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Latoya, Jane, and Tina — Thank you for all the polishes and the looks from the other side.
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PART 1

Chapter One
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THE FRONT DOOR OPENED and shut. Olin forked the cooked hamburger patty out of the skillet and put it on the bun. Whoever came over was on their own for dinner. He'd only made enough food for himself.

"God, Olin. The kitchen is full of smoke."

Ashley Thompson's feminine voice filled his house with sweetness despite the edge in her tone. The same voice that'd been branded in his head twenty-four/seven since he was twenty years old. That was a hell of a long time, considering he was pushing the backend of forty-five years old.

He squirted the ketchup bottle drawing circles over the meat and ignored Ashley as she rushed behind him and opened the window over the sink.

"It's going to take a week to get the smell out of your house," said Ashley.

He picked up his plate and carried it into the living room, leaving Ashley to whatever her problem was today. Depending on the time of the month, the hour, or if the fucking moon was in Jupiter, her moods changed faster than he could keep up with lately.

Olin sat down, turned on the television, and kicked his boots up on the coffee table. Two boxers punched it out on the screen, and he picked up his burger and took a bite. He'd worked all day in the garage of Brikken Motorcycle Club without stopping to eat lunch, and he was starving.

"There's a link between charred meat and cancer." Ashley sat down on the couch beside him. "I've told you that before."

He took another bite to piss her off. No matter what he did, Ashley had an opinion. If he took a shower, he washed parts of his body in the wrong order. If she was over, she educated him on how to separate his jeans from his T-shirts when he threw clothes in the washer—like it mattered. Two nights ago, she marched across the backyard to pick one measly weed out of the yard that'd bloomed.

"Okay, I can see you're not in the mood to talk." Ashley slouched on the couch and crossed her legs.

The tip of her high heel brushed his calf. His body tensed and he followed the bare skin up to the short skirt. Unable to stop looking, he raised his gaze to the cleavage showing between the edges of a see-through top. Her new job wouldn't require her to wear heels and dressy clothes.

"Where are you going?" He finished the last bite of hamburger and leaned forward, putting the empty plate on the coffee table.

"Out," she said.

"With who?" He stood, unable to sit on the couch beside her any longer.

"What do you mean, with who?" Ashley huffed out an irritated breath. "It's my business. Not yours."

"Right." He walked out of the room.

Their last argument last night centered around him telling her that who he hung around with was his business, not hers. He walked into the garage. Apparently, she was still miffed and believed turn around was fair play.

The door behind him never shut. Ashley hurried down the two steps after him. "I told you last night if you wanted to do something with me, you had to ask before I made definite plans."

"I'm not asking." He removed the duffle off the back of his Harley.

Ashley stood with her hip out. "That's why I'm going out without you."

"Then, go out." He pulled out a bottle of whiskey.

She crossed her arms making her cleavage swell and deepen. He took his fill and ignored the drink.

Her hand covered the softness, trying to block his view. He growled and stepped toward her. She couldn't keep what belonged to him.

He'd had his mouth on every inch of her body. Knew her flavor. Knew every dimple. Knew exactly where his lips could make her gasp.

He'd been fucking Ashley since she was sixteen years old. Now at thirty-nine years old, Ashley still made him hot for her. Hot enough, he wanted to settle down, and he wanted that to happen with her.

Except she dragged her feet and came up with too many excuses. She was waiting for perfect, and perfect wouldn't happen in his life.

They couldn't get along for longer than twenty-four hours without causing a scene, but they sure made sweet love.

"Olin...don't." She backed up, swinging her long, dark brown hair behind her shoulder.

Her temper made her body shake in all the right places. He stepped forward. She bumped into the tire of his motorcycle, unable to escape. His chest swelled in anticipation, knowing there was no place for her to go.

She groaned and contorted her body, trying to view the back of her short skirt for any stains. Using her distraction, he swooped in, wrapping his arm around her slim waist, and hauled her up against his body.

"Olin." She pressed her hands against his chest. "You're going to get grease on me."

He squeezed her ass with both hands, tugging her against his hardness. "Say it, Ash."

She shook her head, pouting her full lips. He brought her up tighter against him, not letting her make any excuses. He'd asked. He'd demanded. He'd even picked up a damn pen and wrote out what he wanted.

Ashley refused any of his offers, leaving their relationship hanging. Until she agreed to be his, the way he wanted and needed in a woman, he wasn't going to put his tag around her neck.

