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Max “Flirt” Browning has watched a group of men he considers more than club brothers take the plunge into family life. As the last man standing, he’s not opposed to following them—he’s just never found the right woman. At least not before Brie walked into his life.  

With her, he could see a future. Getting her to see that he was interested in more than a couple of sexual encounters a month could cost every ounce of control Flirt possessed. The control he needed as much as the air he breathes. For her—he’d do whatever it took. 

Gabriella “Brie” Agassi has had to manage every aspect of her life, from raising a daughter to building a pediatric practice. With not much free time to pursue a relationship—and considering when she tried, it had been one disastrous date after another—she takes matters into her own hands and visits Whispering Nights.

At the club, she’d find a take-charge man to whom she could relinquish total sexual control for an hour or two. Giving her the break needed from her responsibilities to bring balance back into her life. Balance she hasn’t had since her fiancé died.

Meeting Max Browning, Brie wondered how much her need for balance was going to cost her. And if she’d be willing or able to pay the price. 
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Parts of Flirt’s book runs consecutively time wise to Coast’s storyline. To do his story justice, we needed to know what Flirt had been up to while Coast was working his magic on Mackenzie.
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For the first time since I came home from the military and became a member of Whispering Nights, I felt disconcerted as I walked through the doors. Not sure why I had come in the first place, though deep down, I knew the reason behind my unrest. I just wasn’t ready to voice it out loud.

As I took a seat at the bar, Rudy, the bartender for the night, placed my usual down in front of me. I lifted my chin in acknowledgment and thanks and picked up the chilled bottle of water, twisting the cap. He returned the gesture, then moved down to wait on a Dom and his sub sitting at the other end of the bar.

“How are you this evening, Max?” Mark Baker, the owner of Whispering Nights, asked as he sat down on the vacant stool beside me.

Reaching over, I shook Mark’s hand. “Doing good. How about you?” I asked. 

“Could be better, my friend,” he said with a chuckle.

Lifting a brow, I inquired, “Should I bother asking if you want or need to talk about it?”

I met Mark while going through the NCP (Navy College Program). Mark had been a PO1 (Petty Officer First Class) and was interested in a getting a college degree before ending his time in the Navy while I was a Seaman Recruit. I wanted to get a degree to advance myself through the ranks. We talked while we waited to be seen by a counselor and discovered we were both from the state of Washington. 

Despite the fifteen plus years’ age difference, Mark and I quickly become friends. 

During the times between taking online classes and my training to become a Navy SEAL, I’d been more than grateful for the friendship he and I shared. Especially when I found myself at the lowest, mentally, and physically. Drained to the point, I allowed doubt to seep into my mind, wondering if I could complete either task. Mark had been there to give me the much-needed pep talk. His verbal shoves never failed to set me back on course. 

It had taken me longer to get the business degree than to complete all the training required to become a deployable SEAL. Thirty months total for the mandatory training by the Navy. In the end, the time and effort I’d put in had been worth it. 

Mark had also been the one who introduced me to an alternate lifestyle. He invited me as a guest to the place he frequented as a member. It had been during one of my weakest moments as a Seaman Recruit when the stress had weighed heavily on my shoulders. He’d witnessed my struggles and suggested the club might be just what I was looking for. I went out of curiosity. Not sure if watching people satisfy their kink was for me. I’d experienced nothing like it, though. The atmosphere, the sexual tempo, watching a few scenes play out, it called to a part of me I never knew existed. It was as if a piece of me clicked into place. After that day, I never looked back. I embraced the controlling side of me. Before, I’d controlled every part of my life but the sexual side. Sex had just been about obtaining a release. I’d had no idea there was so much missing—more satisfaction for my sexual partner and for me.

“I served in the Navy for twenty-two years, and I’ve been a Dom for well over thirty. A big part of being good at both is the ability to read people, anticipate the needs of the ones in my care. But damn it all if my ten-month-old daughter doesn’t make me feel like a fraud.” 

