in tighter, not wanting to let her go.

“Good morning,” she said with a yawn, stretching against me and pushing her ass against my dick.

As if it wasn’t hard enough, first thing in the morning, it got painfully hard wanting her again.

“Good morning. Are you sore?” I knew she must be, but I was hoping she’d say no so I could have her again.

“A little. It’s a good sore, though,” she admitted shyly, hiding her face in the pillow.

I turned her in my arms so I could see her beautiful face blush.

“Can I ask you something?”

“Um, sure,” she hedged, like she was afraid of what I was going to ask.

“I know that was your first time, but was that your first orgasm?” I asked, not really believing it was, despite her reaction.

She buried her face in my chest.

“I told you; you were my second kiss ever.”

“No, I remember, but… you never made yourself come?”

Gasping, her head shot up briefly, before once again hiding against my chest.

“Oh God, why are we talking about this? No, I’ve never done that. When Micah died, I changed. I thought I would never live again. I’ve never felt anything even close to desire, so I just never even considered doing that.”

“Micah? Was that his name? I haven’t heard you say it before.”

I was an asshole.

“Oh, yeah. That was his name. Last night was amazing.” She looked up at me, smiling. “But it wasn’t just sex. I think this was what I needed to let go and accept he’s gone. To accept that I’m still here and I have to live my life. I can’t live in the past forever.”

She sat up with concern showing across her face.

“I don’t want you to think I was using you. I’m glad it was you. Despite our first few rocky encounters.” She giggled, and it was one thing I missed most about her. “You make me feel… everything I’ve missed out on.”

Yep, I was a fucking asshole.

“Oh God, don’t get the wrong idea. I won’t go all stalkery and clingy on you. I mean, you were my first, but I’m not asking you to marry me or anything.”

She twisted her hands again.

I noticed she did that when she got flustered. She never used to get flustered. She used to be the most confident person I had ever met.

“Oh God, I’m sorry. I don’t know how to act the day after. I’ve never had a day after. Do you want me to go? Should I have slipped out before you woke up? I know you said we needed to talk, but I want you to know I’m not expecting anything beyond this.”

“Becca, stop.” I grabbed her hands to calm her down.

“You said that last night.”

“What?”

“You called me Becca. No one has called me that since Micah died. I wouldn’t let them. That was what he called me, and I couldn’t hear it anymore.”

Shit.

“I’m sorry, I—”

“No, it’s ok. Actually, that was the moment. When you called me Becca, it was like all the pieces finally slipped back into place. Everything just fit again.”

FUCK! I closed my eyes.

I was going to hell, and I knew it.

“Becca, listen. I need to tell you something.”

Before I could tell her the truth, there was a loud knock on the door. Then I heard Jack bellow, “Load up in thirty. If you want to eat, you better get your asses downstairs pronto.”

“Shit, the run. We need to get dressed. We can talk after the run,” I said, jumping from the bed to grab our clothes. “Will you ride with me? I want you on the back of my bike, so everyone knows you’re mine.”

“Yours? This wasn’t just a onetime thing?” she asked quietly, looking at her hands in her lap.

Leaning back on the bed I lifted her chin, “No, baby, you’re mine. I’ve got you now and I’m never letting you go again.”

Kissing her hard, I hoped she didn’t catch what I said.

I needed to have that talk with her. I didn’t want to, but she hated me last week, and I brought her around.

Maybe I could do it again.

“Ok,” she said with a smile and climbed out of bed to get dressed.

When we got downstairs, I grabbed us both a plate of food to eat quickly before going outside.

“Blade.” I looked up and saw King at our table.

“I need to speak to you a moment,” he said, then walked away toward church.

“I’ll be right back, baby. Wait here and finish up.”

I walked into church, and King was waiting for me, along with Cash and Jack. “What’s up?” I asked, not sure I wanted to know.

“Dec called me this morning. Nicholson is gone,” he relayed, waiting for my reaction.

“Damn. I was hoping to make that happen. How’d he die?” I asked, sitting down at the table.

“He isn’t dead, he’s gone. Disappeared from the hospital.”

Jumping from the chair I just sat in, I slammed my hands on the table.

“WHAT? How the fuck did he get away? He had a guard.”

“There was a commotion with a patient. The guard went to help and somehow, he slipped out.”

“They cuffed him to the fucking bed.”

It was Cash that answered this time, “You know as well as we do how easy it is to slip from fucking cuffs.”

“Yea, but the ones Rachel uses to tie you to the bed don’t count.” Jack snickered, always the joker.

“Dude, no. Rachel is like my sister. I don’t wanna hear that shit.”

Jack laughed louder, and Cash chuckled.

“Enough. With Grant out, we need to keep our eyes on Beck.” King looked at me sternly. “You talk to her yet?”

Shifting on my feet, I didn’t want to have this conversation.

“Not yet. We, uh, didn’t talk much last night and then overslept this morning.”

“Overslept, huh?” Jack teased, grinning.

King growled in Jack’s direction, then turned toward me.

“Get it done,” he said in a voice that let me know if I didn’t tell her he would.

I nodded.

“We were gonna talk this morning, but we actually overslept,” I reiterated, side-eyeing Jack. “I’ll talk to her after the run.”

“Make sure you do.” I looked at King, wondering why he was so insistent.

Since Becca arrived, he had taken a shine to my girl, and I couldn’t quite put my finger on why.

One thing I knew, I didn’t like it.

“There something I need to know?” I asked, looking him over, thinking I could find the answer he wasn’t saying.

“Willow is family. That makes her family. We don’t screw over family. She needs to be told the truth and soon, before you dig yourself so deep you can’t climb out. I don’t want to see her hurt. She’s been through enough of that, don’t you think?”

Shit, he was right.

“Yea, right after the run,” I confirmed.

We returned to the main room, and I immediately stiffened. Standing over my girl was the bastard that tried to drag her off last night.

Stomping over and getting right in his face, I barked, “You didn’t learn your lesson last night, asshole?”

Jumping from the table, Becca rushed over to get between us.

“Blade, stop, he was apologizing.” She pressed her hands against my chest, trying to push me back.

I let her push me back away from Angel because I didn’t want her anywhere near him.

“He has been very respectful and stayed on the opposite side of the table. He didn’t even sit down.”

I peered down at her, wrapping my arm around her waist, as I pulled her to me.

“Are you done eating?”

When she nodded, I pulled her along with me, ignoring Angel. “Let’s go get ready.”

I walked her out the door directly to my bike. Others started piling out behind us, climbing on their bikes to line up. Everyone mounted, lined up, then rode out, with me in the front and Becca behind me against my back.

Behind us were King and Steele, the club presidents. The VPs were next. Cash, with Rachel behind him. And Stone. Then the officers from both clubs staggered together and the patched members behind them, with the prospects bringing up the rear.

Much to the agitation of the club girls, Becca, Rachel, and Lily, who rode on Ace’s bike, were the only girls allowed on the run with us. We rode through town and people waved as we passed by. Some of the store owners came out to wave as well.

We did one of these runs, usually once a month during the riding season. Our members were impressive enough. When the guys from the Mother Chapter rode with us, it was loud and shocking for those who weren’t used to it.

We rode for about three hours. The roads in Nebraska were flat and mostly straight. It was easy to lose track of everything else when we were out here on the bikes.

When Becca asked how much longer, I remembered we had planned to have lunch at the diner. We were about an hour out, but I imagined everyone was getting hungry, so we turned back toward town.

Pulling into the parking lot of The Diner, we filed in one at a time, backing the bikes up in a line that spanned the length of the diner and then some.

When we started the chapter here, we added so much business to the diner that they sectioned off the parking lot so there would always be a place to park our bikes.

Walking in, Rachel, Becca, and Lily immediately headed to the restrooms. Cash came up behind me and whispered, “Watch your back, brother, you pissed off my old lady.”

Turning toward him, confused, I asked, “What the hell did I do?”

“No clue. She came home from shopping yesterday grumbling, and it’s only gotten worse this morning when she found out Beck spent the night with you.”

“What the—”

“Hey, asshole.” Rachel walked up to me and socked me in the stomach.

“Doll, you can’t—”

Rounding on Cash, she slashed a hand through the air. “No! This isn’t club related, this is fucking personal. So you don’t get a say.”

“Doll, you can’t punch a brother,” Cash told her, then looked over at King for backup.

King was smirking at me.

Rat bastard.

“I saw nothing, brother. Let her do what she needs to do,” King said, clearly enjoying the show.

“You fucking kissed her,” Rachel whisper-yelled.

“Rachel—” She punched me again.

Fuck me. She was stronger than she looked.

“You fucking kissed her, knowing you were about to leave her. You knew she would think you were dead, and you kissed her. She never told me. If she had, I never would have let you near her again. You fucking broke her!” she yelled.

“Rachel, calm down,” I urged, reaching for her.

“Brother, you’re screwed now.” Jack laughed, moving away like he didn’t want to get caught in the fray.

Samantha walked over carefully.

“Is everything ok?” she asked, looking at Rachel.

“No, everything is not fucking ok.” Rachel glared at me. “She loved you! When you came home, it pissed me off. It pissed me off because you lied to us, but I was fucking livid for her. Everything she went through, losing someone so important to her. But I forgave you. Then, I found out yesterday that you kissed her the day you died. YOU FUCKING BROKE HER, MICAH!”

“Rachel, what’s going on?”

Everyone in the room froze when Becca spoke.

Rachel and I slowly turned toward her, and my heart broke.

She looked at me, confused.

“Justin, why did she call you Micah?”

“You told her your fucking name was Justin?” Rachel again let her fist fly into my midsection.

“Cash, get a hold of your fucking woman!” I growled.

“Cash, don’t touch her,” King barked. “Brother, you dug this fucking hole.”

I looked over at him.

His glare had me seeing red.

I turned back to Rachel.

“Hit me again, Rachel, I dare you.”

“Don’t you threaten me, asshole. I’m not afraid of you,” she snapped angrily, her hands on her hips.

“Rachel,” Becca called out.

Samantha had wrapped her arms around my girl to comfort her. She didn’t know what was going on, but knew she needed someone. That someone was me.

I stepped up to her.

“Becca, remember I told you we needed to talk? I wanted to tell you this morning, but we overslept and with the run, I was going to tell you tonight.”

“Tell me what?”

She looked at me with watery eyes. She looked at me like she was seeing me for the first time.

I reached out for her, and she stepped back.

“Baby, please, let me explain.” I ran my hand over my face, not knowing what to do or what to say.

“Explain what? Why did Rachel call you Micah?” she asked again, her voice stronger.

I could see her trying to work something out in her head.

I looked at Rachel, hoping for something, though I didn’t know what. Looking back at Becca, tears streamed down her face.

“Becca, baby, please don’t hate me. I didn’t have a choice. I was fifteen. They didn’t give me a say.”

Begging her, I could feel my own tears well up in my eyes. I didn’t care that my entire club was standing there watching my downfall. The only thing that mattered to me was Becca.

“A say in what?”

I looked into her eyes, pleading with her to understand. What I saw was realization and anger. She’d put the pieces together without me having to say the words.

“Becca, please understand. I would never hurt you on purpose. If I had a choice—”

“A choice in what, Micah?” she asked.

“The accident, leaving. I didn’t get a say in any of it,” I said quietly.

“The accident was ten years ago. You’ve been living back here for five years.”

She paused.

“Oh my God, you came here, but you didn’t come for me. You knew I wasn’t here, didn’t you? Did you even look for me?”

She covered her mouth with her hands.

“You never wanted me, did you?”

I wanted to tell her she was wrong.

I wanted her to know how much I wanted her, but she narrowed her eyes at me.

“All those things I told you. All those things I shared about how I felt. Things I never told him, never told anyone. About you! You knew I was talking about you, and you said nothing.”

“Becca, please give me a chance to explain,” I implored, reaching out for her again.

“No.” She stepped back out of reach, shaking her head. “No, you lied. You left, and you came back after I was gone. Why did you come back? Why did you stay?”

I shouldn’t have said it. I didn’t know why I did.

“She told me you would never come back here.”

She gasped.

“You didn’t want me. You were hiding from me, weren’t you?”

I nodded my head, knowing I would never lie to her again. Despite the pain her hating me would cause, I couldn’t lie to her again, not after last night.

She looked over at Rachel and demanded, “How long have you known?”

Rachel looked ashamed as she answered, a tear rolling down her cheek.

“I recognized him as soon as I went to the clubhouse the first time.” Cash wrapped his arms around her, supporting her. “I’m so sorry, Beck. I couldn’t tell you without him letting me. The club has—”

“The club?” Becca looked at King fury in her eyes. “You all know? You all knew who he was and what he meant to me? So, everyone has been having a grand old time at my expense?” She cried, “When will the little girl realize her whole life is right in front of her eyes, only she can’t see it? Who else knows? Does the whole town know?” She looked at me, expecting an answer.

“Not everyone in town knows. Ryder does. Apparently, I couldn’t hide myself from the people closest to me,” I said, not realizing how it sounded, until I heard her gasp.

“I guess I wasn’t as close to you as I thought, because you sure had me fooled. Grams?”

I nodded, not able to say anything else.

“Jack,” she called, looking around the room.

“Yea, babe?”

“Can you take me home, please?”

Jack looked over at me before answering, “Um, I only have my bike.”

“So? It has a seat on the back, doesn’t it?”

“NO!” I growled at the same time as Samantha.

Becca whipped around on me.

“You don’t get a say!” she yelled.

“Take my car, Jack,” Samantha offered, reaching into her apron and producing her keys.

She tossed them to Jack.

“Becca, please, just give me a few minutes.”

I looked into her eyes, seeing the one thing I never wanted to see on her face.

Hatred.

She walked away from me toward the door. Stopping just before she opened it, she turned back to me. Her hatred gone, and for a moment I had hope, until I realized there was no emotion at all. Just before she walked out of my life, she said something I never expected to hear from her.

“Fuck you, Micah.”

Jack gave me a look, and I knew what he was asking.

I nodded, and he followed her out the door. I knew he’d make sure she got home safe. She didn’t know Grant was missing, but Jack did. He’d stay with her.

I stood there staring at the door, willing her to come back as Rachel came up next to me, and I wrapped my arm around her, kissing her head.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.

I couldn’t be mad at her.

She had my girl’s back.

This was all on me.

“You have nothing to be sorry about. This was my doing. Except maybe for slugging me, three times,” I said, eyeing her.

“I’m not apologizing for that; you deserved it.” She laughed, then quickly sobered. “What are we going to do? She can’t leave again.”

“I’m not letting her go, Rach. Never again. Though we should probably warn Ryder that the cat’s out of the bag. Once she’s done tearing into Grams, she’ll head to him.”

She chuckled. “Maybe we shouldn’t. Why should he escape her wrath?”

Smiling down at her.

“Yea, you’re right.”

Turning us around, I looked back at my brothers.

I had forgotten everyone was here.

I didn’t find any sympathy on my brothers’ faces. They all knew I fucked up royally, and not one of them would be quick to help me climb out of the hole I dug.

