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        Proceed with caution. This book does entail several scenes that may very well be a trigger to some.
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        Pride in life

        Pride in worth

        When shattered, it is no more

        Hearts within come undone

        There’s a depth to what the soul can take

        A broken pride is all the same

        You take someone’s pride

        You damage it in some way

        This cracks through the soul

        Hardening the heart to ice

        A man’s pride is his life

        They say ego, but it’s not

        We combined the heart and soul

        It shows who they are

        Shatter the soul and break the heart

        You end it with a broken pride

        Hold your head high

        Find the one within

        They can mend the pieces

        But the scars will remain

        A memory is worth it all

        Though in the end, it’s you and him

        And you become that man’s heart and soul

        In return, becoming his pride

        ~ E.C. Land
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        Hammer

        18 Years Ago

      

      

      Nausea churns in my stomach. I swallow the bile back down as I take in the room soaked in blood. My big brother and sister-in-law’s blood coated the floor. Hayden, my nephew, their son is the only one left here. The men who did this took my niece. I know who is responsible for this carnage. The police tried to keep me from seeing, but there was no stopping me from entering the house.

      Closing my eyes, I lower my head and try to control the anger flaring up withinside me. My nephew doesn’t need to see that right now. Not after the nightmare he’s survived. I need to think of him at the moment and of trying to find my niece. They’re all I have left now: that and a grandmother who lives in Virginia that I barely speak to.

      Fuck.

      How am I gonna raise Hayden?

      My brother had taken the President patch naming me his VP after our father decided to step down due to him having lung cancer and its progression. Now shit’s changing, and I don’t know what the fuck to do.

      I open my eyes and take one last look around and then turn to leave. I step outside, and my gaze immediately lands on Hayden. His clothes are coated in his mother’s blood. I need to get him out of here and clean him up. At seven, he shouldn’t have had to worry about something this horrific. It kills me he has had too.

      Making my way to him, I guide him over to my truck. When I got the call asking me to come to my brother’s after one of the cops we have in our pocket told me of their deaths, I didn’t worry about my bike, figuring I’d have both kids with me. Instead, I learned the news of Ally being taken.

      “I’m sorry, son, we’ll make things right,” I mutter, lifting Hayden into the passenger seat.

      “Can’t make it right when they’re no longer here,” Hayden mumbles. For seven, he’s a smart kid and will tell it like it is.

      “You’re right, Hayden. But I swear to you now, I won’t stop until we find your sister and I kill those motherfuckers for taken your parents from you,” I declare, not holding anything back from my nephew. He’s been to the club plenty of times to know we’re not choir boys.

      Nodding his head, Hayden closes his eyes. “If you don’t find them before I grow up and join the club, it’ll be my hands they die from.”

      His words sear into my brain, and I know without a doubt right then and there my nephew’s heart has solidified. He’s lost everything in one night, leaving him with a feeling of burning rage. And in this very moment, he earns his name, Hades.
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        * * *

      

      At the clubhouse, I call an emergency church meeting. Telling my brothers, the men I’ve been with since I patched in at nineteen, isn’t easy.

      It sucked the order of business that we had no choice but to handle, and each of them all voted me into the President’s seat. They said it’s what my brother would have wanted. Fuck, at twenty-five, I didn’t expect to get voted into this seat, but I’m gonna make damn sure I don’t fail my brothers.

      Once we finished church, I did the only thing I could do. I make arrangements to send Hayden to my grandmother’s up in Virginia after the funeral and ask Stoney, the Prez of the national charter, watch over him.

      Until I get rid of the ‘The Delivers’, I can’t have him here. It’s for his own safety that I do this. If not for his sanity. I keep him here with me; he’ll only harden even more. I say this as I lock down my own emotions. I won’t do as my brother did. He had a weakness, and that was his ol’ lady, the woman he fell in love with and did what he had to do to get her out of the life she’d endured. By being with her, he knew what could possibly happen and that left my nephew and me both now without our family.

      I won’t allow the same thing to happen to me. Closing my heart to anything and anyone is for the best. Emotions get in the way, and I’d prefer to be a coldhearted bastard than a man who has a weakness.

      From here on out, I’ll live and breathe for this club. Taking care of my brothers is my number one priority now, and I’ll be damned if I lose anyone else.
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        Avery

        Present Day

      

      

      The alarm goes off, and I hit the snooze button while groaning. I sometimes hate having to get up at such an ungodly hour in the morning. But it’s a must. I don’t have but two people who work for me, and both of them don’t come in until later in the day.

      Quinn has a kid to take care of and put on the bus and also works nights. There’s no way I could ask her to get off work at two in the morning and be at the coffee shop at four-thirty to prepare for when we open at five. She needs to be able to get some rest for herself; this is why I have her come in at eleven and work until closing.

      Willow, she’s my other girl and is in school working on getting her degree. I have her come in at seven right before the mad rush of people coming in. And she works until two when she has to head to her classes. Then she spends the rest of her evenings studying.

      So yeah, there’s no way I could ever ask either of them to open for me. They have their own priorities to take care of, and I won’t hold them back from doing what they have to to get them done.

      No way.

      I’ve been in their shoes, struggling to manage everything. It’s why I moved away from the toxic environment I’d been living in and started fresh here in this small yet not so small town in South Carolina. I opened Rise-N-Shine Coffee almost a year ago and learned quickly it is a profitable location due to the traffic that flows through here.

      Some are farmers who come in wanting to grab a cup while heading to the feed and seed store down the street from me. Women come in before going to the hairstylist across the way from me. Then there’re the people that come in for the mad rush looking for their brew of the day. I supply anything from, I need a jolt to wake up all the way to the strongest you can get that will literally keep you up for days.

      Oh, and I can’t forget about the couple of bikers that come in every so often. A lot of people shy away from them, sure they scare the hell out of me, but I’m not about to show my fear. I learned a long time ago to show no fear. That and to keep your head down. But when it comes to customer service, I make sure they leave satisfied with their order and want to come back for more. To me, it’s about the profit of each cup I sell, along with the pastries.

      It’s why I have to be up at four to get to the coffee shop by four-thirty. I have everything ready to go the evening before; I simply have to get there and put them in the oven to bake them.

      The alarm goes off again, and I know this time I have to get up. Otherwise, I’ll be late, and that won’t do. I work seven days a week, only closing early on Sundays in order to go get things I need to restock for the following week. This is a must-do, considering I go through a lot of stock each week, I have to replenish weekly. The good thing is the coffee shop is becoming even more of a hit, and I can afford to get more items to make sure I don’t run out. Best part, I get to spoil myself with takeout on Sundays.

      With working so much, I don’t go out and party, nor do I go anywhere to eat. If anything, it’s to the grocery store then home. I buy myself the bare minimum of what I need to survive. I guess you can say I live and breathe my store, but oh well, it’s who I am these days.

      Growing up in a rundown home with a family who kept sucking me dry tends to teach you to survive with as little as possible.

      When I moved to get my fresh start, I did this to get away from all of them. My mom and dad are drug addicts, preferring to get their fix rather than taking care of their kids. I have two brothers and three sisters. Out of all of them, I swear I’m the only one who decided to never join the bandwagon of booze and drugs.

      My two brothers, let’s just say it’s not been good. Adam, my oldest brother, is in jail right now due to his stupidity. He’d been busted for stealing a car. My other brother, Aidan, is a part of one of the local gangs, and I don’t see good things in his future. He’ll either end up dead or right next to my brother, Adam.

      Andrea, Aubrey, and Alexandra, well, they simply can’t keep their legs closed. They think this is how they need to get through life. Andrea, by the time she turned eighteen, already had a kid and was pregnant with the second one; now she’s on baby number four. She at least is with the same man even if that man is five years older and a deadbeat. Aubrey decided she’d get into the porn business, but not any kind of porn business. No, this one is shady, as you know what. She does this for her pimp slash boyfriend. How that works is ridiculous if you ask me. Then there’s Alexandra, she so high all the time she doesn’t know what she’s doing half the time. I’m surprised she hasn’t killed herself by overdosing.

      I thank my lucky stars, I didn’t end up like any of them. But until I finally got the nerve to leave, they always came to me for money. To them, they saw me as nothing but a wallet. I knew if I wanted to finally do something for myself, I had to run.

      Which is exactly what I did without telling them a thing. I up and left in the middle of the night, got in my car, and high-tailed it out of there as quickly as I could. At twenty-five, I couldn’t do it anymore. Not after the car that Adam stole, was my boyfriend’s at the time. And then Aidan, along with his gang, jumped another guy who simply asked me out on a date. Oh, let me not forget the fact, my sisters. Aubrey offered to suck one guy off, and Alexandra pocketed another’s wallet.

      Any time they thought I would find happiness, or I started seeing someone, they’d take it upon themselves to do something to make them dump me. Andrea would sneer down her nose at me, stating I thought I was too good for our family while the others laughed.

      This is only one of the reasons I left when I did. I didn’t want them to be able to mooch off of me anymore. Nor did I want them to do what I’d heard them talking about. I won’t be used in such a way. No way. Not happening.

      Shaking my head, I climb out of bed and head to the shower. I need to get cleaned up, dressed, and out the door within the next twenty minutes to drive over to the coffee shop. Two months after I opened Rise-N-Shine Coffee, I found a cute little house for rent and was able to move out of my office and into my little two-bedroom cottage-style home. I absolutely love it. My neighbors keep to themselves, which is a great thing. This means I get to stick to myself as well. Though my one neighbor across the street who is rarely home but when he is, we all know it—the reason being the thundering roar of his motorcycle when he pulls into his driveway.

      I would go over there and say something to him about him constantly revving his motorcycle when he pulls into his driveway or when he’s leaving again; I’m not wanting to draw his attention. Tall and broad-shouldered, he seems to be my age, but I’m not sure. I don’t get close enough to him. I do know he wears the same vest type thing as the men who come into my coffee shop.

      My alarm goes off again while I’m in the shower, and I finish up quickly, knowing I won’t have time to blow dry my hair. Sighing, I turn the shower off, grab my towel and dry off. I rush into my room, turn my alarm off, and get dressed. Bra and panties in place, I grab a pair of my super fade jeans with holes in the knees. I refuse to get rid of these because even if I’m not trying to attract anyone’s attention, I do love the way the material fits me. Buttoning the jeans, I snag my Sublime shirt. I don’t worry about anything else but running a brush through my hair, putting it up in a messy bun, and then slip my feet into my shoes.

      Before leaving the room, I unplug my phone from its charger on my nightstand and head for the door. By the front door, I reach up and pull my purse and keys off their hooks and unlock the front door with my key. You can never be too safe, so I’d changed out the deadbolt with a key lock rather than having the sliding deadbolt. This way, I felt safer at night when I’m asleep.

      I make sure to lock the house back up and turn to head for my car. I climb in and start her up. It takes a couple cranks, but she starts, thankfully. I just need my car to bear with me another month or two, and I’ll get her to the shop to be fixed.

      Backing out of the drive, I put her in gear and head in the direction of my shop. Time’s ticking, and I’ve got to get it together. I might be exhausted, but I pride myself on owning my own business. And it’s worth the lack of sleep. Maybe one day, I’ll take the time to have a life, but it won’t be today. Or tomorrow.
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        Hammer

      

      

      Pulling up in front of the clubhouse, I sigh in relief. It’s been a long fuckin’ two weeks. After the bullshit that went down with Venom and his ol’ lady up at Stoney’s charter, I wasn’t thrilled to find out the club has yet another problem. We might have been informed about the Supreme Masters, but my club didn’t know all the information they’d found. Evidently, what they found was all thanks to Amaya coming to them. On top of all that, we had to deal with even more drama. The chick who everyone thought to be the ol’ lady to Fuse, a member of the Inferno’s Clutch MC, isn’t who they thought.

      From the information Amaya, Venom’s ol’ lady, found out about Simone, she is the twin of Lyrica. But the drama of it all gives me a headache. This is why I don’t deal with women. I swore it a long time ago, and I’ve kept to it. And I intend to keep on keeping on with the way I do things. The only woman in my life is my niece. I’m fuckin’ thrilled to have found her. More or less, she was put in the same place as her brother when the fuckers took him few years ago. I would have brought her with me down to South Carolina, but she needed to stay near her brother. In the end, it worked out for her.

      Tilting my head to the side, stretching my neck, my gaze lands on Axe, my brother, and Sergeant at Arms as he helps Simone out of the truck he’d rented in order to get his bike and the woman back here. I hadn’t wanted to bring the woman back here, but Axe being the man he is and dealt with what he has, couldn’t help himself. He’d seen this as a chance to help a woman in dire need. A woman I might point out who isn’t all there anymore. Due to the fucked-up drugs the Supreme Masters dosed her with, she’s got to be sedated at all times. The doc who’d been helping her did say that she could go without the heavy sedation long as she’s having a good day, but I don’t need this shit. Nor do I want it. Upon hearing her state her name and prattle on about her sister dying in a car accident. I didn’t want to hear anymore.

      To me, it’s not my problem.

      So why the fuck did I agree to this, to let this woman come to my clubhouse?

      Right, because of my brother. Several years ago, he’d lost a woman who he’d wanted to make his ol’ lady. Fucked up shit what happened to her. And what he walked in on. It’s why he’s determined to help Simone. Seeing her like this is killing him. Fuck he’d even been there for this woman while she gave birth to a baby a few days ago. I know he’s not wanting this woman as his own. No, this is all about redemption and fixing the wrongs he didn’t get to with the chick he’d wanted in the first place.

      Swinging my leg over my bike, I stand to my feet and pull a pack of smokes out of my pocket. I don’t smoke much; normally, it’s right after a long ride or dealing with anything that stresses me out.

      What I need to do is go inside, find Bunny or Cheeks and get one of them to either suck me off or ride my cock. At the moment, those are my two go-to clubwhores for when I need to get off. When I decide I’m done with them, I’ll move on to the next. If I even think one of those bitches is thinking of getting closer to my cock, I cut them loose.

      My phone vibrates in my pocket, and I pull it out to see who it is. With just getting back to the clubhouse, not only do I need to get off, but I also need to get some shit done around here before getting some fuckin’ sleep.

      Glancing at the screen, I grin at the sight of Gunner’s name. He’d gone up to Virginia with us, but I’d sent him back earlier to deal with some issues going on at Tip-Top and a few of our other businesses. Savage has called to inform us of some random shit happening around not only our strip club but our bar and restaurant. This didn’t make me happy. It’s why Gunner was sic’ed on the task along with Cy.

      “Thought your ass would be here at the clubhouse right about now, brother,” I say, putting the phone to my ear.

      “Fucked up shit, Prez, need you and Malice to meet away from the clubhouse,” Gunner grunts causing me to stiffen.

      “Where?” I demand, my tone completely changing to one of all business.

      “Rise-N-Shine Coffee,” he mutters and hangs up.

      Why the fuck would he choose a fuckin’ coffee shop?

      Then again, I’ve heard a few of my brothers talking about the coffee and shit they get from there. I just ain’t ever gone in. I figure I can get my coffee here at the clubhouse without having to go anywhere for it.

      Pulling the phone from my ear, I put my fingers to my lips and whistle to catch Malice’s attention before he gets to the doors. He’d been helping Axe with Simone getting her into the clubhouse.

      Malice turns to look at me as I swing my leg back over my bike, straddling my beauty. This is one of the four bikes I have and also my favorite. Malice doesn’t waste time following suit. He runs over to his bike and throws his leg over.

      “What’s going on?” he mutters maliciously.

      Swear anyone who could be said to be just as cold-blooded as I am; it’s my VP. I couldn’t ask for a better VP than him. He’s not one for letting shit fly, just as I don’t allow it to happen.

      “Gotta go meet Gunner and Cy at that coffee shop in town,” I grumble.

      Nodding, Malice doesn’t wait around to ask more questions. Instead, he puts his helmet on and starts his bike. I do the same and back out of my spot. My VP does the same following suit.

      Hitting the throttle, I head into town. Our clubhouse is only about ten minutes away from where we needed to get to, but it’s also still secluded away, so we don’t have to worry about someone fuckin’ messing with us. We party hard and have hang arounds and strange pussy always coming on the weekends. We tend to keep the rest out throughout the week. Too much shit goes on Monday through Thursday. We don’t need outsiders within our walls. My brothers know this, and if they want different pussy than the clubwhores they can get it away from the clubhouse.

      Pulling up in front of the tattoo shop we own, I park next to Gunner’s and Cy’s bikes. Not seeing them anywhere insight, I kill the engine on my bike and put the kickstand down. I swing my leg over and stand while removing my helmet. I put the helmet on the seat of my bike and head for the coffee shop situated two doors down from the tattoo shop.

      Malice walks next to me; neither of us speaks a word as we head for the entrance to this place. Why the fuck they would choose to meet here is fucked. We could have easily met up at one of our houses or even at the tattoo shop, for fuck’s sake.

      Opening the door, I step into the shop with Malice right on my heels. Without takin’ my sunglasses off, I scan the room finding Gunner and Cy both sitting at a table off to the side of the place. Both men having Styrofoam cups in their hands and eating something.

      Storming over to them, I don’t pay attention to anything else in the room.

      “Wanna tell me why we’re meeting here?” I demand, standing next to their table with my arms crossed.

      “Prez, VP,” Gunner grumbles in greeting, nodding to the seats on either side of him and Cy.

      Removing my sunglasses, I put them on top of my head and take a seat. Malice rounds the table and sits in the one opposite of me.

      “Now tell me what the fuck is going on,” I snap, frustrated by everything going on. All I wanted to do is get back to the clubhouse, find a bitch to either suck me off or to fuck, get some work done, and crash.

      “Seems we have someone in the club we can’t trust. It’s why we’re here rather than at one of our businesses,” Gunner says without hesitation.

      “Explain,” I command, my body tense with fury.

      Gunner looks to Cy and then brings his attention back to me. “Problems you sent me back to handle, Prez, is we’ve found out there’s a new gang in town trying to fuck with us. And to top it off, we’ve got a rat in the clubhouse.”

      “Who?” Malice snarls, his lip curling in disgust.

      “Don’t know yet. Cy’s been working on it, and the two of us have found bugs planted in all of our businesses,” Gunner mutters with a shake of his head.

      Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

      “This is not something we need right now. It’s bad enough we’ve got the shit going on at the national charter with Stoney’s men and brought home a bitch who ain’t ever gonna be right again. Now we’ve some traitor in our midst, and we don’t know who. At least tell me do we know who this new gang is?” I don’t need this shit right now.

      “No clue yet. Have Brass, Savage, Dagger, and Carbine watching at the bars and strip club,” Gunner says, informing me.

      “Right, who do we know we can trust?” I demand, trying to contain my rage brewing inside me. I pride myself on keeping shit locked down tight, but the only emotion that seems to slip through at times is anger. This only happens when things start to get completely out of control.

      “Looks like all the brothers can be trusted. But the prospects, clubwhores, hang arounds, and strange pussy are all up in the air,” Cy states with a gravelly voice. He doesn’t talk much due to the murmur that causes him to stutter; this makes his voice thicker than normal when he does talk.

      Shit.

      “Alright, we need to meet with the brothers. Find a place we can do that that’s secure, and we’ll go from there,” I mutter.

      “Need to have the whole clubhouse swept for bugs and the businesses,” Malice grunts.

