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        I traded war zones for open roads.

        Never imagined I’d be stuck babysitting a sweet spinner like Aria, sheltered in her gilded prison.

        As the pressure builds in this pink hellhole, Aria keeps testing me, tempting me. Her captivating allure, her fearless defiance—it makes me want her.

        But I have a job to do and refuse to be just another conquest.

        Everything takes a dark turn when we find the buried secrets of her old man—secrets darker and deeper than the FBI. Aria is in more danger than we thought.

        With each revelation, our bond grows stronger, forged in the flames of this godforsaken inferno. Now, the feds are closing in and Aria desperately needs my help.

        Caught between the dangerous world of the club and this mission, I’m torn between diving in headfirst or pulling away completely.

        One thing’s for sure, Aria may see me as a beast, but I won’t give up until I make this beauty mine.

      

        

      
        Love filthy talking bikers who can drop your panties with just a whisper? You got it! Lucky continues the story of the hottest biker series today with the 8th book of the Reckless Souls MC!

        Scroll up and one-click today!

      

      

      
        
        Subscribe to my newsletter HERE and receive Nomad for FREE.
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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Lucky

      I am so damn tired of looking after Aria Morgan, or as I call her, The Princess. Yeah, sure, she’s hot as fuck, but I’m a patched member of the Reckless Souls MC. Yeah, that’s right. I’m patched now, so how come I’m still babysitting her spoiled ass? Okay, it’s a very fucking fine ass that I wouldn’t mind spanking.

      Or fucking.

      But it’s so annoying that I have to be at her side twenty-four-fucking-seven.

      Aria rocks pink every single day and stuffs her annoying little dog—a boy dog named Coco, like Chanel—in a matching pink tote. And yes, carries him like arm candy everywhere she goes. But that’s not the worst part.

      You’d think a whole cotton candy factory exploded in her bedroom. To be honest, I could probably handle her fixation on pink if Aria herself wasn’t so damn annoying.

      And no matter how much she gets under my skin, she also seems to possess some kind of magical power over my libido.

      It’s impossible not to gawk at her when she prances around in her skimpy pink skirts, revealing miles of perfectly tanned legs. She keeps them toned with her early morning yoga sessions, contorting herself into flexible poses that leave little to the imagination.

      And don’t even get me started on her tits, or I’ll be walking around with a fuckin’ boner day in and day out.

      “I have a date tonight,” she says as if her social life is top-of-the-chart important to me.

      My gaze swings to hers, and I do everything in my power to infuse my expression with disdain because, you know, if I don’t remind myself how goddamn annoying she is, I might do something about the hot as fuck part of her. “Okay,” I say, casually.

      “He’ll be here soon,” she adds as if she has any right to be annoyed.

      “All right,” I say, waiting for her to get to the fucking point.

      She stomps her foot, clad in a pale pink stiletto with a big loopy bow around the ankle.

      “You can’t come,” she gestures to my face, and impossible to ignore tattoos. “Not looking like that.” She adds a sneer. “This isn’t exactly a face tattoo kind of place, Lucky.”

      The way she says my name makes me smile. Annoying her has become my favorite pastime, especially since I’m stuck on princess duty.

      It’s not that we need the princess, I remind myself. We’re keeping her safe from the cartel.

      “Tough shit,” I tell her. “Where you go, I go. You know that.”

      She lets out a low growl, stomping both of her fuck me heels like a child throwing a tantrum. It should make her less attractive, but those tits we aren’t gonna talk about have the perfect amount of jiggle, and I can’t look away. “Whatever. Just don’t embarrass me.”

      I grin. “Wouldn’t dream of it, Princess.”

      With a frustrated sigh, I scrub my hand over my face, letting my gaze swing left and right up the block where Aria lives with her father, Geoffrey, who is never home. Thank fuck because I’m not sure I could deal with them both without losing my shit.

      This is a job more suitable for one of the prospects. Tank or my brother Diesel are good candidates. Hell, even the new prospect Olly can do this without fucking it up. But for some unfathomable reason, I’m stuck here.

      The sun starts to set, and the orange glow settles on the big ass mansions in the neighborhood, and I appreciate the sight. These rich folks pay an arm and a leg for houses they work too much to spend time in. But the solitude is the only thing that makes this assignment bearable—no nosy rich fuckers asking questions.

      All too soon, a red Maserati pulls into the driveway, and out steps a blond-haired douchebag wearing chinos and a light green golf shirt. He walks with an arrogant air about him—the exact type of asshole I expect the princess to date. He ignores me and heads to the front door, and Aria coos over his arrival.

      I roll my eyes at her stupid fucking baby talk, and they disappear into the house. Finally, I can make my way to my bike with a smile. Staying at the mansion with Aria means I haven’t had time to ride, to let the sun hit my forearms and the back of my neck as I tear up the highway, but tonight, I get to ride. For a little while, anyway.

      I only manage to get my helmet strapped when the massive front door opens, and Aria saunters out with the douchebag. He’s dressed like one of the Easter eggs Diesel and I used to paint with Grandma. There’s a smug air about him, and it has nothing to do with his appreciative gaze on Aria’s tits. His gaze flicks up to mine, and I nod. Yeah, motherfucker, I’m going along for the ride.

      I blow out a breath as he guides her into the passenger seat of his tiny dick mobile before I start my bike. It’s not my job to protect her from her own fucking kind. I’m here to keep her safe from our enemies, and that’s what I’ll do.

      I keep a healthy distance between my bike and the Maserati and keep my eyes peeled for any potential threats.

      We make it to the fancy as fuck restaurant without any problems, and I sit at the bar, taking advantage of the mirrored shelves that allow me to keep Aria in my line of sight without looking like a fucking stalker.

      Douchebag talks nonstop, and Aria does her best to appear interested, but even I can tell she’s somewhere else. When the food arrives, she looks almost relieved but she only picks at her meal.

      “Sir, this is for you. Compliments of the lady.” A server in a crisp white shirt sets a plate in front of me. There’s a fucking dollop of steak on it with a spoonful of mashed potatoes, along with a few dots of color.

      “Oh, thank you,” I say, grinning despite the hefty price tag and tiny portions. Makes sense why people don’t come here to eat. They’d starve.

      They come here to be seen by other boring rich motherfuckers like them. It takes me about three minutes to clean the plate, and that little bit of food only makes me hungrier.

      With nothing else to occupy my time, I turn back to the bar and watch Aria. She seems to be bored as fuck, but rich people politeness has been drilled into her, and she keeps a fake ass smile on her face, nodding occasionally so douchebag knows she’s listening.

      She perks up a little when his hand settles on her thigh, but only to muster up enough energy to swat it away. He puts it back, still droning on and on about something—probably stocks and investments—completely oblivious that Aria isn’t interested in his words or his touch.

      My gaze shoots past the boring twosome and all the other tables when I spot a sparkling cherry red low rider in the parking lot. It’s out of place here in a parking lot full of luxury sedans and Teslas, so it catches my attention.

      My hand instinctively goes to the piece concealed in the holster under my t-shirt.

      The car rolls by slowly, two motherfuckers in the front, and my body tenses the way it did during my time in the military. One moment we’re chilling and shooting the shit, and the next, ready to jump into action. Nothing happens, though.

      The car rolls by slowly enough to be seen and leave the same way. I have no idea why they’re here, but I make a mental note to tell Ace about it and turn my focus back to Aria and the douchebag as they prepare to leave.

      On the ride home, I keep my head on a swivel in search of that low-rider, but it doesn’t make another appearance, and soon, Aria is safe and sound at home.

      With the douchebag.

      I stay outside and enjoy the warm night air and oversized moon; grateful Geoffrey Morgan is out again because that guy asks too many fucking questions.

      The peace in this rich man’s paradise is unbeatable, and this is when I start to understand the appeal of living around here. Fuck the big houses and tall fences. It’s the peace and quiet in the middle of the city that’s worth the money these houses cost.

      I light up a cigarette and inhale. The stress leaves my body as I lean against my bike and gaze up at the sky. The stars twinkle like diamonds, and I realize how long it’s been since I’ve taken the time to appreciate the beauty around me.

      But my moment of peace is interrupted by the sound of someone yelling. Aria.

      “No! Stop! I said stop!” Without a second thought, I turn and rush inside.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      Aria

      “Seriously, Chase,” I exclaim and push him away—or try to. Agreeing to go out with Chase tonight was a monumental mistake. I can’t stand the way he acts.

      “Come on, Aria. You know you want this,” he says, his breath reeking of salmon. Gross. “I’m here and ready. You’re here. Let’s see how wet you are for me.”

      I push his hand away, but Chase is determined. His grip on my waist tightens, and he leans in even closer.

      “Chase, stop,” I say firmly. I’m not feeling this, and I’m definitely not feeling him. But he doesn’t listen. His hand continues to explore, and when I feel his knuckles brush over my dangerously dry pussy, I shout louder. “No! Stop!”

      In the blink of an eye, the bedroom door flies open, and there stands Lucky, looking like a beautiful, tattooed fallen angel. His hair is messed up from the helmet, but it looks more like some lucky bitch has been running her hands through it.

      Lucky growls, “Get out of here, man.”

      “You get the fuck out of here, buddy. This is my piece,” Chase retorts. He’s trying to sound bold, but I can hear the tremor in his voice, which tells me he’s at least smart enough to know he’s in trouble.

      “She said no.” Lucky’s voice is dangerously low. “And then she told you to stop. Twice.”

      Chase grins. “You know how they are, playing hard to get so they don’t feel like a slut later.”

      Such an asshole.

      Apparently, Lucky agrees because he leaps forward, fists flying, landing blow after blow on Chase’s face. “No means no, asshole.”

      My pussy clenches again. This rough and tough biker has a strong moral code, at least regarding women. And that’s hot as hell. I can’t tear my gaze away from Lucky, angry and beautiful, as he uses his powerful fists to defend my honor.

      “Stop!” Chase screams, but Lucky is relentless, and his hands turn red with Chase’s blood.

      “You don’t like it, do ya?” He lands another blow, and that perfectly sculpted nose that’s the centerpiece of Chase’s good looks gushes blood.

      Coco, my best friend and protector, isn’t one to be left out, so my little Yorkie sinks his tiny teeth into Chase’s pant leg.

      I shout, “Coco, stop that!” hoping Chase doesn’t hear the laugh I struggle to hide.

      My precious companion stops and looks up at me, barking twice as if telling me to shut up. He promptly goes back to help Lucky.

      Eventually, Lucky stops and glares at Chase. “Apologize.”

      “What?”

      Lucky fists Chase’s sea green shirt at the throat and pulls him up to his feet, his other hand ready to strike again. “Apologize to Aria.”

      “For giving the cock tease what she clearly wants? I don’t think…ow!” Chase whimpers, cupping his bleeding nose while crying like a little bitch.

      “Fuck. Fine. I’m sorry, Aria. Okay? Can you get this fucking biker off me now?”

      “Sorry for what?” Lucky shouts so loud and forcefully that I jump. Coco stops growling and biting Chase.

      Chase hesitates, but that threatening fist clears it up for him. “I’m sorry, Aria. I should have stopped when you told me to. Really, I’m sorry,” he says and shoots me a pleading look.

      “Thank you,” I say without feeling.

      Lucky releases him, and Chase bolts down the stairs as if Lucky were on his heels. Everything about this biker right now is so fucking hot, and my whole body responds to his Neanderthal tactics. I smile to myself, but the moment I hear the door slam and Chase’s Maserati roar to life, I turn to my wannabe savior.

      “Caveman,” I insist angrily because I can’t let him know how much he turns me on.

      Lucky snorts. “Yeah, okay, Princess Aria.” His dismissive and arrogant tone pisses me off.

      But my panties are wet, and that’s his fault too. I poke his broad and amazingly hard chest. “I can take care of myself, and I don’t need you storming into my bedroom like some kind of Neanderthal!”

      “Neanderthal? The words you’re looking for are ‘thank’ and ‘you’.”

      “Thank you?” I scoff, laughing.

      “You’re welcome,” he says with a cocky smile and leans forward to get in my face. “It was no problem at all. Princess.”

      I let out a low growl when he calls me Princess because he hurls it like an insult. I snap my fingers to signal Coco to shut up. “My name is Aria, Biker Boy.”

      His full lips kick up into a crooked smile. “Aria, just like the music because it’s all about you, huh?”

      His words, his insight into the origins of my name, leave me speechless for a moment.

      He snorts. “Surprised a dumb biker knows something?”

      Yes. “Not at all. Just surprised you do. Biker Boy.”

      “The name’s Lucky, as in you’re damn lucky I was here tonight to save your ass, or else that douchebag would have taken what he wanted.”

      I step closer, so we’re chest to chest and dammit, for a moment, I’m captivated by the swirl of colors in his eyes, like a Kandinsky painting come to life. I shake off those fanciful thoughts and glare at him. “He wouldn’t have, because I wouldn’t let him.”

      “Sure thing, sweetheart. You’re welcome.”

      I growl again, and his lips tug up again, only this time it’s not disdain or condescension. It’s something else. Something fiery and intense, unlike anything I’ve ever felt before.

      It feels like something might happen, but after a long, awkward moment, nothing does. I shake off the disappointment when Lucky steps back. “Thank you,” I bite out eventually.

      “Not a problem, Aria.” With those gentle, almost growled words, he leaves my bedroom.

      I can’t deny my attraction to the biker I despise. It’s an uncomfortable feeling since I can’t act on it, and the risk of rejection is too high. I might as well forget that Lucky makes my blood race hotter than ever through my veins.

      The sound of the front door opening mixes with Lucky’s footsteps, and that can only mean one thing. “Daddy!” I rush down the stairs, brushing past Lucky.

      I pause momentarily at the jolt of electricity that shoots through me when we touch. I glare at Lucky and then continue to greet my father. “You’re home.” I wrap my arms around him and press a kiss on his cheek. “How was your day, Daddy?”

      “Fine, honey,” he responds, clearly preoccupied.

      “I had a date tonight,” I begin, but his gaze doesn’t change, and he doesn’t look up to acknowledge that I’m even speaking. “It didn’t go well,” I add, even though he’s not paying attention.

      “That’s good, Aria.”

      My shoulders slump in disappointment. I’ve been trying to get my father’s attention for years, and I don’t know if he’s incapable after my mom died or if he’s just an asshole.

      Tonight, I choose the latter.

      “I signed an antiquity firm thanks to my marketing prowess,” I say hopefully. “They ship all over the world. Big bucks.”

      “Good job, honey.” His words are meaningless because he doesn’t mean them. They are empty, the same emptiness he used on me when I was a little girl desperate for his attention.

      Some things never change.

      The little girl in me wants to gain my daddy’s attention, to make him see me as the capable woman I am, but that woman knows the truth—this is a losing battle.

      So with my shoulders sagging, I step away from him and turn toward the stairs feeling rejected. This is the way of life with my father. He never has time for me but insists on keeping me locked up in this awesome but gilded prison.

      I trudge up the stairs with the devil on my shoulder, making me wonder if he would even notice if I ran away from my life. Would he even care if I screwed the biker?

      Probably not.

      It’s a foolish thought, and I know it instantly. My life has been the same for years, even before my mother died if I’m being honest. A team of paid employees looks after me, making me feel loved and cared for while he dedicates twenty-four hours of every single day to work and growing the fortune that will one day belong to me.

      Whether I want it or not.

      My heart is heavy as I close my bedroom door behind me to lock out the rest of the world, preparing to sulk for a few hours. That’s the plan anyway, but Coco has peed all over the floor in excitement—or fear.

      That gives me two choices. Clean it up myself or break my sulking to have one of the house staff take care of it.

      That’s a freakin’ joke. As much as I love Coco, cleaning up after him isn’t something I’m going to do. I am who I am—a pampered rich girl who doesn’t bother with menial tasks like cleaning up after the best doggy in the world.

      Ever.

      I grab my phone and hit Frannie’s speed dial. “Frannie, can you please come up and clean the mess in my room? Coco had an accident, and there’s also some blood on the carpet from Chase,” I say, cringing at the thought of the mess.

      “Blood? What have you got yourself into now, hon?” Frannie replies, her voice ever-so-kind and understanding.

      “Stupid shit. Just please come clean this up. Please.” I beg. I don’t feel like talking and explaining the whole night to her.

      I hang up, knowing Frannie will come to take care of everything. As I lie back on the bed, I replay the night’s events, my thoughts lingering on Lucky and the strange, exhilarating feelings he evokes.

      And maybe, just maybe, I can find a way to navigate the complex emotions swirling around me and come to terms with the undeniable attraction I feel for the infuriating biker who’s turned my world upside down.
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      Lucky

      This assignment is going to be the death of me, I swear it. Sure, early morning in this swanky ass neighborhood is fucking gorgeous, better than the years I spent in the airborne infantry combat team.

      Nothing by land, air, or sea is as beautiful as watching the sun rise over Angel Harbor, but the beauty doesn’t take away from the truth; boredom is a motherfucker.

      It’s another day at the Morgan mansion, and I want to pull my fucking hair out. Keeping Aria safe is my job—my only job. It’s easy as fuck, if annoying and boring, and once we’re done with the Morgan family, I’ll be able to move up in the MC in any way I want. This menial job will prove to Ace and Dix and all the rest that I’m a trusted brother, one they can rely on to do whatever the fuck the club needs.

      Brothers first.

      That’s what I tell myself, anyway.

      “Morning, Lucky. Care for some food?” Frannie, the housekeeper, flashes a smile as she steps onto the driveaway, smoothing the skirt of her crisp uniform. She’s one of two housekeepers who live on-site to wait hand and foot on Aria and Geoffrey, but she’s the nice one. The other one, Beatrice, treats me like Aria does as if I’m the shit on the bottom of her designer shoes.

      “Morning, Frannie. How goes the good life?”

      She laughs sincerely, her cheeks slightly pink, probably from the hours of hard work she’s already put in, though it’s still early morning.

      “Good and getting better with every minute,” she says and hands me a plate with the delicious scent of bacon wafting up from it.

      “That’s good to hear,” I tell her with a sincere smile. “Thanks for the sustenance.” I lift the cloche, a term I learned recently to describe the silver dome rich people use to keep their food warm and inhale deeply.

      “Smells incredible.”

      “That’s because it is,” Frannie says with the confidence of a woman who knows her worth. She tugs her brown ponytail into place as she waits politely for me to devour my food.

      “Then I look forward to eating every bite.” Before I can even pluck one fucking strip of bacon from the large white plate, here comes Aria snatching it away. “What the fuck?”

      She glares at me and then Frannie. “Don’t feed the biker.”

      My nostrils flare, and I narrow my gaze at the stuck-up woman in a silky pink robe. I can’t wait to be done with this fucking assignment. Aria is the epitome of a rich bitch mean girl, looking down her nose at me as if she’s superior simply because her father is wealthy when the truth is, he’s no different from me.

      Both women disappear inside, and I ignore my growling stomach, wondering if I’m supposed to stand here and fucking starve like some poor, neglected puppy. I swear the girl is psycho.

      As my irritation fizzles, I let my mind wander to Aria in that silky pink number, legs on display, blonde hair damp and sticking to her pink, freshly showered flesh, tits barely contained behind the silk.

      “Here.” Aria’s voice is slightly husky and annoyed when she returns.

      I raise an eyebrow, eyeing the loaded plate she offers. “Is it poisoned?”

      “Wow. Paranoid much? No,” she laughs and shoves the warm plate in my hands. “I had Frannie whip up a fresh breakfast for you. Sit down and eat your breakfast.”

      Ah, the games of the rich and pampered. I stare at the plate for a long time and then back at Aria, now sporting hot pink shorts and a pale pink tank top that, once again, shows off suckable tits. “What the fuck is your problem?”

      She sucks in a deep breath at my tone and her golden-brown eyes widen at my bluntness, but my gaze focuses on the way her nipples harden behind the flimsy tank top. No bra.

      Jackpot.

      Turns out our little princess has a taste for the wild side. As quickly as the heat between us sparks, it vanishes, and she sticks her cute little nose up in the air.

      “I don’t have a problem, thank you very much. I just don’t fancy having a constant bodyguard, especially a tatted-up biker like you.”

      I sigh and dig into the warm plate of food, letting the silence settle between us while she sits on the step next to me and watches me devour half the plate before I say anything. My gaze meets hers, and I arch a brow.

      “The Reckless Souls aren’t big bad wolves like you’re thinking. We’re a brotherhood that looks after each other.”

      I don’t know why the fuck I’m defending my MC to this chick, who’s completely incapable of understanding.

      She scoffs. “No need to justify your criminal behavior to me, Lucky.” Her gaze is full of amusement as if she has any fucking clue what she’s talking about.

      I shovel a few more bites of breakfast in my mouth before getting in her face until we’re almost nose to nose. “Take a fucking look around, sweetheart. Your life. This house. That fancy Beemer you push around Angel Harbor, that designer bag you carry with your designer dog inside. All of it is yours because of fucking criminals, so you might want to check your fucking privilege and be a little nicer.”

      “Daddy is a legitimate businessman,” she insists, but there’s no heat, no conviction in her words.

      “Sure. A legit businessman who has a direct line to a cartel boss and is in bed with a motorcycle club. I wonder if any other billionaire’s kids have been kidnapped by a fucking cartel.” I laugh bitterly.

      “You’re so full of shit. You don’t even know what a real businessman is. Just criminals.”

      “Sure thing, sweetheart.” I scoff and finish off the fluffy scrambled eggs with a moan. “You’re either not as bright as you think you are or a fucking hypocrite. Either way, your opinion doesn’t matter to me.”

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

      I stare at her and hand her the plate back, half amused. “Don’t I?”

      Her nostrils flare, but my gaze dips low to her still hard as fuck nipples. Aria might hate me or how I look, but she wants this dick, and dammit, I want to give it to her.

      Maybe we need a few hard hate fucks to get over, ourselves and then we can ignore each other in peace.

      “Fuck you, Lucky.”

      I smile. “You wish, Princess.”

      She narrows her eyes and gets up from the stoop. After a pause, she glares at me and stomps her foot before turning away and marching back inside the house, giving me a long look at her world-class ass. Tight and round and punctuated by long legs, it was worth making her mad just to see her storm off like that.

      I walk down the path toward my bike and light up a cigarette in peace with daydreams of Aria’s legs wrapped around me while I fuck her so hard she’s crying real tears by the time I let her come. I only let her after I’ve made her beg for it properly.

      I smile at the thought, even though I’m torturing myself. I have to spend the whole fucking day with her at her office at the Morgan International building.

      And a part of me is looking forward to it.

      Maybe my brother and Grandma are right. Maybe I am a fucking glutton for punishment.
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      Aria

      My office inside Morgan International is about the only thing in my life that isn’t totally pink. I have a pink laptop and mouse, a hot pink pen holder full of pens I rarely use, and a few other pink accessories, but Daddy kiboshed the whole pink thing, calling it wildly unprofessional.

      As if.

      What difference does professionalism make if I’m doing a job I was given just to make sure I’m always close to home? Always stuck within the confines of Angel Harbor.

      I’m good at my job, but my talents are wasted at an import-export company. Daddy’s business hardly calls for marketing know-how, and most of it is cryptic as hell. People don’t really like advertising that the priceless items they own are temporarily not under lock and key, not even the sketchy people who may or may not have stolen goods.

      What does Daddy expect me to do? Advertise on Facebook or Google that we can move your stolen art from one art thief to another and no one would be the wiser? Hah!

      I push away from the desk with a frustrated sigh.

      “You okay?” Lucky’s gruff tone pulls me from my thoughts, but when I glance up at him, his hazel eyes aren’t annoyed. They are full of concern.

      “Yes. No. I don’t know.” I have no idea why I’m being honest with this guy, but I’m starting to hate him a smidge less than I did yesterday. “You’re not going to make a joke about the poor little rich girl?”

      He shrugs his broad shoulders casually. “Just because your life is better than most doesn’t mean it’s as good as it could be.”

      His understanding is almost overwhelming after the stupid fight I had with Chase and then Daddy. “Thanks for that.”

      His full lips pull into a grin. “My pleasure.”

      Our gazes lock for what feels like forever, and my body heats up with each passing second. My nipples bead, and my breath quickens, and I can’t believe this is happening. I am seriously close to panting over the biker.

      Suddenly a loud bang shatters the silence along with the sound of dozens of footsteps. The sound startles a shriek out of me, but it’s Lucky’s movements that truly terrify me. He positions himself between me and whoever is breaking into the office. “FBI! Nobody move!”

      FBI? This makes no sense. “Daddy?” I jump up from my desk and attempt to sidestep Lucky, who refuses to budge. “Move.”

      “Can’t do that.” He turns and gives me his back as two people in blue windbreakers enter my office. “Agents?”

      “Ma’am, step aside,” says a woman a few years older than me.

      Her dark scowl gets my attention, as does her hand on the holster of the gun at her hip, but Lucky doesn’t give me a chance to comply. He steps aside and places a hand low on my back.

      “This is Aria Morgan. I assume you have a warrant?”

      Her mirthless stare matches the blank expressions on the faces of the other two federal agents, but Lucky’s touch sends fire pulsing through my body. My nipples stiffen even worse—almost painful—and the fear of the agents combined with his fiery touch leaves my panties wetter than the ocean outside my office.

      The agents, one short and chubby, the other dark-haired and fatherly, look from me to Lucky and back again. “Daughter of Geoffrey Morgan?”

      Before I can answer, Coco appears from under my desk, barking his little head off. The agents look down with matching bemused expressions.

      I take a step forward, and Lucky pushes me behind him, his hands moving from my lower back to my belly, indecently low. “What about Daddy?”

      The agents look at each other, nod, and exit my office, but Lucky’s touch remains, the fire smoldering inside of me.

      “I have to go,” I say. “I need to warn Daddy.”

      Lucky’s grip tightens, but it doesn’t hurt. “If you want to help, call or text him. If you interfere, they will arrest you.”

      “So what,” I shout, indignant and helpless.

      “So what?” He snorts and shakes his head. “I can’t do shit to protect you if you’re in federal lockup. Got it?”

      I scoff. “I hardly think I’d be in danger surrounded by federal agents.”

      His smile widens, but there’s no humor in it. “That’s where your book smarts fail you, sweetheart. No place is safe for a girl like you, least of all a building filled with people who hate your dear old dad.”

      His eyes flash with something that looks like heat, but I can’t be sure, which is totally out of the norm for me. Usually, I can tell when a man wants me, mainly because they always want me.

      I reach for my phone to warn Daddy but instead, I hear his voice. “This is a mistake,” he yells. “I’ll have your jobs. All of you!”

      “Daddy!” I cry out and dodge Lucky’s efforts to hold me back, stopping in the doorway as three agents surround my father, one on each side and one trailing behind. Without thinking, I lunge forward and start pushing the agents back. “You can’t do this! Do you know who he is?” The agent in the back raises his forearms to block my hits.

      “Aria.” The deep voice belongs to Lucky, I think, but I can’t be sure through my thick fog of rage.

      “You people,” I shout so loud my lungs burn. “You think you can come in here and do whatever you want. Well, you can’t. This is unlawful.” Coco, the best sidekick in the world, is at my side barking like crazy at the agents. “Good boy.”

      The agent I falsely assumed was kind and fatherly takes a step forward. “You need to step back or find yourself in a set of matching cuffs.”

      Coco lunges forward and nips at the aggressive agent's pant leg. “Good boy!”

      “Dammit, Aria, stay back,” my father commands. His expensive suit, in sharp contrast to the agents’ shabby uniforms, but his voice is just as angry.

      “Get her back,” he orders Lucky, and a moment later, the biker’s strong arms band around my waist, my back flush against his incredibly hard chest as he pulls me away.

      “Daddy, no!” My legs kick, and I struggle, but Lucky’s grip doesn’t budge. “Do something, Lucky! You can’t let them take him away.”

      Lucky sets me down on my feet and spins me to face him, his eyes sparkling like gems this close. “Your father has a team of lawyers that he pays for situations just like this, Aria. Don’t make it worse by getting yourself arrested.”

      His hand rests against the wall beside my head, the other low on my belly still, or maybe it’s again. I’m too full of hormones and emotions to think clearly.

      “He’ll be all right,” Lucky reassures me and swipes a thumb across my cheek.

      I blink, surprised that I’m crying. “I don’t cry.”

      He smiles. “All evidence to the contrary?”

      I roll my eyes. “Don’t be a smart ass.”

      “It’s my default setting. You good?”

      I nod. “I will be. As soon as I find out why they’re taking Daddy away.”

      Lucky steps back, and another agent appears. “You need to leave. Now.” Coco barks at the agent from his spot right beside my pink booties, and three loud finger snaps from the agent stops him mid-bark.

      “I’m not leaving.”

      “You don’t have a choice,” the harsh female agent says. “Leave now while we do what we need to do or wait in the back of my truck. The choice is yours.”

      “Grab your shit, Aria. We can come back when they’re done. Right?” Lucky’s gaze is fixed on Agent Chubby in the FBI jacket.

      “Right.” He walks away, confident we will obey.

      “Come on, Princess. Let’s get you back to the house.”

      Lucky’s touch is too much right now, and I shrug it off and stomp back into my office. “Some biker you are, giving in like that. I guess the outlaw part of outlaw biker is silent, huh?”

      “Funny.” He scoops Coco up in his arms and shoves him into the backpack on the chair before hoisting it up on his shoulder, an impatient expression on his face.

      “Not the backpack,” I tell him and point to the pink doggie tote on the floor. “It’s Coco’s favorite carrier, and it matches my bag.” I pat my midnight fuchsia bag with a smile. Lucky rolls his eyes.

      Twenty minutes later, we’re in the mansion driveway, and I jump off his bike, wobbling because my legs vibrate like crazy. “How dare you force onto that…that deathtrap!”

      Lucky’s hands shoot out to steady me, and I smack them away. “You were perfectly safe,” he insists, his voice full of amusement.

      “You don’t know that! They call them donor-cycles for a reason.”

      “Yeah,” he sighs and unlatches the chinstrap before tugging the helmet off my head. “Because some idiots don’t use protective gear. Even if something had happened, you’d have a few bumps and bruises on those pretty little legs.”

      I ignore how his compliment sends goosebumps shooting all over my skin and smack his hands away again. “Don’t try to compliment your way out of this!”

      “It wasn’t a compliment, just a fact.”

      I roll my eyes. “You’re useless, you know that? You didn’t do a damn thing to help Daddy.”

      He laughs like this is all some big joke. “You think I’m going to jail for your rich prick father? Think again, honey. There was nothing I could do other than follow him to lock-up, and then where would you be? Alone and defenseless.”

      “You didn’t even try,” I insist.

      “There was nothing to try. Jesus fucking Christ, woman. You think the feds storm into a billion-dollar business for shits and giggles? Don’t be stupid. They have warrants and probably evidence of whatever your daddy is shielding you from!”

      “Liar.” I shove at his chest, but the big beast of a man doesn’t budge. Worse, he grins. “Coward.”

      “Clueless,” he shoots back.

      I shove his chest again, and this time, he grabs my wrists, making it impossible for me to step out of the danger zone.

      “Lucky.” I mean to growl the word, but it comes out sounding more like a moan.

      His nostrils flare, and his eyes darken with—yeah, there it is—desire. The moments between us are tense and heated, and then comes the crack of electricity between us. I don’t know who moves first, but soon enough, our bodies collide, and our mouths crash together in a frenzied kiss that makes me feel crazy and out of control, like I’m lost in a sea of lust, and I don’t remember taking the plunge.

      My hands slide under his t-shirt until I feel abs. Warm. Hard. Abs.

      His hands slide beneath my shirt, fingers sliding back and forth against my lower back until I shiver. Just one touch of his mouth, his hands, and I’m ready to let him rip my clothes off and have his way with me.

      “Damn, Lucky. You feel good. Solid. Like a real man.”

      Three loud pops sound, and before I can process what the sounds are or where they’re coming from, I’m flat on my back on the cold concrete, Lucky’s hard body on top of mine. Panic surges though me like an electric current, making it hard to breathe.

      “Stay down,” he whispers urgently when two more shots ring out.

      I squeeze my eyes closed tight, trying to shut out the chaos and breathe. The echo of screeching tires peeling away fades into the distance and my mind races with a thousand thoughts.

      “Shit.” My voice trembles, barely a whisper as I think about the shocking turn of events. My body shudders with adrenaline and I open my eyes to Lucky’s handsome, tattooed face. “What was that?”

      “Gunshots,” he whispers. A groan escapes when his body separates from mine. His gaze is hot, like fire poker hot, as it rakes over my body, and despite the terror of moments ago, I know there’s nothing I can do to hide my arousal from him. Lucky licks his lips and holds out his hands to help me to my feet.

      “Uhm…thanks.”

      “For the kiss or for saving your life?” His teasing tone attempts to ease the tension.

      I smooth my hands over my clothes, knowing they’ll need a trip to the cleaners before I can wear them again.

      “The kiss was barely memorable,” I lie through my teeth.

      Lucky laughs and steps into my personal space, his lips brushing against my ear as his hands go to my waist.

      “You’re a horrible liar, Aria Morgan. I bet if I slide my fingers inside that uptight princess cunt right now, you’ll be so fucking wet that one flick of my thumb on your clit would make you cream for me.”

      His crude words shock and arouse me, a sharp contrast to the fear we just experienced.

      “You wish,” I say, feigning indifference.

      “Maybe I do,” he admits and brushes a thumb across my nipple, producing a shiver too strong for me to suppress. “You do, too, judging by your reaction.” He steps back and raises his brows with another laugh. “Let’s get you inside before someone else decides to use you for target practice.”

      I let him shuffle me into the house, his words lingering in my ears, and when I turn to ask if he really thinks they were shooting at me, he’s turned his back to me, whispering into the phone.

      The moment—whatever it was—is gone.
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      Lucky

      “Lucky. What’s up?”

      Ace gives me his usual deep, no-nonsense voice, which makes me feel a little bit better about what I have to tell him.

      “So fucking much,” I growl into the phone, casting a look over my shoulder at Aria’s retreating form. “The Feds showed up at Morgan International today and hauled the old man out. In handcuffs.”

      I pinch the bridge of my nose. Just spitting out the words makes me feel like a failure. “I don’t know what the fuck happened, but it was coordinated. They busted in with windbreakers and a big ass truck for evidence. Kicked us out of the building.”

      “Aria too?” Ace’s confusion triggers my own.

      “Yeah. She’s here with me at the mansion.” She works for Morgan International, too, so it doesn’t make sense that they don’t want to talk to her, but she doesn’t manage anything important. “She does the marketing for all the umbrella companies.”

      “Shit. This could really put a wrench in our plans for Los Tres Colombianos.”

      “That’s my worry too. The Feds kicked us out because Aria lost her shit, but they didn’t say we couldn’t return once they were done. There’s no reason to think, yet, that our plans are fucked.”

      I’m not sure if I’m overstepping, but I already fucked up once, so I let him have it. Everything that went down.

      “There’s more.”

      “You’re fucking killin’ me, Lucky.”

      The disappointment in his voice slices through me, and I nod even though he can’t see me.

      “Yeah, I know. But when Aria and I got back to the mansion, someone took some potshots at us.” I still can’t believe it. “The thing is, I was careful on the way back from her office. No one followed us. I made sure of it.”

      There’s a long silence before Ace speaks again. “Did you see the shooter?”

      “No, but right before I hit the ground with Aria, I saw a flash of cherry red bumper.” Reluctantly, I tell him about the red lowrider I saw when Aria was on her date.

      “Probably those fucking Bloodthirsty Devils. But what do they have to do with you or Aria? Those motherfuckers are becoming a big problem, and we’ll have to deal with them sooner rather than later.” He sounds stressed, and all I’m doing is adding to his worry. So much for being an asset to the MC.

      “Maybe it has to do with Morgan? Rest assured, the princess doesn’t know anything. She’s not that—” I begin just as Aria’s stilettos sound on the tile floor behind me.

      “Lucky.”

      I wave her off without looking back because this is more important.

      “Lucky,” she growls, her tone more annoyed than before. “Lucky, this is important, dammit.”

      I freeze and whirl around to give her a piece of my mind, but the words die on my lips at the sight of her in hot pink shorty-shorts and a pale pink tank that shows off her fuckin’ nipples.

      “What?” I bark.

      She’s holding Coco’s pink carrier in her hand with a smirk as she reaches inside and pulls out three large green leatherbound books.

      “I took the books before we left. The real books.” At my shocked expression, she shrugs. “Daddy always said to protect the books at all costs. That’s why they were in my office and not the CFO or accounting department.”

      I could kiss her, but I won’t.

      “Did she just say what I think she said?” Ace’s voice cuts in on the phone, more upbeat, his tone slightly amused.

      “She did,” I assure him. “What’s next?” I keep my gaze on Aria while Ace speaks.

      “Come to the clubhouse for now. I’ll have Wild Man look into alternate housing but bring those fucking books. They’ll contain the leverage we need to get that much closer to exacting our revenge on LTC. Good work.”

      He ends the call, confident I’ll do exactly what he ordered me to do.

