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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    Whoa… 
 
      
 
    Deedra 
 
      
 
    “I’ll get the rest of this, Pat. I’ll meet you in the van.” 
 
    “If you’re sure.” Pat grabbed the large bag filled with camera equipment and headed out the front door. 
 
    I was riding on a high from the awesome announcement Queenie just made, and then, to watch firsthand when she found her happy ending, was downright euphoric. 
 
    “You need some help?” 
 
    “Uh, Kimber, right?” I asked. 
 
    Kimber nodded. “That would be me. I can’t really help you since I’m holding Gun-Gun while his parents get it on over there, but I can get one of the guys to help.” She nodded to where Queenie and Sledge were pretty much getting it on with their clothes on. MC’s man, they didn’t really have much shame. 
 
    “Oh, uh, no. It’s really okay.” All I needed to do was finish packing up and head out. It would just take me a little bit. 
 
    “Nonsense,” she scoffed. “All of these beefcakes wandering around need a little something to do.” 
 
    I grimaced and shrugged. I could have used some help, but I didn’t absolutely need it. I crouched down to load the extra camera lenses into the bag. 
 
    “Yo, Point!” she shouted. “Come help.” 
 
    I froze at the familiar but not common name she yelled. 
 
    Nope. It couldn’t be him. 
 
    No way. No how.  
 
    It was not my Point. 
 
    I kept my head down and tried to quickly cram everything into the bag. Scuffed motorcycle boots stopped in front of me, and then, I was face to face with my past. 
 
    “Deedra?” 
 
    “Uh, Point,” I gasped. How? What in the hell? 
 
    “Uh, do you two know each other?” Kimber asked. 
 
    Point’s eyes connected with mine, and I was transported to another place and time. A place where the next words out of his mouth didn’t cut a hole straight through me. 
 
    “Deedra is my…wife.” 
 
    Kimber gasped. “What the fuck?” 
 
    “What are you doing here?” I asked Point. I shoved the remaining equipment in the bag and stood. The last time I had seen Point, he had been in Indiana. Over three hundred miles away from here. 
 
    Kimber waved her hand. “Did you not hear my fuck? Maybe ‘what the fuckity-fuck’ is more fitting.” 
 
    “Don’t swear with the kid in your arms, Kimber,” Point scolded. 
 
    Kimber rolled her eyes. “Well, if you wouldn’t drop a nuclear bomb on me, I wouldn’t need to pull out the fuckity-fucks.” 
 
    I grabbed the strap of the duffel bag and hoisted it on my shoulder. I couldn’t do this right now. Hell, I could barely talk to Point about this three years ago. “I better get going. Pat is waiting for me.” 
 
    “Who’s Pat?” Kimber and Point asked in unison. 
 
    “Uh, my guy.” I cringed. “I mean, my guy who helps me.” That still didn’t sound any better.  
 
    “She’s your wife, Point, but she’s got a guy.” Kimber looked at my bag. “A guy who isn’t you.” 
 
    “We just work together.” I didn’t know why I was trying to defend myself. It shouldn’t matter if Point thought I was with a guy, right? We were long over. “Keep an eye on the news tomorrow. The story should be live then.”  
 
    If I distracted them with the news story about Queenie and Gunner, then I could get the hell out of here. 
 
    “Where do you live?” Kimber blurted. “Ya know, I feel we could be, uh, friends, and well, we have this Book Club thing. It’s more like Petra reads while the rest of us drink, but it’s fun. You could join us. Please.” She wiggled her eyebrows. “Lots of drinks.” 
 
    “Kimber,” Point rumbled. 
 
    He was pissed. It had been three years since I heard his voice, but I remember that low rumble he emanated when he was annoyed or angry.  
 
    “What?” Kimber hissed. “You guys have your little club. There isn’t one reason why I can’t recruit girls for Book Club. It’s not like you’re invited to it or anything.” She huffed and rolled her eyes. “And it’s not like we’re killing anyone either. It’s books and drinks, Point.” 
 
    Point folded his arms over his chest. “Pretty sure your little Book Club is nothing like the Kings of Vengeance. If that were the case we’d all be in jail.” 
 
    I took a step back. This was possibly my chance to escape. I wasn’t much of a runner, but I wasn’t opposed to sprinting out the door if it meant I didn’t have to torture myself by being this close to Point. I had been the one to leave, but that didn’t mean it hadn’t hurt when I closed the door on us. 
 
    Point’s focus was on Kimber, but he raised his finger at me. “You stay there.” 
 
    I froze. “Uh, why?” I whispered. Staying didn’t seem like the right choice to me. Leaving looked pretty damn good. Pretty sure it was better for everyone if I just skedaddled away. 
 
    “Because I want to know what the hell you’re doing here,” he growled. 
 
    I tipped my head to the side. “Uh, you mean the clubhouse or just in general?” I mean, he knew why I was in the clubhouse, right?  
 
    “Deedra,” he grunted. His eyes connected with mine. “I see your sass is still present.” 
 
    Well, hell, if that didn’t transport me back to lying in bed with Point when my sassiness tiptoed over the line of cute into me getting my ass spanked. “I have to get back to work. I can’t stand around here all day.”  
 
    I needed to work on getting the story in order and then look for my next lead. And see about running far, far away. 
 
    “Damn,” Kimber gasped. She fanned her face with her hand and sighed. “Y’all are like a sexy soap opera right now. I can feel the sexy, smoldering tension in the air.” 
 
    “No,” Point and I replied in unison. 
 
    “There is no smoldering between us,” I insisted. There couldn’t be. My heart couldn’t handle Point taking up residency again. “It’s been three years.” Three years of me trying to erase any memory of Point. I thought it had worked, but having him standing here I knew I was far from forgetting about him. 
 
    “Right,” Kimber drawled.  
 
    “I really need to go,” I muttered. My brain couldn’t process everything going on. Kimber’s running commentary on it also wasn’t helpful. 
 
    “We need to talk,” Point insisted. 
 
    I shook my head. “No, we don’t. Not right now. If you really want to talk to me, Queenie has my number.” I bolted from the clubhouse like hellhounds were on my heels and beelined for the news van. 
 
    I didn’t know what to say to Point. I was resigned to the fact that I would never see or talk to him again. Suddenly, he was right in front of me, and I did the only thing I could.  
 
    I fled. 
 
    “Whoa,” Pat called. “Where’s the fire?” 
 
    I threw open the sliding door for to the van, tossed in the camera bag, and slammed it shut. “No fire. Just eager to get back to the studio to work on the piece.” Liar. 
 
    Pat closed the back hatch and leisurely walked to the driver’s door. 
 
    I ducked into the passenger seat and impatiently waited for Pat to get his ass in the van. He was moving like molasses in January.  
 
    “Let’s go, Pat,” I urged. “If we hurry, we can get this done before the end of the day.” 
 
    Pat slid onto the seat and stuck the key in the ignition. “If we get it done today, what are we going to do tomorrow?” 
 
    I shrugged and glanced at the entrance to the clubhouse. I had about fifteen seconds before Point flew out the front door and dragged me out of the van. “There’s always another story waiting for us, Pat. You know that. The news waits for no one.” 
 
    Pat scoffed and shifted into the drive. “Only because you’re always looking for the next story. A year ago, before you blew into the studio, it was a miracle if Tim and I covered more than three stories a week.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes and pulled my seatbelt over me. “And that is why Tim no longer works at KDJT. You aren’t really doing your job if you’re not delivering the news every day.” From what I had heard Pat was close to being out the door along with Tim, but he thankfully kicked it into gear when I was hired. He fed off of who he was working with. Tim was less than motivated while I ran circles around the station looking for my next lead. 
 
    Pat rolled to a stop at the edge of the driveway. 
 
    I turned in my seat and caught a glimpse of Point storming out of the clubhouse. 
 
    Oh, shit. 
 
    “You want to grab lunch?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded vigorously. “Yes, totally. Let’s go. Now.” I would have agreed to jump into the pits of hell if it meant we got the hell out of there. 
 
    Pat chuckled and turned right. 
 
    Point stopped in the middle of the driveway and folded his arms over his chest. My eyes connected with his, and a shiver ran through my body. 
 
    That might have been the first time I had seen Point in three years, but something told me it wouldn’t be the last. 
 
    I sighed and relaxed into my seat. 
 
    Point was my past. 
 
    Though it looked like my past wasn’t in my rearview like I thought. 
 
    Point was back in my face, and I knew I couldn’t run from him forever. 
 
      
 
    * 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    Fool… 
 
      
 
    Point 
 
      
 
    “Stop staring at me.” 
 
    Kimber snapped her gum. “Not staring.” 
 
    “Babe,” Quinn growled. 
 
    “Don’t babe me, Quinn. I want answers, and Pointy is going to give them to me,” she insisted. “I haven’t told Fancy, Petra, or Queenie anything yet because I want to be able to give them the whole rundown, and I can’t do that if Pointy doesn’t give me the details.” She crossed her arms over her chest and tapped her foot. 
 
    I grabbed a beer from the fridge. “There’s nothing to tell. No details.” Not one damn thing to say. 
 
    “Right,” Kimber drawled. “Nothing to tell about you being married to the pretty news anchor and the fireworks that went off between you two.” 
 
    I popped the top on the beer and slammed the fridge. “There are no fireworks between Deedra and me.” Three years ago, there had been, but Deedra squashed the hell out of them when she walked out the door. “All of that is in the past.” 
 
    “But you’re still married?” Kimber asked. 
 
    I shrugged. “Legally, yeah. She never got around to filing the paperwork yet.”  
 
    When Deedra left, I had told her if she wanted a divorce, she was going to be the one to initiate it. I didn’t want it, so I wasn’t going to be the one to do all the work. Petty, but I was pissed off. Deedra hadn’t even offered me a chance to fix things or to give her a reason to stay. She was just gone. 
 
    “So, you’re married, but you’re here.” Kimber cleared her throat. “Living the biker life.” 
 
    “Kimber,” Quinn growled. “This isn’t any of your business,” he warned. 
 
    “Quinn,” she whined. “I don’t know Deedra, but there is a girl code I need to abide by.” 
 
    “I gave that woman the world, and she threw it in my face, Kimber. The girl code you speak of went out the window when she left her ring on the kitchen table with a note telling me she couldn’t stand to live with me anymore.” I chugged my beer and crushed the empty can in my hand. “Go tell your girls that and leave me alone.” I didn’t want to hang around to hear Kimber try to talk up Deedra. She didn’t know her like I did. 
 
    I pushed off the counter and stalked through the common room.  
 
    “Where you going?” Quinn called. 
 
    “Fucking out,” I growled. I walked out, tossed the crushed can in the dirt by the front door, and climbed on my bike. 
 
    For the second time in three years, I had watched my wife drive away from me. I didn’t need Kimber grilling me and insinuating that I was the reason why my marriage didn’t work, that I was the one who walked out. 
 
    Bull-fucking-shit. 
 
    Deedra was all I had three years ago. And then I had nothing but a bottle of whiskey. She left me, and I thankfully found the Kings of Vengeance when I was at my lowest. 
 
    The second I realized it was her; all of the feelings I thought had disappeared came roaring back. It was easy to convince yourself that you didn’t love someone anymore when you never saw them. But just a half a second of staring into Deedra’s hazy gray eyes was all it took for my heart to drop to my stomach…and I knew I still loved her. The woman who had stomped on my heart still owned me. 
 
    Fucking hell. 
 
    I cranked up my bike, knocked up the kickstand, and roared out of the parking lot. 
 
    My mind hated Deedra, but my heart still loved her. 
 
    I was a fucking fool. 
 
    * 
 
      
 
    Deedra 
 
      
 
    I grabbed the sweatshirt from the back of my closet and pulled shut the door. 
 
    The dark, faded brown, soft fabric felt like home in my hands. 
 
    Every night for two years, I slept like a baby in this sweatshirt. Point always gave me hell about stealing it from him, but he never took it away from me. 
 
    It had been petty of me to take it with me when I left, but I couldn’t part with it. Forcing myself to leave Point had been bad enough, but I couldn’t lose every part of him. 
 
    Those first few months after I left, I wore this thing all of the time. After a while, I weened myself from it, but I didn’t get rid of it. I couldn’t bear to. It was worn out and not even the same dark shade of brown it had been when I stole it from Point, and it had been over a year since I had actually held it in my hands. But I hadn’t been able to throw it away. 
 
    I pulled it over my head and let the soft fabric surround me. 
 
    Seeing Point today had completely and utterly thrown me for a loop. 
 
    If you would have asked me yesterday if I was over Point, I would have looked you dead in the eye and said abso-fucking-lutley. 
 
    Now? 
 
    I didn’t have a damn clue. My heart told me one thing while my head said something completely different. 
 
    I piled my hair on top of my head, twisted a hair tie around it, and flopped onto my bed. 
 
    “Oh, my gawd,” I moaned. “What in the hell are you thinking, Deedra?” I wondered out loud. 
 
    I was a smart, strong, independent woman who had her head firmly on her shoulders and knew exactly what she wanted out of life. 
 
    Then I unknowingly wandered into a motorcycle club to cover a story, and I’m smack dab in front of my past. 
 
    A past I had fled as fast as I could from because even though I loved Point with all of my heart, I couldn’t follow my dreams being married to him. I couldn’t ask him to run all over with me while I tried to find whatever path I was meant to be on.  
 
    That wasn’t fair to him and the dreams he had. 
 
    Though, I don’t think he ever really told me what his dreams were. 
 
    Point and I happened suddenly. A few of my friends from the old station I worked at had dragged me to a Halloween party that was lame until Point walked in the door. 
 
    The only reason he had even glanced my way had been because I was dressed up in an inflatable t-rex costume. He thought it was hilarious and, at first, believed I was a guy since he couldn’t see my face. 
 
    His jaw dropped to the floor when I managed to pull the costume down and pasted a huge smile on my face. Once he got over the initial shock of me actually being a woman, things took off like a rocket between us, in life and bed. 
 
    Six months later, he popped the question, and then we were married two weeks after that.  
 
    Ugh. I knew it was crazy, but I really thought Point and I were in it for the long haul. Three job changes, a slight drinking problem, and a pregnancy scare later, and I knew Point and I weren’t going to make it work. 
 
    Mostly because I knew what I wanted, but I didn’t know how to get it with someone else to consider in every decision I made. I was young, dumb, and selfish. 
 
    I didn’t know how to make him an actual full part of my life. The times I had to explain why I wanted something or why we needed to move felt wrong. I felt like a selfish brat who only thought about herself. Point never complained, though. Sure, he joked about having to pack up everything, but it was just that, a joke. 
 
    The shock and disbelief in his eyes when I told him I was moving again but this time, he wasn’t coming with me, still haunted me. I broke his heart when I didn’t have to. Thank god I wasn’t there when he read the note I left him. I did it to make sure he understood we were over, but I knew it would cut him deep. 
 
    We were great until we weren’t. 
 
    I grabbed the edge of my comforter and rolled over ‘til I was wrapped up like a burrito.  
 
    So, what did I do when I couldn’t figure out how to make Point and I work? 
 
    Ran like a coward with no explanation other than a lame “I don’t love you anymore.”  
 
    I sighed and tried to fight back the tears. 
 
    One problem, though. 
 
    Three years later, I still loved Point but had no idea how to love him and still chase my dreams. 
 
    Hell, he probably hated my guts and was just being polite by not telling me to fuck off. 
 
    I groaned and threw my arm over my eyes. 
 
    Maybe it was time to run again. 
 
    * 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Drink… 
 
      
 
    Point 
 
      
 
    Drink. 
 
    Drink ‘til I can’t picture her face. 
 
    Drink ‘til I can’t remember her name. 
 
    Drink. 
 
    * 
 
      
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    Pumpkins, potholes, and pussy… 
 
      
 
    Deedra 
 
      
 
    “Tell me again how you think any of this is true?” 
 
    I grabbed the stack of papers I had laid out in front of Marty and shook my head. I had run through all of the details of the possible new drug ring, and then my mind had wandered to a certain biker as Marty looked over the papers. Point had been taking over my thoughts ever since Friday. “Uh, because my informant is telling me something big is happening.” At least that was what he was hinting at. 
 
    Focus, Deedra. An ex suddenly popping up shouldn’t be throwing me off my game this much even if that ex wasn’t really my ex and was still my husband, legally. 
 
    “And you want me to believe a crackhead on the street that you buy sandwiches for in exchange for information is actually a reliable source?” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “He’s recovering and moving into a studio apartment next month.” 
 
    “So, next month, you are going to have to find another guy on the wrong side of the law to buy sandwiches for?” Marty laughed. 
 
    “You’re an insensitive ass, Marty,” I hissed. 
 
    He shrugged and sat back in his chair. “I am, but that’s probably why I’m sitting where I am, and you’re buying sandwiches with the hopes you’ll get your next story.” He nodded to the board to the side. “Which you don’t need to do since we have a damn board with more than enough stories for you to cover.” 
 
    I wrinkled my nose. “I’m not interested in fluff, Marty. That was the reason you hired me. I remember you saying you liked my tenacity and eagerness to get the story.” Pretty sure Marty just wanted someone with a little bit more gumption than Tim had. I fit that bill ten times over. 
 
    “Yeah, I did,” Marty agreed. “Though I didn’t think you would be hitting the fucking streets sniffing out stories the police don’t even know about.” 
 
    That never was my plan, either, but I couldn’t stand reporting on a story that everyone already knew about. Don’t get me wrong, I did handle fluff stories, but I was looking for a more hard-hitting one while I was doing those. I loved covering the story about Queenie because though it had a happy ending, the twist and turns it took to get there were fascinating. No one could have predicted that Bella and Jimmy Clark, the owners of King Donuts, not only killed their grandson’s mother but were also huge in the production and distribution of meth.  
 
    Fucking crazy shit. 
 
    Crazy shit I loved reporting about. 
 
    And now it was going to be even more crazy because I had a hunch that someone was moving in to take over from the Clarks. As much as I wished the drug scene in Whitmore would disappear, I also wasn’t naïve. The drugs weren’t going anywhere and someone new was coming in to see to it. 
 
    “I’m doing my job, Marty. The thing you pay me for.” 
 
    Marty nodded to the papers in my hand. “You can’t run with what you have there, Deedra. I need something more concrete than hearsay. Facts. I need facts. What you have there is a damn wish and a prayer.” 
 
    I was giving him facts. Just because they weren’t coming from the damn police didn’t mean that they weren’t true. “I get you something more…and I can report it?” 
 
    He waved his hand at me. “Yeah, but I need you to grab a couple of stories from the board while you’re trying to scrounge up something from the gutter.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes and stood. “Yeah, well, we’ll see if you have that same attitude in a few days.” I was going to get this story. I was going to be the first one to report on it because I was going to watch it happen. 
 
    Marty pointed to the board. “Three. I need you to do three of those, and then I’ll have my week filled with stories.” 
 
    I wrinkled my nose and marched over to the board. Fluff and more fluff. I grabbed the first three stories in my reach. No matter what they were, I knew I could handle them. “I’ll have them for you by tomorrow.”  
 
    Normally, the other reporters took two or three days to do one story. I wasn’t going to take that long to do these. The sooner I got them completed, the sooner I could get back to reporting on news that really mattered. 
 
    “Not the ones I thought you would pick, but whatever,” Marty chuckled. 
 
    I looked down at the crumbled pieces of paper in my hand. “What is that supposed to mean?” I demanded. As if there were any stories on that board that were better than others. 
 
    Marty chuckled. “Hank Denise’s giant pumpkin, potholes on Main Street, and the overcrowding of the new cat shelter.” 
 
    I dropped my chin to my chest and sighed. 
 
    Pumpkins, potholes, and pussy. 
 
    Shoot me now. 
 
    * 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    Save the kitties… 
 
      
 
    Point 
 
      
 
    “Take two.” 
 
    I growled and held out my hand. 
 
    Kimber shook the pills into my palm and frowned. “A three-day bender makes for a four-day hangover, huh?” she smirked. 
 
    I popped the pills into my mouth and chased them with my beer. 
 
    She frowned. “The nurse side of me thinks you should maybe try to drink some water.” 
 
    The pills washed down my throat, and I slammed the empty beer can on the counter. “I’ll keep that in mind, doc.” 
 
    She screwed back on the lid to the bottle. “Or maybe you could actually stop to talk about why you’re trying to kill your liver. That might be helpful, and you won’t need a kidney transplant.” 
 
    “A few days of drinking isn’t going to kill my kidneys.” If anything it would be the two years prior to me joining the Kings of Vengeance that would kill my kidneys. I basically ate my cereal with beer instead of milk. I shrugged and ran my fingers through my hair. “Besides, I have two of them. What are the odds that they’ll both shit out on me at the same time?”  
 
    I was no doctor or nurse like Kimber, but I had to think that my odds were pretty good. 
 
    “You’re an idiot,” Kimber laughed. “People like you are the reason why Fancy and I will always have a job.” 
 
    I crushed the empty beer can in my hand. “Just doing my part.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Petra shouted from the table by the kitchen. “We need to go!” 
 
    “Do I even want to know?” Rhino drawled. 
 
    Petra flipped her phone around and shoved it in Rhino’s face. “We have to save the kitties!” 
 
    “Does she mean actual kitties, or is that code for down below kitties?” I whispered. 
 
    Kimber curled her lip and scowled. “What in the hell is wrong with you? Do you really think women walk around calling their vaginas kitties?” 
 
    “I like to refer to mine as my she shed.” Fancy smirked. She reached around Kimber to grab a glass. “Dyno likes to park his lawnmower in there.” 
 
    Kimber rolled her eyes. “This is why Point thinks we call our vaginas kitties because you just called Dyno’s dick a lawnmower.” Kimber pointed her finger at Fancy. “Which, by the way, is wrong on so many levels.” 
 
    “Cats!” Petra hollered. “We need to go save the kitty cats.” 
 
    “That could sti—” I snapped my mouth shut. 
 
    Kimber turned her finger on me. “She is in no way talking about her vagina right now.” Kimber closed her eyes and sighed. “It’s like you have never met Petra before. You really think she’s going to sit around talking about her vagina or saying we need to go save a bunch of vaginas?” she asked me. 
 
    I shrugged. “I mean, you’ve said vagina about ten times in twenty seconds. I don’t really put anything past you gaggle of girls.” 
 
    Petra stood and held her phone in her hand. “My favorite cat rescue is overcrowded, and they are doing a huge drive to get people to either foster or adopt. I’m going.” She pointed and swung her arm around the room. “We’re all going.” 
 
    “You are not getting another cat, Pet,” Rhino grumbled. 
 
    Petra waved off Rhino. “Whatever you say.” 
 
    “I think you just got brushed off, brother,” Zephyr laughed. 
 
    Rhino reached for Petra’s hand, but she sidestepped away from him. “I’m going to the shelter, Rhino. I need to save a kitty.” 
 
    “Where the hell are you going to put another cat?” he demanded. 
 
    Petra sprawled out her arms. “Um, well, this clubhouse is pretty damn huge, and it could use some kitties roaming around.” 
 
    “She said kitties,” Kimber laughed. “As in more than one.” 
 
    Quinn stepped into the clubhouse and closed the door behind him. “What’s gonna roam around the clubhouse?” he drawled. 
 
    “Pussy,” I blurted. “Petra is going to save the pussies and bring them back here to live.” I might have been slightly buzzed. Just a little. 
 
    “Uh, come again?” Quinn questioned.  
 
    “Oh, my God,” Kimber sputtered. “You’re an idiot,” she hissed at me.  
 
    I moved to the fridge to grab another beer, pulled one out, but froze before I popped the top.  
 
    Quinn stared at me and shook his head. “You’re done. Put the can down and figure your shit out. Stop trying to drown it with beer and whisky.” 
 
    I growled and curled my lip. “Last I checked, I was a grown man who made his own decisions.” 
 
    Quinn pointed to the front door. “Step out that door, and you can make your own decisions. Stay here, and the Kings are in your business. Front and center.” 
 
    “I can have a fucking beer.” One beer wouldn’t hurt anything. 
 
    “You mean your hundredth beer in three days?” Core called. 
 
    I flipped off Core. Fucking traitor. 
 
    “I’m going to the cat shelter,” Petra interrupted. “Who is coming with?” She grabbed her coat off the back of her chair and pulled it on. 
 
    “I’m in!” Kimber called. “I’m up for squishing the cute kitties.” She rubbed her hands together. 
 
    “Shit, I might as well go, too,” Fancy muttered. “Dyno is messing with his bike and isn’t giving me any attention.” 
 
    “As if you’re deprived,” Kimber laughed. 
 
    “Where is Queenie?” Petra asked. “Maybe Gunner will want to come?” 
 
    Kimber laughed. “Queenie will probably give us Gunner so she can grab an uninterrupted nap for an hour.” 
 
    “I am not going to the damn cat shelter with four chicks by myself,” Rhino protested. 
 
    Quinn pointed his finger at me. “You’re going with. Problem solved.” 
 
    “What?” I grunted. “I had two beers for breakfast. Sorry, I can’t drive.” 
 
    Quinn smirked. “No problem.” He reached in his pocket and tossed a set of keys to Rhino. “This is the perfect time for the new van’s first outing.” 
 
    “No,” Kimber whined. “You are not going to make us go around in that thing. People are going to think we’re driving around trying to lure little kids to the van. It’s a kidnapper van, Quinn. I can’t believe you wasted your money on it.” 
 
    Quinn shook his head. “You can blame that purchase on Dyno.” 
 
    Fancy scoffed. “Oh, please. As if you weren’t agreeing with him that it was a good purchase, so we didn’t have to drive two cars when we go out. You two overlooked the fact that it looks like a creeper van.” 
 
    Rhino glared at the keys in his hand. “How did I go from riding a Harley to this? Shit is worse than a mini-van, Quinn.” 
 
    “It’s gonna look like you’ve got a harem of hot chicks,” Core called. “You’ll be the coolest guy at the cat shelter.” 
 
    I pointed at Core. “You had him until you said cat shelter. You reminded him he’s doing bullshit.” Add cat shelter to anything and it became lame. 
 
    “Get the hell out of here,” Quinn grunted. “Keep an eye on the girls, and don’t bring back any cats.” 
 
    Rhino saluted Quinn. “I can tell you with all honesty I will not be able to keep that promise at all.” 
 
    Kimber ran down the hallway and was back in seconds with Queenie trailing behind her. “Queenie is in.” 
 
    “Uh, aren’t you missing a little boy?” Fancy asked. 
 
    Queenie gathered her hair in her hands and piled it on top of her head. “Gunner is passed out in the crib. Sledge said he’d keep an eye on him.” 
 
    Fancy bumped her fist with Queenie. “Sweet. Girls outing.” 
 
    “Book Club outing,” Petra corrected her. 
 
    “When did going to the cat shelter become part of Book Club?” Kimber asked. 
 
    “When it became a reason for us to get out of the clubhouse,” Fancy laughed. “Let's ride, ladies. I say we stop at the bar and pregame.” 
 
    “Pregame?” Petra asked. “You do know we are actually going to a real cat shelter, right?” 
 
    Fancy slung her arm around Petra’s shoulders. “Oh, grasshopper. I have many things to teach you. Anytime we get out of the clubhouse as a group, it’s a reason to pregame at the bar. Shots before petting the cute kitties is exactly what the doctor ordered.” 
 
    All the girls walked out of the clubhouse, trying to explain to Petra why it was always a good time to have a drink, no matter the time. 
 
    “I don’t want to go,” I grunted. 
 
    Quinn laughed. “Tough shit, brother. Go spend the day doing something other than drinking. Try to get your mind off of whatever demons you got haunting you right now.” 
 
    I pulled out my cigarettes from my pocket. “I don’t have any demons.” None I was going to fucking talk about. 
 
    Dyno laughed. “Yeah, right. Nothing is going on with you. You always drank so much you blacked out every damn night.” 
 
    A year ago that was more than true. “So, it’s a fucking crime to let loose?” I pointed to the open door. “Pretty sure all of your women are loading up in the van to go drink.” 
 
    Rhino tossed up the keys in the air and caught them. “Yeah, but the thing of it is, none of them are trying to drink away memories.” 
 