      “Yeah. We’ll get started on this tomorrow. For now, I’m heading home. Fuck going to the clubhouse tonight. I’ll deal with shit in the morning,” I growl and slam a fist on the table as I get up. I need sleep before in order to think about this shit to figure out what to do next.

      Turning from the table, I start to take three steps and plow right into some woman, knocking her right on her ass. I glance down at the woman to find her staring up at me with vibrant eyes that are filled with fear.

      Motherfucker.

      Can this day get any worse?
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      I’d seen him when he came in. My heart fluttered in my chest, and the blood in my veins stilled.

      The first thought to pop into my head being, holy shit, this guy has to be the sexiest man I’ve ever laid eyes on. And that’s saying something considering the bikers who have been in here.

      About thirty minutes before Mr. Hottie stepped into my coffee shop, I noticed my neighbor who lived across the street from me come in with another guy. They’d ordered coffee and had sat at one of the few tables I had situated off to the side.

      Most people, when they come in it’s get coffee and dash out of here. But I do have a few who want to sit at a table and drink their coffees. So, I’d invested in getting eight tables and chair sets. Three of them are square with a four-chair set up, while the other five are smaller and meant for two chairs.

      My neighbor and his friend sat at a four-chair one, and then Mr. Hottie strolled into the place like he owned it with another hot guy behind him. His sunglasses in place and his jaw set firm like this is the last place he wanted to be.

      I didn’t mean to bump into him. I’d been wiping a set of tables after clearing them when it happened. I wasn’t paying attention, and I should have.

      Damnit.

      I bumped into him right when he stood to leave. Well, not really bumped, more like I crashed into him due to not paying attention to where I was walking. My brain, I guess you could say, isn’t functioning to its capable abilities, and I screwed up.

      Why does this have to happen to me?

      Staring up at the man, my eyes widen at just how tall he is. Maybe it’s due to when I crashed into him, I fell backward, landing on my ass. So, from this angle, he’s like a giant. Standing directly in front of me, glaring down to where I’d fallen, is a man whose looks make me forget how to breathe. Jeans hang low on his waist with a chain looped on the side. The white t-shirt he’s wearing fits him perfectly the way it molds to his biceps and his wide chest.

      Holy smokes, this guy looks like a Viking with his piercing dark eyes. Doesn’t matter if he’s glaring down at me.

      “Shit. Avery, you good?” my neighbor asks, coming to stand next to Mr. Hottie, who hadn’t said anything. I didn’t even know my neighbor knew my name.

      How does he know my name?

      “Um, I . . .” I take my gaze from Mr. Hottie’s to look at my neighbor and nod. “Yeah, I’m okay,” I murmur, feeling more than slightly embarrassed by the fact I’m on the floor still. Doing my best without making more of a fool of myself, I clamor to my feet. “I . . . uh . . . I’m sorry about that. I mean crashing into you.” Great, can I sound more like a dork?

      Mr. Hottie grunts then storms off out of my coffee shop without so much as a word.

      “Don’t take it to heart, Avery, he’s in a foul mood,” my neighbor says, coming to stand in front of me with a scornful look on his face. Meeting his gaze, I nod, unsure of what else I should say. “You sure you’re okay?”

      Again, I nod and glance down and find the name of his club says Devil’s Riot, and that it’s got the words Enforcer under what I’m assuming is his name, Gunner. I’d seen the Devil’s Riot emblem on the back of their vest whenever they’ve been in here and know he’s a part of a motorcycle club or gang, whatever they’re called.

      “Listen, been meaning to say something to you. If you need your car fixed, bring it by the shop, we’ll take a look at it,” Gunner states. His words whip around in my head, and my gaze snaps right back up and focuses on him.

      “Um, I’m good. My car’s fine,” I stammer.

      “Didn’t sound that way this morning when the engine took a minute to crank,” he grumbles and crosses his arms over his chest as he stares at me.

      Wait, he saw me?

      No way. There wasn’t anyone up at that time of the morning. At least I don’t remember seeing anyone that early when it’s still pitch dark out.

      “My car’s fine; I’ll get it to a shop when I have time,” I mutter defensively.

      “Sure you will.” Gunner grins, mesmerizing me with the curl of his lip. “Look, we’re having a party at my house tomorrow night. You should come by.”

      Holy smokes.

      What do I say to that? I don’t have time for parties. Tomorrow being Saturday, I still have to be in here Sunday, even if it’s half a day. Plus, I also still have laundry to do and a house to clean.

      “Thanks, um, Gunner, but I’ll have to decline,” I mumble and start to turn away.

      “That’s alright, just do me a favor then and get some motion lights for your house, so you’re not walking in the dark,” he says out of the blue.

      I don’t bother asking him why or anything else. Instead, I head back behind the counter and toward the back of the shop. Thankfully, Willow had come in, so I’m able to go into my office and get some work done for a bit back there.

      In my office, I close the door and lean against it. My mind not thinking of Gunner’s words but of the man who I’d bumped into.

      He’s a beautiful man but also a dangerous one. It’s written all over him. I definitely need to stay off his radar for sure. Even if he fascinates me.

      Shaking my head, I tell myself to get back on task. I have too much to do and not enough time to do it. If I did have the time, I’d use it wisely by catching up on sleep that I’ve seriously been lacking. This must be said, considering the way my body reacted to Gunner’s friend.
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        * * *

      

      Pulling into my driveway, I bite my lip as I look out the rear-view mirror to the group of men standing outside Gunner’s house. With it being dark, I can’t make out who the men are or if I’d seen any of them around. What am I thinking? I don’t need to be wondering if I’d seen any of them before. I humiliated myself enough as it is. After everything that happened yesterday at the coffee shop, I stayed busier than normal, not wanting to think of any of them, least of all Gunner’s friend. The man I crashed into.

      I’m just thankful none of them came in today. Though with the crowd we had today, I feel even more exhausted than ever. This probably has to do with the fact I slept like crap the night before due to the dreams of a certain man haunting them with his chiseled jaw and dark eyes.

      How can a man I’ve never seen before yesterday consume my thoughts? Let alone my dreams.

      Sighing, I turn the car off and open my door without giving the guys across the street so much as a glance; I rush into my house more than ready to fall on my bed. Inside my house, I sigh in relief, but that relief is short-lived when I notice the state of my living room.

      Someone’s been in here and ransacked the entire place. I don’t have to go further into the house to see that. From where I’m standing, you can see the destruction that goes through my little house.

      Fear courses through my veins, and I have to swallow past the lump forming in my throat.

      What if they’re still here?

      Grasping the doorknob, I twist and throw the door open and back out as quickly as I can. Turning on my heel, I run out of the house, straight to my car, climb in, and lock the door behind me. My heart racing in my chest, I can feel the blood pulsing in my veins at the horrifying sight of my house being destroyed.

      A knock on my window causes me to jump and let out a small scream of terror.

      With wide eyes, I stare at the man who’d consumed my dreams from the night before. The one who looks like a Viking and is now glowering at me through the window separating the two of us.
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        Hammer

      

      

      Anger courses through my veins as I sit on the porch of Gunner’s house. Out of all of us, he’s the only one who’d had a house big enough for all of us to fit in. Normally this shit wouldn’t leave church, but with not knowing who the rat is at the clubhouse, we came here.

      I’d just finished up our meeting where I brought my brothers up to date on what Gunner and Cy informed me of yesterday. We need to find out who this person is and what their agenda is. Our charter hasn’t had any major drama that didn’t include us carrying our asses to another charter to help out in a while. This doesn’t sit well with me, and I don’t like the unknown. I’m a ruthless asshole, and this shit happening in my own fuckin’ club is pissing me the fuck off.

      I want to know who the hell this gang is that’s trying to pull shit in our territory. When I find out, I’ll be sure to fuckin’ make them feel the error of their ways.

      Holding the beer in my hand, my gaze is drawn by the headlights coming down the road. I follow the lights until they turn into the driveway across the street from Gunner’s. I’d forgotten he’d gotten a new neighbor a while back.

      “That’s Avery’s house,” Gunner grunts drawing my attention back to the conversation. They’d been discussing something about Simone and how she’s been at the clubhouse coping with her new surroundings. Other than a prospect, she’s the only person at the clubhouse. Axe left her there under the watchful eye of Knuckles. He’d been with our club the longest, and after a talk with him, I figured Knuckles could be trusted for what we needed him to do and babysit a distraught woman.

      The past two nights, the damn woman has screamed in her sleep, keeping all of us awake, which irritates the fuck out of me. A man needs his sleep, and then to top it off, the woman who crashed into me keeps popping into my head for some goddamn reason.

      Tilting my head in Gunner’s direction, I raise a brow in question, wondering if my brother has got a thing for his neighbor. Yeah, he knows who lives around him, but that’s because he’s not stupid to think you can trust everyone.

      “She owns the coffee shop we met at,” Cy states, his gaze focused across the street.

      “Told her ass she needed motion lights and to bring her car to the garage,” Gunner grumbles with a shake of his head.

      “I still don’t see why the fuck you’d tell her that shit,” Malice grunts. I’d stormed out of there after hearing Avery’s voice. The lightness in her tone went straight to my cock, and that’s something that never fuckin’ happens. I’d gone to the clubhouse, got Cheeks and Bunny, and took them to my room, had them go at it with each other. Took a minute for my cock to get with the program, but it did, and when I’d been about to come into the condom, Avery’s face staring up at me popped into my head.

      This pissed me off even more.

      “I told her to get some lights because the woman leaves her house when it’s pitch dark out and doesn’t come home until this time of night. And as for her car, I’m tired of hearing that shit trying to crank when she needs to just junk it and get a damn new one,” Gunner says, and I wonder if he’s got a thing for his neighbor.

      “So fuck it, she’s not one of ours. No reason to worry about a bitch who wants to work her life away,” Malice sneers.

      “VP, no disrespect, brother, but that woman, if you knew, you’d change your tone. She works her ass off, makes damn fuckin’ good coffee, and lives for her shop because she’s hiding,” Cy rasps.

      “What do you mean she’s hiding?” I demand. My attention is now caught.

      “Don’t know all the information, but from what I’ve found along with Gunner when he searched her place after she moved in, she’s a hermit keeping low to the ground, so she’s not found. The woman’s a runner and doesn’t want her family to find her,” Cy mutters, clearing his throat.

      As he gets ready to say something else, movement across the street catches my eye, and all of us stare as Avery rushes from her porch and back to her car.

      What the fuck?

      Without realizing it, I storm off the porch and jog across the street. My brothers’ feet hitting the pavement let me know they’re right behind me.

      In her driveway, I slow down and edge up next to her car door. I might not want a bitch of my own or want to deal with drama, but I also do not like seeing one rush out of her house like the devil’s on her heels.

      At the driver’s window, I knock on the glass as I take in how her chest is rising rapidly. Almost as if she was having a panic attack.

      She screams and jumps, her head jerking to the side. Avery’s gaze meets mine, and I take note of the fear in her gaze along with the tears.

      “Open the door, Avery,” I command, something in my gut twists inside me. I don’t know what the fuck it is, but I don’t like seeing her this way. Didn’t like it at the coffee shop when she’d stared up at me in fear, and I don’t like it now.

      Avery shakes her head while closing her eyes.

      “You don’t open it. I’ll open it for you, and you won’t like how I do it,” I warn her.

      She continues to shake her head in denial.

      Fuck.

      Women just can’t seem to listen and do as they’re fuckin’ told.

      “Prez,” Axe says with caution.

      “I got this. Y’all go see what the fuck had her run out of her house,” I order. I pull my bandanna out of my back pocket and wrap it around my fist. I look into the driver’s side window to take note of Avery still sitting there in the midst of a panic attack.

      Pulling my fist back, I slam through the glass in the back driver’s side window. I carefully reach through and unlock her door. Once I pull the little lever piece up, I wrench the door open and grab hold of Avery’s arm. I drag the woman out of the car and hold her to me. Ignoring the feeling of how good she feels in my arms, I hold her tight to keep her from escaping my grip when she starts to fight.

      “Enough,” I bark at her to stop thrashing around in my arms.

      “Let me go,” she cries. “Please let me go.” Tears well down her cheeks, and I can’t help myself. I slide one of my hands up to cup the back of her head and pull her into my chest.

      “Calm down, baby, you’re okay,” I murmur soothingly.

      Shit, I don’t know what is up with me being gentle with this woman when I’ve never done it with anyone else besides my brother’s wife and my niece. One of those is dead, and the other she’ll always receive tenderness from me because she’s my blood and has been through hell for the majority of her life.

      “You have to let me go. I need to go. I need . . . I . . . please just let go so I can leave,” she prattles, her tears soaking into my chest.

      “Not happenin’, Sunshine,” I mutter, taking in just how small she is compared to me. Avery’s dainty and barely comes up to my chest. And my cock likes it. “You’re staying right here with me until we know what the hell is going on with you.

      “Yo, Prez, you gotta see this shit,” Malice snarls from the front porch, getting my attention.

      Nodding, I keep Avery pressed close to me while I escort her up to the porch.

      “I’ll keep her out here, Prez,” Malice says through clenched teeth.

      Fuck, it must be bad if he’s saying he’ll watch over Avery. Neither of us wants anything to do with women, and for him to offer this, it’s not something she should see. Or at least not see again.

      Slowly, I release her into his hold, he cradles her to him the way I’d held her, and something about it pisses me off. I meet Malice’s gaze and find them filled with a fiery rage. One that tells me he’s ready for blood.

      Fuck.

      Turning away, I step into the house. Soon as I close the door behind me, I’m met with the debris.

      “Motherfucker,” I growl.

      “Prez, back here,” Gunner yells out from the back of the house, the tone in his voice harsh.

      Stepping over broken glass and destroyed furniture, I make my way toward my brothers and find them all standing in what I’m assuming is Avery’s bedroom. Scanning the room, fury grows inside me for this woman I don’t even know. Clothes ripped out of the drawers. Some even torn apart. The mattress is flipped on its side, completely slashed up with the inside material hanging out of it. The mirror on her dresser is shattered, and on the wall are the words ‘filthy whore’ written in what looks to be blood. This is confirmed when I get around my brothers and find a mutilated animal lying on the floor of her room.

      Fuck me. What else is going to happen that we’ll have to handle? Because I know in my gut, I’m not about to leave this woman hangin’. Someone is after her, and until I know what this is that I’m feeling for her, she’s mine, and no one fucks with what’s mine.

      Clenching my fists at my sides, I turn and head back to Malice to claim what I’m taking for myself. Avery’s mine, and until I know what’s happenin’, that’s how it’s gonna stay.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Avery

      

      

      I didn’t mean to; I really didn’t. I thought I’d embarrassed myself enough the other day in front of this man and to break down and cry in his arms is definitely the icing on the cake.

      Why would someone come in and trash my house?

      I know it has to be bad because as soon as all the men came out of my house, they all had grim looks on their faces. The one who I’ve thought to look like a Viking is actually the President of whatever they are. I’m so confused by it all. Doesn’t help that I’m running on barely any sleep and need to find a way to catch up as well as also get work done that I need to do.

      My Viking man, as I’m claiming him to be, comes straight to me and pulls me out of the other man’s grasp. He pulls me with enough strength that I literally fall into him due to the bit of distance between the two men.

      “Shit. Sorry, Sunshine,” he mutters. Pulling back, I look up at his dark gaze and then trail my eyes down and finally catch sight of his vest thingy. I don’t know what you’d call it. On the one side where it says President, it also has the name, Hammer. I’m guessing that’s his name.

      “Hammer?” I utter in question wanting to confirm.

      “Yeah, baby, that’s who I am,” Hammer says, confirming this for me.

      I nod and lean back into him, soaking up his warmth, and he allows me to do so.

      “Prez, what do you wanna do?” Gunner asks. I remember his voice from the other day at the coffee shop.

      “We’re gonna go to the clubhouse,” he declares firmly.

      “You sure that’s a good idea?” another man asks.

      “Yeah, I’m sure. She can’t stay here,” Hammer announces.

      I had no intention of staying here. My plan is to get in my little car, go to my coffee shop, and sleep in my office until I know what to do next. Lifting my head off Hammer’s chest, I tilt my chin up so that I’m able to meet his gaze and inform him of just that. In return, he glowers at me and shakes his head.

      “Not happenin’, Sunshine, you’re goin’ to the clubhouse. I’m guessing you didn’t make it further than your living room, so you do get this, but until we know what the hell’s going on, your ass is on lockdown,” he declares.

      I stiffen at this announcement, and I’m more than irritated by it all. He can’t be serious. “You can’t put me on lockdown. I don’t even know you, big brute. Let me go, and I’ll go stay at a motel or hotel or something. I’m not going to the clubhouse with you or anywhere else,” I snap. I don’t like decisions to be made for me. I prefer to be in on them, considering it involves me.

      Otherwise, it makes me feel like I was at home where my brothers and sisters made the decisions and left me out, only using me for what they needed. Or for gaining what they wanted like . . . I don’t even want to think about it. How they could do something so vile is horrible, and it makes me wish I weren’t born into the family I’d been born into. Granted, I feel that way a lot of times due to them.

      Hammer’s gaze narrows to little slits, and his jaw tightens as he stares down at me. He releases his grasp on my arm, steps back, and reaches down to take hold of my wrist. I nearly trip over my feet as he drags me into my house, through the disaster of my living room, down the hall, and straight to my bedroom. Releasing me once again, he points at the room. My eyes widen. I stare in horror at the damage done until my gaze lands on the words written on my wall. Bile rises in my throat, and I have to swallow it back down.

      “Is—that blood?” I utter inaudibly.

      “Yeah, Sunshine, so now are you gonna bitch to me about coming to the clubhouse, or do you know who would do this shit?” Hammer snarls.

      My first thought is to think of my siblings, but one they don’t know where I am, I haven’t spoken to them in over a year. The second, even if they hated me so much, they wouldn’t be this cruel. Right?

      I shake my head, words refusing to form on my lips.

      “Good, now let’s get you the fuck out of here. I didn’t want to have to show you this shit but figured it’d save me the headache of you fighting me,” Hammer growls.

      “You could have just told me,” I mutter quietly.

      “Yeah, but you’d still have smarted off, and I don’t have time for that shit. Now let’s go,” he states and pulls me out of the room.

      Nodding, I follow him out of the room and head down the hallway. Something catches my eye in the second bedroom as we start past, and I stop. I push the door all the way open and step inside the room. My heart stutters to a stop, and tears well in my eyes. The room, like all the rest, is destroyed, but the difference being my walls are painted with more words. ‘Whores get what they deserve, even the greedy ones.’

      “Fuck, I didn’t see that shit earlier. Come on, baby, let’s get you out of here,” Hammer says, tugging on my arm to get me moving.

      My entire body is shaking in terror as those words and the ones on my bedroom wall filter through my head.

      Who would think I’m a whore? I don’t even know anyone around here besides Quinn and Willow. As it stands, I barely know either of them. I stick to myself, and I pride myself on keeping out of the drama. I’ve always tried to be good even when I’d been surrounded by the filth of my family. They might have liked living the way they did but not me, I wanted something better for myself, and I worked hard to get that good in my life.

      Hammer pulls me through the front doors and down the stairs of my porch. He continues to guide me across the street and toward where the others are now standing.

      “Did you see what was painted on the wall in the other bedroom?” he snarls. I lift my head up until I’m able to see his features. The tension radiating off him is nothing like the fire in his eyes.

      Oh my.

      Um.

