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  Author's Note


This book is intended for mature readers 18+. It contains scenes of domestic violence and situations which may trigger or upset some readers. Please do not read if you are uncomfortable with those types of scenes. Thank you. 






  
  Let's Keep in Touch


Thank you for buying  Finn's Fury. The best way to keep up to date with my books is to subscribe to my newsletter. 

If you don’t hear from me regularly, please check your spam filter and set up your email to allow my messages through to you. This ensures you never miss a new book, a chance to win great prizes, or exclusive content. 
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  Chapter 1
Someone's Old Lady

Riley


The back door snicked shut and I lifted a slat of my blinds half a centimeter. Dad trudged through the backyard to the fenceline. Every week he inspected the fence for signs of neighbor dogs trying to dig under it. The bizarre thing was that he could have paid someone to do this, but he insisted on doing it himself. 
Then again, he believed the adage that if you wanted something done right, you had to do it yourself. Particularly when it came to dirty work.
I grabbed my phone and wallet, hurried to the fridge, grabbed a water, opened the freezer door, and made sure his frozen dinner was exactly lined up at the front of the shelf. He’d moved the bag of frozen peas. If I took the time to search, I’d probably find that he threw the bag away. At this point, though, I didn’t need them any longer.
I closed the freezer and raced out the front. My cousin had sent a text I couldn’t ignore, and it didn’t give me time to dawdle. Still, I couldn’t let Dad know I was leaving. He’d raise holy hell and I didn’t need that today.
It took Dad at least half an hour to inspect the fence. I should only need five minutes to jump in my car and drive away, but that assumed I had a normal vehicle or a father who cared about my health and safety. Instead, I needed at least ten to get out of the drive.
First, I popped the hood to make sure he hadn’t disconnected my battery. Then I ran through a few other checks to make sure I could drive away. I lowered the hood, slow and gentle, not latching it. Once I got out of the drive and down the road, I would stop at a convenience store to close it completely. 
I lived with an overbearing and super-controlling man. It wasn’t easy, and I desperately wanted out… but that was much easier said than done.
The moment I pulled into the lot for the convenience store, I heard my cell ding with a text message. It was most likely Aurora, the only person my father approved of me being around because she had attended the same church as us all our lives. Aurora and her family had stopped attending, though. I’d thought that would be the kiss of death for me and I’d have nobody I could count on, but oddly, he’d talked to Aurora’s dad, and he approved of their moving on to a different congregation.
I powered off the decrepit Toyota, got out, lifted the hood a few inches and let it fall with a satisfying bang. Inside the car again, I turned the engine over, but the ‘check engine’ and the oil light came on.
Shit. 
This wasn’t exactly anything new. Dad had once fucked with my oil in an effort to keep me home. I’d called Aurora and she’d told me to get a quart of oil (there happened to be an extra in the garage). That remedied the situation, but I still had Mensa take it somewhere for service.
I recalled my phone had dinged earlier and I checked it. Aurora wanted me to call her. 
“Yo! Your dad just called here looking for you...” she trailed off and sighed. “I don’t know how much longer I can cover for you, Riles.”
I nodded. “Yeah, just, please tell me you didn’t slip —”
“Of course not. I wish you’d let us get the cops involved.”
I shook my head. “I wish that too, Rora, but we just can’t.”

      [image: image-placeholder]I read my cousin’s text for the tenth time. It couldn’t be right.
Mensa, a member of the Riot MC, never texted me about when I’d be at the clubhouse… so getting a text telling me I had to show up for this afternoon’s party hit me funny. For a fleeting moment, I thought about ignoring it because I had a black eye – courtesy of my father.
Yet, I couldn’t ignore Mensa this go ‘round because for all I knew Block wanted to ream me out for the bad things I’d done to Heidi. It had been over a month since everything came to light, and they’d given me one last chance to stick around the MC. Still, things changed. Hell, if I were in Heidi’s shoes I’d never have approached Block about giving me another chance. Maybe Heidi wanted to watch the rug get pulled out from under me.
If only this command appearance were two or three days from now. That’s typically how long it took for my black eyes to fade enough that my makeup skills could cover up the damage. I spent as much time at the compound as I could because it was the only place I ever felt really safe. Being a sweet-butt was great, but I wanted to be someone’s old lady. I wasn’t picky… not really. I’d been with nearly all of the brothers, except Mensa for obvious reasons, and I’d never been with Har. I hadn’t been confident enough to approach him before he settled down with Stephanie. 
