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Praise for the Wind Dragons Motorcycle Club series

DRAGON’S LAIR

“Dragon’s Lair proves a badass chick can tame even the wildest of men. . . . Not to be missed. A biker book unlike any other . . . [with] a heroine for strong-willed women and an MC of hot bikers. Chantal Fernando knows how to draw you in and keep you hooked.”

—Angela Graham, New York Times  and USA Today bestselling author

“Dragon’s Lair was witty and fast-paced. A delicious combination of badass biker men and laugh-out-loud humor.”

—Bookgossip.net

ARROW’S HELL

“Cheek-heating, gut-wrenching, and beautifully delivered! Arrow’s Hell took me on the ride of my life!”

—Bella Jewel, USA Today bestselling author

TRACKER’S END

“Fernando’s vivid characters burst onto the page . . . pulling readers into their world immediately and completely. This tightly told tale will leave readers eagerly waiting for the next installment.”

—Publishers Weekly

“The charismatic characters have captured my heart. . . . Tracker’s End is my favorite book in this series.”

—Smut Book Junkie

“Don’t miss out on the Wind Dragons MC series. . . . Chantal can really pull off the sexy times and give you some new BBFs to add to your list!”

—The Literary Gossip
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For Tenielle “Nush Nush” and Sasha Alexis.

I just want you both to know that I love you,

And I’m proud of you,

And there’s nothing I wouldn’t do for each of you.

I’ll always be there for you, your safety net, catching you when you fall.

For that’s what big sisters are for.
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If two people love each other there can be no happy end to it.

Ernest Hemingway


PROLOGUE
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Seven years ago

Rake

I DON’T want to go home,” she says, her face buried in my neck.

“Just stay, they won’t notice,” I tell her, rolling her over onto her back and bracing myself on top of her. “You can borrow some of Anna’s clothes and just come to school with us.”

“Maybe,” she replies, flashing me a cheeky smile.

My mom is hardly ever home, and we have no contact with our so-called father, so it is just Anna and me here anyway. We don’t have much, but Bailey doesn’t seem to mind. That is only one of the reasons I love her so much. I kiss her forehead, closing my eyes, wondering what I’d do without this girl. As I draw back, she kisses my lips, a soft, sweet kiss.

“I love you,” I whisper against her lips.

“I love you too, Adam,” she says, smiling. “You don’t have to tell me that to get me to stay though.”

I chuckle and kiss her again.

She wraps her arms around me and sighs in contentment. We may not have much, but we have each other, and I wouldn’t change that for the world.

“Wherever you are is my home,” she says, rolling me over so she’s on top now. She lays her head on my chest and closes her eyes. I cup the back of her head, my other hand on her back, just holding her.

“I’ll always love you, Bailey, no matter what.”

She kisses my chest.

If only I knew then that the next day, everything would change.

I would have never let her go.


ONE
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Present day

Rake

THE redhead sucks my cock deep into her throat. She’s good, but I’ve had better head. I watch her try to take every inch of me in her mouth. She starts to gag, then pulls away, sucking on the head.

I look around the clubhouse, already feeling bored. Sometimes I get this feeling like something is missing. I can’t pinpoint it exactly, but it’s almost like I’m looking for something I know I’ll never find. Like there’s a hole inside me that nothing will ever fill. Emptiness mixed with a feeling of longing. For what? I don’t exactly know. All I know is that I need a fuckin’ distraction, constantly.

And nothing is working these days.

I call over a cute blonde walking past, and she comes to me instantly.

I like that she doesn’t bother to play hard to get, when we both know she isn’t.

I push the redhead away gently, then lie back on the couch. I hand her a condom. “Put it on me.”

She nods her head and gets to work.

I watch her to make sure she’s doing it properly, then look at the blonde and tell her to undress.

She does.

She has a nice body, a flat stomach, and breasts the perfect handful, tipped with dusky nipples.

She can be seen by anyone passing by; she knows it, yet she doesn’t give a fuck.

I like that.

I tell the blonde to sit on my face, so I can eat her out while the redhead rides my cock.

After we all come, I’ll take them into my room, tie them up, and do with them as I please.

And they will love every second of it.

