
        
            
                
            
        

    Ransomed MC Princess #1
by Vivian Cove
***
I've had two great loves in my life. One I fought against and one I succumbed to. One was my light and the other pulled me into darkness.
This isn't the story of how I was taken captive. This is the story of everything that led up to it--every beautiful, aching, passionate moment that created the memories I live for even though it hurts so much to remember them.
I was the President's daughter. He was the son of the VP. Everyone but us thought we were made for each other. I couldn't believe how stupid they were until the night I finally saw the boy I grew up with as the man he'd become...
The night everything in my world changed...
The night I met him.
Damien thought he'd saved me. Instead, he sealed my fate.



Prologue
His fingers slide up my back as his cock teases my slit. “Look at how wet you are for me.”
The betrayal between my thighs sickens me. I shudder, repulsed by my desire, but the movement brings us closer and then I start shuddering for a different reason.
He grabs a fistful of hair and pulls my head back until our lips almost touch. “Open for me.”
I spread my legs. My knees and the balls of my feet on dig into my bed. My nails scrape the bed sheets before I find my grip.
He slips one of his lethal fingers inside me and I gasp as my cunt instinctively squeezes him. You see, I love it. The degradation. All the horrible, beautiful things he does to me.
And he knows it.
“Come on, Annabel. Show me how much you love my cock.”
I grit my teeth.
“Been thinkin’ ‘bout you all day.” His belt buckle presses against the back of my thigh. “About how you scream when I grab your ass and take what’s mine.”
“I’m not yours.” My soft voice is easy to ignore, but he doesn’t.
His fingers dig into my hips—into the tattoo of another man’s name. “Yeah you are, sweetheart. Fuckin’ mine. Only mine.” In one effortless, fluid motion, he thrusts himself inside me balls deep.
I cry out as he pushes into me and pulls back out, teasing me. He’s going to keep doing this until I break. Every time I promise myself I won’t give in, I tell myself that I’m stronger than this, but we both know the truth.
I live for it.
I am a betrayer.
I am even worse than him, because my body is willing to betray my heart.
Damien…
No. I won’t. No. No. No.
Damien…
I think of him putting his jacket on my shoulders, draping them over me. “I want you to be my mine, Princess.”
I’m so afraid. So fucking afraid and so excited, my heart is beating so fast. “My dad’s gonna kill you.”
He leans down with a smile, backlit by a shining sun. The moment is perfect, fucking perfect. ‘You deserve better than me, but I can’t help it. l already fucked you, babe. Already made you mine. I want to put my patch on you.”
I shiver, everywhere. “Damien…”
“Look at me, Princess.”
I do, up into his big, brown eyes.
“I’m gonna love you forever. Don’t you doubt that, not for one second. For fucking ever.”
I scream. I want Damien’s words out of my head. I don’t deserve them. What I’m doing is horrible, it’s unforgiveable, but I can’t help but give in. I should hate it every time this monster touches me after everything he’s done. Instead, I want it more than I’ve ever wanted anything in my life.
“Cum for me, Annie,” my captor whispers with agonizing softness.
I do. I can’t deny him anything, no matter what it costs me. I convulse as I let go, surrendering everything, crying out his name as his teeth bite down on my neck. I grind my hips into his pelvis, giving him all of me.
He pumps his seed deep inside me, claiming me. For a moment I just revel in the feeling of it, of becoming undone in his arms as his cock releases into me, bathing me in him. I collapse against his broad shoulders, panting, tasting his sweat.
His cock is still in me. “God damn you’re a good fuck.”
A good fuck. That’s all I am now. I remember Damien holding my face between his hands as if it were the most precious thing in the world. “I love you, Princess.”
I push myself off his gleaming, gigantic cock and get off the bed. His semen leaks between my thighs.
“On your knees,” he demands. I immediately drop knees, looking up at him as he jerks his cock. It’s already hard again.
I wish the nightmare was over, even just for tonight, but it’s just begun. I am everything he wants me to be. Whatever he wants me to be. I’m going to do this again and again. I’m going to betray everyone I love in our enemy’s arms. And this monster before me is going to make sure I enjoy every second of it.
Self-loathing floods me. “I hate you.”
He looks at me a long time, and something that I would have once thought was sadness fills his expression. “I know.”



Chapter 1
10 years ago
Damien and I didn’t exactly have the best start. I met him was the first time I was allowed to visit the Dawn’s Rebellion MC’s compound. It was been a sunny day and Cheyenne, my dad’s Old Lady, and I rolled in on her sky blue convertible. We’d driven with the top down and our hair was a mess.
The gate was open when we got there. She circled the huge lot before stopping the car next to a row of bikes. “You ready, hon?” she asked with a tight smile.
I nodded and clutched the special necklace I always wore around my neck, unable to contain my excitement. Most people only saw an ancient locket on an old chain; Cheyenne said I should tell those people they weren’t sophisticated enough to appreciate antiques. Every time I held it I thought of the strength of the boy who gave it to me. I wondered what he’d think about how far I’d come now. I wondered if he’d be proud of me.
“Well, there it is.” Cheyenne gestured towards a ranch-styled, white lodge with evergreen trim and a gigantic warehouse. “Is it everything you dreamed of?”
I clutched the car door. The place was so much bigger than I thought it would be. I wanted to get out and explore. “Yes!”
She sighed and shook her head, her cherry-colored hoop earrings bopping against her neck. With gold eyes, short dark hair and caramel skin, Cheyenne was the prettiest woman I’d ever seen. She wasn’t the woman who brought me into this world, but when I’d shown up on her and my daddy’s doorstep she’d welcomed me into her home as if I were her own. Cheyenne said she couldn’t have babies, so I was the little girl she’d always wanted. That couldn’t have made me happier, because she was the mom I’d always wanted, too.
Which was why I felt sort of bad about disappointing her today. You see, Cheyenne didn’t think the club would be a “good influence” on me. She’d wanted to keep me away as long as possible, but after six years of begging and pleading she’d finally given in.
“I swear to god, I don’t know why you even wanted to visit this place so bad,” Cheyenne muttered. “All they got here are broken cars and guys full of hot air.”
“Hey, daddy’s here, too!”
“Yeah, and he’s more full if it than most of ‘em.” She glanced in the rearview mirror. “Wish I’d brought a brush. We both look like we stuck a fork in a toaster.”
“I think you look pretty, Cheyenne.”
She grinned and pinched my cheek. “Thanks, hon. You look pretty good yourself. I’m gonna drop some papers off in the office like I said. Stay here. When I get back, we’ll go see your daddy.”
“Alright,” I promised. But after a few minutes alone in the car, I was bored. And the big line of motorcycles right beside the car sure were shiny. So I decided to play on them.
“RAWR!” I yelled, clutching the handlebars. It had taken me a few tries to get on the bike, but I was feeling pretty stable. Well, for the most part. The bike was starting to wobble a little and I yelped. Maybe it’d be a good idea to take it down a notch.
I steadied myself and glared at the open road ahead of me. “Rawr,” I whispered.
I heard a coughing noise to my right.
Oh no. I was supposed to stay in the car. Cheyenne was gonna kill me, or at least never let me come to the compound again! I leaped off the bike and looked up.
The person standing in front of me wasn’t Cheyenne, it was a boy about my age.
He wore baggy jeans and a baggier white t-shirt. His sandy hair was a little messy. Not toaster-friend messy, but I’ve-been-working messy. His green eyes narrowed as he wiped some grease off his cheek with the back of his hand.
My heart started to beat overtime. He was cute. Boy band cute.
And then he ruined it by speaking.
“Who are you, and what the fuck are you doin’ here?”
I opened my mouth, shocked. Had that cute little boy just said the word ‘fuck’? To me?
I wasn’t gonna take that. “I belong here!” I told him.
“Yeah right. If your hair gets that messed up when you’re just sittin’ on a motorcycle, you got no business bein’ ‘round ‘em.”
Now he was insulting my hair? This boy was mean. I decided right then and there that I’d rather punch that mouth than kiss it.
He stepped forward.
I balled my hands into fists.
“Come on little girl. I’ll call your mom and she’ll take you home before you hurt yourself.”
“Who are you calling little? You’re as tall as I am. And for your information, I am home.”
“Stop your lyin,’ woman.”
What the…? Stop your lying woman? Really? What kind of weird kid says stuff like that?
“My dad’s the VP,” he continued. “I know everyone.”
I grinned. Now I had him. “Oh yeah? Well, my daddy’s president.”
The boy snorted. “Not possible.”
“What?” That comment was supposed to shut him up! What happened?
“There’s no way the president would have a scrawny little thing like you as his daughter. His daughter would be fuckin’ hot.”
I gasped. Everyone had always called me a beautiful little princess. No one had ever suggested otherwise…at least, no one had until him.
I took a deep breath. I would not cry. An MC Princess never cried.
She got even.
“Your dad is Gnarles, right?” I asked him.
He raised his eyebrow. I guess he didn’t expect me to know the VP’s name.
“I’ve met him a few times. He knows how to take care of a lady.”
He smiled. “Yeah, he sure does.”
“Well, too bad his little slimy shit spawn does not!”
The boy frowned and grabbed his stomach. His eyes bulged a bit.
Yes! I cheered silently. Fatality!
Then, he laughed so hard he fell to the ground.
“What the hell is wrong with you? That wasn’t funny!”
That just made him laugh harder.
“Hey! Stop it!” I stomped my foot. “Stop it!”
“Slimy shit spawn?” His voice was hoarse from rolling around and laughing so hard. “Where the fuck did you come up with something like that?”
I was about to open my mouth right up and tell him but a voice boomed from down the hallway. “What the fuck did you just say to her?”
The boy stopped laughing and immediately sat up. “Shit.”
Gnarles, the VP, was standing in the doorway. “I thought I raised you better than that. What the hell kind of language were you usin’ ‘round our princess?”
The boy looked at me as if I were a ghost and, smartly, did not bring up the fact that Gnarles had just used the words fuck and hell around me.
I grinned. “Told ya.” Revenge sure was sweet.
“Fuck,” he whispered.
Gnarles stalked forward and the door slammed behind him. Then, he bent over and gently knocked his son on the back of his head.
“What the hell old man?” the boy yelled.
His dad looked pissed. Super pissed. I’d known Gnarles for a long time and I’d never seen him look like that at anyone. “You swearing in front of a lady? I thought I taught you better than that.”
“She’s just a girl, no lady,” the boy said, earning him another little knock. “Hey!”
“Is that why you decided to sass her?”
The boy glared at me. “She said I didn’t know how to treat a lady.”
“And obviously, you don’t.” Gnarles winked at me.
“Why thank you,” I replied. Then, I turned around and stuck my tongue out at his stinky son.
“Hey, she just stuck her tongue out at me!” his son yelled immediately.
“I know. I saw.” Gnarles lowered his head with a glint in his eye. “You gotta to learn to be more subtle, Princess.”
I gave Gnarles a shaky smile and he laughed.
“Then again,” Gnarles continued, “if you perfect that look, you’ll probably be able to get yourself out of just about anything.”
My eyes gleamed. “Really?”
Just then, the door opened and Cheyenne stepped out. Gnarles and the little boy immediately stood up straight.
“Hmmm…” she put a finger to her bottom lip, taking in the three of us. “What’s going on here?”
There was a telling moment of silence.
“I’m sorry I didn’t stay in the car!” I blurted out. “I’ll stay in the car next time, I promise!”
She frowned at the boy. “It’s not you I’m worried about, hon.”
“We were all just getting to know each other,” Gnarles said. “Right, Damien?”
He squeezed his kid’s shoulder. “Right, right,” Damien said.
Cheyenne’s frown deepened. “I hope so. Come on, hon. Let’s go see your daddy.”
I just barely stifled the urge to stick my tongue out at the nasty little boy again. That’s right, not only was my dad the President, but my mom was Cheyenne!
***
The next day Cheyenne let me hang out at the club while she ran some errands. All the guys were in the shop working, so I sat on the hood of a cherry Benz and wiggled my pink heart scandals back and forth to AC/DC.
I’d already met most of the guys from the club at family dinners. They were all like family to me. Well, a leather-clad, kick-ass family who liked to eat way too much, as my Cheyenne liked to say.
I really didn’t mind about the “eating too much” part. It meant that there were a ton of tasty snacks in the garage. Everyone was happy I was finally there.
Everyone except for one person, that is.
“You gonna actually work in here, or did you just come here to dance around and eat all our food?”
My eyes narrowed at the slimy shit spawn. “Hi Damien.”
Ganja poked his head out from under the hood of a car. “Is he bothering you again, Annie?”
“No. Just trying to,” I yelled back, which made the guys laugh and really pissed Damien off.
I loved doing that. Pissing him off. Which I was swiftly learning was incredibly easy to do.
“Seriously, you’re useless,” Damien muttered under his breath, going back to work.
“Well if you think she’s useless, why don’t you teach her how to do what you do?” Gnarles yelled
Damien glared in his dad’s direction. “Shit.”
“What’s that?” Gnarles asked. “Did you just say you were really looking forward to teaching her?”
Damien shuddered. “I’d be fine with teaching her, but I don’t think she wants to learn.”
Oh man, he was lying through his teeth. This was gonna be fun. I slid off the hood of the car and landing on my feet with a big smile. “I want to learn!”
“That’s a great idea,” Gnarles said.
“Yeah,” Ganja agreed.
My daddy grinned. “I’d love it if you learned how to work in the shop, Annie. Thanks for taking her under your wing, little man.”
Damien looked like he wanted to murder all of them. Slowly.
I smiled harder.
“You might as well wipe that grin right off your face, ‘cause this ain’t easy,” Damien told me.
“I can do it.”
Damien raised his eyebrows. “You think you can?”
“I know I can.”
“Yeah? How do you know?”
“Because if you can do it, anyone can.”
Damien grit his teeth. “Fine.” Then, he started telling me about his tools and told me to remember each one. Oh man, all I had to do was hand him tools? This was gonna be easy peasy.
“You got it?”
“Oh yeah.”
“Great. Pass me the Wudignzia.”
Except Damien hadn’t said ‘Wudignzia.’ That isn’t even a real tool, but he might have well have asked for one because I didn’t remember a thing he’d told me.
Oh no! I stared at the tools sprawled around my kneecaps. There were only seven of them, but it suddenly felt like seven hundred.
“Did you forget already?”
“No! I totally didn’t!” I yelled defiantly.
“Well, hurry up then. I don’t got all day.”
As my dad always said when my mama wasn’t around, shit! “Uh…” I grabbed the one in the middle with the big circle hanging off the end. That looked like a mighty fine tool. Mighty fine enough to be the one he’d asked for, even.
I handed it to him.
Damien looked at it, then back at me. “You don’t remember what I told you, do you?”
“Sure I do.”
He pushed himself out from under the car. We were the same age but with the grease smears on his cheeks he suddenly looked older. And his green eyes looked even more vibrant in the dusty, dark shop.
Not that I cared about stuff like that. He was still a jerk face.
So, no surprise, he decided to do something jerk-facey. “Oh yeah? What is that called?” he asked, pointing to one of the tools.
I followed to where his finger pointed. The tool was kinda long and lumpy and shiny looking. Long, lumpy, shiny thing. Hmmm… “That’s a Stinging Bat Wand.”
His face scrunched up. “The fuck?”
I grabbed the tool and held it above my head. “It’s what the evil bats use to ward off the stinging bee warriors! They’re trying to cross the soda spring fountain to get to the lollipop castle! Actually, I just decided the bats aren’t evil. They are super-duper cool. They’re like, glittery bats, not night-time bats with red eyes that drink your blood, you know?”
He just stared at me.
“You know. Because they have to protect the magical beef jerky princess?”
He closed his eyes and sighed. “You’re just thinking ‘bout food, aren’t you?”
I was a little hungry. “Maybe.”
He dropped the Wudignzia. “You’re hopeless.”
My shoulders fell. I gulped.
MC Princesses don’t cry. They get even. They…
Oh, who was I kidding? I sucked. I couldn’t even remember the name of a stupid tool!
“Oh shit,” Damien stammered. “I didn’t mean it like that. You’re not hopeless. Please don’t cry.”
I glared at him, eyes burning. “You’re just saying I’m not hopeless now because you don’t want me to cry because then you’re daddy will get mad at you!”
“No, that’s not true.”
I frowned.
“Alright, it’s sort of true, but not totally true. I just don’t want to see you cry,” he said.
“Why? Because it’s inconvenant, no wait, inconvent—inconvu—?”
“No,” he interrupted, “I want you to stop ‘cause it makes me feel like shit!”
My heart beat so fast I felt lightheaded. I didn’t understand it. It made absolutely no sense. But for some reason, I liked that it me feeling bad also made him feel bad for some reason.
Gnarles turned down the music. “What the hell’s going on over there? Something we should know about?”
Damien turned white.
“No!” I yelled back at them. “He’s just teaching me stuff.”
“Good,” Gnarles yelled, then the music returned to its normal volume and the guys got back to work.
“Thanks,” Damien whispered.
My stomach flipped. Why the hell did being around slimy shit spawn make my body do weird things? “It’s okay.”
“It’s not okay. Now I owe you one, and I still have to make up for how I talked to you the other day.”
My stomach did an entire gymnastics routine. “You want me to forgive you for that?”
“Well, yeah. My dad says I have to.”
So he only wanted to make it up to me because his freaking dad said so? My stomach dropped to the floor. Fuming, I pointed the end of the Stining Bat Wand at him. “Well, you’re just gonna have to tell your dad that it’s too bad because I’m totally not going to forgive you! Ever!”
Damien had the nerve to look shocked. “The fuck?”
“You’ve got a dirty mouth, Damien. And you’ve got dirty ways.”
“What the hell do you know about ‘dirty ways,’ Princess?”
Was he walking closer to me? What was up with all this confidence radiating off him? “I know tons about it.” I gulped. My voice didn’t shake when I said that. Not even a little bit.
Damien tilted his head to the side. “Wanna bet?”
