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​18+ for language and sexual situations.

Doom

Six years ago, I lost everything that meant anything to me. Since then, I’ve been moving through life in a fog. My club brothers are the only people I can tolerate, and only on a good day.

Then ‘she’ crashes into my life and the pain I’ve kept buried surfaces again. She’s a mirror projecting everything I’ve lost back at me and I can no longer control the rage I’ve managed to keep in check.

Lyric

I am nobody.

I’ve worked hard to make sure I stay a nobody while my sister’s career continues to shoot into space. I like my anonymity and the life I’ve carefully carved out for myself.

That is until an angry biker forces me into the spotlight and I have no idea how to stop myself from falling...hard.

For Sapphire

You inspire me every other week, on Thursdays.

Thanks for that!
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Doom

Six years ago...

I smiled as Aspen Westwood opened the door to her townhouse and shook her head. “I told you not to come.”

“And I told you I didn’t give a shit.”

She rolled her eyes, stepping back and waving me inside. She looked adorable in sweats and an oversized T-shirt, her hair pulled up in a messy bun on top of her head. She’d taken her normal brunette hair and gone more of a magenta and she looked cute as hell.

I’d met Aspen a couple of years ago when I’d helped my buddy, Dalton, with a babysitting job. Aspen had been the job, and she and I had hit it off. Well, we’d hit it off as much as gunpowder and matches hit it off. We fucked hard, and fought harder.

“Doom,” she said with a sigh. “I need you to hear me. Really hear me.”

“I listen better when I’m naked.”

She let out a frustrated squeak and dragged her hands down her face.

“Okay, Aspen,” I said. “I’m listening.”

“This,” she waved her hand between us, “is not going to happen.”

“It al—”

“Again,” she clarified. 

“But it’s good.”

“The sex is, yes, but you’re not available.”

“Sweetheart, I’m right here.”

She gave me a sad smile. “But you’re not and you know it. You’re angry. Angrier, if that’s even possible. I care about you, and I know you care about me, but we don’t love each other, and I know someone is out there for me, for both of us, who will.”

I forced down the rage that threatened to prove her point. “There won’t ever—”

“I know.” She stroked my face and I reared back like she’d struck me. She dropped her hand and blinked back tears. “Sorry.”

“Whatever,” I ground out. “I’ll leave you alone.”

“Stop,” she demanded as I turned to leave. “You need to get a handle on this, Doom, or you’ll rot from the inside. Talk to someone.”

What she didn’t understand was that my insides had already festered well past the rot stage and no amount of talking would change that.

“Call me if you wanna fuck, Aspen. See you around.”

I walked out her door, climbed on my bike, and rode away. 

* * *
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Present Day...

I rolled out from under the Lexus I was working on and stood. I’d found the source of the leak and headed toward the parts room just as the sound of screeching tires and crunching metal had me rushing out the front door of the shop.

Alamo and Rabbit were right behind me and we saw a beat up Ford F-150 next to a little Passat in the ditch by the road. The Passat was currently upside down, so we ran for the wreckage.

“Oh my god, that truck rammed into that little car,” a woman in a Honda explained as she got out of her car. “He’s been following her for several blocks.”

“Call 9-1-1,” Alamo directed, and he and I focused on the Passat while Rabbit headed to the truck.

I tried to pull the door open, but it wasn’t budging. “Ma’am? Can you hear me? What’s your name?” She didn’t answer right away, so I tried again. “Ma’am?”

“Lyric.”

“I’m sorry?”

The woman chuckled. Her sweet laugh gave me pause and I finally looked at her. Jesus, she was gorgeous. Long, blonde hair brushed the roof of her car, giving her almost a halo effect, and when she turned deep blue eyes to me, I nearly lost my breath. 

“My name. It’s Lyric,” she clarified. “My sisters are Harmony and Melody. Mom was obsessed with music and a little bit of a hippie. It’s weird, but kind of perfect. Sorry, I’m rambling. Um, can you get me out, please? I feel sick.”

“Alamo, she’s stuck. Grab a crowbar!” I yelled, then turned back to Lyric. “You hurt?”

“I don’t know. All the blood’s rushing to my head.”

She reached to undo her seatbelt, but I squeezed her hand. “Don’t. Let’s wait to see what the damage is before we move you.”

“Oh,” she said. “Right. That’s probably a good idea.”

