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Thank you for all your hard work on the covers. I couldn’t do this without you!

Liz Kelly:

Lady, you came in like a knight in shining armor and added some much needed polish! Thank you!

Brandy:

Thank you for keeping the characters and timelines right!
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Thanks for the multiple read throughs!!!
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Kimberly Church has led a privileged, but tortured life. In an effort to beat back her demons, she breaks away from her villainous family and creates a stable and safe life for herself, shutting all but her best friend out.

Aidan "Knight" Quinn is a well-respected and deeply rooted soldier in the Dogs of Fire Motorcycle Club. His dedication to helping animals leads him to a career as a veterinarian, but meeting the gorgeous and wholly unattainable friend of one of his brothers, threatens to distract him from his current path. Not realizing the dangers that truly lie ahead, he pursues her with an intense passion that surprises even him.

When Kim's deep dark secret comes back to haunt her, will she trust Knight enough to let him save her?

Will Knight be able to beat back the biggest demon of all in order to save Kim’s sanity, but most importantly, her life?

For Kimmie

You are my constant cheerleader and I love you to the moon and back!
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Kim

Two years ago(ish)... 

ABOUT A WEEK ago my best friend Danielle called to tell me she’d met her dream man. The same dream man who’d just blown up girls’ night. Needless to say, I was still trying to decide how I felt about Danielle’s new guy, Austin ‘Booker’ Carver. He was an officer in the Dogs of Fire Motorcycle Club, and although his usual dress was one of jeans, cut, and motorcycle boots, tonight he and his friend wore Armani suits.

Danielle Harris had been my best friend for well over ten years. She was the only person on earth who knew everything about me... and I mean everything. Her family had bailed me out of more situations than I could count, and always made me feel like I was part of their family. 

The night started off great. Dani and I were throwing back margaritas and relaxing at one of the most exclusive clubs in Portland. Blush was virtually impossible to get into, but we’d somehow managed to get past the bouncers at the front door. Unfortunately, a couple of Class A douchebags slithered up to our table and refused to leave us alone. This prompted Booker and his biker buddy Mack to “rescue” us. It would have been nice if they’d just removed the douchebags and let us get back to our girl-time, but Booker had to pull the badass card and bust up our night. 

That was about an hour ago and Booker’s need to play Tarzan now left me seated beside the tall, built, blond piece of deliciousness, Logan ‘Mack’ Reed, in his very well-equipped BMW, on my way home. I didn’t realize bikers owned anything other than Harleys. Of course, I also didn’t realize they wore Armani suits (which Mack was certainly rocking), so perhaps my idea of a biker was incorrect.

I knew Mack... sort of. He occasionally came into the bar where I worked, to grab a bite to eat or talk to my boss. I’d never had a conversation with him, just a smile from afar. He was gorgeous, yes, but totally not my type. Don’t get me wrong, I was all over tall and built, but I usually preferred my studs dark-haired.

“How pissed is Booker?” I asked Mack as we drove. I was concerned for Dani. She was a little naive, very sweet, and had just gone through a nasty break-up with an asshole who stole all her money, so she was extremely vulnerable. I noticed Booker was somewhat monosyllabic and difficult to read, but he was great at grunting, which only worried me more.

“He’s more concerned than pissed,” Mack offered.

“He looked way more pissed than concerned,” I countered.

“Babe, your girl’s in good hands with my brother. He won’t hurt her.”

Dani had informed me that the club members called each other ‘brother,’ even though they weren’t related, but apparently, a few were actually blood. How that didn’t get confusing, I had no idea.

“He better not hurt her,” I said. “She’s fragile.”

“And he’s protective. He wasn’t happy you were even there to begin with.”

“Yeah, I was a little surprised we got in.”

Mack chuckled. “You got in because Booker let you in. We’ve been watching from the second you showed your IDs.”

“Figures.” I rolled my eyes. “What about you?”

He grinned. “I’m protective as well.”

“Yeah, I kind of picked up on that.” I laughed. “But that’s not what I meant.”

“I’m neither pissed nor concerned.”

“Well, that’s good to know, I guess.”

