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About Beyond Reckless

Blood doesn’t make you family, loyalty does.

Marcel “Teller” Whelan, Treasurer of the Lost Kings MC, has always been two things—honest and responsible. At ten years old, he was already taking care of his baby sister. At eighteen, he patched into the Lost Kings MC and took a major role in shaping the club’s future.

Three years ago, he thought he’d met the perfect woman, only to have her reject everything he is—a Lost King.

One bullet is a lifetime supply.

Now, after an accident that left a girl dead and him almost crippled, he’s struggling through the darkest time in his life. Lashing out at everyone he loves most is how he copes. His niece, sister, and Lost Kings MC family are the only things holding him together, but his reckless actions are bound to drive everyone away.

Then, in the most unlikely place, he crosses paths with her again.

Love soothes our inner demons.

The spark’s still there—for both of them, even with Teller’s many demons still chasing him down.

She’s not who he thought she was.

But she is the true ride or die girl he needs by his side.

Love is worth the chaos.

As their relationship continues, he stops lashing out at his brothers and starts lying to them. When they find out who he’s falling in love with, it will create a storm of chaos for the Lost Kings MC. But if there’s one thing Teller’s turbulent life has taught him, it’s that sometimes love is worth the chaos.
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GLOSSARY


If you’re new to the Lost Kings MC series, this might be a good place to start…If you’re familiar with the world of the Lost Kings MC—welcome back!—I’ve made a few changes to this glossary since White Knuckles. You may find some of the information useful if it’s been a while since you visited the Lost Kings.

THE LOST KINGS MC ORGANIZATIONAL STRUCTURE
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President: Rochlan “Rock” North. Leader of the Upstate NY charter of the Lost Kings MC. His word is law within the club. He takes advice from senior club members. He is the public “face” of the MC. Much to his annoyance, Rock is seen as the “father figure” in the club, especially by the younger members.

Sergeant-at-Arms: Wyatt “Wrath” Ramsey. Responsible for the security of the club. Keeps order at club events. Responsible for the safety and protection of the president, the club, its members and its women. Disciplines club members who violate the rules. Keeps track of club by-laws. In charge of the club’s weapons and weapons training. Will challenge Rock when he deems it necessary. Outside of the MC, Wrath owns a gym, Furious Fitness. He is experienced in underground MMA-style fighting.

Vice President: Angus “Zero” or “Z” Frazier. In most clubs, I think the VP would be considered the second-in-command. In mine, I see the VP and SAA as being on equal footing within the club. Carries out the orders of the President. Communicates with other chapters of the club. Assumes the responsibilities of the President in his absence. Keeps records of club patches and colors issued. Z also co-manages the MC’s strip club, Crystal Ball.

Treasurer: Marcel “Teller” Whelan. Keeps records of income, expenses and investments.

Road Captain: Blake “Murphy” O’Callaghan. Responsible for researching, planning and organizing club runs. Responsible for obtaining and maintaining club vehicles.

Prospect: A prospect is someone who has stated a clear intention of being a full patch member of the Lost Kings MC. The Lost Kings vet their prospects for two or more years. To vote a prospect in as a full patch member, the vote must be unanimous. Not all prospects will become full patch members. Some will realize the club is not for them. For others, the club will realize that the prospect is not a good fit for the club. Prospects are expected to show respect to all full patch members and do whatever is asked of them. The Lost Kings MC currently has no prospects.

Other members

Cronin “Sparky” Petek: Sparky is the mad genius behind the Lost Kings MC’s pot-growing business. He is rarely seen outside of the basement, as he prefers the company of his plants.

Elias “Bricks” Serrano: We saw Bricks and his girlfriend throughout the series. One of the few members who does not live at the clubhouse, he performs a lot of general tasks for the club.

Dixon “Dex” Watts: We’ve also seen Dex throughout the series. He co-manages Crystal Ball with Z.

Sam “Stash” Black: Lives in the basement with Sparky and helps with the plants. He came out of the basement to help out in White Knuckles. Other than that, we’re not really sure what he’s up to downstairs.

Thomas “Ravage” Kane: We got to know Rav and his snarky humor a little bit better in each book. Ravage is a general member who helps out wherever he is needed.

THE LADIES OF THE LOST KINGS MC

Hope Kendall, Esq.: Nick-named First Lady by Murphy in Corrupting Cinderella (Lost Kings MC #2), Hope is the object of Rock’s love and obsession. Their epic love story spans four books: Slow Burn, Corrupting Cinderella, Strength From Loyalty, and White Heat.

Trinity Hurst: She was the caretaker of the Lost Kings MC clubhouse and the brothers. She and Wrath have a long, tattered love story full of lust, fury, and forgiveness in Tattered on My Sleeve (Lost Kings MC #4). She and Wrath are also featured in White Heat (Lost Kings MC #5). They finally tie the knot in White Knuckles (Lost Kings MC #7).

Heidi Whelan: Teller’s little sister. Heidi is a recurring character in each of the books from Corrupting Cinderella (Lost Kings MC #2) on. She also has short stories in Three Kings, One Night (Lost Kings MC #2.5) and Between Embers (Lost Kings MC #5.5) she is a major character in More Than Miles (Lost Kings MC #6).

Swan: Lost Kings MC club girl and dancer at Crystal Ball.

Willow: Bartender at Crystal Ball.

