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  Author's Note



This book is intended for readers 18+. There are scenes of gun violence and abduction, which may trigger or upset some readers. Please do not read if you are uncomfortable with those types of scenes. Thank you. 
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  Chapter 1
It's Private

Ivy


After months of searching old records, Internet-digging, and even a failed roadtrip that my friend Chad wouldn’t let me forget, I sat outside a new neighborhood bar called ‘On a Lark’, determined to find my biological dad. 
The neon ‘Open’ sign wasn’t lit, but I’d watched at least four couples walk through the doors, and they’d yet to come out. Rumor had it there was a soft launch going on, and another rumor said the bar’s name tied back to the man in charge. 
Lark.
The same motorcycle club road name attributed to the man I was looking for: a sperm donor Mom had chosen over twenty years ago.
I inhaled slow and deep to calm my nerves. There were seven motorcycles in the parking lot. The last couple I’d watch go inside the bar had arrived on a bike. I’d never been to a biker bar. I’d watched a few movies and a long-running TV series about bikers, and even if those weren’t entirely accurate (and I suspected they weren’t) I knew this could go the wrong way. Especially since I was here alone.
A shiny, bright blue Ford F-150 pulled into the lot and parked two spots over from my car. Part of me was relieved at that because the side mirrors jutted out from the cab much farther than necessary. Three men got out of the truck, two of them loud and obnoxious.
I kept my gaze pinned to my phone in my hand hoping they wouldn’t notice me inside my car.
My head jerked up at a metallic bang coming from my hood. I locked eyes with a white man in his twenties wearing a black baseball hat with the bill facing backwards.
He laughed and grinned at one of the other men. “Scared the shit out of her.”
Chad’s words from earlier in the day raced through my mind. 
Why are you doing this?
That was the million-dollar question.
I’d told him I didn’t know, but that wasn’t entirely true.
Over the years, Mom had off-handedly said she’d love to meet the man who helped make me who I was.
I’d stopped telling her that he wasn’t the man who made me who I was since that would require his presence in our lives.
Still, for some reason, ten months ago her words-slash-request had taken root in my head, and I couldn’t let it go.
I wanted to meet him, too. 
Even more, I wanted Mom to meet him.
Yeah, the jerk banging on my vehicle hadn’t scared me. The prospect of walking into that bar and coming face to face with Lark scared me, but if Mom had taught me anything it was to face my fears with my chin held high.
So, I tucked my keys in my pocket, grabbed my purse, and faced reality.

      [image: ]Three paces into the bar, I stopped short, for two reasons. 
One, the set-up was wrong. I expected to open the door and wander to the actual bar. Instead, I found myself inside a small room with a glass-case that doubled as a counter and held a variety of t-shirts.
Two, the man behind the counter with his leather vest, bulging biceps, light brown hair and alert blue eyes riled my nerves more than any group of rowdy rednecks ever could.
I swallowed and pushed through my frazzled nerves.
“Hi. Is there a cover charge to get in?”
One of his eyebrows rose ever-so-slightly. “Why would you think there’s a cover?”
I hadn’t expected that. Answering a question with a question had to rank as one of my least favorite conversational gambits.
Worse, this made me a hypocrite since I was rather adept at it myself, working as a Realtor.
Before I could answer, another man entered the small room. A man who was clearly his brother since he looked identical to the man in front of me. Only he had an air about him that screamed troublemaker, and made it clear his brother was the good one. 
What in the world had I gotten myself into?
The two of them had a brief conversation, but I’d been so blindsided I’d tuned them out.
You know the cartoons that show the good angel and the bad angel? These men were twins, that much was clear. What was also clear was that they appeared to embody good and bad.
Yeah… I wasn’t a girl who went for threesomes, but I had a sudden urge to be sandwiched between these two. 
“I don’t think I like that look on her face,” the good one said.
“I know I don’t,” the edgier, ‘bad’ one said.
I shook myself out of my reverie. “I’m looking for Lark. Is he around?”
“Why?” the bad one asked.
“It’s private.”
“So is his location.”
He was lying. I knew it, but I wasn’t going to cave.
With a glance toward the doorway, I saw they weren’t busy. I shifted my gaze to the good twin. “What time do you close?”
“In an hour,” the ‘bad’ twin said.
I glared at him. “I was speaking to your twin.”
I’d never seen an evil smirk, but this man’s was downright diabolical. “Triplet.”
“Good Lord… three of you,” I breathed, wondering if the third brother would be ‘just right’ between the two of them.
A flirty, feminine laugh filled the air. “Killian! Don’t scare the girl that way.”
A woman entered the room and slugged Killian – the bad twin – in the bicep. Immediately, I knew she was their triplet sister. She was striking.
“What do you want with Lark?” she asked.
I smiled. “Like I told Killian, it’s private. I’ll come back another time.”
Before I could turn on my heel, the ‘good’ twin said, “You’ll still have to go through me or Killian, so your privacy won’t matter then, either.”
His tone sounded angry, it was so tight. My eyes darted to Killian and back to him. Maybe he wasn’t so ‘good’ after all.
“Seriously, Ryan? You just have to pile on when Kill does.”
I smiled at the unnamed sister. “Have a nice evening.”
“I’m Mick, and not to pile on… further, but you’ll still have to tell one of us before you get to Lark.”
With a chin lift, I said, “I’ll cross that bridge when I get there.”