We pulled up at a red light and he asked, “You wanna grab a drink somewhere?”

“I was just doing that with Dani,” I pointed out. “You and Booker kind of blew that up.”

He nodded. “True, but I figured since I interrupted your night, we could go somewhere else... a little more fun than the places we work.”

“As gorgeous as you are, Mack, I’m thinking the two of us wouldn’t be a good idea.”

“Whoa babe, you’re rushin’ things a bit, huh?”

I snorted out a chuckle at his joke.

The light turned green and Mack grinned as we moved ahead. “What I’m suggestin’ has nothin’ to do with sex.”

“Hmm,” I murmured as I cocked my head. “You have me intrigued.”

Mack chuckled. “Trust me. I know how to entertain, even platonically.”

“Yeah? Prove it.” 

Within minutes, Mack pulled up in front of a non-descript building with an old west feel (leading me to believe he wasn’t planning on taking ‘no’ for an answer). He took my hand and guided me to the entrance and into... a honky-tonk. I shook my head and frowned over at him. “You’re joking.”

“Trust me.”

“No way.”

He grinned. “Seriously, trust me.”

“Ohmigod,” I groaned. “I hate country.”

He chuckled and greeted the bouncer who waved us in without collecting the cover. We slipped through the darkened room and I grasped for Mack’s hand, as if it could protect me from the grating jingle of auto-tuned country music, which was far too loud for my liking. 

On the dance floor, men in barely-scuffed cowboy boots and giant pristine hats who’d probably never seen a horse, let alone ridden one, danced with dressed-to-the nines women, their hair in various stages of height. 

I wrinkled my nose as Mack pushed open a door marked “private,” and tugged me into a large VIP-looking room. A bar sat along the back wall and the outer walls had intimate booths. Some were barely big enough for two, others large enough to seat ten, and there was a dance floor in the middle, although no one was dancing. Once the door was closed behind us, the music from the club ceased to exist and I let out a breath of relief. I noticed a jukebox over by the bar, and there was a song playing (not as loud as in the main bar), but it was rock. Rock-n-roll I could handle.

A lot of seriously gorgeous man meat milled around the room in vests and jeans. Some were deep in conversation while smoking and drinking, others were in booths playing poker or making out with the few women who were there. I smiled at the calmer atmosphere. Now, this was my kind of crew. 

“Come meet my brothers,” Mack said, and took my hand again, heading toward the tables.

“Actual brothers or club brothers?”

He chuckled. “Club brothers.”

“Oh. Okay.”

A man with well-worn cowboy boots met my eyes as we approached and my stomach flip-flopped. God, he was gorgeous. Tall, really tall. Probably six-and-a-half feet. Delicious. I was tall, six feet or more, depending on the heel, but it was hard to find a man who matched my height (who wasn’t a stick). This gorgeous piece of ass was built perfectly.

His slow smile indicated I may have stared a little too long, but I didn’t really care as I smiled back. Mack was cute and all, but this man... he was someone I could have some real fun with... provided he quit looking into my soul. That was a little disconcerting.

“Knight,” the gorgeous man said, reaching out his hand toward me.

“Kim,” I replied, shaking it.

“That’s good enough.” Mack pulled my hand from Knight’s and I rolled my eyes.

Irritation crossed Knight’s face, but not for long and the next hour or so was spent laughing, drinking, and dare I say, dancing. Knight and one other guy, Flea I think his name was, danced with me, but Mack refused. It was a blast... well, it was until Mack got a call from Booker and my night was blown up... again.

“Babe, we need to go,” Mack said, ominously.

I frowned. “What, why?”

“Got an issue.”

“Everything okay?” I asked.

“You got a key to Dani’s place?”

“Um, yes, why?”

“On you?”

“Yes. It’s on my key ring. Why?”

“We need to go and pack her a bag,” Mack said. “She’s gonna be staying with Booker for a bit.”

I grabbed his arm. “What’s going on, Mack?”

“Problem?” Knight asked from behind me. So close, in fact, if I’d stepped back, I would have bumped into him.

“Dani’s gonna stay with Booker for a while,” Mack said to Knight, not me, jerk.