Bailey

I’ve never been to Rift before, but the club seems pretty cool. I feel out of place, even though I’m dressed like the other women around me. Maybe my black skirt isn’t as short, but it’s tight and figure-hugging. The black off-the-shoulder top I’ve matched it with clings tight around my boobs, then flares out to hide my stomach. My stomach never completely went flat again after giving birth, no matter how many sit-ups I’ve done, so tops like this are a godsend. Still, I feel like an imposter. It’s been that long since I’ve been to a club. I’ve had only one drink, and I’ve already lost Amethyst, the girl I came here with, to some hot biker. The two of them are dancing in the corner.

I met Amethyst at the school where we work; she was the receptionist there until recently, when she left to take a better-paying job elsewhere. She definitely isn’t the type of girl I’d usually be friends with, but when she invited me out I decided to accept, for a change. I had no idea, however, that I’d be ditched for the first guy who approached her.

Great.

I knew I shouldn’t have come out, but I wanted to do something different for a change, to push myself out of my comfort zone. Act my age. Enjoy being out. Try to have a carefree night. When I hear Chris Brown’s “Zero,” I head to the packed dance floor. Alone or not, I’m not going to miss out on dancing to this song. With my eyes closed, my hips move on their own accord, swaying in time to the music. I open my eyes just in time to see two beautiful women rush at me. It takes me a second to realize that I know them.

Holy shit.

I haven’t seen Anna and Lana since high school. I was a year older than them but still saw the two of them daily because of Adam. My chest suddenly hurts. Adam usually wasn’t too far away from Anna, but surely that had changed with time?

“Hello, stranger!” Anna says, smiling widely.

I shake my head in surprise, beaming at the two of them.

“Anna Ward? Oh my god!” I say, my eyes on her face. I then turn to Lana. “Lana Brown! I should have known the two of you would still be friends. Do you want to go outside so we don’t have to talk over the music?”

They’ve been best friends ever since I can remember. I feel a pang of jealousy at everything I must have missed out on over the years, but I push it aside. Anna moved away the year Adam and I broke up, but I have no idea what’s happened since then. I’ve been completely out of the loop. My relationship with these two was lost along with Adam.

Anna nods, smiling again, and we all walk out the front. The bouncer eyes us warily until Anna says, “We won’t leave this spot,” which has me confused.

“How have you been?” Lana asks me, bringing my attention to her.

“Good,” I tell them. “Just got out of a relationship, getting back into the dating scene.”

If you can call what Trevor and I had a relationship.

“How’s that going for you?” Anna asks me with that cheeky grin of hers.

I wince. Not so well. “I feel like I’ve been thrown back into the dating pool with no floaties.”

Trevor ended up being a train wreck, so who knows what else is waiting for me out there. We dated for only a month, after meeting at a museum. I’d taken my class there for an excursion, and he’d been the tour guide for the day. He’d slipped me his number as we left, and after two days I’d finally called him. He was good-looking and I hadn’t been on a date in so long, so I’d accepted. He started to get really clingy after the first two weeks, wanting to see me every night and blowing up my phone asking where I was. I didn’t want him to meet Cara, and I wasn’t exactly flexible to meet him whenever he wanted, which was way too regular for my liking. When he told me about his foot fetish, yeah, I was done.

We all giggle.

“I can be your float,” Anna jokes.

“You’re not single,” Lana reminds her best friend.

“Oh,” she replies, squinting her eyes. “Is that a rule? Do I have to be single to guide her in the right direction?”

I need more than a guide: I need a miracle.

And I need to stop wishing she would tell me about Adam. Is he married? Does he have children? How would I even feel about that? I hate the man, but I also love him. I always will. It is complicated. Do I want to see him? No. But knowing how he is doing wouldn’t hurt my soul.

Lana giggles. “No, but you have to know what you’re talking about.”

Anna scowls, while Lana and I share a laugh at that.

“I got Arrow, didn’t I?” Anna says, on the defense, her hands on her hips. “And trust me, it wasn’t easy.”

“You’re with someone?” I ask, interested to hear about the man who stole Anna’s heart.

Her face lights up. “Yeah. His name is Arrow. He’s . . . amazing.”

Lana and I share an amused look as a dreamy expression plays on Anna’s face.

“How did you meet him?” I ask.

She suddenly looks a little unsure. “Through my brother, actually.”

