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      It's us against the world…

      

      ALLISON

      I rebuilt my life in Laurel Springs after my divorce. Teaching high school, playing it safe, staying away from dangerous men like the one I married the first time. Then Dime walked into my world. He was everything I shouldn't want. With leather, muscle, and all kinds of secrets wrapped in a Saint's Outlaws MC cut. It's everything I can't seem to resist.

      When my best friend tells me the truth about who Dime really is, I should walk away. But some danger is worth the risk. Or so I think, until one of my students decides that if he can't have me, no one can.

      Logan Matthews has apparently been stalking me for months. He knows where I live. He knows about Dime. And now he's in my classroom convinced he can make me choose him. As sirens wail and his finger tightens on the trigger, my life flashes before my eyes.

      Over the next few months, I realize this isn't just an obsession. It's connected to the marijuana operation killing kids in our town. The same operation Dime has been investigating.

      In the aftermath, I make a choice. There are no more secrets. If we're going to survive this, I need to know who Dime really is. Even if the truth might destroy us.

      

      DIME

      Three years undercover, living as an outlaw, investigating what we think is the criminal empire infiltrating the town. I've kept my distance from anything that could blow my cover. Then Allison looked at me, and my carefully constructed life started crumbling.

      When that kid pointed a gun at her, every instinct screamed to blow my cover and save her. Now Logan's been bailed out by the very family that's blowing up on our radar, and Allison wants the truth. All of it.

      She deserves to know I'm a cop. That the brotherhood I've built with the Saint's Outlaws is real, even if my identity isn't. That I'll choose her over my badge, my mission, everything single thing, if it means keeping her alive.

      Because in Laurel Springs, secrets surface. And some truths are worth killing for.

      

      TROPES: Small Town Romance • Motorcycle Club Romance • Second Chance at Love • Undercover Cop • He Has Dangerous Secrets • Protective Alpha Hero • Stalker Suspense • Forced Proximity
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      I hope you enjoy this next installment in The Saint’s Outlaws Series.

      While this does not conclude the storyline, just like the first one, expect to be surprised at the end.

      Thank you for coming along for the ride!

      Enjoy!

      Laramie

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ONE

          

          ALLISON

        

      

    

    
      Things have been slightly tense the last few weeks since Dani told me about Devil and Dime. It's not as if Dime and I have been able to seriously discuss it. I haven't wanted to rock the boat too much with Dime. He's the best man I know, and I don't want to lose him.

      But to say it hasn't knocked us all slightly sideways would be a lie too.

      Which is why I'm not necessarily paying attention as I'm trying to prepare my room for the next class. It's been a long day, and we're just right after lunch, not close enough to be almost the end of the day. I haven't seen Dime in three days, and I miss him.

      "Miss Roberts, can I talk to you?" I close my eyes, before I lift my head. Logan. The kid who has been making me feel so uncomfortable lately. Sighing as quietly as possible, I lift my eyes and smile slightly. "Sure, what's going on?"

      That's when I notice he's not looking like he normally does. His skin is clammy, and his hands are shaking.

      "You've been ignoring me." He bites the words out.

      The accusation hits me like a slap. I set down my lesson plans and really look at him. Logan Matthews has always been one of my more challenging students – not academically, but behaviorally. He's eighteen, a senior who should have graduated last year but got held back. There's something about the way he looks at me sometimes that makes my skin crawl, but I've always told myself I was overreacting.

      "Logan, I haven't been ignoring you. I treat all my students equally." I keep my voice calm and professional, but my instincts are screaming that something is very wrong here. His pupils are dilated, and there's a wild energy radiating off him that makes me want to step back.

      "That's bullshit!" His voice cracks, and he takes a step closer to my desk. "You used to smile at me. Really smile. Now you barely look at me. You're always helping other kids, always paying attention to everyone else."

      I stand up slowly, trying to put more distance between us without being obvious about it. "Logan, I care about all my students. If you're struggling with something in class, we can set up a time to…"

      "I don't want to talk about fucking class!" The curse word explodes out of him, and I flinch. He runs his hands through his hair, leaving it sticking up at odd angles. "I saw you, you know. Last weekend. Downtown."

      My blood runs cold. Last weekend, Dime took me to dinner at that little Italian place on Main Street. We'd been careful, or so I thought. Small towns have big eyes, and dating a member of the Saint's Outlaws MC wasn't exactly going to win me any points with the school board.

