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Leona

"Slow down or we're going to have an accident." 

My brother, Ron, was all over the road and getting on my last nerve. He was a reckless driver by choice, so I knew that my words were wasted, but someday he was going to regret not listening to me.

"Relax, Sis." He swerved around another vehicle, which were far and few on the country road, and I clutched the dashboard to keep from being thrown against the door. "I've never had an accident."

I rolled my eyes. Never say never, I wanted to tell him. "Yet," I stressed with a tight mouth. We were coming up fast on a semi, a rare sight on this road, and I held my breath, waiting for Ron’s next move. It was a two-lane country road and there was a hill ahead of us.

"What the hell are you doing?" I cried out when Ron pulled into the oncoming lane. I glared at him as if he were crazy, which he was. "Ron!" I screamed, panicked.

"It's clear," he laughed my concern away. "I checked. See?"

It was clear, and he accelerated to go around the semi. Just as we were even with the cab of the truck we were trying to pass, a motorcycle crested the hill, coming from the opposite direction, and headed straight for us. I let out a scream when I realized that our only course was to back off and move back behind the semi again. "Ron?" I said in a warning tone when it didn’t appear that he was slowing down. 

"I got time!" 

I stared at the road ahead of us, my eyes rounding in fear as the motorcyclist got closer. "Ron!" This wasn't happening! "We're going to hit him!" Panic overwhelmed me as our window of making a life-saving decision narrowed. My gaze focused on the biker. I couldn't see his face because of his visor, but I got the sense that he was braking. Because of the speed he was going his bike wobbled slightly and I gasped, thinking that I was about to see him lose control. His options weren't great. 

"Ron..." My heart moved up into my throat. I was certain that I was about to see a man die, and in a horrible way.

"Fuck!" Ron cursed, finally realizing that he wasn't going to make it. He slammed on the brakes, allowing the semi to continue past us, but it was too late for the biker. Everything happened in a blur after that. Ron swore again. I screamed and braced myself. The motorcyclist veered off the road, losing control on the gravel shoulder and skidding into the wet grass. I turned in my seat to watch where he ended up, crying out when his bike slammed into a small tree.

“Ohmygod! Stop the car!” I demanded as Ron continued down the road, along with the semi, each of them acting as if nothing had happened. “Ron, stop the fucking car!” I grabbed at the door handle, fully prepared to exit the moving vehicle. "He could be hurt!" 

He could be dead! 

In sheer desperation I grabbed the wheel. Cursing beneath his breath, Ron swerved over to the shoulder, braking hard enough to send me slamming into the dash. He glared at me, I glared back, his mouth opening as if to say something. "Don't say a fucking word, dumbass!" I swore as I opened the door and jumped out.

I ran to the biker. His bike had hit the tree head on, and it was obvious that he'd been thrown. The bike was destroyed. I only prayed that the man had survived. I crouched down next to him, taking note of the twisted way in which he was resting on the damp ground. Oh my God!

"Is he okay?" I could hear the nervousness in Ron's voice as he hovered close by. "It was a fucking accident!" he whined. "He should have slowed down!"

He was already making excuses for his bad behavior, one of his familiar traits. "You were the one in the wrong!" I snapped, shooting him a look of anger. I was so mad I was shaking. A low moan indicated that the man on the ground was alive. "Help me turn him over. And be careful!"

When Ron didn't move, I glanced back at him. He was slowly backing up, a look of horror on his thin face. He shook his head. "No..." His eyes met mine. "Do you know who he is? He's with the Soldiers of Retribution!" 

The fear in his wild eyes held me momentarily frozen. I'd heard of the local MC, had seen them riding around town, but had never been close to any of them. I returned my gaze to the motionless man on the ground, taking in the words on the back of his leather jacket. "So?" I said after a while. "He's hurt. We have to help him."

Ron continued to shake his head, his backward steps never faltering as they took him back to his car. "Come on. We have to leave him. They'll kill us..."

I snorted with disbelief. "Are you fucking kidding me? Get a grip, Ron. It was an accident, as you pointed out. We're not going to leave an injured man on the side of the road. It could be hours before anyone else comes along. Now help me turn him over so I can see how hurt he is."

Ron hesitated and then reluctantly walked back to me. Together we managed to turn the huge man over until he was on his back. His low groan of pain sent a shiver down my spine. I lifted his cracked visor to get a look at his face.

"Okay, we've turned him over, now let's go."

"Are you serious right now? Jesus, Ron!” I screamed at him. “I'm not leaving him!" I said harshly, running my eyes over the man as I tried to assess his injuries. The blood on his forehead and the side of his face revealed that he had a head injury. 

"We have to go!" Ron reached down, grabbed my arm, and tried to haul me to my feet. "Before anyone comes!" 

"What is wrong with you?" I snarled, jerking my arm away and falling back to the ground. "Call an ambulance!" 

The man groaned again, louder this time.

"After we leave here, we'll call for an ambulance. You don't want to get on the bad side of the Soldiers."

"Then you go!" I yelled, furious and fed up with him. I wasn't familiar with the reputation of the Soldiers of Retribution, but I'd never seen or heard anything negative about them. In fact, just the opposite. But something had my brother spooked. "I'll call you when I get home." I couldn't keep the disgust out of my tone.