Any time Dad hit me though, I steered clear of the compound. Nobody could know what was happening at home. Sadly, I couldn’t move out. Tried that once and Dad found me. I imagined the day Dad came here to get me. The brothers would never put up with his vitriol and they’d lose their minds if they saw him lift a finger at me. But, the brothers didn’t like sweet-butts hanging around twenty-four seven…so I still called Dad’s house home.
I glanced at the blue bubble of words from my cousin. From the tone of Mensa’s text, I had no choice.
I’d seen what Har did to a woman who threatened his old lady, Stephanie. Okay, no, that wasn’t entirely true. The brothers were careful with what many called their ‘wet work.’ I hadn’t seen it, but I’d heard plenty. So, for all I knew, ignoring the brothers might push Block or Har over the edge and they would decide I needed a lesson. 
Half an hour later, I drove through the gates to the compound. Instantly, I knew I had to go into the clubhouse through the back door. Gamble, Finn, Tiny, and his new woman were sitting outside the front entrance.
Of all the brothers, Finn had to be sitting outside. 
Last year, a week before he earned his patch, we’d had two wild and crazy nights. They’d been the best two nights of my life. Then I got stupid because I let myself give in to a desperate hope that he and I had something more.
After he earned his cut, he looked right through me. Even when I cornered him to congratulate him, he’d responded with nothing more than a grunt.
Since then, we’d been around each other plenty, but he redefined the term ‘standoffish.’ Yeah, so I wasn’t that picky, but I didn’t want anything to do with Finn.
I hurried out of my car and snuck inside through the back. Mensa’s room was on the first floor. I went to his door and knocked.
No response came, and I knocked again, crossing my fingers he wasn’t in the common room – or worse, had joined Finn and the others while I’d parked my car. 
Then I heard a sound that normally didn’t bother me, but when it’s your family member having sex… the sound takes on a huge ick-factor.
Mensa yelled out, “Go away! I’m busy!”
I wandered further down the dim hall and pulled up the text string on my phone. Only… Mensa’s text from an hour ago was gone. That was really weird. I’d read it so many times, I knew I hadn’t imagined it.
It was bizarre, I couldn’t count how many times I’d wanted to delete a text and couldn’t. How had he… then I remembered he’d bought a new iPhone and the commercials all touted how you could now delete a text. 
I shook my head and quickly tapped out a message letting him know I was here. 
“Riley, girl! You haven’t been by in a long time,” Sandy said from the end of the hall. 
Shit.
I seriously liked Sandy. She didn’t look down her nose at me like so many of the other old ladies. Her caring and giving nature made some people think she was overbearing, but I loved it. Not having a mother made me crave any kind of motherly love. If she caught wind of my injury, she would lose her mind worse than the most protective brother. 
In the dimness of the hallway, I prayed she didn’t notice my shiner. 
I smiled and nodded. “Yeah, been busy. What’s goin’ on? Have a good time in Daytona?”
With Sandy’s huge smile, I knew someone had gotten their cut. “Tiny made Sierra his old lady last week, and her troubles are all over, so we’re doubling down on the party tonight, girlfriend. Come out to the common room.”
After a deep breath, I nodded. “Sure, I’ll be there in a minute. I gotta get something out of my car.”
She went into the kitchen, and I hurried outside, my mind focused on getting the hell out of there. 
On the concrete patio, I ran smack into a hard body. My eyes had been aimed at the ground, so how I missed the black motorcycle boots, I didn’t know.
“Where do you think you’re goin’?” Finn asked.
I shook my head, but didn’t look up at him. “To my car.”
“Look at me, Riles.”
Him using that nickname annoyed me, but I powered past it. I tried to side-step him, but he moved with me. I shook my head. “Finn, just let me leave.”
“I told you to look at me. A brother tells you to do something, you do it.”
That pissed me off, and my head tipped up, anger shining from my eyes. “That isn’t true, and you know it. Have fun tonight, Finneas.”
For whatever reason, he was the only brother who earned a patch and kept his given name. Maybe it was because of his angular features, but I doubted it. He had thick, tight curls on the top of his head, and I suspected he kept his hair short because otherwise frizz would be a major issue. His steely, gray-blue eyes were normally friendly, but right now they held irritation. His nose was practically perfect compared to other men. No bumps from being broken or anything like that. Normally, I didn’t go for beards, but Finn’s well-groomed facial hair appealed to me. He had a small soul-patch that led to the rest of his beard and forced my attention back to his full lips.