    “I don’t wanna fucking talk about it.” For the past four days, the guys had asked me at least twenty times what was wrong and if I wanted to actually talk about it. That just made me drink even more. 
 
    Fuck no. 
 
    I did not want to talk about it with anyone.  
 
    It was in the past, and I was getting over it. 
 
    For a while, I had been okay with the way things had ended with Deedra. I was just working my way through a slight hiccup, remembering the way things had been. Nothing a few more beers, and maybe a warm, welcoming body in my bed wouldn’t fix. 
 
    “If you don’t want to talk about it, then your ass is going to the fucking cat shelter.” Quinn shrugged. 
 
    “Fucking bullshit,” I muttered. 
 
    I followed Rhino out the front door and over to the large Chevy van. This fucking thing could fit eleven people in it, and once I got in the passenger seat, that was exactly what it sounded like with the four girls in the back talking and cackling. 
 
    With a sigh, I rested my foot on the dash and leaned my head against the headrest. “Love being part of an MC and just babysitting,” I grumbled. 
 
    Rhino laughed and backed up the van. “Hey, better than anything I was doing before I got the call from Quinn. Look on the brightside, brother. In about half an hour, you are going to be surrounded by cages upon cages of pussy.” 
 
    I glared at Rhino. “You’re losing your fucking mind if you think that shit is funny.” 
 
    Rhino shrugged and pulled out of the parking. “Gotta laugh, brother, and just accept what life throws at you.” 
 
    Pfft. I was a fucking expert at that.  
 
    Deedra had blindsided me three years ago, and I had made it through that. I never thought that I would actually see her again, but life had a funny way of bringing shit around full circle. 
 
    I just wished it could have left Deedra out of it. 
 
    She was messing with my head all over again, and just like before, I was in a tailspin trying to figure out how to deal with it. 
 
    A woman had never messed me up as much as she did. 
 
    Damn her and damn all of these girls for dragging me to this cat shelter. This was not the shit I had signed up for. 
 
    The sooner we got this bullshit over with, the sooner I could barricade myself in my room and get back to drowning out memories of Deedra. 
 
    * 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    Drowning in pussy… 
 
      
 
    Deedra 
 
      
 
    “I’m not holding a cat.” 
 
    Pat cradled the tiny gray cat in his arms. “It will help with viewers. People love animals.” 
 
    I shook my head. “With my luck, something will startle the little guy, and he’ll decide to claw his way up my face. No.”  
 
    I didn’t have anything against cats, but I didn’t want to hold one while doing my job. The goal today was to get some shots of the cats, report my story, and then get the hell out of here. If all went to plan, I would head over to Main Street to cover the pothole story, too. How hard was that going to be? 
 
    “Just hold the cat, Deedra. Try to look like you actually have a heart. The story about the kidnapped boy gave viewers a glimpse into you having a soul. This will tip you over the edge into actually being a human.” Pat pushed the cat into my arms and smiled. “Look like you’re having fun. This is a fun story.”  
 
    “I have a heart,” I grumbled. I just didn’t need to wear it on my sleeve when I was doing my job. I needed to report the facts, not be a bleeding heart. 
 
    “Just hold little Hulk and back up a bit to the cages.” Pat retreated a few steps and hoisted the camera onto his shoulder.  
 
    I shuffled back and firmly held the cat in my arm. “If this thing so much as looks at me wrong, Pat, I’m out.” I was not above tossing the cat to Pat and booking it back to the van. 
 
    Pat laughed. “It’s a stray cat, Deedra, not a wild tiger.” 
 
    I looked down at the cat. “We’ll see about that. Don’t make me go Carol Baskin on you, Pat.” 
 
    “She totally killed her husband,” said a voice from the right. 
 
    My eyes darted toward it, and my jaw dropped. 
 
    Queenie stood there along with Kimber and two other girls. 
 
    And Point. 
 
    Fucking hell. Why? 
 
    “She did.” Another guy stepped into the group. “You made me watch that bullshit.” 
 
    “You liked it, Rhino,” the woman whined to the guy I didn’t know. 
 
    Rhino shrugged and tossed his arm around the woman’s shoulders. “Only because you ended each episode with a little happiness.” He wiggled his eyebrows and pulled the woman close. 
 
    “Eww,” Queenie sneered. “I do not need to hear about the sexcapades between you and Petra.” 
 
    “It’s better to walk in on them in the laundry room, right, Queenie?” Kimber laughed. 
 
    Queenie held up her middle finger to Kimber. “We agreed to never talk about that, didn’t we?” 
 
    Kimber hitched her finger to the woman next to her. “I’m pretty sure Fancy and I never made a promise like that.” 
 
    Pat’s head bobbed from person to person as they bickered back and forth. I did the same.  
 
    Things were always interesting when this group of people were around. Point was the only one who hadn’t said a word yet. 
 
    His eyes were trained on me, and his lips were pressed into a grimace. He didn’t look too happy to see me. The feeling is mutual. 
 
    “Are you getting that cat?” Petra asked. 
 
    My eyes darted down to the cat. “Uh, no. I’m just using it.” 
 
    Rhino snickered. “How exactly do you use a cat?” 
 
    Pat chuckled. “I’m trying to make her seem more friendly.” 
 
    “Pat,” I hissed. “I’m friendly, dammit.” He didn’t need to announce to everyone I wasn’t exactly a hit with the viewers. 
 
    Petra stepped forward and petted the cat on his head. “What’s his name?” 
 
    “Uh, well, Pat called him Hulk.” I didn’t know if that was really its name or if Pat had just made it up. 
 
    “Hello there, li’l Hulk,” Petra cooed. “I think you could make anyone friendly, right?” Petra’s eyes snapped to me. “I don’t mean you’re not friendly. I just mean he’s so cute and even the bitchiest…” Her words trailed off, and she ducked her head sheepishly. “I’m going to stop talking.” 
 
    Did I really come off as that big of a bitch? I was a bit reserved, but I wasn’t bitchy. “Uh, I know what you mean. He’s a cute…thing.” Yeah, maybe I came off a bit standoffish, which could maybe seem bitchy. Maybe. 
 
    “Are you doing a story on the shelter?” Petra asked hopefully. “I got the text about the adoption drive today and had to come. If this hits the news I’m sure tons more people will come down and adopt.” 
 
    I nodded and held out the cat to her. She seemed way more comfortable with Hulk than I was. “Uh, that’s the plan.” Marty had mentioned the shelter had reached out to the station hoping we would cover the adoption drive.  
 
    She willingly took him and cradled the cat to her chest. “He’s such a little guy.” 
 
    “No, Petra. You are not going to get a cat,” Rhino droned. 
 
    Petra winked and pressed a kiss to Hulk’s tiny head. “That’s what he thinks,” she whispered. “You’re the one I saw a little bit ago at the last Book Club.” 
 
    “Is that the little guy you were eyeing up before Queenie got shot?” Kimber asked. “Small freaking world that Deedra was using him. I mean, petting him.” Kimber snorted but gave me a wink. “I only tease the ones I like.” 
 
    “You know him?” I asked. What were the odds that the cat Pat had pulled from the shelter was one Petra wanted? 
 
    Petra nodded. “Yup. It’s him, and he is coming home with me.” She smiled at Rhino. “Today.” 
 
    Rhino growled but didn’t say no. 
 
    Petra pressed a kiss to the cat’s forehead and then handed him back to me. “First, he needs to be on camera with you, though. Hulk will totally make you less bitchy.” 
 
    “Petra,” Fancy laughed and turned toward me. “We don’t actually think you’re a bitch.” 
 
    Point scoffed. 
 
    That hurt more than it probably should. 
 
    Of course, he thought I was a bitch.  
 
    “I’ll just need him for five minutes, and then you can get back to cuddling him.” 
 
    Petra stepped back to her friends, and Pat focused the camera on me. He counted me in, and my mask of apparent bitchy professionalism slipped into place. “If you’ve ever thought about bringing home a furry kitten, now is the perfect time,” I rattled off. 
 
    Petra and her friends watched me for a few seconds before fading back into the shelter looking at all of the cats available for adoption. All of them except for Point. 
 
    His arms were folded over his chest, and a grumpy grimace graced his lips. 
 
    I ran through my story, all the while knowing Point was watching me with unwavering eyes. 
 
    Hulk thankfully stayed relatively still in my arms and didn’t cause a ruckus at all. At least, he was one less thing I needed to worry about. 
 
    “That’s good,” Pat called. “I’m going to get some more shots of the cats. Maybe we can talk to one of the volunteers, too,” he suggested. 
 
    I nodded. “Way ahead of you on that one. One of the volunteers said she’d talk to us when we’re ready.” 
 
    Pat nodded and wandered away to get some more footage. 
 
    Point’s eyes were still on me, and I had no idea what to do or say. 
 
    “Really reporting on the big stories, huh?” he drawled. 
 
    I rolled my eyes and tamped down the urge to throw the cat at him. “I’m pretty sure Petra and your friends think the overcrowding of the animal shelter is a big story.” A lame reply, but he wasn’t wrong about this assignment. 
 
    “If it’s got four legs and fur, those girls will be all over it. Or, if booze is involved, they’ll be all over it, too.” 
 
    I nodded and stroked Hulk’s back. “Sound like my kind of people. At least, with the whole booze thing.” 
 
    Point smirked. “Then, you’d definitely fit into their Book Club.” 
 
    “I’ve been invited, remember? Not too sure you would be okay with me taking them up on that offer, though.” I wasn’t about to butt my way into Point’s world any more than I already had. I was sure Kimber had just invited me before so she could get the scoop on Point and I.  
 
    Point shrugged. “The prez’s ol’ lady invited you. Not my place to tell you not to come. I’d have Quinn on my ass for pissing her off.” 
 
    “You actually caring if you piss someone off,” I laughed. “I didn’t think I would ever see the day.” Point was very much laidback and did whatever he wanted without anyone’s permission.  
 
    He unfolded his arms and shrugged. “Lot of things have changed since you walked out on me.” 
 
    “Is that how this conversation is going to go?” I didn’t feel like hashing out everything in the middle of an animal shelter. I didn’t need him to throw the fact I walked out on him in my face all of the time. I know what I did, I didn’t need to be reminded of it. 
 
    “Figure I need to take advantage of the time I have with you.” He smirked. “Three years, I don’t see you, and then suddenly, you’re in my face two times. For all I know, I may see you again soon, or it might be another three years.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “You act like I’m purposely trying to see you.” Hulk fidgeted in my arms. “And for the record, today I was here before you showed up.”  
 
    When I stepped foot in the cat shelter, I never would have thought that I would see Point here. This was the last place I ever thought he would show up. 
 
    “You’re in my town, Deedra,” he drawled. 
 
    “You own the town of Whitmore?” I laughed. “And for the record, I’ve been here for over a year. Your bike club didn’t even exist back then.” 
 
    “What do you know about the Kings of Vengeance?” he asked. 
 
    “I did my research before coming to the clubhouse. Not a lot of information out there, but I know it was a little fishy how the Kings came to be after another local MC happened to blow up.” I had connected the dots and figured the Kings had kicked the Devil’s Rebels to the curb.  
 
    Point chuckled. “Funny how that happened. Must just be a coincidence.” 
 
    Hulk crawled up my shoulder and cuddled my neck. “That must be what it is.”  
 
    I wasn’t lying when I said there wasn’t much information on the Kings. It wasn’t like there were news stories about the club or anything. I had to comb through a lot of information to piece together what I had. 
 
    “So, you gonna keep popping up where I am?” he asked. 
 
    “You’re such an ass, Point. I remember you being sort of cocky, but I always thought you kept your ego in check.” I placed a hand under Hulk’s butt and gave him a gentle squeeze. I may not have been a cat person when I walked into the shelter, but Hulk proved to be a good kitty. 
 
    “Like I said, things change.” He glanced to the side. “People change.” 
 
    Evidently. “Well, I better get back to work.” 
 
    “You’re not wondering why we keep getting thrown together, Dee? Why in this big town, you and I seem to keep running into each other?” 
 
    I stepped toward him and held out Hulk. “It’s just coincidences, Point.” 
 
    He grabbed the cat with his large hands, and Hulk seemed even smaller. “Or maybe it’s a sign that you and I need to iron out whatever shit there is between us.” 
 
    “You always were a sap for fate, weren’t you, Point?” I laughed. Maybe there was a little bit of the guy I used to know in there. On more than one occasion, he had said it was fate that had brought us together at the Halloween party. Fate was also responsible for me walking out on our marriage then.  
 
    “I just believe things happen for a reason.” 
 
    I tucked my hair behind my ear. “Well, maybe you’re right, but I think things just happen.” 
 
    I sidestepped around Point, but his hand darted out. He gently grabbed my arm and pulled me to his side. Hulk purred loudly against Point’s chest and stared up at me. Traitor. 
 
    “We need to talk, Deedra. We’re not leaving things the way they are. We’re still married, after all.” Where did the grumpy jerk go? I could deal with him much better than nice Point. 
 
    “And one piece of paper can fix that.” 
 
    He leaned toward me. “You mean the piece of paper you said you would take care of three years ago?” 
 
    “Yeah, that one.” I was a little too busy chasing my dreams to take my ass to the courthouse and legally end things between us. That didn’t mean anything. 
 
    “Well, maybe we should talk before you walk your ass to the courthouse, yeah?” 
 
    “Point,” I whispered. 
 
    His eyes connected with mine. “You owe me that, Deedra. I want to talk. That’s it.” 
 
    I was worried that talk wouldn’t go the way it did three years ago and I wasn’t sure how to handle that. I rolled my eyes and sighed. “Fine, whatever. If that’s what you want.” I didn’t know what he wanted from me. I didn’t know half of what I felt, and he expected me to sit down and talk to him? Yeah, good luck with that. 
 
    “Tomorrow night, Mel’s Diner. Eight o’clock,” he rattled off. 
 
    “That’s kind of close to my bedtime.” The saying was true—the early bird got the worm, and I lived by that. At least, when I worked the next morning. “Make it six.” 
 
    Point laughed. “Eight, Dee. I’m calling the shots.” He turned on his heel, Hulk in his arms, and headed in the direction of Kimber and the girls. 
 
    I sighed, thankful Point wasn’t within five feet of me anymore. 
 
    Tomorrow night wouldn’t be the same, though. 
 
    Point wanted to talk, and I wasn’t even sure I would be able to string two words together that made sense. Three years ago, I couldn’t, and I knew right now I wouldn’t be able to. 
 
    “Yo, Deedra. Let’s get that other interview,” Pat called from the front of the shelter. 
 
    I pulled on the hem of my shirt and sighed. Right now, I had a job to do and couldn’t worry about Point or what he wanted to talk about. I slowly made my way over to Pat and pasted a smile on my face.  
 
    When I came to the shelter, all I had anticipated was petting some kittens and getting my story. Now I had slightly gushy feelings for a little cat named Hulk and a date with Point. 
 
    Yeah, not what I planned at all, yet here I was.  
 
    * 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    Three choices… 
 
      
 
    Point 
 
      
 
    “Church.” 
 
    “Oh, man,” Sledge groaned. “What the hell is going on now, Quinn?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I laughed. “Your tone sounds like there is some more shit about to be rained down on us.” It would be nice to have a few weeks where we weren’t trying to solve all of the world’s problems. Kidnapped ol’ ladies, psycho serial killers, and a dead cat were more than enough craziness the past few months. 
 
    “You fuckers do know we have things we need to be doing and can’t just stand around all day with our thumbs up our ass, right?” Quinn growled. 
 
    Core held up both his thumbs. “I don’t know about anyone else, but these guys are nowhere near up my ass.” 
 
    Dyno scoffed and shook his head. “You’re an idiot.” 
 
    Core shrugged. “Whatever, man. I’m just stating a fact.” 
 
    “We gotta talk about the strip club. Just get your asses to church.” Quinn stalked down the hallway to church, mumbling under his breath. 
 
    “You really think there isn’t anything going on?” Sledge asked.  
 
    I grabbed an apple off the table and polished it on my shirt. “Who the fuck knows? It’s been quiet since the whole Gunner kidnapping. Maybe we’ve dealt with enough shit, and now, we’re gonna have smooth sailing.” 
 
    “We can fucking hope,” Zephyr mumbled. “I’m keeping my head down and just praying all we have to do is hire some strippers and get some asses in the seats.” 
 
    “You really think that’s all we’re going to have to do?” Dyno laughed. “We gotta fucking have a place for the chicks to dance in first. As of right now, we got nothing.” 
 
    Sledge led the way down the hallway to church. “But what we do have is a hefty fucking debt to the Royal Bastards that is just waiting for us to fucking pay on it.” 
 
    “I got the first couple of payments, but the sooner we get the club going, the sooner I can stop personally funding this club,” Dyno chuckled. “I thought I was sitting on a nice nest egg, but you assholes have been draining it.” 
 
    Sledge held open the door, and we all filed in. Quinn sat at the head of the table, and Dyno took his seat next to him. The rest of us filled the chairs and waited expectantly for Quinn to talk. 
 
    “Nice of you guys to actually come without too much complaining,” Quinn drawled. 
 
    “Dyno was the one complaining about us using all of his money,” Core laughed. 
 
    Dyno growled and glared at Core. “You forget where none of us really trust you, Core?” 
 
    Core held up his hands. “Hey, Quinn said, you guys have to give me a chance.” 
 
    He sounded like a fucking toddler hiding behind his mom’s skirt. 
 
    “Yeah, I did,” Quinn agreed, “but I also said you needed to man the fuck up and be here one hundred and ten percent.” 
 
    “One-fifty, brother. I am here and in this club one hundred and fifty percent.” He nodded to Quinn. “I know what I need to do if I want to stay in this chair.” 
 
    Quinn nodded. “Good. Keep it that fucking way, and we won’t have a problem.” 
 
    It was a good thing Quinn liked Core because if it weren’t for him, there was no way in hell Core would be sitting next to me. He had done some shady shit in the past few months that made everyone wary of him. Me included. 
 
    “Let’s get the wheels moving on the club, so then there aren’t any reasons to be complaining.” Quinn side-eyed Dyno. “And you can stop spending your life fortune on us.” 
 
    Dyno laughed and held up his hands. “You know I gotta give you guys shit. I’ll help for however long you need me to.” 
 
    “You can help us right now by telling us about the places you’ve scouted for the club. Things are finally calmed down around here.” 
 
    “No,” Zephyr moaned. “You’ve just completely fucked us over. Never, ever say things have calmed down.” He looked around. “I think I just heard a woman’s cry of distress. No one move. All you single fuckers, do not move.” 
 
    Quinn chuckled. “You are one of those fuckers, Zephyr.” 
 
    Zephyr’s eyes bugged out. “I know.” He shrunk back in his chair. “I’m vulnerable.” 
 
    “Keep acting like that, and you won’t have to worry about any chick asking for help,” Rhino snickered. 
 
    “All right, all right,” Quinn interrupted. “Let’s get down to actual club business.” 
 
    Dyno held up his hand. “I’ve got three places that would be a good spot for the club. Two spots are already built, and the other option is closer to home but will take some major work.” 
 
    “Start from the ground up?” I asked. 
 
    Dyno nodded. “That’s kind of the way of the Kings, isn’t it? Quinn started this club from the ground up. We could continue that tradition to build the best strip club around in a four-state radius.” 
 
    “Just like we’re the best MC within a four-state radius.” Sledge bumped his fist with Zephyr. “Best around, baby.” 
 
    “Can we stay focused on the strip club?” Quinn asked. “It takes just one word, and you assholes go off on a fucking tangent about nothing.” 
 
    Zephyr held up his hands. “I was just pointing out the obvious.” 
 
    “It’s obvious,” I laughed. “No need to point it out.” 
 
    “Focus,” Quinn thundered. “Where are the places?”  
 
    Dyno held up one finger. “One is an old restaurant on the other side of town. Half an hour from the highway and just overall good traffic passing by. The building is empty, so it shouldn’t be hard to get in there and make it the way we want it.”  
 
    Core laughed. “And seeing how you made this hellhole a clubhouse, you should be more than able to flip the restaurant into a strip club.” 
 
    “Yeah. It’s going to be a lot of work, but we are more than capable of doing it.” Dyno added another finger. “Second place is a little bit more off the beaten path, but I have a feeling we could make it work. We’d have to do more advertising and whatnot, but the building is almost twice the size for the same price.” 
 
    “Why’s that?” Sledge asked. 
 
    Dyno shrugged. “It could be because it’s off the beaten path, or maybe it’s because it’s an old funeral home.” 
 
    “What?” Core gasped. “How the fuck are we going to have a strip club in an old funeral home?” 
 
    “It’s not a funeral home anymore,” Dyno pointed out. “Hasn’t been for about a year.” 
 
    “Are we really considering this?” I laughed. While I wasn’t freaking out about it like Core, I didn’t think it was the best idea. 
 
    Dyno shrugged. “From my background in construction, I know it’s got good bones.” 
 
    “It’s got good bones because there were fucking dead people in there!” Core seethed. 
 
    “Well, then I guess it’s pretty fitting we continue the tradition of having bones in there.” Zephyr smiled wide. 
 
    We all stared at him. 
 
    “Oh, come on,” he chuckled. “Dead bones, and then there will be boners in there if we make it a strip club.” He threw up his hands in the air. “I couldn’t be the only one who thought that.” 
 
    Rhino pointed at Zephyr. “There is something fucking wrong with you, brother. You keep this shit up, and you really won’t have to worry about being distracted by a chick. They ain’t gonna want you.” 
 
    Zephyr flipped him off. “That’s not what your mom said last night.” 
 
    Rhino chuckled.  
 
    “What’s the other place?” Quinn asked. 
 
    “Yeah, cause there ain’t no way we’re opening Skinz in a funeral home,” Core scoffed. 
 
    “It’s not off the table.” Quinn shrugged. “I just like hearing all of our options.” 
 
    “Our other option is we build the club.” Dyno looked around. “Right here.” 
 
    “We turn the clubhouse into a strip club?” I asked. 
 
    Dyno shook his head. “Not exactly. We would renovate the back half and add on.” 
 
    Sledge held up his hands and teetered them back and forth. “It would be nice to have the club right here, but then we also wouldn’t be able to get away from it.” 
 
    “You think that wouldn’t possibly bring some unnecessary drama to the clubhouse?” I asked. 
 
    Dyno shrugged. “I’m not sure of any of that. I just know we already own this.” 
 
    Quinn laid his hand on the table. “But maybe Point is right. We might not want to have Skinz literally in our backyard.” 
 
    “So, then, it’s the old restaurant or the funeral home.” Dyno sat back. “I personally vote for the funeral home. It has two levels where we could have the main club downstairs, and then upstairs, we could use it for private dances and whatnot.” 
 
    “And then the girls can have their dressing room in the old embalming room,” Zephyr snickered. 
 
    Dyno shrugged. “Possibly. That’s in the basement.” 
 
    Zephyr’s jaw dropped. “I was joking.” 
 
    “And I’m not.” Dyno drawled. “Forget that the place was a fucking funeral home, and then, you’ll see why the place will be good for Skinz.” 
 
    Quinn nodded. “Set up times for us to go see both places. I’m gonna veto building onto the clubhouse. I have enough to deal with already with just you assholes here. If we build on, then I’m going to be dealing with shit from the strip club twenty-four-seven. If it’s on the other side of town, I can at least leave there and not have that following me home.” 
 
    “I mean, I might like having one or two of the problems from the club following me home,” Zephyr chuckled. “If you know what I mean.” 
 
    “The only problem you’ll have is Rhino’s mom following you home,” Dyno scoffed. 
 
    “You really think Rhino’s mom is going to want to work at Skinz?” Sledge asked Zephyr. “I heard she had a hip replacement.” 
 
    “Say one more fucking word about my mom,” Rhino growled. “One more fucking thing, assholes.” 
 
    “Knock it off, idiots.” Quinn shook his head. “One more thing going on.” 
 
    “Here it is,” I laughed. “This is the bullshit coming.” 
 
    Quinn glared at me. I shrugged and sat back in my chair.  
 
    Our prez seemed to be at the end of his rope when it came to us cracking jokes. “Brick is out in three weeks. He should have been out more than a month ago, but some bullshit pushed everything back. If everything goes to plan, he should be here within the month.” 
 
    Dyno pounded his fist on the table. “Fuck yeah, brother. Now that is some good fucking news.” 
 
    Quinn and Dyno were the only two who had ever met Brick. The rest of us have just been going off of what we heard. Hell, none of us even knew why Brick was in prison. 
 
    “I think that calls for a fucking blowout party, huh?” Zephyr cheered. “Invite the whole damn town.” 
 
    “I think all Brick is going to want is a feast fit for a king and maybe a wet and willing body warming his bed.” Dyno shrugged. “Though, that doesn’t mean we can’t have a big party.” 
 
    “Do whatever you guys want. I know Brick will appreciate it.” Quinn held up his hand. “One more thing.” Quinn pointed at Rhino. “You wanna explain why there was a cat in my bed this morning? I rolled over and came face to face with the little fucker.” 
 
    Rhino held up his hands, defeated. “Look, brother. I tried to tell Petra a clubhouse isn’t the place for a cat, but she is bound and determined to have that little shit. At least he’s friendly. I’m sure once he gets used to being here, it won’t be a problem.” 
 
    “Keep him out of my room,” Quinn warned. “There’s only one pussy I want in my bed.” 
 
    “Damn,” Rhino laughed. “You’re as coldhearted as Point’s wife.” 
 
    I hung my head and groaned. Of course, Rhino was going to bring up Deedra. All the talk in the van on the way back to the clubhouse yesterday was about her.  
 
    After we made plans to meet up tonight, Deedra kept her distance. She interviewed one of the volunteers, and then, she pretended to like a few of the other cats before they took off. 
 
    Deedra never was one who was mushy and gushy a lot. I didn’t know she was having problems with viewers thinking she was a bitch, though. I sort of looked at it as she needed to be professional and couldn’t be fawning and crying over everything when she was on camera, right? 
 
    Even when she was being serious and whatnot, she was still fine as hell. People needed to pull the stick out of their asses if they thought she was a bitch and not downright beautiful. 
 
    “Can we not talk about this?” I asked. There wasn’t anything to talk about. At least, not between the guys and me. Deedra and I were a different story. 
 
    There was a whole heap of shit we needed to discuss. 
 
    “We’re not.” Quinn hit his fist on the table. “Set up viewings of both places, Dyno. Meanwhile, the rest of you just stay out of fucking trouble, yeah?”  
 
    Dyno nodded and followed Quinn out of the room. 
 
    “If any of you fuckers decide that having the club in that funeral home is what you want, I’m gonna personally beat the snot out of you,” Core warned. 
 
    Sledge chuckled. “Well, in that case, I can’t wait to see the funeral home and tell Quinn it’s the perfect fit for Skinz.” 
 
    Rhino smirked. “You might have made the wrong choice by showing your cards on not liking the funeral home, Core. Now, we’re all going to vote for it.” 
 
    Core groaned. “You guys are fucking insane. Do you really think opening a strip club in an old funeral home is the best idea? The place where hundreds of dead people were laid to rest.” 
 
    “I think you might be confusing a funeral home with a cemetery,” I laughed.  
 
    Core shook his head. “You know what I fucking mean. That place is fucking haunted, and that’s why it’s so damn cheap.”  
 
    Zephyr pointed at me. “Hey, maybe we can play on that with the club, you know?” Rhino tapped his finger on his chin. “Call the main club area the parlor. Have the DJ called the undertaker? Really play this shit up.” 
 
    “You guys are all fucking insane. Thinking having a funeral-themed strip club is a good idea.” Core threw his hands in the air. “Bunch of sick fuckers.”  
 
    He stormed from the room while we all laughed. 
 
    Sledge stood and stretched his arms over his head. “I don’t know about you guys, but I am going to do everything in my power to make sure we get that funeral home for the club only because I then want to make sure Core works every fucking night there.” 
 
    “Fuck yeah,” Rhino agreed. “I’m all for giving the guy a chance to be a part of the club, but he also has to know that means he’s going to get a ton of shit from us.” 
 
    “I say we figure out where the place is and head over there tonight.” Sledge nodded at me. “What do you say?” 
 
    I grimaced. “I’d normally be more than game for that, but I got plans tonight.” 
 
    Rhino tipped his head to the side. “Plans, huh?” 
 