Knight frowned. “Shit, seriously?” 

“What is going on?” I snapped.

“How about I take Kim where she needs to go?” Knight offered. “You take Booker’s back.”

“You okay with that?” Mack asked me.

“Am I okay with what?”

“Going with Knight. We just said that,” Mack said, sounding irked.

Now I was pissed. “Oh, right, sorry. Obviously, I didn’t understand the question the first time because you’re speaking as though I’m not here!”

Mack gave me a quirky smile. “Right, so it’s all good.”

“Jackass,” I hissed under my breath.

“I’ll text you the info,” Mack said to Knight, clearly ignoring me again, and walked away.

Knight smiled at me. “Ready?” 

I forced myself not to curse as I followed him out of the club. He opened the passenger door to a beat up old pickup truck and I slid inside, surprisingly comforted by the smell of horses. I currently owned an Arabian gelding and competed in every local show available. My life could only have been described as tumultuous and horses had been my refuge and, on occasion, my savior. The smell instantly calmed me as Knight climbed into the driver’s seat and started the engine.

“Are you going to tell me what’s going on?” I asked.

“Waitin’ on Booker or Mack to tell me, sugar.”

“Right,” I conceded. “I’m surprised you don’t have a bike.”

He smiled. “I do, but outside of the fact it’s too wet to ride, I had a group class out at a dairy farm, so needed to bring more than the bike could carry.”

“Group class?”

He nodded, pulling out of the parking lot. “I’m in vet school.”

“Oh, wow. Really? That’s cool.”

“Yeah?”

I nodded. “I ride horses. I compete with my Arabian.”

“Great horses.”

“Definitely. I’ll never own anything other than an Arabian now. He’s the best.”

“Where am I taking you?” he asked.

I gave him the address for Dani’s apartment and we headed toward the freeway.

“You ride English?” he asked.

I smiled. “How’d you guess?”

He smiled. “Shot in the dark.”

“Do you ride?”

“All my life,” he said.

“Let me guess, you’re some kind of cowboy.” I nodded toward his feet. “I can tell by your boots.”

“Nah, although, I’ve rustled some cattle in my day,” he said. “I ride mostly Western, but I’ve been known to put a horse through dressage or jumping exercises every now and then.”

“Really? That surprises me.”

“It doesn’t matter what tack you put on a horse, they should all be able to respond to your commands and move between both disciplines.”

“I guess that’s true. Although, if you tried to put a Western saddle on my Arabian, he might kick you.”

Knight laughed. “Sounds like he’s perfect for you.”

“Because he’s ornery?”

“Did I say that?” he asked in mock offense.

I smiled. Tall, dark, handsome, and funny. I was in trouble.

Despite my nervousness from not knowing what was going on, Knight put me at ease, and I was a little calmer when we arrived. He followed me upstairs and into the apartment, closing the door behind us.

“So, Booker said I’m supposed to pack her a bag?” I asked. “Any idea why or for how long?”

“No... let me find out.” He sent off a text, and then we stood in the entryway, waiting. His phone buzzed. He studied it for a moment before saying, “Booker needs you to pack enough clothes and shit for a week or so.” 

“What’s going on?” I asked... again.

“Honestly, I don’t know all of it, but Booker’s trying to keep her safe.”

I studied him. “If you knew anything, would you tell me?”

He sighed. “Probably not, sugar.”

Him calling me sugar sent a thrill up my spine, but I ignored it and crossed my arms. “Well, since I don’t know you, I’m not handing over a bag of my best friend’s stuff. So, how about you get on that phone and find out why the hell I’m doing this.”

Knight smiled, but I could tell he was trying not to. He pulled out his phone and put it to his ear. “Hey, brother. Kim wants to know why she’s packing a bag for Dani. Yep, refusing to do it until I fill her in.” He chuckled. “Yeah.” He quickly sobered. “No shit? Okay. I’ll let her know. Bye.”

I bit my lip. His expression raised my blood pressure slightly.

“Some guy named Steven has offered her up for some kind of ransom.”

I gasped. “Steven...as in her ex, Steven?” 

Knight shrugged. “That’s all I know.”

