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Usually shit was hopping at the hospital and we’d wish for about twenty extra nurses. Not that day. It had been dead, and I was bored out of my fucking mind. So when they’d offered to cut me loose, I’d jumped on it.

“Come on, Grace, answer the phone.” Three calls and no answer. Maybe she was napping or maybe she was outside in the yard. It was unusually warm for the end of January.

Grace was off, though, and I was excited that I’d be able to spend some time with her. I’d been working ridiculous amounts of overtime, and I missed her. The ring I’d bought was burning a figurative hole in my pocket, but the time had never been right. I grinned to myself in excitement.

Maybe today is the day.

When I pulled up to my house, I didn’t recognize the bike parked in front. Must belong to one of the neighbors. Why the fuckwits always thought they could park in front of my house, I hadn’t yet figured out.

“Stupid assholes,” I muttered as I got off my bike and grabbed my shit from the saddlebag.

Stepping into the foyer, I hung up my cut and slipped off my boots. Tossing my running shoes from work into the closet, I went in search of my woman.

Hearing muffled noises in the bedroom, I laughed to myself. She’d been talking about cleaning out the closet forever. Seemed she was finally doing it.

Except that wasn’t what she was doing.

Nope.

She was doing some bearded guy. In my fucking bed.

Rage exploded within me. I pulled his naked ass off her and wondered how long it had been going on—because much to my disgust, he wasn’t wearing a condom.

“You stupid fucker! I’m gonna kill you.”

Grace’s screams faded into the background as I proceeded to whip his fucking ass. I was like a bull seeing red. My singular focus was on the guy on the floor. It didn’t dawn on me he wasn’t fighting back any longer until I was ripped off him.

“Styx! Stop!” I heard yelled in my ear as I fought like a savage animal to get free. The voice was vaguely familiar, but barely. It wasn’t until I was dragged out into the living room that I realized it was Truth.

“Let me go!” I shouted.

“Not unless you promise you’re gonna be cool.”

“Fuck that! I’m not done with that piece of shit.”

“Bro, he’s a Vagabond, you don’t wanna do that. We’ll talk to Smoke, and he’ll deal with it with their prez. Think about what you’re doing. You have a license at stake, man,” Truth reasoned with me.

Slowly calming, I took a deep breath. Then I nodded, knowing he was right. “Okay, yeah. But I want him out of my fucking house.”

“Not a problem. Let’s load him up in the back of my truck. I’ll call Smoke and we’ll take him to his brothers.”

“He’s fucking naked,” I grumbled.

“Who gives a fuck?” Truth shrugged and grinned.

“True. Besides, it’s nice out, he’ll be okay,” I reasoned as I heaved breaths in and out.

It made me want to vomit when I walked back into my bedroom and saw Grace kneeling over his beat-to-hell frame. Fucking dirty bitch.

When she tried to attack me, I held her at arm’s length. “Shut up.”

Truth grabbed the guy by the arms and dragged him out the door to his truck. I left Grace sobbing inside and helped Truth lift him to the bed of the truck. My training had me checking for a pulse before we closed the tailgate.

Fucker was alive, but he’d be feeling the beatdown I handed him for a while. A long while.

“I’ll grab his clothes. I should burn the shit, but I don’t want to have to look at it as it burns.” Ignoring her, I grabbed the guy’s clothes and the cut I’d missed when I’d first entered the room. One of the boots bounced off his head and he softly groaned as I tossed the rest in the truck with him. Still heaving and fighting for calm, I stopped and looked at Truth.

“Thanks, bro. I owe you.” I was still fuming, but I’d calmed down enough to see reason.

“No, you don’t. I’m glad I stopped by and went in. I almost didn’t when y’all didn’t answer the door, but I thought I heard a scream.” He shrugged like it was no big deal. except it was. It was a huge deal. My career could’ve ended that day. Over a cheating bitch that I’d thought I loved.

Giving in, I raised my chin to him as he climbed in his truck and backed out of the driveway.

Entering my house for the third time, I stalked to the bedroom. Ignoring Grace’s crying, crumpled form, I went in the closet and pulled all her shit off the hangers.