“Um, my daddy says I shouldn’t bet.”
“How about I make you a promise, then?”
“You shouldn’t make promises you can’t keep.”
“Oh, I’m gonna keep this one.”
I shut my eyes. “You really don’t have to keep it.” I did know what his promise was gonna be, but I just knew with every fiber of my being that it was gonna be bad!
“I’m gonna teach you all about ‘dirty ways,’” he told me. “And you’re gonna like them.”
I scrunched up my nose and threw the Stinging Bat Wand at his feet. “That’s disgusting!”
Damien just kept on laughing.
I learned everything I needed to know about Damian that day. Unfortunately, all that knowledge didn’t help me at all for what came next.



Chapter 2
Present Day
I groan. Unfortunately, I’m the only groaner. Or the loudest. Or the most consistent.
The huge black and white photo I have of the extended MC family in front of the compound thumps against the wall in the same sickeningly steady rhythm as the creaking bedframe in the room next to mine.
“God he’s disgusting,” I said to Candy, my bff and co-conspirator.
Candy coughs, face red. “Yeah. He’s gross. Totally gross.”
My eyes narrowed at my best friend and c-conspirator. With her black hair pulled back, I could see that her cheeks were getting mighty rosy. “You don’t think he’s nasty?”
Candy looks away. “That’s not it.”
“Listen to that woman! It sounds like she’s freaking dying in there.”
The corner of Candy’s lips quirk up in a smile. “Maybe she is experiencing a little death.”
My entire body recoils. “That was so uncalled for.”
“Look, it’s obvious Damien knows how to please a woman, alright?”
I put my hands over my ears. “I so do not want to hear this.”
“Then don’t ask!”
So I don’t. In fact, I don’t say anything at all. Unfortunately, what fills the silence between me and Candy is more groaning. A headboard banging against the wall like a jackhammer. A loud slap followed by begging.
“Oh God, Damien! You’re going in so deep! I’ve never felt anything go so deep before!”
I shudder. It’s like they’re filming a porno over there. Who actually talks like that?
“Yeah, babe. Show me that perfect, little greedy cunt.”
“My cunt is yours!”
That’s it. I stand up, take my family portrait off the wall, and shove it in my desk drawer. It’s cruel to subject everyone in that photo to this! I mean, I know they can’t hear anything but…GOD DAMN! I glare at that offensive wall. “Are you listening to this?”
“Stupid question. I can’t not listen to it.”
I guess it was kinda stupid. “Doesn’t it bother you?”
She shrugs. “I’m used to it. It happens every time we stay overnight at the club.”
“And that doesn’t bother you? How we’re supposed to just take it?”
Candy gives me a pitying look.
“How am I supposed to live next to him?” I go up to the wall and start banging my fist against it. “I mean, some of us are trying to sleep here!”
“Sorry Princess!” Damien’s deep voice calls back. Then, he laughs. He fucking laughs. God, he’s still such an asshole.
For a beautiful, brief second, the noises stop.
“Sorry, babe. Gotta finish up quick. We’re bothering the Princess.”
I rush to the bed and put my hands over my face. “Oh God. Here it comes.”
Candy puts her arms around me. “It will be over soon, girl.”
I knew it would be, but it was never fast enough.
“That’s it, babe. Cum for me.”
Desk drawers pop open. Some of the clothes in my closet come off their hangers. For a second, it feels like the entire room is going to implode. The girl starts screaming. Not like she’d been screaming before, when she was probably biting into a pillow, trying to keep it quiet. No, the real screams start. The intense, skull-shattering, my-soul-just-got-ripped-out-of-my-chest-B-horror-movie-style scream. The, oh-my-god, the-world-is-ending-Roland-Emmerich-style-and-everythin-you-love-is-being-blown-to-fuck scream.
Then it stops, and I hear him groaning out his own release.
This. Is. So. Fucking. Gross.
Candy stops hugging me and smiles. “Hey, it’s over!”
I hear Damien zip up his jeans. Fabric rustles. There’s another ass slap—I know it’s an ass slap because she thanks him for it. More fabric rustling. The door opens. She thanks him again and begs him for a next time. Then, she suggests that next time could be right now.
“Na babe,” Damien says. “It’s Princess’ bedtime. She’s gotta get her beauty sleep.”
“Beauty sleep? BEAUTY SLEEP?!? Does he think I’m a fairy tale princess? I am MC President’s daughter! Who the fuck is he?”
“That’s the spirit!” Candy mock cheers.
I cross my arms over my chest. “You think I’m pathetic, don’t you?”
Candy gives me another pitying look which tells me that regardless of whatever she says next, she thinks I’m pathetic. “No way. I just think that you gotta get over this thing you have with him.”
“What do you mean I have to get over it? He’s the one fucking girls left and right every time I stay over!”
Candy stands and puts up her hands. “No. Don’t give in.”
But it was too late. I wanted blood.
Damien’s blood.
I stomp out of the room and into the hall just in time to see his latest conquest push up her sequence gold dress so she can adjust her pink thong. After a few seconds, she lowers her dress back over her ass.
I glanced right.
Damien’s leaning against his door in nothing but his jeans, showing off all his inked, sculpted muscles. The asshole wouldn’t have such godly muscles if he didn’t spend all day riding motorcycles under the hot sun, fixing cars, getting into stupid fights, and fucking himself and every other woman around him stupid.
But it’s not like I’m noticing his muscles right now. Or the tattoos that snake up his torso, stretch down his arms and coil around his wrists and neck.
I take a deep breath. Calm down. His tattoos are beautiful, and it’s okay to admit they’re beautiful because another person put them on his body and it was wrong to condemn an artist for making a work of art just because they used a shitty canvas.
“Hey.” He tilts up his chin, dark green eyes filled with even darker promises.
“What the fuck was that?” I hiss, pointing down the hall “his perfect, little greedy cunt” had fled.
“You really need me to tell you, princess?”
His mouth quirks up beautifully as he chuckles, softening his severe expression and…
And what the fuck was up with that thought? Damien has a nasty, dark-overlord face, like he’s plotting to kidnap the kingdom’s princess and lock her in his pleasure-torture dungeon to have his wicked way with her. Nothing can soften that kind of evil.
As if to prove this, his smile twists into a challenge.
A shiver races down my spine. Oh God, it was freaky how accurate that description of him was!
“To what do I owe this pleasure, Princess?”
Pleasure? How could he refer what just happened as pleasure? It was some sort of cruel Medieval torture! “I’m not tolerating this behavior from you anymore.”
“What behavior?”
“You know what I mean. Don’t try to be cute with me.”
He shakes his head. “I’m not the one tryin’ to be cute. You’re the one havin’ fuckin’ sleepovers at a Motorcycle Club and complainin’ when a man lets off a little steam after a day of hard work.”
“Oh don’t even give me that. I work in the shop plenty, and you don’t see me dragging men back to my room cavewoman style to fuck.”
“Maybe if you did you wouldn’t be wound up so tight.”
My mouth drops open. “Excuse me?”
He drinks me in with his hooded gaze. “You heard me, Princess. I’ll be happy to work out your issues with you, anytime, anywhere.”
Anger swells inside me.
“Oh, I’m sorry. Did my offer upset you?”
“What do you think? That wasn’t an offer. It was an insult.”
“Remember that time you sliced some strawberries in half and drew red circles on your cheeks with them? Your face is that red right now. It’s almost cute, actually.”
I frown. “What the hell does that have to do with anything?”
The left corner of his lip curls up. “I bet I know a few other ways to make you red.”
“Like what?” I respond, oddly choked. “Raspberries, blueberries, bananas? Oh wait, only the first one will make me red.”
“Oh, I bet I could make all of them make you red. If you feel more comfortable starting with fruit, we can definitely do that.”
His eyes dip below my chest, below my belly button, all the way down to…
Oh God, was he looking at me there? And why the fuck was my “there” freaking out over the fact that he was looking at it? My core clenched and got all swollen and soft and tender like overripe…
No, I will not say it! I refuse to even think it!
“I prefer eating my fruit, thank you!” I tell him.
He looks up with a wolfish grin. “So do I.”
I leap back into the wall. “I don’t know what you mean—”
His tongue flicks against his bottom lip as he moves forward. “Oh, you know my meaning exactly, Princess.”
“I do not!” I answer, forgetting whatever I was about to say before. “I can’t even believe you would suggest that I would know about a thing like that! It’s so freaking lewd and disgusting and…”
And he was suddenly way too close.
My back molds to the wall. He parks his elbow right next to my temple. I tilt my head up to look at his face, and the second I do I regret it. Dark, emerald eyes lock in on me, and I feel the heat of his gaze all the way to my core.
Feeling like you’re about to orgasm from something as elementary as a look is bad enough, but when the person who made you feel that way is your sworn enemy? It’s beyond embarrassing. It’s betrayal. Your body is supposed to do what you tell it to, not go off and decide to shoot off fireworks of pleasure for gigantic assholes who take a different girl home every night to loudly “work off some steam” in the room next to yours and…
I whimper.
Fuck! How could I have just made such a disgusting, breathy, slutty noise right in front of him! I locked my legs to keep my knees from giving out and looked down, straight at his muscled, tattooed chest.
Fuck! That’s also a bad place to look! I shut my eyes trying to shut out the disgusting images flashing in my suddenly perverted mind.
“How do you know those things are lewd and disgusting if you don’t know what they are?”
My tongue snakes between my parted lips.
“You gonna answer me, Princess? Or are you just gonna keep lickin’ your lips like you’re thinkin’ ‘bout fruit?”
I moan from hate and disgust as my core sparks! What was this, the fucking Fourth of July? “You’re gross,” I tell him.
“I think we’ve already established that you think my nocturnal activities—”
“And diurnal activities!” I interrupt.
“—Are disgusting,” he finishes.
“Abhorrent,” I add.
“Completely dirty,” he whispers, running a hand up the side of my arm to my chin and tilting it up. His eyes lose focus as they lock on my lips. “And filthy.”
I shiver in his rough grip. Those stupid words I’d said so carelessly as a child came back to haunt me.
I’ll show you filthy ways, he’d said. I’ll make you beg for them.
“You could go home, you know,” he continues. “Cheyenne’s got that cozy little place in the suburbs far, far away from me. I bet the walls of your bedroom are still painted pink. Bet your blankets are still pink, too, and bet you still got that picture of the two of us the first time you went fishing on your dresser.”
“I only still have that picture because I caught a really big fish. You just happen to be in it.”
“If it helps you sleep at night, you keep tellin’ yourself that.”
My eyes narrow. “What the fuck is that supposed to mean?”
He plants his other tattooed hand on the other side of my head, caging me in. “I know why you stay here instead of at home, Princess. Why you can’t say away despite all your big talk. Why you haven’t cried to daddy about how much my diurnal and nocturnal activities bother you so much.”
“I’m no snitch, and this is my club, not yours. I grew up here too. I’m not gonna let you scare me off just because you fuck like a freak!”
His eyes grow dark. I can see the muscles in his tattooed arms tighten. “You really don’t get it, do you?”
I take in a rapid, indignant breath. “What the hell are you talking about?”
“You’re whole body’s screamin’ for it, but you’re so goddamn stubborn you can’t even hear it.”
I tremble.
“Or maybe you do hear it, and you’re just scared—so fuckin’ scared—that you’ve decided to pretend like you can’t.”
I open my mouth, about to tell him all the ways in which he’s wrong, when he grabs my hips and pushes me up against the wall, sliding his hard body into mine. I moan as my legs wrap around his strong torso, feet curling around his knees, back arching so my chest hits his.
“Look at me,” he demands.
The button of his jeans hits my clit, and below that I feel the outline of his impossibly long erection pressing up against my ass. Instinctively, my fingers dig into his back as I squeeze my aching core.
“I said look at me.”
I do. We’re face to face, now. Me, held captive against the wall. Him, looking into my eyes with raw lust.
“Beg for it,” he whispers, voice as ruthless and wild as his eyes, “and it’s yours.”



Chapter 3
MC Princesses do a lot of things. Fix motorbikes. Keep the crazy motherfuckers in their club in line. They don’t beg for anything. So I tell him, “I don’t want anything from you.”
He grins, slowly. “Yeah, Princess. You do.”
“No I don’t!” Why was my voice so high and squeaky, and why didn’t he believe me!?!
His eyes take me in again. “Know what you want, and I can give it to you. Pretty, perfect, pampered little princess wants to know what it’s like to get taken by a man.”
My nostrils start to flare. Damn! MC Princesses weren’t supposed to do ugly shit like that either!
“You wanna get fucked,” he clarifies, as if such a vile statement needed clarification. “To be one of those bitches screamin’ as I slam into them, fuckin’ ‘em s hard they’ll never forget the feel of my big, thick cock inside ‘em.”
“And what?” I ask, voice still too high and breathless for such a sassy reply, “You think you’re the only man with a dick?”
“I’m the only man with a dick who will give it to you the way you want,” he vows with such certainty I almost believe it. “Beg me for it, Princess. Right now. I’ll give you everythin’ you’ve been dyin’ for and I’ll give you more.”
This couldn’t be happening! My pussy tightens, aching and already begging for the degrading things he just said to me. Have I really been dying for this? To be one of his toys? Would I sacrifice my dignity for one sweaty, hot night of getting fucked against the wall, screamin’ out as he ruthlessly drains me of my inhibitions and replaces them with wild need?
My traitorous body screams: HELL YEAH!
“Come on, Princess.” He lifts one hand and traces the path of the bead of sweat that just rolled between my breasts. “Let me show you just how filthy both of us can be.”
For a second, my mind goes blank.
Filthy.
Where have I heard that before?
You’ve got a filthy mouth, and you’ve got filthy ways.
No. You have got to be fucking kidding me.
I remember the promise Damian gave me almost a decade ago. I promise to make you beg for my filthy ways.
Oh god, you have got to be kidding me! Was this was all just some elaborate joke to him! “You’re childish, and pathetic, and just plain mean. I can’t believe you just…just…I don’t even know how to describe the awful thing you just did to me but that doesn’t matter! What matters is I can’t believe you just did all of that just to prove a point you tried to make when we were kids!”
He frowns. “The fuck?”
I unwind my legs from his and bring my elbow down on his shoulder, hard. “Filthy ways? Think I wouldn’t remember?”
His frown deepens as he sets me down.
“You may always keep your promises, but you know what else you’ve always been able to keep? Your ability to be an asshole!” I spin around, storming down the hall back to my room.
“I’m right next door. Anytime, Princess. Any fuckin’ time.”
I open my door and make the mistake of looking at him one last time. His cocky smile is back, but for some reason it isn’t quiet reaching his eyes.
“Fuck you!” I scream as I slam my door.
Then, I glare at Candy. “Fuck him!”
Candy’s sitting on my bed with her hands folded in her lap, dark hair pulled back in a ponytail, dark eyes lookin’ all innocent. “Hey sweetie…”
“He is an asshole and you…you…” I whisper, “You let me go out there.”
“That isn’t entirely true. I tried to stop you.”
“But you didn’t, and when you failed, you didn’t even follow. Why did you freaking abandon me?”
Candy takes a deep breath. “It looked like things were finally going to come to a head, you know? All this back and forth for so many years—”
“What the hell are you talking about?”
“Alright girl, calm down.”
“How can I be calm? Did you see what just happened out there?”
“No I did not see it because I stayed in here like a sane person who values her life.”
“What do you mean? How is your life at risk? I’m the one who’s being hunted here!”
“Yeah, you’re being hunted,” Candy starts, “but have you ever wondered if maybe the reason why you’re being hunted so hard is because you want to get caught?”
My body tightens. Everywhere. As Damien’s words slither through my head and coil around my core, squeezing until all I can think of are the feeling of his hands on my neck, my hips, and all the places I wish he’d touched.
Wait, scratch that. I sure as shit don’t want that asshole to touch me anywhere!
“There’s a lot of chemistry between you two. Everyone knows but you, apparently,” Candy says.
“What are you talking about?”
“Come on, girl! Let’s reason this out for a second. How does Damien make you feel?”
I ponder this for all of 0.1 seconds. “He makes me feel like I need to break things.”
“No! You’re not being honest! It’s like you’re a fucking brick wall or something! Nothing gets through you!”
“That is so mean and not even close to being true.”
“God damnit! You know that this isn’t the case! How do you really feel about him? When you hear those girls screaming next door, what does it make your body do?”
Tighten. My body tightens. There’s no way I’m saying that out loud.
“And what do you want to do?” Candy continues.
“K-kill him,” I stutter as my legs tightened. But my mind answers the rest of her question. I want to grab his head and stuff it between my legs. I want to know what it’s like to be ride to heaven on the tip of his tongue. And I want him to take me, fucking take all of me, hard and fast and relentless and wild.
“Oh shit,” I whisper.
“See? You want him bad, girl!”
Did I want him bad?
Do you even need to answer that?
I drop my face into my hands. “Oh shit.”
Candy isn’t done yet. “You wanna feel his cock moving in and out and—”
“Okay, you’ve made your point! Stop now, please!”
Candy shrugs. “There’s one way to end this. It’s fast. It’s dirty. It will feel amazing.”
I look up, desperate. “It’s not what I’m thinking, is it?”
“I don’t know, were you thinking about letting him fuck you?”
“Oh god!” I groan. It was what I was thinking. “There has to be another way.”
Candy taps her finer on her bottom lip for a moment. “Well…maybe…” she whispers.
“What did you just say?”
“Hey, it’s not set in stone yet! I don’t know if this will work!”
I leap up and grab her. “Tell me! It will work. I know it will work! I will fucking make it work!”
“God, stop being so creepy,” she shoos me off. “Now, here’s the thing. You’re not the only one who’s unsatisfied here.”
I frown. “What do you mean?”
Candy knocks the side of her head. “Damien wants you too! Duh!”
My pulse skyrockets. And a certain part of me pulls even tighter at the thought that he would want me…
God, I need to get a grip!
