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      This can’t be happening. They wouldn’t dare. Oh! My! God! They’re going to hit him. I can’t believe what’s happening right before my eyes. This pickup truck is riding up on a motorcycle and is inches away from hitting his back end.

      The guy on the bike is trying to weave back and forth to avoid getting hit, but there’s just no way he’s going to be able to avoid it.

      Suddenly, the truck hits the back of the bike, and the motorcycle skids wildly off the road as the rider is tossed up and over and into a ditch close to his bike.

      I hit the brakes, the tires squealing as my car jerks to a stop. I race out of my car toward the guy on the motorcycle. The truck stops not too far in the distance, but I immediately know they’re not stopping to help. Three men descend from the vehicle, one grabbing a lead pipe and another a chain.

      Shit! The biker has managed to pull off his helmet, but he’s in bad shape and is going to be in even worse shape if I can’t get him into my car. Even at a quick glance, I can see that he’s hotter than hot. He’s got wavy light brown hair and hazel eyes that are shaken to the core, and he looks like he’s going to pass out.

      I’ve got to get him out of here.

      “They’re coming back. We’ve got to move,” I shout, and he whips his head toward me.

      “Babe, you gotta…get outta here. They’re out for blood, and no telling what they’ll do to you.” His voice is shaken and strained, and he’s obviously in intense pain.

      “Grab hold of my hand, dammit!” I command. When I refuse to leave him, he takes my hand, and with the all the strength I can muster, I manage to get him to his feet and support his weight as he staggers to my car.

      As soon as the men from the truck see us, they jog toward us. “This is going to hurt,” I tell the man I’m dragging along with me. With all that I have, I push him into the passenger seat and slam the door shut. I make it to the driver’s side just as the men reach us and block my car. They’re all huge and bulky, with angry eyes. One yells for me to hand over the man next to me, the other slaps the pipe into his palm.

      I have a feeling that reasoning with these guys isn’t going to work, so I put the pedal to the metal and take off, watching the men dive to either direction of my car to avoid getting hit. I look in my rearview mirror and see them racing back to their truck.

      “They’re coming after us,” I shout. Now what do I do? Panic makes my heart race and dampens my palms.

      The man beside me is struggling but reaching into his pocket. “Phone,” he groans, a grimace etched on his face from the pain and the effort he’s expending. I reach over and take it from where he’s pulled it loose. “Dial…One.”

      I hit the number One on his speed dial and put it on speaker, needing to keep my hands on the wheel. I speed up to try to put as much distance as possible between us and the truck following, with some very angry men on our tail.

      “Roscoe, where are you?” the man on the other end of the line asks.

      I look over to see my passenger, who I now know is called Roscoe, passed out. “Um, he’s badly hurt and passed out in my car.” I’m speaking louder than normal and losing it as I notice the truck is gaining ground. “We’re being followed. There are three men, and they ran your friend off the road. I got to him before they did, but he’s hurt pretty badly.” I’m starting to freak out. My hands are shaking.

      The guy on the phone must have noted the change in my voice and says, “My name’s Guard. Where are you?” I give him our general location, and he’s quick to give instructions. “You’re going to see a sign that points to Bournham. See it yet?”

      I’m pretty familiar with the area and know it’s just up ahead. “Coming up on it now.” My heart is beating wildly.

      The man named Guard yells out to the people who must be around him. “War, Demon, Ghost, get to the town line. Main road. Roscoe’s in trouble.” That’s an understatement, I think.

      I hit a hard left, turning toward the town Guard’s talking about, and Roscoe groans in pain. I’m feeling both guilty and relieved. I don’t want him to hurt any more than he is, but I was worried he wasn’t only passed out.

      “What kind of car are you driving?” Guard asks, pulling my attention back to the phone.

      “I’m driving a pink convertible.”

      “Pink?”

      “Yeah, and I don’t want to hear any crap about it. It’s my car,” I snap. I’d always wanted a pink car, and since buying one, all I hear are stupid comments about it.

      “No shit from me, girl,” he says. “Three motorcycles are riding your way. You should see them any second now.”

      The truck has picked up speed and is trying to come up beside me to pass us. I swerve the car from side to side. Suddenly, shots ring out.