    “You can shut your big mouth,” I growled. “You didn’t need to bring up Deedra like you did.” 
 
    “You trying to hide your past?” Rhino laughed. 
 
    “Not hiding anything, but I also don’t need to be airing my personal business out there, either,” I pointed out. 
 
    “Aw, he thinks he has personal business when he’s part of the Kings of Vengeance,” Zephyr chuckled. “Haven’t you learned by now that there are no fucking secrets around here, brother? Just ask Rhino’s mom.” 
 
    Rhino lunged for Zephyr. “Say it one more time, fucker. Try me.” 
 
    Zephyr raised his hands and took a step back toward the door. “Brother, I am so sorry. Please don’t hit me because your mama loves my face.”  
 
    He darted out the open door with Rhino hot on his heels. 
 
    Sledge chuckled. “We are a bunch of fucking idiots.” 
 
    “That’s the truth,” I agreed. 
 
    “You meeting up with the ol’ lady tonight?” he asked. 
 
    “I really don’t want to talk about Deedra, Sledge.”  
 
    “I don’t expect you to give us every detail of your life story, Point, but hiding the fact you have a wife is kind of big.” 
 
    I ran my fingers through my hair. “I don’t want to talk about it because I don’t know what to say. Maybe after tonight, I’ll have some more to say about it.” 
 
    “Things didn’t end between you two?” 
 
    Fucking Sledge. He wasn’t getting the point I did not want to talk about Deedra. “We imploded, brother, and I was a fool who didn’t see it coming.” 
 
    He nodded. “Well, just know we’re here if you need anything. Even if you just wanna drink and bitch.” He headed out of the room, and I was left alone. 
 
    I was good at the drinking part. I wasn’t too keen on bitching about my own shit to someone else.  
 
    The only person I wanted to talk about Deedra with was Deedra.  
 
    She was the only one who had the answers I needed. 
 
    Tonight, I was going to get them. 
 
    * 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    Drop it… 
 
      
 
    Deedra 
 
      
 
    “What are you dressed up for?” 
 
    “I’m not dressed up.” I was. I reached down and tugged on the hem of my dress. It hadn’t seemed short when I stood in front of the mirror at home, but now it felt like my ass was hanging out. 
 
    Yeah, I was wearing a dress. I never wore dresses. It was typically dress slacks if I was on air or jeans if I was out chasing a story. Dresses weren’t conducive to me doing my job. 
 
    “You never look like this.” 
 
    I glared at my informant, Joseph. “Like what?” 
 
    “Approachable.” 
 
    Again with this bullshit. “Are you telling me that because I put a dress on, I look less like a bitch?” Talk about judging a book by its cover. 
 
    “Whoa, whoa,” Joseph laughed. “I don’t think the word bitch came out of my mouth, did it?” 
 
    My shoulders sagged, and I sighed. “You didn’t. I’m just dealing with some stuff. Sorry.” Dealing with the apparently well-known fact that I was a bitch, and I was the last to know it.  
 
    “Someone not treating you right, mama?” 
 
    I laughed. “What have I told you about calling me mama, Joseph?” 
 
    He hung his head and sighed. “That it creeps you out because you possibly could be my mom.” 
 
    “I would have been pregnant at thirteen, Joseph, but it’s possible. You make me feel old.”  
 
    Joseph was eighteen and had been on the streets for two years. He told me living in a cardboard box was better than being at home with his mom and dad. It made me wonder how bad things really were for him there. 
 
    He leaned against the brick wall of the restaurant where I was meeting Point. 
 
    Since Point insisted we get together at eight, I had moved my meet with Joseph to right before. I had actually left work early to run to the mall for a new outfit and then spent all afternoon primping and pampering myself. I kept repeating over and over that I was just treating myself, and it wasn’t because of Point. I needed a dress to have in my closet.  
 
    I didn’t even believe it after I finished shaving my legs and slipped on the dark blue dress. Strapless and form-fitting around my chest, it then flared out when it hit my waist. Paired with my black kitten heels, it looked like I was trying to impress someone. 
 
    Someone being Point. 
 
    Ugh. 
 
    “Didn’t even let me shoot my shot,” Joseph laughed. “Here I thought you and I were starting a thing.” 
 
    I opened my purse and handed him an envelope. “I figured you would have done the math. I’m thirteen years older than you, Joseph. You’d be much better off finding a woman who isn’t old and crusty. Or bitchy.” 
 
    Joseph grabbed the envelope and peeked inside. “Not old or crusty,” he muttered. “What you got for me today?” 
 
    “The usual and something more if you have anything good for me.” I had an extra twenty tucked away if he gave me some good information.  
 
    Joseph thumbed through the two gift cards and two twenties. I wasn’t made of money, but I paid Joseph well for the information he gave me. He was the best informant I had ever had. All the ones before gave me one or two details, and then they just held their hand out all of the time. 
 
    “New strip club coming to town. That motorcycle club in town was looking at places the other week. One of my buddies on the other side of town saw some tall dude with Vengeance on their back. Might be newsworthy.” 
 
    I pursed my lips. “Maybe. Though I’m sure it’s all on the up and up.” And if it wasn’t, I didn’t think Joseph would know of it yet, seeing as it was just happening. I didn’t know much about the Kings of Vengeance, but I knew they kept their cards close to their chests. If they didn’t want people to know about what they were doing, no one knew. 
 
    “Anything else on the lead you gave me last week?” That was what I was here for. I hadn’t known the Kings of Vengeance were opening a strip club, but I doubted that would be more than a thirty-second blip on the eleven o’clock news. 
 
    Joseph shook his head. “As of right now, I haven’t heard anything. Since the Clarks went away for a long fucking time, there have been rumblings wondering who is going to take over the meth market. Right now, it’s just been rumors about people I ain’t never even heard of.” 
 
    “Who is it you’ve never heard of? And last week, you told me there was someone actually moving in and showing face.” I slightly doubted if Joseph was telling me good information. He was slightly flip flopping on what he already told me. 
 
    Joseph looked around and tucked the envelope in his back pocket. “That fell through or something.” 
 
    I eyed him warily. Or something? That seemed like a pile of horse shit. “Fell through?” I drawled. “What are you not telling me?” 
 
    He stepped toward me. His voice was lowered and his eyes were hooded. “There is nothing to tell, Deedra. Just take my word on this and let it go.” 
 
    Joseph had never sounded so worried. Every other time I had talked to him, he was so nonchalant and flippant. Something or someone had him running scared. “You can talk to me, Joseph. If something or someone is threatening you, I can help.” I may not be able to help him, but the police were only a phone call away. I was looking for information, but I didn’t want anyone getting hurt. Joseph included. 
 
    He closed his eyes and shook his head. “I think that’s the first dumb thing I’ve ever heard you say, Deedra. How is a classy chick like you who lives in a duplex over in the ritzy part of town going to help me?” He opened his eyes and stepped away from me. “Thanks for the cash, and I’ll see you around.” 
 
    “Same time next week?” I called. I knew I sounded desperate as hell, but I had a feeling I wouldn’t be talking to Joseph again. At least, not about any information regarding the possible new person or group of people coming in to take over for the Clarks. 
 
    Joseph just raised his hand in farewell and walked away. 
 
    “That why you didn’t want to meet at eight? Had a date before?” 
 
    I whirled around and clutched my hand to my chest. Jesus. How the hell had Point snuck up on me like that? “Hell, Point. You may want to give some warning before you sneak up on someone.” 
 
    He smirked. “Then it really isn’t sneaking around, is it?” He nodded in the direction that Joseph had disappeared in. “He’s a little young for you, isn’t he?” 
 
    I rolled my eyes and hitched my purse on my shoulder. “I’m old enough to be his mother.” 
 
    “Hey, hey,” he laughed. “Not trying to knock your kink or anything like that. I didn’t know you turned into a cougar.” 
 
    “I’m slightly offended that you think I’m old enough even to be considered a cougar.” I tugged on the hem of my dress and tried to find words that made sense and didn’t sound incredibly bitchy. 
 
    Point leaned against the brick building. “If the shoe fits.” 
 
    I growled. “You’re early.” Yeah, there went not being bitchy. 
 
    “Yeah, sure am. Been that way all of my life.” 
 
    I nodded at the restaurant. “You wanna go in?” Maybe I just needed to eat. Point had pushed my usual dinner time back by two hours. I was getting hangry. 
 
    He shook his head. “Not until you tell me who your date was.” 
 
    “He wasn’t a date, Point. Can we just please go inside and get this over with?” I had planned on being done talking to Joseph by the time Point showed up, but I forgot that Point was always fifteen minutes early, no matter what. 
 
    “Then, who was he?” 
 
    He wasn’t going to let this go. Point would beat this thing to death until I told him who Joseph was. “He’s a guy I get information from. Or, he was the guy I got information from. He wasn’t too thrilled when he left.” That was something I was going to have to worry about now. Did Joseph really know nothing, or was he hiding something? Something that seemed to make him a bit scared. 
 
    “What kind of information do you get from a kid like that?” Point shook his head. “Telling you all the gossip going on at the high school?” 
 
    “You’re an idiot,” I grumbled. “Joseph isn’t in school. He just lets me know what’s going on in the streets. That’s it; the end.” I didn’t want to go into it with him. 
 
    Point shook his head. “I know that’s what you want to believe, but you seem pretty frazzled by whatever just happened between the two of you.” 
 
    “It was nothing. There is nothing. Now can we eat? I’m starving. I normally have eaten by now and am getting ready for bed.” Feed me, let me go home. 
 
    “Wild woman,” Point chuckled. “I really am keeping you up past your bedtime tonight. Hopefully, you can make it all the way through the meal without having to take a nap.” 
 
    I stepped back. “If you don’t get me in there right now, I can’t make any promises if I will or won’t fall asleep.” I was more than able to stay up past nine o’clock. I just didn’t like to if I didn’t have to. I could fall asleep any and everywhere as long I cleared my mind and closed my eyes. It was a rare talent that most people didn’t even know existed. 
 
    Point grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the front door. Finally. 
 
    His palm felt familiar pressed to mine, and I didn’t try to yank it away. I had once loved this man, and for months I craved even the simplest touch from him. I indulged myself and didn’t throw a fit as he walked in the door, talked to the waitress, and led me to a table in the back. 
 
    I sat on one side of the table, and Point settled on the other. 
 
    “I’ve never been here before,” I marveled as my eyes took in all of the amazing décor. It was like we had stepped into the fifties. Mel’s Diner was absolutely amazing. 
 
    “Been here a couple times with the guys before.” Point grabbed a menu and set it in front of me. 
 
    “And the girls?” I laughed. “It seems like the guys of the club don’t really go anywhere without their ol’ ladies.” 
 
    He shrugged and opened his menu. “Yeah, they’re all pretty much attached at the hip. Though with this Book Club shit going on, it seems more like you can’t see one of the girls without seeing the rest of them close by.” 
 
    “It’s like they have their own club going on,” I laughed. 
 
    Point glared at me. “You have no idea how right that is. Swear to God, they’re all going to drive me insane with all of the going here and there that they do.” 
 
    “Nothing wrong with that. And it’s not like you have to go with them or anything.” None of them were Point’s ol’ lady so he didn’t have to keep an eye on any of them. 
 
    Point looked me dead in the eye. “You really think I went to a cat shelter without being forced to?” 
 
    I shrugged. “You’re the one who said you’ve changed. Maybe you’re into that kind of thing.” I doubted it, but I found it hard to believe that Point went to the shelter because he was told to. 
 
    “I’m into doing what my prez tells me to do. There was no way in hell Rhino would have been able to keep an eye on the girls by himself.” 
 
    Well, and there you had it. Point had changed and actually became a part of something that was bigger than him. “And why do the girls need someone watching over them?” I questioned. Seemed rather overbearing to me. 
 
    “Because,” he replied bluntly. 
 
    “Because, why?” I countered. There was way more behind what Point was saying. I smelled a story. At least an interesting fact or tidbit. 
 
    “Because things are going on that you don’t need to know about, Deedra.”  
 
    “What don’t I need to know about?” 
 
    “Fuck’s sake, woman. This right here is why you’re a good reporter. You just bug and bug ‘til you get the info you want.” He chuckled and shook his head. 
 
    That was right. I had the patience of a saint and went after something like a dog on a bone. “So, tell me why the girls need someone always watching them.” 
 
    Point opened his menu. “I think I’m going to have the patty melt and fries. What about you?” 
 
    “Burger and the soup of the day.” I didn’t need to look at the menu. I had spotted the board on the way in saying what the soup of the day was, and you never could go wrong with a burger at a diner. “What’s going on that the girls need someone watching over them?” I asked again. 
 
    “Nothing.”  
 
    The waitress came over and set two tall glasses of water in front of us. “Can I get you two anything else to drink?” 
 
    I smiled up at the waitress. “Unsweet tea for me.” She was interrupting my interrogation of Point, but she was just doing her job. “And two packets of Splenda.” 
 
    “Coke.” 
 
    The waitress walked away, and Point closed his menu. “Why don’t you just get sweet tea if you’re just going to add sugar to your unsweet tea?” 
 
    “Because I don’t want sugar. I want Splenda.” I struggled with my weight the way it was. If I was going to be naughty and have sugar, I liked to eat it, not drink it. “What’s going on with the club?” 
 
    “Nothing, Deedra. Now drop it.”  
 
    His tone was final but I had to try at least one more time. “Come on, Point. I don’t kno—” 
 
    “Stop,” he growled. He leaned toward me. “There are places you shouldn’t stick your nose, Deedra, if you want to have a nose left. You have nothing to do with my club and don’t need to know why we do things the way we do.” His eyes darkened, and his lip snarled. “Drop. It.” 
 
    I sat back and held up my hands defensively. Maybe I crossed that invisible line. “Got it.”  
 
      
 
    * 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    Running… 
 
      
 
    Point 
 
      
 
    Fucking hell. 
 
    I had forgotten how relentless Deedra was when she wanted to know something. 
 
    There wasn’t anything to tell about the club. Not to someone who wasn’t a part of it. 
 
    With so much shit that had been going on with the club, we were all just cautious about anyone being out on their own. The girls were good about finding trouble wherever they went, so it was just best to have a brother or two with them when they went out. 
 
    “Did you get your story done today?” I asked. 
 
    Deedra shrugged. She was pissed. I knew it wasn’t often when she didn’t get the story she was after. She was sniffing around for one about the club, but she wasn’t going to get it. “Pat was working on editing when I left work today. I’ve got a couple of other ones I’m working on. I’m assuming they’ll be up in the next couple of days.” 
 
    “What other story did you work on?” 
 
    “Potholes around town,” she said simply. 
 
    “On Main Street?” I guessed. 
 
    She pursed her lips. “Uh, yeah. How did you know?” 
 
    I chuckled and sat back in the booth. “Swear to Christ, I almost lost my bike in one the other day. Fucking ridiculous, they let it get as bad as it is.” 
 
    “Oh, sure,” she muttered. “I’m sure it’s hard dodging them on a bike.” 
 
    That was an understatement. “So, what have you been up to for the past three years?” Time to get to the information I wanted. Where had Deedra been and what had she been up to? 
 
    “We’re gonna act like you didn’t go all cranky biker on me?” She rolled her eyes and sighed. “Typical.”  
 
    I leveled my gaze on her. “We’re gonna act like you weren’t going all reporter on me when I told you to stop three times?” 
 
    She folded her arms over her chest. “Whatever.” 
 
    The waitress came back with our drinks. “Okay, what can I get you two to eat?” 
 
    I ordered for both of us, and the waitress left with a smile. 
 
    “I could have ordered my food,” she muttered. 
 
    “You used to like when I ordered for you. You’re just a brat because I’m not telling you what you want.” Deedra was a piranha when she was working. Taking no shit and doing everything she could to get the story. When she would come home, she liked to unwind and not have to do anything.  
 
    “I’m not a brat,” she mumbled. She ripped open the packets of Splenda and dumped them into her drink. “Next thing, you’re going to call me a bitch like all of your friends did.” 
 
    “Whoa, whoa,” I laughed. “No one called you a bitch exactly. I think it was bitchiness that was said. You’re the one who said bitch.” 
 
    “That’s not splitting hairs at all, Point.” She rolled her eyes. “And, I’m pretty sure they said I wasn’t friendly.” 
 
    I shook my head. “No, Dee. Your camera guy said the viewers didn’t think you were friendly.” She wasn’t going to go blaming everything on the girls when it was her camera guy who had started it. 
 
    “Well, no one seemed to disagree with it.” She pulled the wrapper off her straw and stuck it in her cup.  
 
    “When did you start caring about what people think of you?” Deedra was never one to care if someone liked her or not. She lived how she wanted to, and if someone didn’t like it, she told ‘em to fuck off. 
 
    She shrugged and swirled her straw around in her cup. “Having it said straight to my face is a little different.” 
 
    “You know you’re not a bitch, Deedra. That is the furthest from the truth, and you know it.” I took a sip of my drink. “You think we can actually talk about what we came here for?” 
 
    “Um.” She took a sip of her tea. “I think I’d rather talk about how big of a bitch I am. My feelings can handle that better.” 
 
    “Not happening.” I had a list of questions for Deedra, and I wanted to know the answers to them. “What have you been up to?” 
 
    “Working, Point. The thing I was always doing when we were together.” 
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know about that. You always made time for me.”  
 
    Sure, Deedra worked a lot, but you kind of need to do that if you want to have a comfortable life. It was also her dream. She wanted more than anything to find the next big story and be the first one to report it. 
 
    Hell, no matter what she needed to do to get it, she did. I always thought she got off on the thrill of the possible danger. 
 
    “What have you been doing?” she countered. 
 
    I pointed to the patch on my chest. “Joined an MC after I kicked my drinking problem. Got a group of guys who’d die for me. The usual,” I chuckled. 
 
    “You always were good at making friends,” she muttered.  
 
    The club was more than friends. “They’re my family, Dee.” 
 
    She nodded. “I’ve seen Sons of Anarchy, Point. I get it.” 
 
    “Uh, not sure that’s accurate but okay.”  
 
    She rolled her eyes. “I mean, I get the whole brotherhood thing. I hope you’re not doing half of the stuff they did on the show.” 
 
    I cleared my throat. 
 
    “Jesus, Point. Please don’t put me in the position where I have to report on what your dumbass is doing.” 
 
    I held up my hands. “I plead the fifth when it comes to you, Dee. I know you are always looking for your next story.” 
 
    “I already know you guys are opening a strip club.” She leaned forward. “Are you seriously going to use the old funeral home?” she whispered. 
 
    What in the fuck? “You wanna tell me how the hell you know any of what you just said?” How the hell did Deedra know about the funeral home? Hell, how the fuck did she know that we were planning on opening a strip club? We didn’t broadcast our business for anyone. 
 
    “You know I have connections, Point. I don’t know why you’re surprised.” As if that was going to be a good enough explanation. 
 
    “I’m surprised because I didn’t know any of what you just said until earlier today. Who the fuck do you have snitching? Is it fucking Core?” I hadn’t recognized the kid she had been talking to earlier so I didn’t know how he would have known anything about the club. It had to be someone connected to the club. 
 
    Swear to God if it was Core, I was going to kick his ass personally. 
 
    She tipped her head to the side. “I don’t know who that is.” 
 
    “He’s part of the fucking club, Deedra. Who from the club is telling you our business?” She had about ten seconds before I lost my shit. 
 
     “No one from the club told me anything. Do you really think everything you guys do is a secret?” She laughed and shook her head. “It’s not like you guys move around underneath invisibility cloaks or something.” 
 
    “Who. Told. You.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. “My informant who has no connection to the club. He has a friend who saw one of you guys looking at property and overheard him talking about opening a strip club. Honestly, Point. I’m glad that you found the club and they became your family, but you’re wound a little tight.” She sipped from her tea. “I think you need to have a beer or something.” 
 
    I wasn’t wound tight. I just didn’t want people knowing shit about the club that wasn’t public knowledge yet. “And what in the fuck is an invisibility cloak?”  
 
    Her jaw dropped. “You don’t know what an invisibility cloak is?” she gasped. “Have you never seen Harry Potter?” 
 
    “I don’t watch shit movies.” I actually didn’t watch movies, period. I didn’t have three hours to sit down and stare at the TV. A TV show now and then, sure. A long ass movie? No. 
 
    She clutched her hand to her chest and struggled to breath. “How did you just call Harry Potter shit? I mean, I’m not a huge fan of the fifth one, but you need it to tell the story.” 
 
    “Been busy doing other shit. Now back to the person who told you about the club.” It had been my own fault to distract her from telling me about who told her information about the club. 
 
    “Gawd, Point. I thought I beat things to death.” She moved her cup to the side and made room for the plates the waitress was bringing over. “He’s the kid you saw me out front with.” 
 
    The waitress set the plates down and pulled a bottle of ketchup from her pocket. She asked if we needed anything else, but I dismissed her with a shake of my head. 
 
    “What’s his name?” I grunted. 
 
    Deedra took the top off her burger. “Uh, I’m not telling you his name. I do that, you find him, yell at him, and then he never talks to me again. Although, I’m pretty sure he dried up with information because I think there was something else he wanted to tell me but he was too afraid to.”  
 
    She poured an obscene amount of ketchup on her burger and slapped the top bun back on. 
 
    “Name,” I growled. 
 
    “No. You’re not gonna get it from me, Point. If he would have said anything bad about you or the club, then I would tell you. What he told me is pretty much public knowledge to anyone that was there. Knock off the caveman biker shit.” 
 
    I growled but didn’t persue it. “If you hear anything more about the club that doesn’t come from the club, then you need to tell me.” No one needed to be talking about the club. 
 
    She rolled her eyes. “As if you guys are that interesting. I didn’t really know much about you guys until I did the story about Queenie and Gunner.” She leaned forward. “It might be crazy, but there is more going on in Whitmore than your motorcycle club.” 
 
    “Because that is how we want it, Deedra. We’re not into broadcasting our business to the whole world.” 
 
    She took a huge bite of her burger. “Then it’s a good thing no one cares.” She set her burger down and moved to her steaming bowl of soup. “Eat your food before it gets cold. I don’t want to hear you complain that your French fries are shit because you let them sit.” 
 
    “I’m not joking about this, Deedra. I know the club is some little joke to you, but there are things going on that no one needs to know about.”  
 
    She wiped her mouth with her napkin. “You know words like that excite me, Point. What is going on that no one needs to know about?” Her eyes lit up and she quirked an eyebrow.  
 
    And just like that, her little quip calmed me. I chuckled and shook my head. “Just let me know if your little informant knows anything else about the club.” 
 
    She saluted me. “You got it, Mr. Biker.” 
 
    “That what you’re gonna call me now?” 
 
    She shrugged and took another bite of her burger. “If the shoe fits. Might as well put that sucker on and lace it up, right?” She sat back in the booth and sighed. “Can we move onto something else now?” 
 
    I took a bite of my patty melt and moaned. “You can never go wrong ordering a greasy ass patty melt from here.” 
 
    She eyed my plate. 
 
    “You wanna try it?” 
 
    Her eyes darted to mine. “I mean, if you don’t mind. My burger is good, but yours looks a hell of a lot better.”  
 
    I cut it in half and lifted it to her mouth. A pull of stringy cheese hung from the plate to the sandwich. “Oh, cheese,” she whispered. “You know my inner Wisconsin girl comes out when the cheese comes out.” 
 
    She leaned forward and took a huge bite. Cheese dripped down her chin and she swiped it away with her finger. 
 
    “You still got a cheese drawer?” I laughed. I set the patty melt down and licked the grease off my fingers. Deedra had an obsession with cheese. She blamed it on her youth growing up in Wisconsin.  
 
    She moaned and closed her eyes. “Oh, my God, that is good.” She licked her lips and smiled. “And I now have two cheese drawers.” She opened her eyes. “I had to get a new one in the last move, and you can bet your ass I made sure there was plenty of room for cheese.” 
 
    “There were a couple things I knew to never keep from you. Cheese was one of them.” 
 
    She laughed. “You are right about that.” She took a sip of her tea. “What are the other things?” 
 
    I held up one finger. “Cheese is a food group. If you were having a bad day, a good hunk of cheese would go a long way in making it better.” I added one more finger. “My sweatshirt.” I lowered my voice. “The one I know you still have.” 
 
    Her cheeks turned pink. “Uh, which one? I mean, I might have something like that.” 
 
    I shook my head. I knew damn well she had it. When I realized she had taken it when she had left, it gave me a little sliver of hope that she really did still love me. “Pretty sure a close inspection of your drawers would find it.” 
 
    She waved her hand. “Continue with what you think you know about me.” 
 
    I held up three fingers. “Your job. Nothing can or will stand between it and you.” 
 
    She shrugged. “I mean, that’s right, but it sounds way more harsh when you say it like. And it’s not like I love my job most. It’s just that I kind of need to have a job so why not be the best at what I do, right?” 
 
    “At the sake of everything else in your life?” I asked. 
 
    Her eyes dropped to her half-eaten burger. “I think it’s time for another subject change.” 
 
    I shook my head. “No. This subject is pretty much going to lead us into what we’re here to talk about.” 
 
    She sighed and looked up at me. “Can I at least have one more bite of your sandwich before you ruin my dinner?” She reached across the table and grabbed my patty melt. She took another bite then looked down at her burger. She grabbed it, set it on my plate, and kept the half of patty melt to herself. “If you’re gonna make me possibly cry, then I get your food.” 
 
    “Fair enough,” I chuckled. 
 
    She took another bite and waved her hand toward me. “Commence with whatever you want to talk about.” 
 
    I waited ‘til she finished chewing and dropped the sandwich to her plate. 
 
    “Why did you leave me, Dee?”  
 
    Her face paled, and she dropped her chin to her chest. 
 
    I wasn’t going to beat around the bush. She had given me the bullshit excuse of not loving me anymore, but that was just that…bullshit. 
 
    “I told you when I left,” she whispered. 
 
    “Bullshit,” I seethed. “No way in hell you stopped loving me at the drop of a hat. We were good, and then, you were fucking gone. What changed in the matter of seconds for you to not want to be with me? Was I not good enough for you? Did I not treat you right? What the hell did I do?”  
 
    Everything I should have said the day she left me bubbled out. I wasn’t leaving this restaurant without getting answers. 
 
    “It wasn’t any of that, Point.” She listlessly stirred her spoon around in her soup. 
 
    “Then what in the hell was it, Dee? What made you leave?” 
 
    She closed her eyes and dropped her spoon. “I didn’t know how to love you, Point. I didn’t know how to give you what you needed.” 
 
    “What in the fuck does that mean?” I spat. “From where I was sitting, I never once thought you didn’t know how to love me.” 
 
    “I didn’t know how to be me while I was with you without then neglecting you.” 
 
    And now I was thoroughly confused. “What in the fuck are you talking about?”  
 
    I didn’t mean to be so harsh, but seriously, what the fuck? 
 
    She groaned and pushed away her plate. “This is why it was just easier to tell you I stopped loving you. You wouldn’t and don’t understand what I’m saying.” 
 
    “Because it’s like you’re speaking a different language, Dee. Why the hell couldn’t you be you if you were with me? I fell in love with you, so why wouldn’t I want you to be you with me?” I had just confused myself all over again. 
 
    “Can we please not do this, Point? It’s in the past, and that’s where it needs to stay.” She glanced over her shoulder where the waitress had disappeared. “Let’s just get the check and call it a night.” 
 
    “You’re not going to run away from me again, Deedra. I’m not the same guy I was three years ago who just sat by and watched you walk out of my life.” 
 
    She grabbed her purse and hitched it over her shoulder. “I don’t want to do this. I’m not going to do this.” 
 
    I reached for her hand, but she snatched it away. “What in the hell is going on, Dee? What are you running from?” 
 
    She sniffled and scooted out of the booth. “I’m running from hurting you.”  
 
    “Leaving me is meant to not hurt me?” I snapped. “Are you fucking high? Not one fucking thing you’ve said has made sense.” 
 
    She wiped her nose with the back of her hand. “I know, but I don’t know what else to do. I’m sorry, Point. I never meant to hurt you then, and that’s not what I’m trying to do now.”  
 
    Dee dashed from the diner and out the front door. 
 