      Because I will. That’s how the MC works.

      “Well?” Aria’s smile is still so fucking kissable that I have to look away.

      Luckily, I know my next words are gonna seriously piss her off. “We can’t stay here.”

      “What?” Her voice screeches so high that Coco comes running and barking because the dog never shuts the fuck up.

      “You heard me. Your dad is gone, and it appears that someone is after him. Or you. It’s not clear who those bullets were meant for, but I sure as fuck don’t live in this mansion, so they must have been for you or Daddy.”

      “No. I’m not leaving!” She stomps her foot like the bratty rich girl she is, and I fold my arms, smiling at the way her tits are jiggling through this little tantrum.

      “I need to go to the clubhouse, which means you need to come with me, Aria.”

      She stops and crosses her arms, blonde brows arched defiantly. “Daddy’s security will look after me.”

      I get in her face and grab her chin. “Look around, sweetheart. Do you see Daddy’s security anywhere to be found? Because I sure as fuck can’t find them. Next time, I won’t be here to stop your pretty little head from getting filled with lead.”

      Her gaze narrows. “You’re ridiculous.”

      “Yeah, and you’re a pain in the ass, so we make a fine pair.” I take a step back and point at the carrier. “Pack a bag or two, including those books, and let’s go.”

      She, of course, doesn’t budge, her nose still high in the air so she can look down on me.

      I flash another smile. “You have five minutes, or you leave with nothing but Coco and the clothes on your back. Either way is fine with me.” We stand there staring at each other for so long that I’m not sure if we’re about to fight or fuck. With this chick, both options are possible.

      Her shoulders sag, and I know I’ve won this round. “Fine, but I am not getting on that death trap again.”

      “You will, and you’ll like it. Just like Coco does.”

      Her gaze narrows, and her jaw clenches, but she doesn’t say a fucking word. She doesn’t need to because her expression says it all. I’m the enemy, and she hates my fucking guts.

      Too bad.

      “Five minutes, Aria, or you won’t like what happens next.” Heat flares in her eyes, and I smile to myself. The Princess likes being bossed around. I tuck that detail away for later and stare at her until she gets her perky little ass in gear.

      “Fuck you,” she growls.

      I laugh. “You’ll have to ask much nicer than that, Your Highness.”

      She flips me off, and I laugh again.

      Pissing her off is becoming my new favorite pastime.
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      Aria

      The Reckless Souls clubhouse feels like a foreign country where I’ve crash-landed and forgotten how to speak the local language. I’ve always been the chameleon, effortlessly blending into any scene, but here? I’m a fish out of water, flailing around, gasping for air. Surrounded by leather and denim, I cling to Lucky’s side like a security blanket.

      “Relax,” Lucky whispers in my ear, prying my bags from my hands but leaving Coco in his tote.

      “Easy for you to say, these are your people.”

      His lips pull into a surprised smile. “Come on, I’ll introduce you around, and you’ll feel better, promise.”

      “Doubtful,” I mutter, but follow him anyway.

      “I know you don’t like being out of your comfort zone,” he says, his words shocking me. “But I’ve got MC business to deal with, so you’ll have to stay put. Out here.”

      I want to argue and tell him that this isn’t going to work, but my brain short circuits when his hand lands low on my back. It feels like an iron that’s been sitting in a fire for weeks on end. His fingertips singe my flesh as they scrape back and forth across the thin strip of exposed skin.

      “I can’t.” The words slip out in a vulnerable whisper.

      “You have two choices, Aria. Sit in a corner like you’re too good for everyone else or get to know the people in this room. They’re good people. They just choose a different lifestyle than yours. It’s your choice.”

      It’s not much of a choice, but I keep that thought to myself and watch Lucky’s long legs saunter away from me. My nerves are on edge as I sit against the wall and watch everyone else laughing and talking, having a good time.

      These people are living their lives, and I envy them, the ability to brush off trauma and impending doom to enjoy this moment in time, to be present enough to live in the moment. I don’t have that skill because I’ve never had the chance to live like that, but fuck me, do I envy them all.

      “Aria Morgan. Never thought I’d see you in a place like this.” McKenna Marin approaches the table, her signature blonde hair falling in sexy waves around her shoulders and her eyes alight with laughter. “What are you doing here?”

      I take in her outfit—black jeans, stiletto heels, and a gauzy red blouse. “I could say the same about you, McKenna.” I say, smirking.

      She smiles, but it doesn’t reach her eyes, and I don’t expect it to. We aren’t exactly friends and not quite enemies. That’s just the way of things in our social circle, always polite with a thin veil of bitchiness just under the surface. “My boyfriend Ace runs the MC.”

      “Your boyfriend?” My eyes flash in surprise at her words.

      “Yep. My boyfriend.”

      “Wow. That’s cool, I guess. “McKenna is the least likely woman I expected to find inside the halls of an outlaw biker gang.

      “Lucky brought me here after someone shot at the house. Said he needed to protect me. And that was after the feds came and carted my daddy away to who knows where.”

      I shrug like it’s no big deal. That familiar feeling of sliding back into my high school persona is more comfortable than reality.

      “That sucks,” she says sympathetically, and I cringe at the pity in her eyes. “I’m sorry to hear that, but you’ll be okay here. These guys may not be like the boys we grew up with, but trust me when I tell you, they won’t hurt you.”

      Oh, I want to believe her, but it’s hard. “Sure,” I snort and roll my eyes. “If these guys are my best hope of survival, I might as well go play on the freeway and let the devil take me.”

      Her eyes flash, and for a moment, we’re back in high school—two queen bees duking it out for supremacy. But then she laughs, and the tension fades.

      “This is some serious shit, Aria.” I nod, acknowledging her words since I can’t get the sound of gunfire out of my head.

      “I’m aware,” I tell her honestly. “But how did you end up here?” McKenna comes from a good family. She has a younger sister, too. Wonder what happened to her?

      Her smile widens. “Easy. I met Ace under some harrowing circumstances, and we fell in love. I moved in with him a couple of years ago. Hang out at the clubhouse every now and then.”

      Her words shock me, honestly. Then again, McKenna has always had more freedom than me. My mom’s death resulted in Daddy locking me in the mansion with very little freedom or independence.

      “Good for you,” I manage, and it hardly sounds bitchy at all.

      McKenna grins. “Thanks.”

      “I guess you probably know everything, then? Why I’m here?

      She nods, and I’m grateful I don’t have to rehash everything, starting with being kidnapped by a Colombian cartel, because even today, I barely understand my life.

      “You’ll be all right here, Aria. Just a fair warning, the people here are family, and I won’t tolerate you treating them like shit.”

      “You’re one to talk,” I snort, remembering her equally bitchy ways back in school with a smile. “But message received. Loud and clear.”

      “Good.” She motions to a woman who struts over with a half-smile and two shot glasses in one hand, a bottle of tequila in the other.

      Another familiar face arrives at the table with an adorable redheaded little girl attached to her hip. “Kelsey?” She’s younger than me and McKenna, but I remember her well. She was always mature for her age, and I wonder if that cute little bug is her baby.

      A beautiful laugh spills out of her, and she nods. “Yep, it’s me.”

      I can’t tear my eyes away from the little girl with huge blue eyes. “Who is this?” I reach out a hand and smile when her chubby hand wraps around my finger. My heart clenches as I take in her pale porcelain skin and the freckles that dot her cheeks on either side of her nose.

      “This is Carmine, but we call her Rocky.” Kelsey smiles at the cooing baby and taps her nose, drawing a sweet baby laugh from the girl.

      “She is gorgeous, Kelsey.”

      Coco barks from his tote, and I snap my fingers to stop him. “Sorry, Coco’s not used to being around so many people.”

      “Yappy, just like her owner,” McKenna says, but there’s no heat to her words so I shrug them off with a grin.

      “Uhm…Coco’s a he.”

      “Oh, you could’ve fooled me with that pink bow.”

      I snort-laugh. “When I got him, I thought he was a girl and got all these pink girly things for him. And then Dix pointed out he’s got a dick, so, now I know better, but he still looks cute in pink, so there’s that.”

      I look at Kelsey with her daughter—also in pink—and smile. “Can I hold her?” I set Coco’s tote on the floor.

      Kelsey hands her over easily, her gaze studious and watchful. I imagine she’s as surprised to see me as I am to see her and her sister.

      Carmine giggles, reaching for my earrings, and I smile. “At least there’s one ray of sunshine in this place.”

      Kelsey grins. “She’s a little heartbreaker, isn’t she?”

      “Watch out, Aria,” McKenna teases. “Before you know it, you’ll be trading in your designer duds for biker boots and a baby carrier.”

      I gasp in mock horror. “Perish the thought! I’d never give up my Louboutins.”

      We laugh, and for a moment, I almost forget the chaos that’s landed me here. But as the laughter fades, reality sinks back in.

      “So, what now?” I ask, trying to sound more confident than I feel.

      “The guys aren’t thugs, you know,” Kelsey says.

      I blink and look up. “What?”

      She shakes her head, a smile teasing the corners of her lips. “Don’t get me wrong. They’re all a little rough around the edges, but that’s to be expected. They aren’t bad guys.”

      Her gaze bounces around the room, but she’s like I remember, smiling and kind to everyone.

      “Why expected?”

      “Because not everyone grew up with silver spoons popping out of their asses,” McKenna shoots at me angrily.

      Kelsey rolls her eyes. “It’s true. These guys haven’t lived lives like ours. There was no privilege or private schools. No country clubs or summers in Hawaii. They fight and scrape for everything they have, and sometimes that means skirting the law.”

      I nod at Kelsey’s words, riveted by her spin on their collective backgrounds. “And that’s all right with you?”

      She nods. “It’s not like our families always operate on the right side of the law. Yours either, I hear.”

      I blush at the mention of my family’s less-than-lawful dealings. “You’ve heard,” I confirm. Kelsey nods, but there’s nothing but empathy and understanding on her face.

      “We’ve heard. The guys don’t keep much from us. We’re a family here. Coop knows I’ll worry if he’s too tight-lipped.”

      I slump back in my chair, feeling like a fish out of water. “I’m no good at this. I hate my life,” I admit. I turn my attention back to this beautiful toddler in my lap.

      “No shit,” McKenna snorts. “None of us are good at this.”

      “You don’t have to be good at this,” Kelsey adds after shooting her sister a wicked glare. “Just listen to the guys and do what you’re told when it comes to your safety. Lucky’s a new patch, but he’s been around the club for a while, and he’s a certified badass. He was in the Army, so if anyone can keep you safe, it’s him.”

      Lucky was in the Army? That’s news to me. “Yeah, well, we don’t get along.” Kelsey’s words almost make me feel guilty for giving Lucky such a hard time.

      “You’re missing out.” Kelsey’s gaze turns serious, and she reaches across the table to gather my hands in hers, but it’s an awkward hold with the baby in my arms. “These men are important to me, Aria. They are loyal and protective as hell. As long as you have one of them taking care of you, you’re good. I promise.”

      I sigh and let my gaze bounce between the Marin sisters. It’s easy for them to say that, to believe it, because if all this goes to hell, they still have one another. They have men who love them, even if they are bikers.

      All I have is yours truly.

      Daddy is locked up, and who knows when—or if—he’ll be back. Mom is dead. Coco is a dude, and I’m completely reliant on a man I barely know to keep me safe. Alive.

      Fuck. My. Life.

      “I’m skeptical,” I admit, my eyes fixated on baby Carmine, a picture of purity and innocence. “But as you pointed out, with Daddy in the clutches of the Feds, I’m stranded and at the mercy of the biker gang.”

      “Motorcycle Club,” Kelsey and McKenna correct in perfect harmony. “Watch yourself, Aria.”

      I sigh, a pang of disappointment washing over me. McKenna and I were never BFFs, more like frenemies. Just a couple of trust-fund kids navigating the shark-infested waters of an elite high school, each trying to be the queen bee. “I’m trying,” I snap. “This is all so new to me.”

      Truth be told, I’ve been scared out of my wits since those gangsters busted in, roughed up Dix, and dragged me into this mess. I feel tears pooling in my eyes, and I look away, handing baby Carmine back to her mom.

      “Aria, look at me.” Kelsey’s words are firm but gentle. “Life isn’t black and white. Whatever you think about these guys, especially Lucky, isn’t the whole story. You love your father, but clearly, he’s found himself in a fight with Lady Justice right now.”

      I breathe in deeply, trying to digest her words. I know she’s right. “Make sure your preconceived notions don’t land you in a world of hurt,” Kelsey warns. “Like losing something you can’t replace—like, oh, I don’t know, your life.”

      McKenna adds her two cents, “You know what they say about contempt prior to investigation.”

      “No, enlighten me,” I say, feeling a smirk play on my lips.

      “It’ll keep you in everlasting ignorance.”

      And with that, I’m left to navigate the murky waters of my new reality. The only thing standing between me and a bullet in the brain is an outlaw biker gang.

      Oops, club.
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      Lucky

      With Aria settled in the clubhouse with the girls and a few prospects, I make my way to the sanctuary so we can talk business. I’m not an officer yet, but the officers voted to let me in at this meeting since I’m so close to Geoffrey and Aria Morgan.

      Once we take our seats around the table, Ace nods. “This meeting will come to order,” he says, hitting the gavel on the block. The room goes silent.

      “First order of business is that we’re making money hand over fist. The partnership with Rojas is more lucrative than we ever imagined, which is good news for us until we’re ready to pull the trigger on our final plan.”

      A hint of a smile plays around his mouth, and I feel myself slowly relaxing into the leather seat.

      “Fuck yeah,” Dix growls and keeps the applause and contentment going at the good news.

      “But,” Ace says over our cheers, extending the word until we settle. “This can’t last forever, not if we still want to stay on track for revenge.”

      “We do,” Dix growls, all trace of his earlier happiness gone. “There ain’t enough money in the world to let those motherfuckers get away with what they’ve done.”

      His words mimic what most of us feel but hearing it from him when he’s married to Arturo’s daughter is strange.

      There’s an electric energy in the room, but Ace does his magic and keeps it simmering without allowing it to boil over.

      “The question is,” his gaze swings to me, “will Geoffrey’s detainment fuck up our plans?”

      “Nah,” I sigh and shake my head. “Morgan runs a tight and efficient operation, so the business will run for quite a while without him. I mean, he’s always gone, anyway.”

      “You sure about that?” Dix’s brows arch as he poses the question.

      I nod. “Yes, and Aria managed to grab the company ledgers before the feds kicked us out of the building. The real ledgers,” I clarify, mimicking her earlier words.

      Shades perks up at this news. “Where the fuck are they?”

      I grab my backpack and turn it upside down so the four leatherbound books spill onto the table. “Go through them and see if there’s anything in there we need to know, especially about Rojas and LTC.”

      “Good work, Lucky.” Ace’s satisfied nod makes me feel like I’m not fucking everything up.

      “As much as we all like raking in the dough that working with Rojas brings,” Dix starts and looks around the room. “We need to start looking to the end of our relationship with LTC. We’re flush with cash. We haven’t got caught—thank God—and I’m ready to end the rest of them.”

      Dix’s bloodlust is at fever pitch, and while I don’t blame him–guy fell for his wife before he knew she was Arturo’s daughter–I’m surprised he’s so eager to get rid of her only remaining family.

      I laugh and shake my head. “And here I thought you would be the voice of reason.”

      “What can I say?” Dix says with a shrug. “I love Valentina as much as I hate her father. And more importantly, what she doesn’t know won’t hurt her.”

      I didn’t necessarily agree with Dix about keeping his wife in the dark, but his relationship is none of my business.

      Ace adds, “When we hit ‘em, it has to be careful and deliberate. If we fuck it up, it means war. Again.”

      “We won’t fuck it up,” Dix insists as he looks around the table at each of the brothers. “We can’t afford to make any mistakes, which means that we need to keep the plans to ourselves, even in front of our women. Especially Valentina.”

      “I’m with Dix,” Coop offers. “The LTC can’t kill our men and think we’re too weak to retaliate.”

      We all agree on that point, at least I’m pretty sure we do, but it’s not that simple, and I get to be the killjoy who reminds us of that fact.

      “I’m all for revenge,” I begin. “The LTC are not our friends, no matter how friendly things seem. What we can’t forget is that a host of alphabet agencies went to Morgan International to scoop up Geoffrey. ATF. FBI. DEA. DHS. You name it, and they were there, which I think could be a big fucking problem for us.”

      Maybe I’m a pussy for worrying too much, but it doesn’t feel right.

      “This should make it easier to do what the fuck needs to be done,” Banger offers with a grin.

      “I’m with Lucky,” Ace says, surprising me. “Something about all of this feels weird.”

      Dix scoffs. “It feels perfect to me. Like our prayers are finally being answered.”

      “Or,” Ace starts with a sigh, “it feels too good to be true, which means it might be.”

      The room settles at Ace’s dose of reality, and all eyes swing to our leader. He says, “Lucky, you and Aria should go back to the mansion. This is no longer a straight-up security gig, so I want you inside with her at all times. No more standing outside like an easy fucking target. Stay inside. Stay close to Aria and see what you can learn from her.”

      Everything within me wants to balk at this suggestion. I want to tell Ace that I can do so much more than watch out for the sexy princess, but I know it won’t matter, so I nod. “Sure thing. Whatever you say, man.”

      Ace sees right through me. “You’re upset.”

      I shake my head but can’t hide the disappointment in my voice. “Not upset. I feel like I can do more for the MC.”

      Ace nods. “When the time comes, you’ll do a hell of a lot more than this for the MC, but right now, this is exactly what we need you to do. Looking after Aria and snooping around the office is crucial to our plans, Lucky.”

      I swallow my pride and nod. “Yeah, man. I feel like I’m slacking while the rest of you work hard for the club.”

      “Enjoy the luxury while you can,” Dix says and gives my shoulder a supportive squeeze. “At any moment, some shit can pop off, and we’re all fighting for our lives.”

      He’s right, and I know it. But it still doesn’t feel right, so I at least make a promise to my brothers. “I’ll do what needs to be done, and I won’t let you down.”

      Ace nods. “Report back to me daily and keep an eye out for anything that feels wrong or out of place.”

      I nod again, resolved and determined to keep the princess safe for as long as my brothers need me to. But deep down, I know it won’t be easy. Aria is going to fight me every step of the way.

      I’m bigger and stronger, which gives me the edge. I have to make her see that without losing my shit.

      Easier said than done.

      As I leave the room, I can’t help but think something bigger is at play here. Something we’re all missing, and I intend to find out what it is.
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      Aria

      “You can sleep here.”

      I look at Lucky and then back to the small guest room with a single bed, a small three-drawer dresser, and a big picture window.

      “Frannie is right next door if you need anything,” I insist, biting back my smirk.

      “Nice try, sweetheart, but I’m sticking close to you, which means the room right across the hall from your room is perfect.” His arm wraps my waist and redirects me toward the staircase that leads to the rest of the house. “Whether you like it or not, we’re stuck together.”

      I shove him off, the sound of his laughter following me up the stairs and down the hall, which seems oddly intimate now that he’s staying inside and not just inside but close. Very close.

      It’s good to be home even if I do have a biker following my every step, looking over my shoulder, and probably listening to my phone calls. “This really is completely unnecessary. I’ll be fine as soon as Daddy comes home.”

      Lucky snorts.

      “I will!”

      He invades my space so close that his chest brushes against mine. “And when your daddy gets back, I’ll happily get back to my life. Until then, it’s just you and me.”

      I roll my eyes. “Lucky me.”

      He laughs. “No, Lucky, me. Spoiled ass princess, you.”

      “Haha. Very funny.” I push open the door of the room that will be his for the duration of his stay and motion inside. ‘There you go. Stay there, and I’ll stay here. I promise to holler if I need you.”

      “I’m not your fucking prisoner,” he growls and seriously, the sound makes my nipples harden to the point they ache. “And I’m not your guest, Aria. I’m here to make sure that pretty head of yours doesn’t get shot right off your shoulders. Got it?”

      “Whatever! Run around the whole damn house for all I care. Just stay out of my room. Got it?”

      He stares at me for a long time, watching me like I’ve grown an extra head. Finally, he looks like he might want to say something, thinks better of it, and steps inside his room, closing the door behind him.

      “Thank fucking goodness,” I growl and go inside my room, slamming the door in case Lucky thinks I might be thrilled about this new arrangement. A knock on the door interrupts my wallowing. “Go away!”

      The door cracks open, and Frannie peeks in, sporting a wide grin. “Well, aren’t you a ray of sunshine today? What’s got your panties in such a wad?”

      I roll my eyes. “Come on in, Frannie. I’m sorry, I’m just pissed about…every damn thing to be honest.” I hate that I sound like a whiny brat, but my emotions are all over the place, and I feel totally unsettled.

      Frannie steps inside with a tray of food. She sets it down on the table on the balcony, before joining me on the bed. “Are you worried about Mr. Morgan?”

      I nod. “Among other things, yeah. Of course. They carted him out of the office like he’s a common criminal.”

      She laughs. “Girl, there is nothing common about your father, but sooner or later, we all face the consequences of our actions.”

      “Consequences? Daddy is a businessman, first and foremost! And he pays a pretty penny to keep the law at bay—or so he claims.”

      “True,” Frannie begins with a patient smile. “But we both know that’s not all he is, Aria.”

      I sigh and bury my face in my hands. “I know that, Frannie! What am I going to do if he doesn’t come back? Where is he?”

      She wraps her arms around me reassuringly. “You’ll be fine, Aria. You’ve never had to discover how strong you are until now, but this is the perfect time to find out. Mr. Morgan might come back, or he might not, but you still have a life to live.”

      I sigh, knowing she’s right, but I’m not ready to learn to live without Daddy, even if we basically live separate lives anyway.

      “Can you stay a while, Frannie? Keep me company so I don’t go strangle the biker across the hall?”

      Frannie laughs and shakes her head. “I’ll stay, but only because I think you secretly fancy that hot biker more than you let on.” She wiggles her eyebrows and playfully nudges my shoulder.

      “I do not!” My cheeks flush, betraying me.

      “It’s all right to like someone who’s different than you, Aria. Especially when he looks like Lucky.” Frannie fans herself dramatically, falling back against my pillows with a sigh. “No one says you have to put a ring on it.”

      “As if,” I snort. “He’s hot in a rough and tumble kind of way, but I wouldn’t…I mean…” My words trail off because I don’t know how to finish that thought.

      “You wouldn’t hop on that motorcycle and ride off into the proverbial sunset, experiencing pleasure beyond your wildest dreams?” Frannie teases, feigning concern as she touches my forehead. “Are you all right? Did you hit your head?”

      “Funny,” I swat her hand away.

      “I’m serious! He might not be your type, and he might be trouble, but that doesn’t change the fact that he’s drop-dead gorgeous.” Frannie’s expression turns serious. “Not to mention that he’s here to protect you in case things get dangerous. That’s really hot, Aria, and you can’t deny that.”

      “Fine,” I grumble. “He’s hot, okay? Really fucking hot.” I can’t lie to Frannie. She knows me too well.

      Truth is, she’s my best friend and the only person in the house close to my age, and the only one who ever really tries to understand me. Frannie never lets my sometimes bitchy ways bother her. Most of the time, she finds it funny and then calls me out on it. It’s refreshing.

      “Hot enough to shed those designer duds and show him what’s up?” Frannie asks, her eyes twinkling.

      I roll my eyes. “You’ve got a one-track mind, girl!”

      “Damn right I do, and I’m counting on you, my dear friend, to let me live vicariously through your hot affair with the biker, so please, don’t let me down.”

      “Not happening, Frannie. You better find your own sizzling romance.”

      As much as I would love to find the right guy, I think he’s a figment of my imagination.

      “Things with Chase kind of ruined dating for me. That asshole totally pissed me off. Then Caveman Biker came to rescue me. Seriously?”

      “Who said anything about dating? I’m talking about getting down and dirty, girl.”

      Frannie bumps my shoulder playfully, drawing a full-body laugh from me.

      “That does sound tempting,” I admit reluctantly. “But my life is kind of a mess right now, in case you hadn’t noticed.”

      “Believe me, we’ve all noticed. I think a torrid love affair is just the distraction you need. Have you heard anything about your dad yet?”

      “No,” I sigh and shake my head. “I haven’t heard a word from Daddy, and frankly, I’m not all that surprised.”

      I’ve always been an afterthought to him, so there’s no reason things would change now.

      A knock on the door interrupts our conversation, and I brace myself for Lucky, but it’s Beatrice, the head housekeeper. “Frannie,” she snaps. “Time to get back to work.”

      Coco barks at the stern woman, and this time I don’t have the heart to tell him to stop.

      Beatrice glares down at the dog, shaking her head. “Keep it up, and I’ll put you to work as well.”

      From the look on her face, I think she means it, but at least she shut Coco up, but only long enough for Frannie to hug me and return to work.

      Once again, I’m alone, and since I’m avoiding Lucky, I stay in my room for most of the day. To some, it might seem like I’m hiding, but the truth is, it’s self-preservation.

      I am not attracted to a hot biker with face tattoos—nope. He’s not my type, even if I do find him slightly irresistible.

      Nope, not my type at all.

      And I’ll keep telling myself that until I believe it.
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      Lucky

      There’s a lot of shit that rich people buy just because they have money to burn, like fancy dishes they never use, cars that spend more time in a garage than on the road and don’t even get me started on clothes.

      But the one expense I can get behind is a fucking waterfall showerhead. This shit is incredible. First of all, who the fuck even knew a tw0 headed shower was even a thing?

      Not me.

      But the pressure is perfect, the digital temperature is set to one hundred degrees, and the organic coconut body wash is an entire fucking experience.

      I hardly want to get out of the shower with the glass walls, but in my head, I can hear my Greek grandma telling me to stop wasting water, so I shut off the shower and step out.

      “Goddammit!” The little yapping fucker Coco, who has grown on me, is sitting beside the white bathmat, which he just pissed all over. “Aren’t you house-trained?”

      I swear the little fucker smiles up at me and gives me one bark as if to say yes, I am house trained when I want to be.

      “You’re as spoiled as your owner,” I grumble and wrap the fluffy white towel around my waist. Even the fucking towels are different in this world. If you’d asked me last month about bath towels, I would have said I have too much shit going on to think about them, but now I know—quality towels are the way to go.

      I hear a door open, and I know it’s Aria before she comes to a sudden stop in front of the bathroom door.

      “Coco! Naughty dog.”

      Her big brown eyes widen as they swing to me in nothing but a towel. A very fluffy towel, I might add.

      Heat flares in her eyes as they slowly rake down my body, taking in every detail she’s never been privy to. With each inch her gaze travels, her eyes darken, and when her gaze reaches my chest and the tattoos on my ribcage, her tongue darts out, wetting her plump bottom lip.

      Her breath hitches, and dammit, my cock stirs. I’m used to women appreciating my body, but watching it unfold like this makes my cock stand up to take notice.

      He’s ready to play, and that kind of pisses me off because, despite the heat in her eyes right now, this chick thinks she’s better than me just because her daddy has money.

      “Like what you see, Princess?”

      She gasps, and her nostrils flare in outrage. “Not at all.”

      “Good,” I tell her, grabbing the edge of the towel and flicking it until it pools at my feet. If she doesn’t like it, then she can see it all. I smile when her eyes go even wider at the sight of me. “Take a picture, sweetheart. It’ll last a hell of a lot longer.”

      A growl starts low in her belly before it erupts from her, full of frustration and anger. “I hate you,” she pushes the words past her lips and runs from the bathroom.

      Coco barks at his mistress’ back, and I laugh, scooping him up just to fuck with her even more.

      “I got ya, boy.”

      I swear the little dog snuggles closer to my wet body as I carry him two doors down and knock.

      “Go away,” she yells through the door.

      I knock again, still smiling because screwing with Aria is the best part of my day. “Open up, Princess.”

      Nothing.

      I knock again and wait. “I have all day, and despite the chill, I know you won’t be disappointed.” I laugh when something hits the door and knock again.

      Coco barks.

      Seconds later, the door opens and she gasps again. “Put some clothes on! What is the matter with you?”

      I shrug. “Well, I was just enjoying a shower in peace when your perverted little barking machine decided to sneak a peek at the goods. He got so excited he pissed on the floor, and then you came and ogled me. I figured I’d save you both the trouble and let you look your fill.”

      She lets out another almost feral groan before yanking Coco from my arms, stepping back, and slamming the door in my face.

      “You’re welcome, sweetheart.”

      “I hate you,” she calls out again, making me laugh harder.

      “I’ll be right across the hall if you need me.” Something else, probably a pillow, hits the inside of the door, and I laugh again. It’s too easy to get her riled up, but it makes me feel better to bring her down a notch. She can hate me all she wants, she can look down on me, but there are two things she can’t help.

      One. Her attraction to me.

      And two. She needs me to keep her safe.

      As far as I’m concerned, that puts us on pretty equal footing.

      I change into a clean pair of jeans and a fresh t-shirt and walk around the mansion to make sure things are secure. Geoffrey Morgan has an impressive home security system. It’s too damn bad that no one ever uses it. Every window and door in the place is connected to the alarm system, but as I go through the rooms on all three floors, a few are locked or even closed fully. “This place is a security nightmare.”

      “Never had much use for security until recently,” Frannie says from behind me, a playful smile on her face. “Trouble has only come to the mansion recently.”

      “You saying this is my fault?” I ask.

      She laughs. “Oh no, it’s no secret where Mr. Morgan’s money comes from, but that part of the business is usually, well, at the business.”

      Interesting. “So it is true that the hired help sees and knows all?”

      “I’ve been working here for years, and I see a lot. Been friends with Aria since the first week here, so between what she says and doesn’t say, I’ve gathered a few things.”

      “Friends?” I question, surprised.

      Her smile widens at my incredulous tone. “That’s right. Friends.”

      “Okay.” I nod.

      “She lost her mom when she was young and learned most things from the snobby kids she went to school with over the years. But we’re honest with each other, and we genuinely like each other. It works.”

      “All right, you’ve made your point. Did you need something?”

      “No. But two sexy men showed up asking for you, so I figured you might want to know.” She laughs, the sound echoing as she leaves the sunroom.

      In the front living room, I find two of my brothers, Wild Man and Tank, and I smile. “You boys must have missed me to come all the way out here.”

      Tank laughs when he turns to me. “Nah, we came to make sure you don’t start eatin’ cucumber sandwiches with your pinkies in the air.”

      I frown. “Who the fuck is eating a cucumber sandwich?”

      Wild Man laughs even more. “It’s like a rich delicacy or some shit,” he says with a shrug. “Brought you some shit to tide you over.”

      He’s holding a paper bag, and I cross the room, snatching it from his grasp like the greedy fucker I am.

      “You’re welcome,” he says in response.

      “Oh shit, Maven Cakes! Thanks, bro. Tell Maven she’s the best.”

      I pull out two boxes from For Goodness Cakes, happy to see the bakery is up and running after those LTC fucks caused a fire. “Then I saw something else in the bag and took a peek.

      “Tequila and bourbon? Damn, is it my birthday?”

      “See,” Wilder Man says to Tank. “I told you it didn’t take much to make this guy happy.”

      Tank’s deep laughter bounces off the dark wood that decorates the room. “Maybe it’s because he’s babysitting a damn Playmate.”

      “Wrong,” I growl and crack open the tequila, pouring it into the crystal glasses from the bar in the far corner of the room. “She’s a Playmate’s evil twin. All the hotness but infused with the devil.”

      I hand each of my brothers a glass, and we sit on the brand-new leather chairs that now decorate the room where Emiliano took his last breath.

      “Hot is hot,” Tank grumbles. “I almost hate to give you this since you’re already having such a good time.” He hands me a green plastic bag with the logo of one of our dispensaries. “A few pre-rolled joints. Should get you through the shitshow.”

      I pull out one and put it up to my nose to smell it. “I vote for Tank to get patched immediately.”

      Wild Man laughs. “We’re not just here bringing gifts.”

      My smile fades, and I lean forward, giving Wild Man my full attention. “What’s up?”

      More than anything, I want a bigger role in the MC, and if a guy like Wild Man is coming to me for anything, I’m damn well going to listen carefully and offer what I can.

      “I have an idea about a way to strike LTC where it hurts, but I need some input.”

      I frown. “How can I help?”

      At that question, Wild Man’s shoulders relax, and he outlines his plan. “I’ve been talking to this guy, a black hat hacker named KrypTonic. He’s a pro with drones. Like top-of-the-line military-style drones. Motherfucker is expensive, and I think the work you did in the Spartan Brigade will help.”

      “How do you…never mind.” There isn’t shit Wild Man can’t find out, and I nod. “Okay, what work?”

      “The opium fields.”

      My eyes go wide at the implication. “Okay, I’m listening. Tell me what you’re thinking.”

      We spend a few hours outlining a plan combining my combat experience with his hacker skills to find a way to bring Rojas and Los Tres Colombianos down for good.

      Finally, I lean back in my chair, my brain buzzing. “Why didn’t you ask Ace or Shades?”

      “I did, but they said your training was more up to date.” He shrugs. “Something about video game soldiers,” and he laughs.

      Wild Man nods and stands with his hand extended. “Thanks for the input, Lucky. This shit might actually work.”

      I take his hand. “It’ll work. When do we start?”

      “Soon. KrypTonic needs a little more time to work out some kinks, but we should be good to go in a couple of weeks,” Wild Man explains.

      Tank, who’s been quiet most of the time, finally speaks up. “You two, be careful. We don’t need them to take any more brothers from us.”

      “We will be, man,” I assure him, clapping him on the shoulder. “You’ll keep me updated, right?” I ask Wild Man.

      Wild Man nods. “Of course. We’ll be in touch.”

      We say our goodbyes, and I walk them to the door. I grab the remaining tequila and bourbon and head to my temporary bedroom.

      I feel a renewed sense of determination to prove myself to the club and to help bring down Rojas and the LTC.
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      Aria

      “Uhm, hi! Hello.” I force a smile even though the boring operator doesn’t care how chipper I am, or that I'm sitting on my pink bed in my pink bedroom.

      I continue, somehow believing it matters. “My name is Aria Morgan, and my father, Geoffrey—”

      “Please hold.” The voice cuts off abruptly, and the sound of elevator music starts in my ear.

      I let out an impatient sigh, put the phone on speaker, then lean back against the mountain of pillows piled against my headboard. This is my third call of the morning. I’ve tried the ATF, the DEA, and even the Department of Homeland Security. None of them have provided any information on the whereabouts of my father.

      The music shifts to a slightly familiar tune, and I find myself humming along, trying to distract myself from my growing frustration. When the operator finally returns, her voice is slightly nasal but crisp and professional. “Federal Bureau of Investigation.”

      “Yes, hello. My name is Aria Morgan, and I’m trying to track down my father, Geoffrey Morgan. He was taken into custody—”

      “Please hold.”

      “Goddammit!” I’m on the verge of hurling my phone across the room. Instead, I stand up and begin to pace the length of my bedroom, my agitation mounting.

      “Ms. Morgan?”

      I freeze mid-step. “Yes, I’m here!”

      “I’m afraid there’s no record of a Geoffrey Morgan in our records.”

      “What?” I frown, gripping the phone tighter. “That can’t be. I was there when they came in. Tons of federal agents in different jackets hauled him away. I know one of these agencies has him. Please.”

      “I’m sorry, that’s all I can say.” The apathetic voice on the other end ends the call before I can ask anything more.

      “Fuck!” My knuckles ache, my grip on the phone growing tighter. Needing a change of scenery, I burst through my bedroom door and make my way downstairs. I push through the French doors that lead to the back terrace and gardens.

      As a kid, I thought the gardens were magical. I believed I’d find another world inside every petal waiting for me to explore. Now, I know better. The garden is just another meaningless display of my father’s wealth.

      Yet, Daddy is never home to enjoy the gardens, and I’ve been so busy working for Morgan International that this is the first time I’ve looked at them in months.

      My frustration boils over, and I mutter, “I need to stop being stupid and childish. I need to think like an adult.”

      It’s my fault. For years, I’ve played by Daddy’s rules. Living in this bubble. And what has it gotten me?

      More questions and zero answers.

      “Aria.” Lucky’s deep voice startles me. I turn from a bank of Daddy’s prize-winning roses and see Lucky step from the French doors onto the patio. If I’m not mistaken, he sounds concerned.

      “Go away, Lucky,” I choke out between sobs. I don’t have the mental capacity to go a few rounds with him right now. “Please.”

      Of course, he doesn’t listen to me. Typical man. Lucky takes the chair next to mine, and  his large hands lands on my back, rubbing soothing circles while the other falls absently on my thigh.

      “Talk to me,” he says softly. “Tell me what’s got you down.”

      I shake my head because he is the last person I want to talk to while I’m feeling so vulnerable. “No.”

      “Come on,” he says, almost cooing his words. “It helps to talk about it. My buddy, Wild Man? His woman, Maven, says that a burden shared is a burden halved. So, go on and share with me.”

      I try to get my emotions under control, but it’s useless. Each time I try to speak, more tears come. “You don’t care,” I finally manage.

