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	Diego Champagne, Sergeant in Arms for the Louisiana Banni motorcycle gang, has grown up tough—half French, half Creole, and all male. Diego loves men but keeps his sex life on the down-low... until he meets Colby Young.

	Colby carries his own baggage. He has his own reasons for not believing in love—reasons he doesn’t share—and he sure as the devil doesn’t like it when he’s forced to accept help from anyone.

	When Diego intervenes in a bar brawl during a motorbike rally and saves Colby and his best friend, Spider McGraw, leader of the rival gang Death Proof, it begins to look as if Colby and Diego are going to be joined at the hip. Somebody puts a hit out on Colby, and Spider’s up to his neck in mayhem. When the Banni offer their protection to advance their own game, Colby begins to wonder: is love like artificial moonlight, seductive yet false? Or is it powerful and true, something for which he might risk everything... maybe even his life?
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	To the men and women who love motorbikes, and those of us who love them.

	 


“It takes more love to share the saddle than it does to share the bed.”

	—Author Unknown

	 

	 

	“All our dreams are made of chrome.”

	—Tom Waits

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Diego

	 

	A sign announcing that Austin was coming up in fifty miles made me want to cry out with jubilation. We were headed to the Travis County Exposition Center on the east edge of Austin, Texas, for their mega annual bike rally. It was only a seven to eight-hour drive from Baton Rouge to Austin, but with the way I was feeling, it felt like I was on the road trip that would never end. My bruised ribs weren’t completely healed, and riding for this length of time had been murder.

	We’d made one stop in some place called Oak Island, and I’d almost screamed when I got off my Harley. Then Chase wanted to get going ten minutes later. I suspected he had some party planned later with a couple of large-breasted clones. Most likely blondes.

	Just before we left, some big bastards in an underground bar down in the bayou had jumped Chase for making a pass at their women. As sergeant in arms, I had no choice but to get into it. I was pissed at Chase—and still am, actually. It would be a really good thing if he could keep it in his pants once in a while. He was forever getting me into shit, and especially good at taking me completely unaware when we were supposed to be sticking to business. Not to mention that I’d just healed from the injuries I’d sustained at the extreme fight competition, an underground contest in Louisiana where the last man standing always won tons of money, along with the people who bet on him. Chase and the guys always cleaned up at these things.

	I almost told him to fuck the bike rally this year, but then that wouldn’t have flown with the club, so here I was in pain, as usual, riding mile after mile in the scorching sun.

	Chase gave the signal to pull over now, so we all followed suit. The vice president and I pulled up on either side of Chase.

	The vice president’s nickname was Nuts, earned because... well, frankly, the guy was fucking crazy, and he was constantly eating nuts of every variety.

	“Champagne.” Chase looked at me. “You sure the hang arounds got our camping spots staked out?”

	Chase pronounced my family name like the bubbly stuff you drank at New Year’s, but my name was French, and it was pronounced ChamPang. I tried to correct him a few times. He didn’t get it.

	“I don’t want any trouble with the law,” Chase added, pulling off his helmet to reveal his long, ginger-colored braid and matching beard.

	I shrugged. “I assume they arranged everything. They left yesterday.”

	Hang arounds were wannabe gang members, one step behind the prospects. We had at least ten wannabes, which translated into a lot of grown men doing whatever we needed done, for nothing. There was only one prospect. That might have been a clue to anyone wanting to join the club. Chase wasn’t easily given to making people full-fledged members.

	The prospect’s name was Arnold. He followed us everywhere and was Chase’s devoted slave. Chase was calling him on the cell now.

	Nuts, almost three hundred pounds with a scar all the way down one side of his chubby face, was shoving cashews into his mouth as he watched him. After Chase hung up, Nuts mumbled something neither of us could understand.

	Chase punched Nuts in the arm and knocked the cashews out of his hand.

	“Hey,” he protested, pointing to the nuts scattered on the road. “Those are the last of what I got, brother.”

	“Smarten up. Stop eating so much. Get on your phone, idiot, and call up one of those stupid bastards. Make sure we know where to go this year.”

