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        Judd “Judge” Scott lives a simple life running a successful business with his cousin, Deacon. As a bail bondsman and bounty hunter, he’s good at what he does.

      

        

      
        He never expected Trip to come home and resurrect the Blood Fury MC, reopening old wounds. Being asked by the new prez to fill his late father’s boots as the Sergeant at Arms should be a hard no for Judge. Not only are they some pretty big boots to fill, but he also has too much to lose if things go sideways. Besides it risking his bail bonds business, he’s worried history will repeat itself and Judge wants to avoid ending up in prison, or dead, exactly like his father did. Even so, he reluctantly takes the spot as the club’s enforcer and wears his old man’s colors on his back.

      

        

      
        Despite having no interest in a woman complicating his life, he’s intrigued by the young mother who shows up in town with her little girl. However, once Judge learns why she’s come to Manning Grove, he finds he has no choice but to get involved. And that could create more complications than they’re worth.
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      Judd crept through the used car lot, keeping low and to the shadows, ducking behind each car he came to until he spotted the one he was looking for.

      He grinned and his dick was already hard in anticipation.

      At sixteen and not yet a member of the Blood Fury MC, he wasn’t allowed to touch any of the club’s sweet butts, unless his pop gave his permission. Like Buck had done for Trip when he was fourteen and got his cherry popped by one of them. In front of everyone.

      Judd didn’t want his first time to be in front of the club members because he didn’t need them heckling him as they watched. Just like they did Trip.

      Fuck that.

      Instead, he found a way to pop a nut on his own. At least in a snatch and not his own palm. That he’d done more times than he could count. Sometimes him and the other boys would hide under the exec committee table during parties and watch when one or more of the brothers used that table to bang one out with any female they could find.

      His fist had gotten some good workouts while watching some of that.

      He’d tuck that shit away and remember it when he was in his bed at night, too. It gave him plenty of spank bank material.

      It was his time. Trip lost his cherry at fourteen. And Judd was now sixteen. It wasn’t fucking fair and none of the girls at school would let him down their pants.

      It wasn’t like he hadn’t tried.

      He was too tall and gangly, and they called him a loser. They also called him dirty, even though he wasn’t.

      The girls would say nobody wanted to let white trash like him touch them. Because if they did, no other boy would ever want to touch them afterward.

      Well, fuck them.

      He didn’t want one of those snobby-ass bitches, anyway. All he wanted to do was blow a load deep in their cunt, not marry them. Or even date them.

      They probably preferred to take it up the ass anyway, so they could say they were still virgins.

      Right.

      He blew out a breath and slid his hand down the hard-on under his jeans. He’d stolen some wraps from the pharmacy in town and had a couple tucked into his front pocket.

      He was ready.

      He had also stolen some money from the cash register when the clerk was distracted by Sig tripping and knocking over a display of sunglasses.

      Judd slipped him a five for doing it. Then Sig had demanded more. But Judd told the twelve-year-old he could fuck off. It hadn’t been worth any more than five since he only had to knock something over while Judd did the crime.

      Sig threatened to tell the clerk if Judd didn’t give him a twenty. So, he popped Sig in the mouth, making him bleed. The kid accepted the five and shut the fuck up after that.

      Judd needed the rest of the money since tonight was the night he was going to get what he’d been waiting for.

      He popped his head up from behind a Chevy and glanced around the dark sales lot. At midnight, no one was around. He just wanted to make sure the pigs didn’t roll by and see him, fucking up his plans.

      He moved closer to the old Dodge Caravan and peeked through the side window.

      His heart pounded so hard, he could feel it all the way to his dick.

      She was in there. Waiting like she said she would.

      Because the cunt wanted the cash.

      And he wanted the cunt.

      With his blood racing through him, he jerked on the handle to the sliding side door of the minivan and carefully pulled it open, trying to be as quiet as possible.

      “Got the scratch?” Molly asked.

      He could hardly breathe enough to answer, “Yeah.”

      She held out her hand with her long nails and lots of dumb bracelets on her wrist. “Let’s see it.”

      “I got it,” he told her, worried she’d snatch it right out of his hand and go tell his pop. Then he’d get busted right across the mouth—if not worse—for trying to fuck a sweet butt when he knew he wasn’t allowed to.

      But fuck Ox. All he had to do was tell one of those patch whores to fuck Judd and they’d do it. And he wouldn’t have to pay them shit.

      “How much do you have?”

      “What you wanted.” He was getting annoyed. She let any of the brothers fuck her for free and now she was getting picky?

      He would be a future Fury member. She needed to learn a little fucking respect.

      “You’ll get it after.”

      She held out her hand again. “Least show it to me.”

      “Fuck you, Molly.”

      “No, kid, you want me to fuck you. So, scratch or no snatch.”

      “You’re a fuckin’ whore, you know that?”

      “If I wasn’t, you wouldn’t be getting ready to lose your virginity.”

      Heat rushed into his cheeks. “Ain’t a virgin.”

