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MY FOREVER COCKY BIKER ENCOUNTER




Leather, Lies, and Larceny…Forensic
Accounting was never so sexy!

 


Oriana Hunter

 


I don’t trust many people. Most especially,
the bikers from the Concrete Angels Motorcycle Club. When I’m
abducted by my “best friend” to come work for them as a forensic
accountant, I pretty much have zero choice. They’re not the typical
biker club. And some of their members make my hair stand on end.
Hey, I got them to sign a contract, and it comes with dental. All I
have to do is find out who’s embezzling from them and I can go
home. It would go a lot faster if I didn’t have a sexy cocky biker
hanging around. I have far too many personal demons, and then I
start seeing angels. Literally. The question is which folks are
more scary, those wearing the Concrete Angels’ cuts or the FBI
jackets?

 


Scott Free

 


Oriana Hunter is the most beautiful and
dangerous woman I’ve ever seen walk through the gates of the
Concrete Angels’ compound. She’s badass, through and through. I
don’t believe in mates-for-life, but Oriana makes me want to give
it a try. But she doesn’t trust anyone, me especially, and I can
recognize the signs of someone dealing with PTSD from my time in
the Army. Turns out, she’s a former FBI agent and has major trust
issues. Not that I blame her. With Loki at the helm and his habit
of making people squirm, I wouldn’t trust us either. I know she’ll
figure out our money leak, and quickly. Which means I’m popping the
clutch and going in full throttle to prove I’m not what she thinks.
And that she’s safer with me.
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Chapter One


Oriana

 


 


“We’re gonna stage a rebellion.”

“A what?” I looked over at Melinda and
wondered what she was going on about.

“A rebellion. It’s gonna be epic.”

I shook my head. Don’t get me wrong. I’d been
known to be rebellious. I went out without a bra on because I’d
read about these studies that showed boobs were perkier if you left
the bra off, and my boobs needed some perky. I didn’t like Miracle
Whip, Cool Whip, or Whipped Cream in a can. I refused to keep the
tags on my mattresses and pillows, and I only changed my car’s oil
every five thousand miles rather than every three thousand. But an
epic rebellion?

“Against what?”

“Cocky bikers.”

I rolled my eyes. “Sweet glory. Are you back
with Roy again?” Her on-again-off-again relationship with her
boyfriend made Jerry Springer’s show look positively tame.

“No, I’m done with him and the Concrete
Angels MC, which is why we’re gonna stage the rebellion.”

I sighed and rubbed my forehead. She’d said
something to that effect before. I didn’t take her seriously. I
couldn’t. Melinda was the type of woman where everything that went
wrong turned her into a spitting drama llama. I could barely keep
up on the best days. But when she dove into full-on diva screamer,
I usually ducked and covered.

I shouldn’t ask. Just let it go,
Oriana. “What did he do this time?”

Melinda snarled, her eyes going wide and her
nostrils flaring. “What did he do? He decided to go to his club’s
rally in Cheyenne during our anniversary.”

At this point, she’d broken up with him so
many times, I couldn’t keep track of their anniversary, and I
doubted Roy could either.

“What the fuck is in Wyoming, anyway? It’s
like prairie dogs and sage brush.” She shook her head, her lips
pulled back from her teeth. “Oh, no. It’s not what he did. It’s
what he didn’t do. He didn’t ask me if I wanted to
come along. He didn’t ask me if it was okay to go without
me. He didn’t ask me—”

“How to wipe his ass and tie his shoes?” I
raised an eyebrow. “Gee, I can’t imagine why that is.”

She scowled at me. “Whose side are you on?
You’re supposed to be my friend.”

“I am your friend, which is why I’m
giving you tough love and telling you to cool down. He’s a cocky
biker, something you knew going into this…” I waved my hand in
distraction. “Thing you have with him. And you’ve broken up with
him more times than I can count, which is impressive because I’m a
forensic accountant. Do you even remember the first time you
started going out with him?”

“Of course, I do! It was…” She screwed up her
face and I swore smoke rose from her ears. “That’s not the point.
The point is he should’ve asked me to go with him.”

I took a deep breath and counted to ten
before I gave her a patient smile. “Maybe he thought you wouldn’t
want to go with him. Have you ever gone before?”

