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Liz Kelly:

Thanks again. Your insight is always so spot on!

Jack:

Thanks for being my muse, and really great in bed!

Gail

You are a scholar and a saint, and I ADORE you! 

Brandy

Thanks for keeping the timelines and characters straight. You are godsend!

Mary

Thanks for always being willing to do last minute reads!!!
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Jekyll

People are expendable. They always have been. This personal life philosophy has made me a successful business owner, enforcer for the Primal Howlers MC, and opened women’s legs to me while keeping them at arm’s length.

People are expendable. Words to live by. At least they were until I met her.

Indigo

I have worked all my life to give back. My mother died when I was six and I learned quickly that all life was precious, especially those of whom society has turned its back on. I believe that everyone deserves a second chance, especially those who never received a first.

But we all know the world isn’t in the business of handing out chances to short-tempered hoodlums or workaholic do-gooders, so when family secrets cause my carefully structured world to collide with a hot-headed biker, I have to make a choice. Use the passion I feel for him as fuel to face the challenge ahead, or allow him to burn me to the ground.
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For Juliette

You are just the right kind of crazy for us to be friends!

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​

[image: ]


[image: image]

Indigo

I walked into my office and froze. A vase chock-full of red roses was center stage on my desk. “Ah...” I turned around, leaning out my door. “Bellamy?”

My best friend, and personal assistant, pointed to the phone at her ear, indicating she was on a call, so I nodded, stepping back inside. Dropping my purse onto my chair, I looked for a card within the flowers, but I found nothing.

This might make me sound like a bitch, but I hate roses. I find them pretentious. A complete waste of money. If you send them to me, I’ll judge you. And I judge harshly. Not fair, I know but I’m in a business that relies on donors to keep the doors open. When people pay for roses, all I see is money that could have been used for my kids. And that irritates me.

“Hey,” Bellamy said, walking into my office. “You’re early.”

I nodded, picking up the roses and moving them to the small table in the corner of my office. “I needed to get a jump on the grant paperwork before the weekend.”

“It’s Wednesday.”

I chuckled. “There’s a lot of paperwork. Any clue on who sent these?”

“No. There wasn’t a signed card, so I called the flower shop, but they said someone paid cash and didn’t leave contact information.”

I frowned. “What kind of psycho drops two-hundred bucks on flowers and doesn’t take credit for it?”

Before Bellamy could comment, my office phone rang and I leaned over to check the caller ID, rolling my eyes before picking it up. “Hi, Cliff, were your ears burning?”

Clifford Thayer was exactly that kind of psycho. Waspy, entitled, and rich as Croesus, he thought he could buy anything, including me. It didn’t matter how often I said no to his advances, he persisted. I’d ignore him, but he donated a hundred-grand to my kids twice a year in hopes of getting on my good side, and I wasn’t one to look a gift horse in the mouth. Nor was I above putting up with a horse’s ass like Clifford Thayer if it meant more money for the house. 

Bellamy let out a chortle, closing the door as she left my office. 

“Were you talking about me again?” he teased.

“Did you send me red roses and forget to add a card?”

“I didn’t forget,” he said. “I wanted to hear you say thank you in real time.”

Douche.

“Right, well, thank you,” I ground out.

“You’re welcome. How about dinner?”

“I’m busy.”

“I haven’t even given you a date.”

I sighed. “Cliff, I’m sorry, but as I’ve said a million times before, I’m slammed here. I don’t have time to date.”

“I’m gonna wear you down, Indy.”

When hell freezes over.

“Look, I really need to get going. Thank you for the flowers.” 

“Okay, Indy, talk to you later.”

He hung up and I shook my head as I dropped my purse into a drawer, then sat down. “Bellamy,” I called.

She peeked in with a cheeky grin.

“Don’t,” I warned.

“Don’t what?” she retorted. “Sing? Cliff and Indigo sitting in a tree, k-i-s-s—”

“Oh my god, I will smack you upside the head.”

She made the shape of a phone with her hand and put it to her ear. “Hello? Human Resources? I’m in a hostile work environment.”

I flipped her off and she laughed, sitting in the chair across from my desk and setting a stack of reports on my desk.

“Thanks,” I said, scanning the numbers, then groaning. “Are these right?”

“Afraid so.”

I dropped my face into my hands. “Where the hell am I going to find two-hundred grand by the fifteenth of next month?”

