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        Sometimes a challenge comes along that can either make or break you...

      

        

      
        Deacon has a great life. A loyal brotherhood within the Blood Fury MC. A successful bail bonds business he runs with his cousin, Judge. A faithful dog. He’s also an expert at seducing the ladies. He’s got the looks. He’s got the charm. And he’s got the skill.

      

        

      
        Or at least he thought he did. Until he met his match. A woman who not only resists him, but challenges him at every turn.

      

        

      
        As an expert bounty hunter, he’s been hired to capture a violent fugitive. Dealing with a dangerous man is one thing, but dealing with a stubborn woman is quite another. And the victim just happens to be her younger sister.

      

        

      
        For Deacon, winning over a woman has never been this difficult. The more she fights his “charm,” the more determined he is not to give up. This is one war he can’t afford to lose, not only for her, but with locating the fugitive before he finds his victim.

      

        

      
        It’s a challenge he’s willing to take on, as long as it doesn’t destroy him first.
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            Prologue

          

          NOTHING STAYS THE SAME

        

      

    

    
      Deacon stood on the porch, watching the plain tan four-door sedan turn into the driveway. Without a word, his father and mother left him there as they went out to meet the dressed-up woman climbing out of the driver’s side.

      They exchanged words Deacon couldn’t hear. Though, he wanted to. He wanted to know what was being said between the three of them and how it would affect him.

      His mom had said his Aunt Trixie and Uncle Ox had gotten into trouble and were in jail, so his cousins now had nothing and no one.

      Deacon didn’t know much about his aunt and uncle because his mother didn’t want anything to do with her brother and his wife. He’d heard his parents talking about them in the past, and the word “trouble” always came up. Along with some other words he wasn’t allowed to say unless he wanted to be grounded.

      So, he didn’t really know his cousins—the ones who no longer had parents to take care of them—even though they hadn’t lived far away at all.

      He was only told this morning, while he was eating his Corn Pops, that his cousins, Judd and Jemma, were coming to stay with them.

      People, who were practically strangers, were coming to stay in their house.

      When his mother told him that, he dropped his spoon into his cereal bowl and splashed milk onto the kitchen table. He quickly used his napkin to clean it up before his father saw it. But Deacon said nothing until he was told he’d have to share his bedroom with Judd.

      “What? Why?” How was that fair?

      His mother had narrowed her brown eyes on him. “Because they have nowhere else to go except into the system. And we only have three bedrooms in this house. One needs to be for Jemma. That means you’ll have to share yours with Judd.”

      “Why can’t they go into the system?” He didn’t want to share his room with anyone else. He didn’t want to share his parents with other kids.

      He was happy the way things were.

      And, anyway, Judd wasn’t even his age. He was like a million years older. Why would the teenager want to share a bedroom with a ten-year-old?

      “Because despite the way my brother lived his life, they are family,” his mother said. “They didn’t choose this, they are victims of circumstance.”

      Whatever that meant.

      Deacon jutted out his jaw and pounded his fist on the table, making the cereal bowl jump. “But I don’t wanna share my room!”

      Deacon’s heart began to thud as his father took three long strides over to him and cuffed him upside the head. “Boy, you have everything. They have nothing. You will share your room, your toys and everything else you have with your cousins. And I don’t want to hear a word about it. They’ve already been through enough and they don’t need to hear you whining like a damn crybaby.”

      “But Dad⁠—”

      “Not another damn word about it, boy. They’re coming here because we’re all they have. What if it was you, huh? What if something happened to me and your mother and no one gave a shit enough about you to take you in? You’d end up in some foster home and probably spend the rest of your life in and out of the system. They’ve had no guidance in their life. They need that and a roof over their heads. And we’re going to provide it.”

      Deacon’s bottom lip had trembled as he stared at the sweetened yellow puffed corn floating in the lukewarm milk.

      But now, not even an hour after choking down the last of that soggy cereal, he stood on the porch and watched as his cousins got out of the back of the car and, when the woman popped the trunk open, his father grabbed two small garbage bags from it.

      They didn’t have suitcases? That was all they had?

      As his mother reached to pick up a five-year-old Jemma, Judd pushed past her, grabbed his sister and lifted her up instead. Jemma clung to her sixteen-year-old brother with her tear-stained face buried in his neck.