His large hand came to my face, his index finger stroking my tender cheek. “She was right.”
I shook my head, but he didn’t drop his hand. “Who was right?”
His voice became gentle. “Sierra. She saw you drive in and thought you had a black eye.” He paused and stared at me. “Who the fuck did this to you?” he bit out his question.
His tight tone sounded protective. Hope flared inside me, but I snuffed it out like a bad flame. No, he didn’t care about me getting hit, he was probably just itching for a fight.
“Nobody. I need to go.”
He sucked his lower lip into his mouth. The action forced my attention to his soul patch. “Know it wasn’t one of my brothers who did that to you, so who did? You been hanging around another MC or some shit last week while we were at Biketoberfest in Daytona?”
I fought an eye roll. “No. I ran into —”
“If you say a door, I’m tying your ass up until I get the truth out of you.”
My eyes darted to the metal shed where they restrained and interrogated people.
With a disbelieving laugh, Finn shook his head. “Not like that, Riles. I’d tie you to my bed until you told me the truth.”
My head reared back. “That’s just mean. You don’t even like me, so I know you don’t give a damn about me.”
His eyes widened. “Say that shit again?”
I tilted my head. “Seriously, Finn. You got your patch and ghosted me, for all intents and purposes.”
He squinted at me. “Hard to ghost someone when you see them every fuckin’ week – if not every fuckin’ day.”
I shook my head. “You grunted at me when I congratulated you on your patch. Obviously you got your two days of getting your rocks off with me and that was it.”
There were two wooden picnic tables with built-in benches on the concrete patio. Suddenly Finn’s arm wrapped around my waist, and he moved us until my ass was against the edge of a table. 
He leaned in and I leaned back. “That wasn’t it, Riley. Those were the best two nights of my life.”
“Right,” I drawled.
He leaned in some more, but I couldn’t go anywhere. His muscular chest pressed against my tits. The spicy scent of his body wash assaulted my nose.
His voice lowered. “That is right. But, I’m a man who doesn’t enjoy watching that woman, day in and day out, throw herself at my brothers. Especially not when I know she’s fuckin’ those brothers instead of fuckin’ me. Now tell me, how am I supposed to talk to you when I know you don’t wanna be tied down, which means I gotta share you?”
I shook my head. “I never said I didn’t want to be tied down. Hell, I want to be someone’s old lady so bad, I can taste it.”
His brow arched. “Yeah, and that’s another damn problem.”
I frowned. “What? How is that a problem?”
He leaned back. “You want to be someone’s old lady. You didn’t say you want me. You didn’t say you want Mensa.”
“He’s my cousin,” I muttered.
His eyes widened. “You get what I’m saying, Riley. Being an old lady is what you want. I want a woman who wants me whether I make her my old lady or not.”
I stared at him feeling like such a douche. It hadn’t occurred to me that my willingness to be with any of the brothers could be a turn-off. 
Chills ran down my spine when he abruptly stepped away from me. I straightened and he crossed his arms.
“Back to my question, Riley. Who the fuck did that to you?”
“Jesus! What happened to her?” Two-Times asked, coming up the steps to the patio.
Finn looked at Two-Times. “Trying to figure that shit out, man.”
“Did I miss a catfight or something?” Two-Times asked.
He was a patched member, but he didn’t live at the clubhouse or hang there quite as frequently as the others did. I often wondered why they kept him on as a member.
“A woman didn’t do that to her, a man did,” Finn said.
My eyes widened and Finn grinned. 
God, I was so stupid. He’d only been guessing, but my expressive face gave me away.
“All right. Now I know it’s a man, it wasn’t someone with the Riot, so… you gonna tell us who did this? Or should I get Har and the others out here?”
My body went stiff. Mensa couldn’t know that his uncle beat me. “No!” I cried.
Two-Times aimed some side-eye at me. “Way you yelled that, I almost think a Riot brother hit you, but Finn’s right. None of us would ever do that shit. Who are you protecting?”
I shook my head. “I’ll tell Finn who hit me, but nobody else can know.”
“Why?” Two-Times asked.
Finn looked at him. “Go inside. If she doesn’t want more people knowing, that’s her call. She doesn’t fess up, I’ll bring her to the common room.”