“It has to be. That fucking, piece of shit!”

“Booker’s keeping her at his place so he can make sure she’s safe.”

“Well, yeah, that’s the right answer,” I ground out. “I’ll be quick.”

I couldn’t believe Dani’s ex had resurfaced. Asshole. I moved through her room, packing things I knew she’d need, then headed to the kitchen and grabbed a couple of bottles of her favorite wine. I had a feeling she’d need them.

Knight carried the stuff down to the truck while I made sure everything in her apartment was locked up and turned off.

* * *
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Knight

Unable to get the gorgeous brunette off my mind, I had bugged Dani for information on her best friend. I knew going to Booker or Mack would raise questions, and in the end, get me nowhere, so Dani was my best bet and she didn’t disappoint. I’d cornered her two days after the honky-tonk when Dani and Booker had come by Blush to drop off paperwork Mack had asked for. Dani had given me enough information for me to put into motion my “get to know Kim plan.”

One week after meeting Kim, I walked into her bar. Mulligans’ was within walking distance from Blush, and the call of the pretty and feisty waitress couldn’t be ignored. Damn, she was gorgeous, not to mention funny as hell, had a passion for horses that just might rival my own. Plus, she was protective of her friend... all qualities I felt were important. 

She caught my eye and her smile widened as she set drinks on a table by the bar. I gave her a chin lift and headed to an open stool at the bar. 

“What can I get you, handsome?” someone asked, pulling my focus from Kim. 

I turned my smile toward the pretty red-headed bartender waiting for my order. “Jack, neat.”

“You got it.” She grabbed a glass and a bottle of Jack Daniels, giving me a little more than a pour. “Six bucks,” she said with a wink. I dropped a ten on the bar and she beamed when I refused change. “Thanks, honey.”

I tipped my glass toward her and then sipped.

A gentle hand landed on my back. “Hey, Knight.”

I turned to face Kim with a smile. “Hey, sugar.”

“What are you doing here? Is everything okay with Dani?”

“You’d probably know more than me,” I admitted.

“Oh, good, ’cause I just talked to her.” Kim relaxed. “You scared me a little.”

“Sorry about that.”

“So, if Dani’s good, what are you doing here?”

I grinned. “I’m here, ’cause you’re here.”

“Oh, yeah?” she said. “Trying to steal me away?”

I chuckled. “From Mack, yeah, from here, no. You’re too good for Blush.”

“FYI, Mack doesn’t have me, so I can’t be stolen from him, and I personally think the servers at Blush are really good.”

Their ability to sling drinks wasn’t really what I was referring to. Blush was a favorite for escorts and johns, and as long as their activities didn’t draw negative attention for the Dogs, Mack and Booker allowed them to do business. “I’ll tell Booker you said so.”

“Miss!” someone called, and Kim grimaced.

“I better get back to work,” she said, but she seemed reluctant to leave me.

“I’m gonna finish my drink and do the same. I’ll find you when I’m ready to go.”

“Sounds good.” Kim squeezed my arm and then headed back into the fray.

I finished my drink but couldn’t quite bring myself to leave, so I waited the two hours it took for Kim to finish her shift. I offered to walk her to her car, which she readily accepted. I held the door for her and followed her out the back. 

“So, what’s a nice girl like you doing working for an asshole like Doug?” I asked.

Kim chuckled. “I needed something to do that would piss my parents off, but then I realized I actually really like the job. I need something to do with my days, and I’m not really the office worker type, you know? Plus, Doug’s not so bad. He pays us well and doesn’t give us grief when we need a day off.”

We arrived at her Mercedes and I opened her door for her. “I’m surprised you work at all.”

Her expression turned guarded as she said, “I don’t like being lazy.”

“Admirable,” I said. “Drive safe, sugar.”

“I will,” she promised as she climbed in and took off.

I wondered how the hell I’d measure up to a woman who owned a Mercedes and worked because she wanted to. She was out of my league, but, damn if it didn’t just make me want her more. I had a feeling she’d be worth the risk of putting myself out there.
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Kim

Six months later... 

