
Heart Truth

Killere Motorcycle Club series, book 3

by Debra Kayn

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

HEART TRUTH

Killere Motorcycle Club series, book 3

1st release: Copyright© 2022 Debra Kayn

––––––––

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in reviews.

––––––––

All rights reserved. This copy is intended for the purchaser ONLY. No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without prior written permission from Debra Kayn. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author's rights. Purchase only authorized editions.

www.debrakayn.com


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Prologue

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty One

Chapter Twenty Two

Chapter Twenty Three

Chapter Twenty Four

Chapter Twenty Five

Chapter Twenty Six

Chapter Twenty Seven

Chapter Twenty Eight

Epilogue

Author Bio

THE FOUR STAGES OF LOVING DUTCH OWEN

Part One

Chapter 1

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication


[image: ]


JG

You know why.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue



[image: ]


Derek stood beside his motorcycle, tying a green duffle bag to the back of the seat. Lila dropped her backpack on the sidewalk, containing all the homework she had for the weekend, and ran across the street. For once, he was alone.

"Derek!" She jumped onto the sidewalk, making herself taller next to him. "What are you doing?"

"Leaving." He tugged at the rope and tested the hold. "I'm finally getting out of this damn town."

"No. You can't go yet." Her heart raced, seeing the rage in his eyes. "What happened?"

"Nothing."

"Why does it look like you're hurting?" she asked.

"Just get the fuck out of here." He smacked the bag on the back of his motorcycle.

"No. I want to help you."

He pointed and shouted, "Get out of here. I'm leaving."

"You can't go." She stepped off the curb and grabbed his hand. "I don't want to stay here without you."

"You're a kid," he muttered.

"I am not." She wound her arms around his waist, determined to keep him here. "You can stay with me."

He ignored her. She squeezed him tighter. He meant everything to her.

"Tell me the truth, Derek," she whispered. "Don't lie."

"Your daddy rather shoot me than help me." He pushed her away. "Go home before you get in trouble for hanging around me."

Derek was old. He'd turned thirty-two years old in January. She'd made him cupcakes with the money she made working in the church's nursery on Sunday mornings and Wednesday evenings during bible study.

"I'm never letting you go." She locked her hands together behind him and leaned her head back. "You have to stay with me like you promised. Remember, it's just going to be you and me, nobody else."

"I can't." His brows lowered. "There's nothing here for me."

"I'm here."

"You're too young to understand."

She pressed against him, showing him how her breasts were growing under the loose shirt her father made her wear to school. Out of all her friends, she had the biggest boobs.

He pushed her away. She tripped on the curb and fell against his black motorcycle.

Scrambling to her feet, she planted her hands on her hips. "If you leave, I'll hate you forever."

"No, you won't."

"I will, too." She grabbed his helmet off the handlebar and held it under her arm, backing away from him.

She wasn't thinking. All she wanted to do was make Derek stop.

So, she turned and ran away, taking the one thing he needed to ride his motorcycle with her. 

Her feet flew over the uneven ground as she cut through Mrs. Lacy's yard, across Mr. Newman's driveway, and made it down the alley where she skirted the gas station's parking lot. She hit the other side of the road and careened down the slope toward the creek on the edge of town. If she reached the bank, she could run across the stream and hide in the woods on the other side.

A rumble made the ground shake. She tripped on the rocks scattered over the ground.

Pain assaulted her bare knees as a shadow fell over her. She rolled to her butt, crying out and rubbing her knees.

The loud noise suffocating her stopped, and the pitiful wail of her sobs filled her ears. She barely noticed the pain from the fall as her heart broke in half.

Derek got off his motorcycle and squatted in front of her. She slipped her arms around his neck, pulling him down until he was on the ground. Then, she slithered over into his lap, curling around him.

"I don't want you to leave me," she whispered.

His hands cupped her ribs. She tightened her arms, refusing to let anything between them. He was the constant in her life, even with the age difference. Anytime she was out of school and not obligated to work in the church nursery, she tried to find him.

He never wanted anything from her and accepted her for who she was, unlike her dad and the church.

"Come on, baby." He stroked her back, crushing her to his chest. "I can't take you with me. You're too young."

"It doesn't matter. I'll run away and find you." She lifted her head, meeting his gaze. "Please. I just want to stay with you."

"You don't know what you're saying."

Her stomach fluttered. Even thinking of never seeing him again made her feel sick. She pressed her lips against his. A sob bubbled out of her. He had to know how she felt about him.

