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            Feral Instincts

          

          Dylan “Holliday” Jacobs

        

      

    

    
      I’m Dylan “Holliday” Jacobs, and I take pride in honesty. Having my Dark Leopards MC brothers’ backs. Doing the right thing for them and their old ladies while trying to hide the desire for my own.

       

      But the lion in my head is feral. I don’t feel the mating call he insists is truth between me and the newest club whore, and I sure as hell won’t be manipulated by him into claiming her, no matter how sweet she smells.

       

      My inner cat is a liar, but my shifter’s gift tells me she lies, too.

       

      When the time comes to choose between him and the too-young woman who refuses to speak the truth, I’ll ignore my instincts and do the honorable, honest thing—and chance losing the one thing I’ve always wanted.
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      “What’s your favorite part of being a club whore?” Lette asked while pulling a white tank top over her head.

      Our full-length mirror stuck to the back of our bedroom door didn’t do my ass justice as I peered over my shoulder. “These cut-offs short enough?”

      “Yeah.” Lette unhooked her bra beneath her shirt, slipped her arms free, and snapped the bit of lace my way, a smile apple-ing her bronzed cheeks. “Think I’ll go with the nipples showing tonight. Too damn hot. Now answer the question.”

      My favorite part of being a whore to an MC club?

      The satisfaction of saying fuck you every time I allow a man inside my body.

      “Dick,” I answered before she could question my hesitation.

      “The variety is nice.” A sigh escaped Lette as she came to stand behind me, her big, doe-like eyes checking out my front in the warped image in front of us. “I wish I had your curves.”

      “Brothers don’t care what you look like as long as they’ve got a wet, willing hole.”

      “Some of those assholes don’t know how to make a woman wet,” she muttered and turned away again. “Thank fuck for lube.”

      I sat beside her on the edge of our double bed and strapped on my fuck-me heels I’d nabbed from a second-hand store. “So, what’s your favorite part?”

      “When brothers get all animal-like, growling and shit, like they want to shift and rip you apart. Hot. As. Fuck.” Lette’s long dark curls fell around her face as she snickered and bent to pull on her cowboy boots. “Seriously, though, what’s made you stick around? When I first met you last month, I thought you were a virgin prude who’d never even seen a dick.”

      Oh, I’d seen one alright—and the memory of that night etched in my brain in vivid, sickening detail. I’d been whoring myself out to the Dark Leopards MC East Texas Chapter ever since, and I’d found something I hadn’t realized I’d been missing.

      “Freedom,” I didn’t hesitate to answer why I stuck around.

      Lette let out a snort. “There’s no freedom being a whore to those bossy fuckers. It’s spread your legs or wrap those lips around my cock,” she mocked with a deep voice, her fingers quoting the air around the lines we heard every time we partied with the brothers. She had a point, but she also didn’t know the ugliness, the darkness that had led to our paths crossing.

      “At least there’s no question about what they want,” I said, trying for a light-hearted tone.

      The heat of Lette’s stare warmed the side of my face, and I hopped up before she could question me further. “Like the heels?” I showcased my leg with a twist of my ankle.

      “I like your shorts better,” she said, eyeing the frayed denim. “Those things will be peeled off your legs before the end of the first hour.”

      “Half-hour,” I tossed back.

      “Fine.” She stood and held out her hand. “You get the first fuck, but I’ll get the most dick tonight.”

      “Any hole?” I asked, raising an eyebrow and smirking.

      Lette rolled her eyes. “I hate taking it in the ass, but yeah. Any hole.”

      I shook her hand, our crass betting twisting my stomach even though I smiled.

      Fuck you.

      Fighting to keep my jolly facade in place, I grabbed my bag and followed my best and only friend out into the alleyway, reminding myself I was a new woman. That my life was mine for the choosing. I could be who I wanted. Fuck who I wanted. Curse a mean streak and even take shots off Lette’s flat stomach if that’s what the brothers wanted.

      I could sin every second of every day and no longer fear the wrath of a strap, whip, or threat of eternal damnation.

      Blue still shaded overhead between the two buildings rising above us, the first hints of sunset streaking the sky and easing my mind of the shit of my past. I’d always enjoyed the outdoors, the lack of restrictions keeping me from seeing the entire sky. I’d always been envious of birds and the freedom they had to go wherever the wind took them. “Gorgeous night,” I murmured.

      “Fucking hot.”

      Warmth prickled my armpits as Lette pointed out the Texas heat, pulling my focus back to the alley and reality.

      “Should have left the damn bra behind,” I grumbled, grabbing up my dirty blonde hair and tying it into a knot atop my head.

      Lette laughed and hooked her arm in mine, pulling me toward her old beat up Chevy parked a few feet away. “Wet t-shirt contest tonight? I’ll bet the brothers would be up for that.”

      “They’ll be up for anything that involves breasts.”

      “Trixie will win, though,” Lette muttered. “That whore has the nicest tits I’ve ever seen.”

      “Trampy McCuntwaffle, you mean?” I asked with a laugh, loving the nickname one of the old ladies had given the bitch whore we shared the brothers with.