      “We’re going to die,” I whisper, but I’m not going down without a fight. Three bikes appear before me. One shoots past me, and with a huge screech, a tire blows. When I look back, the pickup is veering out of control and the bike is heading back my way.

      “Follow the bikes, firebrand. You’re safe now, but we gotta get our man to help. Can you do that for me?” Guard comes through loud and clear, and his voice is oddly comforting.

      “Yeah, I can do that.” I stay on course with one bike leading the way and the other two following behind. Once we get to our destination, I see that we’re pulling up to a clinic. Both a nurse and doctor are waiting outside. Crossing the street is a team of other men.

      As soon as I park, two men carefully lift Roscoe out of my car and bring him inside. Suddenly, the magnitude of what’s happened hits me, and the dam bursts. Tears flow down my cheeks as two strong arms wrap around me and usher me inside the clinic.

      It takes me a few minutes to calm myself. A tall, dark-haired man with serious eyes hands me a glass of water. “I’m Guard. What’s your name, firebrand?”

      “Willow. My name’s Willow.” I hiccup and take a deep breath, restoring myself to the calm person I usually strive to be.
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      “I’m glad we invested in a portable X-ray machine.” The voices are foggy, but I think that’s Saint talking.

      “Yeah, and we’re going to add more. We wouldn’t have had time to get him to the hospital. We’re kitting this place out to have its own operating area.” I know that voice. It’s definitely Guard.

      “I should have gone with him. Fuck! I let him down,” Ghost says, his tone low and fiercely angry.

      I try to open my eyes, but the lights are too bright. Instead, I move my hand, hoping to get their attention. I manage to rasp out Ghost’s name.

      I hear the shuffle of feet, then: “Yeah, man, right here.” Immediately, he’s by my side, dropping his head closer so I don’t have to strain.

      “Not…your fault.” My tone is weak, but then again, I was run off the road by three evil beings in a Ram truck.

      “We’ll talk when you’re better. Don’t strain yourself,” Ghost replies quietly.

      The replay of events flashes through my mind. I thought I’d died when I saw the most beautiful angel standing right in front of me, forcing me to my feet. She had strawberry-blonde hair and eyes so blue that a man could willingly lose himself in them and not even care to come back. I thought angels were supposed to be soft and sweet, but this one yanked me to my feet and saved my ass.

      “Angel?” I ask. I have no idea what her name is, but she was a gift from heaven today.

      “The firebrand who brought you in, you mean? Her name is Willow. Ava, Izzy, and Cammy are with her outside. She’s fine. Shaken up, but okay,” Guard answers.

      “Saved me,” I whisper. My head is getting heavier. It must be the drugs.

      “You gotta rest, Roscoe. I’m going to monitor you for the next couple of hours. Then we’re going to take you back to the compound to recover, if all goes well,” Saint tells me.

      “We’re taking good care of Willow. You just focus on getting better,” Guard says firmly.

      I can’t fight the darkness anymore. I’m so tired. It’s the last I hear before I pass out again.
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      Ava and the nurse, Camille, have gone to grab coffees and food for the large crew of men in the waiting room at the clinic. With all these guys hanging around here, there’s no room to move. I decide to leave and am moving to do just that when the man called Demon stops me.

      “Where are you going, firebrand?” he asks. “It’s best you stay here with us. Guard and Ghost will want to have a word with you.”

      “I don’t want to interfere, and it seems that Roscoe has lots of people to take care of him. I’m in the way.” I wave my hand around to encompass the packed room.

      “No way. We’re grateful to you.” This comes from a woman named Izzy. Apparently, she’s married to Saint, who is also the doctor and owner of the clinic. I found out from Ava that she’s a schoolteacher and that she came running after classes were out. “Roscoe’s our family. I don’t dare imagine what would have happened to him if you hadn’t stopped.” Suddenly, she wraps her arms around me for a hug, and I return it. “Please stay. If I know Roscoe, he’s going to want to thank you personally.”

      Honestly, I have no place to be. I packed my car this morning after deciding it was time to find a place to call my own and settle down for a while. Does that sound crazy? My parents and sister think so. I’ve craved adventure all my life. I want to see everything, experience life and meet new people, and, well, with this many people in one room, I’m doing just that. Since I’m lucky enough to be able to do my job from anywhere, it doesn’t matter where I set myself up.

