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        Out of the dark comes a knight she least expects.

      

        

      
        He’s the Sergeant at Arms for the Dark Knights MC. He enforces the rules and gets his hands dirty.

        She’s the daughter of a biker. Property of another MC.

        She’s young. He’s not.

        He’s lived a life. She’s just finding her way.

        She’s a bad idea.

        A very bad idea.

        One which can quickly turn allies into rivals.

        One war is over, he’s not ready to begin another.

        But the temptation might make it unavoidable.

      

        

      
        Note: While this interracial/age gap story can be read as a standalone, it’s best to read it after the Down & Dirty: Dirty Angels MC books to know the background of both the H and h. As with all my books, it doesn’t have a cliffhanger and has an HEA.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Author’s Note

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Dear readers,

      

        

      
        You met Magnum, the Dark Knights MC’s Sgt at Arms, in my Dirty Angels MC series. And ever since he showed up in book 2 (Jag’s book), he interested me (and also you readers) so I knew he needed a book of his own. Well, here it is! As I wrote his book, I fell deeply in love with him and I hope you do, too!

      

        

      
        Please note: this book occurs about 7-8 years after the last Dirty Angels MC book (book 10, Crow’s book).  My timelines aren’t exact, please don’t hold that against me.  :)

      

        

      
        Much love,  Jeanne

        xoxo
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      With a twist of his wrist, Magnum downed the rest of his whiskey, slapped the shot glass on the worn, scarred table in front of him, planted his boots onto the floor and sat back in his chair, crossing his arms over his chest.

      He did this all while staring at the young blonde across his bar. That was right, his fucking bar.

      He knew she wasn’t scouting.

      He knew she wasn’t gathering intel.

      Why she would show up at Dirty Dick’s, his club’s bar, he had no fucking clue.

      Why she would sit down and make herself at home in the Dark Knights MC hangout, he didn’t know.

      While he needed to find out, he was in no rush to see what her angle was. Fuck no, he’d wait a bit and see how it all played out.

      His club brothers were eyeballing her, but none had been stupid enough to approach. So far.

      Why? Because they all knew who she was. And like Magnum, had no idea why she was there.

      But it spooked the ones who knew who her father was. A member of an ally MC, the Dirty Angels.

      She was young when Magnum first met her and now, even ten years later, she was still too young.

      One good reason to avoid her should be her father being a member of another MC.

      Add the fact that she didn’t grow up in that MC. Fuck no, she grew up in a rich neighborhood, attending private schools. Attending a good college.

      The problem was, she was his type. Long legs, long blonde hair, green eyes and fair skinned. Not to mention—and hard to ignore—curves in all the right places. So, he couldn’t help but watch her for the past few years. Once she became legal, of course.

      Because he did not fuck, or even eye-fuck, jailbait. Never had, never would.

      It wasn’t her youth which drew him, anyway. Once she’d matured and filled out, it was those very curves, the confidence she carried and her capture-your-soul green eyes she pointed at him.

      But even then, he had only watched her. At poker runs, at the DAMC parties, at the Toys for Tots drives, at Ellie Walker’s fundraisers for the Walker Foundation, which helped needy amputees.

      He’d seen her at them all.

      But he’d kept his distance. For the most part.

      And for good reason.

      But why had he caught her attention?

      He had no fucking clue. Because they couldn’t be more opposite.

      Was she still too young? Fuck yeah.

      Did he want her anyway? Fuck yeah.

      Was it smart? Fuck no.

      But his undeniable interest in Caitlin was a no-fucking-go.

      Not unless he wanted to cause a war.

      For almost the last decade, shit had settled, and the Knights had made strong allies. Not only with the Angels, but also with the Blood Fury MC up north.

      Between the three clubs, they ruled the western half of Pennsylvania. So currently, life was easy.

      It wouldn’t remain that way by Cait showing up solo at Dirty Dick’s.

      Dawg was protective of his daughters, whether they were five or twenty-five. Whether he claimed them at birth or at almost fifteen.

      You did not fuck with a brother’s daughter, whether from your own MC or another’s. At least not without getting permission first.

      And if you approached that brother, you’d better be damn sure you planned on taking that relationship seriously. You did not approach a brother just to ask to bang Daddy’s little girl. Fuck no. Not if you wanted to keep, not only your throat intact, but your nuts securely in your sac.

