
	Violence and deception surround Diego and Colby, who comes closer to the truth about what happened to his sister. Neither man knows who to trust, except each other. That could prove deadly if their romantic secret is ever revealed.

	 

	 

	The passion between Colby Young and Diego Champagne grows stronger, and Diego’s fear that they will be discovered grows right along with it. Violence and deception are all around them, and now with Colby as a full-fledged member of the Louisiana Banni motorcycle gang, there are new worries for Diego. He fears for Colby’s safety, realizing that Colby is the most important thing in his world.

	Colby continues his quest to discover what became of his young sister who disappeared years ago, and when his older sister and her children are threatened by the Texas Crushers, trouble hits close to home. He takes comfort in the arms of the man he loves, a comfort that is continually in danger of being cut off.

	Meanwhile, Diego is challenged to the death by a prominent member of the Texas Crushers, and Chase, the leader of the Banni, is harboring secrets that might also result in a standoff between Chase and Diego.

	As the moonlight continues to seduce, will Diego successfully become the leader of the Banni? And if so, will a desperate Colby be able to find his place in a gang led by the man he desperately loves?
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	“Life should not be a journey to the grave with the intention of arriving safely in a pretty and well-preserved body, but rather to skid in broadside, in a cloud of smoke, thoroughly used up, totally worn out, and loudly proclaiming, ‘Wow! What a Ride!’”

	—Hunter S. Thompson

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Diego

	 

	Franklin fucking Kennedy. I was beginning to truly despise this son of a moron. And right now, I was just a little miffed at Colby, but it wasn’t the time to get into an argument.

	I was in a foul mood and ready to let it out on anyone within ten feet of me. That meant Colby because Chase was AWOL as fucking usual and I was stuck handling everything. When my phone rang, and the readout said Chase, I pulled over at the side of road on the corner of Esplanade and Burgundy to answer it.

	Colby got off the bike to stretch his legs. I knew he wasn’t sure where we were going or what we’d find when we got there. That probably made him anxious.

	“Where in hell are you?” I said into the phone. “The last I heard, I wasn’t the goddamned leader of the Banni!”

	Colby’s eyes widened when he realized who I was talking to.

	“Calm yourself, Champagne. It’s cool,” Chase said on the other end. “Nuts called me. I’ve been in touch with Badger. Remember Kennedy’s little proposition?”

	“Yeah, the one about his desire to fuck me up the ass? How could I forget?”

	Colby was in my face now. “What’s going on? Who’s fucking who up the ass?”

	I put up my hand and walked away from him, trying to concentrate on what Chase was saying.

	“It’s a way to solve all problems. You fight Kennedy, and they’ll make a deal—even back off what’s left of Death Proof.”

	“Are you stoned?” I snapped. “They tried to kill Colby’s sister and kids. Jax is dead.”

	There was silence. “Nuts left that out.”

	“He was probably sucking on a shell, and you didn’t understand him. The Texas Crushers are not about to make any deal concerning the drug trade. This is personal.”

	“What do you mean, personal? You broke his arm. No big deal. Is there more to it than that?”

	“Long story.” I glanced at Colby. One I intended to delve into a little later on.

	“Badger doesn’t want to take us on, Diego. They’d rather hammer out something.”

	“That broad Jerry was with is a virtual pot growing conglomerate. The TC want control, and the only thing standing in their way is us.”

	“Jax will get a proper funeral. He’s a hero.”

	I could hear some female giggling in the background. I sighed. “If Jax is going to get a funeral, man, so is Kennedy. I’m putting him in the ground.”

	“That’s my boy.”

	I gritted my teeth. I hated when he called me his boy. I wasn’t anybody’s boy.

	“Where and when is this meeting?”

	“I’m waiting for word. They want you to come with me to talk. Nuts is standing by for info.”

	“Good. I have Colby. Nuts and the guys can watch him.”

	Colby was shaking his head. He said something, but I ignored him. All I needed was for Kennedy to see Colby and go psycho on me.