Angel walked over to me. As an officer in the Mother Chapter, he knew part of my story. The part that involved the FEDs and witness protection. He knew nothing about Becca and our history. Given what happened last night, it surprised me when I heard him offer consolation.

“Brother, you fucked up, but the hatred she’s feeling toward you right now, that’s a good sign. Means she still cares enough to feel something. Fix it, brother, anyway you can.” Angel slapped me on the back and walked away.

King stomped over to where I stood.

I wasn’t in the mood to hear I told you so, but this was my president, and I didn’t have a choice. I had to stand there and listen to whatever he had to say.

“You’re an asshole. You know that, right?”

“Yea, I’m aware. I don’t really need you to point it out.”

“Do you know why you’re an asshole?” he asked.

I looked at him. Did he think I was stupid? Of course, I knew what made me an asshole. I didn’t tell her the truth.

“I planned on telling her this morning. We overslept, and I didn’t have time. I wasn’t expecting everything to blow up in my face at the diner.”

I shook my head at my president.

“You’re an asshole because you had plenty of time to tell her last night. Instead, you chose to get your dick wet. You lied to her, then you used her. Now she knows it.”

Before I could reply, my phone rang, and Jack’s name flashed on the screen. “Jack?”

“Blade, get over here now. And bring Patch.”

The line disconnected before I could ask questions.

I looked up at King. He read the fear in my eyes before I ran out the door, not waiting for anyone to follow me.


Chapter Twenty-Two

Beck

“Fuck you, Micah!”

I slammed through the door of the diner, desperate to get away from all of them, but mainly him

He was alive.

He couldn’t be alive.

Rachel knew. Ryder knew. Grams knew.

They all knew, and no one said a word to me.

I didn’t know how to feel right now. Angry, shocked, thrilled, embarrassed; I was feeling the gamut of emotions. I couldn’t hold on to any of them long enough to examine why that emotion was front and center before it moved aside, letting in another, often completely opposite, emotion.

“Beck.” Turning around, I found Jack. Oddly enough, I wasn’t mad at Jack. “Sammy’s car is over here.”

Pointing, he guided me toward a white Toyota Camry.

He opened the door for me, and I slid in. Rounding the car, he climbed into the driver’s seat and started the ignition.

“How are you? That was a lot for you to get all at once.”

I stared out the car window.

“I don’t know how to process any of it. He died, Jack.”

Turning to look at him, I cried, “We had a funeral. There’s a headstone in the cemetery with his name on it.”

More tears fell from my eyes. I thought when I left Diamond Creek, eventually I would stop crying over Micah Spade.

Guess I had that wrong.

“Beck, it’s ok to be angry that he lied. It’s also ok to be happy that he’s alive,” he told me, putting his arm on the back of my seat to back out of the spot.

“What the fuck?”

I looked over at Jack and turned to see what he was glaring at in the back seat.

“Why does she have a baby seat?” He looked up at me. “Does Sammy have a baby?”

Shrugging, I answered, “I don’t know. You know her better than I do.”

“Apparently, I don’t fucking know her at all,” he mumbled, finally backing out of the space and leaving the parking lot.

We weren’t far from Grams’ house, less than a ten-minute drive. Certainly not enough time for me to figure out what I was going to say to her when I got home.

How could she have not told me?

Why would she keep that from me?

Jack pulled into the driveway and turned off the car.

I sat and stared at the house. I knew if I sat here too long, I would just get angrier. With more force than I planned, I swung open the car door and climbed out. Jack followed me into the house. For moral support, I guess.

“Grams?” I called out, “Grams, where are you? I have a bone to pick with you, old lady.”

I strolled through the kitchen, expecting to find her in her favorite chair. Only she wasn’t sitting in the chair, she was lying on the floor.

“GRAMS!” I rushed over, kneeling by her side. “Grams, wake up.”

I heard Jack on his phone, but I was too preoccupied to even wonder who he was talking to, much less listen to what he was saying. My only focus was my grandmother, who was lying lifeless on the floor.

Oh God, she couldn’t be.

“Jack, I need your help.” He tossed his phone and hit the floor next to me. Rolling Grams over, he felt for a pulse. He must not have found one because he immediately started CPR.

“Beck, call 9-1-1.”

“What? Jack, what’s wrong with her?” I asked, staring at my grandmother’s frail form.

“BECK! CALL 9-1-1, NOW!”

The snap of Jack’s voice jolted me into action. I reached for my phone. I dialed the emergency number and gave the dispatcher the information she needed. Hanging up, I heard the rumble of several motorcycles.

I sat there numb when men came running into the house.

“Becca!”

Micah.

He was here. My attention focused on the doorway as he ran in and pulled me into his arms.

“I’m here, baby. I’ve got you now.” Those words hit me like a freight train. Suddenly I was caught in a memory, lost to what was going on around me.

Twelve years ago

Standing at my grandfather’s graveside, tears ran down my face. I had never been to a funeral before. Never knew someone who had died before. I watched as Grams walked up and placed a flower on the casket.

“Goodbye, my love. Miss me until you see me again,” Grams whispered as a tear rolled down her cheek.

I watched as my mother, who hadn’t shed a tear, walked up and placed her own flower on the casket. She said nothing. Just walked back to her seat like we did when we had to drop our tests off at the teacher’s desk in school.

It was my turn. I couldn’t move. I was numb standing there in the cold. My eyes closed, and suddenly a hand reached over and took mine.

“Come on, Becca.”

Micah Spade, my best friend, walked me over to the casket. Taking the flower from my hand, he placed it on the casket and said to my grandfather,

“Don’t worry, sir, I’ve got her now. I’ll take care of her for you.”

“Micah.” He held me in his arms while I cried.

I wanted to push him away, but also needed him to catch me when I fell.

“I’m here, baby.”

“She’s gone, Micah.”

“I know, baby, I’m so sorry. I’ve got you now,” he said.

Those four words, I’ve got you now, were like a slap in the face. Because he didn’t have me. He said he would always have me, but he left me.

He lied to me.

He hid from me.

I couldn’t trust him.

“I-I can’t do this.” Pushing away from him, I stood.

Bikers, cops, and paramedics filled the room. The sheriff walked over to me, placing his hand on my arm.

“Miss Washington, I am so sorry for your loss,” he consoled. “The paramedics believe it was a heart attack. They don’t believe she suffered at all.”

I stared at him. There was something about him, in that moment, that had me wrapping my arms around his middle and crying into his chest. He didn’t push me away, he just let me cry. Holding me in his embrace, I heard him talking to Micah and the others.

“Someone needs to stay with her tonight.”

“I will,” Micah volunteered.

“No,” I rasped into the sheriff’s chest.

He pushed me back just enough to see my face. “What’s that, sweetheart?”

“No, Micah isn’t staying.”

“Becca, please,” Micah begged.

“NO!” I yelled and burrowed into the sheriff’s chest again.

“Ok, sweetheart, he won’t stay,” he assured me, pulling me close again.

“Beck.” I heard Rachel call out to me, and while I was mad at her too, I needed my friend right now more than I needed my anger. Rachel pulled me from the sheriff, leading me over to sit on the couch.

“Honey, the girls and I are staying with you tonight. Tomorrow we can work out all the details, ok?” I nodded, letting her know she could stay.

“Becca, I need to know you’re ok.” I glared up at Micah.

“Sheriff O’Rourke, can I have someone arrested for trespassing if I have told them they can’t stay and they refuse to leave?” I asked, never taking my eyes from Micah.

“Come on, Blade, she doesn’t want you here right now. I don’t know what you did to piss her off, but she’s going through enough right now.” The sheriff attempted to lead Micah from the room.

“I’m not fucking leaving her!” he bellowed, yanking his arm out of the sheriff’s grasp.

“King, get your boy under control before I put him in a cell for the night.”

King grabbed Micah by the back of the neck, putting their foreheads together, and whispered to him. Whatever he said must have been enough because Micah looked my way again, and then walked out the door.

“Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me. This is temporary,” King warned and then kneeled before me, placing his hands on my knees. “I won’t make excuses for him, but you need to hear him out at some point. Right now, let’s get through this. We will all miss Willow. She was family. You are family. Family doesn’t walk away when things get hard.”

Standing up, he looked at me once more, then turned and walked outside. Another brother in the club I hadn’t officially met walked up. He sat on the coffee table in front of me and introduced himself.

“Beck, I’m Anthony Gallagher, my road name is Matlock. The club’s lawyer.”

I said nothing, waiting for him to continue.

“I was also your grandmother’s lawyer. She planned everything out. I have a list of people to contact, including your mother. Willow didn’t want you to have to do that.”

Another tear ran down my face, thinking about Grams taking care of me and running interference even in her death.

“The club will take care of everything, and after the funeral, we can go over the will. You, your mother, King, and Blade, are the beneficiaries.”

I guess that answered my question as to whether or not she knew. Now I’ll never get to ask her why she chose not to tell me.

“Thank you, Matlock. When should we have the funeral?”

“Once the coroner releases the body, I will make all the arrangements. He will probably do that tomorrow and things will move pretty quickly after that. The funeral could be as early as Wednesday or Thursday.”

“Let’s do Friday. She always loved the weekend. Friday was her favorite day of the week,” I said, thinking about how Grams would always wake up extra early on Fridays because she said she wanted to start the weekend as soon as possible.

“Ok, once the arrangements are complete, I’ll contact you.” He stood, heading for the door.

“Matlock?”

He paused and looked back, this time waiting for me to continue.

“Could you hold off contacting my mother until Wednesday or Thursday? I don’t need her here too early.”

“Of course,” he replied with a bow of his head, then walked out the door.

I hadn’t noticed everyone had left until it was just Rachel, Lily, Grace, and me. They had slipped in during the chaos.

I was glad they were here.

“I’m so sorry, Beck. Willow was one of a kind. We will all miss her so much,” Grace said, sitting down on the other side of me.

“I can’t believe she’s gone. When she called me to come home and help, I thought she just wanted me to come home. I didn’t think she really needed the help.”

“Let’s order some food and drink to Willow,” Lily suggested.

I laughed. “She would like that. She wouldn’t want us moping around.”

“Beck?” Rachel said hesitantly. “I know Grams’ death is a shock, but it wasn’t your first one today. How are you doing with everything? Can we talk about what happened at the diner?”

Closing my eyes, I let out a deep sigh.

“I know you’re right, Rach, I just don’t know how to process everything that happened. How do you come to terms with the fact that the man you’re falling in love with is really the boy you loved, who died? It sounds like a Lifetime movie waiting to be written.”

I stood from the couch and paced the room.

“How do I reconcile the boy who wanted me around all the time with the man who was constantly growling and snapping at me, trying to get me to leave him alone?”

I stopped pacing and looked at Rachel.

“Oh my God, how did I not see it? That’s the same way he acted when I met him, back when he was a stupid seven-year-old who didn’t want to be my friend. Ugh, that makes me even angrier.”

“Beck, you hadn’t seen him in ten years. He’s changed a lot.”

“You recognized him, Ryder recognized him, even Grams recognized him. How did I miss it?”

I threw my hands in the air, frustrated with myself.

“When Micah came home five years ago, he didn’t look like he does now. He wasn’t that same scrawny boy you knew, but he also wasn’t the big burly guy you know now. He didn’t have a beard or half the muscles and tattoos he has now. If you were here then, you would have recognized him, too.”

“But I wasn’t here. I left because his death devastated me. A death that clearly never happened. Rachel, what happened?”

Grace looked over at Rachel, shaking her head.

“What?” I asked, looking between the two of them.

“I’m sorry, Beck, but you have to talk to Blade. He has to be the one to give you the answers. Rachel can’t. It falls under club business now,” Lily explained.

“To hell with the club. Right now, I just need to get through the next week, Grams’ funeral, and a visit from my mother. Then maybe I’ll talk to him. If I’m feeling generous.”


Chapter Twenty-Three

Beck

It’d been five days since I lost Grams. Five lonely days. Sure, Rachel and the girls had come by to check on me. Even the club girls stopped in to make sure I was ok. King and Jack and even the sheriff stopped by, making sure I was eating and taking care of myself.

But he hadn’t.

I didn’t know what King told him, but he’d kept his distance.

I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. When my grandfather died, he never left me.

I’d told him to leave. I’d told him he couldn’t stay. He wasn’t mine anymore, despite what was growing between us these last few days.

Blade, that’s who he was now, had stayed away.

I couldn’t help but resent who he was now, because I knew Micah wouldn’t have walked away.

Now I sat in a chair at the cemetery, my mother on my right side, my stepfather Chris on the other side of her, and my stepbrother next to me on my left. My mother swept in, like I knew she would, trying to take control of everything the moment she arrived.

Thank goodness for Matlock. He had everything documented for my grandmother’s wishes. The seating arrangements were the only thing my mother could take over, claiming the row of seats were for family only.

She never understood that I didn’t count her as family.

Hadn’t for a long time.

Rachel and Ryder were my family. Micah used to be until he died.

I looked up from my lap and observed my mother. Conifer Washington Sawyer. Connie is what she went by. She always hated her name, but with a mother like Willow, what had she expected?

I chuckled to myself when I thought about how Grams would always call her by her full name. ‘I gave you that name for a reason Conifer, I intend to use it.’ That’s what she told her constantly.

She sat beside me, stiff as a board. No emotion, just like at my grandfather’s funeral. The woman would never need Botox because her face hadn’t shown any emotion to cause wrinkles. No laughing, no crying. There was anger and disappointment though, and I couldn’t forget judgement.

I heard the rumble of the bikes.

They led the hearse carrying Grams to her last resting place. The men climbed from their bikes and walked to the back of the long car.

I watched with unshed tears as the men my Grams so dearly loved carried her to the graveside.

King and Blade were in the front, followed by Gunner and Colt, then Ghost and Jingles, and Jack and Cash bringing up the rear. Matching dark jeans and black T-shirts, and their Silver Shadows cuts proudly displayed on their backs. All wearing sunglasses to hide the emotion I knew they were fighting.

They loved my Grams.

“I can’t believe you let them even attend her funeral, let alone be a part of it. What must the town think of this?” my mother sneered in my ear so only I could hear her.

“I didn’t let them do anything, Mother. Grams made all the arrangements herself and asked each of those men, whom she had the utmost respect for personally, if they would carry her home.”

I did not want to deal with her bullshit today.

Yup, apparently I cursed now.

Just another thing Micah broke in me.

My stepbrother Michael put his arm around me as the guys laid my grandmother above her plot. I loved Michael. I couldn’t love him more if he had been my biological brother. He was the one thing my mother had ever given me that meant something.

I leaned into him as the Shadows filed in to stand behind us after King laid something over her casket.

I heard the telltale growl and closed my eyes just before the words hit.

“If you want to keep that fucking arm, remove it from my woman.”

I sat up straight and turned to look at Blade over my shoulder.

“Not the time, brother.”

I smiled up at King and mouthed Thank you. He placed a hand on my shoulder and squeezed. As much as I flipped back and forth when first meeting these men, I realized that they all held a special place in my life and in my heart, even the asshole glaring at me once again.

