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Liz Kelly:

Thanks again. Your insight is always so spot on!

Jack:

Thanks for being my muse, and really great in bed!

Gail

You are a scholar and a saint, and I ADORE you! 

Brandy

Thanks for keeping the timelines and characters straight. You are godsend!
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Get ready to fall head over heels! Road to Peace is another page turner of alpha brilliance from Davenport. I fell in love with every single page and spent the last few wishing the book would never end! ~ Harper Sloan, NY Times & USA Today Bestselling Author

Piper Davenport can write one hell of a sexy biker! I can’t get enough of the Dogs of Fire MC series ~ Geri Glenn, Author of the Kings of Korruption MC Series

All it took was one page and I was immediately hooked on Piper Davenport’s writing. Her books contain 100% Alpha and the perfect amount of angst to keep me reading until the wee hours of the morning. I absolutely love each and every one of her fabulous stories. ~ Anna Brooks – Contemporary Romance Author 
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Orion

As the heir apparent to the Primal Howlers’ MC President patch, a chance encounter with a beautiful woman pulls me into a war I wasn’t expecting that could bring the whole club down. But when she runs from me, I will pursue her to the end of the earth to find her and bring her back. 

Whether she likes it or not. 

Raquel

I moved to Monument, Colorado to write my thesis and get some much-needed distance from my overbearing family. What I didn’t expect was to find myself hung up on a biker who appears to have nothing to lose.

I, however, have everything to lose and I’m worried Orion just might be my downfall.

For the REAL Razzle!

Raquel, thank you for being such an amazing flight attendant and sharing your story! You are gorgeous!
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About two months ago...

“Are you ready?” Sierra, my best friend and roommate, bellowed up the stairs of the townhouse we shared.

“Give me a sec!” I called back as I unplugged my curling iron, hearing her footsteps as she rushed upstairs.

She peeked her head into my bathroom. “Come on, slowpoke. I want to get my drink on.”

I chuckled. “Keep your panties on, I’m coming.”

“I’m not wearing panties.”

“Gross, Sierra, I did not need to know that.”

My bestie wore a black leather mini skirt, knee-high boots, and a tight pink, deep V-neck t-shirt that hugged every curve. I was dressed a little more conservatively in a pair of dark skinny jeans, knee-high boots, and a Harley-Davidson t-shirt that hid my squishy bits nicely.

We were heading to Smiley’s in Colorado Springs, a notorious biker bar on the edge of town. My brother happened to be the president of the Dogs of Fire MC in Savannah, so I was pretty familiar with the establishment and who frequented it. The building welcomed everyone, and it was considered sacred, neutral ground, so the bikers tended to behave themselves. 

“I’m hoping to find me a sexy biker to fuck me against the wall,” Sierra said.

“Sierra!” I admonished. “You promised you’d be good.”

She grinned. “Oh, I plan to be.”

I rolled my eyes. “Good lord, woman, behave.”

“No. What does your brother say?”

“Well behaved women don’t get shit done,” I said, sliding lipgloss onto my lips.

She sighed. “I wish Tristan was single.”

I smiled. “A lot of people do.”

Tristan was my older, half-brother. His father had married my mother a few years after his first wife, Tristan’s mom, died. I was just as close, if not closer, to him than my full-blooded younger brothers, and he was often my rock when I needed someone to lean on.

“Are you sure he’s committed to Olivia?”

I laughed. “Honey, not even Liv can run from Tristan, and believe me, she’s tried. He is totally devoted to her.”

Sierra sighed. “I want a man like that.”

“You’ll find one,” I said.

“Brando’s legal now, right?” she asked.

“If you mean, legal to drink, yes. He’s twenty-one.”

“Corwin’s prettier though.”

“Down tiger, he’s only nineteen.” 

“Damn,” she hissed, and I smiled.

Both my baby brothers were already heartbreakers, but she was right. Corwin had model good looks, where Brando was more rugged. But, really, the difference was whether you liked Ashton Kutcher more than Channing Tatum. Corwin was lean and tall, whereas Brando was still tall but built like a brick shithouse.

