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COLE, BOOK 1- FREE

He can't resist her. She can't refuse him. Lies will rip them apart. As enforcer of the Desert Rebels Cole's job is to protect his MC. As a favor to a friend, they take in a young woman who they think is trying to escape a crazy ex. But she's lying. When the truth comes out, so does trouble to the club. Cole wants Raven, but will their explosive attraction to one another be enough to overcome the deception, and give them both a chance at happiness?

DEMON, BOOK 2

Demon - He's a known womanizer and a man with secrets, but he runs Desert Rebels with an iron fist. He had an old lady once, and he doesn't want another one. A spirited little club girl catches his eye, but fear of commitment forces him to push her away. Trouble and betrayal in the MC bring them back together, leaving him with a decision to make—either trust her and claim her, or send her away for good.

LD, BOOK 3

She was a fucking goddess, the kind that men would go to their death willingly just for a taste of her. To see if the reality lived up to the fantasy. But I wasn't a man. I was a fucking monster. And her interest in me was going to be her ruin. The only thing I gave a damn about was my club, and my brothers. And I was going to show her just how fucking dangerous I could become.

SAX, BOOK 4

It had been a year since the woman Sax loved walked away. He'd thought Holly had been it for him, that he'd found something that would last a lifetime. But some things just weren't meant to be. After a year on the road, he returned to the Desert Rebels, ready to move on with his life without her...until she shows up...and she’s not alone.

BULL, BOOK 5

Bull plays as hard as he works in the MC, and he likes his life just the way it is. No commitments and a different woman in his bed every night. But a sweet little nurse catches his attention and before he knows it he's dealing with more than just trouble in the club.

LOCO, BOOK 6

Known as the MC's man-whore Loco wears the title proudly. He's living the life and has all the pussy he wants until a poolside goddess with copper hair and curves for days catches his eye. Their attraction is instant and off the charts and one night in Millie’s bed shows him that sex with the right woman could cure him of his roaming ways. Will he be able to change for her?

LULU, BOOK 7 

For years Lulu hid out with the Desert Rebels as one of their club whores. A sweetheart to everyone, and a favorite with the brothers. But now the time has come for her to choose her own path and pay her own way. With their help she leaves her whoring days behind to start a new life.
Brody Savage is an assassin who works both sides of the law. He doesn't have time for messy relationships and prefers one-night-stands. He's had his eye on Lulu for years. But as long as she belonged to the club, he wouldn't touch her. Now she's fair game and he plans to do more than just touch her. He wants her for himself.

DOC, BOOK 8 

Doc had his own clinic until a beautiful, married nurse came on board and ruined everything. Unable to stand working next to a woman he wants more than he needs air to breathe he gives up his practice. But life has a way of kicking you in the ass when you least expect it. Suddenly Harlow is frequenting the clubhouse. There's only one way Doc can survive, make her hate him any way he can.
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Prologue
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Doc

What. 

The. 

Fuck. 

As soon as I saw Harlow enter the clubhouse, a blinding rage engulfed me. I had given up my medical practice just so that I wouldn’t have to see her every fucking day. So I wouldn’t have to be around a woman that I wanted but couldn’t have. A woman who wore a fucking wedding ring. I suspected that our attraction was mutual, but it had never gone beyond a look. Well, except for that one time, when a moment of weakness had pushed me into doing something that I wasn't proud of. Something that had scared the fuck out of me because of how close I’d come to losing control.

Thank fuck I had come to my senses before it had been too late. As a member of the Desert Rebels, we weren't known for subscribing to the same morals that polite society lived by, but I’d drawn the line at fucking married women. So what had I done? I’d dealt with the situation of having to see and work beside her every day by eliminating myself from the equation and putting up walls so fucking high that even I couldn’t see over them.

The last time we had run into each other had been at Grinders and I’d taken her aside and told her to stay the fuck away from any place connected with the Desert Rebels because I couldn’t deal with seeing her. Yet here she was, stepping through the clubhouse doors as if she had every right to be here, looking so fucking innocent and untouchable. Too fucking beautiful. I let my gaze rake up and down her sexy body, taking in how her blue dress wrapped around her and emphasized her full curves when she moved. 

Every time I saw her, she was more beautiful than the time before. She was flawless, with her pale, peach-kissed skin, striking blue eyes, and Marilyn Monroe hair. And she moved with a grace and confidence that drew the eye of every fucking brother in the room. I felt my temper grow with the need to hit something.

