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I’d like to thank all of you readers for taking the time to read my stories. I can’t express how grateful I am. I know there are thousands of authors and stories out there, so I truly appreciate you choosing one of mine.

A huge thanks to my beta readers. Y’all are true gems for reading the extremely raw versions of this book along with all my others. Without you I’d be floundering in the writing cave, wondering if I should hit delete and start over or if I should chuck it all.

And last, but not least, I owe many thanks to my husband and my children. Without their love and support, I wouldn’t be able to do what I love...Making up stories with sexy alpha males and happily ever afters!

XOXO
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TO AVOID SPOILERS, THIS LIST ONLY INCLUDES THE CHARACTERS MENTIONED

IN THE PREVIOUS BOOKS

ROYAL MC Members:

King Royal – President – King Royal Jr (Royally Tempted book 3) Son of King Sr/brother to Duke

Ayesha – King’s ole’ lady (Royally Tempted book 3)

Duke Royal – Vice President –(Royally Treasured book 4) Son of King Royal Sr, brother to King

Lennox – Duke’s ole’ lady – Doc’s daughter, Doctor and old-timer (Royally Treasured book 4)

Traeger – Sgt at Arms (Royally Taken book 2)

Kailani – Traeger’s ole’ lady – Mob boss’s daughter, Father, and Brother both killed in previous books (Royally Taken book 2)

Keys – Enforcer (Royally Broken book 5)

Palmer – Keys’ ole’ lady (Royally Broken book 5)

Hollywood aka Scott Haven – Enforcer (Royally Chosen Christmas book 7)

Talena – Hollywood’s ole’ lady (Royally Chosen Christmas book 7)

Cosmo – Enforcer and money man (Royally F**ked changed to Royally Saved book 6)

DaiTai – Cosmo’s ole’ lady (Royally Saved book 6)

Tymber – Tattoo Artist (Royally Twisted book 1)

Ivy – Tymber’s ole’ lady, former best friend of Luke Royal (Royally Twisted book 1)

Archer – Formerly known as Prospect Frog, Real name is Mick Richardson (Royally Targeted book 8)

Tiana – ole’ lady to Archer, aka Mick, and Sister to Ayesha - King’s ole’ lady (Royally Targeted book 8)

T-Rex – Enforcer, real name is Theriot Raptor Guidry from the Bayou (Royally Inked book 9)

Lux – T-Rex’s ole’ lady/Tattoo artist at Twisted Ink (Royally Inked book 9)

Kash – brother to Jason aka Lion Strickland. (Royally Judged book 10)

Verity – Kash’s ole’ lady (Royally Judged book 10)

Luke Royal – Twin to Duke Royal/Luke committed suicide in (Royally Twisted)

Lion – Jason Strickland, aka Lion President of the Ozark MO chapter (Royally Ruthless, Royal Harlot Anthology)

Rita – Lion’s ole’ lady (Royally Ruthless)

Steelshot – Jentzen Jacobs, Enforcer ex-SEAL

Jovi – Jentzen’s ole’ lady (Royally Destroyed); her brother is Kuda, a Navy SEAL.

Cowboy – Jeter Weston, Tail Gunner (Royally Embraced)

Vittoria Masseria Hoolihan – Jeter’s ole’ lady

Digger – Road Captain – Owns Royal Towing

Groot – Pete, former prospect, killed in Royally Tempted by Ayesha/King

Steelshot – Prospect in (Royally Judged)

Takeoff – Prospect in (Royally Judged)

Pops – Verity’s father (Royally Judged)

Kendrick – Jeter’s brother, Mafia Boss (Royally Lucky)

Viking – 

Jinx – 

Former Originals: None have books or have been mentioned except King Sr... yet “wink.”

King Royal Sr – President – Deceased

Ryno Marx – VP - Deceased

Argo Peters – Sgt at Arms – Deceased

Crazy Jax – Treasurer – Deceased

Torpedo (Tinny) – Deceased
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Chapter One
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“I now pronounce you husband and wife. You may kiss the bride,” the priest said.

Kendrick grinned. His younger brother Jeter slid his hands around Vittoria and bent her backward. He looked into her eyes before kissing his new bride, much to the delight of the onlookers filling the cathedral.

The priest cleared his throat as the kiss continued a little longer than most he’d probably officiated. However, the man just married a fucking Royal MC brother and the daughter of a former mafia man. What the fuck did he think he was getting into?