I chuckled at his expression and the fact that one of the best men I knew seemed distraught over his inability to handle his young daughter.

“Glad you find it amusing,” he griped and rubbed his hand down his face before he continued. “Christ, I’ve had sailors tear up during a dressing down. Chrissy, she only needs to look at me and bat her eyes, and I crumble. And if I see a tear, I’m toast.”

It felt good to focus on someone else’s problem, if only for a few minutes. “Come on, Mark. She’s ten months. You’re her daddy, isn’t it her job to wrap you around her finger?”

Mark and his wife, Stella, had been married a little over twelve years. They’d given up on trying for a family after going through every test and every suggestion the doctors made to help them conceive, no matter how slim the chance. Nothing had worked for them. After giving up on having a child, a year later Stella became pregnant, and I had never seen a couple more ecstatic. Mark looked happier and physically relaxed the day he had shared the news.

“Oh yeah, speaks the man with no kids. Nothing in life prepares us for children. And I mean nothing. There are no instructions for becoming a parent. The entire deal redefines on-the-job training. Oh, as adults, we think we can handle them because we read a bunch of books. How hard can it be, right? Besides, we’re bigger and stronger than they are. But I’m thinking they are so much smarter. For God’s sake, Stella ran to the store the other day, and left me home alone with Chrissy. I left her playing on the floor in the living room for one minute while I stepped into the kitchen to get myself something to drink. I walked back into the room, and she had a paperback of Stella’s tearing pages out and depositing the pieces into the vent on the floor. A minute, man. I’m not even sure how she got the paperback off the side table. When I tried scolding her, she looked up at me, batted her little eyes, and then grinned.”

“I have faith in you. You’ll get fatherhood down... eventually,” I said while chuckling.

“Like I have any other choice. That little girl doesn’t listen to me at all. Even if I raise my voice. Stella is enjoying it immensely.” Mark shook his head, sighed, then went on. “Enough about the issues I’m having with my women. Tell me what’s been going on with you and your brothers. I haven’t seen you around lately. Catch me up. I need a distraction from my own life.”

“The bike business is good. Steady stream of orders. My brothers are pretty much like you—either dealing with their ol’ ladies or dealing with tiny females with attitudes,” I answered and grinned at the thought of Ally, Neely and Poppy. “Jag and River tied the knot last weekend at the clubhouse. Nothing too exciting happening otherwise.”

“Leaves you and Coast the last two holdouts, huh? A lot has changed since you guys made it home,” Mark said, and I waited to reply until Rudy was walking away after setting down a glass in front of Mark. I didn’t have to guess what the glass contained. Mark drank nothing but club soda when he was at the club.

“It depends if Coast catches the dodging doctor, then he won’t be unattached much longer,” I said as I rolled the bottle between my hands and listened to the plastic crinkle. I knew it was a nervous gesture and forced myself to stop.

Mark touched my shoulder. “Let’s go talk in my office, Max,” he said, drank his glass empty, then stood from his barstool. I lifted the bottle of water to my mouth and finished it, then placed the empty bottle on the bar before I rose and followed him.

Once we were in his office, he waved for me to take a seat in one of the two chairs in front of his desk. After I sat in one, Mark sat beside me in the other one instead of going behind his desk.

“What’s really going on with you, Max? I know you, friend. Something’s bothering you.”

“What do you mean? I just told you,” I replied and frowned.

His brow cocked, and he looked at me as he relaxed back in the chair. “Maybe I should be the one asking, ‘Do you want or need to talk about it?’”

I ran a hand down my face and contemplated how much to say to Mark. I could easily have stuck with nothing being wrong, but I respected Mark too much to blow him off. Not to mention the man had always been able to read me.

I took a deep breath. It seemed I would voice my feelings of late whether or not I was ready, then blew it out. “I’m questioning my participation in the club. It’s lost some of its appeal. I’ve always enjoyed the ability to help a sub reach subspace where pleasure overrides and nothing else matters. Watch them fall, then use my experience to comfort and soothe until they’re back in control of their emotions. Lately, though, I am unfulfilled.”