“No.” Melinda shook her head. “But he never
asked.”

“How about you text him and ask if you could
go with him? Or better yet, call him.”

She gaped at me in horror. “I couldn’t do
that.”

“Why not?”

“Because that would be butting into his
business and I couldn’t do that.”

I snorted and dropped my chin. “But you’re
mad at him because he won’t do what you want? Honey, you gotta pick
your poison here. Just call him and ask if you can go with
him.”

“I can’t. He turns off his phone when he gets
ready to go on these trips.” Melinda shook her hands in
distress.

“So go to his clubhouse and talk to him. Or
call one of his friends. Come on, don’t go all damsel on me.”

“Oh my gawd, I can’t go over there by myself.
I’m not wearing his patch. They’d eat me alive.” She blanched
white.

I remembered that the women in the motorcycle
clubs often wore a vest with a patch or emblem on them showing to
whom they belonged. In some ways it infuriated me. We were people,
not belongings. But women everywhere did what they could to
survive, and in MC clubs it was safer to be owned. I hated to think
of what would happen to Melinda if she showed up without Roy’s
patch.

“You could come with me.”

“What?” I damn near dropped my coffee mug, a
crime punishable by death in my world. “Are you insane? I don’t
know any of them, not even Roy. I don’t put myself in position of
being around too many male strangers.”

“Who’s being the damsel now?”

“I’m being a pragmatist. They don’t know me
and I don’t know them. To them I’d look like an offering with a
pair of tits.” I shook my head. “If I walk in there, I’m fair game,
and I’m nobody’s “old lady.” That goes against everything I
am.”

“Come on, Oriana. It’s not like it’s a cult
and if you walk in, you won’t walk out.” She wrinkled her nose.
“You’re only going to be there a few minutes while I talk to Roy,
and then we’ll be out of there.”

“Not necessarily. You might go with him. Then
how will I get out of there?” I shook my head, the coffee sitting
in my gut like toxic waste. “No, that’s nuts. It’s got Hotel
California written all over it. I’m not putting myself in the
position of danger or incarceration. Call his friends.”

“Pweeeze?” She batted her eyes at me and
pouted, and I seriously wondered why the hell she was my friend.
“Can’t you just help me this one time? I gotta talk to him and this
is the only way.”

“Wait a minute. You said you were done with
Roy and the Concrete Angels.” I rose and headed for the sink. If I
was going to put up with this crap, I seriously needed another cup
of coffee and a hair tie. No one should have hair in their face
when dealing with this level of manipulation.

“You were the one to change my mind.”

“If you can change your mind, you can go by
yourself. I’m sure he’d be delighted to see you.” Personally, I had
my doubts, but I wasn’t about to put myself in the same
position.

“It’ll only be this once and I’ll never ask
you for anything again.” Melinda batted her eyes and tried to look
cute, but I stood my ground and she scowled. “Come on, you owe me.
Remember when I took on those bullies at the grocery store, and
helped get them fired for harassing you?”

My shoulders dropped with my brows.
“Yes.”

“And remember when I drove you all the way
down to Pueblo, Colorado, just to make sure you got to see that car
race?”

I scowled. “Yes.” She’d done more than that.
She’d financed the whole trip.

“I’m calling in my marker now. Please do this
with me and I won’t ask for anything ever again.” She gave me a
sweet, vacant smile and I gritted my teeth.

I doubted she wouldn’t ask me for anything
again, but I definitely owed her.

“All right. Fine. I’ll go with you to the
Concrete Angels’ place, but I have to be back at work on Monday. I
can’t stay with them forever.” I pointed my finger at her and
narrowed my eyes. “Promise me you’ll get me out of their compound
before you ride into the sunset with Roy the roadie.”

“Cross my heart and hope to die.” Melinda
gave me brilliant smile. “But I would pack a bag just in case.”

That didn’t bode well.