I returned my attention to the man on the ground and caught my breath. His eyes were open and he was staring up at me, pain etched on his chiseled features. He wet his lips. "Can you move?" I asked him worriedly.

"Fuck, that hurt." He ignored me. "Call..."

For the first time I noticed that he'd reached for something in his jacket and was struggling to get it out. Behind me I heard Ron take off. I shook my head with deep disappointment and realized that his running away was only going to cause him more problems. "Here, let me." I gently moved the man’s hand aside and dug out his phone. "Who do you want me to call?" 

He started to say something, cleared his throat, and whispered, "Eagle..."

"Eagle. Okay." I went down his contact list until I found Eagle and hit his number. “Shouldn’t I call 911, too?” I caught the slight nod of his head that indicated yes. “Is there anything I can do to make you more comfortable?" I asked as Eagle's number rang. 

"Take my helmet off."

I put his phone on my shoulder and did as he asked.

"Where the fuck are you, Brother? You're late."

I cleared my throat. "Um, hello?" There was clear surprise in the silence I was met with. "Your brother has been in an accident."

"Who the fuck is this?"

"Leona. We—"

"What happened?"

"It was a car accident."

"Fuck!" His breathing picked up, and I could tell that he was on the move. “Where are you, Leo?”

Leo? I could hear the frown in his voice. “Down on the old farmer’s road by the abandoned Kent farm.”

“Have you called 911?”

“He, ah, asked me to call you first.”

“Call for an ambulance,” he growled. “We’re on our way.” 

He hung up and I met the slightly dazed eyes of the man on the ground. His lips were pressed tightly together, an indication that he was in pain. I dialed 911, gave directions, and then hung up. "Are you in any pain?" I realized how stupid that sounded, but felt that conversation would keep him from passing out on me.

He groaned. "Fuck, lady, I hit a tree." His brown eyes moved over me as he tried to sit up. "Nice boyfriend you have, leaving you to fend for yourself."

I wasn't about to inform him that Ron was my reckless, chicken-hearted eighteen-year-old brother. The less I said about him, the better. I watched him struggle for a minute before I bent to help him into a sitting position against the tree. "Do you feel like anything is broken?"

He shook his head. "Just had the fucking wind knocked out of me."

"You might have a concussion," I offered when he brought his hand up to his head. He brought his hand down and looked at the blood.

"Been worse." His gaze fell on his bike. He groaned. "Bike's history."

"I'm sorry." I didn't know what else to say. "My name is Leona."

"Heard when you were talking to Eagle.” He tried to stretch his leg out and winced in pain. “Thanks for staying. Name's Brew."

Brew? Maybe it was short for something. I could hear motorcycles approaching in the distance. “That was fast,” I murmured.

“Clubhouse is just down the road,” he explained.

I knew the only thing down the road was Toby’s salvage yard because we’d passed it earlier. Ron had told me that it had been sold a while back. “You must be the new owners.”

He groaned and laid his head back against the tree and closed his eyes. “Yeah.”

I could tell that he didn’t want to talk. I wished that there was something more I could do and was thankful when several motorcycles crested the hill in the distance, racing our way. The closer they got, the more nervous I got. The four men were big and kind of frightening-looking. They pulled up next to us, gravel and rocks crunching beneath the tires of their huge bikes. I stood up next to Brew’s head as they rushed over to us.

“The fuck, Brother, what happened?” The one asking the question crouched next to Brew. He glanced up at me. “You with him?” 

He was a formidable sight. His short hair matched the scruff on his tight jaw. Beautiful gray eyes peered up at me as he waited for an answer. There was a black tattoo around his thickly corded neck and down his left arm, his sleeveless shirt and cut revealing how muscular his arms were. I hadn’t had the chance to get an idea of his height when he’d first arrived, but I could tell that he was built solid beneath his clothes. His faded jeans stretched tightly over his thighs.

“No,” I managed to get out from beneath his intense stare. “I, um, was in the car—”

“Where the fuck is it?” one of the other guys asked. 

They scanned the area before pinning their frowns back on me. 

“Gone,” Brew muttered, drawing gray eyes back to him.

For the first time I noticed that he was holding his left side. He’d grown paler. I was glad that I could hear the ambulance coming.

“Asshole took off.”

Gray Eyes swung his gaze back up to me. I watched a muscle twitch in his jaw. “You want to tell me who he is?”

Not really. I sensed it would be bad for Ron. Gray Eyes looked like he wanted to hurt someone.

“Black Camaro,” Brew uttered in a weakening voice.

“We passed a fucking Camaro,” a tall blonde barked. 

The four men swapped looks, and Gray Eyes gave a jerk of his head. “Go.”

“Wait!” I called out as three of them turned at once to head for their bikes. “Are you going to hurt him? It was an accident!” 

Brew snorted. I knew that I was stretching the truth, but I didn’t like the looks on their rugged faces. 

Gray Eyes stood up. “An accident, huh?” He was taller than I’d expected. “Why’d he run off then?”

