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Chapter One

 


“Let me go!” Piper Dawes fought
against the drunk man. He was too strong; even though he was inebriated, she
couldn’t fend him off.

Dave had never been a nice man sober, but
drunk, he was even worse. All she’d been doing was taking out the
trash and he’d cornered her. Everyone in this small town judged her
exactly the same as they had her mother and sister. Both of them
were known as whores of the town. They spread their legs faster
than … anything that could spread their legs. She was expected to
do the same, even though she was still a freaking virgin and didn’t
look at men like they were anything. They were all pigs and she
should know. There had been countless times where she woke up in
the trailer she shared with her family to find strange men. Some of
them even married and supposedly church-loving men.

Most of them were hypocrites.
Where her mother and sister thought it was funny to be the gossip
of the town and to know so many dirty secrets, she
detested it.
Splitting her time between the bar and the diner, she got her fair
share of nastiness thrown her way. She hated her life here, but so
far, she hadn’t saved up enough to leave.

The trailer, the rumors, the
gossip, she loathed it and wished with all of her heart she wasn’t part
of it. For once, she wanted to be her own person, without the
stench of her family tainting her life.

Moments like this made her want
to take the plunge and leave all of this bullshit behind. Something
needed to happen. She couldn’t stand for any more of this, men
cornering her as if they had a right to her.

“You really think you’re
better than us?”

She wanted to scream she
was
better than all of
them, seeing as she hadn’t tried to attack him, but she had a
feeling that would have fallen on deaf ears. He was too
drunk.

His hand touched her breast as
his other hand went around her neck. He shocked her still as he
started to squeeze, cutting off her air supply, making her panic.

This couldn’t be happening. Fear
ran down her spine as Dave seemed more interested in what he was doing to her
body.

I’m going to die.
She clawed at his
wrist.

He winced, letting her
go. She
touched her neck, feeling the panic grasp her tightly. She had to
get away from him.

Too late.

She’d spent way too much time in her
fear.

“You fucking bitch.” He
backhanded her.

She dropped to the
ground with a
scream.

“I’m going to make you wish
you’d just stayed still and took my dick. I know what you whores
want. What you crave.”

“Yeah, and what I see is a woman
who doesn’t want your touch.”

Piper frowned. It wasn’t a voice
she recognized, but it was dark, rough, almost as if he’d smoked too many
cigarettes. Her head throbbed. Dave had hit her good. She
groaned.

“Look, asshole, this is none of
your business. She’s the town slut. All of her family spread their legs for the
locals.”

She gritted her teeth, sitting
up.

“Doesn’t look that way to me.
Last time I checked, you didn’t need to hit a willing female. Believe me, I’ve
had plenty of those dancing on my dick during my time.”

She looked past Dave and saw one of the
tallest men she’d ever laid eyes on. He was huge, must have been
close to six-foot-two, maybe even taller. He wore a black leather
jacket and his face had several days’ worth of stubble, but he
didn’t appear unkempt or dirty. What also surprised her were the
men behind him. All menacing, each wearing a leather cut. Just past
them, she saw the bikes. All big, powerful-looking
machines.

Who were they?

“Look, clearly, you’re passing
through. Why
don’t you leave, and I won’t kick your ass?”

The man, whoever he was, spat on
the ground and smiled. His teeth were white and even. Why did his smile look
scary and sexy at the same time? That didn’t make any sense. She
shouldn’t notice these things about anyone.

“Why don’t you
throw your
best punch and I won’t kill you? How about that?” he
asked.

“Fine. You need to be
taught a lesson.”

Dave was an idiot. He ran toward the
man and he didn’t even get one punch in before he was on the ground
moaning.

“I don’t hit fallen men. It’s
tacky. Get
up. I want to hit you again.”

“Fuck you.” Dave got up. He was
back on the ground seconds later, moaning again. This time, Dave didn’t get
back up.

“Holy shit, Colonel, look
how fast he went down.”

The man she guessed was called
the Colonel stepped over Dave and approached her.

Would this be bad for her? Had this mystery
man saved her to finish what Dave started? Her heart raced and she
watched him, quickly moving to a stand to keep a close eye on
him.

“You don’t have to fear
me,” he said.

“Who are you?”

“How about you tell me your
name?”

“I … er … I don’t think
that’s a good
idea,” she said. “I don’t know you. You’re not from around
here.”

“Does it really matter? That
fuckface was
from around here and it looked to me like he was going to rape you.
No one came to your defense. No one is around. You’re all on your
own.”

“I know,” she said, heat
filling her cheeks. She was alone. Always alone. Even her mother
and sister thought she was a weird one. She never really fit
in.

The men grabbed Dave
and marched him
away, leaving her alone with Colonel.