      “That’s not what your fist says.” Molly laughed.

      Fucking laughed.

      Fuck her.

      “Show me what I’m payin’ for first.”

      “I’m sitting right here.”

      “You know what I fuckin’ mean.”

      Molly sighed loudly, like this was a chore for her. She shoved up her short denim skirt, opened her legs and spread her pussy with her long-nailed fingers. “There you go, kid.”

      He couldn’t see shit since it was so damn dark in that minivan, even with the vehicle’s interior light. But it was a free place to go and Molly had access to all the car keys on the lot since she worked there as a receptionist during the day.

      Judd climbed into the van and slid the door almost closed. He left it open just enough for the overhead light to remain on. He pulled out the money, waved it in the air and then shoved it back deep into his pocket.

      “Shut it all the way so the cops don’t spot us in here.”

      He frowned and shut it, engulfing the whole van in darkness.

      “How do you want me, kid?”

      He wanted her to stop calling him a fucking kid, that was what he wanted! He was fucking sixteen. He wasn’t a kid anymore.

      But he had no fucking clue on which way would be best in the back of a minivan. He’d seen a lot of fucking in his life. And he’d seen women getting it in all kinds of positions. But he knew this would be once and done for the fifty bucks he was paying, so he wanted to pick the position he’d last the longest.

      Trip hadn’t lasted long his first time, which was one reason he was ribbed so hard afterward by all the brothers. Judge didn’t want that happening to him.

      “Just pull your fucking pants down and sit on the seat. Christ, kid. It’s not rocket science.”

      Judd quickly undid his belt buckle and his jeans, shoving them all the way to his boots.

      “God, you’re just a gangly thing, aren’t you? Nothing like your pop.”

      “You seen my pop naked?” Judd wondered if his mother knew. Or if Trixie even cared.

      Not answering, Molly moved off the seat, waited for him to get settled, and then she shoved her skirt up even higher.

      A smell wafted to him that made his nose wrinkle. Is that what they all stunk like?

      So fucking gross.

      But fuck it. They were there. He had the scratch and wraps. He was doing this.

      He pulled a wrap from the front pocket of his jeans and handed it to her. With an annoyed sigh, she took it, ripped it open and rolled it down his dick.

      He almost lost it when she did. That did not give him confidence in his staying power with what was coming next.

      Maybe if he concentrated on the smell, he’d last longer. Yeah, that’s what he needed to do. He inhaled deeply and almost puked.

      Maybe that wasn’t a good idea.

      With that rot, maybe this whole thing wasn’t a good fucking idea.

      Fuck it. He was doing this. He could be pickier later.

      “Wanna see your tits,” he demanded as she began to climb on his lap.

      “Not for a fifty.”

      “How much more?”

      “’Nother twenty.”

      She was fucking crazy. He’d seen them before at the warehouse. They weren’t worth a fucking twenty. Fuck it.

      He held his breath as she wiggled herself into place, grabbed his dick, holding it where it needed to be and...

      And...

      Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!

      He groaned as his load shot out of his balls and into the wrap before he was even able to stick it in. “Fuck!”

      The bitch snorted.

      Judd didn’t find any of it funny.

      “Wanna eat me out, instead, for that fifty?”

      He tried not to gag. “No.”

      Molly shrugged, climbed off him and yanked her skirt down. “Better luck next time, kid.” Then she dug into his jeans and yanked out the money he had tucked in the pocket. She slid open the door and disappeared into the dark.

      He dropped his head back onto the seat, closed his eyes and blew out a breath. He just paid fifty bucks for something he could’ve done himself.

      He yanked off the full wrap and tossed it onto the van floor with a curse. Then he yanked up his jeans and climbed out.

      He was still a goddamn virgin.

      He had already told Trip and Sig he was getting some tonight with Molly. Now he was going to have to lie.

      He cautiously made his way out of the car lot, crossed the railroad tracks and hoofed it two more blocks home.

      When a pig mobile raced past him, he hid behind a bush. His night had already gone to shit and him getting caught out after curfew would just be the fucking cherry on the...

      Yeah, cherry on the virgin.

      He blew out a frustrated breath and kept going. His pop wouldn’t care if he was out after curfew, but he’d care if 5-0 brought him home.

      Last time the pigs dropped Judd off, his pop beat him with a belt. Not for being out late, but for getting caught.

      So now Judd was more careful. Way more careful.

      As he turned the corner, he froze.

      Their whole street was full of pigs. Not just local 5-0, but ones who were heavily armed, wearing all kinds of protective gear and hunkered down behind their vehicles and facing the old, run-down duplex they lived in. They looked like they were headed to war.

      What the fuck was going on?

      Did the neighbor in the other half of the house beat the shit out of his wife again? Even in all the times they’d shown up next door, he’d never seen a response like this before. Maybe this time he’d killed her instead of just giving her a black eye or a broken arm.

      Judd ducked behind an overgrown bush and peeked through it.