“Wha-what are you doing?” she stuttered as I passed her. “Styx, wait!”

I ignored her as I threw the shit in the front yard.

After my third trip, she got up and realized what I was doing. “Oh my God! Styx, stop! What are you doing? It was a mistake. It won’t ever happen again. I’m sorry. It was only this time. Please!”

There was nothing I wanted to hear from her and nothing I had to say to her either. She clung to my arm as I grabbed her purse from the entryway table. “Styx. Please. Stop. You’ve been working so much and then stuff with the club. I never see you. I was lonely!”

Furious, I spun to face her. “No. You stop. I’m done. Lonely? You betrayed me in my own fucking home. I’m finished with you.”

She was trying to hug me and kiss on me, but I was having none of it. For fuck sake, she still smelled like another man. “Get the fuck out. I never want to see you again.”

Shoving her butt-naked out of my house, I locked the door.

Pounding on the door, she shrieked from the other side.

After grabbing my cell phone, I dialed the realtor I’d been talking to. I’d thought I was going to buy a house with the woman in my life. I’d thought we were going to live happily ever after.

“Hello?”

“Yolanda? It’s Styx. I’m ready to buy that house.” I needed out of the place I’d rented and lived in with Grace. I’d be leaving the fucking bed behind too. There was no way I was sleeping in that fucking thing again. I’d burn it if I could.

Happily ever after? I snorted.

There was no such thing.
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“Catharsis”—Motionless In White

 

Music blared from the speaker set up on the bar as our prospect cooked burgers and sausages on the grill. There were brothers from at least seven chapters here for the weekend and we were having a fucking blast already.

The racking of pipes rattled out front and I heard a chorus of “hey,” “what’s up, my brothers,” and various other greetings being shouted. Knowing more brothers had arrived, I hauled my ass up from the chair I’d been slouched in.

“Hey, Styx! What the fuck? I haven’t seen you in like four months. Where the fuck you been?” Too $hort shouted as he wrapped me in a hug and slapped my back.

“I been around. Had to make a run up to Iowa to deliver a bike to the brothers. I stayed up there to chill with them for a while. You know….” I shrugged. What I didn’t want to tell him was that I’d needed to get away. Time to clear my head. They say the best way to get over someone is to get under another.

Fuck, I tried, but getting burned is hard to get past.

“Aw hell, how’re they all doing? Did you convince Joker to come back down with you?” Joker was originally from San Antonio. After the Marine Corps, he moved to Iowa to join the chapter up there with one of the guys he’d served with, Hacker.

Laughing, I shook my head. “Hell naw, he ain’t coming back here, except to visit. He’s got his ol’ lady and his kids up there now.”

“Shit, that’s too bad. He’s a badass dude.” Lifting his sleeve, he showed me his ink. “Last time he was down, he did this. Pretty fucking sick, huh?”

“Hell, yeah it is. He’d easily recommend Lock’s ol’ lady though. She is one helluva artist. She did this.” I showed him the new piece she’d done on my back.

“Damn, that’s fucking sick, bro,” he exclaimed. We talked for a few more minutes before he moved on to greet the next group of brothers.

Grabbing another beer, I sat and shot the shit with several of the patches from Corpus.

“Hey, Styx, where’s Grace?” Radar had walked up in the middle of our conversation. Everyone went silent. Even the music seemed to fade away. Taking a swig of my beer, I clenched my other fist and tried not to lose my shit.

There were covert mutterings, and as I closed my eyes, I gritted my teeth. “Fuck, I didn’t know.” Radar sounded contrite as he faded to the back of the crowd.

“I’ll be back.” When I stood, the alcohol shot straight to my head, and I realized I’d had a little more than I thought. Truth be told, I didn’t give a fuck. Swallowing the last swig from the bottle, I tossed it into the trash with a clink.

“I’ll go with you, bro.” Quietly, my buddy and brother Check stepped up beside me.

“No. Thanks, but I need a few minutes alone. I’ll be fine.” The place we were renting for the weekend had a “sister” home next door, with a shared walk that led to the shore. Ignoring the lights that glowed from all the windows, I walked out to the deserted beach.

