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Dedication
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To the man who jumped over a seaside cliff for me.

I love you.
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Chapter One
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March 5th.

The woman kneeled between Dio's knees and kissed her way across his chest. He planted his hand on the top of her head and pushed her down. 

He stretched out his leg, making more room in his jeans. "Undo my belt, Denise."

"Dawn." Her fast fingers expertly unlatched his buckle. "My name's Dawn."

Denise. Dawn. Whatever. It wouldn't matter what her name was because he planned to shove his cock deep in her throat in two seconds to shut her up.

All he wanted was a blow job.

He grabbed the base of his dick and shoved her head down until she opened her mouth. Her thin lips dragged along his hardness. His fingers fisted in her hair. Frustration made him impatient. The biker bitch was doing nothing for him.

The door opened, banging against the wall, and a gasp filled the room. Dio lifted his head.

The woman between his knees continued to suck, but his cock deflated like a balloon. He stared across the ten-foot span at Skye, barely seen in the shadows of the hallway.

He pushed the woman off him and stood, pulling up his jeans. His heart hammered. Each beat was like a shot in the chest.

"Princess?" He stepped forward.

Skye dropped a bag and whirled around, darting out of sight. He strode to the door, prepared to go after her, and almost smacked into Maverick.

Skye's dad grabbed the front of his vest. "What happened?"

Dio shrugged out of his grasp. "She bolted."

Dawn slipped out of the room and hurried down the hallway back to the party. Maverick's gaze followed the woman. Dio exhaled loudly, knowing what it looked like. What it was. Fucking hell.

If he had known Skye was coming, he wouldn't have taken the bitch back to his room. Skye's visits to the clubhouse became scarce since graduating from community college and now working part-time as a mobile physical therapist.

Maverick snapped his gaze at Dio. "What did she walk into?"

"A little birthday celebration."

Maverick's gaze narrowed. He wasn't going to accept that as an answer.

"Getting a blow, brother." He rubbed his hand over his face, shaking the effects of seeing Skye upset. "I had no idea she was here."

There was no way he'd purposely go against the bylaws. He would protect his Havlin brothers, their women, and their children. Havlin owned his soul.

"Fuck," muttered Maverick, turning his head to cough. "I'll go talk to her."

Dio stayed behind. Maverick was her dad. He could handle the situation. Skye was old enough to know what went on at the parties. She'd grown up running around the clubhouse. The facts of life came with each year she got older. He inhaled deeply, gritting his teeth. Knowing she wasn't innocent about what happened at the parties, he still never got involved with women around Skye.

She was like his kid sister. The fact that he had no sisters is one of the reasons he enjoyed Skye. She was pure sweetness—a rebellious sweetness, but that only made her more special to him.

He turned to go back into the room and almost stepped on the bag Skye had dropped. He picked up the bag by the handles, carried it into the room, and shut the door. Peering inside, he found a small white box with an envelope taped to the top.

His name was written on the front. Even if he hadn't seen Skye, he would've known it was from her. She always drew a heart instead of a dot over the i in his name.

He sat down on the couch and opened the envelope. Only when he pulled out a birthday card did he remember why he was celebrating. He turned forty-five years old today.

Of course, Skye would remember. March 5th was her birthday, too. A big one. She turned twenty-one.

Rubbing his jaw, he read the card. Instead of those cheesy messages found in most cards, Skye had used the inside of a blank card to write him a private message.


Happy b-day, Dio!

The world is a better place because you were born on this day, a long time ago.



He chuckled and grabbed the back of his neck. It was a long-fucking-time ago.


I hope you know you are loved, respected, and honored today and every day. I don't know what I'd do without you, birthday twin—so don't even think about leaving me.



He remembered her birthday. From the first time he found out they were born on the same date, he'd always given her a little something from him. Sometimes, it was just a fifty-dollar bill because he hadn't had time to buy anything else. Other times, he surprised himself at how pleased she was with his chosen gift.