Lilly: One of Hope’s best friends and frequent “booty call” of Z. While she sent Trinity a wedding present in White Knuckles (Lost Kings MC #7), we haven’t seen Lilly since Between Embers (Lost Kings MC #5.5)

Sophie: Hope’s former best friend. We haven’t seen her since White Heat (Lost Kings MC #5).

Mara Oak: Friend of Hope. Also an attorney. She’s appeared in Slow Burn, Corrupting Cinderella, Strength From Loyalty, Tattered on My Sleeve, White Heat, and White Knuckles. She’s married to Empire city court judge, Damon Oak. Their story, Objection, will be available one day.

LOST KINGS MC TERMINOLOGY

Crystal Ball – The strip club owned by the Lost Kings MC and one of their legitimate businesses. They often refer to it as “CB.”

“Conference Center” – The clubhouse of the Lost Kings MC. It was previously used as a high-end religious retreat and is sometimes still jokingly referred to as the “Conference Center” or “Hippie Compound.”

Empire – The fictional city in Upstate NY, run by the Lost Kings.

Furious Fitness—The gym Wrath owns. Often just referred to as “Furious.”

Green Street Crew – Street gang the Lost Kings do business with. Often referred to as “GSC.” “Loco” is their leader and frequent nuisance to Rock.

LOKI – Short for Lost Kings.

Vipers MC – Rival and frequent enemy MC. Runs Ironworks which borders the Lost Kings’ territory. Their president, Ransom, and his SAA, Killa, appeared in Tattered on My Sleeve and White Heat. Ransom had a major role in White Knuckles.

Wolf Knights MC – Rival and sometimes ally of the Lost Kings. Their president, Ulfric, appeared in Slow Burn and stepped down in Between Embers (Lost Kings MC #5.5.) Merlin took over as President of the Wolf Knights. Their SAA, Whisper, was a partner in Wrath’s gym. Actions taken by the Wolf Knights have had a serious impact on the Lost Kings in recent times and their relationship is tenuous at the moment.

OTHER MC TERMINOLOGY

Most terminology was obtained through research. However, I have also used some artistic license in applying these terms to my romanticized, fictional version of an Outlaw Motorcycle Club.

Cage – A car, truck, van, basically anything other than a motorcycle.

Church – Club meetings all full patch members must attend. Led by the president of the club, but officers will update the members on the areas they oversee.

Citizen – Anyone not a hardcore biker or belonging to an outlaw club. “Citizen Wife” would refer to a spouse kept entirely separate from the club.

Cut – Leather vest worn by outlaw bikers. Adorned with patches and artwork displaying the club’s unique colors. The Lost Kings’ colors are blue and gray. Their logo is a skull with a crown.

Colors – The “uniform” of an outlaw motorcycle gang. A leather vest, with the three-piece club patch on the back, and various other patches relating to their role in the club. Colors belong to the club and are held sacred by all members.

Dressers – Slang for a motorcycle “dressed up” with hard saddle bags and other accessories. It’s designed for long-distance riding.

Fly Colors – To ride on a motorcycle wearing colors.

Mother Chapter – First chapter of the club.

Muffler Bunny – Club girl, who hangs around to provide sexual favors to members.

Nomad – A club member who does not belong to any specific charter, yet has privileges in all charters. Nomads go anywhere to take care of business, usually at the request of the club president.

Old Lady/Ol’ Lady – Wife or steady girlfriend of a club member. Has nothing to do with her age.

Out Bad –T he shorthand way of saying a club member has been kicked out of the club for some kind of betrayal. Someone who is “out bad” might be in hiding from the club.

Patched In – When a new member is approved for full membership.

Patch Holder – A member who has been vetted through performing duties for the club as a prospect or probate and has earned his three-piece patch.

Property Patch – When a member takes a woman as his Old Lady (wife status), he gives her a vest with a property patch. In my series, the vest has a “Property of Lost Kings MC” patch and the member’s road name on the back. The officers also place their patches on the ol’ lady’s vest as a sign they have agreed to always have her back. Her man’s patch or club symbol is placed over the heart.

Road Name – Nickname. Usually given by the other members.

RUB – Slang for Rich Urban Biker. A term generally used by real bikers to describe a person who rides an expensive motorcycle on weekends and never very far. A poser.

Run – A club sanctioned outing sometimes with other chapters and/or clubs. Can also refer to a club business run.


DEDICATION


It’s okay if you’re broken. That’s how the light gets in.


CHAPTER ONE
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Three years earlier…

“Your honor, we’ve reached a resolution and wish to put it on the record,” Hope said, smoothing down her skirt and taking her seat.

I still wasn’t happy about the arrangement, but I hated putting my little sister through all the legal bullshit. And even though I knew the old bitch hated me, a long, drawn-out legal battle couldn’t be good for my grandmother’s health. The judge strongly suggested we settle on our own and I got the feeling if he was forced to make the decision, it wouldn’t be in my favor. So that was how I ended up sharing joint-physical custody of my almost-seventeen-year-old sister.

Afterward, Hope gave me a big hug. “Listen,” she said, pulling away and lowering her voice. “If she gives you any trouble picking Heidi up, allowing you to see her, or talk to her on the phone. Any interference, let me know right away.”

“I will. Thank you.”

Hope stepped away to talk to Charlotte, the attorney assigned to represent my sister.

The sexy-as-sin woman who wouldn’t give me the time of day unless she was grilling me about my ability to care for my sister.

“Marcel?” My sister’s quivering voice strangled my heart. I turned and she threw herself at me, holding onto me tight. “Thank you for trying,” she whispered.