I turned around and tapped Michael’s thigh. The growl started again, and I told my stepbrother.

“Thank you, I love you, but I don’t want the neanderthal behind me to cause a scene.”

He smiled at me, then looked back at Blade. “I think I can take him.”

I heard Jack bark out a laugh.

Michael was a big guy, an inch or two shorter than Blade, but built like a linebacker. Women went crazy over him. He was insanely handsome.

Too bad for them.

They weren’t his type. Nope, not a single one of them. Blade didn’t know that though. He also didn’t know Michael was my brother.

My mother turned to glare at the eight large men that would terrify most women and chastised them, “Show some respect.”

Then turned back around, her shoulders stiff, like her personality, before they could say anything back.

As the minister began the service, I sat there numb. She was gone. Unlike Micah, she wouldn’t be coming back. Tears streamed down my face, and I reached for Michael’s hand.

I needed to hold on to someone, and my mother was not an option.

I felt Micah’s hands on my shoulders, and I cried harder.

He leaned over and whispered in my ear, “I’ve got you now, baby. I’m here, and I’m never leaving you again.”

Despite how angry I was at him, I lifted my other hand and placed it over his on my shoulder. I grabbed onto his words and held on to them as tight as I was holding his hand, hoping I could keep them and him.

King was right. I’d have to talk to him at some point. I just wasn’t ready yet. One thing at a time. I needed to get through Grams’ funeral and my mother being here first.

I couldn’t concentrate on anything else until then.

When I heard the minister say, “Amen,” I realized the funeral was over. I needed to make it through a few more hours than I could crawl into bed and stay there for a bit and hide away. I walked over to the casket and noticed the cut King laid on Grams’ casket. It read ‘Property of the Silver Shadows’ and I couldn’t stop the laugh that cut through the silence.

I turned to look at King. “She would have loved this. I’ll make sure it goes into the casket with her.”

“Rebecca, that is not going in there.” My mother scoffed.

“Oh, it sure is. She would want it, and she will have it.”

Before she could say more, Micah walked up behind me.

I knew it was him by the buzzing in my body. A familiar feeling that I thought I lost a decade ago.

“Hello, Mrs. Sawyer.”

“Hello, Micah,” my mother scorned.

I looked between the two of them.

“You knew?” I asked, and my mother had the decency to look guilty. “How long have you known?”

Before she could answer, Sheriff O’Rourke walked up, joining our small group.

“I am so sorry for your lo— Connie?”

My mother looked up at the sheriff wide-eyed.

“Declan? What are you doing here?”

“I’m the sheriff here in Diamond Creek. Quite a step up from a lowly beat cop, huh?” the sheriff said with contempt.

Looking between my mother and the sheriff, I asked, “Sheriff, how do you know my mother?”

He looked at me, confused. He turned to my mother, then back to me, searching my face for something. He focused on my mother and an anger like I had never seen enveloped his face.

“You fucking bitch!” He growled, taking a step forward.

My mother stepped back into her husband as Blade got between them, holding the Sheriff back.

“King!” Blade called out.

King came running. Seeing Blade trying to hold his brother back, he asked, “What the fuck is going on, big brother?”

I stood there and wondered the same thing.

The sheriff looked at King, seething.

“You remember Connie? She’s Willow’s daughter, and Beck’s mother,” he told King, who looked at me, his eyes so wide they seemed to take over his face.

He looked at my mother, then back at the sheriff before landing on me again. My mother, who could never read the room and keep her mouth shut, made things worse.

“Why am I not surprised you would be in a motorcycle gang? I always knew you wouldn’t amount to anything; you or him,” she claimed, pointing at Micah.

“Fuck,” King muttered and yelled for Johnny, the prospect. “Take my brother to the clubhouse.”

The sheriff balked at that.

“I’m not going anywhere, King.”

King turned and walked his brother back a few steps.

“She’s been through enough the last few days. She doesn’t need this shit right now. Go back to the clubhouse, have a drink, and let me handle this.”

The sheriff glared at my mother again and walked away, followed by Johnny.

“Grace!” King called, “Get Rachel and the girls, all of them, including the club girls, and take Beck back to the house. No one,” he said, glaring at my mother, “comes in. Got it?”

“Got it.”

“I can take her home,” Blade offered, and King walked to him, bumping his chest.

“You stay the fuck away from her. You’re lucky I don’t take your fucking patch after what I just learned. Go back to the clubhouse and watch my brother. He’s a powder keg and I can’t have him going off.”

“What the fuck is going on, King?” Blade asked, confused as I was.

“That is my house. My mother left it to me. You can’t keep me out of it.” My mother huffed.

“That’s what you think, bitch. What the fuck did you think you were doing?” King asked, having a conversation with my mother that only the two of them understood.

“Protecting her from a dirty cop, apparently.”

“The only thing dirty here is your fucking cunt.”

“King.” I stepped in, tears still streaming down my face. Trying to diffuse the situation before it got worse. “What the hell is going on? This is Grams’ funeral.”

He gathered me in his arms.

“I’m sorry, sweetheart. I will explain everything soon. Go back to the house with Grace and the girls and stay there until I come get you. Ghost and Jingles will be outside watching over everything.”

Grace took my arm and led me out of the cemetery when I heard King tell everyone.

“I’m sorry, folks, there has been a slight change in plans. Please head to The Diner, order whatever you like and share your favorite memories of Willow. Joellen, The Silver Shadows will take care of the bill. Just send it over to Colt.”

Back at the house, I looked at my friends. Yes, I counted the club girls as friends, and asked, “Does anyone know what the hell just happened?”

Rachel grasped me in a tight hug. “We know as much as you do, honey.”

“How does my mother know the sheriff? Clearly there’s history there, but she grew up here and she met Chris not long after we left. They got married rather quickly. Other than Chris, she had two other brief husbands, but neither of them was the sheriff.”

“My parents and I moved here when the club did. We kind of followed Ace, and Declan moved here then too. I’ve never seen your mother here in all that time, so they would have had to meet before you left,” Lily added.

“But when?”

I wondered about their interaction while I waited for King to come get me and explain everything.


Chapter Twenty-Four

Declan

That fucking bitch lied to me!

I pleaded with her. Begged her not to do it. I would have married her. Would have taken care of her and our baby.

Pacing around the clubhouse, I fumed. Johnny, the prospect, handed me a glass of amber liquid and I downed it in one gulp. He quickly handed me another, and that followed the first.

Blade walked in, searching the room. His eyes landed on me, and he immediately moved in my direction.

I didn’t know what this fucker did to piss off my daughter, but I might just lay him out if he said the wrong thing.

My daughter.

Fuck.

Twenty-five years. I missed twenty-five fucking years of her life because that bitch told me she had an abortion.

Who fucking did that?

“Hey, Declan, you ok?”

I glared at him.

No, I’m not fucking ok.

“What the fuck happened between you and Beck? Why is she so pissed at you?”

He flinched at my words. “Becca and I have history. It’s a long story, and one I need to share with her before I tell anyone else.”

“You will fucking tell me what you did.” I growled, getting in his face.

“Not now, brother,” King cautioned as he walked through the front door past both of us and stood at the double doors on the other side of the room.

“One issue at a time. Let’s go into church, both of you.”

I looked from my brother to Blade.

“This doesn’t involve him,” I said, pointing at his road captain patch.

“It sure as fuck does, whether you want it to or not. This is a clusterfuck, and we need to talk before I bring her over here.”

My baby brother disappeared into the room, leaving me with no choice but to follow him. Blade followed behind me, closing the door.

Sighing, King looked at both of us.

“I want you both to listen to me and listen real fucking good. Rebecca knows nothing. She’s as confused as you are, maybe more so. She has had a shit few days and I imagine a shit childhood, living with that woman.”

“Becca didn’t have a shit childhood. She had a great fucking childhood. I made sure of it,” Blade claimed, slapping his hand on his chest.

I looked over at Blade, “What the fuck are you talking about? You’re from Arkansas.”

“No, I’m not. I grew up here in Diamond Creek with Becca.”

“What the fuck am I missing, King?” I glared at my brother, waiting for answers.

Rubbing his hand over his chin, King stared at me.

“I’m not telling you anything yet. I only came here to make sure you had calmed down enough to talk to her without you losing your shit.”

“What the hell is going on? Why does he need to talk to my woman?” Blade asked.

“Your what?” I yelled, leaping from my seat.

“Did I stutter?” Blade retorted, also getting to his feet.

“Both of you sit your asses down,” King ordered. “I need both of you to get your tempers under control. Fuck, how did I become the calm one here?” He leaned his elbows on the table, his attention on Blade. “Tell us about growing up with Beck.”

Still standing, Blade asked, “Why?”

“Are you questioning your president, fucker?” King challenged him with narrowed eyes focused on Blade.

“Yes, I fucking am.”

King walked over and stood toe to toe with Blade.

“You will tell me what I want to hear, or I will take your fucking patch.”

Blade took a step back. He removed the cut from his shoulders and laid it on the table. Crossing his arms, he glared at King.

“Put that fucking cut back on before I beat your fucking ass.”

“Tell me what the fuck is going on!” Blade demanded.

King groaned before saying, “You’re lucky the only one here is my fucking brother. If you pulled this shit in front of a member, your ass would be in the ring.”

Blade pointed at the camera we all knew hid in the room and challenged, “Nav is watching.”

“No, he isn’t. I told him to shut the fucking camera off. This isn’t club business, this is personal. Put that fucking cut back on and don’t take it off again,” King demanded, turning his back on Blade, knowing he would do as he was told.

Letting out a slow breath, Blade grabbed his cut, sliding it back into place, and began. He told us about how he met my daughter for the first time and her childhood with him, her grandmother, and her bitch mother. Listening to how her mother treated her had me heated.

She didn’t fucking want her, that was clear by her treatment of her. Thank God she had Willow. Connie thought so little of me she kept me from my daughter all these years. I knew she thought a simple beat cop was beneath her. I was good enough to fuck her, just not good enough to build a life with her.

Standing from my seat, I paced once again.

I could feel King’s eyes on me. Watching me to make sure I didn’t leap over this table and pound this fucker into the ground for hurting my baby girl.

Christ, I have a daughter.

“Enough!” I turned to my little brother.

He would have been thirteen when Beck was born.

“Go get her. I need to talk to her.”

“I need to know you won’t kill my road captain while I’m gone,” King said, grinning.

“Not without finding out why he needs to die first.”

King pointed his finger at Blade. “Keep your mouth shut until I get back, brother.”

“What the fuck is going on, King? I promised her grandfather I would take care of her.”

“Great fucking job you did, huh? Where the fuck were you for half her life?” I sneered.

“Why do you fucking care? What does any of this have to do with you?”

Leaning my hands on the table, I leaned toward the little shit. “She’s my fucking daughter, asshole!”

Blade’s eyes widened as fear crossed over his features.

“Shit,” he murmured, closing his eyes.

“Yea, shit. So keep your damn mouth shut until I get back, Blade.”

King walked out the door and I glared across the table at the man sitting across from me. The man that hurt my daughter. I just didn’t know how yet. When I found out how, he’d better fucking run.

The silence in the room was deafening as we sat and waited for King to return. He wasn’t gone long. I assumed she was across the street at her house. When he returned, he wasn’t alone. Rachel, Cash’s old lady, walked in first, cautiously looking at Blade, then me.

Then my daughter walked in just before King.

I stared at her. I couldn’t help myself. She looked so much like my mother. I didn’t know how I hadn’t seen it before.

She was beautiful.

She walked over hesitantly and sat between Rachel and Blade. He held out his hand to her and it surprised me when she placed her hand in his. Her knuckles turned white with the force of her grasp.

“It’s ok, baby, I’ve got you now,” he whispered to her.

Asshole.

Rachel looked up, breaking the silence.

“King what’s going on?”

“I don’t even know how to start,” King said.

“I’ll start.”

I waited until my daughter looked in my direction.

“Let me start by apologizing for my actions at your grandmother’s graveside. I met Willow right after moving here, and I had nothing but respect for her. Seeing your mother was a tremendous shock. And learning she was your mother, well, let’s just say I lost my mind.”

“How do you know my mother?” she asked quietly, never taking her eyes from mine.

“I met your mother twenty-six years ago when she was attending U of A at Little Rock. She was nineteen, and I was twenty-three. I was a beat cop, barely out of the academy. She’d been out with her friends and was being harassed by some dumb college kid. I stepped in to rescue her. We started talking and before either of us realized what had happened, we were spending every spare minute we had together.”

Running my hand through my hair, I stalled, searching for the right words.

“I want you to know I loved your mother. I thought we were on the same page. Building something that would stand the test of time. Little did I know, she was in a completely different book.”

I stood up again, not able to stay still any longer.

“About three months in, she told me she was pregnant.”

Beck gasped, holding her hand over her mouth. Blade pulled her chair over, wrapping his arm around her.

I let him have that. She needed someone right now and I couldn’t be it for her. I needed to get through this.

“I want you to know, Rebecca. I never questioned if you were mine. From the first moment I knew of your existence, I wanted you,” I told her, hoping she could hear the sincerity of my words.

“When I asked your mother to marry me, she laughed. Told me I was just a cop, and she had bigger expectations for her life. She told me that also did not include a baby.”

Seeing the tears spill from my daughter’s eyes broke my heart into pieces.

“I begged her. Pleaded with her not to do it. It meant nothing to her. A few days later, she called and told me she’d had an abortion and that she was leaving school.” I stood there, my heart pounding. “I grieved you, Beck. For years, I dreamed about the baby I would never meet. Never knowing if I would have had a son or a daughter.”

I walked around the table, turning her chair and crouched down in front of her.

“When I saw Connie, I was stunned, and when you said she was your mother, I knew immediately she had lied to me. I don’t know why she lied to me, but I am so fucking glad she did. I wish I had been a part of your life from the beginning, but if not having me there meant she kept you, raised you and you are here before me today, I would give up those twenty-five years so I could have the rest of my life with you in it.”

She sat there in silence, tears streaming down her cheeks. Never taking her eyes from me, she whispered, “How do you know it’s me? How can you be sure?”

There was hope shining in her eyes, and I smiled.

“You look like a carbon copy of my mom at your age,” I told her.

“She confirmed it at the cemetery,” King added.

I had forgotten there was anyone else here when he continued.

“When I asked her what she thought she was doing, her response was protecting her from a dirty cop.”

I looked up at my brother, shaking my head before turning back to my girl.

“I’m not a dirty cop, baby girl. I don’t know why she kept you from me. It doesn’t matter anymore. Just tell me I can have you in my life now?”

“I always wanted a dad,” she cried, just before launching herself into my arms, almost knocking us both to the ground.

I held her tight, not wanting to let her go.

Suddenly she sat up, turning around to King with a mischievous grin she asked, “So that makes you my uncle, King.”

I laughed when my brother groaned.

“Yea, sweetheart, but I’m not buying you a fucking pony.”

She laughed at him and turned back to me. “Are you really my dad?”

“I’m really your dad,” I confirmed, and all those broken pieces caused by her tears slid right back into place with the smile she gave me.