    “Son of a bitch,” I shouted. I pulled out my wallet, dropped a fifty on the table, and followed her. 
 
    She was running.  
 
    Again. 
 
    It wasn’t going to work this time. 
 
    I wasn’t letting her go. 
 
    * 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    Best I ever had… 
 
      
 
    Deedra 
 
      
 
    Dammit. 
 
    Dammit. 
 
    Dammit. 
 
    Why couldn’t I speak?  
 
    Why couldn’t I say what I felt? 
 
    I’m afraid I’m going to lose myself, Point. I’m worried I’m going to fall so in love with you that I won’t know where you end and I begin. I’m destined to lose myself in you, and it terrifies the hell out of me because part of me is okay with it. 
 
    There.  
 
    That is what I needed to say but noooo. I couldn’t say that. I said everything but that. 
 
    He wouldn’t understand that, though. He would think it was something he was doing to make me feel that way when, in reality, it had nothing to do with him. It was my own heart wanting to dissolve into him and never surface entirely. 
 
    It was a miracle I was able to dash to my car and rocket out of the parking lot without Point seeing me. 
 
    I turned onto my street, and my stomach dropped. 
 
    Right there, parked in front of my duplex, Point sat on his motorcycle. 
 
    How? 
 
    How in the hell had he managed to beat me home? 
 
    Also, how in the hell did he know where I lived? 
 
    I parked in the driveway in front of the garage and killed the engine. I didn’t get out, though. Maybe if I just sat in my car, I could wait him out, and he would just eventually leave. 
 
    I watched him in my rearview mirror, but my hopes of waiting him out were dashed when he slid off his bike and strutted up the driveway. My hand darted out and hit the door lock. 
 
    Point stood in front of my door. “Really?” he called. 
 
    “I can’t open the door. You should probably go,” I shouted. More like I didn’t want to open the door. “The lock is broken. I’ll just spend the night here.” 
 
    “I saw you hit the lock, Deedra.” 
 
    I held up my hands and shrugged. “Really? Maybe you should get your eyes checked. I was trying to unlock it, but it’s not working.” 
 
    He pointed his finger at me. “Open the door, Dee.”  
 
    His voice was raised, and I knew it was only a matter of time until my neighbors heard him and came out to see me arguing with a biker in my driveway. 
 
    “I don’t want to,” I countered. Like, really did not want to. 
 
    Point turned his head and raised his hand. “Hi. Nothing to see here.” 
 
    What?! I scrambled to unlock the door and jumped out of the car. I did not need my neighbors seeing this. I looked in the direction Point had been talking, but no one was there. 
 
    “You asshole,” I seethed. “You tricked me.” 
 
    He grabbed my hand, pulled me out of the way of the door, and slammed it shut. “You always were surprisingly gullible.” 
 
    “I am not gullible,” I whined. “And I need my purse out of the car.” 
 
    Point tightened his grip on my hand. “You’re not going anywhere, Dee. I let go of your hand, and you run into the house and lock me out.” He opened the door, managed to grab my purse, and slammed the door again. “I’m not as gullible as you.” 
 
    “Calling me gullible is just as bad as your friends calling me a bitch.” 
 
    He pulled me toward the front door. “We really going to go back to debating this shit?” We stopped in front of the door. “Open it,” he demanded. 
 
    I didn’t want to. “I think this is where we end our night. It was nice seeing you again, Point, but I think you and I never seeing each other is for the best.”  
 
    Or at least not for thirty or so years. Fifty would be nice. 
 
    Point stared at me. 
 
    “You weren’t this intimidating when we were married.” He was strong and very much the alpha in our relationship, but he wasn’t this intense. 
 
    “We’re still married,” he growled. “Open the door.” 
 
    I tipped my head back and looked up at him. “If I didn’t know you, I would be slightly afraid of you right now.”  
 
    “Are you?” he asked. 
 
    I paused for a beat. “Well, no. I don’t think you’ve changed so much to where you’d hurt me.” 
 
    He lowered his voice and leaned toward me. “I’d never hurt a hair on your head, Dee, let alone lay a finger on you.” 
 
    My heart skipped a beat. I stuck the key in the lock and twisted. 
 
    “You had to hear me say I wouldn’t hurt you?” he drawled. 
 
    I shook my head and pushed open the door. “No. I saw the old Point.” It was the first time I had really seen him. I held open the door and motioned for Point to come in. “Let’s get this over with.” 
 
    He closed the door behind him, and I led the way to the kitchen. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he asked. 
 
    I opened the freezer and pulled out a tin foil pan. “Heating up dinner since you ruined ours at the restaurant.”  
 
    My stomach rumbled at the thought of leaving the delicious patty melt on my plate. The lasagna I made and froze a month ago was going to have to do. 
 
    “Pretty sure you were the one who ran out, not me.” 
 
    I shrugged and laid the pan on top of the oven. I cranked the temperature to three-seventy-five and took the foil off the top of the pan. “Because you kept talking about things I didn’t want to talk about.” 
 
    Point moved to the table and sat down. “You want to know the thing that surprised me the most when you left?” 
 
    Ugh. He didn’t take the hint that we needed to stop talking about any of this. “What surprised you?” 
 
    His voice was quiet and soft. “The fact you ran. I never took you for someone who would just run away when things got slightly tough.” 
 
    I slid the pan into the oven. I turned to face him and leaned against the counter. “I didn’t run because things were tough. I ran because I didn’t know how to love you and not lose myself.” Bloody hell, I had finally said what I actually wanted to. “How was I supposed to make a life with you and live my dream while wondering if you were giving up your dream for my dream?”  
 
    Okay, that came out a little confusing, but it at least came out. 
 
    “I think that’s the first coherent thing you’ve said to me all night.” He laid his arm on the table and kicked his legs out in front of him. “Not that I exactly understand why you feel that way, but I get it.” 
 
    “Good. You can let yourself out then.” I had said it and now it was time to go. 
 
    Point chuckled. “You’re not going to get rid of me that easily, Dee.” 
 
    “That only happens if I tell you I don’t love you anymore, right?” It was an ill-timed joke. I laughed lamely and sighed. “Ha.”  
 
    “Stop trying to scare me away, Dee.” 
 
    “That’s like the tenth time you’ve called me that. You know I hate when people shorten my name.” One of my biggest pet peeves was being called Dee. Do it and I stopped liking you. Unless your name was Point. He did it just to drive me crazy. 
 
    “You hate it when everyone but me calls you Dee,” he countered.  
 
    “Only because you refused to not do it.” I folded my arms over my chest. “Now that I think about it, it seemed to be your goal to call me Dee whenever you could.” 
 
    He shrugged. “I know how to push your buttons. That’s what married people are supposed to do, right?” he chuckled. 
 
    So the truth comes out. “I think you might have that a little sideways. Your goal in life should not have been to annoy me.” 
 
    “Kept you on your toes, Dee.” 
 
    I grunted. “The game is up, Point. It’s Deedra. Unless you’d like me to call you by your real name.” A name he hated that I never called him because I knew he didn’t like it. 
 
    Point shook his head. 
 
    “Is that a no? You wouldn’t like that?” I laughed. “But…I guess it is my job to push your buttons since we are still married, right?” If he could do it to me, I could do it to him. 
 
    His name was on the tip of my tongue. 
 
    “Don’t,” he warned. 
 
    A smirk spread across my lips. “Don’t call you Wendel?” I tapped my finger on my chin. “You don’t like to be called Wendel Schmid?” 
 
    “You’re playing with fire, Dee,” he growled. 
 
    “Stop calling me Dee, and I’ll step away from the fire, Wendel,” I reasoned. Though I liked standing next to his fire. It heated me to the core and I didn’t want to step away from it. 
 
    Point slowly stood. “You first, Dee.”  
 
    He ambled over to me and caged me in with his arms on either side of me. I had plenty of time to move and get out of the way, but it seemed my feet were glued to the floor.  
 
    “How about we both agree to not do…that?” Point being so close to me was making my brain foggy. “Yes?” 
 
    He leaned into me. “No.”  
 
    A simple word that somehow made a shiver run through me. “Uh, what was the question?”  
 
    Fried brain complete. 
 
    Point’s lips were a breath away from mine. “The question is, do you still love me?” 
 
    His closeness, the smell of his woodsy cologne, and his breath on my skin were too much to handle.  
 
    “Yes,” I breathed out. I couldn’t deny it anymore. I never stopped.  
 
    Not even for one second. 
 
    “I never stopped, Dee. Even when you tried to throw my heart in my face and walked out on me. I knew you were still mine even if you said you didn’t want me.” His lips brushed against mine, and the world stood still. “I’ve loved you since the day I met you.” 
 
    The words broke my heart. I had this man, and then, I had foolishly thrown him away because I wasn’t able to make heads or tails of my feelings. “I’m sorry for what I did.” 
 
    He reached up and cradled my cheek. “I’ve wanted to hear those words come out of your mouth for three years. With each day that went by where I didn’t get papers served to me, I held out hope that you were still mine.” 
 
    I was still his. Sure, there had been one or two men since I had left, but right here in this moment, I couldn’t even remember their names, let alone think they were better than Point. “I wasn’t a saint,” I blurted out. “I mean, I wasn’t a ho-ho, but I wasn’t Mother Mary, either.” 
 
    Point chuckled. “I’m pretty sure I would have told you that you were full of shit if you tried to tell me you were a born-again-virgin since we broke up.” 
 
    A horrible thought floated into my head. Point had been with other women. More than likely, a lot more than the two men I had been with. My eyes dropped to the cut he was wearing—a lot of women, seeing as he was part of the club.  
 
    “I wasn’t a saint either, Dee.” 
 
    My eyes darted to his. “Stop reading my mind, and I don’t want to know.”  
 
    I couldn’t handle knowing about Point and other women. 
 
    He chuckled. “Relax. It wasn’t like I was about to give you the blow by blow of the past three years. I just wanted you to know like you wanted me to know. I hoped one day I would be with you again, but we’re both human.” His thumb stroked my cheek, and I leaned into his touch. “I could read it all over your face what you were thinking. Your poker face was never very good.” 
 
    “My poker face is just fine. You just connected the dots that I could be thinking.” That was all that was.  
 
    “Sure,” he whispered. 
 
    I sighed and dropped my chin to my chest. “We haven’t really fixed any of our problems, Point.”  
 
    As much as I was enjoying being this close to him, I still had the same odd feelings I did three years ago. I didn’t know how to be me with him. 
 
    “We both need more time to figure out that shit, but for right now, I just need to kiss you, Dee, and pretend that you’re mine and never left me.” 
 
    What was so wrong with that? We were married after all, I reasoned. “I see nothing wrong with a husband kissing his wife,” I whispered.  
 
    “I’m glad we can agree on that.” Point’s lips connected with mine, and I was hit with a freight train of emotions.  
 
    His kisses were always addictive. I could never have just one and think it was enough. His fingers delved into my hair, and his other hand splayed over the cinch of my waist. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders and leaned completely into him. My chest pressed against his, my fingernails digging into the fabric of his cut. One kiss and I lost myself in Point. It was exhilarating but also terrifying. How could this man own me with just one kiss? 
 
    His tongue glided over mine, and a moan escaped my mouth. 
 
    “Best I’ve ever had,” he whispered when we both came up for air. 
 
    I pressed my forehead against his and kept my eyes closed. “I don’t know how you do that.” 
 
    “That was all you, sugar.” 
 
    I hummed and leaned back. “I like when you call me that.” 
 
    He pressed a kiss to my forehead. “Better than Dee?” 
 
    I slapped my hand against his chest. “You can’t kiss me like that and then call me Dee,” I protested. 
 
    “I like to keep you on your toes.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes.  
 
    “I should get going.” 
 
    My heart fell. “Oh.” 
 
    “I’ve got plans for early in the morning.” 
 
    I wanted to ask what plans he could possibly have that made him have to leave, but I knew it wasn’t my place to ask that. “Uh, well, thanks for tonight.”  
 
    Lame. I didn’t know what else to say. I had been on a roller coaster of emotions all night, and when Point and I finally got to a good moment, he said he had to leave. 
 
    Maybe that was for the best. I needed some time to just sit back and figure out what I was feeling. My mind was pretty foggy from his touch, so some time away might be good. 
 
    “Thanks?” he chuckled. “I’ll call you tomorrow. Maybe we could try the whole dinner thing again without one of us storming out?” 
 
    I nodded. “I think we could give it a try again.” 
 
    His lips brushed against mine, and it took all of my willpower to not grab him by the vest and drag him to my bedroom. “Later, sugar.” 
 
    Point left, and I was alone with a pan of lasagna and whole lot of feelings. 
 
    Feelings I wasn’t too sure what to do with. 
 
    Point was back, and he was making me wonder why I had even left in the first place. 
 
      
 
    *
  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
    Decisions… 
 
      
 
    Point 
 
      
 
    “Maybe you should have planned the first showing for earlier,” Zephyr grumbled. 
 
    Dyno chuckled and shook his head. “If you wouldn’t raise like the dead, you wouldn’t be such a cranky asshole.” 
 
    “Can we please not talk about the dead?” Core groaned. “We’re at a fucking funeral home.” He shifted restlessly from foot to foot while looking around cautiously. 
 
    Quinn leaned against his bike. “Are you really acting like a fucking pussy about this?” 
 
    Core motioned to the large building. “Are you really thinking opening a strip club here is a good idea?” he countered. Core still was acting like a baby about the funeral home.  
 
    Quinn tipped his head back and looked up at the building. “I mean, we’re gonna have to take down the signs and shit, but honestly, it’s just a large house they turned into a funeral home. We’re just gonna turn it into a strip club,” he reasoned. 
 
    Dyno slid his sunglasses on top of his head. “As far as I’m concerned, you need to realize this is going to be the home of Skinz because we’re all going to vote for this just to fuck with you, Core.” 
 
    Core groaned and paced away from the building. 
 
    Quinn glanced at Dyno. “Is this a good idea, or are you fucking with Core?” he questioned. 
 
    Dyno chuckled. “It’s got good bones, and it’s the best of the two buildings. We’re going to look at the other one, but this place has my vote. Ninety-nine percent for the fact it’s more doable. It’s twice as big and the potential has no bounds.” 
 
    “And what about that other one percent?” I asked. I had a feeling what that percent was. 
 
    Dyno smiled wide. “Because I want to fuck with Core.” 
 
    A car pulled up, and the portly man who was our realtor stepped from the town car. 
 
    “Dyno,” he called. “I was happy to hear from you. I didn’t know if you would call after I saw the news story about the kidnapped boy.” 
 
    Dyno shook his hand. “Thankfully, everything is going good for Gunner and Queenie.” Dyno nodded to Quinn. “This is Quinn, the prez of the Kings of Vengeance.” 
 
    Quinn shook his hand.  
 
    “Good to meet you, Mr. Prez.” 
 
    Quinn smirked. “You can just call me Quinn.”  
 
    “And you can call me Engle. It’s an honor to meet you.” 
 
    I couldn’t help but think this guy was acting like he was meeting the president of the whole world. This was going to go straight to Quinn’s head. 
 
    Dyno did a blanket introduction to Engle, and then, he led us into the funeral home. 
 
    “Dyno mentioned what your new business venture is going to be. I know it might seem strange to be here, looking at this specific building, but if you’ve got any sort of vision, you can see why your club will flourish here.” Engle pushed open the double doors and stepped to the side. “Mind you, the building comes as is. So, everything you see will also be yours if you buy.” 
 
    Core stepped into the building and pointed to the right. “That’s a fucking coffin,” he whispered. 
 
    “Not like it’s being used,” Rhino laughed. “Calm the hell down, Core.” 
 
    “This is some bullshit.” Core shook his head and walked back out the front door. “I’ll be by my bike,” he yelled. 
 
    “Here’s my plan.” Dyno stood in the middle of what I assumed was the reception area. “All of the walls down here get knocked down. Bar over on that wall. DJ booth on the other side of the room.” He turned and motioned to the back wall. “Stage comes out from that wall and ends in the middle of the room. Plenty of room for a shit-ton of tables and standing room.” 
 
    Rhino leaned against the large staircase by the front door. “What about this?” 
 
    “Private rooms and the dressing rooms for the girls.” Dyno moved across the room and slid open a large door. 
 
    “Holy fuck,” I laughed. “I can tell you right now you will never get Core in that elevator.” 
 
    Quinn laughed. “Room for plenty of people or a coffin.” 
 
    “Not sure if this will actually be for everyday use, but it’ll be nice to have for when we’re moving shit in.” Dyno slid the door shut. “We have a couple of guys posted at the door, the bottom of the stairs, and by the stage. This setup is more than ideal.” 
 
    “I’m all for fucking with Core and just getting this place because it freaks him out, but you think maybe it’ll freak out other people?” Sledge asked. 
 
    Dyno shrugged. “It’s not like we’re going to advertise it as an old funeral home or anything. By the time we’re done renovating this place, you won’t even be able to tell what it was before.” 
 
    Quinn nodded and stepped toward the stairs. “All right. Everyone wander around. Get a feel for it. We finish up here, check out the next place, and then we take a vote. We need to get the ball rolling on whatever we decide to do.”  
 
    Core never came back in, but the rest of us checked out every inch of the funeral home. Besides the coffin, by the front door, there wasn’t much else left besides some furniture. The upstairs was actually a living area that wouldn’t be hard at all to turn into a dressing area and private rooms for dances. 
 
    Then Engle took us over to the restaurant, and right away, I knew it wasn’t going to work. 
 
    “I think you should have shown us this place first,” I chuckled. “Compared to the funeral home, this place is fucking tiny.” 
 
    Dyno nodded. “It’s actually not that small in the way restaurants go, but seeing as the funeral home is twice the size, it’s small.” 
 
    We quickly toured the restaurant and met back out front. 
 
    “So, what are you fellas thinking?” Engle asked. 
 
    Quinn slid his sunglasses over his eyes. “They firm on the price?” 
 
    Engle laughed. “Everything is negotiable. They’ve both been on the market for over one hundred days. They’re both motivated sellers.” 
 
    “They both need the same kind of work. Knockdown walls. Take the good walls to the studs.” Dyno ran his fingers through his hair. “This place we could make the kitchen the dressing rooms, but I don’t think we would have enough room for private rooms.” 
 
    Sledge shook his head. “The funeral home, we have more than enough room for what we want plus space for an office.” 
 
    “This is a no-brainer for me. More room means more people in the seats, which means more money in our pockets.” I shrugged. “I’m in for the funeral home.” 
 
    Quinn nodded to Engle. “Give us five minutes.” Engle moseyed away toward the restaurant. “Let’s vote.” He nodded to Sledge. 
 
    “Funeral home,” Sledge replied. 
 
    “Funeral home,” Rhino echoed. 
 
    Zephyr laughed. “I was only going to vote for the funeral home to piss off Core, but I’d be stupid to vote for the restaurant. Funeral home for me.” 
 
    Quinn pointed at me.  
 
    “Funeral home,” I repeated. 
 
    Dyno held up two fingers. “My ass is all in on the funeral home.” 
 
    Quinn looked at Core. “Think with your fucking head and not your chicken heart.” 
 
    Core frowned. “As if it matters what I vote, seeing as the majority is for the funeral home.” 
 
    Quinn nodded to the restaurant. “Give me a good reason why we should open the club here, and I’ll consider it.” 
 
    Core opened his mouth and then snapped it shut. He did it three more times before he hung his head and sighed. “Funeral home,” he mumbled. 
 
    Zephyr pumped his fist in the air. “I cannot wait to fuck around with you on that elevator.” 
 
    Core’s head snapped up. “Elevator?” 
 
    “I guess your punk-ass should have looked around a little bit more,” Dyno laughed. 
 
    “All right. You guys head back to the clubhouse. Dyno and I will start pounding out all of the details with Engle.” Quinn called for Engle to come back over. He pointed to Zephyr and Core. “I want you guys to start setting up Brick’s room. Clean it out of all of the shit in there and start making a list of shit we need to get. Three weeks will be here before we know it.” 
 
    Zephyr pointed at me. “What the fuck is he going to be doing?” 
 
    “Whatever the hell he wants to,” Quinn snapped. “You need him holding your damn hand or something?” 
 
    Zephyr snarled. “Whatever.” He stormed over to his bike and took off. 
 
    “What in the hell is up to his ass?” Dyno laughed. “Acting like you asked him to clean the whole fucking clubhouse or something.” 
 
    I ran my fingers through my hair. “Well, seeing as all the shit we didn’t know what to do with is in Brick’s room and Quinn just told him to clean it up, it is kind of like he’s cleaning the whole clubhouse.” 
 
    “Jesus,” Quinn groaned. “I didn’t think it was that bad.” 
 
    Rhino shrugged. “Most of it can just be thrown away or donated. I can help him.” 
 
    “Me, too,” I volunteered. Core was supposed to help him, but having Rhino and me there too would make it quick work. 
 
    “This is how the fucking club should work.” Quinn shook his head. “Fucking bitching when you have to do something is going to fucking end. Go help, and I don’t wanna hear any bitching.” He nodded to Sledge. “You help too if Queenie doesn’t need any help with Gunner.” 
 
    Sledge nodded. “We planned on grocery shopping while Kimber and Fancy watched Gunner.” 
 
    Dyno pointed at Sledge. “Get some of that fruity cereal.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Rhino agreed. “And that cinnamon shit, too.” 
 
    Quinn shook his head. “Bunch of bikers asked for fruity cereal.” 
 
    Quinn and Dyno headed over to Engle, who was talking on the phone by his car. 
 
    “How long you think this is going to take?” Rhino asked. 
 
    I shrugged. “I think the better question is how many trips to the dump it is going to take.”  
 
    I had personally put some of the shit in that room and knew it was garbage. 
 
    Sledge slapped me on the back. “Have fun, fuckers,” he laughed. 
 
    I grunted but didn’t argue. This may suck, but it shouldn’t take too long. I had plans with Deedra tonight, and nothing was going to keep me from them. 
 
      
 
    * 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
    Mama needs a drink… 
 
      
 
    Deedra 
 
      
 
    “Pumpkin patch tomorrow?” 
 
    I groaned and powered off my computer. “Do we have to do that?” I was dreading going to the pumpkin patch to be surrounded by happy little families. 
 
    Pat laughed and leaned against my desk. “I would say skip it, but Marty just came and asked me about it.” 
 
    “Son of a bitch.” Trudging through a field just to look at a huge pumpkin was not my idea of a good time. “Then I guess we need to do it tomorrow.” 
 
    “I think I’m gonna tell Barb and the kids to meet me there, if that’s okay with you. Halloween is a little less than three weeks away, and we haven’t gotten our pumpkins yet.” Now Pat was going to bring his darling family along to join all the other perfect families looking for the perfect pumpkin. 
 
    I grabbed my purse from under my desk and stood. “Oh, Pat. You and Barb are the picture of domestic bliss.” Pat and Barb had been married for sixteen years and had three kids.  
 
    He shrugged. “We seem to make it work.” 
 
    I smiled sadly. “Invite them along, and I can work on editing the story after. You can take the rest of the day off since I took off early yesterday.” 
 
    Pat smiled. “Sounds like a plan, Deedra. I’ll meet you at the pumpkin patch at one if that works for you.” 
 
    I nodded. “See you then.” 
 
    We walked out to our cars together, and I gave him a wave as I slipped into mine. 
 
    My phone dinged, and I pulled it out to see a number I didn’t know.  
 
    Busy at the clubhouse. Want to meet me here? 
 
    Point. 
 
    A goofy smile spread across my lips. We were anything but back to normal, but last night’s kiss held tons of promise even I couldn’t ignore. 
 
    Sure. What are we doing? I needed to know if I had to go home to change or if I could just go over there in my work clothes. 
 
    Not sure. Just want to see you. 
 
    And my heart melted into a puddle. Be there in twenty minutes. 
 
    Okay. The girls are here. They can entertain you till I’m done. 
 
    Hmm. What was Point doing that he couldn’t come over, but he wanted me at the clubhouse? 
 
    I’ll stop and grab a bottle of wine as a peace offering. Part of me still thought they didn’t like me.  
 
    Just bring yourself.  
 
    Yeah, no. I was totally going to stop at the liquor store on the way. 
 
    Twenty minutes later, I pulled up to the clubhouse with three bottles in my passenger seat and a bag full of snacks.  
 
    I might have gone slightly overboard, hoping to impress the girls.  
 
    I tucked two bottles under one arm and grabbed the other bottle and overflowing bag of snacks with my hand. I managed to open the door to the clubhouse without dropping anything and was greeted with an unusual sight. 
 
    Kimber and Fancy were passed out on the floor, with Gunner sleeping peacefully between them. Queenie and Sledge were in the kitchen area, putting away a pile of food while Petra sat on the sofa with a book in her lap. 
 
    Petra’s head raised, and her eyes connected with mine. “Oh, hey!” she called. “I didn’t know you were coming over.” 
 
    “Oh, shit,” Sledge called. “Point texted me to let you girls know Deedra was coming over.” 
 
    Queenie reached over and smacked his arm. “I asked you who texted you, and you said no one.” 
 
    He shrugged. “Forgot.” 
 
    Kimber groaned on the floor and rolled over on her side. “Can you guys shut up?” 
 
    “No. It’s almost six o’clock. It’s nap time for Gunner, not you two,” Queenie laughed. 
 
    “Oh, please,” Kimber yawned. “Like you and Sledge don’t nap when Gunner does.” 
 
    Sledge chuckled. “You wanna tell them, or should I?” 
 
    Queenie pointed at Sledge. “No.” 
 
    I had a feeling I knew what Sledge was talking about. I didn’t think there was any napping going on when Gunner was napping. It was more like mommy and daddy time. 
 
    I held up the bag and bottle in my hand. “I brought wine and snacks.” The bottles in my other arm clanked together. “And more wine.” Food and wine seemed like a good shoe in with the girls. 
 
    Fancy’s head popped up. “Who said wine and snacks?” 
 
    Kimber laughed and laid her hand on her stomach. “I need a drink after taking care of your kid, Queenie.” 
 
    “Hey,” Queenie protested. “Any bad or annoying qualities Gunner has are solely from my sister. I’m the fun aunt turned mom. So, I’m still fun, but with all the responsibilities now.” 
 
    Gunner let out a cry and raised his hands over his head. “Speak of the devil,” Sledge laughed. “His cranky ass is awake.” 
 
    Queenie walked over to Gunner and lifted him up. He laid his head on her shoulder and closed his eyes. “Don’t worry about Daddy calling you cranky,” she cooed. “He would be cranky too if he had six teeth coming in at one time.” 
 
    Kimber jumped up from the floor and grabbed the two bottles from me. “Are you here to hang out with us or Point?” 
 
    “Uh, I think both?” Point had said he was busy and the girls would entertain me. I did bring the wine and snacks for them, not Point. “You guys now and then Point when he’s done doing… something.” 
 
    “Good answer,” Fancy laughed. “We need our men, but we also need girl time.” 
 
    “Oh!’ Petra shouted. “We could have an impromptu Book Club. I just finished a really good book the other day.” 
 
    Kimber shook her head and leaned toward me. “Petra thinks it’s an actual Book Club and not just a reason to get drunk.” 
 
    I couldn’t remember the last time I had sat down and read an actual book. Every now and then, I tried to listen to them, but I normally made it thirty minutes in and got distracted. “Uh, I’ve read Harry Potter.”  
 
    That was how long it had been since I read a book. And I honestly sort of skimmed over the last one because I had been in the middle of a public custody case and couldn’t give the book my full attention. The movie had filled in the blanks for me. 
 
    “Yes!” Petra called. “Someone who has actually read a book.” 
 
    “Should I break it to her that was years ago?” I whispered to Kimber. 
 
    Kimber shook her head. “You’ll break her heart.” She eyed me closely. “Did you actually read Harry Potter, or are you just trying to be nice?” 
 
    I laughed. “I read them all.”  
 
    Kimber nodded and stepped back. “Let’s get drunk and pretend we’re wizards like Harry Potter!” 
 
    “What?” Sledge called. “How the hell do you connect Harry Potter to getting drunk.” 
 
    “Butterbeer,” I quipped. “They drink it all the time, and well, I always thought if they added a splash of rum to it, they would have handled those dementors better.” 
 
