
        
            
                
            
        

    

    
      SLATER

      Graffiti Street Guardians MC

    

    




      
        Brynn Hale

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2020 by Brynn Hale

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      Contact Brynn at brynnhaleauthor@gmail.com for more information.

      Acknowledgment

      Thank you to authors Lana Dash, Tarin Lex, Mazzy King, Kali Hart, Kate Tilney, Ava Pearl, and Carly Keene, for making this story and this adventure amazing and inspiring. <3 Brynn

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        1. Graffiti Street Guardians Rules

      

      
        2. Slater

      

      
        3. Della

      

      
        4. Slater

      

      
        5. Slater

      

      
        6. Della

      

      
        7. Slater

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            Graffiti Street Guardians Rules

          

        

      

    

    
      
        	Protect those who can’t protect themselves, at all and any costs.

        	Don’t go looking for trouble. Stay clean, but any legal offenses go to Sgt at Arms first.

        	Plausible Deniability: if they can’t prove it, it didn’t happen. Tell the cops you don’t know what the fuck they’re talking about and leave. If they arrest you, see #2.

        	Club business isn’t anyone but club members’ business. Keep your traps shut or the Prez will shut it for you.

        	The Club Angels get their happy ending before you get yours. Always. Protect them and yourself. If we hear of any skin-to-skin, you’re gone before you come.

        	If you claim a woman as yours, you treat her like she’s your queen. We have holes in the desert already dug. Don’t make us use them.

        	These rules are permanent, unlike your membership. Don’t fuck with either of them.

        	Your actions will be judged on Earth. Your soul will be judged by God. Make sure you’re okay with what you take with you to eternity.
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            Slater

          

        

      

    

    
      “Slater, we got a call and you need to hear the message.” My right-hand man, Vice, steps from the office where he’s been helping our Treasurer, Biz, to get the books finished before the end of the last quarter. The next year is only days away and I have some big plans.

      He holds out the Graffiti Street Guardians MC club cell phone. We can take it anywhere with us when needed and that’s important when we’re on our bikes.

      He hits the message play button. Normally I’d tell him we need a bin—a private room for business. We’re alone on this Friday, so I’ll allow it.

      A soft, female sings echoes through the room. “Hi, this is…no, you don’t need to know that. I’m…I’m looking for my dad. I think he’s a Guardian. That’s what my mom told me before she died. His name is Landon…Landon Wright. But he doesn’t know me. He’s never met me. I’m in trouble. I need help.” Her voice breaks and the next few words are garbled. “I don’t know what else to do. And… I gotta go. My next bus is here. I’ll be in Kildare around noon today. Please…if you know him, let him know and ask him to pick me up.”

      I straighten my back. “You look through the files?”

      “Not yet.” Vice clicks off the phone.

      When a person pledges to be a member of GSGMC, they escape their birth name. Escape is the right term, because some members have pasts that almost scar their minds and bodies and they need to find a respite for their souls without the past label attached to their existence. Our outside identities don’t exist when we’re in the four walls of the club compound. We are our club given names.

      I used to have another name. I don’t anymore.

      I’m Slater.

      That’s all I am from now on. One word. One mission.

      But, with that said, we do keep records, in case something happens. They’re under lock and key. We know what everyone’s pasts are, and we don’t allow in people who’ve taken advantage of others, injured others, or created problems for the police. We might go against what the Kildare PD would like, occasionally, but we don’t encourage the behavior or let people in who have already exhibited it.

      I look down the hallways that lead to the members sleeping quarters. Only four members live here full-time, most have houses or apartments in Kildare. They put in time here in the evenings after working mostly blue-collar jobs and weekends when they need to unwind. Many have other commitments like family and kids, and some have wives but not many. Divorced is a common theme and a reason why they step through the door. To get some perspective. But when all is said and done, most sleep at their homes during the week.

      We’re definitely not like every motorcycle club. But every motorcycle club is different, so being unlike is the only that really makes us alike.

      “Let’s go see who this Landon Wright is.”

      Vice mumbles. “It’s not me, Prez.” Vice is my buddy going way back. I know his real name and he knows mine. Not that either of us mutter either now.

      “And it’s not me.”

      He grunts. “I drew that conclusion already.”

      I shake my head at him.

      If we’re getting into the member files, we’re gonna see names. We’re gonna see things that we might or might not already know. This is something we avoid at all costs. It’s delving into a person’s past when all they want to do is move forward.

      This…she never gave her name… young woman—I’d say by her voice maybe nineteen or twenty, maybe a little older, probably not younger—she needs our help and that’s what the GS Guardians do best.

      I start the search in the file cabinet. We use computers for a few things, but not this. If shit goes south, these files get soaked in kerosene and a matched tossed. The computer only has financials on it. You’d think it was the other way around, but anyone can see how much money we have; we’re not hiding that. Money is nothing to us. But we protect our members identities and lives above all else.

      I file through the thirty-plus members we’ve amassed in the last four years that we’ve been a club. I founded the Guardians because I needed a new focus. I’d gone down a scary path and there were people who’d pulled me out of an abysmal hole.

      I wanted to give back to the community, but being a part of a traditional social organization, like Jaycees or Knights of Columbus or those amusing tiny car driving Shriners—although worthwhile organizations—they’re just not for me. I needed something a little more…unorthodox.

      After talking to a buddy from my days in the Army who had joined a MC in New York City, I created my own. He gave me some ideas and info; I did the rest. This is my baby and as the founder, I get to raise it as I see fit.

      The warehouse the GSGMC occupies is rented, but I’m hoping to put in a bid on it this next year. People pay us for helping them. We don’t ask for it, but we don’t turn it away, either, and thus far, doing good things for good people is pretty profitable. Of course, we’ve also found out that plenty of people think doing bad things is very profitable, too, and that’s where we step in when the time is right.

      We recently helped our buddy Cray to get his woman’s daughter back. One of our recruits, Radio, known as Ozzy in his life at Cray’s Graffiti Street Tattoo shop, took a liking to the young woman, Zoe, and she back to him. But she’s a senior in high school and he’s not, so I gave him the talk. But he’s a man, and she’s eighteen, so sometimes my opinions won’t matter to their hearts. I’m not sure what’s going to happen there, but I’m keeping a close eye on it. Cray’s a good man, but he’s also a protective one, too. As he should be. And if he doesn’t like what Radio/Ozzy’s doing, I’ll step in and handle it, firmly. Members’ behavior has consequences.

      I glance around at my office. Stacks of papers are piled everywhere. I’m not great at keeping shit straight. It’s a tight fit with a desk and a couple extra chairs, but that’s the way it needs to be. Space is at a premium and our sacrifices mean more facilities for those who need it most.

      We need this place to be ours. When we’re paying rent, if something happens, we could be kicked out in days, or hours. But if we own it, it’s ours and no one can tell us to leave.

      I leaf through and try to only look at the names, but I see some other information in passing that I stop to look at. I shake my head and pull the sheet out. I’ll have to take this up with our SGT of Arms, Blade. As a doctor he has a big heart, even if he pretends not to give a shit when he’s here.

      “You find him?” Vice asks, leaning against the doorway. He could’ve looked for the name, but Vice prefers to be oblivious to many things. I wish I could be sometimes, too.

      I flick through the last five and Landon Wright blares out, one sheet from the bottom—and isn’t the at the way it always is.

      I lift the sheet. “Right here.”

      “Shit,  was kinda hoping that it might be a prank call.”

      Me, too.

      Vice cracks his neck, an injury from his time in the military bothers him daily. “Need me to call someone in.”

      I look at the full sheet. “Nope. He’s here.”

      Normally the SGT at Arms would do the call-in, but since he’s at the hospital doing his day job, it falls on the next in line—Vice.

      “Shit.” Vice shakes his head. He knows who it is. “Want me to go get him?”

      I sit in my chair and move piles on my desk. “Yeah, let’s get this over with.”

      Tearing off the Band-Aid and giving a man news that he has a daughter—cause I’m not going to doubt her until we get DNA evidence otherwise—is something that I never thought I’d be doing. But I’d rather he be prepared, and we’ll be here for him.

      That’s what we are here, family.

      Blood is strong, but brotherhood is stronger.
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      I stare out the window of the bus as it shudders to a stop. The driver announces our location every once in a while, but he’s been slacking lately and since my cell phone was broken two days ago in the same struggle that gave me this lovely—not—black eye, I don’t have any way to find out where we’re at. But by the clock at the front of the bus, I know we’re getting close.

