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Liz:

Thanks again. Your insight is always so spot on!

Brandy:

Thank you for keeping the characters and timelines right! 

Thanks for being the greatest Ziggy EVER!

Mary, Gail, Trudy, and Carrie:

Thanks for your willingness to read and give feedback so quickly!
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Daisy Carver

Who knew a wardrobe malfunction would change the trajectory of my life? My father is the VP of the Dogs of Fire MC and I’ve grown up believing that I was destined to fall in love and marry a biker of my very own, but a pair of patent leather pants and a broken zipper changed all that.

Huck Wilton

I was a starting rookie for the Hurricanes, but my NHL career ended before it even had a chance to begin. Now I’m back home, licking my wounds, and trying to figure out what the hell I’m supposed to do with my life.

But then my sister’s sexy neighbor walks into my life, and I have to peel her out of her pants... literally... and I now know exactly what my destiny is. I’m just not sure if it’ll lead to my ruin.

For Sylvana!

If your zipper hadn’t gotten stuck, this book would have been so different!!!

Thanks for the inspiration!
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Daisy

––––––––
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“OH MY GOD, I can’t believe you’re finally twenty-one,” my bestie, Teagan, shouted as she raised her third margarita to clink with my second.

Technically, Teagan wasn’t twenty-one, but she would be soon enough, considering we were only a few months apart. The problem was, if her dad, Mack, knew we were at a club, she’d be in a world of hurt, but what he didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him. 

“I can’t believe you had the balls to come here with a fake I.D.,” Tillie teased. Tillie was Ace and Cassidy’s daughter, and five years older than us. The fact she was razzing Teagan at all was bullshit considering she was the one who hooked Teagan up with her ‘buddy’ who got her the I.D. to begin with.

Teagan rolled her eyes. “Whatever.”

“Are you sure your dad doesn’t know?” Cambry asked. 

Cambry was Kim and Knight’s daughter and she rounded out our little girl group for the night. Kim was my mom’s bestie, and Cambry and I were tight, but Teagan was my ride-or-die. Normally, Huxley would be here too, but Teagan didn’t want her big sister involved in her illicit activity, so my surprise birthday night out didn’t include her.

I loved Hux and if I’d had a say in it, I would have objected to her absence, but, alas, I did not have a say in it, so she was not here.

Teagan waved her hand in dismissal. “It’s all good. I told them I was staying at Huxley’s tonight, so they won’t even know I’m gone.”

“Why didn’t you just say you were staying with me, then actually do that?” I asked.

I lived in my parents’ old condo down on Naito. After they’d had me, they’d decided to buy a home in suburbia, opting to move up to Vancouver, closer to many of the club members. They’d kept their condo, which meant when I’d wanted a little space and independence while I was in school, I was able to live there.

“Because then I couldn’t surprise you.” She gave me a slow blink. “Duh.”

“Babe, you did surprise me. You had to pick me up, remember? You could have just said you were staying over as part of my birthday celebration.”

“I didn’t even think of that.” She wrinkled her nose. “Well, shit.”

I chuckled. “Have another drink, honey.”

She grinned. “Good idea.”

We ordered another round of margaritas and Cambry insisted on appetizers to soak up the booze. 

“Eating is not a good idea.” I groaned. “Do you know how hard it was to get into these pants?”

I was wearing a pair of patent-leather pants that zipped up at the side and I literally had to put half a tub of baby powder in them to slide them on. 

“Maybe, but they look ‘chef’s kiss’ on your ass,” Teagan said, making the chef’s kiss sound and motion.

I laughed. “I know, right?”

Our drinks and food arrived just as one of our favorite songs blared over the speaker and I jumped up, insisting we all dance. I took a few swigs of my margarita and yelled, “It’s Melody Morgan, bitches! Let’s go!”

We headed to the dance floor and danced until we could barely stand. It was Cambry who finally called it quits and dragged us all back to our booth... 

To find two somewhat amused, and one very angry biker... waiting for us.

“Daddy?” Teagan squeaked.