I pulled out a blunt, lit it, and dropped to the cold sand. I’d worry about possible drug tests later. Drawing the smoke into my lungs, I listened to the crash of the waves. Laughter and music carried through the air from the two houses.

Just as I exhaled out into the dark sky, I heard a shuffling sound and then a woman sprawled on the ground next to me. All I could see was a mass of blonde hair as she spread facedown on the sand.

“Fuck! Are you okay?” She wasn’t moving, and I was worried she’d passed the fuck out.

“Mmm-hmm.” Still, she lay facedown. I was on the verge of helping her up when she began to struggle to her hands and knees. A perfect rounded ass hugged by black spandex was nearly in my face. I was drunk and high enough that I thought about jerking the spandex down and sticking my dick in her, but sanity—you know, the barest thread I was still hanging onto—prevailed.

Shoving herself to sit on her heels with her knees on the ground, she pushed her hair out of her face. When she turned to me, her blue eyes sparkled in the moonlight. Laughter bubbled up and burst from her full ruby lips.

“Hi! Who are you?” She literally crawled over to me until she was damn near sitting in my lap.

“Uh… hey. Do your friends know you’re down here?” She was either drunk or high as fuck, and I was too far gone to be able to figure out which. My cock, on the other hand, didn’t care what the fuck she was, it just wanted to be buried in her wet pussy or between her thick, beautiful, made-for-dick-sucking lips.

Slightly wobbly, she looked over her shoulder toward the house. “Yeah. I told them I wanted to sit on the beach at night. So I came. Except that last step is a doozy.” She brushed the sand off her face.

Groaning at her use of words, I took another drag.

“Is that weed?” Her eyes were huge. Okay, so she obviously wasn’t high.

“Maybe. Why? You a cop?” With a smirk, I continued to smoke as I watched her in fascination.

“Uh, no!” Indignation colored her words and her cute face scrunched into a frown. “My ex is a cop, and he’s a dick. I’m definitely not a cop.” A strand of hair fell in her face, hanging between her eyes. She made no move to get it out of the way, simply kept staring at my lips every time I took a hit. I was so fucking hard, I could barely see straight.

“Do you want some?” Amused, I held it out to her. Those baby blues of hers went from my proffered blunt to my eyes, where they stayed.

Reaching out, she took it awkwardly in her hand and studied it. She then one-handed crawled over next to me and sat. Still looking at it.

“You generally have to put it to your mouth to smoke it.” A chuckle escaped me.

“Like this?” She flipped her hair out of her face and wrapped her lips around it.

“Jesus, it’s not a dick. Just put the end between your lips and inhale through your mouth. Hold it in for a minute. Then exhale.”

The hacking and gagging that followed had me trying not to laugh but losing. Tears formed in her eyes and spilled over her cheeks.

“Oh my God! I think that’s poisoned! Don’t smoke any more of that shit!” When she made to throw it, I grabbed it and took another hit.

“No, you just need to get used to it. It’s normal to cough at first. You wanna try again or are you done?”

Skeptically, she eyed where I held it outstretched to her. When she took it and tried again, I smiled. Which felt weird on my face, because it had been a long time since I’d had anything to smile about.

“So now that you’ve smoked my weed, it’s only fair that you tell me your name.”

She gave a half smile. “Gwen.”

“Nice to meet you, Gwen.” Again that slight tip of her lips.

“So do I get to know your name?” She thought she was being covert as she looked at me out of the corner of her eye.

“Styx.”

“They call you Sticks? Like sticks and stones?” She giggled.

“Not quite.”

“Who calls you that? And why?”

“It’s my road name. I do my best to keep people from the River Styx. So the brothers named me Styx.”

“Mmm. Okay. That’s pretty cool.”

Pretty sure she had no clue what I was talking about.

“You here for the Lonestar Rally this weekend?” I didn’t remember seeing any bikes outside their place, but you never knew.

“The what?”

“Lonestar Rally—it’s a motorcycle rally.” I passed the blunt.

“Oh. No, we’re just here for a girls’ weekend. My friends and I are all teachers, and we rented this place because everyone wanted to get away.” Coughing a little, she handed it back.

Christ, a bunch of teachers.