She then looked over at Blade.

“I have a dad, Micah,” she said, as another tear slipped down her face.

“Yea, you do, baby.”

He smiled softly at her and reached up to wipe the tear away with his thumb. It killed me to admit it, but I could see they loved each other.

When I found out what happened, maybe I’d let him live with just beating his ass.

I just found my daughter.

I didn’t want to lose her for killing the man she loved.

“Well, this has been a week. Shit, I still have to deal with my mother.” She looked over at Blade and glared. “How long has she known?”

Her love switched so quickly into anger. She got that from me.

A little of that Irish temper.

“I will tell you everything if you just give me a chance,” he pleaded.

“Baby girl, I want you to tell me what this fucker did to hurt you so much?”

Looking over at Blade, she shocked me when she said, “He died.”


Chapter Twenty-Five

Blade

“I will tell you everything if you just give me a chance,” I pleaded.

“Baby girl, I want you to tell me what this fucker did to hurt you so much?” Declan asked.

Looking over at me, she said, “He died.”

Declan looked back at me. “What the fuck is she talking about?”

I stood from my seat. Taking Becca’s hand in mine, I lifted her up as well.

“Let’s go somewhere private, and I will tell you everything.”

Dec stepped in front of me, stopping us from leaving.

“Why don’t you just share with us all? That way, nothing gets lost in translation when she tells me later,” he demanded, crossing his arms over his chest.

Becca looked up at me. “Is there anything we can’t share?”

“It’s not that. This is going to be hard for both of us. We don’t need an audience,” I told her, compelling her with my eyes, hoping she understood.

Nodding, she turned to her father.

“Dad,” she said hesitantly. “I’m so happy we found each other, and I want us to get to know each other and have the relationship that was kept from us.”

She looked back at me, and I nodded.

“I need to do this alone. I will tell you everything later, I promise. You won’t be able to get to know me without knowing this, so you don’t have to think I’d keep it from you.”

“Baby girl, I need to know if I’m going to bury him in the ground or just beat his ass.”

She giggled and leaned up on her toes to kiss his cheek.

“I will let you know what I decide after I hear what he has to say.”

Dec smiled at her and then turned and glared at me.

“Don’t forget, we have that meeting with Matlock in the morning to go over the will,” King reminded us.

“I know. After what I learned today, I need to know everything before I see my mother again. Oh my God, how is this my life?” Becca said, shaking her head and looking at Rachel.

“Girl, please, you have always been dramatic.” Rachel waved her hand in the air, then laughed. “How can your life be anything else? If you need me, call me. I’m gonna go find my man.”

Rachel got up and left the room. Before we could make our escape, King stopped us.

“Tell her everything.” His eyes bored into mine. “She doesn’t need to be protected from her anymore. Not after this.”

I nodded, and he looked down at my girl. “I knew you were special the first day I met you.” He kissed the top of her head.

“Thanks, Uncle King.” Becca laughed, and King groaned as we walked through the clubhouse and out the door.

“Do you want to go to the house, or take the bike up to the mountain?” I asked her.

Becca looked across the street at her home. It was her home now. I could only hope that after I told her everything, she would want to stay and make a home with me and the club.

“Let’s take the bike. There are too many emotions surrounding the house right now.”

I placed the helmet on her head and climbed on my bike. Holding out my hand, she grasped it, climbing on behind me.

I pulled her knees forward, so she pressed up tight against me. She wrapped her arms around my waist, and I felt like my heart could beat again.

We rode through the gate, but instead of heading directly for the trail, I took her for a ride through town first. I wasn’t ready for her to put any more space between us yet.

Not being with Becca all week just about killed me. She didn’t know it, but I never left her.

King ordered me to give her some space after what happened at the diner and then finding Grams when Jack took her home. I made sure she didn’t see me, but I had eyes on her the whole time.

My eyes.

With Grant out there somewhere, I wasn’t leaving her safety in anyone’s hands but my own.

Guiding the bike up the trail to our spot, I knew this was the only option for coming clean. This was where we told each other our secrets. Where we shared our dreams and our fears. This was where we screamed at the world on our bad days and celebrated the good days.

Here, I would tell her everything. About my dad, WITSEC, the accident, her mom. I wouldn’t leave anything out; I just prayed she loved me enough to forgive me.

Pulling up to a stop, I let the bike idle for a minute while I soaked up every moment I might have left. I turned off the ignition and tapped her leg to let her know she could climb off. Swinging my leg over, I took a deep breath. Placing her helmet on the seat, I grabbed her hand in mine, and we walked over to the edge.

We stood there looking out over the town while I tried to find the words I needed for her to understand why everything happened the way it did.

“Blade,” she said, breaking the silence.

I looked down at her.

God, she was so beautiful.

I turned to face her, taking her other hand, so I was holding both now.

“First, you need to know, I noticed you. I noticed you on that first day. I didn’t want to let you into my life because I didn’t want to lose you. Even at seven years old, I knew you were special.”

She closed her eyes, and I knew she was trying not to cry.

“Let’s sit down, and I’ll start at the beginning.”

Sprawling out on the ground, I eased her down to sit between my legs with her back against my chest. I wrapped my arms around her tight.

“I need to hold you while I tell you this,” I said, and she relaxed back against my chest.

“You knew the rumors about my dad. That he was into some shady shit. Well, they were true. He was an accountant, but he was an accountant for the Mob.”

She gasped. Sitting forward, she turned to look at me.

“What?”

“Please, baby, let me get through this,” I implored, pulling her back against me. “My dad got caught doing something. I still don’t know what. I never asked. But the FEDs got involved and to stay out of jail, my dad offered to turn state evidence against his employers. So when I was two years old, my parents entered WITSEC. I want you to know I didn’t lie when I told you my name was Justin. That was the name on my birth certificate originally.

By the time we moved to Diamond Creek, I had been in four different schools. Every time we got settled, our location would somehow get leaked, and we’d have to move again. I grew tired of losing friends, so I had decided I wasn’t making any more friends. You disagreed,” I said, and she giggled.

“Somehow Diamond Creek became home. I don’t know if it was because it was so small and remote or because our handler told no one where we were. He was the only person who knew. For eight years, no one knew where we were. We were safe. Until we weren’t.

“Remember when you told me you were going to break a big story because the Mob had come to Diamond Creek? I tried to convince you Old Man Johnson had a gambling problem?”

She nodded her head. Maybe she was afraid to say anything.

“Well, you were right. They had found us. A few days later, when I kissed you, I knew it was the last time I would see you. I couldn’t leave without tasting you just once. Because I had noticed you, Becca, and I wanted you. I was so afraid of ruining our friendship that I had decided you were off-limits.”

She tried to sit forward, and I held her tight.

“Please stay with me,” I urged her. “After the staged accident, the FEDs whisked us away yet again. Sent further out west to another small town. When I was seventeen, they found us again. They killed my mom.”

She gasped. “No! I’m so sorry, Micah.”

She placed her hands around my arms, pulling me closer.

“They moved us again: another new town, another new name. No new friends. Within a few months, they found us again. They killed my father on my eighteenth birthday. I watched them do it. I was expecting to be killed as well. Instead, they told me I was safe. For sixteen years they hunted my parents, but because I was two when my dad turned against them, they didn’t hold it against me.”

I certainly hadn’t expected to walk away.

“I think maybe my reaction to my dad’s death played a part in why they let me live. There was no crying. I didn’t scream, didn’t even accuse them. It might have been shock, but I thanked them. Finally, I was free.”

This was where it would get dicey. This next part would make or break my future.

“It took a few months to get cleared from WITSEC. I was eighteen by then and they couldn’t force me to stay in the program. So I left. I went through the process of having my name permanently changed to Micah Spade. Then I came home. For you.”

This time I let her lean up, as she turned to look at me.

I needed to see her face, and I needed her to see the truth in my eyes.

“You were gone by the time I came home. You had moved away with your mom. I went to see Grams, and she told me what had happened. How you weren’t doing well here anymore and so she sent you off to college. She told me how to find you and I left again. I was coming for you, Becca. I decided I wouldn’t live anymore of this life without you.”

“What happened?” she asked, waiting to hear my story.

“I went and found you.”

Seven years ago

I had to find her. Grams said she hadn’t been the same since I died. I needed to know if she loved me the way I loved her. I wanted a shot with her. Trying not to ruin our friendship wasted so much time. I almost lost her forever.

I pulled my bike up to her mother’s house in Ohio, idling at the curb. Garnering the strength to climb off my bike and walk up the steps, I tilted my head to the sky and said a silent prayer. I swung my leg over and it took everything in me to face what I hoped was my future.

Knocking on the door, her mother answered. She never really liked me, but she tolerated me as much as she tolerated anyone.

“Micah? Is that you?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“How? You died! What are you doing here?” she questioned, looking over my shoulder like she was expecting someone.

“It’s a long story, but in a nutshell, everything you thought about my dad was true. He’s gone now. Both my parents are, and I’m free to live my life however I want. I want to live that life with Becca.”

“Oh, Micah, I’m sorry. Rebecca has moved on. She’s happy, finally. Your death really took a toll on her and we had to move away.”

She crossed her arms against her chest and leaned in the doorway. She never invited me in.

“I can’t let you see her. She has a boyfriend now and they’re pretty serious. He’s planning to propose soon. Do you really want to disrupt her life when she thinks you’re dead? Do you know what that will do to her? I can’t imagine she would be happy knowing you lied to her.”

I’d thought about that, but I had to know for sure.

Standing there, I didn’t know what to do. I loved her so much.

Did I love her enough to let her go?

“I’m settling down in Diamond Creek. When she comes to visit, we’ll run into each other. I think it would be better for her to know the truth sooner rather than later, don’t you?”

“No, I don’t. She won’t go back there. She said she would never go back. Not even for her grandmother’s funeral. She never wants to step foot in that town again. Please, Micah, let her live her life. You don’t know what she’s been through.”

“I’m really sorry, Miss Washington.”

“It’s Sawyer now. Rebecca and I have moved on from Diamond Creek. Forever.”

“Yes, ma’am, congratulations. Goodbye.”

I turned and walked back down the steps toward my bike. Firing up my bike, I sped off. With nowhere to go, I just rode around for a while and circled back to Becca’s street. I had to see her for myself. Had to know she was happy.

I sat on my bike for hours that first night without ever getting a glimpse of her. The next day was more of the same. On the third day, I finally saw her. A car pulled up in the driveway and a man got out. He was big. Becca climbed out of the other side.

The douchebag didn’t even open her door for her.

I saw her smile at him when she walked round the back of the car. He held out his hand, and she took it. My gaze followed him as he leaned down and kissed her cheek and together, they walked up the steps and knocked on the door.

When I saw her mother open the door, she smiled, hugging them both. Her mother almost never smiled, and I never saw her hug Becca. They stepped into the house and before closing the door, her mother looked over to where I sat. She knew I was out here. She raised an eyebrow in silent question, and I fired up my bike and drove off.

“I didn’t go back to Diamond Creek. I couldn’t live there without you. Heading south, I wandered around until I met Jack and the Silver Shadows. When King needed a location to open the new chapter, I figured if you wouldn’t go back, I could hide out there and never risk running into you and your husband and any kids you may have.”

I held my breath, waiting to see how she would react.

“That bitch. She fucking lied to you.” Becca jumped up from the ground and started pacing. “That guy was Michael. My stepbrother.”

“The guy that had his fucking arm around you at the funeral.” I growled.

“Yes. Michael and I are close, don’t get me wrong.”

I growled again, not wanting to hear about Michael.

“Stop growling at me. You know you have been doing that since I met you. Looking back over the last few weeks, I don’t know how I didn’t know it was you. You haven’t fucking changed a bit.”

I chuckled as I stood up. “You certainly have. You and your dirty mouth.” I pulled her over to me. “Give me that mouth.”

This was it, the moment that told me if we had a future to work toward. She smiled, leaned up on her toes, and pressed her lips to mine.

My chest rumbled as I deepened the kiss. Splaying my hand across her back, I drew her close, pressing my dick against her belly. My other hand slid up the back of her neck into her hair, holding her in place.

“I’m never letting you go, baby. Tell me you forgive me.”

“I want to.”


Chapter Twenty-Six

Blade

“I’m never letting you go, baby. Tell me you forgive me.”

“I want to,” she said, stepping back out of my embrace. “Why didn’t you tell me that first day? Or the first time you kissed me? Or when I told you how I felt about you? Maybe before you took my fucking virginity?” she yelled, her voice getting louder with each question she asked.

Yeah, I knew she would not let this go. It wasn’t in her nature. She dug and dug until she uncovered every morsel of information she needed.

“The first time I saw you at The Diner, I was so shocked to see you. I believed your mother and thought you were with Michael. That pissed me off,” I retorted, turning my back on her so she couldn’t see how broken I was at that thought.

“Michael is gay.” She stopped me with her statement.

Whipping around, I looked back at her.

“What?”

“Michael is gay,” she repeated. “Not only is he my stepbrother and the only good thing I ever got from my mother, because she married Chris, but he is one hundred percent gay. He likes men.”

I stared at her, my mouth hanging open.

I tried to reconcile the big burly linebacker I met at the funeral with someone who enjoyed taking dick up the ass. Not that I cared. I mean, I had a few acquaintances that batted for the same team. It was just a shock.

“Do you have a problem with that?” She glared, arms crossed over her chest, waiting for my answer.

“No, as long as he’s not sleeping with you, I don’t give a fuck who he has sex with.”

And that was true.

It shocked me, was all.

Shaking my head, I cleared my thoughts of Michael the gay stepbrother and got back to the matter at hand.

“My point was, I didn’t know he was gay, or your stepbrother. I thought you were happy. I thought you had moved on. It pissed me off you had moved on. I know you thought I was dead, and I recognize that made me an asshole, but it is what it was,” I bellowed, stretching my arms out at my sides.

“And the other times? Once you knew I hadn’t moved on? That my life sat on pause because of you? That I still hadn’t accepted you were gone? What about then?”

I stood there looking at her. How could I tell her this? What would she think? I dropped my head, looking at my feet.

I took a deep breath.

In for a penny, in for a pound, right?

“I was scared.” Looking up at her, her mouth had dropped open. “I know it was stupid, but I wasn’t him anymore. I had changed. Everything in my life, from leaving WITSEC to joining the Shadows, had changed me.”

I put my hands in my pockets, not knowing what else to do with them as she stood there, waiting.

“At first, I stupidly thought I could keep you from ever finding out. I realized quickly that I wasn’t the only one who had changed. You were so different from the girl I knew. I thought maybe I could just be Blade, and you would let go of Micah and just want me for who I was now.”

She walked toward me slowly. “When did that change?”

I looked up at her and smiled.

“When you handed King his ass after he called you a little girl. Right after you walked out the door, I told them that was the Becca I fell in love with.”

Her eyes widened with that confession.

“What?” she whispered, barely audible through the wind.

“I love you, Becca. Have for a long time. I wanted to tell you everything last week when I brought you up here. This place was always where we could say anything to each other. When you poured your heart out to me, telling me everything you felt when we were kids, I pussied out. I couldn’t bear for you to hate me.”

