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 DUDE WITH A COOL
CAR

 


Badges, Bikers, and Backlog: Marshal DeVille
always gets his man…and his karma.

 


Cooper DeVille, US Marshal

 


Being undercover has its perks. I get to do
stuff the day-to-day me would never experience. Like infiltrating
the Concrete Angels Motorcycle Club and meeting Karma, the gorgeous
Enforcer of the MC. Being handcuffed to her bed is a dream, but
that’s the problem with undercover work. Everything I’m doing here
is only half true. The Concrete Angels—and Karma—are connected to
Backlog, a shadow organization infiltrating law enforcement. The
Fed undercover here before me was Backlog’s bitch, and now he’s
dead. I have to determine which side of this fight the Concrete
Angels are on… before Karma comes to bite me in ways I won’t
enjoy.

 


Karma, Concrete Angels’ Enforcer

 


You bet your ass, I’m that karma, the one
people pray never catches up to them. But my own karma has found
me, seeing as the hunky P.I. who drove into the MC compound with
his cool car is my Goddess-chosen true mate. But as my luck—and the
Goddess’ sense of humor—would have it, Cooper’s an undercover US
Marshal trying to ferret out our connection to a group called
Backlog. Would’ve been nice to know before I took him to bed and
discovered he’s the best damn submissive this Madam could want,
because I don’t deal well with liars. And no one’s happy when
Karma’s pissed. But Backlog has Cooper in its sights, and to
survive… my mate might just have to die.
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Chapter One




Cooper

 


 


“This has got to be my bad karma coming back
to haunt me.” I rubbed my eyes in frustration before putting the
binocs back to them and squinting through the lenses. “And Backlog
will be right behind it.”

Or right behind me. I took a moment to glance
over my shoulder at the wooded slopes around me. Ponderosa pine
forests were far more open than those in temperate states, but they
still offered a little cover. I relaxed when I heard birds chirping
and caught sight of a chipmunk skittering to the top of a nearby
rock.

No predators here but me.

I turned my attention to the compound below.
I’d been up in the dry hills above Fort Collins for almost a week
and I wasn’t any closer to answers than when I first arrived. I was
investigating the disappearance of Agents Dirk Hopkins and Arnold
Eisenburg, and everything pointed to Backlog, the shadowy
organization I’d been tracking for two years. Both Hopkins and
Eisenburg had been members as far as I could tell, but the tracks
were subtle.

“Hence why it’s called a ‘shadow
organization,’ jackass.” Talking to myself made my isolation seem
less lonely.

My own investigation had to be shadowy
because I suspected Backlog had infiltrated my agency, the Marshal
Service. I didn’t know who to trust. Even my partner, Anna
Fitzsimmons, had said some things that made me wonder if she’d been
inducted into the organization.

And that would really suck. I liked
Anna. She was a damn good Marshal and, I’d thought, a pretty good
friend.

Only my supervisor knew what I was doing and
why, and I’d vetted the hell out of him before I confided in him.
He’d squared it so it appeared I was on extended leave for anyone
checking on my absence, but he’d been sending me messages about
impending scrutiny.

I’d gone off the grid and purchased a burner
phone to keep the technonuts from tracking me, but that would only
last so long. I really needed some damn answers. Like why was Agent
Eiseburg undercover in the Concrete Angels Motorcycle Club and what
was his connection to Dirk Hopkins?

Especially because both of them are now
dead.

I focused the binocs on the yard below me
again. Had Backlog cut its losses and had the agents killed? Or did
they pay the Concrete Angels to take them out? Either way, I needed
to know if the motorcycle club was part of Backlog’s arm or just an
unwitting accomplice in the deaths of two federal officers.

Frankly, I couldn’t care less about Hopkins’
and Eisenburg’s deaths. Both were less-than-stellar men. Hell,
Hopkins had been indicted on rape, embezzlement, illegal wiretaps,
and sexual harassment. Eisenburg’s arrest had been on the horizon
when he turned up dead in the wake of a wildfire. The news reported
that he’d burned to death, but the autopsy proved the gunshot to
his head had squelched his personal fire first. He’d been executed
and left where the fire could obscure the evidence.

The question was, who ordered the execution?
Backlog or the Concrete Angels? Eisenburg was no prize and my
investigation had found several accounts where money had been
stored and then transferred away. Lots of money. So, had he been
stealing from his undercover work or had he been paid by
Backlog?

Too many fuckin’ questions.

And here was another one: why the hell did
the Concrete Angels’ compound look like a cute, well-maintained
mountain motel? While there was a big aluminum barn where they kept
their vehicles and workshop, and another large building that
appeared to be barracks, the higher-ranking members’ residences and
the clubhouse were downright quaint. Each window sported a
flowerbox full of marigolds, petunias, and some sort of white
daisies. They reminded me of my grandmother’s garden back in
western Washington, and I shook my head.