      I left Manhattan, Kansas at one in the morning almost two days ago. Thirty-four hours later, I’ll be landing in Kildare, Nevada. Weirdly, the small city outside of Las Vegas has a bus stop, and I’m thankful that they do. Even odder, there are two other women on the bus who give me the vibe that they’re in the same position as I am. Homeless, penniless, and exhausted. Running from something or someone. Petrified of what’s going to happen.

      “Kildare depot in ten minutes,” the driver announces.

      “Kildare,” I say to myself. “Dad.” I practice the word. “Dad.”

      Do I really think that he’s just going to accept that I’m his? Probably not. And it’s not like I have money to pay for a DNA test either. Or to get anywhere else in this world.

      “You going to the sanctuary, too?” the woman across from me asks.

      “I’m sorry, I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      “Oh, I just thought cause of the…” Her eyes stare at my bruising. “That maybe you were a TSS girl.”

      I left Manhattan without anything. No makeup. No clothes. No cash. Nothing except the slip of paper in my pocket. The one with his name and a number on it. And my debit card that barely had enough for the ticket to see him, but I destroyed it after so he couldn’t trace me. He’d just know that I’d bought a ticket. He had access to my account, even if his name wasn’t on it. He said it was for my safety. But I was never safe with Carey.

      “I don’t know what that is, but I do know I’m not one.” I lift the shoulder of my jacket and pull it up to my neck. It was freezing in Manhattan when we left, but I’m hoping Nevada is a little warmer.

      She holds out a breakfast bar. “You want one? I have extras?.”

      I cautiously take it from her. “Thanks.” I tear into the chocolate chip granola-like concoction, my stomach cheering for the first food in almost two days. I swiped a bottle of water from the bus depot in Manhattan, with the internal promise of sending them the two dollars that they would’ve charged. Then I filled it up at the two changes of buses in Denver and somewhere else, I was too much in a daze to find out where. But it wasn’t enough liquid and I’m feeling a little dehydrated. I’ve slept a majority of the trip, my body recovering from…everything.

      “You’ve been asleep so much today. Are you okay?”

      “Just tired.”

      “Oh, I thought you might be…” She looks at my stomach. “I’m Maya.” She holds out a hand while clutching a bag to her body.

      I shake it. “Dee.” I decide against giving her my real name. This is what my twin sister calls me, and I will answer, so it’s a safe bet.

      My mother was always wary of strangers. I always wondered if it was a lingering issue from our father—a one-night stand when she was seventeen and visiting her cousin during spring break at the University of Texas. My father told her he was staying with his brother before he would be going into the military. She tried to find him only off his first name and thinking that he said he was from Austin, Texas. But he seemed to drop off the face of the earth and then she saw him on the news.

      Hero, saving a family of eight from a fire.

      When she found out she had breast cancer this year, she hired a cheap and seedy private investigator to run a background check and track on him to find out where he was. And then she died three months after that, but not before telling me that if I needed him, he would be here for me. I’m not sure how she knew this, but even at twenty-four, this moment seems big and almost impossible.

      “Where are you from?” she asks, and my hackles snap to attention along the back of my neck.

      “Manhattan.”

      That wasn’t the truth, but I’d gotten good at lying.

      “Oh, I’m from K.C. I’m coming out here to see a friend.”

      “Hope you have a good visit.”

      She wrings the edge of her T-shirt in her hands. “He doesn’t know I’m coming.”

      “Oh…”

      We have something in common, but it’s not like we have hours to discuss it now and even if we did, I don’t need complications of friendship. Something always goes wrong.

      The bus jerks into a non-descript pull-off from the highway with a small building that I imagine used to be a post office or five-and-dime like the one in my hometown of Dorian, Nebraska. Mom would take us very payday for a treat. Cherry Mashes. Those wax bottles filled with sugary syrups. Or Fun Dip—that powdery sugar with that candy stick for dipping. Those memories are some of my favorites with her.

      Breast cancer can suck it.

      “Thanks for the breakfast,” I say, standing.

      “Didn’t you have a bag?”

      I ignore her question. “I hope you find your friend.”

      “Thanks, Dee. I hope you have a good trip.”

      She smiles and her teddy bear brown eyes crinkle at the edges. She’s seen a lot of life for probably being in her early thirties. She clutches a duffle bag to her stomach, and I see what she’s covering.

      I try to smile, but it’s like my body just can’t do the faking anymore. “You, too.”

      Maya steps off the bus in front of me and there’s a sign holding up a number. She waves, happily, but sirens blast in my head.

      Nevada is a hot bed for human trafficking. Hell, if you watch the news, the whole United States is, and that’s why I try to avoid watching it. But the truth is out there. I saw some statistics at the last bus stop on a billboard. Nevada isn’t a great place for a woman alone with little means and I know how that can apply to me, as well, so I shake my head at myself. I don’t want Maya getting wrapped up in something. Especially not in her condition.

      I catch up to her and step in front of her. “Hey, um, I know we just met, but what are you doing?”

      “They’re here for me.”

      I look back over my shoulder and the woman smiles at me. Even shitty people can smile, I remind myself. I should know that’s often their favorite façade. “Do you know what you’re getting into? I mean, what is she?”

      “She’s a human, Dee. And yes, it’s a home for women like me. They’ll take care of us.”

      “You and…”

      She puts her hand to her stomach. “My baby.”

      I knew it. And this has bad written all over it. I’m skeptical and my trust is shit right now, but I can’t let this happen. “Come with me. I promise that my… my dad will take care of both of us.” I place a hand on hers as it crosses her stomach. “Please. I don’t have a good feeling about this.”

      She shakes her head. “I don’t know you. Plus, where’s your dad?” She glances around.

      I still. “I don’t…know.” The words come out tight, but I won’t cry. I’ve turned off that faucet a long time ago. Hell, the water’s turned off deep inside of me. My emotions dry.

      The lady from behind us steps next to Maya. “Is there a problem?”

      I have to admit that the woman is beautiful and seems well-kept, but again, that’s what she wants us to think, to disarm us.

      I shoo her away. “We’re having a conversation, do you mind?”

      “No, I don’t mind, but I do have other things to do today. Miss, are you ready to go?”

      Maya looks at me. “I’ve gotta go. I’m sorry Dee. I hope your dad gets here soon.”

      I watch as she walks away. The tall woman wrapping her arm around her.

      I spin back to the small building. It says that there’s seating inside so I figure I’ll get out of the sun. My skin burns in fluorescent lighting. Just part of being a redhead. That and my temper, but even that’s been dehydrated lately.

      The inside of the bus depot is clean, but sparse. A display of a few brochures for the area and state parks. I dream of going hiking, with plenty of sunscreen of course. And then there’s the Las Vegas section. I’ve never been, but considering I have twenty-seven pennies—actual pennies—in my pocket, I don’t think the casinos will be interested in me.

      “Miss… Are you looking for Landon Wright?” The deep voice resonates through my belly and I almost feel faint.

      I turn and if he wasn’t my dad, I’d think he was a gorgeous man. I don’t look anything like him. He’s tall—definitely over six foot, by inches. He’s got new moon-black hair, shaved close to his head, a thick, dense curly beard. And his eyes aren’t my green, they’re brown. My red hair and green eyes are the rarest combination and sometimes I get a lot of attention because of it.

      This man is rough and mysterious and I’m a little intimidated, but…

      I can’t help it. I crash into his body, towing him close. So warm and comforting. “I didn’t know if you’d come. You can’t imagine what this means to me…Dad.”

      He stands still like a board. “I’m sorry, but I’m not your dad.”

      I jump back and wrap my arms around myself. “Then who are you?”

      He holds out a hand. “I’m Slater. I’m the President of the Graffiti Street Guardians MC. I need you to come with me so we can talk in private.”

      My heart beats fast as I slip my hand into his. He shakes it once and holds on.

      He steps close. “I promise. You’re safe. I won’t let anything happen to you. But I just want to know one question…”

      His cologne invades my senses. Warm and spicy, plus a little scent of grease or gasoline. The man works with his hands as I can tell by the rough fingertips, I can imagine sensitizing every inch of my body during…

      “What’s that?” I ask, pushing every decadent thought I have away. It’s almost impossible.

      “What’s your real name, Kitten?”

