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🏍🏍🏍🏍

 

Embracing Chaos

 

Life has been hard for Indi. Sexually abused for nine years, she doesn't trust men. But when Chaos enters her life, everything changes, and little by little, the man who has captured her heart puts the broken pieces of her soul back together.

 

Rebel's Obsession

 

The first time Rebel walked into the coffee shop, Tiffany was drawn to him. With each passing encounter, their attraction grows. When a stalker grabs her, Rebel will stop at nothing to get her back-not even murder.




Doc's Embrace

 

Ten years of living on the streets took its toll on Amber. When she stumbled into Doc's clinic burning with fever, she had no idea she would meet the man of her dreams. As Doc heals her body, he is determined to heal her heart as well.

 

Ox's Temptation

 

Rescued from an abusive relationship, CeCe finds herself falling for her rescuer, Merciless Few MC brother, Ox. When her ex comes calling, Ox will stop at nothing to show him the error of his ways.

 

Chaos and Flame

 

For years, Chaos and Indi have longed to be parents, but it seemed to be just out of reach. That is, until two little angels in need come into their lives. This year, Christmas arrives a little early.
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Proceed with caution!

 

Within the pages of this book, there will be mention of sexual abuse of a child, as well as physical abuse of both children and adults. If these things are triggering, you may wish to skim the beginning of Chapter One in Embracing Chaos and Doc's Embrace, and Chapters One and Two of Ox's Temptation.

 

You have been warned!
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Indi


From the moment her mother brought Harry into their home, Indi's life became a nightmare. It started with him touching her in places that, even at six years old, she knew were wrong. How her mother didn't see the change in her was anyone's guess. She went from being a loud, rambunctious child to quiet and withdrawn.

At thirteen, the nightmare worsened. He'd started doing more than just touching. The first time he forced himself on her, he'd held his hand over her mouth to keep her quiet.

You might wonder why she never told her mother what he was doing to her. She was too scared. He'd told her that he would kill her and her mom, and she believed him.

She would never forget the night her mother finally caught him.
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Eight years ago

 

For the last decade, he'd been sneaking into her room at night. Tonight was no different. She laid there, her mind shutting down as he forced himself onto her. He didn't care that she wasn't really there. He just wanted to get off.

Her mom was supposed to be working late, so he knew he had plenty of time.

At least, he should have. The sound of her bedroom door opening was loud in the near silence of the room, his occasional grunts the only thing that usually broke it.

“What in the hell is going on in here?”

The screech of her mother's voice caused two things to happen. First, Harry jerked back, rolling to the side and hitting the floor with a thud that echoed in the room. The second was Indi clawing her way out of the mental shell she'd wrapped around herself. “Mom—”

“Don't you ‘mom’ me, you little tramp! Who the hell do you think you are, stealing my man from me?”

“I'm not.”

Her mother scoffed and she felt the dam break. “I'm… not… he… I was six… he's been… ever since… said he'd kill us… couldn't tell…” She knew her words were jumbled, but she couldn't get her fractured mind to focus enough to form proper sentences.

“He what?” Her mother turned toward Harry, her rage palpable. “You've been touching her since she was six?” she seethed.

“Now, baby, who are you gonna believe? Me or this little slut? She's been begging for it.”

Indi had pulled her knees to her chest, her entire body shaking as she tried not to completely shatter. She lifted her head to look at her mother. She tried to deny his words, but nothing would come out.

She watched as a calmness fell over her mother, one that actually scared her.

“You've been hurting my baby for ten years. She changed so much. I thought that was normal. But it wasn't. It was you. You evil, vile, son of a bitch.”

She watched as her mother left the room, only to return moments later while Harry was trying to get his pants on.

“You will never hurt her, or any other child, again.”

It felt like time had slowed down. Indi saw her mother raise her hand and, for a moment, she was confused by what she saw. Then the shot echoed, making her jump and cover her ears. There was a second, and then a third shot, as Harry lay crumpled on the floor.

She stared in morbid fascination as the blood pooled beneath him.

When the cops arrived, her mother calmly admitted to shooting him, and they led her away. Indi was placed in foster care until she aged out two years later.
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To this day, her mother didn't regret what she'd done. Indi visited her once a month and they talked on the phone at least once a week. After getting out of foster care, Indi knew she wanted to make something of her life. There was no way she was going to end up struggling. She deserved better.

Now, six years after turning eighteen, she'd proved it. Six months ago, she'd used money she'd earned from investing and purchased a large building in Hartford and turned it into a burlesque club. Club Elysium. She'd had it decorated in her favorite colors; purple, silver, and black. Mostly purple and silver. There were two-top and four-top tables scattered around the room and a long, gleaming bar directly across from the stage.

They'd only been open a month, but every night, the place was pretty packed. Sure, she'd had to eject a few assholes who thought it was a strip club, but for the most part, the customers were happy with the show.

Tonight was no different. Indi leaned against the bar, her black leather pants and purple tank top fitting right in with the decor.

“Mind if I hold up this section of the bar with you?” a deep, almost gravely voice asked and she turned to face the speaker. Her eyes did a long, slow journey down his body, taking in the broad shoulders, muscled arms, toned abs she could see from the way his t-shirt clung to his abdomen, and thighs reminiscent of small tree trunks. He was a fine specimen of the male species. She might not trust men, that didn't mean she couldn't admire one who was sexy as fuck when he was standing in front of her.

“Suit yourself,” she finally said once her gaze had returned to his face. He had dark umber eyes, an aquiline nose, full, kissable lips, and a chiseled jaw sporting light scruff.

He leaned against the bar and ordered a glass of whiskey. Once he had it in hand, she watched him take a sip before he turned his attention to the stage.

“She's good,” he commented.

