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Chapter 1

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.
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Dedication
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To Chief fans — This one is for you.

To L.S. — Right out of the ballpark, baby!

To J – Because fireworks should be heard and seen everywhere.
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Chapter 1
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Raindrops bounced in the puddles along the curb. Elling Halvorsen stood on the sidewalk under the awning of the Colman Hotel. The downpour had come out of nowhere which often happened in Portland, Oregon.

Waiting out the rain, he leaned against the alcove to the left of the front door. He sent a text to Brage, the V.P. of Slag Motorcycle Club, letting him know the Federal Agent he followed from the clubhouse had checked into a room.

A group of six people, couples, walked past him under their umbrellas, passing the hotel. At ten o'clock at night, he highly doubted if there would be a rush of people checking into hotel rooms. They were probably going out for a night on the town.

He looked up, checking out the tall, brick building. It came as no surprise the Federal Agent had enough money at his disposal to stay at one of the more high-class hotels in the area. Agent Vance Campbell spent his days harassing Slag members, trying to get them to rat each other out. 

Elling stuck his head out from under the awning and looked up at the dark sky. A few drops of rain peppered his face.

Leaning back against the wall, he sighed in impatience. The club needed to get another shipment up to the Seattle Chapter and on the cargo ship set for Norway in four weeks. That wouldn't happen if Agent Campbell continued to dog their every step. For one man, he seemed to hit enough hot spots that enabled him to come face-to-face with Slag members.

Sticking his arm out over the sidewalk, he raised the palm of his hand. The rain had slowed to a few sprinkles.

He walked to his Harley, having parked in the fifteen-minute, drop-off spot in front of the doors to the hotel. Using the sleeve of his shirt, he swept his arm over the seat, getting most of the wetness off. There was nothing he hated more than a wet-ass ride back to the clubhouse.

He put on his helmet, slipped on his gloves, turned the key, and pushed the starter.

Nothing happened. 

The familiar vibration underneath him never came.

There was still gas in the tank. He never let it get below a half.

He flipped his headlight on. The beam of light lit up the car parked in front of him. The problem wasn't his battery.

God damn. He was getting too old to pop start a bike.

A woman walked out of the hotel, holding the door open, and used a key at the bottom of the frame to lock one side of the double doors. He took in the curve of her ass as she balanced on her heels. The slim black skirt hit her right above the knees.

He blew out his breath. She was a pretty woman. Young, firm, and wore her long, rich brown hair behind her shoulders. The ends almost hit her waist.

Struggling with the key, her ass bounced up and down with her movements as she fought to turn the lock.

The remaining closed door visibly clicked into place. She stood, sliding the keyring over her finger and brushed her hands off.

He never gave classy women his time in public. Women like her liked bikers in private and stuck up their nose in a crowd.

She looked up and down the street before gazing at him. "Coming in?"

"Not tonight." He remained sitting.

She wasn't asking, she was inquiring. He'd learned the difference as a boy.

Her white silky-looking buttoned shirt covered all of her and fit like a glove, showing the outline of breasts that were a little too big for the size of her body. Just the way he liked them.

She stayed in the open doorway. "If you're not a guest, I’m going to have to ask you to park in one of the public spots along the street. The one in front of the hotel is reserved for paying guests at the Colman Hotel." 

He tried to start his Harley again. Traffic flowed one way on the street. One way at an incline. Getting off and pushing his motorcycle to pop start it wasn't something he planned to do.

He scratched his jaw through his beard. "Bike won't start. I'd like to give it a few more minutes to dry out before I try again."

She gazed everywhere but at him. "It's late. You can take another fifteen minutes, but then I'll have to insist you at least move your Harley out of the blue lines."

"Kind of you." He dipped his chin.

She stepped inside and let the glass door shut behind her. Blocked from seeing her, he damned the night for turning out differently than he'd hoped. He should be back at the clubhouse, enjoying one of the women and doing his part in finishing a bottle of Jack with the other Slag members.

Instead, he sat on a dead motorcycle, checking out a woman who would never dirty her pretty clothes with the likes of him.

A Portland Police car rolled by. He wouldn't be surprised if the employee of the hotel asked for help removing him from the property. 