We sat there passing it back and forth until we’d smoked the whole fucking thing.

By the time we were done, she was cross-faded as fuck. Not that I wasn’t.

“I didn’t realize how cold it would be down here by the water. Maybe I should head back.” Tucking her hands in her hoodie pocket, she made a move to stand.

I’ll never know what possessed me to do what I did next. I’d told my brothers I wanted to be alone. But like a fool, I grabbed the bend of her elbow to stop her.

“Don’t go.” My heart jumped, and I was having a hard time catching my breath. I’d like to say it was some kind of connection, and maybe it was, but I doubt it. I was probably just a horny motherfucker.

Whatever it was, I didn’t want her to leave. If I was honest with myself, I’d enjoyed the fuck out of her company. With a little tug, she was dropping back down, and I pulled her to straddle my lap.

“What are you doing?” Her whispered words were swallowed by the crashing waves.

“Live a little. You replace that boyfriend?”

“No.”

“So go back to your teaching with a story to tell. On your girls’ weekend, you fucked a biker on the beach.” I really didn’t expect that shit to work.

But the next thing I knew, her lips were pressed to mine and her tongue was sliding into my mouth. Biting her bottom lip, I reached up and framed her face with my hands.

Fuck alone time.
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“Blood & Fire”—Type O Negative

 

He tasted so damn good.

The girls and I had started out having a good time, mixing drinks and laughing. Basically, letting our hair down. The last place I thought I’d end up was straddling some hot-as-hell biker on the beach.

“God, you’re hot,” I muttered.

He chuckled, then pulled me in for another kiss.

Yeah, I was drunk as hell, and after smoking that shit with him, I felt a-fucking-mazing, but that was not me. I taught math to seventh graders, for Christ sake. I’d never smoked weed in my damn life.

Then to top it off, I was getting ready to have random stranger sex. On the beach.

But after finally getting the courage to break up with Mitch, I just wanted to do something for myself. I wanted to feel good. Was that so wrong?

Breaking away from the kiss to breathe, I gasped, “Do you have a condom?” My brain wasn’t completely blitzed, at least.

“Of course.” When he raised himself up to dig it out of his back pocket, his very hard length pressed against my clit. I think I almost died.

Yes, it felt that dang good.

“Mmm.” I found myself grinding against him as I kissed and licked his neck and jawline. The short hairs of his beard rasped against my tongue.

“Jesus, hold up.” Firm hands squeezed my hips, holding me still.

Disappointment bled into my words. “Did you change your mind?”

“What? Fuck no! But if you don’t stop grinding that pussy of yours against me, I’m going to come in my fucking jeans.” Instead of repulsing me, his crass words pushed me over the edge.

“Then what do you want me to do?” Breathless, I leaned back to look him in the eye. Even in the dark, I could tell his eyes were light in color. But if they had a temperature, they would be on fire.

“Stand up.” Not realizing how fucked-up I was, I wobbled a little as I stood. When he grabbed my thighs to steady me, I looked down and realized his face was right at my crotch level. It left my mind to conjure up all kinds of ideas of what he could do there.

As his hands slid up my legs to my ass, I had to grab his hair to steady myself. He pressed his face to me and inhaled deeply. “Goddamn, baby, I can smell how excited you are. And it smells fucking divine.”

Before I knew what he was doing, he had jerked my leggings down to the tops of my thighs and pushed my underwear to the side. The heat of his tongue against the place only one man had ever seen had me whimpering. “Styx.” His name was a plea for more.

He paused to look up at me where I watched with heavy-lidded eyes. “Fuck, you taste good.” Another lick. “And you’re so fucking wet.” A suckle to my clit as he slid two thick fingers deep inside me, before he licked again. And again. And again until I was gripping his hair tightly and shamelessly shoving myself into his face as I came with a scream.

Did he stop there? Oh no. He kept up with that glorious licking and sucking until the spasms began to taper off. “Back up.” Coarse hands were gentle on my hips as he set me back from him so he could stand.

If I thought the alcohol and weed had made me feel good, they had nothing on the orgasm he had so proficiently given me. My entire body shuddered as I blinked and studied him.