      “No kids allowed tonight, so it’s gonna be a fun party, and I refuse to let that bitch get under my skin—and forget that wet t-shirt idea.” Lette climbed into her car, slamming the rusty door behind her.

      I did the same, flashes of old parties—gatherings—I’d enjoyed as a kid coming to mind. Way different than where she and I headed.

      Freedom, I reminded myself as a bird cooed from overhead, my smile real and relaxed. “Let’s go get some dick.”

      “Let’s.” She tore out of the parking lot, and we both hooted out the open windows, ready to party.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      I never climaxed.

      Ever.

      The idea of pre-marital sex had been tainted in my head for so damn long that even fully drunk, my mind wouldn’t allow me to push past the guilt and enjoy myself while a man found relief inside me.

      Rory, aka Nips, one of the new brothers who’d been recently patched in, left me on the bed in one of the club’s fuck rooms, and I swallowed against rising bile, same as I did every time I lay in the aftermath of allowing a man access to my body. I’d become nothing more than a whore, hungry for dick, just like him…

      Seeking out the MC had been my focus when I’d escaped, a big fuck you with the most vile of creatures, or so I’d been told about the one-percenters, and yet my stomach churned with self-loathing from years of having it ingrained in my head that my sexual submission should only be gifted to my husband. But that satisfaction of choosing wrong, being bad—sinning against him—kept me on my path.

      And the MC brothers I’d met had been lied about. Vile was the last adjective I’d have used to describe the men I serviced.

      Before my mind had me heaving my guts into the toilet, I hopped off the bed and washed up in the small adjacent bathroom, using wipes to clean up the lube between my thighs. I tossed the wipe into the trash atop Rory’s tied-off condom.

      The unclaimed brothers might be a bunch of horn dogs, but they all sheathed up when messing with the whores. Good men, in my opinion. Unlike some of the other whores who ignored the whole “whores can’t be old ladies” rule, I wasn’t out to strap someone down in hopes of becoming theirs.

      Nope. No way.

      I had my whole life ahead of me, and no man, good or bad, would tie me down ever again, literally or figuratively.

      Running my fingers through my tangled hair, I glanced in the mirror, careful to keep from looking myself in the eye. Rory had left a hickey on my neck. Damn man was a bit too fond of nibbling and sucking when fucking. I reapplied my bright red lipstick, and forced myself to check out the corners of my eyes to make sure my black liner and mascara hadn’t smeared from him pushing my face in the pillow while he plowed into me from behind.

      My eyes mocked me from the depths of the dark makeup surrounding them.

      “This is what I want,” I whispered a harsh reminder as my empty stomach churned again. Plumping my breasts in my bra I’d decided to keep on, I lifted my chin, and forced the sassy tilt to my lips the brothers seemed to enjoy.

      Dirty.

      Slut.

      “Fuck you.” Chin high, I strode out of the room, telling myself I was ready for dick number two of the night even if my body couldn’t rouse an ounce of wetness to ease their way.
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      Seemed everyone and their best friend hit the goddamn lottery when it came to mates. I’d never been a jealous man, but goddamn, my lip curled every time another brother showed up with a woman on his arm, a mating scar on her neck, or the scent of sex clinging to both of them.

      Wraith. Big Bry. Shadow and his brother Demon. Slash. Stonewall, even. And Kid, my best fucking friend…

      The cagey lion inside me prowled and growled, pacing back and forth in my head every minute of every day unless I slept since I didn’t drink anymore.

      Want.

      “Yeah, fucker, I know. I want, too—but just pussy. Missed that shit.” The words whipped from my lips in the wind flying past me thanks to the old chopper between my thighs. Open highway, straight pipes, leathers on my lower half, and my colors on my back—fucking life I’d been missing out on the previous weeks during my stint in rehab.

      I loved my whiskey. Loved the damn taste of that shit, but too much. Loved that it shut my damn one-worded cat down and gave me peace. Having a voice inside, one I couldn’t trust, drove me insane. It’s why I told myself I didn’t want to find a mate like he did—I already had a fucking nag.

      But pussy … there was pussy to be had at the club.

      While I hadn’t told anyone I was headed home, I expected the place to be full and rocking. Fridays tended toward party nights. Booze, shots, and whores—except for those brothers with their mates sitting on their laps. Seeing that shit drove my cat insane with need to sink my teeth into soft flesh and claim.

      Fucker had tried to talk me into attempting to bite non-shifters, women I didn’t even feel drawn to like I’d heard a man did to his fated mate. He pulled on the strings of my jealousy since my gift of sniffing out deceit didn’t work on him, making me want to feel like I could be loved like my brothers. Crooked fucker—just like my dad’s cat. Couldn’t be trusted.

      Jaw clenched, I downshifted and drove my way across town.

      At the end of the day, every man was out for himself, including the damn animals some of the select few walking the earth contained inside them. But I strived to be better than how I saw most men. Desire to be a good role model often times clashed with my cynicism in not trusting new prospects, but I tried.

      Being a better man meant justice and loyalty. Speaking honest words even when they hurt.