      Why was she crying? She was getting her own damn room. Unlike Deacon. And his room wasn’t even big enough for two beds.

      His father, carrying the black plastic bags, headed toward the house.

      Judd stood in the driveway, his sister in his arms, staring at Deacon’s father’s back, then his gaze landed on Deacon. He couldn’t tell if Judd was mad or sad, or what, because the kid’s expression never changed.

      It remained blank.

      His mother wrapped an arm around Judd’s shoulders and steered him toward the house. She said something to him, but Judd didn’t respond. He just walked, holding on to Jemma tightly. Like he was afraid someone would steal her from him.

      Just like he was about to steal Deacon’s room. Deacon’s life.

      As his father climbed the porch steps and passed him, he muttered, “You better drop the attitude, boy. I can see it on your face and so can they. You might not have asked for this, but neither did they. I’m sure they would’ve been happier staying where they were, not getting uprooted like this. So, you better think twice before you say something stupid to either of your cousins, you hear me?”

      Deacon couldn’t unglue his gaze from those two cousins, who were approaching his house. Neither of them would even be fun to hang out with. Judd was too old. Jemma too young.

      “You hear me, boy?”

      “Yes,” he forced out between clenched teeth.

      His dad gave a sharp nod and went inside, the springs on the wooden screen door squeaking as it slammed and bounced against the frame behind him.

      Deacon spread his feet wide and crossed his arms over his chest, refusing to move out of their way as they stepped onto the porch.

      His mother released a disappointed sigh as she went around him, but Judd stopped right in front of him. He waited until Deacon’s mother went inside, then his cousin, much taller than Deacon, said, “Think I wanna share a room with a spoiled, snot-nosed shit like you? You think I got a choice to be here? I’m only doin’ it for my sister, that’s all.” Judd leaned down and sneered right in Deacon’s face. “So, get the fuck over it, twerp. What’s mine is mine and now what’s yours is mine, too. Get used to it. Now, get the fuck outta my way.”

      Deacon stared at him for a few seconds longer. Then he moved, but not fast enough. Judd clipped Deacon’s shoulder as he pushed forward, knocking Deacon to the side.

      Judd paused in front of the door and said over his shoulder, “You do anything bad to my sister, I’ll beat the shit outta you.”

      “You touch me and I’ll tell my Dad.”

      “Then he’ll beat the shit outta you, too. Your pop told me he’s glad I’m not a pussy boy like you.” Judd jerked open the screen door and carried Jemma inside.

      Before the screen door slammed shut, he saw Jemma’s face peek out from Judd’s neck and she stuck her tongue out at Deacon.

      Deacon rubbed at the burn in his eyes and the sting in his nose. He tore down the porch steps and out to the shed, where he grabbed his prized BMX bike, which he refused to share, and hopped on it. He pedaled until he couldn’t pedal anymore, until his lungs were burning and he lost track of time.

      By the time he got home, it was dark and past his curfew. After he put his bike back in the shed, he came around the corner of the house to find his father waiting for him on the porch in the rocking chair. Rocking and waiting. Probably getting more ticked by the second.

      His dad was usually fair, but Deacon knew he not only broke the rules, but missed dinner. He’d also somehow torn a hole in his new jeans, so now his mother would have to repair them.

      “I’m sorry, Dad,” he mumbled as he slowly climbed the porch steps.

      His father stopped rocking and got to his feet. “Yeah. You’re going to be.”

      The sound of his father’s belt being unbuckled made him freeze.

      “Go to your room and wait for me there.”

      Deacon flicked his eyes up to his father’s. “Is Judd in there? You gonna let him watch?”

      “He’s going to see what happens when he doesn’t follow the rules. Just because he’s sixteen doesn’t mean he’ll get away with pulling stunts like this. You know the rules. You broke them.”

      Deacon began to tremble as heat filled his cheeks. “But Dad!”

      His father slid the belt from the loops of his jeans. A familiar sound that made the hair on the back of Deacon’s neck stand. “One more word and I’ll add another six on to the six you already earned. You don’t disrespect me, your mother, your blood or this house. And you did all of that today. Now go.”

