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Welcome to Hell, Tennessee, home to Birds of Hell MC.  
An outlaw motorcycle club who rides hard and loves harder.
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Death’s Desire 


Freya is my unspeakable truth.  
My one desire. 
Tempting. 
Forbidden. 
Untouchable. 
Yet I ache for her while praying she moves on. 
Finds a better man. 
One who deserves her beauty. 
Her devotion. 
Most of all her love. 
Because if she stays, I’ll only ruin her. 
Forsaking her for any other. 
I’ll drag her down to Hell and together we’ll burn in the ashes of all she holds dear.




Dedication 


To love that sets your soul on fire. 




Chapter One
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Three years ago
“Fuck, baby.” Fisher fists the base of his cock as I wrap my lips around him, teasing the tip with my tongue. 
Rule number one of being with a biker, never let him leave for a run without getting him off first. 
I always send my man off with an orgasm that will have him thinking of nothing but how good I give head. I’m not stupid. I know what happens when he’s on the road. Well not him, but when brothers of his club go on the road for days or weeks at a time. If men aren’t thinking about sex, they’re having it. And I don’t share. I don’t do the whole what happens on the road stays on the road bullshit my father put my mother through. 
I heard her cry one too many times when she emptied his pockets and found phone numbers and condom wrappers. 
That ain’t me and never will be. 
I smile around his thick cock as he slides further between my lips. Hot. Needy. Greedy. Eager to come. 
Six pumps into my mouth and he’s erupting on my tongue—salty and sticky. 
I swallow all he has to give then lick my lips. He tucks back into his jeans wearing a sated grin on his rugged face, flashing me a glimpse of his pearly whites behind the dark hair of his beard he spent all winter growing and grooming. 
“Gonna miss this sweet mouth tonight when I’m alone in that dank ass motel.”
“I’ll be sure to think of you later when I’m playing with my pussy.”
The rough pads of his fingers grip my chin. “Whose pussy?”
“Yours, baby,” I tell him as he squeezes me a little harder. 
“I gotta get on the road.”  His grey stormy eyes meet mine, holding my gaze for a beat before his lips graze my forehead. “I’ll text you later.”
“You better.”
“Don’t I always?” he runs a hand through his dark wavy hair that’s tickling the lobes of his ears and the back of his neck. 
“Yeah,” I say softly as the door to our apartment closes. 
A shiver moves through me as his bike roars to life in the parking lot. I make it to the window in time to watch him drive off. No matter how many times I watch him go it never gets any easier.

[image: image-placeholder]Present day
“Hey, it’s me again. I thought you were meeting at ten thirty to drive down to Nan’s with us. Dad was a no show too. I’m leaving. If you change your mind, you know where we’ll be. Love you, sis.” I listen to my sister’s third voicemail. She left it hours ago. I don’t reply. 
I should, but I don’t. 
I continue standing at my living room window staring out at the parking lot of the apartment building like a freaking dork watching the snow fall. I can’t do it this year. Put on a fake smile and pretend everything is fine when I am anything but fine. 
The truth is I’m lonely. 
For once I’d love to meet a normal guy. A guy who isn’t in the life—a regular man who is interested in me and not climbing the ranks. It’s why I refuse to date bad boys like the ones I grew up around. They want status or are so fearless that it scares me. I can’t be with another guy like Fisher. He followed my father’s path. Johnny Crow has a reputation. He’s not known for his kindness. He’s a ruthless man who serves as national president of Birds of Hell MC. An outlaw motorcycle club. He’s got an arrest record longer than a drugstore receipt. 
Fisher’s doing time. I try not to think about him though. If I go down that road, I’ll end up in bed curled up with one of his old tees wishing he were lying next to me. Sometimes when I close my eyes, I can still smell his cologne mingled with the scent of smoke and sunshine. Thoughts of him seem like a dream. It’s been three years and yet it’s as though it was only yesterday, he was promising me forever. 
Forever is short lived when you do what he did. 
He’s written to me. Called even, but I can’t do it. I can’t see him, talk to him, or read his letters. Thinking about what we could have been what we could have had makes me sad. He could have been anything. But he chose to be like my father. The beauty of the love we shared is tarnished and stained with the ugliness of his crime and mine. 
I’m guilty of loving him when I shouldn’t and he’s guilty of so much it hurts. His betrayal cuts me to the bone still after all this time.
I shake my head and swipe a finger under my left eye. I promised myself I wouldn’t shed another tear for Riley Fisher. 
He made his choice. 
Made his bed.
Now I’m the one left sleeping in it alone. 
I clutch the letter in my hand that arrived today. I want to rip it to shreds, but I don’t. I smooth the wrinkles I made in the envelope and put it in one of the drawers of my coffee table with the rest. I already know what they say. More promises waiting to be broken and even more lies. 