      Kitten. I know I should have some smartass comeback, but either exhaustion or his cologne are coating my brain power.

      “My name is Delaney Lee Taylor, but you can call me Della.”

      “Della…I like that.” His lips curl up and I wonder what they would feel like on mine. “Ready to go?”

      “Am I going to see my father?”

      His smile tightens. “Let’s go talk…”
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      I drive to Big Plate Café. It’s lunch and it’s best we do this in public so she can’t freak out. At least not too bad.

      “Let’s have some lunch.”

      A familiar face steps from the eatery with Officer Rivers.

      I nod their way. “Hey, Naomi. Nice to see you.”

      Officer Naomi Wade makes a uniform look good, but today she’s civilian from head to toe.

      The Guardians are on a first name basis with many of the officers and we even have a pledge who is a Kildare Police Department LEO. But that’s between him, me, and the SGT at Arms. He’s trying to develop a good cover to infiltrate a local gang. I don’t always trust the cops, but the Kildare PD are like condoms. They’re completely necessary. They serve a purpose to protect from unwanted consequences. And they occasionally fail.

      “Slater,” she acknowledges me.

      “How’s Cray doing?” He’d taken a bullet just days before.

      “He’s awake and getting frisky, so I’d say that he’s going to be okay.”

      “Great to hear.” I lean toward her and kiss her cheek. “Congratulations. He’s a wonderful guy.”

      She smiles. “I know.”

      I back up. “This is Della. She’s new to Kildare and she’s under the Guardian’s protection.”

      “TSS?” she asks and Della’s brow furrows.

      “No. But they did have two women come in today on the bus.”

      “Okay, I’ll check with Giada and see what we can do to help.”

      “Actually, might need some assistance on something else, too.”

      Officer Rivers steps forward. “I’ll help you however I can, while Naomi’s on leave to take care of Cray.”

      I extend a hand. “Thanks. I’ll be in touch. Okay, need to eat something. Have a good day.”

      They give similar send offs as I open the door for Della and point her toward a booth in the back.

      She orders a water and I order an iced tea. Downing almost all the glass, I realize that the trip has taken a toll on her.

      I hand her the menu. She sets it down without looking at it. I don’t think it’s nerves, it’s something else.

      “Lunch is on me,” I offer to make sure she understands that all her worries are on me now. On the Guardians. Their family is our family.

      She shakes her head. “I’m just here to meet my dad.”

      “Della. I’m going to give it to you straight.”

      She sits up. “Yes.”

      “The man that you claim is your father is denying he’s ever slept with…anyone.”

      “What? No! My mother would never lie, so he’s lying!”

      That red hair runs deep and connected to her mouth. I look her in the eye, those emerald orbs look like they could pierce my skin. I lower my voice, keeping it steady. My position demands that I stay calm and collected. “Della, the man who is registered as Landon Wright is a virgin. I believe him. I have no reason not to.”

      Her jaw tightens and her hands crinkle the edges of the laminated menu. “But I believe my mom.”

      “I wouldn’t expect less.” I grab her hand. “We’ll figure it out. I promise.”

      She looks down at our hands and tugs hers away. “Why are you being so nice to me? Who are you really? And what’s a TSS?”

      The server comes and I order the lunch special with extra gravy over the meatloaf. Big Plate is known for their stick-to-your-ribs homestyle cooking and I’m looking forward to getting my fill.

      “Della?” I ask.

      “I…I don’t want anything.”

      “Carla, bring two of what I ordered and a hamburger and fries to go, please.”

      “You got it, Slater.”

      Della leans back, wrapping her arms around herself, raising those perky young breasts right into my vision. “I need to…” Shaking her head, she slides out. “Bathroom?”

      I point to the corner hallway. “Second door on the right.”

      “Thanks.”

      I nod.

      We have a runner.

      Della’s gone only seconds before I stand and walk to Carla. “I’m gonna need those to go, and as quick as possible, please.” I slip two twenties onto the counter.

      “Got it.” She pushes through the swinging doors. “Eiji, double-time on Slater’s order. Hup-hup, buttercup.” She should’ve had a career as a drill sergeant.

      I step around the building and find two legs hanging out of the women’s bathroom window. I reach up but stop before touching her. Inside the restaurant, I could see the fear in her eyes, as well as the healing bruise around her eye, that reiterated why the fright was there. She needs supportive and honest behavior, even if my brain is reminding me of a person Della looks like and how I felt after letting that person into my heart. Perspective is always a good thing but right now, my perspective is all ass, and I’m liking it.

      “Della.”

      Her nice round ass wiggles in my face, but I don’t think she can hear me. She’s a shapely woman and she’s taking up a majority of the slender window.

      “Oh shit…” She squirms but doesn’t move. “Oh, my God.”

      I chuckle. “Della!”

      “Slater?”

      “Are you stuck?”

      I hear the backdoor on the restaurant open. Eiji stands there with a to-go bag in one hand and a step stool in the other.

      “I’ll put this in your truck, Prez.” He motions with his head.

      “Thanks, Eiji.”

      “You mean, Numi?”

      “Only in the compound until you go from pledge to member.”

      His young eyes light up. “Oh, okay. Got it.”

      We recently lowered the age to join to eighteen from twenty-five.

      We were finding that too many of those who were recently out of high school and college were having a hard time finding something to do with their time that wasn’t going to land them in jail. Eiji—said Ay-gee as he instructed us—was one of those. He’d already been clocked doing 140 MPH on his ’17 Kawasaki Ninja 1000 and arrested for doing 140 MPH on the same bike. He needed to learn that wanting to go fast and needing to go fast are far apart.

      “Slater… Slater?”

      I stand up on the three-rung stepladder. “Hey there. Do you need some help?” I ask basically to her ass.

      “Please.”

      “I’m going to grab your hips, are you okay with that?”

      “Yes. My stomach is starting to hurt and I’m scared.”

      My stomach tightens. I don’t want to rescue her. I have to rescue her. There’s something in me that needs to know this damaged, little kitten will be okay. Now. And always.

      But my past when it comes to love is a rough one. It was taken from me in one impetuous moment.

      I turn and Eiji is right there. “If we fall, you catch her and let me crash to the ground.”

      “Got it.” He’s a slender man, but I know he can do it. It’s amazing what the human body can do when needed.

      “Della, here we go.” I stand behind her and grab those soft hips, my hands sinking into her body. She squirms. “Della, hey, you’re going to kick me in the face. Just trust me.”

      “Slater…” Her breathing is labored. She’s panicking and after whatever she’s been through, she doesn’t need this on top of it.

      Her trust is broken. The need to fix her sinks into me.

      I lift her a little to slide her out, over her ribs, I wrap my arms around her and she squeaks a sound between scared and excited to be moving. “Let go of the windowsill, Kitten.”

      “I can’t.”

      She’s almost out, just hanging there.

      I lean into her. “Baby, I’ve got you. I promise.”

      Her fingers raise one by one and I draw her to my body, turning her in my arms. Her legs wrap my waist and I wobble a little, but Eiji is there to help me. I cup her ass with one hand and one on her head as she cries into my shoulder.

      She clings to me. I slowly back down, until my boots are firmly on the ground.

      Eiji follows me and opens the door to the truck.

      I nod to him and he nods back.

      Sometimes nothing needs to be said.

      But you, sweetheart, are going to tell me everything.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Della

      I grip him even as my ass is placed on the truck seat.

      He brushes my hair away from my face, leaning back. “Della, kitten, I’m gonna need you to let me go.”

      I don’t think I can. I’m gripping him like he’s my safety-line when I feel like I’m free falling.

      I lean back. “Slater, I’m sor—”

      “You don’t have to say anything. I know why you did it and if you hadn’t, I would’ve wondered why.”

      He pulls my forehead to his lips and presses them lightly to my skin. I feel…cherished and safe in his arms.

      I tighten my fists in his T-shirt, holding him where he is. I tip my head up, my chest rising and falling fast.

      I swallow down sharp emotions that make my throat feel like it has razor blades in it. “I don’t know what’s happening, but I hope that you feel this, too.”

      He steps between my legs and pulls my crotch to his. I gasp as his cock presses into my body.

      “Yes, baby, I feel it and you’re mine.”

      “I don’t know what that means.”

      “You will.”
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        * * *

      

      Slater

      I take her to my room to talk. She needs to understand what’s happening. And she needs to eat.