What kind of a motorcycle club gives a shit
about flowers?

Apparently, the Concrete Angels had an
honest-to-goddess grounds crew who lovingly took care of the
landscaping. I had to admit I was pretty damn impressed.

I shifted on the rocky ground between two
juniper shrubs and scanned the yard again. A bunch of younger men
and women, prospects to joining the club, lounged around the
various buildings, though they avoided the cabins in between the
clubhouse and the vehicle barn. The latter stood open to allow for
the breeze to cool the interior while several CA guys worked on
their bikes. The pool behind the clubhouse had a nice assortment of
half-naked people lounging around or swimming, but no one I
recognized as the top leadership.

I was planning to swing back to the yard when
a goddess of golden-brown skin, sleek lines, and an elegant Afro
sauntered toward the diving board at the pool. She wore a two-piece
suit I’d heard the ladies call a “tankini” in rust, rose, gold and
black. The lines of the suit perfectly molded to her round ass and
curved belly. The top had a V-neck and showed off her cleavage
perfectly.

A large handful each. Nice.

My cock hardened at the sight and I had to
squirm a bit to get my tightening shaft in a comfortable spot while
lying on my belly. Not the easiest thing to do when I’m a “grower”
rather than a “show-er.” I liked my women with boobs, belly, butt,
and thighs, and she fit my fantasy chick to a T.

I watched her strut onto the diving board,
bounce a few times—and her tits bounced beautifully too—and
cannonball into the pool with her knees against her chest. The
other swimmers yelped and shouted at her when she came back up, but
she grinned, unrepentant.

Damn. That’s my kind of woman.

Except I was supposed to be investigating her
motorcycle club and she probably was some other guy’s old lady. The
thought wilted my dick and I swore under my breath. It was stupid,
but I didn’t want her to be attached to anyone.

“You can’t always get what you want.”

No, and I’d learned that the hard way at the
Marshal’s Service. My boss’s boss singled me out more often than
not to take on the shit jobs, the ones no one wanted, just to push
my buttons. The funny thing was I became one of the best at closing
cases, especially the difficult shit investigations no one wanted.
I guess I had to thank him for that.

Nah, he wouldn’t appreciate it.

Not after I dragged his ass into custody
after I exposed him and all his Backlog cronies. The jackass had
tried to get me to quit. But instead, he created the very monster
dogging his heels to bring him down. I never gave up or admitted
defeat when it came to my investigations. And he was the first one
I’d go after once I had enough evidence.

Yeah, that’s the tricky part.

And I’d get it. Come hell or high water, I
always got my man. Marshal Cooper DeVille definitely scored in that
department. And I’d get the assholes in Backlog, too.

The goddess in the tankini finished her swim
and toweled off in the shade of an ash tree. She laughed at a
couple of the other women at the pool and flipped off one of the
men making a snarky comment before sauntering her gorgeous ass into
the clubhouse. I switched my view to the front doors to see if
she’d come out and she didn’t disappoint.

She’d put on a pair of small round sunglasses
that reminded me of John Lennon, some flipflops, and wrapped the
towel around her waist like a terrycloth skirt. It didn’t matter
what she wore. This surveillance operation just got a lot more
enjoyable with her sauntering around.

She made her way down the line of cottages
that served as the personal residences and stopped at one midway
down the row. She dug out her keys then paused, as if listening to
something. I adjusted the binocs to focus on her figure as she
tilted her head, her brows creasing.

What? What does she hear?

She turned her head and lifted her gaze until
it met mine through the binocs.

I froze and held my breath. The eerie feeling
of having been discovered washed over me and I couldn’t stop
staring through the lenses.

Sweet glory, can she see me?

She dipped her chin in a quick nod and I
gasped. Holy shit, she does see me. But I couldn’t
look away as she laughed, winked, and let herself into the cabin.
The number on the door flashed across my view.

Cabin number thirteen.

Oh yeah, this job had bad karma written all
over it.


 


Chapter Two




Karma

 


 


Do you know how much I get blamed for
everything? People would say, “Oh, that’s bad Karma.” Like I was
some sort of unruly pet or spoiled food. Or they’d say, “I’ve done
my good Karma today.” Like I was a project they had to
complete.

But people had rough things happen to them,
particularly because of choices they’d made or actions they’d done,
and wanted to blame me for them. “I guess it’s my Karma.”

Or they used me as a threat. “I so want to be
there when Karma catches up to him.”