Now it was my turn to pace back and forth.

“The longer I kept quiet, the harder it became to find the words to tell you the truth. Ryder and Rachel both came at me.”

“That day at The Coffee Shop,” she confirmed.

“Yea. Rachel, well, I think she changed the most out of all of us. She has quite a right hook.”

“What? Rachel hit you?”

“Three times.” I snorted.

Becca put her hand over her mouth, trying, unsuccessfully, to hide her laughter.

“Yea, I didn’t realize you hadn’t seen that. I wasn’t sure when you had walked back out. Please, believe me. I never wanted you to find out like that, in front of everyone. I planned to tell you that morning, and then we overslept.”

“The part I have the most trouble with is you had sex with me, letting me believe you were someone else.” She wrapped her arms around her waist like she was cold.

“I told you my real name. It just wasn’t the one you knew me by.”

She looked up and glared at me.

Narrowing her eyes, she stomped up to me.

“Are you fucking kidding me? You’re trying to excuse your way out of this?”

“Not an excuse. There is no excuse. I’m trying to explain.”

“Fuck you, Micah.” Becca turned and stalked back to the bike. “Take me home.”

“Baby, wait.”

She whipped around on me, “Don’t you dare ‘Baby’ me. What you did was wrong, Micah.”

“It was, I know. I can’t change it. I wish to God that I could. There are so many things I wish I could change, but I need you to understand that you were wrong.”

“WHAT? I was wrong? Tell me, how was I wrong, Micah?”

“Please calm down, Becca.”

I knew in that moment I had fucked up.

Rachel wasn’t the only woman in my life with a mean right hook.

I never saw it coming. One second, I was pleading with the woman I loved to give me a second chance, and the next, I was on the fucking ground.

Yup, on the ground.

This little slip of a thing caught me so off guard that when she socked me in the jaw, I lost my footing and landed on my ass.

Score two for Becca.

I decided staying down was the better alternative until I finished what I had to say.

“You were wrong about me not wanting you. You were wrong about me not looking for you. I made a mistake in letting you go. Not just the first time when I didn’t tell you the truth about my father. But the second time when I let your mother convince me you were better off without me.”

I caught her off guard with my words and took the chance to stand up. Slowly, I walked over to her.

“I take full responsibility for every fucked-up thing I’ve done since the first day I met you when we were seven years old. I screwed up, baby. Please, give me another chance? Now that everything is out in the open, all the secrets revealed, and all the lies exposed. Do you think you could still love me? Because, baby, I love you with everything I have. You are it for me. You’ve been it for me, even when I thought I could never have you. Can you forgive me?”

“I never stopped loving you, Micah, even when you were dead. That’s why I couldn’t move on. I wanted you in my life. In my dreams of the future, it was always you.”

I waited as she stared at me. I could see her mind working over all the information I gave her, trying to come to terms with everything and decide what she wanted.

She walked up to me, and I braced myself.

“But if you ever lie to me again, just remember, I have a dad now with a badge and a gun, and an uncle who knows how to hide a body.”

I threw my head back and laughed.

Becca reached up, pulling me down by the back of my neck, and kissed me. Licking the seam of my lips, she tried to control the kiss. She didn’t know that’s not how this worked, and I pulled her to me and showed her who was in charge.

I lifted her up, and she wrapped her legs around my waist. Holding her hips, I ground her pussy against my cock and swallowed her moan.

“It’s been a long fucking week, baby. You gonna let me have this pussy here? In our spot?”

“Outside? What if someone sees us?”

“No one knows about this place. You have any idea how many times we laid up here looking at the stars and my dick was hard as a rock wanting to be inside you?”

I walked her away from my bike and carefully laid her down in the same spot we used to watch the clouds roll by and the stars shoot across the night sky.

I crawled over her, holding her face in my hands. “You want my mouth, my fingers, or my cock?”

“Yes.”

“One night and you become a greedy little thing?” I said, as I kissed along her jaw, down her neck, sucking at the little pulse point at the base of her neck.

I slowly moved across her collarbone and down the V-neck of her T-shirt. Lifting the hem, I pushed her shirt up to her neck and trailed down between her breasts.

“Wait.”

She stopped me.

Breathing heavily, I looked up at her, waiting for the green light.

“I want to taste you,” she declared.

She never ceased to surprise me.

“I mean, I’ve never actually done it before, but I know the logistics. You can tell me what to do and how you like it, right?”

Christ, she was going to kill me with her eagerness.

I groaned against her soft belly.

Looking at her, I asked, “You sure? Cause I’m quite happy to give you all the attention you can take.”

She nodded, and I relented.

Getting to my feet, I helped her up.

“On your knees, baby.”

Becca sat back on her feet and looked up at me.

“God, you’re beautiful. Especially just like that. I’ve never had a better view.”

A blush creeped across her cheeks and my dick jumped in my pants.

“Unbutton my jeans, baby, and take my dick out.”

She reached up, fumbling with the buttons.

I learned as a teenager that when Becca was around, button fly jeans were way more comfortable than those with a zipper. I helped her push my jeans and boxers down so my ass was hanging out.

She tentatively took my cock in her hand and squeezed. When it caused me to groan, she dropped her hand.

“Did I hurt you?”

“No, baby, you didn’t hurt me.” I ran my hand along the top of her head. “Open your mouth. Lick the head.”

She stuck her tongue out, tasting the tip. She brought her hand back up, wrapping it around the shaft. Lifting my cock, she licked the underside from my balls to the tip and engulfed the head.

Fuck.

My eyes rolled back into my head when she wrapped her lips around me and slid down my length.

“Baby, you don’t need any fucking directions. Holy fucking God,” I groaned, placing my hand on the back of her head to guide her speed as she bobbed back and forth.

When she sucked my cock to the back of her throat and swallowed, I almost came right then. She sucked on my dick, her cheeks hollowing out, and I tried to pull back.

“Baby, if you don’t stop, I’m gonna come, and if I come in your mouth, you better swallow every drop.”

She hummed, and the vibrations rolled through my cock as she grabbed my ass, holding me in place.

I placed my hands on either side of her head to keep her from moving as I plunged in and out of her mouth until I felt my balls pull up and I let loose with a howl.

“FUCK!”

I looked down at Becca who was still lapping at my cock, cleaning it, making sure she didn’t miss a drop. Pulling her up from her knees, I kissed her hard. I didn’t care that she just had my cum in her mouth. That was the hottest blowjob I’d ever had.

“Baby, what did you mean when you said you hadn’t actually ever done it before?”

She gave me a shy smile and shocked the shit out of me when she admitted.

“Well, Rachel and I used to watch videos and practice with bananas back before everything happened.” She giggled.

Fucking giggled.

“We wanted to be ready if we ever had the chance. It’s been a long time, but I remembered most of it.”

I lost it. I’d never laughed so hard in my life. Her shy little innocent smirk was too much.

“Fuck, I don’t know if I can handle you remembering what you forgot.”

I tucked my dick back in my pants, buttoned up my jeans and grabbed her hand.

“Come on, let’s get some dinner and go home. You wanna stay at the clubhouse or your house tonight?”

“Can we stay at the clubhouse? We have that meeting with Matlock in the morning, and I don’t want to see my mother before then.”

“Yea, we can stay at the clubhouse. We should probably let Declan know. He might wanna stay too, so he can spend some time with you.”

I just knew that son of a bitch would try to cockblock me tonight.

“Do you think he could come to the will reading tomorrow?”

“We’ll have to ask Matlock. Come on, let’s get back and we can check with him.”

A short time later, I pulled into the lot and noticed Dec’s cruiser was still here. I wasn’t looking forward to this. I couldn’t help but wonder how much King had filled him in on. As soon as we walked into the clubhouse, I realized he told him everything.

Stalking over to us, Dec grabbed Becca’s hand. “Baby girl, please go stand by your uncle.”

Her footsteps stuttered, and she asked, “Why?”

He kissed her cheek.

“I just need to have a talk with Blade.”

She stepped in front of me, blocking Declan from causing any harm.

“No.”

He looked down at his daughter.

“Excuse me?” he asked, crossing his arms over his chest.

“I said no,” she repeated, crossing her arms over her chest to mimic his stance.

“Baby, it’s ok.”

I tried to move her to the side, but she dug her heels in.

“No, it isn’t.” She looked around Declan at King. “What did you tell him?”

Smirking at his niece, he replied, “Everything.”

Asshole.

Becca leaned back over, looking up at the father she’d just met.

“No.”

He hadn’t taken his eyes off me since Becca told him no the second time. He hadn’t stopped scowling since we walked into the clubhouse.

“Hey, big guy, I’m down here.”

He looked down at his daughter again, and his scowl softened.

“I need you to promise me something.”

“I can’t do that, baby girl,” he told her, shaking his head.

“You don’t even know what I’m going to ask.”

“I may have only learned I had a daughter today, but I’m not stupid. I know what you’re gonna ask me to promise and I can’t do it. He hurt my baby girl, now I have to hurt him. There are rules, Beck.”

“You didn’t know I was your daughter when it happened,” she protested.

“Doesn’t matter, and he didn’t just do it once. I need him to understand what happens when he hurts my little girl, so he doesn’t do it again.”

“Shit.” King gasped.

Becca took a deep breath.

I could see she was trying to keep her temper in check.

“Your what?” she snarled.

Declan stopped glaring at me and focused on Becca.

“My little girl,” he repeated and waited for her to react.

“I am not—” she started.

“I’m gonna stop you right there.” Declan held his hand up, cutting her off. “From this day forward, you are and will always be my little girl. That is a father’s prerogative. I may not have been able to be there when you were little, but I’m here now. It is my job to protect you, to defend your honor, and beat the ass of any man that hurts you. Do you understand?”

Becca stood there, all her bluster gone with her father’s words.

She nodded her head, looked back at me, and whispered, “I love you.”

Then, before I could blink, she ran over to King.

My mouth dropped open in disbelief that she just threw me under the bus.

I looked up at Declan and the smile across his face distracted me from the fist that landed on my jaw.

For the second time today, I got knocked on my ass.

Despite the pain in my face, I was happy my girl was getting everything she ever wanted.


Chapter Twenty-Seven

Beck

“Baby, wake up.”

“Hmmm.” My eyes were heavy as I felt lips lightly trail down my neck.

“Come on, beautiful, time to wake up.”

“I don’t want to.” Rolling over, I buried my face in the pillow. I pulled the blanket over my head and hid.

“I know, baby, but we have that meeting with Matlock in an hour. You need to get a shower and eat something.”

Shooting out of bed, I looked at the clock. “Why do I always oversleep with you?”

Chuckling, he said, “Because we kept each other awake until the early hours in the morning.”

Trying to get up from the bed, Micah pulled me back.

“What are you doing? I have to shower and get downstairs.”

“Give me that mouth first.”

Heat coursed through my body at his demand.

I leaned back and pressed my lips to his. His hand cupped the back of my head, holding me in place to deepen the kiss.

“We have to get ready,” I murmured against his lips.

When he finally released me, I jumped from the bed, rushing into the bathroom.

“Shit.”

“What’s the matter?” he asked, popping his head through the doorway.

“I have nothing to put on. All I have is what I wore yesterday once I changed after the funeral.”

I was trying to stay calm. There wasn’t enough time to run home, shower, change, and run back. There was no way I would feel comfortable seeing everyone downstairs in yesterday’s clothes.

“Baby, I had Rachel grab you some stuff from the house.”

I finally noticed the bag he was holding out to me.

“Love you,” I declared, grabbing the bag and turning on the shower.

“That’s what you said last night, right before you let your father sucker punch me.”

I turned to Blade, embarrassed.

“I’m sorry about that. He just seemed like he needed to do it, and he missed out on so much.”

I stood there waiting for him to accept my apology.

“I know baby, it’s ok. Get in the shower and get ready, then we’ll get a bite before the meeting.”

“I don’t know if I can eat anything. My nerves have my stomach doing backflips.”

I threw my hair up on top of my head to cut down my shower time. I got in, washed up, and got out. Micah was still standing there, leaning against the bathroom sink.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

He just stood there, staring at me.

“Enjoying the view.” He smiled, and I felt my cheeks blaze.

I hoped I never got used to the way he made me feel. He leaned over and kissed me thoroughly before walking out of the bathroom.

“Hurry up, Becca.”

Once we got downstairs, my father sat at a table eating breakfast.

I walked over, kissing his cheek. “Morning Dad.”

It felt strange, but right at the same time.

“Morning, baby girl. You sleep ok?” he asked, glaring at Micah.

“Don’t ask questions you don’t want to know the answers to Sheriff,” Micah cautioned.

“Stop it, you two.”

I slapped Micah’s chest with the back of my hand.

“Morning, sweetheart.” King leaned over and kissed my cheek.

I heard Micah growl.

“Really? He’s my uncle,” I admonished, shoving him with my shoulder.

“Don’t care. You’re my girl,” Micah whined, leaning over and grabbing the back of my neck to kiss the side of my head.

“Matlock here yet?”

“Yea, he’s in church getting everything ready,” King answered.

The front door opened, and a prospect walked in, followed by my mother, her husband, and Michael.

I jumped up and ran over to hug Michael.

“What are you doing here?”

“I wanted to come check on you and make sure you were ok after everything yesterday,” Michael said, watching the men sitting at the table.

“I’m fine, don’t worry.”

I heard King whisper to Micah. “How come he gets to hug her?”

Micah looked over at me and shrugged. “He’s gay. It’s like she’s hugging Rach.”

“No shit?” King asked, his eyebrows disappearing into his hairline. “He’s a big motherfucker.”

“No shit,” Micah replied.

Michael threw his head back and laughed.

Matlock chose at that moment to step into the room and call us all into church. He was dressed in a suit, his cut nowhere in sight.

King, Micah, my dad, and I walked toward the double doors when my mother started her shit.

“Why is Declan coming in? My mother didn’t know him.”

“Actually, Connie, I’ve known Willow for the last five years. However, my daughter asked me to come to the meeting with her,” my dad asserted.

“Why?” My mother glared at me.

“Because she wants me there. Despite your interference, she wants me in her life.”

My dad glared back at my mother, and I wondered if I’d made a mistake asking these two to be in the same room together.

“Connie, love, let’s not make a big thing out of it.”

Chris, my stepfather, had always had a way of tempering my mother. I’m glad he was here with her today.

We entered church, and everyone took a seat. My father sat on one side of me and Micah was on the other.

“Don’t get used to that seat, fucker. It’s mine,” King chided, and Matlock just grinned.

“Let’s get started. I have allowed both the sheriff and Mr. Sawyer to be present at the request of Conifer Sawyer and Rebecca Washington.”

“It’s Connie,” my mother snarled.

“I beg your pardon, Connie,” Matlock apologized. “As I was saying, we are here to execute the last will and testament of Willow Washington. She had some considerable assets.”

He shuffled through his paperwork and began, “Mr. Kingston O’Rourke, Mrs. Washington left you the property the clubhouse sits on, as well as the surrounding fifty acres. It is yours free and clear, along with an account that contained the money you have paid over the last five years with interest.”