“Hey.” I squeezed her just as hard. “It’s okay, lil’ sis. I’ll pick you up from school on Friday.”

“Heidi,” my grandmother barked. “It’s time to go.”

Reluctantly, Heidi pulled away, and I faced my grandmother. The woman who kicked me out of her house when I was a teenager.

Not ready to say goodbye to Heidi yet, I made a snap decision. “Grams, why don’t we all go out to dinner?” I had plenty of reasons to hate the woman, but for my sister’s sake, maybe we could start fresh and put all the ugliness behind us.

My sister bounced up and down. “Yeah, Grams, please?”

“No.” My grandmother looked revolted at the suggestion. She wrapped her hand around Heidi’s arm and tugged. “It’s a school night.”

“Grams—”

“Let’s go, Heidi.”

My grandmother shot one last glare at me. “You can pick her up Friday. That’s the agreement.”

“I know, I—”

Too late. She was off, dragging my sister with her. And there wasn’t a fuckin’ thing I could do about it.

Hope watched them leave and shook her head. “That was nice of you to try. You did the right thing.”

“I hate this.”

“We can try again after her seventeenth birthday,” she hesitated, biting her lip. “This was unusual. For her age, usually the judge—”

I snorted. “My grandmother went to high school with the judge.”

She reared back. “What?”

“That’s how stuff works.”

“I wish you’d told me. We should have filed with a different judge. At least you would have had a fair shot.”

“It wouldn’t have made a difference.” I grabbed her hand. “Thank you, Hope. I know Rock talked you into representing me.”

“That’s not true.” She squeezed my hand. “I care about Heidi and want what’s best for her.” A second later she added, “You too.”

“Thanks.”

“Are you headed to the clubhouse now?”

“Nah, I think I’ll hang here.”

Her mouth turned down. My president’s ol’ lady knew dick about motorcycle clubs, but she’d fallen into a mothering role for the club.

In my pocket, my phone buzzed, and I pulled it out to find a text from my best friend.

Murphy: How’d it go? Heidi okay?

I wasn’t even sure how to answer Blake. He’d been pissed he couldn’t be in court. But Hope and I agreed to keep my association with the club out of the courtroom as much as possible. No cut. No motorcycle, which was why I’d driven my truck to every appearance so far. No support from my club brothers. Nothing that could give my grandmother ammunition to use against me. It worked. Although my grandmother tried to claim I was a criminal at one point, the Lost Kings MC was never brought up during the case.

Not that it did me much good.

Maybe I should’ve acted like the criminal she accused me of being and put a bullet in her head.

I finally tapped out an answer to Blake.

Me: I think so.

“Murphy?” Hope asked.

My mouth quirked up. “Who else?”

She chuckled. The court officer motioned us out of the room, so I walked Hope out to her car.

After tossing her stuff in the backseat, she gently touched my arm. “Are you sure you don’t want to—”

“I’ll be fine, Hope. Thank you for everything.”

After she left, I tapped out a quick text to Rock to let him know Hope was on her way home. Unsure of what to do with myself next, I stared down the sidewalk. I could head back to the apartment I rented not too far from my grandmother’s to show the court I had an acceptable home for Heidi.

I wasn’t ready to do that, and I didn’t feel like being alone. I should’ve gone up to the clubhouse, but I didn’t want the company of my brothers either.

Walking around the town I spent my youth in felt odd. Even weirder because I wasn’t wearing my Lost Kings MC cut.

Any of the restaurants close to the courthouse would be filled with lawyers, judges or whatever, so I avoided them.

A few blocks down, Oscar’s Place, was more my scene. Although the sign said “Diner,” dive bar was more fitting. Complete with bad lighting and even worse live music. I didn’t bother driving, figuring the walk would clear my head.

The heavy wooden door was sticky to the touch as I pushed it open. It took a few seconds for my eyes to adjust to the darkness and I surveyed the place for any familiar faces. Not that I wanted to see anyone. I planned to sit in the corner booth and be left alone for the night.

I never expected to find Charlotte sitting at the bar.

Lawyers usually hung at the other end of the road, down at Partners Pub where they kissed each others’ asses all evening long.

What the hell was she doing?

Oscar’s wasn’t the sort of place a woman as sexy as Charlotte should be hanging out by herself. Already a number of men in the room were eyeing her. It was only a matter of time before one made a move. And I’d be damned if I’d allow anyone to hassle her.

At least if I were with her, no one would be stupid enough to approach her. I swear, at least some of my intentions were noble. I wasn’t thinking about how much I wanted to take her in the bathroom, shove her up against the sink, pull her skirt up over her hips and fuck her. Not too much anyway.

I walked up behind her, watching as she tried to get Oscar’s attention. She seemed relaxed if not a bit weary.

“Hello, Miss Clark,” I said. She jumped and turned her head a fraction.

She stared at me for a minute, a little frown forming on her forehead. Her bottom lip trembled slightly, the first sign of vulnerability I’d ever seen her display. “Did you follow me?”

What the fuck kind of question was that? Yeah, I tried to ask her out a few times, and she’d turned me down in a cool but professional way that I actually respected. But I wasn’t hurting for pussy. I certainly didn’t need to stalk women. If anything, they stalked me.

“No. I’m hungry.” I gestured to the empty bar stool beside her. “You waiting for someone?”

