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 ***DISCLAIMER***

	 

	This book contains serious themes that may be considered triggers for some. Please proceed with caution if this applies to you.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Tempt (verb)

	– To cause someone to do or want to do something even though it may be wrong, bad, or unwise

	– To entice to do wrong by promise of pleasure or gain

	Synonyms – persuade, convince, coax

	 

	Spotify Playlist – Tempted

	 

	 

	PROLOGUE

	***Gage***

	 

	Where we left off in Forbidden…

	 

	Damn. I don’t really like the kid but he looked genuinely hurt when he found me and Raven together. Am I a sick fuck because I’m relieved it’s finally out in the open? The only thing is, we’re dealing with a double-edged sword. Raven’s devastated because she’s done the one thing she’s been trying to avoid all this time—hurt the boy. I can’t stand to see her like this.

	“You’ll be okay, babe. I’m here.” I give her hand a gentle squeeze.

	She turns to me, and it crushes me to see her eyes brimming with tears.

	“Who’s Janet Presley?” she asks.

	The fuck? How does she know Janet? “Where did you hear that name?”

	“Who is she?”

	Who is she? Nobody. Only a woman who almost ruined my fucking life. “Just some chick. She’s not important.”

	Checking the rear-view mirror, I spot two sport bikes riding alongside each other. I move closer to the shoulder to allow them to pass, but they remain behind me.

	“What happened to her?” Raven’s voice pulls me back to the conversation.

	“Nothing. She moved away a couple years ago.”

	“Was she your girlfriend?”

	Girlfriend? “What? Hell no.” 

	The mention of her name alone is getting me fucked up. She’s a part of the reason I don’t do girlfriends—too much fucking drama. In fact, I’d rather not think about her right now. I check the mirror again as I turn a corner and notice that the bikers follow. Are these fuckers tailing me? I slow down, they do, too. I take another turn—not on my route—and they do the same.

	“Fuck,” I mutter under my breath.

	“What is it?”

	“Two bikes behind us. Been there for a while.”

	“So?”

	“So? What bikers you know ride along diligently through traffic?” I ask her.

	“You think they’re following us?”

	“Let’s see.”

	Keeping my eyes on the figures in my mirror, I speed up once more. They pull out from behind us but I notice one of them reaching behind him. I’ve done that too many times to not recognize what he’s doing.

	“I think they’re going to pass us,” Raven says.

	No, they’re not. One of them rides up to my window, keeping pace with us. 

	“Shit!”

	“What is he doing?” Raven asks in a panic.

	I turn my head toward her, finding a gun pointed at her window. It effectively kicks my ass into gear. Coming after me is one thing, but putting Raven in danger? That’s a whole fucking avalanche of hurt for the suicidal motherfucker who attempts it.

	


CHAPTER 1

	***Gage***

	 

	It’s funny the things that go through your mind in dangerous situations. Some people say their lives flash before their eyes. Some think about their regrets, things they haven’t done. Some get scared shitless and don’t know what to do. Others say they think about their loved ones. Me? I thrive on danger and feel that much more powerful when I come out on top. I’m always ten steps ahead, weaving my way out before my opponent even realizes what’s going on. Tonight is different. Tonight, all I can think about is the scared girl next to me, no regard whatsoever for myself. Tonight, she’s the only thing on my mind. I need to keep her safe, by any means necessary.

	“Get down!” I shout.

	I swerve right, bumping the rider on Raven’s side of the car. She unbuckles her seat belt and drops down to the floor, covering her head with her hands. Before I can get the guy on my side, he fires a shot. It hits my window, the sound echoing through the car. Thank God for bullet-proof windows. I floor the gas pedal, trying to put some distance between us. Raven peeks up at me, fear in her exquisite eyes.

	“You’re gonna be fine,” I assure her. “Do you trust me?”