      After college, I was quickly snapped up by a publishing company in an entry-level role and have proven myself worthy of a senior editor role through my time with them. I love the job, but hate the nine-to-five lifestyle, so I decided to go out on my own. Having made solid relationships with the authors I worked closely with made the move easier than I imagined because they all come to me for their editing needs.

      My father is a business advisor and taught me all he knows about how to set myself up for the future. At twenty-seven, I have a tidy sum tucked away and a hefty down payment for a place of my own. I simply haven’t found that special place yet. I’ve been to many cities and towns and stayed a month or two here and there, but I’ve always gone home in the end. I gave my apartment up a while ago, so by home, I mean Mom and Dad’s. They love it when I arrive, but they also know that I’ll eventually get the itch to leave once more.

      As I scan the small room, I can tell these men are close, like brothers. There are three of them huddled in a corner, and they seem to be taking it harder than the others. All seem concerned, but those three, they look gutted. My staring catches the attention of the hot man named Demon.

      “James, Hammer, and Emmet are close to Roscoe. They all work together. They’re feeling the guilt of not having been with him,” he explains.

      “Then I would have had to haul two of them into my car,” I say. It was bad enough moving a very muscular and heavy Roscoe. If there’d been more than just Roscoe to worry about, I can’t imagine we would’ve gotten away from the crazy men who were dead set on killing us.

      “If there were two of them, it wouldn’t have gotten as far as it did and those turds would be the ones in the ditch,” Demon growls. Yikes, I’d hate to be on his bad side.

      “You’re scaring her,” Izzy chastises. “You’re not giving her a very good impression of the Pride.” Demon shrugs and is about to say something more when Guard comes out and stops in the center of the room. Everyone else rallies around in a circle, shoulder to shoulder.

      “I know you’re all concerned about Roscoe, but he’s doing fine. He’s got cracked ribs, a dislocated shoulder, and a concussion, but he’s gonna heal. Saint’s keeping him here for a few more hours. After that, we’re taking him back to the compound. Roscoe’s going to need to be watched closely,” Guard says, but before he can go on, the three men Demon called Hammer, Emmet, and James step forward.

      “We’ve got him. We’ll take turns,” one of them says.

      “Thanks, Emmet. He belongs to all of us, and we’ll all do our part. It would be good if you guys took the night shift, though,” Guard replies.

      “I’m with him first.” The man named Ghost speaks up. He too looks pretty rough. Incredibly masculinely handsome, but I can see this has taken a toll on him.

      Suddenly, it hits me: I want this. Everyone in this room is showing their dedication and love for a man they call their brother. I know my family loves me, but this is different. Having a place outside your immediate family and feeling the warmth in this room is overwhelming.

      Guard nods, not that I think for one moment that Ghost would be deterred. Then Guard turns to me, and all eyes follow.

      “Willow, there aren’t enough words to express our appreciation for what you did for Roscoe. He’d be dead right now and we’d be planning his funeral if you hadn’t been there. Not many would have stopped and put themselves in danger like you did. Not sure where you’re headed, but it’s getting late, and we’d love to offer you a place to spend the night. Roscoe has been asking for you, and although you’ve already done so much, it would mean a lot if you’d give him a little more of your time,” Guard says, while a warm arm comes across my shoulders. Ava’s back and is beside me.

      “Do you have anywhere you need to be?” Ava asks sweetly.

      “Not really. I was on my way to…wherever.”

      “Wherever?”

      I bite my top lip. “Is there a motel around? With Wi-Fi?”

      “You’ll stay with us,” Guard announces.

      “That’s not necessary…” I begin to say, but that’s as far as I get.

      “It’s necessary.” He barks out orders to the others. “Orion and Risk, take her car into the garage and make sure it’s out of sight. We don’t want those assholes to know where Roscoe or Willow are holed up. Demon and War, we’ll need help moving Roscoe back to the compound.”

      I have no idea why I say it, but I do. “Can I go with him?” Guard stares for a moment, then gives me a nod.
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      Hours later, Roscoe is settled into his room. He’s come to a couple of times, but hasn’t said more than a few words. I was reluctant to leave him, even though there’s always another “brother” in the room.