 


****

 


Oriana

 


The drive from Fort Collins to Skin Gulch,
Colorado took roughly forty-five minutes. We drove westward into
the Rocky Mountains and basically turned left at the fork onto
Stove Prairie Road. The compound of the Concrete Angels sat a few
hundred feet off the main road with a sliding steel gate and an
actual guard shack beside it. The hard-eyed men who watched us
arrive in Melinda’s sporty little Kia had beards to make ZZ Top
jealous. I swallowed hard and hoped they looked meaner than they
actually were.

“Hey, Egyptian, can you let us in? I need to
talk to Roy.” She tipped her chin and smiled coyly.

The dark-haired man with a beaked nose and
fathomless eyes stared past Melinda to me. I tried to keep my
expression impassive, fear and unease locking my voice in my
throat. Sweet glory, I’m in so much trouble.

He narrowed his eyes and lifted his chin at
me. “Who’s this?”

“This is my best friend Oriana. She’s good
with numbers.”

Wait, what? My eyes widened as I transferred
my gaze to the back of Melinda’s head. What does she mean I’m
good with numbers? Was this a setup? My gut sank. Shit-oh-dear,
had my “best friend” broken up with her boyfriend as a ruse to get
me to come up to the Concrete Angels’ compound? Anger, betrayal,
and fear did the do-si-do in my stomach.

“Huh.” Egyptian looked me over like a tasty
steak and a small smile curled his lips. “Okay. Go inside.” He
waved his hand and the steel gate slid open revealing a
surprisingly elegant compound.

I expected old, crumbling double-wide,
warehouse-like buildings. Instead, what I found was a
well-maintained motel sort of setting. Several small cabins
surrounded a central club house and a large aluminum barn. All of
the buildings had clean lines and clean windows. A few even had
stained glass artwork in their front windows. All the cabins
sported flower window boxes with petunias and marigolds of various
colors, and all the buildings were neatly painted.

This doesn’t look like a biker gang
hangout.

Melinda pulled up in front of the clubhouse
and shot me a look bereft of smile.

“Now listen up. I brought you here because
you’re a wiz with numbers and the Concrete Angels have some money
troubles. I told them I have a friend who could help.”

“Thanks for the heads-up. When were you gonna
ask me if I wanted to help?”

She raised her chin, not at all repentant.
“They need your skills and I gave them my word. No one ever goes
back on their word and lives to tell about it.”

“Fan-fucking-tastic, Mel. But it wasn’t your
word to give.” I scowled. “You didn’t ask, you kidnapped me and
made me think I was helping you. You lied and manipulated me into
coming up here. What if I say no?”

She shot me a flat look. “You can’t say no to
the Concrete Angels.”

“Oh, yes I can. You didn’t ask if I wanted to
help them, you just took me here. And I said I didn’t want to
come.” I matched her stare for stare. “I also said they wouldn’t
let me leave. But you did it anyway. This is your mess, so get me
out of it.” I crossed my arms over my chest.

Melinda scowled, but she looked away and
swallowed hard. “Oriana, you have to listen to me. They need your
abilities and they don’t take no for an answer.” She met my gaze
and I read real fear in her eyes. “I didn’t have a choice in asking
you to do this. I had to ask and I had to bring you. If I didn’t,
there would’ve been consequences I couldn’t pay.”

I shook my head. “Why are you involved with
these people, Mel? Why would you stay with anyone who threatened
your life like that?”

She tilted her head with a sad half-smile.
“They kinda, sorta saved me at the lowest point in my life. I owe
them.”

I nodded slowly. “And now they own you.”

She shrugged. “Come on, Oriana. It won’t be
that bad. Just one job and you’ll be done.”

I snorted. “You don’t really believe that, do
you?”

She laughed, but it didn’t reach her eyes.
“Nope.”

“Right.”

I bit my bottom lip and stared down at my
lap. I’d gone all out today with a V-necked T-shirt with
“E=MC2 Enthusiasm = More Coffee Squared” emblazoned
across my boobs, and denim capris. At least I’d worn my glasses and
close-toed shoes. Too bad I hadn’t brought my Sig Sauer. Guess I’d
grown a little lax since I’d left the FBI.

“Am I dressed okay before I meet the other
cult members?”

Melinda scowled. “It’s really not like
that.”

I raised an eyebrow and she grimaced.

“It doesn’t matter. I packed you a bag.”