I looked over at King, and he hung his head.

Grams loved him, and he knew it now, without a doubt.

“She didn’t have to do that,” he said.

“No, she didn’t,” Matlock agreed, “But she wanted you to have it. She loved having us here and wanted to make sure we never had to worry.”

Matlock grinned at Micah as he continued.

“To Micah Spade, she leaves her granddaughter.”

I threw my head back and laughed out loud. That was Grams. She knew how to get her point across. Micah just shook his head, grinning.

“Nicely played, old woman.” He reached over and took my hand. “Best inheritance ever.”

He lifted my hand to his lips and kissed me. Grams made sure I would know Micah was alive, even if he didn’t tell me.

“Can we get on with this, please?”

My mother, ladies and gentlemen, always a pleasure.

“To Mrs. Conifer,” Matlock held his hand up, stopping my mother from objecting, “I have a note here to use your full name. To Mrs. Conifer Washington Sawyer, I leave the home she lives in as well as one hundred thousand dollars.”

Jumping to her feet, my mother screamed, “WHAT? We own our home. She can’t leave us something that belongs to us.”

“Connie, love, we didn’t own our home. Your mother did,” Chris admitted quietly, looking up at his wife.

“What are you talking about?” My mother scrutinized her husband.

“We had some lean times, and I didn’t want you to worry, so I spoke to your mom. She paid off the house by buying it from me.”

“I knew she hated me,” my mother whined, collapsing into her chair.

Matlock continued, “To my granddaughter, Rebecca Lynn Washington, I leave my house and the bulk of my estate in the amount of 3.2 million dollars.”

My mouth fell open at the end of Matlock’s statement.

“ARE YOU SHITTING ME?” My mother launched herself out of her chair again. “She left her everything? Where the fuck did my mother get that kind of money?”

My mother turned to glare at me.

“I should have aborted you like I told him I did.”

My father moved so fast he had her by the throat and against the wall before anyone realized he had moved.

“You fucking bitch. You will not speak to my daughter that way.”

She was clawing at my father’s hands, as her face turned red.

I ran over to him, placing my hands on his arm.

“Please let her go. She isn’t worth it.”

My father looked at me as I pleaded with him to let her go. He dropped his hand from her throat, and she coughed, gasping to take in air.

“Get her the fuck out of here,” he barked at her husband.

Chris immediately jumped up and took her elbow, leading her from the room.

I put my arms around my father and asked him if he was ok as he held me tight.

“I should ask you that, baby girl.”

“Eh, I’m used to her. Though that’s the worst I’ve ever seen her act. She has a point, though. Where did Grams get all that money?”

“Stocks,” King announced.

“George,” Micah said at the same time.

“What?” I asked.

“Stocks, a club brother. He’s a wiz at the stock market. Stocks handles the club’s investments. Remember George Kaplen? From school? Turns out he wasn’t too mean to have friends, he was just socially awkward. But a fuckin’ genius with the stock market.”

“George? Wow! He never got better. He was always just unfriendly,” I said, remembering the little boy who I had tried to be friends with, I really did.

Micah laughed. “Yea, he still isn’t the friendliest, but he’s a brother in the club.”

“He handled Willow’s investments as well,” King stated.

“She never said a word to me,” I mumbled.

Micah walked over, pulling me from my father’s grasp.

“Looks like I got me a sugar mama.” He laughed as he kissed my hair.

My father growled.

“Oh relax, old man, I’ve got my own money. We all do.”

I took a deep breath.

The first I felt like I’d been able to take in weeks.

“Well, that’s over with. Maybe now things can get back to normal. It’s been a crazy few weeks. I need to go over to the house and start going through Grams’ things. I need to decide what I’m going to do next.”

Micah looked down at me. “What do you mean, next?”

“Well, I need to decide what to do with the house. I need to decide how long I’ll be here.”

He turned me so I was facing him with his hands on my shoulders.

“Baby, it’s already decided.”

Tilting my head in confusion, I waited for him to continue.

“You’re staying here. We’re gonna live in that big house and fill it with babies.”

“What?” I whispered. “You want me to stay?”

“Of course I want you to fucking stay. I told you I was never letting you go again. Did you think I was lying?”

I dipped my head to look at the ground, and Micah bent down, lifting my chin with his finger.

“Baby? I promised you I would never lie to you again. I love you.”

“He’s right, baby girl. You’re staying right here. We’ll talk about Blade living there with you later,” my father added, pulling me away and tucking me into his side.

Micah stood tall, facing my dad. “No discussion needed. She’s mine. She’s always been mine.”

Pushing me behind him, my dad countered, “Seems to me you neglected to make that claim. Twice,” holding two fingers up.

“I’m making that claim now, here in church, in front of my president.”

I searched the room for King. He stood by the door, a finger over his lips, and motioned me to him. Ducking away, I slipped through the double doors quietly.

“Let them hash it out. You and I have plans,” he said, taking my hand and leading me out the front door.

“We do?”

“Yup, and it’s gonna piss them both off. You game?”

Looking back at the clubhouse briefly, I turned and smiled at King.

“Absolutely.”

He handed me a helmet and climbed on his bike. Holding out his hand so I could slide on behind him, he torqued up the throttle. Just as we took off through the gate, my father and my man came running out to the parking lot.

I threw my head back and laughed at the look on their faces.

King and I rode all around town and before I knew it, we were pulling up at The Ice Cream Shoppe.

Yes, that was the name.

We climbed off the bike, and he took my hand, dragging me through the front door.

“What are we doing here?” I asked, following him up to the counter.

“I’m taking my niece out for her first ice cream.”

“I’m twenty-five.” I chuckled. “I’ve had ice cream before.”

“Hey, work with me here. This is a rite of passage for an uncle. It’s not my fault it took two goddamn decades,” he grumbled, looking up at the menu hung on the wall.

I gasped, and King peered down at me.

“You’re a big softie, aren’t you? The big, bad, scary King really has a heart of gold,” I concluded, my hand on my chest for emphasis.

He pulled me to his side and kissed my head.

“Only with you, sweetheart, and don’t breathe a word of it. I have a rep to protect,” he said with a wink.

We sat together in the shop eating ice cream and talked about the club, my childhood with Micah, and my mother. He told me stories about him and my dad when they were growing up. He told me about my grandparents and what they were like.

Heading back to the clubhouse a few hours later, we found two very irate men waiting for us.

I scrambled off the bike and heard my father and Micah yelling.

“Did you just kidnap my daughter?”

“You took my girl on your bike?”

“You are both assholes. No, I did not kidnap your daughter. She got on the bike willingly,” King told my dad. Then to Micah he declared, “And no to you, too. I took my niece to get her first ice cream.”

“She’s twenty-five!” my dad announced.

“She’s had ice cream before,” Micah yelled.

“Shut the fuck up, both of you.” King dragged me back toward the clubhouse, and I laughed the whole way.

This was what had been missing. Not just Micah, but my dad and my uncle. I had a family. I loved Grams with everything in me, but for so long I was alone, because I couldn’t come back here and deal with the memories.

Now I was ready to live. Ready to make new memories. I would no longer just go through the motions. I never actually made it to the acceptance part of grief. I no longer had to accept Micah being dead. I had, however, accepted that every decision in life happened for a reason.

Losing Micah allowed me to leave Diamond Creek. That allowed him to come back here looking for me, which ultimately made him choose to let me go. Letting me go allowed him to meet the Silver Shadows. Suggesting Nebraska as the location of the new chapter allowed me to find him again.

Losing Grams brought my mother back to Diamond Creek. Which led to the sheriff discovering that he was my dad.

I could even contribute Grant’s attack on me, being the catalyst for Micah getting his head out of his ass and admitting we were meant to be together.

As Jeff Goldblum said in one of my favorite movies, ‘Life finds a way’.


Chapter Twenty- Eight

Beck

I’d been back home in Diamond Creek for a month now and things had changed so much. I had Micah in my life. We were living together in Grams’ house. Well, I guess it was our house now. My father was in my life. He started stopping by on his way to the station most mornings for coffee.

After a few days of entering unannounced, he quickly understood the importance of knocking first. Walking in on your daughter spread out on the kitchen table while her boyfriend was between her legs had a way of making the point for you.

I hadn’t heard from my mother since the reading of the will. Michael stuck around town for a while so we could catch up. I missed him terribly. I needed to talk him into moving here. He would always be a part of my growing family.

Tonight, I was going out with the girls. Grace was a bartender in town, so we were going to hang out with her while she worked. She didn’t get to come to the clubhouse as much because she was always working on the weekends.

I gave Micah strict instructions to stay out of the bar. Ignoring that decree would leave him sleeping at the club.

Alone.

He wasn’t thrilled, but he knew the prospects would be there watching over us.

Yup, I relented.

It was either a prospect or a patrol car following me around.

I opted for the one that would blend in more.

“Baby, Rachel’s here,” Micah called from downstairs.

“Be right down.”

He was going to have a love/hate relationship with my outfit tonight. He would love seeing me in it, but hate that other men would, too. It was pretty tame by biker standards, though.

I looked in the mirror one more time. My skinny jeans molded over my ass, my black boots laced up to my knees, and my red corset top pushed the girls up just enough to show them off. I grabbed my black leather jacket and slid it over my shoulders as I jogged down the stairs.

“Damn, girl, you look hot.”

“Shh, Rach, don’t make a big deal. He hasn’t seen me yet and—”

“Fuck no!”

Damn it.

“Hey, baby,” I purred, sidling up to Micah.

“No, go back upstairs and change. You aren’t wearing that out anywhere that I’m not with you,” he complained, pointing up the stairs to where our bedroom was.

“Blade, please, she has her cut on. No one is even going to look at her.”

Rachel knew she was full of shit. She made a valiant effort. The look on his face let her know he also knew she was full of shit.

“Micah, baby, this is what I’m wearing. We have been over this enough this week. You don’t get to choose what I wear, where I go or who I talk to because you trust me one hundred percent. Just like I trust you when you’re at the clubhouse without me.”

I leaned up and kissed his cheek. “I gave up ten years of my life when I thought you were dead. Why would I give up more when I have you back?”

And in three… two… one.

He growled.

So predictable.

He knew I was right.

“I love you, and I will see you later.” With a peck on his lips, I turned to walk out the door with Rachel.

Micah grabbed my wrist, pulling me back to him. Grabbing my chin, he kissed me, hard. Reminding me just what was waiting for me when I got home tonight.

One of the best things about living in a small town was that it never took long to get where I needed to go. The Diamond Queen bar was loud when we walked in. We clocked Lily and Samantha sitting at the bar. Lily wasn’t twenty-one yet, but the bar let in anyone over eighteen. She just couldn’t drink here like she did at the clubhouse.

“Hey, girls,” I greeted them both as I slid up onto an empty stool. The girls had secured the spots on the corner of the bar so we could still talk to each other in between orders Grace had to fill.

I took off my jacket and hung it on the back of my chair, thankful these stools had chair backs.

“Damn. Does Blade know you left the house like that?” Lily asked.

I chuckled in response.

“He does. We discussed it before I left,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“So, you and Blade are together now?” Grace asked, dropping a martini in front of me. She remembered what I had at the clubhouse.

“We are,” I confirmed, smiling, as I took a sip of my drink.

“I heard you were on the back of King’s bike the other day,” she remarked, with her eyebrow raised like she caught me doing something wrong.

She was going to make a great mom one day with that look.

“Yea, he took me for an ice cream date.” I giggled, remembering our little date.

Grace looked at the others, her brows furrowing.

“Have you not explained the rules to her?”

I looked at Rachel, questioning, “What rules?”

Had I done something wrong?

“Once you’re an old lady, you can’t just ride another brother’s bike, especially the Prez’s bike,” Grace admonished.

“Oh my God, you don’t know.” Lily squealed.

“I can’t believe no one told you.”

Grace shook her head at my new friends.

I wasn’t sure what was going on. King said it was ok, and Micah let it go as well.

“No, Grace, you don’t know. You’ve been so busy, we haven’t seen you since the funeral,” Rachel said.

“Know what?” Grace asked.

Rachel looked at me for permission.

I nodded. Not sure what I was giving permission for, but Rachel wouldn’t put me on the spot with something private.

“Beck found out the day of the funeral that Sheriff O’Rourke is her father. Which makes King her uncle.”

Grace’s eyes widened, and her eyebrows got lost in her hair.

“Well, I guess that explains how the sheriff knew your mom. I feel so out of the loop,” Grace complained.

We spent the next several minutes telling Grace everything that transpired. I told the girls about my ice cream date with my uncle, swearing them to secrecy. Excusing myself to use the ladies’ room, I walked toward the back of the bar. When I stopped and looked around, the hairs on the back of my neck stood up. It felt like someone was watching me. Every woman knew to listen to that instinct. When I didn’t see anyone watching me, I turned back toward the restrooms.

“Everything ok?”

I screamed and jumped before I realized Johnny was standing next to me.

“I’m sorry, Beck, I saw you stop and look around and wanted to check on you. I didn’t mean to scare you.”

Placing my hand on my chest, I took a deep breath.

“I’m ok. It felt like I had eyes on me, but it must have just been you. I haven’t gotten used to always having someone watching over me yet. Thank you.” He nodded and made his way back to the bar.

After returning from the restroom, we spent the rest of the evening laughing and telling stories. Rachel and I shared stories about Micah and Ryder. Lily spilled secrets about Ace. Grace and Samantha had a few stories about the club they shared as well.

When Rachel and I made it into the parking lot, we found a prospect waiting by her car.

“Hello, ladies, I’m your chauffeur this evening. It’s my job to make sure you both get home safely.”

“Picked the short straw tonight, Archie?” Rachel asked.

“This is one of the better jobs I get tasked with. You two are a joy. I would hate to be Johnny. Grace scares the crap out of me.” He suddenly realized what he said, and he quickly added, “Please don’t tell her I said that.”

We both laughed and assured him his secret was safe with us.

Archie opened the door for Rachel and me.

I stopped to look around the parking lot.

“Everything ok?”

“Hmm?” I looked at Archie. “Yea, just getting used to having eyes on me all the time.”

“It won’t take long before you don’t even notice anymore,” Rachel said, sliding into the back seat.

One more cursory glance around, and I slid in right next to her so Archie could take us home.
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Things seemed to fall into a lull over the next few days. I spent most of my days at home, reorganizing and going through Grams’ things, deciding what to keep and what to donate. Blade and I often spent evenings at the clubhouse, so I could get to know my uncle and the rest of the brothers.

Today, Micah was at the clubhouse without me. He had church this morning and a few meetings to get through. The officers didn’t hold regular jobs. It made them available when they needed to fill in somewhere or if the club had business they needed to take care of.

Mostly, I didn’t ask about club business. If it didn’t affect my life, I didn’t need the stress of knowing what they were dealing with.

So I was home, blessedly alone for a change, when I heard the screen door slam from upstairs, where I was putting away clothes. Laundry was one of those domestic chores that was a necessary evil.