I grunted as a hard elbow jabbed me in the ribs. “Hey, isn’t that...?” Frenchie let his question drop off as we both watched Harlow make her way through the room. 

It was obvious that she had a destination in mind. I nodded, narrowing my eyes on her, wondering what the fuck she thought she was doing here. What was it going to take to get her to understand that I didn’t want her around? Maybe my messages had been too subtle and weren’t getting through to her. I needed to do something drastic. I got that she had become friends with some of the old ladies, but they did plenty of things outside of the club that she could partake in. 

I needed her to stay the fuck off my radar. 

I clenched my teeth as she greeted Lulu, Raven, and JoJo at the table they were sitting at. She and Lulu had become friends back when I’d had to treat Savage for gunshot wounds. In time, mostly due to Lulu, she’d met and become friends with some of the other old ladies. The absence of Lulu, Raven, and JoJo’s men told me that they were most likely home with the little ones. 

The second generation of Desert Rebels was well underway. 

I glanced back at Harlow. Our eyes clashed, and I grabbed the nearest club girl and drew her down onto my lap. It was a dick move, but Harlow was in my world now. 

Hopefully watching Mitzi get me off would persuade her to stay away.
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Doc

The more I hit the punching bag, the angrier I became. It hadn’t been that long since I’d discovered the benefits of working out my frustrations at the gym that Savage owned. Lifting weights, running five miles on the treadmill, and punching out my anger until I was dripping with sweat and my heart was pounding furiously provided an outlet for a lot of shit. A year of hitting the gym three times a week had also built up my muscles—something the ladies seemed to like.

After all, the Desert Rebels had a reputation for being huge, burly bikers who didn’t even have to open their mouths to intimidate people. They walked into a room and civilians moved out of their way in fear. I’d not had a reason to notice this phenomenon much before because, as the doctor on call, my activity in the club had been kept to a minimum. I’d earned my cut just like anyone else, but I’d had my own clinic and had kept busy there. But all that had changed a year-and-a-half ago when I’d sold my practice and left without a backward glance.

Now I was very involved in the club, and while it had been a hard adjustment in the beginning, I fucking loved it now. Going on club runs and working at the various club businesses kept me busy. Then there were the weekend parties and cookouts which I’d rarely attended before. Not all members spent their time strictly at the club. 

There was only one thing I missed from my clinic days, and that was Harlow, the very fucking reason I’d given it all up. After working with her for three years, I couldn’t stand to be around her any longer and not have her. The attraction was there between us—hell, yes—but she was a married woman, and therefore off limits. The day that I’d said “fuck it” and had pushed her up against the door in my office and kissed the hell out of her had woken me up to the fact that I had to get out of there, and fast.

It had been the best damned kiss of my life.

Walking away had been the hardest thing I’d ever had to do.

I’d seen her a few times since, but these days I did whatever I had to do to avoid her. Out of sight, out of mind, right? That was a fucking lie. But a lot of whiskey and a club whore helped me forget. The only problem was that every time I fucked a woman, it was Harlow’s beautiful face that I got off on. Fuck. I was a mess, but at least I was trying to work through it. My brothers were trying to help. Occasionally one of the old ladies, Lulu, would invite Harlow to a cookout or other club event, and I got a warning from one of my brothers that would keep me away.

What didn’t Lulu get that Harlow was married and unavailable? 

“Hey, Brother.”

I punched the bag one last time and stopped at the sound of Savage’s voice. He was Lulu’s old man and had just recently joined the club. One of the lucky few who hadn’t had to prospect for two years to earn his cut. The club had voted him in as a full-fledged member because of all the work he’d done for us in the past. Not having to prospect first was almost unheard of, but Demon had wanted him badly because of the skills he brought.

I turned to face Savage. “Yeah?” I panted, catching my breath as I took off my gloves.

“Prez needs you at the clubhouse. One of the prospects was playing around with his fucking gun and shot himself in the foot.”

I’d left my phone in my locker, which explained why I hadn’t received the message directly from Prez. I laughed. “Which one?” 

He held his hands out for my gloves, telling me without words that he’d take care of them for me. “Who do you think?” he grinned.

