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There will always be a reason why you meet people. Either you need them to change your life or you’re the one that will change theirs.
—Angel Flonis Harefa
Mark Twain said, “The two most important days in your life are the day you were born and the day you find out why.”
I don’t remember the day I was born, but I remember the day I found out why.
His name was Deuce.
He was my “why.”
And this is our story.
It is not a pretty one.
Some parts of it are downright ugly.
But it’s ours.
And because I believe everything happens for a reason, I wouldn’t change a thing.
I was five years old when I met Deuce. He was twenty-three, and it was visiting day at Rikers Island. My father, Damon Fox or “Preacher”—the president of the infamous Silver Demons motorcycle club (mother chapter) in East Village, New York City—was doing a five-year stint for aggravated assault and battery with a deadly weapon. It was not the first time my father had been in prison, and it wouldn’t be the last. The Silver Demons MC was a notorious group of criminals who lived by the code of the road and gave modern society and all it entailed a great big fuck-you.
My father was a powerful and dangerous man who ruled over all Silver Demons worldwide and was highly respected but mostly feared by other MCs. He had government connections and ties to the mafia, but what made him the most dangerous and most feared was his many connections to average, everyday people. People who didn’t run in his circle. People who were off the grid. People who could get things done quietly.
His way with words and his killer smile made him friends everywhere he went—and considering he’d been riding since he was in my grandmother’s womb, when I say everywhere, I mean everywhere.
My father’s shortcomings, the constant crime, and the club lifestyle weren’t strange to me; it was all I knew.
I was holding my uncle “One-Eyed” Joe’s hand as we walked through Rikers’ family visiting room. Since my father was my only parent, my uncle Joe and aunt Sylvia had been given temporary custody of me. My mother, Deborah “Darling” Reynolds, had split a few weeks after I was born. Many men would have crumpled under the responsibility of a newborn baby, especially a biker who couldn’t handle more than a few weeks without needing the open road.
But not Preacher.
Aside from going to prison every once in a while, my father was a good dad, and I’d never wanted for a thing.
Dressed in an orange jumpsuit with his long brown hair pulled back in a ponytail at his nape, Preacher spotted us immediately and jumped up. He was hindered slightly by the handcuffs around his wrists, ankles looped together by a chain, and the prison guard standing behind him who shoved him back down.
“Eva,” he said softly, smiling down at me as I climbed into an uncomfortable plastic chair. My sneaker-clad feet didn’t reach the floor, and my chin barely cleared the table. Uncle Joe slid into the chair beside me and put his arm around me, pulling my chair close to his.
“Daddy,” I whispered, trying so hard not to cry. “I want to hug you. Uncle Joe says I can’t. Why can’t I?”
My father blinked. Then he blinked again. I didn’t know at the time, but my big, strong, rough-and-tough father was trying not to cry.
Uncle Joe squeezed my shoulder. “Baby girl,” he said gruffly, “tell Daddy ’bout the spellin’ bee.”
Excitement battled my tears and won. “I won the spelling bee, Daddy! My teacher, Mrs. Fredericks, says even though I’m only in kindergarten, I can spell as good as a third grader!”
My father grinned.
Seeing this grin and not wanting to lose it, I kept going.
“Do you know how old third graders are, Daddy?”
“How old, baby?” my father asked, laughing.
“They are eight,” I whispered excitedly. “Or sometimes nine!”
“Proud of you, baby girl,” my father said, his eyes shining.
I beamed. When you are young, your parents are your entire world. My father was my world. If he was happy, I was happy.
Uncle Joe squeezed my shoulder again. “Eva, honey, why don’t you go get somethin’ from the snack machines so Daddy and I can have a word.”
This was typical. At the club everyone was always “having a word”—words I wasn’t allowed to hear. Most times, I didn’t really care since all the boys loved me, gave me lots of hugs, let me ride on their shoulders, and bought me presents all the time. To a five-year-old biker brat, an MC full of surrogate big brothers and daddies is the equivalent to a normal child being able to celebrate Christmas every day.
I took my uncle Joe’s money and skipped off to the snack machines. Two people were in line ahead of me, so I did what I always did when I was bored—I started singing. Unlike most children my age who were listening to New Kids on the Block or Debbie Gibson, I was listening to the music played around the club. A particular favorite of mine was “Summertime” by Janis Joplin. So there I was, shaking my butt and singing “Summertime” way, way out of tune, waiting in line for stale potato chips in the Rikers Island family visiting room, when I heard, “You like Hendrix, too, kid?”
I swiveled around and was met with a pair of denim-clad legs with the knees worn clean through. I looked up, and my eyes widened in delight. He was tall and tan. His arms and legs were thickly muscled, and his waist was trim. His forehead was wide, and his jaw was strong and square. His head was shaved, only a fuzz of blond hair showing, and his forearms were heavily tattooed with different depictions of elaborate dragons. I’d never seen a more beautiful man.
There are three different types of men in this world: There are weak men—men who run and hide when life slaps them in the ass. Then there are men—men who have a backbone, yet occasionally, when life slaps them in the ass, will rely on others. And then there are real men—men who don’t cry or complain, who don’t just have a backbone, they are the backbone. Men who make their own decisions and live with the consequences and who accept responsibility for their actions or words. Men who, when life slaps them in the ass, slap back and move on. Men who live hard and die even harder.
Men like my father and my uncles. Men I loved with all my heart.
Men like Deuce.
“I like Hendrix,” I said. “But Janis rules. I listen to ‘Rose’ almost every single day!”
He grinned down at me and dimples popped out all over the place.
“I like you, kid,” he said, still grinning. “You got good taste in tunes, and you’ve got a pair of Chucks on instead of those stupid fuckin’ high-tops everyone’s wearin’.”
He liked me. This was hands down the best day ever.
“I hate high-tops,” I said, wrinkling up my nose.
He winked. “Me, too.”
I was so throwing out all my high-tops when I got home.
When it was my turn in line, I stood on my tiptoes and popped change into the machine. I took my time studying the selections, deciding on a small bag of salted peanuts. Moving out of the way, I watched as the man bought two bags of potato chips, three candy bars, and a big chocolate chip cookie.
“Wow,” I said. “You’re really hungry.”
He laughed. “Not for me.” He pointed across the room. “My old man.”
I spared a quick glance at my father and Uncle Joe. Their heads were bowed over the table, still “having a word.”
“Can I meet him?” I asked.
His eyebrows popped up. “Uh, he’s kinda cranky.”
I laughed. All the men I knew were kinda cranky.
I slipped my hand in his and looked up, ready to go meet his father. His hand was warm and comfortable, like my bed was after I’d slept in it all night.
He stared down at our joined hands, his expression confused.
“Ready,” I told him, tugging on his hand. Shrugging, he led me to a nearby table where an older man with a long gray beard and a shaved head sat, cuffed the same way my father was. He released my hand to take his seat, and I climbed into the seat next to him.
“Hi,” I said cheerfully.
“You got somethin’ to tell me?” the old man asked his son.
“She likes Janis,” he replied.
The old man studied me. “You like Janis, kid?”
I nodded. “And Steppenwolf and Three Dog Night and the Rolling Stones and Billie Holiday—”
“Billie Holiday?” he interrupted, sounding surprised.
I popped some peanuts in my mouth and nodded. “She rules.”
The old man grinned and his entire face changed. I knew immediately; a long time ago, this cranky old man had been as beautiful as his son.
“I like Billie Holiday,” he said gruffly.
“I like you,” I said spontaneously because I always said stuff spontaneously. “Do you want some peanuts?”
“Sure, kid,” he said, smiling. “I’d love some.”
I poured the rest of my peanuts into his hand, and he popped them all into his mouth at the same time.
“Eva!”
I jumped at the sound of my uncle Joe’s voice. He was walking briskly across the room toward me. Once he reached the table, not only did Uncle Joe looked pissed off, but so did my two new friends.
“You got a death wish?” Uncle Joe whispered to the old man. “Horsemen are in good with the Demons. Let’s fuckin’ keep it that way.”
“Ah,” the old man said, looking back at me. “You must be Preacher’s little girl. He’s talked ’bout you. Proud as fuck, he is.”