      What the fuck? The pigs were all focused on their front door, not the neighbor’s, who shared the same porch.

      Judd’s heart began to thump. The pigs had their lights off, no sirens, no radios, and weren’t saying a word.

      Holy shit. Maybe they were arresting his pop for killing Razor and Tin Man.

      His mom told him that Ox had shot Razor between the eyes in retaliation for killing the club prez, Buck. And then Tin Man tried to take Ox out for killing the man’s brother. Judd’s pop blasted Tinny right in the chest, dropping him right where he stood.

      So, yeah, maybe all the 5-0 out front had something to do with that since it only happened a few days ago.

      Maybe somebody snitched.

      And if somebody snitched...

      He needed to sneak around back, get into the house and warn his pop.

      But as he made his way through the dark, sticking behind the shrubbery, he came out behind the house, only to see the same shit as out front. Too many pigs, wearing vests and carrying high-powered weapons. Plus, a couple more local cops.

      There was no way to get to the back door. They’d stop him first.

      Something huge was going down.

      Glass breaking at the back of the house, and a flash bang that scared the shit out of him, had him hitting the ground hard. A whole bunch of shouting quickly followed, the sound of doors being busted in at the front and back, shouts that included the words “arrest warrant,” and pigs moving everywhere.

      Holy fuck!

      Judd was afraid to move, and he couldn’t follow them in, anyway, because some of the pigs remained standing guard outside. Probably to make sure his pop didn’t escape out the back. He watched the pigs, who had their guns drawn, enter the house, shouting to one another as they cleared each room.

      Almost all the windows were propped open since it was ball-sweating hot out and the fucking piece of shit house they lived in didn’t have air conditioning. Because of that, he heard everything like he was right inside along with them.

      He crawled forward, the dead shrub scratching his arms, his fingers digging into the dirt, so he could get a better view of the back of the house. But he wanted to stay where the local oinkers wouldn’t see him. Because if they saw him, they’d probably nab him.

      Where the fuck were his parents?

      Where the fuck was Jemma?

      Had they left town and not told him?

      Had they left town and left him behind because he was in some damn minivan trying to get his cherry popped and they couldn’t find him?

      Maybe they left town and just didn’t want him anymore.

      Through the open windows, he heard a scramble of feet, more shouts, then boots rushing up the steps.

      “Gun! Gun! Gun!”

      “Put the gun down!”

      “Put it down.”

      Holy fuck!

      Judd couldn’t breathe and was frozen to the ground.

      “PUT THE FUCKING GUN DOWN!”

      “Fuck you!”

      “Let her go, Scott. You don’t want to do that.”

      “Fuck you, pigs!”

      “Let her go.”

      “Put the fucking gun down and let her go.”

      Who? Who was her? His mother?

      “She’s just a baby, you won’t be able to live with yourself if something happens to her.”

      Jemma.

      His fucking pop had Jemma.

      Judd forced himself to keep his mouth shut and keep from shouting out to his pop.

      “Let her go, Scott. We can do this without any of you getting hurt.”

      What was Ox doing?

      “Will let ‘er go when you get the fuck outta my house.”

      “Let her mom take her. We’ll get them both out of here safely.”

      That motherfucker was using Jemma!

      “This isn’t going to end well if you don’t let her go.”

      Judd needed to get upstairs. He needed to get Jemma.

      “You really want us to shoot you in front of your kid? Is that what you want? To show them how much of a hero you are? Scar her for life?”

      “Fuck you! Ain’t takin’ any of us.”

      “We don’t want anyone but you, Scott. Wife and kid can stay here. But we have a warrant for your arrest and we’re not just going away. Let’s do this without getting anyone hurt. Including your little girl.”

      “How come you gotta bring a pig army to deal with one fuckin’ man? You all pussies?”

      Judd didn’t hear the answer or even if there was one, but he knew why. His pop killed people and didn’t think twice about it. He’d kill all those pigs without even blinking.

      But it pissed him the fuck off that he was using Jemma. His baby sister was only five.

      Worse, Judd could hear her crying even from where he was lying on his belly in the dirt.

      He could also hear his mom throwing out pot shots at the pigs. He wondered if Trixie had encouraged Ox to use Jemma as a shield.

      If she did...

      Judd’s jaw shifted and his fingers curled into his palms, his dirty nails digging in painfully. If she allowed her own daughter to be used, Judd was running the fuck away and taking Jem with him.

      “Ma’am, take your daughter from your husband.”

      “No, you fuckin’ don’t, Trix. Stay where you’re at. It’s a fuckin’ trick. You know how these fuckin’ pigs are.”

      “Get the fuck out of our house,” Judd heard his mother shriek. “Get out! This is our property! You got no fucking right to be here!”

      “We’re here to serve a warrant, ma’am, and we’re not leaving until we do.” The pig sounded pretty fucking calm for the situation. “So, let’s make this quick and painless and stop scaring your daughter.”