He brought his head down and rubbed his lips against her mouth. All she had to do was hand over her life to him, and they could settle the bullshit back and forth relationship that left them both miserable.

She lifted her head. He lowered his and licked her neck, finding suction, and marked the delicate skin.

"Damn you." She softened against him before jerking away.

He let her go, pleased with himself. Zeroing his gaze on the smooth skin off-center to the base of her throat, he grinned. Let her try and go out now, wearing his mark.

Ashley rubbed her neck. "I don't even know why I came over here."

"Uh huh." He crossed his arms and continued looking at her.

She sure looked pretty all wound up and angry. His chest quivered in amusement. Fighting with Ashley was pure encouragement to him. His girl wanted him to beg her to stay with him tonight.

Ashley fanned her neck where a red hickey marked her skin while her deep brown eyes half-ass glared at him.  His cock pulsed harder. She wanted him.

"I'm out of here." She huffed and walked back into the house.

He exhaled loudly and followed her. By the time he'd made it to the front door, she'd stepped off his driveway onto the street and swished her ass in front of the empty house next door. He leaned against the doorframe and watched her walk up her driveway, two houses down from his.

Being her neighbor was the reason why he'd bought the house from Chief. His father had bought the place before Olin was born and kept one of his women here for many years. It sat vacant for a couple years before one night, tired of riding to the Brikken clubhouse after spending half the night with Ashley, he decided to buy it from his dad.

The front door of Ashley's house slammed shut. He whistled under his breath. That woman was fired up. 

She probably lied about having plans to go out. He walked back into the house and crashed on the couch. Whenever she got a bug up her ass, she enjoyed bringing him into her mood.

Even if she went out tonight, she wore his mark on the side of her neck. He grabbed the whiskey and took a swig. Any man would stay far away from her.

He set the bottle back on the coffee table and closed his eyes. His balls ached, and he tried to push the memory of Ashley's ass swinging in the tight, black skirt. She better not go clubbing or wherever she thought she was going dressed like that.

Rubbing his hands over his face, he tried to remember if Chief mentioned where Johanna, his dad's woman, was going tonight. Ashley, along with her sister, Lindsay, and Johanna were lifelong friends. They got together at least once a week, usually at the Brikken clubhouse since Chief wanted Johanna close and not out at some club where anything could happen.

Except lately, Ashley had gone out a couple of times with the women she worked with at Shechanics —a mechanic shop owned by two females. He hadn't even known Ashley was thinking about quitting the job she'd had for the last twenty years at the lawyer's firm in downtown Tacoma until she randomly announced her new job.

Working in an office, anywhere, was right up her alley, but Jesus, why the hell would she want to go work in a car shop?

A car door closed outside. He tightened his stomach and rolled off the couch. No fucking way.

He opened the front door and stepped out on the porch in time to catch the back end of Ashley's car whizzing around the corner and out of sight.

Shaking his head in irritation, he stormed back through the house and out into the garage. She shouldn't be driving out at nine o'clock at night by herself. Her sister's car wasn't in the driveway, which meant she was meeting someone in town. In the dark. Alone.

He put on his helmet, started his Harley, and rode away from the house. There was not an area or place Ashley could go that he couldn't find her. Call his knowledge about her whereabouts stalking or overly concerned, he only knew he wouldn't allow anything to happen to her.

Too many times over the years, she'd done something stupid. At sixteen years old, she'd been slipped a roofie while attending a party by herself after getting in an argument with her sister Lindsay. He'd stopped the dickweed teenager from doing anything more than drugging her up. At twenty-three years old, Ashley went to a dinner meeting with clients of the lawyer she worked for. Her boss ran late, and the two male clients decided she was their entertainment while they waited. He'd made sure they understood her job description.

Twice, he'd needed to step in when men decided to catcall her as she finished up her grocery shopping and then approached her when she ignored them. Thirty-odd riders from Brikken Motorcycle Club riding into the store parking lot had scattered the men harassing her.

He opened up the throttle and headed toward the city limits of Tacoma. The long list of times he'd saved Ashley's ass should've proven that he was the man to take care of her.

Up ahead, he spotted the rear of Ashley's vehicle stopped at the first intersection on Ninth and Edison Street. With relief that she was safe, came anger.
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The blinking red light failed to stop Ashley at the intersection. She turned her head side to side and rolled on through, holding her cell phone to her ear.