I worked to clear the glass covering her, noticing blood on her airbag, so I moved her hair away from her face as gently as I could, parting it at her crown. “You’ve got a nasty gash on your head.”

“What constitutes a nasty one as opposed to a delightful one? Have you ever wondered that?” she asked. “I mean, does the nasty gash call you names instead of bringing you flowers?”

I was pretty sure she was in some sort of pain-induced fugue state, but I couldn’t help but notice she was funny as hell.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“Doom.”

“Were your parents worried about the end of the world?”

“Something like that,” I said, and she smiled. My heart stuttered. Jesus, her smile was stunning.

“Why would they name their baby ‘Doom’?” she mused. “You must have been a beautiful baby. That just seems psycho to me.” She gasped. “Oh, I’m sorry, I don’t mean to call your parents psycho. They’re probably very nice people.”

“Lincoln Marxx,” I said, and then mentally shook myself. I never gave anyone my legal name and I couldn’t figure out why the fuck I’d blurted it out to this stranger.

“Oh,” she rasped. “That’s such a cool name. It’s kind of a rock star name.”

“Crowbar,” Alamo said, pulling me out of my head as he shoved the tool into the seam of the doorframe.

“Goddammit,” Rabbit bellowed from my right. “Don’t move, asshole!”

While Alamo worked on the door, I went to back Rabbit up. He was currently in a fistfight with some redneck who was clearly drunk and I suddenly saw red. 

I fuckin’ hated drunk drivers.

Rabbit was technically my recruit. I’d met him when he was sixteen right before I’d quit my stint as a firefighter. He’d been a kid on the streets at the time, his parents both dead from ODs and his foster family a shit show who didn’t deserve to look after kids. Our club had taken him in and he’d decided to become a prospect when he turned eighteen.

We’d called him Rabbit because he was fuckin’ quick in a seriously nervous kind of way. He was a hacking mastermind, too, which helped when we needed information that may or may not be completely legal to obtain.

I rushed for the drunk, grabbing the back of his collar and pulling hard enough to knock him on his ass, where I forced him onto his stomach with a knee in his back. “Where the fuck do you think you’re goin’?” I growled.

“Fuck you, asshole,” he slurred.

“You’re not my type.” I turned to Rabbit. “Go grab some zip ties.”

Rabbit nodded and ran up the embankment back into the shop, returning with two sets of zip ties, which I used to secure the drunk’s hands.

Just as I heard sirens in the distance, the drunk made the stupid mistake of trying to wrestle away from me again, so I slammed my fist into his face and he went down hard.

“Watch him,” I demanded and made my way back to Lyric.

Alamo had gotten the door open.

“Don’t move her!” I called.

“I’m not gonna fuckin’ move her, brother,” he snapped.

I closed the distance between us and helped Alamo force the door further open.

“I’m going to be sick,” Lyric warned and promptly puked everywhere. “Oh my god, I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry, sweetheart,” Alamo assured. “The EMTs are here. They’re gonna take good care of you.”

“Y’all are so nice,” she mused. 

Alamo smiled his million-dollar smile and I found myself scowling in response. It didn’t matter that he was married to the woman of his dreams, I didn’t want him smiling at Lyric.

“Excuse us,” a female voice ordered as she and her partner rolled in a gurney. “Oh, hey, Doom.”

“Hey, Marney,” I said. She’d been an EMT when I was a firefighter and I liked her. She was crazy as fuck, but fun. “Her name’s Lyric. She just threw up, and she’s got a laceration on her head.”

“Okay, we’ll take it from here.”

Admittedly, I hovered while they extracted Lyric from her car, and as soon as she was on the gurney, she passed out. 

“Fuck,” I snapped, stepping toward her.

“We got her,” Marney said firmly, placing an oxygen mask over her nose and mouth. “You friends?”

“No,” I admitted. “Never met her before.”

She raised an eyebrow, but didn’t say anything further, and I stepped back to let her work. I watched as they bandaged Lyric’s head and loaded her into the ambulance, then I was left to help clean up the scene, since I had a tow truck available for the cops to use.

My shop was right next door to Alamo’s. He did mostly mechanical work, I did body work, but we’d cross-pollinate on occasion when we were short-handed or got bored. In the case of the Lexus, he was short-handed, and I had Rabbit training a new guy on paint, so I had a little time on my hands. 

