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Chapter One

 


Maddie French glanced down at her watch to
check the time. It was safe to say her date wasn’t coming. He was
over an hour late, and she was growing tired of the pitying looks
directed her way. She sipped at her water and tapped her fingers on
the table. If she ate now, they would all know she’d been stood up.
Not that anyone was supposed to care, but she saw the disguised
points.

She pulled out her cell phone and checked to
see if he’d left her a message, but there was nothing.

Ever since she had shared her picture with
this guy she’d been talking to for months, he’d been different.

She ran fingers through her long brown hair,
which she’d spent a good amount of time curling so it didn’t just
lay flat. This was why she hated internet dating. She never
photographed well. Her mother used to tell her often enough that
her best features were always hidden. Not that her mother would
ever divulge what she considered her best features.

She put her cell phone away and took a deep
breath.

This wasn’t the first time she’d been stood
up, wouldn’t be the last time either. She could pretend so many
things as to why her date didn’t arrive. A car accident. Held up at
work. He was helping someone give birth in a subway, but the truth
was that it was because of her size.

Her mother had always told her no man wanted
a fat girl. Her mother, God rest Delia French’s heart, didn’t mince
her words. Some people of Carnage even thought Delia was
responsible for putting her husband, Nigel, into an early grave
with all of her real talk. No one knew her parents were as
bad as each other.

They kept everything real.

Where another parent might tell their child
the weight would drop of them as they got older, or that they were
beautiful, she wasn’t told that.

Nope.

Her parents told her she was fat, ugly, and
that she was going to have to do something to have any chance of
having a husband. In fact, Delia had told her she should just
accept that she was going to be an old maid. At thirty years old,
she didn’t consider herself an old maid, but so far, her parents
hadn’t been wrong.

She was overweight.

The world didn’t want to admit it, but size
really did matter to a great deal of people. In the small town of
Carnage, there was no one who wanted her.

Clenching her hands into tight fists, she
felt sickness swirling in her gut. To anyone who looked at her, it
was her size-twenty curves that spoke volumes. It wasn’t the
volunteer work she did at the local animal shelter or the schools.
Nor was it the hard work she put in to every single town fair.

Life after high school should have been
easier. Instead, she’d passed through a multitude of jobs, failed
her driving license more times than she could count, which meant
she walked everywhere, and never had a long-lasting
relationship.

Her only boyfriend was in the last year of
high school, and he’d dumped her after taking her virginity in the
back of his truck. He was a nerd, and no one had paid attention to
him. She’d been the fat girl, and as he told her at the time, he’d
taken pity on her. Neither of them should have entered adulthood a
virgin, and that was his community service to her.

She’d never been more embarrassed in her
life.

Maddie glanced around at the couples. It
wasn’t even a fancy restaurant. It was a small eating section at
the bar in Carnage.

She rubbed her temples and then jumped as
she heard the roar of bikes arrive outside.

There was only one bunch of people who rode
bikes in Carnage. The Chaos and Carnage MC that lived all around
town. They owned several businesses, including this bar, the local
mechanic shop, the gym, and a few other places that were way too
many to count.

She used to go to school with one of the
members, Grant Reynolds. He’d been a popular bad boy, and no one
had messed with him because of who his brother was.

As if the thought of him conjured him up,
Kirk Reynolds, known only as Bull, entered the bar. He had several
guys at his back. Many of them she didn’t know the name of. She had
always steered clear of the MC group that filled their town. Women
wanted to fuck them. Men wanted to be them. They were the group
most people wanted to be associated with.

She knew they helped a lot of business in
town. They even offered protection, and in the last ten years,
there had been no violence or death brought to the streets of
Carnage. She had even seen him talking to the local sheriff, Dylan,
from time to time. Not that she was a stalker. She just happened to
notice a whole lot of things. People often ignored her
presence.

With the MC here, it was time for her to
leave. Her parents had always told her never to get muddled up with
them.

She finished her water and got to her feet,
heading toward the bar about to pay for the few drinks she’d
ordered.

A large man stepped in front of her,
stopping her from going.

The heavy scent of leather and oil filled
her senses. Lifting her head, she came face to face with Bull. His
green eyes held a slight glare as he looked at her.

She noticed the scar most people called
ugly, but she didn’t think for a single second it lessened his
appeal. Some women had said he was ugly. How the scar made them
think of some horror movie villain, but they must have seen it when
it first happened. Staring at him now, she saw he was a man of
substance. Even the way he carried himself, there was an element of
power to him no one could detract from.

“Hello, Maddie,” he said.

It didn’t come as a surprise that he knew
her name. Bull wasn’t the president of the MC for nothing. She knew
he had a very sharp working brain in that skull of his.

“Hello, Bull,” she said.

He glanced behind her. “Where are you going
so soon?”

She hiked her bag up her shoulder and forced
a smile to her lips. “I’m leaving.”

Maddie went to walk around him, but he
grabbed her arm, stopping her. She had no idea what was going on
with him. He had never said more than two words to her, and now he
was suddenly touching her.

Looking down at his hand on her arm, then up
to his face, she waited.

He didn’t let her go.

“Take your hands off me.”

“Most women like it when I touch them.”