While Finn watched Two-Times duck inside the clubhouse, I edged away from the table. 
My phone dinged, because making a clean get-away was never in the cards for me.
I caught my cousin’s text message before Finn came up behind me.
Yeah, so? Do you need a gold star?


People in their twenties probably shouldn’t feel their blood pressure rising, but with the amount of anger I had coursing through me, that had to be why my ears were ringing.
My fast-flying thumbs started in on a response when Finn snatched my phone out of my hand from behind.
I whirled and luckily yanked my phone back. “Oh, no. The days of the brothers taking my phone are over, Finneas!”
His brows went up. “Is that so? Do you have something to hide? Saw Mensa’s the contact you got up, what’s the deal?”
“That’s what I want to know. He’s the reason I’m even here. Made it sound like someone demanded I be here, but I don’t know why.”
He held his hand out for my phone. “Let me see. Mensa doesn’t make demands. He isn’t like that.”
I rolled my eyes. “That’s the thing. He went and deleted that text since his new phone can do that shit. Probably just to make me look stupid.”
An annoyed expression twisted Finn’s lips. “He might have deleted it by mistake, Riley.”
I scoffed. “And I might be a runway model.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Finn

She could be a runway model, once that infuriating black eye healed, and if she were a foot taller. Why runway models had to be so tall, he’d never know. His mom would say it was a leftover vestige of the patriarchy, but this was no time to think about Mom.
He shook his head to keep his thoughts on track. “Why don’t I just get Mensa out here? He can answer that question for us.”
“No!” She cried out so fast, Finn heard the same panic that Two-Times had observed. It was as though someone in that clubhouse was the one who hit her.
He cupped her cheek again, watching his thumb trace the edge of the bruise. “Why not? The way you’re reacting, I’d think he did this to you, but I damn well know better.”
She closed her eyes and took in a very deep breath. In a low pained voice, she said, “He can’t know about it.”
“Why not?”
“He just can’t. I need to know why he demanded I show up here today.”
Finn bit his tongue to keep from telling her Mensa didn’t send her that text… Finn did. And then he’d had to wait a very long hour before he could snag Mensa’s cell again to delete the evidence.
Riley slipped past him, again, marching toward the clubhouse. In two strides, he caught up to her, and twisted her around to face him.
“What are you doing?”
“What I should have done a year ago,” he muttered, then he dipped down, put his shoulder to her belly and hauled her to her car.
“Oh my God, put me down!” she yelled.
His hand locked on her ass, and he smiled. “You don’t want Mensa to know about your shiner, you better keep it down, Riles.”
She growled, and it was so damned cute it turned him on. He willed himself not to get hard. 
Gently, he set her down. That was a mistake. He forgot how feisty Riley got when she was angry.
She put her hands up to shove him, but pulled back at the last minute. Anger blazed from her eyes. “For the last time, Finn, what are you doing?”
He wanted to say he didn’t know, but that was a lie. Six weeks ago, Har had announced that Riley wouldn’t be welcome in the Riot MC clubhouse. The lead weight Finn felt in his stomach had been an unwelcome surprise. He’d reasoned that it was a sign. Between her willingness to be with anybody and his inability to fight for her attention, things had played out the way they were meant to. 
Except, a week later, the decision was reversed with a heavy emphasis that this was her very last chance with the club.
He resolved to make the most of it. 
In theory, that should have been easy. Nothing with Riley had ever been easy though. 
He stared into her dark brown eyes. “I’m driving you home. On the way, you’re gonna tell me who did that shit to you, and then I’m gonna kick their fuckin’ ass.”
Fear flooded her eyes, and she shook her head. “I can’t go home. Not tonight. Please.”
Shit.
He had to be wrong, but things were adding up. “You’re gettin’ shoved around at home?”
Her head twisted, then she looked back at him, defiance replacing the earlier fear. “No, that’s not it. I just need a night out.”
He nodded. “Get in the car.”
She dug her keys out of her pocket as he rounded her trunk to the driver’s side. He stopped at the rear wheel well and grabbed the magnetic key box that Mensa had mentioned putting on her car.
“What are you doing?” she asked – for the third time, but he wouldn’t point that out.
He grinned. “Driving you home.”
She scurried around the hood. “You’re not driving my car, Finn.”
He unlocked her door, and slid halfway into the car and moved the seat back. “Get in, Riles. I’m driving. You better hurry. Mensa’s probably looking for you or he will be soon.”