      His dark eyes are sexy enough, but with the fire in them shimmering out, they’re magnificent. They could easily put me under a spell, and I’d do anything at his command with the mesmerizing glint in them.

      Yeah, okay, maybe not anything, but I’d definitely drop down in front of him and do something that’s for sure.

      Jesus, where did that thought come from. I’m not that girl. I never have been. Yeah, I’m not a virgin by any means, but still. I don’t give it up to just anyone, and for that matter, other than my B.O.B., I haven’t had sex in nearly three years. Even then, my B.O.B. gets me off better than the guys I’ve been with. I’m willing to bet Hammer would definitely not leave me wanting like those other men did.

      Internally, I smack myself across the face and yell to quit thinking about stuff like that.

      I’m not a skank or anything similar.

      “Yeah, Prez, we saw it,” the one who’d stayed outside with me sneers.

      Though he’d been nice to me, there’s a coldness about him that sends chills down my spine. His eyes are a speak no lies to what his vest thingy says his name is, Malice. Yeah, I can definitely see it. Coldhearted, but he’s got enough warmth to have cared enough to stand outside with me and keep me close when I’d wanted to runaway.

      “Let’s get to the clubhouse; we’ll deal with this shit in the morning, it’s late, and I’ve had enough bullshit for the night,” Hammer declares, getting nods of agreement from the men standing around us. I hadn’t realized until just now how many men were here. Without counting, I know there’re more than ten of them. “Come on, Avery, baby, you’re with me.”

      I’m what?

      My eyes widen as it dawns on me what he means. “I, uh, I’ve never—um ridden a motorcycle before,” I stammer.

      Hammer grins wickedly. “Then it’ll be fun to pop that cherry of yours.” His words cause a round of hoots and hollers.

      “I could, um, just drive my car and, uh, follow you. I mean—”

      “Sunshine, you’re with me, and besides, I’ve broken the back window of that heap to get you out of your car. It needs to be replaced, and I’m not talking about just the window. That shit is old. Tomorrow, we’ll check into that for you as well as see what the hell’s going on,” Hammer says, interrupting me and making my head want to explode at the same time.

      This can’t be happening. Can it?
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      What the fuck am I doing?

      Putting this woman on the back of my bike. Shit, I’ve never in my fuckin’ life had a woman ride bitch with me. We got a rule in the club unless the chick is blood or an extension of the club; we don’t put anyone but our ol’ ladies on the back of our bikes. Not even my niece rode with me when she’d been a kid, and everything was okay.

      At that time of my life, I figured when the right woman came into my life, that would be hers and only hers. Then my brother and his wife were murdered, my niece kidnapped, and my nephew left to die in a pool of his own mother’s blood.

      Fuck, I don’t need my thoughts goin’ down that road.

      But I gotta admit, it felt right having Avery’s tits pressed into my back. With it being her first time on the back of a bike, I decided we’d take the long way to the clubhouse. During the first few minutes, her arms were like vise grips squeezing the shit out of my waist. She’d loosened up somewhat and pressed her front tighter against my back, and I swear to fuck, I’d heard her moan at one point of the trip.

      Grinning, I parked my bike, put the kickstand down, and helped Avery climb off, and I followed suit. I grab her hand and hold her to me while lookin’ at my brothers. Unlike the other clubs, when we decided to claim someone as ours, it doesn’t matter for how long that time period is; we simply speak out. “Mine,” I declare, pulling her further into my body.

      “No shit, Prez,” Dagger chuckles with a shit-eating grin.

      “Pretty fuckin’ obvious, Prez,” Gunner mutters.

      Knowing my brothers got the statement, I turn with Avery tucked under my arm and head for the door to the clubhouse.

      Inside, I guide Avery through the main room, not giving her a chance to look around and head straight for my room in the back. A few years ago, we’d renovated some of the areas, expanded on others. Since I live here all the time and didn’t have a house outside the club, well, technically, I did, but I refused to live there, and my niece and nephew don’t want the place. None of us want the memories that come with the house, but I can’t bring myself to sell it. So, to keep up with the taxes and shit, I rent the place out. All I need is my room with a bed and bathroom to shower. The clubhouse is my home, so we’d made during renovations, my brothers and I added to a few of our rooms mine.

      The clubhouse has a spacious main room with a bar that takes up a good portion of a wall, three pool tables are off to the side with dartboards. Several tables and chairs were scattered throughout the room, along with a few couches and a flat-screen TV. The kitchen is state of the art and is the domain of Bruiser’s mama, Lissa. Whenever she comes in, which is nearly every day, she cooks. She’s the only woman I respect, in all honesty. After her ol’ man passed away from a heart attack, it was like she’d stopped living altogether besides keeping her focus on her son. Didn’t matter to her how old he was; he’s all she has left and, in the process, took all of us on as well. With her being in her late sixties, we all take care of her even if she doesn’t want us to.

      The other, more so than myself out there and handle stuff at her house, but if she needs something taken care of financially, I’ll pitch in as much as possible.

      Opening the door to my room, I pull Avery in and shut the door behind us. Hitting the light switch, the light comes on dimly. I hate bright light and installed an adjustable light switch, and mine stays in dim mode. If I need brighter light, I’ll change it, but normally I keep it at what I have it on.

      I release Avery and move over to my dresser and start emptying my pockets, tossing my wallet and keys along with whatever change on to the top of the wood. I step over to my bed and pull my gun out of the holster I wear under my cut. I place my gun on the nightstand and reach down to pull the knife from inside my boot. Never go anywhere without both. Placing the knife next to my gun, I toe my boots off and remove my cut and holster. I’m fuckin’ exhausted, more than ready to pass the hell out.

      Glancing up, I take in Avery, still standing by my dresser, her eyes filled with fear as she stares at my nightstand.

      Shit.

      Standing to my feet, I erase the space between Avery and myself. I wrap an arm around her and pull her into my body. “Got nothing to fear in here or in the clubhouse, Sunshine. No one here will fuck with you, okay?”

      Avery nods her head but doesn’t meet my gaze head up or at all. I step back over to the bed, bringing her with me. “Sit down, baby, you eat anything for dinner?” I ask, thinking of the time and the fact she’d just gotten home from work, and from what Gunner stated, she leaves when it’s dark. I’m guessing she gets home and crashes without eating. It wouldn’t surprise me one bit with how tiny she is.

      “I ate at the coffee shop while I was prepping things for when I have to get there in the morning to bake and prepare for opening,” she murmurs quietly, staring down at her hands as she picks at her nails.

      The telltale sign she’s lying about eating. She didn’t eat. If she did, then it wasn’t much.

      “What did you eat?” I push.

      “A sandwich,” she says without hesitation. This is also a lie. One I’m willing to bet she’d practiced in her head.

      Sighing, I grab my phone off the dresser and shoot a text message off to Tap, the only other prospect I’m sure about at the moment, telling him to go pick up a couple chicken meals from DR’s Food and Booze. This being one of our restaurants. We have three in total to go with our garage, stripper joint, and two other bars. If we’d wanted to go straight, we could honestly do it without taking a hit to our income, but my brothers and I get off on the adrenaline rush we get from the dark side of shit we do. Granted, when it comes to women and hard-core drugs, that’s a solid fuck no for us.

      Putting my phone back on the dresser, I reach out and snag Avery’s wrist and pull her toward me. With the jerking motion, I cause her to lose her footing and fall into my lap. I twist and flip her onto the bed. I don’t miss how stiff her body becomes at this or the fear coming back into her eyes.

      “Easy, Avery, I’ve said already, you don’t have nothing to fear here. Not gonna keep repeating myself. Just relax, got food coming. If you want a shirt to change into and get comfortable, I’ll get you one. You’ve been up all damn day and need to chill,” I state firmly, wanting her to hear me and understand exactly what I’m saying.

      Slowly Avery licks her bottom lip and nods her head. The sight of the tip of her tongue slipping out of her mouth catches my attention and, of course, goes straight to my cock.

      Fuckin’ hell. My hands itch to tear her clothes off, sink inside her and fuck her throughout the night while making her scream my name out loud enough for everyone to hear. Yeah, she’s not ready for something like that. I’d have to work her up to that.

      I’m a patient man alongside being a ruthless bastard. I can wait, but I hope I don’t have to wait for long.

      I pull back from her and stand up at the side of the bed and decide to help her out by going ahead and grabbing one of my shirts. I toss the shirt onto the bed and jerk my chin to the door on the opposite side of the room. “Why don’t you go get ready for bed? Food will be here soon. You can eat and then crash. We’ll talk more tomorrow when we get up.”

      “Um, I have to be up and at the shop by four-thirty to prepare for customers,” Avery says apprehensively.

      Glancing at the clock on the nightstand, my brows furrow even more. “That’s only five hours of sleep, Sunshine, you need more rest than that.”

      “I’m good, I’m used to it, besides what’s the saying, I’ll sleep when I’m dead,” she states, trying to be funny.

      “You gotta fuckin’ be livin’, babe, in order for that saying to be true,” I point out.

      “Doesn’t matter, I have to be there to open, and then when I close, I need to get my tail to the store to restock what I’ll need for the next week. I’ll also need to get back to my house and do some cleaning, fix what I can fix, figure out what I need to replace.” Fuck me if this woman doesn’t give me a headache. But I gotta commend her for the fact she’s trying her fuckin’ best to pull her shit together.

      “Avery, baby, you’re not gonna be back in that house until we know what the fuck is going on or who did that shit. You’re also not gonna be the one goin’ in there to clean that shit up. Do you even know what the hell those words were painted in?” I snap the last part out without meaning to.

      “No,” she mutters.

      “Didn’t think you would, Avery. It was fuckin’ blood, babe. In your room, you missed it due to the carnage but whoever destroyed your house left the body of a dead animal in your room. They used animals’ blood to paint your walls with those words calling you a whore. Now don’t even think for one minute I’m gonna allow you to go back there until it’s safe.” Memories of my sister-in-law and brother’s blood painting the floor of their house pop into my head.

      Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. This shit isn’t something I need.

      Stiffening, I turn from Avery, grab my cut and pull it on over my shoulders. I pick up my gun and put it in the back of my jeans. Last, I grab my phone off the dresser and shove it in my front pocket and start for the door.

      “Get changed. I’ll be back with your food when it gets here,” I growl, needing to get away from her. Storming out of my room, I slam the door and stalk off toward my office. Inside, I round my desk and throw myself into my chair. I let out a heavy breath, pull open the bottom drawer, and lift a bottle of Wild Turkey hundred proof. I don’t normally drink Wild Turkey, preferring to stick to Jack or Makers.

      The only time I pull it out is when memories of that night are brought to mind, and I need to get rid of them. Though the only way to do that really is to get the moonshine out that Colt makes. That shit will make you forget your own name if need be.

      Pulling the lid off the bottle, I lift it to my lips while I dig into my pocket and snag my phone out. I shoot a text to Tap and tell him to give the food to Malice. I also shoot a text to Malice tellin’ him to take the food to my room and order Avery to eat. I didn’t even care if he had to wake her up first.

      Right now, I need to wipe the memory of my brother’s death from my mind without thinking of the bullshit storm I’ve walked into with Avery. Why I decided to say she’s mine is beyond me at this point, but I know one thing for certain. I’m not takin’ it back. In my gut, I know I gotta see it through. Something tells me she needs me, and my brother used to tell me when it came to his ol’ lady, my sister-in-law, his gut told him he had to pull her out of the hell she’d been living in. He didn’t understand it at first, but then he got it when she gave him the good that was all her.

      Maybe that’s what this is. Or maybe it’s not. All I know is come tomorrow; I’ll start to find out. The rest of tonight, however, I’m erasing the world and crashing without anyone fuckin’ with me.

      Between the Supreme Masters, Simone, this gang bullshit, the club possibly having a rat, and now Avery’s drama, I’m hitting my limit. Something’s got to give, and it needs to do it sooner rather than later.
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      Last night had been a complete and utter disaster. From the moment Hammer put me on the back of his motorcycle to him pulling me into his room. Okay, so I’m somewhat freaked by everything going on right now. I have a right to be that way, but I’m not going to let it stand in my way of what all I’ve got to do.

      I have a business to run and no time to do much of anything else. Shoot, I didn’t even sleep worth crap last night. I honestly didn’t sleep any. Which means I’m running on empty right now.

      After Hammer stormed out the way he did last night, slamming the door behind him, I’d quickly done what he’d said about changing and then went to lay on the couch he had on the far side of his room.

      I’d been surprised by how spacious the room is, considering it’s in a clubhouse, but it’s twice as big as my room with a king-size bed in the middle. He’d had a dresser near the door upon entering, another dresser against the wall directly in front of the bed with a TV mounted on the wall above it, a little further over on the other side of the door leading to the bathroom, he has a desk sitting there littered with a lot of papers scattered everywhere. On the far side of the room, that’s where he had a comfortable couch sitting, and that’s where I’d laid down after coming out of the bathroom. Wanting to give Hammer his space when he came back.

      He didn’t, though, come back. Instead, Malice, the guy who’d stood with me, came into the room holding a container of food that smelled divine, my mouth watered immediately, and my stomach growled. Malice shoved the food at me and ordered me to eat as he stayed in the room without speaking another word until I finished. I’d been nervous and scared by the way the man glared at me that I even ate the stuff in the container I hated, like fried okra and sprouts. It took everything in me not to throw those up in the process.

      Now with it being morning, I need to get out of here and get to Rise-N-Shine. I figured with it being so early in the morning, there wouldn’t be anyone I could ask to take me and that I’d have to walk. On the ride here, I took in how long it would take me to get to town just in case. I’m still new to the area, but I knew it would take me a minute to get to work from here. I didn’t want to walk, but I had no choice.

      Leaving the shirt Hammer tossed at me on, I pulled my jeans up and figured I’d change everything at the shop. I keep extra clothes there, just in case. Working with fluids, you never know what can happen, and I’ve spilled enough coffees on myself by accident to learn to always have backups. Not only in jeans but panties and bras too.

      I quietly step out of the room, making sure to stay quiet in the process in order to not wake anyone. I hadn’t heard a peep in hours, so I figured everyone was asleep. I slowly make my way down the hall and into the main room. I have a visual memory, so I followed the way Hammer brought me in. Heading for the door, I ignore the moans of women, not wanting to know where they’re coming from. But I don’t miss the groaning or the screaming of Hammer’s name as I walk past the room.

      My heart clinches at the sound of the woman calling out Hammer’s name. Why? I don’t know, but I do know I need to get the hell out of there quickly.

      Walking double time, I step through the doors leading outside and take a deep breath of the night’s air. Now I understand why he didn’t come back to his room. I’d invaded his space, so he’d had to go somewhere else to get what he needed rather than attempting it with me.

      No, don’t go there. It’s not worth it.

      Holding my head up, I make quick work of putting space between me and the clubhouse. As well as Hammer. It’s bad enough to know he’d left the way he did storming out of his room, but to hear his name on another woman’s lips through a closed door is gut-wrenching. And a blow to a woman’s pride.

      With fast paces, I make my way into town. I’d decided with needing to leave so early in the morning, I’d left at two something to give me time to make it in time to open on time. The cool, crisp air prickles my skin, and by the time I get to my shop, I’m chilled and wanting nothing more than to get warm again. It might be warming up in the daytime, but at night it’s still cool, and I don’t need to get sick. It’s the last thing I need.

      Finding my spare key, I open the back door and step inside. Heaviness sets in my chest as something dawns on me. This is the only thing I’m meant to have. I mean a man like Hammer, even if I wanted him and he took me to his bed, which wouldn’t happen, I’d never be enough. Who wants a woman who doesn’t have curves. My ass is small, and my breasts are barely B cups.

      I let out a shaky breath, hit the lights in the kitchen area, and head to my office; first things first, change and get out of Hammer’s shirt. The sounds of his name still ring in my ears, and I don’t need or want to have anything of his touching me right now.

      Changing out of my clothes, I also make another decision. The place I go to for restock, they deliver, it costs more, but it’d be worth it. I could have them bring me my order if I put one in now. I can put my order in while getting everything ready for opening. This way, I won’t have to leave considering I don’t have my car. It’s at my house, and I don’t want to go anywhere near the place right now. I might have said I needed to go by there, but Hammer was right about me not needing to be there. Especially when he said it was animal blood coating my walls.

      I mean, who does that? It’s just plain gross for anyone to use blood but freakier to use animal blood. Okay, well, any type of blood.

      My mind wanders over everything that happened last night, from the moment I got home to the moment I left the clubhouse to come here. I’m surprised no one saw me leave. Then again, I did leave in the middle of the night, and if anyone were awake such as Hammer, who’d been getting his rocks off, they were probably doing the same.

      God knows I need to stop thinking of Hammer. I don’t understand how in such a short amount of time, a man like him could take up so much space in my head.

      By the time it’s time for me to open the front doors, I’ve put in my order for the stock I need and set the delivery for this afternoon right after closing, baked what needed to be baked and put out, started the brewing of coffees and got everything switched on for the day. Flipping the sign next to the door over to open, I unlock the door and head back behind the counter. Doesn’t take thirty minutes before the customers start to trickle in.

      I stay focused on my customers, losing track of time. By the time I’m through rush hour, I’m even more exhausted and ready to pass the hell out. Grabbing a cup of coffee, I lift it to my mouth and pour the contents down my throat needing the jolt to stay awake.

      Sighing, I get back to work as more customers come in. I’m busy taking care of them, and though I hear the sounds of the bikes going by, I don’t pay attention as they stop directly in front of the shop. Handing the cup to the person standing in front of the counter, I lift my head to the door as it opens, and my eyes widen at the man followed by his men into the shop. All of them glowering at me with hits of frustration, but it’s the man in front of them that confuses me more, along with gutting me with the fury pouring off him.

      “You have got to be fuckin’ kidding me,” he snarls, stepping around the customers still waiting in line.

      “Um, I’m sorry; if you can give me a few minutes to help my customers, I’ll get you some coffee,” I mutter and switch my attention to the woman standing in front of the counter.

      “Uh, holy crap, is that your boyfriend,” the woman murmurs quietly before I can ask her for her order.

      “No,” I say just as quietly, not missing the air in the room becoming more stifling. None of the men say anything as I finish dealing with the last of my customers.

      Lifting my gaze, I square my shoulders and ask the room in general, “Does anyone need coffee?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Hammer

      

      

      Wakin’ up after a shit night of sleeping on my couch in the office put me in a foul mood from the get-go. What the fuck was I thinkin’ not getting my ass back to my bed?

      Oh right, I had a woman in my room sleeping, and I needed to figure out what to do with her.

      Avery. Fuck, thinking of her in my bed causes my cock to jerk to attention behind my jeans.

      Getting up, I twist my neck side to side, loosening the kink I’d given myself. I stand and get ready to leave my office when a knock sounds, and Malice steps into the room before I can speak up.

      “What?” I demand, seeing the hardened look on his face.

      “Heads up, brother, you’re not gonna like what I’m about to tell you,” he mutters gravelly.

      “Tell me what?” My gut tightens, and my shitty mood grows tenfold at what it could be.

      “Avery’s gone,” Malice announces. “She left around two this morning and brace, Prez, because this shit is gonna piss you off even more; Cheeks and Bunny are back. Came back last night, and Cy caught them on the video feed going into one of the rooms right before you get to the main room. They did this mere seconds before Avery left the clubhouse.”

      “What the fuck? All clubwhores were supposed to be gone all night,” I snarl, not even allowing the last bit about Avery to sink home yet. My shit mood peaking even higher.

