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As one of the enforcers of the club, Emery “Coast” Cortez is used to others doing as he says, not out of fear, but with respect for him and the position he holds. His mixed-race has never been an issue with the club, but growing up, the outside world wasn’t always as easily accepting of his Mexican/Native American ethnicity.  

Coast learned at an early age to ignore the slurs, the derogatory statements and the presumptions made from his looks alone. Instead, focusing on the goals he set and single-mindedly reaching each one while others wasted their time trying to deter him. With his mind set on Mackenzie Minton, she doesn’t have a chance—that’s if he can get her to quit dodging him at every turn. The woman was going to be his, whether or not she knew it.

Dr. Mackenzie “Mac” Minton not once has regretted the decision to change her field of study from trauma surgeon to obstetrics and gynecology—only what caused her to make the choice. 

Now in a town she’d visited as a child with her OBGYN practice specializing in high-risk pregnancies, she is content. At least in her professional life. Her personal life—a totally different subject. And Mac’s not sure she’ll ever find contentment there. However, she is certain the larger than life, and an overbearing biker is definitely not the answer to her problem.

Well, mostly certain.
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I leaned against the clubhouse and watched the doctor dance with every brother who asked her. I wanted her in my arms, my bed, and my name echoing off the walls when I brought her to completion. It was her I wanted under me when my release took my breath, and my heart pounded in my chest.

Mackenzie avoided me at all costs since the day at the diner when I snapped at her about paying for lunch. I hadn’t known then what made me do it, but now, as I watched her head lean back while she laughed at something Bull said, it was because she could destroy me. I knew it the minute she walked out of her office building that day, and I’d laid eyes on her for the first time. So, I made a play for her. Even now, knowing she could crush me, I would not be able to stay away from her much longer.

I lost sight of Mac when the music stopped, and River and Jag moved to the front of everyone.

“You boys are falling quickly. It’s been a long time since the clubhouse hosted a wedding celebration. Hell, I think it was when Dare married Shakes.” 

I glanced over at my dad as he leaned against the building beside me, then I turned back to watch River as she prepared to toss her flowers to the women who had formed a group.

“I figure we’ll see a few more before long. Maybe we can get the others to do it at the same time,” I said, and my dad, Cruz, chuckled.

“Damn, I hope we don’t have to break up a bunch of women fighting over flowers.” I shook my head at my dad’s comment and watched the group of women laugh as they moved around each other to get into the best position.

“Thelma’s in the group. You not worried she might catch it?” I cocked my brow at my dad when he turned his head toward me.

“You got something to ask me, Emery?”

“Nope, so don’t get your back bent all out of shape. But Bull and Tank might think differently.”

“I’ll speak with them if the need arises. Neither she nor I need your boys’ permission. But out of respect for them as members of this club and Thelma’s sons, I’ll speak with them.” I grinned at my dad. “What?”

“Doesn’t seem like ‘us boys’ are the only ones falling quickly. What happened to the ‘We’re going to do what we want, when we want, and enjoy taking off on our bikes whenever the road calls to us,’ speech?”

“We still can. It just means a warm woman behind me on the bike and in the bed at night.”

“Christ, Dad, you might not want to make that comment when you talk to Bull and Tank.”

“I might be older, Emery, but I have lost none of my brain function. And I plan to keep it that way.”

“Yeah, it isn’t your brain I’m worried about, Dad. Now, your ability to move around after they get a hold of you—a whole different thing.”

“You’re such a fucking smartass,” my dad said and chuckled.

Loud laughter and squeals ended our conversation and had us looking toward the women just in time to watch the bundle of flowers arch and then disappear into the middle of the group. When the crowd separated, a grin split my face when I saw the flowers in Mac’s hands.

“She’s a tough little thing to have gotten in there and come out the victor. Not bad on the eyes either, huh? You know, tradition would have her as the next bride. Be interesting to see who snags the garter.” 

I glanced at my dad and didn’t miss the smirk on his face. “What the hell does one have to do with the other?”

“See, that’s what’s wrong with today’s world. Young people don’t give a shit about traditions. You’d think having knowledge at their fingertips with the internet and the search engines, their intelligence would be advanced to a whole new level. No, instead, everything offends them and then they need time off because of it. Don’t even get me started on trophies for participation.” 

“Really? I had no clue my dad was a stickler for wedding traditions, and an analyst for the problems with today’s youth,” I said to get my dad away from the subject of Mac, and maybe because I enjoyed getting him going. It took little to send the man into a tangent. I laughed when he smacked my stomach with the back of his hand.