I’d smoked my first weed with him, had my first orgasm from oral sex with him, and now I was going to let this man fuck me on a beach—for the first time. I hadn’t really studied him before then, only sneaky glances because I didn’t want him to think I was staring at him.

But holy hell, the man was a beast. He was at least a head taller than me. Of course, with me being only five foot four, most guys were a lot taller than me. But it wasn’t just his height. He was a biiiiggg man. Not in a steroid-induced way either. No, the muscle that pulled his skin taut looked like it was earned honestly, through hard work and maybe a little gym time.

Tattoos covered his arms and disappeared up into his T-shirt sleeves. The black vest he had on was covered in patches, one of which said STYX, which made me smile because I’d pictured it as Sticks.

“You still in for this?” I didn’t get a chance to look at the details of the rest of his patches, because his question had wetness seeping onto my clenched thighs.

Words eluded me as I studied his strong jaw and the short-cropped beard that did nothing to disguise it. Creases at the corners of his eyes spoke of a lot of time in the sun, though he didn’t look to be even thirty yet. Reminding myself he’d asked me a question, I nodded mutely.

“Good.” His hands worked at his belt before I heard the clank of the buckle. Following that was the sound of his zipper. He dropped his jeans just far enough to fist his cock.

Oh my God, he isn’t wearing underwear. That’s so hot. His chuckle had me slapping my hand over my mouth as I realized my thoughts had been spoken aloud.

Mesmerized, I watched as he pulled a condom from his pocket and tore the wrapper with his teeth. He then shoved it in his pocket and rolled the condom down his hard, thick length. “Come here. Hold on to this pole.”

Waddling slightly due to my pants still exposing my ass, I did as he instructed. My hands grabbed one of the two four-by-fours that a trashcan was mounted between.

Grabbing my hips, he pulled them until I was slightly bent over, and slowly tugged my panties down. Sliding a thick finger in my wetness, he groaned as he pressed it deep a few times. When he pulled it out, I felt empty, but not for long.

He lined himself up with my wet center, and his thick head spread me open. A hand gathered my hair and flipped it to the side before his teeth grazed my neck. “You ready for this? It’s not going to be slow or gentle. Can you handle that?” Lips brushing against the shell of my ear as he whispered his question sent shivers down my spine.

“Yes.” Not overly experienced, I should have hesitated. But I wanted whatever this man would give me. It wasn’t like I’d ever see him again. For once in my life I wanted to be bad.

That was all the answer he needed to shove himself in as far as he could go. “Oh my God!” The mixture of pleasure and pain was like nothing I’d ever felt before. It was intoxicating.

But it wasn’t as bad as I’d thought he meant when he said it was going to be rough.

He worked himself in and out until I felt his pelvis hit me and his other parts press close enough to make me tingle. Voice strained, he ground out, “Fuck, that feels so motherfucking good. So tight. So goddamn good.”

Then his fingers dug into my hips as he pulled out. The next thing I knew, he was ramming that big, thick cock deep inside me. And not just once. Oh no.

Over and over again. Hard, demanding thrusts. Hard enough that I had to fight to keep my face from being shoved against the pole.

Did I say he felt good before? Because with each rapid stroke, he felt better. So good, in fact, that I was on the verge of coming again. Shocked that he could make me come twice in one night, I blinked my wide eyes.

My body began to tremble, tightness spreading across my back and to my limbs. Breaths coming in gasps, I clenched my eyes shut as dots of light flashed. My sheath convulsed around him as he continued to fuck me harder than I’d ever experienced. As the pleasure reached astronomical proportions, I wailed his name like a goddamn mantra.

“Yes! Come on my fucking cock. Squeeze my cock in your tight-ass cunt. Fuck yes.” Like an animal, he fucked straight through my life-changing orgasm.

Suddenly, I realized there were people with flashlights walking on the beach. “Oh my God! Styx, there are people out here!”

“So?” He plunged deep inside me.

“So? What do you mean so?” I tried to pull away, but his grip tightened.

“I don’t fucking care. Do you?” I should. I should really care. Getting arrested for public indecency would be a career killer for me. But honestly? I didn’t give a shit at that moment, because with each shove inside me, his brand of ecstasy made me brain-dead.