      “Don’t know, Prez,” my VP mutters. “Know they were pissed when they heard you had a woman in your room and then were beside themselves with glee snickering about how you weren’t in there with her and that she needed to learn a lesson about not being the only one you fuck.”

      “You’ve got to be fuckin’ kiddin’ me. I passed out on my couch in here after drinkin’ three-fourths of a bottle of my Wild Turkey at my desk while given her some motherfuckin’ space, and they want to pull this shit,” I growl, not liking this bit of information Malice has given me. Those two cunts crossed a serious line with this stunt. Let alone being here in the first damn place when we’d told all the whores to stay gone last night.

      “Those two are pissed because they’ve been your go-to whores for a while now and seem to think they got a claim on you,” Malice informs me.

      Fuck.

      “Where’s Avery now?” Her ass had best still be here, though I know she’s not. Swear to fuckin’ god the woman is gonna do my head in, and I barely know her from Eden.

      “Knuckles went to town and said she’s at the coffee shop,” Malice announces, and I nearly see red. The woman is bound and determined to kill herself in that place. I could see it in the exhausted state she’d been in last night. And I’m sure she didn’t get any sleep. Again, on that, though, my anger grows. My fist clench at my sides, and I’m ready to beat the shit out of someone or take my hand to a certain woman’s ass for leaving here.

      “Find those two cunts, we’ll deal with them, and then I’ll deal with Avery. Tell me Knuckles is still on her,” I grind out, deciding I better handle the whores before going to my woman.

      Motherfuckin’ shit. My woman.

      My brother had been right in what he said about meeting the right one. Granted, I’m not feeling the joyous feelings shit he did at the moment.

      “Yeah, he’s sitting outside the tattoo shop, keeping an eye out on the place until you or someone else can get there,” Malice confirms. “As for Bunny and Cheeks, what do you wanna do?”

      “Until I know what the fuck they’re up to, I don’t fuckin’ know. But we’ll see what they have to say. I know the brothers would be happy to continue fuckin’ them cause I’m not going there anymore,” I growl with a jerk of my chin and storm forward and throw the door open. Those two bitches weren’t even supposed to be here last night, and I want to fuckin’ know what the hell they’re up to.

      Stalking down the hall toward the rooms that hold all the clubwhores. We keep them separated from the rest of our rooms so they know where they belong. Bunny and Cheeks both share a room, and as I step in front of it, I twist the knob for it to open. The door slams against the wall as I push it open. Both clubwhores scream as they sit up in the bed.

      “You two cunts get your fuckin’ asses out here and into the main room now,” I order with a curl of my lip at the sight of them and the fear in their gazes.

      Turning on my heel, I stalk back into the main room to find my brothers, all of them, standing around the room looking pissed.

      “Hammer,” Cheeks says hesitantly as she comes out into the main room in nothing but a shirt and thong. Bunny is dressed the same way, looking scared of what’s about to happen.

      “You wanna tell me what the fuck you two are doing here at the clubhouse when you’re not supposed to be here, considering the club told you to go stay somewhere else,” I sneer.

      “But, Hammer, we didn’t want to be away from you,” Bunny says, giving me a smile that has never worked on me in the first place.

      “Why were you in the hall near my room?” I demand.

      “We . . . came in there to check on you after hearing you weren’t in your room,” Cheeks states in response. A look of hurt, no matter how fake, crosses her features.

      “Cheeks, don’t pull that shit; I told your ass to get the fuck out when you two bitches came strutting your asses in here drunk as fuck. You heard Gunner and I talking about Hammer’s woman, he claimed, and you got pissed about it. Now tell the fuckin’ truth,” Rogue sneers, stepping forward and crossing his arms over his chest.

      “We . . .” I stop her by holding a hand up in a stop motion, not wanting to hear any of her bullshit excuses.

      “You know what, I don’t give a damn about what you have to say. Except for one thing, what were you doing in my fuckin’ clubhouse when we told all of you to motherfuckin’ stay gone for the night?” Fury clings to me, and I’m pissed I’m having to deal with this first rather than going after Avery.

      “We didn’t think you were serious, and besides, Cheeks and I don’t have anywhere else to go. When we saw her coming out of your room, we decided to play with her and figured she’d leave if she thought you were fuckin’ us. You were in your office,” Bunny stammers, fiddling with her hands in front of her.

      “That true about them not having a place to go, Cy?” I ask, tilting my head to my brother.

      “Yeah, Prez, from what I know of these two, they don’t got shit we don’t give them. However, we did pay for a hotel room for them to stay at,” Cy says, lip curling up in disgust.

      Nodding, I turn back to the two clubwhores. “Tellin’ you now and hear me when I say it because this is the only fuckin’ time I’m gonna say it. Probation, you’re both on a month’s probation. You fuck up even minimally in that time; you two cunts are out of here. You’re damn lucky I don’t put you out right now, but I ain’t got time for it. Now stay the fuck away from Avery and me,” I snarl and wait for their response.

      Fake tears spill down their cheeks, and I’m not in the mood for that shit. I need to get out of here.

      “I’m heading to town,” I declare and stalk toward the doors with several of my brothers following.
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      Pulling up to Rise-N-Shine Coffee, I push the kickstand down and shut my bike off, then I’m storming into the shop even more pissed to find Avery is handling customers, smile in place with dark circles under her eyes.

      “You have got to be fuckin’ kidding me.” I stalk to the counter next to where the customer at the front of the line is getting ready to place their order.

      “Um, I’m sorry; if you can give me a few minutes to help my customers, I’ll get you some coffee,” Avery says quietly and goes back to what she’s doing.

      “Uh, holy crap, is that your boyfriend?” the customer standing next to me asks in a hushed whisper.

      “No,” my woman says just as quietly, causing me to narrow my gaze on her. She’ll learn here soon what I am to her, and it ain’t puny, runt boyfriend. No, I’m her man.

      Shit, what the hell am I thinking?

      Finally, the last of the customers leave the shop, and I nod to Gunner to lock the door to keep anyone else from getting in. At the same time, Avery pisses me off even more. “Does anyone need coffee?” she asks sweetly to the room as a whole.

      “Woman, we don’t want coffee, and you’re not gonna make any. As of now, the shop’s closed for the rest of the fuckin’ day. Your ass is getting back to the clubhouse and sleepin’ so we can discuss some shit,” I state, my voice harsh and demanding.

      “I . . . I can’t leave. I put an order in to be delivered since my car is out of commission, and it should be here this afternoon after closing,” she protests.

      “I’ll get one of the prospects to handle it.”

      “No, you can’t. I have to do it. This is my place, and I know where everything goes, and then I need to get things ready for in the morning. You don’t know what it takes to run this place. Now leave me alone and go away. I don’t need to go to the clubhouse and go to sleep. I’ll sleep on my couch in the office when I’m ready to.” Avery did not just say that shit.

      Seeing red, I reach out over the counter and snag her by the waist; with her weighing absolutely nothing, I pluck her up over the damn thing and throw her over my shoulder. With her kicking and screaming, I stalk past my brothers as Gunner unlocks and opens the door for me.

      “We’ll take care of the shop, Prez,” he mutters as I pass him.

      Grunting, I take the short strides to my bike. I swing a leg over it to straddle my girl and drop Avery down in front of me. I’m gonna make sure she can’t get away from me by keeping her in front until I get us to the clubhouse. There I’ll handle the rest of the shit once we’re in my room.

      It may have only been a day since I met this woman and having set eyes on her days before, but it’s time I do what my gut tells me, and I’ve always listened to it. Making Avery mine is exactly what it’s telling me to do, and so that’s what the hell I’m gonna do.

      Come hell or high water, Avery will know who she fuckin’ belongs to.
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      The first thing to come to my mind when it comes to this man is something I shouldn’t even be thinking. For one, he’s older than me. A lot older, not just three or four years, no he has to be in his late thirties, early forties. So yeah, that shouldn’t happen.

      Only I can’t help but think these thoughts that cause my panties to dampen. I want him to touch me, but at the same time, I can’t allow myself to do so. I mean, I’ve never had luck with men; granted, it always comes down to my family interfering, and they’re not here, but I’d never be enough for a man like Hammer.

      Early this morning proved it when I heard that girl moaning Hammer’s name in pleasure. How could I compete? Why do I even care?

      Hammer coming into my shop and throwing me over his shoulder, and storming out to his bike is maybe one reason. I have to admit, though it infuriates me he could do something like this; it’d been hot. Even hotter with him putting me on the bike in front of him. I’m sure it’s illegal with the way he rode back to the clubhouse with me wrapped around him. My arms and legs held on to him tightly to keep from falling off. I realized by the time we pulled up in front of the clubhouse, I had nothing to fear in falling off because he’d made sure to take care in curves and such with me being in front of him.

      Parking his bike, he doesn’t give me a chance to release him; instead, as he cuts the motor or engine, I don’t know what you would call it on a motorcycle and moves his hands to grasp me by my rear and lifts me up as he climbs off his bike.

      Holy cannoli.

      Without putting me down, Hammer prowls toward the clubhouse. Once inside, he keeps going. Men who hadn’t been with him at the coffee shop go quiet as they take in what he’s doing. Some even start to whistle and chuckle. During this, Hammer doesn’t say not one word.

      Getting to his room, he opens the door, steps through, and uses his foot to kick it closed. The door slams closed as he moves a little further into the room, and then I find myself falling backward onto Hammer’s bed. The man comes to loom over me, his arms caging me to him.

      “Don’t know what the fuck was going through your head leaving the clubhouse at two in the fuckin’ morning, Sunshine, but that shit ain’t happenin’ again. Nor will you not getting any sleep be happenin’ again. Last night I’d been reminded of some shit that fucked with my head, and I needed to be alone.”

      “I’m sure you did,” I grumble, interrupting him in the process as that woman’s voice pops into my head.

      “I know I fuckin’ did. Not that I need to explain myself to you, Avery, considering neither of us knows shit about the other, you’ll come to find, I don’t fuckin’ bullshit, and I don’t lie. Lie to me, and I’ll put your ass out. Or, in your case, tan your ass red for thinking you can do so. I won’t put up with it. Now we’ve got a lot to talk about, but first things first, I didn’t fuck some bitch in another room last night or earlier this morning. I passed out in my office after downing Wild Turkey. Slept on the couch, which gave me a fuckin’ kink in my neck.

      “Second thing, you leaving the way you did is stupid beyond doubt. You put yourself in danger. After what happened to your house, you shouldn’t be doing anything without having someone at your back. So from now on, you’re gonna do that. You gotta be at the coffee shop at a certain time fine, but you’re also gonna do it with help starting tomorrow.

      “For now, you’re gonna lay here and go to sleep. You’re dead on your feet and need to rest. I’m not playing games with you, and I’m telling you now, last night, I claimed you. You’re mine, and I’m not jokin’ around when I say I’m making you my ol’ lady.”

      My heart is beating in my chest as each word sinks into my head. I don’t know what to feel or even think about any of it. What I do know is I’m not about to allow him to dictate my life.

      “I’m not you’re ol’ lady, and you can’t tell me what I’m going to do with my own business,” I grumble in protest.

      “Sunshine, I just did. I know you feel the connection like I do, and I’ll give you the rest of the day to come to terms with it, but you’re mine, Avery, and I ain’t lettin’ go,” he decrees, and my heart stutters to a stop right before it begins to beat again.

      He can’t be serious.

      “You . . . I . . . We . . . Ugh . . .” I stumble across the words trying to start a sentence to say something, but I can’t seem to get them to come out.

      Hammer grins, and he lowers his head and presses his forehead to mine, and then steals my breath right along with a kiss so gentle if I hadn’t felt his lips against mine, I would have thought I’d imagined it all. Sucking in a breath, my lips part, and Hammer takes that as his opportunity to take the kiss further and deepens the kiss. His mouth seals to mine, and someone please save me before I combust. With only his tongue dueling with mine as he dominates the kiss, I yearn for more. My panties become wetter than they already are as my back arches off the bed, leaning more into him.

      At this motion, Hammer repositions us without breaking the kiss. Falling to his side, he pulls me in flush against him. One hand reaching down to cup my rear in his grasp, the other slides up my spine up into my hair, where he tangles his fingers in the strands.

      I don’t know how long we lie there making out, but when he breaks the kiss, his hands still in the places where he’d put them, both of our breathing is heavy.

      “Knew I’d fuckin’ love your mouth. Thought it would be around my cock but gotta say I’m not one for kissing and all that shit, but we’ll definitely be doing a lot of that,” he announces, causing my body to shiver. “Now you need to rest.”

      Hammer rearranges us yet again on the bed, moving me until I’m lying with my head pressed against his chest and his hand that he has in my hair moves to trail up and down my spine.

      “Sleep, Sunshine,” he commands ever so gently in a tone of voice I don’t think I’ve ever heard anyone use with me, and I’ve got to say I really like it.

      Closing my eyes, I do just as he orders and fall asleep feeling for the first time in a very long time, if not ever, that I can sleep without worrying about what’s going to happen when I wake up.
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        * * *

      

      “Avery, baby, you need to wake up.” I feel my body gently being nudged as the person presses a kiss to my forehead.

      “Hm, I don’t wanna,” I grumble sleepily and curl even more into the warmth as I sleep. This causes my pillow to move as I hear a chuckle. I also then realize I don’t have my head on a pillow but rather Hammer’s chest.

      Holy crappity crap.

      I slept the entire time in the same position without moving the slightest. Okay, well, maybe I curled my leg further around, but that’s it.

      “Sunshine, you gotta wake up so you can eat and shit. Plus, need you to be able to sleep tonight when it’s time to go to bed,” Hammer mutters, his lips still against my forehead.

      I slowly open my eyes and blink against the dual lighting of the room.

      “What time is it?” I ask, snuggling into him more.

      “Dinner time, baby. You’ve been asleep nearly eight hours, and if you have any hopes of getting more later, we gotta get up. Plus, I’m fuckin’ starving,” he says, and I immediately jolt to a sitting position to stare at him.

      “You laid here with me this entire time?” My cheeks blush as I ask him this.

      “Yeah, Avery, you were out, and I wasn’t about to move you. Stayed here, watched a game on the TV, and got some work done on my phone. You slept through it all. How about we go into the main room and get some food?” he suggests after telling me what he’d done all day.

      My chest tightens, and I have the urge to jump him right then, but my stomach begins to rumble, which in turn causes Hammer to start chuckling.

      “Come on, let’s get you fed, baby,” he says with a grin and climbs off the bed, reaches out, and snags me around the waist. He then proceeds to pull me out of bed, onto my feet.

      Hammer keeps his hands on me the entire time as he leads me out of the bedroom and out to the main room. As he does this, all I can think about is when did my world get turned upside down.
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      For the past three days, we’ve been working on finding out who messed with Avery’s house as well as keeping an eye out for whoever the hell it is that wanted to fuck around with our club.

      So far, we’ve gotten jack shit. Whoever they are, this gang, they’ve been careful since I’d gotten back to town a week ago. We did, however, find all the bugs planted in the clubhouse the day I’d stayed in bed with Avery while she slept. I felt guilty for not helping my brothers in locating all of them, but with Avery sleeping, I didn’t want to take the chance of her waking up and trying to go do more work. The woman needs to learn to live a little, and not everything has to be about working at that fuckin’ coffee shop.

      Each morning since I moved Avery into the clubhouse, yes, moved her in. I had the prospects go to her house, pack her shit up, and put it in storage. Until it’d been completely repainted, carpet replaced, and what not, she wasn’t going back there. Bonus I get to hold her to me every night. But come first thing in the morning when she’s gotta get up and get to the shop, I get up and take her. I hang around with her while she does her thing.

      I’ve come to realize why Avery’s always busy and burned out. Besides not having enough help, she’s got customers coming in from sunup to sundown. All because she makes some damn good coffee. I wish I could save it all for myself, but this is what Avery does for a living, and I’m not about to take that from her. Not after spending time around her the past few days as she worked. I did, however, get one of the prospects to come in to help her and watch her when I needed to leave.

      While she worked, I dealt with club business here at the clubhouse. I held church with my brothers as we discussed not only the shit with the gang, but also the Supreme Masters, and Simone. I knew Axe wanted to take care of her because of the shit she’s been through, but the club as a whole couldn’t deal with the shit she’s causing. Between the screaming in the middle of the night to her medicine wearing off and her begging anyone and everyone to fuck her. I might not have wanted to take her on, but I’ve seen my brother with her, and he’s not going to let it go. So we’d voted to get her into a facility to help her. It’s not her fault she’s going through the shit she is. She didn’t ask to be kidnapped, drugged, and knocked up. It’s no wonder she’s not right in the head anymore. That kind of torment would fuck with anyone’s mind.

      Axe at least agreed with us she needed more help than we could give her, and we had Cy look into the different places here and the surrounding areas. Soon as church is finished, I head into my office to go over some shit I knew was waiting for me to go over. Malice follows and sits quietly in the chair across from me. I toss him a file I’d received and hadn’t mentioned in church because this wasn’t meant for anyone else but my brother. He needed to see this so we can decide where to go from here with the information.

      As he looks it over, I look at my phone as it beeps on my desk. I find the first message from Tap, who’s at the coffee shop with Avery, and another one from Cy with the name and address of a good facility. Studying the address, I decide to call Viking from the Toxic Warriors MC. With him being the President of the national charter for the TWMC, I knew he was the one I needed to speak to about this and that he’d help do this favor if asked. He owes us as we helped find Fawn, his ol’ lady for him when she’d been taken. Shit, neither of them have yet to fix what happened between them. Now that I have Avery, I get how he’s got to be frustrated at the fact his ol’ lady ain’t with him.

      Glancing at the time, I pull my cell off my desk and find his number, and hit the send button. I put the phone on speaker and wait for him to answer.

      “Hammer,” Viking says upon answering.

      “Viking,” I mutter in return.

      “What can I do for you?” he asks, getting straight to it.

      “Callin’ cause we gotta girl we’re looking into putting into a facility that’s near your club and was wondering if you’d do us a solid and look out for her,” I say, lifting my gaze to meet Malice’s as he looks up from the folder in his hands.

      “What facility and who’s this girl to the club?” Of course, he’d want to know more before giving an answer. I’m the same fuckin’ way. It’s why I didn’t help find his ol’ lady until he’d told me what the hell was goin’ on.

      “Girl’s name is Simone. Don’t really know much about her other than she’d been kidnapped, spent months pumped full of a date rape drug that now pretty much lives in her system, and she needs to constantly be sedated. Brother here wanted to help her, so we’d brought her down here, but it ain’t working out. The woman needs more help than we’re able to give her. The facility is called Resting Hands Mental Institute.” Strange name, but if it’ll help, then we’ll send her there.

      “Good place. One of the doctors who runs the place is one of my brother’s sister. This Simone chick would be in good hands there,” Viking grumbles as he confirms he’ll look out for her. “When are you thinking of getting her in there?”

      “Gonna get her in soon as fuckin’ possible. Woman keeps wakin’ up the whole fuckin’ club in the middle of the night. I don’t need my ol’ lady bein’ woken up earlier than she already has to get up to go to her fuckin’ coffee shop,” I state and close my eyes. I don’t need another morning like this one where Simone’s screams woke Avery up not even two and a half hours after she finally fell asleep.

      “You got an ol’ lady?” Viking chuckles.

