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Chapter One

Three months later, she still had nightmares. They were always eerily vivid—the scowl on the biker's face, the glint of headlights on the silver barrel of the gun, the look of shock on her father's face as he'd gone down. She could practically smell the exhaust as the bikers peeled away. But the most haunting part was that split second when they had made eye contact with her as they drove off. 

She knew they would come after her—they had to. 

She wasn't stupid enough to turn them in, but that didn't matter to them. She was the sole witness to Judge Matthews' death, capable of putting the two of them behind bars. She even knew their names; they'd been there at the trial when her father had sentenced Kristoff Petrovsky, the gang's ringleader, to a lifetime in jail for a half-dozen counts of murder and other charges. It had been a landmark ruling; no one had expected the police to amass so much evidence against the man and other key members of the gang, and there was a lot of talk about how the streets would be so much safer now. 

Unfortunately, it wasn't safe to be Judge Matthews anymore. But the proud judge had refused to give up his noble profession and go into hiding, as would have been wise. They'd given him a couple extra guards for a few months following the trial, but he'd eventually gotten sick of having the men shadowing him constantly and said there were better ways those resources could be used. 

Of course, that was when the remaining gang members had struck. 

Anna sighed and rubbed wearily at her eyes. She checked the time on her phone and was relieved to see it was nearly time for her to get ready for work anyway; she hadn't lost too much sleep. But she didn't feel rested at all. 

She slowly pulled herself out of bed and went about her morning routine: showering, dressing, eating breakfast. Then, she drove over to the diner to open it up for the day. 

It was a slow morning—not too surprising since it was a Tuesday in October and there weren't very many tourists traveling through the small towns of California at this time of year. It would pick up at lunch when many of the workers from around town tended to spill in for sandwiches and coffee, but for now... Well, Anna had a bit too much time to dwell on her thoughts. 

“Hey, now—what's that poor napkin ever done to you?” a man asked her. 

Anna jumped, jarred from her thoughts, and realized she was violently wringing a napkin in her hands. She smiled sheepishly at the newcomer and gestured around the nearly empty diner. “Have a seat wherever you'd like.” 

The man was strikingly handsome, with tan, chiseled features and dark eyes. His dark hair was pulled back in a knot. He wore jeans and a t-shirt, but they hugged his trim figure closely and left very little to the imagination. He sidled up to Anna, offering her a charming smile and holding out a hand. “I don't think we've met yet,” he said. “I'm Damien.” 

Anna shook his head, feeling a bit dazed by his good looks. “Anna,” she said. “Are you from around here?” 

“I grew up here,” Damien said. “I've been living back East for a few years, but I'm coming home again now, so you'll be seeing me around.” He gave her a once-over that was very nearly a leer, and Anna blushed, feeling naked under his gaze. He gracefully moved over and hopped up on one of the stools at the counter. “Hey Hank,” he called into the kitchen, “can I get some coffee and the breakfast platter, please? With hash browns, and sub out the sausage for extra bacon.” 

Anna shook her head and moved behind the counter to begin scrubbing at some glasses. 

“So what brings you to Sunnyvale anyway?” Damien asked her. 

Anna shrugged nonchalantly; she'd perfected her story by now. “I've never been much of a city girl,” she said with a laugh. “And I know everyone seems to come to California to live in Los Angeles or San Francisco or wherever, but for me, I just wanted someplace a little smaller. I like that everyone knows one another here, and the pace of living is a bit slower.” 

Damien shook his head, smiling. “Crazy,” he said. “You clearly haven't been spending time with the right people when you've been in the cities.” 

Anna shrugged again. “Probably true.” 

“So what about your family? You married? Have kids?”

Anna blinked—he was very abrupt, wasn't he? But she shook her head. “No, no family. Parents have both died, and not married, no kids.” She bit her lip. “Some good friends, but I guess it gets...lonely?” She wasn't sure why she'd admitted that. 

Damien's eyebrows rose towards his hairline. “I can imagine. As for me, enough family that I can't throw a rock without hitting one.” He grinned at her. “Not that I would, but that's how it feels sometimes. Six brothers and sisters, plus half a dozen aunts, plus my mother, oh man—the loudest human being on the planet.” 

Anna smiled hesitantly back at him. 

They continued chatting for the next hour or so, long after Damien had received and eaten his food. Anna was surprised at how well they clicked, really. It felt like she'd known him for much longer. And when he'd finally asked for her phone number, she could see no reason not to give it to him. 

She'd spent the rest of the day grinning enough that her colleague, coming in at noon, had instantly known something was up. 
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Chapter Two

Despite how well they'd clicked at the diner, though, their first date started out painfully stilted. They'd agreed to meet up at a new, artisanal brewpub in the next town over, and while Anna was there about fifteen minutes early, Damien finally arrived about fifteen minutes late—just when Anna was starting to wonder if he was going to show up at all or if she had been set up. 