“Oh,” I say, keeping my expression neutral. “Well, I’m glad you found someone, Anna. And I hope your brother didn’t give him too much of a hard time. He always used to tell me that he thought you were too good for any man.”

Anna makes a face. “He still thinks that. So, tell me everything. Where have you been all these years?”

“I’ve been here,” I tell her. “I never left the city. I went to college and got a degree in early-childhood education.”

That is the truth, sort of.

Really I’d gotten pregnant and had my daughter, Cara, when I was twenty. Being a single mother, I struggled. Cara’s father didn’t want anything to do with her, and so I never asked him for anything. I worked and put myself through college, barely having enough money to eat most days but making sure my daughter had everything she needed. They were rough times, but I knew they’d pay off in the long run, and they did.

“You’re a teacher? That’s awesome!” Lana says, smiling widely.

“You’d make a good teacher, I think,” Anna inserts, laying a hand on my arm. “It’s really good to see you, Bailey.”

We stare into each other’s eyes.

“You too,” I say, suddenly feeling emotional. I knew this girl. We practically grew up together: I was fourteen when I came into her life. I thought that one day she’d be my sister-in-law, but I was wrong. So wrong. Embarrassingly so.

She’s about to say something when a man storms out of the club, coming to a halt when he sees us standing there, his eyes on Lana and Lana alone. He’s handsome. Okay, he’s more than handsome—he’s magnetic. Tall, with blond hair and a body worth sinning for. Is this Lana’s man?

Yeah, I need to start hanging out with these girls again.

“Christ, Lana. Pretty sure I told you to stay where you were,” the man growls. He looks at Anna, then at me, his eyes narrowing. “Who are you?”

Lana answers him, which I’m thankful for because I’m still surrendered speechless. “Tracker, this is Bailey, an old friend of ours. Bailey, this is Tracker.”

He smiles, exuding sex appeal. A man who knows exactly who he is and the effect he has on women. A confident man. “Nice to meet you.”

“You too,” I squeak, then glance at Lana with wide eyes.

Arrow? Tracker?

They’re weird nicknames, and it’s now obvious they’re bikers: the leather vest Tracker is wearing gives it away. Adam is letting his sister date a biker? I don’t know what to think, but if these two are with them, I’m sure they’re good men. Although I have to admit, Lana is the last girl I ever thought I’d see with a biker.

“We came out here to catch up,” Lana tells him.

“I can see that,” he murmurs. “Do you guys want to go into the VIP room? It’s much quieter and safer than standing out here where any man who drives past can see you. Rake’s in there, but you can just ignore him.”

Anna and Lana share a glance that I don’t miss. What are those two up to?

“Can you give us a second?” Lana asks Tracker, eyes pleading with his.

Tracker nods at Lana, his expression gentling. He says something to the bouncer, then heads back inside Rift.

“You’re dating a biker?” I ask, watching Tracker disappear.

“I am,” Lana replies slowly, as if unsure of what I’m thinking. “So is Anna.”

The two of them never did anything without each other, so I’m not surprised.

I grin at Anna. “No shit? What does your brother think of that?”

Anna mock-winces, her expression changing to amusement. “He didn’t like it at first, but now he’s okay with it.”

I want to ask more, but I don’t. I know there’s more to this story, but it isn’t really any of my business. Adam isn’t my business, hasn’t been for years, and will never be again. It’s a new chapter for me. I don’t need to be thinking of my first heartbreak.

“Let’s go check out this VIP room,” I say, trying to sound excited. I lead the way, guessing the direction, with Anna and Lana close behind.

“It’s this way,” Anna says, threading her arm through mine. “Can I ask you something?”

“Sure,” I tell her. We stop in front of the VIP area, and I turn to face her. “What is it?”

“Why did you never keep in contact with me when I left town? You said you would.”

I look into her familiar green eyes, and my chest suddenly hurts. “Didn’t Adam tell you what happened? I didn’t think you’d want to talk to me after that.”

She shakes her head. “He just said the two of you broke up. That was it. End of discussion.”

I cross my arms over my chest, suddenly feeling extremely exposed. “It’s a long story, Anna. And it’s in the past. I never stopped caring about you. I guess I left Adam behind, and you were a part of him.”

She tilts her head to the side and nods. I smile at Lana as she catches up to us.