“Does Tristan know you’re going to Smiley’s without ‘protection’?” she asked.

“He won’t care.”

“That’s a no,” she retorted.

“I’m twenty-four years old, I don’t need to tell my brother anything.”

“Um, okay, sure, we can play it that way,” she said. “If he finds out, though, I’m playing dumb.”

“It’s fine. I know Smiley. He’ll watch out for us.” I faced her again. “I’m ready.”

“Good. I already called for a car.”

We headed outside and the ride share was already waiting for us. The bar wasn’t far, but the driver still wasn’t sure about leaving us. “This is rough place,” he said in broken English.

“We’ve been here before,” I said, pushing open my door. “Thanks, though.”

Sierra followed me out and we walked inside, met at the door by a giant of a man. 

“IDs.” We handed our IDs to him, then he glanced at us, handing them back. “You sure you’re in the right place?”

I smiled. “We’re good.”

“You run into issues, you let me know.”

“Okay, thanks.”

Moving through the crowd, we sidled up to the bar and Smiley walked over to us. “Hey, beautiful.”

“Hey, Smiley,” I said. 

“Does Doc know you’re here?” he asked.

“What’s with everyone thinking I need to tell Doc everything?”

He smirked. “Well, you be careful.”

“We will,” I promised.

“What can I get you?”

“Shots,” I said. “Patrón, please.”

“Put it on my tab,” a guy from our left said. He was creepy looking, his slicked back hair giving him a greasy look, and I planned to stay as far away as possible.

“No, that’s okay,” I said. 

“I insist.”

I sighed. “I appreciate it, but it’s really okay.”

“Bitch—”

“Don’t call her a bitch, asshole,” Sierra hissed.

“There a problem here?” a tall, sexy as fuck biker asked. He had his arms crossed, so I couldn’t see the patch on his cut, but it could say Satan’s Devils and I wouldn’t care. Lordy, he was pretty. Blond hair, a little longer on top, fell onto his forehead and drew focus to his eyes, which were almost an ice blue. He had a full beard and I ached to run my fingers through it.

“What’s it got to do with you?” Greasy demanded.

“Oh, I don’t know, Stimpy, maybe because you’re harassing my woman and she just got here.”

“Oh, shit, Orion. Sorry, man. Didn’t realize she was with you.” Stimpy raised his hands and walked away.

Orion focused on me. “You good?”

“Yes. But you didn’t need to do that.”

Sierra leaned in close and without looking at her, I knew she was swooning.

“I know your brother, Raquel, I did need to do that,” he said.

I forced myself not to react. “My brother?”

He smiled and I nearly lost my mind...and my panties. 

“Doc,” he said. “You know, the president of the Dogs of Fire, Savannah.”

“How could you possibly know Doc’s my brother?” I asked. “I’ve never met you.”

He leaned against the bar, now fully facing me and I craned my head to look up at him. 

“My old man’s the president of the Primal Howlers. I’ve known your brother for a while.” 

Of course he had.

“Yum,” Sierra breathed out, for my ears only.

Orion pulled out his phone and swiped his finger over the screen. “I’ve got a picture of you from your Christmas party last year. I never forget a face.” Handing me the phone, I saw the photo from the charity event the club put on every year, handing out presents to the foster kids in the area. I was standing beside my brother and laughing. I think he’d made some inappropriate joke right before the picture was snapped. “Plus, you look a lot alike.”

I frowned. “Translation: Doc sent you this to keep an eye on me.”

He slid his phone back in his pocket. “I plead the fifth.”

“I’ve been here several times and I know Smiley well, so how come I’ve never seen you?”

“Because I didn’t want you to see me.”

I narrowed my eyes. “Have you been stalking me?”

“You can stalk me,” Sierra said. “Anytime.”

Orion grinned at her. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

“Patrón,” Smiley said, setting shot glasses in front of us and pouring tequila into them.