“What the fuck, Mel?” I stared at her in
horror. “Give me the keys.” I held out my hand.

“What?” Her eyes widened.

“Give me the fuckin’ keys. I’m getting myself
out of this.”

“No, you can’t.” She held them out of reach.
“You have to do this and stay. That’s why I brought the
clothes.”

“Mel, I’m not going to be held here against
my will. Give. Me. The. Keys.”

Her eyes filled with tears, but I wouldn’t be
swayed by her puppy-dog looks anymore. Who knew this woman was so
manipulative? I need to start thinking like an FBI agent
again.

“Please, Oriana.”

“The keys. Now.” I wouldn’t let her guilt me.
The situation had grown too dangerous.

Before she could do anything, someone knocked
on the driver’s side window. We both jumped, my heart galloping
like an entire herd of bison. Panic flashed across Mel’s face
before she pressed the button to lower the window.

“Everything okay in there, Melrose?”

Melrose? What kind of a name is that?

The man on the other side of the door was
tall, dark blond, and had the biggest nose I’d seen in a long time.
He also had piercing blue eyes that seemed to see into my soul when
he switched his gaze to me.

“Yeah, yeah, it’s all good, Michael. We’re
just getting out.” She shot me a meaningful look and opened her
door.

“Melinda, no.” I reached for her, but she
slipped out of the car and I was stuck.

Aw hell, now what do I do? I couldn’t
stay in the car, but I didn’t have the keys to make a run for it.
Sure, I could hot-wire it. I’d learned that long before I joined
the FBI. But I didn’t want anything to happen to Melinda if I
rabbited.

Before I could make a decision, my door
opened and I looked up into Michael’s earnest eyes. “You
coming?”

“I—Yeah, coming.”

Arguing wouldn’t do any good and sitting in
the car wouldn’t give me a chance to assess my escape routes. Right
now, I was stuck here until I figured out the lay of the land, and
just what kind of mess Melinda had gotten me into.

I got out of the car, but stepped away from
the man trying to take my arm. “I don’t need a physical escort.
Keep your hands to yourself, big guy.”

“Michael.” He tilted his head and gave me a
half-smile. “You don’t want to be here, do you?”

“What was your first clue? I don’t like
liars, cheats, or scammers. So far, my ‘friend’ has been at least
two of the three. So keep your hands off me. Got it?”

He held his hands up as amusement creased his
lips. “Roger that, Ms…” He waited for my name.

“Hunter.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Ms. Hunter. Let me be
the first to welcome you to the Concrete Angels.”

“Oh, I’m not staying.” I lifted my chin as
his eyebrows went up. “I just need the keys so I can drive myself
home.”

One of the other men laughed, a harsh,
grating sound that sent fear skittering up my spine. “Once you
drive in, there ain’t no drivin’ out.”

My gaze lasered into Melinda as she turned to
look at me. “I told you this had Hotel California written all over
it.”

She didn’t laugh. Her mouth tightened and her
eyes rolled up in her head as she toppled backwards with a
surprised sigh. My jaw dropped and I took a few steps toward her,
away from the car, as she swooned like a friggin’ damsel in a
dress. Exclamations erupted from the men around us and someone
caught her, carrying her toward the clubhouse, and leaving me with
Michael and a new man who’d approached from behind.

“Who do we have here, Schnoz?”

I spun to identify the gravelly-voiced
speaker, but when my gaze landed on him, I forgot everything about
trying to get away. Sweet glory, where the hell did he come
from?

He had close cropped hair, a cleft chin with
scruff on it, and broad shoulders encased in a faded black T-shirt.
But the eyes took my breath away. A rare color of seafoam green,
most often seen in cats’ eyes, stared into me from under arching
brows and half-closed lids. He appeared sleepy and relaxed, but I
bet those eyes missed nothing.

“Ms. Hunter, meet Scott Free.”

“Mr. Free.”

“Not mister, just Scott. As in scot-free,
sweetheart.” He smirked at me and anger surged in my chest.

“Not sweetheart, Hunter. I’m not your
sweetheart, doll, honey, little lady, or darling. You don’t need a
pet name for me because I’m not your pet. Copy?”

If anything, his smirk grew. “Yes, ma’am.
Copy that.”