When I look back at Anna, I see her eyes widen. Then she visibly cringes. She’s not looking in Lana’s direction but behind me. Almost afraid to look, I turn and see the man I loved more than anything in my life, the man I thought I never wanted to see again.

“Adam?” I gasp, wishing like hell I was anywhere except here right now.

This is the first time I’ve said his name out loud since high school.

Even saying it breaks my heart a little.

“Bailey?” he whispers, looking at me like he is seeing a ghost. His green eyes widen and his jaw goes slack.

Only a few seconds pass, but it feels like years as we both take each other in.

He looks as happy to see me as I am him.

Which is a big fat not at all.

I don’t think his scowl can get any deeper, and his eyes are narrowed to slits. He looks like he hates me.

I don’t want to face him. I’m not ready; I don’t think I’ll ever be ready. I need a do-over for tonight. One where I never come out at all.

He’s the same . . . but completely different.

I don’t know how to explain my emotions right now, because they’re all rushing at me, pulling me in different directions.

Over the years, I’d planned out what I wanted to say to him if I ever saw him again, but now that I’m here, I have nothing. I want to yell; I want to rage; I want to cry. I want to ask him if he’s happy.

He’s even more beautiful than I remember, but now it’s in a deadly way.

Just looking into his eyes, I can tell he lives his life in murky shades of gray.

I notice a piercing in his lip that wasn’t there before, another in his eyebrow. They both suit him. I also see tattoos peeking out from under his vest. When he was mine, his skin was ink-free.

“I’m going to get your name, right here,” he says, pointing to his heart. “I’ll get it done when we’re married.”

I place my hand where the future tattoo will go. “I like that, Adam. Maybe I’ll get your name written on my ring finger, because, unlike a ring, that can never come off.”

I close my eyes and bring myself back to the present. I never expected or wanted to see Adam again, and now that I have, I need to try to calm my emotions, keep them locked away. The past has no place in the present, or in my future. Adam and I need to stay in the past, but I know it’s not as simple as that. He was my first and only love, and that’s not something one forgets. He also hurt me more than any other person has, more than any person could. I don’t know what to say right now. I want to cry. I want to scream. I want him to hold me.

Not surprisingly, I look down to see him zipping up his jeans, and a beautiful woman curling into his side.

Women always flocked to Adam. But once upon a time, this man was mine.

My everything.

And now? Now he’s just a stranger.

I look at the woman by his side, my emotions all over the place. “I see some things don’t change.”

The air thickens, uncomfortably so, but the two of us are locked in a silent battle, having conversations with our eyes.

“Should we go into—” Lana tries to defuse the tension, but Adam cuts her off.

“Anna, you and Lana go inside. Bailey and I need to talk.”

So much has already been said between us with no words used, I wonder what he could want to actually talk about. “What about me?” his woman snaps. “I just had your dick in my mouth and now you want to talk to this bitch?”

Bitch? I was the first woman to have Adam’s cock in her mouth! I cringe at my own thoughts. I’m seriously glad no one else can hear them.

Anna grabs Lana by her arm. “Let’s give them some privacy.”

I silently plead with them to stay, but they won’t even look in my direction. Yeah, no help there. I watch them disappear into the VIP room, then send my dirtiest look in Adam’s direction, but he’s not even looking at me. He’s trying to get rid of the woman who is still pasted against him.

“Go,” he demands, tone cold. “Don’t make me have to tell you again, because I won’t be so nice the next time.”

She storms away, shaking her ass so much I’m surprised her hips don’t dislocate. She does have a nice ass though.

Bitch.

He turns to me and we continue our silent conversation. His eyes say, I can fuck whoever I want. While mine say, Perhaps you should grow some fucking standards.

Now that Adam and I are finally alone, I kind of wish she would come back.

Desperate times, apparently.

“Now, what the fuck are you doing in my club?” he growls, stepping closer to me.

His club?

Shit.

“You own this club?” I ask, eyebrows rising.

How fucking unlucky am I? Is this the only club he owns? Because that would be pretty damn unlucky. Then again, good luck and I have never really mixed. “Heartbeat” by Childish Gambino starts to play, but I can’t even enjoy the song under Adam’s intense stare.

“I do,” he replies slowly, taking me in from head to toe in a painfully slow inspection that has me feeling a little self-conscious.