Hell, even her parents invited him to her birthday parties and ensured his name was included on the cake as if he was part of their family. There were no better people on earth than Maverick, Brooke, and Skye.

His chest tightened, remembering what Skye looked like when she opened the door. He'd always tried to shelter her from the harsher lifestyle at the parties and on the rides.

I hope this year will be your best yet. You deserve everything your heart desires and more.

He dropped his gaze to the bottom of the card.

Love you bunches, Skye

He closed the card and put it beside him on the couch. Then, he pulled out the box in the bag and opened the lid. After seeing what she'd gifted him, it took him several seconds to focus his vision.

He picked up the new, shiny gas tank cap and tilted it, reading the engraved inscription. The Skye's the limit.

His chest warmed, and he smiled at her play of words. He could picture Skye smiling as she bought him the present. She always put such thoughts into her gifts.

He still carried the leather wallet she'd scratched her name into when she was twelve. He'd worn the leather smooth, and her name was no longer visible. But he thought of her whenever he pulled out his wallet and had to buy something.

He exhaled heavily. All she'd wanted to do was bring him a gift on his birthday, and he'd ruined it for her by bringing a woman back to the room for a blow job.

He returned his gift to the box and put everything in the bag. While the Havlin members helped him celebrate his birthday, Skye made the day special as if he had a family around him—a feeling he hadn't had since his parents got divorced when he was a teenager and went their separate ways, marrying other people and forgetting they had a son together. For the longest time, he gave up the idea of having a family.

That desire to surround himself with those he cared about came true when he joined Havlin and gained a shit-ton of brothers.

He walked down the hallway. Bane stood talking to Jagger at the entrance to the clubhouse. He skirted around them.

"Leaving already?" asked Bane.

He turned around. "Yeah. I have an early shift in the shop."

"I'll catch you later." Bane lifted his chin. "Happy birthday."

"Thanks, brother." He nodded at Jagger. "Night."

The president of Havlin watched him with concern. Nothing went amiss under his watch. But what bothered him was private.

He walked out of the clubhouse and found Maverick on his motorcycle. Dio jogged down the line of bikes.

"Did you catch up with Skye?" he asked.

"Yep." Maverick coughed.

"Is she okay?"

"She lied to me." Maverick met his gaze. "She mentioned needing to hit the grocery store before heading home as her reason for running out of the clubhouse."

"Fuck." He rubbed the back of his neck. "I didn't know she would come looking for me tonight."

"You should've known."

The drinks he'd had earlier sat heavily in his stomach. Maverick was right. He should've known.

"If anyone else but Skye walked in on you with one of the bitches, I wouldn't give a shit," Maverick said with a growl. "But that's my daughter. To top it off, it's her birthday, and you should feel damn lucky that she wanted to drop in and see you."

"I hear you." Dio patted his vest pocket, looking for a cigarette. "You know me, brother. I wouldn't do anything to hurt that girl."

Skye had probably seen worse around the clubhouse and with her friends. But walking in while he was getting a blow job was the equivalent of her walking into her parents' room and catching them in the act.

If it were anyone else walking in on him, he wouldn't worry about what was witnessed. Sex was a fact of life. The more, the better. Do what feels good. Every human was programmed to fuck from an early age.

But this was his Skye. She deserved better from him.

Maverick shoved him in the chest. "Make it right."

He nodded, knowing what he had to do. What he wanted to do.

Walking over to his motorcycle, he put the gift bag in his duffle, sat on the motorcycle, and started the engine. Any buzz he'd earned tonight celebrating his birthday left with the cold realization that he'd fucked up.

He put on his helmet and rode away from the clubhouse. It was almost midnight. Skye wasn't going shopping. She'd go home.

Having grown up in Havlin, Skye Harrison was street-smart. She knew better than to run around Seaglass Cove alone at night, especially during tourist season.

She was hurt and probably confused, and knowing her, pissed off. When she got that way, she'd normally run to him, but since he was the one that upset her, she'd run back to the apartment she shared with Mariah, her best friend.