      Deacon blinked quickly and wiped away the tears that were already starting to fall as he jerked the screen door open and ran inside.
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        * * *

      

      Deacon winced as he pulled his PJ bottoms up over his still stinging butt.

      Judd sat on Deacon’s bed, his back against the headboard and his ankles crossed as he studied him.

      The whole thing had been embarrassing. Not only because his butt had been exposed as he kept his feet on the floor and his hands planted on the bed while his father struck him with the belt, but because he had let a few whimpers escape and he couldn’t stop the tears.

      All with his cousin, who was a stranger, watching.

      But his father used Deacon’s discipline as a warning to Judd. Letting the older boy know that he needed to keep in line, that he wouldn’t tolerate Judd becoming like his father, Ox. He would respect the law and his family. He would become a productive citizen and not some out-of-control convict.

      Now it was just the two of them in Deacon’s room. And Deacon had nothing to say. All he wanted to do was climb into the bed Judge was settled on and pull the covers over his head.

      But he had a feeling he wouldn’t get to sleep in his own bed tonight. Someone would be sleeping on the floor in the sleeping bag that was rolled up against the wall. Of course, it would be him.

      Judd had already staked his claim on Deacon’s comfortable bed. And if they got into a fight about it, his father wouldn’t hesitate to come back into that room and dole out some more “respect.”

      “You picked a hill not worth dyin’ on, kid.”

      Deacon sniffled and wiped the back of his hand under his running nose. “What’s that mean?”

      “Means you just need to not do stupid shit and if you do stupid shit, you need to know how not to get caught.”

      “And you’re going to show me how not to get caught?”

      “You bet I am and for that, you’re gonna be my bitch ‘til I’m old enough to move out.”

      “What does that mean?”

      “Means when I need you to do somethin’ for me, you’re gonna do it. And you ain’t gonna whine like a little pussy about it, got it?”

      Deacon nodded, though he wasn’t quite sure if he “got it.” But if there was a way to avoid the belt, Deacon was on board with that.

      Judd grinned. “If you haven’t figured it out yet, kid, I’m takin’ the bed. And that sweet little BMX bike you rode off on? That’s mine, too, ‘til I get a set of wheels.”

      “But—”

      “Did you enjoy pullin’ your pants down in front of me and gettin’ hit with that belt?”

      “No.”

      “Then you stick with me, kid. Watch, listen and learn.”

      Watch, listen and learn.

      He could do that if it helped him avoid his father’s belt or a cuff upside the head. Or even getting grounded.

      So, maybe his cousins moving in wouldn’t be such a bad thing.

      As long as he got his own bed back.
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      Fingers worked his hair and pulled at his scalp.

      She was probably being rougher than she needed to be as she braided it. On purpose.

      Because he was leaving.

      And she was pissed.

      It had been hot and wild, but it was time for him to hit the road.

      He was supposed to leave two days ago, but a couple of extra nights couldn’t hurt when the pussy was wet and willing.

      Her bare perky tits pressed into the Blood Fury MC’s colors inked into his back. His looks got him loads of willing pussy. His cut and tats got him dirty pussy. And not the kind of dirty that needed a shower. Though, afterward, they’d both need one.

      But the kind of pussy who weren’t looking for a husband or a boyfriend, usually because they’d just scraped one off, or a man scraped them off. Instead, they wanted a man who knew how to use his dick and tongue. And use them well.

      Tina finished braiding his mohawk before securing the end with a hairband, and then pressed herself harder against his back, sliding her hands around to his pecs and down, tweaking the barbells in his nipples.

      “Never met a man so into piercings,” she purred.

      Deacon remained sitting on the edge of the bed, his eyes focused on his clothes piled on the floor. He needed those to escape. But he couldn’t make a move while she held tightly onto his barbells.

      “Yeah,” was all he answered. He wasn’t there for deep conversation. In fact, he hadn’t picked her for talking at all. What he had been there for was over.

      It was time to jet.

      “Do you have to go so soon?”

      Soon? He’d been there too long already. She was starting to get clingy. While the pussy had been great, it wasn’t one he’d want to revisit.

      “Gotta work.” And that wasn’t a lie.

      “What do you do?”

      Fuck. He’d found her on Tinder, not eHarmony. She needed to learn the unspoken rules of a hookup app.