“Okay,” I say, looking around. To the left, to the right. Behind him. Anywhere but into his eyes. I don’t know the man standing before me, and while a small part of me wants to run into his arms, the rest of me wants to slap him across the face.

“Who are you here with?” he asks, making my gaze reluctantly meet his once more.

“A friend,” I say.

“Where is this friend?” he asks, crossing his arms over his chest.

I shrug, feeling a little sheepish. “Around here somewhere.”

I said I was with a friend, not a good friend. Trust me, there’s a difference.

He nods his head, his lips as tight as I’ve ever seen them. “You gonna come back here?”

I shake my head. “Definitely not.”

He scrubs a hand down his face. “Good. Unless you want to fuck, you know, for old times’ sake?”

Is he serious right now? Did I want to fuck for old times’ sake?

I grit my teeth and count to ten in my head. If he wants to unsettle me, he’s sure doing a good job of it.

I actually contemplate slapping him, but no, that won’t help the situation. Best not to let him know how much his words affect me. I won’t give him the satisfaction of knowing how just seeing him again makes my soul whimper in pain.

I force out a humorless laugh. “I do want to fuck,” I say, licking my lips. His eyes widen, surprised at my words. I take a step closer. “Anyone except you, Adam.”

“It’s Rake,” he says, expression now blank. “No one calls me Adam anymore. And to tell you the truth, my name on your lips is just pissing me the fuck off.”

“Right,” I mutter, looking at my feet before back up at him. “Well, Rake. Please tell Anna and Lana I said ’bye.”

He scowls. “Stay away from them, Bailey. I don’t want you to have anything to do with me or anyone I care about. You’re nothing to me anymore. You haven’t been for a long-ass time. Now get the fuck out of my club.”

The last line of the song plays, the words lingering between us.

They hurt.

The past hurts.

Everything fucking hurts.

The last thing I need is to open those old wounds. I worked so hard at burying everything, at moving on. Apparently all it takes is one look at his face to bring every pain back.

So I turn and leave.

He isn’t worth it.

Rake

I watch her walk away from me, my chest feeling constricted—so tight it hurts to breathe. Seeing her again here, of all places, really has me feeling off-fuckin’-kilter. I rub the back of my neck, staring at the spot where she was just standing.

Fuck.

I’m not him. I’m not the boy whose heart she broke, not anymore. I shouldn’t be feeling anything when I see her. It’s been years, but it feels like Bailey is still mine. She still looks good—I’ll give her that. Her brown hair still looks fuckin’ soft and I know it would have smelled good too. Her brown eyes can still peer into my fuckin’ soul.

I can’t see her again.

She’s nothing to me. I must be feeling like this because of the surprise of seeing her again. That’s all. Yeah, she has no hold over me.

None.

Fuck, I need a smoke, even though I quit.

“She’s pretty,” I hear Tracker say from behind, placing his hand on my shoulder for a second before removing it. “Lana seems fond of her. We gonna have any trouble with her?”

“No,” I growl instantly. “No trouble.” I turn to look at my brother. “And only I deal with her, all right? No one else goes near her.”

She’s my burden to bear. The walking example of what happens when you let a woman get close to you. My own personal walking lesson.

“You want me to call Kira back?”

“Who?” I ask Tracker distractedly.

He barks out a laugh and shakes his head. “Never mind.”

Bailey is back.

And my guard is up higher than motherfuckin’ ever.


TWO
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Two months later

Bailey

HE said what?” Tia gasps, then giggles.

I take a small sip of my coffee and hesitantly repeat, “He said that one of my boobs was the size of his head.”

She laughs harder, clutching her chest, her blond hair framing her oval face like a curtain. “Men these days. How hilarious are they? And by hilarious I mean stupid.”

I giggle at that. “Right? I think I’ve had enough dating to last me a lifetime.”

“You went on two dates after the whole Trevor fiasco,” Tia points out with a smirk. “And one ended between the sheets.”

I groan and put my coffee down on the table. “Please, don’t remind me.” I pause. “At least none of them had a foot fetish.”

“I don’t think he meant the boob thing as an insult,” she continues, blue eyes wide on me. “It would have been a compliment. He was merely making an observation. You do have huge boobs.”

I look down at the boobs in question. “Yeah, but he should enjoy them, not compare the size to his head! Maybe his head is just really small.”

