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        * * *

      

      Chelsea “Styx” Reeves has everything she needs in life, her MC sisters, her band, and no distractions from trying to rid her city of the flesh-peddling scum that plagues it.

      

      She can do without the vulture who gave birth to her, but even she serves a purpose in the Shadow Angels’ plans.

      

      What doesn’t fit into her world is a man. Especially one with an irresistible mouth, a chip on his shoulder, and a secret that could muck up everything.

      

      What’s life without a little shake-up?

      

      And Styx’s is about to register at least a 5.7 on the Richter scale.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        For every woman’s inner badass

      

      

      

      
        
        Don’t doubt her existence.

        Even when she’s been silenced, she’s in us all… waiting to be heard.

      

      

      

      
        
        Let her speak.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            STYX

          

        

      

    

    
      Styx cursed as she shook her wet hands rather than wipe them down her leather pants. “Would it kill the asshole to stock some paper towels just fucking once?”

      She was positive his lack of paper products in the bathroom was intentional. It seemed when he stocked them, the female patrons were able to cover the many suspicious holes drilled in the wall. Rex was a perverted ass, but if they called him out on his shit, they’d lose their ability to catch bigger fish. So as much as it galled every Angel in her club, and her bandmates, they let it go for the bigger picture.

      “Excuse me?” a slurred voice replied.

      “Shit.” The curse was more an admonishment of herself for letting someone sneak up on her in a seedy fucking off-Strip bar that was frequented by the scum of the earth. “Hon, are you okay? You don’t look so good.”

      “I’m fine,” the petite blonde said, but it sounded more like, impfinnne. She was certainly not fine, but whether she was just drunk or something more, Styx had yet to determine.

      “How much have you had to drink?”

      The girl, who didn’t even look old enough to be in a bar, didn’t answer. Instead, she bolted for the first stall and lost the contents of her stomach.

      She’d definitely had a lot to drink if the odor was anything to go by. Styx relaxed her high alert a bit. Maybe she was just a youngster who’d partied too hard and not a victim of Talbot. That meant she’d be here playing every night until they got a bead on the squirrelly asshole.

      Every time they thought they had a lock on one of his recruiters, it was for nothing. The recruiters either changed or ghosted.

      This was the bar of choice for his teams to run his girls through for training as of late. They were sure of it.

      The drunk chick had emptied her gut and continued to dry heave.

      Styx almost lost her own stomach. She could handle blood and gore, but ralphing was a little tougher for her. Funny considering she was a healthy six-foot-tall girl.

      A big girl brought down by retching.

      Styx did what she always did. She sucked it up and soldiered on. “There, there.” She patted the drunk stranger on the back. Her spidey senses were back to tingling when she could feel every vertebra through the sheer top the girl wore.

      “Hon, are you here because you want to be?”

      The nearly unconscious girl snapped her head up. She scrambled to her feet. “Why would you ask me that? Of course, I am.” Her words said one thing, but her eyes darting around said a whole other thing.

      The door opened, and a girl who looked in way better shape, cut between them for the last stall.

      Once the stall closed behind the newcomer, Styx leaned in close to the drunk girl, trying hard not to breathe in as she splashed her face with water. “Just FYI,” she whispered. “If you’re in trouble, go to any female bartender any time, and tell her you got your period. Take what she gives you to the second stall. It’s the only one without eyes. Are you listening?”

      She met her gaze in the mirror and gave the smallest of nods.

      “There’s a ratty-looking eyeliner in the trash can. Open the pad she gave you, write on the inside of the wrapper, and leave it there. Got it? Female bartender, period, second stall, eyeliner. You’re not alone. We will—”

      The door slamming open interrupted her before she could ask again if she was in trouble. Styx had a feeling this girl wasn’t just a chick partying too hard. If she was under the thumb of a recruiter, she was fresh to it, and that meant they had a shot to get her out. It was the ones who were in for a few months already that were hard to save. Those girls had been brainwashed into thinking there was no way out, or if there was, they were ruined.