Kendrick shifted his feet, crossing his hands slightly in front of his body so the priest’s eyes were on him. He held the other man’s gaze for a long moment, letting him know it was in his best interest to chill the fuck out. A red hue stained every inch of skin above the ceremonial collar. Father Totton gave a slight nod.

Jeter lifted both himself and Vittoria. When they turned to face everyone, Kendrick followed suit. He looked over toward the woman on the other side of the aisle. Since Vittoria moved to California, she’d formed friendships with the wives and ole’ ladies of the MC. The one they’d paired him with kept looking toward the aisles as if nervous. He made a mental note to reassure her that she was safe with him. Hell, once they finished taking pictures and the damn dance his new sister-in-law insisted they do, he had zero interest in her.

Jeter and Vittoria moved down the stairs, which he took as his cue to take his place behind them. He held his arm out for the maid of honor. She blushed as she slid her hand into the crook of his arm. Kendrick, being the gentleman his mother groomed him to be, walked slow enough that she wouldn’t trip in the four-inch heels she wore. Behind them, the others followed until they reached the long hall that led outside.

“Congratulations, brother. Vittoria, you look absolutely stunning. Are you sure being chained to this deplorable human for life is what you want to do? You know, my jet’s on the runway and ready to roll at a moment's notice?” he said, kissing her on the cheek.

Jeter slugged him on the arm, then pulled him in for a hug.

“What the hell? Don’t give her any ideas, man. I’d chase her down to the ends of the earth.” Jeter mock growled.

Vittoria laughed and patted Jeter’s chest. “No need to do anything crazy. You’re stuck with me for life.”

“Crazy’s his middle name, sorellina.” Kendrick kissed Vittoria on the cheek again, eliciting a warning grunt from his brother.

It seemed like hours passed before they finished taking pictures. Kendrick hated posing, hated the entire process of holding still while someone with a camera told them to look this way or that. If he didn’t love his brother he’d shove the damn device up the photographers ass. 

“My fucking face hurts from smiling,” King growled. The president of the Royal MC stood with a scowl, looking like he wanted to shoot somebody.

“Oh, stop it. You look sexy as fuck. I am having all kinds of fantasies right now.”

Kendrick watched King’s ole’ lady blink several times, worried she was having some sort of seizure.

“What the fuck are you doing, woman?” King growled.

“Who me?” she asked, pressing her hand against her chest, trailing her finger between her cleavage. Kendrick realized the woman was trying to seduce her husband. Fuck.

“I’m taking mental pictures, my love, for my spank bank.” Ayesha licked her lips. The action snapped King’s restraint as he eliminated the space between the two and tossed his wife over his shoulder, making her gasp. A loud thwack echoed around the small room.

“Do you think they’re gonna fuck in the church?”

Kendrick glanced at the man who’d spoken. “He’s your brother by blood. What do you think?”

A door slammed shut, followed by a woman squealing, letting him know that King and Ayesha would likely do just that.

“I gotta go see the priest and pay him for his services. I’ll see you at the reception, yeah?” he asked, jerking his head toward the door the duo had entered.

“I’ll wait for them to finish and make sure we get there together. My ole’ lady is already there with the kids. He owes me one.” Duke leaned against the wall and kicked one leg over the other as he pulled his cell phone out.

Upstairs, he went to find Father Totton. His leather-soled shoes thunked softly with each step he made. As a good Catholic, he stopped and dipped his fingers in the Holy Water Font and made the sign of the cross before continuing forward. He scanned the pews, admiring their grandeur yet preferring St. Michaels in Chicago. The old church survived the Chicago fire in 1871, unlike many structures.

At the door leading to the rectory, he could hear the soft swish of cloth. He lifted his arm and gave two firm knocks, waiting for Father Totton to answer. The swishing stopped. Kendrick could picture the man holding his breath with one hand on his chest.

“Father Totton, do you have a minute?” he asked, letting the other man know he couldn’t hide like a child.

A couple of seconds passed, and then the door creaked open.

“What can I do for you, young man?” Father Totton asked.

Kendrick allowed a smile to form. “Ah, you can do nothing for me, Father. I don’t like men on their knees sucking my cock or taking it in their ass. Is that what you’re worried about? Do you think I will find all your naughty secrets like those other men of the cloth back in Chicago were found to have?”