She planted her hands on her hips. “Are you listening to me? I can’t go home.”
He settled into the driver’s seat. “Didn’t say I was taking you to your home. Now get in the car, woman.”






  
  Chapter 2
Judge

Riley


How did this happen?  
I didn’t know what was worse, the fact Finn was right about Mensa coming to find me or Finn driving my beat-up Toyota. Both were embarrassing, but I couldn’t afford to run into my cousin. 
With a sigh so strong my father would have blackened my other eye, I buckled up in the passenger seat.
Finn started the car, put his hand on the gear shift, and then blew out a breath. “The fuck, Riles?”
“What?”
He glanced at me and back to the dash. “Your check engine light is on and your fuckin’ oil light’s lit up too. What the fuck are you doing driving this rust bucket in this condition? Are you trying to get stranded?”
“The lights just came on today, Finn. I don’t have a service shop on stand-by or something.”
He turned to me with wide eyes and a strange sneer on his face. “You kinda do since you’re a fixture around here and the president of the club —”
“Does custom work on bikes, not Toyotas. I really don’t have anyone I can just —”
“Stop. I’m taking you to my place, and we’re getting this fuckin’ thing taken care of in the morning.”
“Morning?” I croaked.
He drove out to Beach Boulevard. “Yeah, it happens about nine to twelve hours after the sun sets.”
I rolled my eyes. “I know how sunset and sunrise works, Finneas.”
“I had to wonder.”
I gritted my teeth. “I have to be somewhere in the morning. Early in the morning.”
He stopped at a red light and leveled his gaze on me. “That’s going to be difficult with this car in such bad shape. You’re gonna have to call in sick.”
“There are no sick days with Jonah,” I blurted.
Shit.
“That’s your boss?”
He didn’t deserve to know this. Hell, after the way he’d treated me, I didn’t want him to know this about me.
“Wait, that name sounds familiar… he’s in your family, isn’t he? Mensa’s mentioned someone named Jonah.”
I nodded once. “Yeah, he’s family, and I take care of him.”
“Everyday?”
“Almost.”
Finn made a couple exaggerated sniffing sounds. “Goddamn, is this thing burning oil. If we make it to my place, it’ll be a fuckin’ miracle.”
I shot him a sideways glare. “Where is your place?”
“Not quite to Gulfport. That a problem?”
“Yes, not that you give a damn.”
He grinned. “Glad you’re finally catchin’ on there, woman.”
Damn him. For most women, they would just order an Uber or something. I could do that, but there would be hell to pay with Dad. He kept a tight grip on my credit cards – if I bought anything online or where the ‘card wasn’t present’ for the transaction, he got a text message. Even when the card was present, he’d get a text later in the day. That all meant he’d know I spent twenty or thirty bucks to get back to the house.
The worst part was that I wasn’t able to keep jobs long enough to build my own savings. Some days Jonah had rough mornings. If I stuck around for him on those mornings, I became known as an employee who wasn’t on-time. Then there was the fact that I didn’t go into work when I was all banged up. My erratic employment record made it difficult to apply for my own credit cards, not to mention we didn’t have a physical mailbox. All of our mail went to a post office box. While I had a key for it, Dad rejoiced on the day the postal system allowed for online previews of every bill or letter received. 
So if I got so much as a credit card offer, he knew it. 
Days like today… it sucked not having financial independence.
Maybe I could convince Aurora to come get me. She’d always wanted me to take her to a Riot MC party - or even introduce her to one of the brothers. Swinging by one of their apartments to pick me up would have to give her a small fix instead.
“I’m taking you home in the morning,” Finn said.
My head whipped around. “What?”
“I’ll take you home on the back of my bike in the morning. Then I’ll get your car to the nearest mechanic or a junk yard. It’s a toss-up at this point with the way the seat’s cutting into my ass.”
I couldn’t stop my eyes from traveling down his muscular body to his crotch. 
He chuckled. “Man. I don’t know if that should stroke my ego or if that’s just standard procedure with you.”
My lips pursed and I turned away before he caught it, though it was unlikely he missed it. 
He reached over and grabbed my hand, giving it a squeeze. “I’m joking, Riley. Lighten up.”
He wasn’t really though, and that was what kept me from lightening up. I didn’t like people hiding their true meaning behind ‘jokes’ or the idea that they were just kidding around. 
