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Chapter One

 


Paige Wilcox squeezed her eyes shut and pretended to
be asleep. She dreaded waking up and seeing Richard’s face leering
down at her, while his favorite belt lay curled in his ham-sized
fist like a snake. But she had to wake up eventually to face
Richard and the rest of the day.

She silently counted to ten in her head, then opened
her eyes, surprised to see the dingy beige ceiling above her and
the wobbly ceiling fan. The first thing she did after getting the
keys to this one-bedroom apartment was clean that filthy ceiling
fan.

“I’m free
of my ex-husband. Richard can no longer touch me,” she whispered to
herself. Her daily mantra.

She extracted herself out of bed, unsurprised to
find her hair damp and her sleeping shirt soaked.

She’d moved back to Grace only a week ago. Even with
his connections, Richard wouldn’t think to look for her here, the
small town in the boondocks where she spent her childhood. Never in
Paige’s wildest imagination did she picture returning to Grace.

She was born and raised in Grace. Paige had her
first motorcycle ride, met and fell for her first love here. She
vaguely wondered if Gunner still lived in Grace.

She’d seen a couple of the bikers in town. The MC
still claimed Grace as their territory and base of operations.
Gunner’s old man had been a patched member of the Ruthless Reapers
MC, and Gunner always told her he’d follow in his old man’s
footsteps.

Wild and misunderstood Gunner, with those intense
brooding gray eyes and dark hair. The mayor’s daughter and the
town’s bad boy—the two of them were fuel for town gossip in the old
days.

Paige hadn’t thought of Gunner in years. No, that
was a lie.

During nights when Richard left her a bloodied mess
on their bathroom floor, Paige often liked to think of the good old
days. Days when a boy she fiercely loved treated her like a queen.
Like a precious gift. Richard always belittled her, told her he
could’ve done better.

She shook her head and refused to spare another
thought for her ex-husband.

After a quick shower, she dressed in jeans and a
plain white blouse. She tied her bronze curls in a ponytail and
didn’t bother with makeup. She no longer needed to constantly doll
herself up to impress guests or pretend she was someone else.

Hell, after five years of being in a crappy
marriage, Paige no longer recognized the woman staring back at her
in the mirror. A complete stranger.

No matter. Paige had time to discover herself, her
likes and dislikes. To build a life for herself and start fresh.
She only had to ensure Richard never found out where she lived.

Paige knew her ex-husband. She had shocked him and
his pretentious family when she told her lawyer she didn’t want any
of his money or a share of his property. She only wanted his
signature on the divorce papers. That move completely alienated
Paige from her own parents. Not that she was surprised. They had
never been close. Her mother called her foolish for not accepting
anything from the divorce. Meanwhile, her father decided to never
speak to her again because her link to the Maxwells made him feel
important.

Around eleven, Paige wandered into town and ate
brunch at the local diner. At this time of the day, the lunch crowd
hadn’t arrived. She had half an hour to herself, so she took her
time eating her toast and eggs. Since she ate most of her meals
here, the waitresses usually sat her at her favorite booth by the
window. The spot gave her a perfect view of the small, independent
bookstore across the street.

Would today be the day she’d
gather the courage to ask the proprietor about the
Help Wanted sign? Her
palms grew sweaty at the thought. When had she become such a
coward?

Oh, she knew the answer to that one. Over the years,
Paige had allowed Richard to dominate more and more aspects of her
life. She started believing his foul lies and saw herself as
something less. Worthless.

She now understood that was only his way of keeping
her in line. She arrived in the city, hopeful and straight out of
high school. At nineteen, she’d been wooed by the charms and wealth
of an older man. Only after their wedding night had she understood
she’d fallen into a monster’s trap.

“I’ll ask
about the job today,” Paige whispered to herself.

She finished her food and coffee. After paying her
bill, she exited the diner. As she crossed the street, Paige heard
the rumble of motorcycle engines. Some of the locals on the street
quickly entered shops.

Nothing would deter her today. She made it across
the street without breaking down once. Paige took a deep breath,
then opened the door.

Yesterday, she made it inside the store, too. Paige
ended up buying a book instead of asking about the ad outside the
door.

The shop’s proprietor, a steely-eyed and
white-haired woman in her late sixties, nodded to her as Paige
turned left instead of going straight to the cash register.

What the heck was wrong with her? When had
everything gotten so hard, even a simple conversation? She
pretended to browse the romance shelf although she’d already done
so plenty of times.

“Done
with your last book already?” asked the proprietor.

The old woman stood close enough to Paige that she
could finally read the small nametag on her blouse. Agatha. She
seemed to be restocking books near the shelf Paige was currently
lurking at.

“Um, yes.
It was very enjoyable,” Paige answered. Not exactly a lie. She had
gotten hooked on a romance series she discovered by
accident.

“Well,
Missy Lowell’s next book is coming out next month. They’re so
popular, I made a huge order,” Agatha said conversationally. Paige
realized it was just two of them in the store now.

Gathering her courage, she was about to ask about
the ad when the door opened and a massive biker entered the store.
Blazing gray eyes set in a rough and bearded face looked right at
her. Recognition hit her like a sledgehammer.

“Gunner,”
she whispered.

“Paige Wilcox,”
Gunner drawled, and she’d almost forgotten how smooth and seductive
his voice was.

He looked her up and down, and she suddenly grew
conscious about her appearance. Maybe she should have put on just a
bit of makeup? Hold on, why did she care what he thought of
her?