She'd only lived away from her parents for six months but appeared to thrive with her newfound independence. Everyone around her recognized the hard work she'd put into getting her associate's degree in business and the training to become a massage therapist.

A mile from the clubhouse, he turned on Bluff Drive and rode around the block. The two-story apartment complex was the newest addition to the city, and it had a lighted parking strip in front of the building.

Maverick wouldn't let her move out unless she had security measures to stay safe.

He pulled into the parking lot, found Skye's car, and parked his Harley behind the vehicle. Taking off his helmet, he strode up the concrete pathway and took the stairs to the second floor.

Outside Apartment 6, he knocked. He had nothing planned except apologizing that she walked in on him like that. Skye was old enough to understand what happens between a man and a woman.

He raised his hand to knock again when the door opened, and Mariah stood in front of him.

"Can you let Skye know I'm here?" The request came out rough as he tried to keep his voice down.

Mariah leaned against the doorframe. "She's asleep."

He inhaled deeply and looked along the walkway on the second floor. There was no way she was asleep. She had a fifteen-minute start on him.

"Tell her..." He stepped away from the door. "Nevermind. I'll call her."

Mariah raised her brows, obviously expecting more from him. She wasn't going to get it. Skye might tell her friend everything that happened tonight, but he wouldn't add to the drama.

He pointed. "Lock the door."

Mariah stepped away, shutting herself inside the apartment. In the quiet of the night, the deadbolt clicked.

Dio jogged to his Harley. There was nothing he could do about the situation tonight. He'd have to wait until tomorrow.

Slipping his bucket helmet on, he swung his leg over the motorcycle's seat and started the bike. Once the sun rose, he'd make it right with Skye.
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Chapter Two
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Mariah dropped her makeup bag into her backpack. Skye cupped her hands around the mug of coffee and glanced at her phone on the counter.

"Time's ticking," she reminded her friend.

"I work at the coffee shop." Mariah grinned. "It'll be okay if I'm late. I've got an in with the boss. She loves me."

Dania, Mariah's mom, owned Whale's Tail Coffee Shop.  Skye had hung out there for as long as she could remember while her aunt worked. It's how she met Mariah when she was eight years old. 

"Tell your mom she needs to make an appointment with me and use her Christmas gift certificate before it expires." Skye took a sip of coffee. "She was hesitant last time I talked to her because she thought I was too busy—which is not the case."

"I'll have her call you." Picking up her pack, Mariah walked to the door. "See you later."

Skye waved. "Don't work too hard."

"Bitch." Mariah grinned. "Enjoy your day off."

She walked across the apartment and locked the door. The whole day was ahead of her.

That morning, when she woke, she wanted to roll over and go back to sleep and ignore what had happened last night at the clubhouse with Dio. Then, she got angry and got up, determined to try and relax.

Since it was her day off, she'd head to the pool before Rec Swim started and get some laps in.

She texted Daisy at the pool to make sure there was a lane open as she went to the bathroom and grabbed a band for her hair.

Getting the go-ahead from Daisy, Skye quickly French braided her hair and grabbed a towel to toss in her bag.

Her phone dinged before she left the apartment. Seeing the text from Aunt Brooke, she stopped.


Dinner Wednesday at our house?



She smiled. Her aunt had raised her after her mom died, and her dad went to prison when she was four years old. They were closer than aunt and niece. They were friends. Years ago, her aunt found out she couldn't have children. That never changed Aunt Brooke's relationship with Skye. Her aunt poured all her love into being the best aunt and substitute mother, and that was something Skye would never forget.

Her aunt loved her when raising and caring for her wasn't her job. No matter what she'd done—and she'd tested the boundaries numerous times—Aunt Brooke continued to love her regardless of her shortcomings.

She typed back. Absolutely

Dropping the cell into her bag, she went outside, locked the door behind her, and jogged down the steps to her car. The short drive to the pool only took a couple of minutes. Usually, she'd visit the clubhouse next door, but today was all about her mental health. She needed to forget about last night.