Well, until this happened.

I took it upon myself to retrieve anything of Lyric’s out of her car that looked valuable and stowed it safely in my saddlebags until I could get it back to her. I don’t know why I did it, but I felt as though it was important.

Once we’d sorted her car, we left the scene for the police to finish up, and I went back to the Lexus I’d been working on. When it was time to close up for the day, I headed back to the compound for a beer...or twelve.
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Lyric

I came awake slowly, my face feeling like it had gone a few rounds with Mohammad Ali, and tried to figure out where I was.

“Oh my word, Lyric,” Melody cried and sat on the edge of my bed. “You look all swollen and crap.”

Classic Melody. Always concerned about how we looked and traveled with her makeup artist, Billy, twenty-four-seven. I was actually surprised he wasn’t here with his kit in tow.

“The doctor said you were upside down for a long time.”

The memory of the accident flooded back and I grimaced. I still smelled like puke. “Yeah. It wasn’t fun.”

“You have to have surgery on your leg, huh?”

I nodded. “Apparently so. Tomorrow, I guess.”

The doctor had filled me in right before he’d given me some really good drugs that allowed me to sleep for a while.

“Okay, not to make this all about me, but I hope your leg thing isn’t contagious.”

“I’m sure broken legs don’t travel through the air like a virus, DiDi. I mean, you’ve got a tour coming up. You can’t have an injury.”

“Exactly. Put that out into the universe,” she said. “So, tell me what happened.”

I filled her in on everything I remembered, including the two men who helped get me out of my car.

“Miss Morgan?”

Melody stood as a uniformed officer walked into the room. 

“Oh, wow, Melody Morgan,” the officer said. “I’m a huge fan.”

“Really?” Melody breathed out. “That’s so sweet.”

I rolled my eyes, which severely hurt my head, but I couldn’t believe this officer of the law was fangirling over my sister when I was here in a hospital bed.

Melody was the biggest pop star in the world right now, and with three sexy movies under her belt, solidified as one of the most popular actors. All of this adoration for her was par for the course, but I really needed the focus on me right now so we could figure out what happened. 

“Ah, sorry, Miss Morgan,” the officer said to me. “I’m Officer Jenkins. Do you feel up to a few questions?”

“Sure,” I said, and Melody took her seat by the window.

Jenkins pulled out her notebook and gave me a friendly smile which actually put me at ease. “What do you remember?”

“Honestly? I’m not sure what happened. I was at the light and it turned green, when I was suddenly hit from behind, then he came at me from the side and rolled my car.”

She nodded. “Okay, that’s what the evidence shows as well. The other driver was drunk and he’s been taken into custody. We’re gathering surveillance footage as we speak.”

“What happened to my car?”

“I don’t have that information, but I’ll see what I can find out for you. I’m pretty sure the insurance company is going to total it.”

I sighed. “Poor Petunia.”

“Lordy, it’s about time you come into this century, LiLi,” Melody said with a groan. “You know I’ll buy you whatever you want.”

And she would, but I could afford my own car, so I glossed over her comment. “Oh, did anyone find my purse at the scene? It didn’t make it into the ambulance with me, so I have no ID or anything.”

“I’ll see what I can find out about that as well.” She closed her notebook and smiled again. “Do you have any questions for me?”

My first thought was, Do you know the name of the man who helped me? Is he single? But I kept it to myself. “I don’t think so.”

“Okay. I’ll see what I can find out about your personal belongings.”

“Thank you.”

She wrote down my address and phone number, then left me with my sister again. 

“What am I going to do about the charity ball?” I asked, forcing back tears.

Every year my team worked with several of the Savannah fire houses to put on a charity ball to raise money for education on fire prevention, money for families of firefighters who get hurt or die in the line of duty, and general goodwill toward the community. It was my baby and I’d planned the event for the last ten years.

“We’ve got over a month, sissy,” Melody said. “You’ll probably be good to go by then.”

“I hope so. My case load, though, that’s going to be a bit harder.”

I was a lawyer and worked for one of the biggest firms in Savannah, along with representing my sister and all the legalities of her career. Melody didn’t sign anything until I looked at it. I was right in the middle of a criminal trial, defending a man I knew was innocent, which was the worst client to have. It would be a hell of a lot easier to represent him if he was guilty. 