I try to laugh it off. “That’s impossible. Damien hates me. He’s pretty much hated me from the first time he saw me. He thinks everything I have in life was handed to me and is condescending as hell.”
Candy looks at me like I’m the biggest idiot on the face of the earth—like I’m even dumber than stupid, annoying, manwhore Damien. “It’s an act. All of it. He’s teasing you because he likes you, and apparently hasn’t progressed past the age of 14 to the step where he, you know, tells the girl he likes that he likes her instead of doing the adult equivalent of pulling her hair.”
“And the adult equivalent is fucking every woman he sees? In the kitchen when I’m trying to make a snack? In the club room when I get home from work? In the garage when I go in to take out my bike? In the room right next to my bedroom so I’m serenaded by his fuck noises when I try to go to sleep?”
“Yep,” Candy says, like this is all totally obvious.
“No way. Damien wants me to drive me crazy.”
“Yeah, drive you so crazy that you’ll rip off his clothes and jump on his cock and ride it ‘till you drive him crazy!”
My stomach rolls. Or at last it should roll, because I think all of my interior organs just turned to mush! “That is so gross don’t even joke about it.”
“Fine, I’ll stop as long as you don’t keep trying to pretend that that boy doesn’t look damn fine in his birthday suit and stop pretending like you don’t know his eyes follow you around wherever you go. Why do you think you’ve never been able to keep a boyfriend, huh? You’ve got a knock-out body, lots of curves, and a gorgeous face.”
I roll my eyes. “I don’t know. Maybe I haven’t had a boyfriend yet because I’ve got creepy reptilian, skull, and flower tattoos all over my body, dye my hair black, and, oh yeah, my dad is the president of the local MC and has on at least seven different occasions that I know of stood up in public and threatened to castrate any man who tries to get in my pants?”
“Come now. Guys are into your freakshow look, especially the guys we hang around. They’d take Elvira over Barbie any day.”
“Maybe, but this guy Damien who’s supposed to be so into me? He’s always balls-deep in Barbie.”
“Yeah, because he’s trying to get Elvira out of his head!” This time, she knocks the side of my head. “Use your noggin, girl! It’s not there just for show.”
“It makes no sense. If he wanted me that bad, why would he fuck girls all the time?”
“Ugh. I give up,” Candy whimpers, throwing her hands up.
“No! Tell me!”
“You’re hopeless. You won’t see the truth even if it dick-slaps you in the face.”
“Come on! I want to know!”
“Do you really?”
I nod as Candy’s eyes narrow.
“Fine, girl. Let me explain it to you real slow. The fact that he’s fuckin’ girls left and right…well, as you probably know, it just ain’t normal, even for guys in the club.”
“Yeah. That much is obvious.”
“Good. So now let’s move to part 2. What if, every single time he wanted to fuck you, he grabbed the nearest chick he could find?”
I press my knees together. “Are you serious?”
“Oh, I am so serious. You don’t even know the half of it. You may want that boy, but Damien’s fuckin’ obsessed. It’s not just your daddy who’s been threatening to cut guy’s dicks off.”
My knees squeeze together tighter, the bottom half of me at complete odds with my suddenly functioning “noggin’” that is swirling with rage and disgust. “What do you mean?”
“Remember that time in gym back in Jr. High? When you ran the mile without your sports bra on?”
“Yeah…” He told me it looked like my tits were hanging out and it was gross. “Well, you weren’t the only one he yelled at. I mean, man, your boobs weren’t even the thing he was lookin’ at.”
“That doesn’t surprised me. He told me they were gross. Then, he said I was going to give everyone nightmares.”
Candy laughs. “Oh, I’m sure all the boys did have nightmares for the next month at least. He took every single guy aside and told them that if any of them ever even thought about what they saw, he was going to beat the shit out of them, and if any of them tried to act on what they sure as fuck shouldn’t be feelin’, well, he was gonna kill them.”
Could that be real? I tried to remember back to that day at gym. How all the guys had seemed to snub me after. “Oh my god,” I whisper.
“Yeah. Let’s just say that wasn’t the only time he made the threat. He told J.C. that he’d pin his balls on him like a corsage if he took you to prom.”
“Oh my god!” I start pacing. I’d liked J.C. He was sweet and wrote poetry and his light kisses made me feel like I was floating on butterflies. He was exactly the kind of man I wanted—generous, doting, nice to everyone. He was the exact opposite of that disgusting, loud, cocky boy I’d had to grow up beside. He’d been learning guitar and he’d even written me a song. It wasn’t very long or very good, but that didn’t matter. It was his first song and he’d made it for me.
I wanted to give J.C. one of my firsts.
Actually, not just one of them.
I’d wanted to give him my biggest first.
And the Damien asshole had ruined that chance for me! I’d cried for months—months!!!—after J.C. suddenly broke it off and ran down the hall in tears. I hadn’t understood it. If he was crying, and I was crying, why did we have to be apart? Why had his hands trembled when I’d ran after him and thrown myself on him, begging him to take me right then and there?
It all made sense now. Such cruel, evil sense.
“You my virgin existence is Damien’s fault?”
Candy nods.
“Why didn’t you tell me? I thought J.C. hated me!”
“If J.C. couldn’t have stood up to Damien, there’s no way he would have been able to take on your dad. Can you imagine what kind of deep shit that poor boy would be in if he actually went through with fucking you?”
I gulped. “That still gave Damien no right to threaten my boyfriend’s life. And you still didn’t answer my question. Why did you never tell me this? I thought you were my friend!”
“I am! Look, Damien said he was gonna tell you himself, that he was waiting ‘for the time to be right,’ but goddamn it, I’m fuckin’ tired of watching you two make Bambi eyes at one another while plotting to kill each other.”
I frown. “I still haven’t forgiven you.”
“That’s alright. I wouldn’t forgive me either, just yet.” Candy smiles. “But I think you will when you learn what I’ve got planned.”
“Oh yeah?”
“Yeah. I think it’s time.” Candy’s grin deepens. “Because it looks like you’re finally ready to fight back.”



Chapter 4
The shop hadn’t changed at all since I was a kid. Faded morning light spilled in from under the garage doors. It was early, so most of the guys were in the office overlooking the garage eating donuts and burning their tongues on instant coffee. Damien and I were on the far side, hidden behind Lincoln Navigator and a bright yellow Volkswagen. Normally, I would have liked the privacy, but this morning was anything but normal.
Everyone was a little on edge about the big meeting tonight. Representatives from clubs from Oregon, Montana, Washington, California and Nevada were coming to discuss territorial boundaries and the less…well, let’s just say the less socially acceptable work the MCs did.
I wish all my nerves were due to the upcoming meeting, but they so weren’t. I was having a difficult time thinking of the present, because, seeing him bent-over and focused on work, and watching the muscles on his tattooed arms flex as he went about it, my thoughts kept wondering to last night.
I shut my eyes.
Yeah. So did not want to go there. Instead, I tried to think about what I could do about it. Unfortunately, Candy’s plan was even more cray-cray than the zombie-amusement-park-theme she’d decided to go for when she did her nails last night.
Girl, check these the fuck out! They even glow in the dark! she’d said.
Candy, stop trying to change the topic! This plan of yours is dumb. It will never work.
Oh, it will work. Then she’d laughed, looking at her nails.
No, it won’t!
Why are you so against it? You afraid? I thought you were ready to fight back—to fight dirty.
That had shut me up. I was ready to fight back. I wanted to get Damien where it hurt. Which…according to Candy…was right in his…
“Majestic Pink Unicorn Wand.”
I yelped and jumped back, almost tripping over the can of gas near the car.
Damien looked up from under the hood, scowling. “Come on, Princess. Majestic Pink Unicorn Wand.”
My heart fluttered. Oh God. This was bad. So bad. I’d just been thinking about his…his…well, you know! And then he’d said that stupid made-up tool name and the two had merged in my mind and now why the fuck couldn’t I stop thinking about his “Majestic Pink Unicorn Wand!”
Damien sighed and leaned against the hood, grease obscuring the tattoos on his arms, his ripped jeans and white t-shirt with the sleeves cut off. He was manly, rugged and good-looking but only in that manly, rugged, good-looking sort of way.
“What’s wrong, Princess?”
I lick my lips. “Nothing…” I whisper as I lean over to pick up the Majestic Pink Unicorn Wand. Once Damien had learned that I actually knew what all the tools were but just used my own unique names for them, he realized it would be easier for him to learn what my made-up names were instead of trying to teach me their real names. So whenever we worked together in the shop, which was pretty damn often, he still asked me for them by my silly made-up names even though I told him that I knew what their real names were, now.
It was just another example of how he always teased me. Because he totally hated and definitely didn’t want—
I glance to my left through long strands of black hair as I stand. Damien’s eyes are on me in a way I’ve never seen them on me before. He’s staring at my ass like he wants to tattoo his name on it.
My heart jumps. No. That can’t be it, can it? I finish standing and he looks away just before our eyes meat and runs his hands through his hair.
“Your shorts are too fuckin’ short, babe.”
What. The. Fuck?
“If you wanna work, you should come to work dressed. Especially on a day like today, when everyone is on edge about the five-state meetin’ this evening. You lettin’ all your shit hang out like that? Not even a fuckin’ distraction, just fuckin’ disrespectful. You grew up in this club. You should know better than that.”
I see red. “What the hell you mean disrespectful? I’m not the one who fucks his bitches on the hoods of our client’s cars! You hotboxed Mr. Gleeson’s Benz and had a fucking orgy in there! You grew up in this club, you should know better than that.”
“Wow, you sure are all worked up about that, Princess. Did you feel like you were missin’ out?”
My upper lip curls back. My eyes bulge. I’m probably making the freakiest face I’ve ever made in my life, but I can’t help it. What he said was just so out of line! “Yeah right! Like I’d want anything to do with your big, nasty…”
Why the fuck is he walking closer to me? I fling more adjectives in his face to try to stop him as I backtrack into the wall near the back door to the shop. “Awful, mean, big, disgusting…”
I’m cornered. He grins. “You’ve said big twice, babe.”
I thought about how that part of him had felt pushed up against my cunt and ass and lower back. Big was an understatement. “Well, it is. I mean, I don’t care that it is. I really don’t. You could have the biggest Majestic Pink Unicorn Wand in the world and I wouldn’t care!”
Damien’s mouth dropped open as he scowled. “The fuck?”
“I don’t want any part of your Majestic Pink…” My eyes open wide. Oh shit, had I just said that out loud? “I mean you dick. Keep it to yourself.”
Damien shakes his head, chuckling. “That’s gonna be pretty hard to do when I have to listen to you beggin’ for it every single day.”
Now it was my turn to say, “Then fuck?!?”
He puts his arm above my head and leans in close. “I used to think it was so silly how you kept using these special names for all the tools we had lyin’ around. Then, when we were teens, you started only using those silly names with me. When your dad asked for a wrench, you always handed him a wrench. But you’d only do the same for me if it was a Majestic Pink Unicorn Wand. Now I know why.”
I gulped. “I don’t think you do.”
“Oh, I know. It’s ‘cause when you and me got to be around fifteen, you started to think about me and my big, thick, hard…” he smiles, “Majestic Pink Unicorn Wand.”
“Don’t pollute the Majestic PInk Unicorn Wand with your filthy mind! Now I’m never gonna be able to hand one to you without thinking about…about…”
“Without thinkin’ ‘bout what, Princess?”
He’s leaning in way too close. His eyes are looking at my lips like he’s thinking about doing something very, very, very bad. And just when I think he’s going to do that bad thing, which will undoubtable lead to many more bad things, he steps back.
I breathe heavily for a few seconds. Why the fuck is it so hot in here? Reaching for the exit, I glance back at Damien, who is strangely not looking at me.
“You need new shorts, and a new fuckin’ shirt.”
I frown. “What?”
“I can see your bra in that thing, and it’s fuckin’ pink.”
My nostril’s flare. I’m making the freaky, bug-eyed, vengeful demoness face again, but god damnit I am not just gonna take this! “What? You have a problem of pink? I wouldn’t know it from all the leftover pink thongs you have on your floor!”
His eyes go dark. “You wearin’ that shit ‘cause you’re thinkin’ ‘bout what it would look like on my floor?”
Did he just suggest what I thought he suggested? That I’d want to add something to his trashy thong collection? “EEEWWWW!!!!!”
The ambient noise in the shop disappears.
“What the fuck is goin’ on over there!” I recognize the outraged voice as Gnarles.
Damien shakes his head and rubs the back of his neck. “Nothin’ old man.”
“You better fuckin’ keep it that way. I hear her scream again, I’m commin’ over there and beatin’ yo ass.”
A slightly hysterical giggle escapes my lips as the men go back to work.
“You think this is all cute?” Damien asks, shaking his head.
“No. I mean, I don’t know.” I really had no idea what the fuck was going on anymore.
Damien gives me a once over. “I don’t need you anymore today. Go paint your nails or some shit, and put on some different clothes. Your dad’s gonna put someone in the ground if you don’t.”
Again with the clothes? “What the hell? Who the fuck would my dad put in the ground???”
Damien winces as he laughs, rubbing his jaw. “Who the fuck do you think, Princess? Now get out, and don’t fuckin’ make me slap your ass to get you movin’.”
Oh, the nerve of this man! “In your dreams, Damien,” I hiss, turning for the exit.
“More like in my nightmares,” he calls after me. Right as the door opens, letting in a flood of sunlight, I look back and see Damien staring at me again, eyes dark, tortured and hungry.
So he had been looking at me.
I shiver. Everywhere. Especially in the areas where he’d been looking. The boy definitely didn’t like me, but maybe, just maybe, Candy was right and he wanted me, at least a little bit.
Which meant that if I had the confidence, her plan might actually work.



Chapter 5
My heart hammers against my rib cage. Goosebumps flare over every inch of my skin. “I don’t think I can do this.”
“Sure you can,” Candy whispers. “You look hot with the coat on, and with it off.”
I shut my eyes. I’d been so sure of myself a few hours ago. After Damien had literally run me out of the shop, I waltzed into my bedroom where Candy had been watching Evil Dead. Yeah, she watched shit like that at 9am.
I turned on the lights and she whipped around with a scream. I hadn’t expected you back yet!
I walked over to the remote and hit pause. Candy, I’m ready.
What?
He seems to like pink, I said with a slow smile, so let’s show him pink.
It had taken Candy only a few seconds to register what I meant. Hell yeah girl! It’s time. Let’s give him some pink he’ll never forget!
The rest of the day had passed like a montage from a teenage coming-of-age flick. Bubble baths. Giggling. Hair dryers. More giggling. Grabbing outfits from the closet and holding them up to ourselves in front of the mirror before discarding them on the floor. By the time we were done it looked like a natural disaster had torn through my room. We’d looked at the mess and giggled, because we weren’t thinking of how we were going to have to clean it up later, only of how much fun we were having.
Just like, when I’d made all those comments about how I was going to make Damien lick my pink-painted toes peeking through my stripper heels, I was only enjoying the fantasy, not thinking about how I was going to make that fantasy a reality.
Music throbs around me. I grasp for the necklace I always have around my neck for comfort and strength, but I’d taken it off, because that silly trinket I’d been given as a child during one of the worst times of my life didn’t go with the outfit I wore to night. At least, that’s what I told myself. Really, I didn’t want to tarnish the memory. So I cling to Candy’s hand as we move around the edge of the crowd. “Seriously, I don’t know what the fuck we were thinking. He’s not going to lick my pink toenails!”
Candy wiggles her eyebrows. “Maybe not, but he’s sure to lick something else on you that’s pink.”
“Gross!” I swat her arm.
“Oh, don’t even pretend like you don’t want it.”
But pretending is so much easier than admitting to myself that I do want it. Which I totally don’t. And…ugh!
I burrow into my ginormous wool overcoat. The lining is silk, but wool still scratches around my neck and wrists. I’d told Candy that this was fine since I wasn’t going to be wearing it for very long, but now I didn’t want to take it off.
Old Man Mills’ barn is unrecognizable. Hay still litters the ground, but other than that, everything has changed. Pool balls smash against each other like gunshots. Screams of ecstasy intertwine with metal guitar solos as bound women in the stables let any man who enters her stall take his turn. A gigantic bar winds around the center of the room in a horseshoe shape. It’s currently doubling as a catwalk. Guys stand on stools and demand more beer while appreciating the parade of practically naked sweet butts on display. I shiver, watching their perfect, tanned bodies drizzled with glitter lotion glisten under the strobe lights. Even from way back here I can smell their perfume—a hint of spring flowers tinting the smoky air.
Candy grips my wrist. “It’s time.”
“I can’t do this!”
“You can do it!” Candy whirls around me and puts her hands on my back.
“No!” I shriek. Behind us, men laugh.
“Time for you to fight back, girl!” She whispers near my ear. A shiver of terror rips through me, but I know that I must go on. This is my chance to show Damien who I really am. I knew, instinctively, that I won’t get this chance again. The asshole needed to stop seeing me as his prey. As Candy said, it was time to fight back.
“Okay,” I say, shutting my eyes.
“Atta girl!” Her cold hands slip over my warm neck as she grabs the edges of my coat.
Oh fuck. That little pep talk I gave myself had totally pumped me up…until I remembered what I was going to do to fight back!
I grab my coat as she tries to pull it off, then crossing my arms protectively over my chest. “Candy, my dad’s gonna kill me!”
“He’s not here.”
“But the boys will tell him!”
“No they won’t. If he knows you snuck out under their watch, and what you did, he’s gonna kill them.”
True. I was currently trying very hard not to look at a guy standing a few feet to my left while three girls French kissed each other on his cock while another took one of his balls in her mouth. That’s not the kind of thing my hard-ass biker father would want his daughter to see. Good thing my father was at the big meeting. The presidents and their inner circle were getting together to discuss territories, work, etc. This “party,” or whatever-the-fuck you call a bunch of drunk bikers and chicks fucking in a barn, was orchestrated to entertain the men while the real shit went down.
