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Book one in the Infernals series

You have to feed your darker side.

 

Raquel is forced to confront a remnant of her past when her ex, Ray, a member of the Infernal motorcycle club, returns. Feelings she thought she’d buried threaten to resurface and throw her already-hectic life into chaos.
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To those who make “crazy” a little more fun
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Chapter One

Raquel

 

My mind continued to swirl with the errands I had to run before work—groceries, gas, clean the car, pick up my prescription…yadda, yadda, yadda. It was one of those days that seemed to be filled with shit I didn’t want to deal with, all those ‘grownup’ things that had a way of sucking out little pieces of my soul each time I had to do them.

“Fuck,” I moaned when I parked in my apartment parking spot. With a heavy sigh, I dropped my head back against the seat, allowing me to notice a spot of something on the ceiling of my car. “Lawyer’s office…”

I had one more errand that I didn’t want to deal with, but it was the big one, the mother of all errands.

“Shit.”

My lawyer, Mr. Millane, had sent me an email asking that I stop by to pick up some paperwork. I’d completely forgotten about it, somehow letting one of the most important things slip my mind.

Getting a divorce is so fucking tedious.

If I’d known it would take so long, I never would have gotten married in the first place. Hell, I barely remembered doing it.

Getting out of the car, I began the first of the two trips it’d take to get my purchases into my apartment, all the while unable to stop thinking about Alek dragging his fucking feet.

In the state of Colorado, both parties didn’t have to agree on the divorce to make it happen—and thank Christ for that. The problem was, the parties could contest the shit out of the division of property just to draw it out as long as possible, and Alek was nothing if not creative. At one point, there was a request that I hand over the towels I’d taken when I’d moved out. His reason had been, and I quote, “I bought them, so I should keep them.” None of that statement was accurate. The asshole would’ve been fine to dry off with dirty clothes. But what did I do? I gave them back to him just to shut him up.

That’d been the theme of the divorce. He would want something, and to speed up the process, I wouldn’t bother contesting, handing every single item over, just to get his signature. Maybe one day it would work.

After setting my stuff on the counter, I headed out of my place, down the exterior stairs and wove through the convoluted building layout toward the parking lot again. When I rounded the corner, placing my thumb over the trunk-popping button on my clicker, I paused. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to move. I did…very much. It was that I couldn’t. Every muscle had seized, and I was left exposed and vulnerable.

A man sat on a black Harley in the spot beside mine. He hadn’t been there a few minutes ago, and motorcycles were so common in Pleasant Pointe that I didn’t even notice the sound anymore, making it absolutely possible for him to sneak up on me.

The reason for the commonality of the many motorcycles was the laughing devil painted on his gas tank.

The smiling devil with a cigar clasped in his sharp teeth was the sign of an Infernal, a member of the local motorcycle club. They’d been around longer than I had and probably would remain long after I died. They were so ingrained in Pleasant Pointe that nothing save an act of God could uproot them.

Long legs in tattered jeans straddled the beast, and his arms were crossed over the handlebars. Leaning forward, he rested his beard-covered chin on the inked skin of his forearms. His rust-colored hair had been shorn close to his scalp and his skin sun-kissed, but on the pink side.

Thick muscle created dips along his arms and rounded off his broad shoulders. The black tee he wore stretched across his defined back and did nothing to hide the fact that he was a large, very strong man.

He quirked his lips at the corner and hooked his sunglasses with slender fingers, pulling them down a broad nose. His hazel eyes glittered with sinister intent.

Ray ‘Rabid’ Corbin.

“Hey, babe.”

His deep, rough voice rolled over me like a thousand hands—grabbing, squeezing and caressing every inch of my skin. I shivered at the sound of it and the memories it brought up. Without my permission, my body ignited with want, desire and rage.

“Fuck off,” I said after ripping myself out of the stupor.

Ray chuckled, seemingly happy with my outburst. I pushed beyond how much I’d missed the sound and headed for my trunk.

“Oh, come on, baby,” he crooned. I ignored him while looping the heavy fabric grocery bags over my arms. The scrape of boots on concrete drew near. Then, in my ear, he muttered, “I’ve missed you.”

The terror had been instantaneous, causing me to shriek and shoot back. Apparently prepared for the outburst, Ray glided out of the way of my swinging elbow.

Damn. Didn’t even clip his jaw.

He grinned, flashing those perfect teeth and chuckled again.

“Kinda high-strung, huh?”

I mustered all the strength I could and glared. There was no doubt in my mind that it held shit for power. My face was still burning with a blush I wouldn’t shake so long as he was nearby.

“The hell are you doing here?” I slammed my trunk shut. “Figured you would’ve been shivved by now.”

Still amused by something that escaped me, Ray fell in step behind me while I returned to my apartment, locking my car with the clicker before I was out of range.

“Not for a lack of trying,” he said.

Shocker.

“What’s wrong, Rocky? You not happy to see me?”

“Should I be?” I didn’t let it show how much I hated him using my nickname. It would’ve ensured he used it as much as possible, just to poke. “Thought you had a ten-year stretch?”

He stayed close, climbing the stairs right behind me. It did little to inhibit his taunting. The man’s voice remained close, which wasn’t hard since the bastard was almost six-foot-five. Being one or two steps higher only put me at his level.

“Good behavior.”

The scoff left me almost immediately.

“Right,” I replied.

Stepping through my door, I tried to kick it shut on his face but wasn’t surprised when he pushed beyond it. If my hands weren’t full, I could’ve thrown him out properly.

Setting my groceries down on the table, I gave the man my attention and hated myself for it.

Ray had removed his sunglasses, which hung from his collar while he gently closed the door behind him. All taunting had left his features, leaving them darkened by something else. It didn’t take a genius to know what. I’d seen that look a thousand times before.

My fingers tingled and stomach fluttered. No matter how hard I tried, every inch of my body continued to betray me.

Each click of his heel against my floor made my clit throb and my pussy dampen. My breasts grew heavy, and my nipples beaded, scraping against my lace bralette. I hated myself for wearing it, but my thicker ones were dirty.

Ray dropped his gaze to my chest, no doubt spotting my nipples pressing against the cotton tee. It was hot as hell outside. It wasn’t as though I could hide under layers.

While he advanced, I retreated until I had nowhere to go. My ass hit the edge of my kitchen counter, preventing me from running away. I’d literally backed myself into a corner.

Ray continued his advance until he stood over me, a powerful, looming figure of danger and sex.

“What are you doing?” My voice held no strength whatsoever.

Ray finally reached me, planting a hand against the cabinet above my head, the other on the countertop to my side. He closed in and instinct drove me to turn away. I couldn’t keep staring into his eyes, peering into the chaotic swirl of brown and green that made up the color. Ray didn’t seem dissuaded and dipped into the crook of my neck.

He dragged his lips across me. The soft touch of them, the heat of his breath and prickle of his beard was enough to send me through my skin, but I held strong, gripping the countertop even harder. I refused to give in.

“I missed you, Rocky.” The words were little more than a growl. With a groan, he sank against me, pressing his hard chest into mine. “I know you missed me, too.”

Swallowing the lump forming in my throat, I shook my head.

“No, I didn’t.” Each word trembled, regardless of my efforts.

He scoffed, still brushing his lips across my thundering pulse. I’d lost feeling in my fingertips, but I refused to let go, to reach out and touch him, no matter how badly I wanted to.

He traveled his mouth up to my ear while he encompassed my waist with a large hand and massaged it gently.

“Bullshit,” he said with a gruff edge. “I know you.”

“No, y-you don’t. Not anymore.”

He bit my earlobe. I gasped as the pain rocketed through my veins, electrifying my clit. In response, my pussy clenched, and I struggled to ebb the growing pain by pressing my thighs together as tight as I could manage. It did fuck-all.

The hand on my waist began a torturous journey south, the splay of his fingers so wide that I could’ve sworn they ran over all over my body.

Breathing became difficult, and I drifted my eyes shut with a sigh. I no longer had control, a sentiment given credence when he didn’t hesitate to dip into my pants, and I parted my legs to help. I hated myself for it, more than words could express, but I couldn’t fucking stop!

Ray groaned into my ear while he ran his digits the length of my slit, parting my lips so he could flick his fingers over my clit to tease me. There was no denying how excited I’d become in the few minutes he’d been around. The asshole would always bring it out in me.

He sighed into my ear, a groan laced in the back of his throat. “You’re dripping.” His touch became more determined. “How many times did you think about me when I was gone? While you were alone in your room or with some jag-off, how many times did you think about me instead?”

The pressure on my clit increased to a dizzying degree, and my sanity continued to dwindle, but so long as I kept a thread of it, I refused to give in.

“I-I didn’t,” I murmured.

Ray growled a vicious sound. “Don’t lie to me.”

He bit into my shoulder, apparent punishment for the lie. The pain of it radiated throughout my being, and I couldn’t fight the cry of pleasure it brought out.

I suddenly clung to him, digging my fingernails into his broad back while he engulfed me.

“Don’t lie, Rocky.” He slid two thick fingers into me. My core clamped down on them hard, desperate. “How many times did you wish it was my cock inside you?”

The damp heat of his tongue trailed up the side of my neck. I shivered, my grip tightening on his back.

Ray kissed my chin, hovering his lips just beyond mine. He knew what to do to get me going, knew the combination for me to lose my mind and he was clearly willing to do it.

He continued to pump his fingers in and out, curling them to hit me just right and build the enjoyment I had in the moment.

“I wanna fuck you, baby,” he whispered against my mouth. His efforts between my legs increased, grinding the heel of his palm into my clit in the process and sending even more pleasure rocketing through me. “I wanna bury this cock deep.”

As though giving me a preview, he shoved his fingers into me up to the hilt, forcing me up onto my toes. I whimpered and dropped my head back. The danger of giving in was no longer lingering in the background. Instead, it was licking at the surface, milliseconds from coming to fruition and I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction.

“S-stop,” I somehow managed to say.

Like a hypnotist clicking his fingers, the spell dropped. The air shifted and Ray went still.

In the few seconds it’d taken for my brain to come to terms with the startling change, Ray had already separated from me, taking wide steps to put space between us.

I pried open my heavy eyelids to look at him. His face was saturated with the pain of sex denied. Every muscle bulged, trembling with the frustration that punctuated the air.

I did everything within my waning strength to pull the air into my lungs and failed. Ray’s body, his words and mere presence had robbed me of it.

“You don’t get to come back here and act like nothing ever happened,” I said. The tremble in the back of my throat was hard to ignore, but I pushed through it. “Get out.”

He flinched. The whole of it rolled over him.

“I don’t want you anymore,” I said.

Whatever had kept him still evaporated. Ray ran his hand down his face and tugged on his short beard. He licked his lips and nodded.

“Okay,” he said in a voice that didn’t sound human. He headed for the door and opened it. “I’ll see you later, Rocky.” He closed it behind him and was gone.

The moment I was alone, I let out a heavy breath I didn’t know I was holding. My knees gave, and I was forced to catch myself on the countertop.

Ray was a forever-weakness. I had been so over-the-moon in love with him back in the day that I would’ve done anything for him, but he hadn’t felt the same and had made it emphatically clear. He didn’t deserve my devotion anymore. He didn’t deserve me. I just had to hold out and avoid him.

Who the fuck was the pencil-pusher who’d let him out?

 

 


Chapter Two

Ray

 

I was still pissed off by the time I’d made it back to the shop. She was still dancing around inside my head and probably not going anywhere any time soon.

Fuck, she looked good.

I knew she would, but for the sake of my sanity and dick, I’d hoped she gained two-hundred pounds or grown a beard. But no… No, she kept fit, probably still running every day, which kept her legs fucking gorgeous. Coupled with her nice round ass, that waist and those tits, I was almost done for before I’d opened my mouth.

I’d been battling with whether or not to talk to her, but the second I saw the pink seep into her caramel-colored skin and her dark eyes widened in shock, there was no way I was turning back. Should have, though. Christ, I should have.

What was supposed to be a pretty lighthearted trip meant to satisfy my curiosity about her devolved so goddamn fast that I couldn’t tell which way was up. She always had a way of delivering a hell of a one-two punch without even knowing it. That was why I called her Rocky. Not a typical nickname for Raquel, I didn’t think, but damn fitting.

After navigating the winding roads around the Infernal property, I parked at the clubhouse and rolled my shoulders to alleviate the tension. Standing, I adjusted my aching dick. The bike’s vibrations, my overactive brain and the fact that I hadn’t touched a woman in seven goddamn years all but promised the fucking thing wouldn’t go away.

The guys didn’t bother looking at me, too busy with whatever they were doing to care, but I got a couple chin-juts of acknowledgment.

I made my way into the bar, where the people I knew were hiding out.

“Hey, man.” Jon’s voice drew my eye.

Jon was another member, not one of the prospects that clung to the club in hopes of making it one day. He’d been in the club as long as I had, right out of high school.

Average height, black hair cut short, a beard on his square jaw and eyes that bordered on black, if the guy wasn’t smiling, he looked like a wild dog about to rip someone’s throat out. His brother Griff, too. The pair were identical twins, both members of the club, and the only way I could tell them apart after I got released was Jon had gotten his neck tattoo before I’d gone away. Otherwise, I would’ve been fucked.

Good guys, though.

Jon looked me up and down, a smirk tugging at his lips. “You look like dog shit.”

The corner of my eye twitched. It seemed to be all he needed to start laughing.

“I told you not to go see her, man,” he said. “Bad idea digging that shit back up.”

I didn’t respond, sliding onto the nearest stool to sit.

“Kind of surprised you had the balls to go back around her after the way things went down.”

There was no more keeping my mouth shut. “The fuck was I supposed to do, let her wait for me? I was sentenced to a decade.”

Jon shrugged. To my mind, I’d done the right thing. Might’ve been a little harsh in the way I’d done it, but the fact remained. I had been sentenced to ten years for felony assault, and as much as I loved her, I wasn’t going to let her take a chunk that big out of her life, too. I might have been a piece of shit, but I wasn’t an asshole.

“Anyway,” he said, “you figured out what you’re gonna do yet?”

Running my hand over my buzzed hair, I shook my head. I hadn’t been out two days at that point, still so new to the outside world that I couldn’t sleep without the constant noise of a prison block.

“No,” I said. “I need to talk to my PO today, find a job and somewhere to stay. Fucking halfway houses, man.”

“You sure you just don’t want a job here?”

I scoffed. It would’ve been easier to go right back to driving a tow truck or fixing up cars, but it would’ve been impossible.

“I’m not even supposed to be here. One of the rules.”

“Right,” Jon said with a chuckle. “No associating with convicted felons.” I nodded. “How long’s your probation?”

I did some quick math. Sentenced to ten years in prison, I’d served seven years and nine months. Probation would cover the rest of my sentence.

“Two years, three months,” I said.

“That isn’t too bad.”

I shrugged a shoulder. I could do it standing on my head, if it weren’t for the lack of the club. They were my family, and ignoring them was going to be hard. So hard, in fact, that I just wasn’t going to do it.

“Y’know, I’m pretty sure Old Man Hardwick’s still looking for help,” he said.

“Oh, yeah?”

“Mm-hmm. He’s had that sign up in his window for a while. You can probably get something there.”

I thought about it for a moment. Hardwick owned a hardware store, the kind of place that looked like it belonged in every small town, where the customers were on a first name basis with the staff, and it had that homey feel. I would probably go crazy working somewhere that slow for too long, but I couldn’t leave the halfway house until I had a few weeks of employment under my belt.

Christ, getting back on my feet was going to be a pain in the ass, and all I wanted to do was go back to see Rocky.

 

* * * *

 

My probation officer, Kyle Greene, sat behind an aged desk, the surface etched with deep gouges and cigarette burns. It looked like the kind of desk they used in schools, the ones with sheet metal plates to hide a person’s legs and one big-ass cubby for a few books. Point was, it didn’t look like anyone gave a shit about Greene and his office.

The man himself, maybe sixty or so years old, leaned back in his chair, his gut pressed against his shirt. He hadn’t bothered looking up from my file, his reading glasses low on a hooked nose and his pale eyes dragging from side to side. Something told me he wasn’t really bothering to read anything.

“Felony assault,” he said. “Says here you broke the guy’s jaw, nose and a few ribs.” He finally looked up, peering over the thin rim of his glasses. “Seems a little excessive.” I didn’t reply. “Why’d you do it?”

I’d been asked the same question a hundred times, and my answer remained the same. Problem was, it wasn’t good.

“I was drunk,” I said with a shrug. “He started some shit, and I ended it.”

He shouldn’t have fucking grabbed my girl like that.

I was used to the guys who hung around the club hitting on Rocky when we were together. That didn’t bug me. She handled her own great, but the asshole that tried assault her right fucking there in front of everyone needed his ass beat.

Greene lifted a bushy brow, eying me with a scrutinizing stare. “That it?” He shrugged a shoulder, too.

“I mean, it’s the truth. I could lie and say somethin’ else, but it’s what happened.”

He gave me a begrudging nod. “Fair enough.” Closing the file, he tossed it and his glasses down on the desk. Interlacing his fingers, he looked at me again. “Got a job lined up?”

“Going to look at one today.”

“Got a place?”

“Not yet.”

“Plan on getting in trouble?”

I creased my brow. “Not really.”

He nodded. “Okay. I’ll see you in a couple of weeks.”

Narrowing my eyes, I couldn’t help but press. “That’s it?”

“There anything else you have to say?”

“N-no,” I muttered. “I just figured there was more.”

“Look… The truth is, I don’t give a shit what you do day to day, all right? If I find out you’re doing stupid shit, I’ll send you back, but as long as you don’t make waves, I don’t see why we need to see each other more than every other week.”

I didn’t know what to think. It sounded too perfect to be true, too great. I wasn’t that lucky. Then again, Greene didn’t give the impression of a guy who cared all that much about anything. He looked like he’d been in the game for twenty-plus years and knew what he had to do to get the bare minimum done.

“That work for you?”

“Absolutely,” I replied, agreeing before he could take it back, like he was just dangling the perfect scenario in front of my face.

At least he wouldn’t make me go back to prison just for spending time with my club.

 

* * * *

 

The hardware store was easy to find. Hardwick had been there since before I was born, and nothing had changed. I’d been worried about the criminal record thing, but it turned out the old guy just needed physical labor. I guess he had trouble lifting bulk orders and equipment, so the fact that I was a new release didn’t seem to weigh too heavily on his mind.

I didn’t know what the hell had happened in Pleasant Pointe since I’d left, but shit was moving too easy since release. My PO didn’t give a shit about what I did, and I got a job without a problem? The other shoe was going to drop soon, and it was going to kick me right in the gut.

“Good, good,” Hardwick said, taking a final look over my resume that held jack shit in regards to an actual employment history. “Now, when she gets here, I’ll have Raquel show you around.”

I was wrong. The shoe hit me square in the balls—and it was a steel-toed boot.

Before I finished opening my mouth to speak, the words were ripped right out of my mouth before I had the chance.

“No. Fucking. Way.”

Our gazes drifted down the aisle that led to the back, and standing in the center of it was Rocky.

“Raquel, good.” Hardwick seemed utterly unbothered by the rage seeping into her features. “Show Ray around while I finish his paperwork.”

“Show him… What?”

Hardwick retrieved my resume and headed toward the office door just to the left of the backroom, passing her in the process.

“He’s our new hire.”

Then he was gone, disappearing like he’d never been there.

My insides were roiling, churning, bubbling and everything in between, but I refused to let her see it. Instead, I plastered a smile across my lips. She glared back.

“I didn’t realize you’d turned into a fucking stalker,” she said.

“I honestly had no idea you worked here.”

“Well, now you do, so you need to find somewhere else.”

A bolt of pain pierced me dead center, but I was a pro at keeping it hidden, and I’d somehow managed to keep it all in, despite the fact that she genuinely meant for me to fuck off.

“No,” I said.

Her delicate brow furrowed and just a little of her bravado wavered. “What?”

“I said no. I need a job, and he was hiring. So…I’m staying.”

She opened her mouth to say something, her lips parting, and all I could think about was shoving my tongue down her throat. Or something else.

My dick twitched in response with the memory of how she felt. Her cries of pleasure echoed in the back of my head, distant and growing farther and farther away.

I almost said something, too. I almost showed my hand, but I somehow kept it inside until I could find the right thing to say.

Rocky chewed on her bottom lip in frustration, rolling it between her teeth while she looked away. I knew there was nothing sexual about it, but my mind just made it dirty.

“Fuck,” she sighed. “Come on, then. I guess we might as well get you an apron.”

Rocky turned and headed toward the back room with me right behind her. I’d been given a quick glimpse of it earlier with Hardwick, but honestly wasn’t paying too much attention. I didn’t think he’d give me the job.

The back room couldn’t have been more than fifteen by fifteen feet wide. Giant shelving units lined the walls with excess stock in boxes and tubs. There was a restroom in the back corner, a clock-in thing bolted to the wall, a couple of vending machines and a table where two people could sit and take a break. It wasn’t much, but it was private.

Rocky opened a locker I hadn’t noticed and pulled out an apron. She flapped it a few times to unfold it and offered it to me. When I grabbed it, I touched her hand and she recoiled, but not in disgust.

Seeing the pink filter into her cheeks gave me confidence.

I stepped closer, and she pretended not to notice, but her whole body went tight.

“You all right?” I laced my voice with the growl that made her tremble.

“Stop it,” she muttered.

“I’m not doing anything.”

“Bullshit.” She looked up and met my stare. Her eyes glittered in the light, filled to the brim with conflict, and I was responsible for it. She frowned. “What are you doing here, Ray? Seriously. Did you just come back to fuck with me?” My stomach sank. “For Christ’s sake, it would’ve been better if you just left me alone.”

Rocky turned her back on me and headed for the door, putting an end to the whole thing. There was a finality that scared the shit out of me and forced me to act.

The door was barely opened when I planted my hand on it, slamming it shut.

She jumped and let out a small gasp.

I was so close to her, almost touching. The scent of her hair, her skin and her clothes drifted into my nose. A shiver rippled down my spine, and I couldn’t help but close my eyes.

Everything about that woman drove me insane.

I kept one hand on the door, ensuring it’d stay shut while wrapping the other around her waist.

“I’m not fucking with you.” I let out a heavy sigh, resting my forehead on her crown. A slight tremble vibrated beneath my touch. “I’ve missed you, baby,” I whispered. “Missed your smile, the way you smell…”

My dick took control of my mouth and everything in between. The hand on her waist glided along her stomach, my fingers splayed so I could touch almost all of it. She let out a stuttered breath, and I found it encouraging.

“Missed the way you feel.” I brushed the underside of her breasts, but just like before, my hand preferred the southern route.

Years of practice made it easy for me to undo her jean’s buttons and the zipper with one hand. The denim had scuffed the shit out of my knuckles last time. I was going to avoid it.

I dipped my hand into her panties and shivered when I found her still wet. I was glad I wasn’t the only one excited about what was happening.

The second I grazed her clit, she gasped. Her hips bucked, shoving her perfect ass right into my hardening dick. There was no fighting the groan that rose in my throat, so I didn’t bother trying.

I didn’t hesitate to pick up right where we’d left off at her place, teasing her with a soft touch. It might’ve been mean, but the truth was we both loved the build-up.

At first I was slow, deliberate with each flick of my finger. I explored her sex while giving her little bursts of pleasure that sped up her short breaths. I loved the sound of it and the way she started leaning against me.

She gripped my forearm and slid down until she could hold my wrist. I was afraid she was going to make me stop at first, but no. My girl just held on tight while putting her forehead against the arm I had on the door.

Each pass of my fingers made her hips sway, grinding and scraping against my cock, filling me with even more want. Until that moment, I was pretty sure it would’ve been impossible, but after spending years apart, maybe it was.

Christ, I craved Rocky. It wasn’t even a want anymore. It was a need, a thing so important to my existence that if I didn’t have her close, I’d cease to be.

I thrust my fingers inside. Her pussy clamped down, her hot walls holding tight. I groaned into her hair again. I thought I’d imagined how she felt.

It’s been too fucking long.

I kept working between her legs while my cock ached with longing. Soft gasps filled my ears with each curl of my digits, her fingernails bit into my skin and I just wanted more.

Knowing what she liked, I played into it, pressing the heel of my palm to her clit in the process.

“Come on, baby,” I whispered into her hair. “Let me hear you.”

Whimpering moans fell from her lips, so I pushed even harder. I’d spent my adolescence and my early twenties studying every inch of her body, devoting myself to knowing how it ticked, so I knew how to make her shake.

Her breathing became nothing but short pants while I worked, my forearm burning from the muscle tension. Faster and faster I pumped my fingers until she finally let go, unable to keep it at bay.

Rocky suddenly bit down on my extended arm, digging her teeth in hard while she cried out. She trembled around me, her pussy clamping down and fluttering around my digits while her orgasm washed over her.