She snorted. “I’m not most women.” She
pulled her arm away from him. Without another look at him, she made
her way toward the counter, where Elizabeth was serving one of the
customers.

Normally, she’d leave money on the table,
but there had been some kind of theft a few years back so there was
a sign that read in large capitals to pay at the counter.

“I’ll be right there,” Elizabeth said.

Bull hadn’t backed off. She felt how close
he was.

Seconds passed.

She looked in the mirror overlooking the
bar. His biker friends had all taken seats further down, and Bull
was leaning against the bar, rather close to her. She had no reason
to be gaining this special attention from him.

Elizabeth, fortunately, didn’t take too
long. She offered her a smile, and she was glad to have taken
it.

“I’m so sorry about that. Your date didn’t
show?” Elizabeth asked.

“You were waiting for a date?” Bull
asked.

His deep voice carried, and anyone who
didn’t know she was waiting for a date would know now.

Maddie forced a smile to her lips. “Yeah, I
was. He … didn’t make it.”

“Why?”

She took a deep breath and shrugged. “Don’t
have a clue. You’d have to ask him.”

“What’s his name?” Bull asked.

“None of your business.” She wasn’t about to
tell Bull anything. He didn’t need any explanation as to why she’d
been stood up.

“You haven’t eaten anything,” Elizabeth
said.

“It’s fine. I want to get out of here.”
There was only so much embarrassment she could handle in one
night.

Her bed, a steamy romance book, and
chocolate ice cream were all in her future.

“Have dinner with me,” Bull said.

Maddie shook her head. “No thank you.”

“Are you too good to eat dinner with me?” he
asked.

She rolled her eyes. “Bull, I don’t know
you. I’m not going to eat with a stranger out of pity. I’m not
desperate. Besides, your friends are all waiting for you.”

“They can wait.”

Maddie laughed. “Of course they can.” She
paid her bill and turned toward him. “Thank you for being … sweet,
but this isn’t the first time and I doubt it will be the last time
either.” She reached out and put a hand on his arm. She had no clue
as to why she did it.

Removing her hand, she kept the smile on her
lips as she turned on her heel to leave the bar.

She held on to her bag, took a deep breath,
and looked up at the sky. Were her parents wagging their fingers at
her, telling her she shouldn’t have been so foolish?

Tears filled her eyes, and she lowered her
head, wiping at her eyes so no tear would fall. She refused to
cry.

Taking a step away from the bar, she headed
across town, going toward her apartment building that was only a
twenty-minute walk away. She grabbed her cell phone and drew up her
profile on the dating app. Maddie didn’t take time to think over
her decision, she went into the settings and straight to the option
to delete profiles, followed by removing her account. Once she had
clicked her way through each relevant section, she got the email
ping to let her know her account was deleted.

Maddie held her phone tightly as she got to
her apartment building. The main doors held a code that each
resident was given to be allowed into the building. She typed in
her code, and the doors beeped.

She didn’t bother with the elevator after
having a bad experience on it the first time she moved in nearly
ten years ago. It had broken down while she’d been inside it. For
six hours, she had been stuck in that small box, and since then,
she had only ever taken the stairs. There had been no further
breakdowns, but she wasn’t willing to risk it.

She went to her apartment on the fourth
floor, slid in the key, and twisted the doorknob. This had been
home for ten years. After her mother’s passing, she’d put her
family home on the market. It had sold within weeks to a lovely
couple who were starting up a new family. There had been a short
time when she had imagined keeping her parents’ home, moving in,
and hoping one day to start a family.

She hadn’t wanted to keep a house that was
designed for a family when she was a single woman.

Maddie closed the door of her apartment,
flicked on the light, and leaned against her door, staring at her
small space. This was her space. The apartment was an open plan
apart from the bedroom. Her kitchen and living room were easily
visible from the front door. Her bedroom was through the main door
to her right, and she had an en-suite bathroom.

This was her life.

After putting the keys into the dish on the
small cabinet to the right, she hung her bag on the hook she’d
installed, removed her jacket, and kicked off her heels. She rarely
ever wore heels, often preferring pumps or trainers to anything too
high. This was going to be the last date she went on.

She had long grown tired of the crappy ones,
or like tonight, the no-shows. She was done attempting to find Mr.
Right. He wasn’t out there, and she was miserable constantly being
reminded of that fact.

****

Bull watched Maddie go.

He didn’t want to see her leave, but he’d be
lying if he said it was a disappointment considering how juicy her
ass was. Running a hand down his face, he moved across the bar to
where his boys were waiting for him. Elizabeth didn’t keep him
waiting long.

“What can I get you boys?” she asked.

They were all older than she was, but she
liked to play the role.

“You can tell me, sugar, how long that juicy
piece was waiting,” Bull said.

“Maddie? You want to know how long she was
waiting for her date to arrive?”

He hated repeating himself, but Elizabeth
wasn’t known to be the brightest tool in the box. Some of the boys
liked to keep her on speed dial. She liked to play but not to
commit, and his boys were down for the playing.

Bull forced a smile to his lips, determined
not to ask again.

“Er, let’s see, she arrived just before
seven and it’s eight thirty now. An hour and a … er … half,” she
said. “It was kind of sad. When she came in, she was all excited.
Asked if he’d arrived.”