      “I’m a pimp.”

      Her hands dropped suddenly, like his skin had burned her, and her tits disappeared from his back. “What?”

      “Yeah. This was a job interview. Thought you knew that.”

      “Bikers are pimps?”

      “Yeah, we got a whole stable of bitches. You did alright. You interested? You’d draw some decent money. You work enough johns in a night, you could make enough scratch to start an IRA.”

      He heard a sharp intake of breath behind him, then winced when she shrieked, “Get out! Get the fuck out of my bed! Get the fuck out of my house!”

      That was one way to get cling-free.

      He quickly got to his feet, yanked on his clothes, shrugged on his cut and shoved his feet into his boots, not taking the time to lace them. He’d do that when he got outside.

      Before walking out of the bedroom, he tossed over his shoulder, “Guess that’s a no?”

      Tina was sitting on her bed, the sheet now wrapped around her, pointing toward the door. “Get out! Before I call the cops.”

      Deacon shot her a smile, gave her a chin lift and did what he did best...

      Got out while the getting was good.
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        * * *

      

      “Four fuckin’ days.”

      He lifted one eyelid and stared at his giant of a cousin who was filling the doorway of Deacon’s office.

      He had his feet kicked up on his desk with his ankles crossed, his arms crossed over his chest and he’d been trying to take a little snooze. He guessed that wasn’t going to happen any time soon. He reluctantly lifted his other eyelid.

      Judge apparently had a burr up his ass today.

      Deacon just might be that burr.

      “Last I checked there are seven days in a week, not four. Learn to count, cuz.”

      Judge took a step into the office and shoved Deacon’s feet off his desk. “Four fuckin’ days to do a job that shoulda taken two.”

      “Got sidetracked.”

      “Yeah, like normal. By pussy.”

      “It was decent pussy.” Otherwise he would’ve been home a day earlier.

      “Glad you were havin’ fun while my ass was back here takin’ our business seriously.”

      “Hey, I got the job done and the money should be hittin’ our account any day now.”

      Judge only grunted.

      His cousin and business partner couldn’t argue that because it was true. They were getting a nice little chunk of change for Deacon finding a fugitive out in the boonies of northern Pennsylvania. The skip had been hiding out in a hunting cabin in the woods, where cell phone coverage was sketchy, and the neighbors consisted of mostly white-tail deer, black bear and squirrels. And a few backwoods rednecks.

      Despite that, Deacon managed to track down the bail jumper, get him cuffed and deliver him to the nearest police station for the bondsman to come haul his ass back to Jersey.

      It actually only took him a day and a half. But Deacon wasn’t bringing up that point right now. Not when he had a scowling giant standing a couple feet away from him.

      Fee-fi-fo-fum.

      “What’s up your ass anyway? Is Cassie findin’ herself unsatisfied with your baby carrot cock and forcin’ you to fuck your Fleshlight again?”

      “Got nothin’ to do with Cassie.”

      “Then, why you bein’ a dick?”

      Judge planted his knuckles on Deacon’s desk and leaned over until they were face to face. “’Cause I can.”

      “Whatever. Be Mr. Grumpy McGrumpFace all you want. I still wuv you.” He puckered his lips and made kissing sounds at Judge. “You need a hug?”

      “Need you to take your fuckin’ job seriously.”

      “This ain’t a job, Judge. It’s my business, too.”

      “Then fuckin’ act like it!” his cousin bellowed.

      Justice, his American Bulldog, got up from lying at Deacon’s feet to come around the desk. He nudged Judge with his nose.

      “Jussie don’t like you yellin’, just sayin’.”

      “Then stop makin’ me do it.”

      Deacon’s cell phone rang and vibrated at the same time. Unknown Number popped up on his screen. He snagged the phone off his desk and put it to his ear. “Deacon Edwards, skip tracer extraordinaire and all around awesome badass.”

      He grinned as Judge rolled his green eyes.

      “This Justice Bail Bonds?” the male with a heavy accent on the other end asked.

      He sat straight up in his chair. “Yeah, it is.”

      “This is Anthony Bianchi from Bianchi Bail Bonds...”

      “Okay?” Deacon hit the speaker button on his phone and placed his cell on the desk so Judge could listen, too.