Candy and I fall into the line of women waiting to strut the catwalk. They glitter around me. Almost all of them have perfect blond or honey-highlighted hair. Some are uninked and unpierced, but others sport tasteful tattoos and piercings that accentuated their better parts. For example the woman beside me has a row of shooting stars pointing down at her…
Vajazzle.
I blink, but it isn’t enough to black out the image of the rhinestone encrusted rainbow shooting star dancing amidst a gigantic pink, sparkling rose framed by leaves. Nothing would ever be enough to black that out!
I back up into Candy. “This is not going to work! Damien is never going to notice me in a lineup with all these girls!”
“Oh shut it. I told you he wants you.”
“Okay, so maybe he does, but I’m gonna get lost in the crowd and he’s not even going to notice I’m here.”
“No fucking way. You’re hot girl, deal with it!”
“But my vajazzle…” I trail off. I’m too embarrassed to say how I really feel. How was anyone going to see it after that other woman went on stage? Mine was just a blue, black and silver butterfly. It didn’t even match my thong!
“Don’t you dare trash talk our secret weapon!” Candy yells. “He’d have to be Mr. Mugoo not to see your vajazzled Vagoo! It’s go time!”
She was right. We were next.
Candy grabs my coat again. “Let go!”
My stomach shoots up to my throat. “I don’t…oh god…”
“Don’t make me fucking tickle you!”
Shit! I preemptively shriek and moved my hands to shield myself. This gives Candy the opportunity she needed. She yanks off my coat and pushed me forward onto the catwalk.
And suddenly, when I’m out there in front of the gigantic crowd, I remember what outfit I’d finally chosen.
Painfully.
Vividly.
This one! I’d screamed, holding up a sheer pink number.
Are you sure, girl? That shit is hella trashy.
My hands shook. It was trashy. Little bows just waiting to be popped off decorated the edges. It barely covered anything. It was more there to make a man irritated that you weren’t already naked, the kind of thing meant to prompt him to rip it off caveman style.
Basically I gathered every single unfortunate purchase I’d made in the last four years, slapped them together and called it an outfit. And then we’d topped it off with pink fishnet, thigh-high stockings, pink stripper heels, and pink garters. Basically I gathered every single unfortunate purchase I’d made in the last four years, slapped them together and called it an outfit.
Yes. I’d called it an outfit. Candy had told me it might be a bit much, but I hadn’t listened to her! I’d told her it was my time to shine, and if I didn’t do something fast I’d start shining right now.
I’m not ready to shine; I’m ready to crawl into a black hole and never come back out, I think as I hunch over and cover my vajazzle with my hands.
The crowd goes wild. Apparently, not showing something is more tantalizing than bearing it all. Fuck.
A guy right next to my pink painted toes slams his beer into the table. “Whatcha got there, girlie!” he yodels.
Shit! I dash forward. It’s hella awkward because I’m still hunched over and covering my glittering sin, so I almost barrel into another dude’s booze.
“Hey, watch where yer goin’!” a grisly, forty-something biker with a red bandana and Duk Dynasty beard calls out.
Oh fuck! I wouldn’t make it if I kept hobbling across the catwalk like a hunchback…
“Move it!” a girl yells, hip hitting my butt as she passes me.
That’s right. I have to keep moving. There are tons of girls lined up to strut their stuff, and the only way for me to make it without toppling over everyone’s drinks (which was, in the middle of a biker rally, probably the worst thing you could do), was to stand up and fight back.
Which was exactly what I came here to do.
I push my shoulders back as I stand. I am confident, sexy Annie now. I have a renewed sense of purpose in the world. I am not going to let lame Damien ruin my fun anymore. In fact, I am going to make sure that I drive him crazy.
Smiling, I let myself shine.
The guy who’d previously been complaining opens his mouth like he’d just seen Jesus. “Fuck yeahs!” fill the room.
Hey, this isn’t so bad, I think as I wiggle my hips back and forth. I mean, hell, these guys were so drunk that none of them would probably even remember what I looked like in the morning!
As I did a little dance, the strobe light hit one of my vajazzle beads. A beam of light flashes across the center of the room, hitting a young man sitting with a group of other young men.
The man shields his eyes for a moment while his companions glance over. Looks of appreciation and hunger take over their faces. They stand to get a better view, cat calling and slapping each other on the shoulders.
I stop dancing as three of the guys I’d grown up with—the three young guys in our MC who I would personally consider brothers, Gracie, Ryder, and Rev—meet my gaze. Immediately, they all look like they’re gonna puke.
The man with his eyes shielded steps forward, no doubt to see what had gotten his brothers so wild. Those brothers, wisely, try to grab him and stop him, but it’s too late. The guy brings his hand down and looks straight at me.
Heat fills his eyes as they take me in, slowing over my lush curves and tattooed skin as if he can’t wait to make new marks on it. His marks.
I shiver, wrapping my arms around my torso although he’s already seen me, feeling naked in my “outfit.” I want, more than anything, to turn back time. To just go sulk in my room after he embarrassed me at the shop instead of deciding to fight back. Because, you see, the problem with fighting back is that sometimes it makes the other party want to assert their dominance over you even more.
Which is exactly what happens.
His face darkens. Not with lust, though that’s there too…but even his desire must submit to his rage.
I’ve seen Damien mad over the years. A lot. Over things I’ve worn, over guys I’ve kissed. Until this moment, I thought I’d seen everything. Now, I realize I haven’t even see the surface of it. He’s held back a part of himself—an essential part of himself—and seeing it chills me to the core. I realize I’ve never really known him. I’ve never really seen him. Tonight is not just the night Damien will see what I’m capable of…it’s the night I’ll learn who Damien really is.
For a second, every muscle in his body goes still, like the calm before a storm.
And then, the storm starts to move.
Right towards me.
Damien races forward, pushing past everyone in his way like they’re twigs instead of bikers, ignoring their yells. His brother’s get behind him, trying to stop him or at least reason with him, but I know they will fail. There is one mission in his eyes, one dark promise. He’ll be unstoppable until he gets hold of whatever it is that has him so pissed, and then he’ll probably…
Oh fuck.
That ‘whatever it is’ that has him so pissed is me.
He grabs hold of the front of the bar. “Annie. Here. Now.”
He never used my real name. He always calls me “Princess.” This can’t be good! I stumble back, still hugging my chest.
He gives me a grin like he’s never given me in his entire life. It slices through whatever shreds of confidence I have left like a knife. “Don’t make me fuckin’ come up there and get you. You’re not gonna like what I’ll do.”
Uh, if he thinks I’m not going to like it, why does it look so much like he’ll like it?!?!?!?
His grip on the bar tightens. He’s about to launch himself onto the bar.
Fuck!
There are only two options in a situation like this.
#1: Surrender completely to my arch nemesis’ vengeance. Beg for mercy. Tell him he really doesn’t stink like you told him he did back when the two of you were seven. Make a note to get him a really, really, really nice birthday present. Promise that the next time you bake cookies, you’ll give him lots and lots and do not, under any circumstance, torment him by eating them in front of him without sharing like you love to do.
#2: Run like hell.
So guess which choice I make?
Hint: it was the wrong choice.



Chapter 6
I turn and leap into the air, over the heads of bikers who ooh and awe like my vajazzles are heralding the second coming. For a second I soar, my lower region shimmering like angel wings beneath the strobe lights, until my belly smashes into some poor dude’s head.
I shriek as he grabs onto my hips, I guess to steady me so I don’t barrel over, face-first, into the mosh pit behind him.
“Sorry!” I yell, kicking. I’ve gotta get off and then get out of here. The door is only about thirty feet away. I could make it…in my heels…in the middle of a crowd…
Shit, I’m so screwed. Especially since the handy guy who caught me isn’t letting go. Instead, he buries his scratchy beard in my tummy like he’s attempting to motorboat my belly.
I look over my shoulder just in time to see Damien stalking towards us. He’s glittering, too—his shimmering eyes promising hell.
I turn around and keep kicking while the weird drunk dude attempts to…blow a bubble? What the hell is he doing to my stomach? Alright, this guy has to let me go now!
Not even a second later, a strong hand grabs my shoulder and yanks me off the weird dude who caught me.
“Thanks,” I yell, breathless. I don’t have time to say anything else. Damien is going to be here any second and I’ve got to…
The hand remains on my shoulder, holding me in place.
Oh fuck. I have a bad feeling about this.
Slowly I look up, already cringing, because I know what I’m going to see there.
It’s Damien. And, predictably, he’s pissed. What surprises me, though, is that he looks even angrier than he had a few seconds ago. A crowd starts to gather around us in a circle. They know shit is about to go down.
“Um, Damien. Hi. I was just, um…hi.” I babble. What else can I do? His chest is heaving. His eyes are either glowing red from the red beer sign near the bar or promise of murder, and taking into consideration what just happened I think murder is far more likely.
Instead of trying to run, I should have gotten down on all fours in the bar and begged for forgiveness in front of everyone. Then promptly made a batch of cookies and let him eat some of them. Instead, I’d unleashed a demon. Yes, I’d made the wrong choice…but it wasn’t nearly as wrong of a choice as the one the dude who caught me decides to make.
As Damien fumes and rages and growls, an arm pops out of nowhere to hit him on the shoulder.
“Hey boy, I was usin’ that,” the older man who caught me bellows.
I gasp as Damien’s blazing eyes flash towards him. “You were what?” he asks slowly.
Oh shit! I grab Damien’s shoulder, pulling him towards me and away from the creepy old dude with a death wish. “Uh…hey Damien….let’s um…”
The older man frowns. “I said I was usin’ that. Learn some respect, boy, and wait your turn.”
Oh my God.
Wrong thing to say.
No, not just wrong thing to say. Worst thing to say.
Damien grabs the guy’s shirt and yanks him up so they’re face to face. His muscles bulge as he holds the shaking older man off the ground. “Let me fucking tell you a little something about respect, old man. You don’t talk to her. You don’t even fucking look at her. Understand?”
The older man’s black shirt starts to rip at the armpits.
“Do you understand?” Damien continues. “I asked you a fuckin’ question!”
I hear knuckles cracking behind me. Oh fuck, I can’t hear music anymore. They must have turned it off. If I don’t do something quick, this entire party or friendship festival or orgy or whatever the hell they wanted to call it was going to turn into a massacre. Candy did say my body was a weapon; it was time to use it as an instrument of peace instead of war.
I throw myself at Damien. My chest smashes into his strong, tattooed arm as my fingers dig into his chest. When a jolt rushes through me, I’m sure it’s from fear, not from the feeling of his hard, muscular body pressed against mine.
“Take me home,” I plead. “Please, Damien, I just want to go home.”
Damien’s grip on the older biker relaxes. He looks at me and for a moment, his fierce façade melts. What’s left is something real and almost tender.
He drops the guy on the ground. “You’re fuckin’ lucky today, asshole. If she weren’t here, you wouldn’t have been able to walk.”
I’m not sure I agree with that. If I wasn’t here, the old man wouldn’t have almost gotten the shit beat out of him in the first place, but I decide not to explain this to Damien right now. Giving him a shaky smile I step back and pull on his arm, trying to draw him to me. As I do, the strobe light catches the shiningly brilliant part of my costume.
Shit. My smile stops being shaky and starts being desperate. “Uh…Damien…” I begin, but he isn’t looking at my face. He’s glaring at the bottom half of me like he wants to rip it off.
I squeeze my thighs together until my knees touch. He can’t rip off my vajazzle beads. There are way too many of them, it would take for-fucking-ever!
“You,” he growls, looking back into my eyes.
Me? What did I do? I take a step back but I don’t get far. The crowd is still gathered around us.
No escape. Fuck!
With a demonic smile Damien launches forward and grabs my hips. I shriek as he hoists me into the air, stomach on his shoulder. He puts one hand on my ass—to shield it, maybe…but more likely he just wants to hold me in place and embarrass me even more. His hot, strong grip on my ass tightens as the drunk men in the room start to yell out cat-calls.
“Move!” Damien bellows, barreling forward as the crowd immediately parts.
Everyone seems intent on following his orders, which does not bode well for me. I kick and wave my arms, hitting his back and trying to hit his legs, feeling very much like a kid throwing a tantrum. “Let me down!”
“No chance in hell,” he turns his head, whispering down my back. “You know what your father would do if he found you like this? What the hell kind of stunt were you trying to pull?”
My face burns from shame. What the hell had I been thinking? And what would my father—oh God, I didn’t even want to contemplate what he would think!
The yells from the crowd are replaced by the sounds of moaning women as we make our way to the back of the barn. Oh God, is he going to take me into a stall to punish me? Shit just got way too real way too fast!
There’s a loud crack as Damien kicks open the door. Cold, night air replaces the sweaty, steam from the barn. It feels like I’ve just been dropped in an ice bath. Shivering, I stop struggling as he puts me down near the back wall.
I rub my hands over my arms. Alright, he’s not gonna punish me in a nasty fuck-stall. Thank God for small favors. Just as I finish that thought, I look up at Damien’s face, illuminated by the spotlights that were placed around the barn and make-shift parking lot.
Actually, maybe a dark, nasty fuck-stall would have been better. At least then, I wouldn’t have been able to see his face! He doesn’t look like a demon out of hell, he looks like a demon that just materialized and brought all of hell with him. Hot white light splashes over the angular, bronzed skin of his face, turning his all-American bad boy looks into something truly dangerous. His green, serpentine eyes seem to glow from his barely-suppressed rage.
I have to think of something to say fast to diffuse this situation. “Um, so yeah, I…um…”
He yanks off his leather jacket.
Think faster, Annie! “So, all that back in there, you know? It was just like, you know, stuff…” Fuck, what the hell am I even trying to say?
He throws the jacket at my feet and, I swear to fucking god, actually snarles as he grabs the hem of his shirt and yanks it over his head.
Oh fuck. I didn’t just break something inside him, I broke him. Okay. Mine and Candy’s harebrained revenge scheme. I need to explain it.
“You know what I mean? How girls are and it’s friendship,” I blather as his shirt comes all the way off.
And I can’t speak. His strong muscles glisten, as unrelenting as the harsh lights beaming down on him. The exquisitely detailed artwork in his tattoos seems etched into his raw masculine power. There’s something primal and so beautiful about it that it scares me.
He throws his shirt at me. “Put it on.” His eyes trail down, drinking in the curves of my body. “Now.”
I pull the soft, white cotton over my head. It smells like him—like oil and smoke and cedar wood. I’ve slightly above average height, but Damien is so much taller. The hem hits me mid-thigh.
Damien bends over and grabs his jacket off the ground and hands it to me. “This too. It’s cold.”
“What?”
He steps closer until we’re almost touching. “The jacket. Put it on.”
I shiver. “Could you maybe back up a bit? It’s a little hard to move around with you…enclosing me like this.”
His eyes darken. “No.”
So. I was dealing with Caveman Damien. I glare at him as I pull the jacket around me. It’s warm and nice, but before I can thank him he grabs my hands and hoists them above my head.
I yelp. He doesn’t react at all…at least verbally. He just stares at me all intense and scary like.
I gulp. “Um, hi Damien.”
He pushes his hips into mine, breathing heavily. My breathing starts to get a little heavy, too.
“You wanna start a war?” he whispers.
“No.”
“Then what the fuck were you doin’ comin’ in here like that?”
I wet my lips. I wanted to show you I was confident and mature and ready to fight back!
Only I can’t say that. It’s too stupid. What kind of way was this to show him I was confident and mature, by strutting around in front of a group of drunk, horny men and making him all mad at me and…I was the biggest idiot on the planet. Why the fuck had I listened to Candy?
He lowers his eyes and takes in my body like I’m still baring everything to him. “I should march you right back to your bedroom, lock your door, and never let you out.”
Why did it sound like he wasn’t going to be the only one locked in my room? Like…that we would both be locked in…and he’d do horribly wonderful things to me?
“My dad would never stand for it,” I reply, indignant.
“Oh, you wanna bring your dad into this?”
I cringe. Actually, I don’t want that. I mean, I really, really, really don’t want that. “Just because I was a little bad doesn’t mean I should be a prisoner.”
“I’d lock us both in there, Princess. You and me, we got shit to sort out.”
There’s no way I can explain how bad that sounds. “Um, no I don’t think we have any shit to sort out. Really.”
Slowly he takes his lower lip between his teeth. His eyes unfocus as he drinks in my chest, my neck, and my face. Parts of me that should totally not be tingling right now tighten. My breath catches with anticipation.
But it’s not like that proves anything.
I shake my head. “I mean, I don’t want to talk about anything with you when you look kind of…um…”
He leans in closer. With moonlight shining in his eyes, his strong features looking sharper than they do in the garage with the dusty sunlight. I haven’t seen him outside at night for a long time. He looks like he belongs in the woods…like he’s a dangerous nocturnal creature.
“You didn’t finish,” he whispers.
“I didn’t finish what?” I squeak.
“What I look like.”
Would he be pissed if I said he looks like a werewolf? Would he be even more pissed if I told him it wasn’t like the sexy werewolves in romance novels, but like the kind in the B-horror movies that Candy likes to watch with vicious, bloody fangs and gnarled fur who’s only thought was to rip your entrails out of your body and wear them around their neck like a prize?
Yeah. I figured he’d be pissed if I said that. Which is why instead of that, I tactfully reply, “Let’s not talk about what you look like.”
“Why?”
Did his face just get even freakier? Oh screw being confident and fighting back. I want out of here now! “Because you’re freaking me out! You look all big and scary and like you’re gonna do bad things to me.”
The old Damien would always step back when I said things like that. If I told him I scared him, he might have laughed, but he’d also stop. This Damien doesn’t do that.
“I don’t think you can even imagine the things I want to do to you, Princess.”
“Um, yeah. I bet I can’t! I mean, I really don’t want to, and I can’t!”
He gives me that grin again. You know, that grin. The one that makes me afraid but also all tingly and warm and…goddamnit there is something really fucked up about my psychology!
And then, something even more fucked up happens.