Don’t get me wrong. I was all about
retribution and comeuppance, but I had standards and sometimes
people did enough stupid shit that they naturally attracted
consequences quickly. Like Roy, AKA Arnold Eisenburg, the
undercover FBI agent who’d posed as a biker in the Concrete Angels
Motorcycle Club. Turned out he was embezzling from both the FBI and
the Concrete Angels, and Loki didn’t take too kindly to the theft.
The FBI didn’t like it much either, but only Loki had the vagina to
do anything about it.

Definitely not “balls.” Balls were soft and
squishy, and made a guy drop to his knees and vomit when barely
brushed. Something that sensitive wasn’t an example of courage and
gumption, in my opinion. A vagina, on the other hand, could take a
pounding, give pleasure, and still be tight the next time. Bold as
brass and twice as beautiful.

Loki offered me an extra fifteen years of
life in this world if I helped make Roy’s consequences come that
much sooner. It was a no-brainer for me. The guy was a pig, an
asshole, a liar, and a thief. I’d never liked him so fucking him up
for screwing over others was just icing on the cake of life for
me.

No one messed with me, because I was Karma,
and if anyone wanted shit done, they paid me in life years. Loki
was immortal, so he had life years to spare. Humans had a lot less
currency, but their passions burned brighter and they were greedy
when it came to retribution. I was always happy to help if they
could pay me.

Loki wasn’t willing to pay me for Special
Agent Dirk Hopkins, but I would’ve done him in for free. He raped
my good friend Numbers when she was still at the FBI. He gave her
more black moments than I’d seen in most horror flicks, and that
wasn’t something I could just let go. But Loki said he’d take care
of it and if the news report was anything to go by, it sounded like
it worked.

I caught the story on the TV behind the
counter at the Gas ‘N Snacks while I was grabbing some of my
favorite treats after filling up my bike. Our inhouse chef, Grub,
was fantastic, but I had a craving for Reese’s Peanut Butter Cups
and those couldn’t be duplicated. Besides, I was still trying to
get over the odd thing that had happened a few days before.

There’d been a guy in the hills above the
compound watching us. Correction: Watching me. He’d used
binoculars and wore drab clothing helping him blend in with the
scrub, but I could see him. Supernatural beings had that going for
them and I was nothing if not supernatural. Despite knowing he was
there, I couldn’t see the details of his face or body. I had to
give him credit. He’d hidden himself pretty well behind the juniper
bushes, but I suspected Loki knew the guy had been snooping around,
too.

He’d jerked when I winked at him and that
perversely made my day. Sometimes just the barest communication had
a major effect and my good mood persisted. Good Karma for
everyone! I laughed as I paid for my gas and goodies, and
headed back out to my bike.

I opened up one of my panniers and slid the
snacks in just as someone pulled up to the pump behind me. The
engine of the vehicle purred like a tiger, deep and throaty, and I
shivered with pleasure. In addition to Reece’s Peanut Butter Cups,
I had a soft spot for vintage cars, and this baby was totally
vintage. A Pompeian Red 1962 Cadillac Coupe DeVille, its chrome
mirror-clear, settled into the shade of the gas station and I
drooled.

The guy driving the Caddy wasn’t vintage at
all. He slid from the driver’s seat in acid-washed black jeans and
a black t-shirt under a red and black plaid flannel shirt. He was
tall with broad shoulders, but he had an athletic rather than
robust build. Best of all, his energy zinged along mine with a
sizzle of recognition, as if I’d met it before.

I raised my gaze to the guy’s face and let my
Karmic Vision™ take over. Most people looked like opalescent
figures with their auras transposing their life energy over an
opaque white matrix. But this guy appeared like a peacock with
brilliant emerald green swirling with hunter and teal. Deep royal
blue tendrils mixed with royal purple and gold. Oh, glory to the
Goddess, I wanted to soak him up and blend him with my own
kaleidoscope of colors.

But the flashes of dull oxblood red and
sickly brown stopped me. He’s hiding something that really
pisses him off.

Disappointment soured my stomach and I pulled
back into normal vision. I hadn’t found many humans who had a
matching set of colors for me to blend with. They were a rarity and
to be treasured. I’d been around a long time, and they were few and
far between. But those uneasy colors equated to a warning signal
I’d learned the hard way not to ignore.

I gave him my best polite smile and zipped up
my pannier.

“Nice bike. Harley Road King Special, isn’t
it?”

Damn, his voice sounded like smoky bourbon
barbeque, sweet, tangy, and bursting with flavor. Too bad he’s
not on my menu.

“Yeah, a 2017.” I nodded. “You know your
bikes.”

“Yeah, I’ve developed an eye for Harleys
lately.” He kept talking to me as he moved to the back of the car
to fuel up. “I’m still a fan of the classics, but I’ve always liked
the Road Kings. Just started riding?”