I’d all but stopped breathing, dedicating myself to the moment and keeping her shaking knees from giving out completely.

Seconds turned to minutes before she managed to pull herself back into the real world. She relaxed with a sigh, but almost as soon as it happened, the air shifted. I’d felt it once that day already and preemptively pulled back.

“Fuck,” she muttered under her breath, frantically putting her jeans right. I knew in that moment I’d been right. “Fuck!”

And just like that, she was gone, charging through the back door and slamming it behind her.

Alone, I peered down at my hand. Tendrils of her excitement stretched from finger to finger, glistening in the light of the backroom. I hadn’t imagined it. I’d made her quiver a few seconds prior, but that didn’t matter anymore.

My entire body ached to the point breathing was almost impossible and I wasn’t going to survive another minute without some kind of release.

The urge to taste her, to lick her off my skin had been strong, but I had another idea.

Undoing my jeans, I pulled my cock out, biting back a pain-filled groan in the process. Christ, the thing felt like burning steel.

Grasping it tight, I ran my slick hand up and down my shaft. A tingle of relief built in the small of my back, and with each pass, my balls tightened. Keeping my eyes on the prize, my mind swirled with what’d just happened and the sight of my cock glinting with her juices.

I wanna fuck you again, baby.

And I did. I wanted to be buried so goddamn deep inside her that there was no chance we could be separated.

It didn’t take long for my own orgasm to roil up to the surface. Shit, I’d been struggling to keep myself under control for hours, and after feeling her shake against me, I was spoiled for fantasy.

When I came, I had to bite down on my own noises. I wasn’t a quiet guy, and I didn’t really want to lose my job for jacking off in the back room. Hardwick might’ve been okay with my record, but something told me that was a line.

Shaking the sex-haze from my brain, I went to the bathroom to clean up. I had no idea how the hell I was going to work in the same building with her, but that thought quickly drifted into the background when I left the break room and spotted Rocky talking to some guy.

Jealousy sparked inside me.

 


Chapter Three

Raquel

 

Still reeling from what’d happened in the back, I didn’t want to deal with another asshole.

While I sat behind the counter on the stool we kept there, my mind drifted in and out as Alek bitched about something. He wanted to take more of my stuff, but the truth was I hardly cared. There was little I had left to give, and he wasn’t the most important thing in my life.

Movement down an aisle caught my attention and the moment I focused, heat swelled inside me again. It washed through me so intensely that I must have gone crimson.

Ray sauntered forward, looping the apron around his neck and staring at Alek. I’d seen it before, that extreme concentration. It never boded well for whomever the guy had his sights on.

“Everything okay here?” he asked.

Alek turned, eying Ray. “We’re fine.”

“Oh, yeah?”

Ray stepped around the counter and stood beside me, staring down at the much shorter man. The difference was made all the more comical by the fact that the whole counter and the space behind it was on a six-inch platform. It made Ray about seven feet tall.

Alek noticed it, too. He scowled. “Who the hell are you?”

“I’m Ray.”

He’d said it in a way that made me think he figured Alek would’ve known the name. He didn’t and shrugged.

“Okay, well, can you give us a minute, Ray? I need to talk to my wife.”

“Ex.” I hated that I had to repeat it so often.

“Not yet.”

I glared and he smirked, apparently enjoying that I didn’t hide my anger.

“Just look at the paperwork, okay?” he said. “I wanna get this shit done.”

“Then stop dragging it out,” I snapped.

Alek scoffed, rolled his eyes and tapped his knuckles on the countertop as he headed for the door. A second later, the small bell above chimed, and he was gone.

I sighed, running my fingers through my hair.

“You got married?”

“Yup.” I popped the P when I replied.

“Why?”

“It seemed like a good idea at the time.” I didn’t look at him while I spoke, too afraid I would slip back into everything.

“Why’d you split?”

“I woke up,” I said. “Look… If it’s all the same to you, I’d rather not chit-chat, especially about my failed marriage—and least of all with you.”

He chuckled, and the sound raked across my skin.

“After what just happened, I—”

I spun in my seat to face him, stunning him into silence.

“Knock it off,” I barked. “I’m not doing this shit with you, okay?”

He cocked a brow, staying quiet but staring at me, and the old familiar feelings began to surface.

Fucking Christ shit-bag.

“I’m going to go do inventory. You stay here.”

There was no inventory. I just needed an excuse to get away from him.

If I weren’t drowning financially, I would’ve quit.

 

* * * *

 

At the end of the day, I ushered Ray out and locked up. It wasn’t late, but the sun had set some time ago, leaving the orange glow of the streetlights and an eerie stillness to Main Street.

After the locks had clicked into place, I slid the keys into my pocket and headed for the parking lot, not bothering to acknowledge the giant that stayed so close.

“You’ve been avoiding me, haven’t you?” he finally asked.

“Yup.” No point in lying.

“Why?”

“You know why.” I’d nearly made it to my car, clicker ready and waiting.

“Raquel, stop.”

The use of my name forced me to pause. It brought my retreat to an abrupt halt. I couldn’t remember the last time Ray had used it.

“Just say it already,” he said, voice drawing nearer. “Tell me what the fuck the problem is so we can move pass is, ’cause I’m not going anywhere.”

Rage lapped inside me, and I spun to face him. “You want to know what my problem is?” He nodded, and it was all I needed. “Okay. Fine. You are my fucking problem. You show up here out of nowhere and act like we’re supposed to pick up where we left off. Fuck you. You don’t get to act like everything’s fine after what you fucking did.”

“We broke up, Rock. Shit. It happens. I was in prison. The fuck did you think would happen?”

“I don’t know! But I didn’t expect you to look me in the eye and tell me ‘This shit isn’t worth it anymore. Go find some other dude. I’m done.’ And to add insult to injury, you take me off your visitation list and send my mail back. Then, after years of fucking nothing, you stroll in like some Billy Badass, like I should forget about the bullshit way you dumped me and melt. And I do! I always fucking will because I still love you, and I hate it. I hate you!”

I was left shaking after the stream of conscious rant. Each breath was like a knife in my lungs, my eyes burned with tears and the lump in my throat threatened to choke me. I was about to start bawling if I didn’t put an end to the conversation quick.

“Eight years,” I said. “We had eight years before you got locked up, two more after and it meant dick to you. Fine, but I actually gave a shit. I…” I stopped myself and shook my head. Taking in a long breath, I let it out slowly, gathering my shit before I exploded again. “I’m going home.”

When I tried to leave again, Ray wisely didn’t stop me. I might’ve become violent if he had.

 

* * * *

 

At home, I immediately took a shower. The hot water streamed from the wonky showerhead, a specific beam of it drilling into the top of my head. I’d complain to management a hundred times. Still it wasn’t fixed. Fuck it.

While the nearly boiling water cascaded down me, all I could think about was the man whose touch I wanted to wash off. So many emotions had finally come to the surface and were given a target, the target. I hated him, hated his smug attitude, his smug smile, his face and everything in between. But worst of all, I hated myself. My body betrayed me more than once.

And it always would. I wasn’t stupid enough to deny it. That was why we’d stayed together for so long. We were able to survive all the bullshit because the draw between us was too strong for anything to rip it apart.

I dropped my head, allowing the water to flow down my face. I wanted to forget, to ignore the feeling still rolling around inside me. There were other things to deal with in my life, and I didn’t need him on top of them. Between the divorce and my asshole husband, I would rather not deal with more than a decade of my past, too.

A flash of heat accompanied the image of him in my mind, fueled by his rough words.

“Did you miss my cock?”

The answer would forever remain the same. Yes.

“I want to fuck you, baby.”

My lips parted on a breath while my breasts became heavy. Memories of his rough hands running over my body, disappearing between my legs were so much newer than the ones I’d had over the previous few years.

Mind racing, I recalled his hard body pressed against mine, his mouth and cock.

Bolts of pleasure tore through my limbs, forcing me to realize that my own hand had found a home between my thighs, strumming and stroking in a desperate bid to release the tension.

The self-loathing returned with a vengeance, but some small, meek little voice in the back of my head reminded me that it was fine, that it would make all those feelings disappear.

I moved my fingers faster, my mind finding an image of Ray and me fucking on his bike when we were together. Out in the open, we’d pulled over to the side of the road and I’d crawled into his lap, bouncing on his dick without a care as to whether or not we would’ve been caught. Nothing had mattered in that moment beyond satisfying ourselves.

There were so many like it to choose from that it took no effort for another orgasm to sweep through me. No need to stifle the cry, I let it bounce off the tile walls, surrounding me completely.

My irritation with myself helped clear my head quickly, to the point I was able to pull myself back into the real world.

“Fuck,” I grumbled.

Slapping the handle down, I turned off the water and stormed out of the shower, angry for the slip because I knew it would happen more and more often with him being home.

 

 


Chapter Four

Raquel

 

Work was going to be a chore for a while. Turned out I was the one who had to train Ray. I guess it didn’t surprise me, but I was far from happy about it.

Sitting on my stool and leaned forward on the countertop, I had the classifieds open and resting between my propped elbows. The print had run together a long time ago, a haze of grays that made my temples throb. If I could’ve stopped, I would have.

The door opened and in walked Ray. A part of me had hoped he might’ve quit.

With a chin-jut of recognition that I didn’t return, he headed into the back and emerged a few seconds later, tugging his apron on. He was at my side a minute later, sitting on a stool of his own and leaning against the back corner of our little hideaway.

“What’re you doin’?” he asked after less than twenty seconds of silence.

“Looking for another job.”

“Why?”

I could hear the scowl in the word, so I didn’t bother looking up to confirm it.

“Because I need it,” I said with a sigh. “My paycheck here’s fine, but I’m drowning.”

I sat upright, straightening my back and listening to it pop along the way. There was no way for me to know how long I’d been hunched over, but given the way my muscles were screaming, it must’ve been a hot minute.

“Why not get a job at the club?”

He’d said it so casually that I could’ve sworn I hadn’t heard him right. Rolling my head toward him, Ray remained the picture of ease, his thick arms crossed and a curious expression on his face.

“You kidding? I’m not going to shake my ass for a bunch of biker pricks.”

The corner of his mouth turned up, tugging his facial hair along with it. My pulse quickened regardless of my desires to keep it under control.

“I meant servin’ drinks or something. Bet Reese could help you out, no problem.”

A little bit of hope filtered in through the shit that’d consumed me for so long. Whether I wanted to or not, I started to consider the offer.

Then images of the ‘suck-you-bye’ flashed in the back of my head.

Women hung around MCs all the time. It was a thing, probably a fetish for plenty of them. They seemed to enjoy the danger or romanticized being a biker’s ol’ lady. It was fucking stupid, but the guys of any club would cherish that attention. They were viewed as rock stars by those women, who did anything the guy wanted just for a chance to be noticed.

It was a little sad, really.

Each club had a nickname for their female hangers-on. In keeping with the devil motif, the women that hung around the Infernals were called succubae, like the female sex demon. I couldn’t say who’d done it, but someone back in the day decided that it was perfect because that was the relationship the members had with those women in a nutshell. They’d suck you, then bye!

Honestly, it was far cleverer than I wanted to admit.

“No thanks,” I said while a pit formed in my stomach. “I don’t want to be ogled and fondled like the rest of the suck-you-bye are.”

Ray chuckled, and I loved the sound.

Jesus.

“No one’ll mess with you,” he said. “I mean, shit. You know half the guys, anyway. Might need to reintroduce you to a couple, but I bet it’d be fine.”

“You wouldn’t,” I said. “I kept in touch for a while.”

My gut wrenched. I hadn’t meant to admit that part.

Ray shifted, leaning forward and resting his forearms on his knees. “What do you mean?”

His voice had taken on a very distinct tone, and I couldn’t help turning to see if my assumptions had been correct. They were.

His jaw had gone tight and his eyes a shade darker. There was jealousy in his face, jealousy and warning. I liked it so much and quickly chastised myself for it.

The longer he’s around, the more like I was I become.

“What?” I laced my question with innocence. It probably sounded as fake as it was. “You worried I fucked some of them while you were away?”

The muscle in his jaw coiled, rolling beneath the stubble while he cocked his head. It looked painful. I smiled, not bothering to hide the fact.

“Oh, knock it off. Jesus.” I turned my eye back to my paper. “Like you even care.”

“Depends who it was.”

I scoffed. “First of all, you don’t get to say shit about who I have sex with anymore. And second, it’s no one I didn’t fuck before you went in.”

The tension to my right relaxed, and Ray finally uncrossed his arms. He seemed to take solace in the fact that I hadn’t hooked up with any of the newcomers. They weren’t my style.

My connection with the club, the frequency I was at any of their gatherings or weekend parties, had dwindled sharply when Ray dumped me. It was the way of things, to the point I didn’t care and very few of them came to me after the fact. The only ones that had were Jay, Jon and Griff. Griff stuck around the longest and was the one I’d hooked up with when the need arose, but I doubted Ray would have minded. The three of us had our fun back in the day.

Doesn’t matter, anyway. He doesn’t get a say.

I kept my gaze on the classifieds, reading and rereading the same bullshit that meant nothing. The prospect of working for tips at a bar where the drunks couldn’t keep their cash to themselves did make for a decent offer.

“Sure,” I finally said. Rolling my head to the side, I looked at him. “If it’s a normal job, sure.”

He arched a brow. “You willing to talk to Reese about it?”

Ah, yes. Can’t do anything without Daddy’s say so.

“Sure.”

“Okay. We’ll hit it up after work.”

I nodded and went back to the newspaper. Might not choose anything, but it would still help knowing what was out there when I inevitably had to look for a third job.

 

* * * *

 

After locking up, Ray and I headed for the parking lot. He straddled his bike, and I went for my car but never quite made it.

“Come on,” he said, offering me his helmet.

I paused, keys at the ready, and looked at him.

“Excuse me?”

He shook it at me, a beckoning motion meant to tempt me to his side.

“Um, I can drive my car.”

Ray cocked his head, twisting his face into a sort of really? expression that made me scowl.

“Just get on. Bike’s quicker.”

He wasn’t wrong, but with that came the realization that I hadn’t been on a bike since Ray, and God love me, that’d been my favorite thing in the world once upon a time.

Wrapping my fingers around the hard plastic helmet had been the thing to snap me back into reality. I hadn’t realized that I’d approached him, let alone seemed willing to jump back into the old days.

I froze, holding the object limply in my grasp. It was familiar, from the helmet to the bike to the man sitting on it. All of it represented that thing that I loved, that part of my life when, no matter how complicated things got, they were better than they’d been since.

“Shit,” I mumbled.

I could’ve lied to myself and said I wasn’t going to get on the back of his Harley, lie and pretend that I had common sense, but I didn’t. With familiarity opening its arms to me, beckoning me into its warm embrace, I rushed for it.

Throwing my leg over the back, I gathered my hair on top of my head and clamped it down with his helmet. It was the only way the damn thing fit.

“Fucking melon-head,” I said, adjusting the strap under my chin.

Ray chuckled and righted the bike. I grabbed his waist, and after kicking the beast to life, we rolled out of the parking lot.

The rumble of the bike penetrated my bones, rattling them around inside my body. Wind whipped at my face, stinging my eyes. Each turn made it seem like we could wipe out at any moment. It was terrifying—and I fucking loved it.

I fisted his shirt, pressing my body against his and leaned into the wild turns that took us closer to the edge of town and Infernal territory.

 

 


Chapter Five

Raquel

 

The thirty-minute journey came and went faster than I’d expected. I’d been so engrossed in the journey, so happy to fall into it again that I hadn’t been paying attention to where we were in it.

Ray slowed the beast and guided it onto the rough driveway. The property in question was enormous, bigger than most people assumed it could have been.

Off the freeway, using the access road, a person could drive into the main business area of the club. A wide driveway big enough for multiple vehicles gave the visitor a chance to go left, right or straight.

To the left was the clubhouse, the bar set far in the back, almost away from everything. Just behind it was a large metal building that’d been turned into a bevy of small apartments and storage for God knew what. It was the farthest back because that was where they threw their parties, where the people came to let loose. I hadn’t been to one in a while, but it wasn’t uncommon for a few dozen bikes and just as many vehicles to be parked in the dirt, illustrating just how many attended the almost-weekly bacchanalias.

At the top of the T-shaped drive was the mechanics’ shop. Separated from the clubhouse, it was still a hundred yards off and where the club maintained their legitimate income alongside the tow yard.

To the right and no doubt taking the largest amount of real estate had been the tow-junkyard. They had their own compressor, sold scrap and towed vehicles from time to time, and in a town the size of Pleasant Pointe, they raked in the cash.

Ray guided us toward the clubhouse where a dozen bikes and vehicles were already parked. They weren’t in the swing of things, given it was a Wednesday, but some never slept.

We parked and I got off first, slapping the dust from my clothes. Ray took the helmet when I removed it, draping it over his handlebars before putting his arm on my shoulders and walking me to the clubhouse. I immediately shrugged it off. He didn’t try again.

Men and women littered the surrounding area, sitting at or on picnic tables, leaning against cars or in folding chairs that’d been set up around. Music poured from the open doors of the bar, rock tunes with pounding bass and guitar riffs while clouds of various types of smoke wafted around us.

People laughed and talked, cursed and drank. Thick men who’d no doubt spent time in prison eyed me. Some had guns peeking out from the waist of their sagging jeans, others with large hunting knives on their hips. Most, but not all, wore a leather vest, a cut, with the smiling devil indicating their Infernal status.

It was an intimidating thing to witness and would send most anyone unaccustomed running, but I wasn’t afraid. I’d never been afraid. Instead, each step I took caused my posture to correct, and by the time we entered the bar, I was standing tall.

The crowd inside was just as raucous as those out, but in the confined space, it came across as far more rambunctious.

A tremor trickled through my body as I scanned those drinking. I was home.

Ray parted the crowd, clearing the path to the lacquered bar that ran the length of the back wall. A man stood behind it with agitation staining his handsome face, but it brightened the moment he spotted me.

“Holy shit,” he chimed in a happy voice. “What’re you doin’ here, babe?”

I said nothing but pointed at Ray. Griff’s gaze traveled to the tall man leaning against the bar. Something wicked flickered in his dark eyes. I loved Griff.

He was a good-looking guy with dark features, a square jaw and a nose a little broader than usual because it’d been broken a dozen times. He was thick with muscle, covered in ink and the sweetest, weirdest, most violent man I’d ever been lucky enough to meet. Hell, I was fairly certain that his freak streak and violent tendencies outweighed his brother Jon’s.

The guy bare-knuckle brawled with other members and prospects for fun, for God’s sake.

Griff was also really, really fun in bed and the one to call if someone was looking for something a little rough. That was probably why he slid into me and Ray’s twisted little coupling so easily.

Helped that he was in it for nothing more than a good time. The guy was the picture of I don’t give a fuck.

“Reese around?” Ray asked.

“Course he is. Why?”

“Evidently, it seems like you guys might need another bartender,” I said.

Griff lifted his brows, a grin turning the corner of his lips. “No shit?” I nodded. “You sure you wanna work here?”

“Dude, I need the cash,” I replied.

His brows twitched and the happiness faded from his features. He turned a more serious eye to Ray and seemed to ask a silent question before he looked at me again.

“If you need anything, I can—”

I held up my hand, silencing him in an instant. “I just need a job.”

He didn’t appear all too willing to do so but didn’t push his offer any further.

“Okay,” he said in resignation. “Well, Reese is somewhere in the back, I think,” he told Ray.

After a nod, the giant ginger headed off, leaving me behind with Griff.

Without a word, he reached below my line of sight and produced a beer, twisting off the cap and sliding it over.

“Seriously,” he said, planting his hands on the bar top while I took a sip. “You know I can loan you some cash, right?”

It was such a sweet offer that I would’ve reached out and hugged him if there hadn’t been a giant chunk of wood between us.

“And I appreciate it, but I’d rather manage it on my own. I don’t like owing people money.”

He shrugged, but the stern expression hadn’t faded. “You sure you wanna work here, though? Place can get kind of rowdy.”

“I remember.”

He cocked a thick brow. “I’m serious, Rock. The old timers, they’ll leave you alone ’cause they know you and shit, but the newer guys? Transfers? They can get pretty handsy.”

He wasn’t wrong. Even when I had been dating Ray, it wasn’t uncommon for someone who didn’t know who I was to grab my ass, pull me to them or flat-out try to fuck me right then and there. It never ended well for them, and it wouldn’t happen a second time, but that didn’t prevent it altogether.

I shivered at the memory of the guy who’d tried to rape me, too drunk to realize what kind of situation he was in. Ray had nearly beaten him to death and gained a ten-year sentence for his troubles.

“I know,” I said. “But the divorce is kicking my ass. Christ, you should see how much I owe my lawyer.”

He chuckled. “And that’s why I’ll never get married.”

“Mm-hmm. That and you’re in love with me.”

He flashed a wide smile and winked, blowing me a kiss in the process. Truth was, Griff enjoyed the game too much. I could never see him settling down, and if he did, it would have to be one amazing woman.

Ray returned a second later with the man himself strolling behind.

Reese Clarke stood with his back straight and broad shoulders wide. While he had a bit of a gut that came with age, not many of those years touched his face. If it weren’t for the white hair, he would’ve looked no older than his late forties—a stark contrast to him being in his late sixties instead.

A large man, Reese had always scared me. It hadn’t been his overall size, either. In reality, he stood perhaps six-foot even. What had made him seem so big and so imposing was his attitude. While plenty of men with power whooped and hollered and shouted when they got angry, he remained collected. The guy never had to raise his voice, and there was something terrifying about that.

Pale eyes missed nothing and soon that gaze fell to me. A small twinkle glittered in them, though I had no idea why. I couldn’t remember him giving much of a shit about me when I was hanging around.

“Rocky,” he said with his thick, gravelly voice. “Ray here tells me you’re lookin’ for a job behind the bar.”

I cast Ray a glance, arching a brow in the process. In that moment, I had a choice. I could either out him for lying to the president, tell Reese that it was bullshit and Ray was offering jobs behind his back or I could roll with it.

Ray kept my eye, his expression blank.

Option two, I guess.

“Something like that,” I said, looking to the president of the MC once more. “I need some extra cash, and I can read beer labels, so…” I shrugged, hoping to keep it innocent.

Reese looked me up and down and seemed to think on something. He glanced at Ray.

“For Rabid,” he said. I shivered at the nickname. To the club, it meant something much different than it did between him and me. “As a coming-home present, I think we can work something out.” His gaze drifted back to me. “You work under the table, tips you keep, don’t start shit and I think we’ll be fine.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good. You start Friday.”

And with that, he walked away, disappearing to do whatever it was a man like him did.

A wide grin broke across Ray’s face the second the older man had left. I rolled my eyes, but a smirk toyed with my lips.

“Come on, stupid. I need to get home. Bye, Griff.”

He waved, and together Ray and I returned to the hardware store.

I couldn’t say if I was glad for the second job, but I knew I needed it—and being paid without taxes taken out could help.

Looks like I’m going to see a lot more of Ray, too. Shit…

 

 


Chapter Six

Ray

 

It was Friday night, and I’d been watching Rocky like a hawk since she’d walked through the door. She’d strolled in around ten o’clock wearing a tight black shirt and black jeans that looked like they’d been painted on. There were women hanging around that wore less. Hell, there were a couple wearing nothing at all, but something about Rocky being fully clothed made her hard to ignore.

I might’ve been biased.

Griff had given her a pretty quick tutorial then let her rip, and to my girl’s credit, she seemed to be holding her own. There were plenty of demanding people barking at her for beers and shots, but she didn’t wilt under any of them.

I stayed back. She was already hanging on by a thread when it came to being around me, so I didn’t want to push her even more and end up losing everything.

Around midnight, she disappeared through the back door and Griff took over, along with a prospect. I couldn’t help following after her, and my buzzed brain found a hundred ways to justify it.

When I popped through the back door, I found her not far from it, her hips forward while she leaned her shoulders against the wall. She rolled her head toward me. I didn’t realize how much I’d expected her to tell me to fuck off again until she didn’t.

“Break?” I asked, sauntering forward and leaning next to her.

“Mm-hmm.” She took a deep breath and rested her head against the wall, closing her eyes to gather herself.

“How’s your first night?” My gaze remained fixed to her and the way the exterior lights’ soft glow made her shine.

“Hectic,” she said, letting out another sigh. “But it’s going okay.”

There was nothing to say, so I didn’t bother adding anything and instead reached into my shirt’s breast pocket and removed a joint I’d rolled earlier in the day. She watched me clasp it between my lips and retrieve a lighter.

“Want some?” I asked, pressing the flame to the tip.

She surprised me with her answer. “Sure.”

Doing my best to keep my smile to myself, I lit the joint and breathed deep, filling my lungs with the familiar ached of smoke. Holding it deep, I offered it to her, and she did the same.