I SMILED AT Train as he allowed me entrance into Blush. Gorgeous, tatted, but very, very young, Train was a recruit for the Dogs of Fire Motorcycle Club and I adored him. Blush was owned by the Dogs and run by Mack and Booker and ever since meeting Mack, I’d been inducted into the Dogs family. 

Technically, that happened when Dani and Booker hooked up too, I suppose, but Mack had gone the extra mile and assumed the role of big brother... annoyingly so. The club might not be outlaw, but they protected their women like they were (to the point of irritation sometimes), and that meant he cramped my style far more than I liked. 

Tonight, however, neither Booker nor Mack were working, so technically I shouldn’t be here, but I needed a distraction. I’d been dealing with some strange phone calls of late, along with notes and gifts left on my car at work. I’d asked Mack and Knight about them (in passing) and neither of them knew anything about it, so I dropped it, but now the gifts were getting weird and starting to freak me out. Sexy lingerie, sensual oils and such, and sex toys were left in obvious places for me to find. It was creepy. 

On top of the weird stalker, my mother was doubling down on her phone calls and harassment. She was up to something, but I wasn’t entirely sure what, and since she wasn’t sharing, I had to keep my guard up. 

Maybe getting laid would help me relax and take my mind off things for a bit. 

This thought brought me to Knight and whether or not he’d be here. Now that’s a man who’d be able to take my mind off everything. 

His presence was a crapshoot, but I knew he’d had some group vet class out in Salem today, so he probably wouldn’t be back until way late. Fine by me since I wanted to have a little fun, and if he, and/or Mack or Booker were working, that would be greatly squashed. Partly because he was also protective, but mostly because I’d be distracted with how much I wanted him in my bed instead of whomever I chose tonight. 

I’d pretty much decided Knight and I wouldn’t work. Chalk it up to my many issues with intimacy, sexual and otherwise, the fact he was down to earth and sweet and, quite frankly, I think I would more than likely devour him. I liked him way too much, which was new to me. I’d never been this interested in a man, and damn it if it wasn’t his face I saw when I came. In fact, it had gotten so bad; the only way I could come was to imagine him there. I hadn’t slept with anyone in months, even my vibrator had let me down. Ever since I met Knight, every man was compared to him and they never measured up. Pathetic.

Tonight that was going to change, however. At least, I hoped it would. 

I pushed my way through the crowd and slid up to the bar. Cricket was pouring and I grinned as I climbed onto a stool. Her brother, Hatch, was the Sergeant at Arms for the club and I was surprised he let her work here, but I didn’t pry.

“Hey Kim,” Cricket said, setting a margarita in front of me.

“Hey.” I sipped my drink and sighed. I loved that I didn’t even need to ask and it was always perfect. “Thanks.”

“No problem.”

I handed her my credit card to start a tab and took another sip. “Busier than normal, huh?”

“Fuckin’ conference. It’s douchebag central tonight. Watch yourself... wedding rings are off.”

“Oh, I love cheaters,” I droned sarcastically.

Cricket nodded. “I’m messin’ with ’em. Don’t tell Mack.”

I giggled. “Secret’s safe with me.”

Cricket checked her phone and gave me a sympathetic look. “Speak of the Devil...Mack wants you in his office.”

“What the hell?” I choked on a sip. “He’s not supposed to be here.”

“Yeah, there was an issue, so he had to come in. Sorry, hon.”

“I’ll just sit here for a bit.”

“Your funeral.” Cricket smiled and left me to help a group of men at the other end of the bar. She returned a few minutes later and handed me a bottled water. “Hydrate.”

I giggled. “Don’t talk to me like you know me.”

She chuckled and grabbed her phone again. “Second request from Mack.”

“I don’t care.” 

“He just sent a girl home and she looked happy. If she’s happy, he must be happy,” Cricket said. “Maybe he’ll loosen the reins a bit?”

Mack loved sex almost as much as I did... however, he slept with far more women than I did men. There had been moments in the past when I wondered what it would be like to partake and see if he was as good as his discarded women swore, but sleeping with Mack would probably screw up my chances of bedding the man I actually wanted. 