I nodded proudly. “I am Preacher’s little girl. And I’m gonna be just like him when I grow up. I’m gonna have a Fat Boy, but I want mine to be sparkly, and I want a pink helmet with skulls on it. And instead of being the club president, I’m gonna be the club queen ’cause I’m gonna marry the biggest, scariest biker in the whole world, and he’s gonna let me do whatever I want because he’s gonna love me like crazy.”
My uncle Joe burst out laughing, and the old man shook his head, smiling. The beautiful man turned to face me and leaned forward.
“I’m gonna hold you to that,” he whispered.
I didn’t respond. I couldn’t. I was captivated by the intensity I saw in his bright blue-and-white-flecked eyes. They reminded me of a frosted-over lake. He had beautiful icy blue eyes that sucked me in to a warm, safe place that I wanted to stay inside of forever.
He stuck out his hand, breaking the spell. “Name’s Deuce, sweetheart. My old man here is Reaper. It was nice talkin’ with ya.”
I put my hand in his, and his big fingers closed around mine. “Eva,” I whispered. “That’s my name, and it was so, so great to meet you, too.”
He smiled. And his eyes smiled, too. I got lost again in his pretty eyes.
Then Uncle Joe picked me up and threw me over his shoulder. “Isn’t that fuckin’ expensive-as-hell private school teachin’ you ’bout talkin’ to strangers?” he said. “Gonna have a talk with those prissy fuckers. Gonna have a talk with my fist.”
“Bye,” I yelled, waving frantically as I was marched away.
Reaper gave me a two-handed handcuffed wave and a big smile.
Deuce got to his feet grinning and gave me a two-finger salute. “Bye, darlin’.”
Darlin’.
It was official. I was head over heels in love.
• • •
Deuce watched One-Eyed Joe, Silver Demon lifer, stalk off with Preacher’s kid hanging over his shoulder, grinning and waving like a lunatic. He shook his head and smiled. When he could no longer see her, he lost his smile and turned back to his old man.
His old man had lost his smile, too.
“Cute kid,” Reaper grumbled. “Shoulda had a girl instead of you two fucks.”
He stared at his old man. He had a moment of longing, watching him smile at that kid and talk to her the way he should have talked to his own kids but never had. He’d been too busy beating on him and his brother.
Good times.
“Preacher’s on the move,” Reaper growled. “Takin’ that fuckin’ deal with the Russians right out from under you. Why the motherfuck didn’t you snap that shit down when you had the chance?”
And there it was. He was VP, and that’s all he was to his old man. Someone to pass the fucking gavel to when he finally—and it couldn’t come fast enough—kicked it.
“Preacher’s road chief beat me to it. Snagged that shit ’fore I even heard about it.”
Reaper’s expression went glacial. “You’re such a fuckin’ fuckup. Shoulda made Cas VP. Shoulda had that fuckin’ cunt of a whore get ridda ya.”
His mother had been a whore—not a streetwalker but a club whore. She was sixteen when his father knocked her up, his old man nearly thirty. After he was born, his old man kicked her to the curb with nothing but the clothes on her back. All he’d ever had of his mother was a gritty picture of a very young girl sitting on his old man’s Harley; Olivia Martin was written on the back. He liked to think that she started a new life somewhere else with someone who was nothing like his old man. Found some peace and a family who loved her.
His younger brother, Cas, was the product of another knocked-up whore. Same story, different day.
For twenty-three years, he’d been putting up with his shit. He’d had enough. Pushing out of his chair he stood up, placed his palms on the table, and leaned forward.
“Nobody—and when I say nobody, I mean fuckin’ everybody—gives two fucks about what happens to you, you miserable shit. The club respects their prez, but not one of your boys gives a fuck whether you live or die. You got life, old man, and I been runnin’ shit in your absence. And seein’ as I been runnin’ shit a fuck of a lot better than you, I don’t have to come here. But I do outta fuckin’ respect, and I just lost the last shred of respect I had left.”
“You little shit,” Reaper hissed. “You’re gonna pay—”
“No. You’re gonna pay. Puttin’ the cash up for bids the minute I walk outta here.”
Fear flashed through his old man’s eyes. He’d never seen anything sweeter.
“Remember, you piece-of-shit fuck, when you’re bleedin’ out, that it was me who fuckin’ ordered it.”
He turned away before his old man could say another word and strode through Rikers’ visiting room breathing hard, his heart pounding in his chest, determined to end that man.
“Deuce!” a little voice squealed. He turned.
Eva was gunning for him. Just before she reached him, she came skidding to a stop, breathing heavy, and thrust her hand out. “Didn’t get to share with you,” she said breathlessly.
He bent down and closed his hand around a small bag of peanuts.
His throat closed up.
This kid, this little fucking kid who didn’t know him at all, had just given him his first gift with nothing expected in return, no favors, no stipulations, no nothing. He’d been wrong. There was something sweeter than seeing fear in his old man’s eyes. Eva was far sweeter. If he ever had a kid, he wanted a kid like this one.
“Thanks, darlin’,” he said hoarsely.
“Will I ever see you again?” She cocked her head to the side, wide-eyed, waiting for his response.
He stared into her eyes, her phenomenal eyes that were too big for her face. Big and smoky gray like a thunderstorm. Fucking beautiful.
He smiled. “Hope so, sweetheart.”
She gave him a killer cute grin and bounced back to her old man and uncle—who were staring daggers at him—shaking those pigtails.
After shoving the peanuts in his pocket, he left. First street pay phone he saw, he posted the hit. It took all of an hour, and he had a buyer. Three days later, his old man bled out in the showers.
Seven years passed before Deuce and I crossed paths again.
During those years, my father had been released from prison, and I had gained an older, pain-in-the-ass brother, Frankie.
Franklin Deluva, Senior was my dad’s road chief. He died in a head-on collision with a Mack truck a few years back, and his old lady died several years earlier from breast cancer. As was the case with most biker brats, Frankie didn’t have any other family willing to take him on. Since my father didn’t have a son, he took Frankie under his wing and began mapping out his future as a Demon. If Frankie stayed the course, my father made it clear he’d be taking the gavel from him one day. Which was fine, great even, but there was just one big problem.
Frankie was angry.
All the time.
So much so that all he did was get into fights—at school, at the club, on the sidewalk, in the grocery store. Frankie would fight with a brick wall if it pissed him off. You wouldn’t believe how many walls have pissed Frankie off.
His poor fifteen-year-old body was already covered in scars from street fights. Since he had come to live with us, he’d been hospitalized sixteen times for various broken bones, knife wounds, and numerous concussions.
Frankie also had serious abandonment issues.
When he first moved in with my father and me, he had violent nightmares. He would wake up terrified, covered in sweat, and screaming at the top of his lungs. The nightmares turned into night terrors, and Frankie began thrashing in his sleep, beating his head with his fists while screaming and crying uncontrollably. My father had to hold him down until he either calmed or regained full consciousness.
One night, when my father was out on a run, Frankie snuck into my room and slipped in bed with me. He slept soundly for the first time since he’d moved in with us, and he’d been in my bed ever since.
And life moved on.
Two weeks after my twelfth birthday, my father decided it was time for Frankie to tag along on an MC run. When he found out I wouldn’t be going, he threw a violent fit until my father caved. When it came to Frankie, my father was a total pushover.
On the back of Frankie’s bike, I left Manhattan headed for northern Illinois. Our first stop: a pumpkin farm. When your father and his cohorts were involved in illegal dealings and needed to meet privately, criminal gatherings at pumpkin farms were more frequent than one would think.
This sort of meeting usually lasted a couple of days; the adults stayed inside and the kids outside. There was always a lot of yelling, a lot of fighting, and a lot of drinking. And a lot of slutty women.
I started developing early and looked rather awkward, being as skinny and as tall as I was—all elbows and knees with a pair of C cups. Several boys, who had accompanied their fathers to the meet, had been following me around, snapping my bra strap, and calling me “stuffer”—which was how I found myself hiding in a tree, my headphones on, listening to the Rolling Stones, swinging my legs and bobbing my head while singing along.
I felt a tug on the toe of my Chucks, and I jerked my foot away.