      “Oh my god, Cheryl, there you are. I was worried about you.” A girl who was better fed than her friend, and cleaner, looped her arms through Cheryl’s. “Oh my god, you’re the drummer for Vengynce. And holy shit, tall.”

      Styx got that a lot when people had only seen her seated.

      “You killed it tonight.”

      “Thanks.”

      Cheryl slipped a little against her friend. “Do you need help getting her to the car or need a ride?”

      “No, my boyfriend is waiting and neither of us are drinking. It was Cheryl’s birthday, so she went a little over the top. It was cool to meet you, though.”

      The new girl turned back toward Cheryl. “Come on, Cher, Doug is waiting.”

      Styx hated to let them just walk away, but she had no choice. Cheryl wasn’t giving anything away with her expression or body language, and everything on the surface seemed on the up-and-up. If Styx jumped the gun and Cheryl was a victim, it would get her punished, or worse.

      The two girls exited the bathroom together, but Styx hung back and watched. They approached a young man waiting by the bar. He reached over to help, but the friend slapped his hand down, and he made eye contact with Styx over their shoulders.

      This guy didn’t look like the type to traffic women, but then again, they never did. He also didn’t look like he belonged in Rex’s place. Styx fired off a quick text to Ripley before stepping outside to check the car they left in. Snapping a pic of the plate with her phone as discreetly as possible, she sent that to Blue.

      
      
        
        STYX: Gold Camry, early 2000s, WM late 20s-early 30s, 5’ 10”, 160 lbs. BRN hair, average everything else. Possibly Doug something. With female early/mid-20s. Med length blue hair. 5’ 6”, violet eyes, looked like contacts. 135 lbs. Poss Vic maybe Cheryl, maybe birthday today. Barely 21, if that. 5’5” 90 lbs soaking wet. Light blue eyes. Drunk AF but detected a slight drawl.

      

      

      
      No quicker than she hit send, she had a reply.

      
      
        
        BLUE: On it. CCing Whiskey.

      

      

      
      Whiskey was with the Desert Phantoms MC, but before he wore the patch, he wore many other uniforms and had connections, same as Blue. If anyone could track down information without being restricted by red tape, it was those two. Styx had every reason to believe they’d know a bit more about Doug by church tomorrow.

      She was ready to call it a night, but they had one more set to play before she could head back to the clubhouse. A lead on Talbot’s underlings was what they needed, and Cheryl was the only potential they’d had in the last few weeks. Even still, she couldn’t find herself wishing the poor thing was in trouble just so they had a bread crumb to follow.

      Vengynce’s last set ran long. They hit a groove and there was no denying the music. The only thing Styx loved more than the beat of the music when it was so loud she could feel it in her bones, was the vibration of the open road with her legs wrapped around a masterpiece of modern machinery.

      Nodding to Rex the Perv as she exited the stifling bar, she needed a dick and a drink, but she refused to have either one there. Not because you don’t shit where you eat, although that was part of it, but because, just no. There wasn’t a single person in Rex’s place that wasn’t sticky, skanky, or STD riddled.

      I stand corrected.

      That thought barreled into her when she looked up at the building as she threw her leg over her Fat Bob.

      The man leaning against the brick wall, smoking, was a wet dream come to life. He was slightly shorter than her. At her height, it was rare to find a man much taller, unless she started dating basketball stars. Since Dennis Rodman was the only one worth the trouble in her opinion, and he had yet to show up at the clubhouse, well, she was resigned to shorter men. She really didn’t mind. There was something about a man with the confidence to date a chick taller than him that was a total turn-on. Not to mention she was usually in three-inch heels. That was something she would never give up. She was a heel whore.