The cop continued past him. Impatient to go home, he tried starting the bike again.

Nothing.

Getting off the seat, he grabbed the handlebars and pushed the machine upright and toed the kickstand. There was no getting around giving his legs the workout of pushing the Harley on an upgrade until he could pop it.

A slight movement on the sidewalk grabbed his attention. He looked and found the hotel lady striding toward him. As she approached, he ogled the finer details. From the chocolate brown eyes below arched brows clear down to the bare legs.

"I found this in the supply closet. You can keep it. It's supposed to rain more tonight." She held a can of WD-40 out to him.

He tapped the kickstand and set the bike. His fingers curled around the can, and he glanced down. His heart hammered, spotting the small tattoo on the underside of her wrist.

Grabbing her hand, he turned her arm. He rubbed his thumb over the three-colored ribbon about two inches long. Green on gray with a thin line of black.

She jerked her hand out of his clutch and walked back into the hotel. He stared at the door. Maybe he'd imagined the meaning of the tattoo.

A beautiful woman, gentle in her approach, soft in voice, nice to look at, working at a hotel in downtown Portland. A woman, so far removed from associating with a biker, and yet...

He looked down at the can in his hand. She'd given him the solution to his motorcycle problem as if she was solving which shirt to wear with a pair of jeans.

Spraying the WD-40 in a damp ignition was an old biker's trick of dispelling the water in the starter. He looked back at the doors of the hotel. 

It was late. He was in a bad mood.

The tattoo probably meant something else than he thought. She probably got the ink a couple of years ago when her girlfriends took her out for her twenty-first birthday and got drunk for the first time.

That had to be the reason why she wore the colors of Brikken Motorcycle Club.

Leaning over, he placed the can on the curb. Maybe she'd find it. Maybe she wouldn't.

But if there was any chance of her belonging to Brikken, he wasn't going to take something that belonged to them.

To do so would start a war between the two motorcycle clubs. Slag Motorcycle Club had already disrupted Brikken's schedule by letting them know they were being watched as they rallied around a semi-truck trailer full of stolen and chopped motorcycles going to Northern California every six weeks.

He started the Harley. The engine roared to life. Not wasting time, he pulled out into traffic and headed back to the clubhouse. Aware that if he was wrong about the woman, there could also be Brikken members hanging around.

Concentrating on the wet asphalt, the other drivers, and merging into the lane he needed to go over the bridge that spanned the Willamette River, his shoulders and neck grew tenser. By the time he pulled past the gate and entered the alley between the clubhouse and The Fire Ring, he wasn't sure the moment with the woman at the hotel happened the way he remembered.

He got off the Harley, opened his soft pack, and removed a small tarp and a couple Bungee cords. Making sure he gave his starter time to dry out and not cause him more problems, he wrapped the motorcycle securely.

Viktor, his MC brother, walked out of the shadows of the alley. "Expecting a storm?"

"I hope not. I was already caught in one. Damn starter got waterlogged." He gazed at the small group of Slag riders congregated at the end of the line of bikes. "Didn't it rain here?"

"The sky looked like it wanted to, but no drops fell." Viktor yawned. "I'm heading in."

"Where's Roar?"

Viktor lifted his hand and pointed. "At the bar."

He walked across the alley and entered The Fire Ring through the back door. Slag had opened the bar as a distraction for the illegal activities that went on with the members. If the police came or the federal agents wanted to press matters with the motorcycle club, they would have to go through a legit business where they'd find pristine records and an up-to-code building. 

While the Feds squirreled away their time trying to find something to nail the club on, Slag made sure all their crimes were hidden.

He walked down the hallway, glanced in the breakroom, and lifted his chin at Heather, one of the Slag women and a server at the bar. Bypassing the kitchen, he pushed through the swinging door and stopped in the main room. The fire in the middle of the room flickered, casting shadows on the crowd of customers.

Stepping out of Dinah's way as she carried drinks from the bar out into the room, he caught sight of Roar sitting at the counter. He stepped over and took the empty stool beside the president of Slag.

He took in Roar's unbraided hair and loose beard. Normally, he kept everything tight in case he needed to ride. 