"I'm two minutes away. Stay outside." Ashley glanced down at the speedometer, breaking all kinds of laws. "I don't want to get there and find out you're gone or I'll have to—"

"Do not call Chief." The vehemence in Jackie's voice had more to do with the threat of getting her freedom taken away than fear of her father.

"I won't, but you have to stay outside. I'm serious, Jackie." She turned right and sped up. "What's the house number?"

Thank God, Jackie called her for help. Called anyone. Chief and Johanna's daughter was like a niece to her, and of course, Olin was one of Jackie's big brothers. She would do anything to help.

"Um, I don't know. Wait...the neighbor across the street has 245A on their mailbox. You'll see me. I'm on the street," said Jackie.

"Okay, I'm almost there. You'll be able to see my headlights in a moment." Ashley slowed down, watching for drunk kids roaming around on foot or trying to pull away from the curb in their cheap cars. "I'm going to hang up. Stay there."

She'd been upset with Olin and halfway out the door to meet her bosses, Elissa and Willa, when Jackie called upset because the girl who'd taken her to a high school party was too drunk to drive her home. Not wanting to call her parents, Jackie had called her for help.

Jackie had used her smarts and reached out. That's all that mattered.

Having grown up with Johanna, she'd been there through her friend's scandalous relationship with Chief, who at the time was president of Brikken Motorcycle Club, and through the birth of both their daughters. She knew enough Brikken members to understand heads would roll if anything happened to Jackie or Stassi. The daughters of Chief and Johanna were overprotected, rightly so.

While she played the fun "aunt" and agreed that Jackie at sixteen years old should be able to go out alone with her friends, the thought of Jackie at an underage party around drinking, drugs, and God forbid...sex, made her want to wring the girl's neck.

Jackie had her whole life ahead of her to party, explore her sexuality, and have a good time.

In the beam of her headlights, she spotted a figure standing at the edge of the street. Ashley slowed and rolled the window down before coming to a stop beside Jackie.

"Hop in, babe." She removed her purse from the passenger seat and set it on the floor of the car.

Jackie, wearing sneakers, shorts, and tank, hurried around the front of the car and slid inside. Ashley remained parked on the street. "Are you okay?"

"Yeah." Jackie sighed heavily. "Thanks for coming to get me."

"That's what I'm here for." Ashley held back her lecture. "Where's your friend that was going to take you home?"

"Inside." Jackie turned in the seat. "Michela drank way too much. They have a keg inside and are also passing around mixed drinks."

"Ouch," she whispered, removing her seatbelt and put on her emergency flashers. "I want you to stay in the car. I'm going to go inside and see for myself what kind of condition Michela is in and see if she's in a safe place to sleep off her drinks. If not, we're going to give her a ride home."

Jackie reached into her bag. "I took her keys."

Ashley leaned over and kissed Jackie's cheek. "God, I'm proud of you. Now, sit tight."

She got out of the car and hurried up the cobbled steps to the front door. Understanding that a keg party for kids meant there were no parents around, she opened the door and walked into the crowded house.

Teenage boys roughhoused in front of her. She skirted the entryway, scanning the faces. Having only met Michela once, she hoped to spot her among the ombre-haired females with the penciled-on eyebrows. They all looked so young. Too young to be drinking.

A boy backed into her. She pressed her hands against his bony spine. "Whoa, there, buddy."

The kid turned around, and his mouth opened, closed, and opened again. "Shit."

"Yeah, shit is right." She lifted her chin, proving that she was an adult and hell would be paid if she couldn't find Jackie's friend. "Where's Michela?"

"Who?"

"Michela."

The boy lifted his drink, realized what he'd done, and lowered his arm to hide the evidence of the alcohol. "Are you her mom?"

If she were Michela's mom, she'd beat her daughter's ass. 

"Hey, Michela? Someone's looking for you," shouted the boy next to the guilty teenager.

She glared and stepped away from the duo. A girl pointed her in the right direction.

In the living room, Michela sat on the couch, leaning against a girl who seemed sober enough to care about her friend. Ashley worked her way across the crowded room and bent down, sweeping Michela's hair off her face.

"Did she pass out?" said Ashley.

"Who are you?" The other girl's gaze darted around, probably looking for more adults in her paranoid state.

"A family friend," she lied. "I can take her home."

"My older brother is coming to pick us up." She glanced down. "Michela is my cousin. Her stupid ex-boyfriend challenged her to drink. I'm going to take her back home with me and let her sleep it off."