      “From Philly,” the man finished.

      So, that was the accent. Fucking Philly. He hated that city. It was almost like Jersey, but way worse. It was Jersey’s sweaty armpit.

      Even so, the guy was acting like they should have heard about Bianchi Bail Bonds. Like they were famous or something.

      “Yeah, so...” Deacon prodded.

      “Yeah, so got ya numba from anotha bondsman. He said you’re good at trackin’ down these fuckwads when they skip.”

      Well, that sounded like a glowing review. His eyes met Judge’s. “Yeah, I’m good.”

      “I need betta than good.”

      “I’m betta than good,” Deacon repeated with a smirk.

      There was a pause on the other end of the call. “You makin’ fun of my accent?”

      He nodded while answering, “Nope. So, what d’you need from us?”

      “Got a skip that might end up in your area. This guy’s a real piece of work, though. Domestic abuse. Sexual assault. Attempted murder. How tha fucka got bond, who fuckin’ knows. Probably some asshole judge who’s worried about tha man’s reputation ratha than the victim’s right to live without fea.”

      Fea? Deacon rolled his eyes. For fuck’s sake, fear.

      This dude was worried about victim’s rights? He was making scratch off that “fucka.”

      “Also, tha asshole’s got no problem with witness intimidation.”

      “So, he’s dangerous,” Deacon concluded.

      “That’s what I’m sayin’,” Anthony said. “He’s been in and out of jail, likes to use and abuse women. Sweet talks ‘em for a while, gets in good with ‘em, then boom, runs up their credit cards, wipes out their bank accounts, and’s got no problem thinkin’ he’s a man by makin’ a woman do what she don’t wanna do. I got two sistas, I don’t got time for that kinda trash, hear what I’m sayin’?”

      “Yeah, I hear you,” Deacon muttered. He didn’t have time for that kind of trash, either. Jemma might be his cousin, but she was more like a sister to him and he wouldn’t want a man doing that to her. Or any other woman.

      “Anyhow, he’s bad fuckin’ news. That means if you take this job and you see ‘im, you gotta watch yourself. Make sure you got protection. I wouldn’t put it past ‘im to take a shot at ya. I wouldn’t put it past him to take out tha woman. Which is why I’m callin’ ya.” The man hacked a couple of times, not bothering to cover the phone when he did so. “Last woman he fucked up and drained dry is now up near you in Mansfield. Probably tryin’ to hide out ‘til the trial. But now the mothefucka’s probably lookin’ for her to either convince her to drop the charges or make her disappea.”

      Like swim with the fishes type of disappearing?

      “You notify Mansfield PD?” Deacon asked him.

      “Yeah, first call I made.”

      “They probably don’t have enough people to sit on her full time.”

      “That’s why you were my second call.”

      Deacon could hear the unspoken “dumbass” on the end of that. “Wouldn’t it be smarter to get her a damn bodyguard?”

      “Prolly, but that ain’t my problem. My problem’s findin’ tha fucka and deliverin’ him to the court and gettin’ my fuckin’ money back. I’m a business, not a babysitta. The victim has to look out for her own ass. It was her fault for gettin’ involved with this putz in tha first place.”

      So, Bianchi was saying the victim pretty much deserved what she got. Fucking great.

      “She the only victim involved in his current case?”

      “Yeah. He did a numba on her, and guess she wasn’t gonna take it lyin’ down.”

      “Good for her,” Deacon muttered.

      “Not so good for her, if this whacko finds her.”

      “He got connections? Like, does he have the assets to take out a hit on her?”

      “Nah. He’s just a broke-ass losa. Gets his jollies from breakin’ women, physically and financially.”

      “So, what are you askin’ me to do?” Deacon asked, scraping a hand down his beard.

      “Snag his ass and hold ‘im for me.”

      “You sure he’s comin’ up this way?”

      “Nope. But if I can find the victim, so can he.”

      “She aware he skipped?”

      “Don’t fuckin’ know. Again, not my problem. That’s tha DA’s problem.”

      The District Attorney for the City and County of Philadelphia probably had way bigger problems and cases than one domestic abuse incident. Their office was most likely overwhelmed.

      “So, ya interested?” Bianchi asked.