	She nods just as a bullet hits the passenger-side window. The horn blares from a truck coming in the opposite direction, and the rider on the right falls back and pulls in behind us. The one on the left fires another shot, hitting my rear view mirror. Think, Gage, think. What would you do if she wasn’t with you? 

	I’d take the fuckers down.

	I need to get off the main road. I move over onto the shoulder and pass a few cars, but the bikers follow right behind. If I don’t do something quickly, a lot of people will get hurt. An access road comes into view, so I head in that direction. A couple more shots hit the rear windshield. I glance down at Raven, cowering on the floor. For her sake, I need to end this now.

	I make a hard right, take a few side streets, and get a good lead on them. However, I know they won’t give up. I need to even the odds a bit, so I press the button I have hidden under my seat and the secret compartment on the dash opens.

	“Whoa.” Raven’s eyes go wide in wonder.

	“Cool, huh?” I reach for one of the unregistered Glocks I keep in there and drop it in my lap, along with an extra magazine. “Look, we can’t outrun them, so I need to get rid of them. Just stay down, and I’ll get us out of here.”

	“Fuck that. You got an extra one?”

	She climbs back into her seat and grabs the other Glock out of the dash. Shock turns into pride at the sight of the fire burning in her eyes.

	“Okay. Let’s do this,” I say, more to myself than her.

	There’s an open field up ahead, so I race toward it, turn in, and face the road. I switch the high beams on so the fuckers can see us, then roll my window down. Raven does the same.

	“On my cue, start firing. There are extra mags in there.”

	When the bikers stop at the edge of the field, I rev the engine. Come on, motherfuckers. They sit there, waiting and watching. Revving the engine again spurs them into motion and they take off toward us. I shift into gear and press the gas.

	“Now, babe!”

	They fire a shit-storm of bullets which hit the windshield and the grill. Raven fires at the guy on her side, taking him down after four shots. I wait until the other is close enough and fire one into his chest. He flies backward, flopping to the ground. I need to make sure they’re dead, so I stop the car and turn to her, taking her hand. She’s breathing heavily, but she doesn’t seem scared anymore. She stares into my eyes, waiting… waiting for me to tell her our next move. She trusts me to get us out of this shit, and I will. 

	“Get into the driver’s seat and lock the doors. Anything happens to me, you drive away. Got it?”

	“What?” Her eyes go wide in shock. “I’m not leaving you!”

	Fuck me. Each day that passes, she looks more and more like the perfect woman. I crush my lips to hers, then pull back reluctantly. 

	“Just do as I say,” I command while grabbing my flashlight from the glove compartment. 

	I hop out and wait for the click of the locks. The moment I hear it, I move slowly toward the biker I shot, listening to the two shitheads groaning. Make that one; one of them goes quiet. I find the one I shot, but he’s done for. I put another bullet in him anyway before I head to the opposite side and find the other fucker. Damn. All Raven’s shots connected—one in the stomach and three in the chest. The girl is good. I crouch down and remove his helmet. He coughs, blood dripping out of his mouth. “Who sent you?”

	“F… fuck… you.”

	“Fuck me? Nah. Fuck you, motherfucker.” I put a bullet in his neck and watch as the life drains from his eyes. “Fucker.”

	I head back to the car and Raven jumps out and into my arms. Fuck, she feels good. I hold her tighter. Thank God she’s safe. I don’t know what I would have done if she’d been hurt. Or worse.

	“Are you okay?”

	“I’m fine. You good?” I ask as I toss the flashlight onto the back seat.

	She nods, her head bouncing up and down emphatically. I need to get her out of here. Digging my phone out of my pocket, I dial Razor.

	“Prez,” he answers.

	“I need clean-up… and a ride. Bring the trailer, too.”

	“Got it. Where?”

	“I don’t have a fucking clue. Get Tek to track the Mustang.”

	“Got it.”

	“And clear out the clubhouse. Members only.” I hang up, staring down at the girl still clutching me tightly. “You never stop surprising me.”

