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        I Didn’t Do That

        Motown

      

      

      I told my brothers not to wake me unless it was life and death. Shooter and I didn’t make it back to the compound until morning, and we headed straight to our rooms to sleep. I should have slept like a log, but I’ve been tormented by the same dream I’ve been having for the last couple of months.

      It’s a good dream up until the point where I wake up and find that I’m alone, and the petite, dark-haired siren is not lying next to me. It’s been two months since I met Tessa. I don’t even know her last name. I knew the second I saw her that she didn’t belong in a biker bar. She wasn’t wearing a bit of makeup. Her eyes were the darkest brown, almost black, and she was the most alluring woman in the room.

      She was hesitant to approach the bar. I was sitting on a barstool, curious to see what she’d do next. Instead of asking for a drink, she asked for the manager. Ruth owns the place, and I know her well. Ruth is in her late forties and tough as nails. She’s been around bikers all her life. Ruth lives free and plays hard. She works harder and doesn’t take any shit. The men who come to Suds Up are mainly regulars, and they like and respect Ruth. They don’t cause problems, and if anyone comes in and tries to stir up trouble, any one of us would step in to help. Not that Ruth can’t take care of herself, because she has a gun and knows how to use it. First, she’d fire off a warning shot. Then she’d get serious. Mind you, she’s never had to fire a second shot.

      Tessa bit her lower lip while she waited for Ruth to come out from the back room. Several times, she looked toward the exit, clearly contemplating whether to leave. I was surprised that she stuck it out, although I saw her jaw drop when she saw Ruth, who is an Amazon compared to Tessa. Ruth comes across as a mean bitch, but underneath, she’s good right down to her bones.

      “What can I do for ya?” Ruth asked once the bartender pointed Tessa out. “If you’re looking for a job, I’m not hiring, and even if I were, they’d eat you alive in here. You wouldn’t last a day.”

      Tessa blinked, stunned at first, then she finally found words. “I don’t need a job. I’m the owner of the new gift shop a few doors down.”

      “Saw the window. Looks cute. But what’s that got to do with me?” Ruth replied, getting to the point.

      “They were supposed to connect my phone today, but they changed it to tomorrow, and my cell died.” She licked her lips, noting Ruth’s impatience. “Long story short, my car won’t start, and I need to call a tow truck. Can I use your phone? Please.” Ruth simply stared. “I’m trying not to be a bother.”

      “Girl, you never leave without a working cell phone. This town has lots of good people, but you never can tell, and a slip of a thing like you wouldn’t stand a chance.” Ruth shook her head and saw me sitting close. “Motown,” she called. “Time to do your good deed for the day.”

      I thought Tessa was going to faint straight away when I stood and took a step closer. Her head moves back to take in my height. She’s at least a foot shorter than me.

      “What can I do for you?” I asked, looking directly into her eyes, which were wide with surprise.

      Ruth answered on her behalf. “Her car won’t start.”

      “That’s okay. I don’t want to bother you,” Tessa began.

      “Motown’s a mechanic. He knows his shit,” Ruth said, then took Tessa aside. Ruth thought she was being quiet, but I heard it all. “He’s a good guy. No one better in this place. He can get your car started, and you can get home safe. Tomorrow, in the light of day, I’ll come by and see your shop. We can do a proper welcome to the neighborhood visit.”

      After Tessa agreed, I walked back to her car and got it started. I followed her all the way home to make sure she got there safe. I should have left her at the door. I should have been a good man and let her walk inside and then left.

      I didn’t do that.
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      I haven’t been back to Suds Up since the night I met my fairy princess. That’s how I think of Tessa. She’s a good-natured, loving woman who truly believes that even the worst human has good in them sometimes. I swear that when I look at her, I expect to see fairy dust sparkling around her. Tessa is untainted by the ugliness I’ve seen. Maybe that’s why I was drawn to her from the moment I saw her. Opposites attract; she represents good, and God knows, I’m not a good man.

      She was wearing a worn pair of jeans, frayed at the ends, with pink stitching on the pockets, a flowery pink shirt, and ballet-style slip-on shoes, which made her look even more like a fragile doll. Tessa was uncomfortable in the bar, and you could see she was hesitant to meet Ruth. But even Ruth couldn’t maintain her overbearing, curt nature around Tessa.

      Tessa has been back to the bar since then, but only to visit Ruth and never for very long. Bars aren’t her scene. I know this because I’ve been keeping tabs on her. I admit, I realize the insanity of it all. I made myself a promise to never pull a good woman into the life I’ve chosen to lead. I’ve seen too many marriages fall apart even without the added strain of having a man who wants to ride and be free at a moment’s notice. I’m that kind of man, and Tessa is a woman who puts down roots, makes friends, and turns them into family. Her magic even made Ruth, the toughest woman I know, break down and visit her for tea and cookies.