"Campbell all tucked in?" Roar reached over and dragged a full pitcher of beer closer.

Elling leaned over and took a mug from behind the counter and poured himself a drink. "Ja. I hung around and made sure he stayed put. Then, I got caught in the damn rain, and my Harley got waterlogged."

"Is it raining out now?" Roar half turned on the stool and looked out the one-way windows in the front of the bar.

"Just a cloud over downtown." He took a long drink. "I saw something tonight."

"Anything important?"

He shrugged and wiped the condensation off the glass with his thumb. "Damnedest thing."

"Did you see Nisse?" Roar emptied his drink

He looked twice at Roar. "How many drinks have you had tonight?"

The mythological creature, Nisse, from Nordic folklores was known to play tricks. He eyed Roar curiously. Not often lately had Roar let loose and relaxed from being on high alert. For him to bring up Nisse—who children often feared upsetting—told him exactly how far Roar was in his cups.

"Not enough." The corner of Roar's mouth lifted. "I'm off tonight. I have an hour before I walk Lizzy home, and I plan on feeling even better."

"Well before you get too far gone, hear me out." Elling inhaled deeply and second-guessed telling Roar what happened tonight.

He needed to think about what went down at the hotel and seeing the woman with the Brikken tattoo. Tomorrow, he'd have a clearer head. He probably imagined the whole thing.

Elling drained his mug, stood, and slapped Roar on the shoulder. He was calling it a night.

"Hey, are you going to tell me what's so damn important you wanted to talk?" asked Roar.

He raised his hand in farewell instead of answering and followed his steps. At the back door, he went out into the alley.

Raindrops hit his face. A fucking black cloud had followed him.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2
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Terri, the night clerk at Colman Hotel, answered the phone. Jackie waved, letting her co-worker know she was taking off for the night. She looked forward to the weekend and being away from her responsibilities as the hotel manager.

Pushing the elevator button, she carried the Styrofoam container holding her dinner she'd ordered from the restaurant downstairs before it closed for the night. Today had been especially busy with people checking out, and she'd worked through her last break knowing she'd enjoy the meal more up in her room.

Riding the elevator to the Fourth Floor, she made it to Room 46 without running into any of the guests. Juggling her dinner, she held her keycard in front of the scanner and walked inside the suite and locked the door.

On the end table beside the couch, her phone vibrated. She put the container down and picked up her cell. Stassi, her younger sister, had texted her three times. It must be a slow night in her sister's life.

Often times, Stassi would spend all day or all evening sending messages, even though she couldn't read them until after work. Hotel policy—one that she'd put in place to keep the employees concentrating on their job.

She kicked off her shoes, removed her shirt, and unzipped the back of her skirt. Wiggling out of her work clothes, she carried her food and phone over to the couch and lounged in her bra and panties.

Unwrapping the club sandwich, she scrolled through the latest drama surrounding Stassi while quenching her hunger. Her sister, instead of going to college, decided to go to work at a nursery, learning horticulture while earning a paycheck and had quickly found contentment inside the greenhouses. But, at nineteen years old, Stassi struggled with finding independence while living at home with Mom and Chief.

She understood the battles her sister faced, and it was one reason why she'd worked hard through college and found a position as a manager in a hotel where she could live on site. Her job search had taken her to Portland where Mr. Garrison, the owner, had taken a chance on hiring her. She was only twenty-four years old, but she'd proven herself over the last year that she could manage the hotel.

Her phone vibrated. Another message came through. She called Stassi.

Her sister picked up on the first ring. "You're off?"

"Yep, and now I'm bummed after reading your texts." She took a bite of sandwich. "Why did you cancel coming down and spending the next two days with me?"

Stassi blew out her breath. "Chief."

She needed no other explanation. Their dad was...well, Chief. No one could change his mind once he'd issued an order. Not his wife, not his sons from Chief's first baby momma, not his daughters.

"What does he want you to do instead of spending time with me?" she asked.

Stassi scoffed. "You miss everything, not living at home."

Guilt filled her. She wanted her freedom but missed her family. It was a hard conflict that bothered her more than she let her sister or anyone else know.