“Go away, Frankie!” I yelled.
Frankie tugged my toe again, and I ripped off my headphones and glared down at him.
It wasn’t Frankie.
Except for his hair, which was now thick and sandy blond and hung down to his shoulders, he looked exactly the same. Still devastatingly beautiful.
He grinned his multi-dimpled grin.
“Heard you were around here somewhere, darlin’. You remember me?”
“Deuce,” I whispered, staring at him. “From Rikers.”
He burst out laughing. “I’m not actually from there. Home sweet home is in Montana. I was just visitin’ my old man, same as you. Remember?”
I nodded. “Reaper. I liked him.”
His smile slipped. “He’s gone now.”
I never knew what to say to people who had lost their loved ones. Nothing ever sounded right. But seeing the faraway look in Deuce’s icy blue eyes, I had to say something.
“He had a great smile,” I said softly. “Just like yours.”
His gaze shot to mine, and he smiled.
And I smiled.
“You know,” he said as he pulled a thin gold chain out of his dirty white T-shirt and lifted it over his head, “you should have this.”
He grabbed my hand and placed the chain in it.
“It was my old man’s,” he said. “Ain’t no one ever said nothin’ nice ’bout that bastard. Ever. Not even his own mother. Not until right now. Figure that makes it yours.”
I held the chain up and studied the small round medallion hanging on it. The Hell’s Horsemen’s insignia was on the front. The words Hell’s Horsemen encircled a hooded Grim Reaper straddling a Harley and holding a scythe.
On the back, it read Reaper.
“That day seven years ago was the first time I’d seen that asshole smile. It was also the last.”
I didn’t know what to say. So I didn’t say anything and just slipped the chain over my neck.
“Thanks,” I said and tucked the medallion under my Jimi Hendrix T-shirt. “I like it.”
Nodding, he looked off into the distance.
“Gonna take a walk through them pumpkins, darlin’. You wanna join?”
I hung my headphones around my neck, clipped my Walkman to my jeans pocket, and hopped down.
I didn’t give it much thought and just slipped my hand into his, like I would with my father or Frankie. He glanced down but didn’t pull away, and his thick, warm fingers curled around mine as we started walking.
As we walked, Deuce stared up at the cloudy gray sky, chain smoking, and not speaking.
“Are you sad?” I asked.
He glanced down at me, and his brows furrowed. I bit my lip. Had I said the wrong thing? Maybe he didn’t wanted anyone to know he was sad. My heart started beating faster and faster. I felt my palm grow clammy, and because my hand was in Deuce’s hand, I became embarrassed and started sweating even more.
“Little brother died, darlin’. Few days ago.”
I stopped walking and threw my arms around his waist, squeezing as hard as I could. “I’m so, so sorry,” I whispered.
Deuce sucked in a breath. “Darlin’.”
Then he fell to his knees and squeezed me until I couldn’t breathe, but I didn’t care because it felt so nice, and I knew he needed it.
“You’re a good kid, darlin’. A good, sweet kid,” he whispered in my ear.
He pulled away and looked me in the eyes. “Promise me you’ll stay that way, yeah? You and me, kid, we were fuckin’ born in the life, reared by the road and the wheel. It’s what we know and where we belong, but that don’t mean it won’t take its toll. So you promise me, no matter what you see, no matter what sort of fucked-up shit happens to you, don’t let this life turn you bitter.”
I stared into his icy blue eyes, entranced by the safety and comfort blanketing me, warming me. I couldn’t look away. I wanted to tuck this feeling in my back pocket, take it home with me, and keep it safe under my pillow to have when I needed it most.
Eventually, when I remembered what he’d said, I nodded.
He brushed his knuckles down my cheek and stood. I slid my hand back into his, and we resumed walking. Deuce resumed smoking, and I began pointing out unusually large pumpkins.
“You ever watch It’s the Great Pumpkin Charlie Brown?” Deuce asked. “Stupid fucker makes me laugh.”
I decided I, too, really liked that stupid fucker Charlie Brown and made a mental note to watch everything featuring Charlie Brown as soon as I got home.
“You gonna dress up for Halloween, darlin’?”
“I haven’t decided,” I told him. “Halloween is very tricky. Once a year you get to dress up and pretend you’re something or someone entirely different than you are. There’s nothing else quite like it. You don’t want to mess that up, you know? It’s important to pick carefully—that way you have no regrets, only fabulous memories.”
Deuce stopped walking and stared down at me.
“What are you thinkin’ you might wanna be?”
“Maya Angelou,” I replied immediately. “Or Eleanor Roosevelt.”
He started choking.
“But,” I hurriedly continued, “in order to dress up as Maya Angelou, I somehow have to make my skin black without insulting the African-American community. I’ll probably end up as Eleanor Roosevelt. Not that I mind. She was an amazing woman.”
“How old are you?” he asked roughly, pounding on his chest with his fist.
“Twelve.”
“Twelve?” Looking bewildered, he shook his head. “Thought you were a pretty smart kid when I first met you. Now I know you are.”
I blushed. Deuce—president, according to his cut, of the Hell’s Horsemen—thought I was smart. How cool was that?
“How old are you?” I asked.
“Thirty, darlin’.” He looked down at me and wrinkled his nose. “Old, yeah?”
I shrugged. “My dad’s thirty-seven, and he’s still pretty cool.”
His eyes bugged out of his head. “Lemme get this straight. You’re twelve years old. You’re probably gonna dress up as Eleanor Roosevelt for Halloween. And you think your old man is cool?”
I nodded.
He shook his head again, smirking. “Damn.”
My stomach dropped. He was making fun of me.
I ripped my hand out of his and crossed my arms over my chest. “I know I’m weird. Everyone at school always tells me that. Everyone except my best friend, Kami. They hate my music because it’s old. They hate my clothes ’cause they’re boy clothes. They think I’m a freak! So go ahead and say it! You think I’m a freak, don’t you?”
Deuce knelt down in front of me. “Darlin’, you ain’t weird. You’re twelve. And those kids don’t hate you, not even close. The girls are jealous ’cause you’re so damn pretty, and the boys are just bein’ boys, tryin’ to flirt but not havin’ the first clue how to go about it.”
You’re so damn pretty.
“I’m pretty?”
His lips twitched. “Only twelve and already fishin’. Yeah, darlin’, you’re pretty. Gonna be beautiful someday. Gonna make some boy happier than a pig in shit.”
I grinned. Who would have thought the words “pig” and “shit” used in the same sentence could make a girl blissfully happy?
“There it is,” he said quietly. “That’s what I like to see. Nothin’ better than a pretty girl smilin’.”
I stared up at him; he stared down at me. His hard eyes gentled, and I felt my body go butter soft. Something was happening to me—something important, monumental even.
The shift from child to teenager. Although I wouldn’t understand this until I was much older, what had happened and why it had happened, standing there in the middle of a pumpkin field, I’d known I was irrevocably changed. And that I’d changed because of and for this man.
“EVA! WHAT THE FUCK!”
I swiveled around. Frankie was storming toward us, kicking poor, innocent pumpkins out of his way.
“Great,” I groaned. “Frankie found me.”
“Your man?” Deuce asked, watching Frankie’s temper tantrum with marked interest.
My eyes bugged out of my head. “Ew! He’s my fake brother!”
Frankie’s long brown hair was flying all over the place, and his dark brown eyes had darkened further with burgeoning anger. Only fifteen and he was already six feet tall with the body of a quarterback. He wasn’t as big as Deuce was, but he would be someday.
“I know you?” Frankie hissed, stopping only inches from Deuce.
Deuce’s eyebrows popped up, and he smirked. “No, kid. ’Fraid we haven’t had the pleasure.”
Frankie hated being called a kid, especially in front of me. I watched as his hands clenched into fists.
Deuce wasn’t smiling anymore. “You’re gonna wanna reel that in. I don’t take shit from grown men, and I’m sure as shit not gonna take shit from an asshole who’s pretendin’ he’s grown ’cause he wants down a girl’s pants.”
I closed my eyes. Deuce didn’t know Frankie, therefore he didn’t know that Frankie wasn’t trying to impress me. This was just the way he was all the time. Before he could throw a punch and get his butt kicked by Deuce, I pushed in between them and wrapped my arms around Frankie’s middle.