Mack was pissed, and if I didn’t know him and love him almost as much as my own father, I’d be scared to death because he was built like a semi-truck, hence his name. 

“Get outside, Teagan. Now,” he growled.

“I need to pay—”

“Your tab’s been settled.”

“I need to drive—”

“You fuckin’ think you’re drivin’ Daisy home in this condition?” he growled. 

“Well, no. We were going to get a car. My mama didn’t raise a dummy.”

“You need to dial down that sass, baby girl. Jesus Christ, your mother’s gonna have a coronary.”

“Sounds like you’re the one doing that, big man.”

He pointed to the door. “Teagan Elizabeth Reed, get your ass outside now.”

She grabbed her purse with a huff, pulling me in for a hug. “Sorry my dad’s Captain Buzzkill, Ducky. I’ll text you when I get home. Happy birthday.”

My family had called me Daisy Duck for about a week after I was born, before my brothers shortened it to Ducky, and now a few of my club family called me Ducky as well.

“The boys’ll drive you ladies home,” Mack said, pulling me in for a hug. “Happy birthday, beautiful. We’ll celebrate properly another day.”

“Thanks, Captain... I mean, Uncle Mack.”

Mack gave me a very pointed smirk, and then walked Teagan out the door and I focused on my little friend group as we figured out who was being chauffeured by whom.

“I’ve got you,” Case said to Cambry. 

“Ah, no, that’s good, I’ll go with Razor,” Cambry hissed.

Case chuckled. “No, you won’t. Jesus, Cambry, outside of the fact your bullshit is makin’ us miss the game, don’t add sass to your list of sins.”

Lincoln “Case” James was Hawk and Payton’s son and he and Cambry’d had a love-hate thing going for a while now. More hate on Cambry’s part than love, but Case was awesome, so I couldn’t figure out why she didn’t like him and she wasn’t saying so it was a mystery. 

“What’s the game you’re missing? Twister?” Cambry challenged. “Or are you more of a Boggle kind of a guy?”

“First of all, if we were playing a boardgame, it would be Mouse Trap, and I would kick your ass.”

“Impossible. It’s a scientific fact that every single box of Mouse Trap is missing at least one piece.”

“Sounds like someone who’s afraid,” Case retorted.

“You just name the time and place, buddy. You roll the dice, and I’ll move my mice.”

“Will you two give it a fuckin’ rest?” Razor ground out. “We’ve already missed the first half. By the time we get back to the club it’s all gonna be over.”

What the club loved more than Harleys and pussy was sports, and if someone interrupted any one of those three things, the boys tended to get a little testy. And when I say sports, I mean all the sports. Football, basketball, soccer, hockey, women’s underwater curling, take your pick. If someone was keeping score, the club was watching. 

“Tillie and Daisy live close to each other,” Razor pointed out. “You’d be out of my way, Cambry. Sorry, sweetheart.”

“You’re a fucking traitor Razor,” she hissed.

“Just callin’ it like I see it, honey.”

She threw her purse over her shoulder, tilted her nose in the air, and rolled her eyes. “Whatever.” 

“Ready?” Case asked.

“I’m going to hug my friend first. Is that a problem for you?”

He smirked. “Hug away.”

Cambry pulled me in for a hug and then walked out with Case as Tillie and I followed Razor out the back.

Razor dropped Tillie off first, then walked me up to my door. Once I was inside, I headed to my bedroom and unzipped my pants.

Well, I tried to unzip my pants.

The zipper was stuck. Like, jammed stuck.

For the next ten minutes, I tried everything, including laying on my back on my bed to let gravity suck in my stomach, sprinkling more powder down the side just in case I could get a little more ‘slick’ happening, then rubbed some olive oil over the zipper...and nothing worked.

Either I found an alternative or I was going to have cut myself out of them and I seriously didn’t want to do that. They’d cost me a mint.

I peeked my head out of my front door and heard music coming from my neighbor Louisa’s place, so I took a chance and knocked on her door.

She was not the one who answered, however. 

Oh, no. Because why would she be the one who would answer in my time of need?