One of the hands holding my hands above my head goes away. He brings his free hand to my face, tilting it up slowly, almost tenderly.
“I could kill you for what you did in there,” he whispers. Only when he says the word kill, it doesn’t sound like he’s talking about murder. His voice aches and is full of longing and…what the fuck is going on here?
“Please don’t,” I stammer. “I don’t want to die like this.”
He leans forward, gaze centering on my lips like he wants to kiss me senseless…or werewolf style chomp off my face.
I stiffen. Do I really want to figure out which one it is? I didn’t know which scenario was scarier. I mean, getting your face bitten off would be painful as fuck. But…oh man…getting kissed by Damien? And liking it? Not that I would like it—but just in case I did like it—oh God, I’d never be able to live it down!
His other hand lets go of my wrists. Suddenly, both hands are on my hips, pushing me up into the wall and lifting me so that my vajazzled area is right next to his…
I moan. God, why does his dick have to be so gigantic and why do gigantic dicks have to have this effect on me? I don’t want to be like all those other women, begging and opening themselves for him completely.
Or maybe, the reason why I’m his prey is because I want to be hunted.
Candy’s awful words taunt me.
No. It can’t be true. I won’t allow it to be true!
His breath fans over my cheeks, smoke, oil and leather…and all man. And my response is all woman. His hands squeeze my ass, tilting my pelvis up against the base of his long shaft. His zipper pushes up against my clit. “Dyin’ like this, for this,” he rasps, “I think it would be worth it.”
Me too! my body screams, but my pride won’t let me succumb.
I can do something now my hands are free. Maybe not much, but something. My hand knocks his majestic cock through his jeans as I reach into his pockets. He growls, so distracted he doesn’t even notice that I’ve taken the keys to his bike in my fist.
He leans forward so his forehead hits the side of the barn right next to my head. “Fuck, this is a bad idea Princess.”
Oh, he has no idea how right he is.
I wince, squirming a little to the left so my legs have more room to move. “Sorry Damien.”
He pulls back. Surprise flickers in his eyes as guilt swirls in my stomach. Still, it doesn’t stop me from bringing my knee right up into his crotch.
Damien throws back his head and howls. For a second, his grip on me loosens, but a second is all I need.
I hit the ground and take off for the pasture where the bikes are parked, running like a demon from hell is chasing after me.
Which is totally what is actually happening.
“ANNIE!!!!”
Oh shit! His voice sounds so close. I glance over my shoulder to see his enraged eyes glinting in the moonlight.
“STOP! DON’T DO THIS!”
He starts rushing forward, bent over and face scrunched in pain but still moving with divine purpose. He was gaining on me.
Shit! I dig deep, finding a strength I never knew I had. My legs burn. My lungs are made of fire. But I have a head start and I know exactly where his bike is. Luckily it’s close. I kick the kickstand and straddle it, his leather jacket the only thing keeping me from the cold, and start the engine.
Damien rushes, a few feet from me. For one second our eyes meet, and I don’t see the rage I’m expecting on his face, but instead fear.
“Sorry!” I yell, though he probably can’t hear me. The bike shoots forward. The wheels slide a bit in the mud. I veer sharply to the left. He tries to catch me but I’m just out of reach and in a few seconds I’m going up the road. I can’t hear him calling my name behind me, but I know he is. I glance over my shoulder and see him, chasing after me even though he’s not going to win, mouth open, face desperate.
Then I turn back around and face the road. Gunning it, I steel my heart against everything that could have been.



Chapter 7
They’re coming for me.
My mind races with fears as I tear through the mountainous landscape. Damien had wanted to take me back to the compound. He’d even said he wanted to lock me in in room forever. And he’d be in that room with me, ready to punish me in horrifically creative ways.
A shiver rushes through me. I don’t want to think of it. I don’t want to remember it. But I can’t help it. The feeling of his body pushing up against mine, drawing out feelings I’d wanted to keep hidden…All of it so dark and beautiful and delicious and everything I’d ever wanted but was too afraid to take.
So instead of giving in, I’d kicked him in the balls.
Yeah, that sounds like me.
I can’t go back to the compound. My dad would be coming home sometime tonight or tomorrow morning, and how the hell was I supposed to face him after what I’d just done? Why did Candy think we could keep this little escapade hidden? There were so many people there tonight. Someone other than Damien and his brothers must’ve recognized me. One of them would slip up, my dad would find out, and…Well, let’s just say that I wouldn’t find it too strange if Old Mills’ Barn and everyone in it was suddenly blown off the map.
So I wasn’t going back to the compound. I didn’t know what was going to happen, but I didn’t want to face anyone, so I was going home. My real home. And once I got there, I was going to lock myself in my own room, thank you very much. The one with pink pillowcases and pink walls and a stupid picture of me and Damien and that big-ass fish I’d caught. I wouldn’t even mind staying in there forever, as long as I was alone.
The best part of this plan was that Damien probably wouldn’t think to look for me there at first.
You see, I didn’t spend much time at my “real” house. When I was thirteen I’d pretty much moved into the club. It had pissed me off that Damien was allowed to spend so much time there, and at first I’d even been thrilled that my room was next to his room so I could rub me being there in his face.
My glee had, ahem, been short-lived. Still, I wasn’t one to quit. I loved the club, so I stayed. Cheyenne hadn’t been thrilled about this, but she’d accepted it. Me being there meant she could spend more time there, too, which also meant she could spend more time with my father. Bottom line: they’d look for me at the club, not at home, which was doubly great because my house was on the east side of the mountain and the clubhouse was on the west side. Since the barn was right smack dab in the middle between these two points, if they didn’t split up they’d probably all run off in the wrong direction and miss me entirely.
Of course, I’m also driving closer to where my dad and the other MC Presidents and their inner circles were meeting, but I’ll pass them soon so as long as they weren’t leaving I’ll be able to sneak by them too.
My heart jolts as a guard rail brushes against my leg. My back tires are dangerously close to spinning out of control. I don’t slow down—I can’t. Damien or my father will get me if I do, and at this moment I don’t know which would be worse. I gun it and turn sharper, moving from the outside lane to the inside lane on a blind corner. Normally I’d never pull such a stunt but right now I’m alone out here…and running out of time.
As I lean into the corner, white hot light fills my vision, shooting into the back of my skull like a knife, blinding me.
No.
I swerve to the right. I feel the exact moment where I lose control of the bike. For a second it feels like it’s floating in the air, and then suddenly, horrifically, it passes the point of no return. I grip the handlebars harder, pushing up against them with all my might, but it’s too late. The bike curves back along the road until it hits the guardrail.
The sound is like a thousand witches scratching a chalkboard with their blood red 5 inch nails. My stomach rolls, and then my front tires hit the guardrail and I’m rolling too, right through the air.
It feels like I’m airborne for over a minute. Time stretches until it seems to not even move. My head pounds with bitter knowledge.
I’m going to die.
I’m going to die.
I’m going to die.
Heights are not “my thing.” That’s the nicest way I can think of to phrase my epic fear of heights. I can’t see the bottom of the cliff. It’s an abyss. Maybe I’ll fall forever. Maybe I’ll be this afraid forever.
Whack!
Something whips my chest, then bends back. I wrap my arms around the spindly, scratchy surface, scuffing my palms.
A tree branch. Thank God. Now all I have to do is climb down and…
I do the stupidest thing I could do.
I look down.
The abyss below me seems to swirl with ominous intent. The wind blowing through it seems to howl. I don’t think my heart has ever beat so fast in my entire life. It’s coming for me, I realize. The lost souls of the dead are trying to drag me to hell! I scream, clutching at the tree branch. It bends under my weight. I think I hear something crack.
Oh God, why the fuck didn’t I go on that diet with Candy? My huge ass was going to kill me! I take a deep breath. Get it under control, Annie. That wasn’t a crack, that was just your cracked mind trying to freak you out because it’s a bitch.
Crack!
The branch jostles. Oh fuck, there’s no denying I heard it that time. I’m gonna die!
“Hello?” A deep, masculine voice calls out. I don’t recognize the voice. It’s low and a little gravely. It sounds…nice. Not that I’d think about a guy’s voice while clinging to my life either. I mean, that would just be stupid.
Really stupid.
Way too stupid to actually do.
I shiver, biting my lower lip.
“Hello?” There’s panic in the man’s voice now. The sound of skidding dirt. He must have just jumped the guard rail and is now climbing down the freaking cliff to find me.
“Uh…” I whimper. Loud and proud, Annie. You can conquer your fears. “Uh…”
Okay, maybe I can’t conquer them. I hug the branch, shut my eyes and yell, “Here!”
The guy stops rustling around. “Where?”
The branch cracks again. Though it probably moves only a fraction of a centimeter, it feels like fifteen feet. I scream.
There’s a flash of light. I’m blinded, again, by him. “You alright?”
Was I alright? I was hanging off a freaking cliff! “Um…” Damnit, why did I have to think about the cliff again?
The light vanishes. “Hold on, babe. I’m comin’ up.”
I hug the branch. “T-thank you.”
And then he starts climbing and the tree starts wiggling.
Predictably, I scream again.
And, equally predictably, the branch cracks.
“Shit, we gotta get you off that, fast.”
Thanks for clarifying! “Okay.”
Seconds later, he’s up by me. “Everything’s gonna be fine, babe. Here.” He leans forward and holds out his hand. “Just grab my hand and climb over to me.”
That sounds good. Really, really smart. “Okay.”
“On the count of three. One…two…three…”
“Okay.”
I shut my eyes.
And keep my arms wrapped tightly around the branches.
There’s a pause. “I meant on the count of three.”
“Yeah. Yeah, uh, duh,” I whisper.
“Ready to go again?”
“Yes.”
“Alright. One…”
It’s easy, Annie. Just reach out and take his hand. He’s a big strong man. He can swing you to safety. Either that, or put you out of your misery faster, because this branch started to give out the second you landed on it!
“Two…”
I take a deep breath. I could do this. All I had to do was let go for a few seconds.
“Three…”
I let out a warrior roar to pump myself up and…
Keep holding on.
The branch shifts. “Oh god, I’m sorry. Let’s do this again.”
The guy’s quiet for a moment. “You afraid of heights?”
Am I really that obvious? “Maybe a little.”
He sighs.
“I know, I know, it’s pathetic!” I admit. “And if I don’t reach for you I’m going to freaking die, and you must be thinking how stupid and annoying it all is—”
“No,” he cuts me off. “That’s not what I was thinking at all.”
“Yeah right! That’s totally what you were thinking!”
There’s a silence, and in that silence, I realize how stupid I am. Where had that sass come from? And why the fuck was I sassing the guy who was trying to save my life?
“I don’t think you’re stupid and annoying,” he responds lightly, like I didn’t just have a stupid, self-righteous outburst. “Fear can paralyze you. It’s normal to close up when you’re scared.”
Really? I think. It’s normal to cling to a branch that you know is gonna fall instead of a man who can pull you to safety because you’re afraid of heights? That’s NORMAL?!?
“I once had this little puppy,” the guy begins.
Oh no. Fuck no. Puppy stories are always the worst. “I am not listening to a story about a cute little doggie dying in the last few moments of my life!”
“She doesn’t die,” the guy chuckles.
“Oh yeah? Then why did you say ‘once’?”
“’Cause she isn’t a puppy anymore.”
Oh. That makes sense. Sort of.
“So this puppy,” he says as the tree bends. I whimper and cling tighter to the tree. “Her mother died when she was young.”
“Oh god, I knew it! There are dead dogs in this story! You are such a horrible liar!”
“Well, alright, the mom couldn’t take care of her baby because she…had issues or somethin’…fuck…”
“Stop trying to sanitize it for me!”
“But you didn’t want to know that she’d died.”
I guess he had a point. “Fine. Mom dies. Baby is abandoned. So far, it’s going great. I can’t wait to see what happens next.”
He smartly decides to ignore my outburst and keeps going. “Well, this little boy adopted the puppy. Everyone told him not to. They said there was no way she’d make it. She wouldn’t eat, you see. She missed her mom too much, I guess.”
Oh God. The puppy’s going to starve to death in the little boy’s arms. The tree swings as the man puts his foot on the branch right below mine.
“But the boy wouldn’t give up on her. He’d lost his mom too, and he knew how scary it was to be alone, and how much it hurt.”
The man is close now. His body almost touches mine. Even through his leather jacket, I can tell how strong his arms are.
“So the boy bottle fed her. It took a while for her to trust him, but he didn’t give up. And, after a while, she put her little paws on his arms just like this,” he says, gently taking hold of my wrists.
His fingers are rough and strong. The shoulders he places my hands on are even stronger. Slowly, he loops my hands behind the back of his head, pulling me away from the branch and towards him.
“She was so scared she couldn’t eat,” he whispers. “Her fear almost killed her, but she didn’t let it. Even though it was the scariest thing in the world to her, she found it in herself to trust.”
My breath catches. My heart starts speeding up. My breathing might start speeding up, too. He feels as sturdy as the tree. No, even sturdier. There’s something comforting about his protective embrace.
His arm tightens, holding me against him. He begins to climb down from branch to branch, winding along the trunk of the tree. “Want to know what the boy named her?”
“Yes.”
“Valkyrie,” he says. “Because overcoming what your fears takes more strength than never being afraid, because never being afraid means that you’ve never loved something so much that you know losing it would destroy you.”
We reach solid ground. I tip my head back from his shoulder and look into his face.
It’s difficult to differentiate his features from the shadows, but even from what little I see I sense something primal and raw about him. His eyes glint in the moonlight like metal as they stare into me.
“That was a really beautiful story,” I tell him.
He nods.
“Thank you for saving my life.” I cringe. “I probably should have said that first…”
“Hey, we both saved your life. If you didn’t let me take you, we both woulda fallen.”
So really I almost killed myself and him. Great. “That’s one way to look at it.”
He says nothing.
“Thank you,” I say again. “Really.”
Still nothing.
Looks like I’m going to need to spell it out. “You can put me down now.”
His grip on me tightens. “Not gonna happen.”
What?!?
“There’s a cabin down the road. We’ll go there first, fix you up, and then get you home.”
No! The cabin was too close. I needed to get home, secure foodstuffs, lock my door, and then break apart my furniture and nail down all the windows like a fucking zombie apocalypse was coming.
“I’ve got a bike,” I tell him. “I can ride home. You’ve already done more than you need to.”
“You can’t go home on that bike.”
“Like hell I can’t! I was riding it until I…” almost ran into your car. Shit, maybe I should stop talking.
“Whether or not you can ride it isn’t the issue. It’s totaled, babe.”
Every cell in my body turns to ice. “What?”
“It went down the hill after you and smashed into some rocks. Even if you could get it back up to the road, there’s no way that thing would run.”
I don’t think I’m hearing him correctly. “What?”
“It’s ruined. Sorry.”
Totaled. Ruined.
Oh. My. God.
Totally ruined.
That was Damien’s motorcycle. His baby. The love of his life. Now I’d never be leaving my room because once he got me in there he’d freaking kill me!
I don’t struggle as the man starts carrying me up the hill. I’m too shocked to do anything but cling to him.
Halfway up, I see the bike. And, oh boy, I am so fucked. Every muscle in my body tightens.
“That’s not your bike, is it?” the man says. Even though he poses it like a question, it isn’t.
Shit. “Um…no it’s not exactly mine.”
“How, exactly, did you get it?”
Damn, what’s with these questions? “I, uh, borrowed it.”
“Oh.” He waits a second. “Does the person you borrowed it from know you borrowed it?”
“Yes.”
There’s a purposeful silence coming from his end.
“I’m not lying!” I tell him. I mean, Damien did see me driving away on it, after I stole his keys and kneed him in the groin. It wasn’t like it was some big secret.
“So, why’d you leave the party?” the guy continues.
Oh, why wouldn’t I leave that awful party was a bigger question! “Things weren’t going well.”
“Did someone make you feel uncomfortable?”
I think of Damien’s mad face. “You could say that.”
He stops. His demeanor changes, his shoulders tightening, mood darkening. My heart skitters. “Who was it?”
“Who was what?”
“Who’s the asshole who made you want to leave?”
I feel like electricity just ignited my veins. I like hearing the nasty sex demon being called an asshole way too much. “Damien.”
“The kid from Dawn's Rebellion MC?”
“Kid?” I scoff, trying to get another good look at him. “You’ve got to be about as old as he is! Who are you callin’ a kid?”
“Just that he’s who’s gonna take second after Dawn's Rebellion’s prez passes on the torch.” His grip on me tightens. “What did he do to you?” his voice is soft, so damn soft.
“He made me feel like a fool, again. I wanted to show him up tonight. The guy thinks he owns me.”
“But he doesn’t, right?”
“Fuck no! I hate him.”
We’ve reached the top of the hill. The guy sets me down on the road right next to the dented part of the guardrail where Damien’s bike hit.
“That’s his bike, isn’t it?” he asks.
My toes curl. “Maybe.”
His teeth catch the moonlight, flashing as he grins. “Gotta say, I like your style babe.”
Suddenly, totaling Damien’s bike doesn’t seem like the worst thing in the world. “Thanks.”
“So,” the guy says, climbing over the guardrail after me. “We got a few options. If you don’t want a stranger drivin’ you home, I can call someone to pick you up.”
I consider this for all of four seconds.
In the first second, I imagine calling Cheyenne…who is currently at the meeting with my father.
In the second, I think about calling Candy, who totally does not have a car since we called a cab, and leaving an angry voice message.
In the third, I consider calling Damien.
And in the fourth, contacting one of Damien’s brothers, like Gracie or Ryder…but since they’re totally “bros before hos” the one who’d come to get me would be Damien.
“What’s the other option?” I ask.
“I can take you to that cabin, see what’s up, and from there either take you to the hospital or home.”
I don’t hesitate. “Okay. I want that one—I want to go with you,” I tell him.
If this surprises him, he doesn’t let it show. “Alright. Let’s go.”