Orion gave him a chin lift and Smiley nodded, refusing to take my credit card. 

“I’ve got this,” Orion said.

“Um, no, you don’t,” I countered.

Smiley chuckled. “Like your spunk, sweetheart, but your money’s no good here.”

“So, we can drink as much as we want?” Sierra asked. “For free?”

“Go for it.”

“Challenge accepted,” she retorted, and Orion smirked.

I shook my head. “Sier—”

“Before we drink too much to care,” Sierra said, “will you introduce me to your club members? Just in case I want to go home with someone...”

I groaned. “Sierra, seriously, put it back in your pants.”

“You wanna come sit with us, you can,” Orion offered, nodding to the tables where several of the Primal Howlers were congregating.

“Hell, yeah,” Sierra answered immediately. “Show me the way to the testosterone.”

She headed toward the group and Orion turned to follow, but I grabbed his arm and he faced me again. “She’s impossible when she’s drunk, so I don’t want any of your guys taking advantage.”

“They won’t.” Orion smiled. “But what about you?”

“What about me?”

“Are you impossible when you’re drunk?”

I shrugged. “You’ll have to get to know me better to find that out.”

“I like a challenge.”

“You think that now, but give it time,” I retorted. “You’ll change your mind.”

He laughed as he led me to his group. 

“Holy shit, Raquel?” 

A tall man rose to his feet and grinned. He looked like Orion, only his hair was darker.

“I feel like I’m at a disadvantage,” I grumbled. “Do y’all know who I am?” Everyone at the table nodded and I groaned. “Just when did Doc put the edict out to watch me?”

“Two years ago.”

“Really?” I ground out. Right before I moved to Colorado. Of course he did.

“I’m Sundance,” the man said, shaking my hand. 

Orion chuckled and nodded to the man who was towering above me. “Sundance is the president.”

That made sense. Orion looked just like his dad.

Indicating the man sitting in the chair next to Sundance, Orion said, “That’s Rocky, our VP, next to him is Moses, our Sergeant, and the two practically fuckin’ in that chair are Mozart and Nellie.”

Nellie pushed off Mozart’s lap and reached her hand out. “We don’t get out much.”

I smiled, shaking her hand. “It’s nice to meet you.”

“You too, sweetie.”

“Has anyone ever climbed you?” Sierra asked Sundance. “I got an A in my mountaineering class, in case you were wondering.”

Sundance dropped his head back and laughed. “You wanna climb me, baby, you feel free.”

“See what I mean?” I glanced up at Orion. “That’s after one shot.”

Orion grinned. “It’s all good. She’s safe here.”

I nodded. “I appreciate that.”

* * *
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Orion

Doc’s baby sister was a fuckin’ knockout in person. This could be a problem. Jesus Christ, her petite, curvy body could bring me to my knees and I’d happily genuflect for as long as she wanted me to.

When she and her friend walked in, I recognized her immediately, and knew she might be in trouble when Stimpy approached her. What came out of my mouth after that, was done while I was obviously in some kind of fugue state, because I’d never declared anyone as belonging to me, and certainly not in a place as public as Smileys. 

Goddammit, that was not my smartest moment.

Because now she was marked as mine.

And I liked it.

* * *
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Raquel

By the third shot of Patrón, I was feeling pretty loose. I blamed Orion and the way he made me feel. Safe. Relaxed. Accepted. I also blamed Sierra. She kept handing me shot glasses with the liquid deliciousness that I’d never been able to resist.

When she tried to hand me the fourth, I shook my head. “If I have another one, I’m gonna go home with someone.”

“I’m good with that,” Orion said. “If it’s me.”

I rolled my eyes. “Keep dreaming, big man.”

He chuckled as he stood, then leaned down, whispering in my ear, “Baby, I’m your dream come true and you’ll figure that out sooner than later.”

I couldn’t stop a shiver as I shook my head and laughed. God, I was hungry. I hadn’t had sex in two years, and I was just tipsy enough to want Orion to whet that appetite. Or oil the creaks. Or get me wet and oily.