“Did she give a name?”

Elizabeth sighed then groaned. “She sure
did, but I’ve completely forgotten it.”

“Get us a couple of beers, please.”

“Will do. You know it is such a shame.
That’s the second date in the last six months that has been a
no-show.” Elizabeth shrugged. “Some men.” She tutted to herself and
moved away.

“What was that all about?” Rusty asked.

“None of your business.” He took a seat and
waited for his beer to arrive. Truthfully, he didn’t know what the
thing was with Maddie French. It wasn’t the first time he’d noticed
her. He’d been noticing her for a long time but had never gotten
the opportunity to act on it, until now. She was rarely alone,
which was ironic as all around town, she wasn’t exactly a social
bunny. He’d noticed her at a couple of the town fairs and around
town. She volunteered a lot, and seeing as he was a social pariah
with the Chaos and Carnage MC, they never mixed in the same
circles. She never came to the club. Still, he’d noticed her fine
curves for many years now, especially her ass in a pair of jeans,
not to mention those ripe tits, just designed to have his head
nestled against.

“Here you boys go,” Elizabeth said. She
placed their beers on the counter. Pat, like always, was quiet.

Bull lifted the bottle to his lips and took
a sip. It was nice and cold, which was what the hot summer night
required.

He drank several large gulps before he put
the bottle down.

“You want any company later?” Elizabeth
asked.

He smirked and shook his head. “Thanks,
darlin’, but this beer is all I need.”

Elizabeth had been offering herself to him
for a long time. He never took her up on it. There was no desire
there. She was a little too skinny for his tastes. Unlike some of
the boys, he was careful about who he stuck his dick into. He’d
seen what happened to his and Grant’s pop for putting his dick in
any woman that would have him. It caused nonstop drama, and he had
no room for it in his life.

“What about you, Rusty?” Elizabeth
asked.

Rusty nearly choked on his beer. “Nah,
thanks, sweetheart. One dose of the clap was good enough.”

Pat waved his hand at her.

He lost interest as she went down to talk to
Stacks and Rip. Not all of the guys had followed him down to the
bar to have a drink. He wanted a change of scenery. Beer was easy
to come by at the clubhouse, but for some odd reason, the bar
called to him tonight. It was a slow night. Most of the customers
sat near the restaurant side. Some couples moved on the dance
floor, but all in all, it was very slow. He had no doubt rumors
would circulate about his interaction with Maddie. Why couldn’t he
get that woman alone? He didn’t like that she’d been on multiple
no-show dates. What was her deal?

He took a long sip of his drink, and Rusty
sighed.

“Can you believe that chick?” Rusty
asked.

“What chick?”

“Elizabeth?”

Bull chuckled. “You took her for a test
drive.”

“And got itchy balls because of it. Believe
me, she didn’t even call me by my actual name.”

“I don’t want to know what she called any of
you. It was bad enough that you had to come into the club and
announce you had something wrong with your junk, and the fact it
went around the whole club. Fucking gross.” At least he hadn’t been
caught with it. The women who circled the club like vultures, he
steered well clear of. The women he fucked, they knew the score,
and he also made it a habit to never use women who liked to be
passed between his men. Again, it was something he learned early in
his life as a brother. When he was a young teenager, he’d taken a
few girlfriends to the club, and they’d been more interested in
gaining the banger’s patch than him.

Not that he had a problem with that. Women
were free to fuck whomever they wanted. He didn’t slut-shame
anyone. He simply didn’t want to be part of that play.

Finishing his beer, he turned on his stool
and looked around the bar. He was a part owner in this place
because he’d had no choice but to help out his old friend Thomas
who had been pretty desperate after his old man put the profits on
a couple of horses that were duds. Nearly lost everything, and
Thomas had a family and his mother to take care of.

Bull, being the nice guy that he was, took
care of the dad so he wouldn’t be making bets on the lives of his
family again, and became a part owner of this bar. It wasn’t a huge
profit, but it helped Thomas out, and they’d been friends since
they were in diapers.

An unlikely friendship by all accounts.
Thomas was super thin, gangly, with lots of pimples, and a pure
nerd. Bull was the biker’s son, a rebel, a boy to be feared. They
had started talking one day through detention, and they’d been
friends ever since.

He was Thomas’s best man. No one thought
he’d ever wear a suit, but he proved them all wrong.

“Look, I can’t help that every single piece
of pussy wants a piece of this Rusty machine.”

Bull raised a brow at Rusty, who wrinkled
his nose.

“Yeah, that doesn’t sound right. I’m not
some grandpa. Anyway, you know what I mean.”

“I’m going to agree with you to just shut
you up.”

“Nice one.” Rusty held up his fist, and Bull
merely shook his head.

“Come on, man, bumping fists is cool.”

“If you’re a teenager, maybe.”

“Dude, you’re no fucking fun.”

“Then you should have come with Grant,” he
said, mentioning his brother. Out of the two of them, Grant was the
wild child, while he was … the sane, level-headed, responsible one.
Not that he hadn’t experienced a certain level of crazy during his
time, but that was all when he was younger. At forty-two years old
with the Chaos and Carnage MC depending on him, he preferred to
stay focused rather than going out of his way to pick fights.