	We’d brought camping gear. Didn’t cost anything to camp but you had to pay to park the hog. Chase wanted to make sure we had our own space. Last year we’d gotten into all kinds of trouble with other outlaw clubs wanting to fuck with us over territory on the campground, and the Texas Troopers, of course, got into it.

	Banni de Louisiane, translated loosely as “banished from Louisiana,” was well known in Texas. We had a reputation for being badasses. But we never messed with ordinary folk. Our appearance at these things, however, somehow sparked the testosterone of every pecker wearing a motorcycle patch this side of the Mississippi.

	It was a piss-off when all we really wanted to do was enjoy the rally. We never came here to do business. We were on vacation. I suggested to Chase that we remove our colors for the rally, but I might as well have suggested we piss on them.

	Arnold drove up in the van that held all our gear. He stuck his head out the window. “Hey, boss, what’s up?” He was a skinny kid with glasses. He looked as if he should be in a science lab rather than hanging out with bikers. I couldn’t believe he’d been waiting over five years for membership.

	“Is our place staked out?”

	“Yes, Chase. I heard from Marcel, and he said everything’s cool, man.”

	“Good. Let’s move then.”

	Arnold reached out the window and handed Nuts a small bag.

	Nuts looked inside and grinned. “Cashews. Hey, thanks, man.”

	“Picked ‘em up when we made the stop. Figured you’d be out.”

	Chase rolled his eyes.

	I laughed.

	Arnold turned and drove back down to the end.

	We were on the road again, and traffic got heavier as we drew closer. We were forced to slow down. I wanted off this damn bike. I was finding it hard to breathe, actually, but I’d tough it out like I always did, looking forward to at least four days in one place, even if it was sleeping in a tent.

	The sun was dipping lower in the sky, and I could feel the cool air on my face. It felt better, but I hoped it didn’t rain during the night. I didn’t relish floating on the roof of a tent come morning. I wasn’t a camper.

	We were approaching Austin now, riding in formation. Some car had cut in front of me, and we were moving at a crawl. There was traffic all around, and I took off my helmet for a minute. As I did, I heard someone whistle. I looked around, thinking I was hearing things. It was a wolf whistle, directed at me as if I were a chick or something.

	I turned my head to the sound and saw two young guys in a sports car. Wow, that took balls, whistling at me. Guess they didn’t notice I was wearing a biker’s jacket, or they didn’t know what it was. I quickly looked away—best to pretend I didn’t hear them.

	I was shocked that they’d do that because aside from the obvious fact that I belonged to an outlaw biker gang, I was pretty damn intimidating to look at. I was over six-foot-six of pure muscle, with shoulders like a linebacker. In fact, I had been a linebacker. Would have made the pros, too, but that was a long, sad story. One I didn’t revisit often. Sure I had long, dark hair, and chicks said I was good-looking, but damn, I couldn’t remember a guy being gutsy enough to whistle at me before.

	Oh well. If they were cute, I didn’t want to know. My entire existence belonged to the Banni now, and I didn’t have time for much else, except keeping Chase out of trouble and protecting his sorry ass. Not saying it had always been like that. I’d once had a life, and I’d had plenty of sex with guys, but that kind of sex happened mostly in my head now. That kind of thing wouldn’t be tolerated in the club. Any fucking I managed to do was fast and in the shadows. I had access to women whenever I wanted, but I rarely had the appetite for them, except out of desperation.

	The lane I was in was standing still, and the sports car moved right up beside me. I kept my gaze straight ahead, tightening my hands on the handlebars.

	Nuts was way out ahead with Chase. They’d stopped for a traffic light. A quick glance in my mirror told me there were several cars between me and the rest of the club.

	“Hey, baby,” the driver called out, sticking his head out a little. “You are so hot. What’s your name, beautiful?”

	I glanced at him now in disbelief. Yeah, he was cute. Too damn cute.

	I smirked and then gave him the finger.

	He stabbed at his chest with his fist, as if I’d shot him. The other guy laughed.