The snow continues to pelt along my window sill, etching designs in the corners of the glass as it begins to stick. 
It’s Christmas and I’m alone. 
Dad is off who knows where with who. It’s nothing new. Not since Mom left and started a new family with who she calls a better man. Sometimes I think my father and Yara hate me a little because I look so much like her. I share her smile and have her hazel eyes that are mostly green with specks of gold and brown. My brothers don’t seem to give a shit one way or the other. 
Yara keeps telling me I need to face reality. I’m not cut out for dating outsiders. Meaning non club members. Like she would know. She’s only ever been with Whiskey. Since she was six, she knew he was the one for her. When he joined our father’s club that cemented the deal. Not like he ever had a choice in taking a different path. His father has been a member as long as mine. 
I’m not like Yara. I’ve not met the one man who sets my soul on fire. I envy her in a way. She’s never had to wonder if a guy was into her or worry about our father’s reputation putting someone off her. As far as I know Whiskey’s never stepped out on her. She’s one of the rare few who has never known what a broken heart feels like. 
A man has never ripped her heart from her chest and squeezed the life out of her. Like Fisher did to me. Like our father did to our mother. 
Beep. Beep. Beep. 
This is an alert from the Emergency Weather Broadcast System. Heavy snowfall expected. Power outages are likely. Beware of icy roads and fallen power lines. 
I check the weather radar after reading over the text alert.
Ugh. Looks like the storm of the century is heading right for us. The lights flicker or maybe I blinked.
I can stay here alone and wallow in my sadness or I can head to the clubhouse where at least if we lose power there will be a generator and liquor along with the company of the brothers who had nowhere else to go for the holiday. 
Mom and the other ol’ ladies used to prepare a feast at the clubhouse, but they’ve not done that in years. She was the one who kept a lot of the traditions going. No one has stepped in to fill her shoes. Not that anyone could. 
The lights dim then flicker once more. If I’m going to leave, I’d better do it now before the roads are closed to emergency travel only. Last time we had a winter storm of this nature it was coupled with ice that left us without power for two weeks.
I pack a bag that should get me through a few days at least, lock up my apartment, and head out. 
Birds of Hell MC compound is located at an old hunting lodge that once served as a resort back in the 1960’s. I think before that it was a summer camp. There’s twelve cabins and a private lake nestled in the Great Smoky Mountains in a town named Hell. Yes. Hell. 
Some say the devil himself founded our town and that if you travel far enough into the caves in the area, you’ll find the gates to the underworld. I’ve never been much for superstitions. Besides, my family has been mining gemstones and gold out of them for decades. 
The snow falls faster and heavier as I drive the winding road to the clubhouse that makes the Tail of The Dragon seem like a cake walk. My father swears he can take these curves blindfolded. I’ll take his word for it and hope he never tries to prove the ridiculous claim. 
There’s no gate. No one shows here uninvited. No one would dare to fuck with the Birds on their home turf. They know better. Like I said, my father has a reputation. One that isn’t made up of hearsay. He’s done the terrible things people accuse him of and makes no apology for it. You can’t rule a golden dynasty built by outlaws and not be heartless and cruel. Except with his girls. He has a weak spot for Yara and me. My brothers are another story entirely. They are clones of our father and like him they’ve likely found a whore to shack up with somewhere for Christmas. They put the Ho in Ho Ho Ho, but I love them dearly.
There are a few trucks parked near the front of the large log building. No Harleys this time of year. Some brothers of the club keep a permanent residence here in a few of the cabins. There’s always someone around. I don’t see any of my father’s vehicles but that doesn’t mean he isn’t here or my whore brothers. 
I shut off my car and grab my bag from the backseat, hoping that this wasn’t a terrible idea.




Chapter Two
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The front door of the clubhouse swings open. I look over from where I’m perched on a stool at the bar knocking back another swig of smooth Kentucky bourbon. Freya motherfucking Crow. Five feet six inches of sin personified. Snowflakes glittering in her dark hair as she stomps her boots on the welcome mat, shaking off the excess white powdery shit. Her red lips tip into a smile as her gaze meets mine. 
She’s a sexy little minx in her black leather jacket and tight jeans. 
“Hey, D.”
“Freya,” I mutter my hello and suck back the rest of my drink, keeping it casual. 
“Got any of that for me?” She drops a bag on a nearby table. 
“Help yourself, darlin’.”
“Where is everyone?”
“Afraid it’s just you, me, and my buddy Jim Beam.”
“Oh.” She drops her sweet ass onto the stool next to mine. “You happen to know where my dad is?”
“Nope.”
“What are you doing here looking like a kicked puppy?” her right shoulder bumps my left as she reaches around me for the liquor bottle. 