“Speaking of Grant, if you want to have any
questions asked, talk to him.”

“About what?”

“About your girl. We all know those two went
to school together. I’m sure Grant has some info on her if you need
it,” Rusty said. He glanced behind his back and smirked. “A hen
party. This must be my lucky night.”

“I’ll get the doctor on call for some ball
cream,” Bull said.

“Why don’t you come and have some fun with
me?” Rusty asked. “We could tag team them. You used to enjoy
that.”

“Go. I’ve got to head back to the club.”
Sitting at the bar didn’t appeal to him. He sipped at his beer.
Everyone but Pat went to go and corrupt the party full of engaged
women.

“Not your scene?” Bull asked.

“No,” Pat said. He’d gotten home five years
ago after finishing his final tour, an ex-soldier, but Bull had an
idea the man had a lot more going on than being just a man to take
orders.

No one talked to Pat about his nightmares,
not then, and certainly not now. They were few and far between.
Most of the time, they came when he allowed himself to let go. To
just drink and drink until the memories faded, but it was like the
alcohol let his guard down in his sleep because that was when the
real shit happened.

“I’m heading back to the clubhouse. You want
to come?”

Pat slapped his hand against the counter. On
their way out, their boys cheered for them, and the women pouted as
if they didn’t have enough cocks between them to keep them
satisfied.

Bull went straight to his bike, straddling
his machine that looked brand fucking new. He’d had this beast for
nearly twenty years. The first bike his father had ever bought him.
The only bike that had ever been purchased for him. He’d kept her
in good nick, but being a mechanic helped him to keep all of the
club running smoothly.

Turning over the ignition and feeling his
baby purr to life, this was the stuff dreams were made of. He
revved the gears and felt the power beneath his thighs.

Pat was already out of the bar’s parking lot
and on the road. The guy was going to have to talk to someone soon,
otherwise, he was going to crack.

Bull, while he was on his own, took a great
deal of pleasure in just existing with his bike, enjoying the feel
of her, but in doing so, it allowed his mind to wander, and he
started to think of Maddie. The sweet, curvy woman he wanted to
fuck.

There was no point denying it.

He’d tried to ignore his feelings for her.
The desire to bend her over the nearest surface and to rub every
single inch of those curves until he memorized them by touch alone.
It wouldn’t be a hardship either.

Maddie had a body made for being touched.
Actually, she had a body made to be worshiped.

He had fucked his way through a variety of
women in his lifetime, and he was always drawn to the curves. To
the full-figured woman. Maddie would fit into his arms with
ease.

Bull wouldn’t be afraid of breaking her,
unlike so many other women.

His dick was already getting hard thinking
about it, but he wasn’t going to bang on some woman’s door,
demanding to know why she was being so difficult.

Women fell on the floor for him. Practically
begged him to fuck them. Maddie wasn’t like that. She didn’t beg,
but one day, she was going to, and that victory would be so
sweet.

After pulling out of the parking lot, he
headed toward the clubhouse, not caring about the noise he made or
the people he disturbed as he pushed his bike into doing what he
wanted.


Chapter Two

 


“I am so sorry, Maddie. You know I would
keep you if I could,” Casey said.

Maddie sat down in the diner, staring at the
large cup of coffee. It wasn’t fancy. It didn’t have any of the
foamed milk she loved so much. It was just a regular cup of coffee
and to her, there was nothing wrong in that, but today had
sucked.

She worked many jobs. The library being just
one of them, but it did take up most of her day. The pay hadn’t
been great, but now, due to a reduction in funding once again, she
had lost that job this very morning.

The main source of her income.

The coffee wasn’t going to help.

She needed to find a job, pronto.

The neatly folded newspaper lay on the
table, and she had no choice but to open it and start looking.

Since she left high school, she had been
employed by the library. Her mother had been so upset with her at
the time, wanting to know why she was in such a boring job.

“Good men don’t go to the damn library.
You are going to die a virgin and alone, Maddie French.”

Again, no mincing words from her mother.

She picked up her coffee and took a sip. It
was delicious. Carl, the diner’s owner, took pride in his food not
being stereotyped. If you wanted a good meal, even by candlelight,
he would see to it. He was a trained chef who had returned to
Carnage, taken over the diner from his father, and turned the
once-crumbling building into a place of refuge for most of the
townsfolk who didn’t want to cook for themselves.

“Hello, darling. You want something to eat?”
Beatrice, Carl’s wife, came to her table to ask.

“Just some pancakes, please.”

“You look like you need someone to talk
to.”

Maddie smiled. “I’ll be fine. Just lost my
job.”

Beatrice winced. “Crap, Maddie. If I’d known
that was on the cards, I wouldn’t have hired the two girls I just
did to help out around here. You know I would have you in a
heartbeat.” She put her hand on Maddie’s. “I will go and get those
pancakes. I’ll get Carl to do his special on them. You may not have
a broken heart, but you are upset. Oh, I think that could be a
thing. Upset pancakes. What do you think?”

She couldn’t help but smile. “They sound
right up my street.”