Oh, who was I kidding? I’d let that man oil me up even if I was sober.

I watched him walk up to the bar, his ass looking unbelievable in his Levis, and I imagined him taking me from behind. He returned with a beer, a grin from ear-to-ear, and leaned down again to whisper in my ear. “You keep lookin’ at me like that, I’m gonna take you somewhere private.”

I licked my lips. “Don’t make promises you can’t keep.”

His eyes widened slightly, studying me for a few seconds before sitting down again. 

“Why are you called Orion?” I asked.

He smiled. “Mom. She figured since our last name was Graves, she wanted me to remember to look at the stars, so she’d always call me Orion, instead of Adam.”

“Adam Graves,” I said. “That’s a good, strong name.”

He chuckled. “Yeah, I guess so. No one ever calls me by it, but I guess it’s a good one.”

“I like it.” I smiled. “Do you have siblings?”

“Drake and Violet. Both younger, both a pain in the ass most of the time.” He cocked his head. “Done with the twenty questions?”

“I haven’t decided yet.”

He grinned. “Give me your phone.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Why?”

“Just give it to me.” I handed him my phone and he typed something into it, then handed it back. “You’ve got my info now. Use it.”

“For what?”

“Anything you want.”

I pivoted to face him. “Anything?”

“Yeah, baby, anything.”

I bit my lip and smiled. “You might regret saying that.”

“Pretty sure I won’t,” he said, taking a swig of his beer.

“I’m gonna need you to stock up on condoms.”

He spit his beer out and I laughed. 

“Jesus Christ,” he hissed as his biker buds turned to look at him.

“You okay?” Sundance asked him.

“Yeah, I’m good, Pops,” he said, staring at me.

I grinned and took a sip of water, watching his eyes blaze with desire.

Yes, this man was going to WD-40 the shit out of my body.
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Raquel

Two days later...

I arrived home from class to find Orion leaning up against his bike, checking his phone, and I couldn’t help my stomach from fluttering as I parked my car. 

I climbed out and walked toward him. “Are you stalking me again?”

“Depends.” He grinned, slipping his phone into his pocket. “Do you like surprise visits or should I expect a cop to arrive and escort me off the premises?”

“How did you know where I live?”

“Sierra slipped me your address before you left the bar the other night. She said something about you needin’ your world rocked.”

I rolled my eyes. “That woman needs to be leashed.”

“I know a few guys who could do that for you.”

I couldn’t stop a laugh. “I may get their numbers from you later. What are you doing here?”

“It’s a nice day. Was gonna see if you wanted to go for a ride.”

“It’s been ages since I’ve been on a bike,” I breathed out.

“It’s long overdue then.”

“Let me grab a jacket.”

“Sounds good.”

I rushed inside the townhouse, dropped my bag on the floor, and rummaged through my closet for my old leather jacket. It was buried in the back, so I had to wrestle it out from under other coats on the floor. 

Sierra was at work, so I sent her a quick text, then headed back to Orion and his gorgeous Harley-Davidson Fatboy. After shoving my purse into one of his saddlebags, he handed me a helmet, and threw his leg over the seat. I climbed on behind him and we took off for the open road.

I wrapped my arms around his waist and took a deep breath, the thrill of being on the back of a bike surging through me as Orion expertly drove the back streets, then opened it up when we hit the freeway. 

Lordy, I’d missed this.

We drove for a good twenty minutes before he pulled off and I knew exactly where we were headed. 

“Oh my god, are we going to Billy’s?” I yelled over the pipes.

“You good with that?” he called back.

“Hell, yeah!” 

Billy’s Old Style BBQ was the best place in town. It was a little out of the way and somewhat secluded, but anyone who knew anything about good food, knew about Billy’s. I gave Orion a squeeze and he rubbed my arm quickly before continuing down the road. We pulled up to the old building ten minutes later, and I virtually jumped off the bike, suddenly starving.