Unfortunately, I’d have to hand him off to my second chair, Georgia Slidell, but this would give her the chance to rise to the occasion.

“You’ll figure it out,” Melody encouraged. “And I can help with the benefit. I’m home for two months.”

“You have to get ready for your tour.”

She shrugged. “It’ll all work out. You’ll see.”

“I hope so.”

I was exhausted, so Melody hung out in my room while I dozed, trying to put aside my worries, at least for a little while.

* * *
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Doom

“What’s all that?” Alamo asked, nodding toward the small box on the club dining room table.

Alamo was the Sgt. At Arms for the Savannah Chapter of the Dogs of Fire MC, and I was technically under him as Road Captain.

“All the shit from Lyric’s car,” I said.

Alamo twisted off the top of a beer, handing it to me before taking a swig of his own. “Lyric?”

“The woman who got hit yesterday.”

“Why do you have it?”

I shrugged. “Just didn’t want her stuff to walk away with some asshole.”

“You gonna get it back to her?”

“Was thinkin’ about it.”

Alamo raised an eyebrow, but didn’t respond.

“What?” I challenged.

He smiled, taking another swig of beer and swallowing. “What, what?”

“Fuck you.”

Alamo chuckled and walked away. Jesus, he was a dick. I pulled my phone out of my pocket and called Marney.

“Hey, Doom. You okay?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Just checkin’ on the woman you guys took in yesterday.”

“I can’t give you any information, buddy.”

“I just need to get her shit back to her. Is she still in the hospital?”

“I think that’s a good assumption.”

“Thanks, I appreciate it.”

“No problem. Are you coming out for the charity dinner?”

The local emergency services departments put on a ball every year and the Dogs served as security for the event. This year was a little different for me, because I’d be doing double-duty as a pawn in their live auction, “Win a Date With a Firefighter.” How the fuck I got roped into that, I don’t know.

Oh, yeah I did, Alamo signed me and Rabbit up. I needed to remember to put laxative in his coffee.

“Yeah, I’ll be there,” I promised.

“See you then.”

I hung up and loaded the boxed items into my saddlebags, before heading to the hospital. I hoped they didn’t give me a hard time about seeing her. I was admittedly in the mood for a fight and pretty much anyone would do.

* * *
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Lyric

I awoke to an empty room, and in unbearable pain. I couldn’t stop a whimper as I shifted in the bed to find the call button for the nurse.

“Shit,” a deep voice hissed. “You okay?”

My gaze flew toward the sound and I gasped. “You.”

“Yeah, me,” he said, his eyebrows furrowed in concern. “You need a nurse?”

“Yes,” I cried out as I sat up and my leg protested the movement.

He rushed into the hallway and yelled for a nurse, and one came rushing in within seconds. 

“She’s in pain,” Lincoln explained.

The nurse checked my chart, then shot something into my IV and I was no longer in pain. “Thank you,” I rasped, smacking my lips together.

“I’m Shauna and I’ll be here with you until the morning. You can’t eat or drink anything, but I can get you some ice chips to help with the dry mouth.”

I nodded and Shauna left me with the ridiculously hot stranger. “What are you doing here?” I asked, but I’m pretty sure it came out as, “What kdjkdkdjkdjjfjk, phhht?”

He smiled. “I brought everything I could rescue from your car.”

“You did?”

“Yeah.” He nodded toward the window. “It’s all there. Your purse and laptop, along with some notebooks.”

“Thank you,” I whispered. “Those were all of my case notes. I’d have been screwed without those.”

“Case notes?”

“I’m a lawyer,” I explained. I think. I had no idea exactly how it was coming out of my mouth.

“You don’t take notes on your computer?”

I shook my head. “I remember better when I write them down. Plus, no one can hack the information.”

He smiled. 

Lordy, he’s a beautiful man.

His eyes crinkled deeper and he chuckled. “Thank you.”

“Oh my god, did I just say that out loud?”

“You absolutely did.”

I blushed squeezing my eyes shut tight. “It’s the drugs.”

“No doubt.”

I heard the squeak of leather and opened my eyes again. “Are you leaving?”

“Yeah. You take care.”

He suddenly sounded angry. “Okay. Um, thanks for saving my life...and my stuff.”

“Yeah, no problem. See you around.”