    Petra let off a peel of laughter. “I don’t know if that would have worked, but it would have made things more interesting. Hermione needed a drink more than anyone.” 
 
    I followed Kimber into the kitchen and helped open the wine. She dumped the pretzels, chips, and salsa into bowls and set everything on a table by the kitchen. “Did you buy ice cream?” she asked Sledge. 
 
    He glared at her. “We did, but it’s not for you guys to eat in one sitting.” 
 
    “Are you the grocery gatekeeper?” she laughed. “Last I heard, if it was in the kitchen, then it was fair game.” 
 
    “Rocky road and peanut butter swirl are in the freezer in the laundry room,” Queenie called. “I’m going to change Gunner and then pass him off to Sledge so we can commence being witches.” 
 
    “Boys are wizards, girls are witches.” Petra corrected her. “So, we’ll get drunk like witches.” 
 
    Fancy drawled. “I mean, they’re both magical.” 
 
    I grabbed the bottles of wine and set them on the table with the snacks. “Where are glasses?” We needed to get the wine flowing. 
 
    If it were just me, I would have just drank from the bottle, but I didn’t think that would work when there was five of us and only three bottles. 
 
    “Cabinet next to the fridge,” Queenie called as she walked down the hallway. 
 
    I open the cabinet and saw no wine glasses. “Uh, which glasses should I use?” There were tons of plastic cups and a handful of glasses.  
 
    “Whatever you want, girl. We ain’t fancy,” Fancy cackled. “It just happens to be my name.” She lifted her foot into the air. “Hell, I don’t even wear my fancy heels much anymore.” 
 
    “I saw you the other night in the hallway with your heels on,” Petra pointed out. 
 
    I grabbed five mismatched glasses and set them on the table. They were better than nothing. 
 
    Fancy popped up off the floor and straightened her shirt. “And I didn’t have much else on, did I?” 
 
    “Ohh,” Petra gasped. 
 
    Fancy walked over to the table and grabbed one of the bottles. “I should probably say I don’t wear my heels much out in public anymore.” She threw a wink at Petra and worked on getting the cork out of the bottles. 
 
    She filled each glass and plopped down in one of the chairs.  
 
    “Grab some spoons, and let’s dig in.” Kimber set the ice cream on the counter and pried off the lids. 
 
    Petra beelined to the kitchen and grabbed five spoons. “Do we need bowls?” she called. 
 
    Fancy shrugged. “Do you feel like doing dishes when you’re three sheets to the wind?” 
 
    Petra bumped the drawer shut with her hip. “Nope.” 
 
    I sat down next to Fancy and grabbed a glass. I had been hoping Point would appear from somewhere, but I had no idea where he was. 
 
    I casually looked around hoping to figure out where he was.. 
 
    Fancy took a sip of her wine and watched me.  
 
    “Uh, is something wrong?” I asked when I couldn’t ignore the fact she was still staring at me. 
 
    “You look exactly the same as you do on TV. How in the hell do you manage that? Dyno takes a picture of me, and it looks like I have two stomachs and seven chins.” She tsked and shook her head. “Bitch.” 
 
    I choked on my wine.  
 
    Kimber cackled with laughter. “Deedra obviously has natural beauty while you and I have to find our beauty in a bottle of foundation.” She pointed to her nose. “I take my makeup off and my nose is twice the size.” 
 
    Fancy slapped her hand on the counter. “Girl, I have learned to contour my seventy-eleven chins into oblivion.” Fancy brushed her fingers over her chin. “Now, I only have three,” she cackled. 
 
    “I have a ton of makeup on,” I blurted. “Like, I don’t look like this when I go to bed.” I didn’t need them to think I was some perfect girl who always looked good. “I’m really rather ugly.” 
 
    “Right,” Kimber drawled.  
 
    “No, seriously. I wake up looking like a swamp monster.” I pointed to my forehead. “I have about three layers of contour on my forehead; otherwise, it looks like I have three foreheads.” 
 
    Fancy leaned close. “You don’t have a big forehead.” 
 
    “And you don’t have eleventy chins,” I countered and pointed at Kimber. “And your nose is perfect.” 
 
    Petra raised her hand, but I cut her off. 
 
    “And your eyes are beautiful.” 
 
    Petra touched her eye. “What’s wrong with my eyes? I was going to say I don’t even wear makeup.” 
 
    Fancy and Kimber busted out laughing, and my cheeks heated. “Uh, there’s nothing wrong with them. I just figured you were going to complain about something that wasn’t true.” Open mouth, insert foot. “You’re beautiful,” I blurted. There wasn’t anything wrong with her eyes, swear. 
 
    “Who’s beautiful?” Queenie asked. She handed off Gunner to Sledge, who I had forgotten was even there. 
 
    Sledge held Gunner and pressed a kiss to his cheek. “Kimber and Fancy called Deedra pretty, and then Deedra told Petra her eyes were beautiful.”  
 
    “Aw, that was nice, Deedra.” Queenie sat next to me and grabbed a glass. “I wish I had the energy to do more than get dressed in the morning.” 
 
    I leaned across the table and grabbed Petra’s hand. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it the way it came out.” 
 
    Petra smiled. “I know. I was just giving you shit.” She patted my hand. “You’ll have to get used to that around here. I had to, too.” 
 
    I sat back and sighed. That was a bullet dodged. 
 
    “Where are the rest of the guys?” Kimber asked. “They were all here before I fell asleep, and now, they’re gone.” 
 
    Sledge bounced Gunner in his arms. “Quinn and Dyno are still with the realtor guy. The other ones made the last run to the dump. They should be back soon.” 
 
    “How are they still with the realtor?” Kimber questioned. “You guys got home hours ago.” 
 
    Sledge shrugged. “Don’t know. I’m not here to question Quinn.” 
 
    Fancy rolled her eyes. “Well, I’m here to question Dyno. Let me call his ass and tell him he better be bringing pizza home for dinner.” Fancy pulled out her phone and pressed a few buttons. She put the phone to her ear and took a sip of her wine. “Bitch, you got the good shit.”  
 
    I clinked my glass against hers. “It’s middle of the road, but you don’t wake up with a hangover with this stuff. I’ve been drinking it for years.” More than a time or two I had managed to down a whole bottle in the night. Thankfully the next morning I hadn’t woken up to a killer hangover. 
 
    Queenie held up the bottle to Sledge. “Remember this because I won’t be able to.” 
 
    Sledge rolled his eyes and scoffed. “What? Am I your damn memory box or something? Write that shit down or take a picture.”  
 
    Queenie sighed but took out her phone. “I guess I don’t need you then.” 
 
    “Careful, woman,” Sledge warned. 
 
    I cleared my throat and dropped my eyes to the floor. “Yeah, or he’ll show you who’s boss during naptime.” 
 
    Queenie’s jaw dropped, and Sledge guffawed. 
 
    Kimber put her fingers in her ears. “No,” she shouted. “I have not yet recovered from seeing Queenie and Sledge getting it on in the laundry room. I don’t want to hear about them doing the nasty anymore.” 
 
    “We were not getting it on,” Queenie insisted.  
 
    “You were topless!” Fancy shouted. “And there ain’t no damn door on the laundry room. We had no idea our little Queenie likes to be watched.” 
 
    “Oh, my God.” Queenie grabbed her glass and downed the whole thing. “I’m gonna need this refilled real quick if this is how the night is going to go.” 
 
    Fancy grabbed one of the bottles and filled her cup to the brim. “That’s probably like three glasses of wine, so you should be tipsy and ready for some hanky panky in the laundry room in no time.” 
 
    Queenie groaned and pointed at Sledge. “This is all your damn fault.” 
 
    “Oh, Lord. These two are going at it now.” 
 
    I whipped my head around. Point stood near the door along with Rhino and two other guys I didn’t know. 
 
    “You bring pizza with you?” Kimber called. “You can only come in if you have pizza or some type of food that I like.” 
 
    “That’s pretty specific,” Rhino laughed. 
 
    “Whoa, new chick,” one of the guys I didn’t know called. 
 
    Point elbowed him in the gut. “Keep your eyes to yourself, fucker.” 
 
    The guy clutched his stomach. “What the hell?” he wheezed. “I didn’t even get a decent glimpse at her, and you’ve already claimed her? She looks just like that chick on the TV.” 
 
    Rhino slapped the guy in the back of the head. “That is the chick from the TV, and it’s Point’s wife, Core.” 
 
    “Whoa.” Core’s jaw dropped, and his eyes about bugged out of his head. “You get to bang the hot news chick.” 
 
    Oh, Jesus. Point had said the girls were entertaining, but I had to say the guys were just as much of a show. 
 
    I raised my hand and gave Core a wave. “I’m Deedra.” 
 
    Core raised his hand. “I’m Core.” 
 
    I smiled. “I figured that out. It’s nice to meet you.” See, I could be nice and not intimidating. 
 
    Point pointed to the other guy I didn’t know. “That’s Zephyr.” 
 
    Zephyr raised his hand. “Sup? You were here before, right?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. For Queenie and Gunner.” Maybe Point hadn’t really told anyone we were married. 
 
    “How do you not remember her?” Kimber asked. “I about flipped my shit when I told you guys.” 
 
    So maybe Point hadn’t told anyone, but Kimber had. Though maybe Core had missed that announcement. 
 
    “Pizza is coming,” Fancy muttered. 
 
    “You order?” Sledge asked. 
 
    Fancy smiled wide. “Yeah. The delivery boy’s name is Dyno. It should be here in half an hour.” 
 
    “I want you to call him a delivery boy to his face,” Kimber laughed. 
 
    “You gonna go get your girl or just stare at her?” Zephyr teased. “Stare at her like she’s the last va—” 
 
    Point pointed to Zephyr. “Finish that sentence, and I punch you in the nuts.” 
 
    Zephyr held up his hands. “Excuse me. I was just saying you seem—” 
 
    “Shut up, brother,” Rhino advised. He walked toward us and pulled Petra from her chair. She wrapped her arms around him and pressed a kiss to his cheek. 
 
    Core and Zephyr moved to the couch and called for Sledge to bring them a beer. 
 
    “What the fuck do I look like?” Sledge complained as he balanced Gunner in his arms and grabbed a couple of beers from the fridge. 
 
    Point stayed rooted where he was. 
 
    Fancy nudged me with her elbow. “Girl, I think you’re gonna have to go get your man.” 
 
    I sheepishly stood and shuffled over to Point. “Uh, hey.” 
 
    A slow smile spread over his lips. Without a word, he stepped back, bent over, and planted his shoulder in my stomach. He lifted me up and started walking. Where? I didn’t know because all I had ever seen of the clubhouse was the room we were in right now. 
 
    “Point!” I squealed. 
 
    “Yeah, boy,” Kimber called. “Take your girl, Point!” 
 
    “Wife! Take your wife,” Queenie corrected her. 
 
    “Now we’re talking,” one of the guys laughed as we walked by. I knew the girls voices, but I had no clue about the guys. They all sort of sounded the same except for Point. 
 
    The shouts faded as we moved down what I assumed was the hallway to somewhere. “Uh, where are you going?” I asked.  
 
    All I could see were Point’s legs and his butt. It was a nice butt, though. 
 
    “Away so I can be alone with you.” 
 
    Oh, well. I guess I was okay with that. “Is this alone time to talk or uh, do other things.” 
 
    He chuckled and opened a door. “A little of the first and a lot of the second if that works for you.” He leaned forward and tossed me into the air. 
 
    I landed with a soft thud. “I’m hoping this is your bed.” 
 
    “Well, it sure as shit ain’t Core’s.” 
 
    I laughed and raised my hands over my head. “So, what do you want to talk about?” 
 
    He stood over me and folded his arms over his chest. “I didn’t want to be so bold and instantly start ravaging you.” 
 
    I bit my bottom lip. “I mean, I wouldn’t have protested if that’s what you did.” 
 
    He smirked and shook his head. “How was your day?” 
 
    So, he wanted a little bit of small talk? I was fine with that. It was better than talking about my feelings that I still hadn’t sorted out. “It was good. Sort of slow but good.” 
 
    “Chasing down new leads or still working on the potholes?” 
 
    I flipped him off. “Haha. I’ll have you know, tomorrow I get to start working on a new story.” 
 
    “And what’s this one about?” 
 
    I raised up on my elbows. “Hank Denise’s bigass pumpkin.” I wiggled my eyebrows. “Totally breaking news.” 
 
    Point busted out a laugh. “Damn, Dee. You’re just crushing all the hard-hitting stories, aren’t you?” 
 
    I flopped back on the bed and laughed. “Yeah. Totally hard-hitting.” I sighed and ran my fingers through my hair. “And how was your day? Hopefully, more exciting than mine.” 
 
    “Figured out where the strip club is going. Cleaned out the last bedroom for Brick.” 
 
    I held up one finger. “What building did you guys decide on?” 
 
    “I’m talking to my wife and not a reporter, right?” 
 
    “Your strip club is not newsworthy. It’s not very wholesome.” 
 
    “Old funeral home over on the other side of town.” 
 
    “That’s interesting,” I laughed. “You might not be able to get on the news, but maybe one of those renovation shows would be interested in how you guys are planning to turn an old funeral home into a strip club.” 
 
    Point shrugged. “Dyno’s got plans.” He motioned to the room. “He’s the one who basically ripped this place down to the studs and rebuilt it.” 
 
    “Impressive,” I mumbled. I added one more finger. “Just who is Brick?” 
 
    “Member who is in prison right now. He’ll be out in a couple of weeks.” 
 
    “Also interesting.” 
 
    He pointed his finger at me. “That is not newsworthy either, Dee.” 
 
    I scoffed and waved my hand at him. “I do have some morals, Point. I’m not going to use what you tell me for my job.” I pointed my finger at him. “Unless you can tell who the person is that is taking over from the Clarks.” 
 
    “I don’t know, Dee, and I’m pretty sure that’s something you shouldn’t be sticking your nose into.” 
 
    I huffed and threw my hands in the air. “My job is to report the news, Point. I have to stick my nose out there to do that. I’m an investigative reporter.” 
 
    “Am I going to have to lock you in this room and make sure you don’t go getting into trouble?” 
 
    “Try it, Point. I dare you.”  
 
    He planted a knee on the bed. “I think we might be done talking.” 
 
    I licked my lips. “At least for now.”  
 
    There was no way Point was going to keep me away from doing my job. I was safe about what I did, and I wasn’t going to get hurt. 
 
    Point crawled up the bed and over my body.  
 
    “Do you think we’re moving kind of fast, Point?” I blurted out. I didn’t want to hide what I was feeling anymore. I had done that three years ago, and it ended up breaking both of our hearts. “I mean, should we maybe figure out what happened between us before we let the physical attraction start to blur the line?” 
 
    “I don’t want a line between us, Deedra.” His eyes connected with mine. “That was the problem we had before.” 
 
    “And that’s why I’m telling you what I’m feeling right now. Are we rushing into this when maybe we should take a step back and think?” Here I was, with the most gorgeous man I had ever seen back in my life. Literally right on top of me, and I thought we needed to slow down. 
 
    “You’re not going to push me away again, Deedra. If that is what you think you’re doing right now, you got another thing coming.” 
 
    “Think,” I blurted. 
 
    Point tipped his head to the side. “Come again?” 
 
    I sighed. Yeah, I would be the one to try to correct him about something that didn’t really matter. “It’s supposed to be another think coming. Which makes sense if you think about it, but thing makes sense, too. It’s kind of a touchy subject in certain groups of people.” 
 
    “I’m five seconds away from kissing you, and this is what you want to talk about?” he chuckled. 
 
     “Not really, but my brain makes me blurt stuff out that I would much rather just keep inside.” I winced. “Maybe forget I said anything?” 
 
    A knock sounded on the door. “Pizza is here. Come and get it before it’s all gone.” 
 
    “Go away, Zephyr,” Point called. 
 
    “Point,” I hissed. “That’s rude.” 
 
    Point rolled his eyes. “We’re in the middle of something here, Dee.” 
 
    I frowned and pursed my lips. “Not when you call me Dee, and I’m hungry.” 
 
    “Is this you running away again?” he grunted. 
 
    I teetered my hand back and forth. “Sort of, but not really. Just running to the pizza and hope you come with.” I was slightly running away but with the intention to not actually leave. 
 
    Point shook his head and pressed a quick kiss to my lips. “We’re continuing this later,” he promised. 
 
    “Sure.” Maybe. I might need a few drinks if we were actually going to talk seriously. “You think there is any wine left?” 
 
    Point gathered me in his arms and rolled us to the edge of the bed. “If you want some, we better get our asses out there right now. Those chicks tend to drink like fish.”  
 
    I planted my feet on the ground and stood. “Then let’s go, Wendel. Mama needs a drink.” 
 
      
 
    * 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
    From jokes to bullets… 
 
      
 
    Point 
 
      
 
    That one drink Deedra needed turned into seven. 
 
    Then Fancy brought out the vodka, and all bets were off. 
 
    “Can I tell you,” Kimber twirled her finger in Deedra’s face, “a dirty joke?” 
 
    Deedra hiccupped and nodded. “Hit meh.” 
 
    Kimber smiled wide. “It’s gonna be so funny that you are going to put it on tha news.” 
 
    “I need to hear it first,” Deedra insisted. Her eyes were hazy and a loopy smile played on her lips. 
 
    Kimber leaned close. “Pig fell in the mud!” she shouted. 
 
    “Oh, gawd,” Quinn groaned. “She’s reached the stage of drunkenness where she tells dad jokes.” 
 
    Deedra slapped the table and snorted. “That’s so good,” she laughed. She twirled her finger around like Kimber did. “Tell me another one.” 
 
    Kimber cleared her throat. “Did you hear the rumor about butter?” she asked. 
 
    Fancy groaned. 
 
    Deedra shook her head. “No. Tell me.” 
 
    Kimber folded her arms over her chest and leaned back in her chair. “Well, I’m not going to spread it.” 
 
    Deedra snorted so hard she choked and broke into a coughing fit. 
 
    Kimber leaned back to high-five Petra and almost fell out of her chair. 
 
    “You think it’s about time we cut them off?” Dyno asked. 
 
    The women were all gathered around the table closest to the kitchen, and the guys had posted up by the table closest to the couch. 
 
    As soon as Deedra and I had walked into the common room, she peeled off with the girls and left me alone. She kept stealing glances my way, but she didn’t come over by me. I had planned to stay the rest of the night in my room with her, remembering how we used to be, but she ran scared. 
 
    At least she was still in the same room as me. 
 
    Quinn finished his beer and set it on the table. “Kimber is about to be cut off. She tells one more lame joke, and she’s gonna tip right off her chair. She thinks she’s Jim Carrey right now.” 
 
    “Why couldn’t the bicycle stand up by itself?” she slurred to anyone who was listening. 
 
    “Why?” Core called from the couch. 
 
    “It was too tired!” Kimber cracked. 
 
    “Timber,” Quinn whispered. 
 
    Kimber slapped her knee and reared back as she laughed like a crazy hyena. The front legs of the chair left the ground, and as soon as she was too far back, the back legs slipped out from under her, and she landed on her ass. 
 
    “Oh,” Rhino winced. “She is going to feel that in the morning.” 
 
    “I’ve fallen, and I can’t get up,” Kimber cried. “Where’s my life alert?” 
 
    Fancy fell to her knees, laughing while Deedra leaned forward to get a glimpse of Kimber. 
 
    “Timber,” Quinn whispered again. 
 
    Deedra lost her balance and fell forward. Her arms flailed out, and she landed hard on her knees. 
 
    “Jesus,” Dyno grimaced. “She isn’t going to be able to walk come morning.” 
 
    “Help, help,” Kimber called. “Someone hand me a drink. I got another joke!” 
 
    “Oh, my God,” Fancy wheezed. “You’re knocked flat on your butt, and you’re still cracking jokes.” 
 
    “I drove by the graveyard today. Totally overcrowded.” She paused and rolled onto her side. “People must be dying to get in there.” 
 
    Quinn chuckled. “That one was actually pretty good. She must have been brushing up on her dad jokes.” 
 
    Kimber twirled her hand in the air. “And that, folks, is my final.” 
 
    “Finale,” Fancy wheezed.  
 
    Kimber managed to stand up and took a drunken bow. “Ya know what I mean.” She pointed at Quinn. “Now, I need you to take my drunk bed to ass because I am drunk.” She held up two fingers a little bit a part. “Tiny bit drunk. Just tiny,” she slurred. 
 
    “I think you mean drunk ass,” Deedra called from the floor. She was still on her knees, but she had reached over for her cup and finished the last sip. “Your ass is drunk, not your bed,” she clarified. 
 
    “Thank you, Sherlock,” Kimber slurred. “I need my Quinn before I falls over again. I might have drank a smidge too much.” 
 
    Quinn moved over to Kimber and put an arm around her shoulders. “Let’s go, babe.” 
 
    She held her finger in the air. “I have an encore.” 
 
    “Yess,” Petra hissed. She held her cup in the air. “Encore, encore.” 
 
    “What time did the man go to the dentist?” She pointed her finger in Quinn’s face. “Don’t joke my ruin.” She shook her head. “You know what I mean.” 
 
    “What time?” Deedra called. She was loving these lame jokes. 
 
    Kimber smiled wide. “Tooth hurt-y.” 
 
    Deedra broke out into another fit of laughter while Fancy shook her head. 
 
    “Lame,” she groaned. “You told that one at the last Book Club.” 
 
    “Are they still trying to make this whole Book Club thing happen?” Zephyr asked. “All they do is cackle like a bunch of hens and get drunk.” 
 
    Queenie pointed her finger at Zephyr. “Shhh, Zebra. Uh, I mean Zucchini.”  
 
    “And this is where Queenie calls it a night,” Sledge laughed. “Thankfully, Gunner won’t have to see you like this.” He walked over to Queenie and held out his hand to her. 
 
    “I have a baby.” She took his hand and smiled. “And I’m drunk.” 
 
    “That you are, Q,” Sledge chuckled. “Let’s get you to bed.” 
 
    Queenie squealed. “Naptime!” she called. 
 
    “Ugh,” Kimber grunted. “Take me to bed, Quinn. I don’t need to hear anything more about naptime.” They ambled down the hallway while Kimber tried to tell one more joke. She gave up when she asked why the chicken tossed the road. Kimber was completely gone and couldn’t string two words together anymore. 
 
    Dyno, Rhino, and Sledge managed to gather their ol’ ladies and headed to their rooms with a chorus of groans and goodbyes. 
 
    I kneeled down next to Deedra and pushed her hair from her face. “You all right, Dee?” 
 
    She pasted a wonky smile on her face. “Those bitches sure do know how to drink. I think I’m drunk, Point.” She hiccupped and closed her eyes. “The room is spinning.” 
 
    “I think you might be right,” I chuckled. 
 
    She slapped my arm. “Help me up and take me home. I’m gonna have to wake up in my own bed. I’m gonna have a humdinger of a hangover.” 
 
    “A humdinger, huh?” I lifted her off the ground, and she leaned heavily into me. “You think you can ride on the back of my bike?” 
 
    She moaned and shook her head. “Maybe when I’m not possibly drunk.” 
 
    “You might be right. We can take your car.” I could have tried to convince her to stay at the clubhouse, but I liked the idea of being at her place with no one to interrupt us. Not that I had any plans other than sleeping in the same bed as Deedra, but once we woke up, we were going to finally have that serious talk. 
 
    It took a little bit, but I managed to load her up in the car, and we headed over to her house. 
 
    Her phone dinged a couple of times, but she couldn’t find it in her purse, and I was concentrating on the road. 
 
    “Fuck ‘em,” she slurred. She tossed her purse in the back and laughed. I cringed at the sound of basically everything inside falling out into the backseat. She was going to regret that come morning. 
 
    Ten minutes later, we pulled into her driveway, and I managed to get her out of the car without her falling or hitting her head on the doorframe. 
 
    She draped herself on me, and we trudged to the front door. 
 
    A shadow moved to my left, and I quickly tucked Deedra to my side and turned her away from whatever the fuck was in the bushes. 
 
    “What in the world,” she muffled. “You’ve put me in the stones, Wendel.” 
 
    I reached for my gun and pointed in the direction of the bushes. “Who’s there?” I demanded. 
 
    “Me,” Deedra hiccupped. “I’m in the stones.” 
 
    Fucking hell. Now was not the time for Deedra to be so drunk she didn’t know what the hell was going on around her. 
 
    The bushes moved, and then, a figure stepped into the light. “What the hell are you doing here?” I demanded. 
 
    The kid Deedra had been talking to outside of the diner held up his hands. “I came to talk to Deedra. I tried to call her, but she didn’t answer.” 
 
    “Joseph?” Deedra called. She wrapped her arms around my waist and ducked her head to see around me. “What are you doing here?” 
 
    “I asked him the same thing, Dee.” 
 
    She hiccupped. “I know. I thought you were talking to me.” She shook her head. “Remind me not to drink again.” 
 
    That wasn’t going to happen as long as she hung out with the Book Club.  
 
    “What the hell are you doing here, kid?” I had enough to deal with. This kid needed to get the hell out of here and come talk to Deedra when she wasn’t drunk as shit. 
 
    “I didn’t know where else to go.” The kid looked around. “I messed up.” 
 
    “Oh, no,” Deedra gasped.  
 
    “And you brought your trouble to Deedra’s doorstep?” I growled. This kid needed to get his ass off Deedra’s front step and figure his own shit out. 
 
    “No one knows I’m here.” He looked around nervously. “I lost them when I jumped the train bridge.” 
 
    Fucking hell. This kid has someone fucking chasing him, and he possibly led them straight to Deedra’s door. “Who the hell did you lose?” I demanded. 
 
    The kid looked me up and down. “Look, I don’t know who the hell you are, man, so I’d much rather just talk to Deedra.” 
 
    I took a step toward him. 
 
    Deedra gripped my shirt. “Point,” she whispered.  
 
    “I’m her husband, kid. Who the fuck are you?” I didn’t need to explain anything to this kid. I only took a breath because I knew Deedra had some connection to him. 
 
    “What did you do?” Deedra asked. “What happened?” 
 
    The hair on the back of my neck stood up, and an uneasy feeling washed over me. I stepped back and snaked my arm behind me around Deedra. “Get in the house, Deedra.”  
 
    “What? No,” she grumbled. “I want to know what’s ha—” 
 
    Shots rang out, cutting off Deedra. I spun on my heel, wrapped my arms around her, and tackled her to the ground. Deedra screamed as more shots sounded, and one hit the stones next to us. 
 
    A guttural grunt came where the kid had been standing, and I heard the thud of his body hitting the ground. 
 
    The shots stopped, and tires squealed. 
 
    “Point!” Deedra shouted.  
 
    I kept her covered with my body and raised my head to look around. I didn’t know who they were shooting at, but it felt like the threat was gone. “Stay still,” I grunted.  
 
    What in the fuck just happened? 
 
    My eyes dropped to the lifeless body lying on the sidewalk where Deedra and I had just been. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    “Joseph,” she gasped. She wiggled out of my hold and crawled over to the kid. “Oh, my God.”  
 
    She managed to press two fingers to his neck. 
 
    I already knew what she was discovering. 
 
    The kid was dead. 
 
    * 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
    Better or worse… 
 
      
 
    Deedra 
 
      
 
    “Why?” I numbly sat on the edge of my bed and sighed. “Why did this happen, Point?” 
 
    He pulled his shirt over his head and dropped it on the floor. “I don’t know, Dee. The only people who know are the ones who shot him.” 
 
    “Joseph,” I whispered. “His name was Joseph.”  
 
    “I know, babe.” He toed his boots off and unbuttoned his jeans.  
 
    “But I didn’t know his last name.” I wiped my nose with the back of my hand.  
 
    Three and a half hours ago, Joseph had been alive, and I had been blissfully drunk. 
 
    Now I was sobered up, and Joseph was dead. 
 
    And we didn’t know why. 
 
    “Get undressed.” 
 
    I looked up at Point. “I don’t think I can sleep.” 
 
    “Try, Dee. It’s late, and you’re gonna have a busy day tomorrow.”  
 
    I blinked. “I’m part of the news instead of reporting it, aren’t I?” 
 
    Point dropped his pants. “Yeah.” 
 