      [image: ]“Did you find him? Is it done?” Chad asked.
Lying in my bed, in the dark with my cell phone to my ear, I said, “No.”
“His name’s on the business, Ivy. ‘On a Lark Bar & Grille,’ how could you not find him?”
I sighed. “I said it wasn’t done. He has triplets who keep people away from him.”
There was a long pause on the line and I wondered if Chad were smoking. 
“You’re telling me he donated his sperm and he had triplets with somebody?”
“I sure as hell hope not,” I blurted.
“What? Why? All you’ve ever wanted was siblings.”
I chuckled. “Yeah, but not with a side effect of insta-lust. Those two were so hot, I had immediate visions of being between them. If we’re related… that’s just gross.”
“Being between three men is gross period, Ivy. Not to mention cumbersome.”
I laughed. “No, Chad. These triplets are two men and a woman. Even though I don’t swing that way, I’d be interested in her. Though… not if we’re related.”
“Oh,” he muttered. “Still. Why would he donate sperm if he already had kids?”
I contemplated that. “If I’m lucky, I’ll find out. It just won’t happen any time soon.”
“Why not?”
After a rueful chuckle, I took a deep breath. “Let’s just say, I’m determined to corner this man without either of these three people playing gate-keeper. That’s gonna take a while.”






  
  Chapter 2
Are You Over Your Snit?