“Not likely,” I grumbled. “He and I apparently need to have another conversation about boundaries.”

“Good luck with that.”

“Thanks.” I sipped my drink as Cricket did her job and I tried to avoid the inevitable. 

I was given enough time to finish my margarita and take two sips of water before Pug shoved a guy away from me and smiled. Pug’s nickname fit him perfectly because he looked like a pug. He was bald and tatted pretty much everywhere (that I could see) and like most dogs, it would probably take a good neutering to get his aggression issues under control. “Mack wants you.”

“I heard.”

“You gonna come now?”

I scowled. “No.”

“Babe, don’t fuckin’ do that, yeah?” Pug ground out. “I don’t have time for you asserting your independence right now.”

“Piss off, Pug.”

“Kim, seriously.”

I let out a frustrated groan and slid off my stool. There was no point in arguing, I had no power here and I’d just drive myself crazy trying to dispute the great and powerful Mack. I squared my shoulders and headed toward Mack’s office at the back of the club. 

Flea stood sentry, but smiled as I approached and leaned down to kiss my cheek. “Hey, gorgeous,” he said.

“Hey.”

He didn’t say anything else as he pushed open the door and let me walk through. I heard the door close behind me and glanced back, grateful Pug didn’t follow.

As I continued down the hall, Mack stepped out of his office, crossed his arms, and frowned. “Why are you here alone, Kimmie?”

“I’m not alone. You’re here.”

“Fuck me.” He dropped his head back with a frustrated sigh.

“No thanks,” I said, brightly. 

“Babe, I get that you’re independent and shit but tonight is the worst fuckin’ night to be here alone.”

“Why?”

“You’re seriously asking me that?” he snapped.

I waved my hand dismissively. “Club business, whatever. Outside of your forced protection of me, I have no ties to the Club, Mack, so I’m a free agent.”

“That’s total bullshit.” Mack scowled. “So, I’m gonna ask you again. Why the hell are you here when you knew I wasn’t scheduled?”

I chewed on my lower lip trying to come up with a valid argument.

“Kim—”

“Mack, I love you. You know I do, but you can’t tell me what I can and cannot do,” I said. “If someone tried to tell you who you could sleep with, how would you react?”

“That’s different.”

I scowled. “Screw you, Mack.”

He glared at me. “Kim, you’re fuckin’ out of control, babe.”

“Because I love sex?” I snapped. 

“You don’t love sex, Kimmie, you just wanna piss me off.”

I threw my arms up in the air. “Are you serious with this shit? Forget it. I’ll leave.” 

He laid a hand on my shoulder. “It’s dangerous to be here lookin’ for sex, babe. It’s dangerous to be lookin’ for it anywhere random. You wanna find a guy to take your mind off your troubles, you got good men in your life who’ll do right by you. Pick one of them.”

“None of this is any of your fucking business, Mack.” 

I blinked back tears of irritation and he hugged me. “I’ll have someone walk you to your car,” he offered.

“I took a cab,” I grumbled.

“Then I’ll have Pug drive you.”

“I’d rather have crows peck my eyes out.”

He chuckled. “You still dealin’ with notes and shit?”

“Nope,” I lied.

“Kim, why’d you come here? Really? I know your past shit, and I thought you were dealing with it.”

Mack knew a little about my past sexual abuse. Not all of it...that was reserved for Dani, but he’d guessed (because he was smart) that something had happened to me, and offered a soft place to land if I needed it. I’d never taken him up on the offer and had been glad he didn’t bring the subject up again.

“I needed a little stress relief,” I snapped. 

He studied me for a few seconds and then sighed. “You don’t wanna tell me, don’t tell me. Pug’s gonna get you a cab, though.”

“Tell him not to bother,” I snapped as I pulled away from him, stalking out of the office and back down the hall. I stormed past Flea and detoured onto the dance floor, then toward the bar. If I was being forced home, I was goin’ home drunk.

I slid up to the bar and Cricket handed me my credit card. “He cut you off, hon.”

“Son of a bitch!”

Cricket grimaced. “Sorry.”

“You alone?” a deep voice asked from behind me.