“Nope.” I didn’t want to talk to him more,
but I couldn’t get myself to start the engine. “Where’d you get a
1962 Coupe DeVille?”

What the hell am I doing? I didn’t
want to talk to the hot, sexy man who smelled like sandalwood and
warm rich leather. It’s going to be fine. I can ride away
anytime.

“I found it in an old junkyard in Mobile,
Alabama.” He started the flow of fuel and moved to grab the
squeegee. “The frame and the engine were in great condition, but
the body needed a lot of work. It was my home project that kept me
occupied after my divorce.”

Maybe it’s the divorce that’s pissing him
off. Why did my inner voice sound so hopeful?

“I’m sorry to hear about the divorce.” And
that was my cue to leave.

He waved it away as he cleaned the
windshield. “It’s been a few years now. The car came to me at the
right time and I figured it was a sign.”

“A sign?”

“Yeah, since we share the same name and all.”
He moved closer and held out his hand. “Cooper DeVille, at your
service.”

I laughed, I couldn’t help it, but I took his
hand.

Oh no, it’s not going to be fine.

Explosive energy zinged between us through
the grip of our hands. I wanted him with an intensity I hadn’t felt
in, well, ever. I raised my gaze to his and the energy switched on
my Karmic Vision™ to show me his aura again. The streaks of anger
remained, but they were threaded with lines of silver and brilliant
ochre surprise.

Oh, shit-oh-dear.

In all my years of living on this plane of
existence, I’d learned a thing or two about energy and the colors
that when with it. The Goddess had Her plans for everyone and those
of us in the plan rarely knew or understood it when it happened to
us. But I’d studied enough to know that mates, long-term
connections, showed up in metallic colors, particularly silver and
gold, depending on the species.

This man, human despite the colors flowing
through his aura like an oil slick, only flashed silver when I
touched him. That meant he was my long-term connection. My
mate.

Oh hell no!

I yanked my hand back and wiped it on my
thigh.

“I gotta go.” I rolled the kickstand up and
cranked the starter on my bike. “See you.”

Now why the hell had I said that? I shook my
head and kicked backward to get around the Caddy.

“No, wait.” He took a few steps after me. “I
don’t even know your name.”

Yes, he does. But I wasn’t sticking
around to fill him in on that little chestnut. Panic flared in my
gut as he tried to step in front of me, but I maneuvered around him
and peeled out of the gas station. I heard him swear behind me but
I floored the throttle and headed up the highway. It didn’t matter
that I was headed away from the Concrete Angels’ compound. I just
needed to get away from Cooper DeVille, my fated mate, and the only
human who might really understand who I truly was.

And that couldn’t happen.

 


****

 


Cooper

 


“Fuck!”

I roared the word as I yanked the gas nozzle
out of Rosé, grateful I’d used my credit card so I could take off
quickly. I hadn’t expected to meet the Concrete Angel goddess I’d
seen through my binocs so soon, but I wasn’t about to let the
opportunity go to waste. I thought things had been going better
than well until panic flashed across her expression and she’d
released my hand like it was on fire.

It kinda was.

I slid into the driver’s seat and cranked the
engine, encouraging the old girl to head out after my goddess. The
woman had already disappeared out of sight, but I had this odd
sense I could pretty much follow her anywhere if I kept focused
long enough. Which was weird as hell, since I didn’t even know her
name, but at the moment I wasn’t willing to question it too
much.

I squealed out of the gas station, Rosé’s
fins fishtailing, and headed up the road. My goddess wasn’t going
to the Concrete Angels’ compound, which I’d expected, but given the
panic on her face, maybe she was just running.

“Sonuvaprick!”

The swearing didn’t make me feel better. I
just wanted to touch her again. Something extraordinary flooded
through me when we shook hands and I’d been rocked back on my
heels. It felt like a combination of orgasm, contentment, and that
nice alcoholic buzz you get after drinking whiskey, and I wanted
more of it. Hell, I just wanted to sit next to her, with her pussy
on my face, or her mouth on my cock. I wasn’t picky.

I stared up the winding mountain road and
cursed again. Damn, the woman was fast on that bike. If it wasn’t
for the unnerving sense of where she’d gone, I probably would’ve
lost her in the Rocky Mountain wilderness. But I slowed Rosé down
when I hit County Road 162. Where the hell is she going?

This road went past the Manhattan Cemetery
and wound its way toward the Red Feather Lakes. I half expected her
to turn off toward the Bellaire Lake picnic site, but my inner
sense told me she’d gone farther north and east. I eased Rosé onto
a graded dirt road with signs to Molly Lake and drove through the
trees until I reached a small parking area past the powerline
easement. My mystery goddess rested in the shade of an aspen grove
with a scowl on her face.