“We’ll figure it out,” she encouraged. “It’s not like we haven’t been here before.”

“The problem is, we’re here more often than I’d like.” 

“Let me do some research and see if I can find some places to cut costs.”

“Thanks, honey, I’d appreciate that.” I gave her a sad smile. “You can take those flowers if you want them.”

Bellamy grabbed the vase, then left my office and I stared down at the budget. I ran a half-way house for troubled youth, and it had always been a struggle to raise enough money to keep everyone warm and fed, but things just seemed to be getting harder as more and more kids needed us and yet, we were running out of room and money.

Walker House had been started back in the late 1800s by a logging magnate who had a heart for kids in need. Walter Gerald Walker himself grew up on the streets after his poor immigrant parents both died, leaving no one to look after him. His life as a street kid would stay with Walker throughout his entire life, as would his heart for any child without a home. His story not only moved me but inspired me to get involved with the Walker Foundation. Walker House had obviously gone through a lot of changes since he set his vision in motion, but we all tried to keep that vision alive. 

The building that held my office had been a huge win for us. It was once an old SaveMart building that we’d converted into a safe, no cost, residential community. On the front was an activity center, complete with basketball court, open to kids of all ages for after school care at no cost to the families. It was funded by the state of Colorado, and we had volunteers who helped out with coaching, tutoring, and general support for kids ages eleven to eighteen.

In the back of the building was the ‘home.’ We had beds for sixty kids. Thirty girls, thirty boys, plus rooms for the male and female counselors who lived in-house. We had a cook who came in every day, but mostly just to supervise, since the kids were required to make meals for everyone, gaining skills in the commercial grade kitchen that would help them out in the real world.

They were expected to make their beds every day, keep up their bathrooms, and clean the common areas on a rotation. Each person got their own lockbox so they could keep the limited things they owned safe, and no boys were allowed on the girls’ side, and vice versa. We’d been extremely lucky to have had very few issues, but I tried to never let my guard down. Our existence here was because donors thought it was good for their bottom line to give a great deal of money to offset their taxes. 

It was also exceptionally good PR for them. Helping get kids get off the street on their dime, but in order for this to work, we had to keep them off the streets. They needed to be contributing members of society or the money would dry up, lickety split. 

And when it came to my kids, I didn’t have the heart to turn anyone away, but if we didn’t find a way to stop the hemorrhaging of money, I’d have to make some hard choices.

I took a deep breath and squared my shoulders. It was time to stop whining and actually figure out a way to make this work.

* * *
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Jekyll

“Wrath!” Sundance bellowed as we headed into Nocturn. 

Nocturn was a club downtown that the Howlers’ owned, and as its name might suggest, was typically a quiet place during the middle of the day. 

Today, however, a group of us had to leave a meeting in order to haul Wrath’s ass away from the building. He was shit-faced and hollering for his woman, Sierra, who he was convinced was holed up inside the club.

“Sorry, Stoney,” our youngest recruit (who we’d taken to callin’ Boner for the moment), said. “Wrath told me he’d make sure I never got my patch if I didn’t bring him here.” 

“It’s alright, kid,” Stoney replied. “Better than if he’d tried to drive his drunk ass here himself.”

“Where’s Scrappy?” I asked. “He’s the Wrath whisperer.”

“Gettin’ ready to go on a run to Olympia with Squeaker and Grimace,” Stoney replied.

“You might want to tell him to come down here instead,” I suggested.

Even though Scrappy was Scooby’s brother, Wrath had been the one to put him forward for membership. Scrappy grew up idolizing his brother and therefore the club, but Scooby never wanted his kid brother to wear a patch. Wrath saw potential in Scrappy and took him under his wing as a recruit, which of course pissed Scooby off, resulting in a pretty good fistfight between the two veterans. In the end, Wrath lost a tooth, and the club gained a prospect. Now, a year and a half later, Scrappy was a full patch and was the only one who could calm Wrath down when he went off the rails like this.

“Sierra! I know you’re in there, baby. Just come out and talk to me!” Wrath bellowed.

“Come on, man. You’re scaring the staff,” Stoney called out. “Sierra ain’t in there. Let’s go back to the clubhouse and find something to get your mind off her for a little while. What do you say?”

Wrath paused, and for a moment I thought he might surrender.

“Sierra!” Wrath howled like a lost wolf pup.