      I can tell when a person is hungry. I’ve been there. Eliminating food insecurity in Kildare is one of the Guardians’ missions, along with a dozen others, including the TSS—Twisted Sisterhood Sanctuary. Which I think Della would really feel connected to and be able to give some great insight on, but it’s all about getting her to talk.

      I lead her by the hand, a couple of eyes turning in the great room where we have long tables. Mostly, it’s the Club Angels whose gazes follow us across the room. The sex aspect of the MC club not my favorite part of the atmosphere, but it’s tradition and there are legitimate reasons for it. And every Guardian’s Angel is clean, supported in and outside of the house—with two of them in nursing school right now, and they’re respected. The one member who chose to pretend that he owned an Angel, he’s now living in Alaska. And his nuts are permanently frozen.

      He deserves it.

      As President of the MC, I’m a wanted man. Not like FBI wanted, but desired because I have status. And the one who becomes my woman, she’s basically the Queen of the MC. She’ll have special rights and duties.

      Every one of the Angels has tried to audition for the position, but there’s a reason why I don’t sample from the buffet of beautiful bodies who come in to entertain the members. One, I don’t need a woman to get off. Two, my relationships haunt me, one in particular. And lastly, it will create a high school jealousy atmosphere that I don’t need.

      That makes me seven years celibate. I still ride the open road in private. A man can’t be expected to be a saint. At least I’m fucking not and I’m not fucking.

      She sits at the small table that’s in my room. I open up the two possibilities for food.

      “Eat. I know you haven’t, and you need your strength to hear what I’m going to tell you next.”

      “Great. How much worse can it actually get?”

      Oh, you have no idea.
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        * * *

      

      Della

      When we walked through the big room, I swear I heard a woman mutter “slut” at me. I don’t know what I did to her, but I’m not going back out there when I’m not on Slater’s arm. And what an arm he has.

      I’ve never felt muscles like that. They’re twisted strands of steel. And his eyes…dark, like midnight dark, with tiny little happy wrinkles around the edges. It’s sexy to me that he laughs enough to get those. I’ve yet to hear that laugh, and god, I want to. I really, really want to. I need to hear laughter to believe that I will laugh again.

      He turns a seat backward and sits on it, his arms resting on the top rung edge.

      “Aren’t you going to eat?” I ask.

      “I’ll eat after you. I like knowing you’re doing what I ask you to do.”

      “Okay…” That was odd, but I keep shoveling the meatloaf, mashed potatoes, and so much gravy—maybe too much, if there’s even a thing—into my mouth. I feel like I haven’t eaten in years. The food settles my stomach. It’s like it’s filling a part of me when empty is all I’ve been.

      “I’m going to talk and you’re going to listen.”

      I nod.

      Slater reaches out and slips a long, straight chunk of hair behind my ear. “I’m still working out the details of what’s happening, but the man who signed into the book here as Landon Wright is actually his brother, so your uncle is a member. I don’t know why he signed in as your father. But I’m gonna find out.”

      “Can I meet him?” I ask, swallowing a lump of mashed potatoes. My uncle? Maybe he knows where my father is.

      “Yeah. He had club responsibilities, so he couldn’t make the pick-up. I’ll go get him and you can discuss how to figure this out. But Della, the club doesn’t allow lying. Your uncle is currently manded, which is short for ‘reprimanded.’ I want you to know that he’s never lied to us before, so whatever he says I’m going to say is the truth, but after he talks to you, he will be on a mandatory forty-eight hours of silence in reflection of what kind of man he really wants to be.” He clears his throat. “You’ll have to really get to know him on Monday at the earliest. We have rules for a reason, Della. I have to keep order.” He lifts my chin and his eyes soften. “And that’s why I’m going to claim you as mine.”

      “No.”

      His jaw tightens.

      I rear back from him. “Slater, .I had a guy who declared I belonged to him and wouldn’t let me be me. This…” I point to my eye. “This is his handiwork when I didn’t do what he wanted. I don’t think this is what I want and I’m done doing only what any man wants.” The food looks less appealing now. I shove it away.

      Of course, my wet panties would speak otherwise about what I want, but physical attraction and desiring someone’s heart forever are two different things to me. I’m not allowing a cocky smile and great body to be the deciding factors here. He has to prove his worth to me.

      His fingers trail along my cheek and into my hair. “I know you’re scared.” I am. “And I know you don’t have experience with this world.” That’s an understatement. But Della, I know in my heart’s soul that you are meant to be mine.” Wow.

      He leans closer and I’m in a swirling vortex, my head spinning, my body light, my heart pounding.

      Our lips graze and then he settles firmly to me. Magnetic energy pulses through the connection and I relax into him. He’s steady. He’s insistent. But he’s also tender. He’s testing my waters but a part of me wants him to belly flop into the moment. Commit, so I can do the same without question. Questions…too many questions.

      I slip my hands down his chest and toward his waist band.

      “What the fuck?” the biting murmur of a voice snakes through the air and I sloide away from Slater.

      Slater’s chair scrapes the concrete floor as he skims his chair back and stands, his jaw tight. “Della, let me introduce your uncle Crow.”

      Oh, shit.
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      Crow has to wait until I approve of his entry. My quarters are hands off.

      I motion him in.

      Crow’s not a big guy, but size means nothing when it comes to fighting. I’ve seen him in a bar brawl. He took out the majority of the guys. What he lacks in size, he makes up for with cunning.

      He crosses the room and holds his hand out.

      Della stands and as she pushes his hand to the side, she tackles him with a hug. “Uncle…Crow?”

      He grunts and his hands stay at his sides. “Nice to meet you, Della.”

      It’s not hard to see that she’s related to him. Her nose is his. Her green eyes are his. And even the golden highlights in her red hair, are his.

      “You look like… Landon.” His voice cracks.

      “I do?” She leans back.

      He draws his wallet from his leather vest pocket and hands over a picture.

      I see the man. There’s no doubt in my mind, she’s found her family. And Crow is our family. And she will be my family. Something that I thought I would never have after Brandy died.

      No, she was killed. Died isn’t enough.

      “Wow, I do look like him. Can you let him know about me?” Crow steps back. His space makes me straighten my back.

      “I…I can’t.”

      “Oh, you don’t talk?”

      He shakes his head and his eyes meet mine.

      Shit.

      I nod that he needs to just do it. The news isn’t going to change, I know this. I tried to convince myself that the news of Brandy’s death was wrong.

      He runs a hand through his hair. “I’m sorry, Della, my brother was killed in service to the United States four years ago.”

      She clutches her chest. “I’m…an orphan?”

      I step to her side. “Hey, you’ll never be an orphan here. We’re your family now.”

      “No. I am her family now.” Crow says, with unblinking eyes. “I will take care of you, Della. Landon would want it that way.”

      Her bottom lip quivers. “How did he…”

      “From what I can figure out and piecing together details from some of this friends and fellow soldiers, as part of the Red-Star Rebel Squad—a special tactics unit from Texas, he went into a search and rescue mission with his Dutch Shepard partner, Fiona. They missed a trip wire and the rest is just a blur of paperwork and an empty vault because his ashes got lost in transport.”

      “Oh, God.” A sparkling line of tears rolls her face, she brushes them off quickly.

      I go to pull her into my arms, and Crow gets there first. I take a deep breath. This is his niece. This is his family.

      But she is mine.

      “Slater, I’m going to take her home.”

      “No, she’s gonna stay here.” I shake my head.

      Crow’s eyes hold to mine. “She’s going home with me. You may be the head of this club, and when I’m in here I have to listen to you and I do, but I am the head of my household and blood, and she is the latter.”

      “Della, what do you want to do?”

      She looks between both of us. “I don’t know.”

      Crow steps back. “Della, you’ll never regret waiting, but I’m concerned you’ll regret not waiting. Take some time, get used to Kildare. Find your feet. I’ll help you until then.”

      I slip a hand behind her neck and she tenses. “Whatever you decide, you are mine. I have claimed you. No one else in the club can touch you.”

      Crow grunts. “No, as Rule 2.3 of Claiming states “A member must announce their claim with their partner at their side to the membership. Until then, the partner is independent.”

      My nostrils flare. “Kitten. You. Are. Mine.”

      Crow guides her to turn. “Della, let’s go. I’m sure you’re tired. I’ve finished the jobs for today, Prez. We’ll be back in the morning for Council Meeting.” He grabs her elbow and she shuffles away.

      She looks back over her shoulder. “Bye, Slater.”