“No, but—”

I leaned in closer. “You’re not representing my sister anymore,” I reminded her, blocking her favorite excuse for dodging me.

“Yes, but technically—”

“It’s not a date if we just ran into each other,” I said as I took the seat.

She gives me an exasperated snort. “Fine.”

Cute that she thought I’d take no for an answer.
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Custody disputes were dangerous business.

All legal practice involved some level of risk, but especially custody issues.

Nothing soured you on marriage more than working with families who are falling apart. Love turning to hate was a nasty, ugly business.

During our court case, Marcel put on a good front as the caring stable, older brother.

I knew his type, though. A player, maybe something even more sinister. I didn’t dig into it because that wasn’t my job.

No doubt because he also turned me on almost as much as he scared me.

Marcel finding me at the bar—the last place anyone should have been able to find me—rattled me right down to my heels.

The whole time I represented his sister, he made his interest in me obvious. While Heidi clearly adored and idolized her big brother, she held the rather mature opinion that her brother was a “dirty manwhore” as she lovingly put it.

With his good looks that skirted the line between wholesome farm boy and rugged bad boy, her assessment didn’t surprise me. It dampened any interest I might have had in him though. Never mind the whole he’s-the-brother-of-a-client-it’s-totally-unethical part.

When he focused his bright blue eyes on me that night, I knew I was in trouble.

Reminding me that I didn’t represent Heidi anymore knocked down some of my resistance. Against my better judgment, I allowed him to join me.

Not that he would’ve taken no for an answer.

He slipped off his leather jacket, draping it on the chair behind him and rolled up the long sleeves of his T-shirt. I couldn’t miss his heavily inked arms. Not that I hadn’t gotten glimpses here and there over the last few months. Or heard his grandmother bitch about what a tattooed menace her grandson was.

Everything about him taunted me with the bad choices I’d made in the past.

He’d barely taken his seat when a woman at least a couple years younger than me intruded.

“Hi, Marcel.”

A slow smile spread across his face. “Hey, little Bree. How you been?” He reached over and gave her a one-armed hug. I’m embarrassed to admit the small gesture made me jealous as hell. Who was she? How did they know each other?

As if he sensed my irritation, Marcel glanced at me. “Charlotte, this is Brianna Avery, she lived across the street from my grandmother’s. Used to babysit Heidi…after I moved out.”

It clicked in my brain that I’d heard about her before. “Oh. Yes. Heidi said such nice things about you.”

The girl smiled even wider. “I’m not in town for long, but I should stop by your grandmother’s and say hello.”

They chatted for a few more seconds before Bree moved away to meet friends. Dirty manwhore or not, Marcel’s gaze didn’t linger on the girl. No, it swung right back to me.

No, not me. My legs. Heat traveled over my skin as he swept his gaze up my body. He didn’t leer or linger on my chest like I expected. Instead he met my eyes and flashed a quick, unapologetic smile for the visual grope.

“Sorry about the interruption.”

“It’s okay. She seems nice. You, uh, don’t have to stay with me if—”

“You tryin’ to get rid of me?”

“No.”

“Don’t lie, counselor.”

Our drinks arrived, saving me from having to whip up some witty response.

More and more people came into the bar, increasing the noise level. Just what I’d been looking for when I walked in. Someplace to drown out all the doubts and second-guessing I did after a particularly tiring afternoon. Even when I “won” someone still lost, and it weighed on me every time.

Since one of my more troublesome cases involved my new dinner companion, it didn’t seem like an appropriate topic of conversation.

Marcel used every opportunity to lean in close so we could hear each other.

Each brush of his shoulder against mine. His warm breath on the side of my cheek. I have to admit, slowly he charmed his way under my skin.

My gaze traveled over his body—trying not to gawk, but failing miserably. I kept returning to his arms. He was physical perfection, everywhere. But my favorite part of a well-sculpted man had always been his arms. Throw in full-sleeve tattoos, and I was a goner. He wasn’t overly jacked up, but he obviously spent some of his time at Furious Fitness lifting weights.

It made me wonder what other treasures were hidden behind his soft blue shirt.

We were interrupted by the owner himself coming over to take our dinner orders.

Why was I fatally attracted to guys who are so obviously wrong for me? I didn’t need the warning from his sister to know a guy like him could and would pick up any woman he wanted. Probably thought it would be funny to nail what he assumed is a square chick like me so he could go back and brag to all his caveman buddies about boning some uptight lawyer.

I’m ashamed to admit I didn’t care.
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We placed our orders with Oscar and after he left, Charlotte turned to me. “I’m sorry it didn’t go the way you wanted.” Her low-spoken words were almost drowned out by the music.

A heavy sigh I didn’t expect eased out of me. “I just want my sister to be safe and happy. And do well in school.”

“She’s a lovely girl.”

My mouth turned up, proud of my sister. She could be mouthy when she wanted to be, but she had good reasons. Underneath it, she also happened to be sweet and sensitive. I’d never be able to make up for our shitty parents abandoning us, but I’d never stop trying either.

All I answered Charlotte with was a simple, “Yeah.”

“I haven’t done this for long, but this was my first case where a sibling fought for custody.”

I guess that was her way of saying she thought I was a nice guy.

If only she knew—I was most definitely not a nice guy.

“I’ve been taking care of her since she was a baby.” When my mother brought Heidi home from the hospital, dumped the tiny pink bundle in my lap and told me to “deal with it.” I left the last part out though because it was depressing as hell.

“She told me. What were you, ten?” she asked.