      Deacon met Judge’s eyes. His cousin gave him a slight chin jerk.

      “Depends on what it’s payin’,” Deacon said after a few seconds.

      “I’ll give ya ten.”

      A measly ten percent? Deacon shook his head and laughed. “Then no, ain’t interested. ‘Specially if this asshole’s violent.”

      “Twelve then.”

      “No.”

      “Whadya want? No guarantee he’s headin’ up your way.”

      “Right, that means I might be wastin’ a lot of time sittin’ on the vic if he decides to go underground and forget she ever existed.”

      “Got a feelin’ he won’t forget her. He’s tha kinda dick who don’t like a bitch gettin’ tha better of ‘im.”

      “Yeah?”

      “He might go underground, then pop up like a weasel when she least expects ‘im, slice her damn throat and then go back into his hidey-hole. He’s tha kinda dumbass who thinks if there’s no witness, tha charges will be dropped.”

      “Again, sounds like she needs a bodyguard. Not my area of expertise.”

      “And again, that’s her problem, not mine.”

      Judge blew out a breath and shook his head.

      Deacon was sure his expression matched Judge’s annoyed one. This guy was a total fucking asshole. But, in truth, the man was right, his job had been to provide a bond for a criminal. That was it. He wasn’t a crusader of justice.

      But then, neither was Deacon or Judge.

      He pursed his lips and considered what the job may be worth. “Twenty-five percent.”

      “Cazzo! I’ll find someone cheapa.”

      “You get what you pay for, Bianchi. You get fucked if he’s not captured. Somethin’s better than nothin’, right?”

      Through the phone, Deacon heard fingers drumming against what he figured was a desk, so he stayed quiet and waited.

      “Twenty,” Bianchi countered.

      “Twenty-five. Last chance or I’m hangin’ up. Don’t got time for these fuckin’ games.” He needed to stare at the back of his eyelids soon. Bianchi was interrupting his nap.

      “All right. You drive a hard bargain. Twenty-five.”

      Deacon smiled up at Judge. His cousin didn’t return that smile. “Email us the bond, docket, photos, any info I’m gonna need.” He rattled off the business email address. “Soon.”

      “Gonna get it to ya in the next half hour.”

      “I’ll be in touch if I got any questions. You find him first, let me know.” Deacon ended the call before getting a response. He leaned back in his comfy office chair and folded his arms behind his head. “What you thinkin’?”

      Judge shook his head. “Just wonderin’ what pussy you’re gonna fall into while in Mansfield.”

      “Don’t be a hater. Not ready to settle down like you, old man.”

      “Then hopefully you’re wrappin’ it tight when you go divin’.”

      “Also not makin’ the same mistake you did. Learned from you to never trust a fuckin’ woman.” He grinned. “’Cept for Mom. I trust her.”

      “Maybe you shouldn’t,” Judge threw at him as he walked out of Deacon’s office.

      “What does that mean?” Deacon yelled.

      Judge paused right outside the door. “When she used to tell you all the cookies or pie were gone? She was just savin’ that shit for me.”

      “Bullshit.”

      “Keep tellin’ you, I was the son she never had.” A snort came from down the hall.

      Justice sat down next to him and whined. “Guess you’re gonna be hangin’ with Bubba Grump for a few days. I got some scratch to make.” The bulldog laid his head on Deacon’s lap and turned his chocolate brown eyes up at him. “Would take you along if I could, believe me. You can hang with ya sista. And Daisy.” He rubbed Jussie’s head. “And make sure you take a huge shit in the giant’s boots. I’ll give you extra treats when I get back if you do.”
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      He knew this wouldn’t be an easy job. Not after reading all the documents Bianchi emailed him about William Warren. Then he did some online searches of his own. Turns out, the man was nothing but a menace to women.

      Hell, he couldn’t even call Warren a man. A real man didn’t do what he did to women. How he kept getting sprung from the slammer to do it again baffled Deacon.

      Warren had to be one slick fucker. Charm the women, be real sweet to suck them in, then slowly drain them financially dry. He did it in several ways. Borrow, beg or steal a credit card, a debit card, or get access to a bank account. Steal any hidden cash from purses, sock drawers or jugs full of change. Any way he could put his hands on a woman’s snatch to get access to her scratch, he did it.