“You’ve always been mouthy. What can I say? I know a lot of shit. Granted, some is useful, and some just takes up space in my head.” We both chuckled, then my dad continued. The more he talked, the more my grin spread.

“You know, I might be able to work with that,” I said. The information my dad shared appealed to me. If nothing else, it’d give me an opportunity to touch Mac.

“I thought you might find it interesting.” My dad winked. “And perfect timing for it, too,” he added with a chin lift. When I followed the direction he pointed toward, I watched the women set a chair down, then wave River over to stand beside it. They pointed to where they wanted the men, who stood nearby, to move. 

I pushed off the wall of the clubhouse. “Thanks for the chat, old man. And the information,” I said as I placed a hand on his neck and planted a kiss on his forehead, then released him.

“What the hell was that for, Emery?”

“Everything you’ve ever done for me.” I turned to leave when his hand landed on my shoulder. I turned my head to the side and glanced over my shoulder at him.

“Son, you’ll always be the best thing to have happened in my life. Never forget that.”

I stared at my dad, then placed my hand on top of his and squeezed. “I think that’s my line. You’ve always been there for me, no matter what. Even when you may have disagreed with my choices or a decision I made. I hope you know it goes both ways. You decide to pursue Thelma, then I’m in your corner. And I’ll have your back if Bull and Tank give you shit over it.”

When I let go of his hand, he removed his from my shoulder and slapped my back. “Go join the others before we get any mushier.”

“But I love ya, old man,” I said, grinning over my shoulder as I walked away.

“Love you, son.”

I was still smiling as I walked toward the grumbling and complaining group of men.

“I give this party fifteen minutes after the kids are taken home to get out of hand. Two-thirds of the brothers are already drunk off their asses,” Flirt said as I moved to stand beside him while he waved his hand in front of us to the group of unattached brothers the women had gathered. Most of them swayed on their feet as they grumbled. Though I found it amusing that not one of them moved from where the women told them to stand.

“It will be good as long as they don’t make any fast moves. Otherwise, we could be untangling them for days,” I said as Bull grabbed the back of Tank’s vest when he tilted forward.

“Damn women, I didn’t want any part of this either.” Flirt pointed to Carly, Sami, Bailey, and Luna as they stood in front of the group. “‘Oh, just do it. He’s your brother. It’s his and River’s day.’ That was Carly’s speech, then Sami’s and Luna’s eyes watered up. Because pregnancy hormones are a bitch. Then Speed and Ghost glared at me as if daring me to hurt the women’s feelings. Bailey, she didn’t say a word, just pointed to where I needed to go. So yeah, here I am with these drunk bastards, wondering when we lost our dicks and grew vaginas.” 

I snorted and wondered how much Flirt had drank.  

“Yet, you’re standing here bitching like a woman,” Ghost said as he walked up and smacked Flirt on the back. I snorted when Flirt flipped him off.

“Fuck you, Ghost. You’re only saying that because I didn’t hear them harassing you or the others into this crap. A matter of fact, after the women got their way and corralled us, your asses scattered,” Flirt griped.

“Hey, it’s for unattached brothers, which we are not. But I’m not ashamed to admit that goddamn straight we got the hell away. And I plan to keep away from the women in case they change their minds. Devil mentioned that he, Crusher, Speed, and I needed to restock the bar and coolers before the after-the-kids-hour party gets underway.” Ghost chuckled and started toward the clubhouse. Where I would guarantee the others were already hiding since they were nowhere in sight as I glanced around the yard.

“Sad day when bikers hide from a group of women!” I yelled. 

Ghost never missing a step as he yelled over his shoulder. “Being a biker ain’t got shit to do with it. Having smokin’ hot sex later because our women are feeling all romantic and shit—everything.” 

Flirt and I laughed and watched Ghost make a beeline for the backdoor of the clubhouse.

“He’s come a long way since you brought him home with you, Flirt.” I shook my head as we watched Ghost stop at the backdoor and look around before he slipped into the clubhouse.

“I’m not going to lie. There were days I wondered if my old friend would ever reappear. I knew he was struggling, and it sucked ass not being able to help him. Running into Luna couldn’t have come at a better time for him. Don’t know how much longer he would have lasted if she hadn’t come back into his life.”

“Can’t deny our brothers are proof of what a good woman can do for you,” I said while I looked around for Mac and saw her standing off to the side.

“If you see that, then what the fuck are you waiting for, Coast? You’ve never held back when you wanted something. I’m not understanding why you’re holding off now. Especially if you can have the chance at what the others have found.” 

The whistles and catcalls had Flirt and me facing toward the front of the crowd where River sat in the chair, and Jag kneeled in front of her. The sounds resulted because her dress slid halfway up her thigh when Jag lifted one of her legs and rested her foot on his shoulder.