      “Sure I do,” he insists. “It might not be for the same reasons as you, but I do care, so you might as well tell me what’s making you cry. I didn’t even think this model came with tears.”

      His words sink in, and a reluctant laugh escapes. “Not funny.”

      “A little funny,” he says, holding his thumb and forefinger a nano-inch apart. “Some people find me hilarious, and the ones that don’t, well, they have poor taste in humor, but they also tell me I’m a damn good listener.”

      His thumb moves back and forth on my knee like a windshield wiper. The move shouldn’t do anything, but it’s oddly soothing and mildly erotic, as is the tight, black t-shirt and jeans that fit him as if he sprayed them on with a fuck-me aerosol can.

      So I avoid looking at his killer bod and begin. “I’ve spent all morning trying to find out anything about my father.”

      “The feds are being tight-lipped?”

      I nod. “Worse. They’re pretending like they don’t even know him. Or, of him. Every fucking agency, Lucky, and they all say the same thing. No record of Geoffrey Morgan. How can that be? It doesn’t make any sense.”

      “I’ll have my brothers look into it and see if they can find out anything about who might have Geoffrey.”

      He speaks softly, almost gently, and without an ounce of snark or sarcasm.

      The offer shocks me, honestly. “Why?”

      He shrugs. “Why not? Just because you’re a pain in the ass doesn’t mean I don’t feel bad about what’s happening to you.”

      I ignore the pain-in-the-ass comment and focus on the rest of it. “You feel bad for me? I don’t need your pity.”

      “Oh, for fuck’s sake. It’s not pity. It’s empathy for another human being going through a tough time. We’re friendly with the chief of police, and if he can’t find out what’s going on, someone else will.” He laughs at the expression on my face. “I’m blowing your mind right now, huh, Princess?”

      I nod. “Kind of, yeah.”

      “Good. Maybe it’ll teach you to stop making assumptions about people.”

      His challenging words help stop the last of my tears, and a small smile forms on my lips. “So what you’re saying is that you guys aren’t all bad?”

      “What I’m saying is that there are degrees of bad. There are people like your father, people like us,” he says with an adorable shrug, “and people like LTC. We make a living doing what we do, but the Reckless Souls, keep Angel Harbor from descending into a shithole that fine folks like the Morgan family wouldn’t dream of calling home.”

      I frown. “Why are you being nice to me?”

      I’ve been nothing but a stone-cold bitch to him from the moment he landed on my doorstep. Despite this explosion of charm, I’m instantly suspicious.

      “Why not? You seem like you could use someone being nice to you, and when you aren’t being a stuck-up bitch, you’re pretty okay.”

      “Pretty okay?” I laugh at his backhanded compliment. “Settle down, or I might let my ego run away with me.”

      “Too late,” he shoots back quickly.

      I let out a sigh and shake my head because the world really must be ending if I’m starting to see my biker bodyguard in a new light. Lucky is still rough around the edges, tough as nails, and has fucking face tattoos, but he’s kind of cool. Or hot—I mean complicated. He’s complicated and nothing else.

      “You’re really worried about your old man?”

      I laugh. “Would you be?”

      He shrugs. “Never knew my old man. He was never around, so maybe I’d worry, maybe I wouldn’t. Can’t say. If it was my brother, I’d burn the whole fucking world down to get answers.”

      “You have a brother?”

      “Yep. Diesel is younger than me, and there’s nothing he can’t do with an engine.”

      His gaze takes on a faraway quality, and his lips curl into a smile.

      “My dad and I don’t have the best relationship,” I admit.

      “Don’t know too many people with a solid relationship with their old man. Well, except for Letty, and even her shit is complicated.” He shrugs as if it’s just the way things are.

      “Who’s Letty?” I ask. And how does he know her?

      He doesn’t hear me but says, “That’s sad, don’t you think?”

      “Sad? No. Pathetic? Hell yes. The older generation is built differently. They think being good providers is all it means to be a father, and the job is done. We know different.”

      His gaze locks with mine, and there’s a depth of understanding there that makes me uncomfortable.

      I can’t afford to start looking at this man like a person—or worse, an ally. Yet his words make me feel better, and he’s trying, which is more than I can say for most people. I smile. “You’re full of wisdom, aren’t you?”

      “Or full of shit,” he offers with a playful smile and a casual shrug.

      “Always a distinct possibility.”

      A few minutes ago, I didn’t think anything could make me laugh or forget how upset I was, but somehow Lucky did. “Thanks.”

      “Not a problem, Princess. Turns out no one is only one thing.” His big body moves gracefully as he pushes out of the chair and turns to face me. “I’m going to make that call and see what we can find out about your dad.”

      “Thank you.”

      He nods, one side of his mouth tugging up in a stupidly sexy crooked grin.

      “Dinner will be served soon,” I say, grasping for something else to say.

      “Well, since I no longer have to eat in the basement with the rest of the crew, I should dust off my tux,” he says with a smirk.

      I let out a laugh, “Is everything you know about rich people from Downton Abbey?”

      “Like Masterpiece Theater from back in the day?” he chuckles. “Mostly, yeah. My grandma loved all that old-timey shit.”

      “It sounds like she’s not the only one,” I say.

      He throws a thumb over his shoulder, “I’m gonna go make that phone call.”

      “Sure,” I say, feeling slightly disappointed that he’s leaving. “Thank you again, Lucky.”

      He nods, and the corner of his mouth tugs into a crooked grin. “Not a problem, Princess. See you at dinner.”

      As he walks away, I realize that Lucky is not who I thought he was. I’m starting to see him in a new light.

      He’s complicated but not a bad guy. I might be starting to like him…a little.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ELEVEN

          

        

      

    

    
      Lucky

      “You can have a seat,” Aria says with a chuckle. Her brown eyes sparkle with amusement as I stand in the doorway of the biggest damn dining table I’ve ever seen, staring at all the food on top. “What’s wrong?”

      “Are you expecting more people for dinner?”

      “No,” she frowns.

      “Are Beatrice and Frannie eating with us?”

      “No, they usually have dinner in the kitchen. What’s the problem?” she asks with a hint of irritation.

      “You make the hired help eat in the kitchen?”

      “I guess. They aren’t my rules, they’ve always eaten in there.”

      “Okay then. I guess we play by the rules.” I take a hesitant step forward to get a better look at the table. “Nice spread. A lot of food, though.”

      Aria shrugs. “Is it?”

      My eyes damn near bug out of my head. “You don’t think so?”

      She shrugs again, looking away as if she’s embarrassed. “It’s just how dinner is around here.”

      “Wow,” I say and take the seat across from her. “It’s an impressive spread even if it is a shit ton of food.” I start to grab a chicken salad with oranges in it and shrimp skewers to start. There’s all kinds of shit that makes this feel like a holiday meal. “You eat like this all the time?”

      “I don’t eat everything if that’s what you’re asking.”

      I laugh. “If you did, I’d ask where in the hell you put it all.”

      “I eat,” she insists, sticking her nose in the air.

      “There’s the Aria I know.” I laugh at her expression, so confused she doesn’t know what to do with herself. “I know you eat, but if you ate all of this, there would be a lot more to you than there is.”

      “Thanks,” she sighs. “I think.”

      Savoring each bite of this fine feast, I chow down like I haven’t eaten in weeks, when Beatrice and Frannie waltz in to take our plates. “Hey,” I say, my fork dangling mid-air. "Is there a time limit on dinner?”

      Frannie laughs. “Oh, Mr. Lucky. The first course is over.”

      My gaze swings to Aria. “Rich people can’t eat family style?”

      “We can, but we don’t.” She shrugs again. “Where’s the fun in that?”

      “No fun,” I assure her. “But how am I supposed to know what I need to save room for if I don’t know what’s coming out next?”

      Her lips curl into a slow grin. “Good point. Beatrice. Franny. Bring out the rest of the meal, please.”

      I bat my eyes at Beatrice, laying the charm on thick. “And while you’re at it, Bea, if you ever feel the need to admire this ruggedly handsome mug, you’re more than welcome to circle back. Feel me?”

      Pink dots form on her cheeks, as she dismissively waves a hand in my direction. “You’re trouble, Lucky.”

      “I’m just plain Lucky, Bea,” I say and raise an eyebrow.

      She chuckles under her breath and shakes her head before waving to Frannie to follow her out of the dining room.

      “You’re good with people,” Aria says with a smile as she stabs at her salad. “It seems to come easily to you.”

      “You mean my stunning facial artwork doesn’t detract from my charm?” I ask, pointing at my face.

      “No, just something I noticed about you. You fit in everywhere you go. It’s a quality I envy.”

      “It’s one I adopted over the years,” I tell her, opting for honesty. “I was a scrawny little kid back in the day.” I shake my head at the memory. “Anyway, where I grew up, I was a target for all the bullies, so I had to learn to talk my way out of an ass whooping or two or a few dozen.”

      “A few dozen?” she says with a note of alarm. “Tough neighborhood.”

      “One of the toughest,” I confirm. “But it worked more often than it didn’t. So, then I learned to use the same skills to woo the ladies. Some might say my mouth is my second best asset.” I wiggle my brows until she laughs. The sound is genuine and feminine as fuck.

      “You are truly ridiculous, Lucky.”

      “A mighty fine compliment from a woman who eats a three-course meal in the middle of the week. Talk about ridiculous.”

      “It’s not my rules.” She’s not saying that for sympathy, I realize, just as the housekeepers return with the rest of the food.

      I keep an eye on Aria, watching how she smiles at the staff, but it doesn’t reach her eyes. Everything is kind of wooden, as if she’s going through the motions but not really present.

      “Thank you, beautiful ladies, for this fine feast,” I say to the women.

      Frannie says, “Enjoy your dinner,” and they make their exit.

      As soon as they leave, I pile more food on my plate and make exaggerated, appreciative noises because, for some fucking reason, I want to make the princess feel better.

      “I promise not to eat everything, Lucky,” she laughs. “Feel free to slow down.”

      I nod and dig into the butteriest mashed potatoes that have ever been in my mouth. “Damn, these are delicious. Eat up. Butter is good for the curves.”

      She takes about half the amount that’s on my plate and the same is true for all the other dishes. “Happy?”

      “More for me,” I shrug and keep eating. For a few long minutes, we eat in silence, and it’s nice. The tension is gone, and it’s quiet. “Aria.”

      She freezes, and her gaze slowly crawls across the table before eventually meeting my eyes. “Yes?”

      I put my fork down. “I have the MC looking into what’s going on with your father, but I won’t know anything until tomorrow, at least. That means we could be here for a while. Together.”

      “I know,” she says in a matter-of-fact tone. “I know.”

      “I think we should call a truce. It’ll make us both less miserable, and if you learn to love how awesome I am, then you’re more likely to listen to me when I’m babysitting you. Not that you’re a baby, well…sometimes.”

      Her lips twitch, and I know she’s going to agree. “What if I like making you miserable?”

      “You know what makes me miserable, princess?”

      She licks her lips and takes a bite of potatoes. “What’s that?”

      “An unfinished blow job.”

      She freezes, and I think she’s going to flip her shit. Instead, she throws her head back and laughs. “So ridiculous,” she says more to herself than to me. “Fine, Lucky, you have a truce.”

      “Perfect. And now that we’re friends, maybe you’ll want to indulge with me tonight?”

      “Indulge in unfinished blowjobs? I’ll pass.”

      “No, silly. My boys brought me some tequila, which probably isn’t your thing, but I have Maker’s Mark.”

      She smiles. “Nonsense. We’re friends, and we’re having molten lava cakes for dessert. You know what that means, don’t you?”

      I frown. “That we’re going to drink booze and eat fancy chocolate?”

      She laughs. “Close.” She stands and drops her napkin on the table beside her plate. “Out on the terrace, if you go right, there are cushioned loungers, perfect for drinking under the stars. Meet you there in ten minutes? I’ll bring the booze.”

      I nod. “In the spirit of our truce, I’m not going to double-check that this isn’t some elaborate joke, and you’re going to leave me out there all night.”

      “Good,” she laughs. “But it’s not. I promise.”

      Ten minutes later, Aria strolls onto the terrace in that itty bitty pink dress that does dangerous things for her legs. And she’s carrying a bottle of amber liquid and two crystal tumblers.

      I throw my arms back on the chair and give her a deep gaze. “It’s about time. I was getting thirsty out here.”

      Her laugh sounds sweet and melodic, bouncing off the building and echoing on the small pond in the distance.

      “Poor baby biker,” she coos. “I have just the thing.” She holds up the bottle excitedly, and my eyes round in shock.

      “Is that the Gold Label?”

      “Not just Gold Label, Lucky.” Her haughty tone returns for a moment. “Gold Label VIP,” she clarifies and hands me the bottle. “You can do the honors.”

      “You sure?”

      She nods. “Daddy won’t even know if it’s gone, and if he does, well, he should have used one of his phone calls to check in on his only child.”

      “That sounds like we’re drinking away your sorrows tonight, sweetheart.”

      “I don’t think that’s going to work, but it’s worth a shot.”

      And that’s precisely what we do, drink until the stars blur in the sky. Surprisingly, no more tears make an appearance, even though she bitches about her dad on and off. Mostly, we drink and shoot the shit and then drink a little bit more.

      Okay, a hell of a lot more.

      “I think I’m drunk,” she says and then giggles. She stands on wobbly legs, proving that she isn’t just drunk. She’s wasted.

      “If you’re not sure, that’s a good sign you’re drunk,” I tell her, standing to help steady her. “Let’s get you upstairs.”

      “You gonna tuck me in, Lucky?”

      I laugh at her tone and scoop her up in my arms, ignoring how those delicious curves feel against my body. She’s slender, but she has extra in all the right places. Like those smooth thighs on my arm, plump tits that I can’t help but stare at, and her ass that’s mere inches from my cock.

      “I might even tell you a bedtime story,” I joke as I carry her up the stairs. “You strike me as the fairytale sort of girl.”

      “Now, who’s making assumptions?” She laughs, and the sound vibrates through me. “But I’d pay good money to hear you tell me a fairytale.”

      “It’s a dirty fairytale, but that counts, right?” I make it up the staircase, and she helps by kicking the door open. I stop at the foot of her bed, and she holds on tight, making it impossible for me to toss her on top.

      “Lay with me?”

      Fuck yes, I think, but I say, “I don’t think that’s a good idea, Aria.”

      “I’m not asking you to fuck me, Lucky, just lay with me. Talk to me, or better yet, tell me that dirty fairytale. Please?” Those big brown eyes are trouble, and I’m learning right now just how much trouble.

      She’s hurting, I tell myself. She’s lonely and unsure of the future, that’s all. “Yeah, okay, I’ll lay with you. But don’t you dare try to take my virtue, Princess. I’ve got my eye on you.”

      She giggles and lets go this time when I lay her on the bed. “Thank you.”

      “Anytime.” It’s a good thing my brothers aren’t here now because they’d laugh their asses off at me sharing a bed with a woman, a gorgeous woman at that, fully clothed. No orgasms in sight.

      I’m either being punished or punked, and I’m not sure which. This fucking hard-on doesn’t care. He just wants some relief.

      Tomorrow can’t come soon enough.
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      Aria

      The sun peeks through my blinds, and I groan in a mixture of tiredness and contentment. I don’t remember climbing the stairs or falling into bed. All I remember is eating all of my lava cake and half of Lucky’s while he told me about his Greek grandmother, and I told him what I remember of my own mother.

      I sigh and stare at the ceiling, thinking about how wrong I was about Lucky. As wrong as I was about Chase, only in a completely different way.

      His outsides definitely don’t match what’s inside, but I’m slowly starting to figure out why. Lucky was shaped by his life experiences, his struggles, and it sounds like there were plenty. Maybe he was always going to end up in a biker gang. Maybe that’s his destiny.

      Lucky. I close my eyes and remember the feel of his strong arms, hard with corded muscles under my thighs and back, his broad chest holding me close. I inhale deeply and can still smell him, which makes me feverish and uncomfortable, so I turn to my side and hit a hard wall.

      A hard wall of man.

      Lucky.

      Shit!

      Confused, I take stock of myself—still wearing the pink Yves St Laurent dress and Lucky in his boxer briefs with all the important bits covered.

      Phew.

      ’’Now that I’m certain we didn’t fuck or fool around, I give myself permission to take in my fill of him. In addition to the tattoos on his face—the big glaring one written in Greek—his chest is covered, but he has a huge owl on his stomach. A closer look reveals scars, one on his right shoulder and another small, puckered scar just below his rib cage.

      It’s like a treasure map of his life, a series of battles and victories etched across his skin. Suddenly, I want to know everything about him, which is silly. We barely called a truce last night, and now I want to know his life story. Something must seriously be wrong with me.

      Yeah, you’re lonely and abandoned by everyone you love.

      That’s part of it, but it’s also because Lucky is easy to talk to. He’s plain-spoken, and he doesn’t judge, much like Frannie. I find that oddly comforting.

      “Take a picture ,sweetheart, it’ll last longer,” he mutters, his voice a gravelly whisper that’s barely audible.

      “Sorry!” Like a scared little girl, I jump up and race around the bed before I close the door to my en suite bathroom. I lean against the door, creating as much space between me and Lucky as possible.

      “Get a grip,” I tell myself and turn on the water to the shower. I have to admit—Lucky is incredibly good-looking. I’d gotten an incredible view of everything when he dropped that towel. Now, all the details are coming back to me now. The muscles. The tattoos. The smoldering confidence. The half-erect boner that was impressive even when he wasn’t fully hard.

      No, no brain, don’t go there!

      I strip out of my dress and panties and turn up the water temperature and pressure. Then I step into the shower, hoping to wash away the thoughts before they land me in hot water, metaphorically speaking.

      I definitely don’t need another poorly thought-out crush, particularly not on the guy who’s basically my bodyguard. Then again, I’ve always loved a good bodyguard romance.

      And now I’m thinking about getting hot and sweaty with the chiseled hunk occupying my bed. The six-pack abs make my mouth water, and when I think of those abs combined with that cocky smile, a shiver runs down my spine.

      My pussy pulses between my thighs and I’m sick of denying myself. Since Chase was a bust, and so was the guy before him—and the one before that—my pussy is sorely neglected.

      My hand wanders down my body and finds my clit swollen beyond belief. My pussy is slick with desire as images of Lucky’s hot body flood my mind.

      I think of him on his knees lapping at my juices, his big strong hands gripping my ass to keep me right where he needs me so he can feast on me. “Oh fuck,” I moan and let my head fall back, and my hand moves faster between my thighs.

      My clit swells even more, and I add a third finger, rubbing faster and harder, getting closer and closer to the climax I am so fucking desperate for that I can taste it.

      “Yes,” I pant as my leg muscles tighten all the way up to my ass. Pleasure is moments way. I feel it.

      “I got you all worked up just by being my sexy self, huh?”

      My eyes fly open wide and shock paralyzes me for a moment before I finally find myself blurting out a harsh, “Get the hell out of here!”

      Lucky flashes a wicked smile, and his gaze rakes over every inch of my naked body, so heavy I can practically feel his hands caressing me, his tongue sliding against my skin. “You sure?”

      I nod. “How long were you standing there?” I was so wrapped up in getting off that I didn’t even hear the door open.

      “The whole time. There’s something so fucking hot about watching a woman getting off.”

      “Creeper,” I say in a voice that’s so husky and thick with desire I wince.

      He shrugs, not at all put off by my words. “You got a show the other day, and now I want one.” He takes a step close, and dammit, my pussy clenches with want and need. “Damn good show, Princess.”

      My heart races faster than it ever has before as he steps even closer to me. “Lucky,” I growl.

      “You want me to finish you off? You looked so close it almost hurt to interrupt.” His smirk tells me he chose this moment perfectly just to fuck with me.

      “You wish.”

      “Maybe I do,” he says simply, his gaze never once leaving my body. “Maybe you do, too,” he says lightly as he finally turns away and heads toward the door, leaving it slightly ajar behind him.

      Damn him.

      I push down the disappointment, and I don’t think about why I wish he’d fought harder to stay, to finish me off, as he offered.

      “Dammit, I’m losing my mind.” The door is open, but my body is desperate for release, and my need to come is more important than propriety.

      “Fuck it,” I growl and pick up where I left off, imagining Lucky’s mouth doing wicked things to my pussy.

      I lean against the cool glass of the shower and push my hips forward to expose my clit to the cool air, rubbing circles faster and faster.

      “Ah, fuck,” I growl, thinking about his tongue slipping inside my pussy, his finger plunging deep in my ass while he moans his pleasure.

      “Ahhhh!!” Seconds later, my orgasm rips through me like a hurricane, so powerful it drowns out my screams as wave after wave crashes over me.

      After a few minutes of basking in post-orgasmic bliss, I reach for my lavender body wash, lathering up my body with luxurious suds that smell heavenly.

      When I step out of the shower fifteen minutes later, I feel damn near reborn—relaxed, recharged, and oddly content.

      I’m feeling like a million bucks, ready to conquer the day. Even Coco seems to sense the positive energy in the air as he wags his tail and runs circles around me. I take my time getting ready, putting on a fabulous outfit that makes me feel like a superstar. Even though we’re stuck inside the house, I put on makeup and style my hair.

      Being cooped up here is a constant reminder of everything that’s wrong in my world. My dad’s missing, and the feds won’t give me any information about his whereabouts. He hasn’t even bothered to call home. But I refuse to let this ruin my day before it even starts.

      A quick spritz of perfume, and I’m ready to face the day head-on. I know what I need to do. I need answers about my father’s shady business, and I know just where to get them. So I slide on my casual espadrilles to match my pink dress and make my way down the stairs, heart racing with anticipation.

      I head toward Daddy’s office, which has always been off-limits to me. But today is different. I need to find out what he’s into to get a clue about where he might be. I push open the doors and step inside, taking in the dark décor, the imposing desk, and the leather furniture.

      It feels like I’ve stepped straight into a James Bond movie.

      I plop down in my dad’s chair, spinning around like a Bond girl. I survey the room, trying to figure out where to start. And then, like a beacon in the night, I see it. The hideous watercolor painting that’s hiding Daddy’s safe. I can almost hear the dramatic music swelling in the background.

      “That’s where I’ll start,” I say out loud to no one but Coco, who looks up at me with his tongue hanging out as if to say, “I knew you’d figure it out, boss.”

      I leap up from the chair, practically skipping over to the painting. I take a deep breath, and with a flourish, I pull it off the wall. The safe is right there, staring back at me like a locked puzzle waiting to be solved.

      I crack my knuckles, ready to get to work. It’s time to channel my inner spy and find out what the hell my dad’s been up to.

      This is going to be fun.
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      Lucky

      “Are you bored as fuck over there with the princess or have you bent her over and fucked her senseless yet?” Banger, the club’s Road Captain, gives me one of his raunchy laughs that makes him sound like a pervert over the phone. Yet, I can’t help joining in, shaking my head at the delicious image.

      “Not bored, no.” I sigh and push off the bed, pacing the length of the guestroom across from Aria’s.

      “Also, not fucking her senseless.” Even though I want to fuck her more than I want my next breath at this point.

      “Damn man, you’re slippin’. She’s hot as fuck.”

      I pinch the bridge of my nose. “I’m also protecting her, remember?”

      “Yeah, yeah,” he says dismissively. “Pussy.”

      “Did you call just to fuck with me or what?”

      Banger laughs. “Nah, fucking with you is a bonus. I called for a reason,” he replies in a serious tone. “Remember I told you about my old life before Reckless Souls?”

      I nod even though he can’t see me. “I remember. The Bloodthirsty Fuckers or some shit like that?”

      “Bloodthirsty Devils, that’s my old gang, and guess what?”

      “What,” I ask, even though I know what’s coming next.

      “They’re back in my life thanks to that dead fucker, Emiliano. And because they know where I am and who I’m with, it’s not just me they’re after.”

      Shit. “That’s tough, brother. But you did leave the gang, so they were probably always after you. Emiliano just helped them find you.”

      “Yeah, I fucking know that, but now our MC is in their crosshairs too, and that shit is eating me up.”

      The last thing we want is for our old lives to come back to bite the MC in the ass. “What can I do?”

      “I wish I fucking knew, brother. Demon is a fucking psycho, and he’s probably gotten worse over the years.”

      His words shake loose the memory of that red lowrider, and I feel a clutch in my chest. “They might be closer than you think.” I describe the two times it stalked us to illustrate how serious this shit is.

      “Fuck, man, don’t tell me that. Willow already says I’m being too overprotective,” he snorts. “How can a man wanting to protect his woman be too any goddamn thing, brother?”

      I sigh because I don’t have a woman, but I have an Aria, and I know how much she resents me being here. I also know I’d protect her with my life.

      “You do what needs to be done when it comes to keeping your woman safe. She’ll forgive you when she’s around to forgive you.”

      Banger snorts again, and I can hear his frustration coming through loud and clear.

      “I know, Banger, but now ain’t the time to get all defeatist and shit, ya feel me? You know these assholes, and more than that, you know their weaknesses. Let’s hit them there and make it fucking hurt. I wish I was there to help.”

      Instead, I’m stuck here babysitting this tempting as fuck woman who hates my fucking existence.

      “We all have our parts to play, Lucky, and right now, your part is princess-sitting Aria, which is already helping the MC. Shades says those ledgers have some really interesting shit in ‘em.”

      My ears perk up at the mention of the ledgers. “Yeah? What did he find?”

      “Didn’t say yet, only that he found interesting shit. I’ll let you know, but man, I need to go. You comin’ around again anytime soon?”

      I laugh, but there’s no humor in it. “You tell me, brother. You know exactly where I am. And where I’ll be for the foreseeable future.”

      With Geoffrey in the custody of the feds, this could be a long assignment, but like Banger said, we all have our parts to play. Right now, my part is half babysitter and half bodyguard.

      The call ends, and I search for the body I’m protecting because she’s not in her room and she’s not in the kitchen. The fucking house has so many goddamn rooms she could be anywhere. Since I don’t think she’s dumb enough to leave the house without me, I take my time going from room to room to find her.

      At the end of a dark hall, I spot large wooden doors open slightly. As I get closer, I see a sliver of bookshelves, and I step just over the threshold. Aria sits behind a giant wooden desk, and I catch her by surprise.

      “What are you doing?”

      She startles, then looks up with a smirk. “Snooping, duh.”

      “Why?”

      “Because,” she sighs and meets my stare head-on. “I have a feeling there’s a lot I don’t know, and I’m sick of being in the dark. You probably know more about my father than I do.”

      Something about the vulnerability in her voice gets to me, and instead of giving her shit, I step closer to the desk.

      “I like snooping. Want some help?”

      Surprise flashes in her brown eyes, but it disappears quickly. She shrugs as if she doesn’t care either way, which is bullshit, but I let it slide.

      “Sure. If you want.”

      I look around the room and see stacks of folders on the sofa and a wall safe hanging open. “Anything, in particular, you’re looking for?”

      “Anything. Everything.”

      “Got it.” I sit down on the leather sofa next to a bookcase. Aria has stacked neat piles of folders on the soft kidskin, so I begin there. I sift through each one, page by page. Geoffrey Morgan has been holding out on everyone, it seems, and for a long damn time. The man is even more loaded than we initially thought.

      “Your father is a busy man.” Wealthy as fuck, too.

      “That’s the one thing I’m already aware of,” she says in her snooty voice. “His business takes him away often and for long periods of time.”

      That much I can see for myself, but what’s surprising is that Arturo Rojas isn’t the only cartel leader he’s in bed with. “Do you know Paco Gutierrez?”

      Aria frowns and shakes her head. “No. There are only a handful of Hispanic businessmen that I know, and I’d remember someone named Paco. Why do you ask?”

      “He’s the head of the Sanguine cartel.”

      Her shocked expression confirms that Geoffrey’s done a damn good job of keeping his daughter in the dark about all his dirty dealings.

      “Like the guys who cut off body parts and kill cops?”

      “Yep.” And the more folders I go through, the more I learn how much Morgan has his hands in, starting with human trafficking, prostitution, and even art smuggling.

      I page through another folder, close my eyes in disgust, and mutter, “Shit.”

      “What?” Aria gets up and sits beside me on the sofa, her sweet-smelling, expensive perfume distracting as fuck. “What did you find?”

      “A lot. Are you sure you want to know?”

      Aria is a hard ass on the surface, but it’s easy to see beneath the thin veneer to the hurt little girl in her heart.

      “It’s not good or bad, Aria. It just is. But it’s not what you might expect.”

      “Just tell me what you found,” she growls, folding her arms so her tits are pushed up high and hard to ignore.

      “Your dad is into everything. His import/export business is the black market, Aria.”

      She shakes her head. “You’re wrong. He works with Arturo because the money helps keep the lights on, but Morgan International is the company that everyone who’s anyone uses to transport their most valuable goods from one location to the next.”

      I laugh. “Old Geoffrey should have you do his commercials. Is that why you’re his marketing expert?”

      “Funny,” she growls and snatches the papers from me.

      “I’m serious,” I tell her and take the folder back, holding it out of her reach. “Do you want to tarnish the image you have of dear ol’ daddy?”

      She pushes off the sofa and starts pacing the length of the big office, her long golden legs eating up the distance easily. “This is such bullshit, Lucky.”

      “I didn’t create the fucking information, Aria. It’s here in black and white.”

      While she’s distracted, I snap photos of dozens of pages that prove the extent of Morgan’s reach. It’s nothing that will fuck up the MC or our business, but this is the type of information that we can use to our advantage. It probably makes me an asshole, plotting to blackmail Aria’s father, but business is business.

      “I need to see it,” she says and stops pacing. “I have to know everything, so I can figure out how to help him.”

      She marches to the sofa and drops down beside me, taking the folders out of my hands. “You can find something else to do.”

      I stare at her for a second and tell myself I must be a glutton for punishment, being attracted to this pain in the ass.

      “Don’t you rich people take etiquette classes or something?”

      She laughs and waves at me dismissively. “That’s for dinner parties and public events, not for snooping through my father’s personal effects. Just, please, go do something else. Check the safe.”

      I glare at her and push off the sofa. “Fine, but only because you asked so fucking nicely.” I take a quick minute to text Wild Man.

      Just sent some interesting stuff to you through that app you made us all download.

      The encrypted one, I hope.

      Yep

      I don’t know much about all that tech shit, but Wild Man knows his shit. I trust him, so I downloaded it and used it as he requested.

      Looking into it now, Lucky. Thanks.

      I glance at Aria, but the wide open safe calls to me, and I go to it, noting that most of these files had been inside here at some point. Aria must have removed them in her quest to learn about Geoffrey.

      It’s a standard safe with a mechanical combo lock, all hard metal, with three shelves. But the bottom shelf is slightly loose. I lift it, finding a keypad. This must be where Morgan hides the serious shit.

      I can’t even imagine what the fuck is in here, considering the shit that was in the safe.

      “Aria.”

      “Busy,” she sings sarcastically.

      I glare at her over my shoulder, but I hold my tongue because I want to look first, see what other secrets Geoffrey Morgan is hiding.

      “What’s your birthday Aria?”

      “May seventeenth, nineteen ninety-eight.” She laughs. “You plan on buying me a present?”

      I laugh and press the digits on the keypad. “You mean keeping you alive isn’t enough?” The latch pops open, revealing a much smaller space, and I push it up with my fingertips.

      “That’s more of a gift for the world. I prefer jewels.”

      I laugh, but my focus is on the glinting gold that I can see but can’t quite figure out what it is. “Of course you do.”

      Girls like Aria think the more something costs, the more special it is. I stick two fingers inside the small area, wondering how in the fuck Morgan got anything at all into this tiny space. The only way he could have gotten anything into the smaller safe was if he put it in first, which means it’s vitally important. Then I touch it. My fingertips clasp something hard and metal. I don’t want to believe what my brain is telling me. I freeze.

      “Shit.”

      “What,” Aria asks absently.

      I don’t answer, but when I pull the object out, I’m struck fucking dumb.

      “Unreal.” In my hands isn’t just a metal something. It’s attached to what at first, I think is a leather case because I want it to be a leather case. But of course, it isn’t just a fucking leather case. It’s a goddamn badge.

      “Aria,” I bark at her to get her attention.

      “What?” She answers in that same dismissive way of hers but fuck that, I’m not having it today.

      I cross the room and grab a handful of her hair, pulling it back so her gaze meets mine. “Did you know anything about this?”

      I hold the leather object up so she can see the badge and identification card showing a photo of a very young and clean-cut Geoffrey Morgan. “Did you?”

      “Ow!” She smacks at my hand, but I don’t release her. “Did I know what?”

      I step closer, until barely an inch separates us. “Did you know that your fucking father is fucking DEA?”

      “What?” she screeches. “No way! Are you sure you can even read?”

      I keep a tight grip on her hair and step back, forcing her to stand up while I read the badge.

      “Steven Morgan Jefferson. Date of birth, December fourth, nineteen sixty-nine. Badge issue date, January nineteen ninety-one. Fucking nineteen ninety-one, Aria. That’s years before you were born. So tell me the fucking truth right now.”

      “No, okay! I don’t know a goddamn thing about it. Where did you find this?”

      “In the safe within the safe. Your birthday opened it up right up.”

      She snorts. “At least he knows my birthday.”

      “Focus, Aria. This badge says that your father is a DEA agent and has been for more than thirty years.”

      “His name is Geoffrey Morgan, not Steven Jefferson.”

      “Exactly. Which means he’s undercover. Tell me what you know,” I bark angrily.
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      Aria

      “I don’t know shit,” I squeal, which makes me feel like a total fucking idiot. How could I not know something so important?

      “How could he hide this from me?” My hand snakes up Lucky’s arm to grip his wrist. The grip he has on my hair is pissing me off and turning me on at the same time, making it impossible to focus on this critical information. “Let me go, you animal.”

      His lips curl into a dark smile, and his grip tightens, and I swear that pleasure-pain sensation goes straight to my pussy.

      “Answer me,” he barks.

      My hands fall to my sides, forcing him to adjust his hold. “This is news to me, Lucky. I swear. Was there anything else in the safe?”

      His hand loosens, and he releases his grip on my hair, shoving me into the desk chair and glaring so intensely, I fear he’s burning a hole in my head.

      “Stay,” he orders.

      My nostrils flare at his command, but I clamp my thighs shut because, apparently, the demanding thing does it for me. “I’m not a fucking dog.”

      He smiles. “Who can tell when you’re such a bitch all the time?”

      “Asshole,” I grumble to myself and focus on his ass while he’s facing Daddy’s safe. It’s a fine ass encased in denim, but even the sight of it isn’t enough to make me forget that my father has been lying to me my entire life.

      “It doesn’t make any sense. Daddy is a successful businessman, and he has a few shady associates.”

      Though, based on all the information I uncovered today, it’s more than a few shady associates. As hard as it is to admit, I have no clue about my father’s life.

      Lucky grunts, and then turns to face me. “It’s just more paperwork,” he says, a folder about two inches thick in his hand.

      “Paperwork often contains details. Need me to read it for you?” I know I’m being a bitch, but right now, I’m reeling, and I don’t know what the fuck else to do.

      Lucky shoots me a dark stare but otherwise says nothing. He turns to the folder, opening it slowly, his gaze bouncing over the words. He’s silent as he turns page after page, saying nothing, offering no details as if I’m not right here and desperate to know everything.

      “Lucky!”

      He looks up, a stupid smirk on his handsome face. “Yes?”

      “What is it?”

      He shrugs. “Don’t know, sweetheart. I’m havin’ trouble soundin’ out some of the big words.”

      I want to scream, but my mind wanders back to the name on the DEA badge. Steven Morgan Jefferson. It’s an easy name to remember and so eerily close to Geoffrey Morgan that the truth starts to sink in, hard and fast.

      “Lucky,” I call out again, this time my tone is breathless and full of panic.

      “Hold on a sec. I need to read this.” He’s still focusing on the papers, and whatever he’s learning puts a frown on his face.

      “Lucky!”

      “You’re being a real pain in the—”

      “Goddammit, Lucky, will you listen for one fucking minute? If his name isn’t Geoffrey Morgan, does that mean I’m not Aria Morgan?” And if I’m not Aria Morgan, who the hell am I?”

      My breath comes in short, shallow gasps, and my vision goes dark around the edges.

      “Shit,” Lucky growls and drops to his knees in front of me. “Breathe, Aria.” He inhales deeply and exhales slowly. “Follow my breaths,” he repeats gently and keeps breathing in and out, in and out, until I join him.

      My vision starts to clear, and my heart doesn’t feel as if it’s going to jump out of my chest, but the unsettled feeling of panic intensifies.

      “This is…no. It can’t be true,” I say as tears fall down my cheeks. My shoulders shake and my chest heaves as the tears turn to sobs that shake my whole body.

      “This. Can’t. Be.”

      Lucky stands and wraps me in his arms, holding me close while I lose my shit. His chest is hard, warm, and he smells good, like earth and man. I clutch at his t-shirt and let my tears fall, let the sobs escape because I have to get this out somehow.