Uncomfortable, I lifted my shoulder as an answer. What was I supposed to do, let an infant take care of herself?

Charlotte seemed to accept that the topic of my shitty family history was off-limits and moved on. “Tell me, what do you do at Furious Fitness?”

“Whatever needs to be done.”

“That’s evasive,” she teased. I found myself liking the friendlier side of Charlotte. Still, I ignored her question. I only worked at Wrath’s gym on paper so I could show the court I had legitimate income that did not come from the MC or the strip club our MC owned. In the back of my head, I supposed Wrath needed to keep me on Furious’s payroll. At least until Heidi turned eighteen or my grandmother kicked off. Whichever came first.

Charlotte’s hand settled over mine. Warm and soft. So small against my larger one. I barely resisted the urge to wrap my fingers around hers and brush my thumb over her smooth skin. “I heard you trying to extend the olive branch after court.”

“Stupid idea. I wasn’t ready to say goodbye to Heidi yet, you know?”

She blinked a few times, then nodded. Christ, I probably sounded like one sappy motherfucker. When it came to my sister, though, I really didn’t care what anyone thought. Not even a chick I wanted to nail.

“You’ll see her Friday,” Charlotte said in a gentle way I could imagine must help put kids at ease when she worked with them. “I know how much your visits mean to her.”

I couldn’t answer right away and Charlotte turned to fiddle with her napkin. “She loves you a lot.”

I still couldn’t find any words. Maybe I wasn’t perfect, but even before our useless mother took off, I always tried to put Heidi first and do what was best for her. No one else was going to.

“Thanks,” I finally answered.

“A lot of kids in her shoes would ask to live with their brother so they could party or have no rules.”

“I bet.”

“I think Heidi just likes being with you because you listen to her.”

“Well, she’s a talker.”

Charlotte snorted. “Please, it was like pulling teeth to get her to tell me anything.”

That didn’t surprise me. Heidi held secrets well. A necessary skill when you’re exposed to an outlaw MC from the age of four.
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Marcel was not what I expected. He was easy to talk to, kind, and judging by the interest sparkling in his keen blue eyes, determined.

His sister was almost seventeen. Unless something major happened, it was unlikely I’d represent her again. I could always claim a conflict of interest had come up if the court tried to assign her to me in the future, but that was a shitty thing to do.

“Do you want to go somewhere a little quieter, Charlotte?” he asked after our plates were taken away. Somehow his fingers ended up tracing down my arm and goosebumps followed.

“Where?” My voice came out as a whisper, but he read the question on my lips.

“For a walk,” he suggested.

Not what I expected. From court records, I knew he didn’t live far. But he didn’t invite me to come home with him.

Yet.

He paid both our tabs, even though I protested, then held his hand out to help me off the bar stool.

So polite for such a rough-looking guy.

On the outside he may have seemed rough, but he held the door open for me and helped me slip into my coat once we were on the sidewalk.

Outside, he stopped and stared at the sky. We were downtown. Rows of buildings and trees lined the street, blocking most of the view.

Street lamps illuminated his face so I couldn’t miss the way he tipped his head and allowed his gaze to slowly drag over my body. His expression didn’t reveal a single thought. It bothered me that I couldn’t tell what he was thinking. It bothered me more how much I wanted him to want me.

But he held his cards well.

“Which way?” he finally asked.

“You tell me.” Was that the equivalent of dropping a hint that I was open to going home with him?

He nodded as if that was the answer he expected. I didn’t have it in me to be offended, especially since I would have followed him to his apartment right that second if he’d asked.

For a second, it seemed he was about to offer me one of his hands, but instead he jammed them in his pockets. We turned left, away from the bar. Away from the courthouse where my car was still parked.

“Where’s your car?” he asked as if he’d read my mind.

“In the courthouse lot.”

“You didn’t drive down here?”

“No. I needed the air.”

Something about my answer made him stop. “Why?”

“Rough day.”

“Tell me about it.”

I couldn’t tell if he was commiserating or he genuinely wanted to hear about it.

What was I supposed to say? Part of my bad day was directly related to him.

“I…I can’t always do what’s best for my clients and it gets to me after a while,” I explained when we started walking again. I wanted him to understand that settling the case hadn’t been my first choice, that I’d been ready to fight. But I was bound by all sorts of rules that forced my mouth to stay shut.

“I can imagine.” His voice seemed to penetrate past my ears. Outside away from the bar noise, it was easier to appreciate his deep, confident tone. He didn’t press me for details or nose around for information about my conversations with his sister, which made my respect for him grow.

“How long have you been doing this?”

“Not long. Too long. I don’t know.”

My jumbled answer didn’t seem to faze him. “Not what you thought it would be?”

“Not at all.” We passed a few shops. Nothing was open at that hour. “I originally wanted to be a criminal attorney.”

Why did I tell him that? The starry-eyed dreams I had of being a criminal defense attorney had died a long time ago.

“Yeah? Why didn’t you?”

“Decided I’d rather help kids instead of criminals.”

That was close enough to the truth. As much as I dared to tell this man who was practically a stranger.

He smothered a laugh. “Yeah, can’t blame you there.” We walked a little farther before he spoke again. “Hope’s said it’s not what she thought too.”

Hope? His attorney? How close were they? Why was I so jealous all of a sudden?

“You know her well?”

Marcel’s demeanor shifted to something more guarded. “She’s dating one of my…best friends.”