I swallowed, stepping back so I wouldn’t have to crane my neck so much. “He was, um, afraid.”

“What kind of chicken shit leaves his girlfriend to handle his mess?”

Yeah, chicken shit, that was my brother. I stared into the guy’s beautiful eyes and took a calming breath. 

He crossed his arms in a move that could have been taken as threatening. “You gonna tell me who the fuck he is?”

I shook my head. “Not if you’re going to hurt him.”

His brows shot up. “Hit and run.” 

I silently agreed with him that it looked bad. 

“You don’t think he deserves to pay for hitting someone and leaving them on the side of a road? For leaving his woman to face the consequences?”

What? “Why should I face the consequences? I wasn’t driving. And I stayed behind to help your friend.”

“Brother.” He sucked in a deep breath and released it through his nose like an angry bull. I got the sense that he didn’t like the fact that I wasn’t cooperating. He leaned in close and muttered the words, “I want a name.” 

I leaned back nervously, a little frightened by his imposing stature. I didn’t know him. Didn’t know what kind of man he was, or what he was capable of doing. He might be good to look at, but everything else about him was big and hard and kind of scary. 

“Don’t scare her, Eagle.”

Eagle turned his head to look at Brew, then turned it back to pin those quick-silver eyes on me. He wanted a name? Playing stupid, I gave him a name.

“Leona.”
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Eagle

Fuck, she was cute, but I didn’t have time to pursue my interest when Brew was groaning in pain. There was no telling how severe his injuries were. His bike was toast, the twisted, broken metal showing how hard he must have hit the fucking tree against which he was resting. I was glad to see the ambulance come up over the hill.

I narrowed my gaze on Leo, trying to intimidate her into telling me who the driver of the car that had hit Brew had been. I was good at intimidating people, especially civilians, but she was holding strong, standing there as if she could stare me down and win. Whoever the guy was, I knew he must be someone special to her. She was protecting him. Well, that was too fucking bad. 

For her.

I wasn’t going to be satisfied until I had a name. Whoever had hit Brew and then taken off was going to pay, one way or another. Soldiers of Retribution hadn’t earned their name from ignoring the wrongs done to the club or its members, but I decided to let it go for now. When the ambulance pulled over and two EMTs jumped out, I stood out of the way.

“What happened?” one of them asked.

I glanced down at Brew. He’d grown pale and was close to losing consciousness. He didn’t look capable of answering any questions, so I turned my attention to Leo, crossed my arms and raised a brow.

“It was a car accident,” she said. “I think he hit the tree headfirst.”

Fuck, I thought. Brew was lucky to be alive. For the first time I noticed that his brain bucket was cracked and shattered.

“Get the cervical collar,” one EMT said to the other. “Did anyone call the sheriff?”

“The chicken-shit driver drove off,” I responded, getting a glare from Leo. Regret filled her eyes, but she kept them focused on mine without fear.

“Hit and run? Damn!” 

A few minutes passed as they took Brew’s vitals and fitted him with a neck brace. Then the one who’d retrieved the neck brace returned to the ambulance and came back with a stretcher. He lowered it to the ground, they carefully lifted Brew on top of it, and then raised it again. 

“We’re taking him to Mid-Coast.”  

I nodded. “He wakes, tell him his brothers will be there soon.” I waited until he acknowledged that he’d heard me before turning back to the woman. “I want the name of the driver.” 

She took a breath, which did wonders for her tits when they stretched against the tee she was wearing. Then she straightened her shoulders and tilted her jaw just enough to let me know she was going to remain stubborn. 

“I’m sorry, I can’t do that unless you promise not to hurt him.”

I frowned. “He someone special to you?”

“Yes.”

“Boyfriend?”

“No.” That was all she offered.

“Fuck, woman.” I was getting angry over our word play. I noticed that the change in my tone of voice caused her to take a little step back, and, using her fear to my advantage, I moved toward her menacingly. For every step I took closer to her she took one backwards. I almost grinned when her eyes began darting around the area as if she were looking for someone to help her.

“You know who we are?”

“I’ve heard of you.”

“Then you know we’re the good guys.”

A burst of laughter escaped her. “It doesn’t look like it right now.”

“You think this is funny?”

She shook her head. “No!” Her backside came up against the tree Brew had slammed into, the breath rushing from between her parted lips. “I tend to laugh when I get nervous. And you’re scaring me.”

“Oh, yeah?” I stopped when I was almost flush against her. A deep breath would have had me brushing against her tits. “I can scare you a lot more if you don’t give me what I want.”

“I don’t appreciate you threatening me. I stayed with your brother. Made the calls for help. Is this how you repay an innocent bystander?”

“You’re hardly a bystander.” I noticed the green of her eyes had little flakes of gold in them, and her lashes were thick and long, natural. The same color as her chestnut hair. I fought to keep from touching the silky waves, realizing that my thoughts of Brew were dulling and being replaced with inappropriate thoughts about Leo. “And I doubt anything about you is innocent.” My gaze dropped to her lips, which were covered with a thin gloss. They were plump and tempting. Hell...

My phone vibrated and I dug it out of my pocket, thankful for the interruption. It was Lynx. “Did you catch up to him?”