      It started with doing a good deed for a nice lady. That fateful night, I followed her to her house, after getting her car going, to make sure she made it back safely to her place. I walked Tessa to the door, and that’s where I should have left her. But in her soft, sweet voice, she asked if I’d like a cup of coffee before I headed home. I made the mistake of walking into her house.

      “Babe, this room belongs in a magazine,” I told her. The overstuffed sofa and chair were a cream white, with light pink throw pillows on them. The walls were a muted silver-blue, and the curtains were a sheer, embroidered cream. It was totally Tessa.

      “Is that a compliment? Because your face says otherwise,” she replied with a smile. I could imagine my stunned expression. It wasn’t that the room wasn’t beautiful; it was just that I didn’t belong in it. “Have a seat. The coffee will just be a minute,” she said, walking to her kitchen.

      I couldn’t bring myself to sit on her fancy sofa, so I followed her into the kitchen. It was small, with just enough space for her to move around the sink and cupboards, but she had a table for two by the window. I sat there and prayed the chair could hold my weight.

      “Thanks for helping me tonight,” she said, breaking the silence. “I’ve been working so hard to get the shop open, I’ve been a little scattered lately. I hope this isn’t too far out of your way.”

      “It’s not a problem, but your battery is done. I’ll have one of the guys bring one by and install it in the morning,” I said, because I decided right then and there that I couldn’t see Tessa again. She was too beautiful for words, and I could fall in love with her. I decided to let myself have this moment, then walk away before I ruined both our lives.

      She set the coffee down and sat across from me. We talked for hours. She told me about her parents, who were recently retired back in Idaho. They ran a dairy farm, which they passed along to her brother and his wife. I heard all about her two nephews and her high school nemesis, who was the typical mean girl in school. Tessa went to college for a business degree with the intention of opening her own store, and now she’s living her dream.

      “This is all I need,” she said that night, waving her arms to encompass her tiny house.

      “No flashy car or Jimmy Choo shoes?” I teased.

      “My car works just fine, well, after I get a new battery.” She giggled, “And you have no idea how uncomfortable high heels can be. I’m on my feet all day. Give me a good pair of sneakers, and I’m happy.”

      I was a gentleman, up until the time she walked me to the door. She went up on her tiptoes and kissed my cheek, whispering, “Thank you.” I don’t know what came over me, but when I looked down at her face, with her perfect pink bow lips beckoning, I couldn’t help but taste them. It was a light brush of our lips at first. Her lips were so soft; I had to have another taste.

      My mouth closed over hers, and she opened for me, letting our tongues duel and play. My arms banded around her tiny waist, and she clung to me. Each time I tore my mouth away to force myself to leave, a mewl escaped from deep in her throat, and her fingers dug into my forearms.

      Her eyes were wide, and I knew she wanted me as much as I wanted her. I should have walked out the door. As it was, I knew that our kiss would haunt me for days, but instead, I said, “I don’t do permanent. One time. That’s all I can give you.”

      I was convinced she would tell me to go. In fact, I was counting on it.

      “Okay,” she whispered, her lips so close that I could feel her warm breath. I told myself she knew the score and pushed away the guilt, lifting her into my arms and carrying her into her bedroom.

      I didn’t fuck her once, but three times, until she fell asleep exhausted. Her body wore nothing but the red marks of my whiskers, her lips were swollen with my kisses, and her hips bore the imprints of my fingers where I held her while plunging deep inside her. I left her there and walked out the door.

      She was the most beautiful thing I’d ever touched, and I can’t get her out of my head. So now, I sit like a fool outside her shop, hidden behind a line of trees across the street, where she arrives every morning at eight o’clock sharp to get the place ready for the day. I’ve tried to stay away, but unless I’m on club business, I find myself here, watching her every morning. It’s almost like Tessa senses that I’m near, because she looks around at her surroundings, and I feel like she’s searching for me.

      It’s ridiculous, I know. Why the hell would Tessa need a man like me? She had her taste of the wild side, and she can get back to her normal life now.

      “Jesus Christ, boy, are you ever going to get your finger out of your ass and go talk to that girl?” I hear Ruth’s voice as she comes up behind me. I turn to see her standing with her arms crossed over her well-endowed chest, in a tight Harley T-shirt, tapping the toe of her black boot on the pavement.

      “Save it,” I mumble, and I move to walk away. She snags my arm and stops me from going any farther.

      “You’re an idiot, you know. She asks about you. I haven’t seen you in months, and Tessa still mentions you.”

      “Not meant to be.”