“No,” I breathed.

“Good.” One hand left my hip and threaded through my hair. As he wrapped the long strands around his fist, he pulled my head back until my back was bowed. If I thought he was a beast before, his pace became faster, more erratic.

“I’m going to come inside your beautiful pussy. You ready? I want you to come again. Work my cock, baby.” His words were nothing more than deep growls.

“There’s no way I can come again!” It was impossible, I knew it was.

“Oh yes. You. Will.” As he twisted his hips with each crazed thrust, he hit something new inside me and made the biggest fucking liar in the world out of me.

I came.

Again.

So hard that my release ran down my thigh and soaked my ass as he pushed deep one last time. The roar he released had to have been heard by everyone on the beach, but I didn’t care because I’d been rocketed to the stars as waves of bliss swallowed me.

When I finally began to find myself, I was panting, and he was resting his head on my shoulder.

“Fuck. Me. Jesus Christ, I needed that.” With a soft kiss to my neck, he pulled back and his length slipped out of me. The void he left made me whine. “Sorry, babe.”

I stood there dazed, my pants around my knees, my previous worries about getting caught just a fuzzy memory. At least until he tossed the used condom in the trash two feet from my head and his hands slowly slid my underwear and pants up.

Awkwardness descended. I’d never had casual sex with a random stranger, and I didn’t know what the protocol was.

“Umm, thanks?” I sounded like a dumbass.

His smirk had my face flaming. “My pleasure, I assure you.”

Struggling to swallow past the lump in my throat, I bit my lip and took a step backward toward the pergola that led to our respective beach rentals. “Okay, well, umm, have a nice night.”

A simple lift of his chin was his answer. Unblinking, his pale eyes stared into my soul.

Spinning, I rushed to climb the short set of stairs to get back to the house.

I’d made it to the yard and was on my way to the lower patio, where I planned to sit and cool off before rejoining my friends, when a hand grabbed my arm.

“Wait.”
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“Right Left Wrong”—Three Days Grace

 

This tiny pixie of a girl had me all kinds of fucked-up.

I couldn’t tell you why I went after her. I’d just had a-fucking-mazing sex with no strings. She’d made it easy to walk away, but instead I wanted to be close to her longer.

“You want to sit with me for a while?” Who the fuck was the pussy asking her that?

“Umm, sure. I guess.” The confusion on her face matched the confusion swirling in my head.

Seeing the hammock hanging under their deck, I grabbed her hand and led her to it. It took some maneuvering, but I was able to climb my big ass up in it. “Come on up.”

Uncertainty was rampant on her face as she hesitated. “I don’t know if it will hold us both.”

With a chuckle, I reached out my hand. “It will be fine. Besides, if it does fall, I’ll cushion your landing.”

Taking my hand, she carefully climbed on top of me. The movement sent the hammock swinging, and she almost fell over the other side. Reflexively, I pulled her flush against my body. Laying her head on my chest, she trailed her fingertips along my bicep.

Her warm little body settled into mine as I listened to the crash of the waves.

It was the single most relaxing thing I’d ever experienced.

Absently, I ran my hands along her back, over the curve of her ass, and back up again. We didn’t talk.

The muted ring of distant laughter was the only sound besides the water and our breathing. The hammock swayed gently and I wondered if she’d fallen asleep.

When she spoke a few minutes later, it startled me.

“Is it weird that I feel like I’ve known you forever? Like we’ve laid like this before?” She raised her head and rested her chin on her entwined hands.

The movement pressed her abdomen onto my dick. Like a chain reaction, it began to harden, and my heart started jumping.

Jesus.

I knew she felt it too, because her eyes widened and she pressed harder against me. “Sweetheart, unless you want it again, I suggest you stop doing that.”

“And if I do want it again?” Her whispered words were the catalyst to my rolling us out of the hammock and stripping her naked. I sat her sideways in the hammock as if it were a chair and ran my tongue, lips, and teeth over every inch of her beautiful body. I didn’t stop until she was gasping and writhing in my hands.