“Babe, think we both know I’m closer to needing put down than being a pup. Better question is what the fuck are you doing here? It’s Christmas Eve. Shouldn’t you be helping Yara wrangle her hellcats?”
“And miss the chance to have a drink with my favorite drinking buddy?” 
I roll my eyes. We both know I’m far from her favorite biker. That idiot fucked up and is spending his days with lefty and righty locked in a steel cage. I watch her swallow a healthy swig of liquor. She sputters and coughs, rubbing a hand over her mouth. 
“Easy, killer.”
Her eyes cut to me narrowed into slits with an expression that says, ‘shut the fuck up.’ 
The radio hums with another winter storm advisory. We get hit with as many inches as they’re calling for neither of us won’t be going anywhere anytime soon.
“You here to ride out the storm?”
“Something like that,” she grumbles and takes a bigger drink.
Shit. She’s running from something. Most likely thoughts of Fisher. Dumb fuck was sentenced a few days before Christmas a few years ago. Probably tainted the holiday for her. Fucking sad. Stupid sack of shit. Freya’s gorgeous and loyal to a fault. To this day she hasn’t looked at another brother or hell any man that I’m aware of. Probably wrote all men off because of that clown. A damn shame. Seems like a real waste of a good woman. 
“Why are you here if everyone else is gone?”
I shrug. “Someone had to stick around. Got nothing better to do.”
“Belinda doesn’t mind?”
I chuckle. “Bitch doesn’t care what I do long as I keep my nose out of her business. She’s poolside somewhere with her bestie. They took Bensen on a cruise or some shit. I don’t much give a shit what she does.” What I don’t say is I only married the cunt because I knocked her up. She’s never loved me either. We stuck it out for Bensen. Hell, it didn’t hurt that her father was a judge either. When you lead the life I do, it doesn’t hurt to have friends in high places. 
“I suppose that’s a fair trade to put up with you.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
“I’ve heard stories about you.”
“Yeah, and what’s that?”
Blush creeps over her cheeks. “They aren’t words I should repeat.”
“Guess you’ve heard I fuck around behind Belinda’s back.”
“It’s none of my business.”
“You brought it up, sweetheart. Yeah, I stick my dick elsewhere. Bitch doesn’t mind as long as she doesn’t see it or hear about it. She knows who she married.”
“And it doesn’t bother you that she’s okay with that? Don’t the two of you….”
“You asking if I fuck my wife?”
Her fingers slide to the label on the liquor bottle, fidgeting with the corners. Peeling them down then smoothing them back. “I’m sorry.” Freya shakes her head slightly, her dark waves cascading down her back bouncing with the movement. “That was highly inappropriate.”
Her father, my prez would have both our heads if he heard us talking about this shit. In his eyes both his girls are pretty little princesses still, but both are far from innocent. When Crow and his boys aren’t around Whiskey brags about what a kinky freak Yara is in the sheets. 
Can’t say I haven’t thought about Freya either. Heard her and Fisher going at it one night and curiosity got the best of me. I’m old enough to be her father and should have had more respect, but I couldn’t look away. 
Couldn’t keep myself from fantasizing it was me she was moaning for. My dick she was taking. I’m ashamed to confess I’ve played out the fantasy many times on lonely nights. I’m a sick bastard but fuck me she’s gorgeous and any man would be lucky to have a taste of her sweet. 
“We haven’t. Not in years. At least ten.” Fuck. I don’t know why I’m telling her any of this. 
“Ten years?”
“Yup. We have an understanding.”
“Why the hell would either of you stay…unless there’s something else you’re getting out of the deal.”
“How the fuck do you think I’ve managed to keep your father out of prison permanently or how he got custody when your mom walked out. He’s not exactly a model citizen or father of the year.” I grin.
“What’s any of that have to do with Belinda?”
“My father-in-law is Judge Thompson.” Prick is retired now but doesn’t mean he still doesn’t have reach. “Between you and me…she made me an offer that was too good to refuse at the time. I could give her something she wanted and in return she’d help the club with their legal troubles. At the time I wasn’t in a position to refuse. There are things money can’t buy.”
“So when you say she’s at the beach with her bestie…” I can practically see the gears in her head turning. 
Belinda is what some might call a lipstick lesbian. Her family has no fucking clue. Our arrangement has worked this far. 
“Yeah.”
“Well, that explains a lot, and I think what you did for her is sweet.”
“Nothing sweet to it. Was purely motivated for selfish reasons. But I don’t want my boy to think he was never wanted, ya know and Belinda is terrified of him finding out. Thinks he will see her differently. Hell, I don’t mean to bog you down with my heavy shit.”
“You’re not. It’s a much-needed distraction from my own problems. I’m glad you told me though. Good to know that everyone isn’t perfect like my sister and Whiskey.”
“That what you think? That they don’t have problems. Babe, everyone has secrets.”