      “Yeah, I’ve made her my ol’ lady. She just doesn’t know what that means just yet.” I grin, thinking about how hard my cock’s been for her and how I’ve yet to get in her pants. I’ve kissed her, made out with her like I’ve never done with anyone. And I mean anyone. I didn’t do that shit when I’d first started fuckin’ bitches; I sure as hell haven’t done it since. But when Avery’s mouth hits mine, it’s the best damn thing. My cock throbs at the mere thought and demands to finally sink into her.

      I will be, though, soon enough. She’s mine, and I’m not lettin’ her go.

      Viking’s laughter filters through the line, and I shake my head. “Now you feel my pain somewhat when it comes to my own ol’ lady. Damn woman is gonna do my head in. Good luck with that shit, and let me know when you’re sending this chick down. I’ll make sure my brother’s sister knows to handle with care on this one.”

      “Thanks again,” I mutter, not bothering with a response since I know Fawn and how she is with Viking. Shit, I’d never be able to put up with the headache that woman can cause.

      “Anytime.” With that, we disconnect, and I toss the phone down on the desk. I wait for Malice to finally speak about the information I’d just handed him.

      “You sure about this shit?” he asks, holding the file up in the air.

      “Yep, I’m fuckin’ sure. These are the men Amaya found. Instead of sending it through a fuckin’ email or some shit, the damn woman had her ol’ man expedite it to us overnight,” I inform him, anger starting to seep into my veins again at the thought of what those files showed. Venom’s ol’ lady not only has been looking into trying to find Fuse’s woman, who is Simone’s sister, but also who all the players are with the Supreme Masters. The file I’d given to Malice he needed to see before anyone else, considering it impacted him personally. On the list of names in the folder Amaya found is not only Malice’s father, who’s a fuckin’ dick, but also his mother and uncle.

      “Fuck. I knew they were weaselly assholes, every last one of them. Shit. This is fucked up. I left that life a long fuckin’ time ago. Left it all behind after what they tried to pull. Should have known, brother. Should have fuckin’ known to expect this,” he sneers, tossing the file on top of my desk. “What do you want me to do?”

      “Nothing you can do right now. We go after them, and that opens our club up to be a major target than it already is. Stoney’s charter is already causing waves. So are the Inferno’s Clutch now that they know what direction to look toward. Right now, we’ve got enough shit on our plate to deal with. Let’s have Cy get in on this and look further into them and see how deep they are. This whole thing with the Supreme Masters, it’s bigger than we all thought it was, and they target one they’re coming after all,” I growl, not liking this shit show we’re gonna be heading into.

      “Way this world is with corruption everywhere, it’s gonna take a hell of a lot of firepower to take these fuckers down even a notch,” Malice says gravelly.

      “You’re right, but until that time, brother, let’s deal with what we can for now. We’re sending Simone to this facility that gets her out of our hair. Now it’s a matter of finding this fuckin’ punk-ass gang who want to fuck with us and throw them out of our fuckin’ territory,” I say, curling my lip in anger and disgust as I mention the gang we need to find.

      “We’ll find them, and we’ll get the asshole who trashed Avery’s house too,” Malice mutters.

      Not many people get in on my VP’s good side; however, Avery, she’s got every one of my brothers’ attention because of who she is. This is not about her being mine but because she’s sweet and has tried to take care of all of us while she’s here at the clubhouse. Dead on her feet, she comes in with a smile on her face and offers to fix dinner when Leanna hasn’t come in.

      Leanna met her and also fell under Avery’s spell. Sweet and innocent isn’t something we see around here, and I don’t want that shit to ever be taken away from who my woman really is.

      “Oh, you can count on that, brother. I’ll find who did this, and I’ll make them pay,” I mutter, knowing I will do whatever it takes to find them. I haven’t found out anything about Avery’s past yet, and I know I need to soon, but I’ve been trying to gain her trust fully.

      That shit with Cheeks and Bunny, I think, still fucks with her head, and I need to set things straight once and for all. She has nothing to worry about. Those two bitches are nothing compared to the beauty that’s Avery. Small and dainty with hips I can hold onto while slamming my cock into her. Her tits might be smaller than I normally go for, but I don’t give a fuck about that, not when they’re the perfect size to fit her body.

      Tonight, I’ll have to show her she can trust me, and when she can admit it, then I’m takin’ what I’ve claimed as mine.
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      “Willow, I think Avery’s gonna die of sexual frustration,” Quinn remarks for not the first time today. I guess you can say I’ve been one moody woman since coming in. Sure, I’ve been my usual nice with the customers, but a certain Quinn tells no lies, I could right now die of sexual frustration, and that is driving me nuts.

      “Quinn, she’s more or less going batty,” Willow retorts, giggling.

      The two of them stand near the doorway leading to the front while I work in the kitchen area preparing more pastries for not just the front case but also for the club. I’d found out that the guys love sweets. Well, some of them do, whereas the others have all but commanded me to bring coffee to the clubhouse and make it before I leave in the morning.

      Since everything happened with my house and it being trashed to Hammer carting me back to the clubhouse on his bike a few days ago from here, I’ve wanted more. But I don’t want to seem like a floozy when it comes to pushing for more. I get he’s in a motorcycle club. That’s something else he’s taken the time to explain to me: they’re a brotherhood and nothing like a gang. Hammer didn’t go into detail on what they do as a club, but he did tell me about the businesses they own in town and around it. To hear him say they own restaurants and bars along with a strip club shocked me. I figured the rough and gruff men would stick with garages and things like that. Instead, they have several profitable businesses.

      I don’t know how it’s happened or how I could allow myself to let it happen, but Hammer has weaseled his way under my skin. If I wasn’t a scaredy-cat, I’d jump his bones at a moment’s notice. Yeah, we’ve had some seriously hot and heavy make-out sessions, sessions he stops before it gets any further.

      Hence the reason I’m so frustrated and Quinn and Willow are making fun of me. I’m horny for a man who keeps pulling back rather than taking it the distance and letting me find my release.

      “Both of you can bite me,” I mutter and go about what I’m doing, trying to ignore them.

      “Come on, babe, you need to loosen up,” Quinn says, and I hear her step further into the room.

      “I’m fine,” I grumble without lifting my head to meet her gaze.

      “If you were fine, you’d be out of here right now trying to get a hold of that man of yours and dragging him to whatever closed-off space you could and have your wicked way with him. I know that’s what I would be doing if I were you,” Quinn snorts.

      “Hammer’s not my man, and I’m not going to be doing anything with anyone,” I mutter in protest though it guts me to say he’s not mine. Why? Because I can’t be his. I mean, seriously, who wants a woman who comes from a home that’s nothing but trash. I’m sure in some way that trash is sticking to me, and soon he’ll smell it and decide I’m not what he wants.

      “Babe, you’re loco if you think that. Willow and I’ve seen how he looks at you. He might be one scary-ass mofo, but I’m telling you now, that man has claimed you,” Quinn says.

      “Okay, so if that were the case, why doesn’t he seem to show that to me? I mean, I know it’s been a couple days, but jeez, a girl can only take so much,” I say snippily.

      So, what, Quinn’s right. I am sexually frustrated. Having Hammer’s lips against my own, his tongue darting in to dance with mine as we have some very hot make-out sessions only to stop abruptly each time and leave the room. I sometimes think he’s gone to get one of those other girls I’ve seen glaring at me to take care of the bulge I’ve felt behind his jeans.

      “I don’t know, Avery, I’m not a guy, but I do know he’s into you. We can all see it. Doesn’t matter if it’s only been a few days. That man is gone for you. Maybe he’s trying to do good by you,” Quinn says, leaning forward until she’s bracing her elbows on the countertop near where I’m working.

      “Why don’t you take measures into your own hands?” Willow suggests quietly.

      “What do you mean?” I ask, unsure what she’s talking about.

      “I mean, go to the clubhouse, get cleaned up, and seduce the man into taking you to bed,” Willow murmurs, a pink coming over her cheeks.

      “I can’t do that. For one, I can’t leave the coffee shop, and for another, I wouldn’t even know how to seduce a man like him,” I mutter, shaking my head.

      “Avery, why don’t you let us help you more with this place. You’re gonna kill yourself if you keep it up,” Quinn says gently.

      How do I answer her without hurting her feelings? I don’t ask either of them to help more than they do because they have lives outside of this place, and I won’t let them mess up what they have. Me on the other hand, I don’t have anything.

      Even this stuff with Hammer, he’ll realize soon enough I’m not what he wants. It’s why I take pride in holding my head up high even when all I want to do is crumple to the floor and sob into a pillow. I don’t feel good enough for a man like him, and it hurts. I need to just stop fooling myself and get him to see the truth. The sooner he sees that, the quicker I can get him to leave me alone, and I can nurse my heart. A heart I didn’t even realize he’d gotten into until just now.

      Great, I barely know this man, let alone his real name; there’s no way he’d be named Hammer; all the guys go by road names and Hammer’s no different. And here I am, falling for him like what’s between us is quicksand, and it’s pulling me under as fast as it can.

      “Avery?” Willow calls my name, pulling me from my thoughts.

      “I’m still trying to get the numbers in the black a little more than they are so I can take you both on more,” I fib, coming up with an excuse. I figure this will keep them from asking more.

      The bell on the door to the front lets us know a customer has come in, and I inwardly sigh in relief when both women shake their heads as they leave the back room. From here, I can hear them engaging the customers, and I relax somewhat. I finish what I need to do for the time being and go into my office. So much to do and never enough time to get it done.

      Sitting in my desk chair, I notice my phone light up. I lift it up off the desk and look at the screen. Bile rises in my throat at the sight on the screen. But not just at the image that’s been sent to me but by the number.

      Why?

      I knew it, and yet I’m so naive to think it wouldn’t be this way. God, how can I be so stupid? Closing my eyes, I allow the tears to slip down my cheeks. This is my life, and it’s never going to be one where I get to have a happily ever after, like in the fairy tales where the prince helps the princess. I’m doomed to live a life hidden in the darkness all alone with no one to turn to. I shouldn’t have allowed this to happen.

      Now I need to figure out what to do. I don’t want to leave here, but if I stay, it could cost me more than I could ever have imagined wanting. They won’t stop until I’m brought down to their level. That or I’m dead.

      Leaning back in my chair, I pull my legs up and wrap my arms around them. To leave means leaving everything behind. The shop that I take pride in. Quinn and Willow. The club. Though that shouldn’t matter since I’m honestly nothing but a burden to them. All of them. I could give Quinn and Willow the shop. They could have it, and then Quinn could stop working at the strip club and have more time with her little girl. Willow would be able to help and go to school. Those two could work something out. As for Hammer, he doesn’t need me. From the image sent, he can do without the hassle of me raining on his parade.

      A sob escapes me, and I can’t stop it. The image is now burned into my brain. Hammer sitting with one woman between his legs doing something I’ve wanted to do while his face is buried between the legs of another woman. Both women, I’ve seen at the club. Both women would love to see me gone, and now I am. I can’t go back there. Not this time. To look at him would truly gut me.

      This is what I get, and as the message read, ‘You’ll never be enough for him. Nor will you be for anyone, whore.’ I know the number that sent me this picture all too well, and the fact it’s now popping up on my new number sends panic straight through my system. Because now my brother’s found me, and he’ll make sure to make me pay for running when he had plans for me.
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      I sit in my office longer than I should, staring at the phone on my desk. It’s long since darkened, the screen hiding the image that is still open in the messages. I have two options, confront Hammer and tell him to leave me alone, or I get the first bus ticket so I can get the hell out of dodge.

      Powering up my laptop, I pull up my bank account—the one I use for myself and not the business. I quickly calculate in my head how doable getting a ticket and leaving town is gonna be.

      My head is a jumbled mess, and I can’t think straight. What with my heart in shambles over a man I’ve barely known, I think it’s safe to say I’m entitled to be in a mess? But as a pair of arms encircle me from behind, I wish I hadn’t been. I let out a screech of terror and nearly jump out of the chair. If not for the arms enclosed around me, I probably would have and, in the process, would have landed on my ass.

      “Sunshine, what the fuck?” Nausea churns at the sound of Hammer’s voice behind me.

      “Wh—what are you doing here?” I ask nervously as I pull out of his grasp, stand to my feet, and look at him. I don’t need him touching me right now. His hands on me will confuse me even more and make me feel dirty with the knowledge that I know I’m not enough.

      How did I not see or hear him come into the room?

      “Came to check on you,” Hammer says, crossing his arms over his chest. “Quinn and Willow were worried and asked Tap to get a hold of me ‘cause you hadn’t been in the front of the shop and weren’t in the kitchen. What’s wrong?”

      Oh, God.

      That question is hilarious, and if I could, I’d probably laugh my tail off at just how many things right now are wrong. But then again, I can’t get the image that’s now burned into my brain of him and those two bimbos.

      Shaking my head, I cast my eyes down to the floor. “I think you should leave. I’m fine,” I murmur, unsure if I can handle getting into it with him. But this right here confirms I’ll have to make it work getting a ticket and getting out of here.

      “You’re not fine, Avery. Now tell me what’s wrong, or I’ll find a way to make you tell me,” he demands, taking a step forward.

      “Don’t,” I utter mutely as I step back, my thighs hitting my desk. I knew I didn’t have any way of escaping him.

      “Don’t what, Avery? Don’t worry about what the hell has crawled up your ass? Or the fact, I came in here to find you completely out of it with tears in your eyes. Told you, babe, you’re mine, and I will protect you from whatever it is. Now tell me what’s wrong,” he growls.

      I close my eyes, lower my head. He wants to know what’s wrong, but he already does. But I’ll give him what he wants this one time. Without opening my eyes, I reach out and snag my phone off my desk and open it. I then hold it out to him as I give him his answer. “I knew I wasn’t enough, so you don’t have to hide it anymore.”

      Hammer snatches the phone from my hand, and all of a sudden, I hear the sounds of my phone smashing against the wall. “That shit, Avery, isn’t me. I wouldn’t do that shit to a woman I’ve claimed to be mine. I’m a lot of things, babe, but I’m not a fuckin’ cheat. This shit about you not being enough needs to stop,” he snarls, his fingers wrap around my biceps, and he pulls me into him. “Look at me,” he commands, and I’m unable to go against his order. I open my eyes and tilt my head to look up at him. “I’m not goin’ to have you sittin’ here thinkin’ shit like that and looking at bus tickets. What the fuck?”

      Um, ugh.

      I decide to go with the only thing I can think of. “If I were enough, why haven’t you had sex with me?” I ask ever so quietly.

      Hammer stares down at me for a brief second before he moves, and when he does, I’m not ready. His mouth comes down in a crushing, bruising kiss. Hands move, ripping my shirt from my body then he shoves my jeans down. Without breaking the kiss, he leans me backward until my back presses into my desk.

      My mind is reeling, and his hands don’t stop as he spreads my legs and steps in between them. Hammer lifts his head just enough to meet my gaze at the same time I feel him release himself. I open my mouth to speak, but Hammer has other ideas and slams his mouth on mine at the same time thrusts his girth deep inside my entrance.

      I moan into his mouth, my body arching at the invasion. He stills deep inside me for a second. I mean a second before he takes me with savage thrusts. The entire time he powers into me, his mouth stays on mine absorbing the cries of pleasure and pain combined. I’ve never experienced anything so raw and powerful. If he didn’t have his mouth on mine, I know everyone would be hearing the noises coming from me.

      Hammer breaks the kiss and lifts his body over mine; his thrusts don’t stop, but his gaze focuses on mine, and I see the harsh lines in his face. “You’re mine, Avery, say it,” he commands.

      “Yours,” I whisper without hesitation because it’s the truth. Even if I were to leave, I’d never be able to find anyone like him. He’s it for me. Doesn’t matter the age difference. He consumes me.

      “That’s fuckin’ right, and it’s my cock you’re about to come on. I’m not lettin’ you go, Avery, you try to run, and I’ll find you and bring you back to where you belong. I won’t have you leaving me. Not now, not fuckin’ ever. I’ve waited long enough for you,” he growls, and his thrusts still long enough for him to lift me off the desk and turn us to press my back against the wall. I cry out as he starts slamming into me once again. “That’s right, baby, let everyone know who owns you,” he says through clenched teeth, and that’s my undoing. My orgasm washes through me, and I call out his name as I do so. Hammer follows suit several thrusts behind me with a roar of my name. I can feel his cock twitching inside me as his cum leaves his body. This action sends me straight into another orgasm that seems to have no ending in sight.

      Panting for breath, I wrap myself tighter around Hammer as he moves us once again, this time for him to take a seat in my chair. With his cock still inside me, my legs fall to straddle him.

      “Fuck, Sunshine, I didn’t mean for that to happen,” he mutters, causing me to stiffen. I try to climb off his lap, but Hammer has other plans and holds me in place. “Don’t, Avery. You gotta listen to me and stop jumping ahead on shit. I wasn’t done with what I was sayin’,” he growls.

      “Then say it so I can get dressed,” I say weakly.

      “Avery, babe, what I meant by that was I’ve been trying to do right by you. Give you the time to get to know me. To adjust to being with me for who I am. Wasn’t trying to rush you into anything you weren’t ready for. With you, I didn’t want something that could’ve been seen as callus or some shit like that. Fuck. I don’t do this whole relationship bullshit. I’m new to this game, and I want to do right by you.” My heart thuds in my chest, and I lick my lips nervously as I hold Hammer’s gaze. I know in my heart I believe him, and my mind for once agrees.

      “Is that why you would abruptly leave when we were . . . well, you know kissing?” I ask in a hushed tone.

      “Yeah, Sunshine, it’s why I’d leave because if I’d stayed any longer with your mouth on mine and the little noises you make when I barely have my hands on you, I would have already sunk deep inside you. Now I’ve had you, felt your fuckin’ tight as fuck pussy, I’ll be sliding inside you a hell of a lot more. You can guarantee I’ll be inside you three maybe four times daily.” He smirks.

      I give him a small smile and take a deep breath. “What . . . What about that picture?” I ask, unsure of myself as the image pops back into my head.

      “I’ll tell you that isn’t me, and I can prove it. The dude in the image has a tattoo on his chest in the same spot as mine, but Avery, that tat isn’t mine. If you look close enough, you can see it doesn’t have the wolf head in the middle of the hammer,” he says calmly though I feel him tense and take note of his eyes flaring.

      “I think I’ll just take your word on that. I don’t want to see that image again. It’s already seared into my brain, and it makes me sick,” I mutter.

      “Don’t worry, baby, I don’t want you seeing that shit again. But I’m tellin’ you now. Something like that happens again. You need to call me. Talk to me don’t go off the wall and decide to leave ‘cause that shit ain’t about to happen,” he declares.

      “Um, okay. Ugh, does this all mean you’re only mine as well? Because I’ll admit now, I’m scared. I’m scared you’ll decide I’m trash and throw me away. That you’ll see me as nothing but scum when you find out where I come from and who my family is. I don’t want to . . .” Hammer presses a finger to my lips to stop me from speaking any further.

      “Avery, my cock is still deep inside you’re pussy, and I’ll tell you this. Never had pussy as tight as yours, and I don’t think anyone could ever see you as anything but this bright light. Everyone who is around you, baby, can’t help but smile because of you. Now don’t ever think badly about yourself again. We’ll get to the part about your family in a little while. First, I wanna find out who sent you that image in the first place,” Hammer says, growling the last part of it out.