      “You’re the ones fuckin’ scaring her with all those fuckin’ guns drawn.”

      “Scott, this isn’t going to end well.”

      “Yeah, it ain’t, no matter what fuckin’ happens.”

      When a sharp crack was heard, Judd’s heart leapt out of his chest. “NO!” He jumped to his feet and began to sprint toward the back door.

      Someone hooked him around the waist and pulled him to a halt. He began to struggle but was put in a hold that was not only painful, but made it impossible to break free.

      “Lemme go!”

      “Calm down, kid. You can’t go in there.”

      “That’s my sister!”

      “She’ll be fine.”

      “No, she won’t!”

      More shouts and boots stomping on the bare floors were heard. His mother was shrieking and his father bellowing out non-stop curses.

      It sounded like a cluster-fuck.

      But somehow through all that craziness and even through the pounding in his ears, he heard it.

      Jemma screaming. Crying. Calling out Judd’s name.

      Judd lost all his strength and went limp in the pig’s hold. His head dropped and he blinked back the tears that threatened to escape. “Jemma,” he whispered.

      The pig’s radio squawked, and a voice announced Ox was in custody with just minor injuries. The woman and child were unharmed. Hearing that made him breathe a little easier.

      “Lemme go!” Judd yelled, pulling on the arms preventing him from getting to his sister.

      “You need to stay out of the way. If you don’t, I’m taking you into custody.”

      Judd bit back his, “Fuck you,” and nodded his head instead.

      The pig slowly released him and as soon as he did, Judd ran toward the front of the house. The pig ordered him to stop.

      He only slid to a stop when he saw a bunch of the military-like 5-0 surge from the house with his father in cuffs. However, it took a few of them to handle him because Ox wasn’t going without a fight.

      As Judd went to move toward them, an arm hooked him around the neck, cutting off his air. “Don’t get any closer or you’re going to end up just like your old man.”

      Judd forced a “Fuck you” past his crushed windpipe.

      “Got a great future ahead of you, asshole. Just like him. Just give yourself a few years, if you live that long.”

      Fuck you. Fuck you. Fuck you, you scum-suckin’ pig!

      As they tried to drag Ox down the porch steps, his pop did a reverse head-butt and slammed the pig behind him in the nose. Blood gushed from the oinker’s face and there were a bunch of yells, a raised metal baton and then it cracked his pop alongside his already bleeding head.

      Ox dropped to his knees with his head hanging. The only thing keeping him from collapsing all the way to the concrete was the pigs hauling him back up. When they did, he spat a big, bloody hocker in one of their faces.

      Judd shouted as everything became a blur. His father was shoved to the ground, a shin was pinned to his throat, and someone yelled, “Get a hood,” as they shoved his face into the concrete.

      Another one yelled, “Seems like someone earned himself a spit tax.”

      And then several of them began kicking his pop’s ribs and stomping on him with their boots.

      Judd’s “No!” only came out as a squeak because of the arm pressing on his throat.

      A flash caught his attention and he saw his mother, Trixie, rushing out of the house, screaming like a wild woman, her blonde hair flying behind her and her face twisted as she launched herself at one of the 5-0 beating up his father.

      Another pig grabbed her, threw her to the ground and tried to pin her down, but she kept fighting. She was snapping with her teeth, clawing and spitting, too. Local 5-0 quickly jumped in and got her cuffed.

      When the dust settled, his parents were both detained with their wrists and ankles bound, and screened hoods pulled over their heads. 5-0 dragged his father to a car, while a couple of them carried his mother.

      She was still screaming but his pop was quiet as fuck, which was so unlike him.

      Had they killed him?

      One of the uniformed oinkers was yelling at Ox, “Double murder charge, resisting arrest, agg assault on several police officers, enough drugs in plain sight for a possession and intent to distribute charge. Illegal firearms. The list is fucking endless, Scott. You aren’t ever seeing your kids again. Probably better for them, anyway. It’ll give them a better future than an animal like you would ever give them.”

      The pig loosened his grip just enough for Judd to catch his breath. “Lemme go!” he cried. “Lemme go!”

      “Who can come get you and your sister?”

      “No one!”

      “If you don’t have anyone, Child Services will take both of you and most likely split you two up.”

      That couldn’t happen. They’d run away first. He was not letting Jemma go anywhere without him. “No! I’m sixteen and old enough to take care of her ‘til they come home.”

      “No, you’re not. And your parents aren’t coming home any time soon. Both will be going away for a long time.”

      What? “Even my mom?”

      “She’s getting charged with agg assault on a police officer, and there were enough drugs in the house to be charged for that, too. You probably won’t see her for the next five to seven years.”

      Holy shit. That can’t be true! He couldn’t raise Jemma by himself for that long. He didn’t have money. He didn’t even have a damn job. He didn’t have shit. The only thing he had was what his parents had provided. Which wasn’t much but it was something.

      Now he’d have nothing. How was he going to take care of his baby sister?