Leaving her car parked on the side of the road, she jogged up the steps to the pool house and walked through the double doors.

Daisy waved her in from the office. "The pool is eighty-five degrees."

"Sweet." She veered to the left, going into the women's locker room. Having used the city pool since she was young, she had the routine of getting in her suit and into the water down to a quick minute.

Knowing the water was warm enough, she stepped off the side of the pool at the seven-foot mark and felt her body relax as she pushed off the bottom and surfaced. There were only two other swimmers on the other side swimming laps. She recognized Barbara and Talia and knew they'd be going for at least a half hour.

She moved her head side to side, loosening her neck, and started swimming freestyle. Soon, she'd fallen into a rhythm, calmed her breathing, and skimmed along the water's surface. Three strokes. Breathe. Left-right-left. Breathe.

One. Two. Three. Breathe.

Dio. Was. With. Another. Woman.

She swallowed water and instantly stopped swimming, coughing hard until tears burned her eyes. Turning her back to the others, she slapped the water in frustration.

The lifestyle of the bikers was no secret to her. She'd snuck her way into the parties and listened when no one thought she was paying any attention. Some women who would do anything with the Havlin members showed up at the clubhouse on open nights, ready and willing to screw around.

Her dad stayed home during those times, and if he went, Aunt Brooke was usually with him. While their marriage was stable, many of the men fucked around on their old lady or girlfriend. 

Cheating seemed to be the norm. The same thing happened in high school and college. Relationships never lasted.

But Dio wasn't supposed to be like the others.

Last night proved to her that he would never see her for anything more than Maverick's daughter.

"Everything okay?"

She turned and found Daisy at the side of the pool. Mustering a smile, she patted her chest.

"Too much on my mind. I swallowed water." She coughed once more to clear her throat.

"Want me to pace you?" Daisy snapped her suit strap. "I have an hour until the pool opens for Rec Swim, and I have to work."

"Sure." Skye swam into the other lane.

Concentrating on matching Daisy's strokes, Skye swam beside her. The water always calmed her, and she lost herself in the repetitive motions. The silence under the surface cleared her head.

By the time she stopped, hugged Daisy for the help, and showered in the locker room, she was stronger than when she'd arrived. She left the pool with her gaze on the sidewalk, the curb, the tire of her car, and the door handle. She would not look down the block, hoping to see Dio standing outside the Havlin Motorcycle Club clubhouse.

She opened the car door and threw her bag inside.

"Skye."

Her knees buckled at the sound of Dio's deep voice. She slid clumsily into the driver's seat, prepared to drive away, but hesitated to push the ignition button.

"Hey." Dio tapped on the driver's side window. "Hang on a sec."

She started the car and rolled down the window. "I'm running late."

"You don't work today."

"I have to meet Mariah." She refused to look at him.

Dio reached inside and shut off the car. "Mariah's serving coffee down the street. You can wait a few minutes."

She sagged against the seat. He wasn't going to let her go without some kind of explanation about last night, and she'd rather not talk about his sex life.

He opened the car door and squatted beside her. "I wanted to talk to you."

"There's no reason to say anything." She stared at the middle of the steering wheel.

"Yeah, there is." He grabbed her hand and played with her fingers. "I never wanted you to see me that way."

Her throat closed. She blinked hard, stopping the onslaught of tears needing to escape.

"I'm sorry, princess," he whispered.

She looked at him for the first time since seeing his hand on the back of the woman's head and his gaze on what the bitch was doing to him. At that moment, when it clicked in her head what was happening in front of her, curiosity dug its sharp claws into her. She'd never seen that look in Dio's eyes before when he looked at her. He was intense and angry, yet unaware and high on pleasure.

He seemed like a stranger, yet she was turned on at seeing that side of him. She wanted him to look at her that way, but he only saw her as a kid despite her being past the legal age to have an adult relationship.

"I never wanted you to see me that way." He tilted his head.