“So she gave you the friends and family rate then?” I teased.

“Something like that.”

That made sense. He didn’t strike me as the type of guy to hire a female attorney. Something that made my attraction to him even stranger.

A man I recognized as the parent of one of my clients approached us, crazy eyes focused on me. My heart kicked up. This jerk had threatened me several times over the last few months for not recommending to the court that he have full custody of his daughter. Never mind I thought he was a terrible parent, it wasn’t what his daughter wanted. Since she was my client, his wishes weren’t my concern. I’d tried reaching out to the man’s attorney a bunch of times, but he couldn’t seem to rein in his client either.

“Bitch, you better stop ignoring my phone calls,” he said as he weaved in front of me, completely ignoring Marcel.

Marcel moved fast. Before I could even open my mouth, Marcel placed himself in front of me.

“Back off,” he warned in a low, menacing voice.

The man stumbled back a few steps but kept his eyes trained on me. “You’re not keeping me from my daughter, bitch.”

One of Marcel’s hands reached behind him and patted my side. To reassure me or ascertain my location, I wasn’t sure, but I appreciated the gesture.

I also noticed the way he’d adopted a fighting stance, prepared to defend me without even knowing the situation.

“Who the fuck are you?”

“Doesn’t matter,” Marcel growled. “Stay away from her.” He didn’t follow it up with threats. Didn’t need to, honestly. His tone and posture said it all.

My client’s father turned and ran.

It wasn’t until I settled my hand on Marcel’s shoulder that I realized I was shaking. “Thank you.”

He turned quickly, fierce expression still in place and took my hand. “That kind of thing happen to you a lot?”

“Once or twice,” I admitted.

His face softened and he brushed the back of his hand over my cheek. “Is that why you were freaked out when I came up to you in the bar?” he asked gently.

“A little. Yes.”

“Sorry about that.”

The apology surprised me. Reassured me.

His face darkened, and he turned, searching the street again. His body stayed tense, ready to hunt down anyone who bothered me. Finally, he turned my way again. “Anyone ever hassles you, let me know, and I’ll handle it.”

The intensity in his voice, in his eyes, made me hot all over.

Marcel brought out primal urges I didn’t even know I had. I wanted him to fire off some orders, push me up against the wall, dig his big hands into my ass as he took what he wanted—

“Charlotte?”

“What? Sorry.” My cheeks must have been a hundred shades of red. He cocked his head, studied me as if he knew he’d caught me fantasizing about him. About us.

He slipped an arm around my waist, turning us in the opposite direction. I didn’t ask where we were going and he didn’t offer.

Finally, we ended up in a parking lot behind a small apartment complex. “My place,” he explained.

I turned and faced him. “Kind of big for one guy.”

The corner of his mouth lifted. “My apartment’s on the top floor.”

Both arousal and fear spiked inside of me.

I was crazy for considering this. Sure, technically I didn’t represent his sister any longer. But I could in the future. Getting involved with him was such a bad idea.

“Do you want to come up?” he asked.

I couldn’t deny I’d been interested in him since the day we met.

Bad decision or not, I answered, “Lead the way.”


CHAPTER TWO
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He wasn’t kidding about living on the top floor. Since he was so fit and in shape, I was embarrassed to be a little out of breath as I trailed behind him. He seemed not to notice. At his front door, he smiled.

A hungry smile, but still somehow sweet. Charming even.

I bet he charmed lots of women.

But in that moment he wanted me. His gaze traveled over my body in a much more intimate way than he’d done all evening. Clearly he was picturing us fucking and the thought shook me in the best possible way.

Our arms brushed, a brief second of electricity while he opened the front door. He waited for me to walk in first. Almost like a dare.

I should have left. Gone home.

Instead, I stepped over the threshold.

The soft thunk of the door closing behind us seemed so loud.

We were alone.

He could do whatever he wanted to me.

After a few seconds, I turned. He still hadn’t moved from the door. His big body stood between me and escape.

As if he sensed my thoughts, he stepped aside, giving me the chance to run if I wanted it. At least I think that was his intention.

“You good, Charlotte?”

“I’m good.”

He circled me slowly. “Do you want something to drink?”

“Sure. Water?”

One corner of his mouth lifted. “Good choice. That’s about all I have at the moment.”

I followed him across the apartment. The kitchen was small. A counter separated it from the living room, and he had three bar stools set up on one side. I leaned against one, watching while he poured water from a jug he removed from the refrigerator.

He slid the glass across the counter and watched as I took a sip. Too nervous to meet his eyes, I glanced around the apartment. It was sparsely furnished. Everything seemed new, clean, and neat. One of the bay windows had a little nook area with a small table and two chairs.

“Heidi likes doing her homework at the table,” he explained when my gaze lingered.

Right. His sister. My client.

Fuck.

He stepped closer almost pushing my back against the counter with his body. “Are you comfortable, Charlotte?”

“Comfortable?”

“You seem nervous.”

“Oh, maybe a little.”

“I don’t bite.” He grinned, slow and full of heat. “Unless you want me to.”

“Uh.” Brilliant. He’d reduced me to noises instead of full words. His muscular body was within reach, but I kept still. Yes, I was nervous. Scared and a lot turned on.

I dodged to the right and walked through the living room. One door was open, and I pushed it wider. A twin bed took up one wall, a desk and bookcase filled the rest of the space. Everything was bare though.