      “Got family close by we can call?” another pig asked as he approached with a pad and pen.

      Judd blinked. Who the hell would want to take him and Jemma in?

      The only person he could think of was his pop’s sister.

      But before he could tell the pig that, another oinker came out of the house carrying Jemma, whose face was ravaged from crying.

      Holy shit.

      Judd ripped from the pig’s grasp and as he got closer, Jem spotted him and screamed, “Judd!” extending out her arms to him.

      He snatched his sister out of the pig’s arms, and she clung to him, snot running out of her nose and tears an endless stream down her cheeks. “It’s okay, Jem. It’s okay. Promise. Gonna take care of you. Don’t worry.”

      The slam of car doors had him turning and watching the pig mobiles tear down the street, one carrying their mother, the other their father.

      He squeezed Jemma tighter. He had no fucking clue how he would do it, but he’d do everything he could to take care of her.

      He just hoped he didn’t fail.
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      Rubbing his dog’s ears was the next best thing to soothe his shit, right after the rumble of his straight pipes. Having that power between his thighs, the control of where his sled could take him in his hands, and the wind in his long beard was unmatched.

      Jury, his American Bulldog, and his fucking kick-ass Harley were his saving grace. They kept him grounded when shit got a little twisted inside him.

      It didn’t happen often, but it happened.

      And everything that happened on that mountain when they’d dealt with the Shirley Clan a couple of weeks ago was still haunting him. But then it was still fresh. For all of them.

      He had a hard time sleeping after seeing what he saw up there. What those inbred hillbillies had done to Sig’s woman, Autumn, had disturbed him to the core and he was having a hard time shaking it.

      But Autumn had survived, was now safe and was sticking around to stay with Sig.

      Hard to believe that fucker could hold onto a woman like Autumn—or Red, as Sig called her—but he was. But then, they were both fucked up, so maybe they were perfect for each other.

      Sig was on the club run without her since she recently popped out a kid and wasn’t in any shape to join them yet.

      But she would.

      Now Trip had Stella riding on his sled as his ol’ lady and Judge didn’t doubt Red would be riding behind Sig. Maybe come spring since this was the last planned run of the year.

      If Judge hadn’t been such a stupid fuck, he might have his own ol’ lady on the back of his sled, too. But he fucked up badly and even though it’d been years, he wasn’t ready to have another woman as his backpack.

      Not one he could trust.

      It was one thing to have a bitch riding him, another to have one riding with him. He preferred the first to the second.

      At least, that was what he fucking told himself.

      Cage, as Road Captain, was leading the formation through the back woods, hills and valleys surrounding Manning Grove, making sure to avoid Copperhead Road, which ran past the lane leading up the mountain to the Shirley compound.

      He couldn’t get all that shit that happened to stop bugging him. He was the club’s enforcer. He wore the patch stating he was Sergeant at Arms. He was the one ultimately responsible for not only keeping everyone’s ass in line but protecting club property.

      He’d failed.

      He’d fucking failed.

      No one had held it against him.

      But he held it against himself.

      He hoped this three-hour, cold-as-fuck ride would clear his fucking mind, but it hadn’t. Now he wanted nothing more than to head home, smoke a big fatty and maybe fall into some easy pussy.

      Like most of his brothers, he had the phone numbers of all the willing sweet butts and female hang-arounds programmed into his cell.

      All he usually had to do was send a text. After that, it wasn’t long before he’d get a knock on his apartment door and when he opened it, willing snatch would be waiting on the other side, usually wearing a wicked smile and carrying a bottle of something strong in her hand.

      Mentally, he began to go down his contact list to see who and what he was in the mood for.

      Whoever it was, needed to blow his mind so he could forget—at least for a little while—about that fucking mountain, those inbred Shirleys and how a nine-month pregnant Autumn looked after they found her strapped to that bed in the compound.

      So fucking caught up in his thoughts, he was surprised when they hit the town limits and headed down Main Street.

      He didn’t miss the fact everyone walking or driving through town stared at them rolling by. While the Grove’s citizens were getting used to the return of the Fury, it didn’t mean they all liked the idea.

      Most of them didn’t.

      Trip was right, they needed to keep their shit as clean as possible to avoid hassle from the town council or even Manning Grove PD. He needed to keep his shit clean with them, too, since his business’s survival counted on it.

      He mindlessly followed the formation into the large municipal parking lot at the center of town and one-by-one, all his club brothers crab-walked their sleds back neatly in line next to each other, so they only took up a few parking spots.

      He backed his next to Ozzy, and then Rook rolled his on Judge’s other side.

      Ozzy wore a huge smile as he jerked off his goggles. “Can’t get any fuckin’ better than that ‘cept for a fat, wet and hungry pussy. Meeeeeow.”

      Judge wondered if he would end up nuts deep in Lizzy later and if Judge should cross her off his list of ball-emptying potentials.

      “Shit’s gettin’ to be blue ball weather, though,” Rook stated after jerking down his face mask, heeling down his kickstand and yanking off his leather gloves.