	“Oh come on,” the guy pleaded. “Don’t do this to me, baby. I want to worship at your feet. I want you to ride me like you ride that bike. Tell me your name, please?” he called out. “Please tell me your name, or I might just die.”

	I tried not to smile, but he was pleading and groaning like an idiot, putting on quite the show. It was pretty funny.

	“You here for the rally, sweet man? I’m riding in the parade. I have a nice bike. I’ll let you ride... it... I’ll let you ride me... I know you have a fine ass too... and man, you are a big boy.”

	I didn’t look directly at him, but I could see him in my mirror. I managed to go forward a little.

	The car beside me moved up so fast, it almost hit the bumper of the one ahead. It stopped just in time. I wanted to laugh as the driver hollered out. “Shit! Look, darlin’. You’re making me crazy. I almost had an accident. At least tell me your name, gorgeous? Tell me that I have a chance of feasting my eyes on you again, the most beautiful man I’ve ever seen... running into you on the street even, drooling over you from a distance? Anything? Tell me, how big is your cock? I know it could do the job, hit the spot. I’m dying here. Tell me your name, baby.”

	I heard his passenger say, “Colby, stop it!” Then they both started laughing like idiots.

	“I’m in love!” the driver hollered.

	I put my helmet back on and shook my head in despair. I prayed the traffic would move so I could push ahead and get away from this guy in his fancy Corvette. I should have gotten off my bike and kicked his ass for what he was saying to me, but for some reason, I didn’t.

	There was a break in traffic suddenly, and I sped ahead. I could see the car in the other lane keeping pace. Damn it. At the first chance, I squeezed in between two cars and almost got hit as the car behind me laid on his horn. I sped off down a side street and pulled over on the corner. I was breathing hard as I took off the helmet. I half expected to see that car coming down the street, but no, he couldn’t have followed me. Crazy bastard!

	The whole incident had really thrown me. Worse, it had turned me on. A guy who wasn’t afraid to talk to me like that had balls, even if he was really asking for trouble. And I kinda liked it.

	If we met up again, I could wipe the floor with him and leave him bleeding and begging for death. Or I could fuck his tight, little ass all night long. Who would know... if he was willing? That guy wanted it, and he wanted it from me. Just maybe—if I saw him again and I could get him off by himself—I’d give it to him. I’d give him a rough ride. He wouldn’t sit down for a month, and he’d never forget it either.

	I smiled at that thought, then put on my helmet and drove back toward the main road. I couldn’t wait to be at the campgrounds. I needed a shower and something to drink. I was also hungry, but I could wait on that.

	When I arrived, I paid the parking fee, secured my bike, and went to locate the others. Chase and Nuts had found beer and were sitting under a tree right at the end of the field.

	Chase looked up at me when I approached. “You seen the others?”

	“They got cut off. They’ll be along. A lot of traffic. Where are the hang arounds?”

	Nuts handed me a cold beer. “They’ve gone to do the registering and shit.”

	I nodded my thanks and popped the cap. I leaned against the tree and drank down half of it. It felt good to move around. “Any food around here?”

	“Want me to go get you some burgers, Diego?” One of the hang arounds asked. They were like trained puppies.

	“I’ll get something later,” I said.

	“How’s the ribs?” Chase cocked an eyebrow at me.

	“Okay, now that I’m not riding. No thanks to you, asshole,” I looked at him.

	“You need to be in shape for the fight in a few months.”

	“Yeah,” I said. “No worries.”

	He stood. “Well, one of you guys come with me, the other can wait here and supervise the setting up. I got a meeting.”

	“I’ll stay,” I said. “I’m beat. I want a shower, and I want to sleep. Any place for a shower around here?”

	“I think you gotta pay.” Nuts hooked a thumb. “Careful. Don’t get accosted by some pervert.” He chuckled and drained his beer can.

	I narrowed my eyes. “Fuck you.” I looked at Chase. “I thought we weren’t doing business this time.”

	“It’s a brief meeting, nothing I can’t handle. Just a little connection with a Texas gang I want to secure.”