      The anger and the hurt, the confusion and the white-hot fucking rage at the unfairness of everything. Daddy works for the federal government, and he never told me. Never said a fucking word, proving once again that I mean nothing to him.

      Less than nothing, in fact.

      I hate that it’s Lucky here with me, that he’s the one comforting me during the second most traumatic time in my life. I thought Mom dying was bad. And it was. Truly horrendous, but this somehow feels worse.

      “It’s not the end of the world,” he whispers and rubs my back. “Dads lie all the time.”

      “Maybe, but even you have to admit this is a big fucking lie. This is, I don’t know, Lucky. I don’t know who the hell I am anymore.”

      “You’re Aria Morgan, a huge pain in my ass. It’s just a name.”

      I pull back and stare up at him. “You don’t believe that.”

      His hazel gaze locks with mine, and the air between us crackles.

      “What makes you say that?”

      “Spartan,” I say through gritted teeth and poke the tattoo written in Greek above his brow. “I looked it up on Google.”

      “I was in the Spartan Brigade in the Army, that’s all.”

      “Sure, but you said your Grandmother was Greek, so this is a way for you to honor her and your service. So, no, it’s not just a name.”

      “Jesus Christ, Aria. My grandma’s name was not—and never has been—spartan. Being Greek was part of who my grandma was, part of her heritage, but she happily took my grandfather’s name when they married. You get to decide who the fuck you are, Aria, not some name on a paper.”

      I suck in a sharp breath at his words, at the very idea that of all the people in the world, it’s this man right here who gets me.

      “Lucky.”

      I stare into his darkened hazel eyes, and again, the air between us sizzles. Even though I know I shouldn’t, my mouth finds his easily. Sparks fly as if we’ve been kissing our entire lives.

      It’s like no kiss I’ve ever experienced before. There is no slow start, no getting to know each other. Instantly, the kiss is hot, fevered, and frenzied, like it’s been too long since either of us has had a physical connection. His hand fists in my hair with the same intensity as before, only without the anger, and again I feel the tug between my thighs, so keen my clit pulses.

      I take my time and put my hands on his chest. Slowly, I slide them down over the hard planes of his pecs and down the bumpy ridges of his abs until I’m at his waistband. My fingertips loop inside, feeling the heat of his flesh. His dick is rigid against me, hard and long, and tempting me to do things I simply don’t do with just anyone.

      I want Lucky more than I’ve ever wanted or desired another person. There’s something about his rough gentleness, something about the way he looks at me even when he’s pissed off that I find endlessly appealing. His hands palm my ass and then squeeze. The sensation hits my pussy again, and I can feel my panties getting wetter by the second.

      I pull back just enough to look at his face and see disappointment flash in his eyes. I smile and lick my lips.

      “How about we take this upstairs to my room?” I’m too turned on, too amped up to worry about rejection right now.

      “Upstairs?”

      I nod and pull away until our bodies separate completely. “That’s where I’ll be.” I turn and walk away, putting an extra swing in my hips because I really want him to follow me.
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      Lucky

      Damn, this girl’s a cock tease.

      I follow her up the stairs, my cock leading the way. At the top of the stairs, she disappears into her room, and then Coco appears, barking up a storm.

      “Not today, buddy.” I step over the dog and close the door behind me, muffling the sound of his barking.

      Inside the pink room, I focus on Aria because it feels weird as fuck to have all this pink surround me. It’s not just pink, but like super-duper girly pink. She looks nervous, and I go completely still.

      “You’re not a virgin, are you, Aria?” I like to fuck as much as the next guy, but I can’t take the virginity of a chick I’m protecting. That shit has trouble written all over it.

      She shrugs. “Yes and no. Not really.”

      My gaze darkens, and even though the sight of her naked tits makes my mouth water and my cock strain against my zipper, I stay where I am.

      “I don’t like games, Aria.”

      This chick is a master at playing games, and I wouldn’t put it past her to get me all fucking hot, only to kick me out with blue balls.

      “I promise, it’s not a game,” she assures me, her expression softening.

      “Then what are you doing?”

      “Explaining.” She grunts and rolls her eyes like I’m the fucking idiot here. “I’m a vagina virgin because I’m saving that for marriage, but…” she sighs, and her gaze darts around the room.

      “But?” The word squeezes between my clenched teeth because I’m trying really hard to focus with all the blood rushing to my hard cock.

      “But you can fuck my ass. I do everything else, just not…vagina stuff.”

      Aria’s holding her breath like she’s waiting for me to freak out or reject her, which I wouldn’t even if I could at this moment. She tugs her full bottom lip between her teeth, and the delicate skin at the base of her throat flutters nervously.

      “So…you game, Biker Boy?” She asks with a twinkle in her eyes.

      “Fuck yeah, I’m game,” I say simply. I really want to plunge my cock into her pussy, especially now that I know no man has ever been there before. Badly. “I’ll fuck your pretty little ass if that’s what you want.”

      Surprise and heat flare in her eyes at my words. She nods and takes a step forward, and then another, until she’s standing in front of the ugliest fucking pink armoire I’ve ever seen. She opens it and steps back, revealing row after row of lube. There’s cotton candy and pina colada-flavored lube. She has water-based and gel-based, silicone lube, and even warming lube.

      She’s a fucking pro. My cock gets harder just looking at her selection. Aria is a woman who knows what she wants, and she’s willing to do what it takes to get it, which I find hot as fuck.

      “Pick your favorite,” I tell her.

      Her lips curl into a small smile, and she grabs one, bubble gum flavor, and then strawberry. She extends a hand to me, and I shake my head.

      “Not yet.” I grab them from her and toss them on the bed without looking. “Come here, Aria.”

      She doesn’t say anything at first, just takes a small step. After a brief pause to muster up some confidence, she walks over to me and stops, saying casually, “I’m here.”

      “Okay, smartass,” I tell her. “Get naked.”

      She pulls the bottom of her dress over her head and tosses it across the room.

      “Damn girl. You’re not too excited about this, are you?”.”

      She stops and looks at me. Her breath hitches, and her eyes darken with lust at my words. “Way fucking excited.”

      Her nipples harden, and she removes the tiniest lace panties I’ve ever seen. She kicks them aside, her gaze never leaving mine. “Better?”

      “Yeah, I’d say it is. You know I’m going to make you come at least three times before I fuck that ass.”

      “Not gonna happen, dude.” I can see her pulse racing wildly in her throat. “I can’t come more than once.”

      I smile. “That’s ‘cause you’ve never been with a real man.” I strip down until I’m left in my boxer briefs, growing harder at the fiery stare she’s wearing.

      “Shit,” she whispers, and I smile.

      “Like what you see, Princess?”

      “It’s huge.”

      “Scared?” I chuckle and lean forward, taking one hard nipple between my lips and sucking until she’s moaning and arching into me.

      “Excited,” she says as I take the other nipple and do the same, back and forth until they’re hard, and she shivers. Her fingers spear through my hair, and I continue teasing her tits until she’s squirming on the bed.

      “Lie back,” I command.

      She lies back, staring up at me hesitantly.

      “Open up for me, Aria.” She hesitates, and I rest my chin on her knees. “Open. Up.” I ease my shoulders between her thighs until she’s bared to me. “Look at these swollen pussy lips,” I say and lightly smack her pussy. “Are you wet for me, princess?”

      She nods and licks her lips, totally fucking turned on.

      “Good.” I lean forward until her pussy is a breath away, slipping one finger through her folds and spreading her wide. “Pink and swollen and wet. Perfect.” I slide my tongue across her clit, and she jumps.

      “Oh, fuck!”

      I smile and flick my tongue over her clit in quick pulses that make her wiggle beneath me. I use my hands against her hips to keep her against the bed before slipping my tongue inside her pussy.

      “Oh, God!” She bucks her hips up and cries out. “Lucky!”

      Her legs tremble, and I know she’s close, but I’m not ready to let her come yet, so I tease my tongue in and out of her while my thumbs double-team her clit. Her grip tightens in my hair, and she’s thrusting up, fucking my face and rubbing her pussy all over me.

      “Lucky, please. Oh fuck. I need to come.”

      “Look at me,” I demand, and she pushes up on her elbows. Her gaze collides with mine as I lower myself again and flick my tongue against her clit. “Look at me,” I growl again when her eyes flutter shut, and when she looks at me, I suck her clit into my mouth. My eyes never leaving hers.

      “Oh my God, Lucky!” Her legs quiver, and her belly shoots in and out in short panting breaths. “Lucky,” she shouts again, and I suck harder until she comes hard and fast, my name on her lips like a fucking prayer.

      “Oh God, oh shit,” she pants with a wide, satisfied grin.

      “That’s number one,” I remind her and kiss my way up her body.

      “That’s it,” she insists as she arches into my touch and grinds her pussy against me. “But I’m happy to play.”

      I pull back with a smile. “Taste yourself on me.”

      Heat flares in her eyes, and she leans up, but Aria doesn’t do anything the simple way. She doesn’t kiss me. Oh hell no, she licks my bottom lip with a moan and then my top lip.

      “Delicious,” she purrs and licks all around my mouth until every drop of her honey is gone. “Anything else you want me to taste?”

      I roll onto my back. “My cock,” I tell her and motion for her to take off my boxer briefs.

      She does and fists my cock in one hand, cupping my balls in the other. “Perfect,” she groans and leans forward to swipe her tongue against my cock.

      My hips buck up, and she giggles.

      “Bring me that pussy.”

      She frowns. “I told you already—”

      “Now, Aria.” She thinks she’s in charge here, but I’m about to show her who’s running this fucking show. The sight of her pussy from this angle and that pretty puckered asshole is enough to make me want to end this game now, but I can’t. “Lower.”

      She lowers her body until her pussy is a tongue swipe away, but I tease her, gripping her ass cheeks and spreading her wide and blowing cool air on her hot cunt.

      “Lucky,” she moans and leans forward to take my cock. She takes me fast and so fucking deep she’s gagging on me, and I know what she’s doing. Proving a point.

      I tease her pussy, licking around her opening and making her squirm. I fuck her with my tongue, barely able to focus because my cock keeps hitting the back of her throat. I buck up and smile at the way she takes all of me. I wrap one arm around her waist, keeping her pussy pinned to my mouth.

      From here, it takes no time to get her to the edge. She’s getting off on sucking me off, and her pussy is drenched, dripping down my throat and my chin, all over my face.

      “Lucky,” she moans around my cock, and I thrust up again. “Mmm,” she moans.

      One French kiss to her pussy later, and she’s crying out my name and grinding against my face as she rides out orgasm number two. I lick her until the aftershocks stop, and she’s pulling away from me. “That’s number two.”

      Aria rolls over with a satisfied sigh. “I can’t believe I came again.” Her words are breathless and amusing. “I’m shocked. And impressed.”

      I rise on my knees, turning Aria onto her stomach before shoving a pillow under her. “Perfect.” I spread her legs apart, pressing kisses down her spine until I come to her ass, licking down her crack until I reach her asshole. My tongue dips inside, and she moans, lifting her ass to get closer, but I’m teasing her, dipping my tongue in and out. In and out.

      “Please,” she begs, and to be honest, my cock is about to explode.

      I lick and tongue her ass, my fingers playing her clit like a guitar while Aria moans and cries, arching and bucking to reach for that next orgasm.

      “Relax,” I tell her with a laugh.

      “You relax,” she shoots back. “I’m about to come again.”

      “You’re trying too hard.” I smack her ass, leaving a red imprint of my hand. “Relax.”

      Her body relaxes against the bed, and I slip my tongue back into her asshole, rubbing my fingers over her clit while my thumb teases her pussy.

      A low wail escapes, deep and guttural, and I don’t stop, don’t increase the intensity of what I’m doing. Her moans get louder and longer, her hands fist the bedding and a few seconds later, the dam breaks, and she’s coming again. I grab her thighs to keep her from moving away from me and lick her clit like my life depends on it. Just as I slide a finger in her ass, Aria loses control, and her moans turn into something sub-human, feral.

      Finally, she goes slack and collapses against the bed. “Oh, God, Lucky. What the fuck was that?”

      I smile. “Number three.”

      Aria smiles at me over her shoulder. “Please fuck me, Lucky. I want to feel that monster dick in my ass.

      I smile and run my finger through the wetness from her clit to her asshole, eliciting a shiver from her. “If you insist, Princess.”
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      I will never—and I mean NEVER—forget this night.

      After three orgasms, Lucky flips me onto my back with a sexy smile I know I won’t forget.

      I stare up at his face. He’s definitely bad-boy handsome. I am completely transfixed by him, lost in the moment as the blunt head of his cock smacks against my clit.

      “Ah!” The word comes out with a hiss, and I arch into him. The sensation makes my legs tremble, and I bite down on my bottom lip.

      “You hear that,” he growls and smacks my clit again. “All that sweet juice because you’re so fucking wet.” He’s smiling down at his cock, big and powerful and demanding.

      “Lucky,” I moan, pushing my hips up, anticipating the next smack.

      “You’re gonna come again, Princess. Just know that.”

      I shake my head, though secretly, I’m hoping for another. Hell, my body is preparing for it already if he keeps smacking his cock against my clit like that. “Doubtful.”

      He laughs and keeps torturing my clit as my breaths start to come in shorter gasps and my toes curl, all signs that my orgasm is close.

      “Not yet, though,” he says, teasing me, opening my thighs even more as he slides his cock down past my opening and to my ass, pressing gently. “Nope, not yet.”

      “Lucky,” I growl.

      He sends me a toothy grin and leans forward with his lips pursed as a long stream of spit drops from his mouth to my asshole. I should be grossed out, but I can’t look away. He rubs the saliva all around my puckered hole and slips one finger in. “Tight.”

      “Of course,” I shoot back, sighing with pleasure as he sinks that finger in a little deeper. “More,” I moan.

      Lucky smiles at my command, leaning forward so slowly I want to scream until, finally, his tongue thrusts in and out of my pussy a good ten or twelve times before he slips out and nibbles my clit. “Good?”

      “Not good enough,” I pant and thrust my hips toward his mouth.

      He laughs, leaning across my body, and I take advantage of his position to swipe my tongue across his nipple. When Lucky pulls back, he’s holding the pink bottle of lube.

      The scent of cotton candy fills the room as he squirts the cool liquid on my pussy lips, watching it drip down to my asshole. He rubs it all over my pussy and slips two fingers inside of me, thrusting in long slow strokes that amp up my desire until I feel as if I’m going to explode.

      “Damn, girl,” he groans and licks his lips. “You sure you don’t want this dick in there?”

      “I’m sure. My ass, please!”

      A low chuckle escapes, and he keeps that sexy intense smile on his face, slowly removing his fingers from my pussy. “Love to hear you beg, Princess.”

      I roll my eyes, but damn when he calls me Princess now, it feels less like an insult and more like a term of endearment.

      “Please,” I moan as he rubs slow circles against my clit. “Please make me come, Lucky.”

      His gaze darkens, and he sits up, grabbing the bottle again and squeezing more pink gel from the bottle all over his cock. He’s looking at me and stroking that perfectly thick cock. “You want this cock, Princess?”

      I nod. “Yes, please.”

      “Good,” he growls and nudges my asshole with the tip of his cock, pushing in slowly. “So fucking tight,” he growls as the head eases its way in.

      “Your dick is huge,” I tell him and take a few breaths to relax.

      “You okay?” he asks.

      “Yeah, it hurts so fucking good.”

      Lucky pushes another inch in. “Fuck,” he growls, gripping the inside of my thighs tight as he sinks more of his cock into my ass. He’s staring down at me, and the look on his face has me wetter than I’ve ever been.

      “You good? I’m not hurting you?”

      “No,” I moan, pushing myself onto him. “I want more.”

      He grins and starts to thrust, pushing himself deeper into my ass. His cock is thick and bigger than I’ve ever had, and it feels incredible. I let out a sharp gasp with every inch of his cock.

      “Oh God, Lucky,” I moan, gripping the sheets as I feel myself getting closer to the edge. He pushes in farther, and I can barely breathe, but it hurts so fucking good. Goosebumps pop up all over my overheated skin. “Lucky,” I moan. “More.”

      He smiles and leans back, watching his dick going in and out of my asshole. “Your ass is beautiful, eating my cock like this.” He thrusts his hips, and I grunt. Something about being with Lucky makes me not care that I’m covered in my juices or that the mess we’ll make after this sexcapade doesn’t matter. I feel like I can be myself. Kinks and all.

      “Ahh…” Lucky teases my clit between his thumb and forefinger, yanking a low growl from my chest.

      “Yes,” I moan.

      In response, his hips move faster, and his thumb fingers my clit, and my eyes flutter shut, my body experiencing such overwhelming pleasure that all I can do is feel what he’s doing to me.

      “You’re close,” he growls, gripping my left thigh with his free hand and placing my foot on his chest before doing the same with the right leg.

      “Oh. Fuck.” His cock sinks in that final inch, and I can feel his balls smack against me with every thrust. “Lucky,” I cry out because it’s too good and too much, and pleasure floods my body.

      He slows down, and I shoot him a deadly stare.

      “Did you say something, Princess?”

      I glare at him, and he slows even more. It’s a battle of wits that I know I’m going to lose because I am so close to coming again—the fourth time!—that I would do anything he asks for to get another orgasm. “Please, Lucky,” I growl. “Please fuck me until I come again.”

      “Fuck yeah,” he growls and pulls his cock nearly all the way out of me before he sinks deep in a wild roar that hits me straight in my soul.

      “Yes,” I cry out when he starts pumping my ass again. My body explodes into a million shards of light as pleasure pulses through me. My toes curl against his chest, my thighs tighten painfully, and then another eruption.

      “Damn girl,” he growls, fucking me harder and harder through my orgasm, his thumb working my clit.

      “Lucky,” I shout and push my feet against his chest. The slight change of angle sends him deeper inside, and his hips move like a man possessed. “Fill me up, Lucky. Come in my ass.”

      His gaze darkens and intensifies, his jaw clenches a moment before his body stills completely, and then I feel his cock pulsing within me.

      “Oh fuck, Princess.” His fingertips dig into my thighs, and his hips push forward in powerful thrusts, filling my asshole with warm jizz so hard, I can taste it. Finally, his body relaxes and a laugh escapes. “Fuck, Aria.”

      Watching that slow smile spread across his lips while my body still hums with pleasure is just the visual I need. I’m no longer thinking about the things I learned earlier. I’m completely immersed in pleasure and in this man. “I needed this, Lucky.”

      He looks at me, and I freeze slightly, waiting for our old rivalry to return as his cock eases out of my ass. I think he’s going to spin some cutting remark, but he leans forward, takes my nipple in his mouth, and sucks while his hand plays with my pussy.

      “Fuck!” This is impossible. “Lucky, it’s not going to happen.”

      He pulls back and blows on my nipple, smiling wide when it hardens instantly. “Is that a challenge?” His fingers push in deeper, and—oh, fuck—he’s found the spot. I grab his wrist and arch into his touch.

      “No. A fact,” I manage around several sharp breaths.

      “Okay.”

      I’m grinding on his hand, and my body erupts into a fifth orgasm, but this isn’t just an orgasm. It’s too much, and I feel as if every nerve in my body is exposed as I reach for the last drops of pleasure.

      “Lucky,” I growl and clamp onto his wrist. “Fuck.”

      His teeth sink into the soft flesh of my nipple, and my hips slam forward as a hot rush of liquid wets my thighs, his hand, and the bed.

      “Lucky!” The sound of the liquid combined with his fingers inside me is a hot reminder of what’s just happened. He doesn’t stop thrusting for another minute, and when he does stop and pulls back to look at me, I try to cover my face.

      “Don’t you fucking dare hide from me after that,” he growls. “Look at me, Aria.”

      I take my time, but when he pulls my chin and forces my gaze at him, he’s smiling. Not just smiling but proud and smug smiling. “What’s so funny?”

      “Funny? That was the fucking hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

      He groans and rubs his cock against my thigh.

      “That almost makes up for the fact that I can’t fuck this tight pussy of yours.” His mouth slams against mine, but the kiss is slow and sensual, almost as if he’s trying to bring me down gently from the high of five orgasms before he rolls onto his back beside me.

      “Fuck, I’m still coming,” he growls and looks down at his cock, leaking jizz from the tip.

      I laugh, and then silence falls between us. I wait for the usual post-sex awkwardness to come, where the guy tries to figure out how long he can wait before getting dressed and leaving. Where I pretend I won’t break out my magic bullet to get myself off because he didn’t. Only it never comes. It’s silent and relaxing, the air still humming with erotic heat.

      The bed shifts beside me, and I look away, but then I feel his arm around me, pulling me against his chest. “You are one big fucking surprise, Aria.”

      I sigh and rest my head on his chest, closing my eyes to the soothing sound of his heart. “How so?”

      “You’re always so, I don’t know, fucking put together and proper. I figured you were just a vanilla sex kind of girl, not a kink master.”

      “Kink master?”

      He laughs. “Like that, do you?”

      “Kind of,” I admit quietly.

      “It’s true, and it’s not just the butt-fucking, which was pretty fucking hot, by the way. The squirting was a highlight too, but you like the dirty talk. And you’re so responsive.”

      My body lights up at his praise. Most men appreciate fucking a woman in the ass, but not the way Lucky does. Not the way he gets off on getting me off, and that scares me.

      It’s just sex, I tell myself as I scramble for something else to talk about before I say or do something crazy.

      “How did you come to be in a motorcycle gang? Did they recruit you or something?”

      He chuckles and lets his fingertip walk up and down my spine. “Wow, that came out of left field,” he says.

      “Well, I figure if we’re going to, you know, butt fuck, I should get to know you a bit better,” I say, trying to sound as casual as possible.

      “Are we talking a one-time thing or something more regular?” he asks, and I wonder if I’ve put my foot in my mouth, assuming he’d even want to hook up with me again.

      “Never mind, I’m just curious about your life. No big deal,” I say, sounding a little deflated.

      “Easy, girl. I’ll tell you. I grew up broke and hungry, just me and my kid brother until our grandmother took us in. We stayed with her for a few years until she passed away, and then we were on the streets again. Diesel was good at fixing cars, so he worked while I was away in the Army,” he explains.

      “Kelsey mentioned you were in the Army. What did you do?” I ask, genuinely intrigued.

      “I jumped out of planes in places we weren’t supposed to be and messed things up, mostly. Did two tours of that for good ol’ Uncle Sam and then came home,” he answers.

      “You jumped out of planes?” I ask, my curiosity piqued.

      He nods. “Yep. I enlisted, and they sent me off to Alaska for training.”

      “Alaska? Wow, that must have been quite an experience.”

      He grins. “It was definitely an adventure. Cold as hell, but the scenery was breathtaking. I even got to see the Northern Lights.”

      I trace the Greek letters over his eyebrow. “Is it weird if I say thank you for your service?”

      He laughs and squeezes my waist. “I’d rather you thank me for the way I just serviced you.” He sighs, and our gazes connect in a long moment, full of heat. “I came back from the Army to a bunch of lousy jobs and a lot of thank you for your service, but we’re not hiring nonsense that left me broke and angry.”

      “And you decided to become an outlaw?” I ask, raising an eyebrow.

      “No. I was having a beer with a friend of mine, Devon, who told me about the Reckless Souls MC, where he was a prospect. I went to the clubhouse, checked it out, and decided it was exactly where I belong,” he says calmly, and I can tell he really feels at home there.

      “Why?” I ask, wanting to know more.

      He frowns. “Why do I belong there?” I nod. “Let’s just say that my particular skill set comes in handy.”

      “I thought it would be a more scandalous story,” I admit, slightly disappointed.

      He chuckles. “Sorry to let you down.”

      I shrug. “I thought maybe they saved you from something awful, and you were indebted to them.”

      He laughs again, and I feel my cheeks flush with embarrassment. “That’s some rich girl logic, babe. It wasn’t an Oliver Twist situation.”

      “Bummer,” I say, trying to play it off.

      “Not for me,” he replies, sighing. Lucky lets the silence settle around us again before he speaks up. “How are you feeling about the stuff with your dad?”

      “Angry. Confused,” I sigh, tracing circles on his chest. “It’s making me wonder if this big secret is why he’s always been distant with me, barely interested in my life.”

      “Maybe. It’s probably really tough, and it seems like he’s been undercover for a while,” he says, not downplaying my feelings, which I appreciate. So, I decide to share more.

      “What if my name isn’t Aria Morgan? What if he finishes his undercover work and wants nothing to do with me?” I’m an adult, so it’s not like he owes me anything.

      Lucky sighs, and I hold my breath, waiting for his response. “I never knew my dad. He was never part of our lives, and my mom OD’d when I was fifteen. It was just me and my kid brother looking out for each other, staying away from local gangs and child protective services.”

      I look up when he stops speaking and see a faraway look in his eyes as if he’s reliving that life. I kinda feel the weight of his past, heavy and unspoken.

      He blinks away the memories and smiles down at me, his voice full of conviction. “What I’m saying is that sometimes parents are overrated, even the good ones. You’re an adult, Aria, and you have resources that give you countless opportunities to figure out where you belong. You can live your life, regardless of whether he wants to be a part of it or not.”

      His words strike a chord within me, and I spend the rest of the evening lost in thought, trying to envision a life away from Morgan International, a life without Daddy.

      I can’t see my future, or where I belong, so I focus on the here and now. And Lucky, with his pocketful of orgasms.
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      Lucky

      I wake up to a sea of Pepto-Bismol pink with a smile, the morning sun warming my skin. The space beside me is empty and cold. I open one eye and then the other, spotting Frannie walking around the room, dusting and straightening up.

      “Mornin’,” I manage, my voice groggy from sleep and exertion.

      Frannie looks up from her chores with a bright smile. “Mornin’. You might wanna put that morning wood away before someone gets the wrong idea.” She chuckles, her eyes twinkling with amusement. “Coffee is right beside you.”

      “Thank you, Frannie. You are a goddess among women,” I tell her as I reach for the steaming mug of black liquid.

      Frannie swats a dismissive hand in my direction. “Save your charm for someone else ‘cause it won’t work on me.” She dusts the nightstand on the other side of the bed and turns to me with her hands on her hips. “Be careful with Aria. She’s my friend.”

      “You care about her,” I observe, noticing her playful tone has disappeared.

      “Of course I do. I’m not just the damn housekeeper,” she grumbles. “We’ve been friends for years, and I love her like a sister. She might be bitchy on the outside, but she’s sensitive and guarded.”

      I nod, understanding her concern. “I can tell.”

      “She grew up in a bubble, and I’m the first real friend she’s ever really had. She might tell you otherwise, but those private school bitches aren’t her friends. She hasn’t seen none of ’em since she left the place. How’s that for friendship?”

      Frannie snorts and gets back to cleaning the room, her brown ponytail swishing as fast as her duster. “She doesn’t trust easily, so don’t make her regret trusting you, or you’ll have me to deal with.”

      “Got it,” I tell her with a half-hearted salute. “Where is she?”

      Frannie pauses her work and swings her gaze toward me dramatically. “She’s in Mr. Morgan’s office, snooping around again.”

      I can’t help but grin at how easily she talks about snooping, and I wonder if the help has any idea what’s been going on right under their noses.

      “Yeah, thanks.” I sit up and look around the room, searching for my clothes, but if all else fails, I guess I can walk across the hall in nothing at all or in the bed sheet. Since Frannie is still here, I figure the best course of action is to show a little modesty in front of Aria’s friend.

      “Where in the hell are my clothes?”

      “In the laundry room,” Frannie answers easily.

      “Oh.” I reach for the coffee and gulp it down, ignoring the hot, burning sensation deep in my throat. I smack my lips and kick my legs over the side of the bed and stand. Fuck modesty. If Frannie doesn’t want to see me in the buff, she shouldn’t have stolen my clothes.

      “Sweet fucking Jesus,” she grumbles when I push to my feet and walk across the room and out the door until I’m inside the guest suite. “Put some damn clothes on. This isn’t a peep show.”

      I laugh at her shock and close the door behind me as last night comes back to me in vibrant living color. Aria arching her back to me, digging her nails deep into my flesh as she shouts her pleasure into the air.

      “Fuck,” I growl and grab a fresh set of clothes. Aria is hiding from me, and for now, I’ll allow it since I have more important shit to deal with at the moment.

      Calling Ace, for one.

      “What’s up, Lucky?” Ace growls into the phone, typical for him, but I don’t let it bother me.

      “Ace,” I sigh. “I got more dirt on Geoffrey Morgan.”

      “The same crap you shared with Wild Man?”

      I nod even though he can’t see me. “Yeah. And there’s more. You get a chance to sift through it yet?”

      “Nah, but Wild Man says the guy’s got his grubby fingers in a hell of a lot more than we first thought.”

      “Well, there’s more. Not a convo we should have over the phone.” I rake a hand through my hair and release a sigh. “But it’s crucial, man.”

      “Does it put the club in danger?”

      Shit. “Possibly, and if not now, then it could happen in the future, and it ain’t gonna be pretty.”

      “I’ll send Gia and Wild Man over today to gather more intel. Has anything you’ve dug up indicate that Aria might be a problem?”

      “No.” It’s not the entire truth, but I couldn’t deny that it was a distinct possibility down the line. “She’s coping, but she’s fine.” For now. I hope.

      “Good. Keep it that way. Until we figure this shit out, we need to keep her safe.”

      “Consider it done.” Aria’s safety is my top priority, and it has very little to do with the MC. She’s in a fragile fucking place right now, feeling low and at risk of doing something stupid as fuck. “I’m by her side for as long as it takes.”

      Silence stretches across the call before Ace speaks. “Something going on with you two?”

      “No,” I lie. “But soon enough you’ll know what’s up, and it’ll all make sense, or at least as much sense as it can.”

      “All right, brother. I’ll send Wild Man over ASAP. Keep your head on a swivel.”

      “Always,” I grin. It’s the same damn thing my commanding officer used to say to us to remind us to stay alert and keep an eye out for the enemy.

      Ace ends the call, and I shove my phone in my back pocket before I search for Aria. I’m not sure if she left early to hide from me and that hellacious ass-fucking last night or if she’s still coping with the new information about Geoffrey.

      I walk over to the oversized library that doubles as Geoffrey Morgan’s office, and that’s where I find Aria, hunched over a laptop with tears streaking down her cheeks. “Aria?”

      She’s too deep into what she’s working on to hear me, never mind acknowledge me.

      “What the actual fuck?” She bangs on the keyboard with her fists, crying and on the verge of a mini breakdown.

      “Need some help?”

      She freezes and looks up at me. “Maybe. Are you some kind of whiz at figuring out passwords?”

      I shrug and push off the doorway. “No, but I do know one or two people who are. “I step slowly inside until only the big ass desk stands between us. “What are you doing?”

      “Trying to get into Daddy’s laptop, but my birthday isn’t the password. Go fucking figure.” She smacks the keyboard again and pushes back with a grunt.

      “If you try too many times, you might lock it,” I tell her and remove the laptop from the desk. “Are you looking for something specific?”

      “Yes,” she pouts. “No. Hell, I don’t fucking know.” She lets out a frustrated sigh as her gaze wanders to the laptop that now sits on the chair behind me. “Do you think the feds orchestrated the arrest so they could talk to Daddy in private?”

      I could lie to her, but that’s not my style. “That’s exactly what I think. In fact, I think he’s been brushing them off for a while, which forced them to go above and beyond to get him back.”

      Aria perks up at my words. “You think he turned on the feds?”

      “I didn’t say that. But maybe he wasn’t ready to share what he found.” But that doesn’t mean that he didn’t find anything. If anything, it means that he must be close to whatever his reason was for being undercover.

      Since the Reckless Souls MC hasn’t been around as long as he’s been undercover, it’s safe to say we aren’t Morgan’s target. But Rojas and LTC might be, which means we need to move fast to exact our revenge.

      Aria moans loudly and slumps back in the desk chair. “What if he never comes back here, Lucky? What do I do then?”

      Damn, this girl could be bitchy in one breath and completely vulnerable in the next, and I’m powerless against that vulnerability. She’s like a lost little girl and looking to me for answers.

      “Then you find a way to move forward without him. You’re not just a pretty face and a bitchy spirit, Aria.”

      “Thanks,” she replies with a hint of sarcasm. “I think.”

      “You don’t need him, and you never have. It’s a trick that parents have perfected over the years, making you think you need them more than you do. Valentina, the cartel queen, did everything she was told to do—even married some dude she didn’t even like—because she didn’t think she could live without her father. Then she fell in love with Dix.”

      “You’re a romantic,” she says.

      “Me? Nah, babe, I’m a realist. Don’t get it twisted. I’m just sayin’ Morgan might need you more than you need him. Hell, you could take over his business if you wanted.”

      Her eyes go wide. “Daddy would freak.”

      “Maybe, but if he doesn’t come back, what’s it matter?”

      I hate seeing Aria so damn defeated. “He set you up for success, ya know? Money, a good education, and a bunch of rich contacts. Use that fuckin privilege to get ahead without him, Princess.”

      She glares at me. “Ha, ha. Not funny.”

      “It’s a little funny.” I grin, and she rolls her eyes but smiles back.

      “Without him, I’m on my own, Lucky. He never prepared me for this.” Tears start to fall again, and Aria’s shoulders slump. I move closer, wanting to comfort her.

      She looks up, her brown eyes shining with tears. “You really think I can do it?”

      “I know you can,” I say, conviction in my voice. “And if you ever doubt yourself, remember you got friends who believe in you. Like Frannie. And me.”

      Aria’s smile grows, filled with gratitude and a spark of determination. She blows out a long breath.

      “Thanks, Lucky. I needed that.”
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      Aria

      When Lucky talks to me and looks at me with sympathy, I almost think I can trust him. Easier said than done. He’s an outlaw biker, and that gives me pause. Then again, Daddy isn’t who he seems either, not at all.

      From what I can tell, my daddy is a federal agent masquerading as a legitimate businessman with very shady business ties. If that’s not confusing as fuck, it makes me wonder who I am. I hate feeling this way.

      It makes me feel stupid, and as much as I want to trust Lucky, can I really afford to put myself in a position to let him hurt me or take advantage of me? I know the answer instantly. No, I can’t afford that.

      My conscience mocks me back. You can’t afford not to, either. It’s true. I’m caught in the classic damned if I do and damned if I don’t scenario.

      Lucky’s arms tighten around me, and he drops a kiss on my temple, and dammit, more tears fall just when I think I can’t possibly cry anymore.

      “It’s all right, Princess. Cry if you need to.”

      I do need to, so I let my emotions go, but only for a brief time. I don’t have time to wallow, not when my future is so uncertain. Lucky is right about one thing; Daddy might not come back. The feds may not let him, and I need to learn how to stand on my own.

      “This fucking sucks,” I finally say when I’m sure my tears have run dry.

      Lucky lets out a huff of laughter that vibrates against the side of my face. “It does. But we will figure out what’s going on with Geoffrey. I called a few friends, and they’re going to help.”

      My body stiffens at his words, and I’m immediately on edge.

      “What does that mean?”

      I worry that I’m going to be kidnapped again, and I start to pull away from his hold.

      “Calm down.”

      I shove him away from me. “Don’t tell me to calm down! You’re telling me that you have friends who can help. What? Out of the goodness of their outlaw hearts?”

      He flashes that stupid sexy smile, and I want to punch him.

      “Aria,” he says in an eerily calm tone that makes my hackles rise.

      “These particular friends are good at finding information that people don’t want found, which makes them the best people to find out where Geoffrey is hiding.”

      “And it’s going to cost what?”

      “Look around, sweetheart.” His tone is harder now. Gone are all traces of amusement. “If me and my outlaw friends wanted anything, we could take it, and you’d be powerless to stop us. You’re not involved in this, and my MC ain’t in the business of letting innocent people get hurt.”

      He’s shaking his head, and suddenly I feel like I’m the bad guy.

      “Last time your club helped me, I was kidnapped by a cartel.”

      He nods. “And if it wasn’t for us, you’d be shot up with heroin and taking twenty dicks a day to feed the addiction they gave you.”

      I gasp in shock and disgust at his vulgar words. “Is that necessary?”

      His dark brows arch, and his hand shoots out and grasps my neck, not hard enough to hurt me, just enough to get my attention. His hazel eyes swim with a mix of anger and desire as they meet my gaze head-on.

      “Fuck yeah, my words are necessary, Aria. You’re determined to paint us as the bad guys, but yet, here we are, one more time, saving your ass. So instead of judging us, try showing a little fucking gratitude.”

      I’m scared, dammit, and a little excited at this dark and demanding side of him. My pulse beats wildly in my chest, but I refuse to show fear. Or arousal. I smack his hand away and snarl at him. “Thank you.”

      A menacing smile crosses his face. “You’re welcome.” He pushes away from me, putting more distance between us, and walks across the office. He turns to me and says, “Like I said, my friends will find out anything else you want to know about dear old Dad.”

      “You mean what you want to know, don’t you?” I might be sheltered, but I’m not stupid. I know there’s a reason the Reckless Souls are helping me and protecting me. “Don’t you?”