They'd gone inside and been seated beside one another at the bar, and then they'd ordered drinks, Damien explaining his lateness as “a family matter”—which Anna could hardly complain about. When the drinks had come, they'd brought Anna the wrong one, which only served to make her even more on edge about the evening.  

Damien noticed and put a hand on the back of her neck. “Hey,” he said, squeezing lightly, “calm down. It's okay.” 

Anna gave him a weak smile. “I know.” She stirred her drink and tried to think of something—anything—to talk about, but she was coming up blank. It had been a while since she was on a date. 

Damien snorted. “Relax a little. And look at the woman over there in the pink dress. Is that her husband or her dad?”

Anna shuddered and looked over at the woman. “Dad,” she said after a moment. “She'd be more touchy with her husband.”

“You'd think. Although if your husband looked like that...”

Anna laughed and shook her head. “So I never did ask, what brings you back home anyway?” 

After that, things were off on a much better course. Anna learned that Damien had returned home because he was set to inherit his family's business—whatever that might be; she hadn't got a chance to ask that before he was off on another tangent—and that his favorite color was blue, his favorite food was grilled cheese, and his sister had just had her wisdom teeth removed. Among other things. 

Damien was a really great storyteller, she reflected, as he finished up a comedic story about his latest escapades with his friends from college. Anna couldn't seem to quit grinning at him, her head propped against her hand. 

They got progressively more touchy as the date went on—Damien would reach over and tuck a curl of hair behind Anna's ear, or she'd accentuate a point by placing her hand on his muscular thigh and squeezing it. Even if they never did this again, well. Anna couldn't deny she was having fun. 

That lasted until they tumbled giggling out into the warm night's air. 

There was a biker sat directly outside the entrance to the restaurant. And Anna recognized him as one of the same bikers who had killed her father. 

She cringed against Damien's chest, breathing coming fast. 

“Hey,” the biker said, swinging off his bike. He walked forwards, hand extended. “My name is Tom. You?” 

Damien, to Anna's surprise—and horror—spat at the guy's feet. “You're not welcome here,” he said. “Devil's Fire.” 

The biker looked surprised. “Hmm, okay.” He gave Damien a scowling once-over. “Heaven's Brigade, is it? And you think you can challenge me?” 

Damien held both hands up, not dislodging Anna where she was pressed against his chest, face buried against the fabric of his shirt. “Hey, man. I'm not looking for any trouble. You're the one that came here.” 

The biker fixed his eyes on Anna. “I'm looking for a girl. The daughter of Judge Matthews.” He moved his eyes back to Damien's and gave him a small smile. “I'm sure you can agree that that devil-spawn needs to pay.” 

Damien pulled Anna closer against himself. “Well, you're asking the wrong people. I'm sure she's back in Los Angeles still—why would she come all the way up here?” 

The biker shrugged and folded his arms. “She fled town a month ago—just after her father's death.” He leered at Anna. “She's a smart girl, I suppose.”

Anna swallowed audibly, but before either of them could reply, two more bikes came screaming into the parking lot. The bikers killed their engines next to Tom's bike and removed their helmets. They gave Damien a look, then scowled at Tom. “Is there some kind of trouble here?” the one on the left asked, a warning note in his voice. 

Tom smiled easily at them, although he knew he was outnumbered. “No trouble,” he said. “Just telling Annie here that she should be careful.”

Damien's grip on her arm tightened until it should have been painful, but Anna could hardly feel it. 

“In that case,” the newcomer said carefully, “I would suggest you move on. We don't need your threats here.” 

Tom shrugged and put his helmet back on. “Sure, sure—going.” He fixed Anna with a piercing gaze. “You have a week to leave the country, mouse.” He swung gracefully back onto his bike and revved the engine. Then, he flew out of the parking lot, the noise of his bike fading as his disappeared into the night. 

Damien was the first to break the silence. “Well,” he said to Anna. “I suppose you have some explaining to do.”
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Chapter Three

Anna was still shivering, even with the heavy blanket Damien had tucked around her. He sat on the couch as well and pulled her into the space between his legs, so her back was pressed against his chest. “Shh,” he murmured into her hair. “It's all right. You're safe here. I promise.” 

Anna took a shuddering breath and nodded. “My father is—was—Judge Clint Matthews,” she finally said. She scrubbed a hand over her face. “He was so proud, you know—being able to sentence those two bikers to prison. The ringleader of Devil's Fire and his main sidekick?”

“They've done some pretty horrible things,” Damien agreed. He shook his head. “But there are hundreds of other gang members out there—both in Devil's Fire and their supporters. He barely scratched the surface.” He sighed. “Biker gangs are a way of life around here; it's how people survive.”

Anna craned her neck to look back at him. “And you're part of one?” she asked, even though she didn't really want to



















[image: ]

































[image: ]

































[image: ]




































[image: ]









[image: ]
































[image: ]
























[image: ]














[image: ]









[image: ]












[image: ]

























[image: ]



























d2d_images/cover.jpg
. ®
OTORCYCLE MEN\

' MARY&SON &





d2d_images/scene_break.png