No, it was some gorgeous, tall, built like a fullback, with muscles on muscles, dark hair, dark beard, Tom Hardy-looking, tight shirt, grey sweatpants wearing, sex god.

I scanned the room and saw an open bottle of wine and a candle in the center of a table with the remnants of a dinner for two. The lights were dim and romantic music was playing in the background, not to mention, the place smelled delicious, so it was obvious I’d interrupted a date.

I was mortified. 

“Daisy?” Louisa walked out of the kitchen. “Everything okay?”

“Oh my gosh, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to interrupt.”

Louisa set her wine glass on the coffee table and scoffed. “Don’t be silly, what’s wrong?”

“I... um, well, I’m kind of stuck.”

She frowned. “Stuck? Stuck, how?”

I blushed. “Like, ah, my zipper. It’s totally okay, you’re obviously in the middle of—”

“Don’t be silly.” She waved her hand. “Come in here. Let me have a look.”

I stepped inside and presented my hip. Louisa promptly attempted to tug the zipper down, which did not work.

“Lord, what have you done here?” she muttered.

“I tried to undo the zipper, but the little handle thingy broke off in my hand and the tracks of the zipper got stuck together and I can’t breathe in enough to get enough leverage, and now I’m having a panic attack,” I panted out. “And my legs are being strangled to death.”

The man chuckled.

I glanced up at him and he gave me a chin lift. “Hey, I’m Huck.”

Of course, it was. Even his name was hot.

“As in Huckleberry?” I asked, trying to be funny but probably sounding like a dork.

“How’d you know? No one ever guesses my full name,” he returned with a sly smile.

I bit my lip. “I’m Daisy. I’m Louisa’s neighbor and these are my pants which are currently trying to eat me.”

Oh my god, why did I just say that? I’m so awkward. I deserve to die like this. Via a mixture of lack of oxygen to my lower half and acute embarrassment. 

At least the guy I was making a fool of myself in front of was her date and not mine, which meant a zero-chance probability that he would ever look my way twice. Louisa was both stunningly beautiful and sweet as sugar. I couldn’t compete with her if I tried.

“It’s not budging,” she breathed out. “Come and sit down... or lay down, whatever you need to do and I’ll get my toolbox.”

I did neither. I stood right where I was, awkwardly waiting for her return while trying not to stare at her drop-dead gorgeous date. 

She returned with a rather impressive sized toolbox and set it on her coffee table. Pulling out a crescent wrench, Huck chuckled. “No, LouLou, that’s not gonna work. You need the needle nose pliers.”

Oh my god, he has a nickname for her. 

I swallowed down my jealousy. 

“Oh,” she said, dropping the crescent wrench back in the box. “Which one are those?”

“Here, let me show you.” Huck stepped over to the toolbox and pulled out the pliers, handing them to Louisa.

For the next ten minutes, she tried her best to work my zipper with no luck. My pants were fused to my body, and it was looking more and more like I was going to have to cut them off.

“Do you mind if I try?” Huck asked, and I felt my cheeks heat.

“Um, well, um... sure,” I squeaked.

He smiled gently, taking the pliers from Louisa, and stepping to my side. “Let me know if anything hurts, okay? I’ll stop immediately.”

I nodded, and his strong hand slid under the waistband of my pants as he grabbed the zipper with the pliers.

It took him less than a minute to pry the teeth apart, freeing me from my prison, but also revealing the fact I wasn’t wearing panties. 

“Oh my god, thank you,” I breathed out.

“No problem.” 

He glanced at the gaping side of my pants as I tried to hold it somewhat closed for modesty before he turned away and dropped the pliers back in the toolbox.

“I seriously thought they were a goner,” I said as Louisa walked me to the door. 

She grimaced. “You’ll probably need to replace the zipper.”

“Yes, but much cheaper than replacing the pants.”

She grinned. “Very true.”

“Thank you.” I looked over at her boyfriend. “And thanks, Huck, I appreciate it.”

He nodded. “No problem.”

I headed back to my condo and peeled my pants off, readying myself for bed.

* * *
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Huck

“Who the hell was that?” I asked Louisa.