      Lucky nods. “I mean that too, Princess. Two things can be true at the same time. Right now, we both want the same thing. The question is do you want that information when we get it because we will get it? Or do you want to keep feeling sorry for yourself?”

      I roll my eyes, hating that he’s right and hating even more that when my life is falling apart, I’m turned on and thinking about things other than my father and my future. “Two things can be true at the same time, Lucky.”

      He licks his lips and laughs. “I knew you were more than a pretty face.”

      “Don’t be an asshole.” What is it about Lucky that pisses me off and turns me on at the same time? And why is he the man who makes me feel this way, dammit?

      “Don’t be a bitch, Aria.”

      I push off the sofa and walk across the office until I’m standing in front of him. “How long until your friends get here?”

      Lucky arches a brow and crosses his arms over his chest, leaning against Daddy’s desk like he doesn’t have a care in the world. “Why?”

      I fist a hand in his shirt and smile. “Because you’re wound very tightly,” I tell him as my hands slide down the muscles of his chest down to his abs. I grip the waistband of his jeans and pop the button. “And you’re a few orgasms behind from last night.” I drop to my knees and free his cock, stroking it hard and fast as I gaze up at him.

      He’s looking down at me like I’m something special. Hot and special and exactly what he wants, and right now, that’s what I need. It’s all I need.

      “Am I?”

      I nod and lick a trail of heat from the underside of his balls and up to the slit in his cock. “You are, and I think you need to loosen up.”

      His lips stretch into a teasing smile as he leans forward and grips my hair tightly. “And you’re gonna loosen me up?”

      I squeeze him tighter and slip my tongue into the space at the tip of his cock until he hisses and his hips buck.

      “Look at that. Already starting to relax.” I wrap my lips around his cock and take him deep, watching the display of emotions on his face as I take charge of this one thing while my whole fucking life falls apart around me.

      At this moment, this biker, this man, is my whole world. The only person keeping me safe, who knows my secrets. Later, I’ll think of how pathetic that is, but for now, I lean into it.

      I watch his beautiful face twist in agony as I suck his cock, taking it deep.

      It is the only power I have over him, and I grasp it with both hands and savor it.
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      Lucky

      “Ah fuck!” The words fly from my mouth as my body tenses and sweat trickles down my spine. Aria’s fingers are buried in the flesh of my ass, holding me tight as my cock fills her throat.

      Her brown eyes are full of amusement and heat as she swallows around my pulsing cock, as if she’s thrilled to bring me to my knees like this.

      “Aria,” I growl, but her tongue slips out, gently massing the last few drops from my balls. Goddamn, the woman is cock hungry.

      The doorbell sounds in the distance, but I can’t look away from the Princess on her knees and looking up at me with those puppy dog eyes. She laughs, and the sound starts vibrating at the tip of my cock all the way up to my arms until a shiver runs through me. With a loud pop, she releases me, and I help her to her feet. “Relaxed?”

      “Boneless,” I grunt and pull her body flush against mine, nibbling her bottom lip until she moans.

      “Good.” She smiles, but I can still see the fear and uncertainty from earlier. “I’m going to freshen up while you meet with your friends.” She saunters toward the door and fuck me, but I want her again.

      “That ass is mine later,” I growl and flash a satisfied smile when she skips a step on her way out. Aria can pretend she’s unaffected, but I know she’s not because I’m not.

      I hitch my jeans just as Beatrice ushers Gia and Wild Man into Geoffrey’s office.

      Gia flashes me a wicked grin. “That’s a satisfied smile if I ever saw one.” She’s oblivious to my glare, snatching the laptop from the chair beside the door before setting herself up on the giant desk.

      I turn and fist bump with Wild Man. “Thanks for coming out so soon.”

      “No worries, brother. What’s up?” His voice is calm as his eyes take in the office.

      “We’re waist deep in a pile of shit,” I tell him and gesture around the office. “Geoffrey Morgan was living two different lives. Turns out he’s a fuckin undercover Fed and we need to dig through everything to find out what he knows. Maybe he’s found a weakness in Rojas’ crew.”

      “Fuck man, how’d you find out?” His surprise is genuine and he nods toward the floor-to-ceiling windows at the other end of the office.

      “All these fuckin files. And this.” I wave the ID and follow him to the window. “Aria is a fucking mess.”

      “I can imagine.”

      ”Fuck, man. You think he was in bed with LTC to bust them?”

      “Either that or he’s gone rogue.” I say. “Your job to find out. I’m still babysitting.”

      “Did you tell Ace?” Wild Man rakes his fingers through his curls, releasing a heavy sigh.

      “Nah, man. I didn’t want to risk it over a call.”

      “Fuck!” Wild Man yells out in frustration. “We’ve already got the fucking Bloodthirsty Devils on our asses,” he growls, shaking his head. “Those motherfuckers are on a rampage, won’t stop the bullshit they’re pulling until we hand over Banger. Since that’s sure as hell not gonna happen, we have to find another way to end this shit show.”

      His jaw clenches in frustration, and again, I find myself wishing I could be at the clubhouse with my brothers.

      “We’re flush with cash now,” I start, but Wild Man interrupts me.

      “Paying them off isn’t going to fix this.”

      “No shit,” I laugh. “But we can use some of that cash to grease someone else’s wheels. Guns or drugs, or whatever the fuck they need to get rid of the Bloodthirsty Devils, we help them get it.”

      “And create another problem to deal with later?”

      I shrug. “They’ll be too busy fighting on two fronts. Fighting two enemies at once is unsustainable. They’ll either slip up or hang on until we have time to fuck them up properly.” I sigh and nod toward the stacks of files scattered around the office. “With Morgan being a federal fucking agent, we have to focus on that first. And then LTC.”

      Wild Man nods, but I can tell it’s not sitting right with him to have to wait for revenge. LTC went after his woman and her business, and he’s more eager for revenge than Dix. “I’ll let Ace know what you suggested. How are things with Aria?”

      I’m not sure exactly how to answer that question. It’s not like fucking someone we’re protecting is against the rules, but I’m not ready to talk about it yet.

      “Yo, boys. I got something interesting.” Gia looks up, but she’s not smiling, which means she found something serious.

      Wild Man and I rush to the desk as the air in the room changes. “What is it,” I ask.

      “It’s rough, and I’m not even sure it’s relevant to anything we need, but—”

      I frown. It’s not like Gia to beat around the bush, hell, the woman doesn’t do it when we want her to. I ball my hands into fists and dig my heels into the fancy rug to steel myself. “Gia.”

      She nods and lets out a resigned sigh. “Aria’s mother was an informant, and Geoffrey got a little too close to her. She was killed when Aria was two years old by someone trying to get to Geoffrey.”

      No.

      “What?” Aria’s voice shrieks behind us, and I turn around to see total devastation written all over her face. Tears well in her eyes, and they fall before I can even form a sympathetic word.

      I’m at her side instantly, wrapping her in my arms while her body shakes with heartbreaking sobs. I ignore the questioning glances from Gia and Wild Man.

      “She was an informant,” Aria cries. “That means she was a criminal, right?”

      She’s becoming hysterical, and I rub her back in slow, soothing circles while Gia and Wild Man watch. They have questions, I know they do, but right now, the focus is on Aria.

      “We don’t know that, Aria. Don’t jump to conclusions.”

      She lets out a small, bitter laugh. “It’s hard not to think that, Lucky. What am I supposed to think? Usually, people are informants as a way to work off some kind of criminal debt with the cops. Right?” She looks around the room, her brown eyes pleading. “Right?”

      “That’s the case a lot of times,” I tell her because I refuse to lie to her. She’s got a hard road ahead of her, especially if Geoffrey doesn’t come back for her, and she has to learn to stand on her own. “But sometimes good people find themselves mixed up in other people’s shit, and they need help.”

      She pulls back with disbelief in her eyes. “Not even you believe that, Lucky.”

      I laugh. “You’re damn right I do. You know how many people from my old neighborhood reached out to the police to get an abusive boyfriend locked up or a no-good grandchild? You can’t get rid of the shit from your life, so you help the cops to get rid of ’em. It happens all the time.” I don’t want to pile my shit on top of her, but she needs to know the truth.

      “Shit, Lucky. What will it be next?”

      I smile and shrug. “Who knows? This is real life, Aria. It could be any damn thing.”

      She’s like a frail little bird all balled up in my arms, her face pressing against my chest like she’s afraid to face the real world. Her body is trembling in a mixture of fear or shock, maybe both.

      “Frannie!” I shout for the housekeeper because I have a feeling she is exactly what Aria needs right now. “Frannie’s going to take care of you, Aria. She’s what you need right now.”

      Aria shakes her head against my chest, her fingers clutching my t-shirt. “I’m fine right here.”

      I want to smile, but with the curious gazes coming at me from Wild Man and Gia, I have to keep my expression blank. “I’ll come for you as soon as we finish here. You want answers, don’t you?”

      She nods against my chest and holds me tighter.

      Frannie arrives and quickly takes in the scene, scanning all the players in the room before she settles on Aria. “What did you do?” she asks, the question directed at me.

      “She’s found out some tough information which she will share with you if and when she’s ready. All right?”

      Frannie’s eyes go wide as she nods. “Yeah, all right.”

      I nod. “She’s in shock, so a hot shower or a stiff drink? Hell, I don’t know. Just don’t leave her alone until I come up, yeah?”

      She nods and wraps her arms around Aria. “Come on, Aria, let’s get you settled upstairs.” She casts one last look at me, which is full of gratitude I don’t deserve.

      This information has devastated Aria, and I hate that I’m the reason she learned about it the way she did.

      “Thanks, Frannie,” I say weakly.

      As soon as the sound of Aria’s tears fades, I turn back to my people.

      “I found something else, lover boy.” Gia’s lips twitch as she looks up once again and turns the laptop around.

      “What is it?” Wild Man lifts the laptop and squints at the screen.

      “Surveillance photos of a man at the private airstrip, the one where Valentina’s brother took her. He looks familiar.” She taps her blue and purple fingernails on the desk. “I swear I’ve seen him before.”

      I stare at the screen over Wild Man’s shoulder, but I don’t know the guy. “Can’t say I’ve seen him before.”

      “Me either,” Wild Man admits. “Maybe you partied with him before you and Preacher got together?”

      She laughs absently, swiping through her tablet with intense focus. “I never partied with old guys, even though they always had the good drugs.” She keeps swiping and stops. “There he is! That’s him, except in this image, he has a face tattoo, clearly fake.”

      I frown. “Who the fuck sports a fake face tattoo?”

      “Someone who’s trying really hard to make us think he’s a gangster,” Gia answers. “Ugh, what the fuck is that smell?”

      I glance down at the spot under the desk, and I spot Coco. “Coco shit in the office. Again.”

      I swear, sometimes that fucking dog is so quiet I forget he even exists. I call for the head housekeeper as if I’m in charge.

      But Beatrice comes quickly to clean up and take Coco away. I give thanks for small mercies that she doesn’t give me any shit, so to speak. As soon as she’s gone, we get back to business.

      “He doesn’t look familiar to me, Gia. Are you sure?” Wild Man hands me the laptop and goes to the safe hanging open, rifling through the folders we’ve left there.

      “I am.” Gia cleans up the images on her tablet screen and places them side by side. She calls us over to check out her work.

      “See now? It’s the same facial structure, but you can see the telltale peeling around the edges of the tribal tattoo that says it’s a fake. He’s clearly working for LTC.”

      “It looks like the same asshole,” I confirm.

      “I’ll do you one better,” Wild Man says and holds up a photo of a man in a suit and tie with the American flag behind him. “The asshole in both of those images is this fucker right here. Right?”

      “Who the fuck is that?” It’s like every fucking time we think we’re getting a handle on something, another fucking thing crops up. “Looks like a professional photo.”

      “That’s because it is.” He turns over the photo, and I see block handwriting. “The photo says ATF agent Jack Birmingham. He’s all over Geoffrey’s notes as a rogue agent he suspects is on LTC’s payroll.”

      “He’s been on the job for close to two decades,” Gia confirms as she types quickly, wearing her research face. “The files you sent over contain a lot of shit on Birmingham.”

      Wild Man nods. “He’s been rigging shit for Arturo and LTC for a long time behind the scenes. Clearing the way for dirty shipments to go through by doctoring documents. Morgan has all kinds of documents with Birmingham’s signature on them.”

      I frown. “He used his own name?”

      “Fuck no,” Gia confirms. “He’s got half a dozen aliases he’s used over the years on various assignments. Garrison Cross, Jack Havoc, Max Steele. This dude has a ton of covers. It’s probably why he’s still undercover.”

      “Shit. I wonder if Aria knows this Jack character.”

      Wild Man’s expression is full of sympathy, meaning it’s my job to find out. “Let us know, brother.” He claps me on the back with a knowing smile. “Good luck. I need to let Ace know what we found ASAP.”

      Gia puts the laptop and tablet in her bag and gets up, ready to leave.. “I’m sorry your girlfriend is having a shit time of things right now.”

      “Later, Gia.”

      She burst out laughing. “Later, Lucky.”

      I see them out and inhale several deep breaths, letting them out slowly to prepare myself for Aria’s tears. I’m a tough son of a bitch, but like most men on the planet, a teary-eyed woman makes me feel helpless as fuck.

      Aria’s tears, though? They make me want to fix it all and dry those tears. Hell, who am I kidding? Those tears make me want to be her fucking hero.
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      Aria

      I can’t believe this shit. Even now, a full day later, I’m still in shock about my parents. “How many more truth bombs will I have to face before this is all over?”

      It’s a rhetorical question since I’m alone in my room right now. Lucky came in last night to check on me, and I cried all over him. He probably ran from my room like his ass was on fire when I finally fell asleep.

      Frannie once told me I could handle anything that comes my way, but I’m not so sure. All this new information is hard to digest.

      My father is probably responsible for my mom’s death, and that truth is hard to swallow. I sit up in bed and stretch my stiff muscles.

      “All these years, I thought he kept me on a tight leash out of love and affection, maybe a little bit of parental obligation.”

      It’s laughable that I ever thought that, but the truth is Daddy kept me close to make sure his enemies never got a chance to take me out too.

      Take me out?

      Who the fuck am I, and how is this my life right now?

      The only thing worse than how I’m feeling is that I can’t even tell Frannie any of this without putting her in danger.

      I can’t talk to Frannie, and I’m not sure if I can trust Lucky anymore. That makes me feel even more alone. My stomach growls, and I look out the window, noticing the sun is past the house. Shit, I’ve slept most of the day away.

      After a quick shower to do something about my puffy eyes, I throw on some loungewear and search for food. The house is eerily quiet, so I hurry down the stairs and into the kitchen. The sight  I find shocks me to my core, Lucky standing at the stove, stirring.

      “What are you doing?”

      He flashes a smile over his shoulder, and holy shit, my panties are instantly damp.

      “If you don’t know what I’m doing, we have a lot of work to do to prepare you for the real world.”

      “Smart ass.”

      “It’s called dinner, Princess. You slept through dinner last night, so you should be starving by now. Did you have a good sleep?”

      I shrug. “Yeah. It was nice to forget the shit show that is my life for a while. Where is everyone, and why are you making dinner?”

      He shrugs again. “I sent them home.”

      Home? This is their home.

      “You mean you sent them to their quarters.”

      He frowns at me, and I roll my eyes even though there’s not much heat to the action.

      “My staff lives here. Their quarters are at the west end of the house.”

      “Okay. Technically? I sent them to their rooms.” He turns back to the stove as if he’s annoyed, but he’s not. I’m starting to understand Lucky.

      “I figured you might want a little privacy tonight, even from Frannie.”

      Damn, he’s like a fucking unicorn. A bad boy with a heart of gold, being sweet and understanding without me having to ask.

      “Yeah, thanks. That was thoughtful of you.”

      He shrugs. “What can I say? I’m a thoughtful guy.”

      He’s joking, but he is thoughtful, probably the most thoughtful person in my whole fucking life. Lucky is not what he seems. On the surface, he’s a rough sort of man, sharp edges, tattoos, and leather, but inside, where it counts, he’s something else entirely.

      “You are, actually. What’s for dinner?”

      “Spicy Cajun pasta. Can you handle spicy foods, Princess?”

      I roll my eyes, but it falls flat as my lips split into a grin. “I can handle the spice just fine, Lucky. Don’t you worry about me.”

      The smells in the kitchen swirl around me, and my stomach growls loud enough to startle a bear.

      “Can I help?”

      “Sure. If it’s not too early to drink, find us something to drink that goes with Cajun pasta.”

      His brow quirks, and he laughs at me over his shoulder, but then his gaze darkens.

      I take a step back. “It’s never too early to drink. Do you like wine or no?”

      He snorts, and I take that as a no.

      “It’s not my favorite, but I’m willing to be open-minded tonight.”

      I make my way over to the bar in the living room, where Daddy keeps the expensive booze. The wine cellar is downstairs, but tonight feels like a night for something harder. I bounce my gaze between the expensive bottles.

      “Gin or whiskey,” I call out.

      Lucky laughs. “I’m fine with either.”

      “I can’t decide,” I admit with a sigh.

      “Gin is fine for cocktails, but all we need for the whiskey is a few ice cubes.”

      Good point. I grab the whiskey and two tumblers before heading back to the kitchen. “How about a twenty-four-year-old Irish?”

      That killer smile makes another appearance, and my legs go weak. I need a distraction and find it inside the second pantry fridge where Beatrice keeps specialty items that Daddy requests, like the fancy round ice balls. I pick up two and drop them in the tumblers and smile as I pour two healthy servings.

      “How’s this for ice?” I hand one to Lucky and keep the other for myself.

      “Smells expensive,” he says and takes a sip, groaning as the taste bursts on his tongue. “Tastes really fucking expensive.”

      I laugh. “It probably is, but who gives a shit when none of this is real anyway?”

      “It is real.” His smile fades. “Just because Geoffrey is living a lie doesn’t mean your life is a lie. This is your home. It’s where you grew up.”

      I shrug. “It’s all I remember, but I’m not sure if it’s home.” I look away because it all feels so foreign now, like a puff of smoke that might disappear at a moment’s notice.

      Lucky says, “Home is where you feel like you belong,” and he picks up a large black skillet to place on the small table in the kitchen. “Dinner is served, Princess.”

      I refill the drinks and bring our plates to the table. “I don’t feel like I belong anywhere.”

      He gives me a lopsided grin. “No time like the present to change that, then.” He takes a seat and smiles. “Dig in.”

      We take a few bites, and a smile spreads across my face. “This is good. I approve.”

      I can feel his gaze on me, heating my flesh and pulsing through my veins.

      “Thanks,” he says. “Not too spicy?”

      “Nope,” I say and stuff another bite into my mouth.

      “How are you feeling? I mean, really?”

      I sigh and take a long, fortifying sip of whiskey, letting the smooth sting of the alcohol work its way down to my toes. The alcohol loosens my muscles, which has the unfortunate effect of making all my feelings rush to the surface.

      “I’m angry and hurt, Lucky. I’m so fucking confused. I don’t know what to do with myself. Everything I know is a lie.”

      He drops his fork, and it clangs against the plate.

      “That’s bullshit, Aria. What you know about your father and your mother is a lie. To be fair, that’s true of most children. You are not a fucking lie. I’m sitting right here looking at you, and I see the bitchy edges, the soft center, and the vulnerability you mask with grade-A sarcasm. All of that? It’s fucking real.”

      His words shock me, but the intensity of them touches me. No one has ever seen me, not truly. But for some reason, Lucky does.

      “You know,” he continues as if he hasn’t just knocked me on my tight ass. “We might be able to find a way for you to talk to your father.”

      My heart leaps at the vague promise, but next comes an immediate surge of anger.

      “I don’t know if I want to talk to him. What would I say? What could he possibly say to make any of this better?”

      “Nothing is going to make it better, Aria. But you might make some sense of it if you had some answers.”

      Talking about Daddy depresses me. It makes me angry, and I don’t feel like being angry. I want to be happy, and the whisky is doing a good job along with the pasta dish and my present company.

      Instead of wallowing, I push aside all thoughts of the man who’s lied to me since the day I was born and turn a sultry smile in Lucky’s direction.

      “No one’s ever cooked for me before, well, no one who wasn’t paid to do it.”

      “You’ve had a rough time of it lately, Princess, and you needed a night to be in your feelings. No pressure to look pretty or say the right things. And carbs. Loads of carbs.”

      I suck in a breath and heave out a big sigh. If that isn’t the truth. “I appreciate it.” More than I can possibly say without freaking him out.

      Lucky shrugs like it’s no big deal when to me, it’s a very big deal. “You don’t care what I think of you, so I’m probably the best person to be here with you.”

      “I do care,” I insist. “Now, I do,” I add at his look of skepticism. “I might care more than I let on.”

      He’s right about me, though. I wield bitchiness and sarcasm like weapons to keep myself safe, and I’ve done that with him since he entered my life.

      Something flickers in his gaze that I can’t quite figure out. And then, it’s gone. Lucky sits back as a slow smile crosses his face. “I think so too, Princess.”

      I stand slowly and finish off my whiskey. I can feel Lucky’s gaze on me as if it’s a physical touch, and the pull grows stronger until I find myself straddling his lap and kissing him like there’s no tomorrow.

      Hell, for all I know, there may not be a tomorrow.

      Lucky wraps his arm around me, and his other hand tangles in my hair. We deepen the kiss until I’m vibrating, so desperate for him that I’m shaking with need. He purrs against my mouth and stands, forcing me to wrap my legs around him, which is no hardship because he’s hot and hard. Everywhere.

      I scoop the whiskey bottle off the table and press my lips to his neck, behind his ear, wherever I can find skin. I nibble his earlobe while he moves us upstairs. The muscles in his neck and shoulder are delicious.

      “You taste good.”

      “You would know,” he growls in response.

      I laugh, and it turns into a squeal when he tosses me on the bed, sending a splash of whiskey down my arm.

      “Look what you did!”

      With a smile, Lucky bends over and presses his tongue against my arm, sliding it from the crook all the way down to my wrist. “Better?”

      I nod slowly, my breath caught in my chest at the sensual move that has my pussy damp and my clit vibrating. “Getting there.”

      “Take off your clothes,” he barks at me. “Slowly.”

      Instead of balking and smarting off like I usually do, I scoot to the edge of the bed and twirl to face him. One hand goes to the strap of my tank top. I lower it slowly and then the other before I grab the hem and pull it over my head. I toss it at him, and when he catches it and sniffs it, my belly clenches.

      “Keep going.”

      I smile, licking my lips sensuously, hooking my thumbs through my waistband, and sliding my shorts down my legs. Thanks to a healthy regimen of three types of yoga, I’m super flexible, so I stretch forward and bend my body in half.

      “Fuck, Aria,” Lucky growls when he realizes there’s nothing underneath my shorts.

      I slowly unfold my body and put my hands on my hips, smiling at him knowingly. “Yes?”

      “Pick a lube.”

      I shake my head. “You pick this time,” I tell him and crawl onto the bed on all fours. I arch my back and swing my ass from left to right, but I refuse to look over my shoulder. My body trembles, and I close my eyes and wait, anticipating where his first touch will be.

      “Ah,” I moan when I feel his fingertips sliding up my inner thigh.

      “Arch your back.”

      Instinctively I obey his command, shivering as his fingers slide down the other thigh.

      “Lucky,” I purr.

      One hand lands a sharp blow on my right ass cheek, and I moan.

      “You like it,” he says in a husky growl.

      “Do it again, and I’ll let you know.” Before I can brace myself, another blow lands on the same spot. “Ah, fuck.”

      The bed shifts under his weight, and I feel his tongue on my clit, his nose pressing against my ass while he eats me out like we didn’t just finish dinner. His big hands palm my cheeks, spreading me apart while torturing me with his tongue.

      And then his teeth.

      “Oh fuck,” I buck forward when his teeth graze against my clit. “Yes!”

      He hums his pleasure, licking and sucking me until I’m moments away from an orgasm. Then, the fucker pulls back.

      “What the fuck?”

      He laughs and smacks my ass again. “Just keeping you on your toes.” He smacks me again and shoves his tongue down my pussy, and I come so hard that I collapse flat on the bed.

      “Better?”

      “Fuck yes. That was…holy shit.”

      He laughs and says, “I love the sounds you make when you come.”

      Then he grips me by the waist and lifts me until I’m on my knees again. “So fucking much.”

      The words come out low, but he punctuates them with a light tap on my sensitive pussy.

      Before I can say another word, a cool stream of gel hits my asshole and slides down my thigh. I inhale deeply. “Pineapple.”

      “Goes with that coconut shampoo you use,” he grunts.

      I feel the blunt tip of his cock sliding through the lube between my pussy lips. “Lucky, yes!”

      It feels so fucking good a low growl escapes my chest.

      I arch my back more even as my body quivers at the feel of the friction of his cock against my clit, teasing me all over.

      “Fuck, I want to feel this pussy around my cock.” He growls and increases the friction on my clit while his middle finger eases into my asshole, making me feel good everywhere. “You’re so fucking wet. I’m drenched with your pussy juices.”

      A telltale trembling starts in my thighs, and I cannot believe that I’m going to come again. “Lucky,” I moan.

      “I feel you, Aria.” He’s fingering my asshole with the same intensity as his cock is sliding against my clit.

      “Fuck, I feel you.” His hips move faster, and within seconds, I’m coming again.

      His hand goes away, and then a moment later, his cockhead slides into my asshole. He pulls back out before pushing back in, the slick spots of lube making the movements smooth and easy.

      No pain this time—only pleasure.

      “Ah fuck, yes!” I push back, and he slides in deeper, the smell of pineapple and sex thick in the air. “Lucky, fuck me.”

      “Touch yourself.”

      “I can’t,” I whimper in defiance. I’m spent, and I know it despite the tingling sensation on my clit. “I can barely think straight.”

      Another sharp smack to my ass has me gasping. “Touch.” One more stinging slap. “Yourself. Now, Princess.”

      With trembling fingers, I find my clit and caress it until a long moan escapes from my throat, and my head falls forward in pleasure. “Fuck.”

      “Good girl,” he says. He smacks my ass again, this time harder than the last two.

      “Now, make yourself come again while I fuck this tight little asshole.”

       I clench at his words, and shivers rush down my body as desire builds inside me. Lucky’s hands grasp my hips firmly, sliding his cock inches deeper inside me, pushing me forward until my cheek touches the mattress.

      His pace quickens, and a fullness spreads throughout my lower belly as pleasure rolls through me like warm honey. He groans. “Oh, God. Aria…fuck!”

      Lucky moves faster, and I feel like my insides are on fire. Every nerve ending pulses with unbearable, exquisite pleasure.

      “Fuck. Lucky. Like that. Fuck me. Fuck my ass!”

      “Come for me, Aria,” he moans. “Come for me now.”

      Lust tightens in my stomach, and tingles dance across my skin as I move my fingers across my clit faster.

      “Oh, God. Oh, God.” My pussy clenches hard on nothing. “Come with me, Lucky. Come in my ass, now,” I plead.

      Lucky grunts in approval, and within seconds, he growls out my name.

      My screams fill the air as I ride out the most intense orgasm I’ve ever felt. I shatter into a million pieces.

      When Lucky slides out of me and I can breathe again, he wraps his arms around me and pulls me in close to him.

      “That was incredible,” he whispers against my neck, sending shivers down my spine. “You are a dirty, dirty girl.”

      I smile weakly and exhale deeply, feeling completely drained and sated. “Thanks. I think,” I say, wondering if I’ll ever be more than just a fuck.
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      Lucky

      I look down at Aria with a smug grin on my face. I can’t deny the masculine pride that runs through my veins at the sight of a well-fucked woman down for the count. She’s flat on her stomach, limbs stretching in all directions, her messy blonde hair obscuring her face. But even that can’t hide the satisfied smirk on her lips as she sleeps. Pineapple, coconut, and sex sit heavy in the air, and I inhale deeply.

      It’s the smell of victory and it’s got me grinning like a damn fool to myself.

      I step from the bed and grab two wipes from the package I find in the bathroom. I tiptoe back and gently clean her before I clean myself, then lie down next to her again quietly so I don’t disturb her. Aria’s breathing is deep and even, and I’m fucking grateful she’s getting a few moments of peace.

      The past few days have been a lot for her. Finding out her whole fucking life is a lie has been traumatic as fuck, and having a front-row seat to that shit-show is not something I want to ever do again.

      My body is coming down from the orgasmic high when Aria’s curves press against my body, curling into me. She rests one hand over my heart like I’m her personal pillow and curls one leg across my thigh. Surprisingly, I’m all right with it. I’m not the stay-the-night type of dude. I get what the fuck I need, make sure she gets off, and then I get gone.

      Maybe it’s because I can’t leave, or maybe I don’t want to. I don’t fucking know, but when I absently kiss her temple and close my eyes, something deep in my soul knows that this is different. Hell, it may even be special. How the fuck should I know? This protective instinct I have for Aria is foreign to me. I don’t let myself care, not about anything other than my brother Diesel and my MC.

      But goddammit. This rich bitch princess? Fuck, she means something to me, and I know it. I can deny it all fucking day, but the fact that we’re all cuddled up and I’m wide awake thinking about her but not fucking her, well, that right there, calls me a liar.

      Thankfully, sleep eventually claims me, but my dreams are of Aria. Of putting a fucking bullet in Arturo Rojas’ head and obliterating the Bloodthirsty Devils, and then coming home to her. Sliding into bed beside her, claiming that sweet pussy as my own.

      It’s as close to a fucking fairytale as I’m willing to allow myself to hope for, but it’s a sweet fucking dream.

      And it ends too soon when I hear a noise that yanks me from my sleep and my dreams. Careful not to wake Aria—yet—I ease away from her and swing my legs over the side of the bed. My hand blindly searches for my boxers in the pitch-black room when another noise makes me freeze.

      It’s downstairs but getting closer. I scan the room. Nothing seems off until the faint glow from Aria’s tablet charger goes out. The room is dark. Shit. This isn’t Frannie or Beatrice making a midnight raid on the fridge.

      It’s trouble.

      Slowly, I crack open the bedroom door and creep across the hall to grab my gun and two backup clips before rushing back to Aria.

      “Aria,” I whisper, pulling on my jeans, but she doesn’t stir. I lean over and press a kiss to her mouth.

      Half-asleep, she mumbles, “Again?”

      I smile and shake my head. “Later, Princess. Right now, I need you to wake the fuck up and get dressed. Quickly.”

      Maybe it’s the orgasms or the fact that she’s still more asleep than not, but for the first time since I’ve met her, she does as I ask without argument. Later I’ll reward her for that, but now I’ve got bigger issues.

      Heavy footsteps draw closer on the hardwood floor, and I push Aria behind me.

      “Stay low,” I whisper and tap her shoulder until she’s crouching on the far side of the room. I step forward, using Aria’s butt-ugly armoire as cover.

      “Fuck!” someone whisper-shouts from the hall. The intruder is a male and sounds American. But it’s not Geoffrey Morgan. Or whatever his name is. Not any of my men, either.

      Whoever he is kicks the door open and takes aim at the bed, two shots straight into the sheets. Aria sucks in a breath, barely audible, but he still turns toward the sound. A shot rings out, hitting the lamp inches above Aria’s head.

      I lunge forward and raise my arm, bringing the butt of the gun down on his forearm with a sickening crack. Nobody goes after my woman.

      “Fucking nobody,” I growl as he crumples to the ground.

      This fucker’s got speed and scrambles to his feet the second he hits the floor. He stumbles back a step, and even though his face is covered by a mask, I can tell he’s in pain. Still, he swings at me.

      But I dodge it and return with a swift one-two punch to his gut. He doubles over, and I slam the butt of my gun into his back. “Stay down, asshole!”

      Despite the pain, he struggles back to his feet, grunting the whole time. He takes another swing, misses, then shoves me hard.

      I stumble back against the armoire and watch the intruder. His gaze darts to me and then over to where Aria is—thankfully—still hiding.

      He tries to bolt, and I fire off two shots. One misses, but the other hits his shoulder, taking him down.

      With him on the ground, it’s time to unmask our midnight visitor. My gun is firm against his forehead as I yank off his mask. Even in the scant moonlight, the face is unmistakable. It’s Birmingham, the corrupt ATF agent Morgan was investigating.

      He knows something.

      Before I can react, he sucker punches me, sending me falling to my back with a grunt. It gives him enough time to get away, and as soon as I recover, I squeeze off two shots. I’m pretty damn sure one hits his shoulder.

      I hear him hiss, “Fuck!” under his breath.

      Birmingham didn’t break into the Morgan mansion in the middle of the night for no reason. If he was after intel, he would have started downstairs, searching for Morgan’s office or secret hiding place, but he didn’t.

      He came for Aria.

      “Lucky?” Aria's voice wobbles.

      “I’m here, Princess. I’m fine.” I lie. I’m not fucking fine at all. “Pack a bag.”

      “Where are we going?” She's trembling, and I don’t blame her.

      I pinch the bridge of my nose and sigh. She’s got a million questions and I have zero answers right now.”

      “Someplace safe, Aria. That’s as far as my plans have gotten so far.”

      I know exactly where we’re going, but I’m in no fucking mood for an argument.
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      Aria

      Someone tried to kill me tonight. Lucky hasn’t confirmed it and the truth is that he’s been pretty quiet since barking at me to pack a bag, but I’m not naïve, and I don’t need him to say the words out loud.

      “All set?” Lucky stops a few inches in front of me, his dark brows tugging into a scowl.

      I nod even though the last thing I want to do is leave the safety of my own home. Yeah, I know. Right now, it doesn’t feel all that safe, but still, it’s all the home I have. “I think so. Do you know where we’re going?”

      “Yes.” His gaze lingers on my face and down to my lips, but his expression is totally unreadable. “The one place I know I can keep you safe. The clubhouse.”

      My shoulders sink. First, a crazy person breaks into my home and clearly takes two shots at me, and now I’m going back to a building full of people who hate me. “Just like high school all over again,” I mutter to myself. Only back in those days, they also feared me, so no one fucked with me.

      Lucky places his hands on my shoulders, and I hate that all I feel is instant relief, but I do so I go with it. His hazel eyes bore into mine. “You’ll be fine, Aria, I promise. You’re not in high school anymore. You’re a grown woman. Act like one. I’ll protect you.”

      “Thank you.” Even when I was at my bitchiest, which for me is pretty fucking bitchy, Lucky has protected me, even when he probably wanted to wring my neck. He even saved me from Chase, which I’m pretty sure falls far outside his job description. “I guess I’m just nervous. Scared.”

      He laughs and presses a kiss against my forehead. “I didn’t think you would admit that. Come on.”

      He scoops up Coco and stuffs him into his backpack to keep him from running off. He pops his head out to lick Lucky’s chin.

      Lucky pulls away and growls, “None of that,” but I think, secretly, he likes it.

      Coco lets out a cheerful bark, and I smile.

      “You’ll be fine, Aria. I’ll be there with you.” Lucky smiles and guides me outside to the bike, places a helmet on my head and fastens the chin strap.

      I nod, even though he’s no longer watching. My heart races, and it has nothing to do with my hands around his waist. It’s not romantic, not at all. How could it be when Coco balances between us like a four-legged cock-blocker? No, my nerves are all about the fact that someone just tried to kill me.

      The wind roars in my ears, magnified by my helmet, while I’m trying to silence my racing thoughts. But it’s not enough. My mind is in a thousand different places right now.

      As we pull up to the clubhouse, the atmosphere shifts dramatically. It’s clear we’ve stumbled upon a full-blown party, the lively sounds and vibrant energy doing nothing to slow down my thoughts. As we walk into the clubhouse, the smell of cigarette and weed smoke fills the air, laughter echoing nearly as loud as the music, and everyone is laughing and smiling.

      It feels like a slap in the face, which I know is ridiculous. They don’t know anything that happened to me tonight. Instinctively, I reach out and grab Lucky’s forearm.

      He turns to me with a scowl that turns up into a smile. “You’re all right, Princess.”

      I nod. It’s not like this is my first time at the clubhouse, but everything feels wrong tonight. I’m vulnerable and scared, and that feeling only worsens when everyone starts to notice our presence.

      I see Kenna with her head leaning on Ace’s shoulder, and I step closer to Lucky. It’s clear I don’t belong here.

      “Relax,” he whispers.

      “You relax. Someone tried to kill me tonight.”

      “Yeah, tried and failed. You’re welcome,” he says in a voice etched with annoyance.

      “Thank you,” I manage to grit out between clenched teeth. Sometimes Lucky can be an asshole. Like now.

      Ace stops a few feet away, furrowing his brow. “Lucky, what’s up, brother?” They fist bump and do a half-bro hug kind of thing.

      Lucky blows out a long breath and runs one hand over his head. “Someone broke into the mansion tonight and tried to kill Aria.”

      Kenna gasps, and Ace’s eyes widen in surprise. “Any idea who?”

      I watch as Lucky nods, his gaze sliding to mine quickly before refocusing on Ace. “Yeah. He was wearing a mask, but I snatched it off, and you won’t fucking believe who it was.”

