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Conrad Peters was an outcast and handsome in a rugged sort of way. He’d given up on society, yet women wanted him at every turn. Motorcycle bound, he lived from place to place and dollar to dollar, taking love where he could find it. 

Finally, finding Josephina, he puts his life and his trust in her hands. Mesmerized by her story of woe and her beauty, he wants to be her white knight. He never realized that beauty could truly be only skin deep. 

This is a short, fast, uncomplicated read and the fourth book in the series, Death Riders. If you enjoyed Please, the first in the series, then BAD and Chaz, Riding Home completes Conrad’s story. Visit my blog for more short reads and poetry. Visit my author page for more information about me and my writing. Thank you. 
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There’s nothing like the wind in your face, the roar of the road beneath, and a motorcycle between your legs. Conrad Peters felt that way from the moment he spread his thighs over the gas tank and engine of a Harley Davidson. He couldn’t think of another mode of transportation. However, since he and Josephina assumed residency in South America, his time for riding his newly renovated chopper was nil. She’d surprised him with the bike a few weeks ago, but out in the middle of nowhere, made it impossible to ride. Having the bike of his dreams only made him homesick.

A woman distracted a man.

And sometimes, a woman controlled a man to some extent.

Maybe a better explanation was needed, pussy controlled the man. A beautiful face melted a man, and an exquisite body brought a man down. The three months they’d been out of the country were amazing. He’d never been more in love with any woman. 

Josephina was unlike any he’d known. However, lately, there was a notable change in her behavior. It was as if she’d closed a door and was keeping him out. He was becoming worried for her health and sanity because she’d been through a great deal with her the asshole she’d married. Conrad wanted to be the man to help her heal from the abuse she told him she’d suffered at his hands. 

But why did he feel she was pushing him away?

He had to admit he missed the states. He wanted to go home; South America had never been a favorite destination for him. He’d been careful about his contact with Chaz in the U.S. From the moment they arrived, he’d wanted to make sure her gangland husband couldn’t find them.

He checked the time on his phone. It was three a.m., and Josephina wasn’t in bed. 

They’d moved from a first-rate hotel to a little cottage on the outskirts of Ushuaia in Argentina. Their next move was to Sydney, Australia. As soon as she had the rest of her money transferred to the Commonwealth Bank of Australia, they would be ready to leave. Their plans were almost finalized.

Where was she? When he went to get up from bed, he heard her low sultry voice, “Where do you think you’re going?”

“I was getting up to look for you baby, what’s wrong?”

“I was thinking back, and maybe it’s time to talk about the future, our future.”

“Shoot, I’m all ears.”

“I’m now available. No longer married.”

“If it’s a wedding you’re after, I’m game. Of course, I’ll marry you.”

“You are cute, and you know that, but I like our arrangement. If it’s okay with you, I’d like it to stay ‘status quo,’ at least for a while.”

Conrad was a little puzzled by her answer, status quo. “Baby whatever you want. You hold the cards. And might I add the money.”

“Yes, I do, and it’s far more than you realize. I’m not sure you’re going to like what I’m about to tell you.”

He sat back on the bed and propped up his pillow. “As I said before, I’m all ears.”

“I have millions. All of my plans worked out as planned. You, though, weren’t part of my plans, having had Braco murdered was. I now run the Cartel.” She walked before him slowly, the black lace robe making her look more enticing than ever. “Do you have a problem with that?”

If she’d struck him with lightning, he couldn’t be more shocked. Was he living under a fucking rock? Or did he have blinders on, and should he be worried? According to her, the guy was an abusive prick. He couldn’t let his surprise at her confession show on his face. 

There was something deadly and combative with her choice of words and the tone of her voice. So, he’d answered her exactly how she would expect. “I’m here and not in the states. Here they can’t get me. And no, my sexy bitch, I have no problem with that.” The truth was he wasn’t sure how he felt about her confession. And there was one more truth; even her news couldn’t repress the massive hard-on he had now. 

“Good, because I need a good fucking.” She untied the slender satin ribbons that held the lace robe on, letting it fall in a puddle at her feet. Her slim and curvy body made his mouth water. She pulled the bedsheets from covering him, exposing his erect meat. “You’re hung like a bull,” she said, licking her lips. “I will mount you with no preliminaries. I want that cock of yours to push into me, lubricating me as it finds its way deep inside. I’ve ridden many a cock, but yours, Conrad, is the biggest and best of the lot.”

He kept his cool. The only thing on his mind was fucking her. Afterward, he’d worry about what he would with her confession and with his current situation.

Closing his eyes, he cleared his mind and focused on pushing his now raging erection deep as she spread her thighs over him. Her full breasts beckoned his tongue. He sucked in one delicious dark nipple until the tip became hard. Both of his hands grabbed onto her hips, and he guided his cock deep. 

“Oh yes, yes,” she sighed. 

“Ah,” he said, pushing up his hips. Then the rhythm began. Grabbing her hips firmly, he pushed into her hard. She bent forward and put her hands on either side of him, then began thrusting her hips on him. Over and over again, she rammed her body down over him.  

Conrad was taken in. Josie had him by the heartstrings. He
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