“I could have hurt you,
but I didn’t. Why
don’t you give me a chance here, pretty girl, and tell me your
name? I’m not going to hurt you.”

He hadn’t hurt her and it seemed
rude not to tell him her name.

“I’m Piper Dawes,” she said, holding her
hand out, hoping she wasn’t offering the devil her soul.

****

Colonel wanted a drink. A strong
one. The bar
had been too much of a temptation for him to deny himself. The last
thing he’d expected to find was a woman in need of his help, but
that was what he’d discovered.

Piper.

She held her hand out for him to
shake.

She was pretty. No, scratch
that, sexy as hell. He had a thing for a woman with curves. There was
nothing better than sinking into a willing woman who wanted your
cock. He loved a good pair of thighs spread out around him, as well
as a nice pair of tits bouncing in front of him as he fucked her
hard.

Damn. Now all he wanted to do
was fuck this woman with the amazing raven hair, but he didn’t.
“Pleasure to
meet you. The name’s Colonel.”

“Hello,” she said. “Thank
you for what you did.”

“Men need to be put in
their place. When a woman says no, she means it. It doesn’t give
anyone the right to do anything else regardless.”

“Dave just likes to think …
you know
what, it doesn’t matter.”

“His name’s
Dave?”

“Yeah.” She nibbled
on her lip. “You’re
not going to hurt him, are you?”

“Nah, but I’m starting to
wonder why you’d want to protect him.”

“I don’t.”

“What were you going to say
then?” he asked.

“It’s nothing. I need to get back inside.”
She hesitated at the door. “Er, if you’d like to come inside, I’ll
buy you a drink.” She looked nervous.

“Thanks, darlin’,” he
said.

She went to the door but stopped.
“Really, thank you.”

He winked at her and watched
her leave,
just as Ape and Skull approached him.

“Are we staying or going?”
Skull asked.

“Boys want a drink and a place to
crash,” Ape
said. “After two weeks on the road, they want pussy, food, and to
just relax.”

“Then we’ve found the
place. You
can have any woman you want, that wants you, but Piper’s mine,”
Colonel said, heading toward the front door. A drunken couple
spilled out of the doors. One look at the bikers and they tried to
scurry off, afraid.

Good. He liked it when people
were afraid of him. It kept them far away and he’d stopped in his fair share of
towns where people thought they could hurt him and his men. Not
today. He wasn’t in the fucking mood for playing. All he wanted was
some good food, a drink, and a nice, willing woman to
fuck.

Entering the bar, the silence—apart from
the music playing in the background—was deafening. He didn’t care.
Being president of the Satan’s Beasts MC, Nomad Chapter, he was
used to sticking out like a sore thumb. In fact, he rather liked
it. When no one reacted to him, it was because they had bigger
problems in town.

This town clearly didn’t have their
own MC, and for that, he was more than happy.

Spotting Piper at the bar, he
left his men to fend for themselves. They knew the
rules. He had
their back and they had his, always. Ape, his VP, always had his
back and often refrained from actually having fun so Colonel could
party. Not tonight. “Go find something else to do.”

For a woman who was attacked,
she didn’t look badly affected by it. She stood behind the
bar, offering
a forced smile, and she didn’t seem to have any outward appearance
of being scared. He found that interesting. Why wasn’t she afraid?
Most women would have still been in a state of shock.

He took a seat at the bar,
ignoring the curious stares as he watched Piper.

After she served an old man, she came
toward him. “Do you want that drink?” she asked.

“You could say
that.”

“What can I get
you?”

He pointed at one of the cool beers.
“How about some company?”

She grabbed the beer, pulled off
the cap, and
handed it to him.

“How about some company?”
he asked
again.

“I’m kind of
working.”

“Yeah, well, I saved you.
Tell them you owe me.”

She smiled but it didn’t quite
reach her eyes. “A lot of people wouldn’t believe you saved me.
They would think I asked for it.”

“Really? Why would that be?”

“You been to small towns before?”
she asked. “Do you know the stigma of what a family is like?” She
pressed her lips together. “I’ve got to get back to work.”

He watched her step back, even
more curious about her than he wanted to be. She was young. If she
worked in a bar, she had to be old enough to serve drinks. He was
old, forty years old, but who counted?

He’d lived one hell of a life,
and well, he intended to keep on living it to the fullest until the
devil himself
came for him. He wasn’t a good man and never claimed to be
one.

Tipping the bottle to his lips,
he watched Piper. She didn’t have those curves on display and he
also saw the men, the way they treated her. She avoided anyone touching her, and
whatever the men said to her, she acted as if they weren’t really
talking.

Interesting.

Why the fuck did this woman
intrigue him?

He wanted to protect her. To
force all men
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