We watched our brother as he ran his hands from River’s ankle and up her leg until he reached the garter she wore around mid-thigh. He popped the band but left it where it was and ran his hands back down her leg. Boos erupted, and Jag turned toward the crowd and smirked, then turned back, placed his lips at River’s ankle, and kissed and nibble his way up her leg.

“Good grief, I’m going inside until this is over. One investigation in a man’s career is plenty,” Sheriff Lance mumbled as he moved past Flirt and me. We waited until he was out of earshot before we laughed.

“I hope to hell he isn’t packing. Things could get out of hand.” 

“Jag’s safe. Will actually likes him. And I don’t think the investigation bothered him as much as the ex-son-in-law still breathing does. That pisses him off more than anything,” I said as hoots and hollers filled the air and grew louder as River blushed and covered her face with her hands.

“Yeah, and it wouldn’t look good to kill his grandbaby’s daddy.”

“There is that,” I answered as Jag’s mouth reached the garter on River’s thigh. He used his teeth to grab hold of it, then worked it down River’s leg until he had it off. After he pulled her hands from her face and kissed her on the lips, he stood.

“You know, sometimes I don’t give my dad enough credit,” I said, and Flirt looked at me, and furrowed his brows.

“For what?” Just as Flirt asked, Jag used the pointer finger on each of his hands and launched the garter slingshot style into the air.

“Reminding me some traditions are important to keep up with.” I chuckled as I watched my brothers shove each other around.

“What the hell are you talking about, Coast?” Flirt asked as we continued to watch the pushing and shoving going on.

“That both sides of me are full of superstitions and traditions.” The garter began to fall, and I stepped into the middle of the fray, raised my arm, and used my hand to snatch it out of the air. When I pulled back and stood with the garter in my hand, Flirt shook his head.

“What’s gotten into you, brother?” Flirt looked at me as if I’d lost my damn mind. 

Honestly, maybe I had, because most men would walk away if a woman dodged them as often as Mac had done to me the last few months.

“Working on a strategy,” I answered while I looked around until I spotted Mac where she stood with the other women and clapped as Jag lifted River up and carried her off. 

Flirt and I were silent as we watched the couple stop where Flyboy, Jag’s dad, stood with Poppy in his arms. Jag’s baby girl’s giggles when Jag leaned in and kissed all over her small face had me smiling.

“How soon do you think it will take before Flyboy is calling Shakes or one of the other women to help with Pop?” Flirt asked while we continued to watch the interaction between Jag and his daughter before he led River toward the road to our houses. They were spending the night on the compound, then leaving in the morning for a few days away before River started her teaching job at the school.

“The dads handled us as kids. I think Flyboy can take care of one little girl,” I said while I focused my eyes back on the woman who had held my attention for months.

“You’re right, but we’ve learned with Ally and Neely that girls are way different than boys,” Flirt countered.

“Brother, you have issues if it took you that long to realize they’re different,” I smirked while Flirt glared.

“Hilarious. Now let’s get back to you realizing both sides of your bloodline follow various traditions. From my perspective, it sounds to me like you might finally have found your balls, brother,” Flirt said and slapped my shoulder.

“I never lost them. It took a bit for me to remember that patience was never my strong point.” 

Flirt’s laughter followed me as I started closing the distance between myself and what I wanted. 

Mac.

Mac looked up at me when I stopped in front of her. Then she frowned when I squatted down.

“You’re going to want to hold on to my shoulders, Mac.” Without waiting for her to comply, I grabbed one of her legs and lifted it, which left her no choice but to grab hold of my shoulders if she wanted to keep her balance.

“Umm, damn,” Luna said.

Sami followed with, “Holy shit.”

“What are you doing, Emery?” Mac asked as I slid the garter over her shoe. “Oh my God, stop gawking and help me.”

I would have chuckled at the desperate plea toward the women if I hadn’t had to concentrate on the task of slipping the garter on her. And I hadn’t thought how touching her skin intimately would affect me as much as her, either. Not to mention the subtleness of her perfume wrapping around me. 

“Mackenzie, you’ve been around the men enough to know they don’t follow orders well,” Carly said and chuckled.

I grinned as I glanced up and saw Mac glaring at Carly, then she looked at Bailey. “Really? A friend, plus you work for me?”

“Yes, and you can thank me later for not interfering.” Bailey winked at me, and I grinned when Mac mumbled “traitor.”

“Well, I think it would be a good time for us to find our men,” Carly said, and the other women agreed. 

“I can’t believe you are deserting me,” Mac said, sounding a little disgruntled, which made my grin broaden. 