We fell into a nice silence. It wasn’t comfortable, really, but it was a hell of a lot nicer than the shit that’d followed us around during the week.

Maybe ten minutes passed and the joint was gone, leaving behind the buzz of good THC. I had some booze in my system, too, so I felt pretty damn good.

Some rustling to the side caught my attention. Rolling my head toward it, I was surprised to find some guy I didn’t know and one of the suck-you-bye stumbling to the dumpsters. I cocked a brow at it. I already knew what was coming, but I wanted to see if I was right. Sure enough, she dropped to her knees.

A chuckle rumbled around in my throat. It wasn’t all that uncommon for shit like that to happen around the club. People just didn’t care and gave in to whatever they wanted. All I could say was more power to the guy.

But the sight did stir my own feelings. Blood started pumping, and the second the guy grabbed his girl’s head and started to use it, my dick sprang up.

I grabbed it, groaning at the slow ache forming.

“Jesus, you still have no control,”

I rolled my head to the side and looked at her. She was smiling, shaking her head at me. Running my bottom lip through my teeth, I gave my dick a hard squeeze and groaned, drawing her eye.

“And?”

She cocked a brow at me. “You going to jack-off watching or something?”

“Maybe,” I said with a shrug. “Unless you wanna give me a hand.”

Rocky laughed, a real one for a change, and it made me realize how much I missed the sound of it. If anything, that probably made my dick harder than the blowjob happening a few yards away.

“Don’t tell me you don’t like it, too,” I said. She stared at me through her lashes, smile lingering just a little. “Doesn’t matter what you say. I remember what you like, y’know.”

Her lips parted with a breath, and I didn’t even try not to stare.

“So.” Her voice was soft and laced with something sultry that made my balls tighten. “You saying you want me on my knees, too?”

An evil chuckle left me before I could pull it back and I smirked. “Maybe. Unless you’ve got a better idea.”

I could practically see the suggestions running through her head. My girl had some freaky demons just like me, and all they needed was a little love.

“Get on yours,” she said.

There was no hesitation. I didn’t even pause to think about what she’d said. In fact, I might’ve started moving before she’d finished the sentence.

Pushing off the wall, I squared myself on her, standing as tall as I could. She didn’t stop me when I started undoing her jeans or when I shoved them down just far enough.

Just like the chick in the background, I dropped to my knees and buried my face where I wanted it most.

Rocky gasped and fought a moan when I ran my tongue up her slit, parting her lips. The flavor that was only her exploded on my tongue, and there was no way to keep the animal back. I dove for her pussy, a desperate, starving man who needed more.

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned, cradling the back of my head and shoving my face deeper.

I found her clit and sucked it between my lips, flicking my tongue over the bundle of nerves. Christ, I hated her jeans. I wanted to rip them off and thread her legs over my shoulders. I wanted her thighs to squeeze my head and shake when she came like they used to.

She rocked her hips in time with what I was doing. Grabbing one hand, she planted it against her chest, molding me around her breast. I squeezed it, massaged it and even pinched her nipple hard. All the while, she kept begging me for more. There was no being quiet like she was in the back room. My girl let me hear how much she liked it.

She scraped the back of my head with her fingernails, sending biting sparks of pleasure down my spine and straight to my balls.

“D-don’t stop.” The words held an undeniable whimper, trembling with each syllable.

I went to work, desperate to get her to shake, and calling on every trick I knew, I got exactly what I wanted.

Her breathing turned shallow seconds before everything changed. Rocky’s cry of pleasure filled my ears while her orgasm rolled through her body. I slowed down but didn’t stop, tracing circles over her clit with the tip of my tongue.

She panted and twitched, groaning when she became too sensitive. Fuck, I’d missed that sound, that feeling of her coming.

The second she put some pressure on my shoulders, I pulled back and stood. Wiping my hand down my face, I stared at her. Even in the shitty light, there was no getting around the blush or how exhausted she’d become. To say I was proud was a hell of an understatement.

Every inch of me hurt. My muscles burned and my dick felt like it was on fire, but I wasn’t going to do anything until she gave me an indication as to what she wanted.

A tense moment passed between us. She could’ve told me to turn around and walk away. She could’ve told me to fuck off like she had a dozen times before, and I would’ve done it, but Christ, I prayed she didn’t. She had to know what she’d done to me, what tasting her did. Hell, my cock was pitching the biggest tent. No way she didn’t know.

Rocky pushed herself off the wall and grabbed my shirt. She spun us around and shoved me against it. I couldn’t fight the little grunt that escaped.

I loved it when she was forceful.

 

 


Chapter Seven

Raquel

 

He stared at me through his lashes, his full lips parted while he breathed deep. It looked like he was too pent up to do much else.

We stared at one another, and as much as I wanted to rip off our clothes and have my way with him, he didn’t deserve that. He didn’t deserve to be fucked or sucked, no matter how much I enjoyed both with him. That being said, I wasn’t going to walk away, either.

Stepping forward, I closed the distance between us, not bothering to fix my own clothes before I had. I didn’t break eye contact while I went to work on his belt and jeans. Ray bit down, grinding his jaw. He kept his shoulders against the rough brick, his hips forward like I’d been when he arrived.

Without hesitation, I reached into his jeans and wrapped my hand around his cock. He flinched, sucking in a sharp breath through his teeth when I had. In the same breath, I pulled him out.

I let him stay like that, dick literally out, while I dipped into my own jeans and gathered as much of my slick excitement as possible.

Hand glistening, I leaned on the wall beside him, my body at an angle and pushed the head of his cock through my partially closed fist. I slid it down his thick shaft, squeezing as hard as I knew he could manage.

Ray choked on a gasp before letting out a long, shaking sigh. He slumped in place, his eyelids fluttering while he rolled his head toward me. Snaking an arm around my waist, he held me tight.

I was slow and deliberate with my actions, twisting my fist while I stroked him in time to my own rhythm. Each passing second caused my body to react as well. It drew my eye and kept it.

Massaging the tip, I rolled my wrist so I could maneuver it just right. There was no denying how much I enjoyed having his throbbing cock in my hand or the control that it gave me. It didn’t matter how tall he was, how strong or dangerous, because in that moment, I was the one in charge—and he knew it.

He sucked in a sharp breath, a groan radiating deep in his throat. His fingers bit into my skin, clenching with each twist of my grip.

Ray began to massage my back, to run his hand up and down before slipping it into my pants and squeezing my ass. He pulled me close, letting me lean in so I could breathe along his neck. He leaned into me, too, his temple resting against my forehead.

After a little while, my hand started drying out. Letting go, I touched myself to get more lubrication. Ray had been still for the majority of the interaction, but sprang to life when I’d let go.

“Don’t stop,” he said with a whine lacing the words.

“Shh, shh, shh,” I whispered into his ear. “I’m not done yet.”

With my hand slick once more, I returned to stroking him. Ray immediately groaned, sinking and letting out a heavy sigh.

“Fuck,” he mumbled.

The hand that’d been massaging my ass traveled deeper into my jeans until he had the chance to dip his fingers between my legs. I’d been so excited since the whole ordeal began that it took no effort at all for him to draw the slickness back. He traced a circle over the ring of muscle a second before guiding his middle finger inside my ass. A familiar jolt of pleasure trickled through me as a result. Ray was the only one I’d ever let touch me there.

“That’s it,” he mumbled.

I increased my pace and the strength behind it. “Like that, baby?”

“Mm-hmmm.” He slowly pumped his finger, once again giving me that delightful tickle he used to. “Was it me that got you this wet?”

“Yes,” I said without hesitation. “You always knew how to make me shake.”

He groaned. “I wanna fuck you, Rock.”

His hips began to move in time with me.

“Yeah?” I nipped his earlobe.

He nodded. “Spread your legs and fuck you on the pool table.”

Images of it, of everyone watching, flashed in my mind.

He took my jaw with his free hand, bringing me close enough so that his lips brushed mine. Each panting breath filled me with the desire for more, a problem that would never leave us. In that moment, I didn’t care. I was happy to swim in it forever.

Ray’s fingers bit into my jaw and cheek. He was getting close, and I knew exactly what would push him over the edge.

“Or, what if I just dropped to my knees, hmm?” I jerked him harder, faster. “What if I just let you skull-fuck me like you used to?”

“Oh, shit,” he moaned.

“That what you want, baby, huh? You want that?”

“Yeah,” he said with a sigh. “Fuck, I love shoving this cock deep down your throat, bobbin’ your head up and down till I come.”

“I want it, too.” I laced every syllable with a moan. “Give it to me, Rabid. Give it all to me.”

I bit into the side of his neck hard, rolling the muscles and tendons beneath my teeth the way I knew he loved. Ray roared, but the sound held no pain.

At the same instant, he spilled himself in my hand, panting while his hot seed landed on me and the cracked asphalt beneath our feet. I kept my pace, no sign of slowing while I wrung every drop out that I could.

His eyes slammed shut, Ray continued to shake, his entire body clenched and rigid, and when his trembling breath released, I slowed. He began to relax and with it, so did my actions until everything went still.

The air cleared, and I let him go. It seemed to snap him back into the moment.

Ray forced his eyes open and stared at me with a drugged expression that I, quite honestly, was arrogantly proud of.

Without a word, I stepped around him and headed inside to clean up. I’d left him in the alley to recuperate as best he could.

Once I’d washed my hand and looked myself over in the mirror, I returned to my perch behind the bar with the intent of finishing my shift. Ray showed up a few minutes later as put together as he could’ve been.

He glanced at me periodically, staring through the crowd while I did my best to concentrate on whatever task I needed to, but it was difficult. I was still reeling from our game outside and, even though I knew it was stupid, I couldn’t help considering something physical. Was it a smart idea? Christ, no. Would it give me something to take my mind off the bullshit in my life? Absolutely.

 

* * * *

 

At work the following day, I was a little tired, though making nearly a hundred dollars in tips helped take away some of the sting. But I was still exhausted and in need of some coffee.

Ray was sitting in the corner that’d become his favorite perch with his arms crossed, chewing on some gum. There was nothing else to do, and I wasn’t going to make work when there wasn’t any. For the time being, I chose to embrace the nearly dead atmosphere inside the store.

To the best of my recollection, Ray had never had a job outside the club. The guy must have been losing his mind with the tedium.

I read whenever it was slow and did my best to that morning, but admittedly hadn’t retained any of the information.

Out of nowhere, the bell above the door dinged, drawing my attention. An older man, tall and skinny, approached me with a half-smile.

“Hi, how can I help you?”

“Three-inch wood screws?”

I guided him to an aisle to the left where screws and nails of all size were tucked away. He disappeared and returned a few minutes later with a paper bag in hand.

I took it, placed it on the scale and typed up the cost. After he paid, he grabbed the screws and left. The whole thing took less than five minutes and brought in a whole three dollars.

Alone again, I went back to my book and managed to read a couple of lines before my attention wavered again.

“So, that’s it?” Ray asked.

My spine shivered at the sound of his voice. “Yup,” I replied.

“Easy job.”

“Mm-hmmm.”

I did my best to ignore him and the tingling sensation that coursed through my body whenever he was nearby, but it was hard to do.

Hardwick emerged from the back room and appeared to be on his way out for the day.

“Raquel,” he said, drawing my gaze. He set a small stack of papers on the counter and my heart sank at the sight of them. “We’re going to start rearranging things, now that we have the muscle.”

I glanced back at Ray and noted the smug smile. He winked at me. Rolling my eyes, I turned my attention back to the schematics Hardwick had set on the countertop.

“We can do an aisle or two at a time, take it slow,” Hardwick said. “You think you guys can do that?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good.” He smiled. “Have a good night, you two.”

After he disappeared, I took the papers in hand and looked over the soon-to-be layout of the store. It didn’t seem too bad, but I wasn’t all that happy for it. Moving tags was a bitch.

“It gonna be hard?” Ray asked.

“Not really. Just tedious.”

Gathering them up, I stood and shimmied by him to get out. My ass scraped his thigh, but I did my best to ignore it and the fact that he was following me.

I chose to check out the back wall first. The shop had about five aisles and a back wall lined with stock. The back wall had the big shit—the compressors, painters, saws and everything else that had to be plugged in. It was the stuff that was going to be the hardest to lug around and move because of the overall size.

Looking over the new schematic, I noted that the pattern would make things easier to find. It seemed as though Hardwick chose to put the piece of machinery at the end of an appropriate aisle. For example, the saws and sanders would be at the end of the aisle that had the small inventory of wood and molding we sold. The drills and nail guns were at the end of the aisle with the screw and nails—and so on.

So deep in thought, I hadn’t been paying attention to Ray until he spoke.

“Was this the kind of rope that hurt your wrists or no?”

I turned and my eyes went wide. He stood behind me in front of the wall of chains and rope, holding a strip of bright red, nylon cord in hand.

My heart raced and stomach dropped while heat bloomed in my cheeks. His smirk grew.

“Or was it the natural kind?” he asked.

The words caught in my throat, unable to make it beyond the lump that’d formed. As though determined to make it worse or because he was enjoying the moment, Ray took the rope tight in hand and snapped it at me. I jumped in response, and he chuckled.

Memories coursed through my head, flashing images of my wrists tied to the bed while he had his way with me, or when he’d tied my hands together and suspended me from an engine crank in the mechanics shop, his toes barely scraping the concrete floor, and he proceeded to fuck me within an inch of sanity.

I had no doubt my cheeks were the color of the object he held.

Mumbling under my breath, I replied, “It was the hemp rope that burned.”

He grinned, and I couldn’t help scowling.

“Knock it off,” I said, turning my gaze back to the wall.

“I was just asking a question.”

“No, you weren’t.”

He appeared in the corner of my eye a second later, and I did my best to ignore him.

“I don’t understand why you’re so flustered,” he said.

“Will you just focus, please?”

He grumbled something under his breath, and while I wasn’t certain what he’d said, I could’ve sworn I caught the words hot and cold. It was a fair enough criticism after the previous night.

“What’re we doin’, anyway?”

I filled him in on the plan, pointing out how Hardwick wanted everything to be set up. He took it all in stride, which I respected, given he was the one who would have to deal with the bulk of it. I wasn’t going to pick up and move boxes of small compressors or pressure pots. That was all the biker’s job.

“Okay,” he said. “So, where do you want to start?”

I let out a sigh that came across as more irritated than I’d meant it to.

“Honestly, I don’t.” Scratching the back of my head, I did everything I could to prepare myself for the tedium. “I guess we can just start pulling things down a section at a time.”

Starting in the back right corner of the store, I began to pull down the drills and stack the boxes along the aisle so they were out of the way. With a sigh, Ray helped.

 

 


Chapter Eight

Ray

 

We’d been working on the back wall for an hour or better. I’d lost track of time. It was some of the most boring shit I’d ever done in my life, but it was part of the job.

Thank God we were about to close.

Exiting the bathroom, I spotted Rocky standing on a stepstool struggling with something heavy. The little piece of wooden furniture was wobbling, and I didn’t trust it not to send her tumbling to the floor.

Dashing forward, I grabbed her by the waist. The wobbling immediately stopped, and she let out a heavy breath.

“Thanks,” she said.

“No problem.”

With the threat of falling gone, she put the box back on the top shelf and stepped down. I should’ve let her go. She didn’t need me anymore, but that didn’t seem to matter.

I glided my hands up her sides with each step down until she stood on the tile floor with my touch nestled right beneath her breasts. The slope of them rested in the crook of my index fingers and thumbs, letting me feel the weight.

Rocky sucked in a sharp breath, and at any second, I expected her to push me away, to snap at me for touching her, but she didn’t. In fact, she didn’t do anything beyond gripping the shelf tighter.

A tense moment passed, and the longer we went without anything interrupting us, the more confident I became.

I turned her in place. She stared up at me, her cheeks turning bright pink and eyes shades darker. I’d seen that look a thousand times, and it just fueled me further.

Using the toe of my boot, I maneuvered the stepstool between us and knelt onto it. The thing gave me the perfect amount of height I needed.

Keeping her stare, I guided her shirt up. She never stopped me, never even hinted that I should have.

She wasn’t wearing a bra, so I got to see those perfect little tits the second her shirt was pushed up under her chin.

There was no more holding back. I had to taste them. It’d been too fucking long.

When we were younger, she’d been so self-conscious about her chest. She would shy away from me when I tried to touch them, compare them to other women and wore thick-ass push-up bras to make it look like there was more hidden under her shirt. I loved them. They had the perfect shape, a soft teardrop with the most responsive nipples. I could blow on them and they’d harden in an instant. I loved to play with her breasts, drawing them almost completely into my mouth. The sounds she made and the way she writhed beneath me when I did made it second only to being inside her.

Dipping forward, I claimed her nipple between my lips, sucking it hard enough that she shivered against me. Rocky let out a sultry whimper and held my head tight while I flicked my tongue over the nub, nibbled on it and kneaded its twin in my hand.

I danced between the two, slow and intentional with each action. I wanted my girl to enjoy it as much as I did. I wanted her to remember how good I could make her feel, because it was all I’d thought about when I was locked up.

She panted and sighed, cradling my head in one hand while running the other up and down my back.

Ready to go through my skin, I moved up her body, kissing her neck while I continued to touch everything else. I needed release or I was going to explode.

My lips grazed hers when I spoke. “I need to be inside you, baby. Let me—”

The words died in my throat the second she went for my belt. Frantic but deliberate jerks saw it undone in an instant.

There was no fighting the groan of relief that escaped me.

Finally.

The second she grabbed my jean’s buttons, the bell above the door jingled, breaking through the moment. Rocky drew back enough to speak.

“We’re closing,” she called out.

She undid my button but paused. There was no response, and even through the haze that surrounded us, we both seemed to notice.

With a growl, she wiggled out from beneath me and went in search of the intruder. I was pissed, every muscle tight, but it wasn’t as though I could fuck her with a customer in the store.

Or…could I?

Technically, I could’ve grabbed her and fucked her against a shelf in one of the other aisles. The customer might not even go down that aisle, either.

Or maybe I could’ve just taken her to the counter and fucked her from behind while we pretended to be just standing there?

That… That would work, right?

Shaking the fantasies away, I forced myself back into reality. Jesus Christ, I’d been so desperate that I was starting to come up with scenarios that no doubt would’ve been noticed by anyone with eyes.

Adjusting my dick, I turned, buttoning my jeans while I searched for her. Rocky was busy glancing down the aisles in search of whoever had interrupted us and coming up empty. It was creepy, annoying and intentional.

“Boo!”

A young blonde woman leaped out from a corner, shouting at us with a wide smile on her face.

Rocky was pissed.

“Fuck! Grace! What the fuck!”

My heart raced and any remnants of lust that’d lingered vanished in a fucking second.

Running her fingers through her hair, Rocky turned her rage on the stranger, who suddenly realized the brunette wasn’t alone. I cocked a brow at her.

“What the hell is wrong with you, huh?” She stayed pissed, but the chick she called Grace kept staring.

“I was just messing around,” she said. Pointing a finger at me, she asked, “Who the hell are you?”

“Ray Corbin,” I said, noting her gaze flash to Rocky.

She gave Raquel the sort of this guy look, still pointing at me.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” she mumbled.

“Holy shit.” She looked me up and down, making me swell a little with pride.

“You talk about me, Rocky?”

She shot me a glare that made me chuckle, then turned her attention to her friend.

“What are you doing here?”

“I was coming to pick you up.”

Her face scrunched. “Why?”

“’Cause we’re going out.” Grace beamed with a smile, but Rocky winced and sucked on her teeth.

“Can’t,” she said. “I’ve got to go to work.”

The blonde motioned around, twirling her finger.

“Yeah, no, I got a second job.”

Her brows rose. “The hell f—” She stopped herself and sighed loud. “God, he’s an asshole.”

“Mm-hmm.”

“But why’re you getting another job? He asking for alimony or something?”

“Christ, don’t even joke. No. It’s lawyer’s fees. They’re kicking my ass.”

“Yeah, I can see that.” Grace scratched the back of her head. “Well, shit. I guess I’ll head out, then. When are you off next?”

Rocky thought about it for a minute. “Monday,” she said.

Grace nodded. “Okay. I’ll see you then, I guess.”

Rocky guided her away.

Grace looked back at him. “Nice meeting you.”

I jutted my chin toward her but didn’t say anything.

She followed her friend down the aisle toward the front. I stepped around the endcap to watch the pair talk for a minute. A second later, Rocky closed the door, turning the lock and flipping the sign.

Like most stores in a big city, the windows were left open so cops or anyone outside could see in, but the lights were turned off to a secondary system, casting the store in a gentle glow. We had enough to work and move, but anyone looking in wouldn’t mistake us for being open.

She returned a few minutes later.

“Who’s your friend?”

“Grace?”

I nodded.

“Just a friend. I met her a couple of years ago. She’s a good person.”

And that seemed to be the end of the conversation. It annoyed me that she seemed so casual, so at ease, while I hadn’t been able to focus right since I’d seen her at her apartment.

“Let’s get this straightened up for now and call it a night.”

“Sure,” I replied.

Everything hurt, from my neck to my shoulders, to my dick. It was pretty clear that we weren’t going to get back into things, but fucking hell, I would’ve been more than willing.

It seemed like the thing I wanted, the thing we both wanted, wasn’t in the cards that night. But maybe I should’ve been grateful.

Her walls were on their way down…brick by brick.

That being said, the second she gave me the chance, I was going to take it.

 

* * * *

 

I did my best to ignore her that night. Hell, the club was in full swing, in the midst of another epic party with dozens and dozens of people wandering from the bar to the massive empty space on the outside of the property where there were fires and music.

But she was right there, gliding from one end of the bar to the other, standing out like someone put a fucking spotlight on her.

Leaning against the wall and clutching the pool cue waiting for Jay to take his shot, I downed the last of my beer. She glanced at me every once in a while but didn’t linger. I didn’t blame her. Shit was a little off after what went down in the store.

My girl was busy handing off a couple of beers, leaning over to grab the cash and flashing her cleavage. The shirt she wore was a little low-cut, but that was the whole point. She did everything she could to get some extra tips, which I could respect, except it made my blood boil in a dangerous way. Took all my power not to snatch her out from behind the bar, drag her to the apartments the club had on-property and fuck her silly.

Finishing off the beer, I was ready to get another, pushing myself off the wall and taking a wide step forward, when she slipped out from behind it to pick up empties. I paused, waiting with my heart in my throat.

Grab her ass.

Nah. Pull her close. She likes that.

No, no, no. Even better. When she gets close enough, grab her and whisper what I wanna do.

Yeah…yeah, that’s what I’ll—

My thoughts were brought to a sudden halt when I spotted something I kind of hated myself for missing. Rocky’s ex, Asshole, was there, slipping in at some point and remaining invisible until that moment.

I wasn’t really surprised, a shitload of people not in the club liked to come to the weekend parties. No one cared so long as they pumped money into the bar, but that prick was something else.

Asshole was busy with a suck-you-bye, the chick clinging to him with her fake tits right in his face, and he seemed to love it. Fair enough. They were okay. Then it happened.

I could’ve sworn the temperature dropped ten degrees when they spotted each other, and I knew I had to get closer. Shit was about to go down, one way or another.

She tried to ignore him, tried to shimmy by so she didn’t have to deal with him, but Asshole shot to his feet and grabbed her. I’d never made it through a crowd that fast before.

I reached the two in a split second, standing over the guy, who barely reached my chin. He spun to look at me, his face twisted up in a grimace.

“The fuck you want?” he barked in some weak attempt to sound tough.

“There a problem, Rock?” I asked, keeping my gaze locked to Asshole.

“This is between us.” He scowled.

I scoffed. “I don’t think so, man.” Grabbing his wrist, I peeled each and every finger off her biceps, doing my best to keep from breaking all of them. And Christ, I had to try hard.

Dude was pissed, obviously drunk and seemed to think picking a fight with me was a good idea.

“You fucking my wife?”

No build-up. He just went right for it.

I cocked a brow, not bothering to answer him.

“That’s it, isn’t it?” His voice got a little louder until he yelled. “You’re fucking my wife!”

The music was loud, but it did nothing to keep the people surrounding us from hearing Asshole shouting like a fucking toddler. I didn’t know what the hell he was trying to achieve. Guy seemed to think I was just another peckerhead. My fault, really. I hadn’t donned my cut since release, too worried my PO was going to ship me back to prison for wearing ‘gang colors’.

“Ex!” Rocky yelled as though she’d had enough of repeating the word. Asshole spun to face her. “And don’t act like you give a shit. You’ve been balls deep in half the fucking town since we got married.”

The crowd’s attention shifted to the three of us. It was human nature, the love of some good drama.

“So if I wanna fuck Ray on the Super Bowl fifty-yard line, I fucking will.”

The back of my neck prickled with the memory and, smart or not, I didn’t bother keeping my mouth shut.

“We’ve actually fucked on a fifty-yard line before,” I said, smiling at the memory.