Yeah, I doubted it.

I rounded the car and reached for the rear
door. Michael made a sudden move, his gaze more fierce than I’d
seen at first. Holy shit, he’s got the intensity of…of… My
imagination failed me, but I stood my ground despite the unease
prickling my arms.

“I’m getting my bag. Y’all gonna be as jumpy
as cats the whole time I’m here or is that your usual?” I hoped my
voice remained steady as I opened the door and pulled out the bag
Mel had packed for me.

Scott grinned. “Don’t worry about Michael.
He’s always kinda twitchy around new girls.”

I sighed and raised my chin before I met
Scott’s amused gaze. “Not a girl. I’m probably older than you are.
Could you at least try not to be sexist for my benefit?”

I didn’t bother to wait for his answer as I
threw the bag over my head to hang across my body. Hey, I’m old
enough to know not to carry it on one shoulder. I’d need the
chiropractor the next day and from what I could tell, I wouldn’t be
leaving the compound anytime soon.

At least she brought my computer. When
the hell had she packed all this stuff for me? I thought I was
pretty observant, but I hadn’t noticed her getting anything from my
place. Which probably means she’d already packed the
go-bag.

What I did notice was half the men still in
the yard out in front of the clubhouse watched me with either
covetous lust, or wary uncertainty. Except Michael and Scott.
Michael wore a benevolent smile that didn’t match his badass
appearance, and Scott watched me as if I represented a puzzle he
had to solve. Good luck with that, buddy. I had no intention
of getting to know any of these people better.

“So, shall we get this show on the road? I
have the second season of Blindspot to watch when I get home.” I
ran my gaze over Scott. “Come to think of it, you look a lot like
Assistant Director Kurt Weller of the FBI. You sure you’re not
undercover or something?”

Scott snorted. “No such luck, sweetheart. No
one’s comin’ to save you from the authorities.”

“Oh, I know, sweetheart. I’ll be
saving myself when the time comes.”

Scott threw back his head and laughed as
Michael waved me toward the clubhouse. Despite his lack of faith in
my as yet unknown abilities, I liked his laugh. The sensual quality
to it had my body reacting in inappropriate ways. I’m not
falling for a biker who has enough gravel in his voice to be
used for traction on icy roads. I straightened my spine and
headed through the door of the clubhouse.

Again, I was taken aback at the elegance of
the space. Instead of a reception desk and sitting room, the walls
had been cleared out to give space for two pool tables, one with
green felt, the other with purple, a foosball table, a sixty-five
inch flat screen TV, a bar, and an actual mechanical bull. A sign
hanging over it read, “No Bullshit.”

A few doors ringed the room. Some I suspected
were actual bedrooms, but the others must have been offices,
meeting rooms, and an infirmary, judging from the scent wafting out
of it. I caught sight of Melinda sitting on an exam table speaking
with someone who watched her with concern.

Yeah, right. Don’t be fooled, lady. She’s a
manipulative little bitch.

I turned my gaze away and focused on the man
seated on a bar stool, facing me and my escorts. My world shifted
sideways and I wondered if someone had cloned half the male actors
of Hollywood and threw them into this biker club.

The man sitting on the bar stool wore jeans,
dark green T-shirt, and a leather vest with a gargoyle emblem
representing the Concrete Angels emblazoned across his back. The
patch said “PREZ.” He had thick brows, shoulder length
reddish-brown hair and a matching trimmed beard, and blue eyes dark
enough to be navy. His lips seemed creased into a perpetual smirk
that I’d seen on the actor who played the God of Thunder in movies.
I half expected him to have a soft, seductive Aussie accent as I
stopped in front of him with my arms loose and one hand on my
bag.

“You must be Oriana Hunter, ja?” The
musical voice full of amusement rolled over me with a stark
Norwegian accent.

I opened my mouth to give him a snarky
response, but something about this guy gave me pause. He didn’t
have a heavyset body or even the height of some of the others, but
the energy emanating from him made the hair on the back of my neck
rise. There was a reason he led the Concrete Angels, and I didn’t
want to test out why.

“Yes.” I thought it best to go simple.