      I must have drifted off in the plush chair they dragged into the room and put next to Roscoe’s bed for me. With all the adrenaline flowing, I never thought I would succumb to sleep. I wake to the sound of voices. I’m so tired, I’m finding it difficult to open my eyes.

      “How long has she been here?” I hear Roscoe ask.

      “Since we brought you home.” I recognize the voice as Hammer’s. He’s brought me coffee, food, and a blanket, and he along with another man named Steady hauled the chair into the room. When I open my eyes, the guys are too engrossed in their conversation to notice I’m awake.

      “Is she okay?”

      “Justifiably freaked, but physically fine.”

      “She saved my life. No way would I have been able to fight my way out in the shape I was in,” Roscoe says.

      “Yeah.” Hammer sighs. “Grace of God, brother.”

      “More like an angel from heaven.” Roscoe chuckles, then winces. “Fuck, that hurts.” He takes a couple of deep breaths.

      I lift my head and look right at Roscoe. He stares back. He reaches out and touches my flushed cheek. “You’re the angel who saved me. Heaven on earth.”
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      She’s just as I remember her, with pretty, long blonde hair in big curls that frame her heart-shaped face, and big, wide baby-blue eyes, and a cute, perky nose. Even her name suits her: Willow. When Guard told me her name, I thought it was perfect for her.

      She doesn’t move when I touch her cheek. It’s clear that Willow wants to speak but is holding back.

      I break the silence. “Thank you doesn’t seem like enough.”

      Hammer makes himself scarce, and the room falls silent except for the click of the door behind him.

      “How are you feeling?” Her soft, melodic voice whispers through the air as she looks me over, her gaze settling on the brace over my shoulder that keeps it in place, then moving to my wrapped ribs.

      “Better than dead,” I joke.

      Willow doesn’t even crack a smile. “Don’t joke about that. I was scared out of my mind. I wasn’t sure I could get you to help in time. If it weren’t for your friends showing up, I’m sure they would have caught up to us.” A shudder runs through her. It must have been terrifying for her. She risked her own life to save mine. She may not comprehend this, but those men would have killed her too.

      “You’re right, it’s not a laughing matter,” I agree. “What were you doing on that road, anyway? I hadn’t seen a car for miles.” I love taking that road for just that reason. Me and my bike and miles of clear road ahead… I’d finished delivering a skip back to the cops and thought it would be a nice way to end the day. I’m always careful, but those guys came out of nowhere, and I knew I was in trouble when I saw the erratic way they were driving to catch up to me.

      “Honestly, I was on my way to no place. Thought I would see the countryside and stop when I felt like it. I’m lucky that way. I have a career that allows me to work from anywhere, and decided I needed to roam. When I saw them run you off the road, I knew it was on purpose. And when they stopped, well, I couldn’t do nothing,” she says, shaking her head. “Why were they after you? What could you possibly have done to piss them off that much?”

      “Beats the hell out of me. I’ve never seen them before,” I reply. I remember looking back and seeing those men in the truck. At first, I thought they were a rival club, but none of them had cuts on, and they didn’t look like members of any clubs I’ve been around. Willow’s eyes widen in disbelief. “Honest, I have no clue.”

      “That’s…that’s just crazy,” she says, getting up and pacing the floor. “You have to be some kind of psycho to take off, follow a random biker, run him off the road, and then try to finish the job with pipes and chains.”

      “Pipes and chains?” I was so out of it. I don’t remember that at all.

      “Yeah. While I was moving you, they grabbed them out of the back of the truck. We got in the car just in time.”

      Hell! Pipes and chains are more gang paraphernalia. “Did you tell Guard all this?”

      “He’s been busy moving my car into the garage and making sure you were taken care of. Ava’s asked me to stay with them overnight. I hate to impose, but it’s late, and I’m pretty wiped out.”

      “Ava’s good people. They all are.”

      “I can see that. Not one person left until they knew you were going to be okay. You have a great family.” She smiles, and the brilliance of it lights up the room. “So Roscoe, the least you could do is give me your last name,” she teases.

      “They call me Roscoe, but my real name is Rossland Grier. I’ll tell you about that sometime.”

      “I look forward to it.”

      “You gonna come back and see me tomorrow?” I want her to come back. No, I need her to come back. I need to see her again.