He wasn’t a man who was morally black or white. Shit, most days, red ran wherever he treads. His life wasn’t for the faint of heart. But it was how he chose it to be.

“Excuse me? You can’t come in here talking to me...like that,” he sputtered. Father Totton’s face had turned beet red. His pupils appeared blown. Hell, if Kendrick gave two shits, he’d worry the man was going to stroke out.

“Listen, I’m not here to be your judge, jury, or executioner. However, if you have some skeletons in your closet, I suggest you clean them out before the Reaper comes calling. Feel me?” he asked.

Sweat beaded on the priest’s forehead, dripping down his temples. Kendrick hadn’t known before entering the man’s chambers that he’d encounter a man with secrets. Kendrick didn’t know what those were, but he’d ensure someone found out.

“Yes. I understand. Is there anything else?” He shuffled on his feet.

Kendrick watched the artery at his neck throb. The last thing he wanted to do was give this fucker money. Reaching into his front pocket, he pulled out an envelope, looked at his hand, and tapped the thick envelope against his other.

“This is for the church. A token of gratitude for their services today. My brother and his bride appreciate the church and you for providing the place to perform their wedding ceremony. I trust you’ll handle the paperwork that needs filing, so they’re all legal and shit?”

Father Totton swallowed audibly and nodded. Kendrick held the white envelope out. His fingers gripped it tighter as the bastard reached for it. 

“Remember what I said about cleaning out your closets before it’s too late.” With those parting words, Kendrick spun on his heels and left the sweating, shaking man in his chambers.

Andre, his righthand man and unofficial bodyguard, stood outside the door. The man stood at least two inches taller than his own six feet three inches and had thirty extra pounds of pure muscle. If Kendrick were to guess, he’d say Andre had to be at least two hundred and seventy pounds without an ounce of fat. However, he moved as silent as a ghost.

“How long have you been there?” he asked his friend.

“Long enough to know you’re going to have me send his information to our guys.” Andre’s deep baritone held no inflection. It was as if he were repeating the weather to a neighbor instead of talking about a possible sexual predator.

They were nearing the church exit, where they both stopped, dipped their fingers in the holy water again, and made the sign of the cross before leaving.

“Everyone has already left for the MC compound except the two of us. Do you want to go there or return to the rental?” Andre asked. He stepped outside the church first, scanning the surroundings.

Kendrick let out a sigh and moved around Andre. “The clubhouse, of course.”

Andre grunted. His friend didn’t want to go and party with a bunch of people he didn’t know.

“Hell, going to a wedding reception should be a prime opportunity to get laid, my friend. All those women getting drunk and wishing it were them who got hitched.”

“Exactly why I hate weddings. I don’t want one of them to get any ideas because I danced with them, took them to the bathroom, and fucked them, or heaven forbid, I actually spent the night with them. Imagine if they suddenly get it in their minds that we have a future beyond the one night of mutual pleasure. Nope. Not me. I’ll go, stand by the door, and watch with my dick strictly in check, zipped in my pants with orders to stay down no matter how tempting it might be to salute.”

Kendrick shook his head, gripped Andre’s shoulder, and shook him. “You have issues.”

“Hello, pot said the kettle,” Andre said. “Get in the SUV so we can roll. I got some idiots to watch.”

Kendrick released Andre. “Last I checked I was the boss. Don’t push me, Andre. I’m not in the mood for a pissing contest.”

Andre raised his arms in the air. “No disrespect. I apologize. It’s just...you know I hate all this pomp and shit. With your wedding that—didn’t happen, I had time to prepare.”

“Fuck. I’m sorry, Dre.” Kendrick put his hand on Andre’s shoulder again, hating his carelessness. The big man didn’t show emotions often, making one think he had none. Yet Kendrick knew he had a deep well within him.

“It was a long time ago,” Andre said, dismissing Kendrick’s words. With the fluidity of a much smaller man, Andre sidestepped Kendrick and went around to his side of the SUV, getting behind the wheel.

The drive to the MC clubhouse took little time. Kendrick watched for updates from his businesses back home while Andre stayed silent. When they were five minutes from the turnoff, he broke the silence. “If you want to return to the rental house, I can stay in one of the rooms at the clubhouse. King knows we traveled from Chicago to be here and offered us a place to crash. I’ve heard they renovated them all to his ole’ lady’s standards. Not sure what that means, but I can put up with it for a night.”