I snorted. Had to be the new guy. He was overzealous and a bit of a klutz, which also happened to be his prospect name. I didn’t see him lasting too long, but Snake saw something in him and was sponsoring him. 

I wiped my face off with the towel that was draped around my neck. “Hopefully he didn’t shoot any toes off.” 

Savage laughed, and for a moment he didn't look anything like the lethal killer I knew him to be. 

“How’s Lulu?” I asked as we began to walk toward the back towards the locker room.

“Good. Anxious for this baby to get here. He’s been wreaking havoc on her bladder.”

“Babies tend to do that.” They were expecting the birth of their second baby—a boy—any day now. Their first was a little girl they’d named Lilly. I opened my locker and dug out my phone to text Demon.

“You gonna come to the cookout this weekend?”

I nodded while looking down at my phone and texting Demon to let him know that I was on my way. After I hit send, I returned my gaze to Savage and frowned with suspicion. “Why? Has Lulu invited someone that she shouldn’t have?” I didn’t even like saying Harlow’s name out loud.

He shrugged. “If she has, she hasn’t said. Not even sure we’re going to make it, Brother.” 

I nodded with understanding. “Okay then, let me get a quick shower and get out of here.”

As I showered off the sweat and grime, I thought about the cookout that was planned for Saturday. The Fourth of July fell on Tuesday, but we were celebrating it on the weekend. The whole club would be there, including LD’s chapter from Vegas. That meant the members’ families would be there, too. Club whores were invited, but were told to keep their clothes on and not make any moves on the brothers with old ladies. The MC was growing in numbers, so they would have plenty of brothers to mess around with without getting into trouble.

Thirty minutes later I pulled through the clubhouse gates, parked my bike, and strode inside to the bar where I assumed Klutz would be. A quick look around the room didn’t produce him. I made eye contact with Demon when he glanced up from the bar. “He in the infirmary?” 

“Yep.” He shook his head with disgust. “Thinkin’ of changing his name to dumbass.” He dropped off his stool and began to follow me. "Don't think he's going to last."

I grunted but didn't say anything in response. Demon could have said that about any one of us when we'd first started out in the club. His instincts were correct about Klutz, but our prez was also a fair man and I knew he'd give the prospect a chance before he booted him out. 

I hit the infirmary door to see the man in question—well, he was a boy, really—lying on the table with his arm folded over his eyes. Snake was standing next to him with a look of disgust on his face.

"You alive, dipshit?" My gaze went to his feet, where one was booted and the other one was bare. Someone had wrapped a bloody towel around it. "How the fuck did you shoot yourself?"

Snake's sound of disgust drew my attention. "Asshole was playing like Barney Fife." 

My brows rose with disbelief. Demon snorted next to me. Klutz groaned in misery, and then cried out like a baby when I unwrapped his foot none too gently. The kid needed to toughen up. Hell, I wasn't even sure if he'd stopped growing yet. He was a few inches under six-feet-tall and as thin as a rail. 

"Tell me again what you see in this kid?" Demon growled as I examined the damage. 

Snake crossed his arms and glared down at Klutz, aware that Demon was pissed. Klutz's eyes bolted open for the first time and zeroed in on Demon. 

"Please don't give up on me, Prez."

Well, fuck. Demon, Snake, and I all exchanged looks. It was clear from his tone that he was disappointed in himself. He was looking for something alright—a place to belong to, and a family. Snake had found the kid living on the streets, sleeping behind a back ally dumpster, cold, hungry, and scared, but after seeing him fight off a couple of street thugs, Snake had been convinced that with time and conditioning Klutz would be a good fit for the MC. 

No one had seen that the boy was accident prone until after Snake had decided to sponsor him. 

Demon blew a loud puff of air out of his nose and spun around to leave. "Fix him up," he ordered over his shoulder. "Then come see me."

I grabbed a pair of gloves from the box on the side cart and slipped them on, then got a bottle of saline solution and some gauze and began to clean the blood off Klutz's foot so I could see what I was dealing with. Once all the blood was gone it didn't take me long to see that all he had was a flesh wound. The bullet had grazed the side of his big toe, taking off a healthy piece of flesh and just missing the bone. He'd gotten damned lucky. 

"You'll live, kid." Using clean gauze, I dabbed around his toe to dry it off. "Your boots probably got the worst end of the deal." Those I couldn't repair.

"Will I be crippled?"