Orion chuckled as he helped me with my helmet. “Eager, huh?”

“The second you said Billy’s, my stomach was ready,” I admitted. “I miss good BBQ.”

“Well, that’s high praise,” he said. “I’ve lived here my whole life, so I’ve never known anything different.”

“Trust me. Billy’s a genius.”

He grinned, pulling my purse from the saddlebag and handing it to me before taking my hand and leading me through the front doors of the restaurant.

The tall, blonde, thin, and model-esque hostess approached with a huge grin. “Hey, Orion.”

“Hey, Whit,” he said.

“Table for two?” she asked, raking her pornographic eyes over his body, never once looking at me.

“Yeah, that’d be good,” he said.

“Friend of yours?” I asked, removing my hand from his as we navigated the narrow spaces between tables.

He didn’t answer, shocker, as Whit sat us at a booth in the corner.

Handing us menus, she smiled at Orion, leaning down, obviously so he could get a glimpse of her teeny tiny cleavage. “Your server will be here shortly, but if you need anything, honey, let me know.”

I mouthed, “Honey?” for his eyes only and Orion raised an eyebrow.

“Thanks, Whit,” he said, and the slut walked away.

Why did guys always go for the rail thin blondes? And why the hell did I care? That was the bigger question, really. I was short and curvy, but I was in shape. I mean, round was a shape, technically.

“You okay?” he asked.

“Golden,” I said, perusing my menu, even though I knew exactly what I wanted.

“You’re not jealous, are you?”

I glanced at him. “Of whom?”

He chuckled, shaking his head. “No one.”

I lowered my menu with a sigh. “Sorry. I’m not jealous in the sense that she was coming onto you so hard, I’m sure she’d drop to her knees and suck you off in the middle of this restaurant if you asked her to. It’s more of a... I don’t know... her being tall and blonde with a thigh gap to die for, the opposite of me, and sometimes girls just want what they can’t have.”

“You want to be tall and blonde?”

“And skinny,” I said.

He smiled. “Well, that’s dumb.”

“Is it?”

“Yeah. You’re a hundred times prettier than Whitney. She needs to eat a fuckin’ sandwich, or twelve.”

Oh my god, my stomach just dropped into my vagina. “Well, I don’t know if that’s necessarily true, but it’s sweet of you to say.”

“You don’t believe a word I’m sayin’, do you?”

I smiled. “I don’t know you. So, no.”

He laughed. “Okay, Razzle, I’m gonna change that.”

“Razzle?”

“You get a little razzled when you’re trying not to show me your emotions.”

I wrinkled my nose. “I do not.”

He hummed, focusing back on his menu. “Okay, Razzle, you don’t.”

“Did you stock up?” I asked, pretending to look at my food options. His quiet hiss indicated he knew exactly what I was asking, and I grinned as I met his eyes. “Well? Did you?”

“You serious about that?”

“As a heart attack,” I said. “No strings, though. I’m not looking for a commitment.”

“Jesus Christ,” he hissed.

“You got a problem with that?”

“No.”

“Good.” I closed my menu and leaned across the table. “How’s that for razzled?”

He dropped his head back and laughed.

* * *
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The next day, Sierra was working, so I had the house to myself...which was why Orion was on his way over for our first night together. I wasn’t nervous, surprisingly, but I was excited. Lordy, I needed some relief. 

My doorbell rang and I rushed to the front door, smoothing my hair before pulling open the door. Before I could greet him, Orion had me pushed up against the wall and his mouth was on mine. I gripped his leather jacket and held on for dear life as his tongue explored mine and his hand slid to my waist. 

He broke the kiss, settling his forehead to mine and smiling. “Hey.”

“Hi,” I breathed out, kissing him again, this time quickly. “You’re early.”

“Personality flaw.”

I tugged his beard gently. “Not a flaw.”

He chuckled. “You look gorgeous.”

I wore a striped maxi skirt with a V-neck T-shirt tied at my waist. I’d taken care with my hair, blow drying the natural curl straight and had applied very little makeup. 