      So, it made him wonder why the fuck she walked into his bar and sat at one of his tables.

      He waited to see if any of his brothers dared to approach, in case she was there to meet one of them.

      What was fucking crazy, she didn’t even scan the room. Not once. She’d walked in, sat at an empty table and, after one of his girls took her order and returned with a drink, she took a long swallow and then stared at it with her eyebrows pinned together.

      This did not give him the warm fuzzies. Especially with someone as outgoing and outspoken as Cait.

      He raised his hand and motioned Nina over.

      Nina hurried over to him, ran her long pointy nails across the skin at the back of his neck and asked, “What do you need, Big Daddy?”

      For fuck’s sake, Nina had been trying to get his dick for months now. She wasn’t going to do it by calling him Big Daddy. She wasn’t going to do it at all. Nina wasn’t his type.

      His tastes ran elsewhere.

      His eyes slid back to Caitlin, who’d now almost finished her drink.

      He jerked his chin up toward the blonde. “Why she here?”

      Nina lifted a slender shoulder. “Didn’t ask. Should I have?” Her claw-like nails dug deeper into his neck.

      Normally that shit would get him hard. Just not from Nina.

      “Yeah, get ‘er another drink and dig.”

      “Want me to tell her to leave?”

      “I fuckin’ tell you that?”

      Nina made a face. “No. But whatever you need, Big Daddy...”

      “Told you what I fuckin’ need. When you get ‘er another drink, tell Wick to get me another shot.”

      “I’ll get that for you now.”

      As she spun away, Magnum reached out and snagged her wrist, jerking her to a halt. “Problem with you, Nina, is you don’t fuckin’ listen. Told you what to do. Now do it.”

      Nina’s nostrils flared and her jaw got tight, but not as tight as his. Then a second later, she nodded and, thank fuck, kept her mouth shut.

      Magnum released her and she scurried away. He watched her long enough to make sure she was doing what she was told, then his eyes sliced back to Cait.

      With her gaze still directed at her glass, she was clueless two of his brothers were moving in. Like two fucking panthers stalking a doe at a watering hole.

      He caught Cue’s eye and cocked a pointed eyebrow at him. Cue slapped Cisco’s arm and both quickly fell back.

      Smart move on both their parts.

      Nobody from his club was touching her. No-fucking-body.

      Not even him.

      Nina approached her table again and set down a fresh drink. She hovered for a few, trying to make convo with Cait.

      A few seconds later, Nina’s mouth became pinched and her lips flattened out before she swiped the empty glass off the table and headed back to the bar.

      She was beside Magnum not a minute later, putting two more shots in front of him.

      Magnum downed one, then waited. Of course Nina just fucking stood there. She was a beautiful woman but he swore she was missing shit upstairs. Another reason he wasn’t into her. He might not be very educated, but he liked a woman who had more than two brain cells to rub together.

      “Jesus fuck,” he muttered finally and shook his head.

      Nina’s hands flew up and she huffed. “No fucking clue, Big Daddy, she wouldn’t say much besides thank you.”

      Christ.

      “Maybe she’s waiting for someone.”

      Maybe.

      “A date or something.”

      Magnum raised his eyes to hers. “When the fuck you ever seen someone in here on a fuckin’ date?”

      Nina shrugged. “Don’t know. I don’t really pay that much attention to it.”

      “Especially a white girl in a Black biker bar?”

      Nina pursed her full lips and rubbed the back of her neck. “Plenty of white girls in here. With one of the brothers.”

      “She with a fuckin’ brother?” he just about shouted.

      “Not yet.”

      His fingers curled into fists and he stared at them, trying not to lose his shit. “Go. Go back the fuck over there an’ bring ‘er here.”

      “But—”

      “Now, Nina.”

      Nina huffed again and headed back over to Cait’s table.

      Nina said something to her and Cait’s head raised, she answered, then her neck twisted toward him. Nina jerked her chin towards Magnum and the blonde stood and, without an escort, headed in his direction.

      She took her time, all eyes in the bar on her, which annoyed Magnum more than it should.

      Since she was taking her sweet time, so did he, running his gaze from top to toe.

      Yeah, that fourteen-going-on-fifteen-year-old who Dawg discovered was his and claimed, was no longer that thin, petite blonde young girl. She’d graduated fucking high school, she’d graduated college and she was beginning to carve her way in the world. And along that way, she’d developed into a woman, attitude and all.