      “But I know who sent it; it’s my brother, Aidan. Or one of my sisters at his command. He and Adam are a part of a gang that thinks they’re unstoppable, and they refuse to leave me alone because they have plans for me. It’s one of the reasons I wanted to run,” I mutter, being completely truthful. Hammer deserves to know the truth, and he’s right about one thing, I can’t leave. Not now, not after what he and I just did. My heart’s too attached now for me to even think about running from my life, let alone this man.
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      Anger seeps in not at Avery but for the fact she’s a target in all of this. I’ve kept her within my sights from the moment we got back to the clubhouse. Avery hadn’t wanted to leave her coffee shop, having felt guilty for having her meltdown while leaving the work to Quinn and Willow, the two women who work with her. Instead of arguing with her right then and there about it after having my mind blown by the way her pussy gripped my cock, I simply dragged her out of there and out to my bike. Again when I got on the bike, I’d had her ride straddling me rather than pressed against my back.

      From my spot at a table across the room, I can see her moving around behind the bar. Avery declared since I brought her home early, she was going to straighten up behind the bar because it needed to be cleaned up.

      Whatever. Long as my woman is within my sights, I’m good.

      Her words about her family still ring in my ear. I messaged Gunner tellin’ his ass to get here along with Cy. I need more information, and I don’t want to press Avery for it. She doesn’t deserve to be put in the middle of shit. No woman does. I get why my brother cherished his wife so much now.

      “What’s goin’ on, Prez?” Malice asks taking a seat next to me. Normally I’d do this in church or in my office; however, I can’t keep my eyes on Avery then. I refuse to allow anything to happen to her. I’ve seen my brothers go through hell for women, and I’m not about to go through the same shit.

      Hades, my nephew, he and his ol’ lady went through trauma where even today, she still has nightmares. Hades has told me about them and how that fucker who’d hurt her still haunts her dreams. Not as much, but all the same, it still guts my nephew every time.

      “Need Bunny and Cheeks taken to the cellar,” I mutter; the thought of the image sent to Avery fills my head, and I ball my fist.

      Avery must sense my eyes on her or the tension or whatever it is because she lifts her head, her gaze comes to mine, and she gives me a look of concern. Lifting a hand, I motion for her to come here. Her brows crease, but she does as I want her to.

      “Why?” Malice grunts.

      “Tell you in a minute,” I say, not wanting to repeat myself. Malice nods and pulls out his phone to issue the job to one or two of our brothers.

      I push back from the table soon as Avery gets close and reach out to snag her around the waist. “You okay?” I ask, wanting to make sure after everything.

      “Yes,” she utters ever so softly and fuck if it doesn’t go to my cock.

      The damn thing twitches at the thought of taking her to my room and fuckin’ her the rest of the evening away. But that all will have to wait.

      “Okay. Do me a favor; while you’re fuckin’ around behind the bar, can you look over the menu to somewhere and place an order. I’ll get a prospect to go get it when it’s ready.”

      “I could easily cook something in the kitchen,” she offers.

      “No, Sunshine, I want you to stay in here so I can see you. Pick out what you want and get enough for the rest of the club,” I state firmly and give her leg a squeeze when she opens her mouth to protest. “Baby, you’ve had a fucked-up day, and I need you to stay where I can see you. Do that for me, and don’t argue.”

      “Fine,” she huffs, and I kiss her gently.

      When it comes to her, for some reason, I can’t be the hard, ruthless bastard I’m known to be. I don’t even think I could even if I wanted to. It’s like I told her she’s light in the dark, and I’m not gonna lose it. Doesn’t mean I won’t fuck up ‘cause I know I fuckin’ will.

      Tapping Avery on the ass, I watch her walk back toward the bar.

      “You’re a fuckin’ goner for that woman, Prez,” Malice says with a smirk in place.

      “Can you blame me?” I ask, grinning. The woman has even gotten to Malice, who’s just as much of a bastard as I am. It’s one of the reasons he’s my VP. He’s got no problem taking care of business and has the same views as me.

      “Nope, you deserve to have someone like her. Same as her, we can all see the purity of that woman, and she needs someone to look out for her,” Malice mutters, the grin slipping from his gaze as a commotion comes from the hallway.

      “Please, Axe. Please, I need it. It’s too painful. I can’t . . .” Simone cries, pleading while she tries to fight Axe’s hold on her arm, keeping her at bay as he also works on getting her through the main room and out to his truck. Axe had sent me a text saying he’d been able to get her into Resting Hands straight away and he was gonna head that way this evening to get her set up.

      Glancing from Simone to Avery, I don’t miss the concerned look on her face. She’d seen the woman, but I hadn’t told her about Simone. Simone needs fuckin’ expert help, and the sooner, the better.

      “Darlin’, you can’t have anything. Sorry, the doctors don’t want you sedated upon arrival. When we get there, I’ll make sure they give you something to ease the pain,” Axe grumbles, frustrated by this all.

      “No. I can’t wait. It’s too painful. I can feel their hands on me. Inside me. My body craves it to the point it hurts. Please just end it all,” Simone begs.

      Through this, I keep my gaze locked on my woman as she stares at Simone. Her words setting into Avery’s head, and I don’t miss the tears welling in her eyes. But she shocks the shit out of me by rounding the bar and heading for Axe and Simone. I tense, wanting to get up and snag her away. None of us know how Simone will react to Avery. We’ve kept her at a distance.

      For good reason.

      Simone had clawed her nails into one of the clubwhores faces when she’d gotten close to her.

      “Simone,” Avery calls the woman’s name, gaining her attention as the room goes completely silent. Simone whirls around, and I’m about to stand up to go over there when she curls her lip in anger. This doesn’t stop Avery from doing her thing. “I get it. I understand what you’re feeling. Maybe not to the extent of it all physically, but mentally I know.”

      Expression wavering, Simone blinks a couple times and shakes her head. “You don’t understand. You could never understand. You’re too pretty to get it. There’s not a speck of darkness blurring that aura surrounding you,” Simone snaps, pissing me off in the process.

      “Come, Simone, let’s get you out to the truck,” Axe urges her, seeing the anger in my gaze.

      “You’re not looking deep enough if you think that’s the case. Darkness has surrounded me my entire life. If you think you are the only one to suffer traumas and not able to overcome them, that’s because you don’t want to. Each time you’re sedated keeps you from actually healing. It’s time to move forward and heal the right way. Axe is only doing what the doctors said, and they know what’s best for you right now,” Avery says and turns on her heel and goes back behind the bar.

      Her words resound around the room, and none of my brothers miss her words about darkness surrounding her. Simone goes quiet, silently crying after Avery in a kind way put her in her place to get her to stop the tantrum. I’ve never seen a woman her age act the way she just did. Dagger follows Axe and Simone outside. As the medic, I know he’ll go with them to help Axe with the woman.

      Soon as the door closes behind the three of them, I shake my head as Gunner and Cy both take a seat at the table. Rogue, Savage, and Bruiser all join as well.

      “Here you go, Prez. Figured this is what you were wantin’,” Gunner says, sliding a folder across the table in my direction.

      “Thanks,” I grumble and open it up. I glance briefly at the pages and close it while lookin’ between all my brothers. “Gang in town that’s trying to fuck with us is also after Avery,” I announce.

      My brothers’ reactions are just as I expected them to be.

      “What the fuck?” Malice sneers quietly. “Why are they after her?”

      “Because one of them is her brother,” I inform him and then hold the folder up. Gunner had already looked into her somewhat when she’d moved in across the street from him.”

      “Creeper,” Savage mutters jokingly.

      “Can’t be too careful. But evidently, Cy and I didn’t look close enough,” Gunner utters, sitting back in his chair and crossing his arms over his chest. He’s right about not looking close enough. He’d gotten information on her, and from what little I saw, it confirms her brother’s name is Adam. It also showed she’s worked hard to get to where she is today.

      I inform my brothers about the text message Avery received; tension is nearly vibrating throughout the entire room now.

      “You think they were the ones who were ratting to those motherfuckers?” Rogue asks.

      “No doubt about it. Malice, did the prospects tell you if they’ve put them in the cellar?” I’d love nothing more than to go down there and fuckin’ deal with the issue now, but we’re not ones for killin’ women. Unlike with my nephew’s charter or even the national charter, we don’t have a woman around here to handle that problem for us.

      “They’re down there and not happy about it. Evidently, Bunny’s screaming at Cheeks about her dumb plan to get Avery to leave,” Malice states, holding his phone out for me to read what Tap sent him.

      “Well, we can confirm that at least,” I mutter, lifting my gaze to find my woman still standing at the bar looking at something on her phone; damn thing didn’t shatter as I hoped it would. Her face seems to go pale. “Avery,” I call out her name as I stand to my feet. She lifts her head and gives me a small smile. Rounding the table, I make my way toward her feeling my brothers at my back. “What’s wrong?” I demand when I’m close enough not to yell.

      Instead of answering or even speaking, she gives me a look I’ll always cherish ‘cause it tells me she’s trusting me to protect her. Taking her phone, I peer down at the screen that miraculously survived to see yet again another image—this one of a little girl. Scanning down, I read the text attached to it. ‘Stop fuckin’ around like the whore you are and come back where you belong, or she takes your place.’

      “The little girl is Quinn’s daughter,” Avery murmurs quietly.

      Motherfucker.

      I’ll make these assholes pay. Not just for fuckin’ with my woman but for going after a little girl as innocent as Quinn’s daughter. No child should ever be brought into that. I’m not even that malicious.

      Turning to my brothers, I toss the phone at Gunner first since he’s the closest. “This means war,” I declare with a curl of my lip, meaning every last word. These fuckers were wanting a war, and now they have one.
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      Lying in bed, I stare into the darkness of the room, feeling completely numb to everything around me.

      Why couldn’t my family leave me alone?

      I’ve never done anything to them. I wanted to leave and do something with myself, but they can’t seem to stop rubbing their filth on me. Needing to feel clean, I climb off the bed and head for the en suite bathroom.

      Earlier, I’d come to bed after ordering the guys all some food. I lost my appetite after receiving yet another message from Adam. I didn’t know how to handle the fact not only would they come after me the way they are, but they’d bring an innocent child into the mix.

      This is why I don’t get close to those around me. I learned a long time ago they’ll keep me recluse from everyone else around. I remember one time Andrea punched a girl in the face for trying to give me a birthday present. She’d only been trying to be my friend, and my sister hurt her. She then threatened to beat her down if she tried being friends with me. My siblings made my life a living hell growing up, I have to admit. Even my parents would get in on it, calling me goody-two-shoes and whatnot.

      Turning the water on in the shower, I strip out of the t-shirt and panties I’d put on after coming to Hammer’s room. I hate I’ve brought this to their door. But after what Hammer said in my office at the coffee shop and the way he’s been with me, I realize I can’t do any of this without help. His and the club’s.

      I’m choosing to trust them; pride be damned.

      Stepping into the large shower that you could literally fit four to five people in, depending on the size of those people, I throw my head back and allow the water to rain down on my skin. I grab the loofah and start scrubbing my body with soap. I continue to scrub harder and harder, causing my skin to start turning a bright red.

      Tears well in my eyes, blurring my vision as a sob escapes me. How can I be so weak? Why can’t I simply stand up to them all and tell them to leave me alone? It’s all I want from them. They ask so much from me, yet I ask for only peace.

      Arms wrap around me, and I’m instantly pulled into Hammer’s body. I don’t even have to focus to know it’s him. I can smell the aftershave he wears. The woodsy leather smell comforts me. Hammer pulls the loofah from my hand without saying a word as he continues to soothe me. As the sobs subside, I lift my head to look at the man holding me.

      “I’m sorry,” I say with a hitch in my voice.

      “Sunshine, you’ve got nothing to be sorry for. What I wanna know is why you’re in here scrubbing your body raw?” Hammer’s voice is so gentle and soothing.I feel I can trust him with anything right now.

      “I can’t get clean. I can’t get the filth of them off me. I try, but they keep rubbing it on me. I just want to be clean of it all,” I murmur, lowering my gaze to keep him from seeing all the pain and turmoil inside me. Here I am telling the woman earlier as she yelled, causing a scene within the main room of the clubhouse that she needs to get the help she needs and not be sedated at all times while doing it, and I’m over here pitying myself. They’re so many people out there that can’t do things for themselves because of the abuse of something that hurts them mentally, and I’m not one of them. I should never allow myself to succumb to such a low level and not think of what I can do to help others.

      “Avery, baby, you are clean, and I’m gonna show you,” Hammer murmurs, pressing a kiss to the top of my head.

      Releasing me, I notice his hand reaching past me, and he pulls it back with a handful of the soap. Instead of having a bar of soap or even the regular bottle that you flip upside down, Hammer uses the pump soap dispenser filled with Irish Spring. My gaze stays locked on his hands as he rubs them together, forming suds with his hands. Tentatively Hammer reaches out and slowly begins to run his hands along my skin. The water running from the showerhead washes the soap away, but Hammer continues to run his hands along my skin. With the soap washed away from my skin, Hammer leans in and steals my breath by pressing kisses to first my neck, moving down to my shoulder. He continues this path down my chest, kissing the tiny freckle that sits directly between my breasts.

      Putting his hands to my hips, Hammer maneuvers us until I’m pressed against the shower wall. “You’re clean, Sunshine,” he rasps huskily as he drops down to his knees in front of me.

      Hammer kisses the skin right under my belly button as his hands slide down to my thighs, and I squeal in surprise as he lifts me clear off my feet. “Put your legs on my shoulders, Avery,” he commands, nudging his way to where he’s seeking.

      The moment his tongue presses against my entrance, my mouth parts on a cry of pleasure. Hammer laps his tongue through my slit and thrusts inside, working his magic.

      Holy Mother.

      I’ve never felt something so incredible in the sense of this right now. No one has ever done what he’s doing, and oh my, it feels amazing. Within moments I come crying out his name. Hammer slowly pulls my legs from his shoulders as he stands, taking me with him. My legs wrap around his waist, his cock pressing directly at my entrance.

      “Gonna say it, one last time, baby, you’re clean. Nothing about whatever your family is up to has anything to do with you,” Hammer murmurs, slowly thrusting his cock inch by inch inside me.

      Hammer takes great pleasure in torturing me with slow thrusts filling me to the hilt.

      “Hammer,” I pant, calling his name.

      “Avery, when I’m inside you, you call me Tyler. I wanna hear my real name on your lips as I fuck you,” he declares through clenched teeth.

      “Tyler,” I whisper his name thinking just how much it suits him. Same as Hammer. I love it.

      Upon my saying his name Hammer picks up speed, taking me with more powerful strokes that send me over the edge into oblivion. I hadn’t realized just how close he’d gotten me to coming again for him.

      Crying out his name, I dig my nails into his shoulders. Hammer’s fingers dig into my hips, holding me in place as he plows up into me, seeking his own release, and when he finds it, I don’t just feel his gigantic cock (I didn’t realize how big he was until after he fucked me earlier in the day) twitching but from the roaring of my name do I know he’s found his pleasure. Hearing him like this, along with feeling him, makes me happy. I don’t know why but it gives me a sense of pride to know I can make him sound so feral as he finds his release.

      “Fuck, Sunshine, love being in this pussy,” he rasps, pressing his forehead against my own.

      “Hm, I think I love having you inside me,” I whisper as I blush with nerves. “I, um, I’ve never had anyone do what you did,” I admit to him.

      “What do you mean?” he asks, quirking a brow.

      “You know . . . With um your mouth,” I murmur, slightly embarrassed to admit to him that I’ve never had anyone do that for me. Okay, so I’ve also never taken a guy’s cock into my mouth, but I’d love to learn with Hammer.

      “You tellin’ me no one’s ever eaten your pussy before me, Avery?”

      I shake my head and lick my lips. “I haven’t ever done anything except losing my virginity. I can count on one hand how many times I’ve had sex in my life.”

      “Don’t tell me. Fuck, don’t tell me how many times and don’t tell me with who. I would probably find them and slit their fuckin’ throats. You’ve got no clue how much I like hearing I’m the first to go down on you, Sunshine. And you can count on me doing it as often as I please,” Hammer says with a smirk. “Now, let’s get you out and dried off so I can feed you. You didn’t think I’d let you go to bed without eating, did you?”

      Um, I guess I should have known. Hammer is definitely a one-of-a-kind man, and he’s mine.
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      Four weeks pass by, and things haven’t been easy. Not in the least.

      Shit seems to swarming around us and I’m not like anyone of it. In trying to find out more on the Supreme Masters we’d found with the help of Amaya, Venom’s Ol’ lady, that we have yet another member of that group right here in our backyard. This one not including Malice’s family connection. No, this one is worse. The connection is to the group we all thought to have gotten rid of.

      The Delivers.

      They did a damn good job of keeping themselves hidden from us all. My anger has grown daily by the fact these motherfuckers have been quietly regrouping, and instead of keeping an eye on the situation, I’d turned my focus away from even thinking of them possibly coming after anyone I care for again.

      Having Avery in my life doesn’t make it any easier. My need to keep her safe has enhanced tenfold, and I’m worried about the fact I might lose her. And I fuckin’ refuse to think of the possibility of her ending up like my brother’s wife. I don’t worry about myself in the least; I can handle anything that comes my way. I simply don’t want anything to come after Avery and somehow take the light that shines in her eyes away.

      We’ve also had to deal with more bullshit, the gang that’s causing our businesses a headache. The club has had to up security in all places. If it weren’t for Cheeks and Bunny, they wouldn’t have been able to get any knowledge about what all we own. Those two cunts have caused more headaches for me than I can count in the last month.

      I’d had to also do something I never wanted to have to do. Put a call out to Twister to inform him of it, then I called my niece and her ol’ man. I didn’t want to, but she has a way of doing things, and though I know I could have called Tracker or Blaze. I needed it to be Ally. And after what those two women squealed, I’m glad I did. It sucked bringing her into it but fuck if we didn’t find out this gang is connected to the Delivers.

      How it’s possible, I’m not even sure. What I am sure about is they’re the foot soldiers, and after hearing the reasons why Bunny and Cheeks got in on it. Evidently, Avery’s brothers, Adam and Aidan, have taken control of their little gang and wanted their sister back in order to trade her. They couldn’t tell me why they wanted to trade her, but I can only guess. Stupid fuckers weren’t getting close to my woman. I make sure she’s guarded at all times. We even moved Quinn, her daughter, and Willow into the club to keep them safe as well.

      Ally ended up dragging out the pain for both Bunny and Cheeks for hours after they both sang their confessions without killin’ them yet; I needed them alive still as precautionary. I know this had to do with the men from her past being brought up. After living in captivity of the Delivers for most of her life, it’s never gonna stop affecting her. It’s why Burner is the best man for her. What those two have, I even have to admit, is precious. They have a connection unlike any other.

      Then again, now that I have Avery, I can now understand it better.

      When it comes to Avery, I know exactly what she means to me. I just haven’t acknowledged the words out loud. Shit, speaking them out loud is something I don’t think I can do. Not now. Maybe not ever. I do that, and I take the chance it makes her an even bigger target. Foolish as it may be, I stick to simply showing her in other ways.

      The two of us together make for some mind-blowing sex, and I can’t get enough of her. After I first got inside her, I told her to expect to be fucked multiple times a day. I won’t be lying. I take her first thing in the morning; if I happen to be at the coffee shop, I take her in her office, then there’s the nighttime where I take her two or three times throughout the entire time.

