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Chapter One

 


Dale had never met anyone like
Mandy. She worked for his dad, and was so fucking fiery
that just being in
her company for a few minutes was enough to have him hard as a
freaking rock. She didn’t have a filter, and she called him on his
shit. Not to mention she wasn’t some young hot ass intent on
fucking the entire club. No, Mandy was a woman who demanded
respect, and he’d nearly fucked it up with her, and now he was
having to pay the price. He hadn’t fucked another woman, but
she had caught him dancing with one.

He’d been an asshole to
Mandy, yelling she
had no right to think just because he’d fucked her pussy she had a
right to him. Mandy laughed in his face and walked off. Since then,
he couldn’t get a single conversation out of her. Not even a
hello.

She slept with
him, would
fuck his brains out until he couldn’t think, but every single
morning, she was gone, and she’d act like she hadn’t been riding
his dick the night before. It drove him crazy.

There were no other women, and
he couldn’t
think of how to get Mandy to go back to being the one who laughed
with him, hung out, and was this fun-loving woman.

“What are you doing here?” Doc,
his father and president of the Nowhere Men MC, asked.

“I’m looking for Mandy.
Where is she?”

“She’s gone shopping for the afternoon with
Jo.”

“Are you fucking kidding
me?” He
dropped the flowers onto the desk. A couple of the petals fell off,
and he growled, not interested one little bit.

“Is that a problem? Was Mandy
supposed to be meeting you or something?”

He glared at his father.
He hadn’t
asked Doc for any help in years, not since his first girlfriend
gave him the cold shoulder in kindergarten. This was one of the
many reasons why he tried to avoid having anything to do with
women. They were a mystery he rarely wanted to involve himself
with. He was happy being kept in the dark.

There were plenty of club sluts
willing to ride him and suck him off; only none of them appealed to him
now.

It was like Mandy had fucked the
blindfold right off his face. Now when he saw one of the club women, he
couldn’t help but wonder who’d she’d been with minutes or hours
before.

“Don’t worry about it. We
weren’t supposed to be doing anything. It’s fine.”

“You don’t look
okay.”

“How do you do
it?”

“How do I do what?”

“Keep up with Jo? I know she’s
nothing like Mandy, but I can’t seem to get a grip on that woman!”
He left the flowers, heading toward the door.

“This thing with Mandy, it
serious?”

“Of course it freaking is,
why?”

“Does Mandy know you’re serious?” Doc
asked.

Dale gritted his teeth. “No. I keep trying
to peg her down, but she’s always doing something. Unless she wants
me to scratch an itch, she has no use for me.”

“Do you want her to have a use for you?”

“What are you trying to get
at?”

“The flowers. I believe yesterday it was
chocolates. The day before, it was a bracelet. She sent it back, in
case you were wondering.”

Dale cursed.

“Son, you need to talk with
me.” Doc sat down.

“Who is she shopping with
again?”

“Seriously, you’re stalling. Jo,
who else would she be with?”

“I don’t know. Another
guy.”

Doc laughed. “She’s a free
spirit, but I
don’t think she crosses the line of best friends shopping. You
never come between a woman and spending money.”

“I fucked up with her, Dad. I
was dancing
with Casey, and she was there, watching. It was just some harmless
dancing. I had no intention of fucking the woman. I hated the way
Mandy looked at me, all betrayed and shit. I told her she had to
get her shit together, no one was going to hold me
down.”

Doc winced.
“Oh,
dear.”

“Yeah, since then unless we’re
fucking, she has nothing else to do with me.” He ran a hand down his face.
“What do I do to make her care? To make her want me? I don’t know
what else to do.”

“And all you’ve done is
send gifts, and
given her sex whenever she wanted it?”

“Yes.”

“I thought I raised an
intelligent boy.”

“Dad!”

“Look, I can’t tell you how to
win Mandy. I’m not the one who wants her. Now if you were to ask
with Jo, I’d know, and no, I’m not going to tell you. This is for you to work
out. Think about Mandy. What do you know about her?”

Dale frowned. He wasn’t about to
tell his father how she liked her hair being brushed, or him
washing her in the bath. She even loved it when he read to her,
or sang.

“You have an
idea, and I
don’t need to know. Believe me. You’ve got to think of one of the
things you know about her, what will make her take notice of you.
What will make her stop treating you coldly,” Doc said.

“You think it would
work?”

“Son, what have you got to
lose?”

“Nothing.”

“Exactly. Besides, coming here with roses
going straight to the trash, gifts sent back, and chocolates handed
out to the brothers, are not doing any wonders for your
reputation.” Doc slapped his knee. “I’ll let you think it
over.”

As if on cue, Mandy entered
the office.
She carried several large bags.

