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Chapter One

 


Riley Grayson glanced at her mother’s old
wristwatch: 2:00 AM. Closing time. She let out a sigh of relief as
she moved behind the bar, wiping down counters as she prepared to
close for the night.

“Last call,” Riley announced to
the remaining patrons at the bar. “We’ll be closing up soon, so
finish your drinks.”

Most of the customers, her regulars, gave her
understanding nods before downing the rest of the drinks. Her gaze
lingered on the dark-haired gorgeous man wearing a leather jacket
seated at the end of the bar. He probably wasn’t considered
handsome by most women’s standards, but she certainly couldn’t look
away the moment he entered the bar.

He sauntered in like a king, like he owned the
place, but he didn’t talk or acknowledge anyone but Riley. Riley
could feel the weight of his grey-eyed stare all evening.

As she served his beer, Riley had wondered what it
would feel like to have such experienced hands and lips on her
body. She always had a thing for older men and this biker hit all
of her buttons from the get-go.

Then she remembered her responsibilities, Rob’s
expensive habit, and the stack of bills on her kitchen table. Riley
had no time for romance.

In fact, it always seemed she had no time for
anything, especially after her parents passed away in a car
accident when she was 18 and Rob was 19.

As she approached him, she couldn’t help but feel a
subtle flutter in her chest. His eyes met hers, and the connection
was electric, as if they had known each other for years, though
they had only exchanged a few polite words throughout the
night.

“I hate
to interrupt, but we’re closing up now. Time to call it a night,”
Riley told him.

The biker looked up from his drink. He focused his
slate-grey eyes on her and Riley’s heart hammered. At that moment,
he didn’t look the least bit drunk. His gaze captured hers, as if
he was trying to read her like an open book.

Riley worked as a bartender. Men hit on her all the
time. She always dismissed the attention as harmless flirting but
the look this biker gave her was that of pure, wild hunger.

What would happen if she bent down and kissed him?
Where did that line of thought even come from? Riley didn’t kiss or
get involved with her customers. That was one of her personal
rules.

“What
time is it?” he asked.

“Two AM,”
Riley answered.

“That
late already?”

“I can
call you a cab,” Riley offered when the biker didn’t make another
move.

He hesitated and Riley followed his gaze. He looked
out the windows, staring at the lone motorcycle in the parking lot.
Of course, a man like this rode a Harley, Riley thought.

What would it be like to ride such a powerful
machine, the engine purring beneath her thighs? Riley would
probably have to wrap her arms around this biker’s inked and
muscled body.

God. Her imagination was on overdrive tonight.

Eventually, the biker relented. He nodded in
agreement. “All right, fine, call me a cab,” he mumbled, sounding
irritated.

Riley flashed him a warm smile, before picking up
her landline and dialing the local taxi service. While they waited
for the cab to arrive, she chatted with the biker to pass the
time.

“I didn’t
catch your name,” she said.

“Ben
Quinn, but most people call me Breaker,” he said.

“Why do
they call you that?” Riley asked, intrigued.

She couldn’t help but notice the patch on his
leather jacket. It was a grinning skull and crossbones. The word
“President” was embroidered above the patch.

“I have a
tendency to break everything I touch.” Breaker let out a hollow
laugh.

Most people, Riley guessed, would’ve been
intimidated by the big, tattooed biker who could probably break a
man in half, but she wasn’t. Riley was intrigued and maybe that
ought to scare her.

Breaker had the eyes of an unrepentant killer. Riley
knew, because when she was 18, she sat across the courtroom from
the man who ran over her parents.

“This is
my first time in here,” Breaker was saying.

“I can
tell. I’ve never seen you around these parts before,” Riley
said.

“My men
and I usually frequent our favorite nighttime joints,” he
said. “But tonight, I wanted to be away from the usual noise of the
club.”

“Is
tonight special?” Riley asked.

“It’s my
late wife’s death anniversary,” Breaker said.

At that moment, he looked so infinitely sad and
terribly alone that Riley couldn’t help but place a comforting hand
on his broad shoulder.

He placed his heavily inked fingers over her hand.
They were large, warm, and callused. This was a man who wasn’t
afraid of hard labor.

“I’m
sorry,” Riley murmured. “We never truly stop grieving our
losses.”

“Who did
you lose?” Breaker asked. Those steel-colored eyes of his looked
uncommonly alert, like a predator shaking itself from
sleep.

“My
parents,” Riley answered.

Soon enough, the cab pulled up outside, and Riley
escorted Breaker to the door. She didn’t have to, but it seemed she
couldn’t stop touching the biker.