      Made no sense why she was in Dirty Dick’s. None at all. But he was about to find out.

      “Hey, Mag,” she said softly with a barely-there smile that got him smack in the middle of his gut.

      Trouble, nothing but fucking trouble, he reminded himself. “Sit the fuck down.”

      That start of a smile slipped upside down as she plunked her drink down on the scarred and scratched table—his fucking table—and yanked out the chair opposite him.

      Magnum waited until she settled her bones. Once she did and opened her mouth, he threw up his hand to stop her.

      He shook his head, then locked his gaze with hers to make sure she was listening. “Story time. Long time ago a really fuckin’ hot redhead did a stupid thing. She walked into this fuckin’ bar. Didn’t know she was DAMC property at the time. What she did wasn’t smart, and it really pissed off her man. That man, you know as Jag, dragged her ass outta here. Ivy came in scoutin’ for info. See if we were doin’ a territory grab. We weren’t, but it still coulda caused a shitload of problems between your father’s club and mine. Luckily it didn’t because we were busy dealin’ with a bunch of fucksticks called the Shadow Warriors. We had a common enemy and goal. Now we don’t. Wanna keep it that way, Cait. You showin’ up here, especially when you stand out the way you do... Blonde, green-eyed, with great fuckin’ tits and ass...” He sucked in a breath and shook his head again. “History’s proven wars have been started over less.”

      She opened her mouth again and he cut her off, making her eyes narrow and her lips thin, but he didn’t give a fuck.

      “Likin’ the peace right now. All I gotta do is protect my brothers from themselves, not protect them from an enemy. You fuckin’ showin’ up here can make us an enemy. You hookin’ up with any of my brothers will start that war. Your daddy ain’t gonna like you’re here. Pretty sure he’d expect me to squash any shit you start with one of my brothers.”

      Her voice wasn’t so soft this time when she announced, “I’m not here for any of your brothers.”

      He leaned forward, still keeping their gazes locked. “Then what the fuck you here for?”

      “You.”

      His brow dropped low. Bullshit. “Why didn’t you approach first thing? Why’d you sit over there if you’re here for me?”

      One of her long slender fingers with a light pink painted nail distracted him as she traced the word “KNIGHTHOOD” raggedly carved into his table by someone’s knife. “I was gathering my thoughts... and...” The breath hissed softly from her.

      He raised his eyes back to her green ones, the color reminding him of a gemstone. “An’ what?”

      “And my courage.”

      His head snapped back. “Nobody more confident than you, Caitie.”

      Fuck. He didn’t mean to call her that. It was just a slip of the fucking tongue. Just like what happened at Diesel’s wedding. A slip of the goddamn tongue.

      If she was here for that... If she was here for more...

      Whatever this was, whatever she was here for, he needed to shut this down. And do it right fucking now. “Already lived half my life. You’re just startin’ out. You don’t need the hassle that comes along with a man like me. Got your whole life ahead of you. What we did at D’s weddin’ was a mistake. Told you that. Thought you understood.”

      “I’m not here about that.”

      Yeah, it was over a year ago, but he still hadn’t forgotten it. Still hadn’t rid himself of the memory of how sweet she tasted on his tongue. It was the one and only time he did something more than watch her.

      He did something he shouldn’t have. And he was lucky he hadn’t been caught. Once he realized what a stupid fuck he was being, he got away from her and stayed away.

      He didn’t need that temptation.

      But here she was.

      Her lips twisted. “I mean, you’re hot and all that. But you’re not irresistible.”

      He cocked a brow, pursed his lips and sat back in his chair. “I’m pretty fuckin’ irresistible.”

      “Mmm.” She tilted her head and made a show of studying him. “Jury’s out on that. Irritable, more like it.”

      He surged forward, slammed his palms on the table and growled, “Didn’t...” He flared his nostrils and sucked air deep. She played him. Jesus fuck. “Woman, spill it or get the fuck out of my bar.”

      She glanced around. “This is your bar, Magnum, or the Knights’ bar?”

      “The Knights’, which means it’s mine. Talk, Cait.”

      The flame in her eyes suddenly extinguished.

      As much as he didn’t want to see her in Dirty Dick’s, he also didn’t like seeing that light dim.

      His chest tightened as she leaned back in her chair and closed her eyes, her fingernail now nervously picking at the carved letters and making little shavings. If she didn’t stop, she’d shred her nails and they weren’t very long as it was.