His brown hair fell across his forehead, covering the lines of concern. She wanted to sweep the hair back but couldn't touch him. Not right now.

"But, why one of the bitches?" Her voice came out wounded, and she cleared her throat. "It was your birthday. It should've been a special moment, and she's a nobody."

Dio exhaled. She couldn't explain to him how much he'd hurt her. As if seeking out pleasure from someone else diminished her platonic relationship with him.

"Come on, Skye." He kissed the back of her fingers. "You know how bikers are—"

"Not my dad."

"You're right. But, he's got Brooke." He bowed his head, hiding his brown eyes. "You're better than the shit you see going on around you. Someday, some guy will love you like nobody has loved you before. And he'll put you first. Don't ever settle for anything but love, princess."

The sound of her heart beating echoed in her ears. Dio leaned over and kissed her forehead. "I got you something for your birthday. I meant to give it to you yesterday."

He took the small box from his vest pocket and handed it to her. She stared at his hand. It was shaking. She swallowed hard and took the gift, unable to deny she was curious about what this year's birthday present from him would be.

She took the box and lifted the lid off. Her stomach warmed, and she plucked out a silver bracelet. She slipped it over her hand. The piece of jewelry went halfway to her elbow. It was too big.

"It's for your ankle." Dio lowered his voice. "The lady at the shop put a different latch on it so it wouldn't come off when you swim." He brushed her hair away from her face. "I figured you have enough bracelets piled on your wrists. You can start putting them around your ankles now."

She smiled. Only Dio would put that much thought into a present.

"Thank you," she whispered.

"Are we good?"

"Yeah." She could never be mad at him for long.

He'd sought her out and apologized. She understood that she had no control over his sex life. She had to be satisfied that the club bitch meant nothing to him.

"I'll see you later." He tapped the top of her car. "Buckle up."

She went through the motions and pulled away from the curb. Looking in her rearview mirror, she watched him watch her drive away.

They'd made it through the embarrassing aftermath of last night. But she couldn't get him out of her head. Talking to him only made the situation worse.

He only brought up what happened last night because he worried about shocking her. He would never know that seeing him with another woman broke something painful inside of her because in her head, in her heart, Dio had always been hers.

She'd never voiced that thought to him or anyone else. Not even Mariah, who knew everything about her.

Ever since she was little, she'd loved him.

That love grew over the years and consumed her. He meant everything to her, and she'd tested him many times to see if he felt the same, and he always came to her. He always dropped whatever he was doing and sought her out.

She had no doubt that if she would've stayed in the doorway last night and asked him to stop what he was doing and come to her, he would've knocked that bitch to the ground in his hurry—because Dio had always made sure she felt special.

She was his princess.

But he never looked at her the way he had looked at the bitch last night, and she was jealous. That woman had something she wanted.

Dio had a hard time understanding that she was an adult. He still viewed her as a child who tagged after him, always bothering him.

She'd gone to college. She'd started her own business. She moved out of her dad's and Aunt Brooke's house.

What would she have to do for Dio to look at her like he'd looked at that woman last night?
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Cars moved along at a crawl on the main road through Seaglass Cove. Dio veered to the left, riding the middle line, passing the vehicles at a standstill. There was no accident or stalled car holding them back. It was tourists, gawking at all the shops and galleries offered in the coastal town. They all tried to decide where to go while in their car going ten miles per hour.

A driver blasted his horn as Dio passed. He held up his middle finger. Time was a thief. He wouldn't waste the next ten minutes walking his Harley up the street. He took the next right onto the back street where the Havlin Motorcycle Club Parts Shop was located.

The lights were already out. He rode down the alley to the back of the building, where the members parked and could enter the clubhouse.

The number two crew was already back from the security run at the pot shops south of Seaglass Cove. He looked at the line of motorcycles before backing his rear tire to the wall. It appeared he was the first one back from the number one crew who dealt with the cannabis stores going north on Highway 101. They'd all left at different times to avoid drawing any attention.