“Thanks for taking care of me, Riley.” There was a
wild glint in Breaker’s eyes Riley couldn’t identify but it made
her heart race a little faster.

“It’s my
pleasure,” Riley replied sincerely. “Take care, and have a good
night.”

“One more
thing,” Breaker said, before getting inside the cab.

“Did you
forget anything in the bar?” Riley asked.

Breaker turned to face her, and she found herself
unable to look away from those intense, enigmatic eyes that
reminded her of winter.

Without a word, Breaker stepped closer, and her
heart pounded in anticipation. In that moment, the gritty parking
lot and bar around them seemed to fade away, leaving just the two
of them.

Breaker cupped her cheek tenderly with his hand, and
Riley felt a soft shiver run down her spine. His touch was gentle
yet electrifying, and she found herself leaning into it, drawn to
his warmth. Without hesitation, Breaker leaned in, and their lips
met in a tender, lingering kiss. Riley’s mind was a whirlwind of
emotions, a mix of surprise and undeniable attraction. When they
finally parted, they both stood there, breathless. The cabbie
honked. Breaker looked at the cab, then back at her. Was that
longing and regret in his eyes?

“Take care, Riley,” he said.

“You too,” she replied, her voice barely above a
whisper.

“Wait,” Breaker said.
“Give me
your phone.”

“Why?”
Riley asked.

“So I
could add my number, in case you wanna chat,” Breaker
said.

Riley couldn’t argue with that. She didn’t know why
she simply unlocked her phone and handed it to him.

After adding his number, Breaker got into the cab,
and Riley watched as it drove away into the night. She looked at
her phone with his number for a few moments, wondering why he did
that. Riley returned inside. The bar was now empty, but her mind
was filled with the memory of that unexpected kiss and Breaker.

Riley shook her head as she finally locked up. No
use pondering over Breaker’s kiss. Most likely, she’d never see him
again. After all, Breaker mentioned tonight was an anomaly.

Riley turned off the neon lights of the bar, then
trudged home. Breaker’s kiss felt like a sudden boost of caffeine
to her system but the effect was fast fading. Exhaustion set in,
weighing heavily on her shoulders.

Riley couldn’t wait to take a quick shower, then
collapse on her bed. Her phone vibrated in the pocket of her jeans.
Riley pulled it out and read the text her brother sent her.

Rob: Are
you on your way home? I’m in deep trouble.

Riley: What kind of trouble?

Rob: Just
hurry.

As she approached her apartment building, she
couldn’t shake the nagging worry about Rob. Rob only texted her for
two reasons: One, if he needed money to fund his drug habit; and
two, if he ran into trouble. Rob might be one year older than
Riley, but he always acted like the younger sibling. For crying out
loud, Riley was now 23 and he was 24. Rob was by all accounts an
adult capable of getting a job and making his own decisions. It was
Riley’s fault for enabling him, for allowing him to cling to her
like a parasite.

Her pulse raced when she saw that the door to her
apartment unit was unlocked. She sucked in a breath, wondering if
she should call the cops. Then again, Riley never had a good
experience with local law enforcement. The last time Rob was
arrested, the coppers at the station only gave her and Rob a hard
time. Rob was the addict and he had a criminal record, but the cops
looked at her the same way. Like she was scum. No, Riley decided.
She’d see what kind of mess her brother had gotten into, and decide
after. Taking a deep breath, Riley pushed her way inside the
apartment.

“Close
the door behind you,” said a voice.

Her heart sank when she saw Rob slouched on the
couch, his eyes vacant and glassy. Standing next to Rob was a large
man in a leather jacket. She swallowed, seeing the snake emblem on
his cut. A member of the Black Vipers MC. Rob got his heroin supply
from an MC member and everyone knew the Black Vipers owned this
town.

“So,
you’re Rob’s little sister, Riley. I’m Snake, Rob’s dealer,” Snake
said. He regarded her with an unsettling intensity. Unlike
Breaker’s welcomed attention at the bar, this man’s stare sent
shivers down her spine.

“What are you doing here? What do want?” Riley
asked, her voice quivering with a mixture of fear and anger.

“You’re
Rob’s sister, so you’re connected to his
mess now,” Snake said simply.

Riley’s heart pounded as she swallowed the lump in
her throat. “What mess? What do you want from me?”

“Your brother owes us a significant debt, and it’s
time to collect,” Snake replied with a cruel edge in his voice.
“You’re going to work for us until the
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