“Is that why you’ve been scarce around here?” Mark asked, and I nodded.

“Yes. I thought a break might refresh me. I grew tired of walking away disappointed in myself. Hell, you mentioned being a fraud. Maybe I’ve been the fraud all along.” I hated discussing my own feelings. It sucked and made me sound like a whiny asshole. 

“Being dominant isn’t something you can shut on and off, Max, but you know that already. I know you’ve never had a desire to be connected to one sub. However, maybe that is what’s changed, my friend.” 

I opened my mouth to speak, and Mark held his hand up. 

“Let me finish. Before Stella, I was the same way. Oh, it’s fun and satisfying to have the control and skills to know what the sub in front of you needs just from their body language. For some of us, it grows monotonous over time because, outside of playing, we never form a deep connection with anyone. When I retired and came back and opened this place, I wasn’t looking for a D/s relationship that went past the inside of a club. At least until Stella showed up. Maybe wanting a connection is subconsciously driving what you’re experiencing.”

“I’ve witnessed the connection and bond between you and some of the other Doms with their subs. There’s balance in your relationships. Along the way, I lost mine. I’m not sure I even had it to begin with. I’m not finding it here at Whispering Nights.”

Mark gave me a half-smile. “I’m not going to say you’re wrong. No one can decide that but you. I think you’re lonely.”  

“Lonely?” I shook my head and guffawed. “You have to be alone to be lonely. Which I never am. Hell, I haven’t been alone since the day I was born. Have you forgotten I’m surrounded by MC brothers? Have you forgotten my time in the Navy?”

“Not hardly. But people can still surround you, making you feel lonely at the same time. You know that, too. You can’t tell me there weren’t times even on a ship with thousands of sailors, you hadn’t experienced loneliness. I felt it on more than one occasion throughout my career in the service. There are differences, Max. You referenced the bond and commitment we in the club have with our subs or wives. Do you not see the same between your MC brothers and their ol’ ladies?”

I took a deep breath, then blew it out. “My brothers share the same,” I answered while I rubbed a hand across the back of my neck. “Christ, I feel as if I should lie on a couch.”

Mark chuckled. “I’m far from a therapist, and I’m sure if you spoke with Stella, she’d inform you I could still improve on my listening skills.”

“Stella would say nothing negative about you. Even if it was true.” I regarded my friend and turned over everything he said before I continued. “So, you’re telling me that what I’m feeling amounts to jealousy of what you and my brothers have found with your women? Do you know how fucked up it sounds? I’m happy for them and you. The women you’ve found are awesome, and they fit.”

“Not jealousy, Max. Balance. Balance isn’t exclusive to the D/s relationship. It is in every aspect of our lives. You’ve watched your brothers find the women who balance them. Strengthen them and complete them. They accept them, flaws and all. Same as they do for their women. Same as Stella does for me. Unlike you, I never had the feeling I was missing anything in my life. Not until I met Stella. Then I wondered how I survived so long without her. I’d wager it was the same with your brothers.”

“I’ve never run from commitment. Not with the Navy, the MC, or any aspects dealing with my personal life. I’ve mentioned countless times to my brothers that if I found the right woman for me, there’d be no denying it or fighting the fact. And if she needed a push, I’d tie her to my bed until she realized I was everything she needed or was looking for.”

I frowned when Mark burst out laughing. “Oh, you, my friend, are going to go down hard when you cross paths with the right woman.”

“I highly doubt that.”

“I don’t, my friend. We like having control and structure in our lives. The need of the two for us is like the need for air. It doesn’t matter what type of relationship you have with your partner. If they’re happy, you’re happy. Bet your brothers prefer their women happy, too. Life goes a little smoother when they are.”

“Oh, my brothers would definitely agree with you there.” I stood. “Thanks for the talk, Mark. I think I will head back to Black Hawk. I’m not feeling it tonight.” 