      “Later, Kitten.”

      Crow walks out before Della.

      She stops in the doorway. “I’m sorry. He’s family and I need to know who I am. I’ve missed out on a part of me for twenty-four years.”

      I cross the room and kiss her forehead. “Get some rest and I’ll see you in the morning.”

      My crotch pulses. I want to take this nubile young honey and worship her body all night long.

      

      “I have an idea.” I grab her hand and guide her to the back door.

      She squeezes my hand. “I don’t think that Crow’s going to like me running away.”

      “You’re not. You’ll be driving away. You know how to ride?”

      “A motorcycle?”

      “Yeah.”

      “I do, but I don’t have a license with me.”

      “You have a driver’s license back where you’re from?”

      “Yes.”

      “I’ll call people and it’ll be okay.” I grab a helmet and motion to the boots.

      “What’s going on?” She picks out her size. We insist on gearing up.

      I grab her a leather jacket. “I want you to have your own ride. He can’t keep you at his place, if you don’t want to be there.” Crow wouldn’t do that anyway.

      “But what if I want to be there?”

      “Then you stay, baby and I’ll see you in the morning.”

      I pick out the best bike for her size and frame. The Honda Shadow Spirit 750 will work perfect.

      I motion. “For you.”

      She steps back. “I can’t.”

      “Yes, you can.” I grab the helmet and slip it on her head, flipping up the visor. “And you will.”

      “I’m kinda starting to like your bossy thing.” She touches the bike lovingly.

      I chuckle. “Glad to hear.”

      “Della.” Crow’s voice calls out, “Del-la?”

      I reach into my leather jacket pocket and hand her a phone. “Burner. My phone number is in there, code is 1234.”

      “Creative.” She smiles and I have to stop myself from slamming the back door in Crow’s face and taking her up against it.

      I turn her and pat her ass. “I’ll be here or there, if you need me. Always, Della.”

      Crow comes out and watches as she kicks a leg over the bike, flips the kickstand and starts the bike—smooth.

      “Are you sure?” he asks her.

      She revs the engine. “What? You ready to go?”

      He lets out a laugh. “You remind me of Landon.”

      She reaches for his hand and gives a squeeze. “Thank you. You have a bike here or you riding bitch?”

      We both chuckle, but he stops when he hears me enjoying her spunky attitude.

      He turns and ignores me. “I’m parked up front. I’ll meet you there.”

      She starts off and the sight makes my chest burn. Brandy looked like that. But Della’s nothing like Brandy. She’s not the opposite either. She’s different. Exactly what I need right now. She’s spunky. She’s sweet. She’s…broken. Like me. Maybe together we have one whole human, combining our pieces.

      Crow says nothing as he passes by.

      “Crow…” I cross my arms. “Crow!”

      “What?” he turns.

      “Why did you pretend to be your deceased brother?”

      His face drops all emotion, ghostly white. “I just wanted to feel like a hero for once. Even if I’ll never be one.” Walking away, he shakes his head. “I’ll be in at seven to mop the bins.”

      He wasn’t being punished for lying, he was being reminded why we don’t lie. There are consequences.

      I don’t know what exactly he means by the hero comment, but I’ll look up Landon Wright later.

      Tonight, I have club business to attend to and Della would’ve ended up in my room alone for hours, although she looked like she’ll probably sleep for days anyway. This way she’s safe, and she’s happy.

      Crow will have to re-apply for his position as Road Captain. His skills as lookout and security are ones we can’t afford to lose, but if he decides he can’t take the forty-eight hours of silence that will start in the morning, then we’ll start looking for his replacement. I would hate to have to do that, but hey, I wasn’t the one who pretended to be someone I wasn’t.

      And I need to look at the By-laws to find out the process for member removal. I had a lawyer draw them up, but I didn’t read half of them. Yeah, not smart. But there were more important things to do.

      I step through a non-descript door that says “Private.” I follow the hallway and then knock on the door. Tap. Tap-Tap. Tap. Tap. A sequence that is for both my safety and for that of what’s on the other side.

      It opens and Aviel chin-juts to me. “Hey, Slater.”

      “How’s the Sanctuary tonight?”

      “Full.”

      Shit.

      There were always too many women and children who were running from bad news. The headline ended up being men, but we’d had a couple of women running from their female partners or relatives, too.

      Giada Maldese, the shelter manager and owner of the Hard Brake bar that is next door, steps from behind the glass of the office. “Slater.” She kisses my cheek.

      “How are you, Gia?”

      “Like Aviel said…busy.”

      “How are the two new sisters?”

      “One’s pregnant.”

      “You didn’t know.”

      “Nope. She didn’t tell us, was worried we wouldn’t take her.”

      “So prenatal appointments and a delivery?”

      “Expensive.”

      “We’ll cover it.”

      “I texted Blade and he knows a midwife who is willing to come in.” She raises her eyebrows.

      “How much?”

      “Minimal payment. Blade has a lot of favors for payback.”

      That’s both good and bad.

      “You want to get a drink later?” she asks, her hand landing on my bare forearm.

      She and I had come close to giving each other comfort after a few glasses of Johnny Walker Double Black whisky. But we’d stopped short. We both knew that it wouldn’t help. The past wouldn’t go away with a good or even mediocre fuck. And I wanted the next woman to be the last woman for me.

      That’s Delaney Lee Taylor.

      “I’m off the market, Gia.”

      Her mouth drops open overly dramatically. “And who is the Angel who earned her wings?”

      “Nope. She’s new.”

      “The girl you got from the bus station?” She straightens a pile of magazines.

      I nod. “That’s the one.”

      “Damn. You better prepare her for the Angel backlash.”

      Shit. She was right.

      I turn to leave.

      “Let me know if you need anything, Slater.”

      “Will do.”

      Now, to make it clear that Della’s mine, without the pomp and circumstance that will make it official.
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      Crow climbed on his bike without a word. I didn’t know why I wasn’t afraid of him. He looked like his brother, but in a different way. His brother was clean cut and looked like he could’ve been a GQ model.

      And don’t get me wrong, Crow is an attractive man. Many might say hipster, with his hair, long on top, shaved close on the sides, and brushed back, with a nice creative curve in the front, and his bushy beard, well-shaped and his massive sleeves of bright tattoos. I didn’t see any tattoos on Slater, but I could imagine he’d have one or more.

      In less than ten minutes, we pull in behind a duplex onto a cement pad in the backyard. The Mid-century modern, brick with a nice patio reminds me of houses in my hometown. Simple, but quality.

      I shake my hair free from the helmet. “You own both sides or just this one.”

      “Both.”

      “Cool.” I slide off and he pulls a gate closed behind us.

      Inside, I can tell he’s a bachelor. The sink’s full of cleaned but not shelved dishes and the trash stinks. I pull the draw string and he lifts it out.

      “Sorry, meant to take that out this morning, but I was running late to work.”

      I step into the front room and I’m bowled over. He’s an artist. I’m an artist. We are artists. I examine some of the paintings. The desert, layers in the rocks perfectly painted with a sunset behind them, pinks and oranges radiating out. The colors. The depth. The perfection.

      He steps next to me.

      “Crow…these are amazing.”

      “Thanks. Don’t tell the guys. I don’t need the grief. Especially not now.”

      “Uncle Crow—”

      “Can you call me Lennox? That’s my real name and I want you to feel like…family. Not a part of that world.”

      “Okay, Uncle Lennox, I…I…” I yawn. “I really want to take a nap.” I lean against his shoulder. “I’m happy to be here, but I’m so tired.”

      He chuckles and it reminds me of my sister.

      “Did I tell you that I’m a twin?”

      He chuckles. “Figures.”

      “What?”

      “Landon and Lennox. Twins.”

      I push away from him and slap his chest. “No way!”

      “Yes, way!” he mocks me.

      I laugh, but quickly my slumping body reminds me that I need to get some rest.

      “Guest bedroom is the first door on the right.” He points and I don’t waste time. I will collapse, whether my head is on a pillow or not. “And Della…”

      “Yeah, Uncle Lennox.”

      “I’m sorry Landon did that to your mother and you grew up without knowing him. Your father would’ve loved you.”

      My eyes water and I walk back to him for a hug. “Thank you. I needed to hear that.”

      I really did.
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      I wake and pull the phone out of my jacket pocket. Seven hours of needed sleep. But unfortunately, it’s now the middle of the night.