“My neighbor.” She nodded toward her door. “She lives across the hall.” 

“Oh, yeah?”

She rolled her eyes and sighed. “Calm your tits, little brother. She is not the one for you.”

“Why is she ‘not the one’ for me?”

“Because she’s a biker princess.”

I frowned. “I’ve never known you to turn your nose up at anyone, regardless of what they’re into, LouLou.”

She shook her head. “That’s not what I meant. Her father’s like the head honcho of a motorcycle club or something. I highly doubt you’ll be able to get anywhere near her.”

“Knowing you and where you get your information from, he’s probably the third-ranked salesman of certified, pre-owned Honda ATVs in the Pacific Northwest.”

“Shut up,” she retorted. “No, seriously. I’ve seen him around here before. He’s got the beard and the leather vest, the whole nine yards. And even though I haven’t met him, he looks like the kind of guy who’d put his cigar out on your eyeball if you so much as looked at his daughter.”

“I’ll make sure I ride easy when I’m around her,” I said, making the revving gesture as I said, ‘ride easy.’

“Oh my god, don’t ever do that again,” she admonished. “You on a motorcycle is about as believable as Mom on a zipline over a volcano.”

“What?” I cocked my head. “I’m cool.”

“You’re jock cool. That’s way different than being hot, motorcycle cool... and riding dirt bikes around grandad’s farm doesn’t count.”

“What? Now you don’t think I’m hot enough for her?”

“Oh my god, I’m not about to talk about where my brother rates on the hotness scale.” She made gagging noises as she pretended to choke. “Now, finish your beer while I pull the pie out of the oven to cool.”

I took a swig of beer and stared at the front door as my sister walked back into the kitchen. MC princess, hm? Daisy didn’t look like a biker woman. Not that I knew the first thing about biker culture, but she was blonde, curvy, obviously knew fashion, and soft in all the right places. She didn’t appear to be hard or tatted out, and if she knew how fucking gorgeous she was, she certainly wasn’t acting like it. 

There was an innocence about Daisy, and I intended to find out more about her... used ATV salesman father or not.
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Huck

THE NEXT MORNING, I had just stepped into the hallway with two bags of trash when I heard an angry male voice growl, “What the hell, Ducky? Why the fuck were you at Elixir without us at your back?”

I looked up to see two men crowding Daisy at her door and saw red. I didn’t notice the patches on the backs of their jackets, didn’t notice the motorcycle boots or the fact they might be carrying weapons, just reacted to the fact they appeared to be threatening her.

I dropped the trash and rushed to the bigger of the two, checking him face first into the wall, and forcing one arm behind his back. 

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” I snarled.

Daisy gasped, while the other guy pulled out a gun. The guy I was holding just chuckled.

“Oh my god, Arch, put that away.” Daisy turned to me and reached for my arm. “It’s okay, Huck, these are—”

Before she could say anything further, cell phones pealed in the silence of the hallway. 

The guy I was holding struggled, albeit not particularly hard. “Get the fuck off me, man.”

“No,” I snapped.

“Hi, Mama,” Daisy breathed out as ‘Arch’ said, “Hey, Pops.”

I heard an angry voice coming from the man through the phone, but Arch walked away while Daisy continued to speak with her mother. 

“Hold on, Mom,” she said, and focused on me again. “Huck, that’s my brother, Cash. Can you please let him go?”

I gave him one more shove before releasing him, and Cash scowled as he pushed off the wall. 

“Thank you,” Daisy said, then went back to her call. “Okay, Mom, it’s all good now. Can I call you back? Yes, Archer’s talking to Daddy now.” She sighed. “Will you please talk him down off the ledge?” She glanced my way. “Daddy absolutely does not need to come here. No. I have finals next week and I have to study. If he comes down here beating his chest, just like Cash and Archer did, then I’m going to lose my ever-loving shit, and I’ll be forced to forget I’m a lady.”

I bit back a laugh as I watched this glorious woman spear her brother with a look I knew she’d hoped would kill, but only made her look cute as a fucking button as she did it.