“Heidi’s. I was planning to take her shopping to furnish it this weekend,” Marcel explained from right behind me. Startled, I whipped around, finding him a lot closer than I expected.

My heart clenched. The idea of this ultra-manly, rough, tattooed guy spending an afternoon taking his sister shopping for bedroom furnishings was too sweet to contemplate. “She’ll probably love that.”

He shrugged and peeked in the room. His gaze fell on me again and he opened his mouth, seemed to think better of whatever he wanted to say and shook his head. Taking my hand, he tugged me away, closing the door behind him.

I followed him to the couch and when I didn’t sit close enough, he slid over and wrapped an arm around my shoulders. “Still okay, Charlotte?”

“Yes.”

“Good.” He placed two fingers on my cheek, turning me to face him. I stared into his eyes, swimming in the almost teal color.

“Are those contacts?” I blurted out.

“What?”

“Your eyes. They’re such a pretty color.”

He pulled back, laughter making his body and the couch shake. “Pretty? I don’t think anyone’s ever said anything about me was pretty.”

“Well they are,” I huffed. He made me feel so damn foolish.

“Thank you. No. I don’t wear contacts.”

His hand cupped my cheek this time and before anything else stupid came out of my mouth, he pressed his lips against mine. One soft, gentle perfect kiss.

I reached up and ran my fingers through his thick hair, pulling him closer. Sinking into the warmth of his mouth and body.

The kisses started off soft and gentle, but with each nip and lick, he demanded more.

He leaned into me, the force of his body pushing me back into the couch where I stared up at him. He traced a finger over my cheek then lowered his mouth to mine again.

My heart pounded.

He was a good kisser. So good. Too good.

I moaned against his lips as his tongue softly stroked mine.

His hands held my face as he kept kissing me. I kissed him back just as hard.

“Charlotte.” He broke away long enough to stare down at me with heavy-lidded desire.

I grabbed him by the back of his neck and pulled his mouth to mine, answering his unspoken question.

One of his hands dropped to my waist and I realized he was untucking my blouse. Once it was free of my skirt, he went to work on the buttons.

“Lot of buttons,” he muttered.

I sat up and pulled the blouse up over my head, draping it over the back of the couch. It seemed to surprise Marcel. Hell, the action surprised me too. It proved just how much I wanted him.

He traced his finger over the tops of my breasts, skimming the lace of my bra, but didn’t try to remove it. His mouth followed the path of his fingers before kissing his way up my neck.

“Good?” he whispered against my ear.

I’m not sure what it was, but every time he checked in to see if I still wanted this, desire rushed through me in waves. The question wasn’t a boy asking permission. It was a man who wanted to protect me.

I answered by reaching between us and running my hand along his length where it strained against his jeans.

He groaned against my lips. “Not yet, Charlotte.”

God, I loved the way he said my name.

His eyes squeezed shut as I explored him through the rough fabric. Long, thick, and so hard.

He brought his lips to my skin, sucking and kissing my neck. “Keep it up and this will be over real quick,” he warned. His hands moved to the back of my skirt, quickly tugging the zipper down. I lifted up so he could drag the skirt over my hips and down my legs. He tossed it next to my blouse.

“Are you with me?” he growled, shoving his hand between my legs and stroking the satin of my underwear. “Answer me with words this time,” he demanded as he kept grazing the fabric covering my pussy.

I shivered with desire. “Yes.”

He knew how much I wanted him. The evidence was on his fingers. But the little reminders that I had control here made me want him even more.

[image: Teller]

I wanted to devour this woman.

She’d been on my mind for months.

In my head, I’d already fucked her in a hundred different positions.

The nervous way she entered my apartment had me rethinking my plan to pin her up against the door as soon as we stepped inside.

No, this was much better.

Kissing her rocked me.

I’d fucked my fair share of club girls, but I rarely spent time kissing them. It seemed too intimate. Not that I was mean to the girls or treated them badly. It just wasn’t necessary when you were both in need of a quick, easy release, and nothing more.

But I wanted to kiss Charlotte for-fucking-ever.

I couldn’t think far beyond that.

“Marcel?” she whispered. I liked the way my name sounded on her lips. I’d like it even better if she called me the name everyone knew me by in my world.

I needed her in my bed.

I sat back and ran my gaze over her pale skin. Her chest and neck were flushed pink with arousal.

“You want this?”

“Yes.”

“You want me?”

She lowered her eyes. “I do.”

Given the conservative suit she wore to court, the sapphire-blue bra and underwear with gold lace at the edges was real fuckin’ sexy.

“You’re all girly-girl under those suits, aren’t you?” I reached out and teased my fingers over her breasts.

“Sometimes.”

She blinked up at me when I stood, but as soon as I held out my hand, she took it. I pulled her off the couch into my body, running my hands over her exposed skin before lifting her off the floor and carrying her into my room.

Her sharp squeal and laughter turned my own mouth up. As I set her down, she turned and took in my room.

“You’re so neat for a single guy.”

“Thanks, I think.”

I rented the apartment so I could share custody of Heidi with my grandmother. I certainly never intended to have it be some hook-up pad. I wouldn’t subject my sister to that.

Charlotte was the first woman I’d brought into the apartment.

While she had her back to me, I took the opportunity to unhook her bra. She glanced over her shoulder. “You’re still dressed and I’m almost naked.”

“Observant. I like that.” I teased the straps down her shoulders, but she hugged the material to her chest. “Still good?”

“Yes.”

The bra fell to the floor.

“Get on my bed.”