“I missed you,” I said hurriedly. “I’ve been looking everywhere for you and couldn’t find you anywhere. I asked Deuce to help me look for you.”
Frankie’s arms wrapped around me, and his hard body sagged against mine. One of his hands fisted in my hair, and the other held tight to my waist.
“Sorry,” he muttered. “I just thought…I don’t know…you gotta stay close to me. I can’t fuckin’ protect you if I don’t know where you are. If somethin’ happened to you, baby, I would kill myself. Can’t be in this world without you. Fuck, I can’t even think ’bout you bein’ gone. Makes me fuckin’ crazy.”
“Oh, Frankie,” I whispered. “You gotta stop worrying. Nothing’s gonna happen to me, and I’m never going to leave you.”
• • •
Deuce hesitated leaving Eva alone with that crazy little shit, but it looked as if she was the only person who had any sort of control over him, so he left her to it. He knew kids like Frankie growing up—jacked in the head, no control, caught crazy at the drop of a hat, and usually ended up dead before they turned thirty. Preacher giving him a cut had been a big mistake. He didn’t give a shit how much love Preacher had for the boy. When shit got intense—and it always did—you needed level-headed men on your crew.
“Dare you to touch her tits.”
Deuce paused beside a run-down barn at the edge of the farm.
“Dare you to fuck her.”
“Preacher finds out, he’ll kill you.”
He stiffened. Little shits were talking about Eva.
“I’m not scared of Preacher. ’Sides, she’s the only bitch here old enough to fuck.”
“She’s fuckin’ ugly. Except for her tits; bitch has nice tits. I’d fuck her just to see those tits.”
Deuce saw red. Eva was twelve years old. Yeah, she had tits, twelve-year-old tits. And these fuckers were around sixteen and seventeen. He cracked his knuckles and stalked inside the barn.
Five little shits were leaning back against a row of empty horse stalls, smoking cigarettes, acting like they were grown.
“Deuce,” one of the little shits said. “What’s up, man?”
He didn’t answer. Just walked up to the first little shit, kicked him in his face, and then moved on to the next. Yanking little shit number two up by his collar, he spit in his face, gave him a fist to the gut, and tossed him to the side.
The remaining three had scrambled behind stacked bales of hay.
“Get your fuckin’ asses back here,” he said, pulling his piece from the back of his jeans. “And take your fuckin’ punishment like the men you ain’t. If not, I got some bullets with your fuckin’ names on ’em.”
“What the fuck did we do?” a pimply-faced, gangly little shit screeched.
Using his gun, he gestured to where they had been sitting just moments ago. “Get. The. Fuck. Over. Here.”
They got.
“I hear you talkin’ ’bout Eva again. I see you lookin’ at Eva. I see you within a hundred feet of Eva. You are all dead. You feel me?”
Wide-eyed, they nodded.
“Gonna go find your fathers next and tell them what kinda bastards they’re raisin’. And I ’spect they’ll be beatin’ the shit outta you next, but first you’re dealin’ with me.”
He took the third little shit by his greasy hair and brought the kid’s head down on his knee. Out cold, he shoved him to the side.
The fourth little shit pissed himself the moment Deuce stepped to him. Laughing, he moved on to the last little shit. The one who had called Eva ugly. Grabbing his neck, he shoved the barrel of his gun in the boy’s mouth.
“Know for a fact you got a couple of sisters. Know for a fact one of ’em is just a year older than Eva. How ’bout I go find your little sister and fuck her? How ’bout I get some of my boys to fuck her, too? Maybe we can all fuck her at the same time? Fuck her in her mouth, and her pussy, and her fuckin’ asshole. Sound good?”
Crying, the kid shook his head.
“You respect women, you little fuckin’ shit. It was a fuckin’ woman who carried you around in her fuckin’ body, fuckin’ birthed you, and fuckin’ loved you. It’s gonna be a woman who keeps you warm at night, who lets you inside her body, and it’s gonna be a woman who carries around your fuckin’ children. You fuckin’ respect that, you feel me? You fuckin’ respect women—all of ’em—or I will end you.”
He released him, and the kid fell to his knees retching.
“Fuckin’ little shits,” he muttered. Tucking his gun back in his jeans, he walked away.
I was sixteen.
It was summer in Manhattan.
And it was the first Sunday of the month.
Smack dab between Morrissey’s Bar and a Middle Eastern grocery store, up on the roof of the Demons’ five-story Portland brownstone, the MC’s monthly family barbeque was in full swing. Old ladies and girlfriends, children, cousins, friends of families, and business associates were talking and laughing, dancing and drinking, while dogs and burgers were being flipped on the grills as fast as the kegs were emptying.
On top of a picnic table, Frankie and I sat side by side sharing a pair of earbuds. My Discman was wedged between us, and our heads were pressed together while we rocked out to Led Zeppelin’s “Dazed and Confused.” I had my arm slung over Frankie’s broad shoulders, and his hand slid up and down my thigh with his fingers tapping out the beat of the song.
“Heads up, brothers, the Horsemen are here!”
My head swiveled right.
Another yell. “Hide your women!”
This was followed by loud guffaws and a lot of feminine giggling.
I watched as a large group of leather-clad men joined the crowd on the roof. On the backs of their cuts was the Hell’s Horsemen insignia.
Just like the insignia on my medallion.
My heart started pounding. Was Deuce here? I scanned the crowd, but the Horsemen had already dispersed throughout the sea of people.
Frankie squeezed my thigh to get my attention. I pulled out my earbud and slanted my eyes at him.
“Want me to hide some booze for later? Some smoke?”
Demon barbeques were infamous for becoming wild and reckless, and more often than not, every last biker would be passed out drunk before midnight. This was when their offspring partied with their leftover booze and green.
“Yeah,” I said and smiled at him.
Frankie stood, ran his fingers through my long, dark hair, and pulled my head flush against his hard abdomen. “Be right back,” he whispered.
“And Eva?”
I looked up.
“Don’t fuckin’ go anywhere until I get back.”
Rolling my eyes, I put my earbuds in and resumed my head bobbing, foot tapping, and overly loud singing, happily ignoring the openmouthed stares my singing always caused.
Middle school had been rough for me, but I’d since grown into my awkwardness. I embraced my weirdness, and I was cool with my oddities. I was who I was, and I didn’t care anymore about what anyone else thought. High school so far had been good to me. I was pretty, I was popular, and I had a ton of friends. I suspected most of my girlfriends used me to get near Frankie, trying to bag him. Frankie was a good-looking guy, big and broad, with finely chiseled features. He was a pureblood Italian with brown eyes, the color of dark chocolate, and thick brown hair he’d grown long.
The girls flocked, and bag them he did. In droves. Never did the same girl twice. So other than having to listen to all the girls at school whine and pine over Frankie, life was good. It was fun and uncomplicated, and I was happy.
My eyes trained on the blacktop beneath me as a shadow fell over me, and a pair of leather boots walked into my line of sight. I stared down at them. Full-grain black leather with a rubber sole. Detailed at the ankles with metal buckles, they looked edgy, sexy.
I looked up.
“Still wearin’ Chucks and singin’ out of tune I see.”
Yep. Edgy and sexy. Just like the man wearing them.
Deuce was all dimples and smiles and icy blue eyes that matched perfectly with his long blond hair that he’d pulled back in a stubby ponytail. He was just as large as I remembered, broad and well-built; he towered over me and was at least half a body wider. He looked hot as hell in a tight white tee, his leather cut, and ratty, low-slung jeans. This time when I grinned at him, it wasn’t with little-girl awe; it was with sixteen-year-old sexual fascination.
“Eva fuckin’ Fox,” he drawled. “You’ve grown.”
“Deuce,” I said, smiling impishly. “You’ve aged.”
He threw his head back and laughed a deep, rumbling laugh that had my belly clenching and my nipples tightening. I wasn’t the only female affected; several women on the roof were openly fawning over him.
Reaching inside his cut, Deuce pulled out a pack of cigarettes. He kept his eyes on me as he lit it. “How old are ya now, darlin’? Eighteen, nineteen?”