“Okay, Mama. Thanks.” She smiled. “Love you, too. Bye.” She hung up and slid her phone into her pocket, then crossed her arms. “Cash, this is Huck. Huck, meet Cash.”

We both glared at each other, and Daisy sighed. “Jesus, why can’t I just have quiet, meek men in my orbit?”

Archer came jogging up a few seconds later and Daisy turned to him. “Did you talk him down?”

He shrugged. “Not sure.”

She threw her hands in the air and let out a frustrated squeak. “Big brothers, get inside. Now.” Turning to me with a grimace, she said, “Huck, I’m sorry these two idiot-sticks dragged you into our family drama. They’re good guys, well, mostly. But I’m sure you have more important things to do than worry about me and my dumbass siblings. I’m so sorry they wasted your time.”

I was summarily dismissed, so I nodded, turned around and grabbed the trash, before heading to the chute. Once I’d dumped the garbage, I made my way back to my sister’s to find the hallway clear, so I stepped inside her apartment and made my way to the shower.

* * *
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Daisy

“Oh my god, if I had time to murder both of you, I would.”

“Who’s the douche?” Cash asked.

“First, he’s not a douche,” I hissed. “And he’s Louisa’s boyfriend.”

Archer groaned. “Fuck, your hot neighbor’s got a man?”

“Can we please stop talking about Huck?” I snapped. “Why are you here?”

“Because you went to Elixir without one of us having your back and you took Teagan who’s underage,” Cash said, in a ‘duh’ tone.

“I didn’t take anyone anywhere. She surprised me with a girls’ night out for my birthday.” I let out a frustrated squeal. “Not that I need to justify my actions to you two dickheads.”

“The second you got there, you should have texted one of us,” Cash said.

“Why?” I challenged.

“Because—”

Before Cash could finish his sentence, someone pounded on my door and then it opened, revealing my father.

I settled my hands on my hips. “Really, Daddy?”

“Baby girl, some random asshole puts his hands on my kid, you don’t think I’m gonna do somethin’ about that?”

My hallway was wired for picture and sound, and it went so much further than a doorbell cam. My parents, the club, my brothers and I had access to over six cameras outside my building, in my stairwell, in my elevators, on my floor, and directly outside my door. My father knew the second Huck made contact with Cash and was probably on his bike before my brother’s face hit the wall.

I threw my hands in the air. “He thought they were threatening me!”

“And why the fuck would some random guy care if your brothers were threatenin’ you?”

“First of all, he didn’t know they were my brothers and second of all, I would hope that anyone would care if someone, anyone, regardless of who they were, would be concerned if I were being threatened, and that you would also want said anyone to care if I were being threatened, and be happy they did something to stop it,” I screeched.

“Well, those were a lot of words there, Ducky,” Daddy murmured, stroking his beard with an amused expression on his face.

I took a deep breath and glared at my family. I tended to get flustered when I was irritated. To be honest, I tended to get flustered when I was emotional, and I often had a hard time getting my words out.

Daddy thought it was cute, Cash thought it was weird, Archer wasn’t quite sure what to do with me, but Mom would just wait for me to gather my thoughts until I could get out what I needed to say.

I bit back tears and took another deep breath.

“Aw, don’t cry, Ducky,” Archer said, pulling me in for a hug.

See? He had no fucking clue what to do with me.

“I’m not crying because I need a hug, Arch,” I snapped. “I’m crying because it’s my body’s way of releasing stress and negative emotions. The kind of emotions that make me want to murder you.”

He stepped back slowly, raising his hands in surrender.

“Okay, boys, head out,” Dad said. “I’ve got Ducky.”

My brothers grumbled, but gave me a hug, then left us alone. I padded into my kitchen and turned on the kettle. “Do you want some coffee? I have instant.”

“Coffee’d be great, honey.”

“As much as I love having you here, I really do have to study, Daddy, so how long are you planning on staying?”

He smirked, sitting up at the island. “Long enough to drink the coffee and find out how my baby girl’s doin’. Then I’ll get outta your hair.”