She took her time and slowly crawled into the middle of the bed, hips and ass swaying in the most seductive way.

“I already like everything you got goin’ on, Charlotte. Lie down.”

I reached down to adjust myself as she did what I asked, then stalked closer.

Standing at the foot of the bed, I met her questioning gaze. “Feet flat on the bed,” I directed in a low voice, waiting until she did what I asked before continuing. “Spread your legs.”

She teased me for a few seconds but finally moved her knees wide apart.

“Nice.” My hand stroked over my chin as I took her in. “Touch yourself.”

Her hand slid down, under her panties and I sucked in a deep breath. I placed one knee on the bed and slipped my shirt off. Her eyes widened and she rubbed herself harder.

I wrapped one of my hands around hers, removing it from her pussy. “Mine now.”

My fingers hooked into her underwear and she watched as I slowly peeled them off. I wished I’d bothered to turn on the overhead light. I wanted to memorize every single inch of her. Instead, I kissed behind her knee.

“That tickles.”

“Yeah? How ’bout this?” I ran my tongue up the inside of her thigh and she let out a sound somewhere between a gasp and a giggle. “Still tickle?”

“No.”

I placed a kiss on her lower stomach then slowly worked my way down.

Most girls closed their eyes or stared at the ceiling. Not Charlotte. She was one hundred percent with me. Rising up on her elbows to watch everything I did to her. I wrapped my hands around her ankles, spreading her wider. She gasped when I brushed an open mouthed kiss over her pussy. Dug her fingers through my hair when I dragged my tongue over her lips.

I needed her closer, so I slid my hands under ass and held her the way I wanted.

“Oh.”

“More?”

“Please.” She was so close to begging me. Cool, calm, collected Charlotte was coming undone in my bed.

My fingers glided through her slit. Slick and hot. I dragged my tongue up her wet center, stopped to suck and kiss where I wanted. The steady rhythm I settled into seemed to please her because she rocked her hips in time with each lick. Slowly, I made my way to her clit, sucking gently.

Under me she twisted and moaned, let out a scream when I wiggled my tongue over it.

“Keep going. Please, keep going.”

She didn’t need to say it, I had no plans to stop.

Each cry sounded more desperate than the last.

“I…I’m…”

“That’s it.”

She came beautifully for me.

I placed both hands on her hips. “We’re fucking now.”

She pushed up on her elbows to meet my gaze, eyes still hazy from the orgasm I’d given her. A total beat-on-my chest moment.

I kneeled up over her and she stared at me with a soft, dazed expression. “Damn, you’re talented with that tongue.”

“I’m even better with my dick.”

“Prove it,” she challenged.

I stood at the side of the bed and slowly worked my jeans off, letting her have a good look.

“Impressive.” She reached out, wrapping her fingers around me and I let out a hiss of air as she slowly stroked up and down.

I let her explore while I leaned over and grabbed a condom out of my pocket. Since I hadn’t planned on bringing women here, the place happened to be condom-free.

That might be a problem.

One fuck wouldn’t be enough.

“I only have the one,” I informed her, shaking the packet in front of her face.

“I have some in my purse.”

“Oh, really?”

“Does that bother you?”

“Nope.” I’d happily pretend she was carrying them around because she’d been planning to fuck me tonight.

“Good. Because if you did, I wouldn’t do this.” She leaned in and closed her mouth around my cock.

“Oh, fuuuck,” I groaned. “Definitely no problem.”

She chuckled and the sound vibrated up my dick. I gathered her hair in my fist and when I was close, tugged on it. Her big blue eyes stared up at me. I swore she looked annoyed I’d stopped her fun.

“You’re pretty good with your tongue too.”

Her mouth twisted into a wry smile and she watched me suit up.

I fucking dove at her, tackling her to the mattress. She let out nervous laughter and hooked her arms around my neck. “Eager?” she teased.

“Fuck yes.” I slipped my hand under her leg, opening her wider and settled between her legs. “Been wanting to do this for a while now.”

Her face lost some of the playfulness, so I kissed her to keep her in the moment.

“Think you can take it?”

“We’ll find out.”

Shit, she made me laugh.

I lowered my weight onto her and dipped my head to take another kiss. She spread her legs wider and I pushed my way inside her slick pussy.

“Oh, fuck,” she murmured against my mouth. “Harder.”

It felt so fucking good sliding inch after inch of my cock in her wet heat. I bottomed out and ground myself into her. Waited a second for her to adjust and when she met my eyes again, my hips pumped into her. Our wet flesh smacked together in time with her soft moans. I slipped my hand down between us and found her clit, rubbing with two fingers while I kept fucking her.

“Hold me down.” She practically panted the words in my ear.

“What?”

“Hold me down,” she repeated. A hot shock of surprise shot straight to my dick.

To demonstrate, she lifted her arms above her head, knocking my pillows to the side.

“Please?” she begged.

Wrapping my hands around her forearms, I gripped her tight. Pinned to the mattress. The way her breathing hitched fired up all my natural impulses.

Gathering her wrists in one hand, I kept them restrained above her head and used my other hand to cup her breast, rolling her nipple between my fingers.

A low moan escaped her throat.

“Harder.” She licked her lip. The blazing desire shining in her eyes was clear—the harder I held her, harder I fucked her, the more it turned her on.

The more it turned me on.

I brought my lips to hers for another kiss and she flinched, turning away.

She wanted the rough stuff, but shied away from any
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