It’d been in the middle of the night and the field abandoned, but being out in the open had been pretty fun. Something about her riding me when there was nowhere to hide and the rent-a-cop could’ve caught us was pretty hot.

“Didn’t waste any time, did you?”

“He’s my ex, you dumb shit,” she said, pointing right at me. “He’s the one I dated before you, the one who went to prison.”

Asshole’s expression shifted. While he might not have known me by name, it looked like she’d given him the basic strokes of our relationship. But it didn’t take him long to rebound from the shock.

“Oh, yeah?” He turned his gaze back to her. “Really moving on up there, are you? Going right back to some loser.”

I saw it the moment it happened. Rocky was done with his shit, and it was written across her face. Whatever had been there keeping her tame was gone, and it delighted the hell out of me.

“Exactly,” she said.

Whipping around, she grabbed me by the back of the neck and brought me right down into a kiss.

For a breath, that’d been the extent of it, our lips smashed together, but I had to take my chance.

I darted my tongue forward, daringly touching her lips, silently asking for entrance and my girl, my baby, opened up.

She deepened the kiss without hesitation, moaning into my mouth while I hauled her tight against my body.

I did my best to keep my head, but I was struggling. I wanted to devour her, to take her right there, regardless of the people watching.

In spite of everything we’d done up until that point, it paled in comparison to what was happening in that moment.

Shit, Rocky had been my first and last kiss. She was…everything.

When we parted, I stared down into her heavy eyes, her cheeks tinted pink. Ringing filled my ears, a high-pitched sound that was drowned out a second later by the loud, riotous whoops and hollers of the people surrounding us.

Clearing my throat, I glanced around, forcing a halfhearted smile and nod for the praise that meant nothing. What made it so great had been the furious expression twisting Asshole’s face as he skulked away, disappearing through the front door a split second later.

It was a small victory and one I enjoyed, but short-lived, too.

Rocky slipped from grasp and returned behind the bar, seemingly doing her best to pretend none of it happened, but I knew otherwise. She’d liked it, too.

 

 


Chapter Nine

Raquel

 

It was nearing two in the morning, and my shift at the bar had come to an end. I cleaned up, doing my best to ignore the ache in the small of my back and how my feet hurt. Like Friday night, the only thing that helped cushion the pain was the bulk of folded bills in my pocket, the ones I hadn’t had a chance to count at that point.

Ray had been there all night, hovering in the background and drinking with his friends. I’d done my best to ignore him, but it was hard. Every second I noticed the giant ginger, I was reminded of what Grace had interrupted, how much I wish she hadn’t and that damn kiss. I would’ve fucked him right there in the back of the store without a care and been happy for it. Hell, I was close to doing something similar while we made out in front of Alek.

I was in dangerous territory when it came to Ray—always had been, always would be.

Another rush of excitement caused my body to pulse.

“You headin’ out?” Griff asked, drawing me into the moment. He hadn’t been working the bar that night, but like almost all the club, he was in attendance.

“Yeah,” I said with a nod. “See you this weekend.”

“Better be before then.” He smiled and approached me.

Griff pulled me into a hug, which I reciprocated. When he pulled back, he gave me a quick kiss on the lips. Given our relationship, it was hardly inappropriate.

“Bye,” I said, walking away.

Weaving through the drunks that hadn’t left or simply had nowhere to go, I spotted Ray again. He seemed to notice me the same moment, and with my heart in my throat, I decided to take the plunge.

Jerking my head to the side, I beckoned him to follow, happy when he had.

We made our way outside and beyond the still-raging party in the distance. The fact that they did it every weekend would never cease to amaze me.

Ray didn’t say a word as he walked me to my car, and I was grateful. It gave me a chance to collect myself and gain the courage I desperately needed.

When we reached my car, I turned to him. “Can I talk to you for a second?”

He nodded and leaned against the front quarter panel, crossing his arms when he had.

“What’s up?” he asked, the picture of ease.

I fumbled over the words, wringing my hands while I struggled to think of how to phrase the things running through my head.

“Look… I don’t mean to rush you, but I’ve got a curfew, so if you want, you can just tell me tomorrow at work.”

I narrowed my eyes. “It’s two in the morning.”

“Yeah.” He nodded. “They give me a little bit of leeway on the weekends since I’ve got a job, but I won’t lie, I was supposed to be back an hour ago.”

“Jesus,” I mumbled, shaking my head at him.

“So, what’s up?”

Might as well blurt it out.

“I want to fuck,” I said.

His brows rose. I didn’t mind that he was confused. He should’ve been.

“What?”

“I want to fuck.” I swallowed the lump in my throat. “You.”

Ray cleared his throat and shifted his weight as though desperate to look casual.

“Now?”

“No. No, not right now, but…”

“But eventually.”

I nodded and let out a sigh. “Look… I have a lot of shit on my plate right now and it’s stressing me out. I just want no-strings. Besides, we already know how we work together. There’s no bullshit learning curve.”

Pushing himself off the car, he closed the distance between us, forcing me to crane my neck to keep his eye.

“You sure you want to do that?” His voice was so deep and rough. He knew what he was doing.

I eyed him. “I can put my feelings aside. I just want some stress relief.”

He smirked. “I can do that.”

Narrowing my eyes at his eagerness, I had to make sure I saved myself before things got too far.

“But there are going to be ground rules.”

“Okay,” he muttered.

I opened my mouth to speak, but my mind suddenly went blank. I could’ve sworn I knew what I wanted, knew what should happen if we finally crossed that line, except everything left me the second I needed it.

“I’ll uh… I’ll let you know. You should probably head out.”

He looked at me, dragging his gaze over every inch of me. “Sure. See you tomorrow.”

“Mm-hmmm.”

Side-stepping him, I got into my car and started it up, letting out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding.

“Well, shit. No turning back, now.”

For better or worse, things were about to get complicated.

 

* * * *

 

The bells chimed when I stepped through the front door, hand in my pocket already to retrieve my employee name badge.

A figure just beyond the threshold forced me to stop in my tracks.

Alek turned to face me, a stern expression aging him years. He’d been so fucking sour since the papers were served that he went from thirties to fifties in months. One would’ve thought him getting everything he wanted was enough to make him smile.

“What?” I asked, side-stepping him so I could clock in in the back.

“You haven’t signed the papers yet,” he said, not bothering with any kind or fake pleasantries.

“That’d be you.” I pushed through the door leading to the backroom, swiped my card through the reader and typed in my code. When the light turned green, telling me that I’d been clocked in, I was ready to get to work, but nearly walked right into Alek. “Jesus, dude. What?” I snapped.

He hadn’t even bothered standing far enough back to not be considered a creeper. Instead, he was so close that I nearly ran face-first into him.

“Sign the goddamn paper, Raquel. I wanna get this shit done with.”

“Me, too!” I stepped around him once more. “Christ, we’ve been doing this for months. Sign the fucking divorce papers, and we never have to talk to each other again.”

I slid behind the counter and tugged my apron on.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” He sneered, planting his hands on the surface between us.

I stared at him, eyes wider than normal and brows high.

“Yes,” I said as though it should have been obvious because it fucking should’ve been. “That’s the whole point of getting a divorce, wanting the other person to sign the papers.”

“Yeah,” he scoffed. “So you can run off with your ex-con ex.”

He creased his brow, rethinking the stupid phrasing he’d chosen.

“Look.” I drew his gaze back to me. “Just sign them.” I tried to keep my voice light, but it hurt. I wanted to yell and scream and fight, but no. I bit it down in favor of being mature. “Who cares what happens after? Just sign the papers. We can be done and over, once and for all.”

“Not until you sign the new motion.”

My heart sank and my stomach curled.

“What’s this one for?”

He sighed obnoxiously loud. “You didn’t even read it, did you?”

“Well shit, Alek. This is the seventh one you’ve given me. What the hell is it? I’ve given you everything I have.”

My skin crawled with the smile that formed on his face. It wasn’t happy or kind, instead dripping with some kind of sick joy over what he was about to say.

“The living room set.”

“Are you fucking kidding me? I bought it. Matter of fact, I bought every goddamn thing you took because your bitch-ass couldn’t keep a fucking job!”

Bitch-ass? Really?

“Prove it,” he said through a tight jaw. “Prove any of it.”

My fingers tingled. It was something that’d happened plenty of times before and let me know that I was on the verge of fighting—and it wasn’t the verbal variety.

Movement brought me out of my growing rage, drawing my attention to the large, imposing figure that’d seem to have materialized behind Alek. Somehow, Ray had arrived, probably through the back or something, and walked up to us without notice, positioning himself like a massive wall behind my ex.

Alek seemed to spot my attention drifting and turned around. He flinched.

“The fuck, dude?” he muttered.

Ray cocked a brow. “There somethin’ we can help you with?”

Alek hesitated, tugging his jacket into place while he wiggled out from between Ray and the countertop.

“I’m just here to talk to my wife.”

I bit down on the correction. I’d done it a thousand times before, and the asshole remained unwilling to change it.

“Well, if it’s not about something we sell, maybe you should get along, hmm?”

Alek’s glare deepened. “Don’t try to bow up to me,” he said. “You have no idea who I’m friends with.”

“Oh, yeah?” Ray grinned. “Who’s that? You friends with the Infernals? I mean, you seemed pretty tight at the bar.”

I closed my eyes, shaking my head while I prayed Alek didn’t say something stupid.

“Yeah,” he chuckled. “Something like that.”

“No shit.” Ray laced his words with a comical amount of interest, all things considered. I eyed him, but he didn’t bother looking at me, too entertained by the conversation to notice.

“Yeah.” Alek beamed with a stupid smile. “I grew up with a couple of the members.”

Idiot. Most of us grew up with members.

“Which ones?” Ray licked his lips, practically vibrating with joy.

Alek’s smile faltered just a little, the corner of his mouth quivering. It didn’t look like he’d come up with a list of names and was forced to try to recall any he could think of. Then, like a light went off above his head, his resolve changed.

“David Clarke.”

My gut churned while I dropped my head. Of all the people to choose, Alek had gone with one of the most well-known names to anyone associated with the club. David also hadn’t been around in years, long enough he could’ve been a decent scapegoat.

“Wow,” Ray said, elongating the word and saturating it with a level of sarcasm I doubted Alek caught. “Long lost son, huh?” Alek nodded. “Well, since he’s not around anymore, who else?”

Alek faltered again, then suddenly declared, “Sonny.”

“The new kid,” he said. Alek nodded. “I don’t really know the guy.”

Alek’s brows twitched. “You’re…friends with the club?”

“Something like that.” Ray’s lips parted into a wide grin, unsettling to most, but irritating to me.

“Oh, Jesus Christ,” I said. An end needed to be put to this conversation. I looked at Alek. “Ray’s a member.”

I could’ve sworn Alek lost a shade of color when he turned his gaze back to the giant. “Really?”

“Since I was sixteen.”

Alek bit down on the inside of his cheek and swallowed hard. He looked Ray over.

The fact he hadn’t known already or recognized Ray was further proof Alek was talking out of his ass. Anyone who’d known the club, really known the club, would’ve been aware of Rabid’s sentence. Hangers-on, however, wouldn’t have had a clue. He’d been locked up too long.

“You don’t wear a cut,” he said as though declaring some kind of fact that would dispel what Ray had said.

“Probation.” Ray adjusted himself and stood taller than before, somehow dominating the space with the simple shift. “POs don’t really take kindly to a violent offender wearing ‘gang colors’.” He added the air quotes when he spoke, as though determined to downplay the threats he was making. “So”—he leaned in—“tell me again how close you are to the club.”

Alek struggled and didn’t hide it very well. I’d known him long enough that I could tell he was attempting to find footing somewhere. His threats hadn’t landed. They’d skated off Ray’s back like water off a duck’s, and he was left scrambling to save face.

“Yeah, well, um.” Alek cleared his throat and looked at me. “Sign the fucking papers.”

I arched a brow, turning my full attention to him. “I will when you do.”

He glared at me, but his bravado had deflated substantially. It held even less power than usual. Fortunately, it was the last thing he’d said to either of us and he soon left.

The moment he’d gone, I slumped, falling onto my stool and already tired enough that I wanted to go home.

“What an asshole,” Ray said while he joined me behind the counter.

“Yup,” I replied.

“Why’d you marry him?” He fell onto the stool in the corner, leaning against the wall and crossing his arms.

“Seemed like the thing to do at the time.” I repeated the excuse I’d already used.

I propped my elbow on the counter and rested my chin on my open palm. I wish I could’ve given him a better reason, but I couldn’t. Never could whenever anyone asked.

We didn’t blend, Alek and me. We were too different, too extreme on either ends of the spectrum, and when I came up for air long enough to realize what I’d done, shit had really hit the fan.

“Bullshit,” he said. I rolled my head to look at him. “There’s gotta be a reason.”

The thought to lie came quick, but I fought my way through it. I might as well just get it out.

Taking a deep breath, I put both elbows on the counter and interlaced my fingers. Burying my lips in the side of my hands, I told him a story.

“We got together about a year after you and I broke up.” My voice was muffled by my hands, which had been the point. I’d never told anyone about me and Alek, let alone the reason behind it. With my attention on the distant wall, I continued. “I was spun out. Only guy I’d ever been with had just thrown me to the side without a care.” Ray made some kind of a noise I couldn’t identify. I ignored it in favor of relaying my truth. “Alek just kind of came in at the right time, I guess. He was something I needed, some kind of…connection.” Unfurling my hands, I ran my fingers through my hair, ruffling it in a weak attempt to keep myself busy. “It was fine, for a while. It worked in some weird kind of way. It was never good, though.” I let out a sigh as memories flashed. “Christ, it was never good. Took me a few years to figure it out. By then, I was so done with everything.”

A heavy silence punctuated the air between us, broken periodically by a passing car. Running my bottom lip through my teeth, I did my best to keep my swirling emotions at bay. An itch had formed in my throat, and I was afraid I couldn’t push it away.

“I don’t have good luck with relationships,” I mumbled, hating the weighted truth behind the statement but unable to deny it. If I didn’t remove myself from the situation, I was in danger of crying. “I’m going to go…do…something.”

I stood without giving him a chance to reply and shimmied by him, making my way to the back storage room just to catch my breath.

Walls were stacked with shelves of merchandise and a vending machine had been pushed into the back corner, but it was the single table with a chair that was my focus. I took a seat and leaned forward. Elbows on my knees, I buried my face in my hands and tried my best not to let the tears overrun me, but it was hard.

I’d only been with three men…ever. I might’ve done some ‘crazy’ things with Ray and Griff, but I didn’t sew my oats or have fun in college because I hadn’t gone. Why would I have been with more?

Ray and I had started dating in high school. I was fourteen, he was fifteen. We’d known each other for a long time, going to school together like everyone else in a small town.

Eight years, that was what Ray and I had under our belts when he’d been arrested. The number had climbed to ten when he’d broken it off. How was I supposed to walk away after a decade? How could he? Of course I was spun out, left wandering and desperate for someone to connect to.

Unfortunately, my dumb ass had found Alek, and that brought with it a whole new pack of issues.

My throat ached with a thousand tiny needles clawing their way up and down it, doing their damnedest to point out how close I was to crying. They needn’t have bothered. The tears had already begun to squeeze their way through my closed eyelids.

I took one steadying breath after another, doing everything I could to count to ten and back again in hopes that it’d stop me from breaking.

Dealing with my emotions was never a strong suit of mine. I tended to bury everything until it erupted in either a fit of violence or tears. There wasn’t a middle ground for me.

Very healthy.

While I’d been doing my best to keep myself under control, something touched my knee. I recognized the hand and the tattoos across the knuckles.

“Leave me alone, please,” I mumbled.

Ray didn’t reply.

He took hold of my wrists and tenderly pulled them to the side, guiding them away from my face. I lifted my gaze. He stared at me with a remorseful expression that I didn’t know how to interpret. It didn’t matter in the end. He didn’t give me long to examine it.

Ray leaned in, sliding his arms under mine and encircling me. The heat of his body, the strength behind his hug, all of it, engulfed me, and I sank into it. Taking hold of my wrist behind him, I squeezed him for all I had. Burying my face in the side of his neck, the tears finally came.

A wave of emotion washed over me, so consuming that I was at risk of drowning in it.

“I’m sorry, baby,” he whispered. It’d been the first either of us spoke in a while, to the point it surprised me.

“Why?” The word came out as little more than a garbled mess, spoken through tears and against his skin.

He gave me a hard squeeze. “I didn’t want you waiting on me for a decade. I couldn’t do that to you.”

I drew back. He let me glide out of his arms to meet his eye. Something about his statement sparked my anger.

“It was my choice,” I said.

He nodded, licking his lips out of nerves. “I know.”

I wanted to ask why, to demand answers for what he’d done, but what was the point? Five years was a long time and a lot of things had happened between then and now. Did it matter if I went off and screamed or yelled? Would it change a damn thing? No. It wouldn’t.

Letting out a sigh, I leaned in. My forehead touched his and we lingered. He held the back of my head, clenching and relaxing his fingers across the base of my scalp.

I was consumed in the familiar comfort that only Ray had ever given me. For most of my life, he was everything I had.

I hadn’t been lying when I’d told him I was still in love—or that I hated him for what he’d done.

I was content to linger in the moment, to let it consume me, but the jingling of bells forced us to part. Someone had entered the shop and broke our bubble.

Ray stood first as I wiped my cheeks, removing whatever tears had escaped. He offered me his hand, helping me to my feet.

Without a word, we exited the break room and went to work. All the while, I continued to think about the shitstorm around me.

 

 


Chapter Ten

Ray

 

Rocky unlocked her door and stepped into her apartment, leaving it open for me. The invitation to go to her place for a beer surprised the shit out of me, but I wasn’t about to say anything. She ran hot and cold with me. I didn’t want to tempt it.

I followed her inside and locked the door behind me.

She’d been off the whole shift, and I knew part of it was my fault, but Asshole was the other side of that coin.

I wasn’t too shocked to find the guy at the store bitching about something again. It was all he seemed to do, just running his mouth over meaningless bullshit. And now he wanted the furniture.

Petty.

My gaze drifted toward the living room set Asshole wanted to take. Rocky’s place wasn’t very big, so the couch, loveseat and coffee table did take up a lot of space, but it wasn’t like she’d bought it for a tiny-ass apartment.

“He really wants this shit?” I’d asked without thinking about it. I couldn’t stop myself. It’d been on my mind all day.

“Looks like it,” she replied. Rocky approached and offered me a beer.

“Thanks.”

“I should get a bunch of dog shit and smear it all over everything before I give it to him.” She headed for the living room and plopped down on the couch where I’d slapped that ass the previous night.

“The fuck you going to give it to him for?” I joined her.

“It’s not worth the fight.”

I watched her sip from her beer in disbelief. Maybe I was just a different sort of person, but I would’ve fought tooth and nail to keep my shit from someone like Asshole. But I understood her frustration. Hell, I would’ve been frustrated, too.

“Or,” I said, drawing her eye, “we can just fuck all over it first.”

She snorted then burst into a fit of laughter. The genuinely happy sound sent a chill down my spine.

The bout of laughter lasted for a solid minute, and after a heavy breath, she sank into the overstuffed cushions. Rocky relaxed, staring up into the popcorn ceiling while her smile lingered.

“I mean…” She let the sentence hang.

Cocking a brow, I shifted in place, leaning into the corner of the couch and facing her as best I could. A full-blown grin wanted to spring forward, but I did all I could to keep it under control.

She glanced at me, looking up and down before seemingly coming to a decision.

“Would you settle for making out?”

I was more than happy to agree but kept my excitement down.

“Sure,” I said, playing it off.

She set her beer on the coffee table, and I did the same, thinking I’d just scoot closer and we’d lean into each other, maybe get adventurous and lay down with me on top, but she had other ideas. My girl climbed into my lap, swinging her leg around to the other side and made herself comfortable.

Holding my shoulders, she cocked her head to the side.

I grabbed her thighs, kneading them with my fingertips. “Okay,” I said in a soft voice.

Running my hands up her back, I pulled her close. She held my face and brought my lips to hers.

I loved kissing Rocky. Her tongue was without equal. It was delicate and sweet when we kissed. It was evil as hell while it tortured every inch of my body, refusing to give me what I wanted. It was merciful when it finally did allow me to come.

And one of the best things it was, was vicious and sharp when it cut down someone who pissed her off.

Christ, it remained one of the sexiest things I’d ever seen, Rocky slicing through some prick who thought he could get over on her.

I wondered where that woman had gone. Asshole must have been a hell of a lot to take if he’d whittled her down.

My want stirred, reacting to her body against mine, her arms around my neck and it twitched every time she raked her fingernails across my scalp. I grabbed her ass, squeezing it as best I could, just to keep steady. She was going to make me explode.

Holding her tight, I pulled her against my dick, letting her know what was happening.

She drew back, sure to bite my bottom lip in the process. The pain of it shot down my spine, tightening my balls and making sure I stood at full attention.

“Thought we were just going to make out,” she said.

I shrugged. “It’s got a mind of its own.”

She rolled her hips, bringing another jolt of pleasure to the moment, but it passed pretty quick.

All teasing fled her face while she looked me over.

“You want to fuck me, Ray?”

My dick twitched. “That a serious question?”

“Maybe.”

I scoffed. She knew damn well what I had on my mind. She always did. Rocky just wanted to toy with me, and I was willing to play along.

I nodded. “Yeah. I wanna fuck you.” I dug my fingers into her ass, grinding her against my lap again. “I always want to fuck you, baby.”

Without another word, she took off her shirt, tossing it somewhere and giving me the chance to stare at her lace-covered tits. Her dark nipples peeked through the fabric, the pattern giving me just enough of a glimpse to make my blood boil.

I licked my lips, desperate to suck them into my mouth but doing my best to wait. I wanted to see what she was going to do next, but I was struggling. Fuck, did I struggle.

Rocky reached for the strap and unlatched her bra, sliding it off her shoulders and dropping it to the floor. I didn’t hesitate, lunging for her chest like a starving dog given a fresh steak.

I played with the left one while my mouth took all of the right. She shivered against me, clutching the back of my head and holding me close.

When I pulled back to give the left my love, I sucked hard enough to get a whimper from my girl.

I could’ve stayed like that forever, but Rocky seemed to have another plan.

She leaned back, propping her hands on my knees. I stared at her body, running my hand up her stomach and between her tits to her throat, wrapping my hand around it.

She gasped, letting her head fall back and exposing that gorgeous neck. I bit down hard, pushing my hips up into her. Her pulse thundered under my hand, proving that I wasn’t the only one getting hot and bothered.

Tightening my grip, I brought her back to me, claiming her lips in a deep, fiery kiss.

“Get naked,” I said when we parted.

No hesitation. Climbing out of my lap, she took off the last bit of clothing she still wore.

I got to my feet and did the same. My jeans were fucking excruciating. All the thick creases and unforgiving fabric made them too much of a pain in the ass to deal with. Throwing my shirt aside, I kicked off my boots and undid my belt.

She stripped so damn quick, standing naked before I could push my pants down.

She stared the whole time, taking in every inch of me. I hadn’t changed a lot since being locked up, not really, but I’d become thicker. Working out had kept me sane, and it also cut sharp lines through my abs, above my hips, and helped define my chest. I’d gone in a big dude but came back a gorilla, and she seemed to enjoy it.

If I’d been in a better state of mind, I might’ve modeled for her, but I was too into the moment.

I sped up, stepping out of the pile of fabric and reached for her. Snatching her by the waist with one arm, I swept Rocky up, holding her to my chest and lifting her. She wrapped her legs around me and held tight while I took us back to the couch.

I sat down and we got comfortable, adjusting until we sat like we had before we’d gotten up.

Every once and a while, that stupid voice poked through the haze telling me I should speak up, ask if she was sure, but I refused to give in. There was no way in hell I was going to risk what was happening.

My cock made itself a home pressed against the crack of her ass, ignored but so close to where it belonged. That’d come later. I had more important things in mind.

Keeping her eye, I slid my thumb between her pussy lips and pressed it to her clit. Her hips bucked, her jaw falling lax.

Like before, Rocky leaned back, propping herself up on my knees and giving me all the access I could want. With some of the wetness that’d already gathered, the pad of my thumb slid easily over the sensitive bud.

I fingered her, tracing circles over her clit and watching the way my thumb looked in her sex and how she stared at me with the deepest want I could ever recall. She began to rock her hips, and in that moment, I decided to turn my hand palm up, so I could slide my fingers into her and still touch her clit.

She fucked my fingers, and while it was fun to watch them disappear inside her and to see her wet excitement spread across my digits, I knew seeing her bouncing on my dick was so much better.

My girl leaned forward, clutching my face while her hips continued.

She whispered against my lips, “I want to suck your cock.”

I groaned while a tremor rippled through my body.

“Yeah?”

She moaned and nipped my bottom lip.