	She gazes up at me, and I brush a kiss on her lips. How many women would have done what she did? Not a lot of men would have stepped up like that. Leaning against the car, I hold her to me, stroking her hair as I stare up at the night sky. Her words play on a loop in my mind. I’m not leaving you. I don’t believe she would have either. I think she would have gone down with me if it had come to that. Shit. This is exactly why I don’t keep women around, why I keep a revolving door on my bedroom. Any woman of mine would be an easy target. Is that what I’m doing to Raven? Am I placing a huge bullseye on her back? I know I’m a selfish son of a bitch, but I want her too much to let her go. I’ll keep her safe. If I have to become her personal bodyguard then so be it. If anyone wants to get to her, they’ll have to go through me.

	Half an hour passes before my guys arrive. They roll my bike out of the trailer, then load up the bodies and their bikes. Razor walks over to me, jerking his head toward the Mustang. 

	“What happened?”

	“Later, Razor. Church when we get back.”

	He nods, heading back to help the others. Raven peeks up at me when I give her shoulders a light squeeze. 

	“Come on, doll.”

	When she releases me, I grab my hoodie from the back seat. Standing before her, I place it around her shoulders, waiting until she sticks her arms in before I zip it up and lift the hood over her head. While Motor loads the Mustang into the trailer, I help Raven onto my bike. She instinctively slides forward and wraps her arms around me when I climb on. She clings to me for the entire ride, her tight grip never faltering. Fuck if I don’t like the feeling.

	We roll into the compound, and I park in the garage. While helping her off, I notice she’s shaking. 

	“Babe? You okay?”

	She doesn’t answer. She’s staring at my chest, but I get the feeling she’s not seeing me. Fuck. She must be in shock or something. I pick her up and hurry inside, praying she’ll be okay. E rushes toward me.

	“What happened?” he asks in a panic.

	“I think she’s in shock.”

	His eyes widen, exclaiming, “She was with you?”

	“Could you just take a look at her?” I really don’t need his shit right now.

	“I’ll get my bag.”

	I take her to my room and lay her on the bed gently. She stares up at the ceiling, hardly blinking. I enclose her trembling fingers in mine.

	“You’re okay, doll.”

	“I… I killed him.”

	“What? No. No, babe. You shot him, but he didn’t die. I killed him.”

	E enters the room and kneels next to me, trying to brush me aside. “Wait outside.”

	“Why?” I ask.

	“I need to do this without you hovering over me. Just give me a few minutes.”

	“E—”

	“Please, Gage.”

	Fine. But he better know I’m not going far. I give Raven’s fingers a gentle squeeze. “I’m right outside the door.”

	I pace the corridor for what seems like an eternity, but was probably only ten minutes, before E opens the door.

	“She’s fine. Just a little shaken up. I gave her something to help her sleep.”

	He pats my back and leaves. I hurry into the room, eager to return to her side. She’s sitting up now. I close the door behind me and kneel in front of her. “That was one of the bravest things I’ve seen in my life. You were awesome, babe.”

	Trailing her fingers over the stubble on my jaw, she gives me a small smile. Good. She’s snapping out of it. I fucking hate to leave her right now. “I’ve got to talk to the guys. Lie down and I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

	“I… I should go. I have work in the morning.”

	“Don’t worry about it. I’ll talk to Millie.”

	She nods, lying back on the bed. I kiss her forehead before making my way to the chapel. Everyone’s there, waiting, all eyes turning to me when I walk through the big double doors. Except for Tek. He’s tapping away on his laptop’s keyboard. He’s our resident techie, hence the name. Fucker could have gone to MIT but stuck around here. I have no idea why. 

	I take my place at the head of the table. “Tek?”

	“Jonas Wilde and Jerry Cane, both from Atlanta addresses. No ink, no known affiliations… just a couple of traffic tickets between ’em.”

	“No ink… so it’s not another MC or a gang. Why would they come after me?”