Ryan


I should have looked away, but that woman had a pull on me and I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the sight of her lush round ass swaying as she walked out the door. Something deep inside me said she was another one of Lark’s conquests, and I suspected she was pregnant to boot, which irritated me. 
“How long do we have to do this shit for Lark?” I asked a moment after the door closed.
Killian shoved my shoulder. “We’re prospects. We do whatever the brothers tell us to for as long as it takes.”
I sighed. “What about Mick? She’s not a prospect. And Lark should handle his own shit.”
“Why are you so mad?” Killian asked.
My lips quirked and I shrugged, then faced my brother. “It’s fucked up. Telling women Lark’s not around. Why he sleeps with women half his age—”
“You don’t know that he slept with her,” Killian said, shaking his head.
A bitter laugh crept out of me. “I’m pretty sure she’s pregnant – and it pisses me off.”
Mickayla put a hand on the edge of the glass counter-top and used her other hand to flick her mass of wavy hair behind her shoulder. “Did she say she was pregnant?”
I shook my head. 
My sister tilted her head, looking so much like Mom it wasn’t funny. “Then you don’t know anything. Stop assuming, Ry. It isn’t like you.”
I couldn’t stop myself from arguing. “It isn’t like me, but my gut instincts are rarely wrong.”
Mick let go of the counter and leaned toward me. “You aren’t a woman, so please, do us both a favor here, and listen to me. Your gut can be, and very likely is, wrong about her pregnancy status. She was cute and curvy – just how you like your women—”
“Mick,” I started.
She shook her head. “Oh, no, Ry, you earned this. Just because a woman has curves doesn’t mean she’s pregnant. Hell, I get bloated around that time of the month and let me tell you, it sucks.”
I’d heard more than my fair share about my sister’s cycle, and I didn’t want to court more of that. 
“Mick, she said it was private. What else could she need from Lark? She’s younger than us.”
“Did you card her?” she asked. 
I slid my eyes to the side. “No.”
Killian chuckled. “Yeah, I’m thinking she’s our age or older. She just drove by, and there’s a picture of her on her car. Ivy Brummis and her phone number. Looks like she sells real estate.” He turned his head toward me. “How many women younger than us do you know driving around with a car magnet for that sort of business?”
Mick shot me a knowing look. “Listen, Lark wanting us to keep people away from him isn’t that difficult, and to be fair, it lets him focus on more important shit. Speaking of important shit, the same group of jerks from the other night came in before her. I’m going to work the bar, so we don’t have another scene like before.”
“You mean last night,” I muttered.
She raised her chin defiantly. “Anyway, be on your toes. We don’t need a bar fight tonight. Or any night, really.”
Killian clamped a hand on my shoulder. “Hit the walk-in fridge. We need kegs lined up, and it’ll give you a chance to cool off. Hell, Raff’s here with Alexandra. Chat with them, get your mind off shit.”
I followed my sister into the main barroom and prowled to the walk-in fridge. Once I was relatively cooled off, I went behind the bar. On the customer side, Mickayla was chatting with Rafferty and Alexandra. Rafferty was also prospecting with the Riot MC and, like me and Killian, his dad was a patched member. Alexandra was Cal’s daughter and he was the Sergeant-at-Arms for the Jacksonville chapter.
I stopped in front of Rafferty. “Another?”
“Sure,” he said.
I felt my sister’s eyes on me while I pulled a bottle of Blue Moon from the cooler. 
“Are you over your snit?” she asked.
I put the beer in front of Rafferty, and turned toward Mick. “Not a snit. Like I said, I don’t trust her.”