“Yeah,” she said. “I want you to fuck my throat.”

I loved it when she talked like that.

“Then get on your knees.”

Not even stopping to think about it, Rocky crawled off my lap and knelt between my parted legs. I couldn’t help stroking my dick while she did, desperate for the slightest hint of relief.

She stared up at me with those big brown eyes, just waiting for it.

“Open that mouth.”

Rock opened wide, sticking out her tongue.

My girl.

Shifting my hips forward just a little, I was able to slap her tongue with my dick. A brief flash of pleasure trickled down my cock, forcing me to do it a few more times, just to relive the sensation.

She let me trace the head around her lips for a second or two before she took control.

Grasping the base, she held tight and guided me into her mouth. The wet heat of it caused me to grip the cushions hard. I was ready to let her do what she wanted.

Rocky pushed herself as far down as she could for a first pass and sucked hard on retreat. The sudden shift made me groan and fight the urge to lurch forward. Instead, I planted my feet and forced myself to stay put.

She continued to suck me, guiding my dick deeper and deeper with each go until she took all of me. I must’ve let out some kind of sound because her gaze shot to mine.

Her eyes glittered with mischief and the knowledge that I’d do anything she wanted. She just had to ask.

I drove my fingers through her hair and held the back of her head tight, pushing her even farther down my shaft and when her fingers tensed on my thighs, I let go.

She shot back, breathing deep. Her lips glistened with spit, her cheeks tinted pink. Still holding her head hard, I guided her back and she didn’t falter, opening that mouth for me again.

Pretty soon, I was fucking her throat just like she wanted, thrusting my hips while I brought her down. Rocky moaned, sending vibrations radiating throughout my body and building more layers of pleasure to the moment.

“That’s it.” My voice had gone dark enough that even I noticed the change. “Harder.”

She complied in a fucking instant, sucking harder than anyone should’ve been able to suck when she retreated. And she kept it up, trying to draw my soul out of me through my dick. I couldn’t look away, fixed to the sight of her lips stretching around me, of my shaft vanishing into her mouth.

Sanity was on its way out, and she wasn’t about to stop.

“Fuck, yeah. Come on, Rock. Almost there.”

My muscles tightened and my fingers curled in her hair. The tension was building by the second, and I was going to explode.

“I’m gonna—”

She didn’t give a shit. My girl gave the last few seconds her all, stroking and sucking and stealing any control I once had.

Driving my dick far down her throat, I threw my head back and let go. The orgasm tore through me, making my toes curl and every muscle spasm. My thighs trembled, my breathing all but stopped and every ounce of me was taken without pause.

There was no way for me to know how long had passed, but after a solid minute or two, I slumped, drawing in as much air as I could manage.

Tearing myself out of the haze, I looked at her. She slowly drew back, her tongue drawing a line up the underside of my dick. I twitched and flinched, sensitive as hell after the fact.

When she finally separated from me, she sat back on the coffee table, crossing her legs and staring at me.

I met her eye the best I could, heavy and fully relaxed. She sipped from her beer, looking every bit a sexy goddess. How the hell did a woman like her exist? I’d known her most of my life, been in love with her almost as long and she still surprised the shit out of me.

Rock kept staring at me, quiet, but challenging at the same time. I could hear her voice in the back of my head asking is that it? No, baby. No, it’s not it.

Leaning forward, I planted my hands against the edge of the coffee table on either side of her crossed legs.

“Hold on,” I said.

She cocked a brow, but I didn’t give her the chance to say anything. I shoved, hard, pushing the coffee table across the living room until it hit the loveseat on the other side. It’d gone a couple feet, bunching up the rug in the process.

“Put your feet on the table.”

My girl always knew what I wanted. Moving back, she sat on the edge of the narrow table, setting her hands on the loveseat cushions to support herself while she brought her feet up, but kept her knees together.

“Open up.”

A smirk curled the corner of her lips. At an almost agonizing pace, she parted her legs.

I dropped my gaze to her pussy, laid bare for me to ogle. Her skin was slick, thighs glistening.

I fell to my knees in front of her, threaded those legs over my shoulders and buried my face.

Running my tongue up her slit, I devoured her, savoring the salty-sweet flavor that was only Raquel.

Sucking her clit into my mouth, I flicked the sensitive bundle of nerves with the tip of my tongue. She cried out, her head falling back while I did everything I could to make her feel a fraction of how good she’d made me feel seconds prior.

The motions were practiced, like opening a combination lock. I knew which way to touch her to get the right reaction, so I spent my time focusing on the way she moved and the sounds she made.

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned. She sliced her fingernails into the back of my head, but I didn’t care. “Don’t stop, baby.”

Don’t worry. I’ve got you.

She started rocking her hips, grinding her sex against my face while she shoved me deeper with her hand. She must’ve been pent up, too.

I moved into it, thrusting a pair of fingers into her tight channel while I devoted every second to getting her off.

A slew of yeses filled my ears.

There we go.

I worked harder, curling my digits to hit her just right.

When it finally happened, it happened fast. Her thighs, damn near all muscle, clamped down around my head and threatened to burst it while she filled the apartment with the sounds of her coming.

I could’ve lived in that moment and been happy to do so.

When she finally relaxed, I sat back on my knees. It was like she’d melted into the coffee table, breathing heavy and still trembling just a little.

My dick immediately sparked with new life. I wanted more. I needed more.

Reaching for her hand, I pulled her up. She opened her heavy eyelids and looked back at me.

“Didn’t wear you out, did I?”

She cocked a brow, a smirk struggling to form.

“What’d you have in mind?”

There was no hiding the chuckle as I lifted her into my arms and returned to the couch.

Massaging her body, all those dark little thoughts circled around my head, igniting shit that she could stoke without even trying. Running my bottom lip through my teeth, a plan formed. I was going to make our first time together after so long apart count.

“Over my lap,” I said.

Her eyes sparkled and, without a word, she complied.

 

 


Chapter Eleven

Raquel

 

My heart was in my throat. I probably should’ve been more apprehensive than I was with what was happening, but I couldn’t make myself care. I wanted it more than I could express.

Clutching at the sofa cushion, I waited for what I prayed was going to happen.

Tense seconds passed until, without warning, his hand came down hard on my ass. The shock of it sparked long-dormant desires, shooting through me and finding focus between my legs. I gasped but didn’t have the chance to linger on the sensation before he did it again.

Closing my eyes, I drifted into the familiarity, letting it wash over me and bring with it the lust that never faded when it came to him.

Over and over, he planted his hand against me, adding layers with each spark of pain it caused, but it was nothing compared to my throbbing clit. It didn’t matter that he’d just had me shaking. I was already growing desperate, the longer it persisted.

Awash with the moment, with every nerve raw and receptive, I nearly exploded when it suddenly came to an end. My brain hesitated, threatening to restart from the abruptness.

“Get up,” he said in a voice far from human.

I did, standing in front of him and no doubt pink with excitement. He stared at me, his hungry gaze traveling the distance of my exposed body.

I needed more.

Reaching out, I offered my hand, which he took. “Come on,” I muttered.

Hauling him to his feet, I took him to my bedroom.

“On the bed,” I told him. Even I could hear how dusky my voice had become.

He nodded stiffly, crawling onto the queen-sized mattress and leaning against the wooden headboard.

My dresser rested at the foot of the bed, one of those long, low pieces that had a mirror on top. I reached into one of the drawers and retrieved something I’d taken out of the closet when I’d started contemplating our arrangement.

I turned to face him, a thin chain caught in my curled index finger, at the end of which rested thick leather cuffs. His brows rose, and his dick twitched. He grabbed it, giving the unruly bastard a hard squeeze to try to tame it.

“You or me?” he asked.

I cocked a brow and, with a chuckle, he slid down the mattress, taking his place on his back.

He was beautiful in that moment, his feet hanging off the edge of my bed, his body sculpted and pink from exertion. He was everything I’d ever wanted, inside and out, and he was back.

Crawling over him, I made myself comfortable on his lower stomach and unfastened the cuffs. He gripped the thin wooden dowels that made up my headboard, waiting patiently for me to cuff him to it.

He really is perfect.

With practiced ease, I slid one cuff through the slats, looping the chain around one of them before he presented me with his wrists. I didn’t hesitate to lash them into place.

“Been a long time since we’ve done this,” he said, shifting beneath me.

“I know.” I smiled, heart racing with the possibilities.

When he was secured in place, I planted my hands on either side of him, lowering myself just enough to tease his lips.

“Now what?” he asked with a whisper.

“Now, I get to have my fun.”

Not giving him the kiss he seemed to want, I proceeded down his body, kissing, licking, biting and admiring.

Every inch I wiggled down, his cock dragged against my skin, no doubt painfully hard.

I kissed his chest, biting down hard on his pec and causing him to groan. A second later, I soothed the pain, even sweeping my tongue briefly over his nipple.

I raked my fingernails down his sides and delighted in the goosebumps that spread across it as a result.

Lower and lower I crept, hoping to keep my pace slow, even though I had trouble.

When I reached his hip, I shifted to the side, biting into his skin again and drawing back, pinching it between my teeth. He hissed in response.

“Fucking evil,” he groaned.

“I know,” I whispered against his skin.

Reaching for his dick, I didn’t bother hiding my grin when it twitched in my hand, and he let out a stuttering breath. I stared up at him, transfixed by the way his body tensed. Every muscle strained beneath inked skin, bulging and rolling while he did his best to keep from reacting. The best part had been his arms, his beautiful, strong arms, that tensed while he held my headboard’s slats. He was going to snap them, I had no doubt. The damn things were maybe an inch thick, and Ray was so damn strong.

I leaned into him, letting the head of his cock rest against my bottom lip. It drew his eye, and the frustration on his face was something I would cherish.

“Suck it,” he said, almost barking the statement.

“What?” I was sure to keep the light, borderline innocent tone.

“You heard me.” A growl rumbled in his throat and his arms strained more. “Wrap those beautiful lips around my cock again.”

The shiver tore through me. There was no way to stop it, nor would I have wanted to.

“No.”

The simple word was like a slap to his face, making him flinch and his eyes widen.

With a chuckle, I rose again, throwing my leg over his lap and hovering just above him.

Still holding him firm, I slid his cockhead up and down my slit, spreading my excitement even further and sure to graze my clit more than once. The sensitive bundle of nerves was longing for the slightest hint of contact again, so much so that any sensitivity from before had gone.

Ray let out a long, deep breath, sinking into my mattress while he chewed on his bottom lip. The orgasm he’d had a few minutes earlier clearly meant nothing, and I understood. I was the same way. If I wanted something, nothing would get in the way of it, not even exhaustion.

I spent a minute, maybe longer, teasing the pair of us with long, deliberate actions. It was my turn to keep control.

Guiding him to my entrance, I braced myself for the inevitable, barely pushing him in before he spoke up.

“Wait,” he said with fear clearly lacing the word. I froze. “I need a condom.”

“Why?”

We hadn’t used them since we were teens, before I was old enough to start getting the shot in my ass that lasted for months on end and I had my doubts that he was worried about diseases.

The real reason was actually sweet.

“I don’t wanna blow too quick.”

A slow, but wide grin soon pulled at my lips, and my giggle filled the air. The poor bastard had no idea how much I liked the simple declaration or what I had in mind for him.

“You won’t need one.”

“I won’t last long.”

I giggled again, and he shuddered at the sound. “It doesn’t matter. I’m not going to fuck you.”

He flinched, narrowing his eyes on me.

“What’d you say when we were younger?” I lowered myself just a little, sliding him into my tight opening. My eyelids fluttered, but I forced myself to keep his gaze. “Just the tip.”

Rage flashed across his face, turning his features downright evil, and it made my smile grow.

Encouraged by it, I did as I’d ‘threatened’, sinking just far enough that his bulbous cockhead stretched me, but no farther.

I leaned forward, once again bracing myself above him. He was seething, furious, and I loved every second of it.

Wiggling my hips, I swam in the growl that parted his lips.

As a ‘reward’ for it, I dipped a little lower, taking half his length before shooting back up almost far enough for him to slip out. The panic he showed had been real.

“You fucking bitch,” he groaned.

I wrapped myself in the statement, smiling in response.

“That wasn’t very nice,” I said, sitting upright once more and locking my hips in place to save my thighs the strain.

Ray stared at me, his brow furrowed. He yanked on the cuffs, the chain snapping against the slats. I couldn’t say if he’d heard it, but there was a distinct creak hidden within it.

He’s going to break my bed.

It should have worried me, but it didn’t. It excited me. The thought of working him up so much that he broke something just to get a taste was a delicious one.

I just needed to work him into that frenzy first.

Reaching between my legs, I immediately began to stroke my clit. The sudden burst of pleasure it brought out made my legs tremble and I nearly gave in.

“What the fuck, Rock?” His anger was growing.

“What’s wrong?” I asked on a breath, cocking my head to the side.

He jerked again and I could’ve sworn I saw the wood crack.

“You don’t like it?” My efforts increased, and I let him hear just how much I enjoyed it.

“You think I like being forced to watch you get yourself off?”

My fingers sped up.

“That I like you dripping all over my cock instead of giving me what I want?”

I know you do.

Jutting my chin at him, I asked, “The fuck you going to do about it?”

He shook his head in warning. “Don’t tease me, Rock.”

He was so close to breaking. I just had to give him a little push.

“I said, what’re you going to do about it, pussy?”

In an instant, Ray yanked hard against the slat, which snapped with minimal effort.

He sat up in one swift motion, throwing his still-cuffed arms over my head and around my body before slamming me down on his cock.

A roar and a startled cry filled my apartment, no doubt heard by the neighbors, who probably couldn’t tell whether it was a good sound or not.

I clung to him, digging my fingernails into his skin so hard that I probably drew blood. He was my anchor in that moment, the thing keeping me from losing myself.

We went still, both panting and struggling to catch our breath.

Alek was on the smaller side of average in every regard. Sex had never been fun with him, which was probably why I tended to be buzzed for most of it. But Ray wasn’t. He was everything but average.

He filled me so completely, stretching me in the best sense. I felt every inch of him, every twitch and shift. It was like he was made for me.

“Don’t stop,” I whispered.

I had no idea how I’d managed to get the words out.

Squeezing my ass, he rocked my hips into his, making sure he was as deep as he could possibly get. I raked my nails down his back again, eliciting a primal growl in response.

Together, we found a rhythm, though it didn’t last long.

Ray spun us both, pinning my back to the mattress while he supported himself on his elbows. The chain dug into the back of my neck, but I didn’t care.

Barely able to pry open my eyes, I caught a brief glimpse of him before he pulled back, only to slam himself into me. My insides quivered, and my breathing stopped until he did it again. A weak, indecipherable string of words fought their way up my throat and died before they could leave me.

Lifting my legs, I grabbed the back of my knees and held them in place, letting him drive as deep as possible. He capitalized on the new position, using it and the stiff springs of my mattress to fuck me harder than a person should’ve been able to.

“O-oh, fuck, yes!”

White spots flashed behind my eyelids each time he sank to the hilt, hitting a place no one ever had before.

“Goddamn it,” he grunted with each thrust, his animalistic sounds blending with the angry squeak of my bed. “That’s it, baby. Fuck, keep ’em just like that.”

I tried to nod but probably hadn’t managed.

His grunts, my moans and our skin slapping together filled the room. It was a heady mixture.

“You’re so fucking deep,” I said with a joyful whimper.

“You like that?”

On a breath, I muttered, “Yes.”

He fucked me even harder, and I was sent reeling.

Face buried in my nape, sweltering breath gliding against my skin, he said, “I’m gonna come again, baby.” But he didn’t slow down.

“Me, too.”

I’d finally been given everything I wanted. How could I not?

He gripped my hair, yanking my head to the side and bit my neck the way I liked.

“Come on,” he whispered, trailing his mouth along my chin until it touched mine. “I need you shakin’ on this dick again.”

“Just don’t stop.”

I went for my clit again, sweeping my fingers over it in frantic, desperate strokes.

Fuck, fuck, fuck!

Every muscle tightened, forcing me to curl in on myself while the spring continued to coil until, finally, it released.

Air had been ripped from my lungs, my back arching off the bed and crushing my chest against his while my orgasm tore through me. It was a tidal wave of euphoria that I released with a loud cry.

In the midst of it, before I had the chance to enjoy it completely, Ray suddenly withdrew. Cold swept over me as the air touched my sweating skin.

Forcing myself to look up, I watched as the animal that had overtaken the man. He sat on his knees between my splayed legs, jerking his cock until throwing his head back and spilling himself on my trembling stomach.

I propped my head up on a bent arm, fascinated by the way it washed over him, how everything seemed to relax at once. He really was beautiful.

Taking in deep, shaking breaths, Ray lifted his head and met my stare. We lingered for a moment, no doubt wondering the same thing.

Now what?

Stepping off the bed, he stood on unsteady feet and removed the cuffs with ease.

When he had, he turned his back to me, flashing his smiling devil tattoo as he walked to my bathroom, setting the cuffs on the dresser in passing.

I stretched, delighting in the way it relieved the tension that lingered. My shoulder popped, an old injury that never seemed to heal right.

Ray returned a second later with toilet paper in hand, and without bothering to say anything, he wiped my stomach clean. He retreated again, closing the door behind him.

Left on my own, I rose and headed into the living room to retrieve my clothes, thinking about what’d happened along the way.

Regret wasn’t an emotion that reared its head, but caution had. When we were together, even the little bits at work when things could distract me, I enjoyed his company. I would smile and we were comfortable in silence. I was slipping in more ways than one.

Worse yet, I already wanted another round, and that had the potential of being a problem, so I immediately developed a plan.

A moment later, Ray emerged from the bathroom and went for his clothes, too. I was already in my underwear in the process of tugging on my jeans.

“Are you going to want to do this again?”

Might as well get it out in the open.

He cocked a brow, a smirk on his lips. “That a serious question?”

I scoffed, a smile of my own forming, but I pushed through it.

“Well, I’ve figured out my rules.”

His expression faltered but hadn’t faded.

“Okay,” he said, threading on his jeans. “Which are?”

“Just one, I guess.”

Our gazes met and I had to bite down on the strange sensation rising in my gut.

“We’re not getting back together,” I said. The corner of his eye twitched, but he didn’t respond. I continued. “We’ve been there, done that, and I’m not going to do it again.”

“Okay,” he muttered unsurely. “So, what’s that mean?”

“It means this is going to be nothing but sex. We’re not going to start dating again, we’re not friends with benefits, we’re just fuck-buddies.”

He turned to face me completely, scratching his chin while he stood in nothing but his jeans, his well-toned chest on display. I did all I could to ignore it.

A dozen unspoken things seemed to pass through his head.

“If you can’t do that, then we might as well stop it before it begins.”

It’d taken a moment, but Ray soon nodded.

“All right,” he said.

I narrowed my eyes. “Is that a yes?”

He nodded again. “Yeah. I mean, if that’s what you want, sure. I can do that.” The ever-present smirk returned. “I’m fine with relieving your urges.”

In spite of the tingle he’d caused, I rolled my eyes. Ray chuckled at my expense, retrieving his shirt and heading for my door while he put it on.

He opened it, stepping through the threshold. “See you later, babe.”

And with that, he was gone. I let out a long breath.

“This is such a bad idea,” I mumbled to myself.

Wish that was enough to stop me. 

 

 


Chapter Twelve

Raquel

 

I woke up the following morning sore in the best way possible. Every inch of me throbbed, worked in a way I hadn’t been in years. Jesus, it felt good.

Checking my phone showed me a couple of messages, some from Alek, which I promptly ignored, and one from Grace. I opened it up and smiled.

 

Andy’s BBQ. 1 o’clock or I’ll come find you.

 

Andy’s was a hole-in-the-wall that somehow did barbecue right and was Grace’s favorite. I liked it, too. Their brisket was delicious.

 

I’m in, but idk about 1.

 

Her response came in a flash.

 

You better not back out, woman! The message was topped off with an angry emoji.

 

Laughing to myself, I replied before she could begin the barrage of gifs.

 

I have to get my oil changed, lol. It should be done by then, so it shouldn’t be a problem. But just giving you a heads up.

 

When my phone didn’t explode with an angry reply, I breathed a little easier.

 

Okay, okay, okay. Fine. Get your stupid oil changed. But after lunch!

 

I giggled, shaking my head.

Definitely lunch.

 

Tossing my phone onto the bed, I got ready for the day, digging through my closet looking for something to wear. I’d nearly chosen a cute shirt and jeans until an idea sparked.

My stomach fluttered and before my resolve could wither, I wrapped myself in the confidence I used to possess.

With a deep, comforting breath, I retrieved a baggy shirt and a pair of shorts.

 

* * * *

 

Pulling up to the Infernal property, I ignored the clubhouse bar and the junkyard, heading right for the mechanic’s shop. They didn’t seem too busy, but there were plenty of people meandering around, most of them wearing the pale gray shirt bearing the business’s logo and jeans.

After parking in an open spot, I stepped out, making my way to the open bay and drawing some attention.

Jay, a large guy with Polynesian tattoos up his arm, long dark hair pulled into a bun and a sinister handsomeness was working on a bike. He spotted me and cocked his chin in silent greeting. I waved. We’d known each other since we’d been kids. He was a good guy, a sweetheart, but shit changed when Len had left.

Len—or Lenora as the rest of the world knew her—was a Club Kid, born to one of the Old Timers. She was always there with her boys, Jay and Jon. They were so inseparable that most of us figured they would’ve been together forever. Then, out of the blue, she’d vanished like a whiff of smoke. That had hit Jay hard.

I made it to the office, yanking open the door and filling the immediate area with the jingle of bells. I hadn’t made it two steps before I paused.

Two men stared at me, the exact same, but so different. Griff was sitting on the desk wearing a mechanic’s uniform, grease beneath his fingernails and his hair slicked back. He was in the process of talking to Jon, his brother, who was sitting in the chair, leaning almost too far back and donning the MC’s uniform.

They smiled at me.

“Hey,” Griff said.

Even if he wasn’t wearing a name patch, I could’ve told the difference. Jon’s hair was a little longer, his beard a little grayer and he sported a Mayan jaguar tattoo on the side of his neck. Or was it Aztec? Either way, Griff, the older of the two, didn’t have it.

“What’s up, Rocky?” Jon asked.

“Not much.” I looked at Griff. “You think one of the guys can give me an oil change? I’m kind of behind on it.”

“How far behind?” he asked with a leading undertone.

I feigned ignorance, shrugging as though I wasn’t well aware I should’ve had an oil change almost four thousand miles ago.

“Uh-huh.” He chuckled and stood, Jon doing the same a second later. “I can take care of it.”

“You sure?”

“Yeah, no problem.”

“I need to head out, anyway,” Jon said. He leaned in and gave me a kiss on the cheek. “See you later, Rock.”

“Yeah, bye.”

He sauntered off, leaving me alone with Griff.

“Seriously, you can just make one of the prospects do it or something.”

He scoffed, retrieving some paperwork and started to fill it out.

“It’ll only take a couple minutes. It’s fine. I got you.”

“Okay,” I said, more than willing to skip ahead in line so long as he was offering. Retrieving my keys, I handed them over. “Let me know when it’s done.”

“You got it.” He winked, and I walked out.

Not far from the bar was a handful of picnic tables. They were filled with people, be they hang-ons or members. Either way, I didn’t much feel like intruding, so I chose to take a seat on the table nearest the shop. It was cast in the bright morning sun, unlike the others—probably the reason it was abandoned.

Climbing onto it, I sat with my ass on the table and feet on the bench. Reaching for my phone, I noted the time. It wasn’t even eleven, meaning I could make the lunch date.

Opening up my contacts, I took a deep, reassuring breath and clicked on a number I had but hadn’t used before.

 

Where are you?

 

My pulse thundered, fluttering on the side of my throat. The response came a second later.

 

Club. Why?

 

Come outside.

 

Not a moment later, the door to the clubhouse opened and Ray emerged.

A wisp of dust danced across the concrete, guided by the hard wind. He strolled toward me, his face hard and sunglasses on. The chain to his wallet swayed with each broad step while the heels of his boots scraped across the uneven ground.

My heart raced and excitement ran rampant. He looked like he belonged in a movie, approaching in slow motion while music played in the background, glancing in either direction when crossing the parking lot.

When he reached me, he removed the sunglasses and stared down at me. He smiled with no undertone. It was just a smile, a sweet indication that he was glad to see me.

“Hi,” I said.

“Hey,” he replied. He ran his bottom lip through his teeth. The jerk knew how much I liked it.

We lingered for a moment, the air sparking between us.

Without a word, I leaped off the picnic table and headed toward the shop building. When I didn’t hear his boots scrape behind me, I turned and curled my finger, silently beckoning him to follow. He did.

I led him around the corner of the building and beyond the first stack of crates and discarded boxes to a blank portion of the wall. He crept closer, eying me as I planted my back against the sweltering surface.