She studied the girl. "You haven't been drinking?"

"A half a beer." The girl shrugged. "The party is lame."

Thinking it was probably best if Michela stayed with family, Ashley nodded. "Don't leave her alone."

"I won't." The girl frowned. "I'm not stupid."

Ashley stood, suddenly feeling old. She'd been a teenage girl always going to the parties, hoping to find a boy to love her. Back when young dreams gave her a purpose to find everything her heart desired.

Behind her, a young man shouted. The girl on the couch sat straighter and yelled back.

Ashley stepped away and watched the brother and sister work out the new plans. Confident Michela would be taken care of, Ashley weaved her way through the crowd to the front door. Thankful that she'd escaped the teenage years in one piece. At least physically.

Mentally, she'd lost her heart.

She walked out the door. Though, sometimes, she still physically hurt from losing her heart to the man who continually stayed in her life. Olin was everything to her and yet she couldn't seem to make herself fully commit to him in the sense of making their relationship permanent and having children.

Gagging noises came from the far side of the porch followed by female groans and male laughter. She blew out her breath and headed toward the street where she'd left Jackie in her car. At thirty-nine years old, maybe she was too old to go out on a Friday night.

She couldn't even handle teenagers. How would she handle a night out at a club with Elissa and Willa if she was already feeling like going home at ten o'clock at night?

Opening the car door, she moved to sit down and stiffened at the sight of Olin occupying the driver's seat. "What are you doing here?"

"Followed you." He unfolded his tall, broad frame and exited the car. "Now, I'm going to follow you to Brikken property as you take my sister home."

The nerve below her eye twitched in irritation. She fisted her hands, wanting to do nothing more than push his hulking body out of her way. 

He'd stalked her. Again.

First, he wanted to stay home. Then, he wanted to go out. Every single time she agreed to spend the night with him, he took her to the Brikken Motorcycle Club clubhouse and disappeared into the garage, leaving her alone to entertain herself. He wanted to keep his business private, then, so could she, which meant he had no right to follow her if they weren't going out together.

She tore her gaze off his concerned coffee-colored eyes and got into the car. Olin shut the door before she could reach for the armrest. It was on the tip of her tongue to tell him to leave her alone. She wasn't in the mood to fight. Jackie was her main focus right now.

"Okay, let's get you home." She started the car and after checking over her shoulder, made a U-turn in the street, and headed out of town.

"Chief's going to ground me until I'm eighteen," muttered Jackie, staring out the side window into the darkness.

"Your dad will see that you did the right thing." She had her doubts that Chief would see behind the problem right off the bat. He had a tendency to react when he felt his family was in danger, especially his two daughters he had with Johanna. 

She couldn't fault him. Her stomach rolled when Jackie had called asking for help, imagining the worst.

"Did you and mom ever go to high school parties?" asked Jackie.

She glanced in her rearview mirror seeing a single headlight knowing it was Olin. "That was a long, long time ago."

"Oh, come on. You're not that old."

Ashley's grip on the steering wheel tightened. " We went to a few. I'm sure your dad went to his share of parties at your age, too."

Jackie snorted. "He grew up in Brikken with Rollo as a father. He was probably snorting coke and hanging out with prostitutes when he was Stassi's age, but he won't remember that when I walk through the door and he finds out what happened tonight. He'll act like my problems are the worst things imaginable."

Ashley remained quiet. Girls had a tendency to overexaggerate during the teen years and believed they had nothing in common with their parents. 

There was a time when she refused to speak to her father after he'd had an affair on her mom and left the family. The decade afterward was like living with two children, instead of parents.

She had no idea adults could act and say things so immature because of having their heart hurt.

Until she grew up, fell hard and fast for Olin, and acted out. Their arguments had turned into a habit. Fight. Sex. Fight. Better sex.

She tapped her thumb against the steering wheel and took the road out of Tacoma. Ninety percent of her fights with Olin started over something ridiculous. Nine percent of the time, she was disappointed in herself and embarrassed about how she behaved. But, that one percent when she and Olin clicked was the most wonderful thing in the world.

That was her problem. She held on to the slim chance that Olin was the perfect man for her but fear stopped her from fully committing her future to him because he had enough wildness in him to leave her. Just like her father.

A mile from the Brikken Motorcycle Club gate, securing the property, Ashley said, "Do you want me to call your mom before we go in?"