“I’m good. I have a firewall to break through for a company in Seattle which is ‘impenetrable.’” I rolled my eyes. “I’ve already found two back doors.” 

Dad chuckled. “There’s my girl.”

I did cybersecurity for several companies in the Pacific Northwest. I’d been in the racket since I was sixteen and I’d saved a mint. Of course, nobody knew how old I was. My father had figured out I had his ‘gene’ for hacking when I was ten and I’d infiltrated my neighbor’s wi-fi router. He was an asshole kid bullying my friend at recess, and I’d written some basic code to fuck with one of his video games. It had scared the shit out of him and made him back off of Lucy, but I’d been simultaneously grounded (by Mom) and high-fived (by Dad), and then Dad had taken me under his wing and started to actually teach me everything he knew.

And it was a lot.

My dad could hack pretty much anything anywhere and if he couldn’t do it, Rabbit out in Savannah or his sister, Sierra, who was in Monument could. 

Of course, in order to use my skills at a ‘legit’ company, I had to have a degree, so I was in school for that reason, graduating in a few weeks. True to form, I decided to make my life even harder and minored in French, which was the stupidest decision ever, because becoming fluent in French is super hard! And now I really did have to study, whereas, if I’d just gone with a basic old computer engineering degree, I could have cruised through until graduation.

Just as I slid Dad’s coffee across the island to him, Mom walked through the front door, and I rolled my eyes. Mom’s long, blonde hair was piled on top of her head into a messy bun, and she wore skinny jeans, knee-high boots and a Dogs of Fire MC hoodie. Just like me, she wore glasses, however, hers were more cat eye shaped with little rhinestones on the sides.

“I told you to tell him not to come, and that kind of meant you didn’t need to come either, Mama.”

She shrugged, setting her purse on the island, and pulling me in for a hug. “I wanted to make sure you were okay.”

She then made her way to my dad who slid his hand to her ass and squeezed before kissing her in nothing less than the R-rated fashion he always did.

“Hey, baby,” he said, smiling at her as he patted her bottom.

“Hi, honey.” Mom tugged on his beard. “Thanks for making sure she was okay.”

“Always.”

“Oh my god, I knew it,” I hissed.

Mom smiled at me as she leaned against Dad. “Baby girl, when you have a child of your own, you will understand.”

“Which one of you sent the Kray brothers to harass me?” I asked, pouring my mother a cup of coffee.

“They did that on their own,” Mom said.

“Well, can one of you make it stop, please? They’re quite literally making me crazy.”

“I’ll talk to them,” Mom promised, but Dad just chuckled into his coffee.

“What?” I asked.

“Nothin’, Ducky.”

“I give up.” I narrowed my eyes at him. “You know you’ve raised mini-yous, right? They are carbon copies, although, maybe Cash is a bit more like Mack, you know, bossier, but that’s not saying much, because you’re almost as bossy as Uncle Mack. Why can’t you be more like Uncle Hatch? He’s so sweet, and Flash and Jamie are kind and sensitive souls who treat women with respect. Poppy is so lucky to have brothers like that and Tate’s beyond lucky to be married to Flash. I bet Hatch was always gentle and calm when he was raising them, too.”

Dad did a spit take as he burst out laughing and mom rushed to grab towels to clean up the mess. 

“What’d I say?” I asked.

“I don’t wanna burst your bubble about Uncle Hatch, baby girl, so I won’t. All I’ll say is that we protect our own, Daisy, and that ain’t gonna change. Mom and I’ll talk to your brothers about layin’ off a bit, but shit like what happened out there”—he thrust a thumb over his shoulder—“ain’t gonna fly and you’re gonna have to get used to us bein’ here if and when somethin’ like that ever happens again.”

I looked to my mom for backup. I shouldn’t have bothered.

She merely shrugged. “He’s right, honey.”

“Fine.” I sighed. “Whatever. I love you, but I really do have to study.”

“Right, we’ll get out of your hair,” Mom said, and took their dishes to the sink.

“I’ll do those, Mom,” I said, desperately trying to move them toward the door.

I ushered them to the door and the elevator opened just as they walked out, revealing Louisa who smiled at my parents. “Hi. Are you visiting Daisy?”