    That was a switch. “Are we going to have to talk to the police more?”  
 
    They had taken a statement from both Point and me, but that was it.  
 
    “Probably. They’re as clueless as we are about why there was a drive-by shooting in your neighborhood.” 
 
    “We have to figure out what happened to Joseph.” That was all I could think about. Why was this young man killed on my front step? Did it have anything to do with me? Where the bullets somehow meant for Point? Did the MC have something to do with it? 
 
    “The police will, Deedra. You gotta let them do their job. You’re not gonna go running around willy-nilly looking for whoever killed Joseph.” 
 
    “But he’s dead, Point,” I insisted. Why wasn’t this more alarming to him? 
 
    “Yeah, it’s a fucking miracle you’re not dead, Deedra. Do you realize how fucking lucky you and I are? They lit up the side of your garage like the fourth of fucking July. Three bullets hit not even a foot away from us.”  
 
    Each of his words slammed into me like a freight train. 
 
    “I…I know,” I stuttered. At least, I thought I knew. What had happened was finally hitting me. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Oh, hell,” Point mumbled. He gathered me in his arms and laid back on the bed. “Why the hell are you apologizing, woman?” 
 
    “Because it’s all…I was the…He was there because of me.” A sob escaped my lips, and Point’s arms wrapped around me tightly. “What if this is all my fault?” 
 
    “Shh,” Point cooed. “This isn’t your fault, Deedra. He told us he messed up and was running from someone. That has nothing to do with you.” 
 
    But was that true, though? Maybe Joseph was trying to get information for me, and he got caught. “I don’t know why they had to kill him. Why?”  
 
    That thought was what I kept coming back to. Why did Joseph have to die? 
 
    He was so young, and even though he had a rough start to life, he was turning things around. He was supposed to move into his new apartment in two weeks, and he was actively looking for a job. 
 
    “You need to take a breath, Deedra, and relax. Right now, you aren’t going to be able to figure it out.” He brushed my hair from my face and pressed a kiss to my forehead. “The answers will come to light in the daylight.” 
 
    I sighed and relaxed into his arms. “He didn’t have anyone, Point. He came to me for help, and I couldn’t help him.” 
 
    “You’re not a miracle worker, Deedra. I know you’re trying to work your way through this, but you can’t blame yourself for what happened.” 
 
    Point was right, but I couldn’t keep my mind from running rampant with guilt. A wave of exhaustion settled over me. “Maybe I can sleep for a little bit,” I yawned. 
 
    Point moved his arms, rolled from the bed, and grabbed my foot. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I mumbled. 
 
    “Getting you undressed so you can sleep comfortably. You still have your shoes on, Dee.” He unlaced my sneaker and tossed it on the floor. He did the other one and then reached for the zipper of my jeans. “You want to sleep in that shirt?” He tugged off my jeans and dropped them on the floor. 
 
    “You never liked to put clothes in the hamper,” I grumbled. 
 
    “Shirt, Dee. You wearing that or want something different?” 
 
    I glanced at my dresser. The sweatshirt I had stolen from him three years was in the top drawer. “Top drawer.”  
 
    He already knew I had taken it—no reason not to wear it if he wanted me to be comfortable. 
 
    Point walked to the dresser and chuckled when he opened the drawer. “I knew you took it,” he laughed. He grabbed the sweatshirt and tossed it to me. “Put that on, thief, and let’s go to sleep.” 
 
    I tugged my shirt over my head and pulled the sweatshirt on. I managed to unhook my bra underneath and yanked it out the bottom. 
 
    “You’re gonna have to do that for me another night without the sweatshirt on.” He flipped off the light and climbed into bed. 
 
    I sighed and closed my eyes. Point wasn’t as affected by Joseph being shot as I was. He was worried someone who had been literally a few feet away from us had been shot, but he didn’t have any personal connection to Joseph. 
 
    “You’re safe with me, Dee. Go to sleep, and in the morning, I’ll try to solve all of your problems.” 
 
    I laid my hand on his bare chest. “I don’t know what I did to deserve you, Point. I threw you away three years ago, and somehow, I got you back.”  
 
    Would most men act this way? Hold me in the middle of the night while I cry over a kid as he promised to fix everything in the morning? 
 
    “You never lost me, Dee. We both needed a little time to figure out who we were.” 
 
    I laughed flatly. “I still don’t know who I am, Point.” I didn’t know if I would ever know that.  
 
    “Then I’ll help you figure it out. Better or worse, Dee, I’m here. You’re not getting rid of me again.” 
 
    He brushed his fingers through my hair and sighed. “Sleep. Clear your mind, and just sleep.” 
 
    I rolled onto my side and threw an arm over his chest. “I’ll try,” I whispered. 
 
    It didn’t take much trying. 
 
    I passed out in minutes and slept like a baby while Point held me ‘til the sun rose. 
 
      
 
    * 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
    Vengeance was coming… 
 
      
 
    Point 
 
      
 
    “I should be able to fix that.” Dyno pressed a finger to the hole in the siding. “You guys are fucking lucky it didn’t ricochet off.” 
 
    I knew Deedra and I were lucky. The second the bullets stopped flying and Deedra and I were still breathing, I knew someone had been watching over us. 
 
    “I won’t mention the ones that hit about six inches from my head.” 
 
    Dyno stood up and wiped his hands on his pants. “Fucking crazy, brother. Goes to show crazy shit can happen at the drop of a hat.” 
 
    “And for a reason, you don’t know.” Quinn ran his fingers through his hair. “What the fuck is going on?” 
 
    That was something I had stayed up all night wondering. I held Deedra in my arms and stared at the ceiling for six hours. I couldn’t close my eyes with having the fear in Deedra’s eyes flash before me. Everyone kept telling us we were lucky. I fucking knew that. 
 
    We were lucky, and now, I was terrified. 
 
    What would have happened if Deedra hadn’t come to the clubhouse? What if she had told me she didn’t want to meet me there and she went home? Would this kid had shown up at her place and they both would be dead right now? 
 
    Every possible alternate scenario had run through my head, driving me fucking insane. 
 
    A police car pulled into the driveway and parked behind Dyno and Quinn’s bikes. 
 
    Detective Crew climbed out of the car and walked over to us. 
 
    “I was hoping we were done seeing you, Kaye,” Quinn muttered. 
 
    She pushed her sunglasses on top of her head. “That would make two of us, Quinn. Trouble just seems to keep following you guys.” 
 
    Dyno grunted. “Whatever the hell, this shit is has nothing to do with the club.” 
 
    “That may be so, but you guys are in the middle of it somehow.” Kaye walked over to the bullet-ridden siding. “They just sprayed bullets, didn’t they?” 
 
    “So it would seem,” I muttered. 
 
    “You the one who was here when it happened?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded. “Me and my wife.” 
 
    “Didn’t know one of you guys was actually in a committed relationship.” She crouched down and ran her finger over the siding. 
 
    “Is that some backhanded comment?” Quinn asked. “More than half of the club are in committed relationships. Might be projecting some of your own issues on us.” 
 
    “Just an observation,” she muttered.  
 
    Detective Kaye Crew previously had a tumultuous relationship with Brick that had not ended well at all. None of us really knew the details of it other than she had flipped on him when she was undercover. 
 
    “Well, why don’t we just stick with your observation about the shooting, yeah?” Dyno retorted. 
 
    Kaye held up her hands. “You got it.” She pointed to the house. “Any idea how long the kid was hiding in the bushes?” 
 
    I shrugged. “About ten minutes before we pulled into the driveway, Joseph had texted Deedra telling her he needed to talk. I would assume that is around the time he got here.” 
 
    “So, he had a jump on whoever was chasing him, but he lost that when she wasn’t home.” Kaye stood up and wiped her hands on her pants. 
 
    Let’s hope Kaye never told that theory to Deedra. “I would assume so.” 
 
    “He didn’t say anything about who he was running from?” 
 
    I shook my head. “No. He was about to talk when the bullets started happening. Deedra thinks he might have found out information he shouldn’t, and they were after him for that.” 
 
    “What kind of information?” 
 
    “The kind about who might be the new guy moving into the recently vacated spot by the Clarks.” This was all a theory that really had no actual fact to it. 
 
    Kaye pursed her lips and nodded. “I had the same idea. Had Joseph given her any leads in the past that someone might not like?” 
 
    “Deedra never said anything like that, but I can’t tell you for sure.” 
 
    She hitched her thumb toward the house. “She inside? I want to talk to her too. I’m hoping I might be able to piece together something to help us figure out a direction to head in.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Kimber and Fancy are with her.” Deedra had woken up an hour ago when Dyno and Quinn arrived. 
 
    Fancy and Kimber had descended upon her and basically kicked us out of the house. 
 
    I led Kaye into the house with Quinn and Dyno trailing behind. Though this didn’t have anything to do with the club, the fact it involved Deedra made it club business. 
 
    Quinn had told me the club would help in any way possible to help figure out what the hell was going on. 
 
    “Dee,” I called down the hallway. 
 
    Fancy and Kimber’s voices carried down the hallway from the bedroom. 
 
    The bedroom door opened, and Deedra walked out. “What’s wrong?” she asked. 
 
    “Nothing wrong. Just a detective here who wants to talk to you about Joseph and what happened last night.”  
 
    She made her way to me and tipped her head back. “Did they figure out who did it?” 
 
    I shook my head. “No, Dee. They’re hoping you can give them some more information about Joseph.” 
 
    She cringed. “I don’t know as much as I should, Point.” 
 
    I reached out and tucked her hair behind her ear. “Just tell them what you know. That’s all you can do.” 
 
    Deedra nodded and stretched up on her tiptoes. She pressed a kiss to my lips. “Thank you for being here for me.” 
 
    “You know I always have your back, Deedra.” 
 
    She stepped around me and brushed her hand over mine. “Thank you,” she whispered. 
 
    I followed Deedra back down the hallway and into the living room. 
 
    Kaye was leaning against the fireplace while Quinn and Dyno were on the other side of the room, talking quietly to each other. 
 
    “Uh, hi,” Deedra chirped. She held out her hand to Kaye. “You must be the detective.” 
 
    Kaye shook Dee’s hand. “I am. I’m detective Kaye Crew, and I just wanted to ask you a few questions about last night and about Joseph.” 
 
    Deedra smiled sadly. “Of course. I don’t know a ton about Joseph. He was an informant for me.” 
 
    Kaye laughed and shook her head. “Funny hearing that come out of your mouth. I never thought of reporters having informants like the police do.” 
 
    Deedra shrugged. “I’m pretty sure your kind of informant is much more forthcoming with information than anyone I had ever talked to.” 
 
    “What kind of information did Joseph give you?” Kaye asked. 
 
    “Not really much at all.” Deedra laughed. “I think the best tip he ever gave me was the local motorcycle club was opening a strip club.” 
 
    “Excuse me?” Quinn called. “What the hell did he know about the club?” 
 
    Deedra laughed. “Just what I exactly said. He knew you guys were opening a strip club. That’s it.” 
 
    Quinn glared at me.  
 
    “Why the hell are you looking at me like that? Some homeless guy saw Dyno with the realtor.” 
 
    Quinn turned his glare on Dyno. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Dyno scoffed. “I didn’t even see a homeless guy when I was looking at property last week.” 
 
    Deedra laughed. “You’re acting exactly like Point did when I told him what I knew. You guys need to invest in some invisibility cloaks if you want to move around this town without anyone seeing you.” 
 
    Kaye smothered a laugh with the back of her hand. “Never heard that advice before.” 
 
    Deedra shrugged. “It’s the truth.” 
 
    “Back to Joseph. What else did he tell you? Even if you think it might have nothing to do with this, I want to know. He might have pissed off someone, and whatever you tell me might lead me to a suspect.” 
 
    “Uh, well, we talked about his family. He lived on the streets since he was sixteen. The life he lived was not good, but it is what it was. He firmly believed things were going to turn around for him. He had just got approved for an apartment, and he was looking for a new job.” 
 
    “Did he have any other friends besides you?” 
 
    Deedra shrugged. “I honestly don’t know. I never saw him really talking to anyone else, but it wasn’t like I saw him every second of every day.” 
 
    “Right, right,” Kaye muttered. “How was he able to get an apartment?” 
 
    “Uh, well, he told me he saved up money from panhandling, and he had enough for two months’ rent and the deposit. He was moving into a studio apartment and was thrilled.” Deedra glanced at me. “He was only eighteen and had a bright future in front of him. He just had a crappy start to life.” 
 
    “Join the club,” Kaye muttered. She grabbed a notepad from her pocket and flipped it open. “Do you know whereabouts he lived? Did he have a place he normally stayed?” 
 
    “He was mostly around the news station. That was how I had met him. He was panhandling one night, and we somehow started up a conversation.” 
 
     Kaye scribbled in her notepad and finally looked up. “Did you know what his last name was?” 
 
    Deedra shook his head. “I feel like such an idiot for not asking his full name.” 
 
    Kaye flipped her notepad closed. “Don’t feel guilty about it. There is a good chance he could have just given you a made-up last name. If he had been living on the streets for two years, he knew not to stay in one place for too long.” 
 
    Deedra hung her head. “He came to me for help, and I wasn’t able to help him.” 
 
    “Do you know of anyone who would want to hurt Joseph? I know you say he didn’t tell you much when it came to information for a story, but it seems like you guys had a more personal relationship.” 
 
    Deedra scoffed. “I don’t know how you can say it was personal when I didn’t even know his last name.” 
 
    “Dee,” I called. The amount of guilt she felt over not knowing the kid's last name was crazy. “Stop dwelling on that.” 
 
    She sighed. “I didn’t know a lot about him, but yes, I was close to him. The fact he was so young and homeless played on my heartstrings.” 
 
    “And I’m sure he appreciated that. Sometimes there isn’t anything you can do.” Kaye reached into her back pocket and handed Deedra a card. “That has my number on it. If you think of anything, call me. We’re under the impression whoever this was got what they wanted. They weren’t after you or Point.” 
 
    “Oh. Well, I guess that is good news.” Deedra fingered the card. “Too bad they got what they wanted.” 
 
    Kaye frowned. “It is, but it could have been twice as bad if they would have gotten you and Point.” 
 
    Deedra’s bottom lip quivered. “Yeah, you’re right.” 
 
    She was still going through all the emotional steps of accepting what happened. Right now, she was still feeling guilty. 
 
    “That answer all of your questions?” I asked. 
 
    Kaye nodded and slid the notepad back into her pocket. “It does.” She reached out and patted Deedra’s hand. “You’re gonna be okay, Deedra. Don’t blame this on yourself.” 
 
    “I know,” Deedra whispered. She turned on her heel with her head down, and my heart broke when she walked right into me. She faceplanted against my chest and burst into tears. 
 
    I wrapped my arms around her, and a sob escaped her lips.  
 
    “I think we’re done.” I lifted her into my arms and marched back down the hallway to her room. 
 
    Kimber and Fancy had been standing in the doorway, watching us in the living room. Kimber held open the door, and Fancy moved to the bed. She tossed the comforter back and took a step to the side. 
 
    I kept Deedra in my arms and laid down. Fancy tossed the blanket over us and disappeared from the room without a word. Kimber flipped off the light and closed the door. 
 
    Another heartbreaking sob fell from Deedra’s lips, and the front of my shirt was soaked with her tears. 
 
    “Let it out, sugar.” I rubbed her back, and my heart ached with every sob. 
 
    Deedra and I might have been be physically safe, but whoever had killed Joseph had killed a little piece of Deedra. My protective instinct kicked in, and I wrapped my arms around her tighter. 
 
    Whoever killed Joseph better watch their back because not only did they have detective Kaye looking for them, they also had to worry about the Kings of Vengeance coming for them. 
 
    Vengeance was coming. 
 
      
 
    * 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
      
 
    Let’s ride… 
 
      
 
    Deedra 
 
      
 
    “Let’s go for a ride.” 
 
    I looked up from my cup of coffee. “To where?” 
 
    Point shrugged. “Nowhere specific. Let’s just get out of here for a little bit.” 
 
    “If we go anywhere, I should probably go to work.” It had been two days since Joseph had been killed, and I hadn’t left the house.  
 
    It was odd when something unexpected happened and it hit you in a way you never anticipated. It was the fact that Joseph was so young and had been through so much that when he was finally getting his life right…he was just dead now.  
 
    “They gave you off until Monday, Dee. Just take the next four days to relax and not worry about work.” 
 
    I sighed and ran my fingers through my hair. “That is a lot harder than it sounds.” 
 
    “I know. So, come with me, and we’ll go for a ride. It’ll help clear your mind.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Okay.” 
 
    “Get dressed, and I’ll meet you outside.” 
 
    I looked down at the same sweatshirt I had been wearing since Point had put me to bed three nights ago. “You mean I can’t wear this?” I laughed. 
 
    He shook his head. “I love seeing you in my shirt, Dee, but I think that needs a wash.” 
 
    “And I probably do, too.” Greif was a strange animal. It made you not want to do anything except wallow in your own feelings—bathing included. “Give me twenty minutes. I’m gonna try to wash off the past three days.” 
 
    Point pressed a kiss to my forehead. “I’ll wait forever for you, Dee.” 
 
    The nickname that normally drove me crazy was now an odd comfort whenever Point said it. It had become something only he could say. 
 
    I made my way to the bedroom and grabbed some clean clothes. Jeans and a long-sleeve thermal were as fancy as I was going to get. I grabbed a puffer vest from the closet and headed to the bathroom. 
 
    It was still mild outside, but I knew being on the back of Point’s bike was going to be chilly if I didn’t dress warm enough. 
 
    Twenty minutes later, I stood outside with the sun shining down on me and Point’s bike in front of me.  
 
    “I haven’t been on the back of a bike in three years.” 
 
    Point handed me a helmet. “And that makes me strangely happy.” 
 
    I laughed and plopped the helmet on my head. Point reached up and snapped the buckle. “I guess I knew the only bike I wanted to be on was yours.” 
 
    Point pressed a kiss to my lips. 
 
    “Thank you,” I whispered when he stepped back.  
 
    “There’s nothing you need to thank me for, Dee.” 
 
    A laugh bubbled from my lips. “Uh, yeah. There is a ton I need to thank you for. The big thing I need to thank you for is for putting up with my emotional ass.” 
 
    “I don’t have a problem with your ass. Emotional or not.” 
 
    A smile pulled at my mouth. “You’re crazy.” 
 
    He threw his leg over the bike and looked back at me. “That may be true. Now get your ass on my bike, and let’s just ride.” 
 
    I clambered onto the back and wrapped my arms around his middle. The smooth leather of his cut was cool to the touch, and I pressed my cheek to his back. I had kept telling Point he had changed in the three years since I had seen him, and I felt it again right there. 
 
    He still was the boy I fell in love with five years ago, but he was now a man. Had any of this happened when we first got together, I didn’t think we would have made it through it.  
 
    Only because I don’t think either of us could have been selfless with our love. Point was giving me everything he had, and he didn’t care that all I did was cry or lay there like a sad sack. He gave me what I needed when I couldn’t give him anything back. 
 
    Point backed the bike up and rolled out of the driveway. He drove a large loop around town, and neither of us tried to talk. It was strange to feel the way I did and then look around to see the world still turning. 
 
    We made our way out of town and just drove. Over roads I had never been on and past houses I had never seen. I had been in Whitmore for over a year and had never really explored. 
 
    “Where are we?” I called over the roar of the engine. 
 
    Point laid his hand on my knee and turned his head slightly. “No, damn clue,” he shouted. 
 
    I laughed my ass off, and finally felt a little joy. “You really are just driving, aren’t you?” 
 
    Point squeezed my knee. “We both need it.” He left his hand on my knee and kept driving. We passed a sign pointing to the highway, and Point took the turn. “This should take us back to Whitmore.” 
 
    It should. Seventy-three ran straight through Whitmore. Granted, I didn’t know how long it would take until it did. I didn’t look at the time, but we had to have driven for at least two hours with no direction in mind. 
 
    We roared onto the highway and lived in the fast lane, passing any and every car. We passed a sign touting it was over fifty miles to Whitmore. 
 
    “We’re that close to Whitmore?” I called. It was going to take less than an hour to get back home. 
 
    “Yeah,” Point called. “Though we took the long way to be this far away,” he laughed. 
 
    That was the truth. 
 
    By the time we pulled off the highway and back into Whitmore, I decided I liked country road driving more than the highway. We turned into the parking lot of the clubhouse and parked next to a few bikes. 
 
    “This okay?” he asked after he killed the engine. 
 
    I nodded and slid off the bike. “Yeah. I need to get back to living, right?” 
 
    Point grabbed my helmet and set it on the seat of the bike. “Only when you’re ready.” He reached up and tucked my hair behind my ear. 
 
    “I’m ready.” I sighed and leaned up to press a kiss to Point’s lips. “I didn’t know Joseph very well, but I know he wouldn’t want me moping around. The times I spent with him, I always marveled about how full of life he was. Even being homeless, he seemed happy. I want that. I want to be happy no matter what is going on.” 
 
    “There’s my Deedra. I was afraid I lost you for a second.” 
 
    I reached up and brushed my fingers over his cheek. “I’m your changed and improved, Deedra. Just like you’re my changed Point. As much as I love the memory of us falling in love the way we did, I like to think you and I are better versions of ourselves now.” 
 
    “We both needed to grow up, Dee.” 
 
    We did. It wasn’t like we had fallen in love when we were eighteen, but even in our late twenties, we still had growing to do. “As much as it hurt to leave you back then, I’m glad I did. It made me appreciate and love you even more. I left because I was afraid I wouldn’t be able to live my dream with you. So, like a fool, I went and lived without you and realized living without you sucked even if I was following my dreams.” 
 
    Point chuckled. “So, it really was fate for you to wander into the clubhouse a week ago, huh?” 
 
    I smiled wide. “Fate always does seem to know when the time is right.” 
 
    “So, I get to be part of your dream now?” 
 
    I sighed and stepped into him. “Part of it?” I pressed a kiss to his lips. “You are my dream, Point. I had to grow up to realize that.”  
 
    I wanted to lose myself in Point. I wanted to be his and he mine.  
 
    “Does this mean we can figuratively rip up those divorce papers now?” he laughed. 
 
    I nodded and laid my head on his shoulder. “Ripped up and burned, Point. You’re not gonna be able to get rid of me now.” 
 
    A loud bike roared into the parking lot and parked next to us. 
 
    Point’s body went rigid, and he moved in front of me. 
 
    I peeked over his shoulder and watched the man turn off his bike. He unhooked his helmet, hung it on his handlebar, and unfolded from the bike to stand in front of Point. 
 
    I knew all of the guys from the club, and this guy wasn’t one of them. 
 
    “Can I help you?” Point asked. 
 
    The guy looked around and ran his fingers through his hair. “No one can help me anymore, but you can offer me a hot meal and a warm bed.” The guy held out his hand. “The name is Barracuda.” 
 
      
 
    * 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Seventeen  
 
      
 
    Fucking crazy shit… 
 
      
 
    Point 
 
      
 
    “You’re a long way from home.” 
 
    Barracuda shrugged. “Not sure where home is anymore.” His voice was gruff and he looked like he hadn’t seen the inside of a shower in a week. 
 
    I tipped my head to the clubhouse. “Well, come on in. I’m sure Quinn will tell you you’re more than welcome.” And hopefully Quinn would find out just what the hell Barracuda was doing here. I knew this wasn’t a scheduled drop-in.  
 
    Barracuda grabbed a small bag from his saddlebag and slid his sunglasses on top of his head. He didn’t offer any more explanation of what was going on and just stared at me. I threaded my fingers through Deedra’s and led the way into the clubhouse. 
 
    Well, this was a fucking surprise. Quinn and the rest of the guys were going to be shocked as shit when they saw Barracuda—President of the Royal Bastards and the guy who had loaned us a shit-ton of money to help sort out our problems. Barracuda was the reason why we were opening Skinz. 
 
    I pushed opened the door to the clubhouse and motioned for Barracuda to go in. “After you, brother.” 
 
    Deedra was plastered to my side and watched Barracuda walk through the door. “Point,” she hissed. “Who is he?” 
 
    “President of another club,” I whispered. I couldn’t explain everything to her because I needed a solid fifteen minutes to do that. 
 
    “What is he doing here?” she asked. 
 
    I shrugged and motioned for her to follow him. “Not a fucking clue, Dee. You’ll probably find out when I do.” 
 
    I could see the wheels turning in her head. She was trying to figure out just what was going on. Her reporter mind was working overtime. Not like she would be able to actually figure it out. The way the Royal Bastards had come to be a key part of the Kings of Vengeance was an interesting and still evolving story. 
 
    Quinn slowly rose from the couch as I closed the door behind me. 
 
    “What’s this?” he asked. His face was guarded and his hand rested on the butt of his gun at his hip.  
 
    Barracuda's eyes moved around the clubhouse taking everything in. God knew what he saw when he looked around. I thought Dyno had done an amazing job at renovating the old factory into the clubhouse, but maybe to Barracuda it wasn’t great. 
 
    “Uh, this is Barracuda,” I replied simply. Might as well get straight to the point before tensions rose even more. Walking into the clubhouse with someone unannounced wasn’t really a smart thing to do. 
 
    Recognition shown in Quinn’s eyes. He knew exactly who Barracuda was, and he was just as confused as I was about why he was here. Maybe he had decided to come up to Whitmore to see our progress on the strip club? 
 
    Quinn moved to Barracuda and held out his hand. “Good to meet you, brother.” 
 
    Barracuda shook his hand. “I just need a place to stay for a bit.” 
 
    “Sure, sure,” Quinn muttered. He snapped his fingers at Dyno and Zephyr, who also had been sitting on the couch. “Make sure Brick’s room is ready.” 
 
    He held up his hand toward Dyno and Zephyr. “I don’t want to take anyone’s room,” Barracuda interrupted. “I’ll take an empty bed.” 
 
    “His bed is empty for now,” Quinn explained. “In about three weeks, it won’t be.” Quinn nodded to Dyno and Zephyr to get moving. 
 
    Dyno and Zephyr took off down the hallway to Brick’s room. Barracuda may have motioned for them to stop, but they both knew they needed to listen to Quinn. 
 
    “Uh, can we get you anything to eat?” Quinn asked. 
 
    I had never seen Quinn shocked and frankly at a loss for words or unsure what to do. Normally he was five steps ahead and knew exactly what to say or do. 
 
    Kimber and Fancy were seated at the table by the kitchen watching Barracuda. Their eyes were wide and they were hanging on every word coming from Barracuda. 
 
    He was a tall son of a bitch and intimidating as hell. Just his sheer presence was enough to make you pause. His deep, gravelly voice added another layer of just overall badassness. 
 
    The Royal Bastards were a large motorcycle club that had chapters all over the world. Barracuda was the prez of the Sacramento chapter though it seemed like he wasn’t too keen on explaining what he was doing here. 
 
    “Food would be good. Whatever you got,” Barracuda grunted. 
 
    Kimber jumped up from the table. “I was just about to make dinner. How do pork chops and mashed potatoes sound?” she whipped open the fridge, and her face fell. “Uh, well, I forgot to pull out the pork chops, so how does something else sound?” She smiled wide. “Just make it something that isn’t frozen.” 
 
    Leave it to Kimber to be a goofball in front of Barracuda. 
 
    “Yeah, Kimber is really good at making something else,” Fancy snickered. 
 
    Barracuda looked from Kimber to Fancy. Something changed in his eyes. They softened for a second but then hardened back to stone. 
 
    Maybe the women weren’t as crazy down in Sacramento, and he wasn’t used to it. If he was going to hang out here for any matter of time, he was going to have to get used to it. 
 
    “Doesn’t matter what,” he grunted. He turned away from Kimber and Fancy and folded his arms over his chest. 
 
    “I’ll show you to your room while the girls work on something for dinner,” I volunteered. He didn’t say it, but I could tell he wanted to get the hell out of here.  
 
    Quinn nodded. “If you’re feeling up to it, maybe we can meet for church.” 
 
    Yeah, that would be great. I know we all wanted answers as to why Barracuda was here. 
 
    Barracuda nodded. “Yeah. Give me fifteen minutes.” 
 
    He followed me down the hallway and to his temporary room. 
 
    “All good,” Dyno called as we walked in.  
 