I parked the car beside a granite outcrop and
turned it off. After the rumble of the road under my tires the
silence around the lake was deafening. No one else had picked out
this lake for camping or hiking today. It was just the goddess and
me.

Her ferocious scowl didn’t give me a lot of
hope for positive interaction, but I was nothing if not dogged. I
got out of the car and leaned against the side closest to her.

“Hi.”

“What the fuck are you doing here?”

Not the best start, but better than icy
silence.

“I followed you.”

“No shit, Sherlock. Why the hell did you do
that?”

I spread my hands and shrugged. “I never got
your name.”

She raised an eyebrow. “You followed me into
Bumfuck Nowhere Colorado to get my name after meeting me for all of
two minutes? That’s creepy.”

I wanted to argue that it wasn’t creepy, but
it did seem like I’d stalked her. The very thought made my stomach
cramp and bile work its way up my throat. I couldn’t help but be
drawn to her and ever since I’d taken her hand, I had this buzzing
in my head attracting me to her like a compass needle.

I ran my hand over the back of my neck.
“Yeah, I can see your point. But what’s weird is I knew where you
were going. Ever since we shook hands, I’ve had this feeling where
I can kinda sense you no matter where you are. Well maybe not
specifically where you are, but a general direction. Does that make
sense?”

She groaned and dropped her head back,
closing her eyes. “You unbelievable bitch!” She opened her eyes and
pointed at the clouds in the sky. “You know I don’t have time for
this, right? He can’t be my mate!”

I blinked. Mate? I knew humans were
considered mammals, but not that we took mates. Unless she meant in
terms of sex and reproduction, which I’d be happy to provide. At
least the sex part.

“Uh, what?”

“I fucking don’t have time for this. Do you
hear me?”

A rumble of distant thunder flowed across the
mountains around us from the building storm clouds and she scowled
deeper.

“It’s not funny.”

“Who are you talking to?”

She hissed a breath through her bared teeth
and shook her head. “No one. Look, Mr. DeVille—”

“Coop.”

She shook her head again. “We can’t do this.
It won’t work.”

“What can’t we do? I just wanted to talk more
after you took off. And I wanted to learn your name.” I opened my
hands to show my harmlessness. “Look, I didn’t mean to scare you or
freak you out. Hell, I’m kinda freaked out that I could sense where
you were. We can just sit here and talk. I’ll even stay right
here.”

She narrowed her eyes at me and I realized
I’d dropped into the careful tone of voice cops used when trying to
calm suspects. Shit, don’t blow it now.

But she surprised me by turning to face me
completely as she leaned on her bike. “Why do you want to
talk?”

All the usual suave responses disappeared out
of my thoughts before I could access them and I sat there
scrambling for something to say.

Because you’re beautiful and hearing your
voice turms me on.

Because I can’t get enough of being near
you.

Because I’m desperate for company and you’re
the first person who’s noticed me.

Oh yeah. All those things didn’t sound
stalkerish at all. I damn near choked on my sarcasm. No matter
which way I looked at it, following her to get her name was creepy
as hell and now I had no idea how to salvage the situation. Way
to go, DeVille.

I honestly didn’t know why I’d needed to
follow her. It didn’t make sense. Yes, talking to a member of the
Concrete Angels would help my case against Backlog, but that hadn’t
been why I’d followed the goddess on a motorcycle. I’d simply
needed to know more about her and to be close to her. And that was
just fuckin’ weird.

“You know what? You’re right. This was a
stupid idea.” I nodded, self-recrimination and frustration zipping
through me. “I’m gonna go. This has bad karma written all over it.
Story of my life.”

I lurched off Rosé and dug my keys out of my
front pocket, but her voice stopped me.

“What did you say?”

“I said it’s the story of my life.”

“No.” She shook her head as I paused in the
front of Rosé’s hood. “Before that.”

“What, about karma?”

She nodded. “Do you believe in karma?”

“Hell yeah, I believe in karma. What goes
around comes around, which is why I’m gonna head on outta here and
leave you alone. I’m sorry I scared you.” I resumed my trek to the
car’s door and had it opened before she appeared next to me.

She frowned and bit her
bottom lip as if she debated what she wanted to do, but then she
laid her hand on top of mine where it gripped the car door. That
weird shock of recognition dialed my need to be near her up to
about ten thousand and I gritted my teeth to keep from pulling her
closer. Just stay still, DeVille. Don’t
fuck this up.

She gasped and swallowed hard but she never
released my hand. She met my gaze and shrugged one shoulder. “My
name’s Karma.”

To be honest, it sounded more like a title,
but that didn’t make any sense.