“No. He must have turned off somewhere.”

I kept my eyes on Leo’s. “Head to Mid-Coast then. I’ll meet you there.”

“Got it.”

Once he was off, I hit Wolfe’s number. 

He started right in with, “Buck already called, Brother. You get the name of the driver from the witness?”

My lips turned down, frustration evident in my tone, “No. She’s not cooperating.”

“She still with you?”

“Yup.”

“Bring her to the clubhouse. She goes nowhere until we get to the truth. For all we know this could be connected to those fuckers the Maniacs and the trouble that went down in New York.”

I sucked in a deep breath because I sensed that this wasn’t going to go over particularly well with the woman. Wolfe was right though—we needed to make sure that Brew hadn’t been targeted because he used to ride with the Maniacs. Little Miss Leo may have been innocent, but whoever had been driving that car wasn’t, and she was protecting them. “Will do.” Wolfe hung up, but I pretended that I was still talking to him. “I’ll lock her ass up in the basement.” 

The clubhouse didn’t have a basement, but Leo didn’t know that. I’d said that part for her, rewarded when worry filled her eyes and she turned pale when she realized I was talking about her. I grinned, enjoying the color of alarm on her pretty face. “Looks like you’re coming with me, darlin’.” 

She shook her head and looked like she was going to bolt. 

“Look around you, Leo. You see anyone else you can hitch a ride with?”

“Damn,” I heard her low murmur. “My mama taught me to never go off with strangers. I’ll walk.”

Knowing the area, I snorted. The clubhouse was down the road, about half a mile. After that it was a couple of miles to reach Georgetown. “It’s settled then. You’re coming with me.”

“So you can lock me up somewhere? I don’t think so.”

She sank away from me as I stepped closer. I saw her wince as the bark of the tree dug into her back. 

“You ready to tell me who you’re protecting?” 

She didn’t respond but I could see the stubbornness in her eyes. “Then you have two choices. You can either sit behind me and hold on, or I’ll put you in front of me and trust me, you won’t like what you feel.”

She blinked. And blinked some more. My grin was suggestive, and once she figured out what I meant, she blushed and stuttered, “Y-You’re a pig!”

I shrugged. “Just being truthful. I’m an ass man and having one up against me gets me hard.” I paused to emphasize. “Every time.” I turned and headed for my bike with a grin on my face. “Better make up your mind, before I make it up for you.” I climbed on and sat there waiting. I was surprised at the patience I was showing when I wasn’t normally a patient man.

Only I’d underestimated her stubbornness, and perseverance. When a car crested the hill, her eyes lit up, and I knew instinctively what she was going to do. She was going to cause trouble, that’s what. She stepped away from the tree and headed toward the road excitedly. I jumped off my bike and intercepted her.

I caught her up against me.

“Let me go!” she demanded.

The feel of her soft tits rubbing against me reminded me that I’d been getting a blow job from Jezzie before we’d been interrupted by Leo’s call. I still had a slight buzz from that. 

I inhaled Leo’s intoxicating scent, something sweet and fresh, and exotic. The interest I’d pushed aside earlier came back with a vengeance. Her eyes widened, her lips parted, and I gave in to a need I didn’t know I had. I wanted to find out if her plump lips were as soft as they looked. I had to taste her. I slammed my mouth down on hers and kissed her hard.

Leo struggled to get away for a second before it turned into something different and then she kissed me back. The small hands that had been pushing against my chest were now fisting my cut and holding me tightly. Her sweet mouth moved hungrily against mine, her moans of submission music to my ears. When our tongues meshed, all warm and wet, I lost it. 

The groan that escaped me sounded like one coming from a bear. An unexplainable need of arousal uncurled in my gut as my dick rose to the occasion. Jesus, I should feel guilty for getting so fucking turned on by Leo when Jillian was the one that I wanted. Jillian was the woman I’d been watching and waiting to make a move on, but the timing had never seemed right.

Friends. We were still just fucking friends.

This woman meant nothing to me and yet having her in my arms was making me feel everything.

The car’s horn should have startled us apart. I reminded myself why I was kissing her in the first place and pulled away, anger close to the surface. Anger at myself for feeling guilty over how much I liked kissing Leo. I shouldn’t like kissing another woman. Hell, I didn’t even kiss the sweet tarts. I fucked them, though. I had needs and they were there for relief, and that was all. Until I made Jillian mine.

Fuck! I glared down at the little spitfire in my arms. She was flushed with heat, her eyes glossy. Her lips were swollen and wet. I’d done that to her, and I wondered what she saw on my face. Shit, I should never have kissed her, but the situation had called for drastic measures. To make sure she didn’t get the wrong idea, I curled my hand around the softness of her upper arm and pulled her with me.

“Come on.” 

She tried to pull away and I swung on her like a vicious dog. “I’m done!” I snarled in her face. She flinched but I kept going. “Now get your ass on my fucking bike!”

She stared at me for a minute and then wordlessly went to my bike. I waited for her to climb on before joining her. “You ever ridden before?” I swung my leg over.

“No.”