He belonged to her. She belonged to him. They were always going to be together. It was always them against the world—isn't that what they'd talked about all those nights when they sat under the stars?

"Don't." His lips moved against her.

"Please," she begged, taking his lip into her mouth.

Needing closer, she squirmed on his lap. She'd seen the older guys and girls kiss and feel each other up all the time in the abandoned house where everyone went to party on the weekends.

Every time, she waited for Derek to touch her and show her some affection. He always kept his distance, ensuring the other boys knew to stay away from her at the parties. But she wasn't interested in other boys. She only wanted Derek.

He breathed heavily, rubbing his mouth against her lips. "I won't be able to stop."

She moved her arms, slipping her limbs out of her shirt. The contact of her skin meeting the warmth of his T-shirt sent shivers over her.

His hand palmed the outside of her bra, cupping her breast. A jolt zapped through her, straight from her nipple. She pressed against his touch, closing her eyes against the onslaught of dizziness swarming through her.

Nobody had touched her there before. But she'd dreamed of Derek being the one to do it first.

A moan bubbled out of her. The sound was foreign and mature to her ears.

Derek's tongue slipped into her mouth. Warmth flooded her, and she grabbed his long hair, not letting him stop.

He rolled her over. She landed on her back with her head cradled in his hand. His weight pressed against her. Digging the heels of her sneakers into the ground, she thrust up against him.

A hardness pressed between her legs, and she wondered if it was his dick or his leg. She couldn't tell without looking, and she wasn't going to open her eyes and give him an excuse to stop.

He groaned, rising off her. She opened her eyes and reached for him, struggling to pull him back down. He rolled away, panting hard. Lila scrambled over to him on her hands and knees. She wanted to keep going. She wanted to touch him back.

"Damn you, Lila." Derek grabbed her and flung her across his thighs. 

Before she could move, his hand came down on her butt. She flinched in surprise but couldn't move off him. He held her down.

Cool air rushed over the back of her legs. He'd lifted her skirt.

Hot pain splintered over her butt cheek. She yelped, arching her back. Warmth coated her skin.

Derek pulled her underwear up, making the material go between her butt cheeks. She panted, trying to see behind her, but his palm's roughness soothing her skin took all the fight out of her.

"You can't push me, baby." Derek swatted her butt and followed the sting with a rub. "You don't know what I'm capable of doing to you."

Tears sprang from her eyes and trickled down her cheeks. Her face hit a patch of grass. A tingling sensation between her legs made her want to rub the spot.

He spanked her again. She bit her lip to keep from whimpering. Her pussy was hot and wet.

Derek trailed his fingers down, grazing the back of her thighs, and dipped between her legs. "Jesus fucking Christ, Lila. You can't want me."

Her head shot up. "I do. I swear."

He pulled her up and held her face in front of him. "Do you know what I can do to you?"

"I want you to do everything to me."

He grabbed her, rolling with her, and captured her lips again. She flung her legs around his hips before he could stop her. He shifted to the side. The back of his hand brushed against her stomach as he worked on his belt and zipper.

With her bottom still warm from the spanking, she tightened her legs around him, unaware of what he planned to do with her, only knowing she wanted him to do something.

The internal itch of wanting him to touch her drove her crazy.

"Hang on, baby." He rolled to his hip.

She glanced at him, ensuring he wasn't leaving, and found him opening a piece of paper or package. Gasping, she realized what he planned to do to her.

Her heart thrummed, half excited, half scared. She'd never seen a penis in her life. The one time her dad tried to tell her about sex, he made it sound evil and something the devil would make her do.

But she wanted to belong to Derek. She wanted to do everything with him.

He moved between her legs and braced himself on his elbows. Looking into his reflective brown eyes, she held her breath. He looked different, unguarded—like at night when he thought it was too dark for her to see how he looked at her. But, she'd seen. She saw.

"This is going to hurt you," he whispered roughly. "I'll try not to—"

"Fuck me," she whispered back, using the one word she'd never uttered before.

He plunged his penis inside of her. She gasped in shock. Stinging pain pulsed inside of her. She tried to close her legs, but he was pressing her down.

"Sh." He smoothed the hair off her forehead. "It'll stop hurting. I promise."

She panted for air. The leftover tears leaked out the corners of her eyes and fell into her hair.

"Damnit." Derek pressed his lips on her forehead. "Don't cry."