“How come?” Alexandra asked.
I rested both of my hands on the bar at an angle and leaned toward Alexandra. “Instinct. She’s my age, maybe a little younger. A woman like her shouldn’t be strolling in here, asking about Lark.”
“Why not?” Alexandra asked.
“Lex,” Rafferty said in a warning tone.
Alexandra turned to Rafferty. “It’s a valid question. Why can’t anyone come in here and ask to talk to Lark?”
“Why couldn’t she tell me what she wanted with him?” I asked.
That had to be what rubbed me the wrong way. 
Granted, it probably wasn’t my business, but at the same time, that’s the position Lark put me in by insisting that I play gatekeeper with anyone asking after him.
Alexandra turned her hands up on the bar. “I’m just saying, it’s a daunting task to go anywhere looking for someone. It’s even worse when it’s a biker bar and you aren’t part of our culture. I didn’t hear what she said, but from the way she held herself – I don’t think she’s ever met a biker.”
I leaned back and crossed my arms on my chest. “That might be true, but even if this were a mom-and-pop shop, and someone asked why she was looking for someone, saying it’s private isn’t going to cut it.”
Mickayla shook her head. “I don’t know about that, but where is Lark? Did you tell him about this?”
I hadn’t and part of me wanted to keep it from him, for some fucked-up reason. 
I shook my head. “No. I went to the keg room to cool off. I don’t know why that woman made me mad, but she did. You can let Lark know that a woman who’s probably thirty years younger than him is looking for him.”
Mickayla narrowed her eyes at me. “She’s not thirty years younger than him. She looks like she’s twenty-one, maybe twenty-two, and Lark is early forties, tops.”
I grabbed a rag from under the bar and wiped down an area to the left of Rafferty. After a beat, I locked eyes with my sister. “Nope, Lark will be forty-nine next week. That puts twenty-eight years between them.”
Mickayla stepped closer to the bar. “Okay, but why do you sound angrier?”
I dipped my chin. “What he does in his free time is his business, but he loves attention from younger women. She said the reason she wanted to see him was ‘private’. What else am I supposed to make of that?”
Rafferty shook his head. “That seems like a stretch, Ry.”
Mickayla spoke before I could respond. “He doesn’t act on most of the attention he gets from younger women, Ryan. But you said it yourself, it’s ‘his business,’ so maybe you shouldn’t jump to conclusions here.”
I took a deep breath, then leaned toward Mickayla. “I’ll do that. But like you said to her, if she comes back, she’s still gotta tell one of us what she wants before she’ll get to Lark.”
“Why are you three his keeper?” Alexandra asked.
Mickayla hurried down the length of the bar, came around to my side of the bar, and sidled up beside me. “It’s part of proving ourselves to him.”
I shot Rafferty a dry look. “I thought it was bullshit until now.”
“Maybe she was a plant,” Alexandra suggested.
Mickayla laughed. “Honey, Lark doesn’t have the time to plan something like that.”
I stared into space for a beat. “No, but I could see another brother doing that to fuck with us.”
Mickayla shrugged. “Whatever. Time will tell. If she even comes back.”
Alexandra’s head bobbed in a couple of short nods, then she looked at me. “Yeah, and maybe you won’t be here when she does.”
“Fat chance. We get no days off here if we want part-ownership,” I said.
“Really?” Alexandra asked.
“As Lark pointed out, small business owners don’t get vacations in their first year,” Mickayla said.
Alexandra tilted her head. “But not even one day off?”
“His terms,” I said, looking between the two of them. “I’ll see you when you leave. Have a good time.”