Andre glanced at him, a grin tipping his lips. “You mean you can rough it for a few hours?”

Kendrick flipped him off. “I have been known to do so.”

A deep belly laugh came from the other side. “Shut up, asshole. I am fine. If I were going to have a mantrum, it would’ve been during the wedding. A little reception won’t hurt me.”

Kendrick exhaled and let it go. “Fine, but don’t come crying to me because some woman tried to climb you like a tree.”
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SUTTON STOOD AT THE bar with her best friends Tiana and Lux, both of whom were ole’ ladies to members of the Royal MC. 

She loved the men and women of the MC. After rescuing her several years ago, they’d made her feel welcome, never giving her pitying looks like her family and old friends.

“Hey girl, what’s that look for?” Lux bumped her hip.

She shook her hair back, making an effort to banish thoughts of her past and the family who’d been blood. “Nothing, I was just wondering when the wedding party would arrive. I’m starving,” she said. Her stomach made a rumble, giving credence to the lie.

Tiana narrowed her eyes as if searching Sutton’s face for any telltale signs of dishonesty. Good gracious, her friends were like human lie detectors. “Did you skip breakfast and lunch again?”

“I ate a granola bar this morning,” she argued.

“By this morning, do you mean before six or after nine?” Lux asked.

They knew her too well. She worked at the hospital doing twelve hour shifts. “I cannot tell a lie. Oh look, they’re here.”

A commotion near the door halted their conversation, giving her a reprieve. Thank fuck. For the next half hour, the wedding party filed in and spoke with others in the space. Her hunger became a dull ache as she laughed with a group of ladies when they talked about men and their antics.

“I can’t believe you defiled the church like that, King.”

The words came from Lennox, Duke’s ole’ lady.

“Oh please, he’s a defiler of all things. Hell, if the urge hit him, he’d have taken her in full view of the priest with zero fucks given,” Duke muttered.

“I can’t believe you just said that. I wouldn’t do any of the sort. Besides, it wasn’t in the church, per se. I mean, it was the basement. So technically, it was underground, which wouldn’t that mean it’s not actually the church?” Ayesha asked, blinking quickly.

“What the fuck are you talking about, and what are you doing with your eyes? The last time you did that, you said you were imagining him naked or some shit, which led to the two of you fornicating in the church basement. See how I said church before basement.” The VP and Ayesha’s brother-in-law looked like he was having difficulty keeping a straight face while speaking.

“I haven’t a clue what you’re referring to, Duke,” Ayesha said, turning toward the bar.

Sutton’s bullshit meter was pinging hard the second she saw Ayesha’s face. The President’s ole’ lady winked as she walked behind the bar and grabbed a beer from the cooler like she had done it a time or two before twisting the cap off with practiced ease. When she tipped the bottle to her lips, King made a low rumble like he was in pain.

“I swear to all that’s holy, you two make everything fucking sexual,” Duke grumbled.

“That’s what she said,” Lux said, clapping her hands together.

Sutton rolled her eyes, still wondering when the fuck they’d get to sit down and eat when the door opened again. A massive bear of a man entered. His presence felt heavy as if he’d just as soon kill you than talk to you. However, the man behind the serial killer brute captured her attention. Good god almighty decided to create perfection in one man, and it was him.

She’d seen gorgeous men in real life and on television. Hell, Los Angeles was full of men who did nothing but work out all day, tan, and spend more time and money on beauty products than she ever would.

He had to be maybe six-two or six-three, which meant that when she wore her highest heels, he’d still be several inches taller than her—at five feet eight, finding taller guys had been a struggle throughout high school. She’d been called giraffe, lady long legs, stilts, and one of her favorites, lamppost—the assholes.

“Who is that sexy beast?” Sasha asked.

Lux looked at Sutton, then at Sasha. “Aren’t you in a relationship with Benny?”

“I call them expirationships. They all have expire at some point. Benny’s might’ve moved up a bit,” she said with a tinkling laugh.

“Well, until you actually break that shit off, keep your dick skinner away from that guy or any other one here,” Lux said slowly as she moved in front of Sasha to block her view. “The last thing we need is Benny getting into a fight while he’s still a prospect with that guy over you.”

“I don’t think it would be much of a fight,” Sasha muttered.