      But just once, she wanted to feel what it was like to look up into a man’s eyes before she kissed him. Who’d tuck her head under his chin when he wrapped his arms around her. She wanted to be dominated instead of being the one in charge. Height be damned, the man by the door giving her the come-fuck-me look definitely had an air of dominance.

      How had she not noticed him earlier? His dirty-blond hair was surfer messy and cast a halo around him, reflecting the light from the neon sign above the door. Dressed in ripped jeans and a long-sleeve Henley even though it was hot as balls outside, gave him a rough edge, but all she could think of was sweat. She was in leather head to toe, so sweat was an unfortunate side effect of looking sexy. So, no sucking dick or eating at the Y until they showered.

      “Hey, Point Break.”

      “Point Break?”

      “Yeah, you’ve got the whole surfer vibe down with the Bodhi hairstyle. I dig it. So, are you going to stand there eye humping me all night like a teenage boy at a dance, or are we going to go somewhere and fuck like grown-ass adults?”

      Styx enjoyed it a little too much when he choked on the draw of his cigarette.

      As soon as he recovered, he stalked toward her and leaned over the handlebars, getting right in her face. Up close, she realized how fucking blue his eyes were. They were so light and clear they almost didn’t look real. Shit, this bastard had hit the genetic lottery for sure. If he had a big dick, that would be an epic Powerball-type win.

      “Fuck like grown-ass adults. You got a place?”

      And there was the rub, the missed number on the lotto ticket. He probably had the surfer look down because he was a couch surfer, trying to find himself. Which was just fine with her. She wasn’t looking for an ol’ man, she was looking for a big dick and the operator skill to use it correctly.

      “They got rooms across the street with adequate showers and a stocked minibar.”

      She didn’t wait for his agreement before she dismounted and started walking.

      The sound of foot strikes off the pavement got closer. “So, you’re not going to let me take you for a ride on your bike?”

      He had no idea she was with the Shadow Angels MC. She didn’t wear her cut when she was playing a gig with a purpose. Everyone in Vegas knew who the SAMC was, and they wouldn’t exactly be as forthcoming with the enforcer of the club as they would the drummer for Vengynce. But the idea of riding bitch on her own bike was laughable.

      “You’re taking me for a ride, but if I want to ride my bike, I can, and I wouldn’t need you for that.”

      The no-tell motel wasn’t exactly The Ritz, but it was clean enough, she knew that much. Once in the office, Point Break surprised her by paying for the room. He nodded his head as he led her to their abode for the night.

      Once inside, she immediately started stripping.

      “That eager, are you? Not that I’m complaining.” His voice was husky and stroked her just right.

      She tossed him a look over her shoulder. He was toeing off his shoes and shucking his pants.

      “A quick shower first, I’ve been in that all night.” She nodded toward the pile of leather on the floor.

      Styx didn’t waste time waiting for the temp to adjust before she climbed in under the fall of water. More like ducked under it. Showers were never high enough for tall people. Never. Hers at the clubhouse was custom, so she was spoiled.

      Point Break peeled back the curtain, and she got her first look at all of him, and damn he was fine. Way more ink than she expected which was a bonus. And thank the gods, he had a nice fucking dick, pierced too. Shit, it was really, really nice. Abs for days and thick thighs. As a rule, hard guys like him didn’t like soft girls like her. She had rolls and an ass that jiggled, but he was looking at her like she was the sexiest thing he’d ever laid eyes on.

      It was a tight fit with both of them in the compact area, but they made it work just fine. Before she could turn away, his lips were on hers, coaxing them apart with his tongue. Styx wrenched her head to the side, breaking the contact.

      “No kissing,” she panted.

      Point Break looked stunned.

      His eyes flashed with something akin to irritation before he shook it off and dropped to his knees. She watched the water spray bounce around as it pelted his back. For some reason, she couldn’t look him in the eyes just then. It was never a problem before, but she’d had a small taste of his lips and she kind of wanted more. She missed kissing, a lot. But she refused to be that intimate with random hookups.