I looked up at him to see his gaze focused on the ceiling as if he were afraid to look at his foot. Snake and I made eye contact, smirked, and shook our heads. If Klutz didn't look so fucking petrified of what my answer might be I'd have made some joke about needing to amputate his foot. 

"You might limp for a little while." Honesty was the best policy. "We're going to have to watch it while it heals. Infection is your worst enemy. Keep the wound clean and dry." I walked over to the medicine cabinet and took out what I needed. "I'm going to give you a shot of antibiotics, and this cream." I held up the small tube. "Follow the directions on the tube. Tylenol will help with the pain." I bandaged his toe while I spoke." I cut my eyes to Snake, who'd remained silent the whole time, his expression hard. "Get me those crutches over there, Brother." 

With a heavy sigh he spun on his heel and did as I ordered. As he walked back to the table, I could see it in his eyes—he would have liked nothing better than to clobber Klutz over the head with them. I smirked. "He's going to need to stay off his foot as much as possible," I said to Snake. "He won't be able to get his foot into a boot for a while anyway."

"Shit." He wasn't happy with that news. “How many days we gonna lose?”

“At least ten.” 

Klutz pulled himself into a sitting position and took the box of gauze I handed him. Snake smacked him in the back of the head, causing the kid to shoot him a questioning glare. 

"That means the other prospects are gonna have to take up the slack," Snake huffed with a scowl. "They ain't gonna be too happy with your ass."

Klutz rubbed the back of his head. "I'll make it up to them."

"You fucking will," Snake snarled, showing no sympathy. 

I began to clean up as Klutz and Snake ambled toward the door. "Hey, kid—" 

They both paused and turned my way. 

"Keep it clean and dry." I repeated my earlier advice, feeling like I needed to. “If you notice any changes let me know immediately.” 

“Got it, Doc." 

I pressed my mouth, doubting that. Klutz's brain was as malnourished as his underdeveloped body. Snake had better get a handle on the kid if he expected him to survive prospecting for the club. Get some meat on his bones and muscle him up. Just because he was scrappy and had managed to beat a couple of guys up didn't mean shit. The men we came up against weren't half-starved kids living on the streets.

I sterilized the table and tossed the used gauze and gloves into the trash. When I turned to leave, I came to a jarring halt. Standing in the doorway, looking just as surprised to see me as I was to see her, was Harlow. She looked like a deer in the headlights. Her baby blues were opened wide and held mine prisoner. Plump, glossy lips parted slightly, just teasing me to take another taste.

I wondered what her other lips would taste like. 

It'd been a while since I'd seen Harlow, and she was just as beautiful as ever, even in scrubs that didn't begin to disguise her killer curves. She'd pulled her thick, platinum hair back into a soft bun at the base of her neck. Soft wisps of hair had escaped the elastic and danced around the side of her face. She must have come here straight from the clinic. I swallowed and pulled myself together.

Even though I instinctively knew why she was there, I asked anyway. "What the fuck you doing here, Harlow?"

Her eyes widened at my gruff, less than friendly tone of voice. She knew how I felt about her being there. 

I watched her swallow and then take a breath. "Demon called me. Something about one of the prospects shooting his foot. He asked me to come by if I had the time."

I scowled. Goddamn Demon. Why would he call Harlow when the club had me? Unless he hadn't known where I was and wasn't sure I'd be available right away. "Too late. It's done." 

I yanked out my phone and sent off a quick text before looking up again. Why hadn't she moved away from the doorway? I wanted to leave. As if sensing what I was thinking, she took a step, only it wasn't in the right direction. She stepped further into the room, and closer to me. 

"Liam—"

"Stop right there," I ordered in a hard tone. "Turn that pretty ass around and get the fuck out of here. We don't need you here." 

She gasped at my gruffness but didn't do as I'd demanded. 

"I mean it, Harlow."

"I'm not afraid of you, Liam."

"Well, you should be. And it's ‘Doc.’ No one—especially not you—gets to call me Liam. That privilege goes to the women I fuck on the regular." I was lying through my teeth, but she didn't know that. I ignored the hurt and disappointment spreading across her face, the regret in her eyes. She'd seen me with other women, I'd made sure of it. I couldn't stand seeing her and not having her, so I'd made it my mission to scare her away.

"I don't know what I did for you to hate me so much. I thought—" She hesitated, drawing courage. "At the clinic I thought we, ah, had a connection."