      There is a text.

      Slater: Missing you. Sweet dreams, Kitten. I’m here for you. I will always protect you.

      I smile. It’s amazing how much I’m into him already. I’ve never experienced a man who was as insistent that he wanted me. I’d experienced a man who demanded that I was his, but I could tell there was a difference with Slater. It is a respect. A reverence. And it didn’t hurt that he was hotter than the desert in August.

      Della: You asleep?

      Slater: Nope. Can’t sleep. Thinking of you.

      Damn.

      Della: I just slept for seven hours. I’m thinking of sitting outside and enjoying the nothingness of the dark.

      I yawn again. Maybe I need more sleep.

      Slater: I can come get you, but leave him a note if you go anywhere.

      He was right. That was old behavior. Me hiding from…Carey. Even the thought of his name made me feel like he was in the room and I’m cowering on the bed, without even realizing. Snap out of it. But I am worried. Carey’s brother is Manhattan PD and his ethics vacillate as wildly as Carey’s emotions. But Carey broke my phone before I left, so it’s not like they could trace me.

      Della: Maybe I’ll get some more sleep. I’m sure I need it.

      Slater: I’d feel better if you’re not out and about right now. Tomorrow we’ll talk. Sweet dreams.

      I probably should stay here. Carey knows my “father’s” name. I’d shared it one night when I thought he was being vulnerable. He wasn’t. He was being an asshole, trying to learn about me so he could use it against me. And he did. He called me trash. Bastard. Unwanted. He made me believe that I didn’t deserve to be loved and no one else would love me.

      But I had a secret weapon.

      Sahara. My twin. I called her and she talked me into finding our dad. Especially, after I sent her a picture of me and my lovely face. She demanded I go. Thankfully, I’d never let Carey know about Sahara, still back in Nebraska, she was an nurse in Omaha in the ER. Her passion for helping people was similar to mine, but I’d had to put my dreams on hold to work to pay for Carey’s obsessions with…everything but me. Expensive clothes. Weed. Booze. Cars. Motorcycles. That was how I knew how to ride. He taught me, but as soon as I laid one of his bikes down, I was done. I’d never ridden again, and I missed it. The feeling of the freedom. The escape. The…

      I wanna go for a ride.

      I go out to the living room and Lennox is asleep on the couch. I find a pen and a pad of paper and draft a quick note:

      

      Decided to take a quick ride to decompress. Hope you’ll understand. Slater gave me a phone, (202)555-0191. I’ll be back in a couple hours. <3 Della

      

      I slip on my shoes and open the back door. He doesn’t have a security system, so thankfully, no alarms or beeps.

      I lace up the boots that Slater gave me. They don’t fit perfectly, but they’re close. I slip on the leather jacket he’d thrown over my shoulders before tugging on the helmet.

      I open the gate, click the bike into neutral and roll it back out. After closing the gate again, I walk it to the end of the back alley before hopping on and starting it up. God, the rumble of that engine. My pussy vibrates with every build of the RPM’s, higher, tighter, winding me into a frenzy.

      With a small burnout, just for fun, I’m making my way around the city. I’m driving casually, nothing that will attract any attention now. But I know where I’m driving to and where my compass is headed.

      Slater.

      I drive around back of the compound, where I came out of earlier. It’s locked up. I really don’t know how to get in and I want to surprise Slater. I drive around the block again. I still as a familiar sound makes me bring my bike to a stop and straighten my back. I flip open my visor. I’m sure it’s just the machine between my legs echoing off of the buildings, but I swear I hear another bike close. I glance around and see the headlight of a bike far behind me.

      Then I realize there’s a bar two doors down—Hard Brake. Dozens of bikes line the front of the building. Obviously, a biker bar. That explains the bike behind me. Duh. My nerves just sit so close to the edge lately that I feel like I’m ready to slip off into terror at anytime. I park and walk in. It’s a little before one a.m. The place is still packed.

      “Hey…” I try to get the bartender’s attention by slapping the bar in front of him.

      “Hay’s for cows,” he says with a chuckle.

      “Funny,” I say unimpressed. “I need to get into the Guardians?”

      His eyes scan my body. “You an Angel?”

      I drop my gaze and raise and lower my shoulders quickly. I don’t commit either way. Honestly, I don’t know if he’s flirting or asking me an actual question.

      His eyes scrutinize me closer and I cower just a little. “Sure.”

      “Did you try the knock?”

      “I’m new,” I offer with a cute smile.

      “Oh…I wondered why I didn’t recognize you. Come on, I’ll get you into the Sanctuary and you can get there through there.”

      Sanctuary?

      I follow behind him. “What’s your name?” I ask.

      “Rocco.”

      “Cool. I’m Della.”

      He slides to a stop. “Okay…who are you really?”

      Shit.

      “How’d I give it away?”

      “The Angels all have ‘A’-letter names.” He blocks the hallway. “Turn around, now.”

      “No…I’m…I’m Slater’s…girlfriend.”

      “Sure you are. And I’m his boyfriend.” He starts toward me and I feel trapped. I plaster myself up against the wall.

      “Don’t touch me, please.” A long shiver rolls through me as I crumple to the ground.

      “Shit.” He holds up his hands. “I’m not going to touch you. No one here will touch you.”

      “Rocco…” a woman’s voice trails through the hallway. “She’s with me.”

      “Got it Gia. Thanks.”

      “Have a good night.”

      He shimmies past me. I clench my eyes closed. I don’t know if it was his cologne or his baseball cap…something that Carey always wore…but I can’t move. I’m frozen.

      The woman nears me. “So you’re the one who’s stolen Slater’s heart?” She reaches down. “I’ve got you.”

      I look up and in the woman’s face, I see my mother. I see my grandmother, and I see myself. She’s warm, welcoming and honest. I grab her hand and she assists me to stand.

      “I’ll get you to the club side, but…you need to go right to his bedroom and wait for him, if he’s not there. Do not…I repeat…do not go into the Missile Bin.”

      “What’s that?”

      “It’s where the members pick out their lady for the night.”

      “Pick out?”

      “Angels. They’re sex workers.”

      My mouth drops open. “Oh…I…” Then I remember hearing one say “slut”. “Is that why one called me a slut?”

      She chuckles and wraps an arm around my shoulders. “And if you go in that room, even if Slater is in there, they’ll come at you. You’ve taken one of their dreams away and you’re going to have to stand up to them. They’re not bad women. They’re optimistic. You stole their hope to be the Queen of the Guardians MC.”

      Queen?

      She opens a door and then another. “His room is the one closest to the Grand Bin. A bin is a room, Della.”

      “Okay.” So much to learn.

      “I mean it, don’t go—”

      “I got it.”

      Her red lipstick pulls into a big smile. “Good. My name is Gia, if you need anything, you know how to get to the Sanctuary side now, so come visit us.”

      “Thanks, Gia.”

      “What’s your name short for?”

      “Delaney.”

      Her face pales, but she shakes out of whatever came over her. “That’s a beautiful name.”

      “Thanks. Okay, I’ll go right into his room. Will he be mad that I’m in there?”

      “No, Delaney. You’re his woman. You are allowed to go in that room. Afterall…it’s your room now, too.”
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      I’m lying in bed when the door cracks. I reach to my nightstand where my Glock is.

      “Slater?”

      I sit up. “Della? Hey, baby, come here.”

      “I couldn’t stay away.”

      I stand and meet her a step away from the closed door. “You don’t have to stay away. You’re home.”

      “This is all happening so fast, but I feel…I feel safe with you and I’m ready to be safe and not scared.”

      “Baby, you’ll never be scared again. I will protect you and love you for the rest of the days of our lives.”

      She reaches up and kneads her fingers into my thick tight beard. “I love this.”

      “Good to hear.”

      Her hands drop to my bare chest. I’m in my boxer-briefs and she’ll be able to tell how much she affects me in about thirty-seconds. Make that twenty. Fifteen. Ten. Damn.

      I pull her against my body. “You make me hard in a breath.”

      “Make love to me, Slater.”

      I reach down and lift her into the air. Her bountiful booty clenches in my hands and she lets out a small squeak of happiness.

      “God, I love how you handle me.”

      “Della, you’re not a small girl, but I don’t want a small girl. I want a girl I can hold onto. I want a girl who has shape. I want a girl who isn’t afraid to eat a steak and baked potato…and lick the plate clean. You’re my kind of woman. There’s more to love and I love it all.”