      [image: ]Technically, the bar was in the midst of a soft launch, and this was our first Saturday night crowd. As much as I wanted to say the crowd was a mix that mirrored the surrounding neighborhoods, I couldn’t deny what Alexandra had said. One glance through the patrons, and most people would say this was a biker bar. 
Last night, a local band had played from nine until midnight. Killian and I had to run interference between a couple bikers and a group of three extremely loud and rowdy men. They weren’t exactly rednecks, but they were similar. Those same men came in tonight. Fortunately for them, the bikers they riled up last night hadn’t come back. 
At least, not yet.
Tonight, Lark had a different band scheduled. The Muzzle Kings had shown up over an hour ago and were planning to play until one in the morning. Based on their first set, they featured a decent mix of rock covers and original songs. They were on a break, and a few of the older patrons left for the night.
Rafferty and Alexandra wandered out, and we said our goodbyes. 
Through the glass doors, I watched them swing onto Rafferty’s Harley. A stab of jealousy ripped through me. Not that I had a thing for Alexandra, but I wanted something like what they had. They’d been best friends growing up, until they weren’t, and recently they got their heads out of their asses and were giving it a shot.
But I’d never find something like that. My parents loved each other so much and were so vocal and visible about it that I knew I’d never find that kind of love for myself. To be honest, I wouldn’t want it if it came with the amount of pain and suffering they’d gone through. 
The door opened and Blood, Volt, and Tundra trudged into the room. 
Fifteen minutes later, the two bikers from last night followed them inside, giving me chin lifts as they passed me.
Killian was wandering the room collecting empties during the band’s break. He snuck over to me while carrying a stack of pint glasses almost as long as his arm. “That ain’t good. You should have told them—”
I shook my head. “No fuckin’ way I’m gonna deny two bikers entry for those assholes. Hell, it might force Lark to take a stand.”
“If you believe that, you and I should swap places.”
I dipped my chin. “Lark doesn’t want us doin’ that.”
Kill arched a brow. “How would he even know? Especially since we don’t have road name patches on our cuts.” He grinned. “Won’t be long before we won’t be able to do this sort of thing because we’d have to swap cuts, and I know we’d hate doing that.”
As usual, my brother had a way of tempting me to do…not exactly a bad thing, but most likely the wrong thing. 
Risk should have been his middle name. Many months ago, I made the mistake of telling some of the brothers that should be Kill’s road name, but they laughed at me because we’d only just started prospecting.
More often than not, I wound up taking the risk with him, but that’s what brothers did for each other.
“Come on,” Killian drawled into the ensuing silence.
With a sigh, I turned my hands up. “Fine, but don’t mess up the till. We’re charging a cover starting at ten.”
Killian’s head moved in two short nods. “Yeah, we gotta tell Lark to promote the cover charge more. I’m certain that’s why it filled up so much earlier.”
I nodded, moved out from behind the counter, and took the stack of glasses from him. “I agree. We make more than the ten dollar cover in the amount of alcohol those people order.”
He grinned. “Yeah, I wonder if they’d come in if we charged the cover even earlier. An extra ten bucks a head is always an extra ten bucks.”
I shrugged a shoulder. “Why mess with something that isn’t broken?”
I hit the kitchen to offload the glasses, then wandered behind the bar to help Lark and Mickayla deal with the crush of people getting their drinks before the music started again.
Mickayla sidled up to me, putting three cocktails on a tray. “Take those to table two, and please stop switching with Kill. Lark might confuse you two occasionally, but that’s happening less and less these days. He’s no dummy, and neither are you.”
She was right, but she was also jealous of our ability to swap places. Rather than respond to her comment, my eyes slid to table two. The three rednecks sat at that table, and their eyes were pinned on my sister. 
“We need to hire some servers.”
Mick chuckled. “Too soon, and seriously, get out of here before Lark hears you and figures out the switch y’all pulled.”
I put the drinks on the table as fast as I could without spilling them. Two of the men had expressions that said they wanted to chat with me, which meant my goal was to avoid all conversation.
Before I could leave the table one grabbed my wrist, earning a death glare. 
“Sorry, man, but she’s your sister, right?” the man wearing a black baseball cap asked me, and let go of me.
This was why Killian should have been on the floor. This jackass never would have touched him. 
I managed to contain my sneer as I looked down at him. “She’s our bartender tonight. That’s all you need to know.”
The band started up again, and I busted my ass for the duration of their set while people ate, drank, and were generally merry. 
The man wearing the baseball cap had switched to ordering Blue Moon drafts, which came with an orange wedge as a garnish. I hadn’t thought anything of it, until just before the band was done with their second set. 
The asshole who’d grabbed my wrist wadded up the orange rind and launched it through the air at one of the bikers who’d been here last night.
Before I could attempt to talk anyone down, all hell broke loose.
The biker who hadn’t been hit by the rind moved faster than I thought possible and had one of the laughing jackasses out of his chair. With a hand at the asshole’s throat, he was shoving him toward a wall, and one of the other rednecks tried to pull him off their buddy.
The guy who’d been hit with the citrus had his eyes fixed on the only guy still at the table. The one who flicked the fruit. 
The asshole stood and glared at the biker as he drew closer to me.
“Sir, let me get them out of here,” I said in a low voice.
“Nobody pulls that shit on me without feeling my fists,” the biker said.
I didn’t disagree with him. 
Without moving my lips, I muttered, “One throw. Be fast.”
The biker’s body gave a slight twitch. With one hand he grabbed the asshole by the collar of his t-shirt, then he used his free hand to land a vicious left jab to the man’s nose. 
From the corner of my eye, I saw Volt and Tundra were breaking things up with the other biker and the two rednecks. After a quick glance in the opposite direction, I noticed Lark and Blood were keeping things calm on that side of the room.
The brawl ended almost as fast as it started, thanks to the band’s lead guitarist causing ear-splitting feedback on the sound system. Funny how that screeching sound made most everyone stop what they were doing.
I grabbed the fruit-flicking asshole and escorted him outside. 
“This is the second problem you’ve caused in as many days. Another time and you’re barred. Your buddies, too.”
“Fuck you,” he spat at me.
I fought off a lip curl but raised my eye brows. “If you want to play it that way, you can be barred right here and now.”
A knowing gleam hit his eyes. “You aren’t the owner, you’re just his lackey.”
I ignored the barb and stalked into the bar.
Back in the main room, the band had started a rock ballad from the late eighties. My guess, this was an attempt to ease the tension. It appeared as though most of the patrons had stuck around.
Killian sidled up to me. “Did you really let that guy take a swing?”
I didn’t know where Lark was, and a fib came easily to me. “No, man. He told me he was cool—”
“I’m not Lark.”
I twisted my head so I could lock eyes with him. “Would you let that shit go if you were in his boots?”
Killian chuckled. “Fuck, no. I also wouldn’t have let you get there first, though.”
I shook my head. “Whatever. You want to stay out front or what?”
“No fuckin’ way. I forgot how damn boring it is up here.”