"I have to work, and that means I can't live at home." She set her half-eaten sandwich on the counter and plucked the dill pickle off the side, carrying it to the bedroom with her. "You know that."

"Are you still looking for a job opening in Tacoma?"

"I haven't had time." 

"Uh, huh."

Changing the subject so she wouldn't have to admit that she hadn't wanted to look for a new job closer to family, she said, "So, what's happening at home?"

"You know," muttered Stassi.

Caught up in work, she'd forgotten that it was the middle of the month. Brikken would be going on their run and lately Jett, her oldest brother and president of Brikken Motorcycle Club, locked everything and everyone down tight.

"Hey, don't get bummed. We'll plan something for next weekend. Just make sure you tell mom now, so she can soften Chief up." She crawled up on the bed, stuffing the pillow behind her head.

"Okay, but we're going to miss the big sale, and I really wanted to get those Vans I showed you."

Jackie raised her knees and crossed her legs, swinging her foot in the air. "I'll tell you what. I'll hit the sale and buy your shoes. My treat."

"I love you. Have I told you that you're my favorite sister?"

She laughed. "I'm your only sister."

"Yeah, well, you don't see Jett, Olin, or Thorn buying me the shoes."

Stassi's grumblings only went so far. Being the youngest, and with such a wide age gap between their brothers, Stassi was spoiled. Their brothers did as much for both of them as they did for their own children.

"I better let you go. You're probably tired. It's after midnight." Stassi yawned. "Besides, I promised mom I'd help in the yard in the morning, and she'll want to start early."

"Okay." A pang of longing hit her. "Night. Love you."

"Love you, too."

Putting her cell on the bed, she popped the dill pickle in her mouth. She loved her job.

She loved meeting people from all over the world. She loved the independence. In a perfect world, the Colman Hotel would be in Tacoma, closer to family. As it was, she often went home over her two-day break, and that helped her handle the separation.

If she stayed in Portland over the weekend, often Stassi would drive down, and less seldom, Chief and her mom would make a day trip and see her. She couldn't blame them for not coming more often. At Chief's age, he liked to stay home and oversee how his sons were running Brikken.

Despite wanting to get away from the overbearing, protectiveness of the men in her family, which included every member of Brikken who decided it was their job to be the eyes and ears for the Stanton men, there was nothing like home.

Bikers were a different breed. They were all the same. Stubborn, brooding, and domineering. She blew out her breath, remembering the blue eyes of the biker earlier outside the hotel that reminded her of a crystal-clear lake. The shock of seeing someone from another club had quickly worn off as she realized he wouldn't know her from any other woman in Portland.

Until he'd seen her tattoo. 

Why couldn't she have stayed inside and let him deal with his bike problems on his own?

One of the obligations she had, belonging to Brikken, was to protect the club. One of the stipulations of her living on her own away from family was that she promised to let one of her brothers know if any other club contacted her, tried to meet her, or hung around the hotel.

She understood why. She accepted the rules in her life.

Picking up the phone, she called Jett's number. He answered on the first ring.

"What's wrong?" asked Jett.

No hello. No how are you doing?

"Why do you think something is wrong?" She stood from the bed.

"It's almost one o'clock in the morning."

Shit. She could've waited until the morning to call him. The Brikken members were under pressure at the moment. She hated bothering him when her encounter tonight was probably nothing.

"I'll make this quick, and you can go back to sleep," she said.

"Ain't asleep."

Okay, then. She stood in front of the bathroom door. "Tonight, I locked one of the two doors at the front of the hotel. I do that at ten o'clock every night."

"Why ten o'clock?"

Her neck straightened. "I don't know. It's the rules."

"That doesn't make sense to lock one door when someone can still enter the other one," said Jett.

"It's supposed to stop a rush of people entering. It's a safety measure."

"There's nothing safe about having a door open all night to anyone who can walk off the street."

She sighed. "I'm not going to debate hotel regulations with you."

"Okay." Jett paused. "Continue."

"Well, tonight, there was a biker sitting out front when I locked the one door." She paced the bedroom. "Now that I think about it, it was probably nothing. It was raining before I had gone out there and he probably was taking a break until the rain stopped."

"Did he say anything to you?"