      He was good at coming up with excuses to get them to “loan” him money. He was also good at making them feel guilty. He was even better at getting them to fall for him, so he had access to “pick their pockets” right in front of their face.

      A master manipulator and a crafty con artist. He was the kind who worked harder on his con simply to avoid getting an actual job.

      From what Deacon could tell, Warren picked women who were younger, maybe newly on their own, and much more impressionable. Not women who were more seasoned against assholes like him, but who would more than likely buy into his bullshit without a lot of hassle.

      Warren was also the type of man who ended up being a “hard lesson learned” for those ladies. One they would vow never to make again. He took pleasure out of teaching women that lesson, both financially and physically.

      From the rap sheet Deacon read, the man was always on the move. Once he hit a victim in one area, he moved to the next. He had no roots, no hometown. No base to go back to. He could move anywhere to find his next target. Deacon couldn’t find any close relatives, except a father who was in a federal prison out in Oregon. And the man had been there for a long time, since Warren was a kid. Deacon found out Warren’s father had murdered his mother. Afterward, no one came forward to claim the four-year-old and he ended up in foster home after foster home.

      Having a shitty home life wasn’t any excuse for what the man did to women.

      Deacon saw pictures of Warren’s latest victim, which were taken at the hospital. Reilly Porter’s beat-down had been brutal. Clicking through the evidence photos attached to the email Bianchi sent had made him grind his molars until they almost cracked. His hands clenched so tightly into fists, his fingers had locked up.

      He only needed a few minutes alone with Warren to teach him a lesson.

      The only picture of Reilly where her face wasn’t distorted from bruising and swelling, possibly even broken bones, was a driver’s license photo. He did a few social media searches and couldn’t come up with anything online. It seemed she had deleted all her public profiles. Deacon didn’t blame her if the crazy motherfucker was looking for her.

      The victim was smart to leave where she’d been living and working to disappear. Online and offline. However, it wasn’t fair to Reilly that she had to hide because of this asshole.

      So, Deacon was determined to snag the fucker. Plus, twenty-five percent was a nice chunk of change. How that fucker came up with the ten percent plus fees Bianchi charged Warren to bail him out on a million-dollar bond, Deacon needed only one guess.

      Another woman Warren conned.

      Because he doubted Warren had that kind of cash lying around, nor did he have any assets for collateral. No, this was the type of guy who always used someone else’s money. Another unsuspecting victim, who would eventually find herself financially devastated.

      He had to assume for a man to do this on a regular basis, Warren had mommy issues.

      As Deacon glanced up the paved driveway that disappeared up the mountain and into the woods, a chill shot down his spine. He knew in his head the driveway did not lead up to the Shirley compound, but it still felt too much like déjà vu.

      That night up on that mountain last November was a night he did not want to relive any time soon. Or ever. It left invisible scars on most of them.

      His problem right now was that he couldn’t simply head up to the address Bianchi gave him. Only one mailbox stood where the road met the driveway, which meant only one residence was at the top.

      That also meant he couldn’t watch the house from a distance, which was his original plan. Now he had to come up with another tactic, other than setting up camp in the woods. Because that was not happening for twenty-five percent.

      And, as it was early April, the weather could go either way. A snow storm one day and a warm spring day the next. During this time of the year, Mother Nature tended to be bipolar. That was one reason he was parked along the road in his Ford F250 pickup instead of sitting on his sweet Harley Low Rider S.

      He rolled down the driver’s side window, put his binoculars to his eyes and peered up through the trees, which had already started to bud.

      “Christ,” he grumbled. He still couldn’t see shit. Whoever owned the house at the top wanted privacy. That was also evident by the two stone pillars at the bottom that were connected with an electric gate.

      Not to mention, the nice “no trespassing” sign. Not the plastic red and white one purchased at the local hardware store for about a buck. This sign was carved out of wood and expertly stained. A high-class way to say “keep the fuck out.”

      Whoever lived up there had some scratch because he doubted a double-wide was parked at the top. Simply paving the length of that driveway alone would cost more than one of those tornado traps.

      It seemed Reilly had some sort of “connection.” And not of the broke-ass kind of association like Warren.