"I-I'm okay." She swallowed hard, trying to be brave like the older girls. "The pain isn't too bad."

Now that he held still, the discomfort went away. She felt more full than anything. It was odd but nice. She was only a little sore.

Her insides pulsed, squeezing him. She raised her brows at the sensation. "Did you feel that?"

"Yeah, baby." He growled. "You're tighter than hell."

"Sorry," she mumbled.

"Don't be." He shifted, pulling out an inch, then sliding back into her. "Trying to go slow."

Proud of how he tried to soften the shock of losing her virginity, she trailed her hands up his chest, over his shoulders, and down his arms. "If you're going to love me, love me like you mean it."

He stilled, looking into her eyes. After several seconds, he captured her mouth, muffling her scream. He plunged, withdrew, and ground against her.

The shock. The pain. The rawness. The sensations.

Her insides spiraled tighter. The heat from the spanking ignited, growing hotter inside of her. The movement made her skin crawl as if tiny fingers walked down her spine. She couldn't move. He was too big.

Every time he came down hard, her toes curled, and the inside of her thighs quivered.

That was the mystery behind having sex that people talked about. It was the most wonderful thing in the world.

Her body vibrated. On the verge of doing something, she held onto Derek.

"Lila," yelled a familiar voice.

"Who? What?" She clutched onto Derek, trying to make sense of what was happening to her body. "Derek?"

He grunted, never stopping. She tried to listen, but she couldn't concentrate. Something held her, shaking her, rattling her, squeezing her. She couldn't breathe. She couldn't move.

The pleasure she'd heard other girls talk about happening when having sex exploded throughout her.

Derek plunged and held still, groaning in her ear.

Her breath whooshed out of her, and the hold on her body let go. "Did you feel that, too?"

"Yeah," he whispered back. "I love you, Lila."

"I love you—"

"Lila Jean Hopkins, get up. Right now!" shouted her father.

Derek rolled off her, leaving her cold. She sat up in shock, finding her dad storming toward her. Her dad roughly grabbed her, hauling her to her feet. She screamed, seeing Derek lunge past her toward her father.

Her dad let go of her. She fell to her knees. She lifted her head and found her dad hitting Derek with a baseball bat.

"No, stop." She jumped up and grabbed her dad's arm. "Stop hitting him. He didn't do anything wrong."

"Sinner." Her dad grabbed her, shaking her. "You dare sin in front of the town. In front of God."

"Leave her alone." Derek charged forward, hands balled into fists.

She reached for him, but her dad dragged her back. The two men yelled, and all she could do was cry. Her dad would chase Derek out of town, and that's the last thing she wanted to happen.

She loved him.

She'd always loved him. 
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A loud whistle pierced Bull's eardrum, stopping him from walking away from the crew of Killere Motorcycle Club members. He glanced over his shoulder, trying to catch sight of the woman who'd walked into the restaurant.

"We're riding out," shouted Onyx, the president of Killere Motorcycle Club.

Bull grabbed the back of Romeo's vest. "I'm staying behind."

His MC brother cocked his head. "Trouble?"

"Not with the club." Bull squinted, wishing he could see through the double glass doors in the front of the restaurant. "I need to check something out before I head back to the clubhouse."

The twelve-man crew rode together, leaving Spokane and crossing the state line into Idaho. Outside their territory, they never rode alone.

"I'll stay back with you." Romeo jerked his chin up. "Moroad won't stay in Post Falls long, but someone should watch your back."

As the vice president of Killere, Bull was responsible for getting each member back to the clubhouse safely. While today's errand involved meeting Moroad Motorcycle Club and gaining some much-needed information, they couldn't be too careful.

Each member of Killere lived a lifestyle that puts a target on their back.

He rubbed the back of his neck, weaving between the motorcycles. The woman walking into the restaurant across the street was probably a stranger to him. He was anxious and probably seeing things. Lila wasn't supposed to start working for Chef Canaty until the beginning of April. That was the plan. He had two weeks to prepare for her arrival.

"Hey, Prez?" He stopped, turned his back to the others, and lowered his voice. "I'm going to stay behind. Romeo volunteered to ride with me."

Onyx gazed around the perimeter of the parking lot. "Club business?"

"Personal." He took out his pack of smokes to keep Onyx from asking more.

Onyx knew him too well and asked, "Need help?"

He blew smoke up into the air. "Nope."