      But it’s not just the sex that keeps me craving Avery. No, it’s the wittiness of her mind. During times she’s letting her guard down, I see more of the light that surrounds her. Clever in figuring things out, and it’s as if the woman is in tune with my very being. Especially these last few days.

      I’d taken Avery to Rise-N-Shine Coffee the other morning, and as she put her shit away in the back, I’d gone to check on the front of the shop. I notice something waving on the door handle on the outside of the front entrance. Opening the door, I grab the bag. I still and churn at the memory of the smell. Someone had put a dead possum in the damn thing with a note. Thankfully I’ve been able to keep this from Avery. She didn’t need to worry about this shit.

      Sighing, I pull out the letter once again and read it.

      Filthy whore. That’s all you are. You fuck all the bikers, and yet you think you’re better than the lot of us. Get real bitch. This is your last chance to come to us before we start taking action. Avery, you don’t want that to happen because we’ll start with taking out the one who seems taken with you. I’ll slit his throat while making you watch. You belong to the family, and no one is allowed to leave, not even you. Make your choice quick before I make it for you.

      I toss the note back on my desk and close my eyes. I can’t let anything happen to her. They want to take her from me, from the club, I’ll have to make sure to find a way to keep that from happenin’.

      Pulling out my phone, I shoot a group text to my brothers informing them we’re having church. I should have done this the other day when Avery received the damn thing, but besides telling Malice, I’ve been debating dealing with it myself. However, this is something I can’t hide from my brothers. Not when it could affect them as well. She’s my woman, and I pride myself on the fact that she’s with me, but when it comes down to it. Hell is coming our way whether we like it or not, and it’s time to start putting these motherfuckin’ fires out before one of us gets burned. Most of all, before my woman does.

      I’ve come to learn she’s stronger than she looks when it comes to things surrounding us, but Avery only can deal with so much before it becomes too much for her to handle. And when that happens, she’ll try to run; I know it in my gut. My woman will do whatever she deems necessary to protect those around her.

      Avery’s not dumb or foolish. She’s rather unique in a lot of ways. She shows everyone kindness, even the customers at the shop who come in rudely. Not once have I seen her snap at anyone. Well, anyone but me. When it comes to me, my woman has no problem voicing her opinion on things or being stubborn. In fact, this morning, I’d told her she wasn’t gonna go to the shop, that she needed the day off. The woman ended up over my knee with my hand against her ass for back talking, which turned in to me fuckin’ her for another hour. In the end, I won the argument by wearing her out.

      With the way Avery keeps going, and I’ve allowed her to to some extent, she’s gonna burn herself out or kill herself with exhaustion. Neither of which I’m gonna allow to happen.

      Standing up from behind my desk, I leave my office in search of Avery. I need to check on her before headin’ into church. I informed Tap and Knuckles that they’re to keep an eye on her. My gut tells me shits about to happen, which I’ll listen to and do what I deem necessary to keep everyone safe.

      Especially Avery.

      I check the kitchen first ‘cause I’ve found she loves bakin’ shit and that’s where I can usually find her. When I step into the room, I find her laughing with Leanna. The two of them have grown close with each other since they first met.

      “What are you two laughing about?” I ask with a grin and lift a brow. Both women turn in my direction, and immediately Avery’s cheeks blush.

      Hm, interesting.

      “Nothing for you to concern yourself with, Hammer,” Leanna giggles as she rounds the side of the island in the middle. “But I will say that Avery is letting me start working at the coffee shop. I told her I needed something to do with my days since I’ve become bored with all the busyness of my days.”

      My grin turns into a full-on smile at what Leanna is doing. Clever woman, and she schemes. She’s noticed Avery looking exhausted more every day as well. “I think you’ll enjoy being at the coffee shop with Avery, Willow, and Quinn.”

      “Exactly what I was thinking as well. I actually enjoy coming to the clubhouse more now that they’re all staying here,” she murmurs and turns back to Avery. “I’ve got a few errands to run. Would you like me to get you anything in particular?”

      “Oh, I could just come with you,” Avery offers.

      “No,” I bite out before I can stop myself.

      “What do you mean ‘no’?” Avery huffs, placing her hands on her hips.

      “Avery, right now, I need you to stay here. I’ve got church, and you gotta stay here,” I mutter, having no intention of telling her the reason why. She’ll have to trust me on this one.

      “I don’t see why the hell I can’t go with Leanna while she runs a few errands. What’s the harm in going off with a friend?” she snaps with full-on attitude.

      Fuck, I love her attitude, but right now, it’s pissing me off. This is her safety and not wanting anything to happen to her. Why can’t she simply see that I’m protecting her by keeping her from leaving without me?

      “Sunshine, not gonna argue with you or tell you my fuckin’ reasons why. You’re keeping your ass here where I know you’re safe,” I growl. Flashbacks of my brother’s house pop into my head, and I inwardly shake them away. I don’t need this shit.

      “Hammer, nothing’s gonna happen to either of us,” Avery tries again, causing me to snap.

      I’m not one to lose control, and it pisses me off more so with this situation because she wants to argue with me about this.

      “You don’t know that,” I snarl. “You could go out there, and those fuckers snag you up or decide to slit your throat. I’m not gonna go through that shit again where I get a call saying you’re fuckin’ dead. So do me a favor and keep your ass here where I know nothing’s gonna happen. I don’t need you putting yourself out there where someone can get to you. Not when I’ve got shit to do, and I’m fuckin’ busy.” With that, I turn on my heel and storm out of the kitchen, ignoring the tears that fill her eyes.

      That’s another thing I’d learned about my woman. She cries when she’s upset, and I don’t have time to worry about her feelings right now. I have more important things to worry about, such as her life not being snuffed out.

      Stalking through the clubhouse, I make my way to church and sit in my chair to wait for the rest of my brothers to get here.

      It’s time shit gets back to normal around here, and that means we need to eliminate the enemy one at a time. Starting with Avery’s brother’s gang. I’ll gladly pull the trigger, nailing them all between the eyes, and I won’t blink twice about it.
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      “Sweetheart, don’t take what Hammer said to heart,” Leanna murmurs as she comes back to stand near me.

      “How can I not? Hammer has never been harsh with me. Sure, yeah, he’s been a jerk by going all he-man on me, pushing and pulling, putting me where he wants me. Still, he’s always been somewhat gentle about it. I get that about him, and I’m falling in love with him even though I know this is who he is, but he’s never, not once, been so harsh with his words,” I whisper, tears spilling down my cheeks.

      God, I hate that I cry when I’m upset.

      I’ve always been this way. My sister used to call me a crybaby all the time, provoking me to cry even more.

      “I get where you’re coming from, but you have to get where he’s coming from. Has he told you about his family?” My brows furrow at her question.

      “Not really,” I utter, thinking how I’d met his niece, Ally, when she was here and knew he had a nephew up in Virginia where both he and Ally live with their families.

      “Of course, he wouldn’t tell you. It’d give you nightmares,” Leanna says, shaking her head with a haunting look on her face.

      “What do you mean it’d give me nightmares?” I ask.

      “I won’t tell his story. That’s something you’ll have to ask him. But I will say this with what he said, I suggest you not fight him on anything when it comes to your safety. For his peace of mind at least.” Her words clench in my chest. She might not have told me anything; however, she told me everything she could at the same time. Something bad happened to Hammer and his family.

      Questions filter through my head, and I can’t help but wonder, did he have someone before me that he lost because he’d not been able to protect her? I mean, is it a possibility that he had a girlfriend or wife. It sucks that I hadn’t thought to ask about his family before now.

      I’ve been staying at the clubhouse for a month now, and I now realize how selfish I’ve been for not thinking to find out more about Hammer. Sure we talk. I know things that he likes to do and what he does for the club. At this, I knew it was a lot on his plate and didn’t want to add more to it. He’s already done so much.

      This is why I hadn’t told him about the calls I’d received at my coffee shop. Nor did I tell him my brother, Adam, who I thought was still locked up, walked right into my coffee shop yesterday. Ordered a coffee as he smirked evilly at me. I’d wanted to say get Tap, who was stationed at one of my tables to do something, but my brother stopped me from doing it by speaking low enough for only me to hear him.

      “If you want me to kill your guard dog over there, go for it. Seems the calls and note haven’t done its job in getting you to come back where you belong. So now I’m here tellin’ you, find your way home before I decide to start killing each and every one of those fuckers you’re lettin’ defile what’s not yours to give,” he’d said vehemently.

      This confused me to no end. I still don’t know what he meant.

      What I do know is I need to find a way to keep my brother from making his threat real without having to give myself over to him. I refuse to allow anyone here to be hurt because of me, but at the same time, I don’t want to give myself over to them. I don’t want to know what they have in store for me.

      Sighing, I nod to Leanna and excuse myself from the kitchen, not feeling like doing anything else all of a sudden. Before Hammer came into the kitchen, she and I had been talking about things between Hammer and me. She’d informed me that I needed to start taking better care of myself because I’d been wearing myself out with running the coffee shop, taking care of things around the clubhouse, pretty much being who I am. When Leanna offered to come work with Willow, Quinn, and me, I couldn’t say no.

      I’ve become close with this woman over the last month. She’s like the mother I wish I had. Sure she doesn’t look her age one bit, but regardless of that, she’s very motherly. So I agreed to give her the job without any argument on the matter. Leanna also used the excuse that this would give me more time with Hammer.

      That was when Hammer came in to find us laughing.

      Now I don’t feel like laughing. Not in the slightest.

      I decide instead of going to Hammer’s room where I could be alone, I head outside. He might have said I couldn’t leave the clubhouse, but the insufferable man never said I couldn’t do this.

      Opening the door to the back of the clubhouse, I’m momentarily blinded by the brightness of the sun. I hold a hand over my eyes to allow my sight a chance to take in the sunlight as I make my way toward the swing set that’s set up back here. I’d found it odd to have something like this here, but I learned quickly that two of the guys have kids that they get on weekends.

      Having the swing set worked out for when Quinn’s daughter is here. Right now, with her being at school and no one else around, I take a seat on one of the swings and start slowly moving my feet back and forth. My thoughts start to wander to a dark, sad place in my mind while I lean my head against one of the chain links holding the swing to the top.

      “You know what they want,” Andrea snaps.

      “I fuckin’ know what they want, Andy. Don’t be gettin’ in my fuckin’ face, bitch. You three need to back the fuck off Adam and me. Our crew has nothing to do with you. You listen to us when it comes down to everything. Avery will go to them as we’ve planned, and when she does, we’ll make a mint,” Aidan sneers, backhanding Andrea across the cheek.

      Neither of them sees me from where I’m hidden around the corner, peeking out to witness the scene playing out in front of me. What does he mean I’ll make him a mint?

      “But, Aidan, those men want her a certain way, and she’s not . . .” The crack of Aidan’s hand landing once again against the side of Andrea’s face causes me to cringe.

      “Don’t make me call your man and have him discipline you, Andy. You know I have no problem with getting his ass involved. You three seem to keep forgetting your motherfuckin’ place. Let me remind you, you do as you’re fuckin’ told and keep your damn traps shut. Shit, as much as Avery irritates the hell out of me with the way she thinks her shit don’t stink, she’s at least fuckin’ smart enough not to backtalk or argue with Adam and me. Now get the hell away from me. I’ve got to call Avery’s owner and tell him when the pick-up will be. Then I’ve gotta get Avery ready to go,” Aidan raves with an icy tone in his voice that I’ve never heard before.

      Aidan might hate me, but surely, he wouldn’t sell me, would he?

      My breathing becomes rapid due to the panic attack starting to take hold of me. I can’t do this right now. I have to hear what my brother says and then get out of here. I won’t allow myself to belong to someone as if I were a possession.

      Shaking my head, I try to stop my thoughts from going any further. I left that very night after everyone was either busy or passed out.

      “What the fuck are you doing out here?” Hammer growls, startling me and in the process causing me to jerk on the swing. Of course, this movement and my being somewhat clumsy causes me to fall backward. If it weren’t for Hammer, I’d have hit the ground.

      Without a word, Hammer helps me up, still glowering down at me.

      Feeling unsure of myself and of the anger rolling off him, I don’t meet his gaze.

      “Answer me, Avery, why are you out here alone?” he demands.

      “I couldn’t go with Leanna, so I came out here,” I mutter, doing my best to keep the tremble out of my voice. I don’t need him to realize I’m upset.

      “So you came out here where you wouldn’t be protected. The fuckin’ prospects thought you were in our fuckin’ room, and here you are sitting out here like a pretty little target for anyone to get to. The club might be fenced in all the way around with the gate at the front being opened by remote or code, but fuck, that wouldn’t stop a sniper from putting a bullet in your head,” he snarls.

      “I’m sorry. You didn’t say I couldn’t come outside, Hammer,” I whisper while bowing my head to look down at the ground.

      “Don’t twist what I said, babe, I told you I needed you to stay at the clubhouse. That didn’t mean go outside without using your head first and not let someone motherfuckin’ know.” I flinch at the ruthless tone.

      “I’m sorry,” I utter as the first tear slips down my cheek.

      “Fuck, baby, you don’t understand this shit. I get it, but you gotta get I’m only trying to protect you because you mean everything to me. If something happens to you, I’ll lose my shit, and I can’t allow that to happen,” he growls the words. His grip at my hips tighten, and his head lowers. Resting his forehead against mine, he lets out a deep breath. “I can’t lose you, Avery. I can’t. Lost my brother and his wife to a madman who killed them both. I saw the aftermath where my nephew was soaked in his mother’s blood. I gotta keep you where I know you’re safe, away from those who want to take you from me,” Hammer rasps, his breathing harsh.

      Now, I get it, and I feel like a complete and utter bitch. No wonder he flipped.
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      Ending church hours later, I feel somewhat better now that we’ve come up with a plan to get rid of these assholes. My brothers weren’t too happy I waited to bring shit to them, but they’re not stupid. They knew something was up with the way I’d been acting.

      Gunner made a comment for all the rest of my brothers besides Malice.

      My brothers and I spent a good two hours going over information Cy had been able to find on the men in this gang. Once we knew it was Avery’s brothers who are the head honcos of their little gang, we knew where to start finding even more info on them. They seem to be trying to put their hands in many pots.

      Some of those pots don’t seem to like the way Adam and Aidan are running things. From what we can gather, those two idiots are pivoting between the Cintron Cartel and the Delivers.

      Over the past three years, they’ve been stepping into places down in Florida and trying to work their way up after what happened to the Diaz and Alcazar cartels. The leader of the Cintron Cartel stays away from the States, for the most part, preferring to be in Puerto Rico and leaving the rest to his men who work under him.

      Shit, the fact that Avery’s brothers would be stupid enough to not only go with one but to try and work with both makes them the dumbest fuckers around. A satanic cult and a Puerto Rican cartel. It’s hilarious if you think about it.

      Shaking my head, I go in search of Avery. Not finding her in the kitchen, I look to Tap, who’s handing beers out. “Where’s Avery?” I ask him.

      “She went to y’all’s room, Prez. Knuckles decided to go outside and watch over the gate since she went. I haven’t seen her come back out,” he responds.

      Nodding, I walk out of the main room and down the hall to my room. Not sure what type of mood she’ll be in when I step into the room, I brace for the argument. Hand on the doorknob, I twist it until the door opens. I don’t even have to step into the room to know she’s not in here.

      “What the fuck?” I sneer into the dark entrance to my room.

      Where the hell did she go?

      Stalking back to the main room, I storm over to Tap and slam my fist on the bar. “You wanna tell me where the fuck my ol’ lady is? ‘Cause she sure as fuck isn’t in our room like you said,” I snarl.

      “What? Prez, swear to fuck she was heading into your room last time I saw her,” Tap mutters, his gaze darkening.

      “Come on, Prez, let’s see if we can’t find her. There’s no way she’s left the clubhouse,” Bruiser grumbles, sliding off the barstool.

      Without another word, I turn on my heel and start looking for my damn woman. Swear to fuck, when I find her, I’m gonna tan her ass.

      Or so I thought until I find her sitting on the swing set looking to be deep in thought. I shouldn’t have yelled at her because she’s right I didn’t tell her she couldn’t be out here, but fuck, if it doesn’t scare the shit out of me that I could lose her. Telling her this is like ripping my heart out because of what those thoughts make me think of.

      The sob that escapes her lips after I tell her about my brother and sister-in-law is like a sucker punch to the gut. Then to top it off, I told her how much I care for her. I hadn’t intended to fuckin’ do that but not knowing where she’d been scared the hell out of me. When it comes to this woman, I need to be able to know where she’s at, at all times, for my own sanity.

      Everyone else can kiss my ass if they want to call me overbearing. You lose family, see their blood soaked into the carpet of their house, you earn the right to be the way I am when it comes to needing to protect those who I hold close.

      Lifting a hand, I pinch her chin between my thumb and pointer finger to raise her head to meet my gaze. With my other hand, I wipe the tears from her cheeks that spill over. “Don’t cry, Sunshine,” I murmur.

      “But . . . I can’t help it. I didn’t know. I’m sorry for arguing and upsetting you. Please don’t be mad at me,” Avery says, her tears spilling faster down her cheeks.

      I release her chin and pull her further into me, wrapping my arms tightly around her. The pain in her voice evident at the effect my words had on her. She’s been through so fuckin’ much. Then I went and dump my shit on her. I’m an ass, that’s for sure.

      I need to make it up to her. Show her she’s got nothing to apologize for.

      Not knowing if I could with words, I quickly make up my mind on how to do so. I run my hands down her spine, cup her ass, and lift her clear off the ground. Avery makes a squeaking sound as she wraps her arms and legs around me like she was a monkey.

      With my mindset on where to go, I stalk back into the clubhouse, straight to our room. I close the door and lock it without releasing her. I don’t let her go until I have her laid out on the bed with my body lying next to her. I use one arm to brace myself up to hover over Avery while I use the other one to cage her in.

      Lowering my head, I take Avery’s mouth, sliding my tongue in when she parts her lips on a sigh. I take full advantage of the way my woman’s body reacts to my own as I touch her.

      My lips stay sealed to hers while I swiftly remove all of her clothes. The straps of Avery’s tank top are pulled down her shoulders then down the rest of her body. The last thing to go is her bra. Only then do I break my mouth from hers to trail kisses across her jaw and down her neck.

      “You know how beautiful you are, Sunshine?” I rasp out my question, lifting my head in time to catch the shake of her head. “Avery, baby, you’re the most exquisite woman I know.”

      Avery’s lips part, and her eyes close as if she were trying to suppress the words from getting in. Yeah, not gonna happen. Not when I’m trying to show her that she means everything to me. “Open your eyes, Avery,” I command.

      Immediately she does as I demand. I take in her glistening gaze and continue on my progress for what I intend to give her.

      Eyes locked on Avery’s; I continue my descent down her body. “Fuckin’ love everything about you, baby,” I murmur, pressing a kiss to her smooth skin between each word. I don’t miss the way Avery’s mouth parts as I take one of her nipples into my mouth and flick it with my tongue.

      Over the past month, yeah, I’ve fucked Avery many ways, taken my time with her body, but never have I done anything like this. Where I take the opportunity to relish every inch of her. From sucking her tits into my mouth and working my way down her body to take her essence into my very being. I can’t get enough of how she tastes on my tongue. By the time I finish with her, Avery won’t be able to deny how beautiful I think she is.

      She’s the beauty in my life that I’m proud to say is mine. Doesn’t matter if she thinks she can handle things on her own or not. That’s my responsibility, and I take that shit seriously.