Jagger pushed out the back door, gazed around, and focused on Dio. His president's arm went up in the air, and he motioned for him.

He threw his leg over the motorcycle, and instead of his boot hitting the ground, his leg buckled, and a sharp pain traveled from his lower back, down his hip, into his thigh.

"Jesus." He caught himself on his Harley and groaned when his muscles spasmed.

He took a step and stretched his back. There was a weakness right above his ass that hadn't been there earlier.

He limped, holding his lower back, and met Jagger at the door.

"You hurt?" Jagger frowned.

"Fucked my back up."

"How?" asked Jagger.

"Getting off the damn bike." He followed Jagger inside and took a chair at the table, slowly lowering himself to the seat. "God damnit, it feels like I'm gonna break in two."

He pushed to his feet. Sitting hurt too much.

"You're getting old." Jagger gave him a pointed look. "Wearing down."

"Still younger than you, Prez." He grunted, trying to work out the spasm.

Jagger scoffed. "Bane's coming with everyone's money for the month. Can you stick around, or do you want to get home and ice your back?"

He wasn't going to jump on his motorcycle without his muscles loosening first. "I'll wait around."

He walked the length of the table, trying to ease the pain.

Brett came inside, followed by Cord and Rush. The rest of his crew had arrived.

Cord slapped Dio on the shoulder. He groaned, catching himself on the back of the chair before his leg buckled.

"What the hell happened to you?" Cord grabbed Dio by the upper arms and helped him straighten. "Did you plant your bike down?"

"Hell no." He grimaced. "I don't know what I did. My lower back all of a sudden feels weak and I have shooting pain down my leg."

"Sciatica." Cord laid his hand on Dio's back and prodded around. "That hurt?"

"No."

Cord was the closest thing to a doctor the Havlin members had. An ex-military paramedic, Cord had doctored them all at one time or another.

"Nothing I can do for you." Cord straightened. "If I were you, I'd call up Maverick's girl and pay her for a massage. Your muscles are seized up, probably pressing on your sciatic nerve."

"What caused that?" He pressed his hand against his back.

"Too many hours sitting your ass on the seat of your Harley."

"Bullshit." He stepped away. "How do I fix it?"

"Stay off your bike." Cord took the band out of his hair and shook his hair loose. "Don't sit down."

"Nothing is going to keep me off my bike," he muttered.

Bane walked out of the hallway, carrying a box. Dio tried to ignore the discomfort and paced the area. As long as he kept moving, the pain down his thigh eased.

"Dio?" said Bane.

"Yeah. Here." He limped over to the head of the table and picked up his stack of money. "Thanks."

"Go home and take care of yourself," ordered Jagger.

He walked off, determined to get home. As it was, he felt weak. Hell, maybe Jagger was right. He was getting old.

The door opened before he reached it. Maverick walked in, took one look at Dio, and frowned.

"Don't ask." Dio continued his hobble toward the door.

"What happened?"

"Told you not to ask." He stopped. "Cord thinks it's my sciatic nerve or some shit."

"Damn, brother." Maverick held the door open. "I feel you. It happened to me six months ago."

"How did you fix it?"

"Skye." Maverick's gaze softened. "Her hands are magic. She had me up and riding in two days without any pain."

Right now, he and Skye needed space. Maybe then, she'd forget what she saw the other night.

"Speaking of Skye, did you talk with her?" asked Maverick.

"Yeah. We're good."

Maverick dipped his chin. "Appreciate it."

He stepped away. It'd been a long day, made worse by hurting his back. All he wanted to do was go home and crash.

He lifted his foot off the ground at his bike and almost fell. Depending on his Harley to hold him up, he leaned his upper body on the handlebars and inched his leg up. His boot stuck on the seat. He reached down, grabbed his jeans, and dragged his leg over.

Once seated, he caught his breath. Damn. It felt as if he'd run a mile. The most normal thing—something he had done multiple times throughout the day since he was eighteen years old, now threatened to take him out.

It took him a few minutes to figure out how to get his kickstand
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