“Whiskey thinks the sun rises and sets on Yara’s ass. I guess part of me is jealous. I’ve never had that.”
“Fisher’s a dumb fuck. You’re too good for him.”
“And not good enough for anyone else it seems.”
“You’re crazy if you think that. Any man would kill to have you to come home to. If you were in my bed fuck me, sweetness.” I shake my head. 
“I don’t think that’s true, but I appreciate the sentiment.”
“You think men around here don’t see you and wish they could tap that?”
“Fuck me. Maybe, but beyond that…I don’t know.”
“What that little prick did really fucked with your head but trust me. If I had a shot with you, I wouldn’t waste it.”
“You’re only saying that to make me feel better. I know I’m a sad case in need of pity. It’s fine.”
She shoves up from the stool and goes behind the bar to fiddle with the radio. 
I’m a sorry bastard because I can’t take my eyes off her ass. 
“You mind?” She motions to the radio, and I shake my head. 
“Suit yourself.” I move from my stool and stare out the window as the wind howls and the sun sets. I glance back at Freya. 
She’s off in her own world swaying her hips as some heavy metal shit blares on the radio. I watch her dance hypnotized by the way she moves. I’m unable to look away as a million dirty thoughts hit me. Wanting her is as natural as my blood coursing through my veins. Freya’s stunning. She took after her mother. Thick hair, big tits, skinny waist.
Yeah, Fisher is the world’s biggest idiot. 
Truth is, I could’ve called in a favor to keep his sorry ass from doing time, but I wanted to punish him for what he did to Freya. He broke her heart. I lied to Prez and told him best we could do was reduce his sentence and get him out early with credit for time served and good behavior. 
Could’ve made a play to get the evidence thrown out. Shit disappears on occasion. Fuck though. I was here when Freya found out he wasn’t alone when they busted him. That it was her best friend fucking him behind her back. That it was her best friend who set his ass up. I’ll never forget the sob that tore out of her as if someone had died. Part of her did. 
She pretends to be strong, but he fucking broke her. I’d give almost anything to be the one to put her back together, but I’m too old for her and a married man with baggage of my own. 
Yet there’s nothing or no one to stop me from going after what I want.
“You had dinner?”
“No. Have you?”
“Nope. I could throw us a couple of steaks on the grill.”
Her brows arch. “In the middle of a snow storm?”
I shrug. “Why not?”
“All right.” She licks her lips and I want to taste them.




Chapter Three
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“I had no idea you were so handy in the kitchen.” I lean against the stainless-steel prep table, observing as Death marinates the NY strips. Watching him isn’t a hardship. He’s tall enough that with the right heels I’d almost be eye level with him. I wouldn’t say he’s skinny, but the man also isn’t overly thick. I’d call his build medium. Well groomed beard and mustache. His dark hair is just the right length for running your fingers through or grabbing hold of in the bedroom. Not that I would know but what does it for me are his eyes. So blue I could drown in them. Don’t get me started on his smile. 
He has a smile that can part thighs and break hearts. 
“Don’t tell anyone or these fuckers will expect me to start feeding them.”
“Your secret is safe with me.”
He shoots me a wink and my belly flutters. I shouldn’t find the man attractive. He’s at least forty-five and one of my father’s best friends. He’s practically his right hand. I’ve always found him to be handsome, but the older we both get the sexier I find him now that his grays are really starting to show. I’m sure despite the fact that I’m twenty-three with my own apartment, and my nose pierced he still sees me as nothing more than one of the snot nosed brats who drove everyone crazy every summer. Yara, our brothers, and I raised ten kinds of hell. We’d get Whiskey in on the action too only his ol’ man would about skin him alive if he caught him, so his participation tended to be minimal. 
No one was safe from our antics including Death. We’d glue the caps back on their beers. Steal their lighters. Catch them asleep and set off firecrackers. Dad would threaten to tan our asses with his belt or to grab a switch, but he never did. Even though he wasn’t the best husband, he loves his kids. Spoiled us rotten. Fed us cake for breakfast and runny eggs for dinner when he wasn’t locked up. Mom hated that he could never seem to be serious, but he never walked out on us by choice. 
I guess part of me still holds a grudge that she left when a girl needs her mother the most. I was ten. She calls on occasion and invites me to birthday parties for my younger half-sisters. The twins. I adore Emma and Olivia. It’s my mother that I have a hard time being around. Her perfect house. Perfect husband. Perfect life. She finally has the life her dreams are made of. 
“Babe, you hear me?”
I blink. “I’m sorry. What?”
“You still take your steak burnt or can ya handle a little pink?” Death stares at me intensely as though he can see straight through my fake happiness. Like he knows that it is truly the worst sadness. 