Sierra was Raquel’s best friend (Orion’s woman), and had disappeared into the ether to work on some sort of top-secret assignment and Wrath was losing his shit over it. The details of the mission were on a need-to-know basis, and he was not on the list of those who needed-to-know. Wrath was spiraling and Sundance was gonna need to reel him in or he was gonna do somethin’ rash. The only person, other than Sierra, who could talk Wrath down off the ledge was Scrappy, and it had taken him close to an hour to load his ass into the club van so that Scrap could drive him home.

“Jekyll!” Stoney bellowed as we walked out of the building.

“Yeah?” I replied.

“Some kid’s fuckin’ with your bike.”

“What the fuck?” I growled, pushing forward, and heading down the stairs. 

A kid in his teens was currently standing by my Harley attempting to look nonchalant. He was failing. The fuckin’ state of Colorado required we have a mirror on our bikes and this little shit was tryin’ to snap it off.

“Block his exit,” I snapped to my brothers, and made my way to the kid. He hadn’t seen me yet, but the second he turned, his face went ashen, and he tried to run.

Suddenly, Wrath, now having joined in on the fun, caught him by the collar of his denim jacket, practically lifting him off the ground. “Where you goin’ Junior?”

“Let me go,” he squealed.

Wrath handed him off to me and I wrapped my hand around the back of his neck. “What the fuck did you think you were doin’ to my bike, asshole?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

His eyes were darting around the parking lot, and I noticed the ass end of another delinquent disappear around the corner. I gave Orion a chin lift and he took off after him.

“You tryin’ to earn cred?” I demanded, shaking him when he didn’t answer. “Huh?”

“No!” he rasped. “Let me go!”

“Who the fuck do you belong to? Where are your parents?” I growled.

“None of your business.”

“Hold him, Wrath,” I said, dragging his hands behind the little punk’s back, kicking the back of his knees. He dropped to the ground, and I made quick work of patting him down, pulling out a ratty ass wallet with a school ID card, and a flip phone that was at least ten years old. 

“Leon Croft,” I read out. 

“Nobody calls me Leon.”

“Oh, yeah? What do they call you?” I asked. “Dipshit?”

He scowled but didn’t respond.

I raised an eyebrow. “Says here, you’re a sophomore at Ace Academy.”

Ace Academy was an alternative high school in Monument and the students there typically had anger issues, among other problems.

I flipped open his phone and the first number that came up was someone named Indigo. “This your girlfriend? Or your sister?”

He shook his head, saying nothing, which indicated to me that he might not be as stupid as he looked. I dialed the number.

“Dude, please don’t call her,” Leon begged.

Too late.

“Leo?” the feminine voice answered on the first ring. “You’re supposed to be in school. Are you okay?”

“Your kid was fuckin’ with my bike, so, no, he’s not okay,” I growled.

Leon whimpered, but it wasn’t one of pain, it was one of fear. And that fear wasn’t directed to me or my brothers. It was directed at whoever this woman was.

She gasped. “Where is he?”

“Nocturn.”

“The nightclub?” she asked.

“Yup.”

“What the hell is he doing at a nightclub in the middle of a school day?” she snapped.

“S’pose you need to ask him that yourself.”

“Please don’t hurt him,” she begged. “I’ll be there in fifteen minutes.”

The phone went dead, and I flipped it closed. “Well, Dipshit. Looks like we’ve got you for fifteen minutes,” I said.

“Shit,” he hissed. “She’s gonna fucking kill me.”

“Not if I kill you first,” I growled.

“No offense, dude, but she’s scarier.”

I glanced at Wrath, who was trying not to laugh. Sundance had already let out a few guffaws and I shook my head. I couldn’t imagine what kind of troll would be scarier than a group of bikers outside a notorious nightclub in the middle of the day, but I was kinda lookin’ forward to finding out.

“Can I get up, dude?” Leon whined. “The gravel’s digging into my knees.”

“Call me dude one more time and you may never get up again,” I said.

“Sorry, man,” Leon sassed.

“Jesus, the pair on this one,” Stoney said with a chuckle.

I dragged him to his feet and could feel him tensing, like he was going to run. “Don’t fuckin’ think about it.”

Sundance stepped in front of him, crossing his arms. My president was a giant, and until you got to know him, you’d swear he was a beast. And he was. But he was also a family man, wholly devoted to his wife and kids, one of whom was Orion, currently dragging the other delinquent back to us by the scruff of his neck.