He tilted his head. “Det er bra.
Melrose came through after all.” He narrowed his eyes and a smirk
curled his lips. “But you don’t wanna be here, ja?”

What was it with all the guys saying that?
“No.”

“You know who we are?”

While his question seemed innocuous enough,
something told me he asked more than the simple arrangement of the
words. Do I know they’re known for being both saviors and
perpetrators? Oh yeah. Thank you, FBI experience.

“Yes.”

He nodded as Michael hovered at his left
shoulder. Scott stood to my left and his gaze burned into my side
with the heat of the magnifying glass in the sun. What was his
issue? Did I have paint on my face? Or was it just my boobs encased
in fitted cotton?

Probably the boobs.

The leader spread his hands and gave a wide
smile. “Welcome to the Concrete Angels. My name is Loki and you’re
under my protection.”

Loki? He looked like the actor who played the
God of Thunder in the movies, and that’s the name he picked?

“Seriously?”

He smirked and shrugged. “They say I look
like a character and started calling me this. It stuck.”

“Right.”

“Do you speak more than one-word
answers?”

I narrowed my eyes. “Why?”

He threw back his head and laughed with real
amusement, and despite his intense power, I relaxed. If the man
could laugh at my snark, I might be able to survive this encounter.
I caught Scott grinning while Michael smirked.

“Do you know why you’re here, Oriana
Hunter?”

I shook my head. “No, but I overheard Mel say
y’all have had money troubles and you need someone good with
numbers.”

“She speaks!” Scott crowed before dissolving
into a laugh.

I shot him a glare before returning my
attention to Loki. “That true?”

Loki shrugged. “Not money troubles. More like
money trickery. Melrose says you’re a forensic accountant and can
find money in places no one wants it found.”

I looked around the room, cataloguing where
everyone stood. I met Scott’s eyes briefly but I didn’t like the
intensity in them. “Yeah, that’s my profession. What do you need a
forensic accountant for?”

Loki spread his hands. “To find money, of
course.”

I waved at the expensive toys around the
room. “Looks like you’re doing fine.”

Loki’s affability disappeared as if someone
had flipped a switch and I shivered.

“Someone stole money from us and it cannot
stand. We need you to find it and who has chosen to endanger his
life in this way.”

The energy of the room became dangerously
charged. I half-expected some jackass to light a match and the
whole house to go up. But I’d been in tighter and scarier
situations when I worked for the FBI, so I locked my unease down
and met his furious gaze.

“So, you want to hire me to scour your
financial accounts and pinpoint who is stealing from you and how
they did it?”

“Ja, hire you. With a contract and
everything.” He crossed his arms over his chest as the others
around him nodded.

“You’re offering me a contract?” It sounded
like he was ordering a hitman. Not that he needs one with all
these sociopaths around him.

“I’m hiring you as a freelancer to help with
specific money issues. We should definitely get the terms down in
writing.” Loki tilted his head. “A contract ensures everyone abides
by the rules.”

“Including you?”

He smirked. “Especially me.”

I nodded slowly. “Fine. You got someone to
write these down? Because I have a few terms of my own.”

His eyebrows went up. “Do you? Very well.” He
turned and waved to a quiet guy I’d missed in my perusal of the
room. “Neo, write down the terms of our contract with Ms. Hunter. I
don’t want any details missed.”

Neo had the same quiet presence as the actor
who’d starred in that time travel movie where the teenagers had to
do a history project and kept snagging the real people from
history. He had dark eyes, a scraggly beard, and shoulder-length
hair. He didn’t look like he smiled often, but his body language
conveyed thoughtful affability.

“So, what are your terms, Ms. Hunter?”

I met Loki’s gaze as Neo sat down with a
tablet. “I’m here to conduct a forensic accounting analysis of your
financial accounts and records to determine if and where someone is
embezzling from you. Correct?”

“So far.” Loki nodded.

“I don’t belong to anyone. I’m my own person
and I’ll be treated as such. I’m an equal in standing to all
members of the Concrete Angels Motorcycle Club, and any actions to
violate that such as unwanted molestation, sexual assault,
harassment, will result in the termination of this contract. I’ll
be allowed to leave the compound with all my belongings and given
safe passage to
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