      Something was up and he didn’t like it. He didn’t like it one fucking bit. “Cait!” he barked, because he couldn’t take much more of her hesitating.

      Her eyes slowly opened, and they looked troubled. That did not help his damn soaring blood pressure at all.

      “I need your help.”

      Those four words made his heart seize, then begin to pound as loud as a bass drum in his ears. Why the fuck was she coming to him? What the fuck was going on?

      Keep your shit together, brother. Keep it the fuck together. “Don’t need my fuckin’ help, Cait. Got a whole club at your back. And it’s not mine. Like I said, don’t need a fuckin’ war.”

      Goddamn it. He didn’t need anything to cause tension between the Knights and the Angels. No fucking way.

      “I can’t go to anyone in the club with this. It’ll create more of a... a mess than it already is.”

      Goddamn it. “The Shadows.”

      “They work for Diesel who won’t keep shit from Dad.”

      Goddamn it. “The pigs.”

      She sighed. “Axel. He’ll tell Bella and Bella will tell D or Dawg.”

      Jesus fuck. She was probably right, Axhole would run to his wife like the pussy-whipped pig he was. “Yep, screwed no matter who you go to.”

      “Except you.”

      He could debate that, too. Because there was nothing more he wanted to do than pound her like a nail into the wall.

      He downed his remaining shot, slammed his hand on the table, making his empty shot glasses jump, as well as her Jack and Coke—or whatever the fuck she was drinking, or actually not drinking—spill over the rim. “Nina!” he bellowed and lifted two fingers. “Now!”

      Not even a minute later, Nina rushed over with two more shots and slid them both in front of him. She gave Cait a frown, who gave her an answering shrug and then scurried away.

      The woman was at least smart enough to know to stay away from him when he was not in a good mood. And right now, he was on the wrong side of a good anything.

      He downed one double shot, then the next, and waited for the warmth to hit his gut and his pulse to stop raging. But it ended up being more of a searing burn which turned his stomach. “So far, you haven’t told me shit. And not sure I wanna hear it if you can’t tell anyone in your club. You belong to them, Caitie. You’re Angels’ property. I can’t step in and interfere.”

      “I’m not property of the club.”

      Her cheeks were now flushed, and her eyes held a hard glitter. She was getting pissed. Good. Because so was he.

      “Babe, you became property of the DAMC the second your daddy’s swimmer hit your momma’s egg.”

      Fuck yeah, she was getting pissed.

      “I didn’t know my father until I was almost fifteen!” she shouted.

      “Don’t fuckin’ matter.”

      She shot to her feet. “Fine! If you don’t want to help me, I’ll go elsewhere.”

      Oh, now she was getting an attitude. Fuck that.

      He reached out, grabbed her wrist and jerked her back into her seat. “Sit the fuck down and fuckin’ spill it, Cait. Least tell me what the fuck’s goin’ on that’s got you all fucked up.”

      “You have to promise not to tell anyone.”

      He almost rolled his fucking eyes. And it took a lot for him to do that. “Not promisin’ shit.”

      “Then, fuck you.” She tried to surge to her feet again, but he still held her wrist. That outburst had him tightening his grip to keep her in her seat.

      “Woman, you walk into this fuckin’ bar, try to get me involved in shit and now you’re gettin’ an attitude with me? That shit ain’t gonna fly.”

      When she squeezed her eyes shut and her wrist trembled within his fingers, he knew that very fucking second he was not letting her leave without knowing what the fuck was going on. Even if he couldn’t help her, he wanted to know.

      He needed to know. Because now his thoughts were spinning, and his gut was a raging fire.

      “Cait, you’re killin’ me here.” He had done his best to soften his tone, even though he was ready to flip the fuck out. “Cait!” he barked so loudly, she jumped and opened her eyes.

      What could be so bad, she was afraid to say it?

      What happened to her unwavering confidence? What the fuck happened to her?

      He rose from his seat, not releasing her wrist. He was not risking her running out of that bar and him being left in the dark. Because he could not chase her down if she did that. Especially if she ran back to Angels’ territory and back to Dawg’s house in the DAMC compound.

      That would raise way too many red flags. And he hated the color red.