“Wait!” I called, I have no idea why, but he turned to face me slowly. “Thank you, Lincoln. Truly. What you did was incredibly kind and I appreciate it. If you ever need anything, please don’t hesitate to call me, okay?”

He nodded, the cloud surrounding him growing darker, then he was gone and I was left surprisingly bereft and confused by his departure, but was so tired, I fell asleep before I could unpack those emotions.

* * *
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Doom

What the fuck did I just do?

I headed back to my bike and paced for a few minutes in an effort to calm down. Jesus, she’d called me Lincoln. No one had called me Lincoln in ten years. 

Goddammit!

I needed to figure out a way to stay far far away from this woman. 

Climbing on my bike, I got the fuck outta Dodge and headed back to the club. Walking in, I found our president, Doc, in an epic, knock-down-drag-out with his woman, Olivia. This wasn’t new. All they did was fight. Well, all they did in public was fight. But tonight was something a little different. Tonight, Olivia was crying. This was not normal. Or right.

“What the fuck, Doc?” I demanded. 

I usually didn’t get involved in things of a personal nature, but when a woman I cared about was crying, I tended to investigate.

“It’s not him, Doom,” Olivia rushed to say. “It’s been a shitty day and I took it out on Tris.” Doc threw his hands in the air and walked away, and Olivia cried harder. “Tristan!” she called.

“At some point, Liv, you’re gonna have to pull your head out of your ass.”

“Fuck you, Doom.”

I crossed my arms and leaned toward her. “You offerin’?”

She let out a snort of derision. “You wish.”

“You might wanna go deal with that,” I said, and gave a chin lift in the direction Doc headed. 

She rolled her eyes, but finally made her way toward Doc’s room.

I headed to the kitchen for a bottle of beer.
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Lyric

Three weeks later...

PT sucked. Crutches sucked. Everything sucked and I wanted out of my damn house. Melody had gone back to her twelve-hour rehearsals, so I had no one to talk to but my cat, Booger. And Booger was an asshole.

“Meow.”

I glanced down at Booger sitting at my feet, his tail flicking back and forth and asked, “What?”

“Meow.”

“In case you haven’t noticed, sir, I’m unable to cater to you right now.”

“Meow.”

“Booger, seriously.”

He stood, turning his butt to face me and looking at me because I just knew he was plotting my death, then with another swish of his tail, he walked away.

“You really are a dick,” I muttered. “Even though you’re showing me respect right now. I’m not impressed,” I called.

“Meow.”

“Always have to have the last word, don’t you?” I complained, then groaned. “I’m sitting here talking to my cat. Jebus, I have officially become a cat lady.”

My phone buzzed and I snagged it off the side table. “Hello?”

“Hey, LiLi,” Harmony said, and I let out a sigh of relief.

“Hi, NiNi. How are you?”

Harmony was the sister between me and Melody and she was absolutely my best friend. She was currently living in Portland, Oregon with her FBI husband and two kids, Skyler and Ares, and was happy, which was all I’d ever wanted for her. 

“Well, I’m driving up to the house. Are you okay with me parking in the garage?”

My heart raced with glee. “What?”

She chuckled. “You heard me. Process faster, LiLi, I’m almost home.”

“Yes, you can park in the garage,” I rushed to say, even though I was too nervous to believe she was actually here.

“Okay, I’ve got my app on my phone, so don’t you dare get up. I’ll be in in a minute.”

Less than five minutes later, my sister walked in and I burst into tears.

Harmony dropped her purse on the floor and rushed to me, kneeling in front of the recliner I’d been stuck in. “Oh, honey, is it that bad?”

“I’m an introvert, god damn it! I should be okay being alone, but I’m so incredibly bored, I’ve started having conversations with Booger. And they’re deep, NiNi. Solve the problems of the world deep.”

Harmony bit back a laugh, her eyes dancing with mirth. “Well, I’m here, so we can let Booger go back to being a dick and I’ll help you fix the world.”

I nodded and smiled through my tears. “How long do I get you?”

“One week. Jaxon and I just closed a huge case, so I got a week’s reprieve.”

“And you came here?”

“Yeah, sissy, I came here. Jaxon’s coming in a couple of days if that’s okay with you. We left the kids with Aidan and Kim, although Cassidy has threatened to steal them, so they’re going to be spoiled while I boink my man hard and often. I hope that’s okay.”

