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      The Bleeding Mayhem MC… where blood, violence, and being an alpha reign supreme.

      Claire left the Bleeding Mayhem MC two years ago after a club member named Big broke her heart. But her brother, Mayhem, and the MC are the only real family she has.

      And Claire knew she’s going to need the club’s protection after what she’d gotten herself into.

      Big, who got his nickname because of the equipment he’s sporting between his legs, had never forgotten Claire—the only woman he’d only ever truly wanted.

      So when she showed up out of the blue years later, he knew it’d be hard to keep the past where it belonged.

      But Big still wanted her in a bad way and had no self-control when it came to Claire.

      Big took it upon himself to handle Claire’s problem the only way he knew how—with violence.

      And no way was he going to let her run from him again.

      She’d be his in every way. No matter what.

      

      Reader Note: This was previously published under the same title. It has been re-edited. Content as been added and removed. For a list of TW/CW, please check out the author’s website.
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      Big got his name for one reason and one reason only, because he had a big fucking cock, thick and long, with a piercing right through the huge head.

      He was proud of his dick, used to get hard just thinking about all the pussies he stretched with the fucker between his legs.

      “God, it’s like another arm, Big, and it’s not even hard and hidden behind your jeans,” the club bitch said, her mouth open, glossy from her saliva because she was so ready for him. She wanted to suck his cock, to drink his cum, but he couldn’t even get it hard for her.

      Hell, he was so damn drunk that he shouldn’t have even allowed her to follow him, like she was some kind of fucking lost puppy or some shit.

      But he’d come into his room, turned around, and there’d she’d been with her tits hanging out of her shirt and this “fuck me” look written across her face.

      “What’s wrong? You’re not getting into this?”

      The sweet-butt was on her knees, staring up at him, her mouth open and waiting for his dick. She’d gotten on her knees of her own accord, and Big had been so amused by the fact she was so blatant in what she wanted that he hadn’t stopped her.

      Maybe if he wasn’t so drunk and in a foul mood getting his dick sucked might have sounded pretty damn good—doing it so hard she gagged—but he couldn’t get hard, least of all for her.

      She was one of the bitches who got around in the club, and putting his dick in any of her holes, ones the other patches had stretched out and torn up, wasn’t appealing in any sense.

      But it wasn’t just the fact this sweet-butt was dirty as all hell. The massive problem he had, the reason he had trouble getting his dick hard, was because of one person and one person only.

      Claire.

      It seemed the monster between his thighs only wanted to get hard for her, and it was a problem he’d faced way too many fucking times since she left.

      Pushing away from the club whore, he went over to the dresser by the door. “I’m not in the mood.”

      He was at the clubhouse, the party in the other room going hard and strong. He grabbed a joint from the dresser, took out his lighter from the inside of his cut, and lit the end. He needed to just chill, to relax and not think about Claire and the fact she’d fucked up his life and probably didn’t even know it.

      With his back toward the club bitch, he inhaled a few times before exhaling slowly. The thick smoke wafted around him, making a hazy cloud around his face.

      “You want me to stay, Big, maybe try and work you over? I know some of the guys, if they’re too drunk and can’t get hard⁠—”

      He turned and looked over his shoulder, giving her a hard, dangerous look. “You’re the reason why I can’t get hard, so it’s better if you just get the fuck out.”

      She snapped her mouth closed, not continuing with that shit line. Hell, he didn’t even know her name, but he didn’t fucking care, either. He turned back around so he didn’t have to look at her.

      “If you can’t get it up, don’t blame it on me. I know how to please the guys.”

      He exhaled and gruffly said, “Get the fuck out.” He lifted his hand and made the gesture for her to leave. When Big heard the door shut, he exhaled a lungful of smoke, feeling his body start to relax, the high freeing him from the grime of his life and the drunkenness of the night.

      After two years, he still thought about her, that bitch who broke his goddamned heart, made him hate the female population, and who created the monster he was now.

      Fucking any pussy he saw that was willing and clean, Big had done his best to try to forget about Claire.

      But, hell, was it hard given the fact her brother, Mayhem, was a patched member, and every time he looked at her fraternal twin, saw those vibrant blue eyes, all Big could think about was Claire.

      Because he was a masochist, Big grabbed his wallet from the back pocket of his jeans, opened it up, and slipped out the small weathered picture of Claire. Yeah, he’d kept this picture of them that had been taken when they’d been in deep with each other, when they’d been inseparable.

      She’d been it for him, even if he hadn’t been a man, even if he hadn’t had the balls to tell her.

      Looking down at the picture, he felt his cock jerk to attention at the image of her. Even two years later, he jerked off to this picture, thought about the times he’d had his cock deep inside of her hot, little snatch and wished like fuck he had been a better man back in the day.