      No, he was getting to the bottom of whatever the fuck was going on and he was doing that right now.
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      Cait’s heart became a deafening beat in her ears as Magnum pulled her out of her seat and began to drag her from the back corner where he “ruled” the Knights’ hangout with a meaty fist. He slammed the double swinging doors to the rear of the bar so hard with his palm, if someone had been standing on the other side, that person would’ve been knocked out. He continued through the kitchen where several heads popped up, eyes went wide, and mouths dropped open.

      She understood their reaction. She was having it, too.

      She had no idea where he was taking her, but he was on a mission. His long, thick legs propelled him like an out of control locomotive past the kitchen staff as he dragged her along, with her attempting to keep up.

      She had long legs for a woman, but not as long as his. It also didn’t help she was wearing heeled ankle boots with her jeans. They weren’t crazy high like stilettos but enough of a heel that she would’ve stumbled a couple times if he wasn’t like a Belgian draft horse pulling a loaded cart.

      Her being the cart.

      She was surprised he hadn’t simply tossed her over his shoulder so he could hoof it to wherever they were going even faster. Though, for a big, bulky man, he moved pretty damn quickly.

      Suddenly, they were at a rear door with an emergency exit bar, which he slammed, then they were outside in the dark of the mid-September night.

      He did not hesitate, he did not pause, he kept barreling along.

      “Hey,” she said, getting a little worried as they got farther away from the rear of Dirty Dick’s.

      Did she trust him? Yes, definitely. But he was still freaking her out.

      “Hey!” she tried again, louder this time.

      Nothing. He had a mission and he was on it.

      Which she realized was him heading toward what looked like a garage behind the bar. Was that the Knights’ church? Was that where the members met?

      Stopping in front of a solid metal door, he jerked a ring of keys out of his front pocket, inserted one into the deadbolt and twisted it. She was surprised when the key didn’t snap in half.

      “Are you kidnapping me?” she asked halfheartedly as he shoved the door open and pushed her inside. “Magnum!” she snapped when he didn’t answer.

      He slammed the door shut behind them, and she heard the twist of the lock before the lights came on, blinding her for a second.

      She blinked.

      Whatever this was, it was not what she was expecting.

      A garage, yes. A storage building, yes. But what she found was neither of those things.

      It could be said the inside did not match the outside. Not even close.

      While anyone would think this was just a plain building that stored vehicles or someone’s stuff, it was anything but.

      He finally released her wrist and moved past her deeper into his...

      House? Apartment?

      The interior had a totally open floor plan similar to a loft apartment where the lower level consisted of the main living space, with stairs along one wall to an open loft above. She could barely see the edge of a large bed and a couple dressers up there, but from where she stood that was all she could see.

      “This is,” she whispered, “unexpected.”

      “You showin’ the fuck up at my bar was unexpected, too.” He jabbed a large finger at a high quality, dark brown leather sectional and barked, “Sit.”

      She turned around in place and took it all in. It was really freaking nice. Like he’d brought in some sort of interior designer and just let whoever it was loose to do his or her thing.

      “Brooke or Kelsea?” Those were the only two designers she knew, and it would make sense if he’d used them since they were two people he could trust to be in his personal and private domain.

      He only grunted as he moved into the nice sized, open concept, modern kitchen, jerked open the stainless-steel fridge door and pulled out a beer.

      He didn’t ask her if she wanted one, nope. After guzzling the whole beer down, he slammed the empty bottle on the counter, then grabbed a second one, ripping off the cap before directing his sights on her and moving back to where she now sat.

      In the hot seat.

      He took a long pull from the second beer, offered the bottle to her but she shook her head.

      Her stomach was already in knots. Beer would not help. Hell, the first Jack and Coke she downed in Dirty Dick’s hadn’t even taken the edge off her nerves and that had been strong.

      She blew out a breath.

      “Talk,” he barked as he stood over her. “Say whatever shit you need to say. No matter how bad it is. No one’s gonna overhear it in here.”

      She was really rethinking about coming to him for help. But she’d wracked her brain on where she could go, on who she could trust, to help handle her issue.

      When she said she couldn’t go to anyone in the DAMC, she wasn’t lying. The situation was a touchy and embarrassing one, and either her father, the club enforcer, Diesel, or Diesel’s former Special Ops crew, the Shadows, would take that situation and, instead of handling it smoothly and efficiently, it would be a major explosion with casualties left in their path.

      But with Magnum, while his club was an ally to the Angels, he wasn’t tied to them. In truth, he had no obligation to tell them anything. Or reveal what she was about to tell him.