	“No,” Chase said. “Bring him. Badger insists. He says he’ll guarantee his safety. The guys are going to keep watch over Jerry. I just talked him into signing over his share. We’re now co-owners under an anonymous corporate name, Aroma Inc. Clever, don’t you think?”

	Jesus. Must have been some talk. Personally, I thought it far wiser to have some of our members standing by near the place we’d be meeting Badger and his merry men. You couldn’t trust them. There was no reason to believe we weren’t walking into a bloody ambush.

	Now that we had a legal interest in the land where the goods were, there was no reason why the TC would bother killing Jerry, but then again, that Badger was one crazy mother. One never knew what he’d do.

	“Diego, you still there?”

	“Yeah.” I glanced over at Colby, who was watching me like a hawk. “I’m here.”

	“I’ll call you as soon I get word. They said nine-thirty. What time is it now?”

	“Nine o’clock.”

	“Kill a half hour.”

	“Right.”

	“Look, we had a proper vote at church, voted the stragglers from the DP as Prospects. They’ll be useful. We’ll have a hell of a party, man.”

	With Chase, there was always a hell of a party somewhere—with naked women. Of course.

	“Oh, and wait, Tammy wants to talk to you.”

	I made a face. “How many you got there with you this time?”

	“Only three.”

	I laughed.

	“Here she is.”

	“Hey, Tiger,” Tammy said into the receiver.

	“Hey, Tammy. What’s up?”

	“Miss you.”

	“That’s nice.”

	“Chase says once all this dirty business is over with the TC, we’re going to party.”

	“I guess.”

	“And I’m going to give you everything, Diego. It’s been a while since you gave me some rough discipline, baby.”

	“I’ll see you soon,” I said.

	She hung up after doing multiple kisses into the receiver. I put my phone away.

	“You were going to leave me behind, weren’t you?” Colby accused.

	I straddled the bike. “I thought it best.”

	“Well, it wasn’t best! That was my sister and kids they tried to kill, not yours.”

	“Well, no worries, Chase says you have to come. They want you there.”

	Colby eyed me. “Yeah?”

	I nodded. “We have around a half hour to kill then we meet Badger and your boyfriend.”

	“Boyfriend?” Colby mouthed. “What are you talking about?”

	I turned to look at him. “What could have possessed you to ball a member of the TC anyway? Were you on one of those danger trips like when you met me? How does it work anyway—the more dangerous, the more powerful the orgasm?”

	“I didn’t know he was a member of the TC. It wasn’t like that.”

	“Just a stranger in a steam bath. He’s fucking ugly as a hedge post.”

	“Bathhouses are dark. And I wasn’t interested in his face.” He met my gaze. “Sex is sex when you need it.”

	“You talk tough when you want, Colby, but mostly you’re full of shit.”

	“What’s with you anyway?”

	“You don’t want to know. Anyway, I hope he was a good fuck.”

	Colby was pissed. I could tell by the glint in his eyes. “Well, he knew how to handle me.” He lifted his head. I braced myself for more insults to come out of his mouth. “He may have been an ass, but he was better in bed than you.”

	I laughed.

	“What’s so funny? You should beef up your game if you want to compete.”

	Whoa. Beef up my game eh? I started the engine.

	Colby hopped on back and folded his arms around me. “It’s true,” he shouted. “You may have the equipment, doesn’t mean you use it as well as he does.”

	“Good,” I hollered back, laughing. “You can tell him that when you see him tonight.” I roared off into the street. I was sure if I’d turned around now, Colby’s jaw would be slack.

	I smiled as I drove down Esplanade Avenue, one of the quietest, most scenic, and historic major thoroughfares in New Orleans. I felt as if I’d won that one, although I still resented the fact that I was going to have to fight this guy over Colby. And even if only Kennedy and I knew it, that was the real reason.

	We’d both had a taste of Colby, an especially forbidden and all-encompassing one. The victor could tell himself that he was the better contender, in and out of the bedroom. Unadulterated macho crap. But there was no backing down.