“Hello,” she said. “Jo has got a
lot of sexy things to show you when you’ve got some time. You’re
not due to work on any machines this afternoon. She’s at home, and
she’s
horny.”

Mandy burst out laughing.

The sound died as soon as she caught sight
of him.

Dale stood up, running fingers through
his hair. He wasn’t going to give up.

****

No matter where she turned,
Dale was
there.

Mandy put her purchases in the
corner away
from any potential grease threats, pushed some hair off her face,
and smiled into the room. She was getting tired of him showing up
whenever she didn’t want him to. Wasn’t there one place she could
catch a break from this guy?

“Dale,” she
said.

“Mandy.”

“I’m going to go and be with my
woman. I’ll leave you two to handle whatever it is going on with you,”
Doc said.

She had already been given a
warning by Doc not to hurt his son. As if she could hurt Dale.
Please, the man didn’t know the meaning of the word “feelings.” He did what he
wanted, without a care in the world for anyone else.

Folding her arms, she stared at him,
waiting.

“What do you want?” she
asked.

“I brought you
flowers.”

She stared down at them and
sighed. Chocolate, jewelry, and now flowers. “Thank you.” What would be next?
A puppy? She wouldn’t mind a puppy actually.

Puppies didn’t break your heart or
dance with other women like they wanted to fuck them.

“I want to take you
out.”

“I’m busy.”

“You don’t know when I want to
take you out.”

“Dale, we don’t have to do
this.”

“Yes, we do.”

“I don’t want to go out, you do,
and it’s not going to work. Whatever you’ve got planned or are
hoping for, please, don’t lay that on me.” She had to distance
herself from this man.

They had sex
regularly.

It was mind-blowing. The best sex she’d
ever experienced. But there was also a teeny, tiny problem that no
one knew about. She’d fallen hard for Dale, and when he’d yelled at
her, telling her she was just a fuck, well, she wasn’t going to be
giving this man her heart any time soon.

She didn’t like to be yelled at, ever, by
anyone, least of all by a man she truly thought there could have
been a real connection with.

“Look, I know I fucked up
with you, but I want you to give me a chance,” Dale
said.

She looked past his shoulder to
the wall. The picture behind him showed the perfect family.

Every time she came to work, it
always felt like the picture mocked her because she’d never have
that. She’d never have the perfect family. No husband or kids
for her.

She could have
kids, but
first she had to find a man who would put up with her sass and keep
on coming back for more. She’d dated quite a few men, and of
course, none of them could put up with her. They wanted a
lady.

A sweetheart.

Someone gentle.

She wasn’t just gentle
though.

She called
anyone out on
their crap.

There was no way they would be
getting away with that kind of shit, not on her watch. So she
didn’t make life easy, but hello, not only was she damn good in the
sack, but she was loyal as fuck.

Anyone in town she heard talking
shit about
the Nowhere Men MC, they had to deal with her.

She adored
Doc, and
since he was now married to her best friend, well, her loyalty was
cemented, which was much more than Jo’s ex would have ever gotten
from her. Mandy’s loyalty came with terms and conditions, and one
of them was not to treat her best friend like a piece of
crap.

“What do you want,
Dale?”

“To take you out on a
date.”

“That’s all?”

“Yes. One date. You and
me.”

“We’ve been on one
date.”

“And the next week I fucked up. I was angry,
okay, but not at you. I was scared.”

“What could you have
possibly been afraid of?” she asked.

“I like you a lot. The date, I’d never been
on one, and it was amazing. We didn’t even have sex that first
night, remember?”

“I do. You kissed me and told me
goodnight.”

“Exactly. It took me having to
hurt you for you to have sex with me.”

“I don’t want to date,” she said.
Her past nerves and pain were coming back. “I’m sorry. We had a great first
date, a terrible second experience, and well, I don’t want to go
through that again.”

“I won’t put you through
that. You’ve got to give me a chance.”

“Why? Why do I have to give you a
chance? I did. You asked me to go on a date. Against my better
judgment, I went on said date and look what happened.” She dropped her hands by
her sides. “I’m not going to do this with you, Dale.”

“But fucking is more than
fine with you?” he asked.

She didn’t know what to say. It
made her sound like a slut, but what made it any different than what he did
with most of the club women? The women he was more than happy to
fuck on a regular basis.

“I don’t want to do this, Dale.
We tried the dating, and it didn’t work.”

“It did work, and you know it. One day, you’re
going to realize we could have been something incredible.” He
stepped up to her, but she didn’t back down.

Not on her life would she ever back
down from a man.

Dale was so
close, and he
smelled like leather, oil, and spice. For Mandy, it was a heady
combination.

She
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