      At least, she hoped so.

      Yes, he was afraid of causing issues between the clubs but as long as neither of them said a word about it to anyone, just kept it between the two of them, then no one would ever know.

      No harm, no foul, right?

      Enough harm and a major foul had been already done. Damage control was now needed.

      She looked up at the one person who might be able to handle it. “Are you just going to stand over me?”

      “Yeah.”

      Her lips flattened out. “Can you not?”

      “Cait.”

      “What?”

      “Got five seconds before I lose my fuckin’ shit.”

      She closed her eyes, twisted her fingers together in her lap and whispered, “Okay.” She kept her eyes shut as she began and hoped she didn’t regret it. “I think you know my stepdad got me my job—”

      Magnum’s loud grunt told her exactly how he felt about Paul. Not that the men ever met each other before and most likely never would since they ran in totally different circles.

      A nervous giggle almost slipped out from her as she pictured Magnum and her rich stepfather sitting down together, having a beer and shooting the shit.

      The two men couldn’t be more opposite.

      Even so, she was sure Magnum knew of him and about him and the whole situation between her mother, stepfather—who she had been told was her father for almost fifteen years—and her biological father, Dawg.

      She shook those thoughts loose and continued, opening her eyes and directing her gaze to the huge man hovering over her and wearing a major scowl.

      She had kissed those broad, powerful lips once... About a year ago...

      She mentally shook herself again. That was not why she was here. “So...”

      “Woman!” he bellowed so loudly, she swore the windows in the place shook.

      She sucked in a breath, braced herself and continued, “Anyway, Gallo Marketing Agency is one of the top marketing firms on the east coast. It’s small but powerful, it’s tight knit and Henry Gallo—he prefers Hank—”

      Magnum growled.

      She ignored that because for him to understand the situation, he needed to know the background. “Hank only hires the best and brightest to protect the firm’s reputation and to land and keep big name clients, which he does. He’s got a lot of clout in the industry.”

      “Should I give a fuck about all this?”

      “Do you want me to tell you or not?” she bit out. She already felt like a tight wire about to snap. He didn’t need to make it worse.

      “At this rate, gonna be dead from old age before you fuckin’ finish.”

      “You want to know why I can’t go anywhere else and I’m going to tell you. Just let me...”

      “Talk,” he barked.

      She should just say screw it and leave. Find another way. Just like any hard-headed biker, he was impossible to deal with. She had found that out only too well in the past ten years being around them.

      “Cait!”

      She sucked in another deep breath before she did just that. “Hank likes to think of his employees as family. A close-knit group. And for the most part, it is.”

      “Cait, fuck me,” he groaned, scrubbing a big paw over his bald head and down his smoothly shaven face.

      “Give me a chance!” she snapped. “Christ, Magnum, stop being a dick. You either want to hear this or you want me to go. Which is it?”

      His black eyebrows pinned together. “Talk.”

      She pulled a long breath in through her nose. “Anyway, it’s hard to get in there but it’s a great firm to launch your career if you can get your foot in the door. Paul pulled strings with Hank to get me hired after I graduated from U of P. I mean, without him, I wouldn’t even have had a chance. Not even close. But I was offered an entry level position there as a Social Media Specialist. This was a golden opportunity to prove myself and move up the ladder, eventually get promoted to a manager, even earn my masters with them paying the tuition for me. I’m telling you, it’s a golden egg. And I love my job. I’m learning so much, getting experience under my belt, making connections, building my resume. Maybe enough to start my own firm down the road.”

      “Didn’t know any of this shit,” he said at a more reasonable volume and with a lot less obvious irritation.

      She lifted her face to him. “Of course not. We don’t talk. And that one time—”

      He cut her off. “Not hashin’ that shit again. Keep goin’ since my hair’s turnin’ white faster than you’re talkin’.”

      Since he had no hair, he had to be making a joke. Sort of.

      But she felt more like puking than laughing right now. The more background she told him, the longer she could put off getting to the issue that kept her from sleeping.

      “I just need you to understand how important this job is to me, how important it is for my future. This is what I got my degree in, this is what I’ve been working toward, so I can’t just walk away. No,” she said firmly and shook her head, “I refuse to walk away. And I refuse to be chased away, too.”