“Thanks, so do you.” I smiled up at him. “Are you hungry?”

“Not for food. You?”

I licked my lips. “Same.”

“Yeah?”

I nodded. “Can we fuck now and eat later?”

He chuckled. “I plan to eat, baby, but it’ll be you.”

“Okay,” I rasped. “Come on.”

I led him up to my room and closed us in, just in case Sierra came home early. And then Orion’s mouth was on mine and his tongue slid between my lips, and I wrapped my arms around his neck in an effort to stay upright. Before I could fully register what was happening, my shirt was gone, as was my skirt, leaving me in my bra and panties. My nipples started tingling as he unsnapped my bra from behind, tugging it from my body and dropping it on the floor. 

His shirt was next, and I barely got a chance to take in his lean muscles and the Primal Howlers tattoo on his pec before I was on my back on my mattress and his face was buried between my legs.

My legs jolted as I slid them over his back and arched into his mouth, unable to stop a moan as his tongue found my clit over my panties.

Perfection.

He guided my legs back onto the mattress and slid my panties down, before throwing them in the corner and removing his boots and jeans. I watched him strip, biting my lip in an effort not to cry out in ecstasy at the vision of him naked. Lordy, he was pretty.

Tattooed sparrows on his abdomen and ‘Morgan’ on his right arm were the only tattoos other than the logo on his pec. I found this both fascinating, and sexy as hell.

He smiled, running his hands up the outside of my thighs. “You are beautiful.”

“You too,” I rasped, and he pushed my legs apart, focusing on my pussy again.

He ran his tongue between my lips before moving to my clit and sucking gently, then blowing air onto the sensitive nub. I moaned as my body shivered deliciously at his touch.

I lost his mouth when he took a second to roll on a condom and I couldn’t stop myself from sitting up and running my tongue over one of his tattoos right between his pecs, just above the Primal Howlers logo. He smiled, leaning down to kiss me again, then I was on my back and he was sliding into me.

“Jesus,” he hissed. “You’re fuckin’ gorgeous.”

I wrapped my legs around his waist, arching into him, taking him deeper, and he started to move. Slowly at first, but then faster, building a fire inside of me as he covered my mouth with his. 

My arms and legs clenched around him as my body thrummed with an impending climax and I let out a quiet sigh.

“Wait for me,” he demanded.

“Oh, god,” I panted out. “I don’t think I can.”

He slammed into me, then twisted my nipple between his finger and thumb, and I cried out as I came apart around him. He groaned, then I felt his dick pulse inside of me. He rolled us to our sides, and I slid my leg over his hip to stay connected. “Wow.”

Orion chuckled. “That was a little quicker than I would have liked.”

“We’ve got all night,” I reminded him.

“This is true.” He stroked my cheek, running his thumb over my lips. “You’re amazing, Razzle.”

I kissed his thumb. “Back atya.”

“You good with this being exclusive?”

I frowned. “I told you I didn’t want a commitment.”

“I get it, but I wanna get to a point where we don’t have to use condoms, and we can’t do that if we’re not exclusive.”

“Oh, right. Good point.”

“You on the pill?”

I shook my head. “IUD.”

“I went to the clinic yesterday and took every test I could. Should have the results in a few days.”

“I got tested when I ended it with Mark. I haven’t been with anyone since, but I can go do that if you want.”

“How long ago was that?”

“Right before I moved here.”

“You haven’t been with anyone for over two years?”

“Yes. Why, is that weird?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because you’re fuckin’ sexy, Raquel.”

I blushed. “Well, that’s ridiculously sweet.”

“It’s the truth,” he said. “You can’t tell me men aren’t falling at your feet.”

“I can tell you that,” I countered.

“Then they’re idiots.”

I snorted. “Stop.”

“I bet you twenty bucks you’re just not noticin’.”

“Whatever. Can we get off this subject, please?”

“The subject of you being sexy as fuck?” 

I nodded
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