“Yeah, she is,” Indi replied, watching him. When he glanced in her direction, she didn't look away. Why would she? She wasn't ashamed.

“People call me Chaos,” he told her.

Indi arched at brow at him. “And are you? Chaos?”

“I can be,” he replied with a chuckle that did things she refused to acknowledge. Nope. Not going there.

She laughed softly and shook her head instead. “People call me Indi.”

“Nice to meet you, Indi.”

When he offered his hand to her, she hesitated a moment before she slipped hers into it. Instead of shaking it, he lifted her hand to his lips and kissed the back of it.

“Oh, being a gentleman are we?” she teased.

“When I want to be,” was his reply. 

Before anything else could be said, Emily, one of the waitresses, approached them.

“Hey, Indi, Jack asked me to tell you there's a problem with the register. He thinks it's the connection dropping, but it keeps lagging.”

“Damn. Okay, I'll go reset things,” Indi replied before turning to the man beside her. “A boss' job is never done. It was nice to meet you, Chaos. Enjoy the show,” she said and walked off.

She'd expected that to be the end of it. Men were only after one thing, and she'd given absolutely no indication she was even remotely interested, so, like every other man, he would move on to greener pastures.


Chapter Two
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Chaos

 

When Ox told him about a new club in Hartford called Club Elysium, he'd decided to go check it out. After all, he was a straight, red-blooded man in his prime, and according to Ox, the women who danced there were hot as fuck. He'd said it was like a strip joint, only classier, because they didn't actually strip or take money from the clientele, they just danced in sexy outfits.

He'd walked in expecting to be taken with the dancer on stage, but it was the petite, curvy redhead leaning against the bar that got his motor revving. He stood there flirting with her in the hopes of maybe getting her number. It wasn't because he wanted to get laid. Hell, he could do that at the clubhouse with one of the sweetbutts, if that was the case. No, he found he wanted to get to know her.

When she walked off after one of the waitresses interrupted them, he watched her go and stopped the waitress before she could walk away. “Is she the manager?”

“Indi? No, she's the owner. Why?” she inquired.

“Just curious,” he said and let her go. He didn't get the chance to see Indi again before the club closed, but it was that very night that he'd decided the sexy little redhead would be his. He just had to figure out how to make that happen.
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The next night, Chaos returned to Club Elysium, intent on talking with Indi some more. He made his way to the bar, ordered a whiskey—his go-to drink—and turned to face the stage. But his gaze wasn't on the dancer. No, he scanned the space looking for a certain redheaded knock out.

“I hear you were asking my waitress questions about me,” came from behind him and he turned to find Indi on the other side of the bar.

“You heard right.”

“Why?”

“I'm curious about you,” he replied.

“I gathered that much, but again, why?”

“I'm attracted to you and want to know more about you,” he replied with a shrug.

“Did I give you any indication that I was interested?”

She arched that brow at him, a challenge in her voice, and damn did he find that sexy.

“Nope. But I’m here anyway.”

She shook her head. “That doesn't make a lick of sense.”

“Maybe not, but I haven't heard you tell me to fuck off yet,” he pointed out.

“Hells bells,” she muttered, but he was close enough he was able to hear her. “Look. I'm flattered, but I don't date. Men only want one thing from you. I learned that lesson the hard way a long fucking time ago.”

He could hear the slight tremor in her voice and frowned. Someone had hurt her in the past. He had the insane urge to find out who, hunt them down, and make them pay in blood.

“We're not all like that, Indi. If all I was after was a piece of ass, I could get that back at the clubhouse.” He was wearing his cut, which clearly showed the Merciless Few MC patch.

“Then why aren't you?”

“I would think that was obvious, Kitten. I'm not looking for a piece of ass.”

She scoffed. “Yeah, right. And pigs fly.”

“I guess we'll be seeing some flying porkers then,” he retorted. “I don't say shit I don't mean, Indi. You'll find that out, because, unless you tell me to fuck off, I'll be here every night I can be. Even if it's just to have you glaring at me like you are right now.”

“Why? Why all this effort for someone you just met?”

“Can't really explain it, because I don't understand it myself. Someone hurt you, Kitten, and that made you feel like no man can ever be trusted, didn't it?” The slight nod from her was all the confirmation he needed. “I want to show you that some of us can be. Even a rough around the edges biker like myself.”

“Yeah, well, you've got your work cut out for you then.”

“I'm not afraid of a little hard work.” He leaned closer to her and added, “Give me a name and I'll make him pay in blood.”

“You're nine years too late. My momma took care of that.”

She walked away then and he sat there until closing, sipping on his glass of whiskey and processing everything she’d said.


Chapter Three
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Indi


Was the man a glutton for punishment? Every night for the last month, Chaos had come in, ordered a single glass of whiskey, and peppered her with various questions. She wasn't sure what he was after or why he was bothering. She'd made her stance clear.

And yet.

Little by little, he seemed to be whittling that down. She was starting to think that maybe… but, no. He would get bored eventually. Right?

It was busy, as usual, and they were down a waitress, a bartender, and a bouncer. All three of them had the damn flu. Which sucked, because it meant Indi was jumping between bartending and waitressing. On the bright side, that meant Chaos hadn't been able to hassle her as much as he usually did.

She'd just set some drinks down on a table when a hand snaked out and gripped her wrist.

“Why don't you sit down and join us, honey,” the guy said, and he already reeked of booze.

Before Indi could even think to react, Chaos was there. He grabbed the guy's wrist and squeezed hard enough she could hear bones grinding.

The guy cried out and let her go, but Chaos still had hold of him. “You never put your hands on a woman uninvited,” he snarled. “You and your friends have overstayed your welcome. Get out.”

As soon as he was free, the guy scrambled away, his buddies hot on his tail.

“You okay, Kitten?”

The tenderness in his
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