It might seem like I didn’t have a sense of humor, but I did. But after living with a narcissistic abuser for the last twenty-five years, I didn’t respond well to derisive humor – especially when it was at my expense.
We turned right onto a side street, and then Finn pulled the car into a small driveway. “Miracles never cease. Your car didn’t leave us stranded. This is me. Let’s get some ice on your shiner.”
My growl was quieter than when he hauled me over his shoulder, but from his smirk I knew he’d heard it. “It’s too late for ice packs.”
He took the key out of the ignition and leaned toward me, his nose inches from mine. “It can’t fuckin’ hurt, Riley.”
I faced forward and took in his place. I’d expected an apartment, but this was a cute little patio home. Too cute for a biker.
He chuckled and unlatched my seatbelt buckle. “Yeah. It is too cute for a biker,” he muttered.
Heat singed my cheeks. “Sorry. I hadn’t meant to say that out loud.”
His arrogant grin stayed firmly in place, and he shrugged. “Don’t sweat it. The house belonged to my grandpa, who passed away the day after we were together. I’m staying here until my family decides what the fuck they’re gonna do with it.”
“Why can’t you keep staying here?” I asked without thinking.
His eyes locked with mine and I had a fleeting glimpse of how much he wanted that, but it was overshadowed by cynicism. “Because only my mom’s down with that. Her brother and sister both want to sell, but the house has to come out of probate first. Let’s go.”
Inside the house, I fought the urge to bolt. It smelled just like my grandma’s house, a warm scent from a mixture of home-cooking and older furniture. It surprised me I could even remember that smell, since I was seven years old the last time we visited. I hadn’t thought about that house in ages because it was like torture. A mirage in the desert of an abusive life. 
“Don’t know why you just went tense, but you got nothing to fear from me, Riley,” Finn said from behind me.
I took a deep breath. “I know that, Finneas.”
His hand settled on the small of my back and he guided me to a large brown leather sofa. Once I was seated, he crossed the living room, and went into the kitchen. 
The moment he had a hand on the freezer door, I spoke. “You don’t need to get me ice or anything.”
He looked to me with a blank expression. “Not… anything? Not even a beer?”
On the one hand I could do with some alcohol right about now, but on the other I needed to keep my wits about me. Finn was slick when he wanted to be. He’d proven that plenty today alone. 
It was on the tip of my tongue to say I’d take a beer, but Finn got there first. “Tough, club bunny. I say you need ice on your face and a beer in your hand.”
“Not a club bunny,” I said through gritted teeth.
His head tilted at a sharp angle. “Really? Pretty sure I can name the brothers who haven’t had you, and that’s roughly three – maybe four. I don’t know if you’ve been with Gamble.”
Showing my anger in front of my dad would get me smacked around, but I didn’t have to stifle shit around Finn. So, I didn’t.
I shot to my feet. “I don’t need to stick around here and take this crap from you.”
He held two beer bottles by the necks and stalked to me. “I’m not giving you shit, Riles.”
My eyes widened. “Then what do you call this?”
Remorse filled his eyes before he blinked and set the beers on the coffee table. “I don’t know, but it isn’t me giving you shit. I’m sorry, babe. Guess I’m pissed because the past year I’ve been stewing about the fuckin’ wasted time.”
My brows crinkled. “Wasted time?”
“We hit this at the clubhouse, woman, but months ago, I noticed how you look at me.”
“I don’t look at you,” I lied. He was right, and that embarrassed me. Of all the brothers he was so mellow and with my uber-controlling narcissistic father that appealed to me like nothing else.
He ignored my fib. “Fuckin’ hated watching you throw yourself at all the other brothers, but I’m getting over it.”
The coffee table prevented me from jutting my foot out with my attitude, but I cocked my hip and crossed my arms under my breasts. “Well, good for you, Finn, but I don’t particularly like how you could treat me like I’m invisible until… what? I show up with a bruise on my face and you’re taking pity on me? Thanks, but pity is the last thing I need.”
His lips twitched as though he fought between a pout and a snarl. He came closer and cupped my jaw with both of his hands. “Riley Tyndale, I swore I wasn’t going to share this, but your cousin didn’t send you that fuckin’ text.” He paused and twisted his lips to the side. “More like, he doesn’t know he sent that text, because I did it and I fuckin’ deleted the damned thing.”
I closed my eyes for a moment. Finn moved one of his hands to the back of my neck and I opened my eyes. “But, why?”