We were tucked away from the hustle and bustle, but by no more than ten feet. Hell, it was less than that if I counted through the wall. There was nothing separating us from the guys in the shop beyond less than an inch of corrugated metal.

“What’re we doin’ here, Rocky?”

Biting down on the reservations that developed in our years apart, I chose to be strong.

Still meeting his eye, I tugged the knot keeping my shirt tight and removed it, tossing the garment onto a pallet of discarded things.

The sun heated my skin, the warm breeze teasing my flesh.

I hadn’t worn underwear.

Ray’s body was tight while he grabbed his dick.

I reached out and gripped his shirt, pulling him close.

He planted his hands on the wall above me, dipping down to keep our faces close.

“Fuck me, baby,” I whispered against his lips.

He groaned, and I wrapped my arms around his neck.

“I wanna bounce on that dick again,” I added.

“That right?” He held my sides, his massive hands encompassing my ribs. “Already?”

“Yeah.” I nipped at his lips, begging for him.

He kissed me, his mouth hungry while he traveled his hands down my body. Quick actions saw my shorts undone and a shove took them to the ground.

Drawing back, he retrieved a condom from his back pocket and tore through it. Whipping his dick out, he shoved the piece of latex on and pulled me against him.

With practiced ease, he lifted me, draped my legs over his arms and guided himself into me. His bulbous head scraped at my insides, my pussy drawing him deeper.

I dropped my head back as I sank. “Oh, God, yes,” I moaned.

It’d been hours since we’d had sex, but I was starting to crave him just as much as I had when we had been together. Ray made me insatiable in every sense.

He filled me so completely, stretching me to fit his thick cock, and I yearned for it.

“There we go,” he groaned the second I was impaled on him. “Perfect fucking fit.”

I forced myself to meet his eye. “Well?” He cocked a brow at me. “That it?”

He glared playfully, and that was all I could clearly remember.

Gripping my ass, Ray lifted me up, only to slam me back down. I let out a startled moan, shocked to have him so deep, but it didn’t matter. I’d poked the beast, so the beast was going to poke me, over and over and over again.

He drove into me so goddamn hard that white flashed in my eyes again. It was common with him. Christ, the man was so fucking big that it was the only way my body could cope.

“Fuck, yes!”

I didn’t bother being quiet. I didn’t give a shit if anyone heard us, if they knew what we were doing, because I had my guy and that was all I needed.

“You like that, baby?” he asked with a growl.

I clung to him, no doubt leaving marks behind.

“Harder,” I whimpered. “Fuck me harder.”

With heavy grunts, he did as I commanded, throwing me down and burying that cock so fucking deep it threatened to break me.

Sanity was fleeing, and beautiful waves of pleasure were building by the second. I was about to come, to shake and tremble, when it suddenly ended.

It’d been so startling that I’d nearly forgotten how to breathe.

“Don’t stop.” I stole a kiss or two, barely capable of the simple task. “Please, Ray baby, don’t stop.”

He ground me against him, sparking bits of joy when my clit scraped him, but denying me what I needed most.

“Give me a second,” he said, sounding exhausted already.

“Why?”

He continued to move me on him while a smile twitched at the corner of his mouth.

“I gotta get used to you again. I need a minute.”

Understanding helped wash away some of my growing frustration and panic, but we were beyond that. He couldn’t stop. Not right then.

“Side of the shop isn’t a place for longevity,” I said. “It’s the place for a hard, fast fuck.” I rolled my hips. “Remember?”

The memories darkened his eyes.

He nodded. “Vividly.”

“Then what’re you waiting for?”

Chuckling, he immediately complied, hitting my depths with little effort.

Built of pure muscle, my guy had no problem driving into me, fucking me like the animal I knew he was.

“That’s it,” I moaned, my eyes rolling back. “Just like that.”

“You first, baby. Come on.”

He popped his hips, using them to help me bounce even harder.

Snaking a hand between us, I immediately went to work on my clit, stroking it in time with each thrust.

“Goddamn it,” he said with a huff. “Fucking vise.”

Our pace was suffering as we climbed higher and higher.

The situation saturated me. We were out in the open, mere feet from being discovered. I was butt-ass naked, tits out while bouncing on the cock of the only man who meant anything to me, and the risk coupled with how he felt inside me was more than enough.

I finally crested the cliff, launching myself off the edge. My orgasm caused me to clamp down on his body as though I would float away otherwise.

Swimming in the sensation, in the euphoria that caused my toes to curl, Ray let out a subdued roar, burying his cock deep as he followed me into that oblivion.

He stumbled forward, planting my back on the wall and sinking against me while he caught his breath, taking a couple of minutes to do so.

“Shit,” he sighed.

Eyes closed, I cradled his head to me, allowing him to put his cheek to my shoulder. His hot breath glided across my skin, somehow soothing in spite of the summer heat.

I was content to remain there, almost happy to ignore the outside world.

A clearing throat drew our attention away from the moment. We drew apart, glancing in the direction and spotting Griff standing at the corner of the building, his head turned away so we could see his profile. He was smirking.

Scratching his beard, he finally looked at us, arching a brow.

“If you guys are done,” he said, “your car’s ready.” He peered at Ray. “And Jay’s lookin’ for you.”

Ray sighed, a hint of disappointment in the sound while he pulled out of me. He guided my legs down, allowing me to stand on my own two feet.

Turning his back to Griff, he removed the condom and launched it into the junkyard without a care. He adjusted himself, soon appearing as though nothing had happened. I lingered, however, back to the wall and gaze on Griff, who hadn’t kept it secret that he was ogling. It wasn’t as though I could’ve shielded myself as easily as Ray had.

A hand on my jaw guided my attention to Ray, who leaned in and kissed me. I reciprocated in kind.

“I’ll talk to you later,” he said.

“Later,” I said with a smile.

He headed off, leaving me and Griff to ourselves.

Bending down to grab my shorts, I tugged them back on, buttoning them up. I wasn’t embarrassed to be caught by Griff or that he was gawking. He’d seen plenty of me and Ray through the years, both through invitation and stumbling across us.

In my peripheral vision, I spotted his advance. He looked me over, and I couldn’t help but enjoy the hunger building in his eyes.

On his approach, he snatched my shirt off the stack of debris and held on to it, even when he stopped within arm’s reach.

I cocked my head. “You going to give that back or what?”

He shrugged. “Just…admiring the view.”

Even though I was satisfied after Ray, there were flickers of desire that hadn’t subsided.

I let him ogle me, and whether he knew it or not, Griff was adjusting his dick.

I thought back to the few times we’d all been high and boozed up, then staggered into one of our apartments only to end up a tangle of limbs. And being the greedy girl that I was becoming, I found myself wondering if it could happen again.

“You look like you have something in mind,” I said. “That the case?”

“Depends,” he said, meeting my eye again.

“On?”

“What you two are doing. Not one to step on toes.”

“No toes,” I said. Regardless of my past with Ray, it was true. I stepped forward. “Me and Ray are just fuck-buddies. It’s part of our deal.”

He chuckled, raising his brows. “You sure that’s smart with you two?”

I shrugged a shoulder. “I needed stress relief.”

“Well, hell. I could’ve given you that.” He winked at me. “Done it before.”

I let him see me shiver, and he chuckled again, looking me over.

Lifting his hand, he outright pinched my nipple between his index and middle fingers. It immediately responded to the sensation.

His smile faded and his expression darkened while he tenderly ran his curled index finger along the underside of my breast, sending delightful little tremors through me.

The desire that’d been satiated with Ray was returning.

But while we sank into the moment, Ray came back, spotting us as he loomed a few feet away. We didn’t separate from one another and met his gaze.

He glanced from one to the other and back again, no doubt seeing what was happening.

“Hey, man,” Griff said casually. He gave me the shirt.

I took it and put it back on.

“Something wrong?” I asked with a playful tone.

He seemed to be thinking of something, which he didn’t say out loud.

Clearing his throat, Griff gave me his attention. “Like I said, car’s done.”

“Thanks,” I replied.

The young man retreated, sauntering away as though he hadn’t been groping my chest and passing by Ray without a problem.

After fixing myself, I intended to return to the garage, too, to walk by uninterrupted, but he grabbed me.

He stared down at me, his gaze darker than usual. Something was lingering within the color, and I had trouble pinpointing what it was.

“I’m coming over tonight.”

His voice reflected the look in his eyes, and it made me shudder.

“Okay,” I replied.

It hadn’t been a question or a suggestion. It was a command, and I embraced it.

With a sharp nod, he let go and left. Taking a deep breath, I had to fight the excitement coursing through me.

Something fun was going to happen that night.

 

 


Chapter Thirteen

Raquel

 

I made it in time for lunch and therefore saved myself from The Wrath of Grace.

She’d found us a table outside, tucked beneath the awning and in the shade so neither of us burst into flames in the bright sun.

I’d done my best to keep my mind on the small talk, but admittedly struggled. Ray’s statement, his stern expression and the overwhelming aura that surrounded him when I left kept swirling around, filling me with an unbelievable amount of longing.

Things had taken a turn, no doubt influenced by Griff touching me. I wasn’t conceited enough to think Ray was jealous of it, and he knew there was no reason to be, even if we were still together, but I knew it was the reason for the shift.

The first time it’d happened was the first time we’d brought Griff into the mix. He’d somehow slid into it naturally, though I couldn’t recall exactly how, but that wasn’t the point. The point was it’d been the gate through which Rabid had stepped. That’d been his nickname since he’d joined the club, but it had been the first time that side of him had made it into our bedroom.

That night, I knew Rabid was going to be the one who knocked on my door.

“So?”

Grace’s voice ripped me out of my thoughts. I stared at her, wide-eyed.

“What?”

She inspected me, head lolling to the side. “Where were you just then?”

“Nowhere.”

It didn’t look as though she believed me, but she moved on. “Anyway, I was asking what it feels like to have Ray around again.”

“It’s fine.”

The irritation faded in favor of worry. “You sure?” I nodded. “Raquel, if half of what you told me is true, it has to be weird at least.”

“I mean, yeah, it’s weird, but there’s nothing I can really do about it. Besides, we’re adults.”

“I just want you to be certain you know what you’re doing. You were wrecked enough to marry a prick like Alek.”

“Yeah, I know, but that doesn’t change anything. I mean, it’s been five years.”

She stared at me, not hiding her skepticism. “So, you just forgive him…just like that?”

I shrugged. “It’s not that simple with us. It never has been.”

“I mean, that’s true, but come on, Raquel. The guy was a dick.”

She wasn’t wrong, and while it did still hurt a little, I tried to rationalize that it’d been a long time.

Before either of us could push the conversation further, our name was called, telling us the order had been finished.

Grace got up and retreated inside to get it, and while I waited, my phone went off. I checked the message and noticed it was from Ray. It was just an image.

Heart racing, I opened it to reveal a stock photo of a pile of rope. I immediately quivered, and while I stared at it, another image popped up of a naked woman bound. Her arms were tied behind her back, connected to her ankles and forcing her bare chest into the air.

My breath caught in my throat. There was no denying what he had planned.

The third message to pop up that simply said Midnight.

As Grace returned, I replied, Yes, Sir.

I set my phone aside, unable to focus on the rest of the meal while I thought about his arrival.

 

* * * *

 

For the rest of the day, I struggled with the urge to text Ray. Everything in me begged to do it, to know what exactly was going to happen, but I didn’t. That wasn’t the point. I wasn’t supposed to know more than he’d told me.

I’d been soaking in the tub for a while, doing everything I could to make sure I’d scrubbed every inch of my body clean, that I’d exfoliated, shaved, smelled good, that my skin was soft –everything. I must’ve been in the water for well over an hour before I exited.

After drying off, I slathered myself in lotion, put on my bra, panties and robe with the intention of finding something to wear, though I never got the chance.

Four loud, thunderous knocks echoed through my apartment, sending a chill across the back of my neck. A glance to my phone told me all I needed to know. It was exactly midnight.

As quickly as I could, I dashed through my place and to the front door, throwing it open and revealing the man himself.

Ray was gone, and in his place stood Rabid, the embodiment of his darker side.

Towering over me wearing black and in his leather MC cut, he had suddenly become the man I’d fantasized about in our time apart, the one who remained without description.

“You made me wait,” he said, a growl lacing each word.

I struggled to find my voice. “I’m sorry.”

He moved like lightning, snatching me by the throat and guiding me deeper into my apartment. I gasped, clenching my fists to keep from reaching out and grabbing him.

“I’m sorry, what?”

“I’m sorry, Sir.”

His expression softened just a little, but nowhere near enough to change the atmosphere surrounding us.

“Four,” he said. “I had to knock four times. That means four licks.”

I nodded as best I could while he held me. “Yes, Sir.”

With a sharp nod of his own, he released me and reached into his pocket to retrieve the rope. Bright red and shining nylon, I had no doubt he’d taken it from the store.

He kept me where I was, staring through my still-opened door as he took his stance behind me.

“Take it off.”

I complied without a second thought or care to someone seeing me.

The robe slid from my shoulders, pooling at my feet in a pile of useless terrycloth.

“Arms.”

Again I complied, reaching behind my back and clasping my hands to the opposite elbow. Ray… Rabid went to work, tying the rope to one wrist and crossing my forearms to the other.

Each pass of the cord caused my skin to prickle, my butterflies to multiple and my body to ignite with longing.

A sharp jerk secured the binding keeping my arms in place. It was firm but hadn’t robbed me of mobility in my fingers or made my shoulders ache. He’d done it perfectly, like always.

“You’re going to do everything I say, aren’t you?” he asked, pressing the end of the rope into my hand.

I gripped it tight. It was the quick-release line, the thing I had to tug to undo the knot if, at any time, I wanted use of my arms again.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Hmm,” he replied.

Rabid let out a sharp whistle, startling me to the point I jumped. Facing the open door, I was horrified and excited to see someone approach. Step by step Griff came into view as he climbed the stairs, soon standing in the threshold.

Instinct drove me to shield myself, but the ropes prevented it.

Rabid snatched me back against him.

“Stop,” he said.

He kept me to his chest and forced me to look at the newcomer.

“Since you want to be a slut, I invited a friend.” He practically growled the words.

Everything in me was on fire with anticipation, more than willing to play into the role.

Still clutching the ropes binding me, Rabid guided me to the couch and sat, putting me across his lap. Griff closed the door, crossed my apartment and dipped into the kitchen, returning to the living room with a fresh beer in hand. He fell onto the loveseat across the way and put his boot on the coffee table while he pulled out the small tin he kept his weed in. Setting it in his lap, he proceeded to roll a joint, wholly unbothered by me bound and tossed over Rabid’s lap.

To be fair, it wasn’t the first time.

I stared at him, unable to do much else while Rabid massaged me. He trailed strong, calloused hands down my body, over my arms and thighs until, without warning, he slapped my ass, sending a shock throughout.

Finished with his personal task, Griff met my eye, a smirk evident. The sight of it, of being watched, helped build the enjoyment of the moment, compounded when Rabid brought his hand down on me.

He let it linger, the welts no doubt forming. My thong did nothing to save my skin, which hadn’t fully recovered from the last ass-whooping I’d received.

Tense minutes passed, filled with anticipation and slight fear, but when he hadn’t spanked me again, I allowed myself to relax. It’d been a mistake.

Slap!

The spark of pain caused my clit to throb and my sex to dampen.

He teased me, massaged and kneaded my sore flesh. He knew how to do it, how to coax delight out of me in every way.

The count had made it to three, each rougher than the last.

I kept my body tight, knowing that he’d act the moment I relaxed, but he didn’t seem willing to wait or else he wanted to keep himself entertained.

Gripping my thong firmly, he rendered it useless with a hard yank, discarding the tattered fabric a second later.

Staying silent, Rabid traced a line down the crack of my ass and between my legs where he was given proof of my excitement. I couldn’t fight the sigh, dropping my forehead onto the couch cushion and parting my legs just a little so he could have all the access he wanted.

With expert precision, he proceeded to press against my clit.

I bit down on my lip, refusing to let him hear my breathing change or that I relished in the sensation because he would’ve stopped. I didn’t want that to happen.

He worked his deft fingers with ease, given the chance by how wet I’d become in such a short amount of time. It was exploratory but intentional, and I reaped the benefits.

Slowly but surely, he withdrew, though didn’t go far. Instead, he pulled the dampness back, guiding it to my ass like he had a hundred times before. He circled the ring of muscle, teased it and made sure it was as slick as the rest of me before he acted.

Two thick digits plunged into my waiting pussy while his thumb found it’s home in my asshole, buried to the hilt. I couldn’t keep my moan to myself, shifting on his lap as he filled me.

“That what you wanted?” His voice startled me enough that I hesitated to reply. He didn’t appreciate it and drove his fingers in again. “Answer me.”

I planted my cheek on the cushion so I could speak and nodded profusely. “Y-yes, Sir.”

“Hmm.”

Rabid went to work, pumping his thick digits in and out at a leisurely pace. I sank into it, allowing myself to relish the pressure in my ass and the way he scraped my core.

It’d begun casual, not timid but without the objective of getting me off, but it hadn’t remained that way. Soon, he thrust them into me so hard that I bounced in place, scraping my lace-covered nipples across the cushion, reminding me that they needed to be touched, to be loved.

A grunt escaped me with each pump, narrating my enjoyment in the moment, and I wasn’t the only one. Some time ago, Rabid’s hard-on had begun to push into my stomach, unyielding and more like stone. Griff wasn’t immune, either.

Finished with his joint, he dropped his leg and splayed himself on the couch. His black eyes kept focus on me, never blinking as he grabbed the tent pitched in his lap. He groaned, letting me see the satisfaction roll over him.

“You like him watching, don’t you?” Rabid asked.

I intentionally didn’t reply. In retaliation, Rabid threaded his fingers through my hair at the crown and gripped tight.

He jerked hard, snapping my head back and causing me to clamp down on the hand between my legs.

“Yes,” I whispered.

He pulled my hair again, forcing a cry of pleasure to erupt from my lips.

“Yes, Sir,” I declared to the room.

Griff groaned, squeezing his cock harder while Rabid’s pace increased, slamming into me to the point there was no denying the wet smack against my skin.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned.

Everything was compounding—a torrent of sensations, desires and experiences that were threatening to consume me.

“Think she’s gonna get off,” Griff said in a rough voice.

“That what’s happening?” Rabid asked, keeping his brisk, intentional pace.

“Yes.” I struggled to even say it.

He let go of my hair only long enough to knead my ass, squeezing and pinching the welted skin.

“Goddamn it,” I groaned, desperate to grab the sofa, him or anything I could just to steady myself. “Yes, Sir.”

“Good girl,” he replied.

And as though rewarding me, he dedicated himself to the task, and I allowed myself to disappear into it.

I writhed and squirmed, pushing myself against him, though I needn’t have bothered. But still, he met me in stride, compounding my delight.

Planting my forehead to the couch’s soft fabric again, I slammed my eyes shut. I was getting close, clenching my fists to try to keep myself sane.

“Yes, yes, yes…” There was no more keeping silent.

I was about to erupt, and he seemed to know it.

Without warning, his free hand came down on my ass one final time. The intense pain of it coupled with his fingers was all I needed.

My orgasm exploded inside me, a detonation of everything that he’d spent the day building. Every muscle tightened and went into spasm at the same time, leaving me quivering while the purest euphoria radiated each cell.

Rabid didn’t stop, though he had slowed, coaxing me back to the world.

I slumped, breathing, and my heartbeat gradually returning to normal.

Rolling my head to the side, I did my best to bring as much air into my lungs as possible.

“How you feelin’, bro?”

His voice forced me to open my eyes and remember that Griff was still sitting a few feet away, touching himself.

“Little tense,” Griff said with a deep voice.

“You hear that?” Rabid asked. “You’re making him tense.”

My insides fluttered from the intensity at which he stared.

“What do you have to say for yourself?”

“I’m s— Fuck,” I moaned when he ceased to tease both holes, withdrawing from me completely. “I’m sorry.”

Griff chewed on his bottom lip again, cocking his head to the side while he continued to grope his dick.

“I think you need to make it up to him,” Rabid said. “What do you think?”

I was losing myself, and that was the point.

“Yes,” I said with a whimpering voice.

He retreated from me completely, and with a skill I’d learned a long-ass time ago, I managed to stand under my own power without the aid of my arms.

Griff kept his gaze locked to me while I approached.

He slumped farther in the seat and to my internal delight, unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out. He gave it a few hard strokes before holding the base.

“Come here,” he said.

I dropped to my knees between his legs, my back straight. He shook his head, curling his finger at me and beckoning me closer. I did as I was told.

He cradled my cheek, bringing me to him. Keeping his eye, I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue. He didn’t hesitate to slap the head of his dick against it.

Letting it rest in place, he plowed his fingers through my hair, clutching it in both hands.

“Open up that throat for me, Rock,” he said.

I nodded, and he brought me down his length. 

 

 


Chapter Fourteen

Ray

 

I sat back watching Griff, my brother, use my girl’s mouth, bobbing her up and down his cock and loving every second of it. So was she, and I was right there with her. It made my blood boil in the best way.

When I’d spotted them in the alley, I’d been a little jealous, because someone else was touching her, but it had faded when I spotted who it was. But at the same time, since I was still reeling from incarceration and greedy for absolutely everything that I could get, it gave me ideas. Everything we’d once done immediately surged in my head, and along with the knowledge that she enjoyed the theatricality of it, I wanted to be sure I could keep things separated, keep my emotions separate. If there was anyone to test it with, it was Griff.

I loved how much she loved what was happening. It tickled that thing in the back of my dark soul that found pleasure when the woman I adored felt the same.

I’d been pent up all day just thinking about it and was always fine with Griff joining, because the man couldn’t care less about a relationship. There was no threat.

At the moment, in physical pain from want, I couldn’t look away from her bound in the way she liked, her knees spread, my handprints across her ass and her inner thighs glistening while Griff used her mouth.

I reached into my pants and began to stroke in time, knowing how good it felt.

They continued on, and after a moment, I wanted more. I wanted to be involved and rose to my feet, drawing Griff’s attention. I jerked my head to the side and the man understood, withdrawing from her almost immediately.

I hoisted her to her feet and together, the three of us retreated to her bedroom.

I sat her on the edge of the bed and began to remove clothes. When I’d tied her, I tucked the release into her hand so she could undo it at any time. Until then, we would have our fun, because it meant she wanted stuff done to her.

Eventually, she would participate, too. That was just how it went, but until then…

She stared at us, watching us undress and ogling like we did her. I couldn’t help focusing on her, too, especially how she’d clenched her thighs together to try and ebb her own ache.

Griff glanced at me and a silent conversation passed between us. I nodded and he acted.

He pushed her shoulders back until she was on the bed, then took her ankles and spun her around, allowing her head to hang off the edge. He crawled onto the mattress, spreading her legs wide before burying his face between them. She let out a beautiful sound I stifled when I stuck my dick in her mouth. The vibrations radiated through me.

While a strange angle, it didn’t stop me from bracing against the bed and bending my knees until I could guide myself deep.

“There we go,” I said, letting out a sigh when I’d lined up properly.

I touched her where I could, leaning in to bite her breasts while Griff continued to eat her out. She moaned and wriggled beneath him, seemingly trying to reach out and touch one or both of us. It was something she’d said she liked most about being restrained, the inability to react when she wanted to most.

I picked up the pace and started to lose myself. Unwilling to have it end too soon, I had to pull back, but I didn’t leave her, still groping while Griff enjoyed himself. I liked watching, too.

When I was the one touching her, I got the up-close version of it, but a few steps back, I was able to see every goosebump that formed on her skin, see the way she shook all over and I loved it. I longed to see her at the pinnacle of ecstasy.

Griff sat back on his knees.

She breathed heavily and shifted from side to side.

A second later, an arm appeared from under her body, then the other with the rope. They were pink and indented. I didn’t mind that she’d undone them. At that point, it made sense. She was probably desperate for circulation.

Reaching into my jeans pocket, I retrieved a pair of condoms, tearing them apart and tossing one to Griff. We both ripped into them and put them on. I had to be inside her, or I was going to lose my mind.

Having done this before more than once, we knew how to move around each other. It made things a hell of a lot easier.

Griff grabbed her, pulling her up and bringing her to him, while he lay on the bed. She straddled him and a second later filled my ears with a sultry moan as she sank onto his dick.

I finished removing the last bits of clothing, dropping them to the floor with my boots and the rest of our shit while she rode Griff. I couldn’t look away, transfixed to every fucking second, but I had to have more.

As soon as I could, I crawled onto the bed behind her. She hadn’t even slowed until I touched the back of her shoulders.

Rocky leaned forward, planting her hands on Griff’s chest and sticking her ass out for me. I positioned myself behind her, pressing the head of my dick to her ass.