“That means you’ll be here for the benefit,” I whispered, ignoring the boinking information.

Harmony grinned. “Yep. We sure will. I can help with any last-minute logistics and Jax will be here for heavy lifting.”

I burst into more sobbing again and Harmony hugged me. “I got you, sissy. Everything’s going to be okay. I’m going to get the rest of my stuff, okay? You good for the moment?”

“Yes,” I said with a sniff, and smiled again. Harmony headed out of the room and I let out a deep sigh of relief.

Once she settled her stuff upstairs, Harmony forced me out of my chair and made me move a little, then we turned on some old Journey on vinyl and sat down to finalize the plans for the best charity dinner ever. 

By the time Melody got home from rehearsals, I was feeling a lot more human, especially after Harmony cooked. My sister and I both enjoyed cooking but Harmony loved it with her whole being and her creations showed that.

* * *
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Saturday morning arrived, and I’d barely slept the night before. As much as we’d managed to accomplish this past week, we still had a shit ton to do and I was using a walker or forced to be in a chair, unable to move freely on my own.

Thank God for Harmony. And Melody as well, really. She’d figured out a way to get a night off so that she could do a private concert, which meant we sold twice the amount of tickets than last year. Plus, according to Wynn, who was handling both the silent and live auctions, she had some amazing donations, not to mention gorgeous men, to auction off.

Jaxon had arrived on Wednesday and rallied a few of his FBI buddies to help with some heavy lifting, which was more valuable than he could know, and I probably thanked him twelve times a day. 

I was currently sitting at my dining room table, going through my final checklist when Harmony walked in. “Are you ready to head over to the Convention Center?”

“Yes, give me five,” I said, distractedly.

She chuckled. “You said that half-an-hour ago.”

“Did I?”

I was forced to move my hands away from my keyboard when Harmony closed my laptop on me. “Yes. We have everything in the car. Let’s go.”

“Okay, okay, I’m coming.” I grabbed my crutches and hoisted myself up, following her slowly out to the car. I was in a T-shirt, shorts, and flip flops, which Harmony had objected to, but I just couldn’t shove my good foot into a sneaker. It was too hot. And there was no way I was going to put my formal gown on until the very last minute. I just had to be extra careful and make sure I didn’t trip on anything.

Jaxon met me at the top of my porch stairs, took my crutches from me, and lifted me down before handing me back my crutches. God, he was a good guy. Gentleman to the nth degree and I was so glad my sister and he had found each other.

He helped me into the back seat of his rental and then we headed down to the convention center where we’d be watching Melody rehearse and take care of any last-minute details. 

We parked close to the side entrance and I hobbled inside and bumped into something hard. I looked up to find my savior standing with a group of rough looking bikers and I let out a quiet gasp. “What are you doing here?”

Lincoln frowned. “Should you be on your feet?”

“I need to be up and moving a few hours a day,” I said. 

Oh my god, he looked incredible. Last time I saw him, he wore torn jeans, a leather jacket, motorcycle boots, and a beanie covering every inch of his head. I had no idea if he had hair or what color it was.

The man had hair. A lot of it. It was dark. It was long...shoulder-length...and thick with a slight curl. It gave him a Jason Momoa look, if Jason Momoa was an angry motorcycle type. It complemented his full beard perfectly and made my girly bits long for things it shouldn’t. Shit, he was gorgeous.

“Maybe you should sit down,” he said.

“I’m good,” I said, surprised by his demand. “Why are you here?”

He rolled his eyes. 

“He’s one of the auction items,” his friend answered. “You’re Lyric, right?”

“Ah, yes.”

“I’m Alamo. You crashed in front of my shop.”

“Oh,” I breathed out. “Thank you so much for all your help.”

“Did you get another car sorted?”

I shook my head. “I figured I’d wait until I could actually drive again.”

“Good plan,” he said, and nodded toward Lincoln. “You need help findin’ another one, Doom’s your man.”

Lincoln shook his head and glared at his friend. “Alamo,” he growled.

I smiled, feeling incredibly insecure all of a sudden. “I’m sure I’ll be fine on my own.”

“Alamo?” Jaxon walked in with a huge grin on his face.

“What the fuck are you doin’ here, Jax?” he asked, giving him a brotherly greeting.

“Helping Lyric out with the event. What are you doing here?”