      “Don’t be a pussy,” Dutch griped in his gravelly voice as he walked past them, tugging on his long salt-and-pepper beard. “Us Originals never cried about a lil nippy nuts. You young fucks ain’t made like we were.”

      “Yeah, bet you rode your sled two miles up a hill in five feet of fuckin’ snow just to get your dick wet,” Rook razzed his father.

      “When your ma was still ‘round, got my dick wet all the time. And the bitch could suck a knob off a fuckin’ door.”

      “Christ,” Rook growled, dropping his head and shaking it.

      “Well, it’s fuckin’ true, boy. If it wasn’t for that, never woulda made her my ol’ lady and had her squirt you and your brother out.” He waved a wrinkled, age-spotted hand and kept moving toward the front of the line where Trip, Stella and Cage were waiting. “By the way, havin’ you two trashed her fuckin’ pussy. Worst decision ever!” he shouted back over his shoulder.

      Ozzy, another Original like Dutch, snorted and slapped his gloves on his leather chaps-covered thigh. “Fuckin’ old man. Always was a pisser.”

      “Yeah, he was,” Judge mumbled, sliding the key from his Softail Slim. He loved his sled. He’d had it customized after he bought it new to make it look even more badass than it came from factory. He’d traded in Ox’s old sled he’d rode ever since he was old enough to be able to keep it upright. Which was not long after that fucker went to prison.

      He’d also wore his old man’s cut, but with his own name patch on it. Trip had him rip off the old diamond 1% patch on the back and remove the Original patch on the front, too. So far, only Ozzy and Dutch could claim they were Originals.

      He didn’t give a fuck about ripping those two patches off. Those were the two reasons that caused the Fury to burn to the ground in the first place.

      Nothing but murder and mayhem...

      When Whip and Rev strode by, Rev asked, “You assholes comin’?”

      “Not yet.” But that was his plan for later. He just needed to pick a place to plant his cum.

      “Yep.” Ozzy dismounted and chased after them.

      “Fuck,” Rook said softly next to him, which had Judge glancing at the man who was now standing in front of his own sled, a black beanie yanked over his head, dark sunglasses on his face, and his hands on his hips.

      “What’s up?”

      “Fuck, man, look at that piece of fuckin’ ass headin’ this way. What I’d do to stick my dick in that...”

      Judge’s gaze slid from Rook to the object of the man’s attention. With a quick glance, he noticed a woman walking in their direction—her face a bit pale, her eyes a bit wide and worried, and her hand tightly gripping a little girl’s—had caught every male with a dick’s attention.

      Judge’s jaw got tight at a couple of catcalls coming from his brothers which made the blonde move a bit quicker, dragging the girl, who looked about five, along with her. The girl also had blonde hair just like her mother.

      Or who he assumed was her mother.

      “You comin’?” Rook asked him, his eyes still glued to the very generous hips and thighs heading their way.

      Judge could tell, even with her walking swiftly and stiffly, she couldn’t control the natural rock and roll to those hips. Nor the bounce to those tits, which were the perfect size for a man to be smothered to death. While wearing a smile.

      They were just how he liked them. Tits, ass and pussy big enough to get lost in.

      And this one had it all.

      Problem was, she had a kid attached to her and she looked scared as fuck.

      “You go on. Be there in a sec,” Judge mumbled.

      He didn’t miss Rook’s grin. “Aimin’ high, Judge. But she’s haulin’ some baggage with her.”

      Judge didn’t answer, he only kept his eyes locked on someone a fuck of a lot better looking than Rook.

      Rook snorted, shook his head and wandered off, following the rest of his brothers as they headed toward Dino’s Diner.

      Judge tugged on his knit beanie, pulling it lower over his head, but kept his eyes on the blonde. Out of the corner of his eye, he noticed she was walking a direct line to an old silver Honda SUV. As they got close to it, she let go of the girl’s hand and then screamed, “Daisy!” as little legs became a blur.

      “Oh fuck,” Judge muttered as the little snot monkey came tearing toward him.

      “Daisy!” her mother screamed, now in a panic, and almost took a header herself right onto the pavement.

      “Oh fuck,” he muttered again as mom caught herself and kept hauling ass after her lightning-quick daughter.

      But those stubby legs outran those fucking long, wrap-those-around-my-ears legs and got to him before she did. Though, Judge might have enjoyed watching those tits bounce out of control beneath her open coat as the woman scrambled to keep up.

      “Hi!” was screamed up at him with a big smile and a sloppy wave.

      “Guess your name’s Daisy,” Judge grumbled, looking down into bright blue eyes and a whole bunch of sass. One little hand was plugged onto one equally little jutted out hip.

      “How d’you know that?”

      Judge jerked his chin up at the woman who was finally catching up. “That your mom?”

      Daisy glanced over her shoulder and frowned. “Yeah.”

      “That’s how I know. Was screamin’ your name and you ignored her.”