“Sixteen,” Frankie hissed, appearing beside me. “Six-fuckin’-teen.”
Deuce’s eyes cut to Frankie, and I watched as recognition dawned. It wasn’t happy recognition.
“Crazy fuckin’ Frankie,” Deuce said, smirking. “Got a pretty impressive rep for a brother so young.”
Frankie had been nicknamed “Crazy Frankie” a few years ago because…well, he was crazy.
Hands clenched into fists, Frankie glared at Deuce. “You’re gonna wanna back the fuck off Eva, Horseman.”
I tugged on his cut. “Calm down. He’s friends with Daddy.”
Frankie turned his glare on me. “No, baby, he’s not. He’s in business with him. It’s fuckin’ different. You shouldn’t be around him; he’s fuckin’ dangerous. If Preacher could, he’d take him to ground.”
I gaped at Frankie.
He shrugged. “Way it is, babe.”
Unaffected by Frankie’s casual talk of his death, Deuce took a deep drag of his cigarette and blew a long stream of smoke right into Frankie’s face. Frankie turned red with anger.
“Killed two of Bannon’s boys last week in Pittsburg, yeah, Frankie? Whole circuit knows. Word is he’s gunnin’ for ya. You got Eva cuffed to your side all the time. Think that might be kinda fuckin’ dangerous for her?”
My mouth fell open. “You killed someone?” I whispered, floored that Frankie was capable of killing. I knew it happened when MC business went bad, but no one ever talked to me directly about it, and I certainly hadn’t thought my nineteen-year-old brother had been doing his fair share.
Frankie’s nostrils flared; his dark eyes trained on Deuce. “You fuck,” he hissed.
Deuce shrugged. “Way it is, brother,” he said, throwing Frankie’s words back at him.
“Frankie,” I whispered. “Bannon’s gonna kill you.”
Mickey Bannon was a bad guy—Irish mafia kind of bad. He ran most of his business out of Pittsburgh, but he had ties all over the place, even overseas. I knew my father was having problems with him reneging on deals, but I didn’t think it had gone so far as to result in murder.
With his eyes still on Deuce, Frankie gripped my shoulder. “No, babe. I already took care of it. Me and Trey. Nobody’s fuckin’ comin’.”
Trey was my cousin, Uncle Joe’s oldest son, and not a nice guy. Well…he was nice to me and his mother, but that was about it. Trey committing murder wasn’t a surprise to me.
Deuce snorted. “Gonna need a new bedpost to keep countin’ your notches. You’re rackin’ up bodies faster than the Germans took out the Jews.”
Reflexively, I jerked away from Frankie. “What!”
His head whipped in my direction. “Ev—”
“No!” I snapped. “I need you to go away right now!”
“Be fuckin’ pissed, Eva. I don’t give a shit! But no way I’m leavin’ you alone with this fuck!”
“How long you been followin’ her around now, Frankie? Protectin’ her from fuckin’ nothin’?”
“Ten years,” I helpfully supplied. Frankie glared down at me.
“You gonna follow her down the aisle, too? Move in with her and her man? Be their fuckin’ nanny?”
Instead of looking at his face, Deuce was watching Frankie’s hands, waiting for Frankie to make his move, so he could take him down. If he knew Frankie’s rep, then he knew Frankie’s fuse was nonexistent, and he was purposely baiting him.
“I’m. Her. Man,” Frankie spat through clenched teeth. “Any fuckin’ babies she’ll be havin’ will be mine.”
Oh good Lord.
“Frankie,” I said sternly. “First of all, you are not my man. I have no man. And I don’t plan on having one anytime soon, especially not one who has fucked my entire high school! Second, I don’t want to talk about hypothetical weddings or babies. Ever again. Third, if you get into another fight with one of Daddy’s business partners that Daddy’s cool with, he’s gonna kill you this time. Not just put you in the hospital with minor brain swelling, but put you in the ground. So do me a favor, go get a beer, go take a walk, go get a blow job, whatever. Just calm the hell down. And lastly, I need some time to process all this new information. So please give me some space.”
Frankie growled at me. An honest-to-God growl.
“I’m gonna tell Daddy,” I warned.
“Do you have any idea how fuckin’ dangerous this asshole is?”
I glanced up at Deuce. Our eyes locked, and those baby blues sucked me in. Sheesh, he was beautiful.
“I’m guessing he’s about as dangerous as you,” I said, still staring up at Deuce, unable to look away. “So go,” I demanded.
“We’re talkin’ later, Eva,” Frankie said, fuming. “Count on it.”
He stalked off into the crowd.
“Boy’s got it bad for you, darlin’,” Deuce said, taking a seat beside me. I lifted my right leg onto the table and turned to face him. Suddenly, all my senses went on hyperalert. The proximity of him allowed me to smell the booze on his breath and a day’s worth of summer sweat on his skin. It wasn’t altogether a bad smell. It reminded me of…man.
“Not that I blame him. If I was his age and you were mine, I’d be jumpin’ up and gettin’ in faces, too.”
If I was his age and you were mine. Wow. Just…wow.
“I’m nobody’s,” I shot back.
His eyebrow rose. “Not sure Frankie agrees with that.”
I snorted. “Frankie’s a whore.”
“He fuckin’ your friends?”
“Yep. All of them except Kami, my best friend. She would never touch him.”
Kami and I had gone to prep school together since kindergarten. She was the daughter of a former senator and an heiress. She was raised by nannies, spent most of her time with me, and steered clear of Frankie. She’d didn’t like him, and in all honesty, I think he scared her.
Smirking, Deuce shook his head. “He’s tryin’ to get you to notice him. Tryin’ to make you jealous. A fuckin’ blind man could see how bad that boy wants down your pants.”
Grossed out, I scrunched up my nose. “Not gonna happen. He’s like my brother. Besides, I’m not about having a boyfriend. I don’t even like boys.”
Except him. Only Deuce wasn’t a boy; he was a man, full grown. It was ridiculous to feel this way, but I couldn’t help it. Every fiber of my being felt drugged with his presence. I kept catching myself leaning into his space.
“Darlin’, you just haven’t met the right guy,” he said, smiling. “If you were just a little bit older…”
He stopped talking and shook his head.
“If I was older?” I prompted, needing to hear what he’d been about to say.
He leaned sideways and bent his head to mine. His lips brushed against my cheek. “If you were older, darlin’, I’d have you on the back of my bike and in my fuckin’ bed. And you’d be not just likin’ it, but lovin’ it, beggin’ me for more.”
My lips parted, and my chest expanded as I sucked down much-needed air. Holy shit. I’d felt that statement all the way down to my toes and back up again. I wanted to feel it again. And again. Only naked and wrapped around Deuce’s body.
“There it is, darlin’,” he said softly, his lips curving slowly in a sexy grin. “Nothin’ like seein’ a pretty girl gettin’ all fired up.”
I. Just. Stared.
“Back of a bike is comin’ for ya and soon, too. ’Cause, baby, the way you’re lookin’ at me is tellin’ me you want it. And you want it bad.”
Pushing himself off the bench, he winked once and disappeared into the crowd.
My heart pounding, I looked around feeling embarrassed and overexposed, but no one was paying me any attention at all.
I put my earbuds back in and started singing again, not quite as loud as usual since my voice was shaking.
• • •
Deuce stayed up on the roof long after everyone had moved inside the club to keep partying, start fucking, or pass the hell out.
He was having a hell of an internal battle and had already gone through half a bottle of Jäger and two packs of smokes while he was having it.
Eva. That fucking girl. She should have stayed awkward and skinny—all elbows and knees and legs too long for her body with insecurity blazing in those big gray eyes.
She was damn beautiful now. Her face had carved out nicely, baby fat gone, ivory skin as far as the eye could see, dark wavy hair hanging down her back, full fucking lips, and those damn big and beautiful eyes, the color of a rain cloud. Goddammit motherfucking shit. Her awful singing. Those damn Chucks. Those fucking tits—fat and heavy, nipples hard, pressing through her threadbare Harley tee. Jeans, big and baggy, hanging real low on her hips, low enough to see her hip bones.
He wanted inside of her. It was sick, and he knew it. His old man kinda sick. But there it was.