      Styx was still thinking about his lips on hers when he bit her clit. Not a soft nibble either, but a fairly strong bite. The pain was momentary. When he sucked it into the warm cavern of his mouth and flicked it with his tongue, all was forgiven.

      Everything happened at once, one finger started pumping inside her, then two. All while his tongue still did wickedly delicious things to her. One knee was over his shoulder and her hands drove into that blond hair of his and held his face right where she needed it most.

      He pulled back and his fingers stilled. “Grab those tits, doll. And don’t be gentle.”

      Was he giving her orders?

      “Do it, or I stop.”

      Styx was too stunned not to comply, so she let go of his locks and grabbed her own tits. Kneading and squeezing just so.

      “Harder,” he rasped and pumped his fingers once, crooking them into her G-spot then stilling again. “Pinch those sweet nipples like this.” He took his free hand and swatted hers away.

      When he pinched her nipple, it fucking hurt. She almost tapped out, but then he lessened the pressure and swirled his fingertips around it. The water from the shower adding a layer of sensation. Styx had never been into pain before, but holy shit, she might be tonight.

      He nodded up at her, indicating her other tit. He pinched one and swirled. She matched his motion move for move. As she did, he rewarded her by stroking that spot inside her that made her weak.

      “Good girl.”

      With those two words of praise, he returned his attentions south and she continued the pace he’d set with her tits. As a rule, men didn’t talk to her like that. If they tried, she’d likely give them a new ventilation hole. But the way he said it didn’t feel like it was meant to demean her. It truly felt like praise.

      Never in her life had two words been so sensual and borderline orgasmic as those had been. She replayed them over in her head as he circled her clit with his tongue and finger fucked her right over the edge of bliss.

      Point Break started to rise, causing her knee to slide from his shoulder. His tongue blazed a path up to her neck as he stood. He suckled and bit her neck before tipping his head back under the stream of lukewarm water. Styx watched him shove his hands back through his hair before shaking his mane like a dog. It wasn’t exactly a sexy move, but on Point Break, it kinda was.

      Styx stepped from the shower and dried off. Dropping the damp towel, she padded back to her pile of clothes and retrieved two condoms. So, it wouldn’t be an all-nighter, but it would still be a good time. She heard him gargle—it should’ve bothered her, but didn’t—as she turned on all the lights. She wanted to see everything.

      He grabbed her from behind, and the playfulness of it caught her off-guard. A laugh bubbled up from deep inside her. He dropped a kiss on her shoulder, then snatched the condoms from her hand and tossed them on the bed. When he spun her around, his impossibly blue eyes feasted on her body. He stepped back and did a low whistle of appreciation.

      The phantom of the shoulder kiss was zinging through her body. It brought to mind his lips on hers earlier when he’d caught her by surprise. She hated that she was thinking about it at all, especially with longing. Thank whatever god was reading her mind for the sound he made while looking at her body. It ripped her from her head, thrusting her back into the moment.

      Styx refused to analyze how his appreciation made her feel. Instead of dealing with it or even admitting she craved it, she did what she always did, deflected using sex.

      “Get on the bed, Point Break.” She raised an eyebrow when his gaze snapped to hers with a flare of annoyance.

      “You going to call me Point Break all night?” He seemed a bit put out that she hadn’t asked his name, but it wasn’t like he’d asked hers, either. Random hookups without a name were her comfort zone. As a rule, most lucky bastards found it theirs, too. No awkward exchange of numbers or promises that would never be fulfilled. Just two grown human beings enjoying the oldest recreational pastime known to man.

      “Actually, I was thinking of calling you ‘oh god, faster, harder, right there, don’t stop,’ but you’re making it difficult. Now, get on the bed.”

      Point Break took one giant stride and was in her space. He looked up at her with challenge in his eyes and she almost orgasmed from the thought of him taking charge.