“We don’t have far to go. Just hold on and lean into any turns I take.” I waited for her to wrap her arms around me, but it never happened. Her little hands tentatively clutched at my sides. I started my bike and reached down for her hands, wrapping her arms around me. I ignored her huff and crossed one hand over the other. “Don’t let go.”

“Don’t worry,” came her snarky response. “I’m looking forward to being locked up in the basement.”

Grinning, I took off.
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Leona

I held on tightly, thinking about that stupid kiss. I couldn’t get it out of my mind. At first I’d been shocked, and had fought to push Eagle away, but all too soon it had turned into something hot and devastating. Devastating in a way that had taken control of my body and produced a kind of arousal that I’d never experienced before. 

Intense. 

Consuming. 

Even shocking.

I wasn’t a virgin. I’d had my fair share of sexual encounters, but this single kiss had dimmed the pleasure of those other experiences. It was insane that one kiss had done all that. And being crushed against a rock-hard body hadn’t hurt. The man was built! I’d felt his muscles even through his clothes, and the strength in his arms as I’d shamelessly clung to him and kissed him back. 

My lips still tingled at the rough persuasion of it, but in a good way.

Too bad he was a criminal. The thought of being locked up in some smelly, dark basement frightened me. My brother was going to pay for my loyalty. The coward! I didn’t think the Soldiers were going to kill me, or even hurt me, but they wanted Ron’s name, and I suspected that getting it would dictate what would happen from here on out. I just wondered how long they would keep me prisoner at their clubhouse.

The closer we got to it, the more nervous I got. Of course we hadn’t passed any other vehicles on the country road that I might have flagged down. Before long, Eagle slowed and pulled into the salvage yard. It had once been Toby’s, but I noticed the metal sign that arched over the entrance to the yard now read “Soldiers of Retribution”. 

We continued down a makeshift road, passing a small building that must have been the office. A wrecker was parked next to it. All kinds of old and damaged vehicles lined both sides of the road, some on top of others. I saw the large building at the end of the drive. It was obviously new. Bikes were parked around it, and there were also some trucks. Off to the side toward the back of the building I could see what looked like a huge warehouse or garage-type building with bay doors. 

Eagle pulled his bike into a spot close to the door and cut the engine. “Off.”

Using his shoulders for support, I ungracefully brought my leg over as I slid off. Good thing I was wearing jeans because otherwise I would have flashed anyone looking. I looked around while he dismounted. I’d never been to the salvage yard before, but I knew it had been around since before I was born. Toby’s Salvage Yard was well known to the surrounding counties.

The front door opened, and a man came out. “I was just about to leave for the hospital. This her?” he growled in an unfriendly tone.

“Yup.”

“Bring her ass inside.” He turned and went back inside.

His tone led me to believe that maybe they might be planning to hurt me, maybe even torture me. Eagle gripped me by the upper arm but I jerked it away from him. “I can walk on my own,” I hissed.” His laughter rubbed me the wrong way. “This is kidnapping, you know.” I walked to the front door and stepped inside the room, all but gasping at the unexpected beauty of it.

Not beautiful, but whoever had designed the large bar area had done a decent job of keeping it manly. Lots of heavy, bulky wood, and biker décor that was a mixture of new and old. The floor was also wood, and the lights and bar top were copper. There were several halls leading off from the main room, I could only guess at where they led. 

“So, where’s the basement?” I asked snarkily.

“Basement?” The man in front of me looked over my head at Eagle. There was a frown on his face.

I heard Eagle snicker. “There is no basement,” he said. 

I turned enough to give him a glare, which only made him smile wider. “You’re a real jerk!” 

He shrugged, unconcerned. 

The other man laughed too, and pulled out a chair at one of the nearby tables. “Sit.” 

I did. 

“Name’s Wolfe.”

Wolfe. Eagle. Who named their kids that? I felt like I needed to introduce myself since he’d provided his name. “I’m Leona. And holding me here against my will is a crime.”

Wolfe ignored my comment. Eagle stood over us like a centurion with his arms crossed and legs parted. “We’re not going to hurt you, Leona. All we want to know is who was driving that car. Then you can go home, and we never have to see each other again.”

“That doesn’t work for me,” I said with more bravery than brains. “Unless you can guarantee that you won’t hurt him—”

“Jesus fuck, you’re like a broken record!” Eagle was clearly at the end of his patience with me. He pinned his angry eyes on Wolfe. “As Enforcer it’s my job to see that the club and brothers are protected. Which means this kind of situation is mine to deal with.”

I didn’t like the sound of that.

The two men shared a long look that seemed to communicate each other’s thoughts. I glanced back and forth between them in an effort to understand what they might be thinking. It was no use. I didn’t know them well enough.

Wolfe drew in a deep breath. “Lock her up somewhere and come back.”

I didn’t like the looks on either of their faces. Panicked, I jumped from my chair and made a mad dash for the door. I had no idea where I was going, just that I had to try to get out of there.

“Goddammit!” I heard Eagle swear. The sound of a chair being thrown out of the way and hitting the floor urged me to move faster. 

When powerful arms wrapped around me I let out a scream and struggled for all I was worth. Hearing his grunts revealed that I was getting in my hits, but it wasn’t enough. Eagle was much bigger and stronger than I.