      She sucks in a deep breath. “You love it?”

      “Yes, baby, I love you. Every single piece, inch, and molecule.”

      I turn and walk us over to the bed. I lay her down slowly and quickly strip those cock-hardening leather riding boots while she wiggles from the leather jacket, then lifts the T-shirt she’s wearing.

      “I don’t have any other clothes, so please don’t get these dir—”

      “Just a second…” I lift my cell and text Gia.

      Slater: My woman needs clothes.

      Gia: We’re on it.

      “You’ll have clothing by morning. And you can go get more whenever you want and need.”

      “Slater, you don’t have—”

      I cover her mouth with mine, grinding my lips against hers. I whisper close to her face, her eyes soft and lax. That green turning dark and deep evergreen. “Yes, I do. I take care of my love. I provide for my woman. And when I make love, I’ll make you scream, baby.”

      “Prove it.”

      I strip her jeans off and suck in a breath.

      “You made my panties soaking wet earlier, so I took them off.”

      I drop to my knees and lap my tongue along that beautiful, closely trimmed pussy. I don’t like shaved or waxed. There’s a reason God put that protection there and it also provides friction. I’d never shave my fucking balls, so natural is what I love. Every man has his own preference.

      To each his own. And this is her own.

      Her hands dig into my hair. “Slater…”

      I flick her clit and her hips jerk. “Take off your bra, baby. I wanna see all of you.”

      She arches her back and reaches under her back. The fabric falls away and she cups the massive mounds. “You like my tits?”

      I reach up and cup the warm, heavy globe in my hand. “They’re fucking amazing.”

      “You’re fucking amazing.”

      Let’s see how amazing I can be…
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        * * *

      

      Della

      His mouth returns to the apex of my thighs. The man’s tongue should be a registered weapon. Long and dexterous, it’s almost making my pussy levitate. I gulp breaths as he takes me higher and higher. My thighs tighten and my toes curl.

      His lips cover my clit and he sucks, not soft, but not like a fucking Hoover. It’s perfect. My lower stomach burns, my nipples tighten, pebbled hard. His tongue darts back inside of me, lapping and his thumb brushes over my clit, once, twice, and on that third time, I let the blast blow through my body. Every nerve lights on fire. Every inch of skin flashes with heat.

      I just lay there enjoying what I normally didn’t get before. But Slater wants to give me…everything.

      He moves me on the bed, under the covers. He slips in and reaches to the nightstand.

      “Are you clean?” I ask him, turning his face back to mine.

      “I am, but we have rules here. I can’t go skin-to-skin without claiming you as mine in front of everyone. It’s like saying that I’m willing to have consequences and I will take care of anything that happens from my actions.”

      “Oh. Okay.” I’d never done skin-to-skin and even though I was on the pill, or was cause I don’t have anything with me and that realization disappoints me.

      “What’s wrong?” he asks.

      “I didn’t have time to grab my birth control pills, and I don’t have money to—”

      “We have a doctor in the club. He’ll prescribe one. We’ll get you covered.”

      I take the condom from him. “Let’s get you covered, Mr….” I still. “Can I know your real name?”

      His fingers lift my chin and his thumb brushes my lips. “You can’t use it anywhere but in this room, or when we’re alone outside of the club.”

      I nod. “Please…” I just know it will be beautiful, and after all, I’ll have his name soon, I can feel it in my gut.

      “It’s Drew Westin.”

      “Drew…” A warmth spreads over me. He trusts me to know the real him.

      He quietens. “I… I was broken until you, Della.”

      “Same here.”

      “I feel whole when I’m with you. I’m finding myself again. You put my heart back together.”

      My core drips with every word. For a man that walks with a giant’s worth of swagger, he can be so honest and sincere. I wrap my legs around him and he lines his cock up to my body’s entrance.

      Slater stops moving. His fingers brush over the skin at my temple. “Kitten, no one will ever touch you like this ever again.”

      “Your touch heals me, Slater.”

      His eyes close and when he opens, he drives deep inside of my body. Making us one complete entity. My core tremors around his cock.

      There’s a clarity in the moment. This. This is what it is supposed to feel like. This is how a man loves a woman. Deeply. Sincerely. Totally. With no expectations. No yelling. No fears.

      A tear slides down my cheek.

      “Baby, are you okay?” he catches what my body silently released to celebrate the moment.

      “I’ve never been more okay than in your arms.”

      That cocky smile comes over his face. “Let’s make you purr, Kitten.”

      “Why do you call me that?” I slide my hands over his shorn hair, my fingertips tingling.

      “Because of your innocence. From the moment I saw you, I thought you looked like a lost kitten. But now, baby, you’re a panther, sleek, ready to pounce, but to me, a part of you will always be that unsure little kitten who needs slow movements and patience.”

      “Not like we’ve taken it slow, Slater.”

      “Sometimes it’s good to take it fast.” He thrusts quickly three times. My pussy clenches around him. His thick cock, long and hard, fits my body perfectly, bottoming out just before my limits. Touching me where no man has ever touched before.

      I meet his thrusts, our bodies writhing against each other. Every moment brings me closer to seeing stars. My lower stomach burns with heat and I gasp as his head lower to worship my chest. He speeds his pace.

      “Yes…faster. Harder. Slater.” I gasp every word.

      “Fuck you’re tight. Come for me, Kitten.”

      I still, letting the flash tear through me, to just feel. Feel it all.

      The feelings.

      The rush.

      The love.

      “I love you, Slater.”

      He plants deep and his body fills the condom as he moans my name into the dark of night.

      He drops onto my body, kissing my neck.

      “Mine,” is all he says.
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        * * *

      

      Her body is wrapped around me, sweet mewls releasing as she sleeps. That red hair splays over my chest, soft as silk. She truly is perfect.

      A quick three raps on the door has me trying to slip out of the bed without bothering her, but she wakes anyway.

      “What’s wrong?” she asks.

      She’s going to have to learn patience, but hell, I just went zero to a hundred with her and that exquisite pussy. Who am I to talk?

      I pull on my boxer briefs and open the door. A crack.

      “Slater, we have a problem. K-Fire just notified us that your Honda bike is on fire in front of Hard Brake.”

      “What?!” I’m positive Della’s exclamation can be heard throughout the compound. “Oh, my God!”

      Snake’s eyebrows rise, but I give him a long stare.

      “What do you want us to do?” he asks.

      “It’s him…” her whisper makes my head turn to her.

      “Who, Della?” I ask.

      “Carey.” His name is a fragment of a thought from her mouth. “I heard his bike last night, but I ignored it. I just wanted to get back to…you.”

      “You have a picture of this guy?”

      “No, he broke my phone. Slater, he’s crazy. He’ll do anything to get me back.”

      That’s not happening.

      “I think he’s driving his Harley Iron 883. Well…actually it’s mine.”

      I ignore the additional comment as to what he’s taken from her. He will not take anymore. “What color?”

      “Barracuda Silver, with a custom graffiti cat that I painted on the tank.”

      I smile. Fitting.

      “Call Crow.” I demand. He’s still the Road Captain for now.

      “I tried. No answer.”

      “That’s not like him.” I know that it’s the wrong thing to say as soon as the words come from my mouth.

      “Oh, God! What if Carey…” She wraps the sheet around her body and is at my side in seconds. “Slater, Carey knows about Landon, I’m sure he searched for Wrights in the area.”

      “Shit.” I grab my pants and a clean T-shirt. I have a feeling I’m going to get dirty. “Go to the Sanctuary. Gia and the girls will protect you. Snake, send two pledges to check on Crow.”

      Della’s hand lands on my arm. “I want to go with—”

      “Della, I told you I would protect you. I will do that and it starts with you going to the Sanctuary.”

      She swallows. “Only if you promise to come back to me.” Her eyes plead with me. “He carries.”

      Shit. Members don’t concealed carry. We have too many veterans who are still lost in war and access is too scary. And we have too many people with a mark on their record.

      “We’ll be okay. Now, get dressed and get going, Kitten.” I brush a kiss across her lips before I’m out the door. I look back. I make sure to get one last look in. The past has stamped me with a blessing. Knowing how to appreciate what we have here on Earth. If this is the last time, I’ll see her, I want to carry it with me to eternity.

      “Sanctuary.” I nod.

      “I heard you the first time. Love you!” She calls out down the hallway.

      “Forever, baby.” I turn back and Hades chuckles. “Shut it.”