  
  Chapter 3
Stay Calm

Ivy


Four months later…
“I’ve been thinking,” Chad said, popping a tray of chopped potatoes into my oven. 
Every Sunday, I got together with him and we made dinner together. Our close friend Kristen joined us when she had the time, but tonight she had a family dinner. 
Except for around the holidays, we kept it very casual. Since we were at my place, I was wearing one of my favorite Jane Austen inspired t-shirts and a pair of silky-soft lounge pants. Chad was dressed as casually as could be expected in a colorful pair of madras shorts and a mushroom-colored polo shirt.
“You’ve been thinking… I’m not sure if that’s good or bad.”
He leaned against the counter and grabbed his glass of white wine. “I think you messed up going to that bar by yourself back in May.”
I nodded. “Because you wanted to come with me, but Chad—”
“No, because you were too direct. That makes you hell on wheels at your job, but this needs a softer touch.”
I nodded once. “Go on.”
“See, if Kristen and I had been with you, we wouldn’t have just asked to see Lark. We’d have found a spot at the bar, ordered something, and been more discreet.”
My lips quirked with skepticism. “You mean we’d have hung out and waited for Lark to show himself.”
“No, I mean we’d have been discreet. Asking them why the bar’s called what it is…it’s a new business. They’ve got to get the word out, and most people love talking about themselves.”
I shook my head. “They’d have seen right through that.”
Chad swirled the wine in his glass then put it on the counter. “Maybe so. Under the circumstances, I think fate has sent you a sign, Ivy.”
I turned my gaze toward my kitchen window, trying not to roll my eyes. “You’ve told me that before.”
“No, I haven’t.”
I shifted my gaze back to Chad. “Not in so many words, but—”
He crossed his arms on his broad chest. “Why are you so determined to talk to this man?”
“I just want to meet him. That isn’t wrong,” I said in a small voice, mainly because I’d told Chad this numerous times in the past.
“No, it isn’t wrong, but you also want him to meet Debra.”
“Yeah, because maybe she’s curious about the man whose genes I share.”
“Or maybe she isn’t,” Chad argued.
For some reason, I couldn’t entertain that idea – no matter how logical it might be. “It’s also up to him, Chad. The fact he has three people gatekeeping for him makes me wonder what he’s hiding.”
Chad grabbed his wine glass. “Could be hazing.”
“No way,” I scoffed.
“Ivy, you didn’t do Greek life—”
“This isn’t college.”
“No, but a club is a club and a lot of them have rituals, rites of passage… you know, hazing.”
I narrowed my eyes at him, but the effort was feeble seeing as my best friend was looking out for me, or trying to anyway. “Something tells me you’re wrong. I just wanna meet Lark and I’m going back there after work tomorrow.”
Chad pressed his lips together while his cheeks puffed out like he was holding in his anger. “You’ve always been too independent for your own good.”
I shrugged. “Nothing wrong with being independent.”
“Sure, except you’d do everything yourself if you could.”
“That’s not true. I do group-like things.” I paused and nodded. “I definitely can’t do my job all on my own, there’s plenty of people I depend on to close deals, and I’m part of professional groups.”
Chad smiled. “Yeah, because your boss forced you to join them.” He tipped his wine glass toward me, his eyes darting to my t-shirt. “I gave you that shirt not because you love Jane Austen, but because you’re the most obstinate and headstrong woman I’ve ever met. At this point though, even the society of headstrong and obstinate girls wouldn’t take you.”
I smirked. “Of course not. They’re obstinate and headstrong.”
His posture slumped. “Oh, my Ivy. You got answers for everything.”
“Except this Lark guy, which is why I’m going tomorrow night.”
“It’s been months since you were there. I thought you’d let it go.”
I wandered to the freezer, pulled out a bag of edamame, and popped it in the microwave. “Nope. I’ve been watching the bar in the afternoons and early evenings for the past few weeks.”
Chad’s body tensed. “Jesus! Why are you keeping things from me?”
I set the microwave to run and faced him. “Because I’m obstinate and headstrong? Anyway, their sister leaves at five for a break that’s been taking roughly two hours. She comes back a little after seven. Killian leaves at six and Ryan leaves at six-thirty during the week, so I’m going in at six-forty-five. Fifteen minutes should be plenty of time.”
Chad sipped his wine. “The way you described those two men…I thought you couldn’t tell the difference between them. I suppose that doesn’t matter as long as you see both men leave. But, are you sure you’re right about their schedules?”
“Sure, I’m sure.”
Chad shook his head. “I should meet you there. I’ll—”
He couldn’t be there, that I knew for certain even if I didn’t know exactly why. 
“No! Chad, I’m good. It’s just a conversation.”
“Yes, it’s a life-changing conversation. Which could leave you in emotional tatters.”
That sounded dramatic, but Chad knew me well. Part of what fueled my headstrong obstinance was to make sure nobody could hurt me…and that was ultimately why I didn’t want Chad there. If I got rejected, it would hurt, but it would also be incredibly embarrassing (which was a different kind of pain), and I didn’t want anyone I knew witnessing that.
I shot my friend a gentle look. “I’ll call if I need you.”
Chad matched my gentle look but paired it with a gleam of sternness in his eyes. “No, sweets. You’ll call me before you leave there, so I know you’re good.”