      She drops her arm and puts her fists on her hips. “All right, then, maybe I’ll tell Tessa to go out with Bronson Sunderland. He’s been sniffing around her shop for weeks. He’s good-looking, rich—” I know she’s full of shit. She hates Bronson as much as I do. She’s doit it to yank my chain.

      “The guy’s an ass and a player,” I jump in, getting royally pissed that she would suggest such a thing. Bronson Sunderland is also one of the biggest drug dealers in the city. He doesn’t peddle his shit in our town, but that’s only because we made it clear that the Redemption Riders won’t stand for it, and because he doesn’t want the rest of the county to know how he makes his money. To everyone else in town, he’s just a smart businessman. Hawk and the club brothers know better.

      “True, but at least Tessa will have a little fun. That poor girl does nothing but work. I’m sure Bronson can show her a good time,” Ruth replies with a sly grin. “The girl needs to have some playtime.” I scowl at her, making her reflect on her words. “Okay, well, maybe not Bronson, but a good man will come along, and how will you feel then?”

      I glare at her. “Are you fucking serious right now?” I ask, wondering if she’s lost her mind. Ruth looks over my shoulder as a dark blue Mercedes comes down the road, stopping right in front of Tessa’s place, the Cozy Corner Gift Shop. It’s as if we called the devil himself to show up at our door, because the driver opens the back door and Bronson Sunderland emerges.

      My teeth clench so hard, my jaw aches. My entire body goes taut as I watch Bronson move toward Tessa’s door with a big bouquet of roses in his hand. The fucker’s decided to make his move. Bronson will use her, chew her up, and spit her out. But I walked away. This is her choice. I tell myself that she’s in control of her life, and she gets to make her own decisions.

      Yes, my head is saying all the right things, but my legs have me storming across the street, and before I know it, I’m barreling through the front door of the shop. The bell above it rattles from the force I used to yank it open.

      Tessa’s eyes quickly turn to me. She blinks like she’s trying to figure out if she’s seeing things. Her lips part in surprise, and her cheeks become flushed. She’s still the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.

      However, she’s not alone, and Bronson isn’t pleased by the interruption. The flowers are sitting on the counter, and he’s holding Tessa’s hand. She tries to pull it back, but Bronson holds on until she tugs harder, forcing him to let her go before he causes a scene.

      Bronson’s expression is that of a man who is thoroughly peeved at being interrupted and totally pissed off that it’s a Redemption Rider who’s doing it. His mask slips for a split second, then his cool facade returns, along with his fake crocodile smile.

      “What brings you around, Motown? On your way to the bar?” Bronson says derisively. Tessa steps away from Bronson as soon as the words come out of his mouth. He sees his first mistake and quickly tries to cover his tracks with a chuckle. “Just joking with you. You can take a joke, right?”

      My face stays stoic, then I turn to Tessa, who has since stepped back behind the counter. “I’ll pick you up around eight tonight,” I state firmly.

      Tessa looks at me like I’ve grown two heads. “Pardon?” she asks in a soft voice, a catch in her throat.

      “You heard me, babe. You’re open till eight. I’ll pick you up from the shop,” I continue, pretending like these plans were already in existence.

      She shakes her head. “I⁠—”

      Before she can get another word out, I reach over the counter and snag a hand behind her head, then close my mouth over hers. The kiss is brief but firm, taking her breath away. Anger fills her gaze, but thankfully, Bronson has already left, and, not wanting to start an argument, I stomp out before she can respond.

      I hang back until I see Bronson’s car drive away. His windows are tinted, but I have no doubt that his gaze is fixed on me as the car leaves. I’d like to think that his interest in Tessa will cease, but I know better. Bronson has too much of an ego to let this go.

      I cross the street to go to my bike, and when I get on, I catch a glimpse of Tessa looking out the window, clearly furious. This is the second time I’ve left without saying a word. The truth is, I don’t know what to say.

      Tessa doesn’t need a man like me around. I’m a biker! An aggressive asshole with a history of making shitty decisions. I did a stint in juvie before joining the army. The army was my saving grace. It showed me that I have skills and made me learn a trade. It also taught me how to kill a man twenty different ways. I’ve killed men; they were all the enemy, but even the enemy had wives and kids at home.

      War is hell, they say, and they’d be right. You come out of the military, and you question your life choices. Assimilating back into civilian life was hard. I was lucky to join the Redemption Riders, who opened their arms to me, accepting me, faults and all. I knew these men when we fought together, and we decided to stick together to make our club prosper and grow.

      My ride takes me to the garage, where I find Drifter and Hawk outside the bay doors. I’m already aware I have a brooding expression, and they see it immediately.

      “Want to talk about it, brother?” Hawk asks. Yeah, he knows me. He understands my need for solitude and lets me have it, but not for too long, because he believes that getting it out is better than letting shit sit in your gut for too long.