      Pulling away, I stand to my feet and quickly remove my clothes, and fall onto the bed next to her.

      “What are . . .” I don’t give her a chance to finish that sentence as I reach out and pull her over top of me. Avery gasps as I have her straddle me.

      “Ride me, Sunshine. I wanna see you fuckin’ shine as you ride my cock,” I growl, my hands clench at her waist, nudging at her pussy’s entrance.

      “Tyler,” Avery moans, eyes hooded and mouth parted as she lowers herself onto my cock.

      “Right here, baby,” I mutter, tightening my grasp on her hips as she begins to move in a rotating motion. “Fuck yeah, Avery, take what’s yours,” I groan.

      She quickens her pace, hands cupping her tits, and fuck me if it’s not a sight I’ll never fuckin’ forget as she goes flying. Needing to take her harder, to pound into her pussy, I flip us until she’s on her back, and I’m slamming into her with ruthless thrusts.

      “Tyler,” Avery screams my name at the same time her pussy walls contract against my cock, tightening to the point it sucks the cum straight from my balls. I’m unable to stop myself as I still inside her and let myself relish the feel of coming inside my woman.

      Letting out a harsh breath, I groan as I pull out of her and fall to my side. I don’t waste a moment to pull her to me, wrapping her to me with my arms.

      “I love you, Tyler,” she murmurs sleepily.

      “I know you do, Sunshine. It’s how I know you put up with my shitty attitude,” I mutter and press a kiss to the top of her head. “Now sleep, baby. I wanna hold you for a while. Scared the shit out of me when I couldn’t find you. I just need to hold you for a bit.”

      “I’m right here, Tyler. Not going anywhere, I promise. I won’t let them take me from you,” she utters, and I swear to fuck it’s as if the words barely left her lips before she passes out.

      Avery’s words spin in my head. She’s right about them not taking her from me.

      Looking up to the ceiling, I sigh.

      “Wish you were here, brother. You’d be able to help me figure out what the hell I’m doing here,” I mutter quietly as to not wake Avery up. There’re times I swear my brother responds to me, but this time I feel like he’s showing me the way somehow when I feel my woman curl herself closer to me. Tightening my arms around her, I hold her close and finally allow myself to drift to sleep at least for a little while.

      I won’t rest for long, not when my woman is still in danger of her brothers trying to take her from me. And that’s never gonna happen.
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      The sound of my phone going off on the counter draws my attention from the dough I’d been mixing for a cake I wanted to make for Hammer. I found out from Malice his birthday is today, and I intended to surprise him with dinner and dessert. Oh, and maybe something else to go along with it that involves whipped cream and his mouth on my body.

      Dropping the spatula, I reach out and grab my phone. I frown at the number that pops up.

      Why is my security company calling me?

      Sliding my fingers across the screen, I put the phone to my ear. “Hello.”

      “Hello, is this Miss Lester?” a man asks.

      “Yes, it is,” I confirm as I leave the kitchen in search of Hammer. I don’t like the fact the security company is calling me today.

      It’s been two weeks since Hammer got angry at me and then the sex after he found me outside. Oh, how magnificent it was to feel him taking me the way he did. My heart still aches for realizing the depths of his loss for his brother. Since then, though, we’ve talked more. He’s told me stories about him and his brother. About his brother and sister-in-law. Even told me about the night they were killed and why. Although, he’d been reluctant to tell me at first.

      I’d told him about growing up with my horrible family, and I told him about Adam coming into the shop. To say he got pissed is an understatement. ‘You can’t keep shit like this from me, baby. When it comes to you, if something happens, I’ll fuckin’ go ballistic. Next time, Avery, you better come straight to me. Granted, that is a moot point since that shit is never, and I mean, never gonna happen again.’ He’d growled those words and punched his fist through the wall.

      That night he’d taken me in the same way after he’d been angry and found me outside. I’ve also come to realize something about him. He loves me. Hammer doesn’t have to say the words. He shows me. He lives by that code of actions speak louder than words, and I have to admit he’s right in this case. Plus, he’s told me I’m his world. No man would be as protective as he is unless he cherishes them the way he does me.

      Scanning the main room, I find my man at his table with a few of his brothers laughing. I start making my way across the room as the man on the phone starts speaking. “Miss Lester, I’m Mitchell calling about the alarm going off at Rise-N-Shine Coffee. We’ve put a call out to the police,” Mitchell says mechanically.

      “Um, thank you for letting me know. I’ll, um, I’ll just call them and find out what’s going on,” I say, ending the call as I get to Hammer’s table. He’d been looking at me as I closed the distance between us.

      “What’s wrong?” he demands. Reaching out, he pulls me into his lap and positions me the way he wants me. I don’t mind this because, to me, it’s comforting.

      I tell him what the security company says just as Cy runs into the room panting. “Prez, shit, there’s a fire at Avery’s coffee shop and house,” he states.

      If I hadn’t already been sitting on Hammer’s lap, I might have collapsed to the ground from losing the feeling in my legs due to the news Cy just broke to us.

      “Shit,” Malice snarls, slamming the chair back as he stands up.

      “You gotta be fuckin’ kidding me,” Gunner sneers, his fist landing on the table.

      “What’s happening?” Rogue demands, joining all of us along with several others, including Axe, who must have just gotten back in from a trip down to visit Simone. From what he’s told me, she’s coping with being there and getting the help that she needs. Evidently, what I said sank in somewhat, according to Axe.

      “Rise-N-Shine Coffee and Avery’s house have been set on fire, just heard the addresses on the scanners while I was working,” Cy mutters.

      “Let’s go,” Hammer growls, standing to his feet. “Avery, I know if I say for you to stay here, you’ll refuse and try to go out by yourself, so I’m tellin’ you now, if I let you come with us, you keep close to me, or one of the brothers. You don’t step away from any of us.” I nod in response because let’s be honest, my mind is running a mile a minute at the thought of the fact, I’ve lost everything.

      A thought dawns on me at this moment. The shop had been open still. Leanna opened this morning and got off at noon. Quinn went in around nine and got off at three to pick up her daughter. Willow, oh god, she’d been working this afternoon.

      “Willow,” I croak, my eyes widening as I climb on his bike behind him. “Hammer, Willow is at the coffee shop.”

      “Fuck,” Malice roars and takes off on his bike, having heard me tell Hammer about Willow.

      Hammer doesn’t say anything but rather starts his bike and guns it behind Malice. The rest of the guys follow. I close my eyes and keep myself pressed tight to Hammer’s back. He speeds down the road and only slows to come to a halt at the end of the road to the street. It’s blocked off by fire trucks and police officers.

      I hop off the back and start toward the trucks, only to be jerked back. “Sunshine, gotta stay with me,” Hammer growls.

      “But Willow?” I can’t bear the thought of something happening to her. She’s become one of my friends, and I’ll blame myself for her pain.

      “I know, baby, stick to me. We’ll find out,” he says calmly. Almost too calmly.

      Nodding, I allow him to guide me over to where a police officer is standing.

      “Dexter,” Hammer mutters in greeting.

      “Hammer, might wanna get your VP in check,” the officer says, nodding in the direction where Malice is now yelling in a fireman’s face; Gunner and Axe both are holding him back.

      “Fuck. We’ll get him, but there was a woman in there,” Hammer states in a deathly tone.

      “Sorry, Prez, but if anyone were in that building when this went up, they wouldn’t have made it out. The fire was set in both the front and back entrances,” another man says, joining us, this one being a firefighter. One I seem to recognize, but with the soot on his face, I can’t make out who he is. However, him callin’ Hammer Prez tells me he’s a part of the club.

      “You sure about that?” Hammer asks, moving us away from Dexter and closer to where Axe and Gunner are holding Malice back.

      “Yeah, I’m sure, but I’m also sure no one was in the building. I went through it myself since I knew the inside,” the firefighter mutters.

      “And you didn’t find anything, Tap?” this comes from Malice.

      Wait a minute, Tap’s a firefighter? So that’s why he’s missing from the clubhouse several days at a time.

      “No. I’ve gotta get back in there and help salvage whatever we can, but the entire shop is gone,” Tap grumbles.

      Tears well in my eyes at his confirmation of what I can already see for myself.

      “Thanks, prospect,” Hammer says, then turns us to his brothers. “If Willow wasn’t in the shop, where could she be. In fact, where the fuck is Knuckles? He was supposed to be here.”

      “Ugh, Prez,” Brass calls out.

      “What?” Hammer snaps.

      “There’s something in the alley over there,” Brass grumbles low enough for those near to hear him.

      “Go check it out,” Hammer commands.

      Brass, Gunner, and Axe stalk off and head in the direction of the alley. Something pricks at the back of my neck, and I furrow my brows as I glance around the area. My breath catches in my chest, and I stiffen in Hammer’s arms as I stare at the car across on the opposite corner to where all of the bikes are parked. Standing there is my brother, Adam, grinning maliciously at me, but what has me scared is who’s with him. Andrea, with her hand covering Willow’s mouth as she glares at me.

      “Hammer,” I say, needing his attention. He must sense something wrong because he turns in the direction I’m staring at and curses. He releases me and takes off at a dead run in their direction. I take off after him. This is all my fault.

      Adam and Andrea move quickly and start trying to shove Willow into the back of the car. She tries to fight them, but Andrea leans down and bites Willow. I know she’s biting her because that’s what she does. Bites someone to get them to comply.

      Willow screams, trying to fight more. Adam glances behind them, and I can hear him curse as she throws Willow to the ground. He jumps in the car with my sister, and they speed off. Leaving Willow behind, thankfully.

      Getting to her side, I fall to my knees and pull her to me. “I’m so, so, so sorry, Willow,” I cry.

      “Avery,” she cries and hugs me to her as well. “They’re horrible. Worse than what you told Quinn and me. Oh God, they did this as a message. To you and the club,” she says, breaking into a sob. “You—your brothers killed Knuckles and said that’s one down. I— if you don’t do, as they say, they’ll keep coming. Next time, it’ll be Quinn and her daughter they take, and when that happens, they won’t be so lucky as me. This was a warning; they wanted you to think they were taking me.”

      Tears run down my cheeks as I lift my gaze to look at the men now surrounding us. All of them look murderous, but it’s Hammer’s and Malice’s eyes that I see the burning rage in that causes me to shiver.

      “Come on, Sunshine, let’s get you and Willow home,” Hammer growls, holding his hand out to help me up. Malice moves and lifts Willow clear off the ground and cradles her to him. “When we get back to the clubhouse, brothers, we’re goin’ on lockdown, and I’m callin’ church,” he says as he guides me to his bike on the other end of the road.

      Mutters of agreement surround me, and though I should be nervous about what’s goin’ to happen next, I’m not. The reason for this is because my man prides himself on being who he is. He’s protective, ruthless, and will do whatever he has to to protect those around him.

      I feel no remorse for what I know is coming my family’s way, but they started this all, and now Hammer’s gonna finish it. My only prayer is that he and everyone else isn’t hurt in the process.
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        Hammer

        One month later

      

      

      Avery’s brothers and their gang went into hiding after they gave us their fuckin’ warning.

      Why?

      Because the very same night, several brothers and I rode hard and fast from where my woman ran from. Those pieces of shits wanted to burn my woman’s house and place of business; I did ten times worst to them. I kicked in the door to the shithole that I knew was her parents; not giving a damn that they were both stoned. I took the sledgehammer I’d brought with me and slammed it down on Avery’s father’s head, smashing his head in. The mother, I simply put a bullet in her head while Axe and Dagger set up the explosives that would blow this motherfucker up.

      We then went to her sister’s house several houses down; the other two lived with the parents, so I wasn’t too worried about those bitches. While a few of my brothers took the kids out of the house, I laid into the asshole who thought with his potbelly he could take me. Taking him to the floor, I snagged my sledgehammer and began giving him the same treatment as Avery’s father. But this asshole, I grinned while crushing every last one of his bones. He deserved everything he got.

      Once the deed was done, we all stood back and watched the house blow up to smithereens.

      The kids were taken to the clubhouse because I knew my woman would want the kids. She didn’t even ask what happened when she saw the blood. She’d been so happy to see the kids. This made my chest ache for some reason. I never thought about having any of my own but seeing the way she interacts with each of them, I knew I wanted to see her pregnant with ours.

      The oldest kid actually thanked me for what I did for them. I figured he’d be pissed that I’d killed his dad and shit. There were five of them altogether, the youngest one being only seven months old. In the end, the four older ones end up fallin’ in love with Leanna after she came in, and of course, the damn woman wanted them to all come live with her. Avery agreed, thinking it was best for them, and I agreed with her. With Leanna, they would be in a home and not here at the clubhouse.

      Though I’ve lifted the lockdown restrictions, we’re not letting our guard down. Not in the least. Avery’s chomping at the bit to be able to start the remodel of the Rise-N-Shine Coffee. I convinced her to move the shop into the building attached to the tattoo parlor. One, it’s a hell of a lot bigger; she could fit more tables in there, but also, and this being another big reason I want her next to the tattoo shop is ‘cause then I know she’s secure.

      I didn’t like the way the security company she’d been using didn’t tell her anything except for they’d called the police. Now with the coffee shop being next to the tattoo shop, she’ll be safer when working.

      Shit, all of the women would be safer. Avery still keeps blaming herself for what Willow went through even though we’re all tellin’ her it’s not her fault.

      Willow and Quinn finally sat down with her and told her that they didn’t blame her, and neither did any of my brothers. We’d buried Knuckles with his patch because it only felt right. He shouldn’t have died, and that was another thing Avery tried to take on.

      I’m the one who ended up getting her to understand nothing was her fault.

      “Hammer.” Avery’s sweet voice pulls me from my thoughts. I’d been in my office for hours going over papers that I find bothersome but will have to wait for another time.

      “Yeah, Sunshine, what’s up?” I ask, giving her a grin as she steps fully into my office and closes the door. I quirk a brow when she twists the lock.

      “So, um, I have something to tell you,” she mumbles, fidgeting with her hands in front of her.

      “Okay, what is it?” I push back from my desk and stand.

      “Well, you know how I’ve been exhausted from work, then the stress from the fire?”

      I knew she’d been dealing with a lot of stress and emotions. So much so she’d been making herself sick.

      “I’m just gonna go ahead and say it,” she says, taking a breath.

      “That would be good.” I grin and pull her into me.

      “I’m pregnant with your baby,” she whispers softly. So softly, I swear I almost don’t hear her. But I do.

      Blinking at her, I take in the news for a moment, and then I drop my head down and claim her mouth in a soul-capturing kiss. One that tells her everything I feel for her and just how much I love the fact she’s carrying my baby.

      Breaking the kiss, I give her a shit-eating grin. Needing to be inside her, I lift the hem of the sundress she has on clear over her head and smirk when I find her pantie-less. Turning her, I plant her ass on the edge of my desk and start to show her with my cock and mouth just how thrilled I am at the fact I’ve knocked her up.

      There’s a lot of shit I take pride in but making Avery mine is one of the things I will always be proud of. She’s my pride and joy, and I intend to make her mine in every way imaginable. She already wears my patch, and now she’s gonna wear my ring.

      With my cock still planted inside her, I reach over her and pull open the middle drawer. Plucking the small square box from inside, I take the ring out, and I look down into Avery’s smiling face; I lift her left hand and slide the ring onto the finger it will sit for the rest of our lives.

      “Yes, I’ll marry you,” she giggles before I can even say the words about her marrying me.

      “Good, because I fuckin’ love you, and I’m proud to call you mine,” I growl and take her over the edge letting her orgasm pull mine from my body.

      Fuck yeah, this is what it means to be with someone you love. I completely get what my brother meant now, and I won’t not cherish what Avery and I have.
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        Dear Readers,

      

      

      I do hope you’ve enjoyed Hammer’s Pride. With this one being the first to the DRMC Southeast, I decided to bring a few new problems for the club as well as keep the ones we have going. Things are only just heating up with this charter, and we’ll continue on with the next book to the series, Malice’s Soul, coming out next month. You’ll have more questions answered that I know you’ll be wanting answers to.

      
        
        Sincerely,

        E.C.
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        Fuse’s Hold

      

      

      Fuse

      Being who I am, most people, not a member of the club, assume I got my road name for being able to fix shit and my brains. What I’m really known for is my short fuse. Being a part of the Inferno’s Clutch MC, I handle shit for the club that could easily put me behind bars for years. I also go to fights to release the aggression that builds within me.

      When she entered my life, I realized quickly she can anger me in ways not many can. It makes me despise the way I’m attracted to her. She’s nothing I normally go for. Worst of all, I hate that I have to bring her close to me in order to protect her from whoever’s after her.

      Will I be able to control my temper? Or even be able to hold back the temptation to make her mine?

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Nora’s Outrage

      

      

      Nora

      After all Breaker and I went through when we first got together, you would think it would all be uphill from here. No one should have to go through what we have. Drama has been swirling around the club for a while now, and it seems the danger attached is coming our way once again.

      In a way that could change everything.

      I’m not ready for the outcome or even the rage that becomes all-consuming. Screaming in outrage, I vow to make those who come after the ones I care about endure the same pain they cause with their actions.
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        Malice’s Soul

      

      

      Malice

      For as long as I can remember, I’ve only felt one thing—hatred.

      No other emotion has ever lived within the confines of my soul. On many occasions, I’ve been told I have no soul. Not that I give a damn. It only means I won’t get burned. Growing up, I saw the people closest to me get hurt by those who were important to them. It showed me that feelings were overrated. It worked fine until that one day, the day she walked in. I wasn’t prepared for what it meant when she walked through my clubhouse door. One look at her, and I knew I’d do anything to keep her safe. For so long, I’ve felt hatred, but this woman makes me feel something else—fire.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Blood & Torment

      

      

      Michail

      I was warned not to touch her, but I couldn't help myself.

      Trista came to work for Pins and Needles months ago. After we fired the receptionist, she seemed like a perfect fit. My boss and best friend, Kronid, warned me to stay away. Warned me that Trista is off limits and to go after any other woman I want in Moscow.

      The problem? I want her.

      I want her so much that I leave subtle hints to Kronid's pregnant girlfriend, Dema, who's also best friends with Trista. After a period of time Dema sets me up on a blind date with her, just as I wanted. Kronid warned me to stay away, but his precious woman playing matchmaker is something he can't deny.

      I think everything's going great until I watch the way Trista trembles when she gets too close to me, or any man for that matter. I see the signs. I know what's happened in her past, and I'll do anything to keep her safe. She just doesn't know it yet.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Entwined

      

      

      Mitch

      I lost the love of my life ten years ago, and now I’m being thrust into a marriage I never wanted.

      I agreed to help find a prominent Irish woman, but in doing so, I didn’t realize the magnitude of what I agreed to do. I was to marry a complete stranger. This woman is a mafia princess, who happens to be my boss’s wife’s sister.

      Alison was sent off to an abbey for her own safety by her father, though I don’t believe her father was concerned about her safety. He only cared about one thing—the price of her head or her virginity.

      The old man only cares about having her marry a man of importance. Luckily for my boss, I seem to be a man of prominence.

      I did this as a favor to my best friend to make sure the sisters could be reunited and not separated even further. Though, when it comes to guiding her, I’m unsure if she’ll submit to the type of man I am or if she’ll flee like a feral horse. I’m as dark as they come in the bedroom, and her little virgin soul might not be able to handle all of me.
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