And he wasn’t the only one. Frankie had it bad and not in a good way. Kid was fucked-up. Got crazy eyes every time he looked at her. He got the jealousy thing. Eva was a fine piece of ass; being as sweet as she was, as smart as she was, and not giving a shit about mainstream crap, only made her even hotter.
“Fuck,” he muttered. He had to get out of there. Get on his bike and get the fuck out of Manhattan. Away from Eva fuckin’ Fox and her soul-sucking eyes.
He made it down to the fourth-floor stairwell when he heard yelling coming from the floor below. Pausing, he leaned over the railing.
“What’s wrong with me?” Frankie demanded.
“Nothing,” Eva said. “It’s not just you. I don’t want to be involved with anyone…like that.”
“You looked pretty fuckin’ involved on the roof talkin’ to that fuckin’ Horseman! I watched you with that fuckin’ asshole! You were fuckin’ flirtin’ with him! You let him touch your fuckin’ face!”
“Yeah, Frankie, I was flirting with him, not shoving my tongue down his throat. He’s hot, so what? It’s not like he gives two shits about some sixteen-year-old girl he barely knows!”
She thought he was hot? Women didn’t think he was hot. They thought he was scary as fuck. But this beautiful, young, sweet-as-fuck girl thought he was hot. His cock jerked.
Fuck.
Don’t go there, asshole. Do not fucking go there.
“Not the fuckin’ point, babe! What the fuck did I tell you?” he yelled. “What the fuck did I tell you about other fuckin’ guys?”
Eva sighed noisily. “You said they’d hurt me. They’d use me and throw me away.”
“Yeah, baby.” Frankie’s tone had gone soft and threatening. “What else did I say?”
“Sheesh, Frankie, what is up your butt tonight?”
“What. Else. Did. I. Say?”
“That they would never love me. That only you will love me.”
Man, this kid was sick.
“Want you on my cock, Eva. Sick of waitin’.”
Deuce’s teeth clenched. If Frankie wasn’t Preacher’s golden boy, he’d fucking kill him.
“Then stop waiting!” she shot back. “Because it’s not gonna happen! You’re like my brother, Frankie! My brother!”
“You keep sayin’ that,” he growled. “But we’re fuckin’ sleepin’ next to each other every night, and you’re pressin’ your tits on my arm and your ass on my cock, and I’m so fuckin’ hard I can’t see straight. You won’t fuckin’ do shit ’bout it. Makin’ me go out and fuck other bitches when you know I only want you. When you know I’m not gonna let anyone else fuckin’ near you. Ever. Never ever, Eva. You get me, or you get nothin’. Do you get that? You’re not with me, you’re never with no one.”
Ass. Hole.
“Frankie,” she said evenly. “Stop acting crazy. I do not press anything against you. You wrap yourself around me like a damn blanket, and it’s you who is always rubbing against me and copping feels. And if you keep throwing this shit in my face, I’m going to tell Daddy you sleep in my bed every night. And I’ll tell him you jerk off right next to me.”
He heard Frankie’s heavy boots pounding the wood floors, and then a door slammed. He waited a beat, and then continued down the stairs.
Eva was sitting in a corner on the third-floor landing, knees pulled up to her chest, smoking a cigarette. Her head turned in his direction, and she smiled. He smiled back.
“Hey,” she said softly. “Thought you left.”
He’d been trying to leave. He should still be trying to leave.
“I heard,” he said gruffly, “you and that crazy fuck.”
She pressed her lips together and looked away. “He’s just overprotective.”
“So your definition of overprotective is makin’ sure no man gets anywhere near you, forcin’ you into bein’ with him?”
She shrugged. “My father’s going to pass him the gavel someday, and Frankie and I together would give him peace of mind.”
He got that. Preacher was looking out for his baby girl. Made sense. Put your VP and daughter together and you know the club is going to be there for her when you no longer can. What he didn’t get was how Preacher could, in good conscience, hand off his girl to a fucking mess of a man.
“Doesn’t sound to me like that’s what you want.”
He watched her suck her bottom lip in her mouth and roll it under her teeth. Damn. Fuck. Shit. He really needed to adjust his cock.
“It’s not,” she whispered, dipping her head down, looking up at him through her eyelashes.
Walk away, he told himself. Walk the fuck away.
He bent down in front of her. “What do you want, babe?”
She turned away from him and hid behind her hair, but not before he saw her turn bright red.
He filled with primal male satisfaction. She wanted him. Her, a fucking angel in a mess of demons, wanted him, one of the biggest fucking demons he knew.
“Say it,” he said harshly.
Fuck. What the fuck was he doing?
She turned back to him and tucked her hair behind her ears. God, that face. That sweet, perfect face.
“You a virgin, Eva?” He already knew the answer.
“Yes,” she whispered.
Christ.
He leaned in closer, close enough to smell the nicotine and beer on her breath. “You ever been kissed, darlin’?”
She sucked in a sharp breath. “No,” she breathed.
Good. So fucking good.
He turned his head and rubbed his cheek up against hers, inhaling the fragrance of her strawberry-scented hair.
“You wanna be kissed?” he whispered in her ear.
He licked the skin just behind her ear, and she shivered. He sucked on her skin, bit down lightly, and rolled it between his teeth.
She was breathing hard, her pulse in her neck fluttering wildly against his mouth. He started sucking with vigor, and her legs fell open. He took advantage and shoved himself between them.
He spread kisses across her neck and under her chin, up to her cheek, kissing a line to her mouth. His lips met hers. She trembled.
“One more time, babe,” he said low and raspy. “You wanna be kissed?”
“Yes,” she whimpered.
He was instantly on his feet, yanking her up with him. Grabbing her waist, he hefted her up and pinned her against the wall. “Legs, babe,” he rasped. She wrapped her legs around his waist as he jammed his erection between her thighs and shoved his tongue inside her willing mouth.
He’d lost his motherfucking mind. None of this should be happening.
But there it was.
The road to hell is paved with good intentions, and he’d just bought himself a one-way ticket.
• • •
Deuce’s hand tangled in my hair while his other hand cupped my jaw and squeezed my cheeks, causing my mouth to open. His tongue plunged inside, slid along mine, and began exploring my mouth. No, exploring isn’t the right word. He laid siege to my mouth. He plundered and pillaged until I had no reservations, no choice but to kiss him, and so I kissed him back with all the fervor and passion a sixteen-year-old who had never been kissed has when kissing the man of her dreams.
Which was a lot.
I have no idea how long we kissed. You tend to lose track of time when you’re young and enthralled. But like all things sexual in nature, soon kissing was no longer enough.
I tried desperately to get closer. Burning hot, feeling ready to explode, I tore his hand from my hair and shoved it on my breast, whimpering needy little noises into his mouth. I needed more, so much more. I wanted his hands on me, touching me. I wanted skin against bare skin.
Shifting me in his arms, he lifted me higher and slid his hand down the back of my pants. One hand was squeezing my backside as the other slipped under my shirt and did the same to my breast. I was panting, and he was cursing. It was the most wonderful thing that had ever happened to me. If he would have asked me to, I would have jumped on the back of his bike and ridden to the ends of the earth with him.
“Deuce,” I cried softly. “Oh my God, Deuce.” His hips were between my thighs, and he was grinding his body into mine. The friction of our jeans, the feel of his hands on me, and his tongue in my mouth—something was happening, something that felt right and wrong and too much and not enough. Something I wanted more than my next breath.
He shifted me again and jammed his hand down the front of my jeans.
“Shhh,” he growled into my mouth. “I got you. I fuckin’ got you. Just let it go, baby girl, just fuckin’ let go.”
His fingers slipped inside of me, and my body locked up tight. My sex contracted and exploded, pulsing through the wonderful sensations.
He bent his head, pressing his forehead against mine.
“Wish I coulda felt that on my cock.”
Oh. God.
He pulled his hand from my pants only to slide it back up my shirt to resume playing with my breasts. His hand moved from one to the other, and his fingers snagged on my necklace. Cupping the medallion in his palm, he looked up.
“Baby,” he breathed. “What the fuck?”