We had. We'd worked well together. But close proximity every day had screwed with the professional side of our relationship, and once I'd realized that I wanted Harlow it had become dangerous. For her. Thank fuck that damned wedding ring had gotten in the way and had kept me grounded. 

I snorted. "In case it slipped your notice, I no longer work at the clinic. Our professional relationship was severed when I left there."

I could see that she wanted to say more. We both knew the attraction had been there. The accidental touches, the longing looks when we didn't think the other one was paying attention. And that fucking kiss. The one that I couldn't get out of my head. The one that had made clear exactly what I'd wanted from her, and the fact that she'd returned it had revealed that what I felt hadn't been one-sided.

I clenched my fists when she continued to stand there, those expressive eyes of hers holding me an unwilling captive. I hated myself for the weakness. Hated her for making me crave her.

"You've changed," she said finally, disappointment heavy in her soft tone. “I’m not sure I like the man you’ve become.”

I snorted loudly. “Then it’s a good thing you don’t have to.” My words were cold and to the point. “Go back to your husband, Harlow.”

Her eyes widened slightly, and her lips parted as though she were about to speak. But I didn't want to hear what she had to say, and when Mitzi showed up at just the right moment I was offered a lifeline out of there before I did any more damage. I didn't trust myself with Harlow, not when all I wanted to do was push her up against the wall and fuck the sweetness right out of her. And if I couldn't have her, then I had to keep showing her that I didn't care about her.

"You called, honey?" Mitzi cooed as she stepped around Harlow and came at me with all the enthusiasm the club girls were known for. 

I'd sent her a text when Harlow had shown up, telling her to meet me in the infirmary. It was a dick move, but I was in self-preservation mode. I purposely let my eyes travel down Mitzi's scantily clad body, leaving no doubt to either woman what I wanted from her. "Need a little of your time, baby." I said the words to Mitzi, but my eyes were staring over her head at Harlow.

"I'm always available for you, baby." Mitzi cuddled up against me, running her lips up and down the side of my neck as her hand snaked inside my cut to run over my chest. 

I felt nothing, but I slipped my hand down to cover her ass, giving it a squeeze as I pulled her tighter against me. My gut clenched at the liquid hurt reflected in Harlow's eyes. What did she expect? Sooner or later, she'd get tired of seeing me with other women, women she knew I was fucking, and would stop coming around. 

And when that day finally happened it would be a new hell I'd be facing. 

Christ. I should never have kissed her. My moment of weakness had shown her my infatuation, and now I was doing my best to show her that the kiss had meant nothing to me. Some of my brothers may not have cared that Harlow was married. They would have gone after her anyway, their only interest pussy. 

Well, I was interested in her pussy, too, but I wanted a helluva lot more than that. I wanted all of Harlow, and it was killing me that that would never happen. 

The silence had lingered too fucking long. "You want to stay and watch?"

I could tell that my words had landed as if I'd thrown a glass of water in her face. Harlow blinked in a moment of confusion, and then her expression cleared. I could see the exact second she pulled herself together. The unshed tears dried up, and she straightened, tossing those little shoulders back and those perky tits out. I watched her take in several breaths and swallow.

"It was nice seeing you again, Liam. Please tell Demon that I came by."

With that, she turned and walked away.
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Harlow

Thank God it was Friday and a long holiday weekend for me—Fourth of July. The clinic would still be open, but since I was the lead nurse, I got my pick of which holidays I got to take off. I’d chose the Fourth, Labor Day, and New Year's Eve, giving up Thanksgiving and Christmas so that Polly, who was a mother of four, could spend it with her children and family. 

I had no family, even before David and I had separated several months before. We'd been married for eight years, and like people in some marriages do, we'd grown apart instead of closer. Our biggest contention had been that I'd wanted kids, and he hadn't. David had been more interested in his career and amassing the kind of wealth that would allow him the power and privileges that went with it. Twelve years older than I, he'd been well on his way to accomplishing those things when we'd met at a charity ball. 

He was a good man, he just wasn’t the right man for me, and I was glad that we’d been able to remain friends. Neither of us had any siblings. I'd been a change of life baby for my mother when was forty-five. My father, who was ten years older than her, had died a year later of a heart attack, so I'd never known him. Mom had passed away two years ago. She had loved David and had thought that we were a match made in heaven. 