      [image: ]As usual, Chad was right: I should have brought him with me – not that I would tell him that.
Traffic on the Buckman Bridge put me over an hour behind my usual schedule for scoping out On a Lark Bar and Grill. I pulled up to my normal spot at six-fifteen. Five minutes later, Ryan came outside. There was a remote chance it was really Killian, but as bad as traffic was all over town – Ryan had to be leaving early.
He threw a leg over his motorcycle, and I glanced away at the sight. Something about watching him climb on his bike made my belly flip and my breath catch. 
What was that? 
I might be attracted to him, but I wouldn’t let that attraction grow. 
The roar of the bike’s engine got my attention. The moment I lost sight of the bike’s tail light after he got on US 90, I hopped out of my car and beelined toward the bar and grill.
As I strode along the sidewalk leading to the front door, a tall man wearing a baseball cap backwards blocked my path.
“About time you came out to play,” he said in a low voice.
Vaguely, I suspected he was the man who’d beaten on my car hood the first time I’d been here. 
“I’m sorry, I don’t know you.”
He grinned, exposing yellowed teeth. Then he turned his head to spit, and I noticed the bulge of chewing tobacco in his cheek. “Don’t matter. I remember you. Scared you so bad, you jumped like a rabbit. Made my fuckin’ day.”
I didn’t like his vibe, but something told me being bitchy wouldn’t help me here, so I softened my tone. “Listen, I’m not interested. It’s not you, I’m in a crazy place at work right now and—”
I cut myself off when he chuckled. I read books, and I always found ‘dark’ to be the worst word to describe a chuckle. But now I’d actually heard one and I fought off a shiver.
“Don’t care if you’re ‘interested’ or not. I get what I want. Bonus, I saw how that prick bouncer drooled after you.”
I stepped back two paces. “He doesn’t even know me.”
“Bullshit. You followed him home four nights last week.”
Well, crud. 
To an ignorant observer it probably looked that way, but there were only two ways back to the Interstate from here. Of course I probably went the same way as Ryan – or Killian did. My guess was this guy didn’t know the difference between them any better than I did.
I shook my head. “I’m just here to talk to the owner. Now, if you’ll let me pass—”
From his hip, he brought up a handgun. “Bitch, you’re comin’ with me.”
Fear raced through my veins and my mind froze. The strap of my purse slid down my arm and I vaguely heard something hit the ground. I wanted to run, but he’d probably shoot me. For a second, I considered grabbing his arm and pushing it away, but he’d probably shoot me. As things stood, he’d take me somewhere else, and probably shoot me.
A few feet separated us. The man’s eyes darted to the side as someone hopped over the low metal fence delineating the smoker’s patio. 
Next thing I knew, one of the triplets stood in between me and the other man. I didn’t know which one because he had his back to me. His vest looked different up close compared to the last few nights. The backside featured a large, embroidered patch of a skull perched on an upturned fist with wings jutting out to the sides. An arched patch above the skull read “Riot MC,” and a curved patch at the bottom read, “Jacksonville, FL.” From what little I knew about the biker culture, having this patch now had to be a big deal.
I was pulled from my thoughts when he said, “Let her go.”
The tobacco chewing man scoffed. “Look at that, you got a nickname now. ‘Nickel.’ Must be because that’s all your life’s gonna be worth.”
Nickel’s voice dropped an octave. “You got an issue with me, be a man and take it up with me.”
Movement from my other side diverted my attention. Another man had wandered up to us, and he had a gun aimed at me. 
Nickle’s head shifted just enough to see the movement.
“We’ll take it up with both of you. Come with us or I’ll shoot her.”
From over Nickel’s shoulder, I saw the tobacco-chewer smirk. “Hand over your gun, asshole.”
I heard him sigh before giving up his weapon.
The man took it and waved us toward the other side of the lot.
Before I could move, the second man grabbed my bicep and dragged me to a beat-up, dark green Nissan Frontier. He shoved me into the back of the cab. “Slide over, bitch.”
I did as ordered, expecting him to follow me, but then I smelled leather and saw Nickel had climbed in beside me.
“You got cuffs?” the man at the door asked.
“Rusty didn’t tell me to bring cuffs,” the tobacco chewer said.
“Dammit, Campbell, do you think these two won't try to run us off the road?”
“I got zip-ties, Boyd.”
“Well, move your ass and get ‘em,” Boyd said from the door.
I opened my mouth thinking someone would hear me scream, but Nickel grabbed my thigh. “Don’t. It’ll make it worse,” he whispered.
I whispered back, “Are you Killian or—”
“Ryan. Stay calm,” he whispered.
I almost choked with my urge to laugh. “Impossible,” I muttered.
“Shut up back there,” Boyd said, brandishing his gun.
The door to my left opened. Campbell stood there holding his gun in one hand and a zip-tie in the other. At some point he must have chucked his tobacco because the bulge in his cheek was gone.
From the other side of the cab, Boyd leaned toward us. “Put your fuckin’ gun away, Campbell, and get her wrists bound. She does anything, I shoot the biker and then I shoot her.”
My eyes slid to the side and saw Boyd had the gun held inches from Ryan’s head.
Ryan’s head moved in an imperceptible nod for me to cooperate. 
I held my wrists out and Campbell wrapped the zip-tie around.
“Don’t cut off her circulation,” Boyd said, not a moment too soon.
Campbell gave a low pitched chuckle. “Oh, right.”
I couldn’t fathom why we weren’t fighting these two assholes, but I had to trust that Ryan had good reason for me not to fight back. Maybe he was biding his time and letting them think we were coming willingly. Then again, a loaded gun made resistance a bad idea.
The moment my wrists were bound, Campbell shut my door. I heard the sound of flesh hitting flesh and suddenly Ryan slumped against me. 
I let out a scream.
The cab dipped as Boyd put a foot on the running board and leaned inside. “Shut up, Ivy, or I’ll shoot him for good measure.”
“What’d you do?” Campbell asked from behind Boyd.
Boyd angled out of the truck and jerked his head toward Ryan. “No way he was going to let us zip-tie him, so I pistol-whipped him to knock him out. Get his wrists and let’s go.”
Campbell grabbed Ryan’s wrists while I sat there fuming and struggling to think of a good way to get out of this. I could shove Ryan’s body at Campbell, but Boyd would shoot me – hell, he’d probably shoot us both.
Once Campbell shut the door on us, I kept my gaze on Ryan’s chest. I needed to know he was breathing because I’d never been around someone who’d been knocked out. After a moment, I saw a slight rise and felt a rush of relief.
Suddenly, my door was wrenched open again. I twisted my head and saw Boyd standing there. Too late, I realized his fist was zooming toward me. Pain exploded behind my temple and my vision went dark.