"Olin already called Chief." Jackie rubbed her arms. "Knowing him, he also called Jett and Thorn, too. My brothers don't help me because they always side with Chief."

She'd gotten used to all of Chief's children calling him by his name—or nickname as it was. "Nah, that's not true. I know for a fact Olin loves you and would have your back. All your brothers do."

Ashley would've laughed at the forlorn expression on Jackie's face because she knew the girl's older brothers well enough to know that if they had any thought that their little sister was in trouble, they'd rally around her in support.

Their lectures and guidance would be misinterpreted by Jackie as overbearing. It would be years until she realized their anger and frustration came from love. She'd give Olin that. He loved his family, no matter how unconventional they were.

The boys—Jett, Olin, Thorn were Chief's sons from when he was together with Karla, their mom. Though Chief and Karla were never married nor had they lived together. Chief had multiple women until he brought Johanna home as an eight-year-old child. Then, Johanna became Chief's world, and he'd settled down with her the moment she was old enough.

She lifted her hand in greeting to D-Con at the gate and then drove onto the property, parking near the two-story clubhouse. If there was any hope that Jackie would get away without being punished, the sight of Chief and her oldest brother, Jett, standing outside waiting for them stomped anything positive that she could add to the situation.

"Shit," mumbled Jackie. "Mom's not with them."

"Johanna will be there for you afterward." That she was positive of.

She shut off the engine and patted Jackie's leg. "I guess we should get out and hear what they have to say."

Jackie's gaze snapped to Ashley. "You'll go with me?"

Emotions gathered in her throat, and she swallowed them away before her eyes teared. It was getting too late in life for her to hold on to the dream of having her own children but if she were blessed with a daughter like Jackie, she would stand beside her through the good and the bad.

"Whenever you need me, I'll be here." She lifted her gaze and found Olin parking his Harley to join his dad and brother. "And, I think tonight, you might need me for a little longer."

She exited the car. Chief wouldn't welcome her into their family business. But, she counted on Olin to make sure she could remain by Jackie's side. The least she could do was make sure Jackie knew she'd done the right thing.
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Jackie faced Chief. Olin stood behind his father. How many times had he heard the same tone in Chief's voice, the same lecture about the dangers of being a Stanton?

By comparison, his little sister was a piece of cake to raise. At her age, he'd spent twenty-four hours in Juvie all because he'd been caught with beer in his duffle by the cops during a routine traffic stop. Chief had let him stew before signing him out and taking responsibility for him. Then, his mom, Karla, grounded him for a month.

All Jackie received tonight was a stern talking to.

"I didn't drink. I didn't do drugs. I didn't have sex." Jackie raised her arms out to her sides. "What more could I have done?"

"You could've stayed home. There's no reason why you need to go to some kid party on a Friday night. You see your friends all week at school." Chief growled. "Maybe now you'll tell your friends no when they tell you they'll drive and bring you home."

"I don't have a car yet. How would I go out with them?" Jackie huffed and crossed her arms. "This is ridiculous. You party at Brikken with everyone here on the weekends. I'm old enough to hang out with my friends."

"You can party here," said Chief.

"Oh, that's funny." Jackie rolled her eyes. "Hanging with my parents. My number one choice of things to do."

"Jackie," murmured Jett. "Watch your mouth."

"Shut up, Jett." Jackie shot a glare at her oldest brother. "Stop treating me like I'm some stupid kid. I took care of my problem tonight and called Ashley. If you think about it, I should be patted on the back instead of being lectured."

Olin strode forward, patted Jackie on the back, earning a smile from her, and winked at Chief. His father had a limit before he put his foot down. His sister would need to learn when to keep her mouth shut. It was his job to teach her ways of getting out of trouble.

"Get your ass to the house. Your mom is waiting for you." Chief watched Jackie walk a dozen paces away and said, "Jacqueline?"

His sister stopped and turned around. "What?"

"Next weekend, we'll go look at cars," said Chief.

Jackie ran back to Chief and lunged for her. His dad caught his sister and roughly rubbed the back of her head.

"Thank you, thank you, thank you," said Jackie.

Chief leaned down, kissed the top of her head, and whispered in her ear. Olin moved away, knowing the night had come to an end. His sister had gotten her way, and he believed his dad was getting soft in his old age. It'd only taken Jackie half the time to talk Chief down as it had when he was growing up.

Ashley caught his gaze and turned away, stepping toward her car. He jogged four steps and hooked her elbow.