“Sasha, get your ass back to work, girl. It looks like the entire wedding party has arrived. That means we can start setting up to serve dinner.” Chris, the caterer, barked orders like a drill sergeant, and Sasha was like everyone else, falling in line with whatever she told her to do.

Once Sasha and Chris disappeared behind the doors to the kitchen, Lux muttered something too low for Sutton to hear.

“What was that?” she asked her friend.

“She gets on my last nerve. Women who come here know the score, and they know who they can and can’t fuck with. A brother who has an ole’ lady is off limits. It’s not like that at some clubhouses, but King has made it clear that’s one of the Royal MC rules. You come here; you sign an NDA, and if you want to be a club bitch, you sign a contract. In that contract, there are rules and regulations. She’s signed one and still acts like that, and it pisses me the fuck off. She and Benny came together, but when you become a Prospect, you can’t have an ole’ lady.” Tiana blew out a breath.
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Sutton knew her eyes were bugging out of her head. “Wait. So, they had to break up?” She suddenly felt like she was in the lion’s den, and she was the juicy steak.

“Well, usually, that’s the rule. Since they were a couple before,” Ayesha said, swirling her finger. “Well, extenuating circumstances mean there was an exception. Which is why it’s fucked up for her to say those things about expiration bullshit. She and Benny have been hanging around here for the last few years. I know for a fact she wasn’t riding any other man’s dick during that time. Or at least there were no rumors, and these boys talk. King wouldn’t allow Benny to be fucking a club girl if he didn’t think they were together before him prospecting.” Tiana lifted her chin toward the large crowd.

Sutton’s ran dry thinking about rumors and her. No, thank you. Even before she’d gone through puberty completely, she’d started getting attention from men because she’d looked older due to her height. Her mother hated it and despised Sutton for taking attention away from her. She’d learned early not to do anything that would draw attention from men or face harsh consequences. Her mother said only whores enjoyed men staring at them with hunger and desire. Not that Sutton enjoyed having men stare at her. 

Sutton shook off the feeling of dread. Her fear of people finding out about her past was ludicrous. “Let’s go find our seat so we can maybe get served faster.”

“You’re at our table,” Lux said.

“There you are, ma cherie,” T-Rex murmured.

Sutton ducked her chin as T-Rex offered her a soft smile. “Hey, girl. You two sure do look pretty. Can I escort the two of you to our table?” he asked.

“Look at you, being all gentlemanly. You realize I’m already a sure thing, right? For instance, if you wanna go into the bathroom right this instant, I’m totally down to get it on. I'm pretty sure they’d be soaking wet if I wore panties.” Lux did a little shimmy in front of T-Rex, making him groan.

“Cherie, are you trying to kill me? My dick is going to burst the seams of these slacks.”

“Oh my god, I’m so going to need my ears, eyes, and probably my brain bleached by the night's end. What the fuck have they pumped into the air filtration system? Horny air or what?” Sutton asked in a slight whisper scream, spinning to begin finding her way to the table. She collided with a very firm, very big body.

“Whoa, you okay?”

She pressed her hands against the muscular pecs beneath her palms, admiring the way they jerked beneath them. Slowly, she looked up, knowing exactly who the body belonged to—the mysterious man who’d caught her eye moments earlier. He wasn’t a brother, which meant he had to be someone who’d come in for the wedding. She’d missed the ceremony because of her work, dammit.

“Passerotta, did I hurt you?” he asked. His voice was deep and rich.

She licked her lips, feeling absolutely foolish standing there with her hands accosting the poor man. “Yes, sorry. I’m sorry. I wasn’t paying attention to where I was going, and those two were being. Well, they’re being themselves, and I’m starving. Oh, god. Shutting up now.” Belatedly, she realized she still had her hands on him while he also held her by the hips. If anyone were to look at them, they’d think they were something they weren’t.

His green eyes sparkled. Jesus, she was right in her earlier assumption. God gifted this man with everything. Shit, he probably had a small penis. Yep, that would be her luck. He was a walking God among men, with a micro peen.

“Where are you sitting? I’ll get you something to tide you over until they serve dinner. Are you sure you’re alright?” His finger brushed against her sides before releasing her as she nodded.

Sutton thought he’d turn and lead the way, but he reached for her hand. Her stomach did a little flip. Tiny butterflies took flight, and she shivered. “Thank you. Sutton James, by the way.”

