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  The Ride with Me books are for Daniel. 

Twenty-seven years is a lifetime. It hasn’t always been easy. Sometimes it’s been harder than you can imagine. We’ve shared tears and laughter, blessings and loss. But it’s always been worth it. 

I’m looking forward to twenty-seven more, and all that they bring us. 

You’re the only one I want to Ride with Me.
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  1


Deacon bit back a curse as the front door of the Kings of Destruction clubhouse swung open and the woman he’d wanted for the last ten years, and had stayed the hell away from, walked in. If he didn’t know better, he’d say she hadn’t aged a day since the last time he’d seen her. But since that had been more than five years before, it couldn’t be true.  
Damn. 
What was the woman doing wearing a skirt that clung like a second skin and heels that made him want to wrap her legs around his waist in a place like this. The gravel out front would have made walking in those heels treacherous. How had she managed not to break an ankle on her way in? Her long curly hair was pulled up into some kind of up-do that left tendrils framing her face and kissing along her neck. Watching them brush her skin made him want to do the same. 
“How long’s Lisa going to be in town?” he asked the man sitting across the table from him. 
His best friend looked surprised. “I didn’t know you knew she’s back. She got on with the library here in town. She’s back in town to stay.” 
“I didn’t know she’s back, but she’s walking across the room toward us right now.” Deacon’s gaze never left her as he spoke. Damn she looked good and if she was home to stay, he was going to have to find some new ways to be wherever she wasn’t. 
This woman was his weakness. But Cowboy wasn't only his best friend, but also his president. Only an idiot would screw around with his president’s little sister. 
“You’ve really moved up in the world,” Lisa said as she pulled out a chair and sat at the table where Deacon and Cowboy already sat. 
“What do you mean? And what are you doing here?” Cowboy asked with a frown. 
“I wanted to come by and see how things were with you and your friends.” She gave him a sweet smile, then turned it on Deacon. “Can you believe he didn’t tell me he is president now?” She tilted her head toward Cowboy.
“I don’t like you coming around here. How did you find out I’m the president now?” 
“I just saw it on your vest, silly.” She pointed to the president patch on his chest. She shot Deacon a coy look, then winked at him. 
This woman was going to be the death of him. She’d been chasing him since the day she turned seventeen and it looked like nothing had changed in all the time she’d been gone. 
He’d kept his distance because of Cowboy. Not to mention because then she was jailbait. Even after she’d turned eighteen, he’d stayed away because she was so much younger than he was. 
She’d first caught his eye when she was sixteen. There was no way he was going anywhere near her then. Not even after she’d become legal, because there was still way too much trouble to be found there.
Not only did he not want Cowboy killing him, justifiably in Deacon’s mind, but he’d known he was no good for her. She was meant for more than a mechanic who spent his spare time on the back of a bike. 
“Besides, you said you were going to take me to lunch.” Lisa smiled sweetly at Cowboy. 
“I said I’d pick you up. I even offered to meet you at the diner.” 
“But I wanted to come see this place.” She made a big show of looking around the big room. “Mom says you spend nearly all your time here. She said you even bring Ava here.” 
The muscles of Cowboy’s jaw flexed. Deacon knew from experience he was clenching his teeth to keep from saying something he would regret. 
“Yes, I bring Ava here. These men are my family as much as you are. They need to know her, and her them so she knows who to go to if she needs something that I can’t be there for. And when did you last talk to Mom anyway?” 
“And I don’t need to know where to go? And I talked to Mom a few days ago. Just because she’s spending the summer in Seattle with Terry doesn’t mean her phone doesn’t work.” She rolled her eyes. “But back to me, what if I need something?” She let out a huff of air. “I see where I stand.” She didn’t bother to get up or storm off, instead she turned to Deacon. “You see how he treats me. As if I don’t matter to him at all.” 
She acted like she was upset, but Deacon had seen this way too often. And the glint in her eye told him this was just another way to get under her brother’s skin. 
And it worked. It always had. But Deacon hated the way she used him as a tool to help her get what she wanted. Not that he acted on any of it. She treated him as an ally, even if he’d done nothing but be polite and as distant as he could manage. 
Anything else would test the limits of his control. And fuck, didn’t Lisa test his control every time he was around her?
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Lisa Lovatt had to bite back the laugh that bubbled up her throat. She wasn’t sure which was funnier. How she was getting under her brother’s skin or the strangled look on Deke’s face since the moment he’d spotted her walking in.  
She knew Cowboy wouldn’t be thrilled with her coming here, but she didn’t give a shit. She’d wanted to make sure Deacon knew she was back. And a chance to dig at her brother didn’t hurt either. 
Lisa glanced down at herself, still wondering how she’d gotten the nerve to wear this skirt. And the shoes were a bit high, even for her taste. But they’d both been worth it to see the look on Deke’s face. He’d nearly swallowed his tongue. She only hoped he didn’t see her as a little girl anymore. 