Carl had made it a thing right after
Valentine’s Day to offer food with broken or sad names that were so
heavy in fat, salt, and sugar, no one could resist. Of course, he
also participated in detox months, offering soups. He was an
all-rounder when it came to the food he offered.

The diner was a home in itself, a
family.

Sipping at her coffee, she had no choice but
to finally flick open the newspaper and start looking for work.
Rent wouldn’t pay itself. She had a little put away in savings from
the sale of her parents’ house, and she had donated some of it to
help build new kennels for the animal shelter she volunteered at.
She had already called them to see if there was an available
payable position, which unfortunately, there wasn’t.

Glancing through the list of jobs, she
reached into her handbag and pulled out a marker. She started to
cross off the definite nos, circled the yes jobs, and then left a
question mark by the maybes.

Beatrice came out with a stack of pancakes.
They appeared to be dripping in maple syrup, chocolate sauce,
caramel sauce, sprinkles, and chocolate chips.

“This will give you the energy you need to
start looking for that dream job.”

“Thank you.”

“On the house, sweetheart. You call me if
you need anything else.”

Cutting into the stack of pancakes, Maddie
took a bite. They were so sugary, but she didn’t care. The last
diet she had been on failed. Who in their right mind gave up carbs?
Bread and pasta were just some of the best foods out there. Not to
mention pizza, and so many other good things.

There had been no weight loss, as usual.

Chewing on the pancakes, she pulled her cell
phone out and started from the top of the yes pile to see which job
was still available. The first three were not available, so she had
no choice but to cross them off the list, and so it began. The hunt
for a job wasn’t going to be easy. The job scene was always
scarce.

She ate her pancakes, taking her time so she
didn’t end up in a serious sugar rush. She had just finished a call
with the sixth job and put a cross through it when someone sat down
at her table.

Lifting her head, she saw Bull had taken a
seat opposite her. She’d been so engrossed in her call and food,
she hadn’t paid attention.

She turned her head toward the windows, and
sure enough, there was a line of bikes. The rest of his friends had
gone to sit in the middle. Some people left, which was just
strange. Yes, Chaos and Carnage was not always a nice group of men,
but it had been a long time ago that they started a fight, and if
her memory served her well, it was with a bunch of tourists who
weren’t being very nice to begin with. Bull and his men dealt with
them, sending them out of town.

“Do you want me to move?”

“The pancakes look good,” Bull said.

Maddie frowned. She held on to her fork,
then slid the plate across to him. “Have a try.”

He reached across the counter, took her
fork, and cut into one of the fluffy but heavily drenched
pancakes.

She watched a little too mesmerized as he
started to chew on the sweet dessert.

Nibbling on her lip, she refused to think of
his face or the simple action of chewing food as highly erotic, but
she couldn’t help it, he made it seem so.

“Why are you eating the upset pancakes?”
Bull asked.

“You know what they are?”

“Not from personal experience, but a few of
the guys at the club knew about them. Talked about them as well.
They’re what Carl offers to someone with a broken heart or sad
news. You’re not upset about that guy standing you up, are
you?”

“Wow, could you have shouted it any louder?
I don’t think the people in the back heard you.” She hated that he
pointed out so bluntly the lack of desire men had for her. It
wasn’t blatant, but seeing as her date didn’t show, she could only
assume the same thing. Her face slowly heated up under his
scrutiny. This sucked.

“You’re upset.”

“Have you ever been stood up?” She burst out
laughing. “Of course you haven’t. You’re like … this cool guy.
There’s no way anyone would dare to stand you up. What was I even
thinking in suggesting it?”

“You’re upset.”

“This isn’t the first time I’ve been stood
up, and I doubt it will be the last time.” She groaned. That did
make her sound pitiful. “I’m trying to find a job, okay? I lost
mine at the library.”

“Why?”

“Funding cuts. People are more into ebooks
than they are actual books. I don’t know. The town cut the
funding.” She shrugged. “So I’m looking for a job. Beatrice knows
and so she got Carl to make the pancakes for me. I’m not mourning
that guy from last night. In fact, I no longer have an account with
any dating app. I’m giving up on all of that.” She wanted the
ground to open up and swallow her whole.

She didn’t have many conversations with this
man, but talking about her lack of success in life and in dating
wasn’t a topic she wanted to share with him.

“You’re looking for a job?” He grabbed the
newspaper right from under her hand and scanned through the
list.

“Hey, that’s rude. I’m trying to do
something here, Bull. Can’t you just leave me alone?” she
asked.

“I’ve got a job for you.” He put the paper
down.

“Really? It’s not in the paper.”

“I don’t advertise like that. It’s at the
shop. Hours can be long. I’d want you in the shop from seven, and
most nights I don’t leave ’til six.”

She frowned. “Are you offering me a
job?”

“Yep. It’s yours if you want it.”

This was crazy. He took another bite of her
pancake.

“Wait a second, what job? Where?”

“At my mechanic shop.”

“Chaos and Carnage Mechanics?”

He smiled. “Pretty cool, huh?”

She rolled her eyes, and she hated that his
smile made him seem more … human.

“What? You putting your club name onto
everything you own?”

“It’s a stamp you want, baby,” he said.

“Don’t call me baby.” She licked her dry
lips. “I can’t take it.”