      “So who was it?” Wild Man strolls up with Maven on his arm, and next comes Banger and Willow and then Letty.

      “That fucking Jack Birmingham.”

      “No fucking way.” Ace grunts, shaking his head in disbelief. His gaze stops on my face before I can process the name. “Why does Birmingham want you dead?”

      I shrug. “How should I know? I don’t even know the guy.” Then again, I barely know who the fuck I am, so maybe this guy has a damn good reason to want me dead.

      “I’m not sure that’s true.” Gia steps forward with a tablet in her hand, a frown marring her face.

      “I’m not lying,” I snap, feeling as if all my worst fears are rising to the surface.

      “I’m not saying that. Calm down, girlfriend.” She comes to stand beside me, shoving herself between me and Lucky. “Look at these photos. I managed to dig them up from your father’s files. They go back a few years. Anything come to mind?”

      I let out a frustrated sigh and shake my head. “He doesn’t look familiar to me at all. I’m sorry. Daddy never really had friends over to visit, and he didn’t introduce me to many of his business associates. Sorry.”

      “What about these names?” Gia keeps going, bringing up a list of names. “Recognize them from the company?”

      I lean in and carefully examine her screen. “Yes. I’ve worked with a few of those people.” I point to familiar names. “This guy provides ammunition and aviation parts to Europe. This is a security company we do business with. And this is a, uhm, one of those document translation services.”

      Shades barks a question in my direction. “What the fuck does a document translation business need with a shipping container?”

      “Fuck, I don’t know,” I say. “I only do the marketing, and I’m not very good at that. Daddy didn’t give me details or anything.”

      “Loose ends,” Lucky and Ace say simultaneously, which makes them feel more terrifying to me.

      “Me? I’m a loose end?” My body vibrates with fear, intense and deep in my belly. Someone is seriously trying to kill me. “Un-fucking-believable.”

      Ace begins to give orders. “You two will stay here. Lucky, don’t leave her fucking side. And Aria, you don’t leave the clubhouse. Got it?”

      He shakes his head and glares at all the faces gawking at me. “The mansion is no longer safe.”

      “Then I need to make a phone call,” I practically shout. “Where’s my phone?” I grab my purse and start digging. “Shit, I must have left it in my room.”

      Lucky turns to face me, ignoring Gia still standing between us. “What’s wrong?”

      Tears stream down my cheeks, but I realize I have an audience, and I swipe them away quickly, well, as much as I can, considering I’m a fucking mess.

      “Frannie and Beatrice and the others. I need to warn them that the house isn’t safe. I need to, I don’t know, get them hotel rooms or something. They’re sitting ducks! I can’t let that happen.” My hands fist in Lucky’s shirt, and he looks helpless instead of angry when I blurt out, “I can’t let them get hurt.”

      Hands grip my shoulders, and I stiffen as they spin me around until I’m face-to-face with McKenna. “Come on, Aria,” she says gently, “we’ll make sure to get them settled.”

      I shake off her touch. “I can do it. I need to call them and let them know, and then I need to get them rooms somewhere.”

      My mind scrambles to come up with local hotels, but I’m drawing blanks. Finally, I say, “The Regency, I’ll get them rooms there. I just need a phone.” My words stop, and I turn to Lucky, who’s staring at me like I’m a crazy person.

      “Let Kenna help you, Aria,” he says coldly.

      I shake my head. “I don’t need help. I need a fucking phone.”

      McKenna growls beside me. “Yes, Aria, we all know that you’re a badass bitch, fully capable of leaping tall buildings in your stilettos, but you’re out of your depth here.”

      I roll my eyes, biting back a cutting remark. “Trust me, I am quite capable of booking a hotel room.”

      “No shit,” she snorts. “But in this instance, your credit cards are an easy way for them to track you. We don’t want this Birmingham asshole killing the help in search of you, do we?”

      My shoulders fall forward at McKenna’s words, and I realize I was about to make a stupid move. No, not just stupid, but deadly. Suddenly, I’m out of my depth, something I’m not used to feeling.

      “No,” I whisper. “I don’t want that.”

      “You’re going to be fine, Princess.” Lucky lifts my chin with one finger until my gaze slams against his. “McKenna is going to help you reach out to Frannie and the staff, and then she’ll get you settled. You’ll be safe here because I will make damn sure of it. Feel me?”

      I nod.

      Lucky flashes a panty-melting smile. “Good girl. Here, take Coco before he shits all over the clubhouse.”

      I nod and accept the doggie backpack that most men wouldn’t wear, not even to keep their best friend safe from harm.

      “Okay.” My words are so quiet even I’m not sure if I say them out loud, but I can’t look away from Lucky. It’s almost as if I’m afraid he might disappear.

      McKenna takes my arm. “Come on, Aria, you’ll be all right.”

      I let her steer me away, but I keep my eyes on Lucky. He turns to his brothers, and they all huddle together in serious conversation.

      “You don’t know that,” I tell her through a sniffle I’m powerless to hide.

      “I do. I never in a million years would have guessed that you gave a shit about your workers, but you just went feral to protect them. It means you’re not the callous bitch I thought you were.”

      “People change, McKenna.”

      She laughs and guides me down a dimly lit hall before pushing open a heavy door that leads to a bedroom that looks like a fancy hotel room. It has a queen size bed, a beautiful nightstand, and even a desk with a chrome lamp. “Yes, they do. I’ve changed a lot.”

      “You have,” I confirm. “It’s surprising. And refreshing.” It means maybe Lucky is right, after all. Maybe I can decide what my life is going to be now. “Thanks for helping me.”

      She shrugs. “It’s what we do around here, Aria. If one of us is in trouble, we’re all in trouble.”

      “That sounds nice, but I’m not one of you.” I absently rub Coco’s head.

      “I’m not so sure about that, Aria, and if you think so, I think you might be losing your touch.” Her smile isn’t vicious as I remember. Instead, it’s more amused.

      I shake my head. “I don’t belong anywhere, McKenna, and right now, I don’t have the mental energy to go through it all with you. Can we just call Frannie and make arrangements?”

      McKenna doesn’t fight me. She lets out a sympathetic sigh, which I kind of hate. “Sure, Aria.”

      “I’m not sure I can do this.”

      “Call your house?”

      I shake my head. “No, how do I tell them that I’ve been keeping them in the dark about the shitstorm coming down the pike, and now they’re all in danger? They’re going to hate me.”

      It’s not less than I deserve, but these are the only people who care about me, even if they are paid to do so.

      “Aria,” McKenna sighs. “They work for you, and even if you care about them or love them, they know that your business isn’t really their business. They will appreciate you getting them the hell out of danger. I promise.”

      I nod and make the call. “Hello?”

      Thankfully, it’s Frannie because she’s the easiest to talk to.

      “Frannie, it’s Aria.”

      “Do you know what time it is?” Frannie says in a daze, and to be honest, I have no idea.

      “No. Sorry.”

      “It’s after midnight. Are you okay?”

      “Yes.” I inhale and let the whole story of someone breaking into the house, shooting at us, and leaving with one or maybe two carefully aimed bullet holes in him.

      “I’m sorry I can’t tell you more right now, but you all need to leave the mansion. I’ll have rooms reserved for you at the Regency until further notice.”

      Frannie is suddenly wide awake. “You can’t do that, Aria,” she says. “It’s too much.”

      “It’s not,” I insist. “You will all be safer there than at some budget place. The Regency has armed security. Please, Frannie, don’t argue with me. Just pack quickly and get everyone out of the house. Can you do that?”

      There’s a long pause on the other end of the call, and I know Frannie wants to push, but she doesn’t.

      “Yeah, I can do that, but just tell me you’re all right, Aria?”

      Stupidly, I nod as though she can see me. “I’m fine. Lucky is here, and he promises I’ll be safe. Right now, I’m choosing to believe I will be. I’ll explain everything…later.”

      Frannie lets loose a reluctant sigh. “Well, all right then. I’ll get everyone packed and out of here. Can I call you?”

      “My phone is still at the house, but you can call me on this number if you need to.” I glance at McKenna for confirmation. “Be careful, Frannie, and don’t open the door for anyone you don’t know, okay?”

      “Sounds serious, but yes, Aria, I’ll be careful. You do the same, and I’ll talk to you soon.”

      I end the call, feeling the weight of the past few days settle on my shoulders. Flashes of what could have happened tonight play behind my eyes, and I curl up on the bed with my back to McKenna and cry until my tears run dry.

      I pray I can fall asleep fast and forget this whole day.
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      Lucky

      “I managed to squeeze off a few shots, and at least one of them hit that fucker.”

      I shake my head as I look around at the serious expressions on my brothers’ faces and let out a long sigh. “I woke up when I heard him rooting around downstairs. Maybe he was looking for something…it’s possible, but he definitely came for Aria.”

      The question I haven’t figured out yet is why Birmingham feels threatened by Aria. Is she hiding something? Playing me?

      “We should call Stiles.”

      Shades’ words shock the fuck out of me, and judging by the sounds around the room, I’m not the only one who feels that way.

      “What? Stiles is so uptight, she’ll definitely be gagging to take down a dirty fed.”

      “Fuck that, no way.” Dix shakes his head adamantly in his disagreement. “If she shows up and finds Valentina here, she’ll definitely arrest her or at least detain her for something. We can’t risk that.”

      Preacher nods. “I agree with Dix, to a degree.” He sighs. “Look, we might be reading Agent Stiles all wrong based on our own bias. Maybe we should feel her out. See if she’s as straight-laced and focused on justice as she seems. Who knows, maybe she can see the bigger picture.”

      I want to argue with all of them, but we need to be clear-headed in this. We might be out of our depths with all the shit that’s been going on with the MC lately, and maybe Agent Stiles can help us by helping herself.

      “I think it’s worth a shot,” I finally say with a frustrated sigh. “And she probably already knows Valentina is here.”

      Ace nods. “I’ll give her a call in the morning.” His gaze slides around the room, a dark scowl on his face. “We need to talk about LTC. Why the fuck does it feel like we’re not making any progress?”

      Wild Man sighs first, and the loudest, and all eyes swing to him. “Gia and I are still working with the gamer I told you about.”

      Shades snorts a laugh. “If only getting rid of the LTC was as easy as leveling up or spawning after a kill shot.”

      Wild Man rolls his eyes. “Spoken like a fucker who is completely out of touch. Look, this guy is basically a digital terrorist for hire, and if we’re serious about taking down Arturo and his entire network, he is who we need.” His gaze is fierce, and I can tell he’s serious about this guy.

      “Okay, so what’s the problem?” Wild Man stares at me for a long time, his stare unreadable. “Is there some reason we haven’t pulled the trigger? That’s all I’m asking, brother.”

      “The plan is all set. We just need MC approval.” Wild Man looks to Ace, who nods, giving him the go-ahead.

      “Tell them, and then we’ll vote,” Ace mutters in his low, even-toned voice.

      Wild Man nods, and as excitement grows in his blue eyes, he outlines the entire plan for our brothers. It’s even bigger and more detailed than the brief outline he’d given me previously.

      “Okay, so this dude, KrypTonic, specializes in remote access and detonation, at least according to Gia. This works out perfectly for us. The majority of LTC business is coke, and guns come in a close second.”

      “And how is a gamer gonna help with either of those?” Shades’ question is sarcastic, but his concern is genuine.

      Wild Man grins. “Rojas owns hundreds, possibly thousands of acres of land throughout the Colombian countryside. Rumor has it that some of the land belongs to the government, which is even more fucking perfect.”

      His eyes widen again in excitement. “Arturo runs an efficient ship, growing and manufacturing and shipping his product on his own land, like the fucking Mickey Ds of the drug trade. Every step of the process, he has his hand in it, but so much of it is protected by the government.”

      I nod, slowly starting to figure out exactly what Wild Man and Gia have come up with. “So, if one step in the process is fucked, all the steps after it are also fucked?”

      Wild Man grins. “Exactly.”

      Coop nods, his brows knit into a frown. “And the drone, where do they come into all this?”

      “Think of the drone like the ones Uncle Sam uses to take out terrorists. ” He leans back, proud of himself as he speaks. “We fire it up and blow up the fields. Under the cover of darkness, the drone flies over and shoots out missiles. The missiles blow up and leave a deadly poison that attacks the plants. This is some high-tech USA military shit. Renders the land useless.”

      “Useless, how?”

      “The poison will make it impossible to grow anything. He’ll have to start from the beginning at a new field if he lives long enough to realize the damage we’ve done.”

      Coop nods. “And what about all the product he likely has stacked in his warehouses?”

      Wild Man lets out a loud snort. “I’m glad you asked,” he says, leaning back in his chair and weaving his fingers together behind his head. “This is where we need Valentina.”

      He turns a wary gaze to Dix, who widens his eyes like he’s on the verge of freaking the fuck out.

      “No fucking way.” Dix roars the words loud enough to stop all conversation. “It’s one thing for Valentina to know what’s going on, which she’s only vaguely aware of, but for her to be instrumental in taking down her own damn family? That’s asking too fucking much.”

      Ace doesn’t look happy with Dix’s words, but the two men go way back, so I know he’ll try to find another way.

      “Wild Man, are there any backup plans other than Valentina?”

      He nods. “Gia is still trying to find a way to access the exact coordinates, but Valentina might be our most direct line to this intel.”

      “Find another way,” Dix growls.

      Wild Man nods, leaning in with a grave and serious expression. “And if there isn’t another way?”

      Ace holds up a hand. “We’ll explore all possibilities,” he promises with a firm look on his face. “I have another idea, and I’ll work on it tonight. We’ll table this part of the discussion until tomorrow.”

      Dix opens his mouth to protest again, but Ace stops him with one gesture.

      “It might come down to her, Dix, so prepare yourself. In the meantime, we’ll explore all of our other options.” Ace looks around the room. “Other than that, does anyone have any other objections to this plan?”

      I didn’t have any objections, just one glaring concern. “Is there any way for this to blow back on the MC?”

      “No,” Wild Man sighs. “We pay KrypTonic in Bitcoin, and he sources everything he needs through third-party encryption to hide his identity, which has the effect of concealing ours. That said, there’s only a handful of Rojas’ enemies it could be. Us included. But Rojas won’t be thinking about us because we’re in his pocket right now.”

      Wild Man’s words settle around the room like a ton of bricks. This plan has a high success rate. It is our best path forward to get rid of Rojas and Los Tres Colombianos once and for all, but if we somehow fail, it’ll be all out fucking war.
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      Aria

      I wake up and look around the room and assess my life. Coco is snoozing next to me, and that makes me smile. This little guy has been with me through all of this, and all he does is love me. Unconditionally. I should get him some treats for being such a good boy.

      “I’m so happy you’re here, Coco,” I say, and he wakes up and barks. “You know, this would be an even bigger shit show without you.”

      Sitting in the middle of the soft mattress and stroking Coco while I space out, I have the comfort of knowing Frannie and Beatrice, along with the other workers, are safe. But still, I can’t stop my mind from racing one million miles a minute. “I’m so glad Lucky remembered to grab you. That was kind of sweet, wasn’t it?”

      The truth is that there are so many things to like and appreciate about Lucky, and that’s in addition to the fact that he saved my life at least twice. And the sex is off-the-charts amazing.

      “Through this whole time, Lucky has been here with us, Coco. He didn’t even like me before, and now, he’s protecting both of us.” I scratch Coco’s head absently.

      I thought about the times he held me when I cried, kissing my temple, and using soothing words to calm me.

      “What are we going to do, Coco?”

      Coco yaps in response, shaking his tiny body as if to tell me everything’s okay.

      I laugh at his energetic response, smiling as he spins in circles before collapsing in the same spot beside me, resting his small body against my leg, silently begging for more affection.

      “Daddy would never approve of Lucky.” That much is absolutely certain. Daddy barely approved of the guys I dated, even when they were sons of his stupid friends.

      Coco barks and nudges my knee with his head.

      “You’re right, of course.” I have no fucking clue who Daddy even is. That’s not even his real name, and what I know about Steven Morgan Jefferson couldn’t fill a fucking shot glass. So really, does it even matter what Daddy thinks about anything? He’s been lying to me my whole damn life. And days after he was taken into custody, has he checked in with the daughter he sheltered for more than two decades?

      No. A big fat fucking no.

      So I guess it doesn’t matter what Daddy thinks about Lucky or about me dating Lucky, but what does matter is what Lucky thinks. I worry that this semi-relationship is just a hot fuck fest born out of intense emotions and proximity.

      Will Lucky forget about me when the Reckless Souls’ business with Morgan International is over? Is he just biding his time while I’m sitting here thinking that this thing with him, whatever it is, feels like more than a few hot orgasms?

      “This is so fucking confusing, Coco.”

      He growls as if he really does understand, and I give him a very energetic belly rub.

      I sit and stew in my confusion over my feelings about Lucky and the man previously known as Geoffrey Morgan. I can’t do anything about Daddy until or if the feds release him. But Lucky? I know how I feel about him and what I want from him. The hardest part is figuring out how to tell him.

      “Ugh,” I groan and fling myself backward on the bed. What the fuck does that even look like? Telling the man I’ve been a raging bitch to for weeks now, who I wouldn’t even let inside my home, that I now have heart eyes for him? “He’ll laugh in my face.” And I’m not in the headspace for that kind of humiliation right now.

      “Who’ll laugh in your face?”

      I didn’t hear the door opening or Lucky as he stepped inside the room. I scramble up and take a long look at my bodyguard. Now that I’ve admitted my feelings for him to myself, I notice everything about him. The first thing I notice is that he looks exhausted. Utterly fucking spent.

      “No one.” I frown and push up onto my knees. “Are you okay?”

      He flashes a smile that doesn’t quite meet his eyes, and his lips twist into a half-grin. He doesn’t say anything for a long time, but I can see it written all over his face. There’s fear and concern in his eyes. The hint of a scowl still furrows his brow.

      Instantly, I’m off the bed and standing in front of him, running my hands all over his body the way I should have done the minute that asshole ran from the mansion.

      “Are you all right? Talk to me, Lucky.” I slip my hands under his t-shirt, searching for any sign that the guy who broke into the mansion had hurt him.

      “I’m not hurt, Princess.” He grabs both of my wrists to stop my hands from roaming all over his big, hard body. “And I’m not fucking fine, but I will be. I learned a lot today.”

      “I can relate to that.” It’s a stupid thing to say, but I don’t care. I want to do or say something to make him feel better, to provide him with the same level of comfort he’s given to me. “I’m guessing it’s something bad?”

      “Yes and no. It’s just…a lot, Aria.”

      “You want to talk about it?”

      He gives one firm shake of his head, and my heart sinks. He doesn’t want to share the burden with me because I’m not that important to him. This is all about sex, and sex only. “I can’t. Not yet.”

      I clench my lips and nod that I understand, but it feels like he’s tossing me a bone to make me feel better. “It’s fine. You don’t owe me any explanations. Just tell me if it’s safe to go back home?”

      His gaze locks with mine, and his brows dip in the center.

      “No, Aria. It’s not safe for you to go back home. Birmingham got away, and those two bullets were meant for you. We don’t know who else is out there, either. So, we’re staying here for the foreseeable future.”

      My shoulders relax at his words, and I’m shocked that I don’t feel more fear or anxiety about staying here with his biker friends and their women.

      “Okay. Is, uhm, is everyone okay with me staying here?”

      “Of course,” he nods. “Why wouldn’t they be? No one’s gonna say a damn thing to you, Princess.” He laughs. “Well, they might, but nothing that’s going to get you kicked out. Got it?”

      I nod and look around the room, assuming this will be where I stay. “Am I allowed out of this room?”

      Lucky nods and drops one hand and then the other on my shoulders, sliding them down until our hands are clasped together.

      “You’re not a prisoner, Aria. You can roam the clubhouse and some of the grounds but try not to forget that someone tried to kill you. Okay?”

      I swallow down that giant lump of fear that his reminder tugs to the surface. I shake my head to let him know I get it. “Don’t think I’ll be forgetting that anytime soon.”

      He leans forward, pressing a soft kiss to my forehead. “The first time someone tries to kill you is always the hardest.”

      “Funny,” I mumble and lean into the feel of his lips on my skin. “Will you be staying here too? With me?” I hate that I sound so uncertain and so fucking pathetic, but I’ve never felt this helpless in my life.

      “Do you want me to?”

      I nod.

      His smile starts slow, and he bites his bottom lip. “Are you asking me to stay with you?”

      I nod again. “I am.”

      “Then I’ll stay. Right now, all I want is a fucking shower.” He’s already tugging off his clothes, and my nipples go hard. My panties are instantly wet as my heart speeds up.

      “Want some company?”

      Coco barks.

      “Not you, Coco,” we both say at the same time, our gazes never leaving each other.

      “I really fucking do, Princess.”

      The pipes squeal as the water comes on, but it takes no time before the hot water fills the room with steam. I step inside first and dip my head under the powerful spray before tilting back and letting the hot water wash over me. I groan at Lucky’s hands on my hips, his mouth on that small space between my neck and shoulder.

      “Lucky,” I moan and let my head lean back against his shoulder.

      His hands are magic as they wander all over my body, pinching my nipples and massaging my tits before sliding down between my thighs. Three fingers smack my clit, and my hips surge forward.

      “You like that.”

      “I don’t hate it,” I say breathlessly.

      “Fuck, what you do to me,” he growls and spins me around to slam his mouth against mine. This kiss isn’t just hot as fucking shit. It’s different. His mouth devours me, delving into the dark, wet depths of my mouth until every inch is committed to memory. It feels as if he’s branding me as his with one scorching kiss. Too soon, he’s pulling back, his gaze dark as it searches my face.

      “Lucky,” I moan and reach between us to grab his cock. I squeeze it and stroke it in slow, teasing moves. “You’re too tired,” I say with a pout.

      “Never too fucking tired for that.” He punctuates his words by bucking into my hand.

      “You’re so hard. So thick.” I kiss one side of his collarbone and then the other. “So hot,” I whisper and drop a kiss on that line between his well-defined chest muscles. One tongue swipes across his nipple, and Lucky lets out a long hiss of breath that makes me smile.

      “Aria, babe. Don’t tease me.”

      I smile at him and dip back down to taste the other nipple. “But teasing you is so much fun.” I grip him harder and rub the blunt tip of his cock through my pussy lips and right against my clit. “Fuck.”

      He smiles and leans forward until we’re almost mouth-to-mouth. “You’re playing with fire.”

      “Maybe,” I agree. “Or maybe I like touching you. Maybe I like feeling you. You feel good to me.”

      That’s closer to the truth than I care to admit because every little kiss, every guttural moan, every touch makes me more certain of the truth I’ve been hiding from.

      I’m in love with Lucky. And it scares the crap out of me.

      Lucky takes advantage of my temporary distraction and rubs his hands all over my body. The scent of apples fills the air, and that’s when I realize that he’s rubbing body gel all over me, lingering longer in some places.

      “You’re so fucking soft,” he grunts and slides a finger across my clit.

      “Now, who’s teasing?”

      “You’re right. It is fun.” He does it again and again, and I think I’m going to come, but that’s not possible because nothing has happened. His hands soap me up, and then he rinses me off.

      I give his body the same treatment, letting my hands map out every deep valley and plane of his muscles, every scar, and every tattoo until I know them all by heart. The backs of his strong, powerful thighs mesmerize me even in the steamy shower. I take my time, sinking my teeth into his firm ass cheek.

      “Aria,” he groans louder when I nibble the other cheek. Feeling daring, I spread his cheeks a little, and tease his hole with my tongue. “Fuck, babe.”

      He grabs me by the hair and turns me so I’m facing the wall. One hand goes around my waist, and the other wraps around my ribcage so his fingers can tease my tits. His cock slips between my thighs, slowly rocking back-and-forth. The head of his cock bumps against my clit over and over and over again, making my breathing shallow and my pussy clench with unsatisfied desire.

      “Lucky,” I whisper on a wave of desire.

      His teeth sink into my shoulder, and my hips move faster and faster, like my own man-powered clit stimulator.

      “Aria,” he growls, kissing all over my neck and shoulders.

      I squeeze my thighs tighter together, and the groan it pulls from him is one I will remember for the rest of my life. It’s wild, almost feral in its intensity, and I arch my back a little.

      “Oh fuck, Lucky!”

      Seconds later, I’m falling apart. My legs are trembling, and my clit is vibrating like it’s attached to a live wire. I can feel the hot, thick seed spill from his cock all over my pussy and down my legs. It’s the most intense non-penetrating orgasm of my life, and tears prick the corners of my eyes.

      “Lucky,” I say, not knowing if I’m laughing or crying.

      “That was hot,” he whispers before nipping my earlobe.

      I turn to face him and smile. “Yes, it was. Thank you.”

      I kiss him long and deep, pouring all the things I’m not ready to say to him into that kiss. No man gives pleasure when he doesn’t have to. Lucky could have asked for a blow job, and I would have given it to him, but that’s not the man he is. He respects my wishes, so he found another way for us both to get off.

      “I should be thanking you. Or should I be thanking your yoga teacher?”

      “I’ll send along your praise,” I laugh and kiss his beautiful mouth. “I promise.”

      “Come on. Let’s get out of here before someone starts bitchin’ about the hot water.”

      With a low belly laugh, Lucky steps out of the shower, watching me as I dry my hair and body.

      “What?”

      He shrugs. “You’re so fucking feminine. Everything little thing about you.” He kisses my shoulder and walks out of the bathroom, completely naked.

      My body catches fire, and I rush after him, hungry to touch and taste every inch of him for as long as possible.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

          

        

      

    

    
      Lucky

      The sun filters between the blinds, filling the room with an early morning glow. I turn with a smile on my lips and a warm, naked woman in my arms, and then I press a kiss to her temple. What the fuck am I doing? I’ve lost count of how many times I’ve asked myself that exact question where Aria is concerned.

      Something about her calls to me and not just my dick. It’s too early in the morning to be thinking such thoughts, especially when I already know I’m a fucking goner over this rich girl.

      Aria isn’t at all what she appears, and I’m not talking about being the daughter of a federal agent. Fuck that. On the outside, she is bitchy and stuck up, all hard edges and a sharp tongue. But she’s also smart and kind of funny in a sarcastic way. And she’s so fucking vulnerable it’s incredible hundreds of guys aren’t lining up to protect her.

      Yeah, I’m gone over her, and I can admit that to myself here in the quiet of the clubhouse before the world wakes up. No matter what I’m feeling, though, I know I have to tread carefully. Geoffrey Morgan might not be who she thinks he is, but he’s still her father, and falling for Aria might mean losing her when this is all over. She’s upset right now, but parental influence runs deep.

      I can’t waste my time on what Geoffrey Morgan thinks right now, not when there are more important things to consider.

      Between LTC and the fucking Bloodthirsty Devils, my main concern is keeping my brothers and Aria safe. Threats are coming from every fucking angle right now, which means no one is safe for the moment, and that means I can’t afford to let my mind wander to fanciful things like hot, naked, rich girls.

      Focus. I gently slip from the bed, from Aria’s sleepy yet possessive grip, casting one last look at her gorgeous body before I step inside the bathroom, dress, and leave her to meet with my brothers.

      Inside the main clubhouse, I find many of my brothers sitting at tables and eating breakfast, the club whores bringing out beers, eggs, and bacon like the clubhouse is some roadside diner.

      “What can I getcha, Lucky?”

      I smile at one of the new girls. I can’t remember her name, but when shit gets less crazy around here, I will.

      “Bacon, eggs, and toast sound perfect, sweetheart. Thank you.”

      She blushes and rushes off to do my bidding.

      “He’s got one woman in his bed, and already he’s lining up the next.” I know Shades is joking, but his words rub me the wrong way. “Oh, to be young again,” he says with a teasing grin.

      “Someone better clue Letty in on the fact that she’s shacking up with a decrepit old coot.”

      He frowns and flips me off. “Fucker.”

      I laugh and steal a strip of bacon from his plate. “Younger and faster. Fucker.” A few of the other brothers laugh before the tables grow quiet as we focus on breakfast.

      My plate arrives, and I tackle it like a starving man and ask for more while I wait. This impromptu meeting is no accident. Ace wants to tell us something, and since we’re all here, he’s biding his time.

      “Stiles is on her way,” he finally says, breaking the comfortable silence.

      Loud groans go up around the room, but none louder than Dix and Banger.

      “What the fuck, man?” Dix drops his fork loudly onto his plate. “Way to ruin my fucking appetite.”

      I smile. She’s a fed, but as far as law enforcement goes, she ain’t that bad.

      “Is she coming for a reason?”

      Ace nods. “Dealing with LTC puts the MC on a different level. We now have to worry about international threats, probably even once LTC is no more. We can’t rely solely on connections like Doherty moving forward, and I think Stiles is a useful tool.”

      I nod, accepting his argument because it’s logical, and Ace is a damn good leader. “Okay. What do you need us to do?”

      Ace slides a glare, first to Dix and then to Banger. “Just try not to piss her off, yeah?”

      Dix holds his hands up, a lopsided grin spreading across his face. “I will do my best.”

      Ace nods, shoving the final piece of sausage and toast into his mouth, chewing it hard and fast.

      “You might need to add a few details,” Ace says to me. “Keep it short, and don’t volunteer anything extra.”

      “Got it.” I finish my breakfast, and it seems that Agent Stiles clocked her arrival for just the right time.

      She arrives looking the same as ever in black slacks and a white shirt. The only difference is she’s wearing a short sleeve blouse out of respect for the heat wave sweeping through California.

      “Boys.” She flashes a professional smile before her gaze swings to Ace. “I was surprised to get your call.”

      He lets out a short laugh. “Probably almost as surprised as I was to make that call.” He motions for her to sit, and in the spirit of not pissing her off, we all take seats behind Ace so she doesn’t feel threatened. “I have some intel for you, and you’re probably not gonna like it, but I’ll tell you what I can.”

      Stiles folds her arms and arches a brow. “Meaning you’ll keep some details for yourself?”

      Ace nods. “Of course. You familiar with a man named Birmingham in the ATF?”

      Her brown eyes go wide, and her blonde ponytail bounces with every nod. “I may have heard of him, but we don’t travel in the same circles.” Her gaze bounces around the room from Shades to Banger to Dix and then to me. “Why do you ask?”

      “We’ve come across some information, and I think you might find it useful.”

      She laughs. “Which means you also might find it useful?”

      Ace shrugs and then tells her what Aria and I dug up on Jack Birmingham.

      “He’s a crooked agent working for Arturo Rojas. We have evidence he’s been falsifying travel and shipping documents for years to ensure LTC shipments get where they need to be.”

      “How do you know all of this?” she asks.

      Ace shrugs again like this is a normal Saturday morning conversation.

      “Let’s just say we uncovered it for personal reasons. But,” he sighs and slides a photo across the table. “That’s him helping Emiliano Rojas kidnap his sister and haul her back to Colombia.”

      Stiles’ expression goes wide, and she grabs the photo, staring at it closely. I see the moment realization dawns and anger takes over her girl-next-door features.

      ”What the hell?”

      Ace nods, his lips in a straight line. “He also tried to kill Aria Morgan.”

      Nothing registers on her face for a long minute, and I’m watching carefully to see if she’s crooked too.

      “Geoffrey Morgan’s daughter. Why?”

      Wild Man leans forward, skepticism on his face and in his words.

      “You tell us. What do you know about him?”

      “Not much. He works for the ATF, but why would he try to kill Morgan’s daughter? Is there something else I should know?”

      “Nah,” Wild Man sits back with a charming smile. “I wanted to see if we could trust you.” The lie falls from his lips easily, and I wonder if he saw the same truth I did.

      “Thanks for this.” Stiles places a hand over the photo, but surprise flashes when Ace hands her a folder.

      She says, “What’s in this for you? Because I know you’re not helping me out of the goodness of your heart?”

      She’s ready to make a deal with the proverbial devil to take down a dirty cop because she’s as strait-laced as she seems.

      “Nothing.”

      Stiles laughs. “I was born at night, Ace, not last night.” She leans forward, her eyes narrowed to slits. “Is this a truce? A partnership? Because I can get down with either of those for a common interest like taking down a corrupt cop.”

      She stands, resting her palms on the table, fire burning in her eyes.

      Coco arrives, barking his fool fucking head off. He stops at Stiles’ feet and yaps like she stole his favorite pillow.

      “Guard dog?” She laughs and shoots Coco a smug smile.

      “Don’t piss off the dog,” I warn her, but it’s too late. “Or he’ll piss all over you.”

      Coco lifts one leg and pisses all over her black heels.

      “Son of a bitch!”

      Dix and Banger get a good laugh at the agent’s expense while the rest of us at least attempt to keep our smiles back.

      “Good boy,” Banger mumbles and feeds Coco a strip of bacon.

      Ace stands and moves Agent Stiles away from the piss.

      “This is an act of goodwill for the future,” he tells her honestly. “We’re working on our own plans, so it’s up to you, Agent Stiles, to get to the LTC before we do.”

      Before Stiles can plead her case, Dix steps up beside Ace. “Save your breath, Fed. We can’t work with you because it will kill Valentina, and I won’t let that happen. Period.”

      She nods as if she understands. “And Aria Morgan? Where does she fit into all this?”

      “We don’t know,” Ace says easily. “She’s safe right now, and we’ll make sure she stays that way.”

      Stiles nods and holds up the folder. “All right. I’ll be in touch, or you will,” she says and leaves the clubhouse.

      “Is it just me, or does it feel like we need to hose the place down after a visit with the feds?” Banger shakes his head, gaze still on the door where Agent Stiles exited.

      Coop offers up a half-smile, but he turns to Dix. Something is on his mind. “I know you want to keep Valentina safe, but we can’t make big MC decisions based solely on your wife.”

      Dix balls his hands into fists, and I step between them. “You wouldn’t say that if it was Kelsey.”

      He growls angrily, “I don’t fucking have to because she was brought into things without us having to vote on it.”  None of us can blame him for his fierce tone after what the Iron Kings did to her. “My point still stands.”

      “Yeah, and what the fuck is your point, Coop?”

      “My point,” he growls and steps closer, his chest bumping up against the arm I’m using to keep the brothers separated, “is that you don’t want Valentina to make a simple fucking phone call. You don’t want us working with the feds, and it’s only because of her. She had to pick a side, and by marrying you, she’s picked her side. Maybe it’s time for her to prove it.”

      Dix lunges forward, and Ace grabs him and pulls him back. “Where the fuck is this coming from?”

      “We are at a fucking standstill, man,” Coop groans, looking around the room. “Valentina is the easiest route to get those fucking coordinates, and you’re acting like a little bitch about it. If you won’t let the Feds help us take out LTC, then it’s time for your girl to prove where her loyalty lies.”

      Ace steps between them. “Enough!” he shouts, a pissed-off expression bouncing between Coop and Dix. “We don’t have time for you girls to fight. We have enough assholes trying to take us out. Coop, back off.”

      “Damn right,” Dix crows.

      Ace turns to him. “Talk to Valentina. Ask her to reach out.” Dix is furious, but Ace is already moving on, his attention fixed on Wild Man.

      “You know where Geoffrey Morgan is yet?”

      My ears perk up at Ace’s question, but Wild Man shakes his head.

      “Nope. Gia and I have been doing everything possible to find him, but it’s definitely an off-books meeting. They don’t have him listed as being in any federal building under his known name or his birth name. Sorry.”

      Shit. That’s the last news I want to deliver to Aria, but I won’t lie to her. After all the lies she’s lived through, she deserves the truth.

      And I’m the lucky motherfucker who gets to tell her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

          

        

      

    

    
      Aria

      Lucky bursts into the room. “We’re going out.” His statement startles me out of my pep talk to get myself out of the room to search for food.

      “Out?”

      I frown as if the word is foreign to me.

      “Where? Why?”

      This isn’t the time for a field trip, not when a man tried to kill me less than twenty-four hours ago.

      “Did you find out something? Is it bad?”

      Suddenly his need for a day trip makes sense.

      “You have bad news, and you want to break it to me, what, over burgers or sushi or something?”

      Lucky stares at me, an amused smile on his beautiful lips and his eyes crinkling at the corners, drawing attention to the tattoo above his brow.

      “Are you done?”

      I shrug, feeling out of sorts. “I don’t know. That depends on your answer.”

      “My answer is that we’ve been cooped up for too fucking long. First at your place and now here. Don’t you want to get out and stretch your legs a little?” His expression is still slightly amused, but that’s it. He doesn’t give away a damn thing. “Well?”

      “Fine. Of course, I want to go out. I’m fucking going stir crazy.” I grab my bag and rush into the bathroom to get ready.

      A knock sounds, and then Lucky’s voice. “Don’t wear pink, it’s too noticeable, and we need to keep a low profile.”

      “Got it,” I shout and smile as I pull out the date night classic, a little black dress. I have no idea why I tossed it in my bag when it’s totally impractical, but now I need it, and I’m happy to have it.

      I go with a smoky eye and deep red lips, feeling incredible. It’s been too long since I’ve had a good date because the only guys Daddy ever approved of were, well, guys he approved of, which basically meant nothing fun or exciting.