“You gave it to me,” I said lamely. I left out the part where I loved it, never took it off, and sometimes would hold it in my hand and stare at it for hours.
“Yeah,” he whispered. He began thumbing my nipple, pinching and kneading the flesh around it. His groin pressed harder into mine. He started breathing faster. I started breathing faster.
“Kiss me,” I said breathlessly, needing his mouth. “Please…”
Gently, he sucked my bottom lip into his mouth, pulling and lightly licking, and my head fell back against the wall. His mouth again found my neck, and my body lit up like a firecracker. I reached between us, reached for him, cupped him. Groaning, he pushed himself into my hand. The world ceased to exist. It was only Deuce and me and this beautiful, perfect moment.
It ended abruptly.
“Fuck,” he muttered, running his hands through his hair, backing away from me. “Fuck, I fucked up.”
I took a step toward him, reaching out, wanting him back, but he stumbled backward, putting more distance between us. I dropped my hand.
“I’m sorry,” I whispered, not feeling sorry at all.
He shook his head. “No, darlin’, you didn’t do anything wrong. It’s all on me ’cause I knew better, and I did it anyway.”
We stared at each other. He still wanted me. I could tell by his eyes. Frankie looked at me like that, like he wanted to eat me alive.
“I’m married,” he said quietly.
I knew that. My father kept tabs on everyone he considered even a mild threat to him, and the people he considered a major threat—people like Deuce—he had extensive amounts of information on.
“I know that,” I said just as quietly.
“And you’re sixteen…and I’m thirty-four.”
I knew that, too.
“Fuck,” he muttered, running his hands through his hair. “Fuck!”
He stared at me a moment longer; his indecision plain as day.
Next thing I knew the door to the stairwell was slamming behind him, and I was alone. I sat back down and lit up another cigarette. And grinned.
• • •
Deuce got away from Eva as fast as he could, took the stairs two at a time, burst out onto the sidewalk, and slumped against the clubhouse, breathing heavily. He fucked up. He fucked up big-time. He was so far beyond disgusted with himself, but his cock was hard as a rock, aching for sixteen-year-old pussy. Christ. Yeah, he was just like his old man. Rock fucking bottom.
He couldn’t even blame his fucked-up marriage since he’d been solving that problem with club whores. This was different, so fucking different and so fucking confusing. He hadn’t wanted a sixteen-year-old girl since he was sixteen, maybe eighteen. But he wanted Eva, and now that he’d gotten a taste, he wanted her something fierce.
Girl was about to give it up to him, too. And not because he was coercing her into it, but because she straight up wanted him. She didn’t have the first clue how to kiss, but instead of being timid, like the teenagers he remembered from when he was a teenager, she threw everything she had into it. And when she came on his hand—fuck—that was beautiful.
Goddammit! What the fuck! How could he have lost control so completely? He was all about control. How could a sixteen-year-old have fucked him up?
“Holy fuck,” he muttered, scrubbing his palms over his eyes. “Holy fuckin’ fuck, I fucked up.”
“Yeah, you did.”
His hands fell to his side. Preacher stood a few feet away. Alone.
Not good. No witnesses to be seduced into ratting Preacher out if his body was ever found.
“Got cameras all over the club,” he informed him. “Even in the stairwells.”
He nodded. If he’d been thinking clearly, he would have known that and gotten the fuck out. He had cameras all over his club, too. Security in this business was necessary.
“You ready?” Preacher asked, pulling his piece. He watched him screw the silencer on.
Was he ready to die? No.
Did he deserve to die? Yeah. For a long time now.
Was he just going to turn tail and let Preacher kill him? Fuck no.
“Alleyway, Deuce. Now.” Preacher pointed with his gun.
He faked a turn and went for his own piece. He wasn’t fast enough, and Preacher’s first bullet took out his right leg. He stumbled backward and fell on his side in a pile of garbage.
Preacher’s boots pounded the concrete, and he braced himself for the killing blow. Fucking fitting that he was going to die in a pile of garbage. His old man had always said he was garbage. He sure as fuck felt like garbage.
His body jerked as pain exploded in his shoulder.
“Fuck,” he groaned. He hated getting shot. Shit fucking hurt.
“I’ll call your boys to come collect you,” Preacher said, surprising him.
“Unfortunately, I need you alive. Our boys are in too deep together; got too much ridin’ on shit you got a hand in. That said, you come anywhere near my girl again, first hit’s gonna be in that sick dick of yours, the second in your brain. Next, you even try for retaliation, and I will gut every last boy in your Queens chapter.”
“Understood,” Deuce croaked. Since he liked both his dick and his brain just the way they were, and none of his boys deserved to go to ground for his fucking sins, he was never going to go near Eva Fox again.
But fate was one mean bitch.
And two years later, she slapped him in the face.
I loved dancing. I loved Club Red. And I loved my best friend, Kami.
She was loaded. I was loaded. She was spoiled. I was spoiled. She was bored out of her mind, and I was being suffocated to death.
Being the spoiled, bored, suffocated girls we were, with the help of another bored and spoiled rich kid we procured fake IDs and were able to escape to our happy place every Saturday night. Club Red.
The best part: Frankie had no idea where I was.
We were able to accomplish this with the help of Kami’s sexy chauffeur, Jacob, who Kami had been giving it up to since she was thirteen and Jacob, eighteen. I’m fairly certain Jacob was head over heels in love with her, but he gave up trying for anything more than sex years ago.
Kami, being as starved for attention as she was, had convinced herself sleeping with a lot of different men was a good way to go about getting what she was lacking at home. It never worked, but she never stopped trying.
Anyway, this is how my Saturdays went. Frankie would drop me off at Kami’s penthouse. If Kami’s parents were home, we’d get prettied up, wait until they went to bed, and then sneak down the back stairwell. Jacob would meet us in Kami’s underground parking garage, drive us out the back exit that was only used by the penthouse occupants—deftly evading the tails Frankie put on me—and off we went.
Freedom.
• • •
Deuce hated New York City something fierce. Always had and always would.
Even more than he hated New York City was the New Yorkers that resided in it. Even more than he hated New Yorkers was the New York City nightclubs filled with New Yorkers.
Two of his boys rode up with him on business. They wanted a party and some pussy, and since he sorta wanted to pick up some pussy for himself, he tagged along. He wished he hadn’t.
He was standing against a wall in a packed nightclub with red satin hanging all over the place and red disco balls twirling on the ceiling, while surrounded by wall-to-wall drunk fuckwads grinding against each other to what he supposed was music, but sounded a lot like television static with a crappy beat.
He was a simple man. He liked kegs, country music, and down-home pussy. He didn’t see the need to dress up the fact that he was getting drunk and laid. It was all the same in the end—sloppy kissing, skin slapping, and a nasty hangover. Why the fuck put a decorative umbrella on it?
His boys ditched him about an hour ago in favor of some slutty club bitches. He saw Cox disappear with two scantily clad Latinas, and Mick went off dancing with a woman he was pretty sure was packing a cock under her seriously short skirt. He was so fucking miserable he momentarily considered taking pictures of them with their whores and sending them to their wives as payback for making him endure this shit.
“Heeeyyy,” a female voice slurred. He rolled his head left. Christ. Fucking skinny bitches everywhere in this city. No tits. No ass. All of them wearing skintight clothes that emphasized the fact that they had no tits and no ass. This particular bitch—tall and bleached blonde—was so fucking skinny her breastbone was on display through her skin. The napkin she was fronting as a dress was practically see-through, and he could see she wasn’t wearing any underwear.
“Fuck off,” he said.
Her eyes went wide. “What?”
“You deaf?” he asked. “I said fuck off.”
Her mouth fell open. “What?” she whispered.
Christ.
“Bitch, I don’t wanna fuck you, so I ain’t gonna buy you drinks and tell you how fuckin’ hot you are, hopin’ you’re gonna spread those bony-ass legs for me. ’Cause one, you’re not hot. You might be someday if you start eatin’, but as it is right now you’re not. And two, I don’t wanna fuck you, so I’m givin’ it to you straight. Fuck off.”
She blinked. Then she leaned forward and placed a bony hand on his chest. And smiled. He stared down at her hand, debating whether he should break her fingers.