“Why not? You too good for a job?”

“What? Hell no. It has nothing to do with
that.” She sighed and leaned forward. “I don’t even own a car. I
have no experience with mechanics. I wouldn’t have a single clue
what I was doing.”

This time, he threw his head back and
laughed.

Were the pancakes designed to be eaten, or
to launch in a guy’s face for laughing at you? It was a shame she’d
already eaten the whipped cream that came with them. The sauces
would make a mess all over his face, and his leather jacket.

She’d probably be killed before she had even
finished.

“Sweetheart, I’m not offering you a position
as a mechanic. You’ll man the desk, or lady it. I don’t care what
the correct term is. You’ll take the calls, run the invoices, chase
up deliveries, the usual kind of shit. I need someone at my front
desk. Grant’s doing a shit job of it, and I’ve got no one
else.”

“I won’t need to know anything about
cars?”

“Just the stuff I tell you. The job is yours
if you want it.”

She was so tempted. “I … I still think I’m
not qualified enough for this position. Can I perhaps, do a temp
thing?”

“Temporary?”

“Like maybe take a week’s experience with
it. You can see if I’m what you’re looking for, and then I can know
if I can handle this job. I don’t want to do anything that would
ruin your reputation. I may not own a car, but your shop is highly
regarded. I’d hate to ruin it.”

“Babe, with all due respect, my reputation
is because I’m damn good with cars. You wouldn’t ruin it.” He
slammed his hand on the counter. “Be there in thirty minutes. Your
temp can start now.”

“Today?”

“Yes, today. Stop whimpering in your
pancakes. I’ll see your ass down at the shop.”

“Wait, what do I wear?”

“Whatever you want. I don’t give out
uniforms.” His gaze traveled over her chest. At the library they
had requested a certain uniform, mainly a pencil skirt, white
blouse, and a jacket. “You’ll do.” He walked away, going to his
men.

She watched as he leaned down toward one guy
and whispered something in his ear.

Beatrice came over to her table. “You okay,
sweetheart?”

“I think I might have just been given a
job,” she said with a smile.

“Now that is damn good news,” Beatrice said.
“See, good luck comes to everyone who seeks it.”

She was so happy, it was strange.

Bull kind of terrified her, but he had now
offered her a job. He couldn’t be a bad guy, could he?

She thought about Grant. That guy had been …
horrible. She’d hated him in high school. Would she have to see him
every single day? Just the thought of it made her shudder.

No. She wasn’t going to allow that man to
ruin this for her. If this job was a good fit, then she had solved
her problem within one day.

****

Bull arrived at Chaos and Carnage Mechanics
and was surprised to see Maddie already there. She looked like a
school teacher looking all prim and proper. She stood outside the
main reception, and Pat stood near one of the cars.

“There a reason she turned up without a
car?” Pat asked.

“Yep, there is. I think I solved our
reception problem. You might not have to answer phones
anymore.”

“Fuck me, are we hiring her?” Pat looked way
too happy about that.

“You want to hire her?”

“Hell yeah. I’m guessing with her already
here, it’s a done deal.”

“We’ll see.”

The job was Maddie’s if she took it, and not
because she featured in all his wet dreams of a late, but because
he wanted to give her the job. She’d looked so fucking sad when he
walked into the diner. He’d been able to take a seat because she’d
been so distracted.

“You made it,” he told her.

“Yes, I wanted to get here as soon as I
could to let you know that I will work hard.”

He raised a brow.

She tilted her head to the side. “I kind of
need this job. I don’t like not working, you know.” She winced.
“Not that I’m trying to sound desperate.”

“You sound like a woman who needs a job.
Don’t stress about it.”

He pulled out his key and unlocked the main
reception door. The place stank, and he heard the sound of the
sticky floor as his feet stuck to it with each step he took. Grant
refused to clean. If he wasn’t such a good mechanic, he would’ve
fired him years ago. The little bastard was good with his fingers
and seemed to sweet talk the women like there was no tomorrow.

Dust covered every surface, and cobwebs ran
from one side of the room to another. It was rare for anyone to be
willing to take a seat to wait.

“The place will need cleaning up.” He pushed
up the counter and waited for her to enter. Paperwork covered the
desk, and a thick layer of dust covered the computer.

Grant didn’t like to use computers. He felt
the world was going downhill to nerds. Bull would never understand
his brother, but that was one of the many reasons they were so
different.

For the next hour, he helped Maddie get
settled. He pointed out the invoices, the cars, the keys, the
telephone, and he also showed her to the cleaning closet, which to
his surprise was immaculate.

“Do you think you can handle this?” he
asked. “I’ve got to get working on the cars.”

She nodded. “Yeah, I can handle this. I
think. No, I know I can handle this. You can trust me.”

He already did, which was a big fucking
surprise to him.

“If you need me, come into the shop, got
it.”

“Yes.” She offered him a smile and he nearly
fucking melted on the spot. He had never seen Maddie smile for
real, and it was so fucking precious. It seemed to light up her
whole face.

He wanted to see her smile more often. Her
brown eyes seemed to have a twinkle to them.

“Is everything okay?”

“Perfect. I’ll be busy, so yeah, if you need
me, don’t hesitate.”