      It also meant getting sober and staying the hell away from whiskey. I’d fucked up, but I found my nerves of steel again while in rehab, and nothing or no one, damn cat included, would make me give into thirst for oblivion and silence outside sleep.

      Bikes lined the front of the club, and I parked at the end as a couple brothers hollered a greeting to me from where they hung smoking by the front door. That sense of rightness I’d felt the first time I set food on the Dark Leopards compound hit me, tightening my throat as I got pulled in for bro hugs and back slaps. Felt like the home I’d lost in my father’s pride—all because of a crooked lion.

      “Rory.” I grabbed the kid I’d sponsored, fucking stoked to see he’d gotten patched in while I was in rehab. “Congrats, brother.”

      He grinned and squeezed me tight. “It’s Nips for real now, and glad to see you back, Holliday.”

      No sense of lies or deceit emanated from him or the other two hanging outside for a smoke even though my inner cat snarled about something smelling good.

      Mate.

      I snorted a laugh and stepped away from Rory—Nips who liked his flask as much as I used to. Fucking cat, so damn desperate for a mate he decided to try to get me to go after a male. As if. Didn’t have a problem if a man wanted dick, but I preferred the softer side of humanity. Curves. Sweet scented rather than musk. Feminine laughter rather than deep, drunken guffaws.

      A few minutes of catching up, and I left the boys to their cigars and pushed into the club.

      The scent of booze, pussy, and wet cat slammed into me.

      Home. I grinned at my human thought, and seconds later found myself caught up in tight hugs, arm punches, and back slaps. Even my cat calmed down, preening like a needy little fuck beneath the attention and affection from my brothers and the few old ladies hanging with their mates.

      Music blared, but Wraith flung his arm around my shoulder and hollered to turn it the fuck down. Someone listened, and he let out a shrill whistle. “Look who’s home, brothers!”

      His holler brought a ruckus louder than the music, and my damn throat tightened again.

      “Thanks, Wraith.”

      He squeezed and let go. “Sit your ass down, Holliday. Got lots to tell you.”

      “Hey, Holliday.” Ashlyn, Big Bry’s old lady pulled me in for a hug before I could sit, the scent of their young twins—and Bry’s cum—marking her skin. “Glad to see you back. Are you doing okay?” She pulled away, holding me at arm’s length with concern in her eyes, and I wondered if her gift made her feel a premonition over my future.

      “Better than I’ve been in years, yeah.” And, I fucking meant it. “Everything good?”

      Her truthful smile rested the anxiety that had spiked in my blood at the concern which faded from her face. “Yes.”

      Big Bry pulled Ashlyn down onto his lap before she could say anything else, and she melted against his chest, clinging to him.

      No need for whiskey raced through my blood at the sight of her mating scar, or their closeness. I focused on the happiness I felt for the big brute who didn’t like people, the man who had three people of his own since finding Ashlyn.

      “No cubs tonight?” I asked him, moving around the chair they occupied.

      “Needed a damn break from all the shrieking,” Big Bry muttered, and Ashlyn jokingly smacked his arm. “Careful, iubita,” he growled a warning at her even though not a trace of anger laced his voice.

      She purred against his neck, and I tore my focus off them, heading for the empty chair between Demon and Rooster. I opened my mouth to ask Demon about his mate, Rian, but sweetness drifted past my nose amidst the stale beer stench, stiffening my dick to aching within one beat of my heart. My steps halted, and I lifted my head for a deeper inhale, my focus honing in on the hallway.

      A young blonde I hadn’t seen before scanned the room, but a brother grabbed her around the waist before our gazes met. He pulled her in close and crowded her back to the chair he’d hopped up from at the sight of her.

      She sprawled across his lap, her head tipping back in laughter. A mole sat at the corner of her lips, hot as fuck, but the paleness of her throat grabbed and held my focus.

      Unmarked.

      Mine.

      “Fucking cat.” I clenched my jaw, hands fisted at my sides, not giving two shits my raging hard-on stretched down along my thigh in obvious need to fuck.

      Someone backhanded my shoulder, and I realized I stood beside the empty chair, Wraith smirking up at me. “You sitting down, or getting pussy first?”

      Angel, his mate, straddled his waist. “Leave the man alone,” she chided with laughter.

      I glanced back over at the blonde again as the boys at the table snickered along with our president.

      “Go take care of that shit,” Rooster said, nodding toward my dick, his face deadpan. Something bothered the hell outta him, but I couldn’t find it in myself to care in that moment. Seemed jealous as shit, but I was just as fucking single as he was.

      The brother across the room slid the blonde off his lap and she knelt between his knees, her hands making quick work of his belt.

      Oh fuck, no.

      I stared at the back of her head, and a growl rumbled in my chest. My legs took me across the club, and I pushed men out of my way, driven by something beyond my damn cat chanting, mine.

      Ignoring the bastard, I went on my human instinct, conscious of the fact I didn’t feel a mating draw to the woman—just madness from her scent. I’d gone too long fucking nothing more than my fist.

      Another growl erupted from me as she sprang his dick free
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