“Yeah. How are you, Louisa?” Dad asked, guiding Mom inside.

“I’m great. You?”

“We’re great. Good to see you, sweetie,” Mom said.

“You, too.”

Louisa gave a little wave and grinned at me. 

“Hey Louisa,” I said. “Can you please apologize to your boyfriend for me again? I’m sure he’ll fill you in.”

“Boyfriend? How do you know about Tyson?” She frowned. “I mean, I wouldn’t really call him my boyfriend. We matched last week on Hinge, and he’s taken me on one date to the Lobster Barrel.”

“Wait, Tyson? You went on a date with a guy named Tyson, but had a romantic dinner with Huck last night?” I shot finger guns at her before mock holstering them, then blushed, because seriously, I’m a dork. “You go girl.”

“Huck? Oh my god.” She burst out laughing. “Huck’s not my boyfriend, honey, he’s my brother.”

“What?” Heat rushed to the back of my neck. “He is?”

“Yes. He’s staying with me for a few months until he figures out what he wants to do...” Her sentence trailed off as she waved a dismissive hand. “Oh, that’s a long story and I know you have finals. We’ll get dinner when you’re done, and I’ll fill you in.”

“I would love that,” I said.

“Perfect. Good luck with your studying.”

“Thanks,” I said, and closed myself back inside, leaning against my door. “Brother, hmmm. This is an interesting turn of events.”

I sighed, forcing my thoughts back to the task at hand before wrinkling my nose and letting out a quiet curse.

I’d rather think about Huck than focus on French, but alas, il était temps de se concentrer sur le français.
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Huck

I HEARD THE key in the lock and glanced up to see Louisa walk in, rifling through the mail. “Hey.”

“Hey.” She gave me a lopsided smirk.

“What?” I asked, pausing my NHL 23 game on the PS4.

“Did you know...?” She paused, continuing to stare at me like she had a secret.

“Did I know what, LouLou?”

“That Daisy thought you were my boyfriend?”

“What the fuck?” I scowled. “Why’d she think that?”

“She got the impression we were having a romantic dinner last night. I can only assume it was because you didn’t change that light bulb above the table before we ate rather than after. Think about it. We had candles lit, a table for two, etcetera.”

I rolled my eyes. “Jesus, sissy, I was tired. And it’s not like you couldn’t have changed it yourself.”

“You know my stepladder doesn’t reach that high. Besides, I’m a lady. I shouldn’t have to do all that manual stuff,” she retorted. “I save all that shit up for when you or Dad come to visit. It makes you feel useful.”

I laughed. “God, we’ve created a monster.”

“You sure have.” She dropped the mail on the coffee table and flopped down beside me on the sofa. “What happened this morning?”

“What do you mean?”

“When I ran into Daisy, she asked me to apologize to you, and I quote, ‘Can you please apologize to your boyfriend for me again. I’m sure he’ll fill you in.’ So, what happened?”

“It was nothing,” I said, unpausing my game, and focusing back on the screen.

“Hmm-mm,” she murmured, standing, and grabbing her purse. I didn’t think anything of it until she let out a gasp and suddenly smacked me on the arm. “You slammed Cash Carver up against the wall?” she screeched. “Why the hell would you do that?”

“What the hell, Lou? How did you even know about that?”

She waved her phone in the air. “Doorbell camera, Huck.”

“Right.” I shrugged. “Whatever. He was being a dick to Daisy, and I didn’t know he was her brother, but it doesn’t really matter. No one should talk to her that way.”

“He’s a biker, Huck. Part of a club you don’t mess with. Oh my god, you didn’t just blow out your knee, you got a traumatic brain injury as well.” She groaned. “No wonder her dad was here.”

I paused my game again. “Why are you freaking out, Louisa? If Daisy apologized—which she didn’t need to do, I’ll point out—then obviously, no one’s concerned.” I narrowed my eyes. “Unless you’ve got a thing for this Cash guy.”