      We’re on bikes in a minute and a new pledge opens the gate for the three of us heading out. Snake, Hades, and myself roar our bikes as the air tinges with smoke. That Honda wasn’t my favorite, but Della seemed to like it and that still makes it hurt.

      I take lead. We drive around the corner to Hard Brake. I recognize the Kildare Fire Department captain, Kelso Rieger. I lift my visor.

      “Kelso!” I call out and he turns, talking into the com on his shoulder.

      “Hey, Slater. I’m assuming this is one of yours?”

      “Yeah.”

      “I’m pretty positive that these bikes don’t just spontaneously combust.”

      “My new ladies’ ex is in town. I think he’s a little unhappy.”

      “What a dick.”

      I decide not to confirm. I don’t know Carey. But I will kick his ass all the same for making my woman scared again. She’ll never be scared after this day.

      “We’re gonna do a little recon, he’s probably not far.”

      “Good idea.”

      “If you see a Harley Iron 883, silver, let me know.”

      “Will do. Good luck.”

      I flip my visor down and the crew does the same. We do a serpentine pattern through the streets. I round a corner and about three blocks in the middle of road…Hello, asshole.

      “Guys, I’ll take care of this.” Diplomacy first. Always. Then we’ll go from there. Hopefully, there is no going further than that.

      I drive forward slowly, but when his bike revs I know that diplomacy won’t work. He drops the hammer and his bike rears into the air in a wheelie. This motherfucker needs a lesson in showmanship. It’s not about how you show off. It’s about how you control your inner beast.

      I rev my bike, showing Carey that I’m not backing down. I take off. The game of chicken is in full rumble when I think I hear another bike roaring.

      We’re a block and a half apart when I see him. Crow.

      Crow turns sharply. His bike pikes to the side and lays down, sparks flying from the black top and Crow’s slimmer body tumbling. The oncoming bike has to swerve to avoid him. Carey’s bike hits a culvert and he pops forward from the seat, tumbling over the handlebars. He thrashes in pain on the ground. If he’s moving like that, he’s not that hurt. Pansy.

      I motion my team to Carey, and I skid to a stop next to Crow.

      I throw off my helmet. “What the hell, Crow?”

      “He was mine to take out. I know she’s your woman, but she’s my niece and family protects family. She needs you.”

      “And she needs you. How’d you know it was him?”

      “I stopped by the compound and Roast told me.”

      Roast and I would have a talk, but part of me was starting to understand that the rules were there to set a tone, but sometimes the moment dictated what tone was really needed.

      “You okay?”

      He stands. “Oh, shit…” He crumbles to the ground. “Leg…broken.”

      I’m not surprised. I call for fire and rescue and in a minute the firefighters are screaming to the scene.

      He’s lifted into an ambulance.

      “Crow, we’ll be to the hospital in five. Blade’s on call, he’ll be there to meet you. And we’ll figure out the whole lying thing in a few days. You take care of you.” I grab his shoulder as the paramedic motions for me to leave the back bay. “Crow, you are a hero. Your brother isn’t the only one in the family who can claim that title.”

      He smiles. “Thanks.”

      I step out and help to close the doors. The Kildare PD arrive to arrest Carey. He’s fine, bumps and bruises that he deserves. He takes a swing at Officer Rivers. Rivers takes him to the ground in one move and the guys start a slow clap. Rivers shakes his head at them as he escorts a hand-cuffed Carey to a squad car.

      Rivers walks over to me. “Your guy okay?”

      “He will be.”

      We all will be.
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      Della

      “You can come?!” I do a happy dance as my sister tells me the best news ever. “Can’t wait to tell Slater.”

      “Two weeks and I’ll be in Kildare to stand by you while you get married. I have to say that I was going to try to talk you out of it, but after your stories and how happy you sound…well, I might be seven minutes older than you, but you might have more wisdom than I’ll ever have.”

      “Sahara, what’s wrong?” I can feel it. It’s that twin thing.

      “I just feel lost. I’m searching for happiness and it’s just not out there for me. I’m so thrilled that you found it, sis.” Her voice tightens and I can hear a sniffle. “But I just don’t…”

      “Come out now. I’ll pay for it.”

      “I’ve got money. Plenty of money. But we both know that money doesn’t bring happiness.” She clears her throat. “You know, just ignore me. I’m fine. Probably PMS. Or I’m tired.”

      “You’re sure? I can hop a plane and be in Omaha in a day.”

      “No, two weeks will fly by. I need to get back to my mommas. We’re so understaffed, it’s ridiculous. They don’t understand that babies need help coming into this world.”

      “Take care. Love you!”

      “Take care of you, too and love you, too.” She hangs up first and I want to call her back immediately.

      I lean back in the office chair. I’m the new office manager for the Graffiti Street Guardians MC. Promoted by my man and the club leadership. Once they found out my past as a paralegal and skills in an office, I was set free to make changes and bring everything up to today’s standards. I had a ways to go because man, what a mess. But instead of piles of papers, today I would be going to look for my wedding dress.

      I imagined something simple, but I had a feeling that Slater wanted me to show it all off. Sparkles and glitter. But I could be wrong. He didn’t believe in the “groom shouldn’t see the bride” thing. And I didn’t care either way. So he was coming along.

      He pokes his head inside the door. “Hey, Kitten. How’s your day going?”

      “Good. Just talked to Sierra.”

      “How’s my sister-in-law to-be?”

      “She sounds…sad.”

      Slater steps into the office. His jeans emphasizing every thing. Every. Damn. Thing. I’ll never get a fill of him. We’re both still a work-in-progress when it comes to being whole again. It’s not about a state, it’s about being there for each other for the journey.

      “Anything that I can do?”

      “No, maybe while she’s here we can show her that Kildare can be a place for her?”

      Vice sticks his head in the office. “Hey, Prez, starting a poker game in the Shell Bin.

      “Got it.” Slater motions him away and Vice salutes him with two fingers.

      Carey pleaded guilty to arson and his ass is sitting on a concrete slab in some prison. I asked very little and didn’t want to know much.

      He leans over and his lips claim mine. I moan, deep and wanton. He parts and leans back, slamming the door.

      He lifts me and sets me on the clean desk. “Hard and fast?”

      “Bring it Prez.”

      He sucks in a quick breath as he unzips his jeans, pulling out his cock and stroking it slowly.

      I reach into my shorts and get myself primed, but I’m already dripping down to my ass. That’s what this man does to me. He loves watching me bringing myself to the edge, only to plunge into me, right before I explode.

      He’d claimed me as his in front of everyone a week after I first appeared at the Graffiti Street Guardians. He waited until Crow was by my side. My family. I would always have a little empty place inside of me for not knowing my father, but Crow stepped in to fill in some of the blanks and I’d be forever grateful to have a picture of my past now.

      I lift my tank top. I choose not to wear a bra when I’m in the compound and fuck it, sometimes outside of the place, too. It’s my body. I make the calls now.

      His lips wrap around a nipple and his teeth graze over the raised nub.

      “Fuck yes.” I reach for his cock as I slip my terry cloth shorts down. “Fuck me…now, Slater.”

      I think he likes me being a little bossy with him because those noir eyes darken to show his animal inside. If he thought I was a panther, he’s a jaguar. We’re two of the same, but a little different.

      He lifts my thick thighs to his chest and in a smooth thrust, his cock buries in my pussy. Skin-to-skin for the first time and the feeling is overwhelming. I explode on his length before he drives again. The pussyquakes strong and reverberating through my core, with aftershocks tremoring inside of me while he speeds up his pace. He has great cock control, but when I encourage him to make it a quickie, he’s never one to argue.

      “Come hard, Slater. Fill me up. Let’s make a baby.”

      He stills realizing what’s happened. He’s been so careful, but the moment apparently was too much. “Are you sure, Kitten?”

      I reach up and pull his lips to mine as my body comes back down. “I’m sure I want to make you happy and if children make you happy, then I’ll give you a hundred of them.”

      “Two.” He slows his thrusts.

      “Twins.”

      He moans. “Maybe, baby.”

      He grunts and plants deep, his hot bursts coating my walls and creating our future. His lips caress mine tenderly.

      “I love you, Delaney.”

      I turn his head and whisper, “I love you, Drew.”

      I’ll never be scared again. I’m in Kildare and I’m safe with the Guardians as my family.

      
        
        ~THE END~
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