"I told him he had to move because he was parked in the loading zone and he said his bike wouldn't start." She plopped down on the bed. "I figured water got into his ignition and took him out a can of WD-40. Then, he left. Now I feel stupid for bothering you but Chief—"

"You did the right thing. What colors was he riding under?"

"I don't know," she muttered.

"Don't bullshit me. You were the little girl who used to pay attention to everything that had to do with Brikken. What club?"

She rotated her shoulders in a circle. "Slag."

"What exactly did he say to you?"

As she recounted the short conversation, more one-sided on her part, she could sense the irritation in Jett's breathing as he listened without making a comment. Living in Portland, she caught sight of more motorcycle club riders than Brikken members.

Within the city, there was Slag, Notus, and some mom and pop riders around. None of them would know her. Chief had kept her protected growing up. And then, he'd sheltered her when she was old enough to spread her wings.

"I want you to keep your eyes open. If he or others show up, call, and I'll get your ass back home."

She rolled her eyes. That was the same threat she heard all the time. She wasn't going to leave her job.

After promising him that she would pay attention to what was going on around her and that she'd call if she noticed the Slag member hanging around again, she ended the call. After several minutes of missing home, she got up and brushed her teeth. 

Then, she went to bed.
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Roar stood at the window inside The Fire Ring with Brage. Elling sat down on the stool at the bar, eyeing them for any change in the situation outside. Viktor had arrived back at the clubhouse and informed everyone that Agent Campbell was once again parked between the bar and Roar and Lizzy's house across the street.

With a clear view of the bar, Campbell could also keep an eye on Slag members coming and going from the clubhouse.

The bar wasn't even open for the night. Any movement outside the confines of Slag would be noted.

Brage turned from the window and zeroed in on Elling. "Want to take our friend for a ride?"

Until he replaced the ignition on his motorcycle, he wouldn't put his freedom on the line if there was any moisture in the air. But, the weather was perfect, and he could ride the asphalt.

"Ja." He stood. "Do you need a diversion or for me to get rid of him?"

His loyalty to Slag came from his blood. As a second-generation member, hailing from Norway, he would always put himself in front, beside, behind his club to protect, honor, and support.

Roar walked away from the window. "We need a half hour so the crews can go out and collect."

Once a month, Slag members met with Blue and Red, two gangs that covered the Pacific Northwest inside and outside of the prison systems. Slag had threatened and taken the contracts away from Moroad MC. That extortion money was split three ways between the Slag Motorcycle Club in Norway, the Slag Seattle Chapter, and the Portland Chapter.

"Do you want me to call in Rune to ride with you?" asked Brage.

"No, I'm good alone." He patted his vest, reassuring himself that the pistol in the inside pocket was there. "I can handle one Fed. You guys watch..."

He exhaled and walked away from them without finishing his parting. They didn't need to hear him say to watch their backs. He wouldn't want to jinx them like he had his parents on the two separate days that they'd died.

In the alley, he went straight to his Harley. A baby's cry reached him, and he stopped.

Peer walked toward him with his son, Tyr, in his arms. He waited in case he was needed, but his MC brother walked past him and sat on his Harley, balancing the child on his knee, while starting the motorcycle. Elling's amusement got smothered by the rumble of the engine. 

He'd seen Peer sit on his bike with his son many times. The noise and vibrations soothed the child and gave the single-father a break from the crying.

Tyr might be eight months old, but Elling had no doubt, the kid would grow up to be a Slag member because of the early training.

He checked his bags, making sure he had everything in case he was kept away from the clubhouse or things got ugly with the Fed chasing him.  Once on the road, he'd only have himself to rely on. He'd need to stay focused.

Putting on his helmet, sunglasses, and gloves, he started his Harley and rode toward the gate. Dag, one of the prospects, slid the solid metal barrier out of the way. He lifted his chin and rode out. At the cross street, he revved the engine, getting the attention of the Federal Agent.

Campbell swung his head in his direction and leaned forward in the driver's seat, starting his car. Elling pulled out into traffic and headed south, planning to go over the bridge and take the agent on a tour of downtown before losing him. Maybe the asshole would get tired of driving around and go back to the hotel and leave Slag alone for the rest of the day.