I turned, seeing he was kind of cute in a tight-ass, businessman kind of way, and smiled. “Yeah.”

“Buy you a drink, beautiful?”

I bit my lip, then nodded. “I would love a drink.”

Before he could order, Pug sat on the stool beside me and shook his head.

“Seriously?” I hissed.

“Walk away, man,” Pug ordered.

My admirer did exactly what Pug told him to do and stupid me (after Pug walked away), I accepted another offer for a drink. Pug showed up again and that man walked away as well.

Damn Mack and his interfering. “Call him off, Pug,” I snapped. 

“Not gonna happen,” Pug said, and gave me a smug smile.

“You’re such a dick, you know that?”

“Yep.” He crossed his arms. “Come on, I’ll get you a cab.”

“I’m going to hit the little girls’ room first.”

“Knock yourself out.”

I scowled at him and headed to the bathroom, pissed that my night had been totally ruined. As I dried my hands, my phone buzzed, and I sighed. It was Knight, so I answered his call. “Hey.”

“Hey, sugar. You okay?”

I put on a fake smile and said, “Yep. What’s up?”

“Just checkin’ in.”

“Really? Did Mack call you?”

“Pleadin’ the fifth, sug.”

“Well, I’m leaving, so y’all can relax.”

“We’re keepin’ you safe, Kimmie, you get that right?”

I bit back frustrated tears. I don’t know why I expected him to be different than the others, but I wished he’d have a little more faith in my ability to keep myself safe. “Whatever.”

“Want me to swing by and pick you up? We can go get a bite.”

“No, I’m going to grab a cab and head home.”

“You sure?”

“Yep.”

“I’ll call you tomorrow.”

“Okay, honey.” My voice was sweet, but I was secretly flipping him off in my mind. “Bye.”

I hung up and slipped out of the bathroom. Pug was talking with a cute girl who obviously wanted free drinks, so I used the distraction to head outside. I was quite capable of calling for a cab without him breathing down my neck. As I stepped onto the sidewalk, I heard my name and followed the sound. 

“Kim! Hey!”

I frowned when I didn’t recognize the guy waving at me. 

He caught up to me and smiled. “Hey.”

“Hi,” I said. Now that he was closer, he seemed faintly familiar, but I couldn’t place him. He was about an inch shorter than me, blond hair and hazel eyes, nothing really to write home about, but cute.

“Brian Combes,” he provided. “I worked for your father four years ago.”

My father owned the largest (and most prestigious) law firm in Portland. All of Oregon, truth be told. He was a fifth-generation attorney and had expected me to follow in his footsteps, but after I found out about his multiple affairs, I decided I was going to do whatever the hell I wanted and he could go screw himself. 

I was so disgusted, and wasn’t entirely sure who I was angrier at... him because he was a pig, or my mother who turned a blind eye to his roaming. Unfortunately, I was not so brave to completely cut them out of my life. They had a way of making my life a living hell, so I played the game when it was necessary... like parties and such.

Recognition dawned. “Right, weren’t you a junior associate? I met you at a holiday party the year you got hired.”

“Good memory.” He smiled. “I can’t believe I saw you on the side of the street. Small world.”

“Indeed.”

He took my arm. “Can I give you a ride somewhere?”

“No, I’m good. Thanks.” I tried to pull away, but he gripped me harder.

“I’d really like you to let me go,” I ordered, but I felt a prick in my arm and gasped. “Ouch. Did you just... pinch me?”

“Must have been my pin. Here, let me help you,” he said. 

Pin? The word blended together in my mind and I stumbled. “What the...?”

He dragged me into the alleyway behind the bar and sneered as he slammed me against the wall. “Hey!” I squeaked.

“You don’t even know who I am, do you?”

“Brian... Combes,” I slurred.

“That’s not what I’m talking about.” His hand grasped my throat and I couldn’t breathe. “Fuckin’ bitch.”

He squeezed harder and I scratched at his arms, the adrenaline forcing a little of the haziness away, but my arms still felt like rubber flailing in water. Clothing ripped and something hard was between my legs, pressing against me. I cried out but he squeezed my throat harder with one hand and grabbed my breast with
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