Tia’s shoulders shake, and she wipes her eyes, which are starting to water. She always cries when she laughs. “The sex couldn’t have been that bad!”

I cover my face with my hands, not wanting to relive it. “It was horrible. He kept calling my . . . my . . .”

“Your what?” Tia asks, leaning closer to me. I point downward to my crotch. “Your pussy?” she supplies casually.

I nod.

“What was he calling it?” she asks, sounding both curious and on the verge of laughter.

I groan, yeah I’m not going to say that word out loud. “The c-word.”

Tia grins, slamming her hand down on my dining table. “A cu—”

“Yes,” I say, cutting her off. “That.”

“A little dirty talk never hurt anyone,” she huffs, lifting her mug to her lips, hiding her smirk.

“There is something seriously wrong with you,” I tell my neighbor. I moved next door to Tia over a year ago. We became fast friends, and so did our children. My daughter, Cara, and her son, Rhett, are almost the same age and spend a fair bit of time together; we take turns having each other over for meals and company. We became family in such a short time, and I love them both to death.

“I’m all for the dirty talk,” I agree. “But that word? Yeah, no. Why can’t he just say pussy like a normal dirty-talking man?” Even the word pussy sounds foreign on my tongue. Before I became friends with Tia, I never really spoke about my sex life.

When he told me he loved fucking my c-word, I kind of wished I was anywhere except under him.

“Did he make you come, at least?” she asks, not shy at all.

“When did the two of us lose our boundaries?” I ask myself, staring at the ceiling for a second.

“Probably when you walked in on me having sex with—”

“Oh god, don’t make me relive it!” I shriek, cutting off the rest of her sentence. I’d once come over to her house to find the door unlocked. Panicked, thinking someone had broken in, or something was wrong, I ran into the house while dialing the police, only to find her riding some guy. It was awkward. She didn’t think so, but I did and still do.

“Bailey,” she says in a serious tone. “You’re a catch. A great woman. The best. And a fucking babe. If you can’t find a good man, what chance do the rest of us have?”

I smile sadly. “Maybe not all of us are meant to be with someone. I have a house. A job. A beautiful, healthy daughter. If that’s all I get in life, I’ll be happy with it.”

“Bullshit,” Tia says, narrowing her blue eyes. “You’ll find someone, when the time is right. Someone who isn’t a creep like Trevor.”

Yeah, I sure know how to pick them. Tia knows a few things about Adam, but not the whole story. No one knows the whole story except me.

I push my dark hair back behind my ear and mutter, “I won’t hold my breath.”

Cara and Rhett run into the kitchen, saving me from Tia’s attempt at a motivational speech.

“You two finished playing games?” I ask my daughter, hugging her as she runs into my arms, her brown hair flailing around.

“Yeah,” she says, her big brown eyes glancing up at me. “Can we go play outside now?”

I nod. “Yeah, okay. How about a snack first?”

“Yes, please!” Rhett calls out, always hungry. His blond hair falls over his forehead, his blue eyes identical to Tia’s peer up at me in excitement.

“Okay,” I tell him. “Wash your hands while I fix you both something.”

They wash their hands and wait patiently at the table while I make them some fruit salad, and pull out some Jell-O from the fridge to go with it.

“Thanks, Mom!” Cara says, picking up her fork and stabbing a piece of watermelon.

“Thanks, Aunt Bailey,” Rhett says, doing the same. I always get a little emotional when he calls me Aunt, even though we aren’t blood related. Tia says I’m more family to them than their own family, and that I’ve done more for Rhett than his real aunts, so I’ve earned the title.

I share a glance with her. Here we are, both single mothers, doing the best we can, but even I have to admit we both have great children.

Tia smiles, reading my thoughts. “We’ve done well, haven’t we?”

Cara looks up at me and grins before returning her concentration to the food.

“Yeah, we did.”

*   *   *

The last place I ever thought I’d see Lana and Anna again is the school I teach at, so when I hear them both calling my name, I turn around with my mouth open in shock.

“What are the two of you doing here?” I ask, hugging Anna, then Lana.

“We’re here for Clover,” Lana replies, then points to a cute dark-haired girl in the crowd.

“She’s gorgeous. Neither of you mentioned having a child!”

But then again, neither had I.