She huffed when Luna said, “You look like you’re in quite capable hands.”

“I agree. Let’s go find our men,” Bailey said and grabbed Luna’s elbow and led her away.

I knew it was wrong, but the women were helping me out, so I said over my shoulder, “You’ll find your men in the clubhouse—hiding out.” The women grumbled and headed in the clubhouse’s direction. 

That would teach the assholes.

“I can’t believe you threw your friends under the—” Mac never finished her sentence when I started slowly sliding the band up her leg. 

The feel of her smooth skin under my hands had me biting back a groan. I wanted to place her off balance, and the shiver that ran through her body and the change in the tone of her voice let me know I succeeded.

“Emery,” Mac said breathlessly as I paused at her knee and caressed the tender skin behind before I moved the garter over the small cap of her knee.

“You only have to tell me to stop, cariño,” I lowered my voice and looked up at Mac when no reply came. “But I really hope you don’t.”

Once my hands reached the middle of her thigh, I stopped and released the garter. I felt the heat radiating from her core and with my large hand on her inner thigh, my fingertips touched the material of her panties. I wanted nothing more than to push the material aside and slide my fingers through her warmth and let the heat of her engulf them. Instead, I pulled my hands away, sat her foot on the ground, and straightened her dress where my actions had pushed the hem up. Then I stood.

“Dance with me, cariño?” I asked and held my hand out. 

Mac paused a moment. “What’s all this about, Emery?” she asked as she placed her hand in mine. 

“Do you know the belief behind the garter being placed on the woman who catches the bouquet?”

“Seriously, you’re interested in wedding traditions?” The way Mac’s brows furrowed and the intense way she stared me in the eyes, I wouldn’t have been surprised if I saw gears moving. She was trying to figure me out, and it wasn’t working well for her.

“So, do you know or not?” I pressed.

“Ugh, are you telling me you honestly believe the woman who catches the bouquet becomes the next to marry? Then yes, who hasn’t heard that tale?” 

“It isn’t only about the woman who catches the bouquet. The man who catches the garter will be the one she marries.” I kept my face blank as I looked down at her.

“How much have you had to drink? You’re acting strange, even for you.”

I hadn’t been able to keep my lips from twitching. The woman had no clue. The more she pushed me, the more I’d push back.

“Considering you run in the other direction when you see me. How would you know how I act? Have you been watching me, Mac, when I’m not looking?”

She tried to pull her hand from mine, but I tightened my grip and wouldn’t allow it.

“One experience with your arrogance was enough. Why would I want to come back for more?”

“Just once, if you would’ve given me a chance before you took off in the opposite direction, you might’ve been shocked and received an apology. I’ll admit my reaction to your offer to pay for lunch in the diner that day was a bit—”

“Over the top. Dickish. Assholish. Being a big jer...”

“I wouldn’t go that far, Doc.”

“Oh, now I’m doc and not sweetheart, love, honey, or baby. But I guess it beats bitch.” 

I could not keep the grin off my face. “Understand Spanish, do you? And for the record, I’ve never called you a bitch. What I said to you that day was to stop bitching, or I was going to turn you over my knee and spank your ass. Which I might still do if you don’t stop glaring at me as if you’re trying to make me burst into flames.”

“Entender y hablar un poco de español, idiota! I understand and speak some Spanish, idiot. And you wouldn’t dare spank me,” Mac said defiantly.

“Oh, but I would, cariño. Then I’d kiss those cheeks before fucking you until we both passed out.”

“Oh my God, you’re too much. I apologize for calling you an idiot. But damn it, you piss me. One minute you’re pulling a garter up my thigh, talking some nonsense about marriage traditions, calling me sweetheart in Spanish, then you’re talking about what you’re going to do to me,” Mac said and looked around, I assumed to see if anyone had overheard as we stopped at the edge of the makeshift dance floor. “What do you want from me, Emery?”

“That’s a loaded question. Come on, Mac, let’s start with a dance.” The current song was ending, and I moved us into the middle of the group still dancing, before she had time to react.

When Slow Hands by Niall Horan started, Mac reached up and placed her hands around my neck, and I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her close into my body for the slow song. With my height and bulk compared to her small stature, we shouldn’t work, but we did. She felt right in my arms.

“No one can predict the future,” I said offhandedly as I breathed her in.

“Huh?”

No way was I going to explain to her that my thoughts were stuck on if there was any truth in the old wives’ tale of the bouquet and garter toss recipients marrying. Instead, I answered, “Nothing. Listen. Feel.”