“Doom and Rabbit are getting auctioned off, and there was no way in hell I was gonna miss that.”

“You know each other?” I asked.

“Aidan and Carter are members of their MC in Portland. I met Alamo a couple of years ago when I was helping out on a case.” Jaxon turned and reached his hand out as Harmony walked over to us. “This is my wife, Harmony.”

“No shit?” Alamo said. “You two sisters?” 

“Guilty,” I said, and stole a glance at Doom who was watching me closely with a scowl on his face. Weird.

“Melody’s the third sister,” Jaxon said, almost in warning.

“Melody Morgan?” 

“Yes,” I said. “We should probably get to work.”

“Lyric Morgan?”

I lifted my head to see Quinlan Westgate walking toward me. Actually, I wasn’t sure if she was still Westgate, as I’d heard through the Savannah gossip line that she’d gotten a divorce. “Quin? Hi!”

“What the heck happened to you?”

“Drunk driver,” I said. 

“Holy crap. That looks painful.”

“Yeah, it kind of is. More a pain in the butt,” I admitted. “I don’t have time for this, you know?”

She smiled gently. “I get it.”

“Did you get roped into volunteering?”

Quinlan had been part of Savannah Society for as long as I’d known her, and we’d met at a charity event almost ten years ago. She was always helping someone with something. She was one of the sweetest people I’d ever met.

“I’m here with my husband, actually.”

“Wait.” I tried to keep the disgust of my face. “Didn’t you and Michael get divorced?”

“Oh, we did. I’m remarried. To Knox.” She gave a chin lift to the group of bikers. “He’s the drop dead gorgeous blond man watching me like a hawk.”

I chuckled. “Well done.”

She grinned. “Thank you. We’re here for moral support for Doom, but seriously, if you need anything, please let me know. Jasmine’s on her way as well. She’s married to Alamo.”

I nodded. “Thank you. I’ll definitely let you know. We’ll be inside watching Melody until I can’t take it anymore.”

“You don’t live to watch your sister gyrate on stage?”

“Can’t say that I do, no.”

Quin laughed. “Hey, let’s get together for dinner sometime. Better yet, I’ll let you know when we’re doing a girls’ night.”

“That sounds fun,” I said. “Thanks.”

“I’ll text you.” She hugged me, then made her way back to her husband. Doom was still watching me, his face scowling, and I couldn’t for the life of me understand what I’d done to offend him.

Harmony and Jaxon were still chatting with the group, so I continued on, my leg on fire with every step, but I really didn’t want to take anything that would cloud my mind. I needed to be alert and on top of everything tonight. 

I stopped my hobbling and took a few deep breaths. 

“You in pain?”

I jumped, seriously jostling my tentative hold on gravity, and found strong arms wrapping around my waist to steady me. 

“You need to get off your feet,” Lincoln growled.

I tried to push him away, but he didn’t budge. “I’m fine.”

“Baby, your face shows everything and you look like you’re in a shit ton of pain.”

I tried to stand taller, hard to do when being held tightly by a demigod and using crutches to stay upright. “First, I’d appreciate it if you didn’t call me baby. Second, whether or not I’m in pain is really none of your concern. Now, if you’d please release me, I have work to do.”

“Jesus,” he whispered.

“Jesus doesn’t really factor into this,” I sassed. “I’m the one who’s going to have to navigate the auditorium steps.”

“Lyric!” my sister called. I craned my neck and she frowned. “You okay?”

“You’re asking me now?” I retorted. “After I nearly fell flat on my face?”

“You were never gonna fall,” Lincoln countered. “I had you.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You also do not factor into this, Lincoln.”

“She’s good,” Lincoln called out. “I’ll help her inside.”

“No you won’t.”

“Yeah, I will.”

“Jesus,” I hissed.

He smirked. “Jesus doesn’t factor into this.”

I rolled my eyes as he turned my words back on me. 

“Ready?” he asked.

“I can—”

“Need you to let me help you, Lyric, ’cause if you end up flat on your gorgeous ass, I’m gonna have a problem with that.”

“You think my ass is gorgeous?” I asked, then immediately added, “Don’t answer that.”

He scowled again. “I think everything about you is gorgeous.”

“Stop,” I hissed. “Just help me inside and leave me be.”

“Your wish is my command.”

He took one of my crutches, wrapped
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