Mark stood, and we shook hands. “I’m headed home myself after my meeting.” 

“Shit, I’ve been in my head so much, I didn’t even ask about Stella. Is she here?”

“Stella’s doing great. She’s at home with Chrissy tonight. I only showed up to meet with a potential new sub.” Mark looked at his watch. “As a matter of fact, she should be here any minute.”

“Well, I’ll leave you to it.” I walked to the door and opened it.

“You can hang around and be the welcoming committee.” We both walked out into the hallway.

“There are plenty here tonight to help you out. You shouldn’t have a problem finding any volunteers. You know us unattached Doms can smell a new submissive from a hundred yards.” I chuckled. “Besides, the mood I’ve been in might scare her off.”

“True. Especially since she’s unsure of being a submissive, but if a club is what she’s actually looking for.”

I ran my fingers through my hair. “New to everything?” I asked as I pulled my fingers from my hair and waved my arm out. “Does she have a clue what goes on in a club? This isn’t a store where you check out the items offered, then if you like them, you make a purchase. What the hell?”

“Wow, you really are struggling right now. Do you think I would bother vetting her if I thought she was just curious?”

I dropped my arm to my side, took a deep breath, and blew it out. “No.” I definitely needed to get back to the compound, go in my house, and shut the world out until my attitude improved.

“Gabriella is submissive. She may not know for sure, but after speaking with her, I know.”

Whispering Nights wasn’t an ‘open to the public’ club. It was exclusive, and it vetted potential members before they signed a contract or paid any fees. Even when a member wanted to bring a guest, they had to be cleared first.

All unattached submissives were only known in the club by their first names. They wore colored bracelets to signify their standing in the club. Unattached subs’ colors represented their standing, but also differentiated a sub’s level of kink. Something they would have filled out on their original paperwork under hard limits.

“We all started somewhere,” I said as we walked toward the main room.

“Yes, we did. I’m sure she’ll have no issue finding a Dom to help her get adjusted.”

I looked at Mark and lifted a brow. “New and inexperienced? Seriously, that didn’t even need to be said. They’ll line up to train her.” 

“She admitted having trouble telling her partners what she needs which, by the way, totals three. She chalked her problem up to inexperience, then admitted she read a few BDSM romances and—” 

I stopped walking and looked at my friend. “Are you fucking kidding me? What? She reads a few books and decides playing out a few sex scenes sounded fun.”

Mark snorted. “No, the books opened her eyes and made her realize things about herself. One being the feeling of needing more sexually isn’t always because of inexperience or a partner’s inability to please you. Sometimes, it’s finding...,” Mark smirked. “Balance.” 

I groaned. “Now I wish I hadn’t talked with you.”

“Please, you live for our talks.”

It was my turn to snort. “Sure, it is like looking forward to an annual prostate exam.” 

“You’re such a dickhead,” Mark said and laughed. “Seriously though, maybe you should stick around. When I’m finished meeting with Gabriella, I was going to have Sonny show her around tonight. Why don’t you stay and do it? Who knows, you might find what you’re missing.”

“Tell me you are not attempting to play matchmaker,” I said and glared at my friend.

Mark slapped me on the shoulder. Not fazed at my tone. “You never know. She could be the one you’re looking for, and she’ll be snapped up by one of the others before you have time to meet her.”

“I’ll have to take the chance and deal with the outcome.” I rested my hand on Mark’s shoulder and squeezed. “It was good running into you. I’ll catch you later.” I dropped my hand, then took the last few steps to the set of doors that would lead me to the entrance area where the security/check-in desk was.

After I told Nate, who was manning the desk, to have a good night, I made my way to the set of doors that would take me out of the club and into the parking lot. As I reached for the handle, the door swung open, and I shifted to the side as a brunette hurriedly brushed past with a “Sorry” thrown over her shoulder.

Holding the door partially open to prepare for leaving, I watched the woman make her way to the counter where Nate stood watching her approach. The scent of her perfume lingered around me, and the sway of her hips held me in place. She was quite the package, and I briefly wished I had gotten a look at her face. 