“A little pink is good. I’m an adult now.” I stick my tongue out at him, earning me a warm smile that gives me a tingle in places it shouldn’t. I know I need to move on from Fisher and let go of the past. I’ve thought about leaving more times than I can count but this is home. 
“Can see that.” His gazes rakes over my body, and I can practically feel his hands on me as he massages the meat on the board and slaps some kind of rub on it. My thoughts flash to him handling me as rough yet tender. Heat flashes across the back of my neck. I never knew cooking could be so damn sensual and intimate. 
I take a healthy drink from the liquor bottle that traveled to the kitchen with me. “Um, is there anything I can help you with? Like potatoes or something?”
“That’d be good. Thanks.”
“No problem.” I move away from the table. Electricity crackles between us as darkness falls. I glance out the window. The wind continues to howl, and the snow blankets everything it comes into contact with. “It’s really coming down out there. Think we’ll be stuck up here a few days at least.”
“Worst comes to worst I can plow the road.” 
“Oh. Well, that’s good.” I don’t tell him that part of me is enjoying the idea of being trapped here with him. I grab a couple of potatoes from the bin, giving them a good scrub before I poke holes in them, and put them in the microwave. 
“You never go to your mom’s house for Christmas?”
I scrunch my nose at his question. “Not really my thing.”
“How old are the twins now?”
“Seven, I think. I don’t really keep track.”
“By choice or…” he stares at me a beat before he moves to the gas range to cook the steaks. It’s way too cold and windy for him to even attempt the grill. 
My heart squeezes. That little girl inside me still clings to those old wounds. Still cries for her mother’s love. Just once I wish I came in first place. That someone chose me. “I really don’t want to talk about them.”
“Got it.” He puts a little olive oil in the skillet followed by the steaks. 
The lights flicker but we don’t lose power. At least not yet. Maybe this time we’ll get lucky and not need the generators. I catch Death staring at me again. I shouldn’t encourage him, but there’s always been something about him. He’s off limits. The VP of my father’s club. Yet I can’t deny the tiny sparks that crackle between us. His soul calls to mine, and this caged bird longs to be free. 
To let down my walls and give into the temptation. 
Silence stretches between us only neither of us seem to have the urge to fill it. We work together in tandem, making a great team. I handle the potatoes and bread while he finishes the steaks. 
I grab the plates and he gathers the silverware. 
“We eating in here or out there?”
“It is Christmas Eve,” I remind him. “Let’s do it by the tree.” My cheeks flush as I realize how my words sound. My mind is in the gutter. Though it’s been longer than I care to admit. I’ve hooked up with one guy since Fisher when I went to the beach with Yara and Whiskey. They mainly took me to be their babysitter, but my sister somehow convinced my brother-in-law to take the kids to play minigolf while we had a girl’s night out and there was this guy. That was this past summer. I’m long overdue for some fun. 
After getting our food onto the plates we move from the kitchen to the main bar area of the club. The scene is romantic for a biker bar. Big Christmas tree lit up in front of the window as the snowflakes swirl and dance in the background. The fireplace blazing. Music belting from the radio. Some love song that sounds a bit sad. 
“Smells awesome. Thank you.”
“It’s not every day I get to cook for a pretty woman.”
“You think I’m pretty?”
“Hell, Freya. You know you’re gorgeous.”
“Can I ask you something?”
“Shoot.”
“What makes men cheat?”
“I’m assuming this is about Fisher.”
I nod. “I want to get over it. Him. I want to move on, but I think to do that I need to understand.”
“Best way to get over someone is to get under someone else.”
“You speaking from experience or offering?”
“Jesus, babe. You can’t say shit like that to a man like me.”
“Why not?”
“Because I’m bastard enough to do it.”
“Do what?”
“Eat your food.” 
“I know you aren’t avoiding answering the question.”
“Don’t be a brat,” he grumbles with an edginess to his voice that makes me want to push him further.
I dig in and start cutting my steak instead. 
“Mhmmm,” I groan out on the first bite. “So juicy.”
Death stares at me as the juice dribbles down my chin and I lick my fingers. 
“What?”
“Nothing.” His gaze returns to his food, and he doesn’t look at me the rest of our meal making it seem as though I’ve done something wrong. 
Maybe I pissed him off when I suggested he’d sleep with me. It was a rotten thing to say to him. The man makes me want things I shouldn’t. 
I’ve always loved to play with fire. Been drawn to and tempted by the flicker of the flame. When I was a kid, I was always getting into trouble for holding my hand over candles and dipping my fingers in the wax. Mom would bitch and say I ruined them because they came from some store at the mall, but my dad was more pissed about what she had spent on them. 
“You staying at your dad’s cabin or want me to see if there’s a clean room here?” he finally speaks.
“You trying to get rid of me already?” 
Death clears his throat. “Never. Just figured I’d turn in early.”