Hell, it wasn't even five o'clock. What would Campbell think Slag was doing at such an early hour?

At the first intersection, the light turned red on him. He braked, coming to a stop with his front tire in the crosswalk.

In his side mirror, he spotted the agent's unmarked sedan two vehicles behind him. Per the law, Campbell couldn't stop him. The Fed could approach him on the street, but unless he had a warrant for his arrest—which he didn't—or he gained a search warrant from the judge, all Campbell could do was follow him in hopes that he would break the law.

The signal light changed to green. He throttled the motorcycle. Keeping to the speed limit, he headed toward the bridge. His purpose wasn't to lose the agent. He needed him to follow, putting distance between the Slag members riding away from the clubhouse.

Acting like he had somewhere to go, he stayed in the right lane going over the Willamette River and arrived downtown with his mission accomplished. Now he could have some fun with Campbell.

He went up to the one-way street, crossed the Max rail twice, circled Pioneer Square three times. Amused at the determination of the agent to stay on his tail when pedestrians walked out on the street between them, he sped up each time the people delayed the Fed.

Any excuse to get out and ride made him happy. The sky was clear, the temperature hovered around seventy-two degrees. After the crews from Slag returned, he'd celebrate alongside them.

Going by the Colman Hotel, he looked in his side mirror. Agent Campbell slowed, turning onto the side street. Knowing the Fed used the parking garage on the side, he'd succeeded in pushing the man's patience, and he'd given up, knowing it was a useless trip to follow him.

To be sure Campbell was going to stay put for a while, he went two more blocks before turning and working his way down the next street, setting him up in the direction of the bridge.

The car in front of him slowed and came to a stop at the red light. He squeezed the brake and put his boots on the asphalt. Several people rushed to cross the street.

In the middle of the group, a woman bent over having dropped one of her shopping bags. He took in the curve of her ass pointed in his direction. Smacking his lips, he gazed over her blue jeans to the tight, maroon T-shirt with the sleeves rolled to her shoulders and to a ponytail swinging through the back of a baseball cap.

He looked away. Now was not the time to be checking out a lone woman when he could go back to the clubhouse and enjoy any of them free for the taking.

The light changed. The car in front of him honked to get everyone out of his way. The woman startled, dropping another sack on the street.

The impatient driver, instead of giving the woman time to gather her purchases, laid on the horn. He gritted his teeth. Nothing pissed him off more than disrespect toward women. Couple that with some weak-dicked man sitting in a four-thousand-pound hunk of fiberglass and metal, and all he saw was a woman in harm's way and danger when he pulled the man out of the car and beat the shit out of him.

Riding forward around the car, he stopped beside the woman, making it impossible for the vehicle to harm her. She gathered the bags in her arms and hurried across the street. With one foot on the sidewalk, she looked over her shoulder.

Her gaze landed on him. His chested pounded in recognition. She was the woman from the hotel. The one wearing Brikken colors.

He'd know the warm brown eyes anywhere. 

The vehicle behind him honked, and the driver yelled, "Get out of the fucking road."

He glanced at the driver. The urge to teach him a lesson diverted him from the woman. When he glanced back to the sidewalk, she was hurrying away. All he could see was her ponytail swinging in the wind.

Not wanting to lose her, he ignored the asshole in the car and cut through traffic at the intersection, hoping to head her off before she reached the next block. It was one thing for him to run into an enemy's woman at her work. It was another thing to run into her on the street.

Spotting her crossing to the next block, he turned behind her and pulled up against the curb, motioning traffic to go around him. He was off his Harley and blocking the sidewalk when she stopped in front of him.

Her gaze narrowed, and she made no move to rush past him. He took in her rising and falling breasts. She was as keyed up as he was. Why?

She refrained from asking him to move or finding out why he'd stopped her. There were signs that pinned her as unavailable and untouchable. Anyone belonging to the lifestyle wouldn't step over the line.

He battled with himself. Should he leave or demand answers? 

He'd cross any unwritten boundary when faced with a man, but women were off limits.

Slag MC had taken the same stance toward women many times, even recently when Dinah came from Moroad Motorcycle Club and Brage had to make a decision on how to deal with her. Now they were married.