“Already there.”

She moved toward the back and he showed her
where they stored their bags and jackets. She looked way too
comfortable, and her ass was even more perfect in the skirt, which
hugged every single curve.

“With her here, are you going to be able to
focus?” Pat asked as he entered the main shop.

“Shut the fuck up,” Bull said.

“Never seen you like this, Prez. Got to
wonder.”

“I’m always focused. It’s the job that comes
first. You know this.”

Pat sighed.

“What?”

“You ever thought about fucking her and then
moving on?” Pat asked.

“Not up for discussion. Not with you or with
anyone else.”

Pat shrugged. “You know the guys will test
her, right? They’ll want to know if she is even worthy of being
with you.”

“They can steer clear.”

“They’ve got your back, Prez.”

“Get to work, Pat. I don’t have time for
chitchat.” Bull was very much aware of what the boys were capable
of doing, but he wasn’t going to allow them to come to the shop to
scare her off.

He hadn’t made any declaration when it came
to Maddie French. She was a woman he found attractive. He liked
looking at her, and now he’d given her a job. There was nothing
more to it.

Glancing back toward the shop, he caught
sight of her swatting at something. She flung her arm back and
forth, and then stood ramrod straight, closed her eyes, and
whispered something.

He smiled.

She opened her eyes, looking right at
him.

“Spider,” she said.

“A big one?”

“A massive one.”

“You got it though.”

She nodded. The slight jerk of her head.

He laughed. “I’m sure there are more where
that one came from.” He winked at her and pulled his overalls on.
With the years spent underneath a car, and oil and grease covering
him, he’d lost too many clothes to count. Laundry wasn’t a job he
enjoyed doing. The overalls helped.

He went to the first car and tried to ignore
the compulsion he had to go and check on Maddie. Every now and
then, he’d hear another scream, which made him jerk.

Time passed, and when he heard the vacuum,
he didn’t pause for a second except to look toward Pat, who
shrugged.

By lunchtime, customers started to arrive,
but none of them went into the main reception, not that it was a
surprise. The place was known to be so damn messy, no one wanted to
go there.

He met them near the entrance of the main
shop, wiping the grease off his hands.

The first customer was Mr. Riley.

“If you follow me, I’ll get your keys and
the final cost,” Bull said.

Some of the customers were afraid of him and
the club, but seeing as he was the best mechanic in town, or for
several towns all over, people got over their fear pretty quick. It
was also fun to watch them squirm as they tried to figure out if he
was running some kind of scam, or a front for drugs and guns.

Like always, he kept them guessing. It was a
lot more fun that way.

Stepping into the main reception, he came to
a sudden stop. The scent of lemon was heavy in the air, and there
was not a speck of dust to be seen.

“Hi,” Maddie said.

There was a speck of dust to be seen.
Maddie was filthy. The white blouse she wore was gray, with even
darker smudge marks where she’d clearly gotten down and dirty.

She looked … cute.

No, not just cute, sexy as fuck. She was a
woman not afraid to get her hands dirty.

“Holy crap,” Mr. Riley said.

“As you can see, I’ve hired help.”

Maddie came around the counter and held her
hand out as if to shake his, but they were dirty. “Sorry.”

“This place is amazing, Maddie,” Mr. Riley
said. “I had no idea you were working here.”

“Mr. Riley, I didn’t see you there.”

“How many times have I told you to call me
George?”

“The van is yours?” Maddie asked.

George nodded.

“You know I thought I recognized it.”

“You two know each other?” He didn’t like
feeling like a ghost in his own shop.

“Oh, yes, George runs the animal shelter
that I volunteer for.”

“I am so sorry that I couldn’t give you a
job, Maddie. You know I would do it in a heartbeat.”

“I gave her a job,” Bull said. He didn’t
like the way George looked at her, or his familiar way with
her.

“You did?”

“Yes. Mr. Reynolds offered me a job this
morning. It’s my first day. He gave me permission to clean up the
place.”

“It’s looking good.”

“Good old George here has come to pay his
bill and pick up his van,” Bull said. He wanted Georgie boy out of
his fucking lot.

The man paid on time and was always polite,
but right now, Bull wasn’t interested in how reasonable George
was.

“Right. Right. Let me get the details.”
Maddie went behind the counter, and for the few seconds he caught
sight of her ass, George noticed, and Bull saw it all.

He put his hand on George’s arm, and he
wanted to crush the little asshole. Maddie wasn’t up for
negotiation. George had his chance, and now it was Bull’s turn. She
worked for him, and she was going to belong to him. No one was
going to get in his way.

Maddie typed into the computer. “Ah, I’ve
got everything. Just one second as I print it out.”

The sound of the printer filled the air.
George finally looked away from his glare and moved toward the
counter.

Maddie turned away and reached up, grabbing
the key on the top rung. She couldn’t reach it, and so he moved in
close behind her, putting a hand on her hip. He wanted to breathe
in the scent of her, but he also didn’t want to scare her off.

He grabbed the keys and turned back to
George, who’d gone a little red. Maddie acted like nothing out of
the ordinary had happened. This was new to him. He wasn’t used to a
woman failing to see his charms, and he didn’t like it.