“Or you could keep me company…”  I trail off. Let him read into that what he will. “I’ll do the dishes and find a room to crash in.” I shove my chair back and when I reach for his plate, he clasps a hand around my wrist. 
“Any man would be fuckin’ lucky as all get out to lay with you. Don’t think I’m not tempted, Freya. Respect you too much to treat you like a whore.”
“I wasn’t asking you to propose. For once I wanted to…it doesn’t matter.” I jerk away and stomp toward the kitchen. I drop the plates leftover food and all into the sink not caring if they break. 
The door flies open with a thud. I turn to see Death stalking toward me. He stops just short of arm’s length. “For once you wanted to what?”
“Let it go. I’m tired.”
“Finish your sentence, Freya. For once you wanted…,” he prompts. 
“For someone to choose me. To matter.”
“You think I don’t see you? That I don’t feel you when you walk into a room so fuckin’ beautiful it damn near hurts to look at you because I can never have you.” 
“You don’t have to say nice things to spare my feelings. You can’t break a heart that’s already broken.” I turn back to the sink. 
I don’t hear him step toward me but the heat of his body washes over me as he grabs hold of my shoulder and twists me around. “Look at me,” he demands, all powerful and dominating. 
I have no choice but to tilt my head up and give him what he wants.
His palms slide along my jaws and down my throat on either side. Tucking his thumbs up under my chin he pins me in place with his searing touch and piercing gaze. “You don’t have a fucking clue about what I want. How many times I’ve pictured this. Craved it. Got off to it.” Death drops his forehead to mine and exhales hard.
“You think about me?”
“All the god damn time.”




Chapter Four
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Freya stares up at me like I’m the answer to her every prayer, but I’m not a good man. I don’t write love notes and send flowers. I’m not faithful. Even if my marriage is only on paper, I’ll never be able to give her what she deserves. 
A man who can cherish her. 
Brand her. 
Claim her. 
It can’t be me, but damn if I don’t wish things were different. 
“You think about me?” The longing in her voice. The hope in her eyes nearly breaks me in two. 
“All the god damn time,” I confess, wanting nothing more than to say to hell with it and take whatever she’ll give me. But I know if we cross that line there will be no turning back. Not for me at least. Crossing that line could destroy too many lives. My life is complicated. I have a debt to pay. 
But I want her. 
Fuck do I want her. 
“I think about you too,” she whispers, her spicy breath blowing on my lips. 
The lights flicker and the wind howls so damn loud it sounds like a train blowing through the mountains. 
“Sweetness, I…” I try to tell her all the reasons this can’t happen. Why I can’t be with her. Only the words won’t come out my mouth. My head wages a war with my heart and my dick. 
“Death,” she says my name, daring me to make a move. To cross that invisible line that’s blurring as the seconds tick by. 
The power goes out. Blackness surrounds us. My heartbeat pounds like drums, deafening all other sounds as it thumps in my chest, battering my ribcage. 
“I should go get the generator going.”
“Or you could kiss me.” Her lips find mine before I can make an excuse. Soft as velvet, spicy, and fucking intoxicating. Her mouth moves against mine and all the blood in my body travels straight to my dick. 
Damn it all to hell. I pull her in close, thrusting my tongue between the sweet part of her mouth. Freya’s tongue tangoes with mine in a push and pull battle for dominance. Been a long time since I’ve felt anything remotely this strong. A magnetic pull tethering me to her. She rolls her hips, pushing up against me, tits pressing into me. 
The kiss deepens, my blood is on fire burning so hot nothing but white flashes behind my eyes. I’ve waited my whole damn life for a woman to set my soul on fire like only she can. Now that I’ve had a taste of her, I can’t imagine never having it again. Wanting her is dangerous. A game I can’t afford to lose. There’s too much at stake. So I kiss her harder and deeper, falling further from grace.  
What a cruel twist of fate to be tempted by fate. 
My best friend’s daughter. 
She’s my unspeakable truth. 
My one desire. 
Tempting. 
Forbidden. 
Untouchable. 
But here we are. The woman I’ve ached for in my arms willing to give me the greatest gift. My deepest and darkest desire. Her. Simply her. 
I pull back and suck in a breath needing to get control of myself before I take this further. Before I give her something to regret. Because if she stays here with me tonight, I’ll only ruin her. 
Forsaking her for any other. 
I’ll drag her down to Hell and together we’ll burn in the ashes of all she holds dear.
“Babe,” I breathe her in. “You go here with me there’s no turning back.”
“What’s that supposed to mean? You make one night sound so cryptic and permanent.”
“Think you can give that pussy up to me and walk away? That one taste of you will ever be enough? I’ve wanted you. Thought about nothing but you so many times. Heard you with Fisher once. Those sweet sounds you made. I wanted them to belong to me. You occupy my every desire. Being with me though…means no one can know. You’d be my dirty secret. Because the price if anyone found out would be much too high for you and everyone around us. So I need you to be sure you want this.”