Then I remembered the crappy mood I was in and turned back to the outside. I had just taken a step when she spoke, “Hi, I’m supposed to meet Mark... I mean Master Mark. I’m Gabriella,” in a throaty voice that stroked down my entire body.

I froze for a split second and weighed how much grief I was willing to take from Mark. I stepped back and let the door close, then turned and walked toward the counter. With my approach, the woman turned her head and looked up at me. 

When I made contact with her dark brown eyes, I suddenly didn’t give a damn. Whatever Mark dished out; I would take. Looking into her eyes, I had a feeling it would be worth it.

“Welcome to Whispering Nights, Gabriella.”

“Umm... thank you. And you are?”

One corner of my mouth lifted. “I’m hoping soon... Sir.” 

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter One


[image: image]


––––––––
[image: image]


[image: image]

––––––––
[image: image]


Flirt

––––––––
[image: image]


As I crawled out from under my dad’s cabin, I continued to breathe through my mouth until I was free from the confined space and able to stand, then I inhaled deeply and blew it out. I left the garbage bag I’d dragged out with me on the ground and handed my dad the flashlight I had used while underneath his place.

“Leave the crawl space door open to air out the stench from under there,” I said as I bent and tried dusting some of the dirt from my jeans.

“What’s in the bag?” Romeo, my dad, asked.

“A raccoon. From the look of it, it’s been dead for a little while.” I straightened and pulled the work gloves off my hands and shoved the tops in my back pocket. Glad I thought to grab them on my way out of the house after answering the call from my dad.

“Well, how did the bastard get under there in the first place?”

“I have no clue, but you’re lucky Claire’s got a sensitive nose. If that raccoon stayed under there any longer, the smell would have seeped into the cabin and been intolerable.” I reached down and grabbed the twisted top of the bag, lifting it. “You want me to toss this in the dumpster at the clubhouse?”

“Yeah, probably better than stuffing it in my trash can,” my dad said as we started walking around to the front of his place. When we reached the front where my truck was parked, I tossed the bag in the bed. 

“You want to come inside and have dinner with Claire and me? Pot roast.”

“Thanks for the invite, but I ate right before you called. Besides, I want to get home and clean up,” I said and reached in my pocket and pulled out my keys.

“Probably ate a sandwich, and that isn’t a meal. And I know you aren’t worried about tracking in a little dirt. So, why the rush?”

I snorted and pulled the driver’s side door open. “Until Claire, you ate sandwiches more than once for dinner.”

“Now I don’t have to. Well, unless she works late at the bakery.”

I reached out and patted my dad’s stomach. Knowing underneath the t-shirt his stomach was still flat, I teased, “Yeah, eating those desserts for dinner are showing.”

“You’re full of shit and a smartass,” Dad said, then slapped my arm. “But thanks for coming over and crawling under the cabin.”

“No problem. You shouldn’t be under there, anyway; I bumped my head a few times, getting from one side to the other. Not a lot of moveability space for an old man like you.”

“Claire doesn’t seem to have a problem with how I move.”

“Christ, now I know it’s time for me to go,” I said and got into my truck. “You better not let Claire hear you say stuff like that, or the only thing you’ll be moving is your hand up and down,” I added as I reached for the handle on the door.

“Please, the woman can’t keep her hands off me.” 

I snorted. “Old and delusional.” Instead of laughing or coming back with his own smart-ass remark, my dad frowned and reached inside and clasped the back of my neck with his hand.

“All joking aside. Besides having you as a son, Claire’s the best thing to happen to me. Don’t wait until you’re my age to experience life with a good woman by your side.” Dad squeezed my neck, dropped his hand, and stepped back from the opening of my truck door.

“Everything alright with you, Dad?”

“Sure, never better. I couldn’t be happier.”

Focused on my dad and knowing his tells, he wasn’t just giving the blanketed response with his facial expressions and body language. Since hooking up with Claire, he was happier than I had ever seen him, and I trusted that if anything was up with his health, he would let me know.