I assumed Micah must have forgotten something. When I didn’t hear him call out, I went downstairs to see what he needed help with. Lord knew he wouldn’t find his head if it didn’t sit between his shoulders.

“Micah? Baby, did you forget something?” I rounded the corner into the living room and my mouth dropped open at the man standing in my home.

Grant Nicholson.

“Hey, Beck. How ya been?” he asked, trudging toward me. “Wanna know how I’ve been? In. Fucking. Pain. After you kicked me in the balls and the head, your boyfriend came over with his friends and kicked my ass. I ended up in the hospital.” He snarled.

I stood there frozen, not sure what to do.

Micah was across the street. I knew the prospect at the gate would have seen Grant coming up to the house. Even if he didn’t recognize him, he would have immediately told Micah someone was here.

I took a step back toward the stairs.

“What are you doing here, Grant?”

My phone was in my back pocket. If I could just get it without him noticing, I could call someone.

“What am I doing here? You still owe me. I came to collect what should have been mine.”

I stopped when my back hit the stairs. Slowly reaching my hands back, I slid my phone out of my pocket. Thank God for speed dialing. Placing my finger on what I knew was the number two, I held it there, knowing it would dial Micah’s phone.

Yes, Micah is the number one man in my life, much to my father’s dismay, but the number one button was for my voicemail, which made my dad number three and my uncle number four.

King had Nav hack into my phone frequently to change it.

I wasn’t sure who I was calling, but I knew that whoever it was, they would come when I called.

Grant stepped up, so we were toe to toe. He leaned down into me.

I had nowhere to pull back, so I turned my head to the side.

“She told me I could have you. We had it all planned out.”

“Who?” I asked, remembering him saying the same thing the night he attacked me. I thought he was rambling, now I wasn’t so sure.

“She said we would get married. We would have babies. That would connect us forever. And there was nothing that asshole could do.”

“Grant—”

“SHE LIED TO ME!” he yelled, spitting on me in his anger. “Not only did she lie, but she took you away.”

Took me away? What is he talking about?

“Grant, I don’t know what you’re talking about. Please let’s just talk. I’m sure we can fix whatever it is.”

He grabbed my arms and shook me against the stairs. My head hit the spindle, and I saw stars. I didn’t know why it was called seeing stars. It was more like seeing fireflies.

“FIX? He had you! She promised me I could have you. She called me when you came back here. Told me you were still a virgin. Told me I could still have you if I hurried. If I got to you before he did.”

“You’re not making any sense, Grant.”

He wasn’t listening to me as he continued to ramble on.

“She told me once the old bat died, we could get the land back. We could sell it and everything else she had would be ours. We could leave this place, get away from him for good.”

The old bat? Grams? What land?

I didn’t get to ask him again before the kitchen door slammed again and I heard boots stomping toward us.

“BECCA!” I heard Micah yell.

Relief settled in, knowing Micah was here.

I closed my eyes, as everything faded away.


Chapter Twenty-Nine

Blade

Leaving Becca to come to the clubhouse for church sucked.

I tried to get her to come with me, but she said she had plenty at the house to keep her busy, seeing as she wouldn’t actually be with me at church, anyway.

Maybe we should let old ladies in church. Someday they’d all have one, and they’d thank me for suggesting it. I had a scowl on my face when I entered church, and Colt took a chance with his life by trying to be funny.

“Hey, you fighting with the old lady already, Blade?”

“Fuck you, Colt.”

“No, he’s pissy cause he had to leave her bed for church.” Jack snorted.

King slapped the back of his head as he walked to the front of the room to take his chair.

“That’s my niece, Jackass.”

“So we can’t bust his balls?” Jack’s grin fell as he questioned King.

Glaring at Jack, he replied, “Fuck no, not about her.”

I turned toward Jack and grinned.

“Asshole.” Jack pouted.

“Alright, let’s get started,” King said, knocking the gavel against the worn table.

“Johnny’s been hearing some rumblings about Rohypnol making the rounds in some bars outside of town,” Gunner relayed.

“Anything here in town?” Ghost growled.

“Nothing yet, but we need to keep a watch out. Maybe mention something to Grace.”

“Grace pours the drinks. She isn’t drinking them. No need to bring her into it,” King said, shuffling through his papers.

We all looked at each other, wondering who was brave enough to correct him. Cash heaved a sigh, knowing he was the only one that could.

“King.”

Cash waited for him to look up. When he finally acknowledged him, Cash continued.

“We aren’t worried about Grace being drugged, but being the bartender at the bar in town, she can keep an eye out and let us know if she sees anyone suspicious.”

“No.”

“King—”

“I said no.” King leaned forward on the table. “Johnny’s there every night. He can keep an eye out; that’s what he’s there for.”

“I thought he was there to make sure Grace didn’t go home with anyone,” Jingles said quietly.

We all chuckled at that.

“You have something to say, Jingles? Speak the fuck up.” King steamed.

Grace was a bit of a sore subject with him lately. As far as any of us knew, they barely talked to each other unless she was chewing his ass out for something. None of us really knew much about Grace other than she showed up two years ago and Rachel adopted her into the club.

Maybe King knew something we didn’t. Hell, he had a connection with Becca from the start, and she ended up being his niece.

“No, Prez.”

“Then shut the fuck up. We don’t bring the women into club business, end of story.”

My phone rang in my pocket. Some clubs didn’t allow phones in church, but we did. There were too many stories of things going bad, and the officers not being reachable. We decided they needed to be silent, and we could check who was calling and decide if it needed to be answered.

Becca’s name flashed on the screen. She wouldn’t call knowing I was in church unless it was important, so I answered.

“Hey, baby, everything ok?” I waited for her to answer. “Becca?”

My body stiffened when she didn’t answer.

“Maybe she bumped her phone,” Gunner supplied.

I shook my head. I could hear something, so I hit the speaker button.

My world came to a stop when I heard the conversation broadcasting through the phone.

“She told me I could have you. We had it all planned out.”

“Who?”

“She said we would get married. We would have babies. That would connect us forever. And there was nothing that asshole could do.”

“Grant—”

“SHE LIED TO ME! Not only did she lie, but she took you away.”

“Grant, I don’t know what you’re talking about. Please let’s just talk. I’m sure we can fix whatever it is.”

“FIX? He had you! She promised me I could have you. She called me when you came back here. Told me you were still a virgin. Told me I could still have you if I hurried. If I got to you before he did.”

Fuck!

We forgot about Grant.

I looked at King, who stood, heading for the door.

It’d been one thing after another since the run with the Mother Chapter, and we let the fucker slip through the cracks.

“Go! I’ll call the sheriff,” Nav said, his phone already at his ear.

King and I ran through the club at full speed. Becca was at home across the street, so we skipped the bikes.

I heard my brothers behind us, but I didn’t need them.

Grant was a dead man.

I smashed into the door, my hand on the knob. It didn’t open; he must have locked it. Gunner pushed between us, slamming his foot against the doorknob, and it crashed open.

“BECCA!”

We charged through the house and found her on the floor near the stairs, alone.

“Find that motherfucker. NOW!” King bellowed, as he hit the floor next to me as my brothers fanned out to search the house and grounds.

“Becca, baby, open your eyes. Please, baby.”

I held her unconscious body against me.

I couldn’t lose her.

“Come on, baby. I just got you back. Don’t leave me, baby.”

I could hear the sirens getting close.

“REBECCA!”

Declan stormed into the house; his eyes frantic.

“WHAT THE FUCK HAPPENED?”

He narrowed in on me. His voice was eerily calm.

“You are supposed to protect her, asshole.”

King jumped up. His hands landed on his brother’s chest, preventing him from losing his shit on me.

“This isn’t on him. It’s on all of us,” King said.

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Declan directed his wrath at his brother.

“This was Grant. With everything happening with the funeral and finding out about Beck, we all dropped the ball on this one.”

“FUCK.”

King pulled Declan aside when the paramedics rushed in.

I moved to let them work, not wanting to let her go.

“She was unconscious. We found her like this. We don’t know what happened.”

I informed them of what we knew while they hooked her up to a monitor, checking her vitals.

“Ok, everything looks good. Do you know if she hit her head?” the first responder asked.

“I don’t. She was on the floor when we came in.”

“Let’s get her to the hospital. One of you can ride with her.”

“That’s me,” I said, following them out.

“Like hell.” I heard Declan say, but I didn’t slow down.

“Dec, let him go. You have the siren. We can follow right behind them.”

I didn’t wait to see what they’d do. I climbed into the ambulance and sat next to Becca, holding her hand. The ride felt like forever before we were pulling up in the ambulance bay. We climbed out and they rushed her in, telling me to wait. I stood there with my hands gripping my hair, watching them wheel her down the hall.

“She’ll be ok, brother.” King’s voice came from behind me. His hand squeezed my shoulder. Declan stormed by, ignoring me as he walked up to the counter.

“The girl they just brought in. I want an update,” he demanded.

“Sheriff, I—” the woman tried to address him.

“She’s my daughter and I am the goddamn sheriff!” he barked.

Cash and Rachel ran into the waiting room, stopping at the desk.

“How is she?” Rachel panted.

“I don’t know. They won’t tell me anything. What good is being the goddamn law if they won’t fucking listen to me?” He growled.

He was going to lose it.

“King, go to Dec before he does something stupid,” I whispered.

King walked over, trying to calm down his brother.

“Please tell us something,” Rachel pleaded with the woman who seemed immune to emotion.

“As I was trying to tell the Sheriff, there is no information yet. They brought her in about ten seconds before he—” she pinned Declan with an accusatory glare “—started barking. They haven’t even had enough time to assess her yet. I understand you are worried, but you will all need to sit down and be patient.”

We shuffled over to the chairs to wait.

“You too, Sheriff.” She pointed to the set of chairs we were congregating in.

He stomped over, slamming himself into a chair next to King.

We only had to wait a few minutes when the doctor came out to us.

“Family of Rebecca Washington?”

We all jumped up and rushed the doctor, eager for any information.

“How is she?”

“Is she ok?

“Can we see her?”

I stood there, quiet, watching the doctor. Expecting the worst. I couldn’t live without her.

How did she do it for so long? I couldn’t lose her.

I leaned back against the wall. Sliding down until my ass hit the ground, my head in my hands, not wanting to hear the words.

I failed her grandfather.

I failed Grams.

Failed King and Declan.

I failed her.

Rachel squatted down in front of me, pulling my hands away from my head.

“Blade.”

I shook my head, no. I couldn’t hear her say it.

“Micah, she’s ok.”

My head snapped up to her red-rimmed eyes, which I knew mirrored my own.

“She’s ok. She’s asking for you.”

Rachel stood and stepped back. I looked up and saw Declan holding out his hand to me.

“Come on, son, let’s go see our girl.”

I grabbed his hand, and he hauled me up from the floor. We followed the doctor to her room and found her sitting on the bed like nothing had happened. I rushed past her father and gathered her in my arms.

“You scared the shit out of me,” I told her, with my face buried in her neck as she wrapped her arms around me, and I lifted my head to kiss her lips.

“I’m ok. It was just a bump on the head,” she said calmly, like she wasn’t just unconscious.

“You wouldn’t wake up, baby.”

I grabbed her face in my hands and kissed her forehead.

“That was the scariest moment of my life. All at once, I knew what you went through. Baby, I am so sorry. I will spend the rest of my life making it up to you.”

“I’m ok, Micah, I promise.”

“Do you think maybe I could hug my daughter?” Declan requested.

I moved to the side, giving him space but keeping my hand on Becca’s leg. Declan wrapped her up in his embrace and kissed her head.

“You sure know how to get our attention, baby girl. You want to tell us what happened?”

She took a deep breath.

“Can it wait until we get back to the clubhouse? I don’t want to say this more than once and…”

She looked back and forth between me and her father.

“What is it, baby?” I urged.

“We need to be somewhere a little more private when you lose your shit.” She smirked, biting her lip.

That was not a good sign.

The doctor came back, and after a thorough examination he released Becca. He didn’t see any signs of a concussion and didn’t feel we had anything to worry about. He believed her passing out had more to do with stress than the bump on her head.

Back at the clubhouse, we were ushered right into church. Ghost, Jingles, Jack, Gunner, Colt and Nav were waiting for us.

“Did you find him?” King demanded.

“We found him,” Ghost confirmed.

“And?”

Ghost looked over at Declan. Nodding, he removed his badge and gun and walked out of the room. Setting them on the bar, he walked back into church, closed the door behind him and sat down next to Becca.

He glared at me when I pulled her up and sat down in the chair, setting her on my lap. I was in no hurry to let her go far.

“First things first, where is Grant?” King shot a look at Ghost.

“In the basement.”

“You question him?”

“Yea, Prez. You aren’t gonna like what we found out.”

He looked over at Becca and Declan.

“He alive?” Cash asked.

“For now,” he said, looking back at Declan again.

The sheriff simply nodded at King.

What that nod meant, only they knew.

“Ok, sweetheart, before they tell us what they learned, I want you to tell us what happened.” King softened his voice when he talked to his niece.

Becca took a deep breath. “Hold on to your cuts, boys, it’s going to be a bumpy ride.”


Chapter Thirty

Beck

I took a deep breath.

My father was going to lose his shit.

“I was upstairs putting clothes away when I heard the kitchen door slam open. I assumed Micah had forgotten something, so I rushed downstairs, and Grant was standing there. He started in immediately about me kicking his ass and then getting more from whoever you sent after him.”

Taking another deep breath, I looked around the room.

“I have a confession to make. I know you all saw the videos. Both the one from in here and the one from the restaurant.”

I turned and looked at my dad.

“I lied to you when I gave my statement. Well, I didn’t lie exactly. I just left out a lot. I’m sorry.”

Reaching over, my dad squeezed my hand.

“I know you did, baby girl. I knew you were lying then, but I didn’t want to push.”

“When he attacked me, his intention was to rape me.”

Micah tightened his hold on me, kissing my shoulder.

“What I kept from all of you was what he said during the attack. What he was saying made no sense. I thought he was just acting crazy.”

“Take your time, sweetheart,” King allayed.

“He kept saying ‘you owe me, you belong to me, she said I could have you. We had plans, you screwed it all up’. And something about getting the land back. He wasn’t making sense. So, I just put it out of my mind,” I explained, shrugging my shoulder.

“Today, he said the same things, only they were a little different. ‘I came to collect what should have been mine. She told me I could have you. She said we would get married, we would have babies, that would connect us forever. And there was nothing that asshole could do. She lied to me. She took you away’. He said because ‘he had me’ the plan wasn’t fixable. She called him when I came back and told him I was still a virgin and that he could have me if he hurried.”

I looked down at my hands and my cheeks heated.

Letting the men in the club know I was a virgin was one thing, but saying it in front of my dad was mortifying.

I felt Micah’s hand on my back.

“That was when I had my suspicion. That whoever she was knew who Micah was to me. Then he confirmed it.”

I looked at my dad. He was leaning forward, his elbows on the table. His hands clasped in front of him. His gaze focused on the table.