When I went to pull my dick out, she pushed at my cut. “Off. I want to see all of you. It’s only fair.” She was panting, her hands everywhere, pulling and pushing at my clothes until I stood naked as the day I was born. Even though anyone could walk up on us, I didn’t give a rat’s ass.

“Sweet baby Jesus, you’re so… so… beautiful. Can I say that about a man?”

“Baby, you can say whatever you want as long as you let me between those legs, like right fucking now.” As she spread her legs, I dug out another condom, rolled it on, and slid into heaven on earth.

We fucked everywhere we could on the patio under the house that night. We even creatively rocked the hell out of that hammock.

I finally poured every drop of come into her before the sun began to lighten the sky. She was so exhausted, I barely got her hoodie pulled over her head and her cute little boy shorts underwear on her before she zonked out next to me on the hammock.

Strangely, I didn’t want someone finding her naked.

Being selfish, I lay with her in my arms for as long as I dared.

Moving slowly to extricate myself from her arms and legs without dumping her from the hammock, I stood. As I pulled on my jeans, I chuckled when I saw her bra hanging from a seahorse hook on one of the pilings.

Shoving my socks in my boots and grabbing my T-shirt and cut, I didn’t bother putting anything else back on. Hell, I didn’t even button my jeans, I just zipped them.

Like a sappy fucker, I stood over her for a few seconds before I kissed the top of her tangled hair. Inhaling her scent, I closed my eyes. Then I turned and walked away.
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The sounds of clanking silverware and laughter woke me from where I’d crashed on the end of the couch. Turning over, I pulled the throw pillow over my head.

“It lives!” I’d recognize Truth’s voice anywhere, especially right next to my ear.

“Unless you want to get punched in the nuts, you better leave me the fuck alone.” Growling in a sleep-raspy voice, I kept my head under the pillow.

“Aww, is that any way to talk to your brother who made sure you had some breakfast saved for you? The rest of these fuckers would have let you go hungry.” He chuckled.

“Bro, what the fuck ever. I would have saved him a slice of bread to toast,” Too $hort shouted from across the room.

“Not me. If he wants to sleep like a princess until we’re heading out, he can go hungry.” Roadkill chortled.

Realizing that trying to get back to sleep was futile, I sat up. Rubbing the sleep from my eyes, I fumbled for where I’d set my phone after plugging it in.

Checking the time, I saw I’d slept for about three hours. Fuck, better than nothing.

Lock plopped down next to me with his plate loaded high with something that smelled fucking amazing. Glancing over, I snagged one of his squares of some kind of breakfast casserole and shoved half of it in my face before he could protest.

“You fucker. Get up and get your own plate.” Chewing on the bite he’d pushed in his face, he turned his plate away from me.

To fuck with him, I kissed his cheek. “Aww, baby, you don’t wanna share with me?” Then I ate the rest of the eggy deliciousness.

“I’ll show you ‘baby’ when I’m done eating and I make you my bitch.”

Chuckling, I stood up and stretched as I scratched my chest. Some of the brothers were out on the deck, and I could smell through the open door that someone had lit up.

“Dude, put a shirt on. You’re outshining all my sexiness in the morning.” Too $hort tossed me my shirt that I’d left on one of the barstools as he grinned.

His ol’ lady, Rosa, stepped up next to him and kissed him. “No one outshines you, baby.”

Grinning at them, I pulled it on and went out onto the deck. Check handed me the pipe he was using as I stepped up to him. I took a hit, coughing a little as it hit my lungs. Then I handed it back as I glanced toward the door that separated the two beach houses.

I thought about walking down the steps to see if she was still sleeping where I’d left her, but decided it was better left alone.

“So where’d you disappear to last night?” Check was leaning on the railing, looking out at the beach as he spoke. He handed the pipe to me again.

Hitting it, I didn’t answer. After I was done, I handed it off to the chick Asphalt had brought with him.

I leaned down next to him on the railing. “Just out.”

“Mm-hm. Okay.” Eyes narrowed, he watched me, waiting for me to say more. When I didn’t, he stood upright. “Well, unless you wanna smell like pussy all day, I suggest you go shower. Kickstands up in forty-five minutes.”

With a grin, he patted me on the shoulder and went inside.