Chapter 8
He bends over to adjust the rear suspension of the bike so I can ride with him. I cross my arms over my chest, squinting as I try to make out his patch in the moonlight. It’s faded and it looks like the corner of it is peeling. Is that a serpent, maybe? I recognize the large shape in the center as a skull, but that tells me nothing. Nearly every club here sports one of those on the back.
He stands, brushes his hands off on his jeans, and turns. “I’m guessin’ you’re not a virgin.”
My eyes shoot open. “WHAT?!?” Where the fuck had that come from? And how the hell was it any of his business?
He chuckles like he’s amused by my response. “You’ve been on the back of a bike before, right? So you know what parts are too hot to touch, and not to put your feet down if we stop?”
Oh. Virgin. Like…that kind of virgin. The kind who’s never been on a motorcycle before. Biker virgin. “Yeah, I’ve been on bikes since you were…” my voice cracks as all 6-feet plus biker badass steps towards me, “…probably also riding bikes.”
Did the comment I just made make any sense? What the hell is wrong with me? Why did the “V-word” get me all confused and bothered?
“So you know what to do, then,” he continues. “Just wrap your arms around my waist. If you need to stop for anything, tap my shoulder.” He hands me a helmet. “Probably a little big for you, but I’d like to think it would be better than nothin.’ You gotta excuse me, I wasn’t expecting company.”
I put the helmet on as he seats himself.
I get on behind him and wrap my arms around him for the second time. I push my face in the center of his back, taking in the familiar scent of leather, oil and smoke as a strange thrill shoots through me.
“Ready?” he asks.
I gulp. “Yes.”
“We’ll take it slow,” he whispers, and a jolt I feel all the way to the tips of my toes rushes through me as the bike roars to life.
The cabin is less than a mile away. It doesn’t take us long to get there, even at his leisurely speed. He pulls up a dirt road. The cutesy animal totem poles that hold up the sign “Camp Tambourine” are still there. As we pass beneath it, I wonder how this guy knows about this place. It’s a strange local attraction, so it wasn’t something I’d think members from other clubs would know about.
We pull up at the main cabin and get off the bike. Since the camp doesn’t open until May, it’s empty. The forest canopy above is so thick that I can’t see the moon or any stars. There’s something eerie about us being nestled beneath all the big trees, surrounded by the scent of evergreen trees and earth.
He unfastens the buckle of my helmet and puts it on his bike. “How you feelin’?”
I shiver and cross my arms over my chest. “A little cold, but other than that, okay.”
“You okay to walk?”
“Yeah.”
He nods and turns towards the main cabin of the camp. He skips over the door to the front office and walks along the back of the building to the nurse’s room.
“You know your way around here pretty well,” I note.
He bends down and starts picking the lock like it’s as normal as grabbing an umbrella before stepping outside in the rain. “I spent a summer here when I was younger.”
I’d spent quite a few summers here as a kid too. My hands grip the air where my necklace should be. “How long ago was that?”
He glances up at me, smiling. “It’s been twelve years and ten months, but who’s counting?”
“And you still remember where everything is?”
The door opens. He steps inside, flicking on a switch. “Yeah,” he says, taking off his coat and dropping it on a wooden chair near a bookcase beneath the front window. “Nothing’s changed.”
Maybe nothing in the room has changed, but everything about him just did. There seems to be a new tension in his broad shoulders, or maybe it just seems that way since I can finally see them under full light and without his coat. He slides his fingers over the cot where children in the summer sat to get their temperatures taken, or their scraped knees bandaged.
“Alright, babe. Let’s make sure you’re okay.”
I walk up behind him, brushing his strong shoulder as I hop onto the cot. I grip the edge of the mattress and look up.
And then I can’t do anything but stare at him.
There’s a beautiful, impenetrable wildness to his face. His black hair is a little longer than it should be. Rough stubble lines his jaw. There’s a ghost of a scar right above his left temple. His deep, blue eyes pierce me, as if they can see my innermost depths. The color of them reminds me of summer but they’re as cold as a winter sky.
Strong hands grab my shoulders. Tattoos snake up his arms and around his neck. I bet his entire body is covered in them…almost every powerful inch…
“Babe, you okay?”
I’m breathing too fast. Did he just ask me something?
His grip on my shoulders tightens. “Hey, hey, stay with me.”
I close my eyes. Right. He just asked me if I was okay. Am I okay? Not really. But how can I tell him that one look at his face sent me to La-La Land? And that his hands on me are…are making me…feel…
I squeeze my legs together. Oh my fucking God what is going on?
“Shit,” he whispers, keeping one strong hand on my shoulder while the other reaches for his phone. “Still no fucking service. We gotta get you to the hospital. Come on. I’ll carry you.”
Wait, hospital? Carry me? He dips down to take me in his arms.
Because I am incredibly stupid, I swat those sexy arms away. “I’m fine.”
He pulls back a few inches, concern etched into his face. “Babe, you’re not fine.”
“Yes I am!”
“No, you’re not. You were lookin’ like you were ‘bout to pass out. And, I don’t wanna freak you out or nothin’, but your eyes did this really weird thing where they rolled back into your head, like you were possessed or somethin’—”
My face starts to burn. What I just showed him was my lust-face, right? As in, the face I make when I’m turned on? Did he just compare it to demonic possession?
Unfortunately, I get an immediate, affirmative response to my unasked question. “Fuck! It’s happening again. Stay with me, babe.”
“I’m okay,” I tell him.
“You’re burnin’ up.” He goes in Don’t fight me. I gotta get you outta here.”
I kick his rock-hard stomach. “Stop. I’m fine, okay? It’s just…temperature changes and…I’m not used to being this close to some random guy, and you’re really…” Fuck, was I about to say he was hot? What the hell is wrong with me?
“I’m really what?” he prompts.
Shit. “Big,” I whisper, looking at his pants for some weird ass reason. While I’m gazing at them, I realize how he might take what I just said, and foolishly decide to clarify. “I mean, not big big, though you are big…big…but I mean, you know, like…tall.”
Oh God, I want to die. If I’d sputtered such nonsense in front of demon spawn Damien, he’d never let me hear the end of it.
Luckily, this guy isn’t like that evil asshat. “Sorry. I can be a little intense. I don’t meant to intimidate you, babe.” His hand grips my stomach as he leans back. I moan. It isn’t a sexy—oh wait, I mean demonically possessed—moan. The kind that signals pain.
He frowns. “Is your stomach hurt?”
“A little,” I wince. “I don’t know why it just started hurting now though. I think it’s from where I hit the tree. Probably a bruise or something.”
His brow furrows. “Wish you’d told me that earlier. I wouldn’t have let you ride.”
“It’s fine, it’s probably nothing,” I tell him.
“Let me have a look, babe. I gotta see if you’re okay to ride.”
I sigh. Damn this guy is persistent. “Fine.” I rip open Damien’s stupid cut and pull up my shirt.
Damien’s a big guy by anyone’s standards, but especially when you compare him to me. The jacket might not have done much for my legs, but it kept the rest of me covered.
Like the pink wisp of a bra I wore.
And my matching thong.
And my vajazzle.
His chest starts to sparkle like it’s underneath a disco ball. For a second I think I’m going crazy. And then I remember that I’ve already gone crazy, because I’m the one who let Candy attach this glittery monstrosity on me!
I want to close my legs but his hands are on my knees and he’s holding them like he’s bracing himself for something. That beautiful, chiseled, face of his seems even darker than it did in the woods as his deep blue eyes drink me in.
His grip on my knees gets harder. I don’t even think he’s even aware of the movement. I feel my core tighten. “Just a bruise. Not even a flesh wound,” he whispers.
My breath catches.
His eyes still haven’t moved from my vajazzle. “Is that what you wore to get his attention?”
Fuck! How am I supposed to respond to that?
“Uh,” I cough, “yeah.”
“I think you got his attention, babe.”
I swallow. “Really?”
“Oh yeah.” His grip on my knees tightens again. Slowly, his eyes close as he turns away from me. “Let’s get your hands bandaged up.”
My knees feel cold where his hands used to be. I watch him grab some peroxide from the counter and a few cotton balls. Then, he turns his attention back to me and puts my poor, scraped-up hands so the palms are facing the ceiling.
“My hands really aren’t that messed up,” I tell him.
It’s a lie. They look like I decided to pet cement for twelve hours. His eyes are sympathetic as he pours peroxide on the cotton balls. “It’ll be over in a second.”
The peroxide hits my raw palm. I bite my lip and tear up but I don’t make a sound.
Alright, that’s also a lie. Actually, I do make a sound.
Maybe I even make a few of them.
He closes his hand around mine. “There. It’s okay now, babe.”
It doesn’t feel okay! It feels like I’m holding embers, and let’s be honest, pain turns me into super bitch. “Don’t think I’m gonna just believe everything’s alright because you say so, or that I’m your babe just because you decide to call me that.”
Oh man, did I really just say that? To the guy that faced death to get me out of that damn tree and is trying to bandage me up?
I look up at him. He’s frowning down at me. “You don’t like bein’ called babe, do you?”
No. It makes me think of loud, trashy sex! “It’s not that I don’t like it.”
His frown deepens.
“Okay, you’re right. I fucking hate it,” I admit, “but only because that’s what Damien calls all his sweetbutts.”
“That guy’s got a lot of girls then, huh?”
“Oh god, you have no idea how many girls that guy has. It’s disgusting. It’s like he’s to fuck all the women in the state!”
He brings my hands to his lips. “Must be tough bein’ close to someone like that.”
I think of the dark circles under my eyes he’s given me from so many nights of listening to his headboard slam against the wall during his sexcapades. “You have no idea how hard. It’s a fucking nightmare.”
“It doesn’t have to be a nightmare. Not all guys treat their women that way.”
“I’m not his women. Come to think of it, I’m not even ‘babe’ to him.”
He puts my hands back in my lap. “I see. So, what’s your name?”
My throat is suddenly tight. “Annie.”
His gaze changes. Softens. “Annie, huh?”
“Yeah.”
“That’s a really pretty name.” He rubs his jaw. “Anyways, Annie, most people’s hearts are almost infinitely malleable. You may feel like he’s the only one in your life now, but that doesn’t have to be the case.”
I sigh. This guy doesn’t know Damien. I mean, I live next door to him, and according to Candy, he’s made it his mission to chase of any guy who’s ever had an interest in me. But I don’t feel like bringing that up.
“Has that been your experience?” I ask the man.
He chuckles. “No. Some people’s hearts don’t change.” His hooded gaze takes in my body. “Though sometimes, I feel almost like I could be persuaded.”
So he did have someone—or he had someone. I can feel his loneliness despite the heat in his gaze and his attempt to laugh it off. My chest constricts. “I’m sorry.”
He doesn’t bother trying to deny it, nor does he act ignorant. “You shouldn’t be. She didn’t die and I didn’t really lose her, if that’s what you’re wondering. She was never meant to be mine in the first place.”
“What do you mean?”
“I met her a long time ago. We were too young.” He shakes his head. “Way too fuckin’ young. I didn’t even know what it meant back then. It’s only been afterwards that I’ve realized how much that short period of time has meant to me—how a brief moment of light can make a world filled with darkness tolerable…almost.”
He’s so big. It’s hard to imagine anything could move him, that anything could hurt him. I put my hand on his arm, but my throat’s too full to speak.
He looks away. “Sorry if I upset you again.”
“No. I’m glad you told me. It’s worse to keep those things inside you.”
“Maybe.”
I swallow. “You might find her again.”
“No. I wouldn’t want that for her.”
“Why?”
“She was a sweet girl. If we met again…I don’t know. It would only mean one thing: that life hadn’t been so sweet to her. And if it had been sweet…then I’d feel even worse.”
“Why is that?”
Darkness takes over his eyes as he looks at me. “Because I don’t think I could walk away from her a second time. I’d like to think I’m that noble but in my heart, I know I’m not.”
My mouth goes dry. “I don’t understand.”
“That’s probably for the best. Sorry for scaring you.”
It didn’t frighten me, I almost admit. I don’t know what kind of affect his words had on me, but it wasn’t fear. It was more anticipation or bliss, spreading from my stomach into my limbs like alcohol. However, the thought of telling him this did scare me, though I don’t know why.
I decide not to dwell on it. “If she meant so much to you…don’t you think you might have meant something to her too?”
“I don’t know.”
“If you did, she might like to see you again.”
“No, she wouldn’t. Not if she knew what I was, who I was.”
“That’s an awful thing to say about yourself.”
He looks at his hands. “There are men in this world who will never be forgiven. I’m one of them.”
“That’s not true. You saved me.”
He looks up with a sad smile. “Maybe you’re my redemption, Annie.” He brushes hair from the side of my face. “It would certainly be fitting.”
I gulp. “Um, what?”
He leans in, his hand trailing up my thigh, dangerously close to my glittery sequence invitation. “I don’t wanna scare you again, Annie, but I’m feelin’ you. A lot.”
My stomach starts doing flips. “Feeling me how?”
He smiles, a darker smile than I’ve seen from him yet, that lights me up from head to toe. “You know.”
Every muscle in my body tightens. I do know. But he clarifies, anyway.
“I wanna fuck you.
Fuck.
Did he just say that filthy word to me? And why did its filthiness not bother me when he said it?
A vision penetrates my mind suddenly, completely. His large hands holding me down. His large, naked, tattooed body over mine, filling me, taking me.
Fucking me.
“You don’t like anythin’ you tell me to stop, and I’ll stop.”
I nod as he lifts himself onto the cot. His knees make the mattress dip.
Oh my god, this is really happening. I’m really doing this. I can’t believe I’m fucking doing this.
My legs are already spread, so it’s easy for him to get between them. His length his my thigh as he moves above me. His shadow moves over my torso, his face inches from mine as he pins my hands above my head with one hand. His other comes down my cheek to my neck, touch feather soft. “You’re fuckin’ beautiful, Annie.”
I shiver. I am Princess to everyone, not Annie. No one calls me by my real name. No one bothers to see me for me. But he sees me—he sees the real me—and I’m a prize to him. I’m not untouchable. I’m not the annoying little girl everyone thought of as a sister. I’m not the scary MC President’s daughter. I’m just a woman, 100% woman.
And he’s 100% man.
Suddenly, his eyes darken. “Take off his cut.”
“W-what?”
He pushes himself up and grabs the collar of Damien’s jacket. “You’re not wearin’ his shit anymore.”
Okay. I’m not. His rough hands can’t yank it off me fast enough. When I’m free, he throws it to the floor. Then, he grabs Damien’s shirt and actually rips it in half, exposing my body.
The sudden rush of cool air makes goosebumps flare over my skin.
I’m naked. Practically.
His fingers pull up the strings keeping that pink excuse of a bra in place.
“W-what are you…?”
I don’t finish because he just took my breast in my mouth. Yes, my breast is in his mouth. And he is doing things with his tongue that feel so good they shouldn’t be legal. I moan as he flicks his tongue against my nipple, sending jolts of pleasure all the way down to my toes.
His hands press into my body like he’s playing it, his strong, knowledgeable fingers make me feel things that shouldn’t be possible and make me want things I have no words for. I arch my hips, hitting the gigantic bulge in his pants.
Oh god. He’s not just big—he’s a monster.
My eyes roll into the back of my head.
“You still with me, Annie?”
My eyes are fluttering, probably making it look like I’m overdosing on some freaky shit. “Oh no, I’m making that creepy demon possessed face again, aren’t I?”
“Yeah,” he whispers, and I can tell he’s grinning. “But I like it…now that I know what it is.”
I shudder. An awful image of my rotting face spinning around like an owl fills my mind. “Please don’t say that. I don’t want to look like that.”
“Annie, I promise you, in about ten seconds you’re not gonna care what you look like.”
My eyes narrow, confused. “Ten seconds?”
He smiles. “Yeah. Ten. Because first, I gotta tell you again how fuckin’ beautiful you are.”
My pulse skyrockets.
“If you were mine, Annie, I’d use your name every time I could, and then I’d kiss every perfect part of you and wouldn’t stop until you were screamin’ mine.”
Before I can respond, his mouth claims mine. His lips coax mine open so his tongue can do dangerously beautiful things. I never thought of myself as a sexual creature until him—as a woman who both knows what she wants and demands it. But I am that kind of girl—wanton and wild and completely unashamed of it. I won’t be satisfied until I am his, and he is mine.
I moan, arching up into him, opening my mouth, deepening the kiss. I’ve never been kissed like this before. This isn’t some sweet stolen kiss, or five minutes of wet, sloppy nasty while some guy sticks his tongue down my throat and hand under my shirt, groping my breasts. This is spiritual. I feel incomplete, and like the only way to complete myself is to give myself to him completely.
His hands come down, hard, pinning me in place as he drags his knees further onto the cot until he’s straddling me. His mouth moves moving over my mouth, my neck, his hot tongue branding me. I grab his shirt, pulling his chest down to me so I can bite the skull tattoo on his neck. He growls. Annie, I think he says, his voice as rough and dangerous as his hands. Having all this power at my fingertips makes me heady.
Abruptly he breaks it, leaving me breathless.
“P-please,” I whisper.
He grins as he moves down my torso. I giggle as his breath hits my tummy.
“Ticklish?” he asks.
“A little.”
“I’ll remember that.” He smiles again, pushing back my legs. His grip is no longer feather light. It’s strong. Forceful.
His hands move up the backs of my legs, thumbs on the underside of my thigh. Then he lets go, loops a finger around my thong, pulling it aside so he can see the entire shimmering, colorful, vibrant vajazzle.
And then it hits me: he can also see all of me.
His breath warms my inner thigh, making my cunt tighten. Oh my god. Was this really happening? Did I want it to happen? Alright, stupid question. I want it more than I’ve ever wanted anything in my life. But I don’t even know this guy’s name or what chapter he’s from and yet here I am, spreading myself for him and begging for things that would have disgusted me a few hours ago.
There’s a hitch in his breath. “You really are perfect, Annie.”
Those words undo me. I don’t care anymore about anything except that deliriously aching pleasure only he can give me. I push my pelvis up but there’s nothing to make contact with. But, oh God, I want to make contact with something. I want to be filled so fucking bad it hurt.