“Get off of me!” the other kid growled, fighting against Orion’s hold without success.

“Well, well, well. If it isn’t the other half of the fuckin’ blunder twins,” I said to the pasty, blond, thug wannabe.

Orion shoved the kid over to Leon and the rest of us formed an impenetrable circle around the pair. 

“So, if he’s Dipshit,” I motioned toward Leon. “That must make you Pissface. Is that right?”

A few minutes later, the squeal of a failing fan belt could be heard just before a beat-up, lime-green Kia sedan turned into the parking lot.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Leon bit out under his breath.

The car came to a grinding stop, and the door opened, producing the prettiest woman I’d ever seen. My breath left my body for a second as she slammed the door closed and made a move toward us before freezing in place.

It gave me time to take her in. She wore dark blue skinny jeans, a red hoodie that was unzipped slightly to reveal a low-cut T-shirt underneath. On her feet were a pair of red low-rise go-go boots that looked like something out of the sixties. Her dark hair was pulled into a high ponytail, and it meant I got to see all of her gorgeous face. Almond-shaped eyes, full lips, and a smattering of freckles over her nose made me want to paint by numbers and see what I came up with.

Jesus.

Since she didn’t seem to be gathering the courage to approach me, I went to her. “You Indigo?”

She nodded, taking a deep breath, and squaring her shoulders. “Did you hurt Leo?”

“Not yet.”

Her eyes narrowed but that was the only indication she might be irritated. “Can I talk to him, please?”

“In a minute.”

Her eyes met mine again and she looked both terrified and obstinate. “I’d like to speak with Leo now. If you don’t allow me to do that, I’ll call the police.”

I glanced over my shoulder at my brothers and smiled. “She’s gonna call the police if we don’t let her talk to Dipshit.”

“Well, you better let her do that then,” Wrath lobbed back. “Don’t want her to call the po-leeeece.”

Indigo glared at me, still obviously scared shitless, yet willing to put herself in perceived peril in order to get to Leon. 

My brothers separated slightly so Leon and his friend were visible, and Indigo let out a quiet, “Goddammit.”

I raised my eyebrows and faced the delinquents.

Leon stepped toward her, but Wrath slapped a hand on his shoulder. 

“Indy—” Leon started.

“Shut it,” she growled, cutting the kid off. 

“It was—”

She raised her hand. “I said, shut it, Leo, and I mean shut it.”

“I—”

“Oh my god, kid, you need to shut your mouth,” she snapped. “Chucky was off-limits.”

“Chucky?” I asked, biting back a laugh. “Like the fuckin’ doll? Oh, shit. That’s even better than Pissface.”

“Fuck you,” Chucky bit out and received a slap upside the head from my VP. “Ow!”

“Get in the car, Leo,” Indigo ordered, then focused on me. “I’m very sorry. I will pay for any damage Leon did your motorbike.”

“My motorbike?”

Her cheeks pinked. “Yes. Ah... your motorcycle.”

“He didn’t do any damage.”

“We’ll just be on our way, then.” She let out a quiet breath and nodded. “Leo. Car. Now.”

“Yeah, that doesn’t really fly, beautiful,” I countered, and I saw her shudder.

“If no damage was done, then there’s no reason to hold Leo,” she said. “We’re going to go now.”

“Leon and his friend aren’t goin’ anywhere.”

“I’ll call the police and see what they have to say,” she threatened.

“The police aren’t gonna do shit, babe,” I said.

Her face hardened. “You can keep Chucky, but Leon is coming with me.”

“Is that so?” I challenged.

“Enough, brother,” Sundance said.

I sighed. He was right, I was intentionally scaring her, and I needed to stop, but I liked that this woman wasn’t backing down. She was scared, but she was still pushing through that fear to stand up to me. “You can take him, but he’s gonna need to make amends.”

“How exactly is he going to do that?” she asked, her expression softening, ever so slightly.

“He’s gonna come work at my shop. I’ve got a pile of junk in the back that needs sorting, and the toilets could use a good scrubbing.”

“What shop?” she asked. 

“Potion.”

“Fuck, yeah,” Leo hissed.

She jabbed a finger toward him. “First of all, clean up your language. Second. This is a punishment. Not a reward.”

Leo had the sense to lower his head in contrition, but he did it smiling.