      “I should be on my way—”

      “To where?”

      “No place in particular.”

      “Then stay awhile. This place could be your place.” I try to tempt her.

      She laughs. “I can’t stay with Ava and Guard forever.”

      “I know of a place in town where you can stay. Stick around until I’m up and about and let me thank you properly.” I can see she’s caving and add a sweet “Please.”

      She sighs. “Does this place have internet? Because I have to get some work done. I have deadlines to meet with my clients.”

      “It does.”

      “Is it affordable?”

      “It’s free.” Willow lifts her brows. “My apartment. Two bedrooms, two baths, and really close.” She’s about to protest when I say, “Saint’s not gonna let me out of his sight for a few days. The place will be all yours. Then we can decide if you want to stay.” Although, I’ve already made up my mind that this is where she belongs. “What do you think?” I give her my best convincing grin.

      Willow lets out a small giggle. “You win. I’ll stay awhile.”
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      Eventually, Emmet comes back into the room and lets me know that Guard and Ghost are waiting to talk with me. I give Roscoe’s hand one last squeeze and tell him I’ll be back to check on him in the morning.

      A very somber Ghost and a pensive Guard are waiting for me outside the door. They both look like they could use a good night’s sleep. But their brother has been attacked, and they’re not going to rest until they get to the bottom of it.

      Guard is the first to speak. “Sorry to add to your already shitty day, but Ghost and I would like to ask a few questions while everything is still fresh in your mind.”

      “Sure. I’m happy to do whatever I can, but I’m not sure how much help I’ll actually be.”

      “Sometimes the littlest detail can mean something,” Ghost says.

      Guard walks beside me, leading us to his office, which is down the far end of the hall away from the main area, still filled with big hot badass bikers and their significant others. As we walk past, many of the ladies give me a small wave or a smile.

      Guard’s office contains a heavy dark wood desk with matching shelves. There’s a small table off to one side with brown leather chairs around it. He motions for me to take a seat, then sits in the chair next to me. Ghost chooses to lean up against the desk. I can tell he’s anxious to begin.

      “If you can tell us from the beginning how this all happened, we’ll start there.” Guard gives me a nod to go ahead. I spend the next hour and a half going through the event in detail, and I mean every detail that I can possibly remember. Ghost prompts me with questions, very gentle in the way he asks them. I can tell he’s doing his best not to upset me, but is still being thorough.

      We finish and are about to go back out when I see a bandana on the shelf. I whip my head around. “Black bandanas. All of them were wearing them.” Ghost smiles huge, like this means something big.

      “That’s good. Real good. Any marking or designs you remember on them?” he asks, nudging my memory along.

      “Um, black and gold. There was a pattern, but I wasn’t close enough to make it out. And the one who yelled out had an accent, I think.”

      “Let’s get you a bed for the night,” Guard offers. “We’ll tackle this in the morning.”
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      The next morning, I blink awake to Ava’s gentle voice telling her little guy Ryder that he can’t come into my room to wake me up.

      “Why?” the tiny child voice whines. “Want pway.” Oh my God, my heart melts.

      “Ryder,” Ava says in a warning tone. I can imagine her with her hands on her hips. I also know there’s no way she’s going to be able to resist that adorable face with those rosy cheeks.

      I hop out of bed and open the door. “Good morning, Ryder. Is it tickle time again?” I ask, then, without giving him a chance to run away for a chase around the living room, I pull him close to start our tickle war. We did this last night for over an hour. His laughter is so contagious, we both ended up on the rug, exhausted.

      His older brother, Gavin, is a lot like his dad. He’s quieter and sizes up the situation before acting. Eventually, he joined in, but he was careful not to knock his brother down. Where Gavin is so much like Guard in temperament, he and Ryder have more of their mother’s looks.

      “No. No.” He giggles, shaking his head wildly, trying to catch his breath. “Mama, hep.” Ava rushes to his aid, blowing a raspberry on his belly.

      I come in close and drop to his level. “Well then, I need to get dressed and meet you down there. Want to see who gets ready first?”

      “Me!” he exclaims, and starts for his room, grabbing his older brother as he comes out of his room. He babbles along with his big brother. His voice gets faint as he drags Gavin along, and, like the amazing big brother that he is, Gavin goes with him to help him
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