"Your life got busy all of a sudden." Onyx frowned. "I thought you were stepping back at the end of the month for personal time."

"Yeah, that's the plan." He rubbed his chin through his whiskers. Granted, he hadn't checked to make sure Lila took Chef Canaty's offer, but there was no way she wouldn't. She wanted out of Yakima, and he'd given her the ticket. Not that she knew it came from him.

Her father, the son of a bitch, kept him up on what Lila was doing with her life. He'd put her through culinary school by slipping money to the reverend. Lila believed she'd won a scholarship and her dad gave her an allowance.

Someday, she wanted to own a restaurant. But no matter how bad she wanted to reach her dreams, she would never accept a handout from Bull.

That's why he went behind her back. It was his right. He was Lila's husband—even if only on a piece of paper.

"Are you sure you don't have trouble chasing you down?" asked Onyx.

"Nah, I'm good. I just need to check something out."

Onyx dipped his chin. "Go ahead and keep a few more men back with you."

"Not necessary." He drew hard on the cigarette. "The fewer people around, the less attention will come our way. It shouldn't take me long. I'll be riding five-ten minutes behind everyone."

He had to make sure the woman who walked into the restaurant wasn't Lila. That it was someone else who looked and walked like her.

She wasn't supposed to arrive yet. He wasn't ready. When she arrived in Spokane, he wanted to have time set aside to make things up to her for leaving her on the courthouse steps the day he was forced to marry her.

There was no reason to believe Lila would come early to Spokane. Through her dad, he set Lila up in a comfortable house in Yakima and sent a monthly envelope with the rest of the cash he had after making his mortgage payment.

But, he'd made her a promise to return. While he wouldn't return to his hometown, he would bring Lila to him. It was time.

Eight years without her seemed like a lifetime. He hit forty years old on his last birthday. Lila would soon be twenty-four.

He glanced across the street. In his desire to see Lila, he'd probably concocted the similarities he'd spotted in the female who entered the restaurant. Reverend Hopkins assured him Lila wasn't leaving Yakima until April first.

Onyx slapped him on the shoulder. "See you back at the clubhouse."

He waited until the other members rode away. Catching Romeo's gaze, he nodded before walking across the road and leaving his motorcycle in the parking lot. His imagination was playing fucking tricks on him.

Lila was probably back in Yakima, working her waitress job or catching up with laundry if it was her day off. Hell, he couldn't be sure what she was doing because he hadn't seen her in forever.

But she sure in the fuck wasn't here. Not yet. It was his eagerness to have her back in his life that was making him see things.

Opening the door, he stepped into a dimly lit lobby. Blinking to adjust his vision, he scanned the waiting area and quickly gazed into the eating area.

A slim woman wearing a black dress and white apron approached him. "Sir, please. We don't want any trouble here. Customers are enjoying their meal."

Her gaze flickered to the front of his vest. He stepped around her, letting Romeo deal with the woman. It wasn't the first time someone tried to kick him out of an establishment because he wore the Killere vest.

The restaurant was one step up from a family diner. Red candles on each table and dimmed lights only meant shady shit could go down without every customer witnessing the act.

Killere dealt with Chef Canaty every month and ran security on the building when the restaurant closed down each night. If the employees had a problem with a biker, they better take it up with Canaty, not him.

He stalked into the restaurant's main area, gaining some distance from the urgency in the woman's voice behind him as she dealt with Romeo. It wouldn't be hard to find the person he mistook for Lila. She had the same curvy ass that had gained all his attention years ago.

After a busy week, he wouldn't mind dipping his dick if there was any interest in the woman when he found her. It would never be like fucking Lila, but these days, as long as he got his nut off, he was good to go.

Lila was his one cross in life. 

There was nobody like her. Yet, he couldn't have her.

He couldn’t forget the tits and ass Lila had on her petite body eight years ago. Everything about her was branded in his head and sealed in his heart.

Back in the day, Lila self-consciously covered her breasts. By the time she turned into a teenager, she had started covering her body with oversized sweaters and loose shirts.

That all changed when she turned fifteen years old. She got an attitude and owned her body. She wanted to show it off to anyone looking—to her daddy's embarrassment, being the reverend.

But Lila only had eyes for Bull.

Whatever had gone through her head put her in his path. No matter how many times he'd turned her away and sent her running off, crying her little heart out, she always returned. Like a puppy eager to please, she never gave up.

Until he hurt her so badly, he'd killed all the sweetness inside her.

That was on him.