“What kind of auto shop is called Potion?” Indigo asked.

“Tattoo,” I corrected, and Leon groaned, rolling his eyes at her ignorance.

“I suppose your tattoo parlor is downtown, right?” she asked.

“Parlor?” Rocky coughed out. 

I smirked. “Shop, but yeah, I’m downtown.”

“I need to do a background check on your par...er...shop first.”

I shrugged. “Have at it.”

“He has to go to school,” she continued. “That’s the priority.”

I nodded. “Yeah, if he misses school, he’ll clean the shitter with a toothbrush.”

Leo’s face scrunched up in horror which made Indigo smile slightly. Jesus, she was pretty.

“If everything checks out, what time do you want him there tomorrow?” she asked.

Leo crossed his arms. “But I have—”

“Shut it, Leon,” she said. “You’re grounded.”

“You can’t ground me, you’re not my mother.”

I didn’t miss the second of hurt that flashed over her face, but she hid it quickly and focused on me again. “Never mind, you can keep him.”

She turned and walked toward her car.

“Fuck,” Leon hissed, and rushed to catch up. “Wait! Indy, I’m sorry.”

Indigo said nothing as she climbed into her car and slammed the door closed. Leon scrambled to climb in beside her as she cranked her engine. 

The squeal of the fanbelt was louder than before, and I frowned. Someone really needed to look at that, but I didn’t have a lot of time to ponder that fact as her car limped out of the parking lot and onto the street.
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Indigo

My terror was warring with both my anger at Leon, and my relief to be away from the Primal Howlers’ gang. They were notorious in the area, and not people you wanted to run up against.

“Of all the people to fuck with, Leo, you pick one that happens to be a member of one of the worst motorcycle gangs in the state?”

“I know. I’m sorry. It was Chucky’s idea.”

“How long are you going to use that excuse?” I hissed. “At some point, you have to decide if you’re going to be a man... a good man, or you’re going to be like Chucky. You’re on my last nerve, punk, and I honestly don’t know why I keep giving you chances.”

“Because of my good looks and winning personality?”

I sighed, glancing at him before focusing back on the road. “There are currently ninety-seven kids on the wait list for your bed, Leo. Give me one reason why I don’t send you back into the system and find you a foster family?”

“Because I promise I’ll tell Chucky to fuck off next time.”

“You said that last time,” I pointed out.

“Please don’t send me back,” he begged, touching the tips of his fingers together like he did when he was nervous. “I swear I’ll do better.”

I narrowed my eyes. “One more chance.”

“Thanks, Indy.” He slid his hands into his jacket pocket and swore.

“What now?” I bit out.

“That guy still has my phone.”

“When you get it back from him you can hand it straight over to me. I meant it when I said you’re grounded.”

“I know,” he grumbled, then brightened a bit. “Are you really gonna let me work at Potion?”

Several of the older kids at Walker House were obsessed with tattoos and were counting down the days until they turned eighteen so they could get their first ‘ink.’ They knew the names of all the top artists around the world and followed their careers the same way other kids followed athletes and musicians. 

I was quick to remind them that tattoos cost money. Money that first needed to be earned, then used on essentials like food, rent, utilities, and the rest put into savings. Once a surplus in savings occurred, things like tattoos, concert tickets, and the like, could be assigned to their budgets. I was committed to educating the kids about managing their finances in the future. Most of it seemed to fall on deaf ears, but I never stopped trying. For Leon, any job at Potion was an instant feather in his cap within the house and he knew it.

I rolled my eyes. “This is not a reward!”

“Yeah, yeah, I know, I know.”

The little shit didn’t look at all remorseful. He grinned and I seriously began to question the wisdom of letting him work at a tattoo parlor, um, shop. 

Whatever.

On the other hand, at least I’d know where he was, and it might keep him out of trouble for a few hours a week.

“I’m going to do a background check on him, then I’ll decide what to do.” I glanced at him again. “Is that okay with you, not my kid?”

He grimaced. 

“I know I’m not your mom, bud.”

“I shouldn’t have said that, Indy,” he admitted. “I’m sorry.”

“I appreciate your apology.” I pulled into the gated lot of the halfway house and parked, turning to face him. “You’re on dishes for the rest of the month, and I’m adding bathroom duty back onto your chore list until summer.”

“Aw, man...”