At least now, after accepting that our lives were going in different directions, I could find myself and learn to live for me. I'd gotten so used to centering my life around David when I wasn't working that it had taken me a long time to realize that I hadn't been fully happy, and that I'd just been going through the motions. It wasn’t as if we'd argued or fought all the time, but it had started to feel like we were siblings instead of husband and wife. And his disinterest in me as a wife had been apparent in the bedroom. We’d stopped sleeping together a long time ago, and it hadn’t seemed to bother either of us that the intimacy was gone.

Six months of separation had given me time to dissect our marriage and come to the realization that I hadn't been happy in it for a long time. It was time to sign those divorce papers and send them off to my lawyer. I was angry at myself for letting it go on as long as I had, content to live in the rut of a boring yet safe life. I wanted more. I especially wanted children. And at thirty-two, my clock was ticking. It was time to think about my future, and that, for some inexplicable reason, made me think about Liam.

I could admit now that I loved that man. That I’d loved him for a long time. And while I'd thought that he might have had feelings for me too, it was painfully obvious that he didn’t. He seemed to enjoy going out of his way to prove that to me in one way or another whenever we were around each other. Every time I saw him with another woman clinging to him it was like a knife being plunged into my heart. It was almost as if he was punishing me for being married, and that was just plain silly. No, Liam just wasn't into me as much as I'd thought. Why else would he have warned me to stay away? 

The Beatle's “Revolution” ringtone on my phone alerted me that I had an incoming call. I reached to where I'd left it on the coffee table next to my wineglass and instantly smiled when I saw Lulu's name on the screen. 

"Hi, honey." I sat back against the cushions and put my feet up on the table.

"What are you up to?" I could hear the smile in her voice. 

"About five-six." 

Lulu groaned at my quip. 

"Just kicking back and enjoying some wine." There was no sound of Lilly in the background at Lulu’s. "Sounds awful quiet where you are."

Laughter floated over the line, along with a touch of relief. "Brody took Lilly out to the butterfly garden. I needed a break from the little monster."

A butterfly garden in Nevada—who would have thought? Lulu and Brody had managed to turn their backyard into a desert oasis, complete with an enclosure dedicated to butterflies. It was beautiful.

"How are you feeling these days?" 

"Ready for this boy to get here," Lulu sighed. "He's an active one. I swear at night he wraps his little legs around my bladder and squeezes."

I laughed along with her, hoping that I would have that experience some day. "It's all worth it in the end."

"Definitely. Listen, I'm calling for a reason."

"I figured that." 

"You want us to pick you up on the way to the cookout tomorrow?"

I’d expected her question, and I frowned. "Um, yeah, I've been having second thoughts about that." Liam's handsome face and the reaction I knew he would have if I showed up were uppermost in my mind. "I'm not sure I should go."

Her heavy sigh came across the line and revealed that she was annoyed by my answer. "I thought we'd talked about that." 

We had, more than once. 

"Don't let Doc get to you. He's been angry about something since he left his practice. You're not the only one at the receiving end of his cranky ass."

I took a breath. "He was very clear about me staying away from the clubhouse and the bar," I pointed out. 

It grew quiet on her end for a minute before, "I wouldn't worry about that. Look, I love Doc. But if you didn't hear it from Demon, then screw Doc. How are you supposed to get on with your life and meet someone new and have those babies if you don't get out?"

I couldn't help but laugh. "I'm not even divorced yet. And honestly, Lulu, I've been thinking... I don't need a man to have a child." I had given it some serious thought. There were a lot of options to help a woman have a baby, many that didn’t include having a partner. 

She snorted. "Yeah, but you'll have more fun doing it the old-fashioned way."

"I can’t argue with that," I relented, again thinking about Liam. I knew that I shouldn't torture myself, but I couldn't help fantasizing all the time about what being with him would be like. Sometimes I dreamed about it, and when I woke, I was hot and wet with arousal. 

"Who knows? One of the Desert Rebels might catch your eye. Creepers is a nice guy, then there's Klutz...and Doc..."

I knew exactly what Lulu was doing the second she said the word “Doc.” She was fishing. Though she'd never questioned me about it, I suspected that she knew something was going on between us. The first time she'd seen us together had been when Brody had been shot up and lying in her bed, recovering. The looks that had passed back and forth between Liam and me had been telling to an observant eye, and Lulu had missed nothing.