And then he does the last thing I expect. He brings his head down and kisses me.
There.
Where only my fingers have gone before. His lips so much softer than a finger, such a strong contrast to his rough stubble. I love that about him—his wildness and restraint—how he stirs within me a pleasure so great it almost hurts.
I scream, grabbing his head, pushing him against me. His tongue rolls from my clit to my pussy, slipping inside me, claiming me. I fist his hair, still screaming as his mouth, tongue and fingers work dark magic. Something inside me is building. I can’t contain it much longer.
I cry out as he pulls away from me. His fingers slip inside me as he kisses my clit. “Cum for me, Annie,” he whispers.
I can’t hold back anymore. I can’t deny him. Anything. He pushes my legs back, pulling me tighter as his fingers continue to relentlessly slip inside me.
Cum for me.
I grip the mattress as he holds my hips in place, strumming against me as I fall apart in his mouth. Screaming, I cum for him. I give him everything. In that moment, only he and I exist, two lost souls who somehow found their darkness and their light in one another.
And then his hands bring me back to earth.
My hair sticks to my neck and face. I shiver from the sweat cooling on my skin.
“Annie.” I hear reverence in his voice, and a deep, aching desire that has yet to be fulfilled. I tremble, moaning again as he kisses my inner thigh.
Bang!
The door bursts open.
He stands and I shoot up, crossing my arms over my bare chest. And then I scream again, because the worst possible thing that could have happened just happened.



Chapter 9
My fingernails dig into my arms as I try to hide my exposed chest. The man towering over us in the doorway’s chest heaves. He’s still shirtless, just like he was the last time I saw him. He flexes his hands into fists. His eyes blaze.
It’s Damien. Before, did I say that he looked like he’d brought hell with him when he escaped? Well, that was nothing compared to this. Because, right now, I’m pretty sure I am in hell.
I push my knees together as I scan the room.
Ryder’s here too, though he’s standing in Damien’s shadow. Ryder’s generally a pretty understanding guy. He doesn’t get on my case about my silly dances or eating all the snacks. Sometimes he even brings me snacks he knows I like. He always has a special smile for me.
He’s sure as fuck not smiling now. Both of them look like they’re out for blood.
I’m about to hop off the cot and reach for Damien’s jacket—the one the unknown biker had ripped off me—but the look on Damien’s face stops me. He glances at the exact spot on the floor I wanted to move to.
He stares at his rumpled leather jacket like I’d just doused his cut in gasoline and thrown a match on top of it. His eyes are so intense it’s like I can see the reflection of the flames dancing in them.
I know it was a little disrespectful to discard his cut like that while I was being…ahem, “pleasured”…but this is just overkill. I mean, it looks like he wants to kill somebody.
“Um, hi Damien,” I say in the sweetest voice I can muster.
Damien takes out his gun.
Holy shit! Is he actually gonna kill somebody?
“This isn’t what you think,” I babble as Damien raises the gun towards the guy who, a few seconds ago, had his face between my legs.
He aims the gun, ignoring me.
“What the fuck!” I scream. Damien can’t shoot him! This is insane! “Ryder…!”
I look over and realize that Ryder’s gun is also pointed at the poor stranger.
What the….? Ryder was supposed to be the calm and collected one. What’s up with his dark, vengeful glare? What the hell is going on here?!?
“Give me one reason not to shoot you, asshole,” Damien whispers.
The stranger sighs, turning to face them.
Damien and Ryder’s eyes go wide.
“You gonna keep pointing that shit at me?” the guy asks calmly.
Ryder looks over at Damien. To my surprise, they both lower their guns.
Before I can say anything, a dark shape moves in front of me.
I recognize that strong, powerful back. The stranger just moved between me and them, trying to protect me. I peek to the stranger’s side and see that Damien’s piece is still raised.
“Let me guess, you’re Damien?” the man in front of me says.
Damien’s eyes narrow. “Back the fuck away from her.”
“Not gonna happen,” the stranger tells him.
“You asshole—”
Ryder grabs Damien’s shoulder, just barely stopping him from racing forward.
Damien barely notices. He’s still trying to charge forward. “You fuckin’ lay your hands on her and I’ll—I’ll—”
“I’ve already put my hands on her, or did you not see?” the stranger replies.
Now my eyes are bulging. Does this guy have a death wish? Damien’s so pissed he just starts growling like a motherfuckin’ mama bear.
The stranger rolls his head from left to right, cracking his neck. “I see this is going to be more difficult than I originally thought.”
“What the fuck? Your thoughts…Everything…The fuck!” Damien bellows, face red.
Oh no. Now he’s speaking in tongues. This was going downhill fast. “Look, everyone just stop. This isn’t a big deal, alright? All I did was make out with a guy and…well…I guess finger banging is a little more than making out, but—”
Damien’s head whips to me. I shut up. I always joked about him being demon spawn, but oh my god, he is actually a demon. I’ve never been more scared in my entire life. Shit. Why had I said finger banging? Why? WHY??? If Candy were here, she’d bitch-slap me for that!
“You,” Damien hisses, glaring at the stranger as he holsters his gun. “Let’s go. Right here. Right now.”
The stranger rolls his shoulders. “You should walk away while I’m still offering the chance.”
Wait, were they gonna fight? For real?
“She’s not yours,” the stranger continues, stepping forward. “And even if she were, I wouldn’t respect your claim on her. She doesn’t want you, and more than that, you don’t know how to treat a woman.”
“You don’t know what you’re fuckin’ talkin’ ‘bout,” Damien whispers.
Ryder jumps between the two of them. “Both of you, keep your shit together.”
“I don’t think you know what you’re talkin’ ‘bout,” the stranger responds. “She is not yours.”
Damien frowns. “You don’t know who she is, do you?”
“Yes I do,” the stranger says. “She’s Annie, and for as long as she wants it, she’s mine.”
Mine.
The word makes me shiver. It feels more intimate than a kiss… more purposeful than a command. I look up, shocked. He thinks I’m his? When, exactly, did this happen?
Damien smiles cruelly. “She’s not yours. She’ll never be yours.”
The stranger’s posture changes like he’s ready to attack.
“Because she’s not ‘just Annie’,” Damien continues, “She’s Annie Rawlings, our MC’s Princess.”
The stranger stops. Turns. Looks at me. Stares.
My chest begins to ache.
I don’t know why. It shouldn’t make sense. All he’s doing is looking at me with those big, piercing blue eyes. So why do I feel like he’s lonely, and why do I feel his loneliness as if it were my own?
“Is this true?” he whispers.
“Um…yes.”
He shuts his eyes. “Fuck.”
“Yeah. Fuck,” Ryder adds.
God damn insensitive Ryder. I glare at him but he glares right back. “We should get going, Princess.”
I look at the stranger. His eyes blaze with anger as they watch me inch off the cot and kneel to the ground to pick up Damien’s cut and what’s left of his shirt.
“Princess, get your ass over here now,” Damien demands.
I shudder, clutching his coat to my chest and look back at the stranger.
He stares back, saying nothing, but I notice his hands are still curled into lethal fists.
Sorry, I mouth to the stranger.
His jaw tightens.
“Now,” Damien repeats, voice hard.
I turn away from the beautiful, dark biker and rush toward the door without looking back. Damien grabs my wrist, pulling me out of the cabin. Cold night air assaults me as we rush to the bikes out front. I stumble down the steps, and stumble even more when we hit the dirt lot. My pink stripper stilettos are so not the best shoes to wear when trekking through the wilderness.
He lets go of me when we reach the bikes. “Put my cut on.”
I glare at him as I slide the smooth leather over my shoulders. I swear to God, if he tries to “help” me I am going to knee him in the groin again. “What the hell was that back there?” I hiss.
Damien works his jaw, then throws the helmet at my chest. “We’re not having this conversation right now.”
“Like hell we aren’t!” It’s hard for me to keep my voice down, I’m so mad! “It wasn’t his fault, alright? I didn’t tell him who I was. You had no right pulling your gun out on him!”
His eyes shimmer with violent intent. “Oh, I had no right? Where did that asshole get the right to stick his face between your legs?”
“I gave him the right. It’s my body. Did you somehow forget that?”
“Oh, so it was your idea to climb on your back and spread your legs? Did you grab his head and stick his face in your cunt?”
Alright, maybe it hadn’t exactly been my idea originally, but once he got to work hell yeah I grabbed his head and shoved it between my legs. But I just had a feeling that bringing that up right now would make things worse.
Shit!
Damien takes a deep breath. “We are not doing this here. Put on my helmet and get on the back of my bike. I’m taking you to the compound.”
Was this guy insane? Did he really think I was just gonna hop onto his batshit crazy train? “Like hell you are! I’m riding with Ryder!”
He slides onto the motorcycle. “Back of my bike. Now.”
“No!”
Damien’s eyes go dark. His muscles flex as he grips the handlebars harder. The tattoos stretched over his skin look like twisted shadows and dangerous secrets. “Princess, don’t make me come after you again.”
I take a trembling step towards him.
“This shit between you and me, it ends tonight,” he vows.
What shit between us? Fuck! I spin and scream, “Ryder!”
Ryder’s coming down the steps. It takes mere seconds for him to reach us. “It’s alright, Princess.”
“It is not alright! Damien wants to take me home!”
Damien turns on the bike. He grits his jaw as it roars to life.
Ryder looks at me sympathetically. “You shouldn’t have been out here.”
No shit!
“Now get on Damien’s bike.”
“No, he’s gonna kill me!”
“Damien would never hurt you.”
What the fuck? Were he and I talking about the same person? Demon spawn looked like he was about to run us over!
Instead of helping me, Ryder pushes me towards this nightmare. “Be nice to him, Princess. This was not easy for him.”
Me be nice to him? This wasn’t easy for him? Had everyone gone insane?!?
Ryder doesn’t give me a chance to respond. He lifts me and sticks me on the back of my “savior’s” bike. The moment I wrap my arms around Damien’s strong chest, we’re off.
***
We make it down the mountain and across town in record time. Damien’s driving too fast. I shudder against his back as the scenery of my homeland rips past me, suddenly foreign in the darkness and at such a speed.
This isn’t a Damien I know. Every part of him seems different, like he’s born from the wild, forest darkness that surrounds us. He’s nothing like the young boy who used to tease me, or the charming sex idol who drove me crazy. He’s possessive. His raw, masculine power seems uncontainable.
I don’t think it’s a Damien I want to know.
We turn up a familiar dirt road on the other side of town, surrounded by barb wire and chain link fence. It’s the back way to the compound. In a few moments we’ll be behind the shop where the rooms the guy sin the MC live in are located.
For once, the place is completely empty. Everyone is either at the party or the meeting. Again, the stupidity of what I’d just attempted hits me. What if the meeting had been cut short and my dad walked in and saw me shaking it for that room full of 200+ rowdy men?!? I don’t even want to think about what would happen! But I’m pretty sure the peace treaty they’d been negotiating would be shot to hell about 200+ times.
Damien opens the door and starts pulling me down the dark hallway.
I stumble over a few beer cans. “You’re going too fast.”
He stops. Without letting go of my arm, he turns. Slowly. “What?”
His eyes glimmer in the darkness. Oh shit! “It’s my stripper heels.”
His eyes narrow into lethal slits.
Wait, had I just said stripper heels out loud? Fuck!
“I mean, these are so high, it’s hard to, you know, walk and stuff, because they’re so high, because they’re st—” Oh shit! Almost said it again! “…Really high shoes,” I finish lamely.
He lets go of my hand and steps forward. I rub my wrist as his chest meets my nose. “Looked to me like you were doin’ a pretty good job of gettin’ around back there.”
Okay, he’s pissed. So pissed he’s barely even making sense. I definitely shouldn’t have said stripper heels! “I wasn’t doing as good a job of moving around as I would have if I weren’t wearing these. I mean, not that I would want to do a good job, or…HEY WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING?!?”
His arms grip my flailing body as he hoists me into the air, carrying me like a princess. He takes off down the hall.
I slap his chest. “Put me down!”
“I’m not indulging one of your tantrums right now, Princess.”
Indulge? When did the asshole ever indulge me? He should totally indulge me more! Not that I cared what he did or didn’t do, because it meant nothing to me. “Put me down right now!”
“Not happenin’.”
“Then at least slow down.”
“No. That’s why I’m carryin’ you, Princess. You said you couldn’t keep up.”
Now my head’s bobbin’ up and down like that weird-ass Chevy Chase golfing bobble head my dad has in his car. When he gets to his door he kicks it open and throws me down on his bed.
Alright. I only have a few options in a situation like this. I can’t run away—he’s blocking the door. I need to just address what I did wrong and get it over with. “Damien, I’m sorry about your motorcycle.”
He says nothing.
Why isn’t he saying anything? Is he too mad to speak? Or…oh God…no! What if he doesn’t know about it yet?
I swallow and shut my eyes. I need to be brave. “I wrecked it. I mean…it’s gone.”
He still says nothing.
I crack my eyes open. He’s still standing there, fuming.
Shit.
“I’ll buy you a new one, alright? I’ll help you build a new one! I’ll buy it and help you build it! Okay? I’ll build it myself!”
Damien just stares at me.
Oh God. This is the calm before the super storm. I just know it! “I’m sorry! Alright? I am so, so, so sorry!”
He grits his jaw. “You think this is about some fuckin’ motorcycle?”
Did he just refer to his pride and joy as a man as ‘just some fuckin’ motorcycle’? “What the hell else would it be about?”
“You,” he whispers.
I scream. I have no choice. He’s looking at me so scary and I just know that bad things are coming.
He laughs. “There’s no one here but us, babe.”
“What the hell does that have to do with anything?”
His eyes take on a devilish light. “It has to do with everything ‘cause right now, no one can hear you scream.”
His creeptastic observation makes me scream again.
He cracks his knuckles. “Damnit Princess, what am I gonna do with you?”
I glance at his scary hands. “What the fuck?”
He stalks back and forth in front of me, eyes blazing, nostrils flaring, muscles tightening. “Yeah, that’s about right,” he mutters. “What the fuck. What the fuck were you doin’ out there tonight, huh? Dancin’ in front of everyone with nothin’ on—”
“I was wearing something!”
“Oh, those paisleys over your tits and…and…and…” he points at my vajazzle, eyes bulging, “…whatever the fuck that is.”
I close up my legs. “It’s a vajazzle.”
He shuts his eyes and looks at the ceiling. Then, he puts his hands on top of his head and takes a few deep breaths. Whatever those deep breaths were supposed to do, they didn’t do it. He lowers his hands, growls, and then goes over to the wall and knocks his forehead against it a few times. “Oh my God! What the fuck are you doing? Why THE FUCK are you doing this to me?”
Adrenaline spikes through me. Now was my chance to really show him. “Well, all I was trying to do was get your attention.”
He lowers his hands. Steps away from the wall. Looks at me. Really looks at me. 10 seconds pass. Then his lips open like he’s gonna say something, but nothing comes out. 20 seconds pass.
Finally, he whispers, “You tryin’ to kill me?”
That was the last thing I expected him to say. “What?”
“You want me dead, Princess? Is that what this is about?”
How the fuck had he gone from me pasting a vajazzle on to get his attention to an assassination plot? “I don’t want you dead, you idiot! I want you to stop treating me like shit!”
“And you thought that running ‘round in a…a…” he glances down at the vajazzle like it’s a flamethrower, “…in a that and throwin’ yourself at the President of the Judas’ Sons MC was gonna solve this?”
I inhale sharply. My stomach drops. My heart pounds. “What do you mean, the President of the Judas’ Sons MC?”
“You pretendin’ like you didn’t know who that was?”
Oh shit! What the fuck did I just do??? Judas’ Sons was the reason why my father had to reach out to get a peace treaty in the first place. There are two types of Motorcycle Clubs out there—the kind who fix cars, run bars and tattoo shops, and, yes, on occasion do what they must to protect their communities—and then there’s the kind that does…anything they want.
“I’m not pretending!” I shriek. “I had no idea!”
“So you just threw yourself at whatever fuckin’ asshole first made eye contact with you? You were just gonna give yourself to some piece of shit?”
I can’t hold back anymore. Sure, I made mistakes tonight. Alright, a lot of mistakes. But I was not going to let Damien disrespect me in this way. “Yes!” I yell at him. “This is my body. If I want to give my virginity to a hot guy who climbed up a tree and told me a story about a dog, I should be able to!”
Damien frowns. “The fuck?”
I frown too. Wow, I really didn’t do a good job of explaining how he risked his life to save mine and talked me out of falling to my doom by soothing my soul with a sweet tale about a puppy.
“So that’s what you want?” Damien whispers, crouching down. One knee hits the bed, then other does too, until he’s straddling me.
I fall back on the bed. Either I do that, or he’s going to run me over. My mind goes blank as he climbs on top of me. My heart is beating so fast it feels like it’s about to jump out of my chest. “Um, what do I want?”
His eyes go dark as he plants his fists on the pillow either side of my head. “To get fucked like that—to be taken by a man…hard?”
The sound of me swallowing is so loud it shames me. “Um, I don’t know.”
“You don’t know? You looked like you were enjoin’ it. Him pushin’ your thigh’s open, shovin’ his face between your legs, thrustin’ his tongue into your cunt.”
Oh my god. I don’t think I’ve ever been so freaked out in my entire life. And yet, this strange, uncontrollable desire is even more powerful than my fear. My…cunt…pounds with a desperate need far stronger than anything I’ve ever felt before. This is my chance. My time. I can’t let him cow me the way he’s done my entire life. He knows all the buttons to push. It’s time for me to push some of my own and stand up for myself and back him up against the wall.
But how the fuck did I do that?
I remember what Candy said. He wants you, girl. Bad.
I try to smile but my lips feel surprisingly wooden. Instead, I simply part them and roll my tongue over my bottom lip.
Is eyes grow even darker as he lets out a low growl.