I raised an eyebrow. “Really?”

He shook his head. “Yeah, yeah, okay, okay. Bathrooms. Summer. Got it.”

I pushed open my door, patting the dashboard and saying, “Thanks, Shrek for getting me to point B safely. Just keep going for a little while longer.”

I then climbed out of the car and closed the door, locking it even though there was no point. If someone wanted it, locking it wouldn’t keep them out.

“Why do you talk to your car?” Leon asked. “It’s weird.”

I stroked the hood. “Don’t listen to him, Shrekky. He’s a punk who didn’t have to walk home because you gave him a very nice ride.”

Leo rolled his eyes and strolled into the building.

I followed. 

I smiled as I walked into the large great room that separated the girls’ dorms from the boys’. 

“Indy!” Brianna called, rushing toward me.

At twelve, Brianna was our youngest resident. She was a beautiful child with an even more beautiful soul, which put her on the radar of predators in almost every foster home she’d been in. But now she was safe, and I planned to keep her that way.

“Hey, sweetie,” I said, wrapping my arms around her as she hugged me. “How goes it?”

“I got an A on my English paper.”

“Of course you did,” I said. “I had no doubt.”

“My teacher said it was my best paper yet.”

“Wow, honey, that’s fantastic. I’m so proud of you.”

She beamed up at me. “Thanks.”

“How about we celebrate with milkshakes this week? I’ll pick you up on Friday after school.”

She clapped her hands. “Really?”

“You bet. My treat.”

She hugged me again. “Okay. Thanks, Indy.”

I cupped her face and smiled. “Super proud of you, sweetness.”

She grinned, then skittered away to join her friends. I continued through the great room and back to my office where I fired up my desktop and went about running a background check on Potion.

* * *
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Jekyll

I spun Leo’s phone between my fingers as I thought about the beautiful Indigo and her heart-shaped ass that had me hard as a rock the second she strutted her way to her car.

“You gonna bronze that thing or give it back to the kid?” Stoney joked, handing me a beer before flopping down in the chair across from me.

I grinned. “Deciding.”

“You could always pull her number from the phone before you give it back.”

I sighed. “Yeah, decidin’ that too.”

“Deciding what?” Stoney’s old lady, Sabrina, asked, sitting on his lap.

It was an impromptu family night, with just a few of the old ladies and their kids who hung around after Church. It was noisy as hell, but it was also fantastic.

“Jekyll’s got a crush on some social worker hottie and her number’s on that phone,” Stoney said.

“Jesus.” I rolled my eyes. “Not in fuckin’ high school, Stoney.”

“Whose phone is that?” Sabrina asked. 

“It’s the phone he confiscated off a kid.”

“Wait, the one who messed with your bike?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

Sabrina cocked her head. “Okay, so it’s this kid’s phone, the said hottie’s number is on it, and you’re ‘deciding’ whether or not you should get her phone number from his contact list?”

“Pretty much, yeah,” I admitted. 

“Well, I can answer that,” Sabrina said. “You should not.”

Stoney frowned. “Why not?”

“Because it’s an invasion of her privacy and incredibly stalkery.”

“What if he doesn’t use it?” Stoney asked.

“Doesn’t matter. If he wants her number, he needs to put his big boy undies on and ask her.”

Done with this conversation happening as though I wasn’t there, I pushed up off the chair and nodded. “Good talk.”

“Wait, sorry,” she called, but I was already halfway down the hall. 

She was right and that was probably why she pissed me off so bad. I wasn’t one to ask for some chick’s number. Had never had to. I had no problem gettin’ pussy and I wasn’t about to start weaslin’ around for it now.

“Hey, Jekyll,” Ilene called out, as if on cue. “You want some company?”

Ilene was a reliable “no strings” kind of girl who hung around the club a lot. She was a great fuck, but not much else.

I turned to face her when Wrath came tearing down the hallway with Scrappy on his back. Our youngest patch was riding Wrath piggyback, whipping at him furiously with a switch.

“Giddyup, you fat fuck!” Scrappy shouted, gleefully spurring on his valiant steed.

“Ow, you little shit. That fuckin’ hurts,” Wrath huffed.

“Less talking and more running,” Scrappy shouted as the pair barreled through the cabin and out the back door.