    Zephyr tossed a blanket over the bed, and Dyno walked out, wiping his hands on his jeans. “Toilet is clean and we found a blanket and pillow in the closet. It’s not much, but it should do.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Barracuda grunted. His tone didn’t leave room for conversation.  
 
    We ducked from the bedroom and closed the door behind us. 
 
    “What in the fuck is going on?” Zephyr asked quietly. He glanced back at the closed door. “Why in the fuck is the prez of the Royal Bastards here?” 
 
    I glanced at the closed door. “No fucking clue, but I know Quinn is going to get to the bottom of it. Church in fifteen minutes.” 
 
    Dyno moved down the hallway. “I’m assuming our surprise guest will be there.”  
 
    I nodded. “Yeah. Quinn seemed pretty eager when he asked Barracuda if he was up for a meeting.” 
 
    Zephyr ran his fingers through his hair. “I can bet you a thousand bucks no one thought this shit was going to happen today. Barracuda knocking on our door like it’s fucking normal?” 
 
    This was the craziness of the Kings of Vengeance. 
 
    One day, we didn’t have a care in the world, and the next, there’s a dead body at my feet and unexpected prez knocking on our door. 
 
    Fucking crazy, man. 
 
    Fucking crazy. 
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    Deedra 
 
      
 
    “Who is that?” Kimber hissed. 
 
    I shrugged and grabbed the loaf of bread from the counter. “I have no idea. Point and I were basically spilling our hearts to each other, then he rolled up.” I looked around for the large, serrated knife. 
 
    “Aw,” Petra called. “You guys made up?” 
 
    “Focus,” Fancy called. “We all knew they were going to make up. The thing we need to worry about is the mountain of a man who waltzed in here. You could feel how uneasy everyone was.” 
 
    “Did he say anything outside?” Queenie asked me. 
 
    I grabbed the bread knife out of the knife block and cut thick slices of bread. In about ten seconds, Kimber had figured to make spaghetti and garlic bread after realizing her plan of pork chops and potatoes was out the window. Partly because the only thing that was defrosted was a large pile of hamburger meat. 
 
    Now we were all working on getting it cooked and on the table in record time. None of us knew what was going on, but we knew whatever it was, was serious. Church may take minutes, but it could also take a long time.  
 
    “Uh, Point first asked if he could help him, and Barracuda said no one could help him anymore.” I pushed the sliced pieces to the side of the cutting board. 
 
    Queenie grabbed the bread and slathered it with butter.  
 
    “That doesn’t sound very good,” Fancy muttered. 
 
    “He just asked for a hot meal and a warm bed.” I finished slicing the bread and reached for another loaf. Cooking for an MC was way different than anything I had ever done before. However much I thought was enough, Kimber told me to double. Two loaves of garlic bread it was. 
 
    “I don’t know what is going on, girls, but I don’t have a very good feeling,” Kimber muttered. She stirred the large pot of browning meat and sighed. “I think this might be a good time to start drinking.” 
 
    That sounded like a brilliant idea. 
 
    “Though let’s not get to dad-jokes drunk, yeah?” Petra laughed. “I’m not too sure Barracuda would appreciate that like our guys do.” 
 
    Fancy grabbed five glasses from the cupboard and set them on the table. “I agree, but that doesn’t mean we can’t have a glass to help ease our nerves, right?” 
 
    “Fill ‘em up, Fancy. I have a feeling we’re all going to need a drink by the time this night is over.” Kimber handed me an onion. “Chop that up and then do another when you finish cutting the bread.” 
 
    I nodded and grabbed the onion. I finished slicing the bread and Queenie worked on buttering and then sprinkling garlic power over them.  
 
    I glanced down the hallway, where the guys had all filed. “How long do you think they’ll be?”  
 
    I peeled the paper skin from the onion and dropped it into the garbage next to the counter. 
 
    “However long it takes,” Fancy muttered. She grabbed a bottle of wine and filled each glass to the brim. “Just one glass,” she laughed. 
 
    “Oh my,” Petra laughed. “Though I guess Rhino can’t get mad at me when I tell him I only have one glass.” 
 
    Even in the midst of a possible crisis, these women were crazy and having a good time. 
 
    Fancy handed me a glass and clinked hers against mine. “Bottoms up, girly. You’re getting thrown into the ol’ lady life headfirst.” 
 
    I took a huge gulp and sighed. 
 
    At least life wouldn’t be dull being an ol’ lady. The girls would make damn sure of that. 
 
    * 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
      
 
    Our town… 
 
      
 
    Point 
 
      
 
    Silence rocked the room. 
 
    “What the fuck,” Zephyr breathed out. 
 
    While the Royal Bastards had helped us get out from under the Devil’s Rebels, they seemed to have gotten on their bad side. Or so it seemed.  
 
    Barracuda’s woman was dead, and all signs pointed to the Devil’s Rebels. Except Barracuda didn’t stick around to do anything about it. He just left.  
 
    While his words were harsh and decisive, you could tell he was just hurting. I couldn’t imagine anything hurting Deedra, let alone having her die in my arms. The pain he was feeling was something you didn’t understand unless it happened to you. 
 
    “What do you need from us?” Quinn asked. “Anything, and it’s yours.” 
 
    Barracuda shrugged and sat back. “I’m not sticking around for long. A couple of nights and I’ll be gone. Just the bed and some food will be all I need.” 
 
    While I struggled to understand the hurt Barracuda was going through, I didn’t understand why he just up and left his club. 
 
    “Your club know you are here?” Dyno asked. 
 
    Barracuda shook his head. “I haven’t talked to any of them in a couple of weeks. You can tell them I’m here. Don’t give a fuck.” What kind of a prez didn’t tell his club where they were?  
 
    “Well, you’re welcome to stay here for however long you want. There’s no reason for us to let the Bastards know where you are.” Quinn cleared his throat. “We, unfortunately, have some other shit going on with one of the ol’ ladies.” 
 
    Barracuda laughed. His tone changed and we saw a glimpse of the man we had talked to on the phone numerous times before. “I heard that. I always said if it’s got tits or tires, it’s gonna give ya problems.”  
 
    “But the perks always outweigh the bad shit, right?” Dyno laughed. 
 
    “For the most part, brother.” His eyes dropped to the table and the old Barracuda faded away. He stood and grabbed a pack of cigarettes from his pocket. “Gonna grab a smoke and see if dinner is ready.” He walked out of the room and closed the door behind him. 
 
    Sledge was the first one to talk. “Holy fuck, man. Holy. Fuck.” 
 
    Quinn shook his head. “I don’t even know what to say right now. I’d be losing my shit if anything like that happened to Kimber.” 
 
    “Fuck, man. You lost your shit when she was kidnapped.” Dyno tapped his fist on the table. “Lucky as fuck nothing like that happened to her.” 
 
    “I’d burn the whole fucking world to the ground if Queenie was ever murdered,” Sledge growled. 
 
    We all felt that way. 
 
    I was silent, thinking about the fact I had almost lost Deedra three nights ago. A shower of bullets had rained down on us just like it had on Barracuda’s ol’ lady. 
 
    She wasn’t as lucky as we had been. 
 
    Quinn sighed. “The past few days just goes to show we need to be vigilant even when we don’t know if there is trouble out there. Thankfully nothing bad happened to any of us.” 
 
    “Problem is now we need to stick our necks out there again to figure out why the kid was killed.” Core tapped his fingers on the table. “I can talk to a couple of guys I know on the streets who might have known the kid.” 
 
    Quinn nodded. “Take Zephyr with you. No one goes out alone anymore. Always have another brother with you even if you’re just running to the fucking gas station. I have a feeling shit is going to get even more crazy before we figure out who is behind killing the kid.” 
 
    “It’s gotta be whoever is moving in on the meth ring around here. It’s too big of a coincidence with the Clarks getting busted, and now there is a huge hole in the supply chain.” I shook my head. “Deedra mentioned after she talked to the kid about the new people moving in, he became real quiet and didn’t want to talk.” It had to be the new people dealing. My gut was telling me the kid had ran to Deedra for help. He had somehow fucked with some bad people and then they fucked him right back. 
 
    Dyno sighed. “He knew something he shouldn’t have.” 
 
    “And he got killed for it.” Quinn laid his hands on the table and stood. “We figure out who that is.” 
 
    “But why?” Rhino asked. “Why do we have to stick our necks out for some kid we didn’t know? I get that Deedra knew him, but are we just asking to get shot at if we go sticking our nose in this shit. This has nothing to do with us.” 
 
    Quinn tapped his fingers on the table. “You’re not wrong, Rhino. This doesn’t have anything to do with us. The odds that they were shooting at Deedra are pretty slim.” 
 
    “Then why are we doing this?” Rhino asked. 
 
    We were all thinking the same thing. Even I was. I saw how hurt Deedra was when the kid was shot, and I never wanted her to feel that way again. But chasing down whoever did this might bring more blood and death to our door. 
 
    None of us wanted that. 
 
    “Because this is our town, and if we let this bullshit happen now, pretty soon, we’re not going to have any control. We know what we’re doing. We know what the consequences could be if things go south. This kid was more than likely trying to do the right thing, and he got killed for it.” Quinn pounded the table. “That shit is not going to happen anymore. People are not going to die in our town for doing the right thing.” He leveled his gaze on Rhino. “I get what you’re saying, and I agree with you, but we’re not going to sit idly by and watch our town go to hell. We took the garbage out with the Clarks, and now we’re gonna do the same thing again. When it comes to our women, we’ll die for them. We’re the Kings of Vengeance, and we didn’t get that name for doing nothing. We’re gonna avenge this kid’s death and then make sure it never happens again.” 
 
      
 
    * 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
      
 
    Rectify… 
 
      
 
    Deedra 
 
      
 
    “You good with just staying here?” 
 
    I grabbed Point’s empty plate and looked down at him. “Just for tonight?” 
 
    He grimaced. “Uh, maybe a few nights?” 
 
    I eyed him warily. “Why?” Just what was going on? 
 
    “Drop that in the sink, and then, we need to talk.” 
 
    I frowned. “I don’t like your tone, Point. What’s wrong?” Forget the dirty plate. 
 
    “I’m gonna tell you, Dee.” 
 
    I set the plate back in front of Point and sat down. “The dishes can wait. Talk.” 
 
    He chuckled and grabbed my hand. He pressed a kiss to my palm and sighed. “We need to stay here, Dee. For a while.” 
 
    “What in the hell happened in your meeting, Point? Did you find something out about who killed Joseph?” What happened in the meeting they had? I figured they were just talking to Barracuda and figuring out what he was doing here. Obviously they had talked about much more than that. 
 
    “No.” He sat back in his chair. “We don’t know anything more than we did earlier today.” He ran his fingers through his hair. 
 
    “Then I don’t understand why we have to stay here. I like my house. I like having you there with me. I don’t want to stay here,” I insisted. I loved hanging out with the girls, but I needed space to myself. Sharing this big place with thirteen people was not my idea of how I wanted to live. No thank you. 
 
    “Because if you want us to find out who killed Joseph, then we’re gonna have to stick our noses in places they don’t belong.” 
 
    “I do that all the time, Point, and I still live in my house.” Did he not get what I did? I was an investigative reporter. Getting the story no one wanted to tell was part of my job. Sure, I went above and beyond what most reporters did, but that’s why I was so good at my job. 
 
    “Dammit, Deedra.” He tightened his grip on my hand. “What we’re doing is a hell of a lot more dangerous than you chasing down a lead. Someone has died, Dee, and he, unfortunately, won’t be the last.” His words were low and his eyes connected with mine. 
 
    “You’re scaring me,” I whispered. I understood Joseph might have been involved in something dangerous, but all they needed to do was find out who killed him. Hell, detective Kaye was working on it, too. We had the police working with us. This shouldn’t be horribly dangerous. 
 
    “You know how you said I’ve changed, Dee?” 
 
    I nodded. I had said it a few times. We both had changed. 
 
    “Well, my life has changed, too. You’ve only been with me for a week now, but you’re about to be thrown into the deep end. The Kings aren’t going to let the police handle this and sweep it under the rug. Things are happening in the shadows that Joseph was trying to bring to the light.”  
 
    “So we think.” The problem was we didn’t really know anything about why Joseph was killed. In the end, we didn’t know a damn thing right now. 
 
    “But we’re gonna find out, Dee. And we’re gonna piss off some people when we do.” 
 
    “So, we have to stay here because it’s not going to be safe,” I stated. Understanding dawned on me. This was bigger than anything I had ever done before. It was a world I had only heard about. 
 
    He reached over and brushed his fingers over my cheek. “Yes, and I will completely understand if you want to walk away right now. My life isn’t all hearts and roses, Dee.” 
 
    “It’s motorcycles and bullets,” I whispered. 
 
    He nodded. “Yeah, and it’s not going to change anytime soon.” 
 
    “But it’s also family, friends, and good times. The bad doesn’t outweigh the good, Point.” I leaned forward. “In case you haven’t noticed, I’m not really one to sit by idle while the world rushes by me.” I also wasn’t going to run when things got hard. I had done that once and I regretted it more than anything. 
 
    “You’ve always been a thrill seeker,” Point laughed. “And that’s something I always loved about you.” 
 
    “So, it may be your time to be a bit of a thrill seeker, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to run away.” I smirked. “I’ll probably want to join in on the fun.” Afterall, I was good at my job, and Point was essentially going to do my job when he went looking for whoever killed Joseph. 
 
    “Hell no, Dee,” he laughed. “You are not getting any more involved in this than you already are. Right now, we don’t think they were aiming for you, and we’re going to keep it that way.” 
 
    I stuck out my bottom lip and pouted. “You don’t let me have any fun, Point.” 
 
    “You can have your fun chasing down stories for the news. You’re gonna leave this one to the Kings, though.” His words were firm and I knew I wasn’t going to be able to fight him on this.  
 
    Hell, my own brain told me not to fight him. 
 
    “Fine,” I sighed. “So, I can’t go home, but I’ll be able to work?” If Point was going to tell me I couldn’t work anymore, I was going to blow a gasket. Tell me I have to stay here, fine. 
 
    But make me miss work? Yeah, no. That wasn’t going to happen. Not only was he going to have to figure out who killed Joseph, he was also going to have to worry about me going stir crazy if I was confined to there. 
 
    “You’ll still be working, but you’ll have a shadow following you around.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “I have Pat with me all of the time, Point. Nothing is going to happen to me while I’m working.” He was crazy to think anyone was going to mess with me at work. Hell, I didn’t think I was the target at all when Joseph had been shot. That was literally me being in the wrong place at the wrong time. 
 
    He grabbed my waist and lifted me into his lap. “You’re right about that because I’m gonna be with you all of the time. I’m going to be your shadow.” 
 
    I groaned and wrapped my arms around his shoulders. “We might be rushing into things here. I’ve been on my own the past three years, and now I’m going to have you attached to my hip?” 
 
    “You wanna work, Dee?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Then, me or one of the guys is going to be with you.” He brushed my hair from my face. “You might as well just accept it right now. Be a hell of a lot easier.” 
 
    I looked past Point at the rest of the club members scattered around the clubhouse. “I’ve never really liked the easy way,” I muttered. A smile spread across my lips. “Do I at least get a say who comes with me?” 
 
    “What?” Point laughed. “Is there someone you don’t like? Or is it someone you do like?” 
 
    I shook my head. “I mean, I like them all just fine, it’s just that Zephyr seems to be a bit cranky.” I lowered my voice. “I think he needs to get laid or something.” And that was just the honest truth. He just was the more grumpier out of all of the guys. Maybe I just needed to get to know him better? 
 
    Pointe grunted. “He’s not the only one.”  
 
    My eyes connected with Point’s, and I watched them melt into passion and need. “Is that so?” I whispered.  
 
    “Been a long time since I felt your body under me, Dee.” He leaned forward and brushed his lips over mine. 
 
    I slid off Point’s lap and held out my hand to him. “Maybe it’s time we rectify that.” 
 
      
 
    * 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twenty 
 
      
 
    New ink and old feelings… 
 
      
 
    Point 
 
      
 
    “This is new.” Deedra traced the tattooed heart on my chest. “What does it mean?” she asked. 
 
    “Well, when I got it, I told myself it was me claiming my heart back from you.” 
 
    She tipped her head back and looked at me. “Jesus.” 
 
    I laughed. “It was all a fucking lie, though. You still have my heart.” 
 
    She looked back at my chest. “Maybe a little battered and bruised from me not realizing what I had, but now I promise to treat it with love.” 
 
    “You always did, Dee.” 
 
    She sighed and laid her head on my chest. “We both know that’s a lie.” 
 
    I hooked my finger under her chin and tipped back her head. “We both needed to grow up. If you wouldn’t have left like you did, nothing would have happened. You might have grown to hate me for keeping you from your dream, and I would never have found the Kings of Vengeance. We had to lose each other for a little bit to come back better than ever.” 
 
    “Fate,” she whispered. “It was all fate, in the end, Point.” 
 
    “Yeah, it was, Dee. We just took the long road to get here.” I rolled on top of her and pressed a long kiss to her lips. 
 
    She moaned at my touch and ran her nails down my back. 
 
    “Would it be too forward of me to ask for round two?” she laughed. 
 
    “We haven’t even had round one yet, Dee.” 
 
    She shrugged and moved her hands to my bare ass. She had pulled me into my bedroom and proceeded to rip off all of my clothes but had been distracted by the new ink on my chest. 
 
    “I like to look forward to the future,” she whispered. “Especially when it involves you.” 
 
    “You and me, Dee. Forever.” 
 
    “Sounds like heaven.” She grabbed my ass and arched up to me. “Can we get to the really good stuff now?” 
 
    “It’s all good, sugar.” I snaked my hand down our bodies and brushed my hand over her pussy.  
 
    Her legs dropped open, and I fell between them. I parted the lips of her pussy and circled her clit.  
 
    “Point,” she moaned.  
 
    This was something Deedra and I always got right. Our bodies joined together was never the problem between us. 
 
    My fingers played with her clit, building her up while my other hand tweaked her nipple. 
 
    Her fingers wrapped around my cock, and she squeezed gently. “I missed this.” 
 
    “He missed you, too, Deedra.” 
 
    She laughed and stroked up. “It’s good to know I wasn’t forgotten or replaced.” 
 
    “Never.” 
 
    While she stroked my dick, her body writhed under me with each flick of her clit. I feathered kisses along the curve of her neck, and her other hand gripped my waist. 
 
    “Please, God, please,” she called. 
 
    “You and me, Deedra. This is where you’ve always belonged.” 
 
    “Yes,” she moaned. “Yes!” 
 
    A shout escaped her lips, and her body shivered beneath me as her release washed over her. 
 
    I pushed her hand away from my dick and guided myself into her pussy. I sunk deep, and her tight walls pressed around me. I pulled out, her core convulsing around me, and plunged back in. 
 
    Her nails scraped up my back, and my name came on a shout of pleasure from her lips. 
 
    As one, we moved. Both climbing and reaching for the same thing.  
 
    With a shout of her name, my orgasm exploded, and she followed close behind.  
 
    For three years, I had missed Deedra, but with time, my memories had dulled. This was one memory I never forgot. I always remembered what it was like to be with her. 
 
    This was that and so much more. 
 
    Deedra and I were finally one again, and I was never going to let that go. 
 
    * 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twenty-One 
 
      
 
    I have friends? 
 
      
 
    Deedra 
 
      
 
    “That thing is bigger than my bike.” Point leaned against the huge pumpkin and folded his arms over his chest. 
 
    “Pretty sure that thing weighs three times as much as your bike, too,” Zephyr chuckled. His shades were pulled over his eyes and a smirk played on his lips. I was still a bit wary of him, but he seemed to at least be in a good mood today. 
 
    “Can you two please move away from the pumpkin? I need to get a few shots without you two in it trying to pick it up.” I fluffed my hair and took a deep breath. Point and Zephyr could find another pumpkin to play on. 
 
    “This is what the girls were talking about,” Zephyr laughed. “Down to Business Deedra is here.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. He may not be cranky, but he sure was a smartass. “It’s Professional Deedra, Zephyr, and I didn’t get this far in my career by being a Softy Deedra.” I glared at Point. “I’m gonna hit him if you don’t get him out of my shot.” 
 
    Point pushed Zephyr out of the way and gave me a slight bow. “Your stage is set, milady.” 
 
    Pat chuckled behind the camera. “First day back to work, and this shit is interesting as hell.” I had briefly explained to Pat that I was going to have company the next few weeks until they figured out who had killed Joseph. He had thankfully nodded his head and took my words for what they were. 
 
    I backed up to the camera and took a breath. 
 
    Things were definitely interesting, but now it was time to report on this big-ass pumpkin. 
 
    I was back to work, but I also had Point and Zephyr tagging along for the ride. At least Point wasn’t trying to tell me I couldn’t work. 
 
    Day one…and I prayed for the dust to settle. I didn’t know how long I would be able to work with Point watching my every move. Part of me wanted to pull him behind the hay bales to make out, and the other half of me wanted to kick him to the curb. 
 
    I opened my eyes and zoned out on everything except for the camera in front of me. I took a deep breath and plastered a huge smile on my face. “It’s a beautiful day for a hayride and to take a gander at this record-breaking pumpkin at Hank Denise’s pumpkin patch!” 
 
    I managed to finish the rest of my report without noticing Point and Zephyr to the side of me. Though I did hear a few scoffs and laughs when I mentioned it was almost bigger than two motorcycles. A good reporter took their facts from wherever they could get them. I assumed they knew what they were talking about so I ran with it. 
 
    I may still be a reporter, but I was also an ol’ lady now. 
 
    The crowning end to my report was when I signed off with my name. “I’m Deedra Schmid reporting for Channel 10 news.” 
 
    “And cut,” Pat called. He lowered the camera and laughed. “You are going to confuse the hell out of the viewers with that.” 
 
    I shrugged and handed him my mic. “Maybe it’ll make me more endearing if they find out I have a husband who doesn’t find me a bitch or intimidating.” I knew it shouldn’t bother me, but I was still trying to figure out ways to make myself more endearing to the viewers. 
 
    “Worth a shot,” Pat laughed. “I’m gonna get a few shots of people milling around, and then I’m gonna hang with the family.” 
 
    I smiled and nodded. I had the same plans. Though my family was a bit different from Pat’s. “Sounds good. I’ll see you tomorrow, Pat.” 
 
    “Does that mean you’re done for the day, Deedra Schmid?” Point called.  
 
    I shielded my eyes from the sun and smiled. He was leaning against the pumpkin and folded his arms over his chest. “You like that?” I hollered. 
 
    Point smiled wide. “Never heard anything better in my life.” 
 
    “There she is!” 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Point moaned. He glanced at Zephyr who was a few feet away. “Did you tell them we were here?” 
 
    Zephyr shrugged. “It might have been mentioned.” 
 
    Kimber and Petra came bounding over with Gunner in their arms. 
 
    “Did we miss it?” Petra asked. “We wanted to see you in action.” Her smile was huge and her eyes were filled with joy. 
 
    I nodded. “Uh, yeah. You just missed it.” Though they would be able to catch it on the news in a couple of days. 
 
    “Fuck,” Kimber grumbled. 
 
    “Can you not cuss with my kid in your arms?” Queenie called. She was a few feet behind Kimber and Petra, with Sledge next to her. She had sunglasses over her eyes, but a huge smile sat on her lips. “Sledge wants to be the one to teach him bad habits.” 
 
    Sledge scoffed. “I think you got me confused with yourself, doll.” 
 
    Queenie pulled down her glasses and glared at Sledge. “I’m a saint, okay. Remember that.” 
 
    Point and Zephyr moved over to us. Point put his arm around my shoulders and pressed a kiss to the side of my head.  
 
    “That was great, Dee. Even if it wasn’t about busting a drug ring or something like that.” Point pulled me flush to his side. “Everyone needs to know about a pumpkin that’s the size of two motorcycles.” 
 
    I leaned into him and sighed. “I think the two motorcycles line put it over the top, yeah?” I laughed. 
 
    “Best line of the whole thing,” he chuckled. 
 
    “Where’s everyone else?” Zephyr asked. 
 
    Kimber bounced Gunner in her arms. “Fancy had to work, so Dyno and Rhino are with her. Core and Quinn were checking out a few leads they got.” 
 
    “And we decided to come to the pumpkin patch because Gunner needs his first pumpkin for Halloween.” Queenie smiled. “Though I don’t think we want one that big.” Her eyes bugged out at the size of the pumpkin behind us. “I swear that’s what Cinderella’s carriage looked like after her carriage turned into a pumpkin.” 
 
    That was probably the analogy I should have used. “Yeah. And I don’t think you want to pay the price for that either.” I had overheard Hank telling one of the customers it was worth well over a thousand dollars. I wasn’t about to pay that much for something that was just going to rot in a couple of weeks. “Over a grand.” 
 
    Queenie cringed. “Jesus,” she muttered. “And you can’t even make pie out of it.” 
 
    Kimber laughed. “Though we know you would try.” 
 
    “Then, let’s get on that hayride and go.” Sledge grabbed Gunner from Kimber. “Gimme my kid, woman. Swear to God, you hold him more than I do.” Gunner went willingly to Sledge with a huge grin. 
 
    Kimber shrugged. “I’m just practicing.” 
 
    Petra’s jaw dropped, and Queenie clutched a hand to her chest. 
 
    “Hold up,” Zephyr called. “What the hell do you mean you’re practicing?” 
 
    Kimber popped the gum in her mouth and smiled. “Nothing, you fools. You really think I’d tell you I’m pregnant like that?” 
 
    Petra sighed. 
 
    “Fucking hell, woman,” Queenie mumbled. 
 
    “Because I would!” Kimber jumped back and held her hands in the air. “I’m pregnant!” 
 
    “Kimber!” Petra screamed. “We got drunk the other night!” She slapped her hand over her mouth. “Oh my god!” 
 
    “The other two nights!” Queenie yelled.  
 
    Petra and Queenie were on the edge of a mental breakdown. 
 
    “You guys got drunk two nights, I only got drunk the first one. I figured out the next day I was pregnant when Quinn hauled my ass to the emergency room.” 
 
    “What?!” Queenie shouted. 
 
    This was all very interesting. Kimber hadn’t hinted at all that she was pregnant. Damn. 
 
    Kimber screwed her finger in her ear. “You think you could stop yelling?” She dropped her finger and cradled her stomach. “My baby is gonna think you’re evil aunt Queenie and Petra before he even busts out of me.” 
 
    Queenie rolled her eyes. “Your visual of him busting out of you is a bit too much for me.” 
 
    “But I saw you drinking when we were making spaghetti,” Petra insisted. She propped her hands on her hips and wagged her finger at Kimber. “You shouldn’t be drinking.” 
 
    Kimber rolled her eyes and shook her head. “You saw me take one sip. Quinn and Fancy drank the rest when you guys weren’t looking.” Kimber shrugged. “And, well, the night I was telling Dad jokes is a different story. I’m trying not to freak out thinking I broke my baby because I was a drunk idiot.” 
 
    Queenie draped her arm over Kimber’s shoulders. “I’m sure the baby is fine and I know you didn’t mess him up.” 
 
    “Am I the only one thinking about this kid who is going to have Kimber and Quinn as their parents?” Zephyr laughed. “Kid is either going to be stoic as hell or a fucking ball of energy.” 
 
    Kimber smiled and laid her head on Queenie’s shoulder. “I know it’s great, right?” 
 
    Petra put her arm through Queenie’s and Queenie hooked her arm through Kimber’s. “We need all the details,” Queenie demanded. The three took off toward the hayride arm in arm, 
 
    “Well, that was a surprise,” I laughed.  
 
    Point shook his head. “Pretty sure you could have knocked all of us over with a feather.” 
 
    That was for damn sure. How she had managed to keep the secret she was pregnant was beyond me. It seemed Kimber couldn’t keep anything in and always just blurted out what was on her mind. 
 
    “Deedra!” Kimber called. “You coming?” 
 
    I pointed a finger to my chest. “Uh, me?” 
 
    Kimber rolled her eyes. “Pretty sure you’re a member of the Book Club. Get your ass over here, so I don’t have to repeat myself later.” 
 
    I looked up at Point. “Uh, I gotta go. My friends need me.” 
 