Those words still stung. The last words Deke had said to her before she’d gotten in her car and pulled out on her way to college. I don’t waste my time with little girls. Even now she could hear them and feel the hurt and shame they’d made her feel. But no longer. 
Now she was twenty-nine, not eighteen. She’d long since finished school. She’d had several jobs in her field and had been lobbying for the position here for two years. She’d finally landed it, with perfect timing, and would do nothing to jeopardize it. Because it brought her back here. 
She had stayed in touch with some of the kids she’d grown up with, though none of them were kids anymore. A couple of them knew she’d long ago fallen head over heels for Deke and had kept her up to date on what was going on with him. 
No, she hadn’t known about every piece of ass he’d hooked up with, and she didn’t want to know. Her informants had kept her up to date on when he was seen with the same woman repeatedly for several weeks, and when he tended to show up alone. She was also aware that he hadn’t gone with anyone for more than a couple of weeks for nearly three years. 
There was no reason for her to think she might be the one who could put an end to his loneliness. Still, she thought there was a reason he’d never settled down. She knew for damned sure he was the reason she hadn’t. 
Sure, she’d dated. But no one had measured up. 
“Now that you’ve seen the place and done your best to piss me off, can you go back to whatever you were doing before you decided to dress up like a hooker and parade yourself around my club like this?” Cowboy spoke through clenched teeth. 
Lisa glanced down at herself, extending one heeled foot out toward Deacon. 
“I thought I looked nice. Not at all like a hooker. I mean I’m not even showing any cleavage.” She motioned to her crew necked top. “What do you think, Deke? Do I look like the women you usually hang around with?” 
His eyes went wide, and he sputtered for a second before words finally came out. “You don’t look like a hooker. Though, I think it’s a bit much for the library.” 
“Oh, good. He did tell you I’m back.” She tilted the top of her head toward the brother she was currently ignoring as he fumed on her other side. 
“No. I only know you work at the library because he told me when I asked how long you’d been in town as you walked in.” 
Lisa stuck out her lower lip in a faux pout before turning back to Cowboy. She ignored that he still fumed and gave him an unhappy look. 
“I can’t believe you didn’t tell your best friend that your sister is back in town.” 
“Why would I tell him? I knew, Ava knew, our folks know. That’s all who needed to know.” 
She waved one hand at him, dismissing his glower. 
“Nonsense. I’m here to stay, you should be telling everyone. Aren’t you happy I’m back?”
“I’m happy you’re not living in a city where you could get mugged walking home from work. But you moving back to Dickenson only means more trouble for me.” 
“I don’t know why you would say such a thing. I don’t cause trouble. I don’t get into trouble. I am merely here, and I have missed my favorite brother so much. You would think he’d be glad to have me home again.” She shot Deke a wink.
She didn’t miss Cowboy rolling his eyes. “Favorite brother. You only pull that out when you’re about to do something you know will make me yell at you. Why don’t you make things easy for me and tell me what it is before you do it, instead of making me find out afterwards.” 
This time she did laugh.
“If I told you what I’m up to beforehand, you’d stop me. What fun would that be? Besides, I was taught to ask for favors in person.”
Cowboy sighed. “What do you need?”
“The movers delivered my furniture, but they just dumped it in the front room. I need help getting it where it belongs. Who better than my big brother and all his tough friends?” She tossed her head as if she were throwing her hair over one shoulder and looked around again. This place was kind of boring. She didn’t know what she’d expected, but a few tables with chairs scattered about one side of the room, a couple pool tables, TVs mounted in one corner wasn’t it. Heck, there were only a few people other than the three of them around. 
Maybe she’d been reading too many romance novels to think there would be people here and all kinds of exciting things to see. But then, if there was, Cowboy would have herded her out of here as soon as he’d discovered her. 
No, it was better that it wasn’t as exciting as she’d hoped, it might mean she got to spend a little more time here. And she planned to spend more time anywhere she could get Deke’s attention. 
“Your idea of fun and mine are two different things. Have you eaten yet?”
Lisa shook her head. 
Cowboy pushed his chair away from the table and stood. 
“Come on. Let’s go get you some lunch, then I’ll see what you need help with.” 
She didn’t stand with him, instead she turned to look at Deke. “Why don’t you come with us. You know he’s going to rope you into helping, you might as well get a meal out of it.” 
He watched her with what she would swear was a smoldering look. One that set every inch of her aflame and left heat pooling between her legs. 
Deke didn’t say anything to her, just turned to glare at Cowboy. “She’s not wrong, is she?” He didn’t wait for Cowboy to answer before pushing himself upright. “Might as well make you buy me a meal first.” 
Only after Deke stood, did she decide it was time. Lisa stood, made sure she was steady on her heels then headed for the door without waiting for either of the men. With her back to them, she let the satisfied smile curve her lips. Now she had someone to do the heavy lifting and she had no doubt Deke was watching her ass. That was why she’d chosen this skirt. 
Perfect. 
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