“Seriously? Your folks named you Karma?” So
much for the smooth talker. “Sorry, that came out wrong. Hell, I’ve
pretty much screwed up this whole conversation. I might as well
finish it by telling you your ass looks fat on the bike, and
that’ll seal the deal.”

“My ass looks fat on my bike?”

“No, it looks awesome, but with my track
record so far, that seemed like my next illogical move.” I ran my
hand over my face, pretty sure I’d be leaving this place soon.

Karma threw her head back and laughed, a
joyous sound that made my bones melt and my heart leap with delight
like a kid on his birthday. Oh man, I thought I knew what I wanted
in life, but at that moment, all I wanted to do was make her laugh.
Forever. And ever, till death did we part.

“All right, Coop. I guess we can talk.” She
squeezed my hand one last time before releasing me. “Let’s sit on
the picnic table by the lake out of the sun.”

She strode away from me in
her ass-hugging jeans and my mouth watered at the curves under the
denim. Get your mind off of sex, jackass,
or you really will get bad karma. Another
naughty voice suggested bad Karma would be hot as hell, but I shook
my head and closed Rosé’s door to follow her.

It gave me a good look at her leather vest,
what bikers called their “cuts.” The image in the center showed a
gargoyle on a bike with flaming wheels, stone wings trailing behind
it. Her name “KARMA” sat above it and the rocker below said
“ENFORCER.” Holy shit, this woman could’ve kicked my ass and buried
my body without anyone knowing the difference. Maybe I was the
lucky one today.

“I noticed your cut. It doesn’t say
“property of” anywhere.” I settled on the picnic table bench across
from her.

“Oh, good, you noticed.” Her voice cracked
with sarcasm, but a smile curled her lips.

I groaned. “Can we just agree that I’m gonna
say stupid, sexist, and thoughtless things this whole conversation?
That way you don’t have to expect me to have my shit together at
all.”

She laughed again. “Don’t worry about it.
Most guys can’t handle a woman being a full member of a biker club,
much less the Enforcer. They just see tits and ass and start
thinking with the wrong head.” She shrugged. “I expect more.”

“More?”

“Yeah, I expect you to see me as a person.
I’ve definitely earned it.”

I frowned. “How else would I see you?”

She tilted her head. “As something pretty to
look at, as something to fuck, the usual.” She shrugged again. “I’m
giving you a chance to be something other than typical.”

Oh hell, this was a minefield. She was
pretty, beautiful in fact. And yeah, I wanted to fuck her. Check
that, I wanted to get intimate with her in hot and sweaty ways. But
what I’d seen of her and just knowing she wore the title of
Enforcer made me see her as more than just a pretty face.

Yeah, but how many guys see the tits first
and dismiss her until she shoves a gun up their asses?

I nodded. “I can’t guarantee I’ll be
anything other than typical, but I already see you as a person,
even if I was crazy stupid about how I tracked you down.” I rubbed
the back of my neck. “Sorry about that. I don’t have a clue how I
knew where to find you. I just did.”

Karma sighed and grimaced. “Don’t worry
about it. It’s probably gonna be that way for a while. So what did
you want talk to me about?”

“Uh…” My well-rehearsed
cover story slid right out of my thoughts. Where the hell is the cool and suave Marshal?
“You know, I totally lost my train of thought.
Must’ve derailed in Denver.”

“Alrighty then.” She nodded and turned back
to her bike. “I’ll see you around.”

“Wait!” Shit, was she
leaving? Get it together, Coop!
“How ’bout we head to the Shambala Center? They
have a nice little coffee shop there that serves what they call
magical teas.” I spread my hands when she raised an eyebrow. “What
do you say? Safe place, public venue. I promise to be a
gentleman.”

She snorted and shook her head. “If I wanted
a gentleman, I wouldn’t have stuck around here with you.” She
shrugged at my raised eyebrows. “I don’t know how I know that, I
just do.”

“It’s that thing about trusting your gut,
right?”

She nodded and I nodded back.

“Yeah, me too. So Karma, can I treat you to
a magical tea and pastries that taste remarkably like they’re made
with twigs and sawdust? Or should we hang out here?”

“I think we should stay here. I mean, twigs
and sawdust usually light my fire, but I’m trying to watch my
figure.” She winked and I laughed, real delight washing through
me.

She wants to hang out and talk to me!

I hadn’t heard that voice in a while. The
inner nerdy teenaged boy who never got the pretty girls to notice
him. I’d grown up since then, and matured. My body had filled out
and I had a decent physique, but that teenaged boy still did the
happy-dance when the ladies noticed.

Now don’t blow it with her.

Easier said than done.