      She caught the flare of his wide nostrils and his dark brown eyes got sharp and intense again. The man was handsome, especially when you were on the receiving end of one of his rare smiles, but he was also scary as hell. He was like a clone of Diesel, the Dirty Angels’ Sergeant at Arms. He was almost as big and just as frightening when he was pissed, but with just a lot darker skin tone.

      If either of those men directed their ire at you, you’d shit your pants. Or at least have a tightly puckered anus. Their fists were like sledgehammers, their tempers short and their unbridled strength could be deadly.

      Both were also much smarter than most people realized. Their looks, the way they talked and the fact they were bikers deceived how intelligent they both were. Not necessarily book smart, but street smart, for sure.

      She recognized it, though. Another reason she’d been attracted to him for the last few years, even though acting on that attraction wasn’t smart when it came down to who they both were.

      She knew it. He knew it. And it was the reason that one moment they had—that slip—was chalked up as a huge mistake.

      But she’d never forget that moment, that sliver of time, when they both forgot who they were, what they were and where they were. A door slamming in the distance at the DAMC clubhouse had knocked them both quickly and abruptly back into reality.

      “My boss doesn’t know who my real father is. Who my extended family are. Hank and the rest, they only know my mother and stepfather. They believe Paul is my biological father, not Dawg. And, of course, Mom and Paul don’t tell people otherwise.”

      Magnum made a sharp noise at the back of his throat. “You embarrassed?”

      “Paul and my mother are, but me? No, not embarrassed.” Her eyebrows pinned together as she searched for how she felt. “More like a fear of being judged, or my dad, Emma, my sisters... all being judged harshly for something others don’t quite understand. A lifestyle that’s not easily accepted because of preconceived notions, I guess. I love my father. I love my family. I’ve come to love everyone in the club. The sisterhood, the brotherhood, all the kids... I guess I want to protect them?”

      “No, that ain’t it, Cait. You’re afraid that judgement will affect your job and your future.”

      She was afraid of that, too. “I’ve been there less than a year, so I’m easily disposable. Most marketing majors would kill for the position I’m in. The job market in general is tough after graduation, especially for someone without experience.”

      “Makin’ excuses.”

      “They’re valid ones.”

      He only grunted.

      “Now you’re judging me.”

      “Waitin’ to hear why the fuck you’re here, Cait. Why the fuck you searched me out to get your ass outta whatever jam you got yourself into.”

      “I need this to be handled delicately because if it’s not, it could screw up my career. I could very well be blackballed from the industry.”

      “Jesus fuck, Caitie, you kill someone?”

      If only. “No. No, but I... made a major mistake. Put myself in a situation I shouldn’t have. And now it’s haunting me.”

      “An’ you need to kill that ghost.”

      “No, not kill. If I wanted that, I’d go to my father, Diesel or Mercy and my problem would be solved. I just need to remove the power that ghost has over me right now. At least until I can make a name for myself in marketing or maybe find a job at a different firm.”

      “The DAMC’s got plenty of businesses for you to work at. Don’t need to work there.”

      She wasn’t surprised by his answer. “This is what I want to do, it’s my passion. I’m not going to settle on something I don’t want because I’m...”

      Dawg would love for her to work within the cocoon of one of the DAMC businesses. Her mother? She would be livid and think it was a waste of her education.

      “Even if the club offered to set up my own business, I don’t have a reputation yet to make it successful. Plus, the club will want a percentage as they do with all the businesses. I’m not club property, they shouldn’t get a cut of anything I do.”

      “Babe, tellin’ you, you’re club property. Might wanna deny it, but the rest of us know it. Might not have those colors inked into your skin, but it’s stamped all the fuck over you. You reek of Dirty Angels.” She opened her mouth, but he stopped her with a large palm and a sharp tilt of his bald head. “Need to rewind. You ain’t gonna settle on doin’ somethin’ you don’t wanna do ‘cause of what?”

      Once she answered that, there was no going back. Magnum wouldn’t let her slide. Her fingernails dug into her thighs and her knee began to bounce, which he noticed, and his scowl got even deeper and darker.

      “Christ,” he muttered.

      “I’m not going to be forced into changing my career path because of being blackmailed.” She wasn’t even sure if it was blackmail.

      His massive body jerked and he bellowed, “What the fuck for?” so loudly she cringed.

      She dropped her gaze to her lap and rubbed a hand over her forehead. Bile was rising up her throat. “There’s a video...”