	“Think it has anything to do with last night?” Razor asks.

	I raise a brow. “Cassidy? I don’t think so, but I guess I should pay her a visit. Motor, the Mustang?”

	“Boys are working on it as we speak.”

	“Good.”

	“What exactly happened?” E asks.

	“They were tailing me. I tried to lose ’em and they started firing. Couldn’t shake ’em, so I decided to take ’em out.”

	“Where was Raven in all of this?”

	“Dude,” my chest swells with pride, “you wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”

	“Try me.”

	“She helped.”

	Everyone’s eyes widen in surprise. I lean back in the chair, my admiration for her evident. I notice Chopper watching me keenly, but he doesn’t say a word. 

	“What?” E’s brows furrow in confusion.

	“Yeah. Grabbed the extra gun and basically said she wasn’t having that shit. Took out one of the fuckers almost on her own. The only bullet I put in him was the one in his neck.”

	“Damn, Prez! Impressive bitch you got there.”

	“Watch your fucking mouth, Crow,” I growl. She’s not some regular bitch, and they all better get that through their thick skulls. 

	He raises his hands in surrender, shaking his head. “Sorry, boss.”

	I turn back to Tek. “Find out everything you can about the fuckers. I don’t know if it’s just me they’re after, so no one rides alone. Razor, you and me got a date with Miss Martin tomorrow.”

	“Got it, Prez.”

	“I don’t want anyone hanging around here for the next few days either. That includes Hounds.” The last part doesn’t go over too well. They all start grumbling, so I raise my hand to stop any forthcoming arguments. “I’m serious. You want some pussy, you go out and get it like every other motherfucker on the planet. I’m not trusting anyone at this point. Those two knew enough to find me.” There are still a few grumbles, but no one opposes me.

	“And the girl?” Motor asks.

	“What do you mean?”

	“I mean, is she gonna keep quiet?”

	“Of course she will.”

	“You sure?”

	I lean forward with clenched teeth and a murderous glare. E kicks me under the table because he knows I’m about to go the fuck off, so I take a deep breath and bring it down a few notches. I can’t get into it with any of my brothers right now.

	“I said she will. Anything else?”

	After a chorus of “no,” I dismiss them all and push my chair back. I have something important to tend to in my room. E grabs my hand before I can leave, and I drop back in my chair with a groan. “Let me guess… you wanna talk?”

	“I do.”

	“When did we become bitches? You wanna have a sleepover and braid each other’s hair?”

	“Shut the fuck up.”

	He waits until everyone else is out of the room, then looks me right in the eyes.

	“What are you doing?” There’s concern in his voice.

	“What do you mean?”

	“With Raven.”

	“What does it look like I’m doing?”

	“It looks like we might be getting a First Lady.”

	First Lady? He must be out of his fucking mind. The whole world knows I don’t do old ladies. 

	“What? Fuck off, E.”

	“No? Then what? I don’t want to see her get hurt.”

	“I’m not going to hurt her, and she’s not your concern.”

	He leans back with a cocky grin and a glint in his eye. If he wasn’t my best friend, he’d be on the receiving end of a throat punch right now.

	“Like I said… First. Lady.”

	“And like I said… fuck. Off.”

	I walk away to the sound of his laughter. Dickhead. First Lady, my ass. I’m seriously into her, but I’m still not looking for an old lady, no matter how perfect she seems. 

	On the way to my room, Ron stops me and hands me Raven’s phone and jacket. “You took care of her friend?”

	“Yeah, boss.”

	“Good.”

	I bump into Chopper coming out of my room and raise a brow at him. What the fuck was he doing in there? “Pop?”

	He closes the door quietly, narrowing his eyes at me. Yeah, he’s about to drop some “fatherly advice” on me.

	“That girl in there? She’s not the type you play with, son.”

	“I know.”

	“So, you plan on keeping her around then?”

	“Maybe.”