“You need help?” 

I didn’t appreciate the amusement in Wolfe’s tone.

“I got her,” Eagle grunted, swinging me around and walking me toward one of the hallways. 

I bumped and wiggled against his unyielding body. “Let me go!”

“Keep it up and you’ll feel my palm against your ass,” he grunted, easily keeping my feet inches off the floor as he walked us to a door.

I didn’t take time to digest his threat. The commotion caused enough noise that someone in a couple of the rooms opened their doors but then closed them again just as abruptly. “Help!”

His chest vibrated with silent laughter. “Yell all you want, darlin’. They’ll help me before they help you.”

I knew that I should just give them Ron’s name and let him deal with this, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. “You’ll pay for this!” I hissed, out of breath.

“I’m already paying for it,” he countered, his tone a little breathless too. 

He opened a door and ushered us inside, slamming the door shut with a backward kick. I thought he’d let me go, but instead he walked over to the bed and tossed me onto it. I bounced, pushed my hair out of my face, and panted while glaring up at him. He stood like an angry God, arms crossed, legs braced apart, nostrils flaring, with some intense emotion causing his eyes to look like lightning bolts.

He was angry, but there was something else there too. 

I was suddenly hot. Turned on. Aroused. I closed my legs to stifle the tingling heat teasing my clit. That wasn’t the only thing tingling, but I refused to acknowledge the hardening of my nipples. Eagle, however, noticed the subtle movement and zeroed right in on them. His jaw clenched as a muscle twitched. 

I expected him to jump on me and ravish me like the men did in the books I liked to read. What would I do if he did? I licked my lips and dropped my eyes to the front of his pants. There was definite movement behind his zipper and the bulge was big. More heat gathered in my pussy, and I berated myself for feeling anything except anger and indignation for my situation.

“Stay,” he snapped. And then he turned and left the room.

I heard a key turn into the lock outside and pressed my lips.

I was good and locked in.
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Eagle

Shit! Shit! Shit!

That woman and the way she made me feel was trouble. I had to get a grip and remember that Jillian was the woman I wanted. I needed to stop fucking around and just make my intentions clear to her once in for all. The fact that Leo had gotten me hard so fast meant nothing. 

I entered the main room to find that Wolfe hadn’t moved from where he’d been when I’d left. “How’s Brew?”

We made eye contact as I sat down. “Just got an update from Buck. Helmet saved him from a nasty concussion, but he has a broken collarbone, bruised ribs, and some scrapes. Gonna be okay though.”

I shook my head. “Fuck, he’s gonna hurt for a while.”

Wolfe agreed with me. “Yup. Get anywhere with the girl?” 

I shook my head, willing the image of those hard, little nipples out of my mind. And the way that Leo had squeezed her thighs? That told me that she was feeling the same shit for me that I was feeling for her. 

Totally physical. I glanced around, looking for one of the sweet tarts.

“So what are your plans for her?”

I snorted. “Why don’t you deal with her? You’re the president,” I reminded him.

His lip curled. “Yeah, Brother, but you reminded me that she’s your problem.”

I glared at him while chewing on the inside of my mouth for a second. “You’re just afraid Ella won’t like you having to get handsy with another woman.”

“Like hell! I don’t involve her in club shit.” He hesitated and then smirked. “Much.” 

I exhaled loudly and sat back in my chair. “I’ll deal with the little spitfire.”

“Keep it nice and innocent. Let her come out to the party tonight so she thinks of herself as more of an invitee,” Wolfe laughed. 

I couldn’t see that working. I’d have to keep an eye on her, because otherwise I wouldn’t put it past her to try and hitch a ride with someone. Jesus, why wouldn’t she just give us the fucking name? He must really be important to her. 

“We going to the hospital?”

Wolf shook his head. “No need now. Brew will be home in the morning. Buck is staying with him tonight.”

“He’s gonna need some help.”

“I’m sure we can get one of the sweet tarts to take care of him.”

Speaking of sweet tarts, Jezzie, Hannah, and Ginger had just entered the room dressed to kill and ready for the night. Teased hair, makeup painted on, skintight dresses that barely covered their asses or their tits, and stilettos that drew the eye to their long, killer legs. I’d tapped all of them over the years. Still fucked them on occasion because I wasn’t there with Jillian. Yet. 

I looked toward the bar. “I think I need a drink before I deal with Leo.” Fuck, maybe I needed a whole bottle. 

And maybe I should fuck one of the sweet tarts before I go see her, I thought to myself. Get whatever it was that got me so fucking hot for her out of my system. I didn’t like the feeling of not being in control. 

Jezzie caught my eye as I walked across the room. I gave her a wink, which she immediately interpreted as an invitation. She broke away from the other two women and headed my way. By the time she reached me I was sitting on a stool ordering a beer.

“Hi, honey.” She didn’t climb up on the stool next to me. Instead, she wiggled her way between it and me so that we were touching. “Did you want to finish what we started earlier?”