      "Logan, what I do in my personal time…"

      "With him." His voice drops to a whisper, but it's somehow more terrifying than when he was shouting. "That guy with the motorcycle. The leather jacket. I watched you two for almost an hour."

      The bottom drops out of my stomach. "You watched us?"

      "You were laughing. Really laughing. The way you used to laugh with me when I'd tell jokes in class. And he was touching you." Logan's face twists with an emotion I can't quite identify, but it makes every alarm bell in my head start ringing. "His hands were all over you. And you liked it."

      I need to end this conversation. Now. I take another step back, but my hip hits the corner of my desk. "Logan, I think you should go back to your class. We can discuss this with Principal Harrison if…"

      "No!" He lurches forward, and I see his hands are shaking worse now. That's when I notice his eyes, not just dilated, but twitchy. Moving too fast, not focusing on anything for more than a second. "You don't get to dismiss me. Not anymore."

      "What did you take?" The question slips out before I can stop it.

      His laugh is harsh and bitter. "What didn't I take? Started with some pills I found in my mom's medicine cabinet. But that wasn't enough. Not when I kept thinking about you with him."

      My mouth goes dry. This is so much worse than I thought. "Logan, you need help. Let me call someone…"

      "I don't need help." His voice rises to a shout again. "I need you to stop pretending like what we have doesn't matter."

      "We don't have anything, Logan. I'm your teacher. You're my student. That's it."

      The words seem to hit him like a physical blow. He staggers back a step, his face going pale except for two bright red spots on his cheeks. "That's not true. You know it's not true. The way you look at me sometimes…"

      "You're barely eighteen years old." I don't mean to shout, but the words tear out of me. "I'm your teacher. There is nothing between us, there never has been, and there never will be."

      For a moment, the room is completely silent except for the sound of our breathing. Logan's face cycles through a dozen different expressions – hurt, rage, confusion, and something that looks almost like heartbreak.

      "But you'll be with him," he says finally, his voice small and lost. "That biker trash. You'll let him touch you, kiss you, fuck you…"

      "Stop." I hold up a hand, my voice deadly quiet. "Don't you dare talk about my boyfriend like that."

      The word boyfriend seems to hit him like a punch. His whole body goes rigid, and when he looks at me again, there's something in his eyes that makes my blood freeze in my veins.

      "Boyfriend?" He repeats the word like it's poison on his tongue. "That's what he is to you? Your boyfriend?"

      I lift my chin, even though everything in me is screaming to run. "Yes. Dime is my boyfriend. We're together. And what you're feeling; it's not real, Logan. It's not healthy. You need to talk to someone…"

      "Shut up." His scream echoes off the classroom walls, and I jump backward, my hip hitting the desk hard enough to send a spike of pain through my side. "You think I don't know what's real? You think I'm some stupid kid who doesn't understand what love is?"

      "This isn't love, Logan. This is an obsession. This is…"

      "This is your fault." He's pacing now, back and forth in front of my desk like a caged animal. "You made me feel this way. You smiled at me, you were nice to me, you made me think…" His voice breaks. "I thought you cared about me."

      My heart actually aches for him in that moment, because I can see the lost, broken kid underneath all the rage and whatever drugs are coursing through his system. But I also know I'm in serious danger here.

      "I do care about you, Logan. I care about all my students. But the way you're feeling…"

      "Stop talking about my feelings like you're some kind of expert." He whirls around to face me, and that's when I see it. The way his jacket hangs oddly on one side. The bulge that's too big and too heavy to be a phone or wallet.

      Oh God. He has a weapon.

      My training kicks in. Stay calm. Don't escalate. Try to de-escalate. But also, get help. I need to get help.

      "You're right," I say quietly, moving my hand slowly toward my purse on the desk. "I'm not an expert on feelings. I'm just a teacher."

      "Don't." His voice is suddenly deadly quiet. "Don't move."

      I freeze, my hand inches from my purse. From my phone.

      "I saw you reach for something. What's in the bag?"

      "Just... just my phone. And some makeup. Girl stuff." I try to keep my voice light, conversational. "Logan, whatever you took, it's making you paranoid. Let me help you."

      "I said don't move!" He reaches into his jacket, and my world narrows to a single point of terror.

      But instead of pulling out whatever weapon I know is there, he just holds his hand against it. A threat. A promise.