“Alright. I’m out of here,” I said as I grabbed the driver’s side door handle just in time to hold on to it as a gust of wind pushed against it. It reminded me of the earlier weather report I caught on the television. “There is the possibility of a storm tonight. Make sure you and the other dads have your generators filled. Might end up needing them.”

“We took care of ours a couple of weeks ago. Even fired them up to make sure they were working well.”

“Good. Have a good evening with Claire. I’ll catch you later.” My dad moved toward his front door after I closed my door. I started the truck, then turned it around and headed toward the other side of the compound where the others and I lived. 

It had taken less than five minutes for me to drop the trash bag in the club’s dumpster before I was pulling up to the unattached garage behind my house.

I hit the remote and opened one of the bay doors, but instead of driving into the garage, I parked the truck outside. I would drive it when I left for Whispering Nights on the off chance the weatherman was wrong in his reporting about the storm not arriving until much later in the night. 

Why take the chance of getting caught in a rainstorm on my bike when I could avoid it from the beginning? 

As I reached my hand to hit the remote to close the garage door, the light inside flickered. I got out of my truck and, taking the advice I had given my dad, headed to check my generator. On my way into the garage, I pulled out my phone and texted my brothers to remind them they might want to do the same with theirs. The only brother not included in the text was Coast. I had noticed the inside of his house was as dark as mine when I drove up.

Coast was no doubt in hot pursuit of Mac, so with no clue to when he would make it home, I crossed the yard to his place and took care of his generator first.

Once I had taken care of both generators and made sure they would operate adequately if we lost power, I headed inside my house to shower. It was the first time in quite a while that I looked forward to going to Whispering Nights. I knew it had everything to do with Gabriella. Since my first encounter with her two weeks ago at the club, she was all I had thought about. That night she had strolled past me, leaving the lingering scent of her perfume surrounding me. Everything about her had appealed to me, but it was when she spoke, the sound of her voice had me turning toward her. The throaty, husky tone had caused an effect on my entire body. It was then I knew I would do whatever it took to have her. 

After Nate, the security officer behind the desk, notified Mark of her arrival, I immediately volunteered to escort her inside. I placed my hand on the small of her back and led her into the club. Mark had stood inside the doors, and when he saw me with Gabriella, his lips twitched. A sure sign the next time he and I were alone, he would have plenty to say.

Once Mark had greeted her, he gave another glance to me, then informed Gabriella that I would show her around the club.

Our tour started with the main floor area where the Doms and their subs played openly for all interested in watching. As we circled the area, her calm composure made it easy to forget she was new to everything going on around her. Well, at least until we reached the area Master Thomas and his submissive, Danielle, were occupying. The whiz of the bullwhip could be heard and was what stopped Gabriella in her tracks. 

We stood at the edge of the group already formed and took in the scene. I kept my focus on Gabriella instead of Master Thomas’ skill. He was one of two Masters at Whispering Heights who were experts with the bullwhip. Master Thomas even held beginner classes for any Dom or Domme who wished to learn.

With every contact of the whip on Danielle’s skin, Gabriella’s composure slipped. I moved closer to her, to where my hand brushed against her arm. I noticed her chest rise and fall as her breathing picked up, and I wondered if it was because of my closeness or what was playing out in front of us. When I saw a blush form on Gabriella’s cheeks, I turned my head toward Master Thomas and Danielle. By the look in Danielle’s eyes, she had reached the coveted subspace, and Master Thomas had stopped, laid the whip aside, and unfastened the front of his pants. When he entered Danielle with one thrust of his hips, I heard Gabriella’s intake of air and turned to find her staring at me. I wrapped my hand around her arm and slid it down to her wrist, her pulse rapidly beating as we started moving away to continue with the tour.

I was yanked from the thoughts of my first meeting with Gabriella when the water in the shower turned cold. I shook my head and finished rinsing off, then turned off the shower, stepped out onto the bathmat, grabbed the bath towel off the rack, and dried off quickly. While I finished the rest of my bathroom rituals, I kept thoughts of Gabriella at bay. 