 


Chapter Three


Karma

 


 


Cooper DeVille was my true mate. How the
hell had that happened? I was Karma, the energy of ‘what goes
around comes around’ in physical form. How the hell could I have a
mate? I hadn’t existed in physical form one hundred years ago. I
had no idea how Loki pulled it off, but he harnessed my energy and
gave me a body. We figured out together that staying in this form
required life year payments. Fortunately, there were several beings
who wanted retribution done quickly, and I’d gotten used to being
here and “living.”

But that didn’t explain how I could have an
actual fated mate.

I liked his laugh, though, and wanted to
hear it a lot more often. Karma can be funny. Sometimes. And his
laugh did funny things to my insides.

“Okay, so you followed me out here, derailed
your train of thought, and you know about the magical teas at the
Shambala Center. What brings you out here to the Rockies?”

He gave me a half-smile. “Camping, actually.
I took some time off to get back to nature. I used to hike all the
time in college, but once I started working for real, I stopped
having time to do anything fun.”

“What do you do for work?”

“I’m an investigator.”

“Like a P.I.?” I raised my brows. “I thought
that had a lot of downtime.”

“Not when you want the pay the bills.” He
snorted. “Lately it’s been full time, all the time. So I decided to
take a break. Search for hidden trails and secret waterfalls rather
than someone’s cheating spouse or runaway siblings.”

“Yeah, that would drive me insane.” Though
part of what he did was my doing. If he caught the adulterers or
thieves, that belonged to my purview. “Are you based here in
Colorado, or really getting away?”

“Denver, actually, but I didn’t want to go
anywhere close to the city. I wanted to go somewhere new.” He
nodded to my cut. “Are you really a member of a motorcycle
club?”

“No, I just wear this leather cut because it
looks cool.”

For a moment, his expression froze in the
“wha...” look, before he grinned and laughed again. “Yeah, okay,
maybe that was a stupid question. What does “enforcer” mean?”

“It means I enforce the rules and bylaws of
the club, and I do what needs to be done when it needs doing.” I
didn’t tell him that included taking care of members who’d screwed
the club or killing off enemies. Fortunately, those were rare
occurrences, but when their karma came up, it was my job to follow
through.

“So, that means you’re part of the
leadership, right?”

I raised an eyebrow. “Yeah, maybe. Why?”

“That’s very cool. I’ve never met someone
who rode in a real motorcycle club. Just those weekend warrior
fools who think being badass is riding around on a cruiser with a
little neon orange flag waving off the back.”

The image was so incongruous to the Concrete
Angels, I couldn’t hold back the laughter. “I can see why I’d be an
anomaly.”

“Now, don’t go using those big words on me.
I might not be able to follow the conversation.”

I snorted. If he wasn’t smarter than he
pretended to be, then I was human. “I’ll try to keep it simple.” I
straightened and gave him an amused smile. “It’s been entertaining
to meet and talk with you, Coop, but I gotta get a move on.”

“Aw, and we were having such fun out here in
the middle of nowhere.” His smile lost some wattage, but he hid his
disappointment well. “Well, if you gotta go, you gotta go. Can we
trade cell numbers then? I’d like to have another one of these
serendipitous meetings again.”

“Now who’s using the big words?” I grinned
at his smug expression. “Sure, we can exchange numbers. Just don’t
call me. I rarely answer. I’m better at texting.”

He nodded as he gave me his number. “You
don’t answer calls?”

I shrugged. “I don’t like to be interrupted
by sound, but I answer when it’s important. It depends on who’s
calling.”

“I hope I make it to your important-callers
list.” The smile he offered made me think of naughty things in more
horizontal situations and I turned my face away before he saw me
flush with excitement. I had a bad habit of showing when I wanted
sex.

What the fuck is wrong with
me? Sex didn’t phase me at all. It felt
good and scratched the itch of arousal when it came up. I didn’t
have the hangups that humans carried around with them. Granted, I
required my partners to be old enough to know what they were
doing—no teenagers, or virgins if I could help it—and I didn’t keep
them long-term. Too much drama with that.

Fantasies of getting busy with Coop already
infiltrated my thoughts and I wanted to have some quiet space of my
own to savor them. But I didn’t want him to know I was having
them.

“We’ll see.” I cleared my throat. “So, I’ll
see you around, Coop.”

“Yeah, I hope so. I’ll text you.”

I grinned. “You do that. Maybe I’ll text
back.” I winked and swung my leg over my ride.

To be brutally honest, I kinda hoped he’d
text me before I made it back to the Concrete Angels’ compound.

 


****

 


Cooper

 


Thank every deity out there that Karma
hadn’t written me off as a creepy stalker. Not that I wasn’t
stalking her, sort of. But at least she’d given me permission to
contact her. I’d texted her a few times since I met her at the lake
and she’d actually answered. Still, after three days I still hadn’t
figured out a way onto the Concrete Angels’ compound. And I didn’t
see any casual way to have her invite me up to her place.