      She didn’t have to look to see he went wired, because she felt it in the air, shimmering around them both. Every one of her nerves began to tingle from it and not in a good way.

      Not like when they had kissed. That had stolen her breath. This was just making her sick to her stomach.

      She finally lifted her face and dared to peek at him.

      When she did, he repeated in a soft, but dangerous sounding growl, “You took a video.”

      “Not me.”

      “Of what?” That question held such a deadly undertone, a shiver sliced through her.

      Shit. Shit. Shit.

      She didn’t want to tell him. Not him. She didn’t want to tell anyone. But she had no choice because the evidence was in living color. And she had no idea what that person was going to do with it.

      “Of what, Cait?” he once again yelled so loudly her ears rang. “Better be of you committin’ some fuckin’ crime, like murder, an’ not what I’m thinkin’ it is. It fuckin’ better be. Just sayin’... Fuck.”

      Cait tried to force down the lump in her throat by swallowing, but it wasn’t going anywhere. She reached out and grabbed the bottle he held in a death grip within his fingers. After a slight struggle, he let it go and she let the beer slide down her throat, hoping that wedge would loosen.

      It didn’t.

      But at least he wasn’t holding it anymore, which lessened the chance he’d throw it against a wall with what was coming next. “I didn’t know.”

      She said it so softly, he barked, “What?”

      She set her jaw and tried to meet his blazing eyes. “I didn’t know.” Heat flicked up her throat and into her cheeks.

      This was not a good idea, coming to him. This was a mistake. This would be just as bad as telling her father and could turn into a total and complete disaster. For her, for him, for everyone involved.

      She began to get to her feet, but he stopped her with a loud, “Don’t you fuckin’ move.”

      She plopped back down. He stood between her and the door, and he wouldn’t just let her walk away. Not now that she’d dropped that bombshell.

      “Didn’t know you were bein’ recorded,” he prodded.

      “No. I didn’t know what happened until I saw it.”

      “What the fuck do you mean?”

      “I don’t remember anything that happened that night,” she whispered. God, she was stupid, stupid, stupid.

      Magnum let out a noise that instantly made every inch of her skin break out in goosebumps. Because she had her eyes focused on his boots, she knew the exact moment he stepped back and turned to give her his back.

      She lifted her gaze to stare at his insanely broad back and the colors he displayed on it. He abruptly spun on her, making her start. “Who the fuck was it? Gonna fuckin’ kill ‘im.” She opened her mouth, but he cut her off. “Need a fuckin’ name. Fucker’s gonna die.”

      Her heart leapt in her chest. “No! That’s the exact reason I’m coming to you. I need help but that’s not the help I need.”

      His eyes went wide, then narrowed quickly. “Better start explainin’ then, ‘cause the little you just fuckin’ told me means a bullet between the eyes.”

      “He—”

      “Who the fuck is he?” he bellowed, fury lining his face.

      “Let me... Mag, this is hard. Fuck... Please.”

      His body stiff, Magnum shut his eyes and his fingers curled tightly into fists against his outer thighs. After a few seconds, he opened his eyes and pinned them on her. She could see his struggle not to go ape shit. The exact fear she had if she had told anyone in the Angels.

      “Okay,” he forced out. “Okay. Okay... Gonna... just... just... Fuck. Just say it. Gonna stand here an’ listen. Gonna just listen...” He wasn’t talking to her, he was talking to himself.

      She removed the fingers she had nervously pressed to her mouth. “I’m going to tell you and will just keep talking, even if you interrupt me. Because I’m telling you this once and once only. I just can’t...” She sucked in a shaky breath. “I just can’t. So, yes, just listen.”

      He gave her a sharp nod and said nothing. Though, that effort made him look like a freshly shaken two-liter bottle of pop. She needed to hurry before that cap exploded and shot across the room.

      She spoke quickly. “My boss, Hank, has three children. All adults, who all work at the firm.” Deep breath. “Because he wants us all to be a close-knit ‘family’ he invites us to after work activities, like dinners, drinks, bowling, whatever. Even retreats up at a place in Lake George. While it’s by invitation, it’s strongly encouraged we go. Which means, if you want to make a name in this business, if you want to be considered for a promotion within the agency, then you become a team player. Part of that includes attending these social gatherings. He’s very generous and a great man from what I’ve learned about him in the last ten months.” Deep breath. “Like I said, his kids all work there and
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