	I nodded.

	Arnold was coming with the van now. He stopped to speak with Chase and Nuts, drove up to where I was standing, and parked.

	“Perfect,” I said, going around back. I wanted my stuff.

	I opened the door. Dave and Camden, two of the other members, jumped on me and knocked me to the ground, hollering like fiends. I swore and pushed them away.

	“Boo,” Dave said, poking out his hand.

	I took it, and he pulled me to my feet. We laughed.

	“Where are the others?” I asked.

	“They’re going with Chase and Nuts,” Camden said. “That Marcel is coming with more of his pals. They’ll set shit up.”

	I climbed in the back of the van and found my bag. I really wanted a shower. “Arnie, where are the showers?” I asked him when I was back on the ground.

	“Want me to take you?” he asked as he began to pull out the tents.

	“No, you got your hands full. Just point the way.”

	“You gotta walk all the way down there.” He pointed. “I think you got to pay something, or it might be included in the price. Don’t know.”

	I shrugged. “Okay.” I slung my duffle bag over my shoulder and walked down the path. On either side of me, people were settling in with their trailers and tents. Either people nodded at me or turned away when they saw me. That was pretty typical. I struck fear in people’s hearts. It was the vest with the shrunken head hanging on a stick and the big, bold letters declaring me a member of the Banni de Louisiane. The patches on the front indicated that I was sergeant in arms. To people in the know, it meant that my job was to kick ass. And my size confirmed I’d have no trouble doing that.

	I found the showers. I checked my watch and saw that it was eight o’clock, which explained the throng of kids in a variety of superhero pajamas all brushing their teeth over this trough-like thing with continual water running.

	Some of the kids ran into me and squealed. I laughed as they ran off to their respective tents. I walked into the shower room on the men’s side. They were free to use. There were ten independent showers stalls with a separate space to leave your stuff while you showered.

	I took off my watch, my boots, and my clothes, and laid them carefully on the allotted shelf. I took special care with the vest. I found shampoo and soap in my kit, took a towel out of my bag, then got under the spray. The water wasn’t too hot, but it didn’t matter. I shampooed my hair, rubbed a hand over my rough jaw, and decided a shave could wait. I’d find a barber somewhere in the next day or two. I checked my ribs and noticed the bruising was almost gone.

	I dried off and put on some clean clothes—jeans, my boots, and pulled a navy-blue T-shirt over my head. I rubbed the excess water out of my hair and brushed it out. I felt like a new man.

	I picked up my vest and carried it outside, along with my bag. I’d taken two steps when I heard, “Well, hello, handsome. I guess it must be fate.”

	I couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw him standing there. “The car guy? Shit. You gotta be kidding me!”

	He laughed and came closer. Now that I had a good look at him, oh baby, did I like what I saw. His hair was thick and dark brown, and he had blue eyes—beautiful blue eyes—and a generous mouth. He was about six feet tall, nice and slim, with some intriguing tone. He was wearing a red muscle shirt and a pair of jean shorts. Those shorts were tight in all the right places.

	“Is that what you call me?” He chuckled. “How cute. The car guy. Name’s Colby, actually, but you can just call me ‘baby.’”

	I shook my head. “Do you know who I am?”

	His gaze moved to the vest in my hand. “From the looks of it, you’re some big shot with the Banni.”

	“You could get killed talking to me like that.”

	“I could die looking into your eyes; that’s for sure.”

	“Well...” I cleared my throat, looking around. “That could be arranged.”

	“The dying or the looking into your eyes part?”

	“Both,” I told him.

	“Woohoo, a macho man, threatening to kill me now. I would wager,” He moved closer and placed a hand on my chest. “You’d have a hell of a lot more fun fucking me than killing me.”

	“Who are you?” I shook my head in wonder and pushed his hand away.

	“Told you, my name is—”

	“No, no, I mean... damn it, boy.”

	He smiled. “You like my style?”

	“If you like the suicidal type, I guess.”

	He laughed. “You have a sense
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