      I blow out a heavy breath and reply, “It’s complicated.”

      Drifter’s eyebrows quirk upward with curiosity, and Hawk puts a hand on my shoulder.

      “Complicated is what we do best around here,” Hawk responds, then leads me to his office.
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      Thankfully, I haven’t had time to reflect on the insanity of this morning’s events. The shop is busy with locals exploring the newest store on the block, and I’m thrilled that it’s being well received in the community. I have everything invested in my cute little shop. I’ve wanted this for so long, and the day has finally come where I own my own business and am putting my business degree to work for me.

      There have been blips along the way. I’m learning to speak up for myself and stand my ground with vendors who are trying to take advantage of me. I’ve learned the art of negotiation with some difficult people. I keep what my parents have always said in mind: “You get more bees with honey than you do with vinegar.” So far, I have to admit, it’s been working.

      I look around my shop and revel in what I’ve created. White shelves line the walls with all sorts of unique crafts from local merchants, everything from homemade jams and preserves to paintings and gift items. There’s a rocking chair in the corner made by Tom Collins, a woodworker in the next county. The detail of his work is magnificent. I placed one of his small tables beside it, along with a decorative throw blanket to make the space look cozy, and a book on the table to invite patrons to sit and try it out. It’s been a big hit, and I’ve already sold three chairs and two tables, which are due to be delivered next week.

      The glass counter near the register is where I’m displaying the homemade jewelry items. I found a woman named Vi who creates beautiful necklaces, earrings, and bracelets. She has her own online shop but has agreed to supply me with a variety of pieces that are selling faster than I can reorder.

      I love my place, and Ruth does too. It’s a huge compliment to have Ruth’s approval. She comes across as rough and mean, but she’s really a sweetie. She hasn’t said much about her past, but from what little she’s shared, I can tell she hasn’t had an easy time of it. Still, Ruth has a soft side, and I caught a glimpse of it the other day when she was running her fingers over a soft, fluffy baby blanket with a sad expression. I wanted to comfort her, but thought better of it because I know how private she is. I gave her space and came back into the room moments later, making enough of a clatter that she could hear me coming.

      Now that there’s been a lull in the day’s activities, I can’t help but think about what happened earlier. Bronson has been coming to my shop since I ran into him at the market a week ago. I went to pick up a bottle of wine to add to the gift basket I’m making for a customer. She purchased several items and asked if I could put them all together as a gift basket for a new neighbor. It’s not something I normally do, but it’s another way to grow my business. I made a few to display, and they’re all gone.

      Bronson saw me wandering through the aisles and came over to offer his expertise with my wine selection. He was polite and nice, but I knew right away that I wasn’t attracted to him as anything more than a friend. I told him as much when he asked me out. He looked wounded, and I left the store thinking I wouldn’t be seeing him again anytime soon.

      Imagine my surprise when he dropped by the shop the next day and brought me a coffee. I was going to remind him that I could only offer him friendship when he said, “Friends drink coffee together, right?” I thought he got it, but today he showed up with roses, and I knew he wanted more.

      What was even more shocking was watching Motown plow through my door like he was ready to rip Bronson to shreds. I was so stunned by the whole thing, I couldn’t put two thoughts together. But now, I have so many unanswered questions.

      Where the heck has Motown been for the last two months? He told me he doesn’t do relationships, and I agreed. What I didn’t get was how much it would hurt not to see him again. I don’t blame Motown. He told me from the start, and I wanted him so much that I was reckless with my heart. I didn’t expect to like him as much as I did. He was sweet, charming, and very sexy. He has a slight Southern drawl, and his thick, wavy, dark hair falls onto his forehead in such a way that you want to run your fingers through it. And when he looks at me with those mesmerizing dark brown eyes, my knees get weak, and I feel breathless.

      As much as I loved seeing Motown in my shop, I was less than happy when he announced that we’re going out tonight. He apparently took one look at Bronson and decided to mark his territory. Well, I’m not anyone’s prize. I’m Tessa Honeybush, an independent woman who doesn’t need to swoon over any man, not even Motown.

      Although, I’m grateful that Motown’s sudden appearance made Bronson leave without me having to repeat my conversation with him about friendship.

      Motown can come if he wants at eight, but I’m not going with him. I’m going home alone. But damn, his kiss was amazing. I missed his lips on mine. The night we spent together is etched in my mind. Every moment, every touch, every whisper of his voice. Just thinking of him makes my heart beat a little faster. But I’m not willing to give more of my heart to a man who’s only looking for another hot night of incredible sex. No way, no how! I’m not going!

      I push all thoughts of Motown aside as another customer comes through the door.
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