      Daisy rolled her eyes. “She’s alllllways screamin’ my name.”

      “You give her a reason to scream your name?”

      The little girl dug the toe of her tiny light blue sneaker covered with daisies into the pavement, making some beads on her laces jingle. “Nooooo.”

      “That don’t sound convincin’,” Judge told her.

      She shot him a bright smile. “I⁠—”

      “Daisy!” the blonde, curvy woman yelled, blindly reaching for her daughter as she kept her eyes glued on Judge, who hadn’t moved from his sled. “We have to go.” She sounded out of breath—whether she was out of shape or because she was scared of him, Judge didn’t know—as she grabbed her daughter’s arm and tugged.

      “Mommmmma, I’m just sayin’ hi!”

      Another tug. “You said it, now we have to go.”

      “He didn’t say hi back yet!” she screamed.

      Judge winced. For fuck’s sake, that kid was going to be a handful.

      “Hi, Daisy,” he said, biting back a snort.

      She glanced up at her mother, “Now you say it.”

      Mom acted like she didn’t understand. She probably wanted to disappear into the blacktop. “Say what, sweetie?”

      “Say hi!”

      Blondie blinked and her mouth dropped open slightly. “Umm. Hi.” Color tinged her cheeks.

      “Now you say it back,” Daisy demanded from Judge.

      “Know how this works, kid,” he told her.

      “Then say it!”

      Christ, the kid was going to grow up to be a dominatrix. He lifted his gaze from the mini-me to her mother. “Hi.”

      “I’m so sorry she’s bothering you,” she said quickly. “Daisy, let’s leave this nice man alone.”

      “Far from it.”

      Her just as bright blue eyes flipped from her daughter up to him. “What?”

      “Nothin’.”

      “Mommmmmmmaaaaa. He hasn’t told me his name yet.”

      Holy fuck.

      “She’s not normally like this, she’s just tired and needs a nap.”

      “No, I don’t!” Stomp. “If he doesn’t tell me his name, then he’s still a stranger and Aunt Heather says I can’t talk to strangers. So, if he’s a stranger, I can’t talk to him. So, he neeeeeeeeeds to tell me his name so I can taaaaaaaaalk to him!”

      Blondie rolled her eyes just like her daughter had done and it was kind of cute. “Good lord, child, you’re going to give me an aneurysm.”

      Daisy blinked up at her mother. “A what?”

      “Never mind, we have to go.”

      “No!”

      “You need to listen to your momma,” Judge told Daisy.

      “Don’t wanna ‘til you tell me your name.”

      God help the man who got saddled with that demanding woman. Though, if she grew up looking like her momma, most men might tolerate the attitude. And some other men might not like it and try to beat it the fuck out of her. “If I tell you, you gonna listen to your momma?”

      Daisy’s lips pressed tight.

      So did Judge’s.

      Then the little girl stomped her foot once more with a loud huff.

      Judge swung a leg over his sled and got to his feet.

      Daisy’s blue eyes went wide as she took in his height. “You’re like the giant in Jack an’ the Beanstalk!” she whispered in awe.

      “What’s the giant’s name?” Judge asked her.

      “Momma, what’s the giant’s name?”

      “I... I don’t know, sweetie.”

      “It can be your name,” Daisy decided with a sharp nod. “What is it?”

      Judge squatted down beside her and looked her directly in the eyes. “You sayin’ we won’t be strangers if I tell you my name?”

      Daisy nodded her head like a little fiend. “No! Then we’ll be friends.”

      Judge glanced up at Mom, who was nervously chewing on her bottom lip. “Not sure your momma will let us be friends.”

      “I’m not askin’ her!”

      Judge’s eyebrows shot up. “How old are you?”

      Daisy lifted a hand with all her stubby fingers spread wide. “Five!”

      “Then you always gotta ask your momma everything first.”

      “Oh... please,” her mother groaned, “not everything.”

      Judge’s lips twitched and his eyes dropped back to Daisy’s. “My name’s Judge.”

      The little girl made a face. “Never heard that name before.”

      “Bet you heard a lotta names in all five of your years.”

      “I have.” She nodded. “A lot.” She pursed her little lips and searched his face. “Now we’re friends, can I touch your face?”

      What the fuck? “Why?”

      “You look like a shaggy doggy. An’ I wanna pet you ‘cause I’m not allowed to have a dog.” She huffed again.

      Judge pinned his lips together. After a few seconds he had his shit together enough to say, “Not sure you touchin’ a stranger’s a good idea.”

      “You’re not a stranger now, Judge,” she reminded him with so much sass, Judge could taste it.

      “You’re right. I’m not.” He pushed to his feet. “’Nother time, Daisy. Sure your momma don’t want you touchin’ men you just met.”

      “Then next time.”

      Judge met the bright blue eyes of Daisy’s mother. “Yeah, maybe next time.”

      As he looked down at the woman, he noticed her hand shaking as she reached once again for her daughter.