Her breathing turned shallow as I pushed beyond the ring of muscle. She gasped and slumped, her head dipping while I inched myself deeper and deeper, sinking to the hilt.

“Oh, fuck,” she whimpered.

Every one of us went still, locked in place by the fact that we hadn’t done that shit in years.

“Fucking hell,” Griff muttered. “I forgot how tight you get.”

She didn’t respond beyond more stuttered breaths.

He roamed her body with his hands, cupping her breasts and squeezing tight. I unsnapped her bra and he snatched it off her, tossing it away without a care.

He thumbed her nipples the second he could, and she forced herself to look at him.

“How’s it feel having your man’s dick in your ass again, hmm?”

“So good,” she said.

He let out a sigh and slapped her tit, causing her to gasp again.

“Why don’t you tell him?”

Leaning back as best she could, she formed to my chest. I wrapped her in my arms and held the base of her throat while she craned her neck to look at me.

“I love you inside me,” she muttered against my lips.

“So do I, baby.”

I kissed her as passionately as I could from the angle, but when Griff touched her clit and she let out another moan, it prompted her to begin moving.

There were no words to describe the feeling of that moment. How could you describe the sensation of feeling another man’s dick inside her at the same time? Or describe the way she rocked her hips so she could get everything she wanted from both of us, using us to make her shake? It was impossible.

Rocky was the first to move, like usual, rolling her hips while Griff and I slowly began to thrust. He kept strumming her clit the whole time, keeping her happy while I groped her body.

She was mine, always.

Griff drove into her from underneath, so I held her steady. The guy didn’t seem to have much left. He’d been excited ever since I’d told him about my plan, and she’d never gotten him off in the living room, so he must have been in pain.

He planted his feet in the mattress, thrusting up with all he had until he threw his head back, sinking it into her pillow. He went still, buried deep inside her. Veins bulged in his neck, his skin turned pink and a moment later, he finally breathed.

Prying open his eyes, he looked at the pair of us, but Rocky was too far in her own world to seem to notice. He said nothing to me, slipping out of her and off the bed with practiced ease. The moment he was gone, I started to move again, grinding into her just to keep the pleasure going.

I cradled her face, keeping her close while I struggled to maintain control.

“Harder,” she murmured.

Kissing the side of her neck, I said, “Put your chest on the bed.”

She complied, nearly collapsing onto the mattress and pushing her ass up for me. I gripped her hips, digging my fingers into the soft skin and made sure I had a firm hold.

I fucked her. I fucked her as hard as I could, throwing her back on my cock while I thrust forward. It would’ve hurt a lesser woman, but my girl only cried out for more.

Each yes that left her lips crawled across my body, pricking at me and making my balls tighten. I didn’t have long. I could’ve held out, slowed down so we could both last, but I was too greedy to give a damn. I’d become my nickname…rabid.

Her hand went to work between her legs, and I took hold of her hair, twirling her thick tresses around my forearm.

“Harderharderharder,” she cried, filling my ears with her demands.

I did my best to oblige, driving into her in such a frenzy that the bed began to slam against the wall. It was so fucking loud that the neighbors might have thought cops were busting it down.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come, baby,” I said with a pained groan. Christ, I wanted to hold out.

“Give it to me,” she begged. “Don’t stop.”

I couldn’t. I wouldn’t.

Rearing back, I slapped her perfect ass once, twice, three times before letting go over everything that I’d been stupid enough to hold on to.

She followed me into that oblivion.

Wrapping her in my arms, I held her trembling body to mine as though it’d keep me from evaporating into nothing.

And just like that, everything had gone startlingly quiet.

When I’d gained enough of my senses to move, I pulled out of her. Rocky immediately collapsed onto the bed, her skin flushed and sweating, her thighs shaking.

I stumbled off the bed and nearly fell, my legs having turned to jelly.

Making my way to the bathroom, I got rid of the condom and cleaned up, returning to her a few seconds later. She hadn’t moved. In fact she looked asleep, but I wanted a kiss.

Crawling onto the mattress as quietly as I could hadn’t been enough. She rolled her head toward me, opening her eyes and staring back with an expression I couldn’t quite figure out. She looked…happy—not satisfied, not as though her wants had been relieved, but genuinely happy.

Without saying a thing, she reached for me. I let her take my arm and guide me to her side. She put my head on her shoulder and encircled me in her arms, so I did the same, cradling her sweaty body to mine like she was a pillow.

I didn’t remember falling asleep.

 


Chapter Fifteen

Ray

 

When I woke up that morning, I was surprised to find myself in Rocky’s bed. It was obvious, I mean I hadn’t left, but somehow it took a minute to register.

I’d spent the night, and I didn’t know how to take it.

I rolled my head toward her and smiled at how peaceful she seemed to be. Her face was half buried in the pillow, a blanket of dark hair surrounding her like a halo and the comforter low on her waist.

It would never make sense that she could look so fucking innocent while still harboring such a devil under the surface.

Doing my best not to make any noise, I slid out of bed and put on my boxers, sure to snatch my jeans on the way out, too.

In the living room, I couldn’t help but glance around. Aside from the coffee table still pushed to the side, there wasn’t a hint of what had happened the previous night.

Griff had dipped the second he came, gathering up everything he’d brought and sneaking out like a gentleman. The guy knew his role was, more or less, in a foreplay capacity. It made him the perfect third.

I would forever respect the guy for knowing the perfect time to make an exit.

While I put my jeans on, I couldn’t fight the craving for caffeine and retreated to her kitchen. It didn’t take a lot of searching to find the coffee itself and mugs, so while I brewed, I cleaned up in the bathroom.

By the time I was done, the pot was full of beautiful brown nectar of the gods.

I immediately poured a cup for me and one for Rocky before replacing the pot. Dipping into the fridge, I grabbed the creamer, dumping a fair amount into one of the mugs then put it back. Each cup got a pair of sugars and a hefty stir.

One in each hand, I went back to her bedroom and set the one filled with creamer on the bedside table.

I hadn’t meant to wake her up, more than willing for her to discover the coffee when she stumbled across it, but the smell must have had an effect.

Rocky stirred, stretching out and groaning before she pried open an eye and spotted me.

“Morning,” I said with a half-smile.

“Morning,” she replied with one of her own.

Stifling a massive yawn, she pushed herself up and sat with her back to the headboard I’d broken the other day. My stomach turned. It’d been an accident, mostly, but she hadn’t said anything about it yet.

Grabbing her mug, I offered it to her. She spotted it, her eyes glittering like I was gifting her the world.

“Thank you,” she said in a tone to match.

She cradled the object, blowing gently on the surface to cool it while wholly unaware or not caring that she was naked. Sitting like she was made the blanket gather in her lap, exposing everything from the waist up and she didn’t seem to give a shit.

Pulling my head back into the game, I did everything I could to ignore it.

“Mmm,” she mumbled while she sipped. “Perfect.”

I was a little proud of the compliment, glad I’d remembered the way she took it after so long.

Weird what I remember.

“Thank you,” she said into the mug before sipping on it again.

“Yeah, no problem.”

Almost immediately I noticed she hadn’t mentioned me being there. I half expected it. More than half.

As I struggled to keep from gawking at her chest, I spotted her arms. They were a little pink, but not bruised, and it prompted me to ask.

“How’re you feeling?”

She rolled her head from side to side and looked at me.

“Sore, but I figured that’s par for the course after something like that.”

She set her coffee down, tossed the blankets aside and stood. Again, I couldn’t help but stare, spotting the marks on her ass while she snatched a massive shirt from her closet and tugged it on.

Without a care, she crossed the room, grabbing a hair tie and pulling her locks back.

“What time is it?” she asked.

It was like any other day, and it was throwing me off.

“A little after ten.”

“Mmm,” she mumbled, grasping her coffee and retreating to the living room.

I glanced through the door and watched her lazily push her coffee table back into place with the side of her leg, then pick up her robe and lay it over the arm of the couch. She sat a moment later, curling her legs up while she enjoyed her drink.

The fact that she seemed unbothered was weird to me. It wasn’t that she’d clearly moved on from the threesome I found strange, but rather that she was completely unaffected by me still being there. It felt like it used to, and I didn’t know how to handle it.

The relief had been there, but the way things were between us since my release was what made me so uncomfortable.

She looked up and noticed me staring.

“What?”

I scratched the back of my head and decided to just say it.

“You don’t care I stayed?”

She shrugged and shook her head. “It was, like, two in the morning. I kind of figured you would.”

“And you’re cool with that?”

“Honestly, I was too tired to give a shit.”

There was a nice twinge of pride at that statement.

“And it’s too early for me to care right now, so…” She shrugged again.

“Good to know.”

I took a seat on the couch beside her, settling into the plush surface with a sigh. My gaze landed on the loveseat across from us and images of Griff bobbing her up and down flittered in my mind, stirring things that I somehow managed to push down.

“You work today?” she asked.

I dug into my memory and nodded.

“Yeah, noon.”

“Me, too.”

With another stretch and a sigh, she looked around the apartment.

“I guess I’ll get ready after my coffee. Thanks, by the way.”

“No problem.”

I don’t know why she kept thanking me for it, but I didn’t mind.

Rocky gave me a little smile then asked something I wasn’t awake enough to register.

“Hey, you want a living room set?”

I blinked a couple of times.

“What?” I wasn’t sure I heard her right.

“You want it?”

“Aren’t you supposed to give it to your ex?” I asked, narrowing my eyes.

“Can’t give him what I don’t have.”

I looked it over and it wasn’t bad, but I didn’t have anywhere to put it. If I did, I probably would’ve snatched it up in a second.

Biting down on a genuine gratitude, I wrapped myself in sarcasm and replied, “You kidding me? Hell no. People fucked all over it.”

She laughed, pushing me with her foot in a mock-kick.

“Asshole,” she giggled.

“Nah, that was in there.” I pointed toward her bedroom.

Still amused and shaking her head, she said, “Seriously. If you want it, it’s yours.”

I relaxed a little, kind of flattered she would’ve offered, but the facts were the facts.

“I don’t have a place yet. I’m still in the halfway…” My heart immediately dropped. “Fuck.”

I let out a heavy sigh. She seemed to notice the problem, too.

“You never checked in last night.”

I shook my head. Rocky winced.

“How much trouble are you going to be in?”

“I don’t know. I haven’t done this before.”

“Shit,” she mumbled.

A tense silence filled the space and as much as I would’ve loved to do something about it, crack a joke or something else, Rocky spoke up first.

“I guess you should probably head out.”

My heart sank again. I didn’t want to have to deal with the bullshit fallout.

“Yeah, probably. Fuck.”

I heaved myself up and went to the bedroom to finish getting dressed.

After shoving my shoes back on, I returned to the living room and tied them. She was in the process of rinsing out her mug, probably already done with it. I never understood how she could drink something that scalding hot so easily.

She turned to face me, hands on her hips and cocking her head.

I rose to approach, and she met me in stride.

“I’ll see you at work,” I said.

“Yup.” She approached me, placing a brisk kiss on my lips. “Love you.”

And she headed toward the bedroom.

I’d been stunned enough by the affection that I turned to look at her. She’d paused as though she realized it, too.

We lingered, an unsettling sensation filling the air. She’d slipped. She’d acted like we were still together, and she knew it.

What’re you gonna—?

She walked away a split second later, giving me my answer. Seemed like she was going to ignore what she’d done, so I did, too.

Pushing beyond the weirdness, I made sure I had my things.

I left the apartment and made my way to my bike, recognizing that things were going back to the way they used to be much sooner than I thought. I’d hoped they might but held a healthy skepticism that it’d never happen. Looked like I was wrong.

I got on my bike, started it up and set off toward the halfway house.

 

* * * *

 

They didn’t do much to me when I got back to the house beyond giving me a stern talking to. The best I could figure was they were treating me like that because of who I was associated with. In the end, it didn’t much matter. I had more important things to deal with, like getting the hell out of it.

There were some shitty little apartments I could get to in the meantime. I just needed enough for a down payment, and I was sure I could manage something. I might need help, but I could get something.

Until then, I had to focus on work.

After pulling up to the hardware store, I made my way through the back door, clocked in and grabbed my apron. It’d only been a couple of weeks, but I was already in a rhythm.

Stepping out onto the floor, I paused at the sight of Rocky stocking one of the shelves. She hadn’t looked at me yet, but that didn’t stop my body from reacting.

I wanted to touch her, and I would’ve been happy to just have her in my arms again.

The feelings had been swimming beneath the surface, never far from reach and that morning made it worse. I thought I could handle just the sexual aspect of things, but I wasn’t as sure anymore. Things were too casual, too easy.

When she spotted me, she smiled.

“Come on,” she said. “We’ve got work to do.”

I nodded and stepped to it, all the while unable to stop thinking about how I could get her back.

 

 


Chapter Sixteen

Raquel

 

It’d been a month since Ray had showed up in my life again, since he’d started at the hardware store and I’d become comfortable. I no longer dreaded going to work, filled with anxiety over what might take place. Instead, sometimes, I looked forward to it.

He seemed to have forgotten about the love you, too. Thank God.

We still hooked up fairly often, probably once a day, to be honest, but it was more than that. I enjoyed hanging out with him. It harkened back to the friendship we’d had when we were dating, and as much as Grace continued to warn me about getting too close, I couldn’t help it. We had a lot of history, and that was hard to ignore.

It felt better just to embrace it.

We were sitting on the couch watching TV and eating Chinese food that’d taken way too long to get delivered. I was leaning against him while I enjoyed my lo mein and he devoured his orange chicken. The guy had made it through the whole thing within a couple of minutes at best.

He shifted and I sat up, letting him put the carton on the coffee table. When he settled back into his seat, he pulled me to his chest once more.

I was content as he ran his fingertips up and down the length of my arm.

Things were going well for him, too. He’d kept his nose clean and was in the process of finally getting out of that disgusting halfway house. I couldn’t say if he’d earned enough or had to borrow some, but he’d pulled together the cash and got to branch out.

“Hey,” I said, breaking our extensive silence. “When are you supposed to move into your apartment again?”

“First of the month.”

“Isn’t that next week?”

He thought briefly and nodded. “It’s five days away.”

“Out of one shithole and into another,” I chuckled.

“At least at the apartment, the crackheads and pervs aren’t going to be in the same room as me.”

“Nope, just spread out all over the place.”

“No different than anywhere else.”

“Says the deviant.”

He chuckled and didn’t bother refuting the statement.

I eventually finished my food, and we fell into that silence again.

It was like nothing had changed, like he hadn’t been locked away.

A kiss was unexpectedly pressed to my hairline.

I turned and peered up at him. “What was that for?”

“I need a reason?”

I narrowed my eyes in a playful glare. “Maybe.”

Jutting his chin at me, he asked, “What’re you gonna do about it?”

We had a staring contest, and I wasn’t willing to lose. I wasn’t going to back down, so I chose to fight dirty and poked him in the side.

Ray jumped, a startled shriek leaving him before he could pull it back. I was beaming. He was ticklish.

“Don’t do that,” he said.

“Do what?” I asked, making sure to add as much innocence to the question as I could. “This?”

I poked him again and almost immediately, we were thrust into a battle of life or death, each of us struggling to get the upper hand over the other.

It didn’t last very long, and soon he had me pinned under his massive frame.

“Do you yield?” I asked.

His lips parted in a grin. Shaking his head, he replied, “Never.”

“Then you must suffer!”

I struggled against him, wiggling from side to side and doing everything I could to get the slightest bit of leverage, but the guy was too big.

After a minute or two, I had no choice but to relent.

Clearing my throat, I said, “Fine. We’ll call it a draw.”

“A draw?”

I nodded.

He narrowed his eyes.

“I don’t think so. It’s my turn.”

He dove for my neck and immediately acted like an idiot, growling and grunting like a rutting pig. I burst into a fit of laughter, unable to stop myself with the stupidity of the moment.

“Yield,” he said against my skin. When I didn’t reply, he went for my sides like I had him. Problem was, I was ticklish, too.

I cried out, rocking from side to side, desperate to get him off me before I died of a heart attack.

“Okay!”

Ray stopped and drew back. He stared at me, his face pink from exertion.

I peered into his beautiful eyes, adjusting a little beneath him to get comfortable.

“Say it,” he said.

I chewed on my bottom lip and replied, “I yield.”

He seemed content with my answer.

“Now what?” I asked, my voice having dipped in volume.

“You have to pay restitutions.”

I raised my brows. “Big word,” I said, trying and failing to keep the giggle from my voice.

He wasn’t offended and instead dipped forward. He brushed his lips over mine, filling me with an increasingly familiar delight.

When he didn’t proceed, I took the reins, kissing him. Ray sighed, sinking against me, but keeping himself propped up enough that I wasn’t crushed. I wrapped my arms around his neck, holding him close while he deepened it.

I moaned when his tongue touched mine, sweet and tender like it used to be.

He clutched the hair on the base of my head, I guided my legs around his waist and each passing second filled me with want.

But something was different, and I couldn’t figure out what, at first.

Ray pulled back, hovering over me while he stared into my eyes. He touched my face, running his strong fingers down my cheek. I couldn’t help but smile in response and he did the same.

“I love you, Rocky,” he said as he examined my face. “I never stopped.”

Ice sputtered through my veins. His statement, his expression, everything, dripped with sincerity.

When I’d said it, it’d been a mistake, a slip. He was intentional.

The good feeling was gone, replaced with genuine fear.

It must have been reflected across my face, because it didn’t take him long to realize he’d just fucked up.

A tense moment passed. I had to make it stop.

“You should go.”

 

* * * *

 

The following day, I got out of the shower and grabbed the towel hanging from the nearby hook. When I wrapped it around my body, I caught sight of my ass in the mirror. Most of the steam had faded from the glass, giving me the perfect view of the handprints that lingered.

It’d been days, but they were still there. With a deep breath, I headed into my bedroom to get dressed.

Whether I wanted to or not, I couldn’t stop thinking about Ray. Everything had been going great. The two of us had found our rhythm, found a way to fit together in our new situation, but then he had to talk. Why did he have to tell me he loved me? I didn’t want to hear it. It was too real.

My mind continued to race, wondering if I should call off our arrangement or not. I’d been honest when I’d said I just wanted sex. That was all I thought I could give him, and on some level, it was all I thought he deserved.

It was hard for me to land on anything, and pushing myself too hard wouldn’t do anything more than give me a headache. Deciding to just move beyond it, I finished putting on my work clothes and wrapped my head in the towel to soak up as much water as it could while I ate breakfast.

Staring at the toaster waiting for my Pop-Tart, I searched my memory for hints. They had to exist, red flags or some kind of indication that things were getting out of hand, but every situation was tainted with my own frame of mind. All I remembered was how much fun I was having, or how much I liked having him…

It hit me like a fist to the jaw.

Fuck.

It had been there the whole time. From the second he had shown up in front of my place, Ray hadn’t made it a secret that he wanted more than I was going to give, and my dumbass hadn’t paid attention.

My head dropped. We were too close, too familiar. I never should have given in, never should’ve looked under that rock.

I had no one to blame but myself and worse yet, I still had to work with the guy.

“Goddamn it.”

 

 


Chapter Seventeen

Ray

 

It’d been hours, and we hadn’t spoken beyond the forced bullshit we had to say to each other at work, and even then it’d been more like noncommittal noises. It was driving me insane. I couldn’t handle being back at square one, not when we’d finally moved beyond it.

At the end of our shift, I followed Rocky out and waited while she locked up. The whole day I’d been struggling to think of what to say, and when the moment came, the words got lodged in my throat.

The lock clicked and she slid the keys into her pocket. Without a word, she walked by me and to the alley that separated the main street from the parking lot.

If you don’t do it now, you won’t get it out ever.

“Rocky, talk to me,” I said while I stayed two steps behind.

“And say what?” she asked, never breaking her stride.

“Shit, I don’t know. This is the most you’ve said to me all day.”

She stopped, turning in her spot to face me. That’d been a first, too. She’d done her best to ignore me since the beginning of shift.

“I think we need to stop.”

The words hung in the air and stunned me long enough that it gave her the chance to start walking again.

“What?” I snapped to.

“I think we should stop, all of it,” she said, still walking away.

“The hell for?” I had genuine trouble comprehending the simple-ass statement. “We’re perfect together.”

She was trying to ignore me, and that wasn’t going to work. I’d hit my peak, my limit for bullshit. We’d danced around too many times and I wasn’t about to go back to the way it was when I first showed up.

“No, fuck that.”

I grabbed her by the arm, forcing her to look me in the eye. She was blank and it was fucking unsettling, but I refused to let it show. There were more important things to deal with, to say.

“We belong together, and you know it.”

Grinding her teeth and clenching her jaw, she replied, “We tried that once. Didn’t work. And now this isn’t working, either.”

It was like she’d punched me in the gut.

“Just let it go, Ray. Shit.”

She turned to leave again.

That was all I could take, frustration and anger bubbling up inside me.

“That’s bullshit, and you know it.”

I stormed after her, not to plead my case exactly, but to point out how fucking stupid she was being. She couldn’t lie to me. I knew her in every way.

Reaching out again, I’d almost manage to get a hold of her when someone else darkened the alleyway.

Asshole stood in her path, forcing Rocky to stop in her tracks.

“Oh, what fresh hell,” she muttered.

“The fuck, Raquel?” He scowled. “Where’ve you been?”

“Around.” She moved around him, and he didn’t seem to appreciate it.

Asshole shouted after her. “You need to give me my shit, you hear me? Hand it over or I’m going to get more than lawyers involved.”

She froze in her place, turning on her heel to face us, and in that moment, I knew everything had changed. Whatever had been holding her back snapped.

I’d seen that look before, the one telling me she was about to unleash hell, and it made me take a preemptive step back.

“Why don’t you go fuck yourself, huh? I am done. I am so goddamn done bending over backward for you. And for what? To keep the peace? That shit flew out of the window the second you started dragging your ass.”

The few people walking the street at that hour were starting to take notice. It wasn’t as though the store closed super late or the alley was very private. It couldn’t have been long after eight o’clock.

“Christ, you are, without a doubt, the most useless person I’ve ever met. I mean, how fucking drunk was I to even consider dating you, let alone marry your ass? You’re not charming. You’re not smart. You don’t have a job, and you don’t even fuck worth a damn. What use are you? And now you want to take shit I’ve worked my ass off for? Fuck you.”

Seemingly done, she walked off.

“Whore.”

She turned once more.

“What?”

“You heard me.” He headed for her. “No one wanted you, some fucking biker whore with a cunt too big for a fucking horse.”

I was seething.

“Everything’s big for you,” she said, wiggling her pinky at him.

Asshole didn’t even hesitate. Rearing back, the dude brought his fist hard against her face, and I saw red.

I launched myself forward, grabbed Asshole by the collar and spun him around. I punched him so hard that I could’ve sworn I heard something crack.

He went limp in my grasp, crumbling to the ground. He was out for the count, but I was furious and barking at him.

“Get up!” I shouted, no doubt drawing even more attention while I circled the guy, waiting for the slightest hint of movement. “Get the fuck up, motherfucker!”

I was heated, ready to pounce at any second, losing to my anger issues when Rocky slid into my line of sight. She somehow pierced the veil, forcing me to go still.

“Stop,” she said, her voice echoing alongside the blood pumping through my ears.

Breathing heavy, I nodded as best I could.

She glanced around and pushed against my chest.

“Go.”

The unexpected word made me flinch, my brows creasing. “What?”

“Go.” She pushed harder and glanced back again.

A pretty decent amount of people had gathered up at the end of the alley, a few of them with their phones out and recording us while some were making calls. My heart sank.

The reality of what I’d just done hit me hard and took with it all the rage that’d been swelling under my skin.

“Fuck,” I muttered. Scratching the back of my head, I turned to Rocky and forced a smile I knew didn’t look real. “No point.”

Her brows twitched. “You have to get out of here before the cops show up or you’re going back.”

My gut turned and if I thought I could’ve gotten away with it, I would’ve run.

“I know,” I said with a nod.

The sadness deepened only to be wiped away a second later with anger. She shoved hard on my chest, forcing me to step back.

“Why’re you so damn stupid?”

She was worried, even though she didn’t have to be, and it made my heart warm a little. I shrugged.

Reaching out, I touched her face. The bright pink fist-print Asshole left behind made my palm burn.

“Sorry, babe,” I said, leaning in and giving her a soft kiss before stepping back.

There was nothing I could do, and I wasn’t going to make it worse for myself, so I just walked to the curb and took a seat, waiting for the inevitable. People in town knew who I was, and I had a recognizable face. And even if I could’ve hidden somewhere, I didn’t doubt Asshole would give the cops all the information they’d need to track me down. It wasn’t worth the fight. I was fucked.

Didn’t have to wait long for flashing blue and red lights to catch my eye. A second later, the patrol car swooped in, parking a couple of feet from me.

I knew both the cops who’d stepped out, at least a little.