Still, she didn’t mistake the heat in his eyes. A
stray thought occurred to her. Did Gunner still find her attractive
after all these years?

Impossible. Gunner looked like every woman’s wet
dream, and Paige, well, Richard didn’t just take her confidence a
couple of notches down, he completely obliterated her.

“My
apologies. It’s Paige Montgomery now, isn’t it?” Gunner
asked.

She blinked, surprised he knew she used to be
married. Then again, these days it was easy to go online and dig up
information on a person.

“Actually, it’s just Paige Wilcox again. I’m divorced,” she
said. “I didn’t realize you’re still
living in Grace.”

“I’ll
remain here until I die,” Gunner said.

Someone cleared their throat. Gunner stepped aside
so Agatha could continue shelving books.

“Listen, it’s good
seeing you again,” Paige said. She didn’t lie. It was a pleasure
seeing him again, but she wasn’t ready to have a longer
conversation with him.

“Are you
busy?” Gunner asked suddenly.

“Busy?
No, I’m pretty free these days,” she said.

“Good.
Why don’t we catch up? Have you eaten lunch?” Gunner
asked.

It took her a second to process his words. He was
asking her out for lunch? Wait, she was probably overthinking this.
Gunner just wanted to catch up like old friends—except they were
never that.

Friends.
It would be an odd word to use. Paige was surprised he could be so
pleasant to her after what she did to him in the past. Maybe he was
just being amiable for now. Was she in for a nasty surprise much
later? Damn it. Thanks to Richard and his crowd of snobs, she’d
become paranoid.

Early in their marriage, Paige learned that
Richard’s so-called friends liked playing games. What they said
could mean something entirely different. Gunner had always been
honest with her, but that was also in the past. She knew Gunner as
a boy, but this man, this biker, was a stranger to her. She needed
to keep her guard up.

“Paige?” he
prodded, and she remembered he’d asked her a question.

“Yes,
I’ve eaten lunch,” she said.

“Then how
about coffee? There’s a nice café two streets from here. You’ll
like the theme,” Gunner said.

“It’s
been years, Gunner. How would you know my likes and dislikes?”
Paige didn’t mean for her words to come out so sharply. If she said
those words to Richard, he would’ve cuffed her as a
reprimand.

Gunner only smiled.
“Some things don’t change.” He waved an inked
hand toward the door. “After you.”

Paige noticed he didn’t accept no for an answer. She
could come up with a lame excuse, but something told her refusing
him now might mean never crossing paths again.

Did she want that? Paige might have spent her
childhood in Grace, but she didn’t know anyone here anymore. Sure,
her parents still lived here, but they chose to cut all ties with
her. Maybe having one friend wouldn’t hurt.

“All
right,” she agreed, exiting the bookstore. When they were a few
steps from the store, she stopped in her tracks. Gunner raised one
eyebrow at her.

“Something wrong? Or maybe you changed your mind?” he asked
her.

“I—” she
hesitated. Telling him why she entered Books and Things in the
first place would only make her seem pathetic. She agreed to have
coffee with her dangerous but equally hot ex-boyfriend. Asking
about that job didn’t seem like such a daunting task
anymore.

“Give me
a few minutes,” Paige said. Without waiting for his answer, she
returned to the bookstore.

“Did you
forget something?” Agatha asked her.

“I wanted
to ask about the ad outside the door,” Paige said, slightly
breathless. There, she’d gotten the words out.

“The
bookstore assistant job?” Agatha asked. “Do you have
your résumé with you?”

Her cheeks burned with
embarrassment. How could she forget something like that?
“No, but I can return later
and—”

“That’s
all right dear,” Agatha interrupted. “I’ll get you a
form for you to fill out. You can email me your résumé
later.”

“Oh,
thank you, Miss Agatha,” she said, following the woman to the
counter.

“Just
Agatha,” she said, handing Paige a paper and pen.

It took her a few minutes to fill
out the form. She handed it back to Agatha, who gave it a quick
read. “So, you’ve been a housewife for
the past five years?” There was no kind of malice in her
voice.

“That’s
right.” Paige grew embarrassed, but she pressed on.
“But I’m a hard worker and I learn
quickly. I love books, you see, and ever since I moved back here, I
noticed your sign and thought I could be a good fit for the
store.”

“What
made you leave the city and move to a small town like
Grace?”

Paige bit her lip, then told
Agatha the truth. She didn’t want any lies between her and her
potential employer, after all. “I just left a
terrible marriage and wanted a fresh start. Since I grew up here



cover.jpg
VERNIGHT PUBLISHING o

e

REAPERS MC

OBSESSION

WHEN THE MONSTER FROM HER PAST RESURFACES, GUNNER NEEDS TO

PULL OUT ALL THE STOPS OR RISKS LOSING PAIGE

WINTER SLOANE





tmp_0043214-cf33f513-8aa3-42ac-b252-cf91c9dbe6f5_rwsB5r_html_7ace8fdb.png
)
[

BXxX xt

!
|

.o





tmp_0043214-cf33f513-8aa3-42ac-b252-cf91c9dbe6f5_rwsB5r_html_7c07d361.jpg
VERNIGHT PUBLISHING @

T

REAPERS MC

OBSESSION

WHEN THE MONSTER FROM HER PAST RESURFACES, GUNNER NEEDS TO

PULL OUT ALL THE STOPS OR RISKS LOSING PAIGE..

WINTER SLOANE





tmp_0043214-cf33f513-8aa3-42ac-b252-cf91c9dbe6f5_rwsB5r_html_449c17e4.png