	He places a firm hand on my shoulder, holding my stare. I haven’t seen Chopper this intense in a long time. Since he stepped down as president, he’s been doing the whole retiree and grandpa thing. Even though he still attends church, he rarely speaks and only gives advice when I ask for it. For him to offer it up on his own is serious business, so I listen carefully.

	“Consider this: she just shot a man, almost took a bullet for you, and she’s in your bed right now. She didn’t run for the hills, or worse, to the cops.”

	With a squeeze on my shoulder, he leaves me in the corridor. He’s right. She didn’t have to do what she did. Afterward, she could have told me to take her home and fuck off, but she didn’t.

	I open the door and the sight before me stops me in my tracks. This is definitely some shit I never expected to see—a woman asleep in my bed. Closing the door, I approach her quietly. She’s in the fetal position under the blanket, her face peaceful and absolutely beautiful. I contemplate going to sleep in E’s room but I don’t want to leave her alone, so I undress and slip under the covers. Resisting the urge to curl up behind her, I stare at the ceiling. That lasts for about two minutes before I give in to the call of her warm body. I need to feel her. I slide my arm around her waist and pull her against me, her back to my front. She sighs in her sleep, settling into my arms. Jesus, she feels amazing. I close my eyes, drifting off to E’s words swirling in my mind. First Lady.

	


CHAPTER 2

	***Raven***

	 

	I wake up tangled with someone else’s body and something hard poking my stomach. A solid wall of man slowly comes into focus when I open my eyes. My forehead is resting on Gage’s hard, tattooed chest, his scent filling my nostrils. I savor the sight, smell, and feel of him until the gravity of the situation hits me. I slept in his bed. All. Night. Shit. I carefully detach myself and slide off the bed. Baby Jesus. Even this early in the morning, he looks utterly fuckable. Shaking off the urge to climb back in and wake him up, I head to the bathroom. 

	After taking care of business, I wash my hands and face, eyeing his toothbrush with longing. Why the hell not? We’ve already swapped spit. I walk back into the room with minty-fresh breath. He’s still asleep, so I join him once more. The moment I do, his eyes snap open. Surprise. That’s what I see. I guess he’s not used to waking up next to anyone. It only takes a second for him to relax, pulling me toward him with a smile.

	“Good morning, doll.”

	“Good morning. Sleep well?”

	“I did.”

	“You sound surprised,” I mock him, using his words from our little phone sexcapade. 

	“I am.”

	He rolls onto his back, taking me with him. I lay my head on his chest and throw my leg over his. It connects with his morning wood. 

	“Shit. Don’t move. I’ll be right back.”

	He returns from the bathroom a few minutes later with a smile and a noticeably absent bulge. Sliding under the covers once more, he pulls me back into his arms.

	“You used my toothbrush.”

	“You don’t mind?”

	“Of course not. Use anything you like. Including me.”

	“That last part sounds good.”

	“Yeah?” He smirks. “Come here. I need a proper good morning.”

	Excitement courses through my veins as I lean in and press my lips to his. He sucks on them, biting into the bottom one and pulling on it before sliding his tongue between them. Fuck, this man can kiss. I moan as he pulls my head back by my hair and sucks on my neck.

	“My T-shirt looks good on you,” he mumbles, his breath causing goosebumps to pepper my skin. 

	I was so sleepy after he left me last night, I knew I wasn’t going to get farther than his bed. I don’t know why I did it, but I searched his drawers, changed into his shirt, and climbed right back under the covers.

	“Mm-hmm… wanna wear mine?” I all but swallow a giggle when his palm connects with my ass. “Ow!”

	“Fuck, babe! You’re not wearing any clothes?”

	I am wearing clothes. Well, his T-shirt and my panties. “I’m not naked.”

	“Fuck.”

	He crushes my lips beneath his, grabbing a handful of my ass and squeezing hard. Just like last night, we devour each other
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