He stared into my eyes, then his gaze drifted down, and he watched his finger trace the edge of my black-eye. “Because I’m not gonna watch you bide your time in the common room flirting with prospects and other brothers —”
“Most are taken already,” I blurted.
He exhaled angrily. “Not the point, Riles.”
“Then what is?”
“It’s your last chance, and I’m not letting you fuck it up.”
My eyes widened. “Believe me, I wasn’t going to. The clubhouse is the only place I can go and feel completely safe.”
The moment the words were out of my mouth, I wanted to slink out of his house. 
“Why?”
I shook my head. “Don’t worry about it.”
He grabbed my hands and pulled me onto the couch next to him. I made to get up, but his hands went back to my neck and my cheek coaxing me to look at him. “Let’s try this again. Asked you earlier, I’m asking for the last time, who is pushing you around at home?”
I said nothing. It was quite possibly the one thing Dad had taught me to do well. That and getting the hell out of the room if things got heated or a fight was about the breakout.
The irritation could be heard in his soft exhale. “Don’t pull this shit. Don’t you shut down on me now, Riley.”
I inhaled. “You can’t fix this.” I exhaled gentle and soft. “So, like I said, don’t worry about it.”
He sucked his lower lip into his mouth, only to let it go in the slowest movement. “Can’t do that, darlin’. No matter how much you want me to.”
Next thing I knew, he lowered his lips to my cheek. The touch made me rear back in surprise and slight pain. 
He jerked away. “That hurt you?”
“Not…”
“Don’t hide shit with me. My lips grazing your face hurt you.”
“It was more surprise, maybe a tiny bit of pain. If I’d known it was coming —”
He tucked a lock of hair behind my ear. “You shouldn’t have to know a cheek kiss is coming, Riley. And that’s why I want to beat the fucking shit out of who did this to you. Hell, I ought to call Cynic and Har, get the —”
“No!” I cried.
His head turned a bit. “And that almost makes me think it’s Mensa again, which probably means you want to hide this from him. So, it must be family at home beating you. And, as far as I know, you don’t have brothers —”
I interrupted him. “I have a younger brother, Jonah. He’s got …a medical condition and I take care of him.”
“Which means it’s your dad.”
I gave him a hard stare, but I couldn’t bring myself to deny anything. 
“It doesn’t matter, Finn. You can’t do anything about it.”
His eyes rounded, his jaw dropped, and he struggled to find words for a moment. “Do you hear yourself? ‘It doesn’t matter.’ It’s the only fucking thing that matters right now, woman.”
“There’s nothing you can do, Finn. You can’t fix this, and neither can the club.”
Skepticism filled his eyes. “The clubhouse is the only place you feel safe, but the club can’t fix it? That’s bullshit, Riley.”
“Dad is a judge, Finn. Even if you had hard proof, he’d find a way to bury it or turn it around on you, the Riot, or worst-case scenario, both.”
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Acid churned in his gut. Of all the professions, her dad had to be a fuckin’ judge. That explained a lot, but it damn sure didn’t explain why the fucker would beat his daughter. Finn still wanted to find him and pummel the asshole.
“Wait. Does your daddy know that you’ve been hanging at the clubhouse for the past four years?”
Her eyes darted to the side. “Not really. I outright told him once after the third or fourth time I’d gone to a bash.”
Finn scoffed. “You told him?”
She wouldn’t look him in the eyes. “I didn’t think he’d react the way he did.”
The churning acid became more of a roil. “How’d he react?”
She waved her hand toward her eye. “This is nothing compared to that morning. He only stopped because he can’t afford for me to be in the hospital. Bad for his public image.”
He clenched his jaw, not caring how hard he ground his molars together. After a deep breath, he thought he had it together, but the question wouldn’t leave him alone and it only angered him more. “Are you saying he cares more about his public image than your health?”
She stared at the wall for a moment. “Honestly, if he weren’t in an elected position, he’d probably have killed me with his bare hands by now and covered it up.” She locked eyes with him. “He’s a master at covering his tracks and spinning things so he looks good. That’s why the club can’t fix it.”
In an effort to get a grip on his anger, he paced the length of the living room. Things still didn’t make sense to him.
“Why do you still live there? You’re in your twenties, surely you can move out,” he said as he settled on the couch again.
A small, humorless smile tugged at her lips. “I moved out first thing when I turned eighteen. Thought I was so damned smart. Dad dragged me back home in less than two weeks.”