      But even if he had been, that didn’t mean she would have stayed.

      Big was even worse now when it came to his dirty ways with women. Well, when he could get it up for them. Those times were far and few between, and that pissed him off even more.

      Claire had ruined him, but he’d never fucking admit that shit to anyone.

      He blamed it on the little blonde staring back at him from the picture.

      The photo may be weathered and worn from being in his wallet since  he’d taken it out many times during these couple of years, but her eyes were still wide and crystal blue. She looked innocent, but he knew how she really was.

      She was a woman after his heart, a female who craved dirty sex like he did.

      “You fucking ruined me, Claire,” he gritted out, feeling his anger grow.

      Claire was anything but fragile. Before she’d decided she was too good for the club, she was just as filthy as he was, fucking him whenever and wherever he saw fit.

      Maybe if he would have been a man, be the man his reputation dictated, and admitted he loved her, she would still be here.

      Claire was never just a piece of ass on the side to him. She was so much more, but he’d been such a bastard back then that he ruined it all.

      Shoving the picture back in his wallet, he finished off the joint. He was hard as hell now, but he wasn’t going to jerk off. The discomfort would be a reminder of what he wasn’t ever going to have again.

      He wanted to get good and trashed, wanted to be a man and not think about “the one who got away”. Big couldn’t complain, had no right to, in fact.

      He hadn’t had the balls to tell her what she meant to him back then, and her wanting to be happy wasn’t a sin.

      What was a fucking sin was the fact he was in this room alone, thinking about a girl he used to love, would have killed for, when there was a sweet-ass MC party just a few rooms down.

      He set the roach on the ashtray on the dresser, made sure his zipper was all the way up, and headed out. He might be high but he wasn’t so drunk that he couldn’t throw some more shots back.

      He wasn’t about to end the night without having the liquid kind of intoxication going on, the kind that had him blacking out and not thinking about the dark, depressing shit.

      Getting trashed would help him get rid of his demons.
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      The trip back to Desertion had been long, or maybe her mind had been so full of her own thoughts, her own worries, that she hadn’t been able to allow herself to relax?

      She looked out the window, but it was pitch-black outside. She would be entering Desertion soon, and the name of the town alone should have reminded her that she should have just stayed where she was.

      But even thinking that, knowing what would be waiting in that clubhouse, wouldn’t have had Claire turning tail and going back.

      She breathed out and rested her head back on the seat, focusing ahead of her. The two bags she’d packed with the important shit she owned sat in the back seat.

      Even though she had been away for two years, living her own life, Claire hadn’t accumulated anything of importance in the form of personal possessions.

      A lot of her stuff was still in a storage locker in Desertion, a part of her unwilling to clear it out. Maybe she’d always known she’d be back, that she couldn’t quite leave any of this behind?

      She spent another twenty minutes driving in silence before the sign that stated she was entering town came into view. She drove to the club, but the closest she could park was down the street where she pulled up to the curb.

      Cutting the engine, she grabbed her bags and got out of the car, standing on the side of the road for a moment. This was the place she’d run away from two years before, and all she could feel was this heaviness settle inside of her.

      Mayhem, her twin, would welcome her—she knew that—as would the other guys in the club. But it was one biker in particular, one Patch who had the worry, the emotions she’d buried long ago, rising up.

      She’d tried to forget about him, but that had been stupid on her part. No one, especially not her, given how she felt for him, could just forget about Big.

      Claire knew going to the Bleeding Mayhem MC compound was going to end up being a big mistake, maybe the second biggest mistake of her life, but she didn’t have anywhere else to turn.

      With her bags in hand, she felt her nerves start to tell her, to scream at her, to just deal with her shit by herself and go in the other direction.

      But she really didn’t have any other choice, not unless she wanted to go back to where she came from and deal with the mess she’d made, the nightmare who was probably waiting for her with a gun in his hand and sporting a concussion thanks to her.

      Taking a deep breath and holding her bags a little tighter, Claire started walking toward the motorcycle club that she’d turned her back on more than two years ago.

      Mayhem might still be a member in that club and would be until he drew his last breath, but Claire had been the one to leave, to turn her back on her family.

      And yes, the club was her family through and through, but how she felt for Big, and knowing she had no future with him had had her leaving that all.

      She’d packed some of her shit when the man she loved, Big—fucking cocky, arrogant Big—the man she would have died for, only saw her as a piece of pussy.

      That’s all he saw women as, and you knew that and got involved with him despite it .

      After being with him for over a year, hoping like hell he’d see her as something more than just a receptacle for his cock, Claire had decided she needed to think about herself.

      God damn Big for the scar he’d caused within her, the deep wound that would never heal no matter how far she ran, how much she tried to forget about it all.