My nose turned up at the cloud of strong perfume that shrouded us, and I had to wonder what the fuck was wrong with me when my dick didn’t even twitch at the sound of her offer. “Later,” I said, surprised at myself when not even five minutes ago I’d been thinking about getting rid of some tension by fucking one of them. “Maybe once the party gets going.” I turned away from her and chugged down half a can of beer that Ted, one of our newer prospects, had set in front of me. 

“Well, you know where to find me when you’re ready.” She ran her hand down the front of my body, her nails skimming lightly over my zipper. 

I was glad when she walked away. I thought about the stubborn woman in my room and what it was going to take to get that name from her. Until that happened, I’d see if I could find something on the computer. I did investigative work with Lynx when it was necessary. Leo must have a social presence somewhere.

I grabbed my beer and headed for the computer room, which amounted to nothing more than a windowless closet because no one spent a lot of time in there. We kept it locked because access was limited. I unlocked the door and sank down into one of the chairs. Eight computer screens were actively streaming images of the club’s bar, The Animal’s Den, and various locations around the salvage yard. 

I barely skimmed over the computer screens, focusing on the one directly in front of me. I pulled up Instagram and was about to type in Leo’s name when I realized that I didn’t know her last name. Fuck! I slammed my fist down on the table and sat back for a minute. It looked like I was going to have to go get it from her. I rose from the chair so fast that it rolled back and hit the wall. After making sure that the door was locked again, I headed to my room.

I unlocked and opened my door. There was nothing quiet about my actions, but the woman sleeping on my bed didn’t stir. A quick glance around the room revealed that she’d gone through some of my shit. Drawers weren’t closed all the way. I snorted. What had she been looking for? A weapon of some kind? And then I frowned when I realized that I did have a knife in the closet.

I walked to the bed and stared down at her. The woman had curves for days on her tiny frame. Nice full tits a man could smother in, wide hips that I could grasp roughly when I was fucking her, and a rounded ass that got me hard. I hadn’t been kidding when I’d told her I was an ass man. I loved pussy, but there was nothing better than sinking into a tight, juicy ass. 

Jesus! I reached down and gave my hard dick a rub. Something caught my eye, and I leaned in to see what I was looking at. A silent laugh escaped me when I realized that she had found my knife. When she’d turned onto her side, a tiny portion of it, still in the sheath, had become exposed. What did she think she was going to do with that? 

I shook my head and knelt on the bed so that it shook. “Wake up, Sleeping Beauty.”

Leo moaned and slowly moved onto her back. Eyes still closed, she stretched and moaned some more, obviously forgetting where she was. I grinned and let my eyes eat her up some more, enjoying the way she thrust those tits up as she moved. 

I knew the second it dawned on her where she was. Her eyes bolted open, and she sat up abruptly, meeting my eyes. 

“Get enough rest, darlin’?” 

She reached for the knife behind her back and brought it forward. Damn, she was cute, sitting there threatening me with a sheathed knife. 

“It only works if you take it out of the sheath,” I advised, wondering why I found the situation amusing when I should be angry as hell. “I need your last name.”

She ignored my comment about the knife and didn’t move. “Why? So you can look me up and figure out who was driving the car?”

I was growing frustrated with the situation and took a minute to think. With a heavy breath, I said, “Okay, I won’t hurt him.” I crossed my arms at the small lie. 

“It’s too late. I don’t believe you now.” She tilted that chin of hers.

Oh, Jesus Christ, save me! “Why the fuck are you so stubborn?!” I’d lost my patience, getting a little satisfaction when Leo jerked at my tone. I looked up at the ceiling and pleaded with the powers that be to give me the strength not to do something I’d regret. 

With a loud sigh, I put my eyes back on the stubborn spitfire. “Here’s how this evening is going to go—we are having a party tonight, and you’re going to attend. You might even make some new friends. But during that time, I want you to think about this—either you give us a name, or we’ll take it out on you.” 

Disbelief spread across her suddenly pale face. I didn’t take pleasure in scaring her, but this had gone on long enough and I was done. If, in the end, she still refused to give us the driver’s name, I’d have no choice but to let her go. I couldn’t hold her forever. And if she went to the cops and told them that she’d been held against her will, they would come here only to find out that she’d been invited to a party, and that we had no idea what the fuck she was talking about. 

“Is that how you get your kicks? Threatening women?” 

“Actually, no. But you’re a pain in the ass, and I’m done with this fucking back and forth and getting nowhere. You want to leave? Go back home? Believe me, I want it more. But someone you know caused my brother to end up in the hospital and then took off like a fucking coward. I think I’m within my rights to get a name.”  

Surprisingly, a look of guilt flashed in her eyes. Good. Whatever it took to get her to talk. I’d pass the word to the old ladies to grill her without being too obvious. Make nice with her. I contained my smirk. “You hungry?” It was past dinner time.

“I could eat something,” Leo said. She wiggled her way off the bed.

She was too close, but my feet wouldn’t move. The overwhelming need to kiss her again hit me like a punch to the gut. Instead of giving in to the urge, though, I carefully took the knife from her hand and set it on the nightstand. “You won’t be needing this. Everyone is friendly.”