      Not tonight. I have a real date with a real man, one who seems to like me even when I’m being really unlikable. A man who doesn’t give a fuck about the power and influence of my father, and even better, a man who’s already seen me at my worst and stuck around.

      “I can work with that,” I say to my expression and step out of the bathroom looking incredible. “Well, how do I look?”

      Heat flares in Lucky’s gaze, and he licks his lips as he takes in my long legs in the short dress and the cleavage on display. “You look the way you always look, fucking hot.”

      It’s not the most sophisticated compliment, but his sincerity is indisputable, which is more than I can say for most men. I accept the compliment with a smile. “Thanks.”

      “Too fucking bad you’re not wearing that.”

      I wince and rear back at his harsh words. “Excuse me?”

      “You heard me. Get back in there and put on jeans and a t-shirt, no pink. I’ll go see if one of the girls has a leather jacket you can borrow.” He shakes his head as if I’m some silly airhead incapable of dressing herself.

      “What the fuck, Lucky?”

      He sighs as if he’s exhausted by me. “What size boots do you wear?”

      “I am not wearing someone else’s smelly boots, so tell me what the hell just happened, or I’m not going anywhere.”

      He steps in close and runs his fingertips from my shoulders down to the swell of my breasts.

      “We’re taking the bike. That dress, while hot as fuck, is impractical. Unless of course, you want the whole world to see your pussy?”

      I growl and roll my eyes. “Size eight.”

      He flashes a lazy smile. “I’ll be right back. You get changed.”

      I let out a frustrated grunt, but I quickly change into a pair of fitted jeans and a loose-fitting black tank top. When Lucky returns with a black leather jacket and a pair of motorcycle boots, I’m grateful and slip them on.

      “Thanks.”

      Instead of grumbling about being on the motorcycle, I embrace the new experience and enjoy having my body pressed up against Lucky, my arms around his waist.

      The ride is longer than I thought it would be as the bike takes us farther and farther away from Angel Harbor. With every passing mile, I feel the tension seep from my pores.

      By the time we arrive at the restaurant, my thighs are trembling, and my pussy is wet. God, who am I? Now I’m turned on by a motorcycle?

      “You okay?” Lucky’s dark brows arch in question.

      I nod and flash a nervous smile. “I’m good. That ride was surprisingly…uhm…enjoyable.”

      “I knew I’d make a believer out of you.” He winks and takes my hand in his as we walk into the dimly lit Italian restaurant. The warm aroma of garlic and herbs fills the air, and the soft chattering of diners mixes with the gentle strumming of a guitar.

      “I don’t know if I’d say I’m a believer,” I begin. “Maybe I like hanging out with you.”

      He flashes a knowing grin, pausing long enough to follow the hostess to a table away from the windows, instantly putting me on edge again.

      “I know you do,” he whispers in my ear as he pulls out my chair like the perfect fucking gentleman. “But you still liked it.”

      His hot breath fans the side of my neck, and my breath hitches.

      Oh God, my knees are buckling, and we don’t even have drinks yet. Focus. I need to focus on something else. Anything else.

      “So, Lucky. Is this like your go-to first-date restaurant?”

      He laughs and licks his lip, a move I am totally growing addicted to seeing.

      “Believe it or not, I’ve never been on a first date. I’m usually more of a wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am type of guy.”

      “Never?”

      “Nope.” He shakes his head. “I was in the military the minute I turned eighteen, and before that, I was struggling to survive. There was no money or time for anything more than just a fuck.”

      I swallow at the hard intensity he puts on that last word.

      “Okay. So not your first date place.”

      He smiles, shaking his head. “Not at all. What about you, Aria? What is your type? The douchebag?” he asks as if genuinely curious.

      I laugh and wonder if that’s jealousy I detect under his question.

      “Honestly? I don’t have a type, not really. I’ve only ever been allowed to date guys like the douchebag, and most of the time, they aren’t interested in me, just my father’s company and wealth.”

      “Not interested? I call bullshit,” he says playfully.

      I ignore the blush crawling up my cheeks at another of those unintentional compliments. “Okay, they wanted to fuck me, at least until they learned that pussy wasn’t on the table.”

      He scowls, shaking his head. “Fucking idiots. You have the perfect ass for fucking.”

      I smile at the way he comes to my defense. Lucky isn’t just a big bad biker. He’s also incredibly charming. So charming that I can see why so many women were happy to just have a night with him.

      “So you’re my first, first date of my choosing.”

      “You have good taste,” he laughs as the waiter arrives to take our order.

      The waiter leaves with a promise to return with our drinks, and Lucky smirks. There's a playful look in his eyes, and it’s fixed on something over my shoulder. Following his gaze, I turn to see a tiny dance floor tucked away in a corner of the restaurant, with a couple swaying to a soft guitar tune.

      When our food arrives, we dig in, sharing stories, laughing it up at our own jokes, and chatting about everything from our latest Netflix binge to that time Lucky got chased by a horny dog. Ergo: why Coco makes him crazy.

      Once we’re done eating, Lucky surprises me by grabbing my hand. His grin widens, and with excitement in his eyes, he casually asks, “Wanna dance?”

      “You dance?” Now I’m intrigued.

      “Not at all,” he says, “but I’m willing if you are.”

      “Let’s go!” I say, feeling a burst of energy.

      I stand, and Lucky leads me to the dance floor. We start moving, slowly and naturally, like we’ve done this a million times before. The rhythm of our bodies matches the steady beat of my racing heart, and Lucky’s touch sparks something in me I’ve never felt before.

      As the final notes of the song softly drift away, Lucky leans in close.

      “Let’s get out of here.”

      “Lead the way,” I say, my whole body buzzing with want for this man.

      We leave the Italian restaurant hand in hand, stepping out into the cool night air. The breeze feels extra tingly against my heated skin, stirring up a sense of anticipation that has me holding my breath.

      Tonight has been fun, exciting even. But something tells me it’s turning into something more.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

          

        

      

    

    
      Lucky

      “This is such a beautiful night.” Aria sighs and turns her gaze toward the starry night, a broad smile splitting her face. She actually looks happy for the first time since I met her.

      She’s so fucking beautiful, is all I can think, watching her smile at the stars and the moon.

      How can I like this chick? I don’t just like her, but I genuinely fucking adore her, which is a recipe for disaster. I shake off the thoughts and take her hand in mine.

      “So I guess you’re definitely the long walks on the beach kind of girl. Is that what your dating profile says?”

      She doubles over with laughter. “No! It sounds so cliché to put in a dating profile, but I really do love long walks on the beach.” Her hand tightens in mine, and even with just the moonlight, I can see the blush staining her cheeks. “They’re nice, romantic even.”

      “They are nice.” I agree as we advance slowly up the beach. “It’s not something I’ve ever done.”

      “Not your thing?”

      I sigh, trying to figure out how to answer the question without another fucking sob story about my shitty upbringing.

      “It seems they are, but before this moment, I didn’t have time to walk along the beach. From the moment my ma died, I’ve been in survival mode, first on the streets, and then the military, and now the MC. Got a certain sexy princess I have to keep safe.”

      I wiggle my eyebrows, making her laugh so loud the sound bounces off the rocks ahead.

      “So I’ve converted you?”

      I nod. “It’s nice enjoying the quiet with nothing but the sound of the waves crashing. The stars and moon cast a soft glow over a beautiful woman. What’s not to like?”

      Aria’s bitchy and bossy, but she’s also a lost soul, so fucking fragile that every part of me wants to protect her. Still, there’s a layer of toughness and sass that I hadn’t expected, and that combination? Fucking irresistible.

      “What are you thinking right now?”

      I blink and turn to Aria. My brows dip at her question. “What?”

      She smiles and lets out a long sigh as she stares at me.

      “You have this serious look on your face, and I’m curious what were you thinking about to put that look there?”

      Shit. Add to the list that she’s also fucking perceptive. “Honestly? I was thinking about how irresistible I find you.”

      Her brows shoot up in surprise. “Irresistible?”

      I nod. “Yep. And unexpected.”

      “Well,” she sighs and steps in close, wrapping one arm and then the other around me. “I don’t think anyone has ever called me unexpected.”

      “We’ve already discussed the fact that you’ve been surrounded by fucking idiots. Anyone who thinks otherwise isn’t paying attention.” It’s exactly what she wants people to see. “I know better now, Aria. I see you. For you.”

      She lets out a shaky breath as a smile splits her red lips. “I know you do, and I kind of like that about you.” Her lips are close enough that they brush against mine when she speaks.

      “You do?”

      Aria nods. “Yeah. A lot.”

      Then her mouth is right there on mine, her tongue teasing my lips and playing along the seam until I open up and slip my tongue out, lighting the fire that quickly rages between us.

      Her hands fist in the fabric of my shirt as she pulls me closer as if only that act alone can give her the satisfaction she needs. She moans into my mouth, and I swallow it down, adding another piece of her to my soul.

      She pulls back, panting and smiling.

      “I see you too, Lucky. You are the most unexpected treat of my life.”

      And she dives back in, kissing me like her life depends on it. Her body is glued to mine as we stand on the edge of the beach kissing like two people who have no business kissing like this, two people doomed from the very start.

      Two people who don’t give one single goddamn. My cock is hard and aching, desperate to spend endless weeks and months buried in her mouth, her ass, and yeah, her pussy too. I want every inch of her so bad that I can fucking taste it. I can see it all laid out in real life, and it’s fucking amazing.

      “Lucky,” she pulls back with her eyes glazed over and her lipstick smeared.

      “Ready to get out of here?”

      Her hand brushes against my cock, and then she squeezes it through my jeans.

      “Fuck yeah. Let’s get out of here.”
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      Aria

      The ride back to the Reckless Souls clubhouse takes an eternity. At least, that’s how it feels after that incredibly hot make-out session under the stars. My mind spins as Lucky’s bike eats up the asphalt, and I know absolutely and without any fucking doubt in my mind that this moment with this man is right.

      By the time we make it back to the clubhouse, I am so fucking ravenous for him, I’m ready to hop on his dick right here in the parking lot.

      But, no…Lucky slows things down by taking my hand and helping me off the bike. His touch is gentle, but the fire burning in his eyes is intense as he drags me through the clubhouse and into our little private haven.

      I pounce on him as soon as the door closes behind us, pushing him against it, and drawing a laugh from him.

      “Someone’s a little feisty tonight.”

      I tug off his t-shirt and undershirt, lowering to my knees as I undo his belt, button, and zipper with quick hands because I am turned the fuck on and ready to attack.

      “A little? Then you haven’t been paying attention.”

      Lucky’s gaze darkens as it collides with mine, staying there as I fist his cock in short, hard strokes.

      “Oh, I’m paying attention, Princess.”

      I smile and lean forward, swiping my tongue across the tip where the pearly bead of liquid waits for me.

      “Aria,” he growls, and I keep my gaze on him as I run the tip of my tongue all around his crown and then my whole tongue. “Ah, fuck, babe.”

      There’s more than lust in his eyes, and it hits me right in my chest before sliding down to my pussy, hot and aching as I take him in my mouth, my gaze still on his beautiful face.

      I moan at the feeling of him growing harder and thicker in my mouth. When his hand fists in my hair, gripping me tight, moisture floods between my thighs. I take him deeper. My only goal at the moment is to watch his gorgeous face as he comes down my throat.

      “Aria,” he warns, and I smile with my eyes, gripping the base of him tighter with one hand and giving his balls a light squeeze with the other. “Fuck,” he growls, and his hips buck when I take him to the back of my throat. “Oh…fuck!”

      Perfect, I think as I watch his face twist with the agony of an intense orgasm. His eyes close, squeezing tight as his jaw clenches and his head falls back, all while his cock fills my throat. It’s a long, hard orgasm, but then it crests, and his lips curve up into a welcome smile of satisfied release.

      “Damn, girl.”

      He stands there leaning against the door with a smile on his face for a moment, leaving me free to look my fill. To take in every detail of the man I didn’t know to expect, had no clue what the man who would become my everything would look like, a Greek or Roman god, full of ink and battle scars.

      “Fuck, that was incredible.”

      I stand and smile at him, licking my lips slowly.

      Lucky gets rid of the rest of his clothes, kicking off his pants and boxers once he’s free of his boots. Then, he stalks toward me as I step backward, step by step, until there’s nowhere else for me to go.

      My clothes are gone in a nano-second, with denim and leather flying through the air until I’m bare naked for his eyes only.

      “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he growls, stepping closer to brush soft kisses from my lips down to my collarbone. His thumbs brush gently across my nipples, already so hard they ache. “So goddamn responsive.”

      “Must be the company,” I whisper breathlessly and sit back on the bed. Lucky kisses his way down to my breasts, my ribcage, and then my hipbones. Kisses so soft I feel tears gather behind my eyes as his lips brush across my skin. “Lucky, yes.”

      Soon he’s on his knees in front of me, a hand grazing the back of one leg until it’s resting over his shoulder, leaving me open to his gaze.

      “This pretty pink pussy,” he growls and uses his fingers to part my lips. “So wet and glistening. So ready for a kiss,” he says softly and wraps his lips around my clit.

      It’s the sweetest torture, the way he’s kissing my pussy in slow sweeps of his tongue, a gentle tug between his lips here and there. It’s so fucking gentle yet wildly intense that my emotions are all over the place. This feeling pulsing through me is hot and raw, more than just a guy really good at eating pussy.

      I recognize what it is as his tongue slips inside me, fucking me with his mouth, bringing me closer to heaven.

      “Lucky,” I moan as my legs tremble in warning of the pleasure that’s to come.

      “Yeah?” One finger slides through my pussy juices and crawls back to my ass, slipping inside one knuckle deep as his mouth covers my clit while his tongue flicks it rapidly. Then he sucks.

      Billions of multi-colored lights flash behind my eyes as my orgasm races through my body, tearing me apart in wild jerks and convulsions. It’s too intense, and finally, my legs give out, and I fall back onto the mattress.

      “Lucky. Fuck.”

      He stands up, staring down at me like I’m precious. Like I matter.

      Staring up at his intense dark gaze, his wet smile, and beautiful body, I know that this is the moment. The moment. “Lucky.”

      “Aria,” he growls and lays down beside me, his fingertips dancing up and down my overheated skin.

      I sit up and turn to face him, brushing a hot kiss over his lips before I pull back, certainty filling me with confidence. “I want you, Lucky.”

      He laughs. “I want you too, Aria. Too fucking much.”

      I smile. “Good, but what I mean is, I want you to be my first.”

      “Your first what?”

      “I want you to take my virginity.”

      His cloudy gaze clears, and his brows furrow. “Are you sure?”

      I nod with a smile, brushing one thumb over his irresistible bottom lip. “I have never been more sure of anything in my life. Honestly.”

      “Why me?”

      His gaze doesn’t waver, and I inhale deeply, knowing this is my moment of truth. “Because uhm…because I really, really like you. And,” I hesitate for a second, “I trust you.”

      “You can always trust me,” he growls, leaning forward and taking my mouth in a slow kiss that curls my toes. The weight of his body sends me falling back to the mattress, and his cock is hard and thick between us.

      “Always,” he growls as he pulls back and spreads my thighs. “You sure you want this, because I can always fuck that ass—”

      “Do it,” I say and press my hips forward. “Just do it, Lucky. Please.”

      “Oh, Princess, you are in for a treat.” Lucky keeps his eyes on me as the tip of his cock rubs through my wet pussy lips. “Fuck,” he growls as he slowly sinks into my pussy, inch by inch. He pauses at the barrier I’ve been saving for this very moment, jaws clenched tight in restraint.

      “I’m sure, Lucky. I want this. I want it with you.”

      His eyes go dark as his hips thrust forward, slicing right through my virginity and leaving a stinging, fiery pain that lasts a few seconds before another sensation arrives, that of being so fucking full I don’t know what to do. “Breathe, Princess.”

      I do what he says, and his cock sinks in to the hilt, my pussy fluttering around him. “Oh. My. God.” That feeling of his cock deep inside of me is incredible. “I can feel…everything.”

      “I’ve got more,” he teases and pushes in a little deeper.

      “Move, biker,” I demand, my voice a little more growly than I expected. “Fuck me.”

      That’s all he needs to get moving. His hands are everywhere, squeezing my tits, palming my thighs while his hips push in steady strokes that offer no moment of peace. It’s an all-out onslaught of sensations rippling over my skin, dampening our thighs and making a wet noise with every stroke. It’s the most incredible feeling in the world, and I am so fucking deliriously happy that I waited for this tattooed, bad boy biker.

      Lucky. Fuck, I’m lucky to be here in this bed.

      I move my hands to his waist and feel his skin. Noticing how good he feels under my fingertips. His chest, his arms. His tatted-up skin is perfect. Soft and warm under my hands.

      His muscles flex as he moves in and out, and my hands slide down to his butt cheeks. I’ve never felt a man like this, committing to memory the way he feels as he moves.

      “Fuck, Princess,” He growls through gritted teeth. His face twists in pleasure, and beads of sweat form on his brow.

      “Yeah, Lucky,” I gasp, my voice thick with desire. “Oh God, yes. Give me all of you. Go deeper.”

      Lucky’s hips surge, picking up speed, and the intensity overwhelms me. Another orgasm crashes over me way too soon, starting from my toes and shooting through my entire body. I clench around him, taking every inch as he continues to pound into me.

      I’m trembling and shaking my way through this orgasmic moment, but all I can think is how beautiful his face is twisted in passion.

      “Lucky!” I shout at the feel of his cock coming inside of me. “I can feel you.”

      He grunts in response, his thrusts growing more urgent, riding out his own pleasure. I can’t hold back. I come again and again. My body shakes uncontrollably until tears fall from my eyes.

      After a few moments of trying to catch my breath, my body twitches in sharp aftershocks. I can barely think, barely breathe, and I have the words I love you on the tip of my tongue.

      But I won’t say it. I’m not stupid.

      I won’t ruin this incredible first time for anything.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

          

        

      

    

    
      Lucky

      Jesus, how did this happen? We can’t be more different. Aria and I come from different worlds, but when we’re together, none of that shit matters. She’s not the pampered princess, and I’m not the battle-hardened biker. We’re just Lucky and Aria.

      And it feels so right.

      I turn slightly and watch her sleeping so peacefully with a small smile curving up the corner of her lips, a goofy smile on my face. Her thick eyelashes fan across her cheeks, and her skin is flawless, no stress or worry marring her beautiful face.

      Does she feel the same way? Do I even want to ask?

      She told me last night why she wanted me to pop her princess cherry because she LIKES me and trusts me.

      And?

      I’m never going to be rich like Geoffrey, keeping her in designer duds and people cleaning up after her, but I can take care of her. Is money a dealbreaker for her?

      I answer my own question. Probably. There’s no way to go from that level of wealth to anything less. If I’m being honest, I know that. It’s nothing more than wishful thinking on my part to believe otherwise.

      Aria’s sleepy eyes open to mine, and she smiles. “Good morning, handsome.” Her hand caresses my face, her thumb scraping on the scruff at my jawline. “Last night was perfect, Lucky.”

      “It was pretty fucking perfect,” I agree with a smile.

      Her head falls back, and she laughs. “Thank you. I was pretty turned on. You were beautiful.”

      “Beautiful?” I chuckle at the word, and she laughs, pushing up to her elbows and leaning forward to kiss me. Like always, the kiss quickly turns hot and dark, and Aria slides on top of me, straddling my hips while she devours my mouth, moaning as her hips grind against me.

      She’s so fucking wet it’s dripping down my cock and onto my belly, making me so hard that I can’t stand it. Her body quivers as my cock grows beneath her, and she yanks her mouth away with a growl. “Lucky.”

      “Your pussy wants me. Again.”

      Her lips part into a full smile, and she moves her hips, sliding her pussy up and down the length of my dick. “It does.”

      Just at that moment, our little cockblocker starts barking, ruining the moment. “Fucking Coco,” I growl in frustration.

      Aria laughs and leans over the side of the bed to peek at her dog. “Coco might be jealous. He usually sleeps with me.”

      “Deal with it, Coco,” I growl and close my eyes because I’m talking to a fucking dog.

      Coco growls in response, and seconds later, I hear the telltale sound of him pissing on the floor. Again.

      “Asshole,” I growl, and Aria laughs again, her pussy vibrating on the underside of my cock. I clench my jaw in frustration because I know morning sex has to wait.

      “You little fucker,” she laughs, shaking her head as she turns to me with a shocked smile. “He pissed on my little black dress.”

      “That should make clean up easy,” I tell her as she slips off the bed and onto her knees.

      “I looked hot in this dress,” she whines as she cleans up the dog piss with her dress.

      “You look hotter out of it.” I wink, and she looks away with a sexy smile and tosses the dress in the trash.

      “I’ll never wear that again.” She snarks and stops at the side of the bed. “How do you want me, Biker Boy?”

      “Creamin’ all over my cock, Princess,” I tell her and stroke my dick.

      She kneels on the bed, and then she straddles me. “Save a motorcycle, ride a biker?”

      I roll my eyes at her. “Stop with the dad jokes, okay?”

      Aria giggles, and it sounds so pure. I grip my cock with one hand and her hip with the other. “Ride my cock, Aria.”

      She slides down the length of me, her eyes fluttering closed as I fill her completely. “Oh, fuck, Lucky,” she moans as she sinks all the way down. “That feels fucking incredible.”

      She puts her hands on my chest, and her hips start to swirl and grind on my cock.

      “Better than fucking incredible,” I growl, watching the slow swing of her tits as she learns what pleases her and what pleases me.

      “Oh!” She gasps when I tease her, and her pussy clamps around me. “Wow.”

      With her knees on the bed, she finds the perfect rhythm, and too soon, we’re both fucking like wild animals, our bodies slick as we finally come together. “Mine,” I growl possessively.

      “Mine,” she snaps back. And I wonder if she really means it. Being with me is not easy. There are a lot of people trying to take me out.

      After a long, hot as fuck shower, I kiss her long and slow. “I have to slip out for a while, Aria. Church.”

      She frowns. “Church? At this hour?”

      I laugh. “It’s what we call our meetings because they are sacred. And secret. It’s mandatory. We vote tonight, and there’s no way I’m missing it. Ace told me I had to be there. Even though I’m not an officer. Yet.”

      Her frown fades, and she nods. “Officer?”

      “Yeah, I’ll explain later, but for now, I gotta bolt.”

      “Oh. Okay. I’ll see you later?”

      I give her a nod, assuring her, “But I’ll be back. Go out front and hang out with the women if you want, and I’ll find you when we’re done. Okay?”

      She wants to argue, but she doesn’t. “Okay, Lucky. See you soon.” Her mouth finds mine again, and she lays a kiss on me that I’m sure will make me late if I don’t pull myself away from her. Now.

      “Temptress,” I growl.

      She giggles. “Only with you.”

      My heart hammers in my chest, and I slowly step back until I’m at the door. “That’s what I like to hear,” I tell her and leave before it becomes impossible.

      Time to focus on MC business.

      I grab a coffee and head to Church because it’s late, and being with Aria is unlike anything I’ve ever done. I’m exhausted and hyped for what’s about to happen tonight.

      When I walk into the room, half of my brothers are already there, some of them sipping coffee while others are nursing beers and whiskey.

      “Hey,” I say to my brothers.

      Preacher looks up from his coffee and smiles at me. “Wasn’t sure if you were going to make it, brother.”

      “Always,” I assure him with a smile. “I’m fucking tired, but I’m ready to deal with this LTC shit. Is there any question about how this vote is gonna go?”

      Preacher’s gaze slides around the room to Nova and Coop, deep in conversation, and then to Shades and Banger. Dix and Ace haven’t arrived yet, and Preacher sighs heavily.

      “Probably not, but maybe one question.”

      I know he means Dix, and I can’t really blame his hesitation, but it’s fucking bullshit considering what the MC has been through.

      “Are you having doubts?”

      “Always.” Preacher smiles. “But not about this. It’s necessary for our survival, for our peace as a group.”

      I toss my head back and laugh. “Spiritual motherfucker.”

      Preacher laughs again. “I have faith this is the plan.”

      “Well, I’m determined that this is the plan. We have to fucking end the LTC, so we can deal with Banger’s old crew.”

      Preacher nods, and the other brothers all nod their agreement as Dix and then Ace steps inside our inner sanctum.

      When everyone is seated, Ace starts the meeting. “All right, brothers. The first order of business is a vote on Wild Man’s plan to deal with LTC. You know how it works, and we’ll start with Dix.”

      Dix sits tall in his seat next to Ace and nods before casting his vote. Each of us casts our vote in order.

      Ace grins. “It’s unanimous, then. We’re doing this.”

      Wild Man flashes a proud smile, sitting a little taller in his seat.

      “Excellent because if we’re really on board to do this, we’re good to go tonight.”

      “Tonight?” Shades asks.

      Wild Man nods. “KrypTonic reached out an hour ago to say everything’s a go. It’s two o’clock now in Colombia. We can strike within the hour. Or wait until tomorrow night.”

      Ace says, “Tonight, if he can do it. Let’s go.”

      “So how do we know what’s happening? I mean, we aren’t in Columbia, so do we just wait for the news or something?” I know I sound stupid, but we’re paying this guy good money, so I hope we’re not getting scammed.

      Wild Man smiles. “I thought you’d never ask. We’re going to watch it in real time. Gia’s setting everything up.”

      Ace gives a short nod, a small smile curling up his lips. “Let’s do this.”

      Half an hour later, we’re all inside Wild Man’s sleek new badass office, sitting around a wall of monitors. I’ve never even been in this room.

      “Damn. What is this place?”

      Wild Man laughs. “This is where we’re gonna watch the shit go down. Like a big ass mother fuckin’ Super Bowl arena.”

      The screens are all black for so long that we’re all just laughing and joking, shooting the shit while we wait for the action to start.

      I lean back in the leather chair, my eyes fixed on a flickering screen in front of me. The glow casts a blue light on the faces of my brothers as we watch the events unfold. A voice crackles through the speakers, connecting us to his world of technological wizardry.

      “All right, boys,” KrypTonic says, his voice calm and focused. “We’re about to make history tonight. The LTC’s coca fields won’t know what hit ‘em.”

      “Let’s do it!” I say, anticipation coursing through me. We paid KrypTonic over two million dollars to take out the fields and obliterate the source of LTC’s power. Thanks to all the money we brought in from LTC. So, yeah, we’re using their money to take them down.

      Damn, I love this club.

      “Visual feed coming through,” KrypTonic announces. The screen fills with a live feed from the drone hovering high above the lush greenery of the coca fields. He’s miles away, in the safety of his own home, but his words reach us as if he’s right here with us.

      “Holy fuck,” Ace says, watching the screen.

      As the drone moves closer, the camera captures the sprawling expanse of the coca plantation. My breath catches in my throat. The significance of this moment weighs heavily on me. We’re striking a blow against the very heart of the LTC, crippling their operations and avenging our dead brothers.

      “All right, guys, I’ve got the drone in position. Prepare yourselves for a show you won’t ever forget.” KrypTonic says, his voice steady but laced with determination. “Engaging weapon systems.”

      I can almost see the flicker of his fingers as he commands the drone.

      The sky erupts in a dazzling display of light and fire as missiles streak toward their targets below. Explosions blossom like deadly flowers, tearing through the coca plants and sending shockwaves through the fields.

      I exchange glances with my brothers, and our eyes reflect a mixture of awe and satisfaction. We’re witnessing the downfall of a criminal empire, one fire at a time.

      KrypTonic’s voice crackles again, his words barely audible over the chaos unfolding onscreen. “Direct hits on processing labs,” he says. “Storage facilities in ruins. Their empire is crumbling, boys.”

      We cheer, unable to contain our excitement. This is a pivotal moment—a turning point in our fight against the LTC.

      KrypTonic’s voice becomes clearer, laced with a hint of amusement. “We did it, boys! The LTC’s empire is collapsing before our eyes. They’ll never recover from this.”

      We exchange triumphant glances, pride filling our hearts. KrypTonic is our hero, the man has brought us closer to freedom. We owe him more than money can ever repay.

      With the job complete, we say goodbye to KrypTonic, expressing our gratitude for his commitment to helping us take down the cartel. And it will never come back to haunt us. Wild Man turns off the screens, and we all sit here in silence for a few minutes.

      Arturo Rojas is fucking done.

      I can’t wait to see his fucking face when he finds out.
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      Aria

      “Hey,” I say, waking up with a huge smile. Lucky’s holding me tight, and it’s right where I want to be. “When did you get back?”

      “A few hours ago. You looked so peaceful I didn’t want to wake you.”

      “What time is it?” I whisper sleepily into the crook of his arm.

      “Breakfast time,” he replies. Reluctantly, he moves away, despite my protests.

      “You hungry?” he asks with a sexy twinkle in his eye.

      My disappointment quickly fades as I run my hand down his toned abs to teasingly stroke his cock.

      “Not for breakfast,” I say playfully.

      Lucky growls in response but gently grabs my wrist and pulls it away.

      “Later,” he promises, with an intense look that sets my skin on fire.

      My shoulders slump with disappointment, but a laugh erupts out of me too.

      “I’m holding you to that promise.”

      We take our sweet time getting dressed, Lucky in his everyday jeans and t-shirt before he slips on his kutte, and me in a pink sundress and sandals.

      “So, how did your biker business go last night?”

      He smiles. “Good. Successful. How was hanging out with the girls?”

      “It went better than I anticipated, actually. McKenna especially. I was pleasantly surprised. I think a lot of them changed their opinions because of you.”

      Lucky raises an eyebrow and says, “Yeah? That’s great to hear.”

      He takes a step closer and presses his body firmly against mine so that our faces are inches apart. His voice drops low as he murmurs, “Doubtful the mood changed just because of me.”

      My breath hitches at his words, and I can feel my cheeks heating up. Awkwardly, I clear my throat and manage to squeak out, “Why is that?”

      Lucky flashes that panty-melting smile just as he leans in for another slow, fiery kiss. “You know why.”

      “I think I know,” I murmur against his lips.

      A loud bang sounds on the door, startling us both out of the lust-fueled haze surrounding us. Lucky recovers first, a knowing smile on his face.

      “How about I tell you later? I’ll write on that sweet pussy of yours. With my tongue.” He steps back, wiggling his eyebrows in a suggestive manner.

      “I’m definitely going to hold you to that. Now let’s go eat.” Outside of our little bubble, the clubhouse is buzzing with activity. There are people carrying plates of food out to the tables against the back wall while the rest sit around laughing and smiling.

      “Busy this morning,” I say, looking around, “isn’t it?”

      “You could say that.” His answer is vague, and his gaze lasers in on Ace, Shades, and Coop sitting with their heads together, talking in low voices. “I’ll be right back.”

      My brows arch in surprise. “More biker business?”

      He nods with a smile before he pulls me close, laying a kiss on me that’s so hot my legs buckle.

      “Eat up, Aria. I have plans for you later.”

      I’m breathless as I watch Lucky walk away, his lazy gait so fucking sexy I can feel my heart pounding in my chest.

      Gia laughs beside me and says, “Damn girl, that was crazy hot,” and then casually flings an arm around me. “I guess you two are a thing, huh?”

      It takes me a few seconds to tear my gaze away from Lucky and face Gia’s amused face. “Honestly? I think so, but beyond sex, I can’t say.”

      “Well, trust me. He’s into you. Hardcore. We can talk about it over breakfast. Preacher wore my ass out last night, and I need some protein and carbs to replenish my energy.” At my shocked expression, Gia laughs. “Oh, come on. We’re all family here or soon-to-be family anyway.”

      My mind races over Gia’s words as I load my plate with fluffy eggs and bacon. Could it be true? Is Lucky that into me, and if so, I wonder what it means for our future? I take a seat beside Gia.

      “Good morning, girls,” I say to Letty, Kenna, Kelsey, and the baby.

      Valentina strolls in, looking like she’s just stepped off a runway.

      “Good morning, ladies,” she says and takes the only empty seat left at the table next to me. “What are you girls talking about?”

      “Lucky fucking the princess.” Gia aims her thumb in my direction as her smile widens. “Holy shit, I’m surrounded by princesses. What the fuck is up with these guys?”

      She explodes in laughter that fades as the door swings open and three men in sharp suits wearing very angry expressions step inside.

      Then Gia’s smile fades, and she mutters, “Oh. Shit.”

      A hush falls over the clubhouse, and I’m immediately on edge. I recognize the men from the night they released me to Dix and the Reckless Souls. What the fuck is going on?

      Immediately the women are on their feet, plates in hand. They’re already on the move.

      “Where are you going?” I whisper the words because I’m eager to hear what’s going on, and I’m starving.

      “We,” Gia emphasizes and grabs my arm, “are getting the fuck out of here.” She gives my arm a pull, not releasing me until I get to my feet and grab my plate of half-eaten food.

      “Okay. Where are we going?” I whisper again.

      “Out back,” Kenna says and leads the way. “There’s enough space back there for us to sit and eat while the men deal with MC business.”

      We all sit down, and I notice Valentina doesn’t follow us. “Those are the guys who kidnapped me and tied up Dix. Right?”

      “Yeah,” Gia growls. “Valentina’s father, her brother, and her old bodyguard. They make up the Los Tres Colombianos,” she explains and gives me a quick rundown of their connection to the club.

      “Are we safe out here?” I ask around a bite of the fluffiest scrambled eggs ever. “Is she safe?”

      “Yep,” Kenna answers. “Valentina is part of whatever’s going on in there, and we’re not. We’ll be fine out here if anything goes down.” Kenna is serious, more serious than I’ve ever seen her, and I’m kind of intimidated.

      “What if they need us?”

      “They won’t,” Kenna assures me with a smile that doesn’t quite reach her eyes. The girls chat about other things as we finish up our breakfast. They make small talk about the guys, laughing about whatever comes to mind. But I can’t seem to focus on their conversation because I keep thinking about Lucky and wondering if he needs me.

      I push my plate of food away and sip some coffee, hoping the familiar taste will calm my nerves.

      “Don’t worry,” Gia says. “They’ll be okay. For one, they’re all packing, even at home. And secondly, those guys take no shit. Seriously. You’ve only been here a little while, and you’ll get used to it. Ace knows what he’s doing.”

      She means her words to reassure me, but they instill a deep sense of fear because this is the life I’m choosing.

      Kenna apparently sees the look of fear on my face and adds, “We’re not a part of whatever is happening in there. Trust me. You’ll learn soon enough, Aria. It can get pretty intense. We never know who’s going to stroll through those gates, but we’re always ready. Sometimes that means sitting it out. It’s better if we don’t know what they’re doing.” She takes a bite of her breakfast and adds, “You ready for this?”

      I draw in a deep breath and then exhale. “Yes, if this is what it takes to be with Lucky, I’m all in.”
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      Lucky

      “Arturo Rojas,” Ace says, ignoring the band of glaring bad hombres at his side. “What a surprise.”

      The old man steps forward, a dark scowl on his face. “Do you know why our fields in Columbia were dirty-bombed last night, Mr. Ace?”

      Ace shrugs. “How would I know? You accusing me of something, old man?”

      Rojas sighs. “I can’t prove it yet, but I know this motorcycle club is behind it.” He shakes his head and continues, “I have doubled the size of my army in Colombia, Mr. Ace. Were you aware of that?”

      Ace shrugs, completely unbothered by the thinly veiled threat. “Arturo, I don’t know what the fuck you’re thinking in that whopper head of yours, but more product means more shipping and more money. That’s good news for all of us.”

      “I thought we were partners,” Arturo says. “I thought the messiness was behind us.”

      “Messiness?” Banger barks out a harsh laugh, and Ace puts his hand out to stop him.

      “Don’t forget my son,” Arturo adds as a sad expression crosses his face, but he replaces it quickly with anger.

      “You killed your son,” Ace reminds him.

      “Yeah,” Dix adds. “Don’t put that shit on us. It was all you. Own it.”

      “You took my daughter,” Rojas roars, his angry gaze settling on Dix, who looks back defiantly.

      Dix takes a step forward, getting in the old man’s face. “You mean my wife, don’t you?” He gives Rojas a shit-eating grin. “She’s mine, motherfucker. You lose.”

      Benedicto steps forward, turning with a furious expression at his sister, now standing beside Dix. “At least you’re no longer his whore.”

      Dix growls, white-hot rage on his face, and punches Benedicto with so much force he falls back on his ass. “You watch your fucking mouth with my wife, dickhead.”

      Bene scrambles to his feet and pushes his chest against Dix. “Or what?”

      Dix looks over his shoulder at Valentina, winking at her with love in his eyes before he turns back to her brother. “Or I’ll fucking end you.”

      Santiago steps forward, but Arturo stops him. “Not yet.”

      He turns a furious glare at Ace, but it slowly shifts into a sneer. “You didn’t think that little firebomb was going to end LTC, did you?” The older man smacks his lips, shaking his head. “I keep reserves all over the country.”

      “I know,” Ace answers ominously.

      All the color drains from Arturo’s face. “You wouldn’t.”

      Bene’s phone rings, and when he moves to answer it, Dix steps forward.