      “You afraid of me?” Judge asked softly.

      He didn’t miss her throat move as she swallowed. “Should I be?”

      “Probably,” he muttered under his breath.

      “Sorry?”

      “Nothin’ to be afraid of. Ain’t gonna hurt you.” He flipped his eyes down to the little girl at her side. “Or your girl.”

      “Okay, well... N-nice meeting you.”

      He didn’t even try to bite back his snort. Liar.

      Lies otherwise known as polite bullshit. He hated fake. He wanted real. “Why was it nice?”

      Her grip tightened on her daughter’s shoulder. “I... I’m not sure what⁠—”

      “Said it was nice meetin’ me. What was nice about it?”

      Color flushed her cheeks again. “You... you were nice to my daughter.”

      “She’s got quite the attitude. She get that from you?”

      The woman’s mouth dropped open. And after a second, she snapped it shut. “We need to go. Sorry for bothering you...”

      He pointed to the rectangular patch on his cut. “Judge.”

      “Judge,” she finished, snagging Daisy’s hand in a tight grip and yanking her along as she rushed across the parking lot.

      “Hey, you got a name?” he called out.

      His answer was the slamming of a car door.

      He waited with his arms crossed over his chest as the silver CRV sped out of the lot.

      Then Judge smiled.

      Until he saw it had New York plates.

      That meant she was just a tourist and not new in town.

      “Fuck,” he muttered, smoothed out his beard, and grimaced.

      He shook his head and headed across the street to the diner, bracing for his ass to be ridden hard for striking out.
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      Judge gave his girl a little gas and cursed himself for riding his sled to work today. The weather could go either way in December and today was definite nutsicle weather. In truth, it was time to park the Softail for the winter. Which sucked. But in northern Pennsylvania, it was reality.

      At least all the Fury members could park their sleds inside a huge shed on the farm. It gave him a little comfort to have it nearby in case of an unseasonably warm winter day since he preferred his sled over his Expedition. Unfortunately, he needed his Ford for two reasons. Bad weather and for hauling around the dogs.

      Usually their American Bulldogs, Jury and Justice, were with him and Deke at Justice Bail Bonds during the day, so one or the other had to drive a cage to haul their hairy, farting asses. Most of the time, Deke got stuck doing it.

      Today was one of those days since he’d had an itch to straddle his big girl even if the weather was as cold as a witch’s tit.

      The rumble of his straight pipes rattled the shop windows along the strip mall as he headed through the parking lot toward Walmart at the opposite end of the shopping center. He needed to grab another box of wraps.

      Since going up that mountain, he’d been burning through them lately because he’d been burning through sweet butts.

      There wasn’t a lot of pussy hanging around The Barn yet. A half dozen or so.

      Usually when one showed up and stuck, she told her friends. That meant soon there’d be more. Until then, unless he searched elsewhere, he was stuck with who they had. And he really didn’t want to search elsewhere.

      That could get fucking sticky.

      Sweet butts knew the deal. Some hang-arounds did, too, though they held out more hope of sinking their claws into a brother and wearing a “Property of” cut.

      If Judge looked for pussy outside of the MC, he’d want to keep it casual and usually women had a problem with casual. Might start off that way, saying they’d be fine with the arrangement. Until they weren’t.

      And then it got to the sticky part. The part where it took an industrial strength scraper to scrape them off.

      So, for now, if it wasn’t a sweet butt who knew her place within the club, then it was his fist. Or his Fleshlight, which he preferred over his fist, sometimes even over pussy.

      No need to kick anyone out of his bed after busting a nut into that. No wraps needed, either. Just a little soap and warm water for cleanup.

      But still... He needed wraps because Whip’s ex-girlfriend Billie, who decided to stick around after Whip tossed her cheating ass to the curb, had made him an offer he couldn’t refuse for tonight.

      And, fuck it, he jumped on it because Billie wasn’t a clinger. She’d stick around only long enough for them both to get off a couple times, and then she’d jet before even having to be told to get the fuck out. She also kept her pussy clean. That was a big fucking stickler for him and had been ever since he’d been sixteen.

      Only problem with Billie was, she wasn’t Judge’s type at all, so she had to work a little harder with her mouth to get him ready. Good thing she sucked dick like a pro.

      She had short black hair, loads of crazy makeup to give her that dark, goth look, and her clothing was the same dark style. She had all kinds of piercings—which Judge kind of liked, especially the ones in her tongue, hood and nipples—and she liked it rough.

      The last part he didn’t mind. To a point.

      He wondered how Whip met her. Because he didn’t seem the type to be into that, either.

      Judge mentally shrugged. He was pretty fucking sure some of his brothers had some hidden kinks. He didn’t give a fuck as long as they weren’t directed at him. While he didn’t mind double-tagging a woman, he wasn’t taking dick in his mouth or getting it up the ass himself.

      Judge turned his sled down an aisle and spotted an empty parking spot.

      That wasn’t all he spotted.
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