“No, I don’t have a thing for Cash,” she said on a huff. “Cash is kind of a dick. But, still, you don’t mess with the Dogs of Fire, Huck. Okay?”

“It’s done, LouLou. Yeah? Besides, I can handle myself.”

“Fine.” She sighed. “Are you hungry?”

I shrugged. “I could eat.”

“Sandwich?”

“Yeah, that’d be great. Thanks.”

She nodded and headed into the kitchen while I went back to my game.

* * *
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Daisy

Two weeks later, finals were over (and passed, thank god), and I had taken an entire week off work. I mean, I ran my own company, so it wasn’t like I couldn’t do that whenever I wanted, but I hadn’t for a long time, and I needed it. Teagan and I’d originally planned to fly to Vegas just the two of us, but her dad had locked that down pretty quickly after the birthday fiasco, so we were trying to find something else to do far enough away from the parentals, but close enough for them not to freak out. 

I was graduating early, but the ‘walking’ ceremony wouldn’t happen until June, so I had to make a decision about whether or not I wanted to do the pomp and ceremony with my class. My initial blush was a big fat no, but I needed to talk to my parents first. They’d paid for my education so they may want a say in that decision. Tonight was family night at the club, so I planned to talk to them then. 

My phone rang just as I pulled a pint of Mountain Blackberry Revel ice cream out of the freezer. I glanced at the screen and smiled as I took the call. “Hi, Daddy.”

“Hey, Ducky. What time do you wanna be picked up?”

“Picked up?” I frowned. “What do you mean, picked up? I was going to drive.”

“Baby girl,” he growled.

“I’m kidding,” I retorted, prying off the lid of the tub. “Wow, you’re in a mood.”

“Well, if my spawn didn’t consistently try my patience...”

“Ha. Ha. Ha,” I sassed. “I’ll be ready any time after six.”

“Okay. I think Razor’s on you, but it might be Harm.”

“Cool. Whatever.”

“Love you, baby girl.”

I grinned. “Love you more.”

“See you tonight.”

“Okey dokey, artichokey.”

He chuckled, then hung up.

I grabbed a spoon, carrying the carton with me into my office. I still had a little work to finish before I could fully relax, and I needed a little sugar high to get it done.

* * *
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Huck

Just before six, I stepped out my sister’s front door to head downstairs to get the mail for her to find yet another biker in the hallway outside Daisy’s place.

How many fuckin’ bikers does this chick know?

“Yay!” Daisy squealed, wrapping her arms around the man’s waist. “I was hoping it was going to be you.”

Fuck she looked gorgeous. Dark skinny jeans, knee-high boots and Harley-Davidson T-shirt she’d apparently modified into a deep V-neck hugged every delicious curve of her incredible body and her long blonde hair hung in wavy curls down her back.

He chuckled. “Hey, sweetheart. You ready?”

“Yep. How’s Bryn?” she asked, pulling the door closed and locking it.

“Good. She’s already at the club.”

Not wanting to be caught hovering, I headed to the elevators and pressed the button, a car arriving just as Daisy and her pal walked up. 

“Oh, hi, Huck, how are you?” she asked as we stepped inside.

“Good, Daisy. How are you?”

“I’m great.” She smiled. “Um, Huck, this is Harm.”

I gave him a chin lift, which he returned.

“You look familiar,” Harm said. “Do I know you from some place?”

“Doubt it. Just moved in with my sister a couple of weeks ago. New to the area.”

Harm cocked his head, then nodded, and I focused back on Daisy.

“It’s family night at the club tonight,” she said as the elevator doors closed.

“Cool.”

“You should come. If you’d like to, that is.” Her cheeks reddened. “Of course, you probably have plans, so you don’t have to if you have plans... or don’t want to. I mean, it’s probably not your scene or whatever. Louisa’s invited too, unless she’s out with Tyson.” She shook her head, and damn if she wasn’t the cutest fucking thing ever. “Never mind. You’re both probably busy. Forget I said anything.”

“Hand me your phone,” I said.

“Huh?”

“Your phone,” I repeated. 

She dug in her purse and pulled out her phone, unlocking it then handing it to me. I put
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