      Ace nods to Dix. “Let him answer.”

      The room falls eerily silent except for the tinny sound of someone talking on the other end of the call.

      “Si,” Bene says. “Okay, ahorita le hablo,” he says.

      Bene turns to his father. “Ya. Se acabó,” Bene growls. “The factories, the warehouses. Poppy and coca fields. Everything is gone, Papa.”

      Arturo lets out a strangled scream, trembling with fury. His gaze fixes on Santiago, and he gives a nearly imperceptible nod.

      Instinctively, I take a step forward.

      Santiago pulls out a gun, smiling like an evil villain. “You are a dead man, Ace.”

      The seconds that follow move in agonizingly slow motion as Santiago takes aim at Ace's head. “Adios, asshole.”

      But before Santiago can pull the trigger, I draw my weapon and fire it, striking Santiago in his bicep. His gun clatters to the floor beneath him, and he screams in agony.

      “Not so brave now, are you?” I mock as I stand over him, wearing a smile of my own. I aim the gun and fire two bullets in quick succession—one to his chest and one between his eyes. “Adios, motherfucker.”

      After a beat of silence, chaos erupts. Arturo grabs for his own gun and aims it at Ace, but Banger is there first and kicks it out of his hand. Rojas stumbles, and Banger is all over him.

      “That’s for Devon,” he growls, slamming his fist against Arturo’s eye. “And that’s for Jordi,” he shouts, unleashing a series of uppercuts that send him flying back against the door.

      A gunshot rings out, and Dix grunts as his right shoulder flies backward.

      Valentina rushes to his side, but he pushes her back just as another shot rings out, barely missing her. She glares at Dix and then at her brother.

      “Stubborn fucking men,” she shouts at the top of her lungs.

      “Stupid whore,” Bene spits up at his sister.

      Anger flashes in Dix’s eyes, and he yelps in pain as he reaches for his gun.

      “You’re a fucking dead man,” he growls.

      Bene squeezes off another shot that hits the light fixture above them.

      “You. First.” Through his pain, he manages to smile. “Sick fuck.”

      “For fuck’s sake,” Valentina growls, yanking the gun from Dix’s waistband, aiming it at her brother. “It didn’t have to be this way, Bene.”

      Before he can say one damn word, she squeezes the trigger, pumping three bullets into her brother. One in his chest and two in his head, splattering brain matter all over the clubhouse floor.

      “Damn, that was hot.” Dix smiles at his wife, but it turns into a frown. “Also fucking stupid.”

      “Thank me later,” she scoffs.

      “Bene!” Arturo cries out for his only remaining son, lying dead in a pool of his own blood.

      Everything is a complete fucking mess. Arturo is on his knees, tears streaming down his cheeks as he leans over Benedicto. Rojas turns to Valentina, screaming, “This is your fault! All your fault!”

      Valentina scoffs at her father. “This is no one’s fault but your own,” she snarls. “Rule with an iron fist,” she spits out in a patronizing voice. “Make sure the enemy always knows who is in charge.” She scoffs again. “They played by your rules, Papa, and they won.”

      Dix moves closer to his wife, wrapping a protective arm around her.

      “Are you okay?”

      Valentina nods, and Dix presses a kiss to her forehead, holding her close as chaos erupts all around us.

      Nova arrives, attempting to help Benedicto. “Let’s see what we’ve got.” But even I can see that there’s no helping him at this point.

      Arturo throws out his arms wildly. “Stay away from my boy!” His eyes are wide, and he’s frantically covering Bene’s body.

      “Call an ambulance! Someone do something!”

      “He’s dead, Rojas,” Ace says quietly, his expression unreadable.

      “He’s my son,” Arturo cries as if any of that fucking matters to us. “Please.”

      Banger steps forward and gets in Arturo’s face.

      “The motherfucker is dead, old man," he growls. “Fuck you and fuck your son.”

      Banger spits on Rojas, his eyes full of hate and anger. The clubhouse door opens, and Agent Stiles strides in wearing a fitted gray suit with a plain white blouse, the click-clack of her boxy black heels echoing off the concrete floor as she looks around at the MC. She smiles at the half dozen or so guns pointing at her and shakes her head.

      “Jeezus Christ. What the hell did I walk into?”

      Arturo freezes, torn from his grief and stupor by the familiar voice. He turns and looks at Agent Stiles and then at Ace.

      “You called the feds? Fucking rats. I’ll kill every single one of you!”

      Ace grins. “You showed up here unexpectedly, Rojas. We didn’t call anyone.”

      Ace looks up and down at Agent Stiles with a scowl that even I don’t believe. “What do you want, Fed?”

      Stiles shakes her head, laughing at Ace’s angry question. Her gaze falls as she crosses over Santiago’s dead body until she is face-to-face with Ace.

      “You boys are fortunate I’m not here for you, so I’ll leave your…uhm,” Stiles looks at the blood and dead bodies scattered around the clubhouse floor, “problems for the local law enforcement to handle.”

      Shades steps forward and glares down at Stiles.

      “If you don’t have a warrant, Agent, then you can leave. Right now.”

      Agent Stiles lets out a harsh bark of laughter and pokes Shades in the chest. Her voice lowers almost to a whisper. “If I wanted to haul your asses in right now, I could. But I’ve spent the past forty-eight hours with Jack Birmingham. He had some very interesting things to say.”

      At her words, Arturo’s face pales. He’s worried, no, fuck that. He’s scared as hell about what the crooked cop might have said.

      “Who is Birmingham?” he lies.

      Stile’s eyes glare at Rojas as she produces a pair of shiny silver handcuffs.

      “Oh, let’s not play that stupid game, Mr. Rojas. Birmingham has been in FBI custody for two days now, and he’s singing like a canary.” She bends down, hooking an arm around Arturo to help him to his feet, but of course, he fights against her, struggling as if he can avoid his fate.

      “You can’t do this,” he shouts, yanking his arm to make it difficult for her to cuff him. “My son!”

      Stiles grits her teeth and says, “You can do this the easy way, Rojas, or I can shoot you where you stand. Your choice.”

      Arturo settles down at her threat and complies.

      A huge smile crosses my face as Stiles slaps handcuffs on the old man.

      Arturo Rojas stole the lives of Devon and Jordi. He took them away solely because he could, and he’s lucky the lady fed showed up when she did because I’m itching to put a bullet between his eyes.

      “Arturo Rojas, you are under arrest.” Stiles looks kind of pretty—badass, even—as she reads Rojas his rights, tightening the cuffs on his wrists and leading him to the door.

      “This isn’t over, Ace. I will exact my revenge; you can count on that!”

      He sounds like a crazy fucker as Stiles leads him out of the clubhouse. Arturo stops, and his gaze meets Valentina.

      “You will regret this,” he promises ominously.

      “Let’s go, Rojas.” Stiles yanks his arm and turns at the door, looking first at Ace and then the rest of us with a satisfied smile on her face. “Don’t make me come back here,” she says coldly. And before disappearing into the southern California sunshine, adds “And by the way, clean up this mess.”

      As soon as Stiles is gone, Ace turns to us. “Dix, get Valentina out of here. Nova, fix up his shoulder. Stone, Diesel, get the prospects in here and get this place cleaned up,” he growls, kicking Bene’s leg in disgust. “I want this place picture perfect when the ladies get back in here. Lucky, we need to talk.”

      “Right behind you, man.”

      We step into Ace’s office at the shop, and I lean against the wall. “What’s up, man?”

      “Talk to your girl. See where her head is at.” Ace’s gaze studies me carefully. “Is she gonna be sticking around?”

      I sure as fuck hope so. “That’s a conversation we need to have.”

      Ace nods. “Have it soon.”

      “Will do. Anything else?”

      “Nope. I’m gonna go find Kenna. I’m so glad she got the girls out before the shit show.”

      “Yeah, I’m glad they didn’t have to see any of that. I’ll walk over with ya.”

      We navigate toward the back of the clubhouse, where the ladies are still outside, a tableau of anxious faces. Aria is there, talking with Letty. I weave through the crowd to her, my arm instinctively circling her waist.

      “It’s later,” I whisper. But she breaks away from my hold, turning to me with eyes burning with unasked questions.

      “Lucky. What the hell happened in there? ”

      “Club business. Let’s go.”

      Her eyes narrow, a spark of defiance. “I want to know, Lucky. I deserve to know.”

      I scowl, the truth a bitter pill neither of us wants to swallow. “There are some things I can’t tell you, Aria. Club rules.”

      As we move away from the crowd and back to our room, my pulse thunders in my chest. More so than when I faced down Santiago.

      Confronting an enemy with lead and fists is one thing, but confronting a woman with the truth of my feelings? That’s another beast altogether. But it’s time for the reckoning. I close the door behind us, taking a deep breath to calm the storm.

      “Lucky?” Aria’s tone is full of concern, her eyes begging me to answer her unasked questions.

      “Aria,” I sigh, scrubbing a hand over my face. “We need to talk.”

      She swallows, nodding too quickly. “Yes. Talk. Okay.” She squares her shoulders, fortifying herself for bad news. “What are we talking about?”

      In just a few steps, I’m standing in front of her with my heart galloping in my chest. My hands rest lightly on her shoulders. “What’s next for you, Aria?”

      Her blonde brows dip, confusion forming a scowl on her face. “What do you mean?”

      I sigh. “What I mean, Aria, is what do you want for yourself? What do you want your future to look like?” I can’t get my fucking words out right, and it’s pissing me off. “Look, Geoffrey will likely resurface any day now with Birmingham and Rojas in custody. His undercover life is likely over at this point, and right now, you’re pissed off at him.”

      “Really fucking pissed off,” she scoffs and looks away.

      “Yes, but he is your father. He is the only parent you know, so you need to decide if you’re going to run off with him and start a new life, leaving Aria Morgan behind.”

      “Or…” she asks hopefully.

      “Or are you going to stay here? With me.” Fuck why are those words so hard to say? I search her face for any sign, any clue to her thoughts.

      “You never asked me to stay with you, Lucky.”

      Shit, she’s right. “It’s not that—”

      “No,” she whispers, pressing two fingers to my lips. “Let me tell you how I feel about you, Lucky. And how I see my future. Then you can tell me if that’s something you might like too. Yeah?”

      A slow smile creeps across my face, and I nod, happy to see the fire returning to my girl. Something inside of me loosens, ecstatic to see that the scene from earlier hasn’t stolen her spark. “Yeah, okay, babe. I’m listening.”

      “Good.” She raises her chin, using that sexy as fuck, haughty rich girl tone that I find annoying—but her face is adorable. “Because I love you, Lucky. I can’t say for sure when it happened, but all I know is that somewhere along the way, I fell for you. You’re not what I thought you were, at least not just what I thought you were, and I’m so sorry for misjudging you.”

      “Aria,” I growl, my heart echoing her feelings. I pull her closer until our foreheads touch. “I don’t need your apologies.”

      “Maybe not,” she smiles. “But you’re getting one anyway. I judged you based on stereotypes, but the truth is, you’re my peace, Lucky. Even when you’re giving me shit, pushing me out of my comfort zone, I find my peace with you.”

      The smile she hits me with is so bright, so full of love that I’m left speechless for a long moment.

      A teasing smirk plays on my lips. “So I’m your peace, huh?”

      She nods, her smile growing bigger and brighter by the moment.

      “Yes, Biker Boy, you are my peace, and I want to stay here, in Angel Harbor. With you.”

      Her hand cradles my face, her touch soft and feminine.

      I lean my head into her hold. “That is so fucking good to hear,” I growl, placing a kiss at the center of her palm. “Because I love you too, Princess. More than any words that could come out of my stupid mouth could say. I want you here, with me, for as long as you’ll have me.”

      The words rush out of me, and my heart races, shocked that I manage to get the words out without tossing my fucking cookies.

      “I’ve got money, Aria, but not the kind of wealth you’re used to.”

      She shrugs as if it’s no big deal, but I know that it might be.

      “I’m serious, Aria. I love you, and I want a future with you, but I can’t give you a life like the one you’re used to. Is that going to be enough for you?”

      “You mean the life that’s been nothing but fucking lies?”

      Her words are bitter, but she flashes a smile that’s partially amused.

      “I have a lot to learn in this new life of mine, Lucky, including who I really am. Personally, I think you’re the man to help me figure that out.”

      “If you need help figuring out how to be poor, I’m definitely your man, babe.”

      Her head falls back, and laughter spills out of her lush mouth.

      “Not poor, Lucky. But maybe not living in mansion-level wealth. Besides, I’m going to be the baddest, most kickass biker chick this MC has ever seen.”

      I chuckle at her confident words as I lean in, brushing a soft kiss to her lips that quickly turns hot and frantic, heated and hungry, and out of fucking control. I pull back slightly and nip her ear lobe before whispering in her ear, “I love you, Aria and nothing would make me happier than having you stay here with me.”

      Her body relaxes into me and she tightens her arms around me, hugging me closer. “That’s what I want too, Lucky.”

      “Perfect.” I kiss that tender spot behind her ear and down the column of her neck until she’s shivering with need in my arms. “You and me, Aria.”

      “You and me,” she moans as she arches into me.

      An obnoxiously loud rapping on the door pulls us apart. “What the fuck,” I growl and glare at the door as if the person on the other side will go the fuck away. “Yeah? What?”

      Gia laughs as if she knows exactly what she’s done. “Come on out, love birds. It’s time to party.”

      “Party?” Aria looks to me for answers. “What are we celebrating?”

      I shrug and pretend that I have no fucking clue. “We’re always partying around here. The clubhouse is pretty much party central.”

      Another sharp knock sounds on the door. Gia says through the door, “We’re celebrating being alive. Being in love. Surviving another shit show. Does there need to be more?”

      No. There didn’t need to be anything more than that. I smile and pull Aria flush against me. “That’s something I’m in the mood to celebrate, How about you Princess?”

      She smiles, tapping her chin like she’s deep in thought. “That depends. Are we still on for later?”

      I nod slowly, peppering her lips with soft kisses. “Bet your sexy fucking ass we are.”

      She purrs deep in her throat before stepping out of my grasp. “Then I better get ready. I can’t attend a party looking like this.”

      I frown and shake my head. “You look beautiful. You always do.”

      She smiles and rolls her eyes at the same time. “Yeah, well, you’re in love with me. Wait until you see me. Later.”

      There’s that fucking word again. “Later, then.” It couldn’t come soon enough.
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      Aria

      I take my spot at Lucky’s side for the first time, officially anyway, and let out a shaky breath. I’m nervous and feel like I’m about to vomit.

      Whoa, this is my life now, and I’m not just a casual observer anymore. This is Lucky’s life and mine too, which is weird to think, but then his fingers weave through mine, and just like that, all my thoughts settle.

      He’s my peace.

      “Don’t be nervous,” he leans over and whispers in my ear. “You look good enough to eat, which I will be doing later, and there’s nothing to worry about.”

      “Easy for you to say. These are your people,” I shoot back quickly.

      “Your people too, now,” he reminds me, brushing a whisper-soft kiss against my cheek. “Come on. It’s time to meet the guys.”

      I frown, digging my strappy stilettos into the floor, trying to buy some time. “I’ve already met the guys.”

      “Yeah, but that was different,” Lucky counters, a mischievous glint in his eyes. “now you’re meeting them as my ol’ lady. It’s a big deal. So, move your fabulous ass, Princess.”

      What kind of woman would argue with that?

      I tighten my grasp on his hand and follow him over to where Ace and Dix, and all the other Reckless Souls are standing around, laughing and talking while sipping bottles of beer. They all pause when we join them, each pair of eyes focusing in on our clasped hands. “Made up your mind, I see?” Dix smirks, taking a swig from his beer bottle, first glancing at Lucky and then at me. “’Bout damn time.”

      I frown, but Lucky steps forward. “I just wanted you all to know that Aria is sticking around. She’s staying with me.”

      It’s not exactly the grand announcement I expected, but each of his brothers nods, their smiles suggesting they saw this coming a mile away. They pat him on the back, exchange hugs and fist-bumps, and then turn their attention to me, offering warm smiles and open arms.

      “Don’t look so shocked, Aria.” Dix laughs. “We’re not complete animals.”

      “Just partial animals,” Diesel offers, smoothing his hands over a new leather vest adorned with brand-new patches. Must be a biker thing.

      “More like party animals,” Tank chimes in, standing tall with an equally new vest. I have so much to learn about this club.

      “Don’t mind these assholes,” Lucky quips with a playful smile. “They just earned their stripes, and they want to make sure you’ve seen their new kuttes.”

      My eyes widen, and I smile, remembering that Diesel is Lucky’s younger brother. “Congratulations, guys. You both look so handsome and stylish.”

      The rest of the MC laugh, but Diesel and Tank puff out their chests and strut around like peacocks.

      Diesel takes my hand and kisses the back of it. “A woman with impeccable taste,” he purrs. “Welcome to the family, Aria.”

      I gasp at his words, looking at Lucky, who shrugs and rolls his eyes. “Too soon, brother. Give her some breathing room.”

      Diesel shrugs. “Don’t drag your feet or some young biker might sweep her off her feet.”

      He shoots me a teasing grin, wiggling his eyebrows until I laugh, and Lucky playfully shoves him away.

      “Hands off my woman, Diesel,” Lucky says, half-serious and half-playful.

      I put a hand on Lucky’s chest and smile at his brothers. “Thank you all for the warm welcome. It’s nice to feel wanted.”

      In all honesty, I have no clue what my role will be in this wild group of guys. Or if I’ll even have one.

      McKenna is Ace’s girlfriend, and I wonder if she’s the leader of the women. That’s awkward. I take a deep fortifying breath just thinking about it.

      “Let’s go grab some drinks.” Lucky guides me away from the group, a possessive hand resting low on my back. “Sorry about that.”

      “Don’t be. I love the way you’re so playful together. It’s so at odds with your tough guy exteriors.”

      They may look like a bunch of rugged badasses, but deep down, they're just regular guys bonded by an unbreakable brotherhood. It’s equal parts surreal and endearing.

      Lucky growls in mock offense. “We are tough guys.”

      I laugh at the scowl on his face, pressing a soft kiss to his jaw.

      “Of course, you are, my big bad tough guy.”

      At the last second, he turns his mouth to mine, capturing it in a long, hot kiss that’s so intense my toes curl inside my shoes. When he kisses me like this, as if I’m his whole world, it’s easy to forget that the rest of my life needs sorting out. I lean into him, gripping his arms as we devour each other, oblivious to the world around us.

      “Get a room!” I don’t know who says it, but everyone else laughs at the good-natured ribbing, and Lucky and I pull apart, dazed and smiling.

      “Later,” he growls. “We’ll spend the next two days locked away together. Later.”

      I pout playfully. “Fine. You’re lucky I love you.”

      He blinks, a sexy smile on his face. “I’m Lucky. You love me.”

      I groan, rolling my eyes with a playful smile. “Good thing for you, or else I might get drunk and take advantage of a hot young biker tonight.”

      Lucky’s gaze darkens, and he gives me a swift smack to my ass. “Just for that, we start tonight on your knees.”

      A shiver tears through me at the dark promise of his words. “Yes, please.”

      “All right, my badass biker bitch, what’s your poison? Tequila or tequila?”

      “Hmm,” I tap my chin a few times, thinking. “How about tequila with a tequila chaser?”

      “Good choice,” he whispers and kisses my cheek before signaling the girl behind the bar. “So, what’s on your mind, Aria?”

      I blink up at him, surprised at his question. “I was just thinking about Frannie. I miss her.”

      “She’s a good friend. She threatened bodily harm if I didn’t treat you right. I promised her I would treat you like the princess you are.”

      I smile at his words. “I really fucking love you, Lucky.”

      “That’s because you have excellent taste.” He grabs two shot glasses, handing one to me. “To kicking ass and falling in love.”

      I smile as warmth fills every inch of my body. “Hear, hear!” We clink our glasses together with a laugh and slam the shots back. “Oh fuck, that is not smooth!”

      Lucky laughs and puts a beer bottle in my hand. “That’s what I get for falling in love with a princess.”

      “You’re stuck with me now,” I shoot back after a long sip of cold beer.

      “No one else I’d rather be stuck with, babe.”

      I lean into him, burying my face in his chest, wanting to soak up every moment. I wish I could preserve this feeling forever, but reality reminds me it’s fleeting. So, we hold each other, only pulling apart to take another shot and crack open another beer.

      I turn my gaze to the clubhouse where girls are dancing, guys are shooting darts and talking shit—it’s a big family gathering, and though the family is unconventional, their bond is unbreakable. Their love for each other even stronger.

      And I’m now a part of it all.

      “Oh shit,” I mutter when I spot a familiar figure chatting in the corner with Ace. “Did you know he was going to be here?”

      Lucky follows my gaze, and I can feel him tense up as he stands to his full height. “If I did, I would have told you.”

      I’m stuck to the spot but unable to look away from the man I loved my whole life, even when I hated him. The man who lied to me about everything, but I still loved and worried about. My father.

      He looks up, and our eyes meet, and I know this is the first step in starting this new phase of my life. “I’m going to go talk to him.”

      “Are you sure? You want me to go with you?”

      “No, I need to do this on my own,” I say, trying to ignore the butterflies in my stomach.

      “If you need me, I’m right here, babe.”

      “I know. Thanks.” I brush a soft kiss to his lips and muster up the courage to walk over and greet my father, ignoring the way my heart is racing like a wild cheetah.

      “Daddy,” I whisper, the word barely passing my lips.

      He looks at me, and a hint of relief passes over his face as if he wasn’t sure I was alive or even still here. “Aria.” He says my name with so much emotion that I have to fight back tears.

      “We have a lot to talk about.”

      “We do.” He nods and takes a deep breath before beginning, “I love you, Aria. Never doubt that.”

      “But you lied,” I say, although inside, there is so much more that I want to say.

      He scrubs a hand over his face, releasing a long sigh. “I did.”

      “Why?” I ask, trying to keep the tears from falling.

      “In my line of work, I’ve faced countless dangers without fear. But when it came to you, to the possibility of losing you…I was terrified, Aria. I couldn’t lose you. Not like I lost your mother.”

      His voice drops off into a sorrowful silence.

      “You’ve lied to me about everything, haven’t you, Dad?” My voice shakes. “How about now, Dad? Are you lying to me now?” I spit out each word, raw and bitter.

      “Aria, I’ve spent my entire life protecting you, keeping you safe,” he counters, his tone prickly.

      “I needed a father,” I shoot back. “Maybe in your own twisted way, you do love me, but I’m done with your excuses.”

      The words are like a knife to my heart. I still love him so much, and the tears start falling.

      “And I don’t know if you care, but I’m staying here with Lucky,” I say, not caring how he reacts. “At least with Lucky, I know where I stand.”

      “I’m so sorry, Aria. I’m sorry I hurt you. You were never supposed to find out. If you want to stay here with Lucky, I won’t stop you. I just pray that you’re happy and safe from the wickedness of the world.”

      “I am happy,” I shoot back. “I’m going to figure out who I am and what I want from this world, and I’m going to do it with him beside me.”

      I sniffle and wipe my face on my sleeve. “I have one more question to ask. I hope you can be honest with me. Is Morgan International a real company or an alias for your cover?”

      My father takes a deep breath and lets it out slowly. “Morgan International is real. And no matter what happens to me, you will always be taken care of.” He produces a small metal ring from his pocket. “Now that my identity has been exposed, I can’t stay here, Aria. It’s too dangerous.”

      He takes my hand, pressing the key ring into my palm. “This is to the safe deposit box at Centennial Holdings. You already have all the details. The box contains millions in cash, gold, and diamonds. It’s all yours now.”

      I gasp. Millions? “You’re leaving. For good?”

      “I’m leaving,” he nods. “For now. If you ever need to reach out to me, contact Agent Stiles.”

      This is goodbye, and even though I am rightfully pissed off at him, this feels like goodbye forever.

      “Daddy,” comes out as a sob.

      “You’re strong, Aria. I’ve made sure of it, so I have no doubt you’ll thrive in this world, but if you stumble, I will come running. I swear it on my life.”

      For the first time ever, I could see the depth of his love for me, the love he was never able to show. “What’s going to happen with Morgan International?”

      “It’s yours. My lawyers will be reaching out to you, and you can do whatever you want with it now. Become legit in the shipping business or turn it into anything you want. I sold the house, the yacht, and the jet too, so you won’t ever have to work if that’s what you decide. The money’s yours.”

      My mouth hangs open as I process his words. My father has given me an incredible amount of money. “Daddy. That’s a lot of money.”

      He sighed heavily before responding, our gazes locked in intensity. “No amount of money can make up for what you went through, but maybe this will give you a better start in life.”

      I nod, grateful that he’s leaving me in such a good position but sad that he’s leaving at all.

      “Is Aria Cherise Morgan my real name?”

      “It is. Your mother named you that. I was actually on a secret mission when you were born.”

      Tears form in my eyes even though I knew this moment was coming. It’s time to say goodbye—for now—and hope it doesn’t turn into forever.

      “Thank you, Daddy.” I wrap my arms tight around him and squeeze with all my might. “I love you.”

      “I love you too, honey. Always. Forever.” He drops a kiss on top of my head and squeezes me one last time before he walks out without a look back.

      I swipe away my tears and search the room for Lucky. He’s standing at the bar, eyes full of concern as they lock with mine. I nod and walk over to him, ignoring Coco yapping at his feet.

      “You okay?” he asks, his voice low.

      I smile and nod. “Yeah. I will be,” I tell him, planting a slow, hot kiss on his lips. “My dad just gave me a fuck ton of money. My head is spinning right now, and I don’t even want to think about it.”

      “Whatever you need, Princess.”

      I take a deep breath before looking up into his eyes again. “Thanks. I think I need a drink.”

      Coco barks again, but this time Lucky doesn’t hesitate. He snaps his fingers in warning. “If you piss or shit on me right now, I will shoot you. Got it?”

      Coco opens his mouth as though he’s about to bark again, thinks better of it, and then lets out a whimper as he plops onto the floor.

      “Good boy.”

      I laugh softly and turn back to Lucky, arching an eyebrow. “I hope you don’t expect me to be so obedient.”

      “Never,” he growls, grabbing a handful of my ass. “I like the bad girl in you. Gives me a reason to spank that ass.”

      “Do you really need a reason?” I whisper breathlessly, hungry for more of his touch.

      His hand shifts under my dress, brushing the bottom of my butt cheek with his fingertips. “With you, I never need a reason. You are the reason, Aria.”

      Desire tears through me, and I kiss him again. I can’t get enough of this man with the tattooed face, rough hands, and the gentle heart.

      Money buys a lot of things. Big houses, fancy cars, designer handbags, freedom, and a hell of a lot of comfort. But the one thing it can’t buy is love. I would have been happy without it, but now that I have an obscene amount money and a man who loves me? I feel as if the universe is finally rewarding me for the shitshow that was my life.

      I look up at Lucky with a wide smile. “Is it later yet?”

      Lucky grins, but his gaze darkens as he grips my hand and tugs me through the party.

      Coco barks behind us.

      “Coco, stay,” he orders, and just like that, my best friend listens to the new man in our life.

      “Good boy.” Lucky tugs me closer and teases my bottom lip with his teeth. “Now let’s go so you can show me what a good girl you can be.”

      Yes, please!
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      Lucky ~ 3 months later

      Standing in the doorway, watching Aria’s fingers fly over the keyboard, I lean against the frame and smile. My woman is the fucking best at everything she does, and just watching her now with her long, bare legs crossed under the table, I want her. Bad.

      “Delivery for Ms. Aria Morgan.”

      She blinks, smiling at the sound of my voice even before our gazes collide. Her eyes darken with desire, and it’s a look that never gets old. Every time I walk into a room, she looks at me like she wants to drop to her knees and let me fuck her pretty mouth.

      “I don’t see any package,” she answers with a smile, brows arched.

      “You want to see the package? Is that appropriate talk for the office, Ms. Morgan?”

      “I’m the boss, and I get to decide what is and isn’t appropriate.”

      That’s right, after long hours locked away at Church, the club, along with Aria, decided to keep Morgan International up and running as a legit business with Aria in charge.

      Not that we know what the fuck we’re doing, but we hired people who do. I’ve claimed the title of CFO. Chief Fucking Officer. I like the way it sounds.

      I drop down in a squat, and Coco runs to rub his tiny body against my legs. “I’d bark all the time too, if she had me wearing pink ruffles.”

      Coco barks as if he understands, and I laugh.

      “He’s not wearing pink. He’s wearing salmon,” she insists, but she can barely hold her own smile back.

      “Salmon is pink,” I tell her as I stand and flash a wide smile in her direction. “And this office, is it all salmon too?”

      “It’s shades of pink,” she shoots back, her eyes narrowing. “As you well know, since we have this conversation at least once a week.”

      She’s right. We do, but only because it’s so much goddamn pink.

      “If I didn’t love you so much, I would burn this place down just to see something other than pink.”

      Aria tosses her head back as she stands, laughing. “It’s not that bad. Just think, I could have done the whole top floor this way instead of just this one room.”

      “And the break room,” I remind her. “I don’t even want to know how the fuck you found a pink fridge.”

      “Perseverance?”

      “Smart ass,” I growl as I hook an arm around her waist, pulling her close so I can kiss her properly. Our tongues touch, and like always, every fucking thing and every fucking person in the world ceases to exist. We do the same familiar dance, kissing so hot and hungry until we’re both breathless and horny and ready to get naked.

      “You love this smart ass,” she pants and then swipes her tongue along my lower lip.

      “I love all of you, but this ass has a special place in my heart.”

      Her nostrils flare with heat, the air around us buzzing like a million bees are in the room with us, and the temperature in the room increases by at least five degrees. “Close the door, Lucky.”

      My foot jerks out, and I kick the door shut with a loud slam. “Better?”

      “Perfect.”

      “On the desk,” I order, and she does, pushing herself up on the desk with her legs spread wide open. “Shit,” I curse under my breath at the sight of her creamy pink pussy, bare and glistening beneath her dress. “No panties.”

      “I was hoping you might deliver a package today.” She toes off one of her strappy stilettos, extending her leg so her foot is massaging my cock over my jeans. “You have a package for me, Lucky?”

      Desire pushes through me like liquid fire, just as it has since the day I met this chick. If we’re in a room together, I want her. When she’s not around, I dream about having her. Taking her. Fucking her. “You want it?”

      She shakes her head slowly. “I need it.”

      “Fuck, Aria,” I growl, yanking my belt loose and popping the button on my jeans. “You drive me crazy.”

      “I know,” she purrs.

      “All morning long, I’ve been thinking about fucking you on this desk.”

      “Oh!” she cries out, and her hips buck up when my tongue slices through her pussy lips. “Come around this way. I wanna suck your cock.”

      No need to tell me twice. I walk around the desk, and Aria leans back, the perfect position for rubbing the tip of my cock across her lips. “Fuck,” I growl when her tongue darts out, licking me before she wraps her lips around me, sucking me deep. “Aria.”

      She moans, and I lean forward, hungry to taste her juicy pussy. We devour each other for, I don’t know how long, neither of us paying attention to Coco, the attention-whore barking out of sheer jealousy.

      “Mmm,” she moans around me, and my balls tighten.

      “Fuck, babe.” I pump into her lips one final time and lift her in the air, my tongue devouring her clit.

      “I need to be inside you. Now.”

      After flipping her around, I press her body against the floor-to-ceiling window with an iron grip. “Right. Fucking. Now.”

      “I have raspberry lube in the drawer,” she moans over her shoulder as I rub my cock through her wet folds, slick with our juices.

      “I’ll take that ass later tonight. When we celebrate.”

      I grunt, sliding easily into her slick pussy, pounding into her with an urgency to have her creaming around my cock.

      “Lucky, yes,” she moans, pressing against the window as the California sun fills the room. “Fuck me.”

      I grip her hips, tilting them up, and drive deeper. “Mine,” I breathe raggedly as my hips plunge frantically into hers.

      “Yours,” she confirms, pushing back and meeting my thrusts. Her low growls and those sexy kittenish moans are driving me nuts as I pound into her like a mad man. “Ooh, that’s good. Make me come, Lucky.”

      I reach around and find her clit, swollen and slick. Two fingers rub circles into the swollen nub while I continue fucking her so deep it feels like we’re becoming one fucking person.

      “Come for me, Aria. Come all over my cock.”

      She trembles and shudders around me, her cunt squeezing me viciously as I plunge in and out of her until she rips my orgasm out of me.

      “Fuck yeah,” I roar and sink my teeth into her shoulder. “Fuck me until I’m dry.”

      Her orgasm goes on and on, so long Coco scurries away in fear and hides under the desk. Eventually, her legs tremble, and I hold her tight, savoring this moment. I revel in the fact that I can get her off like that.

      “Fuck, Lucky. That was perfect.”

      “It’s always perfect,” I whisper against her skin, kissing her shoulder before pulling out of her. “With you.”

      She turns around slowly and looks up at me. “Love you so much, Biker Boy.”

      “Love you too, princess.”

      I flash a wicked grin at the woman who has stolen my heart since the first day we met, months ago. “Let’s celebrate,” I say and walk over by the desk where my discarded jeans are lying on the floor and pull something out of the pocket.

      “What are you doing?”

      I slide down onto one knee in front of my naked princess and start. “Since this pussy is mine. Mine,” I growl for emphasis. “And you said you were saving that sweet cunt for marriage, so it’s time that I make you my wife.”

      Her eyes go wide. “You, what? Say that again.”

      I open the small box in my hand, unveiling a diamond ring shinier than any ring I’ve ever seen.

      “Aria Morgan, my beautiful princess, you are the love I never thought an outlaw like me could find. I love you with all of my heart and can’t wait to start forever with you.”

      I take a deep breath, and for some reason, my eyes feel like they have sand in them. “So what do you say, Princess, will you be my ol’ lady? Make an honest man outta me?”

      Her mouth pulls into a slow grin, and her smile sparkles in her eyes.

      “Yes! Yes! Absolutely yes, I will marry you! I can’t wait to be your ol’ lady. Your family.”

      “Family?” I blink rapidly at her words.

      “Oh yeah, babe.” She tugs at my arm, yanking me to my feet. “I want babies. Lots and lots of babies.”

      Laughing, I remove the ring from its box and slide it onto her finger. “Well, then, no time like the present to get started, Princess.”

      “I love you, Lucky.” Just then, my phone vibrates, and Diesel’s name pops up on the screen.

      “Gotta take this.” I swipe the screen and say, “Baby brother! What’s up?”

      “You need to get over here now.” My brother’s voice lacks all of his usual playfulness.

      “Kinda busy, bro. What’s going on?”

      “Banger’s been shot, and they took Willow. It’s a big fucking mess.”

      Shit. I don’t need to ask, but I do anyway. “Who’s they?”

      Diesel scoffs. “Who the fuck do you think? Bloodthirsty Devils.”

      I turn to Aria. “Get dressed, Princess. We’re going home. Man,” I say into the phone, “we’re on our way.”

      Fuck!
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        * * *

      

      Love the super exciting *ahem* chemistry between Lucky and Aria? Then you’ll love the fierce, fiery connection in Nova! The next book in the spellbinding Reckless Souls series. Don't miss out on the heart-stopping, pulse-racing love affair between Nova and Maggie.

      Don’t wait—grab your copy today!

      Subscribe to my newsletter HERE and receive Nomad for FREE.
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      Do you know this series actually starts with Max and Jana in Beautifully Broken? Coop is Lasso and Rocky’s son from Wonderfully Wrecked!

      And Stone? He’s Gunnar and Peaches’ son and all grown up!

      Come on over to my Facebook group Bitches, Babes and Bad Decisions. We’d love to have you!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THANK YOU SO MUCH!

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Thank you so much for reading my books! It means the world to me and I appreciate all of you!

        If you can leave a review, or even tell your friends, I’d be honored.

        Thanks to all of my beta readers, ARC readers and Facebook fans. Y’all are THE VERY BEST!

        And a very special thanks to Helen. You are a Godsend. Thank you for making my words make sense.

        A huge shout out to the fam bam who has to put up with me at all hours of the night.

        I love you all.

      

        

      
        Hugs!

        KB xoxo
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        KB Winters is a Wall Street Journal and USA Today Bestselling Author of steamy hot books about Bikers, Billionaires, Bad Boys and Badass Military Men.

        Just the way you like them.

        She has an addiction to caffeine, tattoos and hard-bodied alpha males. The men in her books are very sexy, protective and sometimes bossy, her ladies are...well...bossier!

        Living in sunny southern California, this embarrassingly hopeless romantic writes every chance she gets!

      

        

      
        Get exclusive access to new releases, giveaways, and more by subscribing to our newsletter! http://kbwinters.com/newsletter/
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            ALSO BY KB WINTERS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Want more hot and heavy alphas? You can find all of my books and audio at KBWinters.com

        Sign up to my newsletter and be the first to know about books, giveaways, sales and sneak peeks! I promise I won’t spam you!

        http://kbwinters.com/newsletter/

      

      

      Want a FREE book? Click HERE and grab Nomad! Free to all of my subscribers!
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