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Ball Buster


Vada
When an unexpected phone call sends me to Drag Creek, Kentucky the last thing I expect is to inherit half of a bar. The other half belongs to a biker named Solo. 
A jerk who loves to argue with me. 
He’s rude, crude, and annoyingly handsome.
I have a week to decide if I want to marry him or give up my inheritance. 
A week to fall in love with the possibility of a new beginning.
The more I get to know about Solo the harder it becomes to walk away even though I know I should run fast and hard from a man like him.
Solo
Vada Vanlow is a ball busting bitch. 
The woman drives me crazy. 
She wants to turn my biker bar into a family friendly restaurant. 
What should be an easy partnership quickly turns into more than either of us bargained for. 
If I want to keep my half of the business there’s a catch. Marry Vada or lose it all.  
Ball Buster is a quick to the point BRRMC Roadhouse Tale and can be read as a standalone. 




BRRMC Roadhouse Tales 
Suggested Reading Order 
Devil Dick
Pecker Wrecker
Cock Blocker
Sassy Pants
Honey Trapped
Ball Buster






Dedication


To the thin line between love and hate. 




Chapter one
Vada


I pull into the parking lot not sure what to expect. Nearly twenty years without a word. Not so much as a call to say happy birthday and the man dies, leaving half of his bar to me. I don’t understand why. All this time he was here in Drag Creek, Kentucky pissing his life away on booze and women.  Not one thought of his daughter he walked out on when I was three.  Not until I received a call from his partner asking me to sell my half of the business. That was last week. Which leads me to now. 
To a biker bar called The Brew. I snort. How original. I stare at the sign hanging over the door. The letters appear to be made from horseshoes and hand tacked up there. I’ve been on the road for six hours and the last thing I want to do is be doing this, but I’m not a pushover. I know the guy is lowballing me on the offer even if the place looks like a dump. 
Off the bat I can tell the outside needs some curb appeal. Maybe some type of outdoor seating. A nice patio would be perfect for the summer. With it being right on the lake practically there is a lot of potential to turn this place into a money maker. 
As it sits now it reminds me of the last stop in a horror flick when you meet a dead-end road with only one gas station and a creepy caretaker or whatever. 
Digging into my purse, I pull out my makeup bag and do a touch up on my lips and freshen my mascara. Not that I’m trying to impress this geezer. If he’s anything like my sperm donor I’m sure he’s fat, balding, and well old. As I rub my lips together, I make note of the Harley parked near the front door. Sleek and black with the word Solo in orange script painted on the gas tank. Nice bike.
What kind of name is Solo anyway? I turn off the ignition and stick my keys in my purse. Exiting my car, I square my shoulders and speed walk to the bar. I’m ready to get this over with. Before I enter, I smooth my hands over my hips and dust the chip crumbs off my skirt. I wonder if they serve food here. I could go for a big greasy burger. 
The moment I step inside I’m met with classic rock music and metal signs on the walls like everywhere. A total dude place that isn’t friendly to families who may be looking for somewhere to grab a bite and a drink after a day at the lake or on their way there. 
I stop dead in my tracks when I see a young guy behind the bar. A black ball cap turned backwards on his head, black tee fitted snug across his chest, dark jeans with some wear and tear around the pockets. Tattoos snaking up his forearms. 
He’s tall and muscular. 
Dark hair and even darker eyes that seem to swallow me whole as his gaze pierces me in place. Dang he’s hot. HOT. As in make your panties wet by simply smiling. Slight stubble on his jaws and the beginning of a goatee. I’m placing him in his early to mid-thirties. This definitely can’t be the guy. 
“We’re closed on Sundays,” his deep, gritty voice reverberates down my spine giving me a tingle in my nether regions.  
Sweet lord. Heat washes over me and my nipples harden. I pray he can’t tell that I’m having such a physical reaction to him.  
“Um.” I clear my throat. “I’m looking for your boss.”
“You Vada?”  It doesn’t escape me that he’s fully checking me out. Likely thinking I don’t belong in this establishment in my skirt, long sleeved silk black blouse, and heels. 
“How do you…” There was only my car and the motorcycle in the lot. “You’re Solo?”
“One and only.”
“Oh.” I offer a weak smile.
“Not what you were expecting?”
“Well, my…fa—Les was old.”
He folds his arms over his chest. “You didn’t have to come all this way to accept the offer.”
“I wanted to see it for myself. Look at the books.”
“Place is bleeding money, babe.” 
“That doesn’t mean I want to just hand over my half without second thought.”
With a slight shake of his head, he moves from behind the bar. “Take it you’ll be in town a while?”
“Depends. But at least the next week or two. I still have his trailer or whatever to contend with. Do you know where it’s located?” What I don’t tell him is that I kind of quit my job and came here hoping for a new start. 
“Yup. Can show you once we’re finished here.”
“Great. You can get back to whatever it is you were doing, and I’ll have a look around the place.”
“Doing inventory. I’ll be in the basement if you need me. Lock the front door if you don’t mind. Don’t want stragglers wandering in.”
“Sure thing.” I turn on my heels back toward the door and gulp. What am I doing locking myself up in a bar with a stranger hottie I know absolutely nothing about? I mean yeah, my sperm donor was business partners with him, but given his history I’m not sure he was a great judge of character. This guy could be a serial killer for all I know. I’ll be quick. Do a fast tour of the place and get the heck out of here and come back when there are customers present. 
I’m sure I’m being silly and have watched one too many creepy movies. A girl can never be too careful though. Not in this day and age. Every day there’s some terrible story making the national headlines. Nowhere seems safe. I turn the lock and when I glance back Solo has disappeared. 
The bar area itself isn’t terrible but the barstools are ripped, and the overall look of the place says we serve roadkill. I don’t see menus or prices listed anywhere. How do people know what to order or how much the drinks are?  At least the pool tables seem to be in decent shape other than it appears someone got pissed off and kicked a hole in the bottom of the end of one. I guess that’s to be expected in a biker bar. I’m assuming that’s what this place is. Off to the side is a small stage and I blink. You’ve got to be kidding me. No way is that a freaking stripper pole. 
Okay definitely not a place any families will stop off for a bite to eat. 
With this confirmed I do a quick peek at the bathrooms. Both single stalls with a sink and a mirror. Not good if you’re having a busy night. 
There’s a small kitchen with the basics. A stove, fridge, sink, deep fryer, and a grill. All appear in decent shape. There’s a small utility closet with cleaning supplies. Four other doors. One is to the back exit, one labeled office that’s locked, a store room, and another I’m guessing leads to the basement where Solo is.
I don’t know if I want to follow him into what could be his creepy but hot guy murder lair or help myself to a drink and wait for him at the bar. I stare at the door and think about my heels and how knowing my luck I’ll probably trip or something. Drink at the bar it is. 
I move behind the bar and stare at the liquor bottles finding what I want. Jack Daniels. The glasses are cleaner than I expected. I don’t even see any water spots. Interesting. Two shots of Jack and four shots of Coke. I’m no bartender but I’ve watched the guys do it at the restaurant where I served tables enough to know the easy stuff. 
Taking a sip of my drink I move to the other side and park my butt on a stool. I glance around at the different signs. Mostly beer brands, car logos, gas stations, garage type stuff, and of course Harley Davidson. 
A picture mounted over a table against the wall catches my eye. Turn The Page by Bob Seger plays as I approach. One of the only memories I have of my father hits me square in the chest. Him in the garage working on his truck and Bob playing. A weird wave of nostalgia grips me. This melancholy sensation wraps hold of me as I stare
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