As we rocked and swayed, I leaned my head down until my face rested in the crook of Mac’s neck. Her hair was pulled up into some kind of twist that left her neck exposed, and I planned to take full advantage. With the lightest of touches, I ran my lips up her soft skin until I reached her ear. When my lips closed over the lobe of her ear, I bit gently and sucked. Mac moaned softly, and her body melted more into mine.

The taste of her, the smell, everything about her had me as lost in her as she was in me. The fingertips of her hands skimmed my neck, touched, then ran through my hair over and over.

As the song played, I whispered some lyrics to her as my hands traveled up and down the skin of her back, left bare from the dress she wore. There was just the two of us, and nothing around us mattered. I wanted every word in the song to be about us. And I most certainly had no intention of leaving without her on me, as the song words say.

“Come home with me, Mac. I want your naked body wrapped around me. I want to feel us skin against skin. I want to taste every inch of you, feel the heat as I enter you and take us both up and over the edge. Then I want to do it all again.”

“Oh God, Emery.”

“Say yes, Mac. Let me take you and bring you to orgasm until you’re gasping for breath and hoarse from screaming my name.” 

I kissed down her neck, across her collarbone while my hands traveled to her waist and up until my thumbs touched and caressed the outer curve of her breasts. I nibbled her chin as I made my way to her mouth, sucked her bottom lip between my teeth and bit down gently, only to slide my tongue across to take away the sting.

“Emery, please—” Mackenzie stopped talking as a chime came from a phone.

“Don’t answer it,” I said and captured her lips. When my tongue pushed through, she groaned, and as quick as the kiss started, it ended. 

Mac leaned away just enough to shove her hand into the ‘V’ of her dress. When she brought her hand out, it held a ringing cellphone. She looked at the screen, and after a swipe of her thumb, she moved the phone to her ear.

“Dr. Minton,” Mac answered as I released her from my arms and maneuvered us out of the crowd. Our moment broken. 

A man’s voice could be heard, but I couldn’t make out what he said. I stopped us at the far end of the clubhouse away from the speakers blasting the music.

“That’s great, Neal. Yes, there’s no need to panic, you got this. Sarah will be fine. Just keep thinking that when it’s over, you will get to hold your son. I’ll meet you at the hospital, Daddy. And don’t forget to put mom in the car.” Mac chuckled, then smiled at whatever the man replied before she disconnected the call. “I’ve got to go.”

“I heard.”

“I’m sorry. I... I—”

“Why? Because you have to do your job?”

“No, I... I’m not sure I can do this.” She waved her hand between us. “And crap, I don’t have time to discuss it right now. I need to leave.”

“You’ve been running, and I don’t understand why, but it stops. I want you, Mac, and I intend to have you. But I can wait a little longer.”

“I don’t know how long it will take. Sarah is a first time—”

“Mac!” I raised my voice to cut her off before she spiraled out of control, thinking about the possibility of us when she had a job to do.

“What?”

“Go deliver the baby. You and I will finish what we started sooner rather than later.” When Mac opened her mouth to speak, I held up my hand. “I can stand here and watch you while you walk to your car and leave. Or I can walk you to your car, bend you over the hood, hike that little dress up, and—” 

“I’m going,” was the only thing Mac said as she turned and dashed toward her car.

I grinned and stood at the edge of the clubhouse until I lost sight of her taillights. Instead of going back to the party, I headed toward my place. I’d give her a couple of hours, then I would head to the hospital and wait for her. No matter how long the delivery took.

The feeling of contentment was with me as I stepped into my house. As I closed the door, my phone rang, and I pulled it out of my pocket and glanced at the screen. I answered the call with the swipe of my thumb, but unlike Mac’s call, I knew mine wasn’t going to make me happy.
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Riding across the tribal lands, I glanced around. The only light came from my lone headlight, or the occasional light shining in a resident’s yard. Even under the cover of night, I knew I passed areas where the housing was nothing more than hovels lined up. Poverty ran high on the reservation. And it wasn’t the first time I rode through and was thankful my dad had fought for me. 

If I’d grown up on the reservation, I knew in my heart I would have either ended up in prison as my mom’s dad had, who eventually died after being shanked in the prison yard. Or I would have died from an overdose like my mom had and her mother before her.

I’d visited the reservation at least twice a year since I turned two. At first, my dad would bring me and stay. By the time I reached my teens, he would drop me off, then return for me a week later. 

After I joined the military, my visits became far and few between depending on when I made it home on leave. Since leaving the military, I’d only visited twice and stayed for only a couple of days each time. 

Within an hour of receiving the call that hampered my plans of surprising Mac after Jag and River’s wedding celebration, I packed a few things in my saddlebags, spoke with my dad, and was on the road. Dealing with Mac



























































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image003.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