He lived with what he'd done to her every day since leaving her on the courthouse steps after marrying her. 

He turned to ask the employee if there was another room off the dining area, and Romeo stalked forward alone.

"You've got about three minutes to do what you came here to do." Romeo turned sideways. "The hostess called the manager, who called the cops."

He looked behind him. Sure enough, the hostess eyed him while talking on the phone.

Quickly scanning the room, he moved toward the back. The only place she could be was the kitchen.

A male came out of the back swinging door, caught sight of Bull, and approached him. "Sir, I have to ask you to leave."

"You can take your sir and shove it up your ass." He pushed the man out of the way.

At the doorway, Chef Canaty's mouth firmed into a straight line. "Killere members stay outside."

"I need a look inside." Bull lifted his chin. "I'm not going anywhere until I look inside the room." 

Chef Canaty wouldn't defend himself. He was a man who used his hands for his work. Even the knife in his right hand was a tool and not a weapon.

Shoving through the swinging doors, he scanned the kitchen, ducking his head to view behind the shelving above the stainless steel counter. There was no one around that resembled Lila.

He turned around and almost ran into someone with a high, white hat. He had no time to move out of the way. Grabbing her arms, he cushioned her against the front of him.

A soft oof came out of her. Only then noticing the large box in her arms.

She glanced over her shoulder. He gritted his teeth. It wasn't the woman he came looking for in the restaurant.

"Sorry. I wasn't looking where I was going." She turned, looking at his vest, and frowned. "Can I help you?"

"I'm looking for a woman." He held his hand up to the middle of his chest. "About this tall. Brunette."

The woman shook her head. He looked around the room again.

"She came in the restaurant," he muttered.

The thought of Lila being in Spokane ahead of schedule worried him. He couldn't even do a basic search of the building without losing his fucking head.

"My assistant..." The woman set the box down and looked at the man behind her. "Gary, where's my assistant?"

"A customer wanted to talk to the cook. You were gone longer than we could wait, so she went out in your place," said one of the men at the grill.

The woman blew out her breath. "My assistant is short and has brown hair."

"Where is she?"

"In the dining room," said the woman.

Romeo stuck his head in the kitchen and motioned. "We need to jet."

"Fuck." He stalked out of the kitchen.

Halfway through the dining room, he caught sight of the woman resembling Lila. He grabbed the back of Romeo's vest.

"There she is." He stopped.

"Who?"

Without answering, he veered in the woman's direction. Bull tilted his head as he stared at how she glided across the room to a table in the back corner. He stepped forward, taking in the curve of her hip underneath the tight black skirt.

Lifting his gaze, he approached her from the side. His heart hammered. There were differences. Her jaw was thinner and lacked the youthful fullness he expected to see. His gaze swept over her cheekbone as she nodded at the couple seated at the table.

He needed to see her eyes. Eyes as gray as the sky before a storm.

Bull stopped at the table, ignoring the customers.

The woman glanced at him, stepping away before her gaze returned to him and her stormy eyes widened.

Fuck. Him.

What the hell was Lila doing here already?

"Excuse me." She stepped away from the table and headed toward the back of the dining room as if she hadn't recognized him.

Bull caught up with her in two strides and hooked her elbow, stopping her escape. The muscles in her throat worked. His ears roared. If she spoke, he couldn't hear her.

She shook her head, looking beyond him. Sirens broke through his shock. The restaurant employees had called the cops on him. He couldn't get caught inside.

Lila grabbed his hand and pulled him through the kitchen and through the back door. He fell into sunshine, whirling around to look at her again, when Romeo barreled through the door and grabbed the front of his vest, pulling him away from the building.

"We need to get our asses back to our bikes, brother." Romeo pushed him in the direction they needed to go.

The last thing he needed was to get locked up for trespassing. He looked over his shoulder at Lila. She stared back at him.

"I'll come back when you're off work," he yelled.

She shook her head. "Stay away from me, Derek Crue."

He broke out in a jog, hearing the sirens grow closer. She wasn't going to deny him seeing her. Hell, nobody could keep him from seeing his wife.
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Sometimes life played cruel jokes, and once again, Lila's past came back to laugh at her expense. Maybe Derek, showing up at the restaurant, the last place she'd expected to see him, meant something.

She always believed he'd come back to her.

Though, walking into where she worked wasn't exactly fate.

Not when she'd spent eight years back in Yakima wishing he'd turn up on every street corner or walk into the house she rented each evening.