“He said ‘She told me once the old bat died, we could get the land back. We’d sell it and everything else she had would be ours. We could leave this place, get away from him for good’. That was when I knew for sure.” I reached over, placing my hand on my dad’s arm. “That he was talking about my mom.”

Silence surrounded us.

Nobody moved, no one said a word.

King, Micah and I had already heard him threaten my mom once. I didn’t know if the others knew what my dad was capable of. Despite only knowing him for a short time, I could see what he was capable of when it involved me.

“Are you sure, sweetheart?”

Without looking away from my father, I nodded. “I’m sure.”

Keeping his gaze fixed on the table, my father rasped, “Ghost, what have you learned?”

Ghost looked up at King. When he nodded for him to go ahead, he confirmed what I suspected.

“Beck is right. Grant told us everything. This went back to when they were in high school. Connie devised a plan once Grant came to town. It seems Grant’s grandparents own a large chain of hotels. His family is worth millions.”

I watched my father unclasp his hands, balling them into fists.

“From what Grant said, Connie had a plan for Grant and Beck to end up together, putting them in line to inherit all that money. He didn’t know why she cut the plan and moved away, but she got in contact with him again when she found out Beck was coming back here.”

“She knew I was here,” Micah muttered into my neck. “She never wanted us together, even before we were together. She never wanted us to be friends.”

“No, she didn’t. After you died, she was awful. She always insinuated that your family deserved what happened.”

“Well, she wasn’t wrong regarding my father.”

“What else?” my father growled.

“Connie helped him get away from the hospital,” Jingles told us. “He also said the land was here, that the clubhouse is on. She wasn’t happy Willow sold it to us. Connie wanted it back so that Grant could approach his grandparents about building a hotel resort here in Diamond Creek.”

“She is nothing but a money grubbing, gold-digging whore. I would wish I’d never met her, except then I wouldn’t have my daughter.” My father looked up at Jingles. “Did he say where she was?”

It was Ghost who responded this time, “He said he didn’t know where she was staying, but that she couldn’t be far.”

“Ok, big brother, how do you wanna handle this?” King directed to my dad.

He looked up at my uncle, and I swung my eyes back and forth between the two. Neither said a word, but I knew they were communicating.

“No.”

I stood from Micah’s lap and walked to the front of the room. I stared at my uncle, waiting for him to move. He stared back at me until I lifted my eyebrow at him. Sighing, he stood up, giving me his seat that was directly in front of my dad.

“Daddy.”

Yeah, I was pulling out the big guns. He looked up from the table and stared at me. I could see the fury in his eyes.

“You can’t do this. You are the goddamn sheriff here, and you aren’t dirty. The only option for you is the law. She hasn’t actually done anything illegal.”

“Beck—”

“No, Dad.”

“He tried to rape you. He would have tried again if the boys hadn’t gotten to you in time. She has to answer for that,” he rasped.

“But you can’t prove it. Unless she admits to telling him to rape me, which you know she would never do, you have nothing.”

“She’s right, brother, let us handle this,” King agreed.

“No.”

I swung around on my uncle. “That is not what I meant. I have an idea. I need you to trust me and let me do this my way.”

“What does that mean, baby?” Micah asked.

“It means I am the only one in this room who knows the real Conifer Washington. I know how to hit her where it hurts.”

My dad stood from his chair and walked out of the room without a word to anyone. We heard the front door slam as we spilled out into the main area. Walking over to the bar, I closed my eyes in defeat. Laying on the bar top was my father’s badge. His gun was gone.

King stepped up beside me and spied my dad’s badge.

“He knows what he’s doing, sweetheart.”

“He’s being stupid.”

What was he thinking? He couldn’t just shoot her.

She was my mother, for God’s sake.

“Yea, well, your father hasn’t always made the smartest decisions when it involves the people he loves. He’ll be ok.”

“What aren’t you telling me?”

I knew there was a lot to learn about both men. Anything King could tell me now would help me find my father before he did something he couldn’t take back.

“A lot,” he simply replied, walking away. “Let him be. He’ll come home when he’s ready.”

“Baby, I need to go deal with Grant,” Micah said without looking me in the eye.

Micah knew I wasn’t stupid. He knew I understood what that meant. I should stop him, make him promise not to kill him, but I couldn’t bring myself to care about what happened to Grant.

He had already attacked me twice. I knew he would do it again if given the chance. Micah would make sure he never had that opportunity again.

“Ok, I’m going home. Take your time. I’ll see you when you’re done.”

I kissed his cheek. If he noticed I was brushing him off, he didn’t say a word. Walking back across the street, I tried to call my dad. Of course, he didn’t answer. I knew he wouldn’t, so I left him a message.

“Hey, Dad, I don’t know what you think you’re doing, but this isn’t smart. I know we haven’t known each other for long and I know it’s her fault, along with a slew of other things, but you’re a good man. Let me call her, let me talk to her, let me handle this. I know how to handle her. Let me do this. I love you.”

Once I got home, I called my mother.

Surprise, surprise, she didn’t answer, either.

I left her a different message. Not one pleading for her to be the good person I knew she couldn’t be. She had never been a good person. She wouldn’t change now. Instead, I asked her to come here.

I knew what I was about to do would piss off everyone, but by the time they knew what I had done, it would be over.

Easier to ask forgiveness than permission.

It was less than an hour later when a car pulled into my driveway. She walked in without knocking, like she owned the place.

I knew she thought she should.

“Alright, Rebecca, I’m here. What do you want?”

I looked at the woman that gave birth to me. I knew her personality. Knew her temper. I knew what buttons to push to make her react.

“Why did you do it?”

She raised her eyebrow.

“You need to be more specific.”

“Grant. Why did you push him to go after me?”

She threw her head back and laughed.

“Grant was a catch. He was handsome, rich, and he wasn’t an asshole. You could do a lot worse. You have done a lot worse.”

She threw herself into the kitchen chair and looked around the room.

“God, I hate this house. It needs to be torn down. That’s probably why she left it to you. She knew I would have demolished it.”

She looked back at me.

“What do you really want to know?”

“Why did you lie to my father and tell him you had an abortion? Did you hate me so much that you didn’t want me to have a dad? Why didn’t you get the abortion if you didn’t want me?”

“I wanted you, at first. I lied to him because I didn’t want him. He was a great fuck, but he was a beat cop with no drive. Declan wasn’t going anywhere. He had that brat to take care of and I had no interest in raising some punk kid.”

“You mean his little brother? My uncle?” I asked.

“I didn’t want him coming after me. You were supposed to be like me. You were supposed to be my partner in crime. I was going to teach you everything you needed to get a rich husband. Instead, you were like her. She was such a fucking hippie. Who names their kid after a tree, for Christ’s sake?”

She stood up from the table and started pacing. I could see the agitation taking hold, so I pushed.

“At least she loved me.”

“I LOVED YOU!” she screamed.

Taking a deep breath, she continued.

“She held you back. She didn’t want you to do anything more than she did. Wanted you to stay in this godforsaken town for the rest of your life. Born in Diamond Creek, die in Diamond Creek. Just like she did.”

“Is that so bad? She had a beautiful life. She had a happy life.” I stood from the table and walked over to the counter.

The knife block was sitting right behind me, within reach.

“She wasn’t happy. My mother was a bitch. She spent my whole life trying to convince me that poverty was fulfilling. Then she died with millions! She was a fucking hypocrite.”

“Grams was more of a mother to me than you ever were.”

She turned around so fast I didn’t have time to brace. When she slammed her fist into my nose, I felt the bone crack. That was my mistake. I thought she would start with a slap.

See, the one thing I kept to myself, never told Micah or Grams, no one, was that my mother used to beat me.

My hands went to my face. I held my nose, trying to stem the bleeding. My mother grabbed me by the hair, dragging me into the living room.

Shit.

Shoving me onto the couch, she turned back to the kitchen.

I underestimated her. I thought I would have to push more. Thought I knew her patterns. She came back into the room holding the knife I had planned to use.

My plan backfired. I knew she would attack. I knew I could claim self-defense. My father was the sheriff, for fuck’s sake. I had the rage from years of abuse. What I didn’t count on was her rage.

“Did you really hate Grams that much? Did you have something to do with her death?”

She cackled loudly, sounding like the wicked witch that she was.

“I wished I had taken out that old hag. She took that away from me, too.”

She was insane. That was the only reasonable explanation.

“She took everything away from me. She took my friends, she took you, she took the inheritance that should have been mine! Everyone loved her and hated me. Even Declan only asked me to marry him because of you. You deserve nothing. It all should have been mine!”

She slapped her fist onto her chest with the hand holding the knife. She swung her arm around and pointed the knife at me.

“I know how to get everything back. You got yourself all tangled up with a biker gang. Everyone knows they’re all thugs. Shacking up with them, fucking them. Looks to me like one of them beat the shit out of you. Then stabbed you. Oh, maybe twenty-five times. One for every year of your pathetic thieving life. Once you’re dead, in comes the grieving mother. The next of kin gets everything if you die without a will. I’m your next of kin, little girl. I will finally get all of it.”

“You aren’t her only next of kin, Conifer.”

Spinning around with the knife in her hand, she charged toward my dad. He didn’t blink. Didn’t hesitate. He emptied his gun into her chest. Holstering his weapon, he darted over to me and lifted me into his arms.

I buried my face in his chest as he carried me out of the house, where we found over a dozen bikers running across the street with their weapons drawn.

Stopping in the driveway, he handed me over to Micah, who pulled me against him so tight I almost couldn’t breathe. Gunner rushed past us into the house.

“I’m ok, Micah. I’m ok.”

Taking my head in his hands, he looked me over.

“Baby, your nose. I think it’s broken. What the hell were you thinking?”

“I promise I’m ok. It’s over, Micah. She can’t come between us ever again.”

He kissed my forehead and looked at my dad.

“Do we need to hide a body?”

He laughed. “No, justifiable homicide.”

King slapped a hand on my dad’s shoulder.

“You’re gonna need this,” he said, holding out my dad’s badge.

My dad took the badge, pinning it to his chest where it belonged.

He looked over at Nav.

“Call it in. Everything by the book.” He turned to me and winked.


Epilogue




Three months later

“You ready to go?”

I looked up from my list at Jack.

“Almost. I just have to finish this list.”

“Well, hurry up. We need to get back before Blade does. He’s gonna kick my ass when he finds out.”

I laughed at the ridiculousness that was Jack. It would thrill Blade to know Jack was watching over me. He might not let me out of his sight often, but knowing Jack was with me would temper the beast.

After my dad shot and killed my mother, both he and Micah had been relentless with watching over me. Even knowing both threats against me no longer existed, neither were willing to take a chance.

During the investigation, I discovered my dad had never filed a report against Grant for the first attack. He’d held off, waiting to see how the club would handle it.

That turned out to be a good move because, during the investigation of the shooting, no one mentioned Grant. The DA ruled it a justifiable homicide. The report filed as a greedy, jealous mother taking out her wrath on her estranged daughter. The motive being chalked up to her own mother, leaving her almost nothing in her will, as the catalyst for her psychotic break.

Grant disappeared without a trace. His secretary filed a missing person’s report when he missed work four consecutive days with no word. That case was still open. Eventually, it would become a cold case and tucked away in the basement with the other unsolved cases.

The guys think I don’t know what happened. That I believe they ran Grant out of town, never to return. Rachel, being the tiny woman she was, easily blended into the shadows and overheard Cash and Blade talking about what happened.

I had never asked Blade how he got his road name. According to what Rachel overheard, he got it because of his skills with, well… a blade. I didn’t need any of the details after that.

“OK, Jack, I’m ready.”

I grabbed my list and my purse and followed him outside.

“Keys,” he demanded, holding his hand out to me.

“What?”

“Keys. I’m driving,” he said, making grabby hands with his fingers.

“Do you even know where we’re going?” I asked, handing him the keys. I didn’t care if he drove, but I couldn’t just let him have his way right off the bat.

“Nope, but you can give me directions. Why do we have to go out of town, anyway?”

“Because with the amount of stuff I need to get, I want to go to Walmart. It’s cheaper,” I replied, shrugging my shoulder.

He stopped at the car, reaching for my door, but didn’t open it. He looked at me quizzically.

“You’re a fucking millionaire,” Jack stated in disbelief.

“That means I can’t be frugal?” I asked. “Besides, they have a few things I can’t find at Manny’s. I want Micah’s birthday to be special, and that means making his favorites.”

“Good thing you bought this monstrosity, then.”

Jack opened the door of my new Ford Expedition so I could climb in. Jogging around to the other side, he slid into the driver’s seat and started the engine.

“Although, pretty sure the only thing Blade’s gonna want to eat is you.”

“You really are a jackass.”

Shaking my head, I couldn’t help but laugh.

I’d gotten used to the crass way these bikers talked, though they were careful around my dad and my uncle. They had decided that because they missed out on my childhood, they would forever treat me like a little girl.

My dad, I understood. My uncle, well, he’s just an asshole. An asshole with a big soft heart for me.

The drive to Walmart would take just under an hour, another disadvantage to living in a small town. Thankfully, the pros of a small town outweighed the cons. I really missed Diamond Creek when I moved away, but it had been necessary for my mental health.

When Grams called me to come back, I dreaded returning. I thought for sure the memories would tear apart what little strength I had left. Turned out it was the best decision I ever made.

Two months after the shooting, I had one thing left to do to put everything behind me.

Ryder, Rachel, Micah and I took a walk through the cemetery. I stared out the window, remembering that day.

“You sure you’re ready for this?” Micah asked me, holding my hand in his.

“I am. You’re here with me. That headstone is just a rock now,” I said, leaning into his side.

“Why are we doing this, exactly?” Rachel, always the peacekeeper, never wanting to push people to do the uncomfortable things.

“Because Beck needs this. She needs to face her fear and come out on the other side,” Ryder proclaimed. “She hasn’t been here since the funeral. I came back a few times just to talk to this asshole before he rose from the dead. I know you did too, Rach.”

“Maybe,” Rachel said, shrugging her shoulder.

I leaned over, wrapping my arm around her as we found the headstone with Micah’s name on it.

“This was the second place I came, after seeing Grams, the first time I came back to town. It was surreal. I thought about having it torn out, but then, after seeing Becca happy, I left it. Figured it was better if I stayed dead.”

We stood there quietly before that piece of granite that had the biggest impact on who each of us had grown up to be. A rock that tore through a friendship but couldn’t tear it apart.

We had built something together that was only strengthened through death.

Walking into Walmart, we grabbed two shopping carts and, despite how Micah always wanted to split up, Jack stayed by my side, never letting me out of his sight. He took his role as best friend seriously.

That might be the only thing he took seriously.

We turned the corner into the bread aisle, our carts filled to almost overflowing, and saw a familiar face.

Samantha stiffened when she saw us.

The little girl with her smiling brightly.

I didn’t know Samantha had a child. She’d never mentioned it. Seeing the stunned look on Jack’s face, he didn’t know either. All three of us froze when the little girl, who looked to be about four years old, called out.

“Look, Mommy, Daddy’s here!”


THE END
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