"I'm too tired to fight with you. I came for Jackie. That's all." She kept walking.

"Not looking to exchange words." He stopped at her vehicle. "Thanks for going to Jackie when she called."

"I love her. She's practically family." Ashley looked back at the clubhouse. "I'd do the same thing for Stassi."

"Would you do the same for me?" He leaned against her car, blocking her from opening the door and leaving. The question came even though he knew the answer. Anytime he'd called her and needed her, she'd been there. Even when she tried to date other men, or she was in the middle of a workday.

"Olin." His name came out of her mouth as if she had no breath left.

He kissed her softly, stepped back, and opened the door. "Go home, Ash."

Less than two hours ago, she'd been prepared to go out to the club. He shut the door and stood there staring at the dark window of her vehicle in the dark, unable to see her. He felt her sadness as if it was his own. Yet, he was clueless about what was going through her head.

Six months ago, he would've known what was wrong. Their relationship was on the right path. She'd stayed over at his house more than at her own. She'd thrown her birth control away, determined that if they had a child, it was meant to be. They'd spent hours talking about how to deal with moving her over to his house and letting her sister have their shared house.

Then, she'd put the brakes on moving forward. For the life of him, he couldn't get her to open up and tell him why she'd shut him out. It was a habit of hers he wanted to break.

Ashley drove toward the gate. He pulled his riding gloves out of his vest pocket and walked to his Harley. They should be going home together, and instead, they were leaving separately, and when he got back to his house, he'd have to watch her walk into her house.

D-Con left the gate open. Olin rode through, lifting his chin to his MC brother. He had no interest in staying at the clubhouse and finding a way to shake off the frustration with one of the available women. All he wanted was Ashley and if that meant sleeping two houses away from her, so be it.

Fifteen minutes later, he pulled into his driveway the same time Ashley pulled up to her house. He sat on the bike and watched her in the glow of her porch light. Unable to see her face, he took her hesitation at the door to heart and raised his hand, realizing too late that he hadn't turned on his floodlight before he'd left earlier. She couldn't see him.

He lowered his arm. If he could change her mind on moving in with him, being a part of his life, he'd do whatever was required.

The door shut, blocking Ashley from his view. He gazed around the area. The abandoned house in-between his and Ashley's place sat dark and neglected.

Olin inhaled deeply, letting the quietness of the street seep in. 

With only Ashley and Lindsay living within sight and safely tucked inside the house, he got off the bike and walked to the front door. At least he was close enough in case she needed him. He could be there within a couple of minutes if she called.

***
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LINDSAY TURNED ON THE barstool at the end of the kitchen counter and waved her empty fork in front of her. "I thought you were going out tonight?"

"I was, but something more important came up that I had to do." Ashley tossed her purse to the couch and walked into the kitchen. 

"Don't tell me Olin is more important than going out with friends this week."

"No." She opened the fridge and removed a water bottle. "Jackie called me and was concerned because her friend had gotten drunk at some teenager party and she wasn't comfortable and didn't have a way home. I picked her up and took her back to Brikken."

"Smart kid." Ashley's sister twirled her fork in a bowl of leftover spaghetti and brought it to her mouth.

She took a long drink and set the bottle on the counter. "I'll give her credit. She holds her own against Chief and her brothers."

Lindsay cocked her brow. "I don't envy her. Sisters are hard, but brothers...especially since all of hers are old enough to be her father...I can't imagine. Especially at Jackie's age."

"When did you get home?" Ashley opened the junk drawer, found a hair band, and bent at the waist, gathering her hair on the top of her head.

"About a half hour ago." Lindsay carried her bowl to the sink and rinsed it out.

"Aren't we two wild women." She straightened and moved past her sister. "I'm going to hit the sack and watch Netflix until I fall asleep."

"Oh, I almost forgot." Lindsay pressed two fingers to her temple. "Mom's coming to town on Sunday and is spending the night here."

Almost seven years ago, their mom decided to buy a condo in Portland, almost three hours away. She and Lindsay bought their childhood home at a bargain under the condition that her mom gets to visit often—a deal her mom used at least every other month.

"What's she coming to Tacoma for?" Ashley lifted her foot and took her shoe off before shifting her weight to her other leg and doing the same.

"Night out with her girlfriends, I think."

"At least she's not sneaking around to see Dad." Ashley held up her shoes. "Right? She's not going behind our backs?"

Lindsay shrugged. "Don't know."