Going by the way his solemn expression hardened and the unleashed fury behind those coal-black eyes of his wounded her, he hadn't expected to see her at Canaty Cuisine. He hadn't come looking for her. He hadn't wanted to see her.

Rejected, once again, she swallowed the lump of emotions in her throat, threatening to make her sick. Times had changed. She'd changed. Going by the leather vest and tattoos covering his arms, the years had changed Derek, too.

He was harder and older than she remembered. There were more wrinkles on his face and a permanent squint in his gaze. Though he still carried himself tall and proud, he'd filled out more. His shoulders were broader, and his chest was solid.

Or maybe the years away from him skewed her memories because he seemed much bigger now.

No doubt his clothes hid solid muscle from her view. She quivered, rubbing her bare arms. Having only been with him once, she tried to remember every detail about him. Obviously, over the years, she'd forgotten some things.

She sniffed the night air, looking around the front of the restaurant. Derek hadn't returned.

He wasn't waiting for her.

He hadn't come.

She inhaled deeply, fortifying her strength. His empty promise to return was worth as much as his promise to return to her eight years ago.

Moving to Spokane and reaching for her dreams meant she had to put away her childish wishes. When she left Yakima four weeks ago, she'd left knowing she killed any chance of ever seeing him again.

Her life had moved on without him. 

She was no longer a naive teenager. Over the last three years, she'd attended culinary school. She'd fought for her independence and no longer lived with her father. She had new friends, new goals, an exciting city, and the only place Derek remained was in her head, where no one could take him away.

She hurried down the sidewalk toward her car, outrunning the disappointment of not finding him waiting for her. He never kept his promises, so she shouldn't be surprised he failed to come tonight.

Hitting the unlock button on her remote, she grabbed the handle as soon as she heard the soft click. She slid into the driver's seat and shut the door.

The passenger door opened, and blackness filled her vision—it was Derek, decked out in all black clothing.

She exhaled the gasp that had paralyzed her. "What are you doing here?"

He gripped his thighs and pushed the legs of his jeans down as if he planned to get comfortable in her car. "You're here."

She stared at the steering wheel, trying to ground herself from the whirlwind, seeing Derek brought into her life before she gazed at him again. "I'm surprised to see you again." She wanted to sound stronger. More confident. 

But all she could do was repeat herself. "What are you doing here?" 

There were lines at the corners of his eyes. She suspected they weren't laugh lines. The past washed over her. He'd always had a hard edge that drew every woman to him. 

She'd hated anyone who looked at him back then. Too young to understand her feelings or control herself, she made terrible mistakes with him.

He undid the buttons of his vest and slipped his hand underneath the leather. "Here's my address. I want you to go there and wait for me."

She looked at the folded piece of paper in his hand. "I'm going back to my apartment. I've worked all day."

Usually, she had no energy at the end of her shift. But nerves kept her adrenaline spiked. She'd never be able to sleep, not knowing why he sought her out after the way he'd left her. 

"I take it you're living in Spokane now," he said.

She nodded. "I work under Chef Canaty now. Well, not right now. I'm an assistant to his assistant while I train for the position of working directly under him starting April first. I won a scholarship to work here for a year and learn from him."

He frowned. She pressed her lips together. Where she lived, where she worked, and how she earned her money was no longer any of his business.

"You might've forgotten." He glanced down at her hand. "But you still belong to me."

She curled her fingers, trying to hide the ring she still wore on her left hand. Maybe he tracked her down because he wanted a divorce. It was only logical that he would find someone else to love and want to have a family.

She never expected him not to see other women. Their marriage wasn't normal, even if the certificate was real.

He reached over and slid the piece of paper with his address above her visor. "If you don't want to go to my place, I'll follow you back to your apartment."

The silence in the car suffocated her. Her breath hitched. Damn him for reentering her life. Every day, she'd forced herself to move forward without him. She finished high school as the only married student whose husband skipped town to get away from her—and she hadn't been pregnant, so nobody understood why she remained married. 

After graduating high school, she'd applied at the nearest culinary school and traveled forty miles each way in the car her father gave her for graduation.

When the opportunity came to work and learn from Chef Canaty, she jumped at the chance to get far away from Yakima. If she had stayed in her hometown, there'd be no denying Derek when or if he returned. He knew it. She knew it. 

When Derek skipped town after marrying her at the courthouse, she'd done everything possible to make sure she could move away and support herself. 