    Point laughed. “Feels good to say that, huh?” 
 
    I nodded and reached up on my tiptoes. “It sure does. Now I know what you mean when you say the Kings are your family.” I pressed a quick kiss to his lips. “I’ll tell you everything later.”  
 
    I darted off to catch up with the girls and hooked my arm through Queenie’s, then glanced back at Point and couldn’t wipe the smile off my face.  
 
    Leaving that man three years ago was the best thing I ever did. If I hadn’t, I would have never found the family I had now. 
 
      
 
    * 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twenty-Two 
 
      
 
    They’re back… 
 
      
 
    Point 
 
      
 
    “You’re fucking kidding me.” I slouched back in my chair. “I thought we were done with those fuckfaces.” 
 
    Quinn shook his head. “Seems to me they aren’t happy with the way things went down with the Royal Bastards, and now, they are back to fucking with us.” 
 
    “They were the ones who made all of the fucking conditions!” Sledge shouted. 
 
    The Devil’s Rebels were moving in on Whitmore. They were the ones looking to take over where the Clarks had left. 
 
    “These guys are like a fucking cancer that keeps coming back,” Zephyr grunted. 
 
    “But why did they kill Joseph?” I asked. 
 
    “Just like we assumed. The kid started working for the Rebels, but he stuck his nose into shit he shouldn’t have.” Quinn sat back and sighed. “Menace didn’t have a problem letting me know the kid needed to die, and if anyone else decides to get in their way, they’ll meet the same end.” 
 
    “Fuck,” Core whispered.  
 
    I was slightly relieved knowing Deedra wasn’t their target, but I also knew our plans of stomping out the trash in Whitmore was going to be a hell of a lot harder. “So, what do we do now?” I asked. 
 
    “Is Whitmore ours?” Quinn asked. 
 
    A chorus of yays and yes went up. 
 
    “Then, we take out the fucking trash and take it back.” 
 
      
 
    * 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twenty-Three 
 
      
 
    Prison or preschool? 
 
      
 
    Deedra 
 
      
 
    “I’ve never met someone who was in prison.” Petra grabbed a bottle of soda and dumped it into the punch bowl. 
 
    I grabbed a balloon and stretched it. “I’m sure you have. You just probably didn’t know it. My old station manager was an ex-con.” 
 
    “Shut up,” Petra gasped. “How did you know?” 
 
    I laughed. “Because he told us.” 
 
    “How weird is it that only Quinn and Dyno have met Brick before, but we’re all gonna be standing here like strangers cheering that he’s out of jail?” Queenie asked. “He goes from a jail cell to a room full of us yahoos.” 
 
    “Sometimes I’d rather the jail cell,” Sledge called. 
 
    “I can make that happen for you, honey,” Queenie called. “Just say the word. If you’d rather sleep with Bubba than me, you can have at it.” 
 
    “If it would mean I’d get to sleep for longer than four hours, it might be worth it,” Sledge countered. 
 
    Queenie paused and tapped her chin. “You know, maybe we could be a modern-day Bonnie and Clyde. Do a couple of crimes and then sit in prison for a bit. I would kill to catch up on my sleep.” 
 
    Sledge held up his thumb. “Sounds like a good plan. We’ll start on Monday. We should be in prison by Friday.” 
 
    Kimber groaned and rubbed her stomach. “I shouldn’t have eaten that pepperoni. I’ve got such bad heartburn.” 
 
    Fancy laughed and handed her a glass of water. “Drink that, and I’ll see what I got for the heartburn.” 
 
    Kimber grabbed the glass. “You’re a doll.” 
 
    Fancy wagged her finger at her. “Doing it to see if I can get that baby named after me, and also, so you treat me the same when Dyno knocks me up.” 
 
    “What?” Dyno called. “What the hell did you say, woman?” 
 
    “Nothing,” Fancy sang out. She lowered her voice. “Dyno is absolutely terrified that I’m going to get pregnant now that Kimber is.” 
 
    “Uh,” Petra drawled. “He does know it’s not contagious, right? It doesn’t work that way.” 
 
    Fancy threw up her hands. “I tried to tell the man that, but he’s convinced we're all gonna wind up pregnant now.” 
 
    I cringed. “Uh, I do not want that, either. At least, not right now.” I just got Point back. I wanted to enjoy him for a bit before I had to share him. 
 
    “Shouldn’t Quinn be back by now?” Core asked. 
 
    Kimber pulled out her phone. “He’s twenty-five minutes away.” 
 
    “Are you tracking Quinn?” Fancy laughed. 
 
    Kimber shrugged. “He does the same to me. What’s good for the goose is good for the gander, if you ask me.” 
 
    Dyno walked out of the laundry room with a case of water. “I remember that argument. Quinn was ready to tape his phone to a random truck just to get rid of the damn thing.” 
 
    Kimber smirked. “That’s because he was the one to bring up using the tracking app with me. He didn’t like it very much after he realized he had to be tracked too if he wanted me to be.” 
 
    “Really?” Petra asked.  
 
    Kimber clenched her lips shut and shook her head. She leaned forward and whispered, “No, but I paid the sales clerk at the phone store fifty bucks to tell him that.” 
 
    All the girls burst out laughing, and Fancy high-fived Kimber. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” Dyno called. 
 
    “I was just telling them I almost peed myself the other day,” Kimber lied. 
 
    “Jesus Christ,” Dyno mumbled. “Forget I even asked.” 
 
    Rhino and Sledge worked on filling the coolers with beer and water while the rest of us hung balloons and streamers. When all the decorations were up, we took a step back and looked at our handy work. 
 
    “So, is Brick getting out of prison or graduating from pre-school?” I asked. 
 
    “Uh, well. You know, a little color never hurt anyone,” Kimber reasoned. 
 
    “I think it’s pretty fitting. This way, he sees just what he’s getting himself into as soon as he walks in the door.” Zephyr motioned to the room. “Fucking crazy.” 
 
    “Uh, are we in the right place?” 
 
    I glanced over my shoulder and found two women I had never seen before. Maybe these were the club whores like they had in Sons of Anarchy. 
 
    “Hey!” Queenie called. “I’m so glad you guys could make it.” 
 
    The woman with a bottle of booze in her hand shrugged. “Every now and then, they let me out of the office.” 
 
    “And I figured you could use a bartender,” the other one shrugged. 
 
    “Oh, please,” Queenie laughed. “As if I invited you to work, Robyn.” 
 
    “Lynn told me that, too, but I always seem to get stuck slinging drinks at parties.” 
 
    Robyn and Lynn did not seem to be like club whores. 
 
    Interesting. 
 
    “I think you know everyone but Deedra. She’s new to the group.” Queenie turned to me. “This is Point’s wife.” 
 
    “Oh,” Lynn gasped. 
 
    Queenie laughed. “It’s a long story. They’ve been married for five years.” 
 
    Robyn reached her hand to me. “It’s nice to meet you. I work at a bar downtown. That’s how Queenie and I met.” She tipped her head to the side. “And I know it sounds weird, but you look so familiar.” 
 
    I laughed and shook her hand. “Uh, you probably know me from the news.” 
 
    Robyn quirked her eyebrow. 
 
    “Oh, no! Not anything bad like I was the news.” Well, I had sort of been the news with Joseph’s murder, but I was never mentioned more than as one of the witnesses. “I’m a reporter. Deedra Martin.” 
 
    “Schmid!” Point called. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “It’s Schmid again. That goes in with the long story about Point and me.” 
 
    Lynn waved at me. “I’m Lynn. I came into the group through Queenie, too. I worked with her sister before she passed away. I’m a therapist.” 
 
    Oh. Now things were starting to make sense.  
 
    “It’s nice to meet you.” I swept my arm around the room. “Welcome to the party.” 
 
    “Uh, I brought a bottle of booze, but it looks more like a kid’s birthday party.” Lynn held up the bottle of whiskey. “I feel like I maybe should have brought juice boxes.” 
 
    Queenie leaned in and whispered, “Kimber is pregnant, and she’s channeling her mommy vibes a little early. Just go with it. We promise the booze will be flowing.” 
 
    Lynn laughed. “Perfect. I need to unwind.” 
 
    “They’re coming!” Kimber called. She squinted at her phone. “They’re turning into the driveway, right…now!” 
 
    “I still can’t believe Quinn lets her track his ass. I’m pretty sure Sledge would throw my phone out the window and not think twice about it.” 
 
    The front door opened and Quinn walked in. “What in the fuck?” He curled his lip and shook his head. 
 
    The decorations weren’t bad, but they also weren’t fit for someone who just got out of prison. They didn’t have a prison release section at the party store. 
 
    A guy walked in behind Quinn and halted in his tracks. “You guys an MC or run a daycare?” 
 
    Quinn moved to close the door. “Somedays, I’m not sure,” he grunted. 
 
    “Welcome home!” Kimber and Fancy shouted. 
 
    Kimber tossed a handful of confetti into the air, and Fancy oohed and ahhed. 
 
    “You guys sure do know how to throw a banger,” Brick laughed. Well, I assumed he was Brick. 
 
    He wore a plain white t-shirt, dark blue jeans, and black boots. His head was shaved short, and his arms were covered with tattoos. 
 
    Forgive me for saying, but the man was model-worthy. 
 
    I think Lynn and Robyn agreed. They both whispered to each other while their eyes raked over Brick. 
 
    “You think his name is Brick because he’s built like a brick shithouse?” Queenie whispered to me. 
 
    I nodded dumbly. “Totally.” 
 
    Queenie folded her arms over her chest. “I love it when the road names are obvious.” 
 
    “Like Point’s?” I laughed. “He told me when he was younger, he used to ramble all the time, and everyone told him to get to the point. They started calling him Point, and he got good at getting to the point. I think it must have traumatized him a bit ” 
 
    Queenie tapped her nose. “Exactly. The one I can’t figure out is Zephyr. Fucking clueless on that one.” 
 
    So was I. I’m sure we would figure it out eventually. Maybe doing a little snooping on Google would figure it out. I was a reporter, after all, and loved a good mystery. 
 
    Brick made his rounds around the clubhouse, saying hi, and thank you to everyone. Things were a little awkward since Brick didn’t really know anyone, but in the end, he had to realize we were all here, and he would get to know us. 
 
    Point sidled up to me and draped his arms over my shoulders. “Having a good time?”  
 
    I nodded and leaned into him. “Yup.” 
 
    “Good, good.” 
 
    I glanced up at him. “What does that mean?” I asked, 
 
    He shrugged. “Just means good.” 
 
    “Why does it feel like there is more behind those good goods than it seems.” 
 
    Point grabbed my hand and pulled me to one of the corners of the room.  
 
    “What is going on?” I laughed. 
 
    He caged me into the corner with his arms and pressed his body against mine. “Hi.” 
 
    “Are you drunk?” What in the world had gotten into Point? 
 
    “Stone-cold sober, Dee.” 
 
    “Oookay. Is there a reason why we’re in the corner and not hanging out with our friends?” 
 
    Point glanced over his shoulder. “Nope.” 
 
    “Are you trying to keep me away from Brick?” I laughed. 
 
    He moved to the side and leaned against the wall.  
 
    “You are!”  
 
    “There ain’t nothing for you to see over there,” he grumbled. 
 
    Oh, Point. What a fool. “Do you really think I would take one look at Brick and leave you?” 
 
    “Fucking hell, Deedra. Did you see his arms? It’s like he’s got fucking pythons for arms.” 
 
    Obviously, Point had checked out Brick more than I had. “Pretty sure there’s not a ton to do in prison. He probably worked out every day.” 
 
    Point’s jaw dropped. “So, you noticed.” 
 
    I reached up and cradled his cheek. “I’m gonna need my secure and trusting Point back in about five seconds. Okay?”  
 
    Was Brick hot? Yes. Was that the end all be all? Hell no. 
 
    Point sighed. “He’s still there but slightly threatened by python man.” 
 
    I busted out laughing and pressed a kiss to his lips. “I’ve never been into pythons.” 
 
    Point lifted me in his arms, and I wrapped my legs around his waist. 
 
    “Jesus,” Quinn called. “Can you wait until after you meet Brick to get a room?” 
 
    Point turned to the side but didn’t let me go. 
 
    Quinn and Brick stood there, both with smirks on their lips. 
 
    “You wanna put her down?” Quinn bit off. 
 
    Point shook his head. “Nah, I like her where she is.” 
 
    I giggled and wrapped my arms around Point’s neck. “I’m good here, too.”  
 
    Point squeezed me and pressed a kiss to my neck. 
 
    If Brick being around was going to make Point more affectionate, I wasn’t going to complain. I was going to soak in all of it and just enjoy it. 
 
    Quinn rolled his eyes and folded his arms over his chest. “This is Point and his wife, Deedra. I’m gonna let this bullshit pass for the moment since they just got back together.” 
 
    Brick held out his hand, and Point managed to shake it without dropping me. 
 
    “Sup,” Point grunted. 
 
    Oh, Lord. I was going to really have to show Point he was the only man for me once we got into bed tonight. 
 
    I shook Brick’s hand and smiled. “Congrats on getting out.” 
 
    “Thanks,” he chuckled. “I didn’t expect all of this, though. I was just hoping for a six-pack and pizza.” 
 
    “Well, the Kings always seem to go the extra mile for their brothers,” I smiled. “Same goes for the girls.” 
 
    Brick laughed.  
 
    “Well, let’s get you a drink.” Quinn slapped Brick on the shoulder. “Try to not sneak away too early tonight, you two. Lots to celebrate tonight.” 
 
    Quinn and Brick made their way over to the bar. 
 
    “Are you gonna just carry me around all night?” I asked. 
 
    Point grunted. “You’re light. I can handle it.” 
 
    “Point,” I giggled. “I’m not a backpack. Put me down, and let’s go hang out with your friends.” 
 
    He set me down but pushed me against the wall. “They’re your friends, too, Deedra.” 
 
    I tipped my head to the side. “They are, aren’t they?” It was crazy how fast life could change. 
 
    Not even a month ago, I was living my dream of being a reporter but was lonely as hell. I didn’t think I could have Point and my dreams. 
 
    Now I knew I could have both and be the happiest I had ever been in my life. 
 
    “I say they are my friends, and you don’t get all protective around Brick.” 
 
    Point grunted. “I’m over it. It was just a shock seeing the guy and then watching all of you chicks flutter your eyes at him.” 
 
    I slapped his chest. “I did not flutter my eyes at him.” 
 
    Point grabbed my hand and pressed a kiss to my palm. “You wanted to. I’m the only one allowed to make your eyes flutter.” 
 
    I pressed a kiss to his lips. “You make my heart flutter, Point. No one has ever done that before.”  
 
    He grabbed my hand and pressed it against his chest. “I love you, Deedra. For a second, I thought I could live without you when I got this tattoo, but before the needle even touched my skin, I knew I was telling myself a lie. It was you, and it’s always going to be you.” 
 
    “I love you too, Point,” I whispered. “I never stopped.” 
 
    Point swept me up in his arms, and a squeal popped from my lips. 
 
    “What are you doing?”  
 
    Point turned around and stepped toward the couch. “Congrats on getting out of prison, Brick. Everyone have a drink for us because I’m taking my wife to bed!” 
 
    A chorus of cheers went up, and Kimber shouted, “Get it, honey!” 
 
    My cheeks heated, and I knew I was bushing ten shades of red. 
 
    Point marched to our bedroom and kicked open the door.  
 
    He tossed me on the bed and pounced on top of me. 
 
    “I can’t believe you did that,” I giggled. “Quinn told you we needed to stick around.” 
 
    Point pressed a kiss to my neck. “Sometimes, I like to do my own thing.” 
 
    “Oh, really? Is that so?” 
 
    He nodded and grabbed the hem of my shirt. “Yeah.” 
 
    “I feel like you have a one-track mind right now, Mr. Schmid.” 
 
    “When it comes to you, Dee, you’re all I think about.” His hands roamed over my body and pulled my shirt over my head. 
 
    “You think we’ll ever stop being like this?” I whispered. I loved this man with everything I had. Three years ago, that had terrified the shit out of me. Now it terrified the hell out of me that I might lose him again. 
 
    “Every.” He pressed a kiss to my stomach. “Day.” One to the swell of my breast. “I.” Another kiss. “Love.” One more kiss. “You.” This one on my lips. “More.” 
 
    “I was always running toward my dream and if I would have taken a second to stop, I would have realized I wouldn’t want my dream unless you were right there with me.” 
 
    “So how does it feel to have me and your dream, Dee?” 
 
    I sighed and closed my eyes. “Like my life is finally beginning.” 
 
    “So, you’re ready to live your life with me? Be my ol’ lady?” 
 
    My eyes popped open. “Might sound crazy, but I’m pretty damn excited about being your ol’ lady. I’ve only hung out with the other girls a couple of times, but I can already tell they are more than down with my thrill-seeking ways.” 
 
    He chuckled and pressed a kiss to my forehead. “As long as those thrill-seeking ways don’t land you on the news again, I’ll be fine.” 
 
    “I promise only to report the news. Not be the news,” I promised. 
 
    Point shook his head. “This is gonna be a wild ride, isn’t it, Deedra?” 
 
    A huge smile spread across my lips. “God, I hope so.” 
 
      
 
    * 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twenty-Four 
 
      
 
    More… 
 
      
 
    Lynn 
 
      
 
    “How many licks does it take to get to the center of an avocado?” 
 
    I blinked twice. “Um, huh?” I was pretty tipsy, but I knew that wasn’t right. 
 
    “Sucker. I meant a sucker,” Robyn slurred. 
 
    I burst out laughing. “I think we might have gotten drunk, Rob.” 
 
    She patted me on the arm. “I love when you call me Rob. It confuses people.” 
 
    I gave her a wonky thumbs up. “I do what I can.” I stood up on the rung of my stool and reached over the bar. “Do you think there is a bed I can sleep in around here?” 
 
    Robyn snorted. “I haven’t been in an MC before, but I’m pretty sure they don’t keep beds behind the bar.” 
 
    I reached around until I grabbed a bottle. I was at the point of drunkenness that it didn’t matter what I drank as long as it was wet. I grabbed the bottle and waved it around. “I don’t mean here. I mean here.” 
 
    “Thanks for specifying,” Robyn slurred. 
 
    My foot slipped off my stool, and my body pitched forward. “Oh tidily winks,” I cried. My stomach slammed into the bar, and the bottle in my hand slipped. I waited for the crash but didn’t hear it. 
 
    I lifted up my head, my vision blurry, and came face to face with bright blue eyes. “Uh, hi,” I chirped. 
 
    “Hello, darlin’.” 
 
    Ugh. That voice. It was Zephyr. The man drove me absolutely crazy, but he also made my stomach do somersaults. A completely confusing reaction I didn’t understand. “Nice catch.” 
 
    “You or the bottle?” he drawled. 
 
    I laid my head back down and sighed. “You got a bed around here I can lay down in.” 
 
    “For sleeping or something more?” 
 
    I heard Robyn gasp, and I knew I needed to punch Zephyr in the nuts or tell him where to go. Who was he to talk to me like that? 
 
    I lifted my head and said exactly what I had been dying to say since I met him. “Something more.” 
 
      
 
    * 
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    Karmen 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t find a box big enough to fit him in. 
 
                Well, that makes me sound like a murderer or something. Nickel, the man in question, is still very much alive, I assure you. I should probably go back a little bit and explain. 
 
                My father went to prison when I was thirteen, and I can’t remember my mother. She left before I could even have a memory of her. He always told me we were better off without her. Things were rough for us, but we always had each other. Well, I had my dad. My dad had me and beer. I can’t remember a time I didn’t smell hops on his breath. 
 
                I went to my first day of preschool and asked the teacher why her breath didn’t smell like my dad. That ended up with my dad in the principal’s office for an hour and me crying the whole way home while my dad yelled at me. That was the last time I ever mentioned my dad’s drinking to anyone. I was a fast learner and caught on quick. One mess up, and I never made the same mistake again. 
 
                The night my dad went to prison, I was at home, like normal, while he was out at the bar three miles down the road. He regularly walked to the bar and stumbled home, but that night, there was a severe storm predicted to blow in, so he decided he would take the truck. That decision changed my life and made me see everything in a whole new light. 
 
                I was sprawled out on the living room floor, watching TV, when there was a loud pounding on the front door, and I figured it was my dad. It was normal for him to forget his keys and bang to get inside. 
 
                I opened the door to two police officers, with my grandma, Vivian, standing behind them. I only saw my grandma at Christmas. I knew the second I laid eyes on her, something was not right. 
 
                It seemed my father had decided to call it a night after drinking almost a twenty-four pack of beer and tried to drive home. In that three-mile drive to the house that had no turns or curves on it, my father had managed to hit a soccer mom in her minivan with her three children in the back. Only one child survived. 
 
                The police told me I had to go with my grandma until they figured something out. Meanwhile, she stood behind them, arms crossed over her chest, tapping her foot impatiently. After they were done, my grandma barged between the two police officers and started firing off orders about packing a bag and getting all my stuff ready to go. We weren’t going to stay in the “hell hole” anymore. 
 
                While I was packing up my things, completely in shock, I heard my grandma down the hall, bitching and moaning about having to take care of me. I knew then and there that things were never going to be the same. 
 
                After she hauled me over to her trailer—that was not much better than the “hell hole” I used to live in—I begged to see my dad.  Every day, she told me, and I quote, “I couldn’t see the bastard yet.” 
 
                Two weeks after I went to live with Vivian—she hated when I called her Grandma—I finally got to see my dad. After I was searched, I was led to a room with a glass wall and partitions separating small stools that faced the window. I was told to sit on the stool furthest to the left and wait. Vivian sat in the corner, pissed off that the guards said she had to be in there with me, even though I honestly didn’t want her there. 
 
                It had taken ten minutes before my father walked through the door. He looked the same as the last time I had seen him, except for the orange jumpsuit he was wearing. He sat down on the other side of the glass and picked up the phone. He motioned his hand for me to do the same. I put the receiver to my ear and held my breath. 
 
                “Hey, baby.” He always called me baby. I couldn’t remember him ever using my real name unless he was serious, and serious didn’t often happen with my dad. 
 
                “Hi, Daddy,” I whispered. 
 
                “Everything going okay over at Vivian’s?” 
 
                I nodded but didn’t speak. 
 
                “I’m sorry, baby. I didn’t plan for this to happen.” My first thought was, what a stupid saying. Who the hell plans to drink twenty-four beers and then plow a family off the road? There’s probably a very short list of people who plan for something like that. 
 
                “It’s okay.” What else was I supposed to say? 
 
                “I think I’m going to be in here for a while.” 
 
                I nodded again, because it finally hit me. Seeing my father behind a thick glass wall in an orange jumpsuit was hammering it home, that life as I knew it was about to change. A tear I had been holding in streaked down my face and landed on the small ledge in front of me. 
 
                “Don’t cry, baby.” His eyes were on me, watching the tears I was so desperately trying to hold in finally run down my cheeks. 
 
                “I don’t know what to do, Daddy,” I wheezed out. My tears were coming fast and furious now. I was five seconds away from becoming an emotional, blubbering mess. 
 
                “You don’t need to worry. Vivian is going to take care of you. I had the police call her as soon as they could,” he said, trying to reassure me. 
 
                I was unable to talk. I tried wiping at the tears, but by the time I whisked them away, new ones were falling, taking their place. 
 
                “Karmen,” he sternly said into the phone. I glanced up and found him staring at me. “Handels don’t cry, Karmen. Dry your tears. Nothing can be done now but to go on and make the best of the situation we are in.” 
 
                I wiped my eyes again, willing the tears to stop. I reached into my pocket and pulled out the Kleenex Vivian had pressed into my hand as I walked to the door before. My father’s words rang in my head. He always used to say, “We need to make the best of our situation.” He would always tell me that when we would run out of money or had to find a new place to live. 
 
                “I don’t know how to go on, Daddy. Vivian doesn’t want me there,” I hiccupped into the phone. 
 
                My dad shook his head and ran his fingers through his hair. “I don’t know what to tell you, baby. We both have to do things we don’t want to right now. I wish things could be different, but they can’t.” 
 
                “I know,” I whispered. I didn’t want my dad to worry about me when he was in prison. I’d have to keep my fears to myself about living with Vivian. 
 
                “Go on, I need to talk to your grandma now.” I nodded my understanding. “I love you, Karmen. Please don’t forget that.” 
 
                “I love you too, Daddy,” I whispered. I hung up the phone and quickly dashed out of the room before I started crying in front of him again. 
 
                After my grandma spoke to him, we went home, where she started making dinner and told me to sit at the kitchen table so we could have a talk. 
 
                “We need to get a few things straight, Karmen,” she said, lighting a cigarette and blowing a puff of smoke in my direction. “Your father told me you said I didn’t like you. Is that right?” she asked, staring me down. 
 
                I nodded my head yes because there was no point in lying. 
 
                “It’s not that I don’t like you, Karmen, it’s just that I am well beyond the age of taking care of a teenager. I’m upset with your father, not you.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
                “I think we will get along just fine if we both just stay out of the other one's way. I know you are thirteen years old and more than capable of taking care of yourself. Lord knows you have been taking care of that sorry excuse for a father since you were old enough to talk.” 
 
                I didn’t argue with her because she was speaking the truth. I couldn’t remember when my dad and I had switched roles. I had been taking care of him since I could remember. 
 
                “All right then, that’s settled. Now, why don’t you run to your room and work on your homework or whatever,” she said, dismissing me with the wave of her hand, as she turned to the fridge. 
 
                I didn’t need to be told twice. I slammed my door behind me and leaned against it and slid down. 
 
                After I wrapped my arms around my raised knees, I rested my chin on them. I was so angry and upset at my father, but I had no one to talk to about it. I closed my eyes and banged my head on the door. 
 
                “It’s not fair,” I said to my barren bedroom. 
 
                Vivian had only given me a mattress on the floor to sleep on and a three-drawer dresser.  
 
                I had boxes sitting in the corner of things I used to have in my room, but I didn’t want to take them out of the boxes. Taking all my pictures and possessions out of the boxes made this real. As long as I lived out of those boxes, this was all just a bad dream. 
 
                I thought about how putting everything in boxes made things better and decided to start putting everything I didn’t want to feel into a box. The first thing I put in my little boxes was my anger with my father. 
 
                Opening that box in my head and placing that anger inside and then slamming the lid on top helped. I didn’t have to feel that anger anymore. 
 
                Every day, for the past twelve years, I filled my tiny little boxes. Sad because I was all alone? Put it in a box and don’t think about it. An “A” on my math test and Vivian ordering me to go to my room when I tried to tell her? Put it in a box and don’t think about it. 
 
                All through my teenage years, I had probably thousands of tiny boxes that I neatly put on a shelf and never thought about again. It even worked well into adulthood. Things always fit nicely into the boxes. 
 
    Everything except for Nickel. As much as I tried to shove his gorgeous smile in the box, I could never forget about it. 
 
    Almost a year ago, his grandmother was transferred to the nursing home I worked at as an RN.  Every week, on Tuesday at nine o’clock, he would come in and visit her like clockwork.  
 
    I still remember the day he appeared in her room while I was checking her blood pressure. He waltzed in as if he owned the place, and I haven’t been able to stop thinking about him since. His grandmother was one of my favorite patients. She was sweet but had a smart-ass streak to her. 
 
                Every Tuesday, he would hold up a bakery bag and insist on me staying and having a snack with them. He would track me down if he didn’t see me in her room and ask me how my day was going. 
 
                He always had a leather vest on that had his name, Nickel, on it and a huge patch on the back that was the insignia of the Fallen Lords. All I knew about the Fallen Lords was that they were a motorcycle club, and they rode bikes everywhere they went. I was seriously oblivious to everything he was. 
 
                The only thing I wasn’t oblivious to was his gorgeous smile and dark blue eyes. Whenever he was done talking to me, he always winked and smiled as he walked away. That wink and smile drove me crazy. 
 
                That man was everything I didn’t want in my life, and that was the exact reason I needed to find a box big enough to fit him in. I needed to slam the lid down on him and never think of him again.  
 
    If only things were that easy. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
KINGS OF VENGEANCE MC BOOK §

P 4





images/00001.jpeg
G

KINGS OF VENGEANCE MC BOK 5