  
  Chapter 4
Something That Big

Ryan


“Jeez, Pop once told me moving a limp body is the hardest lifting you’ll ever do; he wasn’t kidding. For a such a little thing, she sure is heavy.” 
Even though I’d woken up earlier when the truck bounced along a dirt road, I’d dozed off again. Those words immediately brought me out of my heavy stupor. I didn’t want either of these assholes touching her. I didn’t want anybody touching her.
“Looks like he’s coming to, leave her for now,” Boyd said.
“Maybe he can carry her. I don’t want to throw my back out, man,” Campbell said.
These assholes didn’t know their heads from holes in the ground, and definitely had no business abducting anyone. 
My door was thrown open and Boyd held his gun pointed at me and jerked his head to the side. “Outta the truck, nice and slow.”
I couldn’t stand that I’d let this go so far. Seeing Campbell talking to Ivy outside the bar made my blood boil, then I’d seen him holding a gun and that boiling blood rushed to my ears. Maybe if I’d taken a moment to think, I’d have been able to handle this whole situation better, but it was like my instincts were on a trigger-wire that wasn’t under my control.
Whoever drove us, must have left the ignition switch in the run position because the digital clock was still lit and the radio was still on. As I slowly swung my feet toward the exit, I made note of the time, five minutes after seven. 
Standing in front of Boyd, he eyed me up and down. “For once, Camp, I think you got a great idea. We’ll let this jackass carry her dead weight.”
He grabbed my bicep and marched me to the other side of the truck. It wasn’t lost on me that I’d marched him out of On a Lark the same way. Both men looked at me with blank expressions as we stood staring at Ivy.
I cut my gaze to Boyd, who seemed to be smarter than Campbell, though that wasn’t saying much. “I’m strong, but I can’t carry her with my wrists tied.”
The two of them exchanged a look. I’d wanted to tell them her wrists needed to be untied as well, but that would be pressing my luck. 
Finally, Boyd nodded. “Yeah, I can see that. Camp, cut his tie.” He leveled a look at me. “I’ll be right next to you and if you pull anything, I shoot her in the head.”
Campbell started to grab my wrists, but his eyes darted to my hip. “Boyd, get his phone. We need to get her phone, too.”
“Good catch,” Boyd said and snatched my cell off my belt. 
They fumbled around Ivy’s pockets, and I realized I was grinding my teeth. 
Why did I react this
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