All of those years, the nights she'd dreamt of him, the days she dragged her feet not wanting to move on because he was always on her mind, had disappeared when she arrived in Spokane. 

He was here, wearing leather and still carrying around that aura of danger that drove her wild. Yet, something made her leery about him popping into her life with no warning.  

Time had broken the bond they once shared.

The determined lips, the lightning-black eyes flashing in anger, and the jaw carved out of stone made him even more unstable than she remembered. 

If that was possible. When it came to Derek, she learned never to underestimate him.

"I told you I'd come back for you after you grew up," he whispered roughly.

"It's been eight years, and you never returned," she said, her voice cold. 

He reached toward her. She jerked away, scrambling to open the car door. Jumping out of the vehicle, she darted toward the sidewalk.

Screw him. 

He couldn't waltz back into her life and pick up where they'd left off. 

Not that they'd had a healthy relationship. Even after she'd made a fool of herself by the creek, he blamed her. When her father caught them having sex, he blamed her again.

He'd marched her up the courthouse steps without explaining what was happening. It was only when she found her dad standing beside the judge had she realized her father had signed over permission for her to marry Derek and received judicial approval because of her age.

Judge Everett happened to belong to the congregation at her daddy's church.

But Derek hadn't wanted her. 

Sure, he spoke of love while having sex, but he never uttered a word about love at the courthouse when they swore to unite in the presence of a judge, her father, and God. He'd immediately left after they signed the marriage certificate and let her father deal with her.

He gave her nothing. No half-smile, no hidden laughter, no tender touch—nothing. He might as well have been made out of wood for how much he reacted to her confession of loving him that day when her father stood between them. 

No matter how many times she'd gone over and over the scenes of the worst and best day of her life, she couldn't figure out why Derek had finally kissed her at the creek or why she'd liked when he forcibly spanked her.

She'd witnessed the surprise on his face when he realized what was happening. Then, everything happened so fast. She wanted to have sex with him. It wasn't his fault.

After getting caught having sex, she screamed and cried for her dad to listen. Everything changed that day. Her Dad never looked at her the same. Derek shut himself off and left town. She became a different person.

Derek approached her. She turned away from him and hugged her middle. "Go back to wherever you've been, Derek." 

"You don't want me to go," he whispered behind her. 

Apprehension surged through her body at the sound of his rough voice near her ear. She stayed facing away from him. After all these years of dreaming of him touching her, he had his hands on her hips. The heat from his palms burned through her clothes, setting her body on fire. 

"Why are you here?" She trembled. 

"Because you're here."

"You never came to Yakima."

"Remember what I told you?"

She swallowed hard. The only thing he said to her before he'd left the courthouse that miserable day was that he'd be back when she was all grown up. When she asked him how long that would be, he told her when she turned twenty-four, he'd return. To her, that seemed like a lifetime away.

He pressed himself against her back. "How old are you now?" 

"Twenty-three," she whispered, squeezing her eyes closed. 

"And, your birthday is next week." He pressed his lips against the top of her head. "I'm here. You're here."

The hard length of his erection shocked her. The apex of her thighs spasmed, and she could feel the moisture building as she lost control of her own body. Her instant reaction came as no surprise. 

Her head tilted back toward his chest of its own accord. 

He circled her waist with one hand, not letting her slip away. His other hand cupped her breast, showing her exactly how much he owned her. Her nipple constricted painfully, and she bit off a moan.

"You didn't even know I was living here." She quivered. "You're lying about coming to me."

"Bullshit, baby. I got lucky, and you saved me a trip." He strummed his thumb against her breast. "You and I both knew we'd end up here together." 

Oh, shit. Her self-control slipped out of her fingertips, but she wasn't giving in yet. "I knew no such thing." 

"Liar." He chuckled, turning her around until her breasts pushed against his upper stomach. 

"Derek."  She ducked her chin. One look in those heavily-lidded eyes would undo her. 

He bent his knees, lowering himself to her eye level. "You've got five seconds to kiss me, or I'll take you right here, where everyone in Spokane can watch. I've waited too damn long to have the taste of your sweet tongue in my mouth again." 

Her body, hyperaware of how close they stood, betrayed her. Front to front, his arms around her and her thighs bumping his legs never escaped her notice. The awareness combined with the passion she knew bubbled below the surface merged and left her needy. 

His breath warmed her face. She raised her chin to find his lips. A soft moan escaped
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