"Ugh." Her parents drove her crazy. Did no one believe in being faithful anymore? "I'll see you in the morning."

"Sleep tight." Lindsay walked into the living room.

Voices from the television filled the house and slowly softened. Ashley stopped in the bathroom, washed the makeup off her face, and then went into the bedroom. After putting on an oversized shirt, she put her knee on the bed to crawl in and remembered she left her phone in her purse.

Trudging to the other end of the house, she found her purse and walked back to the room, not interrupting Lindsay's marathon of scary movies she was in the habit of watching every night lately.

In bed, she found a text from Johanna thanking her for bringing Jackie home. She shot off a quick reply and her phone vibrated with an incoming text from Olin.

Olin: Want company?

She typed out her answer and held her thumb over the screen. For several seconds she battled with herself and finally shut off her phone without replying, placing the cell on her nightstand. If she'd clicked on send, he'd be crawling into her bed before she could take her next breath.

She was cursed.

Every step forward with Olin brought out new vulnerabilities. She couldn't get him to understand that his dreams for their future might not pan out. She was thirty-nine years old, and the children he wanted might never happen. What would he do if she couldn't get pregnant?

Would he grow bitter and seek another woman to fulfill his needs? 

She sighed and stretched out on the bed. He'd leave her. Or, like so many men around the world had done, he'd find another woman.

All the hope and wishes she had six months ago dwindled as another day passed and as hard as she tried to put everything into her relationship, it hurt to disappoint Olin.

She loved him too much.
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Chapter Four
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Three hundred riders milled around outside the Brikken clubhouse. Olin stood with his youngest brother, Thorn, near his Harley, checking his phone. It'd been four days since he'd talked to Ashley, though he'd seen her arrive at her house almost every evening when she'd come home from work.

"We ride out in five minutes," shouted Jett.

Since his oldest brother had stepped into the position of President of Brikken after Chief stepped down, members no longer followed the shipment of chopped motorcycles to Northern California. Instead, they rode as a club ahead of the truck and trailer full of stolen goods. Taking a six-hour lead put all eyes on them and off the lone semi-truck.

He tucked his phone into his back pocket. With every state patrol officer following the riders, it left a skeleton crew of law enforcement officials to notice another truck on I-5 going south.

A hundred members would stay behind to protect the club, the families, and be available if needed.

Olin would lead twenty members behind the shipment in case the truck driver was stopped, taking the risk of riding up on a sting if the Feds decided to pull the shipment over. To protect his president and brother, he and Thorn always rode end-man. If someone was going to go to prison, it wasn't going to be Jett—who'd already served two sentences in the penitentiary.

Most men would carry the stress of such a job on their shoulders, but Olin let it go. He had to come back. Ashley was here.

"Clouds are rolling in." Thorn nudged him with his elbow. "Did you pack your face cover?"

He nodded. "The wind is going north. We should be fine."

A small running figure burst out between the clubhouse and the garage. He put two fingers in his mouth and whistled, calling his youngest sister.

Stassi changed direction and sped up, coming to a skidding stop in front of him. She ran on pure adrenaline as only an eleven-year-old girl could do. 

He held out his hand. "Did you get them?"

His sister glanced behind her while untucking her shirt and removing a sandwich bag stuffed with cookies. "Quick, take them before Chief catches me."

Thorn chuckled beside him. Olin turned and put the peanut butter cookies in his duffle. Johanna always made sure Chief had cookies in the jar. Everyone knew the peanut butter ones were not to be taken.

He reached into his pocket and took out a five-dollar bill. "Here you go, squirt."

"Thanks." Stassi looked at Thorn. "When are you coming back?"

"In about a week." Thorn pulled Stassi's braid hanging over her shoulder. "Where're my cookies?"

"You got money?" asked Stassi, raising her brows.

"You've been hanging around Sydney, haven't you?" Olin's laughter was interrupted by a familiar car pulling onto Brikken property. "What the hell is she doing here?"

Ashley parked in the field and jumped out of her car. Stassi noticed the new arrival in the mix of members ready to ride off and waved her hand over her head.

"Aunt Ashley is coming over to visit with momma. I ran over to walk across the creek with her." Stassi jetted forward.

Olin grabbed her shoulder. "Hold your horses. Let her come to you."

He wanted to believe Ashley walked toward him as if she'd come to see him off, knowing he'd be gone for at least a week. She'd ignored his calls over the last several days and only replied to one text saying she was okay.