Once again, my eyes strayed to the yard next door. The hammock wasn’t visible from our deck, but I knew it was there. Exhaling hard, I stood and headed into the house for a quick shower.

I was showered, changed, and on my bike waiting to leave in less than thirty minutes.

It was a fucking gorgeous day to ride, and I was almost sad that the rally was only about fifteen miles from us.

As we rode, a few of the ol’ ladies snapped pics of us with their phones. I alternated between flipping them off with a grin and flashing them the club hand sign.

By the time we’d waited on the ferry, then found somewhere to park, everything was in full swing at the rally. The streets were thick with bikes, people, and some of the weirdest shit you’d ever see.

First thing we all did was grab a beer. Then we walked from booth to booth as the ol’ ladies shopped and the guys shot the shit with other clubs and bikers.

Several times I thought I saw a flash of her blonde hair, but it was never her. Shaking off my brain’s illusions, I grabbed another beer.

“Brother, you’re the only person I know that can find some random on the beach in the middle of the night. By the way, I’m sorry for asking about Grace. I didn’t know.” In Radar’s defense, he really didn’t. He’d been in Afghanistan as a contractor for the past year. He’d just gotten back three days before the rally and had been at his parents’ place in Bastrop.

Shrugging, I realized the tenseness that I would’ve normally had at discussing her wasn’t there. Not that I wasn’t still pissed. No man liked being fucked over. “Don’t sweat it, bro. Shit happens and you didn’t know.”

“You’re right. What I don’t understand is why you didn’t tell me.” We’d been friends a long fucking time. We’d met at our first duty station in Korea, found out we were both from Texas, and immediately became friends. He’d gotten out after his three-year enlistment and our deployment together. I’d re-upped for an additional two years for a college option and got another deployment out of the deal. Yay.

After I got out, I returned to Texas but instead of moving back to Allen, I decided to go to Austin where Radar was, and finished school there. When he’d become a prospect for the club, I had too. Then I dragged Check into it, and the rest was history.

“You didn’t need my shit on your plate while you were over there, bro.”

“I disagree, but I get it. I heard shit is still rocky with the Vagabonds.”

“Fuck them.”

He glanced around us, making sure no one had heard. “Come on, Styx, easy. We don’t need no trouble here.”

Let calmer heads prevail, I told myself, and nodded.

“Yeah, I know. It’s not their fault they had a piece of shit in their ranks. But they shouldn’t have tried to protect his lying ass.” We stepped off to a side street where there were less people but we could still see the rest of the club.

“Is it true you almost killed him?”

The only thing that had saved me from killing his ass was Truth stopping by on a whim. Tipping up my beer, I let the cold brew run down my throat. “I should have.”

“And be in jail?” Raised eyebrows followed his question as he drank his own beer.

Sighing, I knew he was right. I’d told myself that enough times over the last seven months. “Doesn’t mean I wouldn’t have enjoyed it.” Part of me was rubbed the wrong way by my actions, since I spent my life saving lives. The problem was, the other part of me hadn’t wanted to stop. I’d beat the actual living fuck out of the asshole I’d found fucking my woman in our bed.

I’d done it right in front of her.

“Almost as much as I enjoyed taking all of her shit and throwing it on the lawn as she screamed and cried. As she begged me to forgive her, I shoved her out the door naked, closed it in her face, and locked it.” Looking back, I could find a little humor in her naked, cheating ass out in the front yard screaming at me. She’d dared to call me the asshole in the situation.

“Fuck, bro, she wasn’t worth it,” Check said as he stepped up into the conversation.

“Yeah, I realize that now. But before that, I thought she was the one. Man, what a fucking idiot I was.” I hated that she’d duped me for so long. It turned out she’d been screwing the guy for weeks before I’d caught her.

“Don’t beat yourself up. You couldn’t have known. You’re not an idiot.”

The fact that I’d been holding on to an engagement ring said differently.

“Yeah, well, fuck that shit. I’ll never get that wrapped up in a bitch again.”

“Never say never, brother.” Check had the balls to laugh. Radar joined in. All I could do was shake my head at them and smile despite myself.

“I’ll say it and mean it,” I growled. Smirking, he held his tongue. Smart man.
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