He looked down at her and smiled. “Kendrick Calderone, but you can call me Kendrick. It’s nice to meet you, Sutton James.”

She suddenly felt a stirring deep within her that made her blush. As they neared the table, she was grateful for the distraction it gave her to locate the little nameplate indicating where she was to sit. Fate obviously had plans for her and this dominating man as they appeared to be sitting beside each other. “Looks like we’re right beside one another.”

“I’m glad my brother didn’t have us sitting up at some table in the front like many weddings I’ve been to.” He chuckled, the vibration making her want to hear him do it more.

“Yes, I agree. Although, I think it’s fine either way. Whatever floats your boat, I guess.” She shrugged. Growing up, she’d thought if she were to get married, she’d do a destination one so there wouldn’t be a big fuss. The thought of having all eyes on her gave her anxiety.

“Have a seat. I’ll be right back with a little snack for you.”

“You don’t have to do that.” She put her hand over his, noticing both had tattoos on the tops.

“I know I don’t have to do it.” He brushed his thumb along her jaw. The touch was soft and fleeting. Sutton found herself leaning toward him for more, but he’d already turned away and moved through the crowd. She stared in awe as everyone appeared to move apart for this man.

“Do you know who that is?”

She turned toward Sasha, wishing the woman would go and do her damn job. “Yes.” They’d exchanged names, so she did know him.

“His brother is the one who got married. I heard he was supposed to have gotten married a year or so back, but his bride left him at the altar. If I were you, I’d stay away from him. I heard he’s—”

“Sasha, don’t be spreading lies or stories you’ve heard in the clubhouse. I think you need to go home and have a cool down. I don’t want to see you here for a week.” Ayesha spoke in a calm but firm voice. What she said about the women at the clubhouse was law.

“But I didn’t do anything. I was just talking to my friend,” Sasha whined.

“I gave you a week. Want me to make it a month?” Ayesha asked in a low tone that said she was losing patience.

Sasha blinked watery eyes. “Can I say bye to Benny?”

“The week is off property. No contact as of now. Go.” Ayesha pointed toward Chris and Darla, the other waitress who stood near the entrance to the kitchen.

After Sasha walked off, Ayesha turned to Sutton. “Whatever the fuck that bitch said, you ignore. Or ask for clarification from anyone except her. She’s eyeing a bigger fish than what she has without realizing Benny is a real catch for a twatwaffle like her. Ugg, if it weren’t for him, I’d have kicked her ass to the street a week after she stepped through that door.”

“Fuck, I love it when you get angry.” King moved behind Ayesha, placing a hand on her abdomen below her breasts. With the other hand, he gripped her jaw and turned her head up to look at him over her shoulder. “Did you just exile that woman?”

“For a week. Next time, it’s a month, and then she’s gone. Of course, if the infraction is bad enough the next time...” she trailed off.

“Good,” King rumbled. “If we didn’t have to stay for shit like food and a dance or two, I’d take you home and make you beg for my dick.”

“I see what you mean about that bleach.” Kendrick mused under his breath.

“Yo, Kendrick. How’s it going, brother?”

The two men slapped palms and then did the whole man hug thing she found sexy as all get out.
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KENDRICK PULLED BACK from King, shaking his head. “The two of you should come with a warning label.”

“Hey, I take offense to that. Nah, we probably should.” King rested his chin on Ayesha’s head.

“Did you get that for Sutton?” Ayesha asked, nodding at the plate.

“Yes, she said she was starving. Can’t have a lady dying on my watch.”

“Especially when she’s the nurse we’d call if Doc weren’t available since Jovi is on maternity leave. Go on and feed our girl. We’re making rounds saying hello while we wait for your brother to defile the limo on the way here.”

Kendrick rolled his eyes. “I figured he was doing something like that. Fucking little prick.”

He placed the snack plate in front of Sutton, noticing the rosy blush covering her chest and cheeks. Son of a bitch, he’d love to see if she blushed all over like that when she came.

He’d been laser-focused on the table as he walked back toward Sutton. Truthfully, he’d noticed her the second he’d entered the clubhouse. His eyes had locked on her, and he’d been unable to do anything but watch and steadily measure every angle of her perfect figure. She was tall, curvy in all the right places, blonde, brown-eyed, and so damned alluring his dick was hard thinking about sinking into her. He needed to get his mind on something else, or he’d burst the zipper of his slacks.