“I want it. I want you.” Her lips meet mine once more, promising that it’ll be worth it. 
I don’t wait for her to get wise and change her mind. Shoving a hand down the front of her jeans I brush my thumb over the crotch of her panties. A few kisses and she’s already wet. Freya moans into my mouth when the flash of headlights passes through the window and illuminates on the back wall. 
“Someone’s here,” I mutter against her lips, hating to break away, wanting to kill whoever decided to interrupt. I steal one more kiss thankful the dark will hide whatever is left of my hard on as I tug Freya back to the bar. 
“Anyone around?” Crow’s voice booms as a cold blast of air spills through the front door to the clubhouse. 
“Hey, Dad.” Freya drops my hand, charging toward her father, her path lit by the glow of the fireplace. 
“The fuck are you two doing here alone in the dark?”
“I was looking for you.”
“Power just went out. Was about to get the generator going,” I say, stumbling around searching for my jacket. 
“I’m freezing,” some bitch says, straggling in behind Crow. I don’t recognize her voice. Probably some stray he picked up at a bar no doubt. 
I’m almost to the door when the power surges and the lights flicker off and on before staying on. Thank fuck. Music blares from the radio behind the bar. 
“Why aren’t you with your sister?” Crow starts in on Freya about skipping out on her Nan. 
While they bicker, I light up a cigarette and pour myself another damn drink. Merry fucking Christmas to me. 
Moments later Crow is dropping onto the stool next to me. “Where’s the party at? This shit is damn near depressing.” He clamps a hand to my shoulder giving me a shake. 
I should feel like an asshole right about now. I was mere seconds from fucking his daughter when he showed up, but if anything, I’m only irritated I didn’t get my way. 
I glance at the fireplace where Freya’s standing making chitchat with the whore her father dragged in. Fucking hell, I’m a bastard. All I want is to lay her down and taste every god damn inch of her. Fuck her till she walks sideways. 
“Made other plans. Wasn’t shit going on here.”
“Freya, get over here and pour your old man a drink.” 
“I thought you said we were going to party,” his whore grumbles.
“Later,” he calls over his shoulder and rolls his eyes. “Bitch is annoying. Doesn’t shut the fuck up.”
“Sounds like a you problem,” Freya sasses as she places a glass tumbler on the bar, pouring from a top shelf bottle. 
“Don’t you start in on me.”
“It’s kind of my job to rag on you.” She flashes me a smile. 
I grin back at her then take a hard drag off my cigarette. 
“Where’s mine?” 
“Margo, meet my oldest friend in the world. Death.”
She blanches. “Your name is Death?” 
“Yup,” I mutter into my drink wondering what in the fuck Crow was thinking. Bitch is fugly. Has a hook nose and beady eyes. She’s got a nice rack, but it doesn’t make up for her nasally voice. Ever since Cate left his ass, he keeps downgrading. Shit is about damn near embarrassing. He told me once it doesn’t matter who he fucks because Cate is all he will ever see. 
Damn shit must run in the family because since I got hooked on the idea of Freya she’s all I see too. 
“What’s your poison?” Freya steps right into playing hostess, but hell she works as a bartender a town over at some tourist attraction bar. She’s the quintessential biker brat. Raised in and by the club. 
“You know how to make a screwdriver?”
“Yup. A toddler could manage one.” 
“I like my liquor like my men. Strong.” Margo slides into Crow’s lap hanging an arm around his shoulder. 
“I think I’m going to throw up,” I overhear Freya mumble under her breath as she goes toward the kitchen, I suspect for the orange juice or possibly to vomit. I watch her ass unable to look away until she disappears behind the door. 
“Turn up the music. I want to dance.” Margo jumps up and fiddles with the radio. 
Santa Baby belts through the speakers like nails on a chalkboard to my ears. I snuff out my cigarette. 
“Can I get one of those?” She moves for my smokes on the bar. 
“Help yourself.” 
 Freya returns and mixes the ignorant cunt her drink. 
The bitch twirls around us not picking up on the vibe she’s grating on all our nerves. Or maybe I’m just too old for this bullshit. Nameless and faceless bitches that will be gone come tomorrow. I don’t know how Crow keeps doing it. I go home to a loveless marriage of convenience except my boy is there and happy to see me. Crow’s kids are grown and all he has is this. 
Brother should want better. He had it with Cate till he fucked it all up. 
“You got a big package for me, Santa?” She grabs Crow between the legs and Freya visibly shudders. 
“I’m going to find a bed. Merry Christmas, old man,” she enunciates old laced with snark. 
“There’s an idea. I’m ready to have my stocking stuffed.”
“Okay. That’s enough. What was it again, Marho? That’s my dad and I don’t want to think about him stuffing anything into your stocking as you call it. It’s gross.”