      After getting the address, Deacon had done some digging and the property appeared to be owned by a company. R. Ackerson, LLC.

      Sounded like Reilly had friends in high places. If so, maybe she could afford a bodyguard to keep her safe. Because Deacon’s sole purpose of being parked at the bottom of a mountain outside of Mansfield, Pennsylvania, was to find and capture Warren, then deliver him to Bianchi.

      That was it.

      Nothing more. Nothing less.

      He was not a bodyguard. He was not a babysitter. He was not a hero.

      Well, the last one could be debatable.

      He’d been known to be like Superman in bed.

      He grinned.

      Right now, he needed to reevaluate his plan. He’d go into town, casually ask questions, possibly show pics of Warren, and find a motel to set up his “base.” And maybe he could find a woman to warm his bed and help him keep an eye out. It always helped to create some networks in town.
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        * * *

      

      He was hungry. He was thirsty. Even a bit horny.

      It was quite possible he could scratch all those itches in the bar he just walked into.

      Not exactly a dive, but it wasn’t some kind of stuffy martini bar, either. It was casual, served good homemade grub and cold beers. At least, that was what the cashier said at the local dollar store after Deacon showed her the picture of Warren and got an answering shrug. Then he’d asked her where the locals went to unwind.

      Turned out to be a locally-owned sports bar, the Mill Creek Bar & Grill. It wasn’t the type of establishment that would need to hang a sign stating, “No Colors Allowed,” but he left his cut in the Ford anyway. But then, he never wore his Fury colors while hunting a skip.

      Potentially, doing so could make his club a target. Instead, he wore a pair of worn Levi’s, his BFMC belt buckle, his boots and a plain off-white thermal since the night had gotten a bit nippy.

      Conveniently located a couple of blocks down from his motel, he left his truck there and walked.

      He kept his head on a swivel while he hoofed it down the sidewalk, on the off chance he’d spot Warren. He had burned that fucker’s face into his memory. He also made sure to wear his black paracord bracelet since he had nowhere to hide cuffs or zip strips on him to secure a fugitive. Like a Boy Scout, being a bounty hunter, it paid to be prepared.

      Most fugitives weren’t going to stand there and wait for their captor to find something to secure them with. They would go into fight or flight mode. Not simply get on their knees and interlock their hands behind their heads like a good little boy or girl.

      And Deacon sure as fuck wasn’t running after anyone and preferred not to get into a damn scuffle, if he could avoid it. His face was too pretty to risk getting fucked up like that.

      When he walked inside the bar, the building was bigger than what it appeared since it was a lot deeper than it looked on the outside. An oval-shaped, double-sided bar sat lengthwise in the middle of the space. Along the sides in that front area were high tables. The back was more of a dining area, which was pretty full for the time of night. But then, there were different types of sports being shown on big screen TVs hanging along the walls. Whether those games were live or taped, Deacon had no clue. He wasn’t into sports except for the NFL. He was a Steelers fan since he’d grown up watching all the games with his dad. However, at the beginning of April, football was a distant memory.

      He spotted an empty stool down at the other end of the bar and made his way to it, scanning the patrons sitting around the bar and surrounding high tables as he went.

      None of the patrons looked like Warren.

      He doubted the fugitive would just be chilling in a bar, drinking a beer and eating fried mozzarella sticks, anyway. But, hey, the dude could be so whacked that he didn’t care who saw him.

      He settled on the stool, ignored the male bartender three customers down and caught the eye of the female one across from him. He gave her a crooked smile and a chin lift. She immediately broke away from the woman she was talking with and hurried over, throwing a cardboard coaster onto the bar top in front of him.

      She leaned over just enough to give him a nice peek at the top curves of her tits, which were stuffed into a bra a size too small. Her tight tank top, which advertised the bar and grill, also did nothing to hide her assets.

      The redhead—definitely not a natural red like Autumn—knew how to make good tips.

      “Hey.” Her husky voice swept over him.

      “Hey.” He took his time scanning the overflowing flesh to let her know he appreciated what she was generously sharing.

      Her tongue swept over her bottom lip. “What are you in the mood for?”

      Heh. “What’s worth havin’?”

      Her lips curled up at both ends. “Depends. Are you hungry... or thirsty?”

      He raked his gaze over her face, then
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