She looked skeptical but remained silent. I reached for her hand and took it in mine. Hers was so small and soft, but I didn’t want to notice that kind of shit about Leo. I didn’t want to notice how cute she was with her long brown hair, rosy lips, and bright green eyes. I didn’t want to be attracted to her, but my dick overruled my will. 

“Come on. I’ll take you to the kitchen for something to eat.”

As soon as we entered the main room where the bar was located, I dropped her hand like a hot cake. The last thing I needed was for anyone to get the wrong idea. My brothers took ribbing to a whole new level when it suited them.

Plus, Jillian would be there.
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Leona

As soon as we stepped into the main room, I noticed that it was considerably busier than it had been when we’d first arrived. The table we’d been sitting at with Wolfe was now full of bikers, as were other tables. There were also women in the room.

Without warning, Eagle dropped my hand. A glance at him revealed that he was looking across the room at a particular brunette. She was pretty; slim, and taller than me. Judging by his reaction, I wondered if she was Eagle’s girlfriend. I thought about that kiss we’d shared, and scowled. He hadn’t kissed me like he had a girlfriend.

Several other women joined her just before we disappeared into the kitchen.

“Oh, good, someone’s in here,” Eagle said with relief to the woman who was in the process of fixing a sandwich. She gave him a smile before turning back to what she was doing. “Can you make another one of those for Leo, sweetheart?”

“I can make my own sandwich,” I said, not wanting to put anyone out. “And my name is Leona.”

“That’s okay, I don’t mind.” She gave me a smile. “My name’s Val. I’m Bear’s old lady.”

Val was beautiful and looked familiar to me. She had a full figure, and the most beautiful blue eyes I’d ever seen. Her strawberry blond hair was pulled up into a top bun.

“Val, don’t let Leo out of your sight.” Eagle’s refusal to call me by my full name caused me to press my lips in irritation. “I got something to take care of.” And just like that Eagle was gone.

I shrugged in response to Val’s inquisitive look. “Where have I seen you before?”

“If you’re into beauty and fashion you might have seen an article I’ve written. I freelance, and sometimes they include a photo of me with the article.”

“That’s probably it.” I was impressed and moved closer. “Can I help?”

“I got it, thanks. So are you and Eagle friends?”

I decided to be honest. “Not really.” 

Val raised a brow and waited for me to explain. 

“Long story,” I offered, not really wanting to go into it. I supposed that I could have explained my situation to her, but didn’t think it would benefit me. My knowledge about motorcycle clubs was enough to understand what position the old ladies held, and that their loyalty was with their men.

“I see. Do you like ham and Swiss cheese?”

“Yes, thanks. I haven’t met Bear yet.”

Val laughed, and I could tell by her expression that she was head over heels in love with the man. “You’ll know him when you see him. He’s the biggest one here and looks just like a big, cuddly teddy bear.” She pointed towards the plate of sandwiches. “This is a snack for him.”

“Have you been together long?”

“About a year. My best friend, Ella, is Wolfe’s old lady. We got involved with the club around the same time.”

I recalled the women that I’d seen out in the bar area. “Are there a lot of old ladies?”

Val shook her head and handed me a plate with a stacked sandwich on it. “Just us two at the moment. Though I expect that will change soon. Eagle has his eye on Jillian. Lynx is smitten with Lola. Buck loves Delta, and has for a long time. She’s Wolfe’s sister. My money is on them becoming a couple next.”

So, Eagle did have a girlfriend. I wondered if Jillian was the one who’d caught his eye earlier, and if he was with her now. I tried not to care, but I couldn’t get that kiss off my mind, and the electric awareness that existed between us. It hadn’t been normal. He had a lot of nerve, kissing me like that when he had a girlfriend! 

I took a bite of the sandwich.

“You want to come out and sit with me and Bear? Some of the others will probably join us.”

Did I want to mingle with the others? “Make some new friends,” as Eagle had sarcastically put it? The truth was that I liked people, and it would seem weird to sit in the kitchen alone while I ate. I could hear the music from the other room, along with the muted sounds of laughter and conversation. Maybe if I got friendly enough with someone I could hitch a ride home, A possibility that caused me to smile. Wouldn’t Eagle be pissed!

“Sure, sounds good.” 

I wasn’t sure what I’d be walking into, but it turned out not to be as bad as I’d thought it would be. Everyone still had their clothes on except for a dancer doing her routine on the pole. She was in a barely-there bikini. The music was classic rock, and “Welcome to the Jungle” by Guns and Roses was pounding through the room. As I followed Val, I noticed that another club was there. Dirty Bandits was the name on the back of their cuts. 

We reached a table of women, and three men, one of which was huge. Eagle was also there, sitting between two girls, and I purposely ignored making eye contact with him. Val set the plate of sandwiches down in front of the man I assumed to be Bear.

“Hey, everyone, let me introduce you to Leona. Leona, this is Ella, Lola, Delta, and Jillian.” She went around the table and then came back to Bear. “This big brute is Bear. Eagle you know, and Mac.” She glanced back at Ella. “Where’s Wolfe?” She sat down next to Bear.

A chorus of “nice to meet you” sounded at the table at the same time. I kept the smile on my face. They seemed like nice
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