Okay. That was probably a bad move!
“You don’t own me,” I tell him.
He grips the pillow like he’s going to strangle every feather in it. “Like hell I don’t.”
Where the fuck had all this possession come from? “You don’t get to call me yours,” I begin. “Not when you’ve done nothing but make my life a living hell since the time we were kids, teasing me and tormenting me by fucking random girls on this very bed…oh shit this bed is fucking gross. There’s probably a fucking used condom in these sheets. Seriously, we need to get off this bed right now and—”
He shuts his eyes. Such a small movement shouldn’t affect me so much, but it does. I stop speaking.
“You really hate me this much, Princess?”
I gulp. “I don’t hate you. I mean, I sort of do…but I’m mostly just confused. Why are you so nice second and such a dick the next?”
He glares at me.
“See what I mean?” I push him off. “Why are you glaring at me?”
“Was that asshole nice to you?” he asks. “Was that it?”
It takes a second for me to realize who he’s talking about. “Yeah, he was, but that wasn’t ‘it’,” I reply, unafraid. “He didn’t treat me like some precious object that wasn’t supposed to be touched. I was a woman to him first and foremost, not some fucking ‘princess.’ So yeah, not only was he ‘nice,’ but he did something no other guy has ever done with me: he saw me for who I really am. I’m not ashamed and I’m not going to let you make me regret wanting to be touched, wanting to feel, and hell, wanting to be wanted—”
Before I can finish, his lips crash into mine.



Chapter 10
This is it.
The end or the beginning, I don’t fucking care.
The two of us have been holding back for too long. We tried to pacify this thing between us with childish games. It worked, for a while. You can hide your darkness, but you can never banish it. The moment his lips claimed mine, we let it out. All the desires we’d tried to keep hidden, all the things we’d never, ever admit to one another, all the bullshit. The moment his lips claimed mine, it was gone, leaving behind only our desperation made stronger by all those years of futile repression.
Damien isn’t kissing me. This was never about courtship or foreplay—we’ve had years and years of that already. This is him laying claim to all he wants—no, taking it. So instead of pressing his lips to mine, teasing and coaxing them open until we’re both deliriously breathless, he fucks my mouth with his.
Mine. His teeth graze my neck.
Mine. His fingers dig into my naked skin like tattoo needles.
All mine. Forever mine.
His possession scares me. Thrills me. I spread my legs for him and crash my pelvis into his. There are still too many barriers between us. A buckle. A pair of jeans. The miniscule amount of space between my cunt and his cock. I want to rip them all away. I want to feel him on top of me, inside me, completing me.
Which is why I whimper when he pulls back. “Look at me, Princess.”
“Oh God.” I don’t think I can. My body’s weakened from so much pleasure, and tormented by the promise of pleasure to come.
“Look at me,” he demands.
I can’t say no to him. Slowly, I open my eyes.
He looks down into my eyes with an intensity and sincerity that captivates me. “You’re wanted.”
Every part of me tightens.
“You wanna be touched?” he whispers, running his knuckles down my cheek. “I’ve wanted to fuckin’ touch you since I was old enough to beat off. And even before my obsession with you turned sexual, I wanted to be close to you. I wanted you to notice me. I wanted to be the biggest thing in your heart.”
I shiver. His admission hits too close to home. For all these years, more than anything, I’ve hated the thought that I wasn’t the girl he brought home to fuck—that all those girls were interchangeable and yet not one of them was me.
“You’re wanted,” he repeats. “You want me to climb a tree to fuckin’ prove it? I will. You want to get a dog together? Done. You wanna feel, Princess? Feel me, and how much I want you.”
I do feel him. His huge length, pushing into my thigh, promising to soon push into me.
Oh god, I need him inside me.
“I haven’t touched you, at least not like the way I want to. Because even though I’ve done this so many times before, I know with you it’s gonna be different, and it scares me. I don’t know how to touch you, Princess. I want you so bad. So fuckin’ bad, I don’t know if I can control myself.”
“Then don’t.”
His eyes grow dark as realizes I’m begging.
“I need you,” I whisper. “Fuck me how you want to.” How we both want you to.
He clenches his jaw. Then, he grabs me and hoists me into his arms.
“Hey! What the hell are you doing?” I cry out as he rushes across his room and out his door.
“I’m not taking you on my bed,” he says.
He wasn’t? Where the hell was he gonna—
At that second, he takes a sharp right and kicks in my door.
“Fuck, Damien! Now my door is messed up too.”
“Don’t care.” He throws me down on my bed. “There, that’s better.”
“Why are you doing this in here?” I ask, and then my heart swells when I realize he must have remembered what I’d said earlier—that I didn’t want to be on his slut sack next to all the used condoms and thongs and god knows what else.
He loops his thumbs behind my knees, pushing my legs back. Hot breath spreads over my thighs, stomach, and cunt. “I’m takin’ you here ‘cause every night, when you’re in this bed, you’re gonna think of me and what I did to you. You’re not gonna be able to touch yourself without thinkin’ ‘bout my hands, my tongue, my cock.”
Alright, he totally did not have a sweet reason for bringing me in here.
His trial over my hips and follow the curve of my ass. He grips my thighs, pushing them back and apart.
I shudder from the sudden, forceful movement. His rough fingers are already looped around my thong, pulling it to the side. His hot breath hits my clit, making my cunt clench.
And then he kisses me. There. Forcefully. As if he’s trying to drown out the memory of any other kiss. One part conquering, one part worship. I cry out as his tongue dips into me.
I clutch my pink sheets in my fists, drawing pulling them off the mattress, towards the center of the bed—towards me. He moves deeper inside me with relentless confidence. My heels dig into the bed. He keeps my legs spread—keeps me open—as I tilt myself towards him to give him better access.
Never stop, I try to beg, but all I can do is cry out. I think I’ll die if you stop.
“Your pussy tastes like fuckin’ heaven,” he whispers, voice as rough as his stubble, a darkly exquisite compliment to his soft lips.
He slips one finger inside me. My breath catches.
“I could kill him for tasting it.”
Another finger. I can’t take this anymore. “Please.”
“Please what, Princess?”
Instead of answering, I roll my head to the left. My cheek hits my pillow and I bite into it to keep from screaming.
“What do you want me to do?” he asks.
“God,” I whimper, grabbing my knees, pulling my legs back further. Was he really gonna make me spell it out for him?
He curls the fingers he has inside me until they hit my G-spot. I scream into my pillow. “I—I can’t take it. Please, Damien. Please.”
His lips kiss my stomach as he moves his hands up my body. The bed dips as he positions himself between my legs. And then I do something very stupid: I look at him. His body is pure muscle. Tattoos weave over his sculpted chest, accentuating his natural strength. They twist over his powerful torso which ends in a perfect V above the most perfect cock I’ve ever seen in my life.
My eyes go wide.
Every muscle in my body tightens.
I realize, at that moment, that a cock actually can be too perfect—that there’s actually one thing very, very wrong about perfect cocks. One very big thing.
Oh my god. Oh my god. There is no way in hell that’s gonna fit inside me.
“Princess?” he asks, voice suddenly soft.
I look up at his face. “What the fuck is that?”
He frowns. “What?”
“That! There is no way that…oh my god,” I whisper, pointing at it, and when I do, I see it again in all its magnificent glory. I shut my eyes tight. “It’s even bigger than I remembered it being and I just looked at it two seconds ago!”
“Hey, Princess,” he whispers as his calloused thumb moves down my cheek to my bottom lip. “Look at me.”
I peek at him.
“We don’t have to do this tonight.” His tongue slips between his lips as he pulls them into a cocky smile. “I’ll be happy to finish you off with my mouth.”
My poor heart’s beating so hard I feel like I’m gonna pass out! “Yeah?”
“Yeah. But, if you’re up for it, we can try. I’ll go slow.” He shifts, and the tip of his magnificent shaft slides up my slip to my clit—large, hot, hard as steel. I moan, wrapping my legs around his hips.
“You trust me, Princess?”
Did I trust him? I’d embarrassed the club by dancing dirty in front of everyone, I’d stolen Damien’s bike and totaled it, I’d then gone off and “done things” with the president of a rival MC, and…well, Damien hadn’t killed me yet. That counted for something, right?
“’Cause if you do,” he continues, “I think you can take it.”
My body makes my decision for me. My mind might be afraid, but a part of me needs this. It wants it more than anything. I grab his shoulders, bringing him down close so my lips are by his ear. “Let’s see what you can do.”
“Is that a challenge, Princess?”
A thrill shoots through me. Did I just issue him a challenge? The guy who I’ve listened to push countless women to the edge of sanity nightly for god knows how many years? When I’m a freaking virgin no less? My cheeks and body on fire when I look at him. There’s still a bit of cockiness in his features. I want to see that cockiness disappear—I want to know what’s underneath.
“Hell yeah it’s a challenge,” I tell him.
His mask slips off, revealing the dark, powerful man beneath. His eyes take me in with raw lust as he grabs breasts. His rough thumbs brush over my nipples before grabbing my hips as he mounts me. My cunt tightens in shock around the head of his dick. The movement pulls him in deeper. He kisses me and he thrusts in, cock pushing into my pussy, tongue slipping into my mouth.
There’s no barrier—I guess years of riding motorcycles did away with that nuisance—but it’s still too much. I grip his strong arms, crying out as my body accepts him. “Oh God.”
He inches into me, my whole world changing, filling with him. “God damn you’re tight. So fuckin’ tight.”
I imbed my fingernails into his tattoos, biting his shoulder. He pulls out, then sinks into me again, this time going deeper. Again and again, driving into me with a precision and agonizingly slow speed that drives me crazy. The boundary between pleasure and pain disintegrates. I can’t stand it and I can’t get enough. I whimper, begging for it—for all of it. I loop my ankles around his back, trying to push him further into me.
“God damn woman, you’re makin’ this hard,” he rasps.
“Making what hard?” I make out just barely.
His hands cup my face, drawing it away from his shoulder and close to him. Our noses almost touch. His lips are over mine, not quite kissing. “Goin’ slow. Makin’ love to you instead of just fuckin’.”
Fuckin’. My pussy tightens. Coming from his mouth, that word is so beautifully, wonderfully filthy.
“Why would you do a thing like that?” I whisper. “I said I wanted to see what you could do.”
He looks down at me with that same piercing, uncontrollable darkness. No—a darkness that only seemed uncontrollable. He was holding back for me, and so I could also unleash it.
“I thought you said you were going to make it so that every time I lie down in this bed I can’t think of anything but your hands, your tongue…” my eyes dip, following the tattoos that curl down his torso ending in a V and that epic part of him that’s buried in me only half way, “…and your cock.”
His breathing quickens. His gaze sharpens.
It’s dangerous to play with something this wild. My core trembles with a knowledge my mind doesn’t yet understand. But I want him—all of him—even the parts that scare me.
No, especially the parts that scare me.
I want to know everything that he’s kept hidden from me. I want to feel it. I want to revel in it.
I want to possess it.
His hands move to my hips. His grip is almost bruising. Instinctively my legs open wider and I pull myself tighter around him. He growls softly, pushing into me, his fingers digging into my hips beneath the bone. I tilt my pelvis up to meet his. He stills for a moment, shoulders tightening like a gun cocking, before rolling forward in one fluid, lethal motion.
I scream as he fills me to the hilt.
Oh. My. God.
I’m afraid to look down. There’s no way he could have fit that huge cock inside me. But I know he did. His pelvis pushes against my clit, and…and…
The bedsprings have stopped squeaking. The entire room goes silent except the sound of our breathing. I open my eyes to find him looking down at me, gaze dark and full of possession. Hours ago, that darkness had frightened me. Now, it feeds something inside me that is just as dark.
He pulls out, then crashes into me. I grip the pink bed sheets as that exquisite ache comes back with a vengeance. He grabs my left leg and lifts it so my calf is splayed across his chest and my ankle is by his collarbone. I can’t believe how tight that motion pulls me. I cry out as he quickens his pace, angling himself so he can have me without any restrictions.
“You’ve got such a perfect cunt.” I watch his six pack flex as he pummels my soft body. I love it when he whispers crass words, when he calls me perfect. I bite my lower lip. My headboard knocks against the wall in a constant, relentless rhythm, just like his does almost every night when he’s with one of his girls.
Now, I’m one of them too.
His fingers dig into my thigh. He kisses my ankle. His hot breath runs down my leg, making me shiver. At the same time he pushes back my other knee, pinning it to the bed. “You like gettin’ fucked like this don’t you, my perfect, dirty princess?” There’s no judgment in his eyes. No distaste. Just raw lust, like the fact I want to get fucked hard turns him on more than anything else in the world.
His thrusts grow quicker. His muscles straining as he dominates me, the mark his cock is making on my soul more permanent than a tattoo. “You’re everything I’ve I ever wanted. Every fuckin’ night I’ve dreamed this—of makin’ you mine.”
His admission sounds so honest, so close to something almost…pure. Our tattoos seem connected, like they’re twisting us closer. In the dark, with his body over mine, it’s hard to see where his tattoos end and mine begin.
There’s nothing but him in this moment. Raw and beautiful, feral and skilled. The feeling of being stretched and filled, of being taken so completely…it feels so close to love.
“Look at me, Princess. I want to see your eyes when you cum.”
There’s a desperation behind his words and within me, like we’re both taking something we’re too afraid to ask for.
“Cum for me, princess,” he whispers.
I look into his eyes for as long as I can as he drives into me. And then I disintegrate into that sharp, piercing, overwhelming pleasure. My vision clouds. I can’t keep my eyes open I whimper in his arms as he whispers reassuring and dirty things.
Just like that, Princess.
Let go for me. Cum for me.
I scream, my cunt convulsing around him as he continues to fuck, moving even faster, adding to that sweet friction until his grip on me grows almost too tight. I’m undone, a beautiful mess in his arms as he shatters me and puts me back together again. Nothings ever been like this—I don’t think anything will ever be like this again.
“Stay with me,” he rasps, but I can’t. The world goes white, then black—a thousand stars exploding with new life—bliss and pain blurring together until the distinction doesn’t matter. And at that moment, I feel as perfect and as complete as he says I am.
He inhales sharply and spills himself into me, thrusts slowing as we both come back down to earth. He kisses my ankle, the inside of my calf, his rough hands a beautiful contrast to his soft lips, both touching me so softly I can’t believe this is the same man who ruthlessly fucked me not even a minute before.
And then he falls next to me. He rests his head on the same pillow my head’s resting on and wraps his arms around my stomach. “Hey.”
The sweat cools on my body. My hair’s plastered to my neck, face, and chest. I can’t stop panting. And while that much-needed oxygen fills my lungs, my brain starts working.
I just got fucked by Damien.
Controlling, dominant, irritating, insatiable Damien.
In my bed.
Slowly, I sneak a peek at him. His dark eyes take in my naked body. He moves his hand over my body with a predatory satisfaction, like he’s happy it’s finally his. I glance down his tattooed, perfect, sculpted body to his…
Jesus. Fucking. Christ.
His cock is still huge. He’s a shower and a grower. And, somehow, I had that in me.
I can’t believe we got all that in me!
I reach for my poor pink sheet to pull it over my body. Damien grabs my wrist, stopping me. “Hey, what’s that about?”
“Um, what’s what about?”
“Why do you want to hide yourself from me?”
I still can’t bring myself to look at him. “I’m cold.”
“Are you really cold, or is it something else?”
I can feel my eyes bulging. Is he really asking me that question?
“Hey, it’s okay,” he whispers as I shiver. He kisses my temple and hugs me closer. “Don’t worry, Princess. It will just keep getting better and better.”
What will keep getting better and better? Sex? Why is he talking like we’re going to do this again? I thought this was just an opportunity to, I don’t know, “fuck out” our problems because we apparently couldn’t talk them out.
“Princess,” he whispers, lips curling into a dark, demonic grin.
I don’t like the looks of that grin. I like even less the affect it’s having on me. Why the hell is my body demanding we go again, right now, after all that?
“Want me to show you, Princess?”
“Show me what?” I squeak.
In one swift movement he’s back on top of me, pinning my hands above my head. I whimper, spreading my legs so he can slide back in between them.
“I can’t believe how dirty you are,” he growls. “How insatiable.”
“You sure you aren’t just talking about yourself?”
“Oh, I already knew I was both those things, Princess. And I already knew I’d never be able to get enough of you.” His eyes darken and my body goes weak from the knowledge of the pleasure that’s coming. “I just never, not even in my dirtiest, most insatiable dreams, allowed myself think you’d be the same.”
“You didn’t?”
“No.” He kisses my jaw. “You’re too fuckin’ perfect. Now, I’ll never be able to be a good man, Princess. I don’t think I can ever let you go.”
Never let me go? Wait, what the fuck is he talking about? Before I can ask his mouth moves down my neck, in between my breasts, to my stomach. I arch my back, pushing my cunt into his chest, crying out as I grab the sheets.
Oh God, I want it so bad, there’s nothing on this earth that can stop me from fucking him again right now, right here.
And then, we hear a cough at the door.
I shriek, pulling the sheet over my body. Damien gets up and leaps in front of me. I’m staring at Damien’s tight, naked ass.
Ryder groans, shielding his eyes. “What the fuck, man? Put on some clothes.”
“The fuck you doin’ here?” Damien bellows.
“I’m picking up your sorry ass. God damn! You need to lock the door next time or somethin’. Would have fuckin’ knocked but…what the fuck did you do to your doors?”
Damien doesn't want to talk abut the doors. “You have five seconds to get your ass out of here,” he growls.
“So do you,” Ryder counters. “Prez needs you.”
I gasp. Oh my god, what if my dad knows what Damien and I just did? Damien's ass cheeks clench.
‘It’s not, uh, this,” Ryder continues awkwardly. “It’s the Judas’ Sons MC.”
“What the fuck about them?” Damien asks, voice deadly.
“They’ve decided to accept the peace treaty. Not sure what’s changed, but it’s happening. Everyone needs to be at the barn. Now.”
***
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