The big guy, the one who actually stood about an inch or so taller than me, was Aiden Something. Dude used to travel in our circle before putting on the uniform, apparently deciding he didn’t have what it took to be an Infernal.

The other was much smaller and female. Bailey Raynes I’d known a little better, but not much. Like with most of the people in town, I’d grown up with her, and she’d always been on the periphery of my life, given she’d broken up some brawls and shit.

She headed for me while the other guy went for Asshole.

“Hey, Ray,” she said, looking me over. “Heard you were out.”

“Hey.” I heaved myself to my feet, towering over her. “So, what happens now?”

She glanced down the alley. I didn’t bother turning around.

“We were told you hit someone,” she said. “That true?”

I nodded and, without a word, turned my back to her and clasped my hands. The cuffs came out a second later.

Rocky was talking to the big guy, waving her hand at Asshole like she was trying to explain. It wouldn’t matter in the end. I was a violent offender. I was going away for the rest of my sentence, at least.

“Fuck,” I mumbled to myself while I was led to the back of the cruiser.

 

* * * *

 

The following day, after being booked and tossed into a holding cell, I was greeted by Bailey emerging around lunchtime with a plastic tray of cafeteria-looking food. She set it on the little platform in the gap where cons would put their hands to be cuffed.

I rose and crossed the cell. “Thanks,” I said, returning to my seat with lunch.

It wasn’t much, just a peanut butter sandwich, an apple and a Coke from the vending machine, but I was hungry.

“What were you doing, Ray?”

I popped the top to the soda and took a long sip.

“Didn’t you just get out?”

“He hit Rocky,” I plainly said.

Her brows crease. “Jesus.” Her expression darkened a little. “Well, that’ll help your case, but you were charged with a violent offense last time, right?”

I nodded, biting into my sandwich. It wasn’t great, but it wasn’t bad, either. Hard to fuck up a PB&J.

“You think she’ll testify about it?”

I had no idea and shrugged.

“You want me to talk to her?”

I chuckled. “Still can’t help getting involved, can you?”

“Alek’s a prick. Always has been. It’s no trouble, trust me.”

“I don’t know if she’ll want to get involved, but she’s probably working at the bar tonight.”

Raynes went pale. I smirked.

“Ever been?”

The parties got pretty big, and even though the cops never bothered with them, there was no way in hell they weren’t aware they happened.

“No,” she mumbled.

“Well, some advice—don’t dress like a cop.”

She glared at me, but I kept my smile.

“Just…eat your lunch.” She scratched the back of her neck. “After the judge sees you, you’ll um…”

“Be sent back.”

Expressing identifiable remorse, she nodded. “Yeah.”

And with that, she headed out, leaving me alone in my cell. The smile vanished immediately.

I hated how things had turned out. Jesus Christ, for the first time in years, things were going my way, but in one fell swoop, I’d managed to fuck up a lot of stuff.

I was doing so good, too. I’d gotten an apartment, had kept a job for a decent amount of time and slipped back into the club life. Hell, Rocky and I had found a nice medium.

But I fucked that up, too.

Stomach sinking, I did my best to prepare for the fact that I was about to have to spend the next two years back in prison.  

 

 


Chapter Eighteen

Raquel

 

The clubhouse was in full swing like usual, and I did my best to keep myself focused, but it was hard. Images of the very one-sided fight lingered, and by then, the club knew about Ray’s arrest.

I was forced to answer a handful of questions from the guys and the cops, but it wasn’t going to help. It didn’t matter that Ray was provoked.

Fucking Alek.

While I poured some shots, I couldn’t help thinking about how different the assault had been. I’d seen Ray knock out a dozen guys, whether for a brawl between friends, prospect initiation or because some asshole pissed him off, but something had been different about the skirmish with Alek.

My cheek burned with the memory. Prick had hit me hard enough to bruise and maybe jostle some teeth, but like everything else, he wasn’t good at that, either. Guy couldn’t even beat someone up properly, because he hadn’t managed to knock me out.

I ran my tongue along the inside of my cheek and over the split in the delicate skin from where it’d been mashed against my molars.

“Hey!”

The sharp cry over the music snapped me back into the moment, drawing my attention to a young woman who I hadn’t seen around there before but knew.

“Hey,” I replied, furrowing my brows. “What’s up?”

Bailey was a good girl, a cop. The fact that she was standing in the middle of the Infernal clubhouse didn’t make a lot of sense. It wasn’t her scene.

“Can I talk to you for a second?”

“Uh, yeah. Sure.”

After flagging down one of the prospects to take my place, I guided Bailey to the back of the building and away from the bulk of the people and noise.

I couldn’t fight the unease.

“What can I do for you?” I asked, quickly noting the way she stared at my face. It was as though she were inspecting me. “What do you want, Bailey?”

“Did Alek really hit you?”

My chest seized, filling me with anxiety, but I nodded. “Yeah. He punched me. Why?”

“Did you tell Aiden?”

“Obviously. I mean I…” The words faded while I recalled the conversation. “Shit. No, I didn’t. Fuck. I was just trying to get him to arrest Alek, too.”

“Is it bad?”

“I mean, there’s a bruise.” I touched my cheek on reflex. “I’ve got makeup on it right now.”

The clinical side of her took over, and she nodded.

“Okay, well, I’m going to need you to come to the station and make a statement. We need to take some pictures, and you can file a report against Alek, too, if you want.”

The thought of filing my own charges had never dawned on me. I’d been so used to ignoring the law side of things that I just didn’t think about it.

Shit. I bet that’ll help with the divorce, too… They don’t look kindly on domestic abuse.

“It should’ve been done last night,” she said. “Hopefully, the evidence is still there.”

“If anything, it’s darker.”

“Good. Wait. I mean…”

“No, it’s fine.” I gave a small smile. “I know what you meant.”

She tried to give her own smile, but it seemed a little heavy.

“So, uh, we can do it tonight, if you want. Best thing to do is get pictures ASAP.”

“Well, I’ll have to find someone to cover the rest of my shift. Come on.”

We returned inside, and I scanned the room for someone who might’ve been able to help, quickly spotting Griff. I made a beeline for the guy with Bailey right behind me.

When we neared, he glanced up and smiled. “Hey, Rock. What’s up?”

“I need to head out.”

His smile faltered. “Something wrong?”

“It’s for Ray,” I said.

Understanding washed over his features, and he rose to his feet. “Yeah, no worries.” He looked at Bailey with a smirk, laying on the charm, and he added a wink. “Hi.”

“Hi,” she mumbled.

He dragged his gaze over her, running his bottom lip through his teeth, and if I weren’t on my way to help keep Ray out of prison, I would’ve been more than happy to let him flirt.

“I appreciate it,” I said, snapping him into reality.

“Yeah, no problem.”

Together, Bailey and I headed out, pushing our way through the crowd and into the parking lot. I was suddenly on a mission, determined to make Alek pay for being such a prick.

It was going to be my revenge for having to put up with all his bullshit.

 

* * * *

 

Processing didn’t take as long as I’d expected it to, but it was tedious, from having to give my statement to signing it, to cleaning off my makeup so they could take pictures.

Bailey was finishing up my report, inputting it into the computer, but I couldn’t sit still.

“I think that’s it,” she said, looking up at me for the first time in a while. “This’ll help. It’ll prove he was acting in self-defense.”

“And what about Alek? Is he going to be arrested?”

“That what you want? You want to press charges?”

I slipped into my thoughts. On the one hand, I would’ve loved that asshole being locked up. On the other… There was no other.

“Yeah. I want to press charges.”

Bailey nodded. “Okay. We can take care of it.”

“Good. Um…do you think it’d be okay if I saw Ray?”

She seemed hesitant. “Well, it’s not really visiting hours, but I think I can give you a couple of minutes.” She stood. “Come on.”

I followed her through the building and toward the back where the cells sat. I’d been in them before. Not for anything major, but I may have had a drunk and disorderly when I was eighteen. Maybe.

She unlocked the door leading to the cells and there he was, presented front and center in the first visible cage.

Ray lifted his head to see who’d entered and spotted me. He shot up, confusion twisting his features.

“What’re you doin’ here?” he asked, rising to his feet and crossing the cell.

Bailey touched the back of my shoulder. “I’ll give you guys a couple of minutes.”

“Thanks,” I muttered. She disappeared a second later.

“Rock,” he said, drawing my eye. “Babe, seriously, what are you doing here?”

Heart in my throat, I approached him.

A pit formed in my gut, so dense that it threatened to pull me down. He seemed so small in the cell, so human. I didn’t like it.

It hurt to see him defeated.

He grasped the bars, resting his forehead against them while he stared at me.

With a heavy sigh, he spoke. “Looks like I’m heading out for a couple of years.”

My stomach sank farther, and I closed the distance between us, taking hold of the bars just beneath his grip.

“You shouldn’t have hit him.”

He cocked a brow.

“He hit you. I couldn’t let that go.”

“That’s what got you arrested last time, dumbass.”

He smirked a little and shrugged.

“Sorry for pissing you off beforehand,” he said. “Probably didn’t help shit.”

I shook my head before resting it against the bars, too. Ray shifted, placing a kiss to my hairline and again sending a chill down my spine. I sighed, sinking into the sensation.

We were right back to where we started, right back to seven years before when he was about to be sent away.

Tears prickled my eyes, threatening to break free.

“I really do love you,” he mumbled.

With a defeated groan, I replied, “I love you, too.” I met his eye. “I always have, you idiot.”

He smiled. “Seem a little upset about that one.”

“Of course I am. You clearly have no self-control.”

The smile remained. “Clearly.”

Shaking my head, I muttered in defeat, “I can’t believe my man got arrested again.”

His smile turned into a smirk. “Your man, huh?”

A small wave of relief hit me, but it was as weighted as everything else. I’d hoped I could keep myself separate from him, from our past, but I must have known it was impossible. Otherwise, why would I have kept pushing the envelope? If I didn’t want to be with him again, why would I have propositioned sex?

“Come here.” He pulled me into a kiss.

He held the back of my head, tensing his fingers in my hair while he kept me close. I didn’t care that the bars kept us from deepening it, just so long as he kissed me.

A clearing throat parted us. Bailey forced a weak smile.

“Time’s up,” she said.

I nodded and stepped out of his grasp.

“See you in a couple of years, babe.” It was meant as a lighthearted joke, but I didn’t take it as one.

“Don’t worry,” I said with a wink. “I’ll take care of everything.”

His confused expression was the last thing I saw before the thick steel door was closed.

 

* * * *

 

The sun bore down on the back of my neck, heating my skin to the point I’d begun to sweat, but I still held his hand.

It was getting close to fall, so the nights were cooler, but the damn sun refused to be ignored.

We continued down the sidewalk, our fingers entwined until spotting the asshat.

“That him?” Griff asked.

My pulse thundered, my heart pumping determination through every vein.

“Yup,” I replied.

He tightened his grip, and we approached in step.

Alek was in the middle of something, fucking around inside the trunk of his car when Griff reached him. He took a second to notice us, but when he did, his face dropped, and I burst out laughing.

The bruise across his jaw was purple, a massive, ugly splot of color that nothing could hide.

“Fuck you,” he hissed, slamming his trunk shut. “You’re not going to be laughing when I get that prick sent back to—”

His words died when his gaze drifted to the man at my side, standing tall and his aged leather cut glinting in the light. Alek lost a shade of color.

“You’re not going to do anything,” Griff said in a voice reserved only for those who pissed him off.

Alek shifted in place, eying the two of us before finding focus on me.

“Didn’t take you long, did it?”

I gritted my teeth.

“Goddamn right,” Griff said, draping his arm around my shoulder. “See, Rock here? She’s one of us, and you fucked with her.” He sucked on his teeth. “That was fucking stupid, man.”

Alek chewed on the inside of his cheek, his jaw tensing and relaxing multiple times.

All pretense left Griff in an instant, wiped away as though it’d never been there. He stepped forward, his arm sliding off my shoulders. While not as big as Ray, there was something overwhelming about him, otherworldly dangerous.

“You got my brother arrested,” he said in little more than a growl. “You hit my girl and you have the balls to stand there and run your fucking mouth?”

“I wasn’t…”

I’d never seen Alek so afraid before. It filled me with an incredible amount of joy that I planned to cherish.

Griff shifted, allowing his head to loll to the side so he could keep Alek’s wandering gaze.

“And if my boy gets locked up again or if I hear you’re giving my girl trouble, I won’t be the only one showin’ up on your doorstep. You hear me?”

It’d been slow to come, but somehow Alek managed to nod.

“Yeah,” he said on a breath.

The biker’s entire demeanor changed again, lightening substantially.

“Good man,” he said, slapping his hand on Alek’s shoulder so hard that he grunted.

Griff turned his back on the man, and together we walked away. I didn’t know what to expect when I’d asked him to help me get Alek to drop the charges, but it’d ended better than I could’ve imagined.

He pulled me to his side again, giving the top of my head a kiss.

“Thanks,” I said, wrapping my arm around his waist. “I appreciate the help.”

“Yeah, of course. You think I want that peckerhead to get away with this bullshit?”

“No, but still.” I took a deep breath and let out a sigh. “I just hope it works.”

“Who knows.” He scratched his chin. “The system doesn’t look too kindly on our kind.”

He wasn’t wrong, and as a result, Ray could either come home immediately or they could toss him into a cell for the remainder of his sentence, just because they wanted to.

 


Chapter Nineteen

Ray

 

Halloween was a couple of days away, reminding me that I’d been in prison for almost two months. Even though the case had fallen through, it took them forever to get the paperwork filed. Didn’t really shock me. No one gave a shit about guys like me.

I waited at the fifth and final gate, the chill breaking through my T-shirt and making me shiver. It’d been hot as hell when I was first booked, so I’d been dressed for that kind of weather. I wasn’t prepared for the coming winter.

The gate behind me slammed shut, prompting the one in front to shift. It dragged along the track, gears and wheels creaking as it crept inch by inch. I couldn’t wait to get the fuck out of there.

Until I was ten miles away, maybe more, it would stay in the back of my head that they were going to realize they’d fucked up and throw me back inside.

I sauntered through the gate the first chance I had, struggling to keep from jogging away from the cinderblock building.

The parking lot stretched out in front of me, sprawling and partially filled with cars, but one in particular held my attention.

The driver’s side door to the beat-up SUV opened and out stepped something that sent my heart racing.

Wrapped up in a hoodie I could’ve sworn I lost years ago was Rocky. She smiled at me, leaning against the front quarter panel of the vehicle with her arms crossed.

I picked up the pace, damn near running for her when less than ten feet separated us.

The second I could, I pulled her into my arms, crushing her against my chest. Every muscle relaxed with a heavy sigh.

I buried my face in the crook of her neck while she cradled the back of my head.

That was how it should’ve been—me and her.

“I’m glad you’re home,” she said.

“Me, too.”

I set her down, drawing back just far enough to kiss her. She met me in kind, scraping her fingernails along my scalp and making my skin prickle more than the cold did.

“Fuck, I missed you, baby,” I whispered.

She met my eye, cocking a brow. “Goddamn right.”

I chuckled, tightening my grasp.

“Get locked up again and I’ll kick your ass.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I gave her another quick kiss. The urge for more was there, and that was the problem. We were in the parking lot of a prison. It wasn’t as though we could strip down right then.

“Wanna get out of here?” she asked when we parted.

“Mm-hmm.”

“Good.” She smiled wide, nibbling on her bottom lip and reminding me of how much I wanted to do the same. “Get in, and we can go home.”

“Home?”

“What, did you think you were going back to that halfway shithole?”

“You sure?” A light tremor fueled by excitement lingered in the back of my throat.

She nodded. “Yeah, I am.” She tenderly touched my cheek. “Come on, baby. Let’s go.”

I kissed her one last time and followed her into the SUV.

She started up the beast, pulling out of the parking lot a minute later. I reached for her hand, lacing my fingers through hers. Lifting them to her lips, she placed a kiss to my knuckle.

Our lives might’ve been ten shades of complicated, but we belonged together—and that would forever be my point of view.
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Snow clung to the windshield, fluffy flecks of white that’d been falling for the better part of the trip. I’d done my best to keep the anxiety low. I hated driving in snow, rain or even when it was too windy. The fear of an accident was high.

Reaching for the dash, I dialed Mom’s number. The car filled with the sound of ringing until a familiar voice broke through.

“Did you make it?” There was no typical greeting, just the worried response of a parent.

I smiled, my gaze still fixed through the windshield. “Yeah, I made it.”

“How’s the weather over there? I heard there was snow. Is there snow? There’s supposed to be a whiteout.”

The words flew from Mom so quick that, had I not grown up with it, I wouldn’t have been able to keep up.

“It’s snowing, but it’s not too bad,” I said. “Just a bunch of flurries, but it’s kind of thick. I don’t think it’ll go to a full-blown whiteout, though.”

“That’s what the news said.”

I didn’t bother arguing. It wasn’t a big issue if the weatherman had called it or not. It didn’t matter so long as I made it to the cabin.

“How’s the cabin look?” Marsha asked.

“No idea,” I replied. “The parking lot’s about fifty yards away. The cabins are set kinda back in the trees and stuff. More relaxing that way, I guess.”

“Oh.” Worry touched the word. “I hope you can get to it okay.”

I reached for my phone and pulled up the screenshot I’d taken from the website. It showed the parking lot and the trail that led into the trees. I peered out of the windshield as best I could manage. The trailhead was marked, but snow covered any trace of the walkway itself.

Looking at the picture once more, I traced my finger over it.

“Looks like my cabin is just up the trail and to the right at the Y. Shouldn’t be too hard to find.”

“Well, there’s that, I suppose.” The confidence hadn’t returned to her voice.

“I’ll be fine, Mom, but I gotta let you go. I need to head up there before the snow worsens.”

“Of course, sweetie. Love you.”

“Love you, too.”

I ended the call and made an internal check of everything. I had the keys the check-in office had given me, gave the map once more glance then stowed my phone. Removing my keys from the ignition, I leaped out and popped the trunk.

The wind had picked up in the few minutes I’d been talking to Mom. It was bracing, biting through my coat and numbing my face in an instant.

“Fuck,” I grumbled.

I grabbed the bags—one with clothes and toiletries, and the other filled with the food and things I’d brought for myself. While the establishment was willing to provide the basics for those who requested it, extras had to be purchased at the renter’s expense.

Throwing the bags over my shoulders, I slammed the trunk and headed up the trail.

The wind whipped down the path, around trees and through the bushes. Flurries slapped me in the face, sticking to my skin and melting, only helping to chill me further.

I shook within the coat, having lost feeling in my nose, ears and fingers. The headache formed almost immediately, that painful sort that would only worsen once I was warm again.

The pain became the higher concern, and as much as I tried to keep my thoughts straight, they were beginning to waver.

Left at the Y. Left at the Y.

I repeated the directions over and over, keeping my eyes squinted against the wind.

Left at the Y.

The path wound to the right in a wide, sloping shift that caught me by surprise. I hadn’t expected to go down a small hill and nearly fell when I did.

After what felt like an hour, the Y in the trail emerged.

Oh, thank God.

As per my recollection of the map, I traveled to the left and picked up the pace, desperate to escape the weather.

A brisk jog was my saving grace, helping me break through the winterized forest and into a clearing.

The dark silhouette of a small cabin stood out against the brightness of the snow. I hastened, leaping onto the front porch and producing the key.

I slid it into the lock and gave it a wiggle. The key was jammed, unwilling to move. Not unaccustomed to locks freezing in the cold, I gave it a hard, sharp jerk and the door opened. I charged inside, slamming the slab shut behind me.

“Oh, my God.”

Shaking the flurries from my shoulders, I dropped my bags.

The cabin was tens of degrees warmer than the outside world, and the pain I’d expected in my ears and nose erupted. It radiated through my head, throbbing with each heartbeat.

I rubbed my hands together and peered around the cabin. It was a little different than I expected, not quite the same as the pictures, but lovely just the same.

The door opened into a space with the living room just across from me, the back of the couch pointed in my direction. It was situated in front of a large fireplace where a fire burned. To my left was the kitchen, a simple space with the most basic of appliances and a small round table big enough for two chairs.

To the far left and tucked more toward the back corner was a doorway that led to a man.

I jumped, a tremor of shock rippling through me. He looked up and paused, our gazes locked.

“Who the hell are you?” I asked.

“Who are you?” He charged forward, forcing me back until I hit the door and ran out of room. “This is my cabin.”

“No, it isn’t. This is my cabin.”

“No, it isn’t.”

My agitation replaced the fear. “Yes, it is. Cabin Number Two. See?” I spun around to point at the number on the back of the door. “Number…” My heart sank. A brass one hung just above the framed map of the area. “Oh, no.”

I looked over the path, tracing my finger along the painted line starting at the parking lot.

Turn left at the… My finger trailed to the right toward Cabin Number Two. I let out a pained groan.

Almost too afraid to turn, I forced myself to do so. The stranger stood near the couch, ten feet away, his thick arms crossed and a stern expression on his face.

In that moment, I’d been forced to realize that not only had I barged in on someone else, but he’d been in the process of relaxing, standing in nothing more than his pajama pants.

“I am so sorry,” I said. “I-I-I…” I took a steadying breath. “I must’ve gotten turned around in the snow. I’m so unbelievably, completely sorry about this.”

The crease in his forehead relaxed. He sighed, allowing the tension in his shoulders to drop when he lowered his arms.

My gaze fell as a result, taking in everything he had to offer, and he didn’t disappoint. A thick chest, broad shoulders and rolling muscles, the guy took care of himself.

Oh, good God.

A wave of desire swept through me with a breath, and when I shivered, it had nothing to do with the cold. Heat spread across the base of my neck, rippling down my spine and finding a home between my legs.

Get a hold of yourself… Christ!

“It’s okay,” he replied. “No harm done.”

“No, right, of course.” I did my best to smile, but half my face remained numb from the snow.

He scratched the back of his head and peered around. A tattoo caught my eye. Black shading and the sloping body of some kind of animal led my attention to another tattoo, then another and another. He had a full sleeve of color, black and gray, and words I couldn’t quite read.

How the hell did I miss those?

He cocked a brow at all the shit I’d dropped near the door but said nothing about it.

“So, can I offer you a cup of tea?” he asked, meeting my gaze. “It’ll warm you up a little before you head back out.”

Anxiety coiled in my stomach. I flashed another halfhearted smile and shook my head.

“No, thank you. I should get going. I don’t want to impose.”

He nodded, but when his gaze darted toward the window over the kitchen sink, whatever he saw seemed to have bothered him. Without a word, he approached it, leaning over the sink to better see into the wilderness.

I stared at the floor. The embarrassment of breaking into the guy’s cabin still hadn’t faded. If anything, the more polite he became, the worse it got.

It didn’t help that my body was telling me I should jump the guy.

“Yeah, um, I don’t know if leaving right now is going to be the best idea.”

“Wha-? Why?” I sprinted to his side, pushing his shoulder out of the way to look. “Oh, holy shit.”

The wind had picked up even more, and the snow intensified. If it wasn’t a blizzard before, it was dangerously close to becoming one.

“Stay here,” he said, turning to look down at me.

I shifted, too, glancing up to meet his gaze. Heat bloomed in my cheeks.

Too distracted with his body to look above his shoulders, I hadn’t realized the guy was gorgeous. Dark hair cut short, chocolate-brown eyes and a stubble-ridden jaw, he was handsome and ticked a lot of my boxes.

He seemed deep in thought when he touched the tip of his tongue to his upper lip, drawing my attention to them. It was nothing, a mindless habit I think I’d been guilty of, but I was a horrible person and saw it as something else entirely.

My heartbeat quickened and an ache pulsed between my thighs. It’d been a long time since I’d had sex that was worth a shit. If it hadn’t been for my imagination, I never would’ve gotten off.

Knock it off. More important things.

“I can’t,” I replied. “Like I said, I’ve already burst in on you.”

“Maybe, but I don’t feel comfortable sending you out in that.” He threw his thumb over his shoulder and headed for the tea kettle. I couldn’t help but stare at the torrential snow swirling around the trees. “Might as well just stay here for a little while.” He turned on the gas stove and set the kettle atop the high flames. “Beats hypothermia.”

I chewed on the inside of my cheek. Utter defeat washed over me and in a lackluster voice, I muttered, “Yeah, okay.”

“Go sit by the fire,” he said, motioning toward it. “You’re probably still freezing.”

I nodded and slinked off to the fireplace. I chastised myself for being so stupid. A simple direction—keep to the right—and I’d messed it up.

I’m such an idiot.

When I reached the fire, I sat on the sturdy coffee table and held my hands out to the flames in an attempt to regain feeling.

“I’m going to just go grab a shirt.”

I nodded but didn’t bother turning to acknowledge him.

Because I was too stupid to remember the map correctly, I’d ruined a random guy’s getaway.

With a sigh, I dropped my head.
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