Anna’s green eyes widen. “Oh, she isn’t ours. She’s Sin and Faye’s daughter. Friends of ours.”

“Oh,” I say, putting the pieces together. “You’re here to watch her race?”

Today was Field Day, and other schools were here to compete. The younger children came to play team games and have a friendly race or two.

Anna nods. “Yeah, we all came out to cheer for her. It’s her first race. She’s so excited, you should see her.”

Lana looks down at her shoes and shuffles them in the grass. “Why didn’t you call us after we saw you at Rift? We thought we’d all have caught up by now.”

My mind races with how to handle this. I don’t want to tell them the truth, but I don’t want them to think I don’t want to see them either. “I didn’t have your number.”

With social media, it was a lame excuse at best, but Anna’s eyes narrow. “Rake said he gave you my number.”

Well, fuck.

That bastard!

“Well, he didn’t,” I tell her. “Look, girls, the truth is, I’d love to hang out with you both, but I don’t want to see Adam. There’s too much history there, and to be honest, I don’t even want to be around him. Trust me when I say the feeling is mutual.”

Anna crosses her arms over her chest. “Who says Rake has to be there? We can have ladies’ nights; he can do his own thing. It’s not like he told us to stay away from you.”

Now it’s my turn to look down at my feet, as though they suddenly became interesting.

“What the fuck?” Anna growls, her hands falling loose and clenching. “He didn’t?!”

Even Lana looks surprised. “He doesn’t want you around that badly? Damn. That doesn’t sound like Rake at all. He’s normally pretty easygoing.”

“Not around me,” I grumble. “He told me he didn’t want me around the two of you. You’re his sister, Anna—unfortunately he got you in the breakup. I can’t go against his wishes, because if he finds out, he’s going to be in my face and that’s the last thing I want. I never want to see him again if I can manage it.”

Lana and Anna share a speculative glance.

“What?” I ask, dragging out the word.

Anna grins, her eyes lighting up. “Rake’s going on a run next weekend. He’ll be gone for a few days. We can catch up for a drink or two. He won’t find out; it’ll be fine.”

“Famous last words,” I say with an exaggerated sigh, even though all three of us knew damn well I was going to go out with them. “Is he here to watch Clover?”

They both shake their heads, but Anna answers. “Nah, Sin and Tracker are here. The rest of the men had shit to do.”

I look behind the girls and see Tracker sitting on the hood of a black four-wheel drive. Next to him is a man with dark hair. His arm is around a woman who is waving her hands in the air in Clover’s direction. The two men are wearing the vest things I’ve seen bikers wear, and both look extremely imposing.

In fact, all the other parents have given them a wide berth.

Lana pulls out her phone and hands it to me. “Give us your number.”

I put my number in and save it. “I guess he’s going to find out you two saw me here today anyway.”

“Can I ask you something?” Anna says, a serious expression on her pretty face. I already know what she’s going to ask, but I nod my head anyway.

“What happened between the two of you? You were the best couple. I’ve never seen young love like that in my life. Everyone thought you’d get married.”

So did I, but life doesn’t always turn out how you expect it.

I lick my suddenly dry lips. A few words flow through my mind.

Utter devastation.

Heartbreak.

Tragedy.

Pain.

A lot of fucking pain.

“I guess it just didn’t work out,” I tell them, shrugging simply. Understatement of the fucking year.


THREE
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NEXT weekend comes around faster than usual. Lana texted me a few days ago and asked if I could meet them at Rift, which was the last place I wanted to be. When I told her as much, she told me that we could meet at a bar called Knox’s Tavern instead. Tia offered to keep Cara for the night so I could go out and enjoy a night with my old friends. Still, I’m feeling a little unsure.

I love Anna and Lana, but being with them brings back so many memories. Having them in my life brings back Adam. My Adam, not the biker badass known as Rake. The Adam I loved, before he broke me. I keep trying to find a love like what we shared, but it just never measures up. And it makes me hate him even more. I need to get over it, I know. But I’ve tried and I can’t. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to get to the point where I can see him and not feel anything, good or bad. I wish I could.

I’d love to see him and feel absolutely nothing, to be numb. For my heart not to race, for my chest not to get tight. For me to be able to breathe freely, not feel like tears are about to drip down my cheeks.

Maybe one day.

I glance at my reflection in my full-length mirror, looking from
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