“I can instruct one of you how to save me.” Sutton gave a crooked little smile.

He sat down, knowing his cock had no chance of doing the same, especially with thoughts of doing mouth-to-mouth running rampant through his mind.

“Well, there you go, problem solved.” King clapped his hands and winked.

Kendrick reclined in his chair a little, giving himself a bit of room under the table to relax. Sutton ate off the snack plate, appearing completely engrossed in the tiny morsels of fruit and vegetables he’d procured for her.

“Take a picture, it’ll last longer.” Sutton held out her fork with a piece of strawberry on it.

He blinked slowly, looked at the strawberry, and then at her lips. Dammit. Get your shit together. “How old are you, Sutton?” he asked abruptly.

“I’m sorry.” She dropped the fork onto the plate. Her hands went to the table like she prepared to stand.

Kendrick stopped her before she could do anything. “You have nothing to be sorry for, Passerotta. I apologize if my staring bothered you.”

Unable to stop, he brushed his thumb over the back of her hand.

“No, I’m sorry for saying something so childish as I did,” she said in a shaking voice.

The entire room could’ve gone still, her words cutting him like a knife. This beautiful, intelligent woman apologizing for a statement like that nearly broke him. This time, he didn’t hesitate to touch her how he wanted. His hand reached up, brushing at the wetness under her eye. “You never have to apologize to me for saying something. I was staring, and you felt a certain way. You should always feel confident that you can express yourself without judgment or backlash, Passerotta.”

Sutton swallowed audibly. “Thank you. Not that I can change a lifetime of habits, but thank you just the same,” her voice shook slightly.

“I’ll have to fix that. You don’t know me well, but I need you to trust me when I tell you that I don’t let anyone bully women, children, or those who can’t protect themselves. I especially don’t allow anyone to fuck with those I consider mine, and you, Sutton James, feel very much like someone who needs to belong. I’d like to get to know you better—after tonight.” He was rushing things with her. He knew it. Yet there was an instant connection deep within him he’d never experienced before. Kendrick felt he’d lose his one chance at true happiness if he didn't grab and hold onto it. Fuck, his mother had to have slipped him some love potion or some shit.

“I’d like that.”

He swore his heart stopped and started again. He leaned forward, anticipation filling his veins.

“Kendrick,” she whispered.

He smiled, his heart thundering inside his chest like he was running for his life. He was going to relish this first touch, first taste.

Holding her gaze, he pressed his lips against hers. She sighed against his mouth.

“Oh,” she whispered. Her eyes slid closed.

He took a deep breath, calling on all his self-control not to pull her onto his lap and take more than she was ready for. Fuck, he only just met her. Not that he hadn’t fucked women he didn’t know, after a few drinks, and had no plans to see them afterward. He already knew more about her. Many of those forgotten women, though? He didn’t have a desire to see again, unlike Sutton.

With a lot of reluctance, he pulled back, giving her lower lip a slight suck first. “You taste sweeter than the strawberry you were offering me.”

His words were more accurate than any he’d stated in his entire life.
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Chapter Three
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Kendrick brushed his thumb over his lips, knowing he had some of Sutton’s lipstick on them. If he could, he’d wear the shit all night long like a badge of honor. However, he didn’t think Jeter would appreciate him walking around with it on his lips all night.

“Here, let me help you.” Sutton brought her napkin up, wiping gently over his mouth.

“You could always use your tongue,” he half-joked.

“I feel that would lead to us doing more of what caused the mess.” Her laughter eased the knot in his gut. He worried she’d be embarrassed about him kissing her in public. Of course, the MC clubhouse wasn’t where he’d be worried about public displays of affection. Hell, a little kissing was tame compared to what he was sure went on there.

He tilted his head back, relieved she wasn’t pissed.

“I’m twenty-nine. I’ll be thirty in November.”

“Yeah? You planning a big dirty thirty party?” He waggled his eyebrows up and down.

She let out a sultry laugh. “Not just no, but hell no. I hate being the center of attention for one, and honestly, the thought of celebrating turning another year older just doesn’t do it for me.”

“Hmm, it appears we have those two things in common.” He shook his head, amazed at how much she fascinated him. Most women and men love parties, especially big celebrations aimed at them.

A loud whistle interrupted them
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