“Christ, the anticipation of being near her. Mixed with the excitement of having her submit to me, I’ll be surprised if I don’t shoot my load before I even get inside her,” I said as I opened my closet door and walked in. The sooner I dressed and left—the sooner I would get to the club. And if I were lucky, I would have time for a drink before Gabriella showed up. Something I never did unless it involved water. However, if I were going to make Gabriella’s first active experience as a submissive count, I would need a swig of liquor to settle myself.

“Fuck, the woman is already making me want to drink. And evidently talk to myself,” I said as I walked down the stairs, stopped and grabbed my plain leather jacket from the hall closet, then headed to the kitchen.

Since I never wore my vest or anything Black Hawk MC related to Whispering Nights, my vest hung on the back of a kitchen chair. I shoved my cell in one of the jacket pockets and grabbed the keys off the counter. When I stepped out the back door, I noticed Coast pull up to his garage. I locked my door and turned toward his place and started across the yard.

“Yo!” I yelled and saw Mac jump, then Coast placed his arm around her, pulling her closer. “Sorry, Mackenzie. I didn’t mean to scare you,” I added as I stepped into view.

“It’s okay. I didn’t see you. It’s pretty dark out here, even with the house lights on. Plus, I have noticed none of you men make noise when you walk,” Mackenzie said as I walked up. Emery and I both chuckled at her remark. 

“What has you out wandering around?” Coast asked.

“Power blinked a bit ago. Thought I better check on the generator. Filled it up in case the power goes out for real. When I saw you pull in, I wanted to let you know about the power and that I checked your generator, too. Didn’t know how late you would be out.”

“Appreciate it, brother.”

“Do you lose power out this way often?” Mackenzie asked as she looked around. The only lights that could be seen were through the windows of the others’ homes and several strategically placed outdoor lights we had mounted around the property. Even then, it was still dark, and when the trees swayed from the wind, they cast eerie shadows. Sometimes it made it look as if people were darting from tree to tree.  

“Not too often, but when it goes out, sometimes it takes the power company a while to get around to us since we’re outside of town. A generator pumps enough power to keep the fridge running and a light or two on,” Coast answered Mackenzie’s question.

“I bet it’s spooky out here when there are no lights on at all.”

Mackenzie was right. It was. At least it had been to me and the others when we were growing up. Because even with houses and the clubhouse on the compound, most of the land around the area was woods. It hadn’t helped that six young boys enjoyed using the darkness to scare the shit out of each other and anyone else who was around.

“It can be,” Coast said, then chuckled. “The club hasn’t always had the generators, though. Our dads talked about getting them, but they kept putting off buying them since we seldom lose power. Devil was the reason they finally equipped each house and the clubhouse with them.”

I grinned. “Shit, what were we? Seven or eight. Damn, if I close my eyes and think about it, I swear I can still feel the burn on my ass from the spanking my dad gave me,” I said as I recalled one of the many times we had gotten into trouble while growing up. My brothers and I were continuously sitting in Stroker’s office, facing him and the other dads for one or a half dozen reasons.

“Hell, brother, I not only received a spanking from my dad. That was the day I learned every curse word in the Spanish language.”

Mackenzie looked between us, then asked, “Are one of you going to tell me what Devil did to cause all of you to get in trouble?”

Coast smiled down at Mackenzie. Even in the limited light, I could read his facial expression. The man was a goner over Mac. He had chased her long enough. I was happy for him.

I tuned back into the story Coast was telling, “...the wind took out the power, leaving the whole compound pitch black. You couldn’t even see the moon and stars for the clouds. Shakes, Dare’s ol’ lady, was watching us at their house while the dads, Dare, Roscoe, Payton, along with a few members and a couple prospects who lived on the compound then, started filling coolers with ice, making sure everyone’s cabin and the clubhouse had enough wood for
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