He gritted his teeth, watching her breasts bounce as she hurried over the uneven ground. Her favorite word lately was okay.

If he heard she was okay one more time when there was obviously something wrong, he'd make sure she wasn't. Damn woman, kept him wound tighter than a coiled spring.

Stassi looked up at him. "Are you going to be mean to Aunt Ashley?"

"I'm not mean to her," he muttered.

"You are," said Stassi.

He leaned down, kissed the top of Stassi's head, and said, "I'll give you another five if you wait over by the corner of the clubhouse and let me talk to Ashley by myself."

Stassi grinned, threw her arms around his neck, and whispered, "Ride safe, brother."

He chuckled, enjoying his sister. She had a personality that bounced all over the damn place but deep down, she was sensitive to others despite her mouth and attitude. But, piss her off and even their deceased grandfather, Rollo, who'd built Brikken from the ground up, smiled from the grave.

"See you when I get back." He straightened at the same time Ashley stopped in front of him.

Stassi ran off ten dollars richer for her day's work, and Ashley's gaze followed her. He took the time to take in the new shirt he hadn't seen her wear and the way her jeans curved her hips. An hour could go by without seeing Ashley, and she seemed new and mysterious to him.

Ashley stepped away to follow Stassi. His adrenaline spiked.

"Hey," he said, wanting to keep her with him.

She turned. "What?"

His skinned prickled. Her one-word reply filled with attitude angered him. All she had to do was look around, and she'd figure out that he was leaving for a week.

"Missed you." He moved forward and cupped her face, tilting her head.

Without giving her a chance to make him angrier, he captured her lips. The warmth of her mouth settled his frustration dealing with her not seeing things his way. Taking the kiss deeper, he stroked her tongue until her stiff body grew limber against him and her hand slithered around his hip to his lower back.

His cock pulsed to life after going without sex for almost two weeks. Two long fucking weeks.

He shifted his body forward, planting his boot on the ground between her feet, forcing her backward toward the clubhouse. Each step, his thigh brushed the apex of her legs, and she gave a moan which he swallowed. He planned to take her inside and keep what was his out of the view of the others.

The moment he removed his hand to reach behind her and open the clubhouse door, he lost his grip on Ashley. She scooted to the side, rubbing her mouth and shaking her head. Used to her stubbornness, he grabbed her wrist and pulled her through the doorway.

Words spilled from her mouth he couldn't wrap his head around. Something about no time. Not now. Asshole. 

He kissed her hard, lifting her off her feet, and carried her across the room, up the stairs, and into the first room, knowing that Cash would be out with the others and they'd have the place to themselves.

He let her slide down his body. His cock ached pleasantly. There was no other comfort that compared to her softness.

They'd both gone their separate ways more times than he could count over the years. The longest year of his life was when Ashley broke up with him for good, and he'd been with other women knowing she was with other men. He'd missed her like hell and caused trouble wherever he went.

But, that was at least fifteen years ago. It'd only been her since, and even during the rough times Ashley pushed him away from dedicating his life to her, they'd stayed together.

"They're going to ride out any minute." He smoothed his hands over her cheeks, pushing her hair off her face. "I want you before I go, Ash."

"Dammit," she whispered. "You do this to me every time."

"What are you going to do if I don't come back?" He framed her face.

"Don't say that." Her brow wrinkled, and she smacked his stomach before her fingers went to his belt buckle and tugged it loose. "I hate you."

"Let it go," he whispered.

She cupped his cock through his jeans. "Just for the next five minutes."

He chuckled, backing her to the bed and picked her up, falling with her until they both bounced on the mattress. She scrambled onto her knees, unfastening her jeans. He rolled to his back and pushed his jeans past his hips.

Ashley plopped back on her ass and kicked the legs of her jeans over her feet. He tugged her toward him and patted her leg for her to climb on top of him. Any other time, he'd want her fully naked.

But, he had to leave any minute, and he wanted inside her before he left.

He stroked himself to full hardness as she kneeled above him, her pussy in sight. "Take it, Ash. Take it all."

She planted her hands on his chest. He aligned his cock between her legs. She slammed down on him with a mischievous gleam in her eyes. He groaned at the pleasure.

"Damn, so good," he bellowed, grabbing her hips and thrusting his pelvis off the bed.

Ashley never let
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IND. HEART, SOUL.
THIS IS HIS LEGACY.
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