“Wherever you want it, however you want it,” she breathed. “Right here, in the bathroom, behind the club. Where. Ever. You. Want. It.”
His eyebrows shot up. She had either major self-esteem problems, some serious daddy issues, or maybe she was just plain fucking crazy.
“Kami!” a female voice squealed. “Kami!”
The bitch beside him straightened up and looked around. “Evie?!” she yelled.
A giggling mass of dark brown hair surged forward through the crowd of people and barreled straight into the blonde. They were both shitfaced. Instead of hugging, they just kind of fell into each other, and then into him. Annoyed, he shoved them both backward, and the blonde’s drink went flying. People scattered as the glass shattered.
Laughing hysterically and clinging to each other, they both stood up straight. He watched, frozen, as a Horsemen’s tag slipped out from the brunette’s shirt. Her imposter of a shirt.
Then she flipped her hair out of her face, and his blood ran cold. Then hot. Really fucking hot.
Last time he had seen Eva Fox, he’d been two seconds away from sinking balls-deep into all that sweetness, and he’d taken two bullets because of it.
“Kami!” Eva cried, oblivious to his presence. “Where have you been? I’ve been looking everywhere for you!”
Oblivious was the last thing he was. Bitch had on some kind of shirt that wasn’t actually a shirt but a triangle of sequins that appeared to be staying on her only by a complicated-looking series of strings. The fucking thing barely covered her tits. Her fat, heavy, perfect tits. Her entire back and her midriff were exposed, her belly button pierced with some shiny bullshit, and the rest of her was encased in tight black leather pants. Tight as in he was damn positive she had to lube up her legs and juicy-as-hell ass to get those bad boys on.
On her feet, black Chucks.
His chest tightened.
Now standing, she tucked his old man’s tag back inside her non-shirt and did a little wiggle as she straightened her top—that wasn’t actually a top—causing her tits to bounce. He got hard. Just like that. Like he was seven-fucking-teen.
Still giggling, she surveyed her surroundings, finally catching sight of him. Her made-to-suck-cock lips parted, her stormy eyes went wide, and she swayed a little to her right.
“Deuce,” she whispered.
He didn’t know what the fuck to say, so he said the first thing that popped into his head.
“Babe.”
Kami looked between them. “You know him?”
“Yeah,” she said, her eyes on him. Jesus Christ, those eyes. She was damn beautiful.
“Introduce us!”
“Deuce, this is my friend Kami. Kami this is my…friend Deuce. But…”
She turned to her friend. “He’s married. Got kids, too. So, hands off.”
He stared at her, confused. He was married? He had kids? Oh, right. He was sorta married. And yeah, he had kids. He loved his kids. Their mother…not so much.
“Shame,” Kami purred. “The whole scary-faced, badass biker thing is really working for you.”
His lips curled in disgust. He just told this bitch he found her unattractive, that he in no uncertain terms wanted anything to do with her, and yet, she still wanted it. Fucking whore. Fucking fucked-in-the-head stupid fucking whore.
“He’s not scary,” Eva scolded. “He’s beautiful.”
Fuck him.
No one had ever called him beautiful, and he was pretty sure he never wanted to be called beautiful…until Eva Fox had called him beautiful, and now he wanted her to say it again. But this time, he wanted to be balls-deep inside of her while she said it.
“Do you want to dance?” Eva asked.
His eyes refocused. “What?”
“Dance. Do you want to?”
“No.”
“No?”
“This isn’t music, and I can’t dance.”
She bit her lip, and he knew she was trying not to laugh at him. Usually when people laughed at him or tried not to laugh at him—neither of which was often because he wasn’t a funny guy—he punched them in their fucking face. Eva laughing at him made his cock twitch. This bitch did strange shit to him. His brain didn’t work around her, and his balls fucking swelled, ready to repopulate the world as long as he was doing it inside her pussy.
“Everyone can dance.” She giggled.
He shook his head. “I can’t. I lumber. My wife says I lumber.”
She wrinkled up her nose. “Your wife is a fucking cunt.”
He choked. Coughed. Pounded on his chest. Took a long swallow of his beer. Cleared his throat. “Darlin’, you have no idea.”
Grinning, she sidled up next to him and leaned her shoulder against the wall, so the front of her body faced his and took a sip of her drink—her bright pink drink with a pink umbrella and lots of floating cherries that reeked of tequila.
He narrowed his eyes. How long had it been since he last saw her, since he’d taken two bullets because he was a fucking moron?
It hadn’t been five years, so he knew she wasn’t twenty-one.
“How old are you, darlin’?”
Her lips quirked. “My ID says I’m twenty-four.”
He raised an eyebrow and smiled. “And what does your birth certificate say?”
She looked him dead in the eyes, and he felt himself leaning toward her.
“I’m eighteen,” she said quietly, and her eyes went soft. He knew that look. Fucked a lot of women in his life—knew the signs and knew them well. Eighteen-year-old Eva Fox was handing him her pussy on a silver platter.
And he was fucking starving.
Fuck.
“Deuce?” She leaned into him, pressing her fat tits against his arm.
He stared down at her. “Yeah?”
Keeping her eyes locked with his, she wrapped her hand around as much of his bicep as her fingers could reach and started slowly sliding her hand down his inner arm. When she reached his palm, her fingers spread out and slid between his. Her hand folded closed. He closed his over hers.
“Let’s dance,” she whispered.
“OK,” he whispered back because, fuck, he didn’t know which way was up at the moment.
Those unfathomably plump lips split into a smile, and his cock freaked the fuck out. If she hadn’t started leading him out into the club, he would have thrown her up against the wall and slammed his way home.
She took him dead center of the dance floor. It was packed with bodies—sweaty, writhing bodies. He felt completely out of his element.
Then Eva began to move, and he forgot all about elements and skinny bitches and stupid red disco balls. All he could see was Eva. Nothing else existed but Eva and what she did to him.
With her back to his front, she lifted her arms over her head and hooked her hands around his neck. He grabbed her, harder than he meant to, and dug his fingers deep into her hipbones. As her juicy ass hit his cock, he groaned.
“All you have to do is move with me!” she shouted over the music.
He didn’t. He couldn’t. He was far too busy trying to convince himself it would be a bad idea to take her right then and there on the dance floor.
Her ass was grinding into his rock-hard cock, her head fell back on his chest, and her hands…
She grabbed his hands, interlocked their fingers, and had him stroking across her bare stomach, her hips, the vee between her legs, and—fuck him—her tits. When he couldn’t take much more, he slipped his hand down her pants and gave her what she was silently begging him for.
Her head on his chest, she looked up at him with unfocused gray eyes, her nostrils flaring with heavy breaths, and her wet lips parted.
He’d taken two bullets because of this bitch. If tonight ended the way he wanted it to, Preacher was going to bury him. He should care about that. His kids needed their father, and his MC needed their president. He had business that needed getting done, and he sure as fuck wasn’t ready to kick it quite yet.
He should care about all that shit. But he didn’t. And because he didn’t—because he wanted her so fucking bad, he could taste the need and feel it in his gut like a live wire—he brought his mouth down on hers and kissed her hard and fast, still thrusting his fingers in and out of her, swallowing her cries as bodies pressed up against them, shoving them back and forth to the rhythm of the bass pounding in his ears.
• • •
It was pouring out, we were soaking wet, and the alleyway smelled like a month’s worth of old garbage. Deuce was fumbling with his jeans, and I had completely lost my mind. I was frantic, crawling up his big, hard body like a sex-starved spider monkey in heat, and kissing him, giving as good as I was getting. Every kiss was full of hot, wet tongue—sometimes hit, sometimes miss. Teeth were clacking together, lips were bitten, and noses were getting in the way. I mauled him, not caring where his or my mouth was landing or what part of his face I was kissing, licking, or biting. His cheeks, his forehead, his chin, his neck—they were all fair game. His hands were full of my ass, my hands were full of his hair, and our mouths were full of each other. I had no idea where my clothing had gone. And I didn’t care.
I wanted this man inside of me—so far inside of me that he wouldn’t ever be able to leave.
“Gimme what I need, baby. Gimme that sweet pussy I been dreamin’ ’bout.”
Oh God.
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