      A part of her hated Big, wished that she’d been brave enough to just tell him how she felt. But when he was as caveman as they came, spoke in short sentences, and was so hardcore he never seemed like the type of guy to settle down, Claire had just decided she deserved to be happy and knew that she wouldn’t have a future with him.

      But the truth was, deep down, she did still love him. Always would. He was her first, the guy who took her virginity on a blanket in the middle of the woods, his Harley just a few feet away, making her come so hard she’d seen lights in front of her vision.

      He hadn’t apologized for who or what he was, never sugarcoated the fact he was, essentially, a criminal. He’d given her what she wanted, when she wanted it at the time, and back then, it had been good enough for her.

      But as she fell in love with him, things changed. She changed. The way the world looked to her was different, and she wanted to be by Big’s side, to be his old Lady. But it seemed what she wanted and reality weren’t on the same page.

      Her thoughts in turmoil, her mind thick with what she was doing, she finally stopped and looked up at the massive gates of the clubhouse. The large gate blocked off the MC from the rest of the world, protected the ones inside, and kept out anyone who wasn’t welcome.

      It was safety for the club as much as it was protection for the residents of Desertion. She exhaled when she saw some of the club guys on the other side of the gate but stayed in the shadows as she watched them.

      Smoking a cigarette was Dirty, a club member even dirtier and filthier than Big, if that was even possible. Her heart was beating fast and hard, the memories of her leaving two years ago slamming into her mind.

      She hadn’t escaped in the middle of the night, hadn’t hidden that she was leaving to start her life over, to try to be happy. She’d told Mayhem, told the club. Big hadn’t stopped her then, and that had told her where he stood concerning her. Big didn’t want her back then, and she knew he probably still wouldn’t want her now.

      You don’t want him anymore.

      That’s a damn lie.

      Yeah, it was a lie, and she hated herself and her lack of strength where Big was concerned.

      Her worrying was foolish, because she had a hell of a lot of other problems to keep her concerned.

      “Mothafucka, you better not be sucking down all my cigs.”

      Even though she couldn’t see him because of the shadows, she recognized Dealer’s voice right away, a Patch in the club. Dealer got his club name because he was the one the guys went to if they wanted some party supplies: coke and weed. He was the club’s dealer, so he’d gotten stuck with the nickname.

      “You know the asshole likes to smoke everyone’s shit.” Shorty, the club’s sergeant at arms, was the next to speak, and he was the one standing closest to the light. She could see him clear as day, and that brought back memories of the good times she’d had at the club. These men were her family.

      “Didn’t your momma ever tell you to get your own shit,” Shorty said, and Dealer snorted in amusement.

      Just like Big, Shorty got his name because of what he packed between his thighs, and the fact he was built like a damn tank. Shorty had acquired his nickname not because he was small but because of the opposite. At a towering six foot eight height, Shorty was a mean biker if crossed, just like they all were, Claire supposed.

      She’d also heard from the sweet-butts that Shorty had a ten-inch dick, but she’d only ever been with Big, and that had been plenty for her. Big hadn’t been small. At all.

      God, just thinking about Big and all that hardness, all that maleness, had Claire’s insides tightening. Yeah, Big certainly was … big.

      She knew the stories of how the guys got their club names, had been around since the very beginning. She knew everything about these guys and had never felt more at home than at the MC and in their presence.

      Claire was off to the side by a part of the building next to the club blocking her body so that, even if they looked in her direction, they couldn’t have seen her. She continued to look at the guys, listened to them joke, talk about the pussy they’d gotten, and couldn’t help but smile.

      They hadn’t changed at all.

      She moved closer, feeling her strength rise. Stepping into the swatch of light from the streetlight, she knew they’d see her sooner rather than later. These men, bikers, had this uncanny and extraordinary sense of their surroundings.

      It only took a few seconds before Dirty turned his head and stared right where she stood. Claire felt like the world tilted right out from under her.

      “What the fuck,” Dirty muttered out.

      “Is that…” Shorty said after that. He stepped away from the side of the clubhouse, a joint between his lips. From the shadows, a club whore stumbled forward on her knees, probably sucking off all three guys.

      “Claire?” Dealer asked and pulled the gate open. All the men in the club were such big fucking beasts, built like the Hulk, tatted up, and mean motherfuckers if someone crossed them. She stepped further into the swatch of light from the streetlamp.

      “Well, I’ll be fucked,” Shorty said. He inhaled from his joint one last time, dropped it to the ground, and snubbed it out with his black boot.

      “You didn’t tell Mayhem you were on your way,” Dealer said, not phrasing it like a question.

      She shook her head. “No.” Claire should have, she knew that.

      She wanted to talk to Mayhem in person about all of this. “I just wanted to get here.” She saw the looks the guys gave each other, and then saw their expression when they looked
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