I let out a doubtful sound. "Not sure anyone with the name ‘Creepers’ or ‘Klutz’ would interest me, honey."

"And there's Doc," she insisted. "I've seen the smoldering intensity between you two when you're around each other."

I chuckled. "Yeah, that's because he doesn't want me anywhere near him," I reminded her.

"Well, I think it's for a different reason."

"Can we talk about something else?"

Lulu laughed. "Okay. So what time will you be there tomorrow?" I shook my head at her tenacity. "It's an all-day thing," she added.

Of course, I thought. Any kind of celebration or event at the clubhouse went on for hours, sometimes days. Those men liked to party long and hard, and so did some of the women, especially those without children. And then there were the club girls. They seemed to always be around, clinging to the single men and offering up their bodies. I'd seen Doc and Mitzi together more than once.

"Please?" 

Apparently, I'd been quiet for too long. I clicked my tongue. "If you promise not to try and hook me up, I'll make an appearance."

Laughter came across the line. "Bikers not your thing, huh?"

I wasn't going to answer that. "Apparently not yours either since you didn't marry one," I joked. Brody AKA Savage hadn’t joined the Desert Rebels until after they’d gotten together.

"No, I go for assassins," Lulu laughed, and then screeched, "Ouch!" 

I'd heard a loud, clear slap over the phone, and then some rough muttering from Brody. 

"I was kidding, baby!" 

Brody had slapped her, but I knew without a doubt that it hadn't been across the face, and most likely on her lower cheek. Brody worshiped Lulu, and Lulu was the strongest women I knew. She would never put up with a man striking her. 

"Okay, before I hang up, promise me that you'll make an appearance."

I snickered at Lulu's one-track-mind. And really, why was I fighting it so hard? I loved hanging out with the old ladies and always had a good time at the club’s functions. I knew I shouldn't let one sour-puss biker get in the way of a good time. The place was big enough for me to stay well away from Liam. Besides, seeing him with another woman always ruined my mood.

"I'll be there, but I don't know when or for how long."

"Great! Look for me when you get there." 

I knew that when I did, Lulu would most likely be laughing it up with some of the old ladies as they watched over their kids. I hoped to be part of that someday. 

"And don't bring anything!"

Laughter exploded from me at her not-so-subtle reminder of my first time attending one of the MC's cookouts. I'd assumed that it was something like a potluck, but I’d been the only one to take anything—a watermelon, which had ended up being used for target practice. Apparently, all the food was provided by the club and prepared right there in the kitchen. 

"I gotta go, hon, dinner's done, and my man is sitting at the table with a hungry look on his face. See you tomorrow!"

I barely got out, "Okay" before Lulu hung up. Smiling, I set my phone down and picked up my wine glass.

I really loved Lulu. Our friendship had formed fast after our first meeting. Brody had been shot, and Lulu had been taking care of him. Liam had asked me to help nurse him back to health. It had been one of the few times that he'd ever asked me for help. I'd never learned the full scope of what had been going on during that time, and I'd quickly learned the meaning behind "club business," a phrase that the Desert Rebels used all too often when they didn't want to explain what was going on, especially to their old ladies. 

Lulu had been a club girl with the Desert Rebels for something like ten years, so she knew a lot of the lingo and explanations for them and had been a valuable source of information for me. Not that I aspired to becoming anyone's old lady, but you never knew what life would throw your way. There were a lot of hot, sexy bikers in that club, and while Liam ran the other way whenever he saw me, there were a few others who'd shown interest.

I had to get over Liam's rejection or I was never going to move on. 

I finished my wine and took a shower before heading to bed to read for a little while. Reading always helped me wind down and get to sleep. Right now, I was in the middle of Stephen King's "The Stand", one of his earlier books, and one I'd read many times. He was my absolute favorite author, and I had quite a library of his first editions.

As I settled the pillows behind me and prepared to read, I knew that it wouldn't take long before Mr. Sandman paid me a visit. 

Wine and reading were my sleep aids.
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Chapter 3
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Doc

I rolled over, hit the alarm, and then settled on my back with a heavy sigh. My head was pounding like a fucking drum. I squeezed my eyes shut and prayed for some relief. Too much fucking alcohol the night before. I had to stop doing this to myself. It wasn't me. Sure, I liked to get a buzz on like most of my brothers did, but one mention of Harlow's name, and I'd gone into a tailspin of angry self-destruction.