After the shit-show outside the club, Wrath had decided to get his crap together and employ Scrappy as his “fit and sober” coach. I’m fairly sure Scrappy held zero qualifications in the fields of sobriety or physical fitness, but with methods like this, I was sure it was only a matter of time before Scrappy opened a chain of treatment centers all around the country.

I returned my attention back to Ilene. “Not tonight, sweetheart. Sorry.”

She looked disappointed for a moment, then nodded, and bounded off, most likely to find someone else to fuck.

Shaking my head, I headed into my room, dropping the phone on my nightstand, and heading to the shower. I needed some fuckin’ relief and my hand was gonna have to do. I could have used Ilene, and god knows she would have let me, but I wanted to be alone with my thoughts. Thoughts of Indigo.

* * *
[image: ]


Indigo

The next afternoon, I parked my car in front of Potion and faced Leon. “Best behavior.”

“Yeah, I know.”

I’d done an in-depth background check on Potion, which was owned by one Hyde Roberts, also known as Jekyll. 

Cute.

If scary biker guys could be cute.

“You do whatever this guy tells you, unless it’s illegal,” I bossed.

He scoffed. “He’s not gonna make me do anything illegal.”

“Well, if you feel weird at all, you call me, and I’ll come get you.”

“Got it.” He got out of the car, and I did the same.

“You’re not walking me in, are you?”

“Yes, yes, I am.”

“Indy—”

I raised my hand. “I’m coming in and discussing your job with your employer because I am your guardian. This is not up for discussion.”

“Fine,” he hissed out and stomped to the door.

I had to give him credit, he opened the door and waited for me to walk through first, so at least some of my tutelage had taken hold. The bell rang over the door, and I noticed a scantily clad, drop dead gorgeous young woman behind the counter. Pretty much every inch of her body was tattooed, at least what I could see, and she had piercings in her nose, her lip, several in her ears and when she opened her mouth to greet us, I noticed a piercing in her tongue.

Ouch.

“Welcome to Potion, can I help you?”

“They’re here for me, Vanna.”

I turned to the sound of Jekyll’s voice and shivered. 

Lordy, he was pretty. Tall with a beard I was dying to run my fingers through, every inch of his body (again that I could see) was covered in ink, and he was just... I don’t know... beautiful.

And scary.

But, oh, so pretty.

“Hi,” I said. “I just want to go over what Leo’s going to be doing for you and find out when I should pick him up.”

“He’s gonna do whatever I need him to do, and we close at eleven.”

“Well, he can’t be here until eleven. Curfew’s at nine.”

Hyde leaned against the counter with a frown. “Right. Then pick him up whenever.”

“He cannot leave the shop,” I said.

Hyde nodded. “He’s not gonna leave the shop, except maybe to take trash out to the dumpster in the back.”

“Right.” I glanced at Leon who nodded to the door. “Okay. I’ll pick you up at eight-thirty. Call me if you need me.”

“I won’t need you,” he said, and I forced a smile.

“Eight-thirty.”

“Yeah, Indy. Got it.”

I walked out the door, climbed into my car, and drove away, shaking until I reached the freeway.

What the hell had I just done?

I’d let a very impressionable kid walk into a den of vipers is what I’d done. This was all going to end in disaster. By the time I picked Leon up tonight he’d probably be initiated into the Primal Howlers. Heck, for all I knew, they’d already given him a nickname and started working on his neck tattoo. Leon would go on to lead a highly publicized life of crime and it would all be my fault. I would lose my job and Walker House would lose all its funding. All because I chose to put Leon in the hands of a biker. 

A scary, but very sexy, biker.

Pulling up to my apartment, I dropped my head to the steering wheel and took several deep breaths before heading inside and flopping onto my couch. I had four hours to kill and as much as I wanted a bottle, wine was not in the cards this evening.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
YORK TIMES ANDUSA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTH”
Pl PER WAVENPORT

—_

BO ! THE PRIMAL OWLERS MC/SERIES

\5A "ﬂ J |





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image013.jpg
PRIMAL Far

BOOK #5 IN THE PRIMAL HOWLERS MC®ERIES





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image015.jpg





d2d_images/image023.jpg
NEW YORK TIMES AND USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

PIPER DAVENPORT





d2d_images/image000.jpg
TRYIE
PUBLIHING





d2d_images/image022.jpg





d2d_images/image006.jpg





d2d_images/image003.jpg





d2d_images/image004.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image007.jpg





d2d_images/image029.jpg