“How could he?”
She blew out a sigh and shook her head. “There isn’t enough time or tequila for that messed-up story.” She turned pleading eyes to him. “Can we just not, right now, Finn?”
He decided to give her that, went into the kitchen, and grabbed an ice pack from the freezer. His original plan had been shot to shit when she showed up looking like a prizefighter’s practice partner. He’d wanted to take her to his room and remind her exactly how damned good they were together. Then he’d intended to find out why she’d pulled the shit with Heidi a few months back. Shit he had cleaned up, no less.
He sat down next to her again, gently putting the ice pack to her face. “You owe me, Tyndale.”
While her one eye widened, she lifted a hand to wave the pack away, but he kept it in place. “How can I possibly owe you, Finn?”
“Your expensive prank had to be cleaned up by somebody. That somebody turned out to be me, and I’m still salty about that shit. You owe me.”
She pushed against the ice pack. This time he let it drop between them. Remorse filled her eyes. “I’m sorry, Finn. Know that doesn’t count for much now, but —”
He grabbed the pack and put it back on her face. “No need to apologize to me. I just don’t fuckin’ get it. Why did you do that shit? Were you hung up on —”
With a sigh, she sat back and pulled the ice from her face. “No. Not really, I just hated that Block was suddenly willing to help her when it was clear on the Fourth of July, she didn’t give a single damn about him.”
His lips quirked. “Sounds a little like you, if you ask me.”
“What?”
He shook his head “Never mind. I still don’t understand why you thought anyone would put it together that your prank meant for her to stay away from the Riot brothers.”
She blew out an exasperated sigh, closed her eyes, and turned her head to the side. “Looking back, I don’t either, Finn, but at the time it seemed like the right idea.”
He twisted the top off her beer and handed it to her. “Rumor has it, you’ve learned your lesson.”
She sipped her beer and shrugged a shoulder. “Yeah.”
They fell into a lengthy silence while they sipped their beers. Even if she didn’t want to talk about it, he had to ask. “Why doesn’t Mensa know about this shit?”
That humorless smile reappeared. “The moment Dad heard Mensa was patched into the club, he told Auntie Celeste he no longer had a nephew.”
He stared at her. “And you come to the clubhouse every chance you get… to poke the bear? Or what?”
Her eyes widened and he fought smiling. Working her up pleased him like nothing else. “I told you, Finn. It’s the only place where I feel safe.” She polished off the dregs of her brew and tipped her head to the side in agreement. “And I wouldn’t mind seeing Dad face down all the brothers. Most of y’all would lose your minds, and it would be epic… as long as nobody got arrested.”
“Yeah, your daddy being a judge, we’d all find ourselves in lock-up at least for a night.”
He wondered why Mensa never mentioned his uncle being a judge… but then Mensa had patched in four years before Finn began prospecting. Still seemed odd to him that nobody talked about that.
“You’re thinking awful hard over there, Finn,” she said, standing. “Do you recycle?”
He grabbed her bottle and went to the kitchen. After he downed the rest of his, he tossed both bottles in the recycle can. “Figure out what you want to eat tonight.”
“I can’t stay here, Finn.”
His teeth sunk into his lower lip while he leaned into a hand on the counter. He didn’t miss her eyes focusing on his soul patch. “Be a cold day in hell before I take you back to that abusive asshole.”
“I have to be there in the morning,” she said through clenched teeth.
“What time?”
They may have only spent one weekend together physically, but Finn had devoted quite a bit of time to studying Riley. From the way her body straightened, he knew she was lying before she spoke.
“One in the morning.”
“Why? Is that curfew?”
“I won’t sleep here.”
He smirked. “Hard to sleep while we’re fucking, babe.”
She closed her eyes and hung her head. Then she glared at him. “I don’t remember you being so damned cocky.”
He straightened and smiled. “Things change in a year. Now, don’t lie to me this time. What time do you have to be there for Jonah?”
She grimaced. “I was lying, but not by much. It would be good if I was there before Dad leaves for work, and really, it helps if I sleep in my own bed.”
“Then I’m coming with you.”
She threw her hands up for a split second. “Are you nuts? Dad will lose his mind if there’s a biker in his house.”
He leaned toward her. “I’ll lose my mind if he hits you again, and something tells me he’s itching to do that even if you follow his dictates.”
Her chest heaved as she stared at him. 
“What time do you need to be there, Riley?”
“Six-thirty would be good, six
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