      "I've been watching you for months," he says conversationally, like we're discussing the weather. "Did you know that? Since the end of the last school year. I know what time you get here in the morning. I know what you eat for lunch. I know that you always grade papers in your car before you go home because you like the quiet."

      The casual tone makes it somehow worse than the shouting. I feel like I'm going to be sick.

      "I know you live in that little blue house on Maple Street. I know you have a cat named Whiskers. I know you order Chinese food every Friday night and you always get too much and eat the leftovers for breakfast Saturday morning."

      "Logan…"

      "I know you've been sleeping with him." The words come out flat and emotionless. "The biker. I followed you to his place last Tuesday night. You didn't come home until Wednesday morning."

      The blood drains from my face. He's been stalking me. For months.

      "You wore that little black dress," he continues in that same dead voice. "The one that shows off your legs. You never dress like that for school. You never dress like that for me."

      I have to get my phone. I have to call for help. But he's watching me like a hawk, and I know the second I make a move toward my purse, he's going to snap completely.

      "What do you want, Logan?" I ask quietly.

      "I want you to admit it."

      "Admit what?"

      "That you feel something for me too. That all those times you smiled at me, all those times you stayed after class to help me, all those times you touched my hand when you were helping me with my work – I want you to admit that meant something."

      My heart breaks a little because I can see how desperately he needs this to be true. How much he's built up these normal, professional interactions into something they never were.

      "Logan, I was being a good teacher. That's what teachers do. We care about our students, we help them, we…"

      "Stop lying to me." The scream tears out of him, and his hand moves inside his jacket. "I can't take any more lies."

      That's when I make my move. While he's distracted by his own rage, I lunge for my purse. My fingers close around my phone just as his hand comes out of his jacket.

      The gun looks enormous in the fluorescent lighting of the classroom. Black and deadly and pointed right at my chest.

      "Put the phone down." His voice is calm again, which is somehow more terrifying than the screaming.

      But I don't put it down. Instead, I do something that might be the stupidest thing I've ever done in my life. I hit Dime's number and put the phone on speaker, setting it down on the desk where Logan can see it.

      "What are you doing?" Logan's voice is sharp with suspicion.

      "I'm calling my boyfriend," I say as calmly as I can manage. "Because he should know where I am. I was supposed to meet him for lunch," I lie.

      The phone rings once. Twice. On the third ring, Dime's voice fills the classroom, rough and warm and so familiar it makes my chest tight with longing.

      "Hey, baby. What's up?"

      "Hi, Dime." I keep my voice steady, but I know he'll hear the tension in it. He knows me too well. "I'm still at school. In my classroom. Room 237."

      There's a pause. When Dime speaks again, his voice has changed. It's still casual, but there's an edge to it now. "Everything okay, sweetheart?"

      "I have a student here with me. Logan Matthews. He's seventeen years old, and he's been taking some kind of drugs. He's not feeling very well."

      Another pause. Longer this time. "Is that right?"

      "He's also upset because he found out about us. About our relationship."

      "Allison." Logan's voice is sharp with warning. "Hang up the phone."

      But I don't. I can't. Because I know Dime is putting the pieces together. I know he's already moving.

      "I can't hang up right now," I say, both to Logan and to Dime. "Logan has something he wants to show me."

      "What kind of something?" Dime's voice is deadly quiet now.

      "The kind that makes noise," I say carefully.

      Silence stretches over the phone line for what feels like forever. Then Dime's voice comes through, and it's like nothing I've ever heard from him before. Cold and dangerous and absolutely lethal.

      "Logan, can you hear me?"

      Logan's eyes widen, and he looks at the phone like it's a snake. "I... what?"

      "I said, can you hear me? Because I want you to listen very carefully to what I'm about to tell you."

      "Don't talk to him," I whisper, but Logan seems frozen.

      "You have something that belongs to me," Dime continues, his voice carrying easily through the speaker. "And I want it back. Unharmed. Unchanged. Perfect."

      "She doesn't belong to you!" Logan's voice cracks. "She's not property!"

      "You're right. She's not property. She's mine by choice. She chooses to be with me. She chooses to love me. And I choose to protect what's mine."

      My phone buzzes with a text. I glance down and see Dime's message: Police on the way. Keep him talking. I'm coming.

      "How long have you been watching her, Logan?" Dime's voice is conversational now, almost friendly. "How long have you been following my woman around?"

      "Months," Logan answers before he can stop himself. "Since last school year."

      "And what exactly did you think was going to happen? You thought you'd what – scare her into caring about you?"