So, I’d been observing from my bush-and-rock
nest above their little oasis, hoping to get more of a sense of who
I should be following and who I needed to avoid. I had candidates
for both lists.

The guy known as Loki scared the living shit
out of me. He walked around with a perpetual half-smile and
everyone got the hell out of his way. Sometimes he would mess with
some of the members just to see how they reacted. The few times he
glanced my way on the hill, I dropped to the ground and hid behind
the rocks, my heart pounding in my chest. I didn’t need his
attention.

But the guy who seemed to be his right-hand
man had a quality to him that made me want to pay attention. I’d
never been interested in watching guys beyond surveillance, but
this man had strength, power, and grace all rolled up in a
warrior’s body. He also had tats across his chest and shoulders,
which only added to his badassery. He was the kind of guy I’d want
as a best friend, ’cause he’d always have my back. Everyone around
him treated him with deference and respect, and I never saw him get
into fights. His presence seemed to sooth most people.

Another person I thought might be useful was
a small woman. She, too, commanded respect and response from the
other members of the club, and the few times one of the
probationary members got handsy with her, she damn near broke his
fingers off one by one. She seemed to be in the know, though, and
it would be worth learning more about her when I got the
chance.

But the one person I couldn’t take my eyes
off whenever she appeared in my field of view was Karma. She made
my heart pound for a completely different reason than Loki. My
palms sweated and my cock stiffened, and I wasn’t anywhere near
her. Just the way she moved had me thinking of hot, sweaty nights
on cool cotton sheets, and I had to rub one out a couple of times
to find my sanity. I’d never had a woman affect me so strongly
before, and it made me doubly determined to get inside the
compound.

Fortunately, the probationary members gave
me the chance.

I’d been keeping track of all the members of
the Concrete Angels, but when a small group of the junior members
headed out, I scrambled to tag along. I kept my distance, driving
like a tourist enjoying the winding mountain roads. When they
pulled into a small hole-in-the-wall liquor store on the outskirts
of Fort Collins, it gave me the chance to make my move.

“Fuck, man, how the fuck are we gonna get
all the beer and shit back?” The lanky kid with peach fuzz on his
face in mangey bits scowled at the cases and his bike as they set
them on the ground. “It’s not like I can carry it one-handed.”

The other dimwitted punks seemed to be at a
loss as they stood around scratching their heads. I hid my grin as
I came out the door behind them with a fifth of Captain Morgan.

“Everything okay, guys?” I asked as I headed
to my Caddy.

The crew turned suspicious eyes on me until
they got a look at my car. Those old Cadillacs might be heavy and
bulky, but just about everyone likes to look at them.

“Is that your car?”

I ignored the stupidity in the question and
nodded. “Yup. Every sexy inch of her.”

“Wow, that’s cool.” Mangey grinned and
sauntered closer. “How big’s the trunk?”

“Fifty-one point three square feet.” I put
the rum in the aforementioned trunk. “Why?”

“You wanna come to a party? You could bring
your girlfriend, too.”

That went well.
But I narrowed my eyes. “What do I gotta
do?”

“Just let us borrow your trunk. You bring the
beer and we’re good to go.”

Hook, line, and
sinker. I pretended to consider, switching
my gaze between the five punks who wore varying expressions of
hopefulness. When I came back to Mangey, I let a smile curl my
lips.

“Yeah, okay. Where are we goin’?” I left the
trunk open and the guys brought the cases of beer to load them
up.

Mangey gave me what he thought was a
confident smirk. “All you gotta do is follow us. You got a girl to
bring?” The way he licked his lips made my skin crawl, but I shook
my head.

“Nah. Not currently. Don’t you have girls
where we’re goin’?”

The guys shared looks and I bet dollars to
doughnuts they were thinking of the woman who’d almost broken their
fingers.

“Yeah, but it’s just better if you bring
your own. Most of the women there are the club’s old ladies.”
Mangey shrugged, uncomfortable.

Maybe he’s not as dumb as he looks.

I shrugged as I got into my Caddy. “Fine
with me. Lead the way.”

“All right.” Mangey grinned and sat his bike
as I closed the Caddy’s door.

He waved to everyone and headed out. I let
the others follow him before I drove after the group, pretending
not to know where we were going. I also pretended that the only
reason I wanted in to the compound was to find evidence that the
Concrete Angels were working with the Backlog organization. But in
reality, I just wanted to see Karma up close again.

My cock stiffened in my jeans when I thought
of her, and I had to think about car maintenance to make it go down
before I showed up with a woody.
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