      He gently stroked her wet hair, tucking a strand of red behind her ear before gripping her throat. The move shocked and delighted her. “That’s not how tonight’s going to go, Ember.”

      “Ember?” she questioned breathlessly. The pressure on the windpipe wasn’t enough to choke her, but it made her concentrate on breathing.

      “Yeah, you obviously don’t give a shit about names.” He leaned in and bit her earlobe before sucking it into his mouth. “And you named me after my hair, so I’m returning the favor. Your hair reminds me of smoldering embers.”

      This time, he leaned in and bit her nipple. Styx yelped, but he didn’t soothe it immediately like he had done with everything else he bit.

      “Plus, it’s what your gorgeous ass cheeks will look like in about five minutes, fucking embers.”

      He licked her other nipple, leaving the one throbbing. He stood back to his full height and met her gaze while tightening his grip on her neck.

      “Silver. Say that and I stop. Got it. Anything you don’t like, silver. Not sure, need a break, silver. If your mouth is full.” He held up his other hand with two fingers extended up and the others folded, like pledging Scout’s honor or something. “This, anywhere I see it or feel it. Double tap, go in a series of twos, I stop. Understand?”

      Holy shit.

      Styx nodded, which was hard with his grip on her neck, holding her upright.

      “I need the words.”

      “Yes.” It came out breathless and demure.

      Styx had never felt that way in the bedroom, but Point Break brought it out in her. She was hesitant because they hadn’t developed trust yet. But the fact he was giving her an out from the jump helped. Plus, she would tap out if he tried to do anything to incapacitate her in any way. And if that failed, she could definitely take him if it came to it.

      As much as being dominated felt sublime, it wasn’t going to be her new norm. If Point Break wanted an encore, he’d have to find his more submissive side. Styx was willing to allow the shift back and forth for as long as it lasted.

      “Let me see.” It was a demand, not a request.

      She raised her left hand with two fingers up.

      “Good girl.” He nodded, indicating for her to continue.

      Her brain took a moment to realize his grip tightened to her personal limit. She tapped her two fingers on his wrist two quick series of two was all it took before his grip disappeared and she drew in a gulp of air.

      The pleased smile that slid across his lips was blinding. Her knees threatened to buckle. By some miracle, she stayed upright. “Now.” He snatched a foil packet from the bed where he’d tossed it earlier and slid it into her right hand. Then snatched a pillow from the bed and threw it down at his feet. “On your knees.”

      Styx damn near tapped out on principle alone. She would bow to no one, man or woman. Instead, she folded her arms and arched an eyebrow at him.

      If she thought his smile before was knee-weakening, this grin was downright wicked. The man was devastatingly handsome, there was no disputing that.

      “I’m not asking, Ember, I’m telling. You can either get on your knees, or you can call it. Your choice. I can see by the fire in your eyes you’re all about control.” Point Break leaned in closer. His hands caressed the outline of her breast without actually touching her skin, and she shuddered. His gaze followed the path his hands took. He spoke while he explored her without touch or eye contact.

      “But do you have any idea what freedom there is in relinquishing that control?” He allowed his finger to briefly land on her hip before he returned to ghost tracing. “Willingly giving control is still control when you think about it. You make the choice. You can call silver and tap out. I’m merely the engine that can drive your pleasure. You’re the conductor.”

      She was lost in his words, lost in feeling the no-touch caress. When his tongue shot out and licked her nipple, a small series of sparks pushed her closer to what she knew would be a mind-blowing orgasm.

      “Besides, I enjoy a strong woman and would love nothing more than—”

      Not letting him finish the sentence, Styx used her body to shift him forward. She dropped to her knees on the pillow.

      Styx didn’t know what came over her and didn’t give two shits what it was either. She was in dire need of the orgasm that was teasing her, and she would have it. One way or another.

      Without preamble and little finesse, she wrapped her lips around him and swallowed his cock as deep as she could.

      The groan that was forced from his lungs sounded guttural and sexy as hell
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