"What do you want with me?" he asked.

Her gaze narrowed, and she tilted her head. "Why are you following me?"

"Because you belong to Brikken and I want to know why they'd send a girl after me." He stepped closer.

"Back off." She held her ground.

Taking her order as a personal challenge, he took one more step closer. She came up to his shoulders—about five feet seven inches. Despite him outweighing her by at least eighty pounds, she faced him as if she wasn't afraid.

"Is Brikken that hard up they'd send you to do a man's job?" he asked.

She sidestepped. He widened his stance, blocking her way.

When she gazed back up at him, he caught sight of her hand moving. Curious to see what she planned to do with her arms full of sacks, he'd missed her purse hidden at her side until he found a pistol pointed in his direction between her purchases.

"It would take me one second to pull the trigger," she said.

He looked around. There were people coming and going, not paying any attention to them. He wasn't afraid to die. He'd been waiting for that moment since he was twelve years old.

"Give your man a message." He lowered his voice. "He better come after me himself, because if he sends his woman again, I'll take her. And, you never know..." He lowered his gaze to her breasts before returning to her face. "You might like it."

Her eyes widened briefly before glaring at him again as if his threat never fazed her. He stepped back; aware the barrel of the pistol had lowered as he'd talked. She wasn't aware that she aimed at his kneecap and not his heart.

He stepped out of her range, got on his Harley, and rode away. When he'd set out today, he only planned to play with the Federal Agent. Instead, he'd made himself an enemy and had insulted a Brikken member in front of the woman.
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A rumble of a motorcycle filtered into the lobby of the hotel. Adrenaline filled Jackie, and she handed the keycard to Mr. Case, a businessman staying for two nights.

"Enjoy your stay." She stood from the chair behind the desk.

"Thank you." Mr. Case leaned down and gripped the handle of his rollaway.

As soon as the guest stepped into the elevator, Jackie turned to Terri. "I've logged out. You're all set up."

"Enjoy your two days off." Terri slid into the chair Jackie had vacated. "The weather is supposed to be gorgeous. Are you going down to see the ships at the waterfront?"

"I'm not sure." She squinted, trying to see through the glass doors. "My sister is spending the weekend with me. I think we're going to laze around."

A bouncing figure took shape through the tinted glass. She muffled her excitement and headed forward.

Stassi pushed into the room with a backpack slung over one shoulder, looking around with a huge smile on her face. Unable to stop herself, Jackie rushed to her sister and hugged her tightly.

"Can't breathe," muttered Stassi, squeezing back equally hard. "I'm finally here. Thorn was late picking me up, and traffic was a bitch."

"Thorn brought you?" Jackie straightened, looking through the doors.

The youngest of her three brothers, Thorn was still decades older than her, having turned fifty-one years old a few months ago. She hadn't seen him in two months. Usually, one of the Brikken members of the non-relative kind brought Stassi down to Portland.

"Yeah, and I received a lecture every time we stopped on the interstate waiting for traffic to clear." Stassi flung her long hair behind her shoulders. "He drilled into me about staying right beside you and not talking to strangers. Oh, and get this. I'm supposed to call if I think you shouldn't be working at the hotel."

"Seriously?" She stepped away, planning on going outside and seeing Thorn. "He should concentrate on his own family. I'm going to go talk to him."

Stassi grabbed her wrist. "He's not out there."

She stuck out her lower lip. "He didn't want to stay and see me?"

"He wanted to check something out first." Stassi leaned closer. "There was another biker parked a block away, and you know how paranoid he is."

Her pulsed thrummed. Could it be the Slag member?

"He's going to come up to your room when he's done." Stassi walked toward the elevator. "I hope you have a pop in the fridge. I'm dying of thirst."

"Yeah. Hang on." She walked over to Terri. "My brother is going to come in. You can send him up to my room."

"What's he look like?" asked Terri.

"He's a lot older than me with long, black hair that's going gray. He'll have a leather vest on that says Brikken Motorcycle Club on the back." She shrugged. "He looks like a biker. His name's Thorn Stanton."

Terri raised her brows and refrained from asking more
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