      "I thought... I thought if I could just make her see..." Logan's voice trails off, and for a moment he looks like what he is – a confused, hurting teenager who's made some very bad choices.

      "She sees you just fine, kid. She sees a student who needs help. She sees someone who's throwing his life away over a fantasy."

      "It's not a fantasy." Logan's grip tightens on the gun. "What we have is real."

      "What you have is a delusion. What I have with her is real. I know what she looks like when she first wakes up in the morning. I know how she takes her coffee. I know the little sound she makes when I kiss that spot right behind her ear." Dime's voice drops to a growl. "I know how she sounds when she says my name in the dark."

      "Stop!" Logan screams, and the gun wavers in his hand. "Stop talking about her like that."

      That's when I hear it. Sirens in the distance, getting closer.

      Logan hears them too. His head snaps toward the windows, and his face goes white. "You called the cops."

      "I called my boyfriend," I say quietly. "He called the cops."

      "No." Logan shakes his head frantically. "No, no, no. This isn't how this was supposed to go."

      "How was it supposed to go, Logan?" I keep my voice gentle, even though my heart is hammering so hard I'm surprised he can't hear it. "What did you think would happen?"

      "You were supposed to realize." His voice breaks, and tears start streaming down his face. "You were supposed to see that I love you more than he ever could! That I would do anything for you."

      "This isn't love, sweetheart." The endearment slips out before I can stop it, and Logan's face crumples. "Love doesn't hurt people. Love doesn't scare people. Love doesn't point guns at the person you care about."

      "But I do love you." His voice is so small, so broken. "I love you so much it hurts."

      "I know you think you do. But Logan, you don't even know me. Not really. You know your teacher. You know the person I am in this classroom. But you don't know who I am when I'm home, when I'm scared, when I'm happy, when I'm angry. You don't know my favorite movie or my biggest fear or what I dream about at night."

      "I could learn." He takes a step closer, and I press back against the desk. "I could know all those things if you'd just give me a chance."

      The sirens are getting louder. They'll be here soon.

      "Logan, you need to put the gun down. You need to let me help you get through this."

      "I can't go to jail." His voice is barely a whisper. "My mom... she'll never forgive me. I've already screwed up so much."

      "Then don't screw up anymore. Put the gun down. Let's end this before it gets worse."

      For a moment, I think he's going to do it. His hand starts to lower, and hope flares in my chest. We're in a room that's right by the parking lot. The door to my classroom is right by the main entrance.

      Then we hear the screech of tires in the parking lot outside. Car doors slamming. Heavy footsteps on the stairs.

      Logan's head snaps up, and when he looks at me again, there's something different in his eyes. Something final.

      "They're here," he says flatly.

      "Logan…"

      "If I can't have you," he says, raising the gun again, "then he can't either."

      The phone crackles, and Dime's voice comes through, sharp with panic. "Allison, get down!"

      But before I can move, Logan does something I don't expect. Instead of pointing the gun at me, he spins toward the door just as it bursts open.

      "Police! Drop your weapon, now."

      Logan doesn't drop it. Instead, he swings the gun toward the officers, and I see his finger start to tighten on the trigger.

      That's when everything happens at once.

      I scream Logan's name and lunge forward, trying to knock his arm away.

      The gun goes off with a sound like the world ending.

      Someone else screams – a voice I don't recognize.

      Heavy boots pound across the floor.

      More shouting. More chaos.

      And through it all, Dime's voice on the phone, calling my name over and over again.

      Then everything goes dark.

      When I come to, I'm on the floor behind my desk. My ears are ringing, and there's a sharp pain in my left shoulder. I can taste blood in my mouth.

      "Allison!" Dime's voice, but not from the phone. He's here. In the room with me.

      I try to sit up, but firm hands press me back down. "Easy, baby. Just stay still."

      "Logan?" My voice comes out as a croak.

      "He's alive. They got him. He's alive, but he's hurt."

      I try to piece together what happened, but my head feels like it's full of cotton. "The gun…"

      "Went off when you tried to stop him from shooting at the cops. You probably saved his life, you know. And maybe theirs too."

      "I'm okay," I whisper.

      "No, you're not." His voice is rough with emotion. "You're bleeding. There's glass in your shoulder from where you hit the window. And you scared the living hell out of me."

      I finally manage to focus on his face. He looks terrible – pale and wild-eyed, with his hair sticking up like he's been running his hands through it.
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