	I tried to push it all from my mind and enjoy the ride. In the nineteenth-century, Esplanade was important as a portage route of trade between Bayou St John, which linked to Lake Pontchartrain and the Mississippi. Many nineteenth-century mansions still lined the street that once functioned as a ‘millionaire’s row’ for the Louisiana Creole section of the city, similar to that of St Charles Avenue for the Anglophone section in uptown New Orleans.

	Esplanade formed the boundary between the French Quarter and the Faubourg Marigny. On its very first block was the old U.S. Mint, built in the early eighteen-hundreds. The Mint produced currency for both the United States and the Confederate States over its seventy-year history and was open for tourists.

	Directly opposite the Mint—branching off Esplanade—was the beginning of Frenchmen Street, a two-block-long music and entertainment district, a lively district for tourists and locals looking for a change from Bourbon Street.

	As we moved away from the river and across North Rampart Street, I reached the boundary between the Treme neighborhood, made famous in the TV show of the same name, and the city’s Seventh Ward. The Seventh Ward was once a multigenerational Creole enclave. Up ahead was the Esplanade Ridge/Faubourg St John section of the city, characterized by elegant two and three-story townhouses and a large number of whitewashed, black-trimmed Creole mansions surrounded by wrought-iron fences and neatly manicured lawns and gardens.

	I loved this city, and I loved the distinct neighborhoods that spoke of history and diversity—my history and diversity. People would say I was nuts to feel peaceful in this city, which had a high murder rate and was saturated with violence, but when I was stressed, a drive along this route calmed my soul.

	Finally, I pulled over in front of a small tavern and checked my watch. Chase would call me at any time now. But first, a drink. As always, I figured this could be my last night, and if it was, I didn’t want to go out without a small glass of whiskey in my gut.

	Colby touched my bicep as I stepped off the bike. “Why does Kennedy want me there?”

	“Maybe he wants to reminisce with you about your encounter in the bathhouse.” Yes, it was cocky. But then, I was in that frame of mind.

	Colby gave me a murderous look. “You’re pissing me off.”

	“I know.” I smiled.

	“And to think I was about to apologize.”

	“You don’t owe me an apology.”

	“Yes, I do. I said you couldn’t fuck.”

	“Oh?” I raised an eyebrow. “I can’t fuck now. I thought you said I wasn’t as good a fuck as Kennedy. Now, I can’t fuck at all? Maybe you should stop while you’re ahead, Colby.”

	He started to laugh. “Maybe I should.”

	“Come on. I need a drink. I might not know how to fuck, but I know how to drink.” We were on the way to the door when my cell phone rang. I swore. It was Chase.

	“Yeah?” I said, putting the receiver to my ear.

	“Lamb Road, the industrial park... Old Port. The TC have a warehouse there. I’m heading there now. Can we meet up?”

	“Sure. You alone?”

	“They asked for the three of us. Badger says he’s with Kennedy and Spike, his VP. He gave me his word. Given the nature of what Kennedy is accusing, I think it’s better this way.” He hung up.

	I sighed. “Come on. We got to go. We got a meeting in the industrial park in the Old Port.”

	Colby looked hesitant. “He tried to kill my family. He’s going to kill me.”

	“No,” I said. “Believe me. He doesn’t want to kill you. Listen. He’s going to accuse you of coming on to him. You need to say you were very drunk. Some of the guys left you on your own. You remember nothing.”

	“And what about him? What’s he going to say he was doing there?”

	“No reason to mention where you were. He’s not going to admit to being there anyway. Just save his face. Say you were drunk, and you didn’t know what you were doing, and you’ll walk out alive.”

	“He won’t let it go at that.”

	“Oh, I know,” I said. “He’s got another plan, but that’s my problem, not yours.”

	“What do you mean that’s your problem?” Colby’s eyes narrowed. He stood in front of my bike, blocking my path.

	I smiled at him. “You’ll see. I don’t want to spoil the surprise.”

	“And why would you be implicated in all this? I’m the one who fucked him.”