I turn my head to hide but it does nothing to disguise the laughter erupting from my gut.
“C’mon. That’s our cue.” Crow grips the woman by her upper arm and escorts her down the hallway to one of the spare rooms. 
“I need some bleach for my eyeballs.” Freya sticks her tongue out, doing a jerk of her shoulders, making repulsive gagging sounds. 
All I can think is I’ll give her something to gag on. Make her choke on my dick till she cries.
“I’m having a serious talk with him tomorrow about the kind of women he’s dragging home with him. Just ew.”
“Where are you sleeping tonight?”
“Oh yes,” Margo cries out from down the hall.
“I’m seriously going to vomit.”
“C’mon. I’ll walk you to an empty cabin.”
Freya makes no reply other than putting her jacket on and grabbing the bag she brought in with her earlier. With her arm looped through mine we go out through the back but fuck me the snow is deep. We always tend to get more of it due to our elevation. 
My boots sink into the mushy, cold, wet shit. The wind has died down, but the snow hasn’t let up, relentless in its pursuit to give us a true white Christmas. 
“Ugh my socks are getting wet.”
“Get on my back. Give you a piggyback ride.”
She smirks. “You know you used to give me piggyback rides when I was like ten.”
“Don’t make it weird, babe.”
Any ideas I had of fucking Freya just went sailing over the ridge with the snow drifts. If ever I needed a reminder I’m too damn old for her there it is. 
“I’ll walk.”
“Suit yourself.”




Chapter Five
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I swear the tip of my nose is frozen solid by the time we get to one of the cabins no one is currently living in. I’m cold, partly disgusted by that whore, and frustrated. Death kissed me and it was better than I ever could have imagined. Jesus can the man kiss. Then my father showed, and he might as well have thrown a bucket of ice water on us. 
I’m shivering on the porch while Death is climbing through a window because he forgot to get the key. It’s probably as cold in there as it is out here. I hear a loud thump then, “god damn it,” being grunted as a light flickers in the window. 
The front door swings open and Death is standing partially behind it all sexy and brooding with a gash above his brow. Shit. He’s bleeding. 
“What did you do?” I rush him, inspecting the wound. 
“Fell through the fucking window and caught my brow on the corner of the end table. It’s nothing.”
“I’ll see if there’s a first aid kit in the bathroom.” I drop my bag inside the door to the small cabin as he closes it behind me. 
“I’ll get the fire going,” he announces. 
“Good idea.” It’s colder than a witch’s tit in here. My hair’s wet and snot drips from my nose as I rummage under the bathroom sink. There must have been a chick staying here. I don’t find any bandages but there’s an unopened box of maxi pads in here. I grab one and a bottle of peroxide. I’m sure Death will bitch but it’s better than nothing. 
I find him squatting at the fireplace lighting the pilot light. This cabin is newer and more modern than the others in comparison. It’s a rebuild after a terrible fire that happened before I was born. When my father was a teenager. The story goes that one of the club members had a bad addiction to drugs and booze. Him and his ol’ lady got into a fight. They say he murdered her then set the cabin on fire and went up in flames with her. 
A shiver coils around my spine, but I shake the ominous sensation away that warns I’m playing with fire. That nothing good will come of my pursuing Death. I know it’s wrong to want him. To chase a married man but he said it himself that there’s no love there. I’ve watched him and Belinda. She rarely comes around. When she does, she isn’t rubbing all up on him to mark her territory or anything. 
The flames light up from the burner. 
“Let me see your head.”
“It’s fine.” He dabs the end of his tee on his forehead as he changes from squatting to standing revealing his stomach and a trail of dark hair dusting the path to his cock. I never thought hairy anything was attractive till this very moment.
“Why are you looking at me like that?”
I pick my jaw up and lick my lips. “Admiring what Santa left under the tree for me.”
“Best ask for a return or refund if what ya got was my old ass.”
“You’re only as old as you feel.”
“Then I hope he left a shovel for ya to bury me.”
“That’s not funny. Don’t joke like that. The thought of you…” I shake my head. “Let me see what you’ve done to yourself.”
“Heat’ll be blazing in no time. I should get back to the clubhouse.”
“You don’t want to stay?”
“What I want and what’s right are two different things. Think we both know that.”
“And what about what I want and what I think is right?”
“Why do you have a pad?” He squints then winces. 
“Sit.” I shove him toward the couch. His ass drops to the old navy-blue pull-out couch that doubles as a bed. I straddle his lap and open the pad cotton side up of course and hold it near the gash to catch the peroxide as I pour it over the cut to clean it. I press the pad to his temple. 
The warmth of the fireplace fills the room. Death’s palms rest on my thighs as I gaze into his eyes wishing he’d kiss me again. I peel the
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