It was pure fucking hell loving a woman you couldn't have.

I knew I should just call Demon and tell him that I wasn't going to make the cookout. If only the crafty bastard hadn't conveniently scheduled church first thing this morning. Unless you were shot up and on your way to the hospital or dead, you didn't miss church. Especially not if you were an officer. And since I'd given up my practice and was spending more time at the clubhouse these days, I'd been given Sgt. At Arms patch. 

Had to admit, I was proud as fuck of that.

Cole was the Enforcer. Some folks—civilians mostly—thought the two patches meant the same thing, but there was a difference. While Cole protected the patch holders’ and club's reputations and assisted during conflict and combat, I was responsible for making sure that the bylaws and rules of the MC weren’t violated, and that orders that were given out were executed quickly. I was also tasked with keeping order at meetings and club events. Cole and I worked closely together.

My cell rang. I swore and reached for it blindly. "Yeah?"

"You on your way?"

It was Sax, our VP. "Christ, Brother, my alarm just went off. I still got time."

He snickered. "You don't sound so good."

He'd been there to watch me drown myself in a bottle of tequila the night before. His laughter over my agonized groan caused me to snap, "Fuck you."

"You can't talk to the Vice President that way," he scoffed.

I placed my phone on speaker and set it down. "Just did," I grumbled, struggling to sit up. "Got a whopping motherfucker of a headache."

"Got any Pedialyte?" I could hear the amusement in his voice.

"Yeah, because I keep that shit in my cupboard for emergencies," I came back sarcastically.

"Well, you should. It helps with a lot of things. When the kids are sick..."

I buried my head in my hands and tuned him out while he talked about his girls, and the benefits of Pedialyte. The fact that I was a doctor, and should know better, didn't help my mood any. I hadn't had many hangovers in my lifetime because I was a responsible adult most of the time. A low chuckle rumbled up my throat at that thought.

"Did you just giggle?"

I growled. "Not in the mood, Brother. Why the fuck you calling me anyway?"

"Demon cancelled church." He couldn't have told me that when I got there? "Thought you could use the extra time."

Oh, well. Sax was being considerate. My morning was finally looking up. "Hallelujah, there is a God," I mumbled.

"But he still wants all of us there. Vegas Watchdogs will be arriving soon."

Demon had invited the other club over for the day. They were an MC out of Las Vegas, and we'd been friends with them for years. Had worked together on construction jobs and club shit that had required more manpower than we had. Hell, with LD and his brothers, and the Vegas Watchdogs being there, it was going to be a circus. Anything could happen, even among friends.

"Yeah, yeah, I remember." I gave my head a squeeze. "Let me swallow a bottle of Tylenol and pot of coffee and I'll be there."

Sax's snort told me he wasn't going to let my comment slide. "Want me to send a prospect over to drive your ass here?"

"Fuck you," I snarled, not putting much emotion into it. I hung up, satisfied that I’d gotten in the last word.

Christ. My brothers knew what I was fighting. You couldn’t belong to a close-knit brotherhood and not know what was going on. It didn't matter if you talked about your personal shit or not, they always figured it out and responded accordingly. Most kept their distance, watched, and waited. Others approached you to offer support, while some thought it was fucking funny and gave you shit about it. No matter what, though, they had your back when it meant the most. 

Most brothers with old ladies recognized the signs no matter how hard I denied and ignored them. But it was that damn Lulu who was leading the pack. I loved the woman, but her persistence in throwing Harlow and me together was a train wreck waiting to happen. She thought she was being so surreptitious, but I knew what she was doing. As long as Harlow wore that fucking wedding ring, it wasn't going to happen. 

Thanks to my parents’ example, I knew the damage that was caused when a marriage was broken up by a third party.

I ran my hand over the stubble on the lower half of my jaw and released a deep breath. A glance at the clock next to me revealed that it was almost nine. I forced myself to get to my feet and took a second to stretch, feeling the slight aches and stretch of muscles that came from spending the night in the same position for too long. That's what I got for dropping into bed hammered. 

For a man in his forties, I considered myself to be in good shape, but I walked to my bathroom like an old man, slow and slightly uneven. A hot shower would make a world of difference, and since I slept naked, I jumped into the shower and turned on the water. Ten minutes later, I was standing at the
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