	I pushed him aside and hopped on the bike. “He knows I’ve had you,” I handed Colby a helmet. “And... he doesn’t like that idea much.”

	“You told him about us? What were you thinking?”

	“I didn’t tell him shit. We had a discussion, and he assumed that I’d had you. Didn’t go over well.”

	Colby mumbled something and put on his helmet.

	We were off.

	As I drove, I was thinking about the first time Colby, and I met. I was driving to the bike rally in Houston, and he was in a car. We were in traffic, and he started catcalling to me. It was crazy. I didn’t know he was a member of Death Proof then, a fairly harmless small bike club that the Banni didn’t really worry about. Now their leader, Jerry, had involved himself with a woman who was heavily into drug harvesting. Our biggest rivals, the Texas Crushers, didn’t intend to sit by and let this huge business venture just slip through their fingers. So there was that, and the Texas Crushers attempt to wipe out what remained of Death Proof. We took the DPs under our wing for protection and got ourselves a piece of the pie, but there were a lot of personal complications that just wouldn’t go away.

	Colby. Colby was my personal problem. Big Time. He’d initiated it, whistling at me on my way to a bike rally. It took balls to do that to the sergeant in arms of the Banni motorcycle club. Then I saw Colby again at the campgrounds, where he invited me to his hotel suite. Foolishly, I went. We had mind-blowing sex, then he basically told me to hit the road, gave some speech about only having me once, then decided to have me again anyway. Go figure. No wonder I was dizzy. Colby was something else. He could rain hot and cold on me in a heartbeat. He was sexy as hell and completely uninhibited. He wanted what he wanted, and he wasn’t shy about it. There was a part of me that was attracted to the unpredictable, the rush of it all. Was I going to make it to the finish line? Make that touchdown or not? It reminded me of football of course... my heart racing as someone tried to hold me back. When I was released, I’d run like the wind, pumping like crazy... my heart, my cock, and... yes.

	Colby made me feel like that, and it was dangerous. I had to find a way to resist rushing into that windstorm, stay off the field. I couldn’t have Colby, even when he was in the mood to have me. I was a biker. Gay bikers were not welcome on any level. The only time I could fuck a guy would be to humiliate him. That was okay. But there couldn’t be any passion in it—or feeling.

	Anyway, I was using the fact that Colby had had an encounter in a bathhouse with Kennedy of the TC a while back. If I could work up some anger over the fact that Kennedy challenged me to an extreme fight because of that, maybe I could stop daydreaming all the time about fucking Colby.

	I was a seasoned extreme fighter. I fought, and I won. These fights were underground, of course, and to the death—illegal in every sense of the word. Specially invited guests bet thousands on the outcome and never said a word about the broken, dead body they’d carry out. These fights were not for the fainthearted.

	Now I was going to take on Kennedy, whose feelings were hurt. That was the worst, fighting a guy who’d believed you were banging the one they wanted to bang. Last time Kennedy and I had met, he’d guessed I’d fucked Colby, and he didn’t like that much.

	So he challenged me. This time the loser got sodomized in front of everyone—Kennedy’s idea, of course, which meant either he wanted to subject me to the ultimate in humiliation, or he had a soft spot for me. I was pretty sure it was not the last one.

	Kennedy’s motives for challenging me were clear, although he would claim it was because last time we’d met, he’d tried to shoot me, and I broke his arm.

	My motives were of a completely different nature. He’d gotten a member of the Banni killed, and he’d almost burned up an innocent woman and her children. Over a fuck? Unacceptable.

	Chase was waiting for us at Lamb Road. He held up a hand when he saw me, and I pulled up beside him and turned off the motor.

	“Section four,” Chase said. “The warehouse is there. He said to look for the light and the bikes.”

	I nodded and pointed. “We need to turn around, take Downman Road.”

	The breeze coming off Lake Pontchartrain was cold tonight. I pulled up the collar of my leather jacket.

	Chase looked over at Colby. “Your sister and the kidlets are safe at the clubhouse.”

	“Thank you,” he said.

	“Now, Colby, keep quiet
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