Maddie got the payment secured, then the
bills signed and dealt with, and George went on his merry way.

“How did you find that?” Bull asked.

“Fine. That was … fun,” Maddie said.

“You have cleaned this place up, but you
look a mess. Go and pick us up some lunch. Pat likes anything
vegan. Then stop by at home and change,” he said.

“Are you sure? I can stick around.”

“Your clothes will stain, Maddie. Wear
something a little more comfortable. I’ve got everything covered
here.”

She hesitated but then moved her ass to the
main staff room, grabbing her bag. “Do you want anything?”

“A burger with all the trimmings. If you go
back to Carl at the diner, he’ll have our order ready.”

“Got it.”

“Get yourself something to eat.”

She chuckled. “I don’t think I need anything
after those pancakes.”

“I ate half of them. Don’t forget to eat. I
don’t want you fainting on me.”

“Believe me, I won’t starve.” She walked out
of the reception, and he watched her go.

“Holy fucking shit balls,” Pat said. “She
has worked some magic in here for just a few hours.”

“Yeah.”

“She’s a hard worker,” Pat said. “Should
have known it.”

“Why?”

“Have you seen the way she is at the fairs?”
Pat asked. “She probably works harder than everyone else, always
helping out, covering for people.”

“I don’t want to have any deliveries here,”
he said.

“Fine,” Pat said. “I’ll call it in.”

Bull nodded. It was rare to have club stuff
come to the shop. He kept the two separate, but there were times
they mingled. With Maddie working here now, he was going to make
sure the club life didn’t touch her.

Not that he did too much dangerous shit. His
father was the one responsible for putting the club in the line of
fire and nearly getting them all killed. Bull had the scars to
prove the shit he’d done to get out of it. They had their limits,
and no one crossed them.

Bull wouldn’t allow anything to hit the
town, nor would he allow Maddie to know just the kind of person who
hired her.


Chapter Three

 


It didn’t take Maddie long to figure out
jeans and an old shirt were the best kinds of clothes to wear to
work. Two days, exactly. The two white blouses she had worn were
not fixable. They were covered in stains, and she had tried
detergent, even soaking them, but nothing was going to help clean
them.

Instead of tossing them out, she had torn
them up into rags, so she would save money that way.

The job at the mechanic shop was fun, for
the most part. She was always there at seven. Most of the time,
Bull had opened up the shop and was waiting for her. He had to get
up super early to be there. She had started going to Carl’s to pick
up their breakfast. If Bull was getting up early, he deserved the
best coffee and breakfast muffins Carnage had to offer.

He rarely said much first thing in the
morning. He took the coffee and muffins and stayed in the main shop
while she went to the reception desk and checked through the day’s
bookings. Not only did Bull have regular work from distributors for
their cars and trucks, but he also dealt with people turning up or
booking ahead of time to have their car checked over.

She was surprised to see what a tight ship
he ran. There was no area left for mistakes. He simply didn’t
accept them. She didn’t understand some of the terminology he used
when he looked over a car and she had to contact the customer to
give them the bad news, but she did so with ease.

He was good at what he did. More than
good.

By the end of the week, she had gotten into
the flow of the job. She liked Pat, one of the guys who worked with
Bull. For the most part, he was quiet, but he didn’t make her feel
uncomfortable.

A couple of the guys from the Chaos and
Carnage MC also worked at the shop. They tended to get to work,
ignoring her, and she was more than fine with it. Bull was the
person she dealt with most, and he was a good guy. She liked
him.

He was fair.

She had seen him help a family out who had
been struggling. Two days ago, the dad had come in asking if there
was some kind of payment plan. Right in front of her eyes, Bull had
changed the invoice details, removing one of the zeros, and told
him that the problems weren’t as severe as he first thought.

Bull had paid the difference.

“Well, well, well, I had no idea Chunk was
working here.”

Maddie looked up, and sure enough, Grant,
the one guy she didn’t want to see, was standing in the main
reception.

A couple of people chuckled at his comment.
He often called her Chunk or a fat cow growing up.

She hadn’t heard it for a long time. After
being stood up the other day, Glenn had called, telling her that he
just couldn’t bring himself to go on a date with her. She wasn’t
who he had imagined, and he couldn’t get past her weight.

Maddie tensed up. Sickness swirled in her
gut as he looked at Grant. She tucked some hair behind her ear.

“I figured you would’ve gotten a job at a
diner, or a bakery, or somewhere there was lots of food.”

Tears filled her eyes, but she didn’t let
them fall. She had learned long ago that Grant only got worse when
he knew he was getting to someone. She wasn’t going to show him any
kind of weakness.

“Mr. Reynolds is in the back,” she said.

Grant laughed. “Mr. Reynolds. I bet my
brother loves that. So, tell me, Chunk, what have you been up to? I
mean, clearly, losing weight wasn’t high on your agenda.”

If the ground could open her up again and
swallow her whole, she would like that.

“Grant, a word. Now,” Bull said, suddenly
appearing behind her. There was a door to the back of the reception
that connected to the main shop. She had uncovered a window, which
allowed her to see into the main shop as she worked.

She turned away from the customers who were
waiting as she held a file in her hands. Closing her eyes, she
counted to ten
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